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Make Love, Not War: A Sibling Share - Illustrated
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Summary: In 1969 bickering twins learn 2 love each other from hippies
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Note 2: All participants are at least 18 years old.
Note 3: This is originally a 2019 NUDE DAY Contest story, but this is a re-release illustrated.
Make Love, Not War: A Sibling Share - Illustrated
"What are you all decked out for?" I asked, as my sister Mary came downstairs looking even hotter than she usually did. In part because she hadn't yet put on her pants, she was just carrying them.
"A date with Jeremy," she answered.
I stared at her big tits, as always. My twin sister was ridiculously stacked, her tits barely confined in the sweater she was wearing, before I asked her, my tone not remotely hiding my disapproval at her judgement, "Please tell me you don't mean Jeremy Bitz."
"The one and only," she smiled, clearly excited about going on a date with the football quarterback.
"He's a dick," I said.
"And you're a dipstick," she countered, standing right in front of me while she pulled on her pants, ignoring that I was a guy with a cock, and that my cock responded eagerly to visual stimuli, as she pulled her pants up her legs almost all the way to her... Damn! Have I mentioned my twin was a stone fox?

Our being twins, she got the looks, I got the brains. I usually thought I got the better end of the deal, but in the unfair world of high school, that didn't appear to be the case. "You're just another notch on his bedpost," I pointed out, as I kept staring at my sister's visual stimuli as they disappeared beneath her pants, including her powder-blue panties, as they reached the top.
"At least his bedpost has notches, you dork," she quipped.
"Whatever," I shrugged. "It's all copasetic to me."
"You and your five dollar words," she said... like I said, I got the brains and she got the looks.
"Just remember I told you so," I said, already knowing how her high hopes would end.
Mary was just another skirt to Jeremy, someone to make out with, or even to go all the way. If the rumours were true, my sister was always open for business. "You're such a square. Go watch your Bewitched, or Beverly Hillbillies."
She finished fastening her pants, and I continued staring. Her capri pants showed a lot of calf at the bottom, and for some reason the sight of her legs and feet in stockings were super sexy, and it always gave me a boner. Or at the moment, more of a boner.
Just then a horn blew, and she said, putting on her wedges, "I'm outta here."
"What a gentleman, he honks, and you come a-running," I quipped.
"The car he's honking is a Pontiac GTO," she said. "I'll be doing a lot more for him than running."
I decided not to say any more, as she sauntered out to go do whatever popular kids do.
Sadly, I did exactly what she said I'd do, as a new Bewitched episode was on, and Elizabeth Montgomery was super-hot and was always wearing pantyhose. That night, in my room at bedtime, Kleenex in one hand and my cock in the other, I stroked myself off while I imagined making my sister into my old lady. As usual, I came in only a couple minutes, as I pictured her big rack and her nylon-covered legs lying underneath me in the bed.
.....
The next day at lunch Bryce informed me, "Your sister is looking choice today."
I sighed. Bryce told me how righteous my sister was every day, "Are you ever going to tell her you dig her, or will I have to listen to you aimlessly obsessing over my sister forever?"
"One day she'll stop dating those jerks and realize I'm the right guy for her," he said, digging her from across the room.
Mary was in her usual school day threads... her cheerleader's outfit... which showcased her two best assets: her tits and her legs... plus her ass whenever she bent over... which she often did, deliberately teasing all the lowly, horny squares she had to know were drooling over her. She was having an animated chat with Alise, a close friend of hers who was also a cheerleader, and the two of them together were a groovy sight. Bryce was too much digging them, especially my sis, and I was pretending I wasn't doing the same.

"Yeah man, you should probably start planning the wedding," I quipped sarcastically.
"Will you be my best man?" he asked, completely missing my sarcasm, as usual.
"I'd have to be," I replied, since I was his only real friend, and he mine.
"I just want to cop a feel of those fluffy pillows," he said mindlessly, still staring at her.
"You should open with that," I laughed. "No girl can resist having her bazooms called fluffy pillows."
"You think?" he asked seriously. "I don't know, that seems too forward."
"For a guy with a 148 IQ, sometimes you're a complete ditz," I said, shaking my head.
.....
A couple weeks later, as predicted, Jeremy had moved on to another girl, this one a college babe.
Mary bitched to her new hippie friend Eternity (yeah man, that's her real name), who'd just moved across the street a few days ago, "He's fucking some college skank now."
"You should have put out," I retorted sarcastically, unable to play nice with her, even in front of the cute new girl.
"Who says I didn't?" she snapped back.
I knew I shouldn't have said it, but I did. "Well, either you didn't put out, which is why he's scoring with this 'skank' as you call her, or you just weren't that good."
"You fucking asshole," she seethed.
"Interesting thought! Maybe you should have given him your ass," I attacked, loving to out-quip her.
"Says the scuzz bucket who's never been on a date," she shot back.
"But I didn't get dumped," I shrugged, knowing her words were true.
"First you'd have to get yourself a chick," she shot back. "Then you could get dumped."
"Just chill out, Mary," Eternity said in a laid-back sort of way, her tone soothing, as she gently massaged Mary's shoulders. "You should treat your brother with more respect."
My cock stiffened, as I imagined her doing more than just massaging.

"That'll never happen," Mary snarled.
"You need to let go of your bitterness," Eternity said softly. "My brother and I are very close." After a pause she added, "Very, very close."
It was odd how she stressed the word 'very'.
"Yes, but your brother is fab," Mary pointed out. I was positive she'd only befriended Eternity to get closer to her brother. She added, "And he's in college."
"Yes, he's quite the hunk," Eternity agreed, which I thought was strange. Eternity wore no makeup except for her eyes, which really popped, and she was a sun-washed blonde who looked exactly like the stereotypical cute girl next door, except her threads were a long, apricot-coloured muumuu that screamed hippie. From the eye-catching sway of her generous bosom when she moved, I could tell she wasn't wearing a bra. My first guess would have been she wasn't wearing any underwear at all, but her sandals displayed that she was wearing some sort of hosiery.
"He's so righteous," Mary smiled.
"We didn't always get along either," she said, "but now he's closer to me than anyone."
"Well, mine is a pain in the ass," Mary said.
"Mine can be too," she nodded, then added the weirdest phrase, "but eventually the pain goes away, leaving nothing but fond memories."
"Sometimes I don't understand a word you say," Mary said.
"I'm just telling you that siblings, especially twins like you two, should be very close," she said, "you need to be more like my brother and me. We're very tight."
"But your brother isn't a complete drag," Mary pointed out.
"And Eternity isn't a complete ditz," I countered.
"You need to chill too," Eternity cautioned me with a sigh. "There's nothing better in the world than being close to your sibling."
"That'll never happen," Mary said.
"Never say never," Eternity said.
"Never," Mary repeated.
Eternity said after a pause, "You two need to learn the power of sibling love. Why don't you come across to my house tomorrow night and enjoy an evening of relaxation?" Eternity asked, looking at my sister, "my brother will be joining us."
"I'm in," Mary agreed.
"Would you like to come too, Corey?" Eternity asked me before I could make a witty comment about what Eternity's brother would likely be 'in' a few seconds after Mary arrived.
"I'd love to," I said really quickly, excited to spend some time with Eternity.
"Why would you invite him?" Mary sighed.
Eternity answered, "Because I dig him."
"He's a scuzz bucket," Mary refuted, fake gagging.
I thought of Rudolph the Red-nosed Reindeer, which I'd seen the past two Christmases, I'm cute, I'm cuuuuute. Instead I said, standing up and leaving before I said something stupid, "Thanks Eternity, I'll see you tomorrow."
"Don't go whack off now," Mary shot back.
I quipped back, "Interesting that you're thinking of my cock."
"Fuck off," she snapped.
"Fuck on, it gets better results," I replied, never really understanding that saying.
In my room I did exactly what Mary accused me of, as I pulled out my cock and imagined Eternity using her nylon-clad feet on my throbbing cock. Not surprisingly, I didn't last long.
.....
The next day after school, Eternity was at our house again and asked me, "Are you coming over tonight, Corey?"
"He probably has American Bandstand to watch," Mary quipped.
I ignored Mary as I always did as I agreed, like the horny boy I was, trying to sound like a hippie, "It sounds far out."
"Oh, it'll be very far out," she smiled, her tone ominous. She was in another flowered dress and hose... her toenails painted with pictures of orchids, which looked so fab in her sheer beige hosiery, and her fingernails were painted the same.
Mary sighed at me, "You, brother dear, are so far out you'll never be in."
"Oh, if Corey plays his cards right, he'll definitely be in," Eternity responded, the innuendo very clear, making my cock stand up and take notice, not only because of the promise in her words, but also from her sexy, nylon-clad feet. Behind her sweet exterior, she seemed to have a naughty side to her... one that really made me feel bitchin'.
"Gross, gross, gross!" Mary repeated, making a face like she could puke.
Eternity shrugged, looking directly at my crotch, "I'll bet your brother is blessed."
"What? How?" Mary asked, so self-absorbed with her posturing she didn't see Eternity obviously and playfully kneeling down to worship her imagined size of my crotch. The silly look on her face was far out!

"Nothing," Eternity smiled, as she gave me a wink and wiggled her tatas at me, knowing I was wigging out over them.
My hard cock flinched in my pants, positively preening under the fab girl's attention.
Eternity said, "Come across at seven."
"Your brother will be there?" Mary asked for confirmation, it being obvious she was just using Eternity to get closer to her brother.
"Yep, in all his glory," Eternity answered, her words once again cryptically weird.
"Great," Mary said, not even turning around to look back.
"See you soon, Corey," she said to my crotch, giving me another wink.
"I can't wait," I said.
"Groovy," she smiled, looking so boss as I watched her leave. As she opened the front door, the setting sun shone right through her loose dress, displaying her sexy, hourglass figure.

As soon as we were alone, Mary informed me, "Your job is to keep flower girl Eternity occupied while I spend some quality time with her brother."
"I knew you were using her," I said, not surprised I was right.
"And soon I hope to be using her brother," she smiled, as she flopped her nylon-clad feet onto the coffee table.
Her skirt flipped up, and I could see her entire pantyhose-clad lower half. She'd always been carefree about flaunting her body in front of me, often going to and from her shower with only a skimpy little towel draped across the front of her body, unconcerned about what I saw. Whenever I complained, which hadn't been recently, she'd responded that we were family, and family members didn't turn each other on, since we just weren't wired that way.
Maybe she wasn't, but I couldn't help seeing her as a stone fox, and I hated how turned on I got from looking at her. I knew incest was wrong, and there was no way she'd fuck me even if we weren't related, but damn it, she gave me boners all the time, and she didn't even notice!
In my fantasies, I treated her like a cheap slut: fucking her face, pounding her from behind, and shooting my load all over her face or her nylon feet. But on the outside, I was just as rude to her as she was to me.
"You know she's not just someone with a brother, she's actually a nice person," I pointed out to Mary.
"She's weird," she said, "but she does give good back and foot massages."
"She massages your feet too?" I asked, the image turning me on.
"Yeah, she has a few times," she said. "I think she's a lesbian."
"I don't think so," I said, recalling her not-so-subtle flirting with me.
"She would never dig you," she said, as I tried not to stare at her legs and feet.
I shrugged, "Whatever."
"You interrupted us, so she didn't give me a foot massage," she said, before adding, "why don't you give me one?"
"Are you serious?" I asked, trying to be turned off by the idea, even though my cock was instantly hard as a rock.
"Fuck, no," she laughed, "like I'd want your flakey hands touching me."
"I'm likely the only guy at school who hasn't," I shot back.
"You and all your square friends anyway," she shrugged, not at all ashamed of being a passion pit partier.
"Whatever," I said, leaving her alone and wondering if there was any chance that Eternity could actually be into me.
...
At seven o'clock I walked across the street with my sister, who was dressed like a fox... as usual.
Also as usual, I had a boner.
My sister was sexy as hell, and even though I despised her as a person, God did I want to fuck the shit out of her... I mean in truth, I wanted to fuck anyone... I was an eighteen-year-old virgin... but while I wanted to have sex with Eternity any way she wanted it, I wanted to fuck my sister roughly, and treat her like the biggest skag ever.
Mary reminded me for at least the tenth time today, "Keep the flower child occupied."
"Hang loose," I said, trying to sound like a hippie.
She scoffed, "Don't even try to be cool, you're a cube: you know, a square square."
"Don't have a cow," I said, both because it was funny, and it would annoy her. In truth, the saying made no sense... I mean really, what the heck did 'don't have a cow' even mean?
"Just don't fucking embarrass me," she snapped, as we walked up the steps.
"Yes, your highness," I retorted sarcastically.
"You better believe it," she said, as usual, completely missing my sarcasm.
I sighed as I pressed the doorbell. God, I hoped I was reading Eternity's innuendos right, otherwise tonight may be the longest night ever.
Eternity opened the door wearing a robe, and I checked my watch, wondering if we were early. We weren't.
Eternity smiled, not at all wigged out she was greeting her guests in a very short robe that was displaying an epic amount of cleavage, "Come on in."

"Are we early?" I asked a little sheepishly.
"No, you're right on time," she said. I glanced at Mary, who also looked confused.
"Please leave your shoes just inside the door and come in," Eternity invited us.
"Sure," Mary said, slipping out of her heels just inside the door, allowing me to see her cute nylon-clad toes.
"Yeah, no problem," I said, also getting out of my shoes.
"Come on, hurry, you just have to meet my brother," Eternity said, sounding very excited.
"I'd love to," Mary said in her predatory style.
"He's really looking forward to meeting you two," she said.
I joked, "Two as in the number two or too as in also?"
"Well, both I guess," she said, taking my hand and leading me into the living room.
Mary followed and as we entered, we saw her brother, also wearing a robe, his just an ordinary bathrobe, where I couldn't care less about any cleavage. Not unexpectedly, Mary hurried across the room to greet him, while paying very little attention to Eternity as she welcomed us into their pad.
So maybe my sister didn't think so, but I thought this situation was weird. Who invites people over, and then greets them wearing bathrobes?
Eternity introduced, "Mary and Corey, this is Dusk. Dusk, these gentle souls are Mary and Corey."
'Dusk'. I smirked to myself. They were definitely the children of hippies. And she was calling Mary and me gentle? I don't think so, but she wasn't being offensive at all... quite the contrary: she was giving us the benefit of the doubt.
Dusk walked over to me, shook my hand and said, "Welcome to our pad." He then turned to Mary and pulled her into a hug and said, "Be here now."

I smirked again. That was a quote from Ram Das, a spiritual teacher. I think it meant something like don't get hung up in the past because guilt and resentment can be killers, and don't distract yourself by worrying about the future, but live like the animals do, investing yourself fully in the now. Which made sense I guess, but my thoughts couldn't help straying just a little into the immediate future, wondering what, if anything, Eternity was wearing beneath that robe. Stockings for sure that I could see the tops of, but anything else? Far out, man!
Dusk then shocked both Mary and me when he leaned in and gave her a kiss. Just a quick one, but still a kiss on her lips. And then Serenity really outdid him when she gave me one too, by actually lunging... as in flying through the air... to do so!

Then just when I thought our visit couldn't get any stranger, Eternity asked, "Did you know today is Nude Day?"
"There's a Nude Day?" I asked.
"Seriously?" Mary asked.
"Yes, there is," Dusk agreed as he shocked us once again by discarding his robe, "so we thought today would be the perfect day to invite you over."



Dusk was incredibly well built, even though he was not at all shorter than his sister. An athletic look, sun-bleached blond hair, but stylishly cut. He had a rich, dark, all-over tan, so I guessed he spent lots of time on nude beaches. And he had a pretty large dick dangling between his legs.
"Oh my," Mary said with a mixture of shock and admiration, as she stared at the well-hung guy.
Eternity added, as she shocked me to my very core, Tossing aside her robe as well, to reveal she too was naked, except for her green thigh high stockings... which were so boss. "Although in our house, every day is a nude day, except for our stockings. The stockings are probably cheating, but Ursa and Dusk dig it when Soul and I wear them."
"Ursa? Soul?" I asked.
"Our Dad and Mom. They like us to call them by their actual names," she replied.

I stared at her, full-figured with big boobs (I have no idea what her measurements were, but they were certainly more bodacious than I'd imagined), beautifully topped off by her long, sun-bleached blonde ponytail hair.
"Is this really happening?" Mary asked, unable to take her eyes off of Dusk... just like I couldn't take mine off of Eternity.
Now I was fixed on her slit and her sparse pubes, giving me a mostly unobstructed view of her private parts.
The surreal scene escalated as Eternity asked, "Corey, may I please remove your clothes?"
I stammered, in awe of her body, of the situation, and of the question just asked, "W-w-well... ummm... er... sure... like, yeah, groovy." This was the most incoherent sentence that had ever emerged from my mouth. Yet I mean like, this was my first naked girl... or any girl... asking me such a question... so I think you can understand.
Eternity walked over to me and began pulling my shirt over my head as Dusk asked my sister, "And Mary, may I assist you with yours? I'm sure you look way cool beneath all those unnecessary threads."
I glanced over, the thought of seeing my sister standing naked for inspection on the top of my bucket list... well that, and my fucking her and treating her like a cheap whore.
Mary seemed to be reading my mind, or perhaps I was more transparent than I thought, and she was a bit more observant than I thought, when she said, her eyes leaving Dusk's cock to glance at me, just as Eternity unzipped my pants. She said, "As long as Corey doesn't get all buzzed out on me and stare?"
A confidence coursing through me that I couldn't explain, perhaps it was this babe pulling my pants down, but I answered honestly, "I'd have to be blind to promise that! Maybe you're hardwired not to groove on me, but that's always been a one-way street. I hate to admit it sis, but you're too much."
"Downer," Mary said as Dusk pulled her tight sweater over her head. But once her upper torso was uncovered except for her red bra and her choker, she tucked her head down and looked up at her naked companion shyly... and, even I had to admit... adorably!

"Your brother isn't a downer at all," Eternity said from her crouch and looking up at me sexily, as I raised my foot so she could get my pants all the way off and discard them, leaving me standing there wearing only my briefs, which sported an obvious bulge. "Actually, he's righteous."

I could feel my face burning and my cock flinching in my last remaining article of clothing... and I wondered if she was going to take that off too.
"You and your brother share the same genes, so whether you dig it or not, you two are way more jammin' than different," Dusk said.
"I guess," Mary said, as she crossed her arms around her chest... her bra not leaving much to the imagination. (Actually it was a two-piece bra consisting of a bandeau across her tits and a separate strap just beneath them.) And ironically, the so-called wild child of the two of us was the one who was flaking out.
"You two siblings will always be linked together, and the sooner you learn to groove on each other, the better," Dusk said in a soft voice, as if he were mediating a conflict and offering us a long-term solution.
I wondered whether by 'groove on each other' he meant intercourse. Somehow it felt like he did. Which made me wonder of course if perhaps Dusk and Eternity had sex with each other.
"I always assumed he was adopted," Mary said, not really as a joke, but a way of reducing the awkwardness of the situation.
"You two actually look a lot alike," Eternity said, as Dusk pulled down Mary's skirt to reveal her red undergarments: a garter-belt, stockings and panties.
"No way," she said, even as she trembled.
"Way. Same eyes, same cheekbones," Eternity listed.
"Very cool," Dusk approved, as he admired my sister's choice of lingerie, which was exactly what I was doing.
"Stop staring at me," Mary ordered me.
"What? Why should I?" I said, "You're fab."
"And you're a scuzz bucket," she retorted, looking down at my underwear and its tent.
For a few moments, our hippie hosts found our bickering hilarious!

But then... "Now?" Dusk asked Eternity.
"Yes, big brother," she said, in a manner that was so hot, a manner meaning she was digging his goodies down below, not referring to his being two years older.
"Stop!" Mary said suddenly, as she realized the two kneeling siblings were about to pull down our underwear.
Eternity explained, "Mary, as reluctant as I am to say anything inhospitable to a guest in our home, I'm afraid it's a house rule. You need either to disrobe... with or without assistance, it's up to you... or you need to split. Our parents would freak if they learned we let anyone in the house and they kept their threads on!"
"Really?" Mary asked, glancing down at Dusk.
"Yes, no one is allowed to wear clothes in our home," Dusk added.
"So you see your parents naked?" Mary asked, the exact same question I was wondering, but unlike Mary, bummed that my underwear was still on.
"Every day," Eternity nodded, as she pulled my underwear down and off, "it's just natural."
"My parents would disagree," Mary said, staring at my very hard eight-inch cock.

"Our bodies are our temples, and they're nothing to be ashamed of," Eternity said, kneeling before my raging hard-on.
"To become one with your bod, you must accept your bod without judgement," Dusk added, before asking, so politely he could have been asking her out on a date, "So may I?"
"Okay, why not, if it's a house rule," Mary shrugged, taking several furtive glances at my cock (which of course everyone noticed).
I considered making a joke about how she was a sick puppy to be staring at my dick like that, but decided that really wouldn't be in my best interests.
"May I?' Dusk asked politely again, reaching behind her back.
"You may give my brother a heart attack," Mary quipped.
"It will definitely give me a hard attack," I responded lamely... thinking it had sounded wittier in my head than when it came out.
"So beautiful," Dusk said, after he unclasped the bra and tossed it aside, revealing to us all a large pair of breasts. A pair that were even more magnificent than I'd imagined... and I'd imagined them a lot.
"Thank you," Mary said, her cheeks red, but appreciating the compliment.
"Yes, you've got a great rack," I couldn't resist agreeing.
"Asshole," she snapped, glaring at me.
"You take it there too?" I snapped right back... curious whether she did.
"Enough, enough," Eternity said calmly, "tonight is about love, you two."
"Fine," Mary said, although she was still glaring at me.
Dusk then knelt down on the floor next to my twin and slowly, gracefully, as if he were unveiling a valuable work of art... which I guess he was actually doing... lowered Mary's panties to the floor, to reveal her lightly furred pussy.
Meanwhile Serenity stood up and came around to take hold of my hand so she could enjoy the look of awe on my face as I looked my naked sister up and down for the first time since we were both... I don't know, eight?
"Stop staring," Mary scolded me.
"I'm just digging you," I shrugged, before adding since she'd brought it up, "like you were just digging me."

"I was not," she protested, as Dusk stood up, and I was impressed that he was still flaccid. How could he possibly stay soft with two naked chicks in the room? Obviously he was accustomed to being with naked chicks! On the other hand, I was staring at the first two naked girls I'd ever seen since I was a little kid... I was just thankful I hadn't erupted already.
"No, you weren't staring at all," I smirked sarcastically, knowing she had been, and had just darted yet another glance at my proud erection. I was confident that through a girl's eyes it was a more exciting sight than anything else in the room, although I was pretty sure once Dusk finally got a hard on of his own, it would capture all of my twin's attention.
Dusk asked, "Would you two like some wine?"
"Sure," Mary answered, likely hoping some liquid courage would make this situation less awkward.
Eternity tugged on my hand, which she was still holding, and said, "Come and sit with me, cool head." So we walked across the room together.
"Yeah, sure," I said, a little disappointed she wasn't showing any signs of being impressed with my size. I knew I was bigger than most guys, since I always showered with lots of them after gym, but no skirts had learnt about me yet. Dusk's dick looked to be thicker than mine, and it was probably longer as well... although it was a bit hard (pun intended) to tell for sure, since one of us was erect and the other still wasn't.
"Come and sit down here," Dusk said, taking Mary's hand and leading her to a couch.
"I'd love to," Mary said, her flirtatiousness back. And once they were seated, she was all over him, not that I minded.

I sat down on another couch and Eternity sat beside me, so close that she was able to drape both of her green nylon legs across mine. She then grasped my chin in one hand and said, "I'm really glad you're here, hipster," ... making my cock flex... again.

"I'll be right back," Dusk said, rising, giving a naked courtly bow to my sister, and walking off.

Eternity broke the swiftly descending but brief awkward silence by asking us, "So your family never celebrates Nude Day?"
She asked as if this was an odd decision for us to make, when actually we'd never even considered it. 'Nary a thought', as they say.
"God, no," Mary laughed, just the idea of our parents and us being nude together hilarious. I thought Mary would no doubt love the chance to show off her bod and I'd love to see her naked under any circumstances at all, but our folks would probably hate it, and they'd seriously disapprove of my inevitable boner.

"I've always assumed they've only had sex once," I joked.
"Or maybe as often as one and a half times," Mary joked.
"So how would they fuck half a time? Get bored and stop in the middle?" I retorted sarcastically, then apologized to Eternity for my language, "Sorry to be cussing in your home."
"You can say fuck anytime you want," she replied casually. "It's a sexy word."
"You constantly keep surprising me," Mary said to Eternity.
"How?" Eternity asked sincerely.
"Except in the locker room at school, I've never seen another girl naked," Mary said, as baffled by Eternity as Eternity was by Mary.
"Exactly," Eternity nodded, "you've likely already seen your entire female class naked on occasion for years, and that's considered normal. And yet sitting around nude like this in a social setting is supposed to be inappropriate and taboo."
"Good point," I nodded, thinking I'd seen the jewels of every guy in my class... although today I was seeing naked girls number one and two in my life, except the ones in the girlie magazines under my Dad's bed.
"It's not the same," Mary said, as Dusk returned. To my astonishment, he still didn't have a hard on.
"What's not the same?" he asked, his dick swinging free right in front of me, as he handed me a wineglass.

"Nudity in a locker room, versus here in your ummm... pad," Mary answered, trying to sound like a hippie.
"Yes, one of those scenarios is awkward, and the other is natural..." Dusk observed, handing his sister a drink, his cock now literally a foot and a half away from her... so weird.

He then turned towards Mary and continued his sentence, "...and the natural one of course, is right here in our pad."
"I have to agree," Mary smiled flirtatiously, as she accepted the drink while taking a lengthy look at his cock.

As Dusk sat down beside Mary, Eternity said, her nylon-clad leg still pressed familiarly against mine, "Your family should attend a naturist camp with us this summer."
Mary laughed, "I'd pay to see that!"
"The one where we usually go, typically has over two hundred families attending the camp," Eternity revealed.
"And over a dozen of them are from our community," Dusk added.
"No way!" Mary gasped, her eyes going wide. She loved two things the most: boys and gossip. "Who are they?"
"Sorry, but that's very secret; privacy is critical," Dusk answered, "and whenever anyone who knows you sees you there, they'll never mention you to any outsiders either," but then he smiled slyly as he placed his hand on Mary's leg, "But I will tell you that one family includes someone who teaches at your school."
"No way," Mary said, not at all fazed by his hand on her leg, her excitement for juicy gossip all she cared about at the moment, "You have to tell me who it is."
"Sorry," he said, "what happens at Natural Camp stays at Natural Camp."
"So is it a camp where the people are just walking around nude?" I asked, wanting to learn more.
"For starters," Dusk nodded.
"And among other things," Eternity hinted as her hand moved ever so slowly up my leg.
"What kinds of other things?" Mary asked, frustrated by their lack of any clear answers.
"Well, we don't want to overwhelm you," Dusk demurred.
"Here I am, sitting here naked in front of my own brother," Mary pointed out. "And I'm also part of the reason for his great big hard on over there, even though I'm not the only reason for it. I'd say I'm a long way beyond overwhelmed."
"Fair enough," Dusk chuckled in the coolest way anyone could possibly chuckle. "And you are being very brave, you know," he said smoothly, squeezing her leg.
"Thank you," she said, flattered and intoxicated by the handsome college boy.
"You're being very brave too," Eternity purred, her hot breath on my ear making my hard cock continue to rage. She couldn't help but notice its condition, and she didn't seem to mind.
"I'll do anything for you," I offered, meaning it.
Taking my hand and placing it deliberately on her knee, she said in a voice that would make any man melt, "That's very good to know."
"I'll do anything for you too," Mary said to Dusk, her tone as sultry seductive as Eternity's.
"So what else happens at the camp?" I asked.
"Well..." Eternity paused.
"Well, what?" Mary asked, leaning forward slightly.
"We fully embrace free love," Dusk answered.
"What does that even mean?" the not so quick Mary asked, as my eyes went wide.
Eternity added, "It's a completely unrestricted hippie lifestyle."
"Where everyone loves everyone in all ways," Dusk said, the close siblings proving themselves able to finish each other's sentences quite smoothly.
Eternity continued the flowing sentences, "And where we all follow our bliss."
"And the universe will open doors where once there were only walls," Dusk finished.
"I don't understand a thing you just said," Mary said, clearly confused.
"They're saying everyone has lots of sex there," I clarified.
"No, it's not sex," Dusk corrected me as he pulled Mary's leg onto his lap and tried to begin massaging her foot. But Mary made that rather difficult by wrapping her feet around his cock, which suddenly became nice and hard! Not to mention impressively large!

"It's called making love," Eternity said, appearing totally unfazed by Mary's actions. "Which not only sounds better, but it also is better."
"There's a difference?" Mary asked.
"May I massage your feet?" I asked Eternity, going with the flow.
"I'd love something like that," she replied with a bright smile, ordering me to kneel facing her, and then poking one of her feet into my crotch and the other into my willing mouth, whereupon I began sucking her silky toes.

Dusk answered Mary's question while I sucked, and Dusk enjoyed my sister's bipedal attentions, and I could tell even from twenty feet away her nipples were very hard. "Plain old sex is nothing but physical pleasure. It may be fun, but it doesn't have any intimacy. Making love is allowing your soul to transcend your body, until two become one."
"Oh," Mary replied with a soft moan, obviously what she was doing to Dusk's cock was making her feel very good.
"Your tongue feels so nice, Corey," Eternity said softly.
"I'll do this for you anytime," I said.
"I'll hold you to that," she said.
"You can ask me to do this anytime too," Mary added.
"And I'll hold you to that," Dusk said in his tranquil tone.
"It will be my pleasure," Mary said as she used the soles of her feet to stroke Dusk's cock, "since this tool is very impressive!"
"Just as impressive as your brother's," Eternity said, removing her foot from my mouth and replicating Mary's actions.



I moaned as her feet gripped my hard cock, "Oh my."
"Just relax and follow my lead, Corey," Eternity instructed gently. She then stepped away to fetch and set an extra-large nice soft-looking futon in place (although it was a garish orange colour), then she moved us both onto it, gripped my cock with both feet, leaned forward, and began stroking my cock with her hand as well.

"Okay," I said, as Eternity became the first person except me to touch my cock, and she was giving me my first foot job... something I'd imagined many times, although from Mary's feet, and occasionally my Mom's. This made me think. Did actual incest happen at this Nature place? Not wishing to be too obvious about what I had in mind, I asked, "So who makes love at these events?"
"Everyone," Eternity answered.
"Of legal age of course," Dusk added.
"Of course," Eternity nodded, as she slowly pleasured my cock.
"So when you say everyone, does that include...?" I went for a clarification.
"Corey, let me answer that with a question," Eternity interrupted gently. "Do you think your sister is sexy?" Apparently I had been obvious... at least to her.
"Well, she would be if she weren't such a bitch," I answered without thinking about anything we'd discussed tonight... just my kneejerk reflex, since that's what I always said.
"Wrong answer!" Eternity objected in a loud voice, taking her hand and feet completely away from my cock. "If you said things like that about me, I'd probably act like a bitch too."
"I'm so sorry," I apologized profusely, desperate not to shoot down this amazing night that still promised so much potential.
"'Make love, not war' isn't just about armies, it's also about families. I want you to look at Mary 'in all her glory' like she is right now, and tell her something you sincerely love about her," Eternity ordered me sternly.
Deciding just to be honest, wanting to show Eternity I was paying attention and doing my best to learn her liberated ways, I looked at my hot sister and admitted, "Mary, you're beautiful, and I've always thought so. The only reason I'm always so mean to you is because I can't have you. I love your smile, and I love your legs and feet in nylons. I even love your cute laugh."
"Really?" she asked, "you really think all those things about me?" surprised, and now slowly stroking Dusk's hard cock.

"Really. Most of my jerk off fantasies are about you," I admitted bluntly, by now pretty confident that Dusk and Eternity had sex with each other... or rather they 'made love' with each other.
"Now it's your turn: compliment your brother," Dusk instructed Mary in his same relaxed tone. Meanwhile he shifted positions so she was cradling his head in one hand while continuing her hand job, and he sucked on one of her tits.
"I don't know," she said, as she stared directly at my hard cock, which was pointing directly at her. Or actually not in her direction at all, since it was primarily pointing upwards and curved away from her; but it was certainly responding to her. Eternity had repositioned us again too, so I was lying on my back with one of her feet hovering near my face.

"Your mind is like a parachute, it doesn't work unless it's open," Dusk said to Mary.
"To tell the truth, I'm really impressed by your dick," Mary told me, I think trying to shock everyone.
"Both of our brothers have great dicks," Eternity added.
"That they do," Mary agreed.
"Do you love him?" Eternity asked.
"Of course," Mary said.
"I don't think you show him that love very often. Will you show him some now?" Eternity asked, except it was more of an order.
"Sure, but how?" Mary asked.
"Like this," Eternity said, as she left me and stepped over to her brother, who stood up as she approached.
Mary and I watched in voyeuristic awe as the sister kneeled before her brother and took his cock in her hand.
"No way!" Mary gasped, not rejecting me, just shocked by what she was witnessing.

Deciding to take a bit of initiative, knowing the moment was at hand, I stood up and walked over to Mary.
Dusk said, "Go ahead, Mary, show your brother how much you love him."
"But that would be incest," she pointed out, as she looked at Eternity, who was now openly stroking Dusk's cock, and then at my cock, now throbbing just a few inches from her face.

"There's no purer love than love within your own family," Eternity said, gazing serenely at us while continuing to stroke her brother.
"Mother and son, for example," Dusk added.
"Or Father and daughter," Eternity said.
"And at the moment, brother and sister," Dusk finished, and Eternity leaned forward and took her brother's cock into her mouth.
"Wow!" was all Mary could say.
Not aggressively, but trying to silently coax Mary into following Eternity's lead, I took a step closer to her, my cock now just a couple inches from her mouth.

"Go ahead, Mary," Dusk encouraged her soothingly. "Show him some love."
"I can't believe any of this is happening," Mary said, but she reached for my cock and began stroking it.
"That's a way cool first step. Now show him how your love for him is unconditional," Dusk encouraged her to continue.
Mary looked up at me and then said, "What the hell, let's make your biggest fantasy come true."
I groaned, "You got that right, you hot babe, you," as she leaned forward and took my cock into her mouth.
"There you go, the two become one," Dusk continued to guide us through this surreal experience.
My first blow job ever was from my sister!

For the next couple minutes there was no talking.
I watched in awe as my sister slowly sucked me.
I watched in equal awe as Eternity sucked her brother.
That said, after just a couple of minutes, I could tell I wasn't going to last much longer, and I didn't want to come yet, so I pulled out and said, "Let me show you how much I love you, baby sister."
I lowered myself before my sister, parted her legs and buried my face in her pussy. A pussy that was already very wet. A nice hairy pussy, intoxicating to smell.
"Oh my, yes, Corey," she moaned while I licked her and our naked hosts watched.

"There's no better taste than so-called forbidden fruit," Dusk observed.
"Homemade fruit is a Godsend," Eternity added.
"Oh God, this feels so good," Mary moaned.
"No one can give you pleasure like someone who shares your aura," Eternity continued.
"Let's each get in a 69 and each of us receive God's homemade cum," Dusk suggested.
"Yes, I want your cock back, big brother," Mary said rather urgently, which she'd only called me in a sarcastic way until now... since I'd been born eleven minutes before she had.
We both stood up and watched as Eternity and Dusk came very close to where I'd been licking Mary. He lay down, and she straddled him while I stopped what I was doing and we both watched them.

"Let's do what they're doing," Mary invited me softly.
"Far out," I agreed, and I lay down on my back.
She climbed on top of me and lowered her pussy onto my face. I leaned up and began licking, as I felt her lips wrap back around my cock.


I licked.
She bobbed.
She moaned.
I moaned.
Once again I felt my orgasm rising and I warned, "I'm going to come."
Mary astonished me by replying, "That's cool, I'll swallow it all, big brother, just keep licking me."
So I did.
And she did, and not even thirty seconds later, I exploded my load up into her mouth and down her throat. God, an orgasm from a girl's mouth was so much better than from my hand! And coming into her mouth was so much better than into a sock!

As she bobbed, swallowing every drop, I continued licking, desperate to get her off too. In part because I wanted to taste her cum, but also because I really wanted to please this babe for a change.
Once all my load was deposited and she'd visibly taken several swallows, she let my cock slip out of her mouth and moaned, "Yes, big brother, keep licking my pussy... just like that!"
I kept licking, listening to her moans, excited not only to be making this impossible dream come true, but also to get her off and prove I was worthy of being her brother.
"Oh yes, Corey, you're so good at that," she encouraged me, which was flattering, since I'd never even tried to do it before. She added, "No one has ever done this to me before."
That surprised me at first, and then it didn't. Most guys were assholes. I imagine they just used her for a blow job or for sex.
Instead of for love.
"I'm sorry to hear that, and I'd love to do this for you anytime you want," I promised her between licks.
"You bet you will," she moaned, which made me smile at the idea this could be more than a one-time thing.
"Yes indeed, baby sister," I replied, attacking her pussy.
"Oh, God yes, don't stop," Mary began moaning loudly.
Another minute of my licking and her babbling, and she screamed, "Yes!" as her cum flooded from her hairy fragrant twat, and onto my lips and face.


I kept licking throughout her orgasm for another minute or two until she climbed off me and said, "Wow!"
"That was amazing," Eternity said, as I sat up and saw the other pair of siblings watching us.
"Didn't you two come?" I asked.
"Not yet," Dusk admitted.
"Let me help you with that," Mary smiled.
"I want to make love to you all night, Mary," Dusk said, "but first, I think you need to allow your brother to fill you with his familial love."
"Yes, take his virginity, just like Dusk took mine not so long ago," Eternity encouraged her, as she stroked his hard cock.
"Dusk took your virginity?" Mary squealed, even though it was obviously true.
"He did it on my eighteenth birthday," Eternity affirmed, and then shocked us once again by adding, "and then Ursa finished inside me, too."
"You had sex with your Dad?" Mary asked, stunned.
"We do it all the time," Eternity confirmed. "And Dusk makes love to Soul all the time, too."
"Wow!" Mary said.
"Now give the ultimate loving gift to your brother..." Dusk said, "...yourself."
"Do you want to fuck me, big brother?" Mary asked bluntly, gazing hungrily at my hard cock.
"God, yes," I answered eagerly. "But it won't be fucking, it will be making love to the cool sister I've always secretly grooved on."
"Way cool, big brother; I never knew before now that I loved you too, and also that big dick of yours."
"By now I think we all dig each other; I certainly love both of you. Now Corey, flood her garden with your seed," Eternity suggested.
Mary spread her legs for me and said, "Yes, come and fuck me, big brother."
"No, make love to her," Dusk corrected.
"Okay, then come and make love to me, but do it crazy hard," Mary negotiated.
I got between her legs, still not believing I wasn't only about to lose my virginity, but it was with my own sister! Not wanting to give her any time to change her mind, I slid inside her without hesitation.
"Oh, yes," she moaned.
"Oh, God," I moaned, enveloped by her warmth... very different from being in her mouth.
"Become one," Dusk soothed us calmly.
"A unification of kindred souls," Eternity added, in an equally soothing tone.
Their gentle voices were such a contrast to the urgent moans bursting out of Mary. "Yes, fuck me, you fucker!"
"All night," I said, since I could come quite a few times in a day.
"It's time to let you explore my garden too," Eternity said a minute later.
At first I thought she was talking to me, but she came over to the couch and did talk to me, but only to whisper in my ear, "Please move your head away from Mary's." And once I'd readjusted Mary's and my positions so it was available to her, she straddled Mary's face, who gasped, "What are you doing?"
"I'm about to use your face for my own pleasure," Eternity answered rather surprisingly, as she lowered her pussy onto Mary's face. "Lick me, Mary," she instructed, as I continued fucking my sister.

"This is crazy," Mary said before she began licking... just when I thought tonight couldn't get any farther out.
"No, it's natural," Dusk said, watching our threesome placidly (but grasping his very hard, humongous dick).
After a couple minutes into my first threesome, Dusk came over and asked me, "Do you mind if I replace you?"
"Sure, that's way cool," I said, pulling out.
Eternity asked Mary, getting off of her, "Would you like to swap brothers?"
"Sure, I've wanted to fuck... sorry, make love to... Dusk since the first day I saw him," Mary said, as she wiped some pussy wetness from her lips. "But I can't believe you just sat on my face!"
Eternity surprised me, and no doubt Mary as well, by saying, "I plan on doing it very often from now on; since we're soul sisters now."
"Any time," Mary agreed, before adding as Dusk got between her legs, "I had no idea pussy tasted so good."
"All of God's creations are amazing," Eternity said, as she got onto all fours on the futon and invited me, "Come and fill me with your love rocket, soul brother."
I silently went behind her, knelt down and slid inside, just as I heard Mary moan to Dusk, "Oh, God yes, fuck me!"
"And you fuck me, Corey," Eternity ordered.
"Don't you mean 'make love'?" I asked pedantically, as I slowly pumped in and out of her. I was still an egghead, after all.
"Yes, I love you, you righteous hunk, but right now I need you to slam that big cock in my cunt and fucking fuck me!" Eternity demanded, bouncing back hard to meet my pumping.
"Once she gets riled up, all that sweetness and light flies right out the window, and all she wants is to be fucked like a cheap slut," Dusk explained, as he kept fucking my sister.
"Then please treat me like one, too," Mary moaned.
"If that's what you really want, you got it," I told Eternity, and began fucking her hard, while Dusk pulled my sister's legs together and began slamming into her as well.
"Oh yes, pound me," Mary moaned.
"Drill my cunt, Corey," Eternity moaned, "I want to be your old lady all night!"
"Oh fuck," I groaned, the night getting better and better.
I fucked her to two orgasms.


While Dusk fucked Mary to two orgasms.
Dusk pulled out and asked Mary, "are you ready to be baptised, my slut?"
"Yes, come all over me," Mary moaned, and I watched Dusk pull out and spew his load all over her face.
"Way cool," Mary moaned.
"You going to baptise me as your slut too?" Eternity asked me.
"You want me to?" I asked, very close to coming.
She spun around and said, "God, yes," and she began sucking my cock furiously.
Very soon I was ready to come, so I pulled out and erupted all over her cute face.

As soon as I was done, Mary surprised me by coming over to Eternity and licking my cum off her face and her bodacious boobs.
Soon they were kissing... and then they were in a 69, and Dusk asked me, "Want another drink?"
"Just water, please."
"Sure, man," he nodded.
For fifteen minutes the girls licked each other while we dudes recovered.

Then Mary asked, "Who's going to fuck me next?"
"Let's tag team her," Dusk suggested.
"What does that mean?"
"You fuck her while she sucks me," he explained.
"Oh."
"Yes, please do that," Mary said excitedly, as she lay down on her side.
So I fucked Mary while she sucked Dusk.

Then Dusk fucked Eternity while she sucked me.
The exhausted Mary took a quick nap, but she didn't stay down for long.

Then I fucked Mary's face while Dusk ate out his sister.
Then I made love to Mary while Eternity loved on her tits.
Then Mary jacked me off into Eternity's mouth while I loved my neighbor... or specifically, her snatch.

We must have played with a dozen variations of threesomes and foursomes.
I was close to shooting my third load down Mary's throat or onto her face... I hadn't yet decided which... when I heard a new voice that froze me to my core.
"I see you've invited some new playmates over," the feminine voice said. "Are they Mary and Corey from across the street?"
"Hi, Soul," Dusk replied while he kept fucking his sister. "Yes they are, and we've been having a blast!"
And their Mom was this naked stone cold fox of a babe, with curves and an inner beauty even Timothy Leary couldn't dream up!




"Don't let us interrupt you," the Dad said, with eyes only for his old lady.

"Nice cock, Corey," the Mom said, sauntering up to me.
"T-t-thank you," I stammered, as I stared at the gorgeous naked woman, who was wearing only black nylons.
"Would now be a good time for us to make love for the first time?" she asked, as she sauntered over to me.
"S-s-sure," I stuttered.
"Let's go a bit crazy, even though this is your first time with me. You both up for crazy, Mary? Ursa?"
"Sure," agreed Mary. "Don't forget I'm a cheerleader, and it's already been crazy in here ever since Corey and I walked through your door!"
"Sure," added Ursa. "I know just the thing!"
"Kids?"
"Far out!" they cried out in unison.
"Such a nice cock," she said, climbing up my vertical body to impale herself onto it.
And we all went at it, the guys standing and supporting the chicks!
This memorable evening and long night of celebrating Nude Day with the hippies across the street... and with my twin sister!... I would learn... was just getting started.
THE END
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She Said, He Said: Mommy's Day
ANGELA
"I can't believe we're doing this," I complained, as we were parking in front of our friend June's house.
"Why not?" Diane asked. "We're all single, we're all dealing with empty nest syndrome, and we all could likely use a new sex toy or two."
"If I can't get dick every night, then at least I can get a couple of toys to do the job," Tanya said, the wild one of us three.
"And just how many days in a row do you ever not get any dick?" Diane teased. Tanya had easily transitioned back into single life after her divorce, unlike Diane, who still felt devastated a year later. I, similarly, hadn't been on a single date, or gotten laid, during the five years since my husband Ralph had died in a tragic car accident.
"Diane," I remonstrated.
"Too many," Tanya said.
"What's your problem?" Diane asked me, "you know we both live vicariously through Tanya's sex life."
"Too true," Tanya agreed. "So it's time to get you two hotties back in the game," as we climbed out of the car.
"I can't even imagine getting back in the game," Diane admitted, her tone like it always was in the past year ... defeated and insecure... which was crazy, because she was a beautiful woman, and she always got a lot of looks whenever we went out clubbing. But admittedly, I was just as bad, if not worse.
"I think for now I'll just get a new toy or two," I said, the idea way more appealing than trying to find love again.
"Then this sex toy 'Tupperware' party is just the thing we need! Let's begin with getting each of you girls some nice, big, fake dick," Tanya said with a smirk. "Then we can move on to finding you two some real cock."
"Oh my God!" I said, finding that plan very intimidating, as we strolled up the walkway together.
"That's what you'll be screaming when you do get some dick in that cobweb-filled pussy," Tanya quipped.
I just sighed. There was no way to win a disagreement with Tanya. The harder you argued, the more effectively she pushed back.
"Well, let's go inside and get something for ourselves for Mother's day," Diane said.
I sighed again. I hated being reminded that this holiday... tomorrow... would be my first Mother's Day alone since I'd married Ralph twenty years ago, since my son David was a senior in high school, but this year he'd gone off for the weekend, camping with some friends.
I won't go into the details... but it was a life-altering and expensive evening... although it did feature almost endless giggles from all of us.
I bought a new vibrator called a rabbit... new to me, at any rate, although everyone told me they've been around for ages... and I also bought an anal training set, at Tanya's urging. She insisted you haven't been truly fucked until you've taken a dick up your ass (her words)... which turned out to be tame, compared to what Diane bought... she was quite tipsy by the end of the night... a double dick machine... yes, an actual machine... that fucked both your pussy and ass at the same time... Diane freely admitting... okay, she was more than just tipsy... to enjoying anal back in her wild college days. Lastly, I bought an eight-inch suction cup dildo... a couple of inches longer than my late husband's... and although I'd loved getting fucked by him, I'd always wondered what a bigger dick would feel like inside me... since in porn, women always seemed to love those big, fat, eight-plus-inch cocks.
Tanya, being Tanya, bought an actual Sybian...with a ten-inch dildo attachment.
But... even that wasn't the most expensive purchase for any of us.
Hannah, the saleswoman, gave us a taste of the wild, authentic, enthralling power of virtual reality. It was wild! It seemed so raw... so real... it was like I was really being fucked by Channing Tatum playing Magic Mike... at the Male Encounter strip club in Tampa.
So... after I came in front of various friends and strangers... although every woman there did the same embarrassing thing. Diane came while she was embedded in a double penetration scene, and Tanya took part in a virtual threesome with a black couple. )... I had to buy the virtual reality equipment. It cost over $2,000, but if you bought three, Hannah took 30% off... so all three of us chipped in together, and we went home with one each.
The next day... Mothers Day of course... after breakfast and a half hour conversation with my own mother, I went to shower, and once I was dressed just in my robe and felt reasonably ready to face the day alone at home, I saw the box I'd brought home last night sitting on the living room table, where I'd left it once I got home... completely exhausted from the wild night and the drinking, and of course from my public orgasm. Which all things considered, hadn't been too bad, given that everyone present except Hannah had also experienced their own orgasms with everyone else observing.
I recalled how wild the night had been, how real the virtual fucking had felt, and how intense my orgasm had been. So I shrugged, and figured I might as well enjoy the only Mother's Day gifts I was getting today... since my son wouldn't be getting home from the lake until late tonight, or even some time tomorrow, and they were camping in an area where cell phone reception was pretty much nonexistent. He was camping with Diane's son and Tanya's daughter... all three of us women, back when were expectant mothers, having met at the same Lamaze class about nineteen years ago, and all becoming great friends from that moment on.
I pulled out my new eight-inch suction cup vibrator, gave it a quick tap water rinse, put some batteries in the VR machine, and went and grabbed my iPad.
I returned to the living room, double checking my curtains were closed... a little excited by the idea of fucking myself in the living room... I couldn't remember the last time (before last night's wild adventure) I'd ever had sex with my husband, or masturbated anywhere but in my own bedroom, without being worried about being heard by my son... I'm sure it was more than a decade.
So, I shrugged out of my robe and out of my last night's panties, which were rather soiled by this time, pulled open Literotica, pulled up HeyAll, one of my go to authors, and I wanted to re-read one I really loved, and that even starts with something somewhat like what I wished would happen to me: Lessons Mom Taught. Yes, it was incest, and I couldn't explain why, but reading taboo incest stories really turned me on. Now I'd never seriously consider committing incest myself, but the idea was seriously hot.
Yet... I'm lying somewhat... since after reading this story, and then a few days later accidentally catching my eighteen-year-old son jerking off in his room while smelling my panties... which shocked the shit out of me, and yet surprisingly turned me on... as did my son's very impressive dick, I have to admit I'd considered doing something along those lines many times, at least theoretically.
The story Lessons Mom Taught begins:
"Your son did what?!"
"Keep it down, would you?" Bridget hissed to her co-worker during their lunch break at the park. "I saw him masturbating in the laundry room this morning using my panties."
"Oh my," Carol gasped in amazement. "Did he see you? What was his reaction?"
"He didn't know that I caught him. I just saw him and quickly left."
"Did you at least get to see if he was hung?"
"Carol!" Bridget shot back with astonishment.
I'd been reading incest stories... along with lesbian, group, interracial and mind control... for some time, but it was always just for the taboo kink of it. Fantasies about being seduced by a younger girl, like my friend's daughter; getting gang banged; fucking a black man with a huge dick; or even having an imaginary someone turn me into a submissive bimbo... they all turned me on... but for reasons I never really understood, incest stories sent me right over the top... especially ones about sons and mothers. Yet, it wasn't until I'd read this story, and then caught my son (although he didn't know I'd seen him), and caught sight of his quite big dick... I was too far away to get a great visual, but it seemed impressive... I'd enjoyed getting myself off many times while I fantasized about being fucked by my son.
I knew it was wrong.
I knew it was illegal... or at least I assumed it was. Except we were both adults, so perhaps not.
In any case, I knew it was perverted.
Yet I couldn't stop fantasizing about it... then experiencing intense orgasms while I imagined my son's cock face-fucking me like his Dad used to do, or pounding my pretty pink pussy, or even giving it to me in the ass. I'd never done that, or even seriously considered it until reading erotica about it made it sound so pleasurable... as did a lot of porn I watched, and eventually even articles I read, that featured practical instructions on how to enjoy anal sex properly.
Yet, once I came... and my desire subsided... I scolded myself for my taboo, forbidden, twisted thoughts, and I told myself I wouldn't do it again.
But then the next time I got horny, the cycle repeated itself.
To make matters worse, with warm weather arriving early, my son was often either wearing tight shorts, or his swim trunks that didn't hide anything at all, and that even framed his impressive package perfectly. More than once I worried I'd been caught staring at my son's crotch.
In Heyall's story, the Mom confronts her son the next time, and she eventually proceeds to give him a hand job and swallows his delicious load...
After several minutes passed, Bridget began to stroke at full force. Her son showed all the signs of having an orgasm, and so she stroked even faster and harder.
The first load of his cum shot up like a geyser, with some of it landing in her hair and nightgown. She reacted the way she normally would in this situation to avoid cleaning a mess, and leaned down to take the head of the penis in her mouth. She stroked him furiously as he shot load after load of his cum inside of her mouth for her to swallow.
"Oh god!" he cried. "Thank you so much. Oh..."
The first time I read that climactic scene, I too came intensely... to me, it was just so wicked and taboo. The next time, I didn't get much further into the story before I was burning up with lust. I love sucking cock, and I've loved it ever since I did a blow bang on prom night, sucking off a dozen guys just three days after I turned eighteen. Ironically, or at least maybe it's ironic, I sucked over twenty different dicks, before I lost my virginity to a forty-plus-year-old man in Rome, Italy. (Yes, in the finest Italian tradition, we first met on the street when he pinched my ass.)
I loved how men moaned and begged when I sucked their cock... since I was in control of their pleasure... which wasn't as true when they were fucking me.
Mom...Will you put it in your mouth again?" he groaned. "It felt so good before."
Bridget pursed her lips. "Is that what you want?"
He nodded. "It's what I've thought about all day."
"I suppose there's no harm in that since I've done it already."
She casually dropped to her knees in between her son's open legs. Her eyes studied his penis up close, and once again she felt flattered that she could make him that hard. It was her doing, and like a good mother, she felt obligated to take care of her son's needs, no matter how personal.
Tom unleashed an audible moan the moment he felt his mother's lips touch his cock. She kissed it all over. She gave it a nice tongue lashing. She did everything that she knew would make a man crazy, especially an 18 year old man like her son. Finally, her tongue swirled around the head of his cock to tease him, before she eventually took him inside of her mouth to suck.
The idea of my son begging me to suck his cock drove me wild, and once again, I came before I'd finished the story.
It wasn't until day three when I finally finished reading the wicked tale. Since this was erotica, I knew the Mom was going to to take her son's virginity, but I couldn't wait to see how it happened. It was somewhat romantic, but every time the son said 'Mom', my pussy tingled.
Bridget spread her legs when she stood above her son's cock. It was stiff and pointing straight up. When she lowered herself to sit on his cock, she smiled knowing that his saliva covered erection and her soaking wet vagina would make for an easy entrance. She held his cock up with one hand, and she spread her labia with another. His hard shaft had no trouble entering her, and it was in an instant that his entire cock was in her body.
"Oh fuck, mom," he said with his eyes nearly glazed over.
I was frantically rubbing myself while I read and read, until the son came.
You can cum inside me," she whispered, clenching her pussy. "Go ahead, cum in my wet hole. Feels good, doesn't it?"
"Fuck, mom"..." he cried.
She continued pumping his cock with her clenched vagina and she felt his cum shooting inside of her. They both savored the feeling of that special moment. She didn't stop until he was completely drained. His body relaxed entirely once his cock was released from her vaginal grip.
The moment the son came inside his Mom's wet hole... a description that for some reason I found wickedly hot... my own wet hole flooded some warm fluids out of me.
So... since then... I'd been conflicted about my growing dependence on the intense orgasms I reached, mixed with guilt during the aftermath, for having such filthy fantasies about my own son... who... and it wasn't his fault, the poor dear... looked so much like his father.
But as usual, while I read the wicked tale by HeyAll yet again, my libido and fantasy took control of me, and my mind drifted to my son.
Was he a virgin? I doubted it.
Was his dick as big as it had looked from the hallway?
Did he have fantasies about me... or did he just like smelling my panties?
Having done some research on incest, while in incognito mode on my computer, I found that incest is much more common than I'd imagined (although it's the internet, so you've got to take that with a grain or two of salt), and there were actually some psychological articles explaining why many sons fantasize about their mothers.
Regardless, with my pussy burning, I put on my new headset (which incorporated a pair of goggles and earphones), scrolled through the recorded virtual reality offerings, until I found a young-looking stud who looked somewhat like my son, who had a generous eight-inch cock, the same size as my new dildo I'd just suctioned to the wall, and I awkwardly backed myself onto the big dick... my pussy already quite wet, so when I got into the right position, it slid right inside me.
With my hands resting on my knees, I began slowly fucking myself, while becoming immersed in the virtual reality video of a young stud fucking me on a beach.
DAVID
As I was pulling into my driveway, coming home a day early to surprise Mom for Mother's Day, I adjusted my dick.
I couldn't explain why, since I'd just gotten an amazing blow job from Janice before I left the lake, but I was still horny. Of course I'm eighteen, so I'm always horny. But even though I'd just deposited a load down the throat of a really hot girl a couple hours ago, a girl any guy would be envious of, my cock was hard from thinking about my Mom.
I know it's wrong, I know it can't ever happen for real, but my dream fuck is my Mom. I've already fucked three girls since I turned eighteen a few months ago, including Janice for the third time last night at the lake, the other two girls also hot and popular, yet I wasn't satisfied. Even while Janice was bobbing on my dick in the car, I was imagining it being my Mom deep throating my eight-inch dick... which I knew wasn't porn star big, but it was pretty impressive, and substantially larger than the average guy's. The first time Janice sucked me was after she learned from my last girlfriend Jane how well-endowed I was, and I can't deny that I appreciate the positive recommendation. Strangely, all three girls I've fucked have names that start with the letter J. I lost my virginity to Julia.
So although I was a popular and lucky guy, with a hot girlfriend (although Janice and I hadn't officially decided we were boyfriend and girlfriend) and I had a great mother (she was amazing, and she'd really kept it together after Dad's unexpected death)... I wanted more. I wanted to fuck my Mom.
Yet, fantasy is just that: fantasy.
Today was Mother's Day, and I wanted to surprise her with flowers, which I'd hand picked at the lake, a beautiful arrangement, and then take her out for lunch. She'd done so much for me, and I knew she was disappointed when I told her I wouldn't be home for her special day. But if I hadn't done that, then I wouldn't be able to come home early and surprise her.
So I got out of the car, adjusted my, as usual, hard dick, grabbed the flowers, leaving my duffel bag and camping gear in the car for now, and headed inside to surprise her.
It was just after eleven, so I knew she'd be up. Eight o'clock was sleeping in for her, while being up before noon on a weekend was a rarity for me.
I unlocked the door, went in, and as I closed the door and slipped out of my sandals, I heard something I could never have expected too hear in a million, billion, trillion years!
"Oh yes, face fuck me with that big cock," a voice moaned, and it was unquestionably my mother's!
My eyes went wide.
My hard cock poked through my shorts, as it flinched.
What the fuck was going on?
Mom hadn't dated anyone since Dad's passing. Had shown absolutely no interest in getting back into the dating world (her words... I'd even suggested she get back out there a few weeks ago). But now that she'd be an empty nester soon... I'd be heading a few hours away for college in the fall... maybe she was getting back into the dating world.
"Oh fuck, your cock is so big, son," my Mom moaned.
Son?
What the fuck?
"Please, fuck Mommy, son. She needs your big, fat cock in her wet pussy so bad," Mom said wickedly, her tone sultry and desperate.
Oh my God! I couldn't believe what I was hearing!
I slowly tiptoed to the end of the entrance hallway as Mom kept babbling, "Yes, baby! I want you to be my mother fucker, I want you to make Mommy into your submissive slut."
Holy fuck! My cock was raging. I peeked around the corner just as she moaned, "Yes! Fill Mommy's pussy with your big cock!"
At first I couldn't see her. She wasn't in the middle of the living room, or on the couch like I'd expect. I looked around, seeking the source of her moans, and I spied her totally naked, standing on her feet but doubled over, wearing a VR headset, and she seemed to be fucking herself on a dick attached to the wall.



Shit, her gorgeous body was even more amazing than I'd envisioned the plethora of times I'd jerked off imagining myself fucking her.
Her big breasts were swaying back and forth as she fucked herself.
"Oh fuck yes, don't stop fucking Mommy," she moaned.
I rubbed my dick through my shorts while I watched the hottest thing I'd ever seen in real life, or even in porn.
She was fucking herself while imagining herself fucking me?
"Isn't this better than just smelling Mommy's wet panties?" she asked, as she continued bouncing on that dick, which made my eyes go wide.
She knew about my stealing... well, borrowing from her. I often exchanged one pair for another from her hamper. Her scent was so intoxicating! I always came the hardest by smelling her panties while I jerked off imagining I was fucking her.
I noticed a few feet away from her were her most recent pair of soiled panties.
"Oh yes, from now on you can just smell Mommy's pussy right up close, baby boy," Mom said, as I silently crept closer to her. I reached down and grabbed her panties, which were quite wet, and brought them to my nose, as I pulled my cock out of my shorts, and started to stroke my dick, as I watched and listened to my mother fucking herself.
"Yes, yes, son, don't stop! Mommy needs your dick so bad," she moaned, as I continued jacking myself, in awe of what I was seeing and hearing.
ANGELA
This virtual reality stuff was so authentic! Once I got into the action, it felt so real. Although I wouldn't ever fuck my son in real life, would never suck that big cock, never taste his creamy load, I could experience this oh! so realistic fantasy anytime I wanted, through this amazingly authentic construct... and the feel of this great eight-inch hard dick... which was going so deep inside me.
"Oh yes, fuck me, son, give me all eight inches of your massive, mother-fucking dick," I moaned. I don't know why, since I was always so prim and proper... pretty much the mother of the year... yet whenever I was lost in a fantasy, I talked nasty (well, I used to talk nasty in real life too, when my husband was fucking me), I wanted to be pounded, dominated, and used. I wanted to be called names (which my husband had never done for me, nor did I think I'd be into... until I started reading erotica)... so now I wanted to be a slut. Crazy that the term 'mother fucker' had become so pussy leaking.
As I bounced back on the dick, eventually getting into a perfect flow, I could feel an orgasm rising inside me. "Oh yes, mother fucker, fuck Mommy, fuck her pussy, pound her cunt, dump your load inside Mommy's unprotected twat."
I don't know why the idea of getting knocked up turned me on... although I'd particularly loved sex when I was pregnant... but at this moment, it did... God, I wished this was a real cock that could shoot load after load: on my face, down my throat, and in my pussy.
DAVID
My cock throbbed at Mom's words, so nasty, so wicked, and when she said, 'dump your load inside Mommy's unprotected twat,' I erupted uncontrollably, shooting a load directly at Mom, and it landed on her forehead and glasses. I let out a moan, and I froze, even though my cock kept twitching and unloading onto my naked mother.
ANGELA
I was so close, when I felt something warm and wet land on my forehead. At first I thought it must be part of the virtual reality experience, but then I felt some more of it landing on my forehead, and I even heard someone moan.
I froze... with the dick deep inside my pussy.
I raised one of my hands to the headset, lifted it off, and I gasped... my son David was standing right in front of me... his hard dick pointing right at me... holding my panties in his hand. Speechless, I brought my hand to my forehead and scooped up what was undoubtedly his cum. My son had just ejaculated on me!
"I-I-I'm so sorry, Mom," he stammered, looking completely mortified.
"W-w-what exactly did you hear me say?" I asked, as I was equally mortified, but paralyzed with shock, as I remained hunched over, with a toy in my pussy and his cum on my fingers.
"A lot; you were obviously pretending I was fucking you," he said, before repeating, "I'm so sorry!"
Horny as fuck, my pussy in control of my mind, and deciding on my behalf right at the moment to cross the invisible line of propriety, wanting that glorious dick inside me for real, I brought my fingers to my lips, and sucked the cum into my mouth.
"Oh my God," he gasped.
"Mmmmm, yummy," I gloated, "although I'll bet it would taste even better directly from the source."
I then got down and crawled to him, allowing the fake cock to slip out of me, and took his hard... and very real... cock into my mouth, before he had any time to react.
"Oh God," he groaned, as I wrapped my lips around his hard, throbbing cock, and tasted the little bit of cum that was still draining out of his dick.
"Mmmmmm," I responded, knowing this was so wrong, yet my body disagreed. I needed cock! Big cock! Hard cock! Young cock!
"Mom," he moaned, as I slowly bobbed on his cock, loving the feeling of a hard cock in my mouth again... God, I'd forgotten how much I loved the task of sucking dick.
I bobbed for just a minute, before I allowed his dick to slip out of my mouth and I asked, looking up at him while I stroked his big dick, "So, I take it you came home to surprise me for Mommy's Day?" I purposely said 'Mommy', because it was just so kinky, and the term was often used in the stories I read.
"Uh, yeah, I wanted to surprise you," he said, his body trembling, as he looked down at me in utter awe.
"Well, you certainly did surprise me," I giggled, swirling my tongue around his fat cock head.
"Yeah," was all he could respond with a moan, this encounter clearly as shocking and unreal for him as it was for me.
"And tit for tat? Did I surprise you too, David?" I asked, as I lowered my mouth down to his ball sac and found one of his balls, assuming that at his young age, he could quickly reload.
"Yes," he replied, still unable to say much more than monosyllabic answers.
"Have you ever fantasized about this happening, son?" I asked, as I allowed that one ball to leave my mouth. "Ever fantasized about Mommy sucking your big, hard cock, and sucking on your big balls?" Before he could answer, I found the second ball, and replicated my dedicated ball washing.
DAVID
I could barely find a word to utter.
Mom had sucked my dick, was now sucking my balls, and she'd asked me a question I couldn't believe she wanted me to answer! Of course I'd fantasized about this happening... a million billion times... although not the ball sucking... that was a new and very pleasant surprise... and a wonderful sensation.
Yet, after a couple of one-syllable answers, I finally responded, "Yes, Mom. I've fantasized about something like this happening lots of times."
"Call me Mommy," she said, a term that made my cock flinch. Even though I'd just unloaded a minute ago, there was no way my dick wouldn't stand completely erect for a stunning situation like this one.
She slithered her tongue back up my shaft, as I said, "Okay."
As she looked up at me with her vulnerable, sexy eyes, "Okay, what?"
"Okay, Mommy, I'll be very happy to call you that," I agreed, and using that kinky word made my cock flinch.
"So tell Mommy exactly what you've fantasized happening between us when you smelled Mommy's wet panties," she instructed me, before taking my cock back into her mouth, and deep throating all eight of my inches.
"Oh, Mommy, you're the best!" I moaned, never having been deep throated before... a couple of girls gagging hopelessly when they tried.
She backed off, a little saliva dripping down her chin, "Do you ever fantasize about fucking Mommy, son?"
"Yes," I responded.
"Then tell Mommy," she said, stroking my wet cock, "tell Mommy exactly what you've wished you could to do to me."
"Um, I...." I stammered, as I processed her wicked words. I'd fantasized many times about fucking her, but never in a million years had I envisioned them possibly becoming a reality.
"Your present to me," she said, as she stood up and looked me in the eyes, "for Mommy's Day is to give me a good hard fucking. Can you do that for me? Can you fuck Mommy and really put your heart into it?"
"Mom, I..." I began, before she kissed me.
ANGELA
I just lost control.
My lust took over.
His cock was so perfect.
I had to have it.
And as I stood up in front of him, I realized how much he looked like his father, and then before I even knew I was deciding to do it, I leaned in and kissed him.
He responded willingly. The kiss started tentative and soft, but once we both silently came to terms with our incestuous behaviour, the intensity between us increased, and his hands went to my bare ass and squeezed. When I finally broke the kiss, I asked, "So what's the verdict, David? Are you going to give Mommy the Mommy's Day present she wants?"
"Yes," he said, getting a little more confident. "I'm going to give you exactly what you want, Mommy." He then took my hand and led me to my bedroom. I felt my pussy leak a little with anticipation. He was taking some initiative. Not a lot of it so far, but he was definitely showing some promise in the right direction.
Once we were in the bedroom, he spun me around and pushed me onto my bed. "Oh, son," I moaned, as I parted my legs, inviting him in.
"You're so hot, Mom," he said, as he got undressed without taking his eyes away from me.
"And you've turned into a very handsome and rugged man," I responded, watching him undress.
"Well, it is your DNA," he joked.
"Yes, and your father's," I pointed out .
"Yeah," he said, this thought making him hesitate.
"And now you're the man of the house, and with that status comes some very clear expectations," I said, lifting my hand up and using a finger to beckon him to me.
"I'm ready and willing to fulfill all the roles of the man of this house," he declared, as he crawled onto the bed and between my legs.
"Mmmmmm, I expect so," I said, as he surprised me by not moving his hard cock into my wanton pussy, and instead he buried his face against my pussy lips. "Oh, myyyyyyyy," I moaned.
"You taste so good, Mommy," he said, as my pussy got licked for the first time in forever.
"Oh yes, eat Mommy, eat Mommy's pussy," I moaned, the pleasure rising inside me instantly.
DAVID
Getting past my awkwardness and shock, I was taking control. I was going to use her like the Mommy slut she wanted to be... which I knew from what I'd witnessed when she thought she was alone.
I also wanted to get her off... multiple times... and while I appreciated getting blow jobs, I also believed a man should go down on his woman. I loved eating pussy, and Mom's was easily the wettest, tastiest and most exotic pussy I'd savoured to date... although I'd only tasted a few so far.
Her moans made my cock throb, and I was doing all I could not to jump straight to the main event, and just fuck her.
"Oh yes, son, eat Mommy! Eat Mommy right there, right there," she moaned, and I could tell she was close reaching to the orgasm I'd interrupted earlier.
"Come for me, Mommy! Come all over my face," I ordered, as I slid two fingers inside her wet pussy.
"Oh fuck, son! Finger bang Mommy! Yes, yes, don't stop," she moaned, lifting her ass to get her pussy rubbing right up into my face.
I sucked on her clit while pumping two fingers in and out of her, until she erupted with a cry, "Yeeeeeees, fuck!"
Her cum flooded out of her, and I lapped it all up like the hungry boy I was. Then even though her legs were still twitching and her eyes were closed as she enjoyed the orgasm, I crawled further up her body, and slid my cock into her pussy.
ANGELA
"Oh fuuuuuuck," I screamed, still enjoying the intense orgasm from my son's tongue, while I felt his huge cock fill me up.
"Happy Mommy's Day," he said, as I opened my eyes and looked lovingly into his.
"Oh fuck, son, this is the best Mommy's Day ever," I moaned, as I wrapped my legs around him and enjoyed his dick inside me.
"I've dreamt of this so many times," he said, looking at me lustfully.
"Then let's make all your dreams come true," I moaned, as he gave me the fucking I desired.
"As you wish. We'll be very busy today," he said, as he leaned in and kissed me.
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, as I kissed him back, our tongues swirling inside each other's mouths.
When he broke the kiss, he spread my legs apart, holding me by the ankles, spreading me wide as I said, "From now on, I expect every day to be Mommy's Day."
"Then we'll have lots of very busy days as well," he grinned wickedly, as he fucked me hard and deep.
"Yes, fuck Mommy, fuck Mommy with your big Mommy-fucking dick," I moaned, loving to talk dirty, like in the wicked erotica I read.
"Oh fuck," he said, pulling out, flipping me into my side, and sliding back into me... and he reached around and cupped a breast.
"Oh yes, take me however you want," I moaned, this position stimulating my pussy in a very different way.
"I'm going to fuck you in every room of the house," he said, his breath hot on my neck.
"Mmmmmm, I can't wait," I moaned, thinking of all the rooms we could fuck in.
He pounded me from behind for a couple of minutes in this position, before he pulled out, rolled onto his back, and ordered, "Get over here and ride me, Mommy."
"Yes, baby," I replied, quickly doing as I was told, straddling his glorious dick cowgirl style, and lowering myself onto it. "Oh fuuuuuck!"
"That's right, ride me, Mommy," he said, bringing his hands to my tits as I began to bounce on his cock, his eight inches feeling like ten in this position... his dick filling me so fucking full!
"Like this?" I asked. I was bouncing on his cock like I was riding a mechanical horse in some carnival bounce house.
"Yeah, just like that," he moaned.
DAVID
Watching Mom ride my dick was the hottest thing ever! She was so beautiful! Her tits so firm and perfect! Her pussy so tight around my cock.
I knew I wouldn't last overly long, going pell mell like this.
"Oh fuck, so big, so full," Mom moaned, as she rode me.
"Do you want to be my pet Mommy?" I asked, figuratively taking the bull by the horns.
"Yes, baby, I want to be your Mommy pet, your Mommy slut, your Mommy slave, and your Mommy fuck toy," she listed off, each role she claimed the right to making my body quake, as a second orgasm rose inside me.
"Oh fuck," I groaned, her nasty words making my balls boil.
For a couple of minutes there were just the sounds of moaning and our bodies slamming together, as she bounced on my cock like it was a pleasure pogo stick.
Finally, I wanted to be back in charge as I ordered, "On all fours, Mommy."
"Yes, baby," she said, quickly obeying, getting off me and getting into position. Her utter submissiveness was a wicked bonus to my wild good fortune. "Now shove that big dick back inside Mommy, and nail me like a real mother fucker!"
ANGELA
Saying the term 'mother fucker' really turned me on, as did my son's big cock. I wiggled my ass for him, as he moved behind me to give me some good back shots. I loved getting fucked from behind and feeling a man slam into me,
"Shit, Mom, you really are a wicked little slut," he accused approvingly, as he kept stroking his cock in my sopping wet pussy.
"For you, son, I'll be a fucking cock-sucking, dick-taking, twenty-four seven cum bucket," I said wickedly, knowing the line between propriety and wanton hedonism was so far crossed by now, it was ridiculous. "Now slam that monster into Mommy's pussy, and fuck the hell out of me."
"Yours? But isn't this my pussy now?" he asked with a smirk, as he rubbed his cock head up and down between my pussy lips.
"Yes, yes, of course it is, son," I moaned, needing that cock inside me so bad, and hating to be teased when I was so close to another orgasm. "Mommy's mouth and pussy are yours to use whenever you want them," I declared, meaning every word I was saying. I'd crossed the line willingly, and I couldn't imagine not having my son's dick inside me for as long as a single day anymore.
"Good, because I'll be fucking you all the time now," he assured me, as he slid back inside.
"You'd fucking better," I moaned, as he filled me up again.
His hands on my hips, he slammed into me, fucking me hard and deep.
"Oh yes, fuck your Mommy, don't stop, fuck Mommy, fuck me, fuck me, fuuuuuck me," I moaned, as I felt his body slamming into mine so good... my next orgasm imminent.
"Oh yeah, your pussy is so tight," he moaned, sounding like he too was close.
"Drop your load in Mommy," I begged, wanting... needing... to feel his cum shooting inside me.
"You sure?" he asked.
"Yeah, Mommy needs to feel your load shoot inside her," I said, desperate to feel his cock twitch, and then fill me up.
"Okay," he said, as he somehow found the means to fuck me faster and harder.
"Oh yes! Fuck Mommy! I'm so close! Oh yes, don't stop! Drill Mommy, fuck Mommy, give me your load," I rambled for over a minute of hard fucking.
"Get ready for my load, Mommy slut," he grunted, just seconds before he erupted a load inside me.
Feeling his cock pulsing, and his cum filling me up was the final trigger, as my second orgasm cascaded through me, "Yes, Mommy fuuuuuuucker!" I screamed.
"Good girl," he approved, as I collapsed forward, and he fell on top of me with his dick still inside me, as completely spent, we both enjoyed our mutual orgasms.
For a few minutes, we lay there almost bonelessly, before David pulled out, a cocktail of our mixed cum leaking out of me, as he rolled off of my body and beside me, and I rolled into his arm.
"That was amazing," I said.
"I can't believe we just did that," he said.
"Me neither," I said, "but I don't regret it at all."
"Good. Because now that we've both fulfilled our fantasies about each other, there's no way I can't do this again," he said, kissing my cheek.
"Good. Because now that you've rekindled Mommy's sex drive, there's no going back," I said, gazing into his eyes.
"Agreed."
"I love you, son," I said.
"I love you too, Mom," he said.
"When your dick is inside my mouth or my pussy, it's always Mommy," I pointed out.
"Yes, Mommy," he said, as he grabbed my hand and wrapped it around his still hard cock.
"Ready for more already?" I asked, as I slowly stroked his cock, rolling my fingers over his cock head.
"Hey, I'm the Energizer Bunny of Mommy fuckers, so this Mommy's Day is just getting started," he bragged.
"Then you're the gift that just keeps giving and giving," I smiled, as I moved down and tasted myself on his cock as I took it back into my mouth.
Another marathon fucking, and this time he shot his load all over my face.
We then showered together and dressed up nicely, and he took me out for lunch at a fancy restaurant, and since I was wearing stockings at his request, I gave him a foot job under the table, and he came all over my feet.
Back home, I took three more loads that day... one down my throat, one in my pussy, and a last one on my face after he fucked me for a good twenty minutes while I chatted with my sister on the phone... deliciously scandalised to be talking to my sister while I was fucking my son.
That night, we discussed our sleeping arrangements, and decided that for convenience, he should keep all his clothes in his room, but going forward, we'd always sleep together in my bed. Naked, of course.
Best Mommy's Day ever!



The end
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My Daughter's Scent
Summary: A Mom gets caught sniffing her daughter's panties, and....
Note 1: This is a Nude Day Story Contest 2023 Story.
Note 2: This story was vaguely inspired by the many porn scenes where a woman (usually a Mom or a daughter) smells another woman's panties. One, in particular, is 'My Mommy Loves Panties', starring Cherie Deville as a lustful panty-smelling Mother, and Judy Jolie as her wicked daughter. This story bears very little resemblance to the video, but the germ of my idea sprouted from it.
Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story. Sorry for sending in an unedited one earlier... that was on me and my carelessness.
My Daughter's Scent
One afternoon I went into my daughter Poppy's room carrying a laundry basket, and I found her lying on her bed with her friend Eleanor. Eleanor was completely naked, and was crouching at the edge of the bed massaging Poppy's feet. The only clothing my daughter had on was a pair of blue panties. Her perky teen breasts were completely within view, and If it wasn't for her panties, I'd have been able to see my daughter's pussy... since her legs were generously parted. Without meaning to I took a second glance, and I noticed some wetness at her crotch.
I was a little surprised since Poppy's near nudity was a new development... although I'd caught her with another girl twice in the past month... a different girl each time... and recently she'd bluntly informed me she was a lesbian... and that she'd had a few more girls in her bedroom I hadn't seen her with. I'd also heard moaning coming from her room on numerous occasions, and a lot of dirty talk. Poppy was quite verbal, and she was obviously the one in charge during her playtimes. (No, I wasn't one of those moralists who was going to lecture her about her 'virtue', or some such crap. She'd been eighteen for almost a year, and sleeping with other girls certainly wasn't going to get her pregnant.)
But hearing that dirty talk was what had sparked my reminiscing back to my college days, and my then addiction to smelling soiled panties. Back then I was doing my laundry one day, and I'd offered to do another girl's for her. She was appreciative, and then for reasons I still don't understand, while I was putting her panties into the washing machine, I felt some wetness on a pair of pretty blue ones (just like the ones Poppy was now wearing)... and then without even thinking about it, I brought them to my nose and sniffed them. I had no idea why I was doing it... but that one rash, impulsive decision forever changed my life... or the next two years of it, anyway. I became instantly enthralled... captivated by the unique scent... which suddenly I couldn't get enough of. Did my own panties smell like this? My only clue about that had been a few men describing my vagina as smelling like fish, and not in a flattering way... which had made me feel very self-conscious about my intimate region. But that girl's panties didn't smell at all like fish... although I couldn't come up with a suitable description, except for generalities like 'enticingly exotic'.
Shaking my head at my wanton inclinations, I tossed them into the washing machine, but then I immediately missed them and wished I hadn't.
Over the next two or three weeks I often filched my roommate Judy's panties from her laundry basket... smelled them... then began licking them... and I discovered the taste somehow matched the scent. Eventually, I began masturbating with them.
The smell turned me on so much, and the taste drove me wild... and even though I'd never been with a girl, I began questioning my sexuality.
One day while I was wearing a pair of Judy's black panties over my head, with the crotch of the wet panties she'd worn just a few hours ago over my nose and on my lips, so I could smell and lick at the same time, she caught me in the act.
Although I was mortified at getting caught in such a compromising position (I also had a vibrator deep inside my pussy), the embarrassing incident led to a couple of years of heaven. I spent the final two years of my college experience happily serving as Judy's submissive pussy pleasing submissive, while she gave me a steady supply of her recently used panties to feed my addiction. She even brought me panties from strangers to sniff and lick. The addiction completely consumed me until I was twenty-three, when I got knocked up during a one-night stand at a party while I was drunk. So then I quit cold turkey when I got married, and I'd been a faithful wife ever since.
Poppy, now almost nineteen, had inadvertently reawakened the younger me... and my habitual intoxication from smelling panties... when I walked in on her with Eleanor, our neighbour's daughter, between her legs.
My long-lost longing for the taste and scent of pussy returned immediately, and my desire to sniff soiled panties returned right along with it.
So now I saw my daughter in a completely different way.
I shoved these thoughts out of my head... for... an entire day.
The next day, the weekend over, when Poppy returned to college... she was getting an early start at a local community college by attending a couple of summer classes, so she was still living at home... I went into her room and directly to her laundry hamper.
Right on top... with the Soiled Panties Goddess (She was definitely a girl) shining down on me... was a pair of yellow panties just sitting there... and calling out my name.
I stared down at them.
I wanted to grab them... but... I resisted. I even hurried out of her room and tried to focus on cleaning the house... and yet... those yellow panties kept calling my name: Christine... Christine... come back and smell me! I know, I know, that sounds ridiculous... but I couldn't push the visual out of my head.
So after a few minutes... not even ten... I was back in my daughter's room... once again gazing hungrily down at those panties. They looked so pretty!
I reached down and snatched them up... they were very wet... so, so wet!
I asked myself out loud, "Did she masturbate in these this morning?"
I held them in my hand... using all my willpower not to bring them to my nose. I argued with myself: She's my daughter! That would be wrong! It would be perverted!
But just like in those cartoons where there's a good angel on one shoulder and a bad angel (or perhaps a devil) on the other, the other voice argued: Go ahead! You know you want to! Just one sniff! Just one taste!
I traced my fingers over the wet crotch... she'd definitely come in these this morning!
I admired the panties.
I brought the wet crotch closer to my face... wanting to see the wetness. Indeed, I could definitely see the darkened wet area.
I tried to resist... I really did... I stared at that wetness... keeping it away from my nose... and yet... the sensual aroma... wafted up and into my nostrils... subtly at first... but gradually... my body taking control of me... my hand brought the pretty but soiled panties to my nose.
The scent grew stronger and stronger as the panties came closer to my face.
Then finally, unable to resist any longer, I pressed the wet crotch against my nose, and took a deep breath.
One sniff... one moment of the scent enveloping me... and my addiction had returned in full force!
I held the panties snugly against my nose.
I allowed my daughter Poppy's intoxicating scent to consume my senses.
I sniffed.
I moaned as I inhaled.
I didn't even realize my hand was reaching for my own slightly wet panties.
This was something I'd never understood... how sniffing a pair of panties could automatically trigger pleasure in my pussy.
I sniffed and sniffed... while I rubbed myself...
As I did, I wished there was a pussy around for me to dine on... which I hadn't done in almost twenty years... unfortunately, with no possibility of that happening anytime soon... I brought the wet crotch of my daughter's panties to my mouth and licked. The same thing that had always happened whenever I got transfixed on a pair of panties, my brain wasn't processing any consequences... or that this was my daughter's wetness... my daughter's pussy cum... while I drowned myself in her exotic scent.
I came in just a couple of minutes... the enveloping scent swarming me and the exotic taste driving me wild with lust and need... while I stood there in my daughter's room.
Then once I finished experiencing the most intense orgasm I'd had in years... many years... guilt finally washed over me.
I'd smelt my daughter's panties!
I'd licked... and swallowed... my daughter's pussy juices!
I'd even orgasmed while smelling and licking my daughter's pussy juices!
I cursed, "Fuck!"
I tossed the panties back into her hamper and promised myself I'd never do it again... except of course... I did do it again... and again... and again!
During the following days, I couldn't get enough of my daughter's scent and taste.
I began watching lesbian porn.
I bought a couple of new sex toys.
My sex drive was back, and it was barreling along on overdrive.
Weeks passed...
......
"Can I do something for you?" my daughter Poppy asked... drawing me out of my recollection of my nasty past month.
"What?" I asked distracted, and realizing I'd wandered into Poppy's bedroom, and I'd been staring vacantly at her.
"Can I do something for you?" Poppy asked again, this time in a slower, more condescending way.
"No, no, no," I said, finally drawn back into reality. "I was just about to do a load of laundry, so I wanted to know if there was anything you needed washed."
"Sure, you can do it all if you want," she said, casually waving a hand towards the corner, where her basket was half full.
"Okay, honey," I said, excited to go to her basket and hopefully find a pair or two of her recently worn panties... wishing I could also abscond with those blue panties she was wearing right now... the scent and taste would be so fucking fresh.
As I reached down for the basket, I saw there was a red pair sitting invitingly right on top of the pile. My mouth watered and I reached for them, feeling a little wetness on them. Not wishing to be obvious, I grabbed a random handful of her clothing and tossed it in the basket I was carrying... trying to act casual. I did that twice more... seeing two more panties... before I stammered, overeager to leave and begin smelling these treasures, "I'll-I'll-I'll get these all nice and clean for you."
"Okay," my daughter said hardly paying attention as I left her room and hurried downstairs to the laundry room in the basement.
Once I was in the laundry room and all alone, I fished through my daughter's laundry and found five pairs of panties. "Oh my God, so many panties!" (I said this exuberantly but softly, of course.)
"God, all these panties have been plastered against her sweet young pussy," I murmured to myself, remembering how much I'd loved eating teen and college pussy when I was younger.
I brought a pair to my nose.
"Fuck, so heavenly," I moaned to myself as I inhaled the rich, exotic, homemade scent. I knew this was wrong, and I certainly wasn't going to go any further across the line than I already had by sniffing and licking my daughter's panties... but I'd be lying if I said didn't wonder what she'd taste like directly from the source. Her subtle pussy taste was amazing, but this was only second-hand taste, and I imagined her pussy itself was amazing. Based on the parade of girls she had over, eating her pussy and whatever else they did together, it had to be.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned as I took another generous sniff, and her scent tantalized my nostrils. Just like it always did, it made my pussy burn with submissive need. "Oh my Gawd, she smells so fucking good!"
A moment later, I found the red panties that had originally been on top, felt their wetness, their excessive wetness, and I couldn't help but wonder if she'd masturbated in these ones earlier today.
I brought them to my nose as I knelt on the floor in the laundry room, and lost myself in sniffing.
"Oh fuck, they're so good!" I moaned. I couldn't help recalling the slight wetness I'd noticed on the blue panties currently concealing her pussy... which made me wonder what her pussy lips would look like... how hard was her clit... how easily did she get wet... what did she taste like up close and personal?
Fuck!
I put the wet red pair into my mouth and sucked the wetness out as best I could, while I grabbed another pair and brought it to my nose, inhaling my daughter's heavenly scent.
"Mmmmmmmmm," I moaned, as I sucked and smelt simultaneously... my senses on overdrive.
"Fuck, I'll keep a couple of pairs for later," I mumbled to myself, as I hid two pairs inside a pocket in my dress. Yes, my dress had pockets... all my dresses had pockets... it was fucking practical.
I was sucking every drop of my daughter's pussy juice out of her panties, and inhaling as much of the homemade aphrodisiac as I could when my eyes suddenly went wide. Because...
"Mom, what are you doing?" My daughter's voice asked from behind me... though she didn't sound shocked.
I was paralyzed with indecision and humiliation.
"So now I know where my panties have been disappearing to," she said.
I turned around, taking the panties out of my mouth, "Um... Poppy, I can explain."
"You can explain why my panties were in your mouth just now?" she asked, gazing down at me, still utterly naked except for the blue panties, which were now located directly in front of my face. From this close, I could see the outline of her pussy lips, which got me even more rattled and bewildered.
"I... I'm... I... well... um... I..." I couldn't even string a full phrase together, never mind construct an entire sentence, or any coherent response. I hadn't eaten a pussy in twenty years, and now there was one directly in front of me... with just a pretty pair of blue panties... those slightly wet blue panties... separating me from it.
"So, how long have you been... 'borrowing'... my wet panties?" she asked, making air quotes.
"I... um... I..." I still couldn't speak, or tear my eyes away from that outline of my daughter's pussy lips... only a foot away from me.
"What are you staring at, Mommy?" she asked, of course knowing the answer.
She hadn't called me Mommy since she was five or so, and the way she said it now sounded both innocent and sensual at the same time. Which had my pussy burning, and my head spinning.
"Honey... I... I... I..." I finally got a two-syllable word out, but alas no more that that, with my eyes completely transfixed on my daughter's pussy outline. I knew it was wrong... so wrong... yet no matter how much I silently urged myself to break my stare away, I remained paralyzed.... on my knees... and admiring her pussy.
"So you like sniffing the aroma of your daughter's pussy?"
"I, uh, I," I struggled, then finally breaking my eyes away from the entrancing outline, got a sentence out, as I tried to change the topic of humiliation, "Why are you naked?"
"First, today is Nude Day, Mommy," she said. "So a better question is why aren't you naked?"
"That isn't even a thing," I said, assuming I was correct.
"Yes it is," she said, "and besides, I'm not naked, I'm wearing some very wet panties that I just came in."
"Y-y-you just came in them?" I stammered, almost swooning at my visual, my lust again taking control.
"Yes. Eleanor was just here, and I rubbed myself to a lovely orgasm while she sucked on my toes."
"Oh my," was all I could muster, as my eyes made their way back down to the indeed very wet panties clinging to her perfectly defined wet pussy.
"Yes, I came so hard into them, Mommy," she said, stressing the word.
"Where's Eleanor now?" I asked.
"I sent her away," she said. "I wanted to spend some special Mommy and daughter time on this particular day."
"Honey, please go and get dressed," I said, although I made no attempt to stop my staring.
"Would you like a fresh pair to savour, Mommy?" she asked, ignoring my request.
"W-w-what do you m-m-mean?" I stammered, although I hoped I already knew what she meant. But I was astonished that she seemed to be offering me the pair she was wearing right now. I was also rather blown away that she wasn't repelled by her mother's sick, twisted behaviour.
"I think you know exactly what I mean, Mommy," she said, as she brought her hand to her panties and deliberately rubbed herself. "These panties are the juiciest ones I have at the moment."
I was so imbedded in my sick, twisted perversion that I asked, stammering my way through the question, "H-h-how long have you worn this p-p-particular pair?"
"All day, Mommy," she said in a sweet, seductive voice. "At the gym, and through two orgasms."
"T-t-two?" I asked.
"Yes, I came all over Mrs. Peterson's face this morning," my daughter revealed. "I stop by every week to give her the pussy cum she needs so badly."
"N-N-Nadine?" I asked. She was my best friend, who lived across the street.
"Yes, I'm surprised you two aren't dyking out together too," she said, slowly rubbing herself... a new version of a hypnotist's watch... and in my case, much more effective.
"You and Nadine... um... dyke out?" I asked, trying to process this information, and the reality I was staring at her blue panties... and... her finger rubbing her pussy.
"Yes, Mommy," she said. "We do. She's a great pussy licker!"
I was speechless.
"So, Mommy," my daughter asked, "do you want to smell my wet pair of panties? They're almost dripping."
"Oh my," I said, desperately wanting to say yes, but not wanting to say it to my daughter... even though I was desperate to smell and taste them.
"Is that a yes, Mommy?" she asked, holding the fingers that had been rubbing her panties under my nose.
The scent drifted into my nostrils, and all my resistance drifted away with it. "Yes," I answered in an intoxicated daze.
"Yes, what, Mommy?" she asked, all innocent, knowing exactly what I was requesting.
"Yes, I want your panties," I blurted out, as her fingers returned to lightly rubbing her panty-covered pussy.
She backed away a little, and slowly, tantalizingly, pulled her panties down her long, tanned legs, "Good to know. How badly do you want these wet, pussy-cum-soaked panties, Mommy?"
I watched as those panties slid down her legs as I stammered, "V-v-very much. Mommy wants them very much."
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned softly, the sound so sensual that it only added to my desperation to get my mouth around those panties. As she picked them up, I begged, "Please, please, c-c-can I have those panties? I-I-I need those panties."
"These panties?" she asked, dangling them over my head with a finger.
I reached up to grab them, but meanly, she yanked them away.
I said, "Give them to me."
"How badly do you want them, Mommy?"
"So badly," I asked, still on my knees, staring desperately up at the panties dangling to and fro from her finger.
"And Mommy, if I let you have these panties, may I ask what you'll do with them?"
"Oh honey, just give them to me," I demanded, getting frustrated with all this teasing. I stood up and grabbed for them again.
"Bad Mommy," she scolded. Then she shoved them into my face, but pulled them away again just as quickly... not even giving me enough time to take a breath to inhale her pussy perfection.
"Sorry, I-I-I've just got to have them," I said, desperate to smell her wet panties... and to taste those wet panties.



"And what exactly are you willing to do to get this pair of your daughter's freshly cum-soaked panties?" She held the tantalizing panties just out of my reach.
"What do you want for them?" I asked, not even able to feign I wasn't completely subject to her whims... lust consuming me.
"Various things, actually. For a start, get undressed, Mommy," she ordered.
"Pardon?"
"It's Nude Day," she shrugged. "And I think we'll start a new family tradition of us both always being nude whenever Daddy's at work."
"Really?" I asked, overwhelmed by what was happening... knowing it was wrong, yet unable to do anything but allow myself to be drawn into her web.
She placed her panties against my nose, and I instinctively took a deep breath, drawing in the intoxicating aroma. "Is this what you want, Mommy?"
"Yes," I moaned, as she took them away after just one deep inhalation.
"Then get undressed," she repeated.
"Okay," I said, wanting those panties so, so, so very bad. I unzipped the back of my summer sundress and pulled it over my head.
"Mommy, such a lovely surprise!" she exclaimed, as I tossed the dress aside.
"What is?" I asked, now wearing a matching blue bra and panties, and mocha-coloured thigh high stockings... which I wore almost every day, since my husband loved them, and in his own words, he wanted quick access to my pussy. Even after twenty years of marriage we still fucked a lot, although it was rare for him to last long enough to get me off... and with the re-emergence of my lust for panties, I got turned on more from women than from men once again.
"Stockings," she said with a pleased smile.
"Your father likes to see me in them," I explained.
"Is Mommy submissive?" she asked.
"Um... I..." I faltered. Yes, I was very submissive. I always had been. I liked to be told what to do. I liked to please people. I got sexually stimulated by pleasing others.
"You are," she said. "Interesting, very interesting. Now take off your bra and panties too, Mommy."
"I'm not sure we should do this," I said, getting a growing feeling that this was a bad idea.
"You're not?" she asked, shoving her panties back in my face.
My brief resolve dissipated instantaneously, intoxicated as I was by the strong scent.
She pulled the enticing talisman away and repeated her order, "Take off your bra and panties, and I'll let you hold onto these wet panties."
She then placed them against her pussy and rubbed them.
I watched her in lustful hunger as I unclasped my bra and tossed it aside. I had no idea where I even tossed it. I then tugged down my panties, and was naked except for the thigh highs, with my completely naked daughter.
Sounding pathetic in my desperation, I pleaded, "I'm naked! Now please give me those panties."
"These panties that are really wet with your daughter's pussy juice?" she asked, rubbing them a little more against her pretty pink pussy.
"Yes, yes! Your wet panties," I agreed, reaching out my hand for them.
"I think you'll like them even better after if I shove them completely inside my pussy," she said wickedly, "my pretty teen pussy."
"Yes, yes! Please do that," I urged her excitedly, and she stuffed them inside her pretty pink pussy.
"Like this?" she asked as her entire blue panties disappeared, in the most amazing and enticing magical act I'd ever witnessed.
"I'm getting them soaking wet with my teen pussy juice," she said softly, her words so erotic, as I continued watching, mesmerized by what she was doing.
"Mmmmmmm," I responded with a soft moan, my own pussy on fire with anticipation.
"I'm marinating them in my pretty teen pussy, Mommy."
"Ohhhh," I moaned again when my daughter leaned forward and kissed me. I knew that was wrong too, everything about this encounter was wrong, yet none of it deterred me. My daughter's lips felt so soft, and the kiss so tender. So different from the scratchy beard my husband always had.
I returned the kiss after just the briefest consideration.
The kiss lasted two, perhaps three minutes. Tender at first... but it slowly became more passionate... and urgent... our tongues swirling into each other's mouths.
I forgot she was my daughter as I got drawn back into the passion of my sapphic past.
When she broke the kiss, she pulled the panties out of her pussy and asked, knowing the answer very well, "Do you want to smell your daughter's panties now, Mommy?"
"Yes, please," I responded in a lustful daze. "I need to smell my daughter's panties so badly!"
"These panties?" she asked, as she dangled them in front of my face and their scent flowed into my senses.
"Yes, yes, yes, those very panties," I repeated, literally drooling in anticipation.
"And what, Mommy..." she asked, her panties now tantalizing me from a few inches away, "...will you do to smell these wet, soaking wet panties?
"Anything," I moaned, completely transfixed by those wet panties and the scent wafting toward me.
"Anything?" she asked.
"Yes, yes, anything," I agreed, my mouth watering, "w-w-what do you want?"
"Close your eyes," she ordered.
I obeyed as I repeated my need, "Please, baby girl! Mommy needs those wet panties so bad."
"Then don't move a muscle," she ordered. A moment later, I felt her placing the panties on top of my head, with the crotch pressing against my lips and nose.
"Oooh, my," I moaned, as the scent enveloped me completely.
"Only a real panty slut wears her daughter's panties on her head," she said, as I took whiff after whiff.
"So yummy," I said, completely overwhelmed by my daughter's scent.
"Taste me, Mommy," she ordered, "taste my sweet pussy from those wet panties."
"Yes, yes, okay," I agreed mindlessly, as I licked the very wet crotch of her panties while inhaling the most intoxicating scent ever... so strong... so overwhelming... so perfect! The taste perfectly matched the scent... wet, wet, wet... tangy and exotic, in a way no words could ever convey.
"Such a bad Mommy, smelling and licking her daughter's panties," she teased, as I licked and sniffed rapturously.
"So bad," I agreed, knowing it was bad, so bad! Yet good, so good!
"Do you like my stinky panties, Mommy?"
"I love them," I said, the panties attacking my senses. "May I keep them?"
"If you're a good Mommy and always do what you're told, I'll make sure you get fresh wet panties regularly," she promised.
"Y-y-you will?" stammered, as I kept licking the crotch.
"Yes, Mommy," she whispered, her breath now hot in my ear, sending shivers through me, "if you agree to be my Mommy-pet, my Mommy-slave, my Mommy-plaything."
"Ooooooooh, my," I trembled because of her hot breath, her wicked words, and her promise.
"Is that a yes?" she asked, and suddenly she pulled her panties off of my head.
"Yes, yes, I'm all those things! Now please give me those panties back," I begged.
"Down on your knees," she ordered.
"My knees?"
"Yes, you're my Mommy-pet now, and pets crawl," she explained.
"Okay," I said, my cheeks going red, while I recalled a similar conversation two decades ago.
I lowered myself to my knees, and then onto all fours.
She put her panties in my mouth, turned and started walking away and ordered, "Crawl, Mommy-pet."
I obeyed while I sucked her wetness into my mouth the best I could, my own wetness leaking out of my pussy and trickling down my inner thighs as I crawled after my daughter, getting a great view of her amazing ass.
I crawled past her bedroom and kept going until we reached mine. She sat on the edge of my bed, and remembering the drill from college, I crawled to her feet and sat down doggy style... knowing I was her pet now... so, of course, my pussy was burning.
"I'll bet these need some fresh juicing up," she said as she took them out of my mouth. "Should I stuff them back inside my box?"
"Yes! Yes, please," I agreed. "Get them nice and wet again for your Mommy-pet."
She spread her legs, awarding me another great view of her ripe, teen pussy, and she stuffed them back inside her cunt.
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, the imminence of a renewed sampling of her pussy making my mouth water with anticipation.
"Mommy, you look so hungry," she said, as her entire blue panties once again disappeared inside her pretty pink pussy.
"I'm starving, baby girl," I replied, staring at her pussy with just a tiny scrap of blue still showing. "Stuff them all the way inside your cunt, honey."
"My cunt?" she echoed. "That's a very bad word, Mommy."
"I'm a very bad Mommy," I agreed.
"Such a bad Mommy," she purred. "And you still want to smell and lick my panties soaked with pussy juice?"
"Yes, so much," I said, unable to take my eyes off of her pussy and the little bit of blue satin poking out of it.
"I'm about to pull these soaking wet panties out, Mommy," Poppy said.
"Please do," I said, and she pinched her fingers around the small piece of blue fabric poking out of her perfect pussy.
"Do you want to smell them Mommy, or lick them?"
"Both," I answered promptly.
She pulled them out just a little, and ordered, "Pull them out, Mommy."
"Really?"
"With your lips or teeth."
"O-O-Okay," I stammered, moving between her legs, her scent once again summoning me as I got closer and closer to her pussy.
I reached the blue panties, pursed my lips around them, the scent even stronger now, and tugged on them.
"Oooooh, nice and slow," she instructed.
I slowly pulled them out, until they were dangling from my mouth.
She took them away from me and said, "These are so wet."
"Please let Mommy have them back," I pleaded from my submissive position sitting on my heels.
"And you'll always do everything I want you to?"
"Anything and always," I agreed as she dangled the panties above my head. "Just... just... just... just please let Mommy have your panties again!"
"Here you go," she said. "Fetch!" tossing them across the room.
I quickly crawled the few feet to them and draped them onto my head and face... the extreme scent was so strong and heavenly again... like crawling into a rose garden... inhaling the bouquet of the gods.
"Your veil came straight from your daughter's pussy."
"So good," I said, as I inhaled as deeply as I could... wanting this scent to linger forever in my nostrils. "They've never smelt this good before!"
"Marinating inside my pussy probably helped," she pointed out, as I kept sniffing and sucking.
"Best scent ever," I said mindlessly.
"Come back to me."
I crawled back, the panties covering my nose and mouth, getting another great surround-smell taste.
When I reached her, she pulled me to my feet and kissed me... the panties between our lips.
"Next question. Has Mommy ever eaten pussy?"
"Y-y-yes, but it was a long time ago," I admitted, as she took the panties off of my head.
She got onto my bed, leaned her back against the headboard, spread her legs and said, "Come here and show me."
"But honey, I..." Wet panties were one thing, but skin against skin incestual pussy licking was very much another!
"Now, Mommy pet! Get over here right now, if you ever want to get near a pair of my used panties ever again!" she threatened.
The threat worked.
I immediately crawled onto the bed.
I scurried between her legs.
I crawled right up to her pussy.
To my daughter's pretty, pink pussy.
My daughter's very wet, wet, pussy.
My daughter's tantalizing pussy!
"Take a sniff directly from my pussy, Mommy," she ordered.
"Okay," I said, and I inhaled a deep breath just a couple inches away from her pussy.
"No, Mommy. Stick your nose right in there," she instructed.
I leaned forward, this time my nose actually parting her pussy lips, and inhaled again. "Oh my God," I moaned, my own wetness spilling out of my pussy.
"How good do I smell directly from the source?" she asked, her fingers going through my hair.
"Heavenly," I answered heart feelingly, taking another deep inhalation... as if I was meditating.
"Take it all in," she encouraged, as my nose went a little deeper between her pussy lips, and the tip felt her wetness.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, having never enjoyed any pussy scent more than I was my daughter's at this moment.
After a dozen deep meditations of pussy scent, my daughter asked me another question, one that meant crossing yet another line, "Do you want to lick my pussy, Mommy?"
I didn't answer. My face was already buried in her pussy... all I'd have to do is open my mouth and start licking.
"After all, you're already right there," she coaxed, pushing my head a little deeper into her pussy.
Did I hesitate? Did I contemplate the consequences?
Of course not.
"Go ahead, Mommy, lick your daughter's tasty wet pussy," Poppy urged.
So... I did.
I opened my mouth... extended my tongue... and began licking my daughter.
Although the taste on her panties had been good... this was an entirely different level of deliciousness. Her taste danced the polka on my tongue... and I lapped it up like a kitten attacking a saucer of milk.
"How do I taste, Mommy?" she asked.
"Heavenly," I mumbled without pausing, while I explored her pussy.
"Oh yes, Mommy! You're really good at that," she moaned.
"It's been so long," I said.
"Well, just like riding a bike, I guess you never lose the skill," she said.
"You taste so good," I moaned.
"You're making me so wet, my pet," she said a minute or so later.
"Mmmmmm," I moaned.
"Lick my pussy, Mommy," she moaned.
"Such a perfect pussy," I said, still hungrily lapping away.
"Yes, Mommy," she moaned, "don't stop!"
"This is the best pussy I've ever tasted," I said gleefully, wanting her to know how much I loved it.
"Do you want my cum, Mommy?" she asked, her hand on the back of my head, and her legs now squeezing my head.
"Yes, come on Mommy's face, baby girl," I gasped eagerly as I attacked her clit, knowing from long ago how to make a girl really erupt when the time came.
"Oh, yes, Mommy, yes, yes, oh yes, fuuuuuuuck!" she screamed, as a full flood of cum gushed out of her and spilled over my face.
I eagerly lapped up her cum... her amazing tasting cum!
"Oh fuck, Mommy," she moaned, now enjoying the aftermath of her orgasm.
A minute later... she pushed my head away, and I said, in such a lustful daze and so completely satisfied, "I'm never going to wash my face again."
"Don't worry, Mommy," she smiled, "you'll be smelling me every night from now on. You'll be dining on my pussy all the time."
"Promise?"
"Yes. And I'll make certain you get all the soiled panties you want," she said. "Even from some of my friends. Would you like that?"
"I'd love that," I said, the idea of fresh panties... fresh teen panties regularly was completely intoxicating.
"Let's see how I taste," she said, as she pulled me up and licked my lips. She then kissed me again.
After a couple of minutes, she rolled me onto my back, spread my legs, and slid her fingers inside me.
"Ohhhhh," I moaned... my pussy dying for attention after our wild, wicked past half hour.
She pulled out her two fingers and smelt them. "You smell good too. I wonder how you taste."
She brought her wet fingers to her lips, and sucked my juices off of them.
"Does Mommy need to come?" Poppy asked.
"Yes, dearest. So badly," I said. She placed the fingers of one hand against my pussy, and then used the other to grab her panties and shove them into my mouth.
"Suck on them, my hungry little slut," she ordered.
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, as she slid two fingers back inside me.
"You're so wet, Mommy," she pointed out. "Are you wet because of your daughter's panties and cunt?"
"Mmmmm-hmmmmm," I responded, rendered speechless by the amazing tasting panty gag in my mouth.
She slowly fingered me as she took the panties out of my mouth and brought them to her pussy once more. "They probably need some more sweet sauce."
"Yes! Yes please, more," I agreed, unable ever to get enough of her scent or taste.
"You want your daughter's wetness drenching these panties again?" she asked as she rubbed them up and down.
"Yes, please," I moaned, the idea so stimulating! As were the two fingers ever so slowly fucking me.
"Mmmmm," she purred, kneeling up, her fingers sliding out of me. "I'm going to come all over my panties for you. The taste will be even richer that way."
"Yes, yes please, come on them," I begged, watching her rubbing herself with her panties... it seemed that just like me, she could achieve multiple orgasms pretty rapidly following her first one... although this would be her fourth of the day and third in a row, including the one with Eleanor.
"Are you going to keep these soaking wet panties for later?"
"Yes, I'll sleep with them if I may," I said, wanting them back against my nose and lips. And sleeping with them in place all night would be heavenly!
"Oh fuck, Mom, I'm getting very close," she said, pushing her panties back into her pussy.
"Yes, stuff those panties into your pretty cunt," I urged her.
"Into your daughter's cunt?" she queried, as she did just that.
"Yes, yes! Shove those panties into my baby's girl's cunt," I agreed playfully.
"Oh, Mommy! You're such an insatiable slut," she purred, as the panties once again disappeared inside her.
"I'm your insatiable slut," I stressed, as she reached between my legs and slid her fingers back inside me. "Ohhhhhh."
"That's right. I own this slut hole and that hungry mouth," she agreed, as her fingers pumped in and out of me.
"Yes, baby girl, you own Mommy now," I agreed right back.
She fingered me, and somehow simultaneously managed to pull the panties out of her pussy and install them back on my face, and then she rubbed them all over it.
"Oh, they're mine now," I said, grabbing them and pressing them to my nose.
"Rub them all over your face, my slut," she ordered, as I felt her hot breath on my pussy lips and wished she'd just dive in and start licking.
"Yes," I said, again overwhelmed by her scent, as I rubbed the soaking wet panties all over my face.
"Oh yes, Mommy," she encouraged, "bathe yourself in my cum."
"Now I can bathe in your cunt cum all night," I declared, as I rubbed her wetness all over my face and down across my tits.
"But you haven't earned the privilege to come," she said, pulling her fingers out of me, and seizing her panties as well.
"Noooooo, they're my precious," I objected like Gollum, trying to grab them back.
She brought them to her nose and agreed, "Yes, I do smell good."
"Amazingly good," I agreed, and she then crammed them back into her pussy. "So deep. A-a-are you going to come with them inside your pussy?" I asked.
"I am," she confirmed. "Now get me off, Mommy-pet," she ordered, lying on her back. "And then you can keep these cum-coated panties."
"Yay!" I cried out, sounding like a complete bimbo. I went to her pussy, rubbed it with one hand, pushing the panties completely inside her, while diving in to taste my daughter's amazing nectar.
"Oh yes, Mommy, stuff me, rub me, eat me," Poppy moaned, as I did all three of those things.
"Like I promised, I'll do anything for these panties," I said, as I used my fingers, plus my lips and tongue, to pleasure her in every possible fashion.
"Oh yes, you nasty Mommy," she moaned. "You're so much sluttier than your friend Nadine."
"Mmmmmmmmm," I moaned, my pussy and long delayed orgasm burning to be released.
"That's it, right there, Mommy! Right there," my daughter moaned loudly, her next orgasm clearly imminent.
"Come around your panties," I begged, devouring her pussy like it was my last meal... her taste was completely satisfying, and her scent continued to lighten my head and send waves of pleasure through my very being.



"Yes, yes, fuck Mommy! Yes!" Poppy screamed as her legs stiffened, and again my face and mouth were gifted with an abundance of her sweet cum.
I eagerly lapped it up... knowing from now on I'd mindlessly crawl between my daughter's legs anytime she'd let me. Like during my college past with Judy, I was completely at the whim of this pussy.
"Now pull them out," she said as she continued twitching from her orgasm.
"Mmmmmmmm, delighted to," I purred, as I stuck my fingers inside the sopping wet pussy, located her panties by feeling around, and eased them out.
As soon as they were in my hand, completely drenched with cum, I shoved them against my nostrils and took the deepest breath I could.
"Do they smell like my cunt, Mommy?"
"I've never smelt anything this good before... ever!" I said, continuing to take breath after breath... deeply... unable to get enough of this aroma. It was captivating me completely!
"Continue being a good Mommy-pet, and you'll always have an abundance of panties to smell," she assured me.
"I can't believe I've been smelling them from your laundry basket all this time, when I could have been pulling them right out of your ripe teen cunt," I said, just sniffing and sniffing and sniffing. "This is heaven!"
"Tell me how much you love sniffing my panties," she ordered, sitting up as I continued inhaling her essence.
"I love sniffing your panties so much, honey," I said, continuing to inhale her pussy bouquet endlessly.
"You're so nasty, Mommy," she said, turning to me.
"I love your calling me Mommy," I said in case it wasn't obvious. The excess wetness from these panties being inside my daughter's pussy had seemed to give it an endless scent that wasn't fading at all.
"Mommy, Mommy, Mommy," Poppy babbled playfully, smiling at me as she went back between my legs.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, as I felt her tongue touching down on my pussy, "you're such a good girl."
"You taste delicious, Mommy," my daughter said as she ate my pussy. This service was almost as big a surprise as everything else that had transpired today... since she seemed much more a dominant. Which she was basically, but I guessed it wasn't a twenty-four seven role for her.
"I can't believe all this is happening," I moaned, as I sniffed those wet panties, while I enjoyed Poppy's tongue on my very wet, burning pussy.
"I bet you've been fantasizing about this all the time," she said.
"No, not really. But only because it seemed like too much to wish for. But in essence, you're correct. It really is a dream come true!"
"I bet it is a dream 'cum' true," she teased, playing on the pertinent word, as her tongue swirled inside my hole.
"My sweet baby girl," I moaned, my orgasm rising quickly. "I can't stop smelling your panties."
"If only I knew sooner, Mommy," she said. "You could have been imbibing in this delicious pussy scent and taste for breakfast, lunch, dinner, and even bedtime snacks."
"Oh, yes! Yes, yes, baby girl," I moaned, "I'm so close."
"Suck the cum out of my panties, while I get you off," she ordered.
I quickly obeyed, sucking the excess wetness from her panties as I mumbled, "I shall never wash these panties!"
"No need for that! I'll be giving you so many soiled panties," she pledged.
"Promise?"
"If you're always a good Mommy-slut."
"I'll always be the best Mommy-slut ever!" I assured her, as I sucked cum from her panties.
"But you'd better not ever let Daddy find my soaking wet cum-drenched panties," she warned wickedly.
"You're right. So I won't be able to sleep with them on my head after all. I'll just keep them under my pillow," I said.
"How many pairs do you want?" she asked, as she probed my hole.
"I want them all, I want all of them," I moaned... so close to eruption. I begged, "Please make Mommy come!"
"Do you want to come on your daughter's face?" she asked wickedly.
"Yes, my sweet angel. I want to come all over your pretty face," I declared desperately.
She shifted into manic multi-tasking mode, sliding three fingers inside me, attacking my clit, finding my g-spot and tapping it, her flurry of activity making me go ballistic, "You're making Mommy come! You fucking made Mommy come!"
She licked my pussy for a little while longer, before she pulled out her fingers and wriggled herself up to my face.
"Kiss me, kiss me, kiss me," I demanded.
She kissed me! Lustful kisses!
When she broke the kiss, she asked, "Would you like one more taste from the source, and to get those panties marinated one more time?"
"Yes, yes, yes,! I said eagerly, dying to eat her again.
She took the panties from me, shoved them into her cunt, and straddled my face.
"Yes, baby girl, smother me with your pussy, smother me!" I babbled, as she lowered her glistening pussy onto my face. "I want to breathe nothing but your cunt scent!"
As she complied and I began licking, her scent again enveloping me, I babbled more of the same, "All I want is your pussy! All I want is your pussy! All I want is your pussy!"
"Oh, Mommy," she moaned, as I licked her lustfully.
I licked for a couple of minutes, before she began grinding on my face. "Oh yes, Mommy, yes! These panties are going to be so fucking wet for you!"
"Come all over my face, baby girl, come all over Mommy's face!" I begged, wanting another gush of cum coating my face.
"I am going to come on your face, Mommy," she moaned as she used me roughly, "all over your pretty face!"
"Yes! Come on Mommy!"
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, Mommy!" she screamed, as her third orgasm onto my face cascaded out of her and splashed down on me.
I lapped it all up as she kept thrusting her hips, smearing her cum all over my face. "Yes, I want it all," I moaned.
As she eased herself upwards slightly, giving me a bit of fresh air, she asked, "Do I taste good, Mommy?"
"You taste... and smell... so good," I said, lapping up the cum. "So yummy!"
"And I'm also such a good pussy pleaser," she added, as she rolled off of me and collapsed onto the bed on her back.
"Best tasting pussy ever," I reiterated, rolling onto my side... still feeling the glean on my face from my daughter's cum.
She puled her panties slowly out of her pussy and said, "You're going to get so much long-lasting cum from these vintage panties."
"Oh my God," I said, grabbing them the moment they came within reach. They were fucking soaked. So I, of course, splatted them right on my nose.
"Fuck Mommy, you're insatiable," she giggled playfully.
"I can't get enough," I moaned, smelling her panties making my pussy gush.
"Do they still smell nice?"
"So good," I answered. "May I... may I keep them this time?" I asked, sniffing and sniffing.
"You may keep them until tomorrow morning," she smiled. "Then you'll be wanting another pair."
"Thank you," I said, putting some of the fabric in my mouth to suck out her cum while still smelling its aroma.
"I have to go," she said, "I'm meeting Eleanor for a movie."
"Okay," I said as I remained lying on my bed with her panties partly in my mouth, and partly pressed against my nose.
"Have fun," she said.
"You too," I said, collapsing onto my back, reaching one hand to my pussy, and holding onto the panties with the other.
"I'll have a new pair for you when I get home," she said.
"Thank you, thank you," I repeated, entranced by her scent and her taste.
She laughed softly as she left.
As I lay there alone, I said to myself as another orgasm rose quickly through me, "God, do I love panties!"
THE END
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MILF GETS 18-YEAR-OLD DICK
Summary: On Nude Day, MILF scores her son's best friend's dick.
Note 1: This is a NUDE DAY Contest story so please vote.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story.
MILF GETS 18-YEAR-OLD DICK
"It's so fucking hot in here," Sarah sighed. It was a Friday afternoon in the middle of July, her air conditioning wasn't working, it was a hundred degrees outside, and it didn't feel much cooler than that inside her house... perhaps even hotter... even with all the windows wide open.
She was doing some dishes wearing only a bikini, and she was seriously considering discarding those two tiny pieces of fabric too, when there was a knock at the door.
The mother of two (her daughter Cynthia was away for a summer session at college, and her son Nate had recently graduated from high school) went to the door and was surprised to see Nate's best friend, Joey, standing there. Although she wasn't actually naked, she felt a little self-conscious to be standing in front of an eighteen-year-old guy so scantily dressed.
"Hi, Ms. Waterton," Joey greeted, trying to keep his jaw from plummeting down to the porch's floor like in a Loony Toons cartoon, since his all-time MILF fantasy was standing right in front of him in a bikini that couldn't possibly hide her enticingly voluptuous breasts.
"Hi, Joey. Nate isn't home," she said, taking in the boy's appearance. He was slightly dorky, but he'd pretty much grown into a man in the past year. She'd known Joey since he was five, when they'd moved in across the street from his family. Her son and he had been best friends ever since.
"Yeah, I think I left my charger in the basement last time I was here," he said, trying hard not to peer into the valley of tit flesh that was beckoning him in.
"Oh, sure; go ahead and check," Ms. Waterton said warmly, letting him through the doorway. She couldn't help noticing he'd taken several glimpses at her breasts, with pretty much acres of them showing.
He came in and said, "Oh shit, it's a sauna in here!"
"Yeah, the air conditioner broke down this morning," the sweaty MILF sighed heavily.
"Um, I could take a look at it," Joey offered, as he tried not to stare at his best friend's Mom's tits too blatantly... and failing.
"You could?" she asked as she closed the door, perhaps unwisely, because of the heat.
"Yeah, I work during the summers for my Uncle Frank's plumbing business, so I have a fair amount of experience not only with toilets and such, but also air conditioners and heaters," he explained, now admiring her long legs. She was really one hot older woman... and he could easily fill a Super Big Gulp cup from 7-11 full with all the loads he'd shot while imagining he was fucking her.
"That would be great," the mother said gratefully, "I called every company I could google, and they all either didn't answer so I left a message they didn't answer, or they said they couldn't come over until the middle of next week at the earliest."
"Yeah, they're all swamped during this heat wave," Joey said. "My uncle took a three-day weekend off for his fortieth wedding anniversary, or I'd be working today too."
"Then thanks to you, today is my lucky day," she said.
"I can't promise anything, but I'll give it a go," he said, trying not to ignite the throbbing dick in his shorts, and doing his best to hide that he desperately needed to adjust himself.
Sarah happened to glance down and see an undeniable tent in the teen's pants. Part of her was flattered that she must have caused that erection, while another part of her was embarrassed for the same reason. "Is there anything you need from me?"
He said, "Not really. I'll just go downstairs and take a look at the furnace."
"The furnace?" she asked, that not making any sense to her.
"Yeah, the air conditioner outside runs through the furnace in the basement," he explained, "that's why you can just reset the control on the wall from heating to cooling and back again."
"Oh, silly me," she laughed at herself, "that's so obvious."
"No worries," he said, "it's likely not something you've ever needed to put any thought into,"
"I didn't until it stopped working," the sweaty MILF answered sourly.
"I'll go check on it."
"Okay, thanks."
Joey took one more subtle look, or at least he thought it was subtle, at his best friend's Mom's cleavage, before heading downstairs.
Sarah noticed the additional peek at her breasts and the tent in his shorts as he left. Oddly... and confusingly... she felt a little tingle in her pussy. She supposed it wasn't that odd though, since he was a good looking young man, and she hadn't been fucked in eight months. Her husband had left her for another woman two years ago, and she'd gone on a couple of dates here and there since, but even though she'd had a terrible quickie eight months ago, when the guy had lasted less than two minutes and left her unsatisfied, she'd only ever come from her toys... of which she had a continuously growing collection, since she had a ferocious sexual appetite. In addition to three different expensive vibrators, she had a suction cup dildo for the bathroom wall, and hidden inside her walk-in closet was a Sybian. Yes, it had been several thousand dollars of expensive, but fuck, did it give her some great orgasms! But with all that said, she'd be lying if she claimed she didn't miss the great sensations of a real man with a living cock.
She went to the washroom to pee, washed her hands, and came back to the kitchen to pull out the fixings she needed to make a salad. No way was she turning on the stove today... not even a burner!. If Joey couldn't fix the air conditioner, she was definitely going out for dinner, and then perhaps to an air conditioned movie theatre.
Once the salad was made, Joey came upstairs no longer wearing a shirt and said, "I'm going out back to look at the air conditioner."
"Okay, sounds good," the suddenly distracted MILF said. Yes, she'd realized her son's best friend had bulked up in his senior year, but until this moment, she'd only seen him as Nate's nerdy friend. He'd finished high school with a 98% GPA for the four years, and would be attending UC Berkeley in the fall on a full ride scholarship, yet at this moment while she secretly admired his chiseled, sweaty chest, she saw him for the first time as an attractive man.
He headed out the back door, and Sarah watched him leave, looking at him from the back end, and also for the first time, she noticed he had a great ass.
"What the fuck?" Sarah said to herself out loud, shaking her head for looking at her son's friend like he was a piece of meat. She definitely needed to get laid, and soon!
She ate her salad, and he came back inside, saying, "I think I know what the problem is."
"Is it fixable?" Sarah asked, the eighteen-year-old's impressive chest now all sweaty, and she couldn't help thinking how she'd like to lick that sweat right off of him.
"I believe so," he said. "But to be sure, I need to check something else on the furnace."
"Okay," she said, unable not to admire his perfect chest and pulsing biceps.
While Joey headed downstairs, he sensed she was staring at him. He shook his head to clear away the impossible thought... although during his senior year, he'd experienced a terrific reversal in his luck with the ladies after a summer of plumbing work (which is surprisingly strenuous, when you're constantly inching yourself underneath floorboards towards impossible locations and such) and regular visits to the gym. In his senior year he was given head by Carrie, a chubby but cute girl on his debate team; lost his virginity to Betty, a girl he met and competed against in the UN competition; and he'd even gotten to fuck Amber for the last two months of the school year, a cheerleader who unfortunately was spending the summer in Europe.
The suddenly horny MILF shook her head at her inappropriate thoughts. Needing to cool herself down both figuratively and literally, she went to the fridge and just stood in front of it with the door wide open for a few moments. She then took an ice cube from the freezer and slid it up and down and around on her upper body. It felt so nice to cool down just a bit!
"Oh my," Joey said, as he stared at the hottest woman he knew doing something that looked like it was straight out of an eighties sex comedy. His dick, which had gradually dropped into slumber while he worked, was now wide awake again, and ready for action in a heartbeat! But he must have made some noise, because...
"Oh my, I'm so sorry!" Sarah apologized, hurriedly tossing the ice cube into the sink. "It's just so hot in here!"
"But not for much longer... I almost have it fixed," he said brightly, wishing he could have been that ice cube... well... before she'd tossed it aside. "I just need to get something from my truck, and we'll be in business!"
"Really? Sounds great!" she said. He left, and she thought to herself, Oh, my God, how embarrassing!
She reached for her phone to distract herself from her humiliation, and started scrolling through Twitter. He came back in and went back downstairs. As she scrolled through a bunch of ridiculous political posts that made her sigh at what appeared to be half of the country's idiocy, the discovery of a Hallmark movie tomorrow that made her smile, and a funny cat video, she learned that today was National Nude Day (not to be confused with Naked Gardening Day, which was the first Saturday in May). She laughed, And given this heat wave, what a perfect day for it! Still sweating like crazy from the heat, she went and poured two glasses of iced tea... threw in four ice cubes each, so they'd stay cold for at least a few minutes, and went down to the basement to offer her unexpected handyman some ice cold refreshment.
To her surprise, the basement was a little cooler than upstairs... which she wished she'd known earlier today.
She found Joey with the side panel of the furnace off, tinkering with something.
"I brought you a glass of iced tea," she said. "I figured you could use a cold drink."
He stood up, accepted the drink and said, "Thanks, Ms. Waterton, I could definitely use something cold."
"No problem," she said. "And just so you know, now that you're pretty much all grown up, you can call me Sarah."
"Okay," he said, as he sipped his iced tea and again stared at the perfect body of his best friend's Mom, who was still wearing only her skimpy bikini.
Sarah was doing the same thing... admiring her son's best friend's semi-naked body. "So... do you think you can fix it?"
"Yes," he nodded. "I'm just trying to get it working temporarily, so I can go to the shop and get a part to fix it properly."
"That's amazing!"
"No problem."
"It's also no problem that I owe you big time," she said. She inadvertently chose that moment to glance down at his crotch.
"It's the least I can do," he said, "you've fed me lunches and snacks and things so many times over the years!"
I wouldn't mind you feeding me something right now, Sarah thought to herself, and then she couldn't believe such things were popping into her head. "Oh, it was my pleasure," she replied blandly, as she wondered how big his dick was. The tent in his shorts again hinted at it being a decent size.
"No, the pleasure is all mine, Sarah," he said, in a lame, slightly awkward attempt at flirting.
There was silence while Sarah caught the innuendo, and realized she herself had started the innuendo-ing, even if only inside her head. Being a psychiatrist, she knew the subconscious mind often initiated things before a person was consciously aware of them.
He downed his drink, knowing he'd said the wrong thing, handed the glass back to her and said, "I should have this thing running at least temporarily in a few minutes."
"That'll be great," Sarah said, realizing she'd made him uncomfortable. So she headed back upstairs, shaking her head at herself again. What the fuck is wrong with me? He's eighteen years old! He's my son's best friend! His mother is one of my best friends. And yet... yet... he's fucking hot... and at his age, he can likely reload quickly and give me the multiple fuckings I so badly crave... and want... and need!
Knowing she'd be using one of her toys the minute he left, she pulled up Literotica, like she often did. She didn't mind watching porn, but she really enjoyed reading porn. She enjoyed the slow burn of a well written story, while video porn often had no story at all. Lately, she'd been reading gangbang stories, since it was a forbidden fantasy she assumed she'd never experience, but today she told the search engine of the website to look for eighteen-year-olds.
To the horny MILF's surprise, the majority of the stories the engine found were about eighteen-year-old girls, including titles like Blacked Out: 18 Year Old Virgin, 18 and Horny, and the crazy title 80-year-old Neighbour. When she found one about a guy and a girl, she also found a guy and sissy one called 18-year-old Spies on 3 Women with the hot summary: 'Women put his young body to good use.' Just the summary made her pussy tingle while she fantasized how she could put Joey to very good use! She also saved Her 18-year-old Neighbor, and Summer Houseguest. She was still scrolling for more, since only the first one had really gotten her intrigued, although she knew she could serve as an excellent hostess to her current guest, if he gave her the opportunity.
"Fixed," Joey announced as he came up the stairs, now carrying his shirt in his hand.
"Really?"
"Yes," he nodded, "but it will take at least a couple hours to get this upstairs area down to a reasonable temperature again."
"Well, just knowing it will get cool in here is great," she said, feeling some slightly cool air wafting across her bare feet, since she was standing next to a vent.
"May I ask you for a favour?" he asked.
"Sure. Anything," she answered, and deep down, she meant it. Just ask me to suck your cock. Just ask me to spread my legs so you can eat my pussy. Just order me to bend over the kitchen counter so you can fuck me, were all wicked thoughts that popped into the horny woman's head.
"Mind if I take a quick shower?" he asked.
"Mind? Not a bit," she said and then offered, "Why don't you use mine?"
"Really?" he asked.
"Yeah, Nate installed a couple of extra sprays on the sides. It really feels wonderful," she replied. She didn't mention that one of the sprays was perpetually aimed to spray directly onto her pussy whenever she turned it on.
"That'd be great," he said. "I'm all sweaty."
"Yeah, you are," she said, the way a woman would say it in a porn film. Realizing that she hurriedly changed subjects by saying, "Um, there are towels in the hallway closet right next to my bedroom."
"Great, thanks," he said, his cock raging from admiring his fantasy MILF, and also the sexy way she kept looking at him.
He left, and she shook her head at herself again. Then, as she heard the shower turn on, a wicked idea popped into her head. She was all sweaty too, so she could reasonably use a shower! As she embraced the naughty thought, her horniness taking control, she sneaked into her bedroom. She dropped her bikini top and bottom on the floor, and she silently entered the bathroom.
She paused to reconsider. Am I really about to do this? Am I really going to enter the shower where Nate's naked best friend is showering? As she asked herself these questions, her body decided for her, as it resumed stalking towards the shower.
Fate then confirmed the wisdom of her decision when Joey moaned, unaware that his MILF fantasy was right on the other side of the shower curtain, "Oh, yes, Ms. Waterton, suck my dick just like that!" as she watched him jacking his dick with the hand he'd lathered up to use as lube.
Emboldened by this confirmation that he was as horny for her as she was for him, she brushed the curtain aside and stepped into the shower right behind him and said, as she reached around his body to grab his cock, "I told you to call me Sarah."
"Ms. Waterton!" he gasped, as he turned around to see his best friend's Mom completely naked, her big, hard nipples staring at him.
"No, I'm Sarah," she corrected him. Then she leaned forward and kissed him.
Joey was stunned! Her hand was on his dick, now stroking him, and her tongue was in his mouth! He, of course, kissed her back, in awe of his sudden good fortune.
When she broke the kiss, she asked, "Did you know today is National Nude Day?"
"No," he said, still overwhelmed by what was happening. It's one thing to fantasize all the time about having sex with your best friend's sexy Mom, but to actually have her hand on your dick and kiss you while you're both naked, was a whole different level of Wow!
"Well, it is," she said in her best sexy and sultry tone, "and it seems to me that Fate has decreed you and I should celebrate this special day properly, don't you think?"
"Y-y-yes," Joey stammered, still trying to wrap his head around the miracle that was suddenly unfolding.
"Now let me clean you all up," the Mom said, grabbing the bar of soap and rubbing it all over his chest. "Joey, you've really turned into a man!"
"Oh, thanks," he moaned, as she washed his chest with one hand and continued stroking his hard dick with the other.
"And I mean you're all man," she said, as she handed him the soap, lowered herself to her knees, and admired his seven-inch cock from very close up. He'd even shaved off all his pubes. What a considerate guy!
"Oh, Ms. Waterton," he groaned, as he stared down to see the beautiful woman on her knees, completely naked, with his cock in her hand while she studied it.
"It's still Sarah," she corrected him again. "Now let's make sure this impressive cock gets super clean." She then opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around his dick!
"Oh, God," Joey groaned, staring down in disbelief that Ms. Waterton was sucking his dick!
"Mmmmmmm," Sarah moaned on his cock, knowing, or at least assuming, that his first load wouldn't take long to extract, and wanting to feel that big warm load explode in her mouth. She'd always enjoyed sucking cock when she was young, and even until the last few years when sucking cock meant she wasn't getting fucked that night, as her husband became a one-and-done dick. Not like back when he could shoot two or three loads into or onto her during their multiple-orgasm marathon sessions. That said, this dick right now felt great between her lips, and she wasn't going to stop until she drained his young balls for the first time in a series.
"That feels so good," he moaned, having learned during the short time since he'd begun having sex, that giving a girl compliments during sex, especially when she was giving him a blow job, was just common sense.
She backed off of his cock and said, looking up at him, "I want you to come in my mouth, Joey. Can you do that for me?"
"Y-y-yeah, s-sure," he stammered. That was the dream question any guy would love to be asked!
"Good." she said, "because I haven't had a load shot into my mouth for almost a year." The hungry MILF then took the hard cock back into her mouth and began bobbing eagerly, while her right hand cupped his balls. Many women didn't know the power of ball handling and how it enhanced the guy's pleasure, and it usually expedited extracting his load.
"Oh yes, don't stop," he moaned, this blow job easily the best one he'd ever had. And it was enhanced by her fingers playing with his balls, which he'd never experienced before. And the best part was that Ms. Waterton was doing the sucking!



"Mmmmmmm," she purred as she bobbed, focusing on only one thing... making this man-boy come and swallow his load. Not surprisingly, it didn't take long to reach her goal.
"Oh Sarah, I'm about to..." he groaned, trying to warn her after only about a dozen strokes, but he spewed his load into her mouth before he could utter another word!
She obviously didn't mind, and she didn't slow down at all, as the warm, salty seed smoothly filled her mouth and slid down her throat.
Joey spasmed a couple of times, his orgasm very intense, and she kept sucking him throughout it.
Once she'd swallowed it all, she slowed down, stood up and said, "Now let me help you get all cleaned up."
"No, please let me help clean you up," he begged, feeling a rush of adrenaline, and even some confidence, as he dropped to his knees, the warm water spraying on his head and back, as he gently parted her legs and licked her nicely trimmed pussy. He wasn't totally inexperienced sexually with girls his own age, but Sarah was his first MILF.
"Oh my, Joey!" she moaned, unable to remember the last time a tongue had touched her pussy... it was definitely pre-divorce, and it was probably a long time before that.
"I've imagined doing this to you for a long time," he said as he parted her pussy lips. He'd figured out quickly that the best way to get blow jobs and sex wouldn't only be because he was willing to go down on a girl, but it would be even better if he was good at it. So he'd watched lots of videos, read how-to articles about it (thank heavens for the internet!), and he'd asked for lots of feedback and suggestions whenever he practiced on the girls he'd been with... all of them appreciated his eagerness to eat their pussies. He was astounded when he learned that many of his peers... the idiots... refused to eat pussy at all, but of course, the dumbasses still expected the girls to blow them. He was one of the rare guys who understood that both giving and receiving was the key to mutual pleasure in any sexual relationship.
"Oh! Right there!" the MILF moaned in surprise, when his finger zeroed in on her G-spot, and she leaned back against the wall of the shower, lifted up a leg, draped it over his shoulder and closed her eyes... while his fingers and tongue kept working their magic.
The leg over his shoulder parted her legs wider, and gave him much better access to get really deep between her pussy lips. He next parted them with both hands and really licked... using wide, flat, up-and-down paintbrush-like strokes... savouring her sweet-tasting fluids as he did.
"Oh, please don't stop, don't ever stop," Sarah moaned, knowing that just like him, she wouldn't last long as his tongue worked her over, as this situation drove her wild, and as her uncontrollable lust had her nearing the brink already!
He had no intention of stopping, and his cock... which had unloaded, but only once so far... remained completely erect and raring to go for round two. Her moans and quivering told him she was close, so he advanced his tongue to her clit, and began flicking at it.
Sarah's entire body twitched with each flick of his tongue on her clit. It was very sensitive by this point, but it was oh so ready to join in on the action!
Joey felt her body twitching and heard her moans increasing, as he continued to focus all his attention on her clit. He sucked it deep between his lips, while continuing to use his tongue on the tiny, ultra-sensitive portion of it that was inside his mouth.
"Oh, Joey, oh... oh...oooooooh," she moaned, as she came a minute or so later, grabbing his head and pressing it as deeply and forcefully as she could against her pussy, while she came and came!
Joey lapped up her cum as best he could, his own cock flexing up and down between his legs at the thrill of getting his dream MILF off!
"Let's dry off and go into my bedroom," she said, really needing that dick inside her pussy... determined that this wasn't going to be a day remembered for only a one and done orgasm each.
"Sure!" he agreed, as she reached behind him and turned off the water.
She got out, handed him a towel, grabbed hers, and quickly dried herself off. "Come on," she said, even though he was still drying himself, as she grabbed his hand and rushed him across the room to her bed.
Reaching the bed, she pushed and toppled him onto it, straddled him, and lowered her pussy just to touch down for now, on his still completely erect cock. "You okay with this?" she asked, but then she didn't wait for a reply as she sank down onto his seven-inch dick.
"I-I-I am if-if-if you are," he stammered, as he watched the beautiful mother of his best friend lowering herself onto his cock.
"Ooooooooh, I'm glad, because I wasn't about to take no for an answer," the Mom moaned, as she braced her hands on his chest and began slowly riding him.
"I can't believe this is happening," he said, his words exactly what he was thinking.
"But you've fantasized about doing this, haven't you?" The MILF asked, "I mean with me specifically?" as she joyously rode his cock.
"All the time," he said, "and definitely with you specifically in mind... you're soooo gorgeous!" as he watched her riding his cock, and tracing her soft hands around his chest.
"Then show me what you've been imagining," she instructed, as she sat straight upright and ground down on his cock.
He reached up for her tits and cupped them.
"You like those, do you?" she said, fully aware that she had a great pair of tits.
"Yeah, I really do," he said, as he sat up somewhat and took her right nipple into his mouth. It was nice and hard!
"Oh yeah! Play with my tits, suck on my nipples," the mother moaned, having very sensitive nipples.
"So big," he said, as he cupped and sucked on both breasts in turn, while enjoying the way she was slowly grinding her hips on his cock... a slow burn fucking.
"Worship them," she ordered, "suck hard on my nipples!"
And for a couple of minutes, perhaps more, he switched back and forth between the two hard nipples, cupping her heavy, firm mounds of flesh the entire time.
"Now I want you to fuck me," she ordered, rolling off of him, lying on her back by herself and spreading her legs invitingly. "Really give it to me!"
Joey didn't say anything at all as he got up, knee-walked between her spread legs, and slid his raging rod noisily all the way into her very wet pussy.
"Oh yes," she moaned, "fuck me. Fuck me good!"
Joey grabbed her by the ankles, pulled them together over her head, and then using them for balance, began pounding her pussy... knowing from his limited experience that this was the position the girls he'd fucked came the best.
"Oh yes, Joey! Take control of me," Sarah urged, loving a man who could take charge. "Fuck me like a real man!"
"You want it hard?" he asked, as he pumped his cock in and out of her wet pussy.
"Yes," she moaned, "and I love a man who knows what he wants and takes it. So if you have any questions like, 'Is it okay if I do such-and-such to you?' don't bother asking, because the answer is, 'Hell yes, go for it!'"
"Mmmmmmmm," he groaned, as he held her ankles together and really slammed into her pussy.
"Oh fuck, Joey, give it to me just like that!" Sarah moaned, her second orgasm rising rapidly. "Give me all of that big cock."
"Beg for it," he demanded as he pulled out, something that had really worked wonders with Amber during the last couple of months, as he'd trained the sexy and popular cheerleader into being his begging slut.
"Please, Joey! Shove that huge cock back inside my sloppy pussy. I'll do anything for it!" the Mom begged, frustrated that his cock was no longer in her pussy.
"Anything?" he asked, and he slammed into her hard... but only once... and then pulled back out, the asshole.
"You nasty boy, stop teasing me and just fuck me," she demanded, frustrated almost out of her mind, "I haven't been fucked in over eight months, so just give me that big dick!"
"No way!" he gasped, that dearth seeming utterly impossible. "Not a babe like you!"
"Yes, me! And that's why I need it so bad right now," she moaned, as he resumed fucking her hard... this position allowing his dick to slam into her at a very stimulating angle.
Joey wanted to give her the fucking she desired, so now he didn't let up at all, each thrust going as deep as he could pound it into her.
"Oh yes, don't stop, don't stop," the MILF repeated, her second orgasm rising quickly again.
And Joey didn't stop. He slammed into her as hard as he could, as fast as he could, her wild moans enhancing his determination not to slow down until she came!
"Oh, fuck yes, Joey! Give it to me, all of that dick, all of that dick!" she rambled, her orgasm now teetering on the brink.
The bedroom was still overheated, the jury-rigged air conditioner needing to work hard to eventually cool down the entire house, so they were both sweating profusely from their intense workout.
"Oh Joey, oh Joey, oh fuck, oh fuck, fuuuuuuuuck!" Sarah screamed, as her second orgasm ripped through her.
Joey didn't slow down at all while his fantasy MILF came on his dick.
"Oh fuuuuuck," she moaned, her body quaking uncontrollably.
Joey, wanting to try a different position, pulled out, flipped the trembling woman onto her side into a semi-fetal position, got behind her, and slid back inside her.
"Oh yes, take whatever you want, baby," Sarah moaned, as she was jerked around like a live-action Barbie fuck toy.
"You want more of my dick?" Joey asked, as he fucked her from behind on their sides.
"I want it all," she moaned, "and all your cum, too!"
"It's yours. Where do you want my load?" he asked as he fucked her good, reaching around to cup her top tit while he did.
"Inside my pussy, on my face, or wherever else you decide to shoot it," she replied. She thought that either deep in her pussy or on her face would be really hot.
"So it won't be a problem if I fill up this pussy with sperm?"
"¡No problemo! Shoot that big load inside me, baby," she urged, since that option seemed to turn him on the most.
"Oh fuck," he groaned, his second load bubbling inside his balls.
"Fill my cunt, Joey," she incited, thrusting her hips to match his inexorable strokes.
"Get ready for it," he warned, knowing he wouldn't last much longer.
"Fill me right up," the MILF begged, longing to feel that load filling her pussy.
"Oh fuck," he grunted a few strokes later, as he indeed did fill her up!
"Yes!" she moaned, as rope after rope of his seed spewed into her long-neglected pussy.
"Fuck," he said, as he kept pumping until he was completely spent. He then slipped out of her and flopped onto his back.
Sarah rolled over, a cocktail of his cum and hers leaking out of her, and took his cock back into her mouth... tasting them both on his dick.
"Oh," he moaned.
After a minute, she asked, "Want to go back into the shower?"
"Sure," he said.
"Think you can reload again?" she asked.
"A few more times," he assured her confidently.
"Then let's find out how many bullets you've got stored up in this cannon for me," she said, as she pulled him off the bed, and they went back into the nice, cool shower.
Six of his loads later... two down her throat, two in her pussy, one all over her tits, and a small final one on her face... while she too enjoyed about a dozen more orgasms.
By the time they were both spent, the air conditioning had finally gotten the house comfortable (they'd taken a break for Joey to run down to the shop before it closed)... they lay in bed together... still naked... Sarah nursing his dick... cum leaking out of her pussy while she hoped for perhaps one more load... when she heard some words that jolted her back to reality.
"Mom! Joey! What the fuck?"
"Ummm... hi, Nate," she said after she'd taken the cock out of her mouth, "I guess it's time to tell you that Joey's now my best friend, too!"
THE END
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Summary: Young mom is drawn back into world of lesbianism.
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 12th 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 reads about her great-grandmother and her obsession with having her tits milked.
In part 11: 1960s: A Gangbang, Kimmy has sex with a friend's stepmom, but the real focus is on her great grandmother. After moving away from the wicked community where she'd been a complete sexual slave, she tries to turn respectable. But a wild gangbang with a bunch of strangers... all of them men... flips Rebecca back into her naturally sexually submissive self, and begins her journey into becoming a wild suburban 1960s housewife.
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 Neighbour
Inspired by my great grandmother's written testimony that my mother was secretly a submissive incestuous lesbian slut, I decided to start planting some seeds and taking note of my Mom's responses.
So while I was out for dinner with my Mom, I worked on gradually learning more about her secret life.
"So, Mom. Are you dating any men?" I asked.
"God, no," she said, shaking her head.
"Women then?" I asked with a playful smile.
"What? No!" she replied, a little too defensively.
"Why so adamant?" I asked. "It's the twenty-first century." I then paused so I could look into her eyes while I finished voicing my thought. "You're allowed to pursue pussy or dick... or even both."
"Kimmy!" she gasped.
"I know that I do," I added. Perhaps I was being a little too forward, but I wanted to assess her reactions.
"Kimmy!" she repeated.
"What?" I asked, acting innocent. "You know I've had sex."
"I do now," she said.
"And that I'm bisexual," I added.
"No, I did not know that," she said, her cheeks going red.
"Oh," I said. "I thought it was obvious."
"No, I had no idea."
"Then I'm sorry. I shouldn't have just blurted out a revelation like that," I apologized.
"It's okay," she said. "You're an adult; you're welcome to be..." There was a long pause, while she apparently tried to think of a word to express her meaning obliquely.
"Bisexual," I finished for her, bluntly.
"Yes, bisexual," she agreed.
"You're not grossed out by knowing that, are you?" I asked.
"No, no, honey," she said, reaching across the table to place her hand on top of mine. "You just took me a little bit by surprise."
"Sorry, I tend just to say whatever I'm thinking," I said.
"Just like your great grandmother," Mom said.
"I'll take that as a compliment."
"You should," Mom said, "she was a vivacious woman, who lived during some very difficult times."
"I know. She left me a scrapbook filled with stories about her past," I said.
"She did?" she asked, her eyes going wide... unable to hide her surprise... or perhaps her sudden worry about the nature of those stories.
"Yeah, she lived quite the life," I said, not hinting that I knew how scandalous that life had been.
"She certainly did," Mom agreed. Then after an awkward pause, she asked, a little nervously, "What did she write down?"
"Oh, so far I've just read some stories about her high school days, her wedding, having a baby, and moving to suburbia," I said offhandedly.
"Uh, I see," she said.
"Yeah, she had a real ability to write," I said.
"She was also an amazing artist," Mom added.
"Yeah, she sprinkled in quite a few of her drawings as well," I said.
"That's so her," Mom laughed, looking rather sad that she was gone.
"Mom, she lives on through us," I said, setting aside my original purpose for this conversation, and instead, just being a good and supportive daughter.
"I know," she said. "I just miss her so much."
"So do I," I said.
"I know. You two are so much alike."
"Really? How?"
She looked into my eyes and said, "You both know who you are, and you're comfortable with living your own truth."
"And you're not?" I asked.
"I struggle with the balance of life sometimes," she said.
"Then you just need to let go of whatever is holding you back," I advised.
"That was easy for your great grandmother, too," Mom said.
"I know it's not easy," I said. "But you shouldn't care what anyone else thinks, except for yourself."
"That gets tougher when you get older," Mom said.
"Did it get tougher for Rebecca?" I asked, preferring to use her first name, now that I felt I knew her so well from all the secrets she was sharing with me posthumously in her scrapbook.
"Not at all. She was like an ageless Wonder Woman until the very end," Mom said with a soft sigh.
The waitress came with our meals, and our conversation paused for a while. Then when we resumed talking, Mom shifted the topic to summer holidays, and I silently processed what we'd discussed.
I had to seduce my Mom.
She needed it.
I sensed that she wanted it.
But I had to do it correctly.
Hoping great grandmother's scrapbook would give me some more guidance, I spent that night reading about her next wild adventure.
...
Kimmy, I want you to know I tried to be faithful to Steve, but I can understand if you're judging me right now.
[I most certainly wasn't doing any such thing... I idolized the woman, and I wanted to be just like her! Well, more like the opposite, since I didn't have much of a submissive side. But I loved wild and crazy sex just as much as she did.]
I wished I could have been the perfect wife... the perfect mother... but alas, I couldn't... my experiences in the 1950s had shaped who I was... had awakened my true sexuality... one that was complex and feminist, within the wicked boundaries of submissive sex and lesbian rendezvous.
Actually, I sense you do understand.
I know you're a lot like me. Not submissive like me, but I didn't grow into my dominant side until later on, so you haven't read about that part of my life yet.
[Damn, was she a mind reader? I swear this wonderful woman knew me better than I knew myself!]
Anyway, after the wild gangbang... and somehow I didn't get pregnant... although the possibility had me stressed for the next month... I couldn't focus on anything.
Yes, I still looked after my daughter.
Yes, to all outward appearances, I still resembled the humdrum wife I was supposed to be.
But deep down, I was going crazy.
Now whenever I was at yoga class, I couldn't stop fantasizing about those sweaty sessions becoming lesbian orgies.

Where I was fisted by the trainer:

And got double penetrated:

And ate some ass:

NOTE: KIMMY, I SHOULD MENTION THAT I DREW THESE PICS WHILE YOUR MOTHER WAS UNDER MY DESK LICKING ME TO MULTIPLE ORGASMS. (Have you turned her into your Mommy-pet yet?)
[As I read those words, I froze.
Mommy-pet!
According to Rebecca, it would be just as easy as reciting the words, 'Sit, pet'.
Yet, as much as I wanted to do it... I struggled to make it into a reality.
I resumed reading... hoping for a deeper glimpse into her mind.]
I resumed masturbating... imagining myself becoming someone's lesbian pet again... I needed someone to take control of my life.
I also resumed drawing... which I'd also stopped doing when I moved to suburbia... although I had no idea why.
I drew dirty pictures of the women across the street.

I drew the teen who'd smiled at me while I was buying groceries. Except in my drawings, she was doing lots more than just casually smiling.

I drew one of Patty, my next door neighbour... you'll meet her soon... and she reminds me a lot of you.

Anyway, once you get gangbanged... there's no pretending it didn't happen.
As I've mentioned before, my libido had shifted into overdrive.
At least inwardly, I was completely out of control.
I was always horny.
I rediscovered masturbation, as I replayed the couple of dozen loads that had filled me that afternoon.
I rediscovered the thrill of a vibrating washing machine.
I was horny twenty-four seven.
Whenever I was alone... I was getting myself off.

And off again...

I craved cum...
I craved cock...
But... eventually I craved pussy even more.

I'd see a pretty blonde, and automatically imagine eating her pussy.

Even the coffee shop barrister seemed like someone I could have sex with.


I knew this was bad... and that I could easily end up back in a sexually submissive role with someone if I didn't control my lust.
And then... Patty moved into her new house.
My new next door neighbour.
We became friendly over the next couple of months.
It was strange to have a friend again. Who was... you know... just a friend.
We chatted about everything. Like me, she'd had an oops that resulted in a young marriage, although she was a couple of years older than I was.
Like me, she didn't really love her husband, but she understood the financial reality of the times.
Like me, she also didn't want to hurt him.
Like me, she wanted to be more than just a housewife.
Like me, she wanted to go to college and become her own woman... to stand on her own two feet.
Alas, also like me, that dream now seemed like no more than a pipe dream.
As we got to know each other better, we mutually admitted that our husbands didn't get us off.
It was so wonderful to have someone to talk to... about absolutely anything.
Someone who understood me, and I understood her.
Someone who was in the same predicament as I was.
She was so understanding.
So friendly.
So much fun.
We started daring each other to do stuff.
Like going shopping without panties.
And still without panties, flashing a complete stranger.
Masturbating in public. Not being obvious about it so anyone could tell, but for instance subtly rubbing our clits while sitting across from each other in a café, and gazing into each other's eyes until we each climaxed.
These dares were fun, and they rejuvenated me... made me feel alive again.
Then she suggested one day while she was visiting me in my home... in my bedroom, no less, "Hey, let's take some sexy photos."
"Really?" I asked.
"Yeah, just for us," she said, as we both sipped some wine.
"I don't know," I said, although I often said 'I don't know' to her, and yet I always ended up doing whatever it was. That was how I'd ended up flashing my tits at three people at the mall last week. I'd been reluctant at first, but once I did it, we couldn't stop giggling for about half an hour afterwards!
"Get naked, slut," she ordered. She'd often called me a slut in the past couple of weeks. It was always in a playful way, but it had the effect of resurrecting my past, and my naturally submissive nature.
"Oh, Patty," I said, like I often did whenever she told me to do something naughty.
"Oh, Rebecca," she mimicked me with a smile, as she came over to me, tugged me to my feet, and pulled my sweater over my head.
"I'm not sure about this," I said, as I trembled from the sudden chill.
"That's okay," she said, as she unclasped my bra and removed it. "I know what's best for you."
"You do, do you?" I asked flirtatiously.
"I do," she said, as she lowered herself in front of me and pulled my skirt down.
"Patty, this is an entirely new level of playing for us," I pointed out.
"Yes, and we're just beginning," she said, as she pulled my pantyhose and panties down, and I was now standing totally naked in front of my new best friend... this scenario beginning to feel very, very familiar.
"Oh," was all I could muster, as I looked down at her.



She stood up, spun me around, slapped my naked ass and ordered, "Now bend that sexy ass over."
"What am I?" I asked. "Your naked Barbie Doll?" Barbie having gone on the market in 1959, and all the rage in the 1960s.
"Exactly," she agreed, slapping my ass again. "You're my slutty next door neighbour Barbie Bitch."
"Jesus," I sighed, as I bent over obediently and started posing.
She grabbed her polaroid camera and said, "You have an amazing ass, Rebecca."
"Uh, thanks," I said, appreciating the compliment.
SNAP. She took a photo. It had better be just for us, since I was pretty sure that not only did it show my pussy, but also my face!

"Oh yeah," Patty said, "such a great ass and a delectable pussy."
"Your ass is pretty amazing too," I said, unsure what else to say in this awkward moment.
"Damn straight," she said. She then ordered, "Turn around and spread those legs. We need to get a good pic of that pussy of yours."
"I don't think that's such a...."
"Just do it, slut," she demanded, slapping my ass again... which, as usual, made me feel compelled to obey her. It also made me wet.
So, I went ahead and did it.
"Good girl," she purred, using that term for the first time... and making a chill go up my spine. "Now, spread those pussy lips for me, my pet."
"Okay," I said, the term 'my pet' drawing me right back into my teenage years... a time when I couldn't say no... when I was an obedient, submissive pet to just about anybody.
CLICK.

"Oh, yes," she purred, "rub that pussy."
I didn't' say anything, but I did obey, rubbing my pussy for her and the camera... getting turned on by her words... and the photo session... feeling alive.
SNAP. SNAP.

SNAP. SNAP. SNAP... in a variety of positions.

Before I knew it, I was lying on the floor, and she asked, her hands going to my very wet pussy, "Ready for the next level?"
"The next level?" I asked, with a slight moan.
"Yes. The level where you do whatever I tell you without hesitation," she explained, parting my very wet pussy lips with her right hand. She must have undressed in the past couple of minutes without my noticing, since I was startled to see she was now as naked as I was!
"I need to do anything you want me to?" I asked, feeling myself being drawn back into the once very familiar world of submission.
She laughed playfully, "Ha, ha, that's right. Anything I want." As her fingers teased my pussy masterfully, And I want you to call me Mistress, slave."
Her soft but firm tone.
Her fingers on my pussy.
Her order to call her Mistress... a term I used to love saying.
Her calling me slave... another term I'd missed hearing.

I stammered, overwhelmed by her sudden shift from best friend to bossy seductress, "Yes, Pat...er... Mistress."
"And you will obey my every order, my pet?" she asked, as her finger slid inside me.
"Yessssss, Mistress," I moaned, the word coming out so naturally... a rush of adrenaline coursing through me, because of her touch and my acceptance of my new role with her.
"I own this sweet pussy," she said, as she pulled her finger out, and placed it on her lips. "Mmmmm, you taste good."
I didn't respond... I wasn't sure what to say... I was still processing this sudden turn of events.
"Get on the bed," she ordered, as she got up and grabbed something from her purse. She returned with a vibrator, and slid it right inside me.
"Oh my," I moaned, as the vibrations buzzed inside me.
She laughed again, seemingly amused at my utter weakness and mindless submissiveness, "Ha, ha, such a dirty little slut!"
I moaned at being called a 'dirty little slut'.
"Now rub your clit. I know you know how," She ordered.

I once again obeyed... bringing my hand to my clit.
"Oh yes, rub that pussy," she ordered, as I did just that.
"Oooooh," I moaned, my pleasure feeling intense so quickly.
"You like that, slut?" she asked, as she pumped the buzzing toy in and out of my sloppy wet pussy.
"Yes," I moaned, the pleasure consuming me like it always did.
"Take it," she said.
I just continued rubbing my pussy while she fucked me.
"Feel good, slave?" she asked.
"Yes, Mistress," I moaned.

"I knew you'd make a good replacement pet," she said.
"Replacement pet?" I asked with another moan.
"Yes, our community lesbian plaything pet Hannah moved away last month," she said.
"Oh," I responded, realizing that I might now be living out my own sequel. I'd already lived the life of a community pet... I'd thought that life was in the past... and yet... and yet... and yet...
"Are you ready to cum?" she asked, as she fucked me good with the toy, pumping it as deep inside me as she could.
I didn't hesitate as I responded in rapture, and so close to coming, "Y-yes, oh, yes... yes... please."
"Ask me nicely," she said, stopping with the toy's tip just barely inside me.
Which drove me wild, so I pleaded, "Please... may I... oooh... cum, Mistress?"

"You can do better than that, slut," Patty said. "You do want to be the community pet, don't you?"
Even though that question should have terrified me, since I knew how often I'd totally lost control of myself back then, how I'd become just a face to sit on or a pussy to fuck, at the moment that was exactly what I wanted. I responded, "Yes, Mistress, I want to be the community pussy-munching fuck toy, the bimbo slave, the cock-taking whore, and the lesbian mindless submissive."
"That's better," she purred, resuming her pounding of my pussy with the toy.
"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck your neighborhood pet," I moaned, desperate to come.
"Go ahead and cum for me, slut," Patty ordered.
With permission granted, I screamed, as my orgasm struck almost immediately, "Th-thank you, Mistress!"

"You're flooding," she observed as she pulled the toy out of me, and I felt the wetness gush out.
"So good," I said, as I just lay there and enjoyed the aftershocks of my intense orgasm.
"Just let everything go," she advised.
"I already did that," I smiled, looking up at her.
"You're one hot little bitch," she said.
"Thanks," I said, unsure of what else to say to that.
"So I assume you've eaten some pussy before," she said.
"Um..." I began, not sure how much I wanted her to know about my very sordid past.
She laughed, my lack of an answer serving as the answer, "Ha ha, eaten pussy. Licked cunt. Say it."
"Eaten pussy," I admitted shyly.

"A lot?" she asked.
"Yes," I admitted.
"Really?" she said, this info intriguing her.
"My senior year of high school was wild," I said... realizing it would be nice to be able to talk about it with someone... it had been lingering inside me unresolved for several years.
"Really?" she repeated, smiling wickedly as she kissed me.
The kiss was so soft and tender... just like I remembered the intimacy of being with other women.
"Yes," I said.
"I want to hear all about your past," she said, as she lay down on the bed. "But only after you begin your new duties as the community pet."
"Okay," I said, turning around to take in her spread legs and inviting pussy.
Then she gave me a one-word order. "Eat!!"

As I dove into her pussy, all my past experiences of eating pussy came flooding back... like riding a bike, it's not something you lose your skill for.
I parted her pussy lips.
I teased her labia.
I looked up at her with her eyes closed, as I listened to her moans.
.

As I probed her pussy... made her moan... I returned to my teenage self. Just wanting to please other women. Just wanting to hear them moan. Just wanting to taste their sweet, forbidden nectar. Just wanting to be in the moment.
As I got her off, I wondered how I'd managed to resist this thrill for all these years.
It was the first time I'd felt at home in forever... between a woman's legs was the place I was always meant to be.

"Don't stop, slut," she moaned.
No worries, I had no intention of stopping
"You're a natural little pussy muncher," she said, her hands going to my head to pull me in a bit deeper.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, letting her know I loved licking her pussy. "You taste so good."
"I know I do," she said, pushing my face against her pussy. "But less talk and more fucking licking."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, as I attacked her pussy... knowing she was close... an innate skill I'd been gifted... I sucked on her pussy lips.

"Oh, fuck, yes, right there, right there," she said, her legs stiffening.
I kept licking... I kept lapping... I devoured that pussy... until she erupted all over my face!

"Yeeeeeeeeeees!"
Once she recovered from her orgasm, she pushed me up and kissed me... for a few minutes. Just kissing. Intimate. Tender. Passionate.
She then asked, "So you eat pussy. Do you also take it in the ass?"
"I used to," I admitted, the idea of getting ass fucked again was very appealing.
"I'll bet you love it in the ass," she said, as she flipped me onto my stomach.
"I used to," I repeated.
"Well, let's see if that used to can become still do," she purred, as she reached for the vibrating toy she'd already fucked me to one orgasm with.
"Sounds good," I said, as I parted my legs a little to give her easier access to my anal entrance.
"You want me to fuck your asshole, Rebecca?" she asked.
"Yes please, Mistress," I admitted, "It's been years since I've had a dick in my asshole, and now you've mentioned it, I need it so bad."
"Such a nasty slut," she said, as she cranked the toy up to high and brought it to my asshole.
"And a mindless submissive slut too," I added.
"Yes, you'll be Hannah's perfect replacement," She said, as the toy slid inside my ass.
"Ooooooooh, yes, I moaned, as I enjoyed the sensations of a dick in my ass.

"Oh, yeah, your asshole is swallowing this dick right down," she said.
"Deeper, faster please," I moaned, loving to get ass fucked again after going for so long without.
"Such a nasty slut," she said. "And I know just what you need next. Don't move."
She got off the bed, leaving the toy buzzing in my ass... an amazing tease.
I heard my front door slam, and she was gone a good three or four minutes before she returned... wearing a strap-on. She'd darted next door to fetch it stark naked in the middle of the afternoon!
"Oh my! Be still my heart," I gasped when I saw it.
"Is this big enough for you?" she asked, getting back onto my bed.
"Yes indeed, Mistress," I said, as she pulled the toy out and slid smoothly back inside with her longer and fatter dick.
"Oh yeah, you're the perfect replacement," she said, her hands grasping my hips as she slammed into my asshole.
"Oh yesss... fuck me," I moaned.

"Fuck my ass," I whimpered, the pleasure and pain principle cascading through me.
"Yeah, you'll be very popular in this community," she said.
"Yes, I'll be your best slut ever," I said, in the heat of this moment wanting more pussy... more pleasure.
"I know you will," she said, as she fucked me good... and hard...
After a couple more minutes of deep, rough, anal reaming, she asked, "Can you come just from getting your ass sodomized?"
"Yes, Mistress, yes I can," I moaned, having come from anal stimulation many times.
"Then come for me, slut, come all over my dick, while I fuck your slutty shit hole," she ordered wickedly.
"Yes, Mistress, talk dirty to me," I moaned, my second orgasm close, "call me names."
"You like being called names?" she asked.
"Yes, yes, Mistress," I mumbled.
"My slut, my pet, my fuck toy, my ass-taking cum bucket," she listed off, as she slammed into me as hard and as deep as she could. "come for me, come right fucking now."
"Oh yes, Mistress, fuck me, fuck my ass, fuck your slut, fuck, fuck fuuuuuuck!" I screamed as I reached a chain of multiple orgasms.
"There you go," she said, slowing down, "only real sluts come from taking dicks in their asshole."
"I'm a real slut all right," I said weakly, as I enjoyed the string of orgasms parading through me.
After a couple more minutes, she pulled out and asked, "So... are we clear, slave?"
"Yes, Mistress Patty," I responded, although I wasn't sure exactly what I was agreeing to doing... I was completely spent, and struggling to process the past hour.

"Then tell me. Repeat it back," she ordered.
She pulled me up off the bed and kissed me.
Once the kiss was done, she looked into my eyes and repeated, "Tell me."
Sensing I knew what she wanted me to say, I replied, "You now have a lot of very explicit, naked pictures of me. If I don't do what you say, you'll use them to ruin my life... and marriage.

"Good. What else?" she asked.
I wasn't sure what else she wanted me to say, so I just said what I'd said in the past to other women in similar situations, "I'm your sex slave... my body and all my holes belong to you now... to use anytime and anyplace you want."
And as I said those words, I meant them.
I couldn't go back to being lonely anymore.
This was who I was.
A lesbian.
A cunt hungry slut.
An ass taking slave.
A submissive pet.

She laughed at my declaration, "And don't you forget it."
"I won't," I replied, knowing there was no going back.
She looked at the clock and said, "Well, that's the end of your Day One training."
"Day One?" I asked.
"Yes, we need to make sure you're in peak condition to become the community pet," she said, as she got dressed.
"Okay," I said.
Once she was dressed, she sat down beside me and asked, "your kid will be home from school soon, right?"

"Yes, yes, Mistress," I said, realizing she'd be home in just a few minutes... which suddenly worried me.
"Since you were such a good girl today, I'll let you go and clean up before she gets home," she said.
"Thank you, Mistress," I said, giving a sigh of relief.
"But if you're ever disobedient," she warned, "I can be very vindictive."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, as she kissed me once and walked out of my home... fully dressed this time.
I got up, shook my head at what had just transpired, and headed to the shower to wash away all my sinning.
.....
.....
..../
PS:
I know this is wrong, but I'm devastated I never got to tell you any of these stories in person, never showed you my drawings while I was alive, and never got to devour your sweet, ripe pussy. That said, here are some fun pin-ups I drew of you.
One of you in the same fifties diner where my fate was forever changed:

Okay, two from that diner, this next one with me thinking of how I would DINE on you!!!

Lastly, one where you're the community submissive slut like I used to be... I know you're much more of a dominant... but the idea of you being a pet to me, to my friends, and to the entire community of my past made this old woman's pussy gush.




Okay, I now need to go and sit on your mother's face (while you're in your bedroom). I'll write more soon.
Kisses, Rebecca.
.....
.....
Wow, learning that my Mom ate my great grandmother's pussy while I was home, was just so wicked! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!
Horny as fuck, seeing the pics my great grandmother had drawn with me in mind, recalling her wild yoga time and my own passion for yoga, I drew my own fantasy pic.

Unfortunately, I'd never get to have sex with my great grandmother. Never be her submissive. Never be her dominant. Never be with her again at all.
Only through these illustrated diary entries would I ever come close to the world I'd never be a part of.
Yet... my mother... my mother was a possibility. Someday soon I'd need to summon up the courage to say 'Sit, pet," to her, and make her my slave.
THE END... for now.
Coming next: 1960s: A Threesome.
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The Training of Cecelia Ch. 4
Summary: Task 2: BDSM shopping and a bukkake.
Note 1: Thanks to TigerSir for suggesting this novella and many of its themes, and for pushing my limits a little.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven and TigerSir for editing this ambitious saga.
Note 3: This is part four of what I'm certain will become a lengthy novella. Also, although it contains a lot of typical silkstockingslover themes, this one digs deeper into BDSM than I usually venture.
In part one, Cecelia, a CEO with a major ego, is put in her place by a company fixer who sees past her strong-willed female persona and into her naturally submissive nature, and he begins training her to be a completely submissive slut.
In part two, Cecelia has spent the night in her Master's house, and the next morning she learns the pleasures of bondage, delayed orgasms, and anal sex. She also agrees to fulfill seven (as yet unrevealed) tasks over the next seven days for Master Paul.
In part three, Cecelia continues her BDSM journey with Master Paul, and she fulfills task one: to talk her husband into agreeing to an open marriage. He wasn't completely on board with the idea, but he had agreed to it without specifying any conditions. So it was a beginning she could live with, even though she didn't know what Master Paul might order her to do next, or how whatever it was might affect her marriage.
The Training of Cecelia Ch. 4
That night Joseph and I watched a movie together. Neither of us mentioned the agreement we'd made earlier in the evening.
It was obvious he was still processing what he'd agreed to, but I didn't want to talk about it anymore for now... I'd gotten what I wanted... I'd officially completed task number one... and now I was dying to learn what task two would be. All I knew about it for certain was that so far, every task Master Paul had required me to perform had been more challenging and had stretched my boundaries beyond any tasks he'd previously required, and I saw no reason for him to alter that progression.
Content with getting Joseph's agreement to the open marriage I'd required, I could now eat pussy without any qualms (I'd never really seen that as cheating anyway), and I could now serve Master Paul without any of the guilt that had often lingered after the fact... so tonight I could just relax and wait for tomorrow to arrive... a tomorrow when I'd enjoy complete freedom from any of the guilt that had been bothering me whenever I wasn't being controlled by my libido.
Yet going forward, it was going to be an ongoing take-it-or-leave-it deal. If my husband had refused to agree to the open marriage, I would have had to file for divorce. Yes, I still loved him... and yes, I didn't want to leave him... but this sexual awaking and my journey into the unknown had changed everything, and now I was going to live my life with no regrets... absolutely none...
Tuesday... Task 2
I arrived at work a little early. I had two proposals to submit to some department heads... which the old me would have prepared meticulously last night, but the new me was juggling all aspects of my life.
Karen was exiting her car at the same time I was exiting mine.
"I now have an open marriage," I told her.
"Pardon?" she asked.
"I told Joseph I wanted an open marriage, and he agreed to it," I explained.
"Oh," she said, looking a bit surprised.
"I did it because Master Paul ordered me to," I added.
"I see," she said, before asking with her tone a little hard to read, "And you now do everything he tells you to?"
"Yes, everything," I admitted, although her tone made me feel a slight sense of shame... even though yesterday afternoon she'd knelt behind me and eaten the cream pie Master had dumped into my pussy.
"Good," she nodded. "I expect the same obedience from you for myself."
"Of course," I agreed, as she lifted her dress and snapped her fingers.
"R-r-right h-h-here?" I stammered, in the garage where the entire staff parked.
"Yes, and right now, slut," Karen said, with a bit of a sigh.
I dropped before her and licked her pretty pussy... a rush of adrenaline coursing through me from obeying the exhibitionistic task, even though I was also terrified.
"You really are an obedient slut," she said, as I parted her pussy lips and began tasting her subtle wetness.
"I can't get enough of your cunt," I answered wickedly... which was true. If I had to choose, I'd take Paul's cock and dominance over Karen's cunt and her own growing authority over me... but she'd be a close second.
"I can help rectify that," she said, as she surprised me by stepping back from me... her pussy also stepping back.
I looked up at her... a little of her wetness on my lips.
"Let's finish this in a more private location," she said, offering me her hand.
I got up and expressed, "Just so you know, I'll eat your pussy anytime, anyplace, and no matter who's watching."
"Good girl," she said patronizingly as she started walking. "I also have a couple of special treats for you."
"Treats?" I asked, as I walked slightly behind her, as was proper.
"Yes, there are a few women working here who'd love to get you between their legs," she revealed.
"Oh, my!" I exclaimed, as we reached the elevator.
"Don't worry," she said, "discretion is important, and I won't do anything to risk your career."
"I appreciate that," I said. "My new life is overwhelming."
"But would you change anything about it?" she asked as the elevator opened.
I considered the question as I entered the elevator two steps behind her, and then I admitted, "No... not a thing."
"I really like this new you," she said.
"I imagine so," I smiled, as the door closed and I wordlessly knelt before her.
"And not only because my boss is now my pussy-pleasing pet," she said, as she lifted her dress again and I dove back into her delicious delicacy.
"But there's something else, too?" I asked as I licked hungrily.
"Yes," she said. "Mr. Stevenson has not only awakened a wildly sexual side of you, but also a compassion for people, your lack of which has always hindered your decision-making."
"Was I that cold?" I asked, as I swirled my tongue between her pussy lips, stimulating more wetness.
"Well, perhaps you were a little cold-hearted," she said. "But more importantly, you were just a corporate head automaton."
"Oh," I said, actually understanding what she meant. I'd been so focused on success and the company's bottom line, that I'd completely lost touch with my original purpose, which had been far more altruistic than the way I'd ended up going. But luckily, in the most unorthodox way possible, Paul had led me out of my acidic existence, reawakened my dying sexual libido, and helped me to rekindle the caring woman I once was.
"This new you is much more appealing," she said, as the elevator slowed down.
I got off my knees, my lips wet with her pussy juice, and said, "Well, I am trying to be more of a people pleaser."
"That you are," she agreed, as the elevator stopped.
"While also exploring who I really am, deep down," I added.
"Agreed. Now let's get into your office so you can finish your breakfast," she ordered, as the doors opened.
"I could definitely use more protein," I smiled happily, and I exited first, and went directly into my office.
Ten minutes later, my secretary's pussy juice covered my face, I was sitting at my desk alone... savouring the sweet taste of her once-forbidden fruit.
My phone rang, calling me back to reality. Then for two hours, I dealt with the growing number of emails I'd neglected for the past few days, and I'd just gotten off the phone, when Master Paul came in.
The instant he closed the door, I left my comfy leather chair behind and lowered myself to the floor and onto my knees, as dictated by Master's rules.
He came over to me without saying a word.
When his crotch was close to me, I took his silent behaviour as an instruction, so I fished out his cock and devoured it like the hungry cock slut I now was.
It was crazy! I'd just responded to over fifty emails, made five calls to the heads of other companies, had ordered over two hundred thousand dollars in new office supplies, and then in a heartbeat, I'd shifted from pragmatic CEO to cock-hungry cum slut.
I bobbed on his fat cock for a couple of minutes before he asked, "So Joseph is okay with your sucking another man's cock?"
"Yes, in essence," I answered, briefly taking his pulsating penis out of my mouth to answer the question... but desperately wanting the first creamy load of cum of my day. It was after ten-thirty, which was pretty late not to have had any dick yet.
"He understands that I own you now?" he asked, backing away just as I went to take his glorious cock back in my mouth.
"We didn't get that specific," I answered, "he just agreed to an open marriage without any conditions, and he thinks you're my therapist," looking up at him from my submissive posture.
"I want that clarified," he said, slapping his hard cock against my cheek.
"Yes, Master," I agreed obediently.
"He can still fuck you, but remember you may only come when you have my permission," he said, before he slid his dick back into my mouth and roughly began to face fucking me.
I focused on breathing through my nose while his balls bounced off my chin, and his entire eight-inch shaft filled my mouth and throat.
"You see, it won't be long now until you're keeping absolutely no secrets from Joseph, your husband and you'll both be taking this dick in your asses while you're in the same room and watching each other," he said, none of which I was sure I was comfortable with... the only rule of the nine so far I had any issues with... but since Master had turned me into a submissive three-hole cock slut so easily, he must have the ability to exercise a similar power over men... which intrigued me, but it also terrified me... in part because I had no idea how I felt about my husband getting sodomized... especially if I had to watch.
A couple minutes later I had his warm seed in my belly, when he pulled out and asked, "Are you looking forward to seeing your husband with a dick in his ass?"
"I honestly don't know," I admitted.
"I can understand that," he said as he put his dick away. "Watching the man you promised to spend the rest of your life with getting ass fucked will take some getting used to. But once you get past the initial shock, you'll love it. And the same principle applies when he watches you taking my cock in your ass for the first time."
"If you say so, Master," I said doubtfully, still on my knees. But doubtful or not, I was still going to do whatever he said at all times.
"I do say so," he said, as he handed me a note.
"Then I'm looking forward to it," I said with very little sincerity, still with mixed feelings swirling around inside me.
"Ready for task number two?" he asked.
"I'm ready for anything you want from me, Master," I said, willing yet again to agree to anything at all this man ordered me to do, sight unseen. For instance, I loved sucking his cock, but having it unexpectedly first in my pussy, and then in my ass, had been transcendental experiences.
"I want you to go into a store called Bound & Hobbled," he instructed. "The address is on that note I just gave you."
"Yes, Master," I agreed without hesitation, recalling my exhilaration, but also my terror, when I'd been bound in his house during the weekend.
"Good, then be at my home at seven-thirty, dressed in one of the aforementioned outfits," he ordered, as he started to leave my office.
"Yes, Master," I repeated, a phrase I now uttered at least a few times a day.
He left, and I got off my knees and sat back down in my chair, enjoying the aftertaste of his addictive cum. The phone rang, and I shifted back via my chameleon-split persona to my CEO mode, as I answered the phone and dealt with a potential supply issue.
The rest of the day was a whirlwind as I had two boring meetings, followed by going through resumés for a new advertising manager and then reading proposals for our potential expansion into three European cities: London, Paris, and Rome.
My workday done, without any more sex (it was rare for me to go for as long as several hours without any cock or pussy lately), I went to the shop as instructed. It was a sex shop that clearly specialized in various BDSM fetishes. Some of the items I saw there made me blush, others made me wonder what their purpose could possibly be, and some of them were just outrageously kinky.
Carrying an empty basket, I found the collar and leash section, and I was surprised by the many different types of collars and leashes. I didn't even know where to begin choosing a set.
Did they all fit the same?
Did the length of a leash matter?
Was it important for the collar to match the colour of the outfit I'd be wearing? After some thought, I decided it likely was important, or at least it was for me, so I decided to choose my three lingerie outfits first.
I went to the lingerie section, detouring to select a ten-inch suction cup dildo (perfect for the well-appointed bathtub or shower) and a new rabbit vibrator, before reaching the abundant land of lingerie and other kinky outfits.
After spending over twenty minutes just looking, I chose five of them, and then after trying each one on, I chose the following three for me to wear for Master.
The first one was called the Black Bondage Lingerie Outfit. The little illustration on the tag showed a black woman in the sexy black, with some mesh fabric in a uniquely coloured pair of stockings. It seemed to be something that would best suit a dominatrix or a Mistress, but I thought Master Paul would like it... and even if nothing else, it could serve as my role reversal attire for when I was playing the Domme with my husband.
The second one I chose was sexy, but a little tamer. A three-piece set in white, that included a lace mostly see-through bra, with a matching garter-belt and panty. Of course, I wouldn't be needing the panty, since I never wore them anymore. I could wear mocha, nude or white stockings with it. I selected a pair of each colour for variety. In fact, this could be some very sexy attire to wear under a wedding dress.
Lastly, the third one, the one I thought would go best with a collar, was a black-as-midnight leather chemise. It fit tightly on my body, showcasing every curve I had, with tiny punctures on each side and in the middle to tie black string through to hold it together, allowing it to be as tight as any corset, but would still showcase a fair amount of flesh. The back of the chemise was equally risqué, with a completely see-through mesh back that wouldn't hide any of my ass. Lastly, it also had latches for holding up stockings... which for this outfit, it seemed black was the only suitable choice.
I selected a fourth outfit, more for me than for Master... a red halter lace set that had a tight halter top with a narrow attachment in the middle that would go between my voluptuous tits without covering them at all, and up to my neck, where more lace would wrap around it like a choker. It came with a thong that had four narrow red straps... with fake diamonds... on each hip. (I wondered if Master would allow me to wear this sexy outfit, including the thong.) It was sexy as fuck... but it didn't fit the collar concept Master wanted for me, yet it was a very sexy submissive outfit... maybe for when I was with Karen. Of course, I also selected a pair of red thigh-high stockings, since this outfit didn't come with a garter-belt or any clasps for stockings.
Happy with my lingerie choices, as well as half a dozen pairs of sheer stockings, plus the pair of red thigh highs, I carried my basket, now mostly filled with sexy apparel and a few toys, back to the collar and leash section.
As I did, I went past a section of strap-on cocks and harnesses. And although they weren't on my list from Master (nor were any of my other toys), I thought I could use a strap-on. Perhaps for Karen to use on me, or perhaps so I could fuck someone myself, or perhaps even for me to fuck my husband with, if Master Paul succeeded in his plan to turn my husband into an eager bottom. I ended up choosing two: a thin, but long eight-inch one for perhaps fucking my husband, and a ten-inch fat black one, hopefully for someone to fuck me with.
Finally, I was once again faced with a large variety of collars and leashes. I seriously had no idea what to get... there were just so damn many to choose from.
Although I'd only been instructed to purchase one, I finally chose three. The first one was black with red outlines that were thick like a belt, that came with a chain that looked like one you might use to walk a very large dog. I sensed that Master Paul would like this one a lot. It was kinky, clearly emphasized our hierarchy of Master and slave, and it was sexy. I kind of yearned to feel it around my neck.
As serendipity would have it, a slightly large saleswoman, around my age, approached me and asked, "Would you like to try that on?"
"I don't know," I said hesitantly, suddenly feeling a little embarrassed to have something like this in my hand that could only serve one purpose.
"You needn't be ashamed," she said, dressed in all black leather and looking like a dominatrix with small round cut-outs in her bra to showcase her prominent nipples, "there's no judging in here. This is a safe pace. If nothing else, it's a location where you'll be supported and respected for allowing yourself to be your true self, instead of kowtowing to the ridiculous values of our so-called 'polite society'."
"I'm just discovering this crazy side of myself," I confessed, realizing she was right... there was no sensible reason for me to fear anything! I loved this new side of me, and I wasn't going to let anything or anyone hold me back. So I added, "Although I'm learning to love this new me," as I admired the appealing expanse of naked flesh surrounding (along with her tiny peaks surrounded by) her leather top (except it wasn't exactly a top or a blouse, but I was unsure what it should be called... slightly similar to the black bondage outfit I'd chosen, although hers was all leather.
"That's great to hear," she smiled warmly. "Is all of this for you to wear?"
Deciding there was no point in holding anything back from this supportive woman, I answered, "Yes. My Master has instructed me to buy a collar and leash set, and also a few lingerie outfits before I meet him tonight."
"I see," she nodded, with no sense of judging me at all. Instead, she seemed to be looking me over with an appraising eye. "May I see the outfits you've chosen?"
"Sure," I said, lifting up the basket from the floor and handing it to her.
After a minute or two, as she carefully inspected each outfit, as well as my stocking choices and toys, she said, "First, make sure to sign up to become a member before you check out, and you'll save 10%."
"Okay," I said.
"Second, great outfit choices, and they have some variety."
"Thanks," I said, appreciating the compliments.
"Third, good toys, but I'll show you a better vibrator, if it's for your solo playtime," she said.
"It is," I said, "the toys weren't part of Master's requirements."
"I see that you're married," she said, glancing at the wedding ring on my left hand.
"Um, yeah," I confirmed.
"And I'm assuming from your tells, your husband isn't your master," she correctly surmised.
"No, he's not," I admitted. "Although my Master has plans for him that so far he's unaware of."



"And I'm sensing you're new to this kind of relationship," she continued reading me like a book.
"Very new," I admit, feeling very comfortable around this attentive and knowledgeable stranger.
"Fun!" she said, as she took the collar from my hand and unbuckled it. I stood stoically as I allowed her to come close to me and fasten the black one with red designs around my neck. "This one will look good with your black outfits."
"Okay," I said, not sure what else to say. A chill went up my spine as it sank in that I'd just meekly allowed this woman to fasten a collar around my neck.
"Let me hook up the leash," she said.
"Okay," I repeated, feeling naturally subservient to this assertive stranger. She wasn't being pushy... well, not exactly... but I did feel that she wouldn't hesitate to tell me what to do if it was in my own... or Master Paul's... best interests.
I remained standing, unsure about how I felt about the collar around my neck... it was indeed a very clear sign of my subservience... a constant reminder around my neck. On the other hand, it seemed like a very natural next step along my journey toward utter obedience to Master Paul.
She hooked the leash onto the ring embedded in the collar, and then gave it a slight tug. "How does that feel?"
"Weird, honestly," I answered.
"Yes, it will take a little getting used to," she advised me.
"I imagine it will," I agreed, as she kept looking at me.
She then said, "You should practice wearing it."
"If you think so," I said.
She looked around before she suggested, "Why don't you get down on all fours and try it out the way it's most often used?"
"Um, okay," I agreed after a very brief hesitation, and a quick look around, pretty sure I was the only customer in the store. I went down on my knees, and then leaned forward onto all fours.
"Good girl," she said in a soft, sensual voice, as she tugged on the chain and backed up a few steps... indicating I should crawl towards her.
The surreal feel of the tugging on my neck... ordering me to crawl forward... was oddly stimulating... and I felt my pussy tingle ever so slightly.
"How does that feel?" she asked.
"Good. Natural," I answered.
"You look really hot in that position," she said, "even though you're wearing a dress instead of some of that sexy lingerie you've selected."
"Thank you," I said.
"Want to try a couple of others?" she asked.
"Sure," I said, oddly enjoying this collar shopping, and the slightly kinky subtext of my conversation with this helpful woman.
"Stand up," she ordered, as she lightly tugged the leash upwards.
I stood.
She unfastened my collar and tossed it and the leash into my basket of kinky stuff.
She said, "Go into the change room over there, and remove your dress and bra."
"Yes ma'am," I said, feeling compelled to obey her.
I went into the changing room and slid out of my dress. Of course, I wasn't wearing a bra, so it wasn't necessary for me to remove one.
She knocked on the door, and I let her in. She was carrying the thick black collar, with its leash already attached.
She openly admired my breasts, my nipples rock hard, before she fixed the new collar around my neck. She then surprised me when I realized it wasn't a collar, but rather a chain that split in two, and it had stainless steel clamps dangling from it.
"You okay with these?" she asked, holding the two clasps in her hands.
"I've never even seen anything like those, let alone worn them," I said. "What on earth are they for?"
"They create unique sensations," she explained. "they can really stimulate your pleasure in a few unorthodox ways."
"How so?" I asked, as she brought her right hand toward my left nipple.
"Women's nipples have lots of nerve endings that not only stimulate the nipples themselves, but the entire body."
"Oooooh," I moaned, as the clamp bit down gently on my nipple, suddenly sending some pleasurable pain throughout my body.
"Don't forget to breathe," she reminded me.
"Oh! Okay, that's a good point," I said, resuming my breathing, while she brought the other clip to my other nipple.
"While you can really stimulate your body by wearing the nipple clamps," she said as she clamped the second one onto my stiff nipple... making me moan again. "There are some secret pleasures about them that most women never discover."
"Oh?" I asked, as I tried to get used to the clasps on my nipples, which were indeed causing me a slight amount of pain... but were also really turning me on.
"They're designed to squeeze your nipples and create constant pleasurable sensations," she explained.
"I see," I responded, feeling a rush of adrenaline coursing through me as her hand went to the chain.
"Depending on your nipples' sensitivity, the pleasure can range from light to serious intensity," she said.
"I can tell."
"But most commonly, the long-term sensation is a dull ache that eventually drives a woman nuts," she said, using the chains to tug lightly on both of my nipples.
"Oooooh," I moaned, the pleasure and pain principle racing through my body.
"The longer you keep them on, and thus the longer you allow the ache to burn in you," she continued, "the more intense the pleasure becomes."
"It's definitely surreal," I admitted, my head spinning from the bizarre situation I was in.
"And the best pleasure is still to come."
"Oh?"
"Yes. You see, the dull ache and slow stimulation will pull you into a non-penetrating frenzy, and then when you take them off," she said, giving a tug that pulled my nipples forward, "you'll experience a massive rush of endorphins, since after restricting the blood flow and then eventually releasing it, it's the ultimate rush!"
I moaned just as a bell rang. It was the same one I'd activated when I entered the shop.
"Damn, another customer," she sighed. She unclasped the nipple clamps from my hard nipples, and as she'd just explained, my entire body was subjected to pulsations of pure pleasure. My nipples were released from the captivity of the clamps, and I let out a loud moan while I had to focus on not touching myself, since a powerful orgasm was bubbling just under the surface... and one of my rules was never to come without Master's permission... even though right now, I was desperately teetering on the edge of involuntarily doing so!
"Sorry," the lady said.
"No worries," I said, spreading my legs wider so as not to apply any pressure to my fevered, desperate pussy!
"It was a pleasure," she smiled warmly.
"The pleasure was all mine," I smiled back, desperately trying to assume control of that pleasure, as my nipples ached from the numb pain, and my overstimulated body burned.
She left, and I removed the collar, and once I'd managed to calm down, I got dressed.
I took the basket with all my items to the cash register, signed up to become a club member, accepted a flier for a monthly gathering of members called a munch... and paid for all my items. She gave me her card and said if I needed anything, stressing the word, before a few more people came in, and without really looking at the card, I headed out to my car.
I went home, ordered some food for delivery, and took a cold shower... which I wasn't certain would cool me down... but fortunately, it did.
I was wearing just a silk robe and was putting on a pair of my new stockings when Joseph came home. He came into the bedroom, saw what I was doing, and asked jokingly, "Are you trying to seduce me, Mrs. Robinson?"
I smiled as I corrected his quote, which was commonly misquoted, "The line in the movie is actually, 'Mrs. Robinson, you're trying to seduce me." Long pause. And then, "Aren't you?'"
"Is it?" he asked, looking at me, perplexed.
"It is," I said confidently, as I finished putting on my second black stocking.
"I'm not going to argue with you about that," he said, coming over to me.
"Good. You're learning," I smiled, as I stood up with both stockings now on.
"So, is this outfit for me?" he asked, now standing in front of me.
"No," I said.
"Oh," he said, his confidence crushed with that one word.
"I'm going to Master's house in a few minutes," I explained.
"Oh," he repeated, clearly still processing this new arrangement we had... which I'd given him pretty much no choice in agreeing to.
"Sorry, but he expects me there for seven-thirty," I said.
"Oh," he said yet again, his masculinity clearly challenged by my adamant focus to have an open marriage... which I felt a shred of guilt for insisting upon... but there was no going back now.
"But you can be a part of my adventure tonight," I said, as I pulled one of the collars from the bag.
"I can?"
"Yes, you can put this on me," I said, handing him the black collar.
"You're planning to wear this?" he asked.
"Yes, Master expects me to be at his house at seven-thirty, wearing nothing but sexy lingerie and a collar," I explained, feeling no shame at all at what I was revealing... the very concept of shame fading more and more with each day of my utter obedience. Doing whatever I was told felt completely liberating, after my many years of always being in charge of everything... and always being subjected to the pressure of my own demand to be perfect.
"I don't know if I like this," he said.
"Joseph," I said, looking into his eyes, "like I explained to you last night, this open marriage of ours isn't a negotiation. It's a take it or leave it."
"But I...." he began... and then stopped.
"Joseph, I love you," I said, repeating almost verbatim my same words from yesterday, "but I really need to do this if I'm going to survive."
He looked at me. Hurt, disappointment and defeatism were in his eyes and on his face, which should have made me feel guilty, but it didn't. I loved him. I wanted to remain married to him. But I was also committed to assisting in another man's plan to ass fuck him eventually. After a long pause, he whispered, "Okay."
"Honey," I said. "I love you, I really do, but I'm a sexual being, and I have some crucial needs you can't possibly satisfy."
He was speechless. Almost emasculated.
"So please fasten this collar around my neck for my Master, and I'll give you a treat," I promised.
"Okay, darling," he agreed.
He fastened the collar around my neck, his hands trembling slightly. Once it was secured, I dropped to my knees, fished out his dick, which was rock hard, and I devoured it.
For just a couple of minutes, perhaps not even two, I bobbed on his dick, before he groaned and deposited his load mostly down my throat. Once he was spent, he apologized as I stood up, some of his cum still in my mouth, "Sorry, darling."
I didn't reply, but I leaned in and kissed him, pushing his gooey cum into his mouth. I kept my eyes open, as did he, and his eyes went wide as he realized he was ingesting his own cum. I broke the kiss and ordered, "Swallow it down, baby."
He did.
"Good boy," I smiled as his cheeks went red with embarrassment.
I shrugged off my robe, thus rendering myself completely naked except for my stockings and collar, then I picked up the black midnight leather chemise, a kinky outfit that showcased my curves beautifully and was mostly see through, I said, "By the way, Master Paul ordered me to tell you that he owns all of my holes."
"He owns your holes?" he asked, puzzled.
"Yes. Which means he's in charge of my pussy and my asshole," I explained bluntly, as I began putting on the sexy, revealing lingerie. "He also decides when I'm allowed to come."
"I don't even know what to say to that," he said, his dick still hard as he looked at me, perplexed.
"It means he can fuck my holes whenever he wants, and more," I said, not even sure myself about the full scope of his domination over me.
"Shit, you've never worn anything like that for me," he complained, as I put it on.
"No, but if you're a good boy, you may get to see me wearing some very sexy and kinky outfits quite often," I said, stroking his hard cock.
"I can't believe all these changes in you," he moaned, as I rolled my fingers over his cock head.
"Sometimes I can't believe them either," I said, thinking of the wild roller coaster I'd been riding ever since Paul came into my life.
"And you're certain about all of this?" he asked.
"I am," I nodded, kissing him softly. "I need someone who constantly turns me into his submissive fuck toy."
"But this is so not you!"
"I would have thought that too before meeting Master Paul," I said, "but he's liberated me from the façade of success I thought I was living."
"Façade?"
"Yes, I was always demanding to be in charge, to be in control of everything and everyone, but once he taught me how to let go of all my controlling and start doing everything he told me to do, I felt completely liberated," I explained.
"I guess that makes some sense," he admitted.
I glanced at the clock on my bedside and said, "I need to get going. I mustn't be late for Master."
"I'm still struggling with the term 'Master'," he said.
"But when you meet him... and you will... you'll start calling him Master too," I said, slipping into some five-inch heels.
"I don't think so," he said.
"Joseph, you're my cuckold... or for short, my cuck," I said, once again stroking his cock. "So just like I'll always do whatever Master tells me to, you'll, in turn, do whatever I tell you to do. Do you understand?"
"But that's so demeaning," he objected.
"No baby, it's your new reality," I corrected him. "You're now my good and obedient cuckold, who does whatever he's told." I cupped his balls in my hand and explained something else. "Just like Master owns my pussy and ass, I own these. Do you understand?"
"Y-y-yes," he stammered, subject to my mercy, the same way I was subject to Master Paul's.
"Good boy," I smiled. "Play your cards right, and I'll let you eat my cream pie when I return home."
I then slapped his ass playfully, snatched up the large bag of outfits, toys and more, and left the bedroom.
I put on a trench coat, went to my car and drove, pushing my husband's puppy-dog-like devastated look out of my head, as I mentally prepared myself for a night of unbridled kink.
I reached Master's home fifteen minutes early, waited ten minutes so I wouldn't appear too eager, and then I sauntered up to his front door, giddy with anticipation for whatever lay ahead.
I knocked.
I waited.
It seemed like an eternity, but was likely exactly five minutes, before he opened the door.
"Lose the trench coat," he ordered brusquely, showing me no emotion at all.
"Yes, Master," I responded, not even hesitating to comply with the order that should have terrified me... since anyone would be able to walk by on the sidewalk and see me wearing my slutty lingerie... but any sense of shame was no longer included in my mental repertoire.
I removed the trench coat and dropped it on the cement porch.
"Very interesting choice," he said, as he took all of me in.
"Thank you, Master," I said, dropping to my knees before him like the rules required. Again, simply anyone could happen by. So that's a problem?
"Leash," he said, offering me his open hand.
I took it from the bag and placed it in his strong hand.
"Good girl," he said, then he bent down, clipped the leash to my collar, and ordered, "Crawl behind me."
"Yes, Master," I said, simply shutting off my brain and blindly abiding by his commands.
He grabbed the bag, stood up, gave my leash a gentle tug, and led me into his home. I crawled inside, feeling a slight rush of adrenaline at being led like a pet. His gentleness with my leash felt very similar to the way the dominant saleswoman's handling had felt, and I realized that the protocol for a leash wasn't to drag a pet around, but simply for a Master or Mistress to signal what he or she wanted the pet to do.
Once we were in the house, he closed the door, leaving my trench coat outside, and continued leading me to his bedroom.
He walked slowly enough that I could easily crawl behind him... which I appreciated. Oddly, my simple submissive crawling enhanced my desire to obey him utterly.
When we reached the bedroom, he went to the bed and tossed the bag onto it. "Well, you good girl, it appears that you went above and beyond."
"There were too many good choices," I explained.
"This other collar looks very fun," he said, looking at it.
"The saleswoman thought it was perfect for me," I said.
"Mary has very good taste," he said.
"She really does," I agreed, not having known her name, but assuming he knew exactly who would have been working when I went in right after work.
"Did you give her a tip with your tongue?" he asked.
"No," I said.
"I'll have to send you back to do that for her," he said, as he examined the rest of my purchases.
"Anything you want, Master," I replied.
"A strap-on," he noticed. "Is this for you to get fucked, or for you to fuck someone?"
"Either or both," I answered glibly.
"Maybe you can get your husband's asshole prepped for me," he surmised.
"Maybe," I smiled, looking up at him naughtily.
"No maybe about it," he said.
"Whatever you want from me, Master," I said.
"Crawl onto the bed," he ordered.
"Yes, Master," I repeated, as I crawled onto the bed. "By the way, just before I left the house, I told Joseph you own all my holes, and I own his balls."
"Good," he said, surprising me by not asking me anything else... such as my husband's positive or negative response.
"So, this see-through outfit you're wearing was a bold choice," he said, as he flipped me onto my back and admired me. I knew he could clearly see my tits and my pussy through the translucent fabric, and I loved that.
"It just seemed right the moment I saw it," I said, parting my legs to show him my wet pussy, just a little.
"You did well, slut," he said, as he removed my heels.
"Thank you, Master," I replied, flattered by the compliment.
He pulled his pants down, releasing his glorious hard cock that now lived constantly in my head, and he ordered, "Give me a foot job, slut."
"Um, okay," I said, as I moved my feet to his cock.
He grabbed my silky soles and began to solely fuck them. It felt strangely erotic.
"Tell me what you are," he ordered after a couple of minutes of fucking my feet.
"A slut," I answered. "Your slut."
"And you'll obey every order I give you?" he asked.
"I confirmed yet again my complete loyalty to him, "Always, Master."
"Good slut," he said, and then he surprised me by coming rather quickly, and I felt his cock pulsing between my feet, before big, warm gobs of cum exploded out of him and onto my feet and calves.
"Mmmmmmm," I purred, loving the feel of his cum splattering onto me... my black lingerie now decorated with some large white spots.
"Yeah," he groaned. He slowed down, but continued fucking my feet... which for reasons I couldn't explain, turned me on even more.
After a minute or so, he got off the bed and ordered, "Get off the bed and onto your knees."
"Yes, Master," I said, looking at the big gobs of cum on my new lingerie and hoping they wouldn't stain the pricey stockings, I got off of the bed and onto my knees.
He then informed me while he tucked his dick away, "I have a rather large surprise for you next." As he tugged on the leash and led me out of the bedroom, he added, "Actually, several large surprises."
"What are they?" I asked... curious... although the way he said 'several large surprises' made it rather apparent what he had in mind... I'd probably be fucking several men, and soon.
"Something to satisfy your hunger," he said, as I crawled behind him towards my next sexual adventure.



I mindlessly followed him like the fully submissive pet I'd become... excited to learn for sure whatever he had in store for me... knowing already that I would comply without hesitation with whatever... or whomever... he expected me to do next.
It had only been ten or fifteen minutes since I'd entered his home, yet during that time, six men had arrived while I'd been giving him my brief nylon-covered foot job (although I hadn't really given it, since mostly he'd just fucked my feet... semantics, I guess). Each man was already naked, and a topless maid was serving them drinks with the utmost elegance. It was like a scene from a weirdly surreal movie directed by David Lynch.
"Welcome, gentlemen," Master Paul greeted, as the maid glided elegantly from the room.
"Hey," a black man said, sporting a cock that was easily ten inches long... my eyes went wide at the sight of it.
"Paul," a tall man with lots of chest hair said, his dick only six inches or so.
"My man," a short, chubby man with a fat dick that seemed out of place on his body, came over and shook Paul's hand... as he got closer, I realized he was The Honorable Sidney Jones, the mayor of the town where Master Paul lived.
"Hi, Mayor," Master greeted.
"You really outdid yourself this time," the mayor said, leering down at me.
"Yes, she's a real firecracker," Paul agreed.
"May I have the first crack at her?" Mayor Jones asked, his fat dick dangling flaccidly just above my head.
"Slut, you're here for a bukkake," he told me.
"Oh," I said, as I looked around at the six dicks either dangling between their legs, or already hard and aimed at me, around the room.
"So no fucking," Master said. "Just crawl into the middle of this sextet and service my friends orally."
"Yes, Master," I said, feeling a little disappointed not to be taking all six of these dicks into my other holes... the ideas of getting spit roasted, double penetrated, or filled airtight, all popping into my twisted mind.
He led me into the middle of the men and ordered, "Kneel upright, and place your hands behind your back."
"Yes, Master," I responded humbly in front of all these men... positioning my hands behind my back.
He bent down and tied my wrists together with a length of soft rope, which wasn't uncomfortable at all, but was nevertheless secure. "Tonight you're nothing but a face to fuck, is that understood, slut?"
"Yes, Master," I repeated just before the mayor slid his flaccid cock into my mouth. I began swirling my tongue around his fat cock... doing my best to generate lots of saliva to get this cock nice and hard.
"Shit, so who is she?" someone asked as I worked on cock number one.
"You know I never reveal anything about the personal lives of my sluts," Paul rebuked the man mildly, which I appreciated, yet I felt some irritation at being included in the generic harem of being nobody more special than just one of his presumably many sluts.
"You're always such a gentleman," someone else said, as the mayor's cock hardened in my mouth... his fat cock stretching my lips as it became completely erect.
"You sure we can't fuck this bitch?" someone asked. "She looks like she's revved up for some dick in her cunt."
"Tonight it's a bukkake," Paul said. "No more, no less."
"Fine," someone sighed, before saying, "then it's my turn."
The mayor pulled out for the nonce, and the ten-inch black cock, now completely hard, arrived before me.
"Fuck, this one is huge," I observed, as I opened my mouth, and he slid it past my lips and began face fucking me slowly.
"Yeah, they call me The Hammer," he replied as his cock more than filled my mouth.
"Mmmmmmmmm," I said, wishing I could wrap my fingers around his dick as well. This dick was just so perfect!
After only a couple dozen strokes, he pulled out, and I began the rotating cock portion of my bukkake. For a good fifteen minutes, every couple dozen strokes, a new cock replaced the previous one. The tall man's modest six-inch cock immediately had his balls bouncing off my chin while he called me filthy names. A seven-inch upward-curved cock also filled my mouth completely, and he moaned with every thrust. Someone's smallish five-inch cock was a slight disappointment in size, but he grasped my head with both hands while he roughly face fucked me, and another seven-inch cock attached to a good-looking Muslim (he was wearing a men's version of a hijab) slid his cock into my mouth and allowed me to suck him.
Cock after cock filled my mouth... as I enjoyed the variety of cock sizes and differing treatment from each man.
Eventually, it was the mayor who first grunted, pulled out, and splattered my face with a load of his cum.
"Oh, yes please, coat my face," I moaned, loving the feeling of his warm cum spraying onto my face. (Yes, I did have the presence of mind to shut my eyes.)
As soon as he was done, the black man slid into my mouth and face fucked me roughly, making me gag as all ten inches filled my mouth, with half of it going down my throat. I relished the rough treatment and was determined to take it all smoothly into my mouth and beyond.
Yet it was the smallish five-inch cock that came on my face in second place... as he roughly fucked my face, called me a cum slut, and shot his load all over my forehead. I felt it oozing down my face and between my eyes, as the curved dick slid briefly back into my mouth.
"Finish up, boys," Paul said a couple of cock rotations later.
"Circle jerk, then," one of them suggested, and then the four cocks still loaded with cum were being furiously stroked directly in front of me.
"Keep your mouth closed," Paul instructed me. "I want to see your face painted completely white."
"Yes, Master," I replied, before pressing my lips together and waiting for the four cock cannons to erupt all over me.
"Oh fuck, get ready, bitch," the tall man grunted, and he shot his load all over the left side of my face.
He was still coming, when the curved cock guy groaned, and shot a load onto the right side of my face.
Then as if I was in a porn movie where all the men can come on cue, the last two pairs of balls filled with creamy warm cum erupted almost simultaneously all over my face... as I once again closed my eyes just in time.
I truly enjoyed all that warm cum coating my face... a bukkake is such a calming collection of sensations... and it was yet another exploration of the sexual journey I'd embarked upon.
"Smile," Paul said a few seconds later. I opened my eyes and smiled playfully while he shot a picture of me drenched in those six loads of cum.
"Thanks, Paul," someone said, as they all got dressed... the party seeming to be over.
"Thanks, you guys," I added as I remained on my knees, my wrists bound, cum slowly drifting down my face.
"Anytime," someone said.
"Yes indeed, anytime," I agreed.
The men left, Paul freed me from my bonds, and he said, "Go and fetch your phone. I want you to forward the picture I just sent you to your husband."
"Yes, Master," I said willingly. "May I walk?"
"You may," he said.
My phone was inside the bag of toys and more, so I got up, and stretched, my knees a little sore from spending almost half an hour in the same position, before I walked back to his bedroom and retrieved my phone.
I had received two new messages. One from my friend Mariah, and the other from Master. Ignoring Mariah for now, I clicked on the one from Master, and I saw a picture of my face all coated with cum... and yes, it was completely coated. I looked (and I assumed I still did) like a complete whore.
I downloaded the photo.
I texted my husband the photo with the caption: My night so far.
I pressed Send just as Master walked into the room.
"Sent, Master," I said, showing him my phone.
"Good girl," he said. "I have to go meet some friends. You may clean up here before you leave, if you wish."
We're finished? I felt like he'd punched me in the gut! "Yes, Master," I said obediently, although I couldn't conceal my disappointment.
"Part of your training is learning to regulate your own lust," he explained, not unkindly but still unarguably.
"Yes, Master," I repeated. I understood what he was doing, but I was still disappointed, since I'd assumed I'd be getting his dick inside me and a lovely orgasm, following the bukkake... my untouched pussy was on fire!
"Good," he said. "I won't be going into the office tomorrow, but Karen will give you task number three."
"Yes, Master," I replied.
"And you're forbidden to come until you see me again," he added.
"Yes, Master," I agreed.
"Good," he said, slapping my ass. "You do look really hot today, Seesee."
"Thank you, Master," I said, appreciating the compliment, even as I wondered if it was the sexy outfit, or the six loads whitewashing my face.
He left the bedroom. I returned all my items to the bag. I went into his ensuite bathroom and washed the cum off of my face.
I headed out and went home... retrieving my trench coat, that was still lying on the porch, reminiscing about the six cocks I'd sucked and the six delightful loads I'd taken all over my face. I also tried to cool my loins after my day of wild adventure, but with no climax.
At home, my husband was lying in bed watching television. I got into my pajamas, which were a lot less sexy than my attire for Master, slipped between the sheets, and cuddled into his arms.
Neither of us said a word.
Just a period of gentle intimacy between a loving man and his loving wife.
This was the perfect balance.
Master to push me to my sexual limits... to take me to places I couldn't even imagine beforehand... and to bring me pleasure I'd never known existed... while at home, I had the stability and gentle love that I needed... and on my own terms.
Yes, it was highly unorthodox.
But that was the life I now lived.
As Joseph watched Jimmy Kimmel, I closed my eyes and wondered what task three would look like.
And as I did... my pussy tingled in anticipation of tasks number three, four, five, six and seven... since today was still only the beginning.
THE END
Coming next: Part 5 and task 3... some serious pussy licking.
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Pillow Princess Club Ch. 10
Summary: Pussy 12 Cock 1: Meredith discovers the joys of a transwoman.
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 Ten 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 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. Whereupon she services her, which begins her journey into submissive lesbianism.
In Chapter Two, Meredith is spied during her short walk of shame home, so she goes across the street to MILF 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 behind a counter, 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...
In Chapter Eight, Meredith has two wild adventures. An under the table foot job from a Hooters waitress, who gifts her a pair of her soiled Hooters pantyhose, and a promise to give her a night of unlimited coed pussy at her sorority. Meredith then drives to her first tribbing encounter, with a very cute Japanese girl. Up next: Big Rosie.
In Chapter Nine, Meredith goes to a black woman's house, where she pleases not one, but two black women, and she discovers the joy of chocolate cunt.
And now, continuing immediately after the end of Chapter Nine....
Pillow Princess Club Ch. 10
I arrived at the location... three minutes ahead of schedule, thanks to encountering an unusually generous number of green lights, speeding slightly, and barely squeaking through a yellow light.
Reaching the address, which was an apartment building, a nice one, fairly close to the Hooters I'd visited earlier, I checked my phone.
Two new messages in the app, and one from my Mom.
Before I checked them, I sent a message to IFUCKMILFS.
MERMILF: Parking.
Mom: She is down for the night. Enjoy yourself.
I didn't text Mom back at first, but then realized I should, or she'd start to worry.
Me: Thanks again, Mom. I am having a great night.
I checked the two messages from the app: one from FOOTSIES, and another new girl or woman, this one calling herself PILLOWP3.
FOOTSIES: I'm home all night now watching my younger sister so send a message when you're available. BTW, I live close to you, and your daughter used to come over to eat my pussy at all hours whenever I wanted her.
This one made me tremble. She again referenced my daughter, and this time with some very intimate details. I wasn't sure what to say yet, although I knew I'd have to report to her to 'eat at the Y', since she knew who I was, she'd had sex with my daughter, so I absolutely had to find out who she was!
I clicked on the new girl's message.
PILLOWP3: Could use a new Mommy to please me and my friends. We are having a slumber party and you would get to please five ripe just graduated from high school eighteen-year-old pussies.
This one made my pussy tingle. Five teen pussies! This wasn't quite as exciting as a chance at an entire sorority of pussy, but it was indeed maybe a great final stop to this long day's sexual activities... well... followed by a final-final stop at Footsies, since apparently, she lived near me.
I responded to PILLOWP3 first.
MERMILF: Hi, I just arrived at another Pillow Princess. If you can wait thirty minutes or so, depending on how long this next appointment takes and how far away you are, I would love to be your Mommy.
Just using the word Mommy made my pussy tingle. I then replied to Footsies.
MERMILF: I have two stops left and I sense one of them will be quite lengthy. So if you can wait a couple of hours I can stop by and service you like my daughter did.
I tapped Send, and then wondered why I'd added the part about my daughter.
IFUCKMILFS: Buzz 222. Hurry up!
I put my phone away and headed to the apartment building. I pressed 222, and was instantly buzzed in.
I walked up a flight of stairs, encountered a woman walking downstairs without incident, and then went down a hallway.
I'd gone into so many strangers' homes today that this didn't faze me at all. I reached the door and knocked.
"Come in," a voice called out.
I walked in, and directly into a large living room... although that isn't quite accurate, since the room seemed to be the entire apartment, except for the bathroom. A bed was in the middle of the room with bedside cabinets on either side, which looked quite odd (the placement, not the cabinets). A large flat screen TV on the wall. A kitchen area in one corner. Two girls apparently in their early twenties were on the bed, watching 'Dazed and Confused'.
"Hot!" the redhead remarked upon seeing me.
"Yeah, she'll do," the blonde replied.
"Come over here," the redhead ordered me.
I went over to her, and she swiped a few fingers through a jar of some lotion or other sitting on the nearest cabinet, reached her hand under my skirt, and noticed, "No panties. Nice!"
"It's just easier today," I somewhat joked, as her hand went to my pussy and she rubbed the lotion onto and into it. "Ooooooooh," I moaned; the substance was cold!
"Trust me, this stuff will get you ready for the fuck of your life," she said.
"Okay," I said, wondering what the lotion was... was it just lube? I was so horny from everything, even after my six orgasms today, especially immediately following the double helping of black pussy I'd just devoured.
"Give me some of that too," the blonde requested.
The redhead handed her the lube as she told me, "I'm Fran, and my bestie here is Brandi."
"Brandi with an I," the blonde mentioned, as she slipped off her shorts and panties.
"I'm Meredith," I said, "it's nice to meet you both."
The lotion takes some time to start working, so why don't you get out of that dress, and you can come and suck my cock while we wait," Fran said, standing up and shimmying out of her jeans.
I watched Brandi slathering the lotion on her pussy, and then fingering herself with some lotion still on her hand. "You're in for a real treat!" she told me.
"What is it?" I asked.
"Cannabis lube," Fran said. I then saw a bulge in her panties, and my eyes went wide with startlement upon experiencing two sudden revelations.
One: I'd been drugged, or at least my pussy had been canna-bissed.
Two: Fran had an actual dick to fuck me with... not just a strap-on.
Fran chuckled as she pulled her panties down to reveal her six-inch cock, "You didn't figure this out from my handle or my messages?"
As she stroked her hard cock, I stammered, a little overwhelmed by the dual surprises, "N-n-no."
"Disappointed?" she asked, as she came over to me while taking off her t-shirt.
"Not at all," I said, that cock pointing right at me suddenly looking very appealing on her pretty, feminine body. She was slim, with great curves, and perky breasts. They weren't particularly large, but not tine either... what many would call a nice handful.
She placed her hands on my shoulders, and I very willingly lowered myself down to her lovely cock. As I admired her erection and brought my hand to it, I wondered if sucking or fucking... or sucking and fucking a transwoman counted as cheating on my husband. Early during the course of the day, I'd convinced myself that eating pussy didn't, and getting fucked by a strap-on didn't... but this phallus made of flesh and blood really complicated things!
Regardless, I pushed away the semantics of cheating... it wasn't my fault my husband hadn't fucked me in a year and a half, leaving me absolutely desperate for some action... and I took her cock into my mouth. After all the pussy I'd serviced today, this was a welcome change!
I was slowly bobbing as Fran said, "Just so you know, we didn't drug you. We only drugged your pussy."
I'd almost forgotten about the drugging, since I was distracted by this cock. I backed away and asked, "You drugged my pussy, but not me?"
"Yes, you'll notice your head is perfectly clear, but your snatch is probably tingling very nicely about now. It's a lube that gets your pussy high, and thus it gives you orgasms that are out of this world!" she explained as she grabbed her cock and traced it around my lips. "It doesn't impact your cognitive thinking or your physical actions. You yourself aren't high, only your pussy is."
"And your ass, if you lube that up too," Brandi interjected.
"Yes, but that wouldn't be a first-time exploration," Fran said, sliding her cock back into my mouth.
"God, I love it when you get sucked off by older women, baby," Brandi said, as I slowly sucked on the trans woman's cock. Although the shift from licking pussy to sucking cock wasn't a difficult one, it had been a while since I'd had a real cock in my mouth. I couldn't deny it... I loved the feeling of a hard, throbbing cock between my lips. I enjoyed the movements of bobbing. I'd always loved sucking cock... loved the idea of teasing and pleasing... liked the power I had in that role... I was the one who controlled his... or in this case... her pleasure.
"Yeah, I know you do," Fran moaned softly.
"Fuck her face," Brandi encouraged, while she moaned.
"You love when I dominate an older MILF slut, don't you?"
"Oh yeah, you know I do," Brandi moaned again. I couldn't see, but I assumed she was rubbing herself while she watched me suck her girlfriend's cock. (I assumed they were dating.)
"I don't want to come yet," Fran said. "We've got to wait until the pot lube has gotten her all revved up."
With no place to go, I thought to myself... the lyrics of the old Meatloaf song popping into my head. I'd been about to start bobbing faster, but hearing Fran say what she said, I changed my plans and instead, I took her cock out of my mouth and slithered my tongue down her shaft to her hairless balls.
"Oh, shit, that's it! Suck those big balls," Brandi urged.
"Yeah, MILF slut! Wake up that big load waiting to be unleashed for you," Fran moaned, as I sucked on one ball while I licked her ball sac.
"Mmmmmmmm," I responded. I felt my pussy beginning to tingle in a strange and intense way, and with a little more sparkle than usual... was this because of the spiked lube, or was it just from the anticipation of getting fucked?
"You want my load, slut?" Fran asked.
"Yes, I do," I answered, as I rummaged my tongue around searching for the other ball, and when I found it, I replicated the dedicated lips and tongue attention I'd lavished on the previous one.
"Yeah, do you want this big load?" she asked again.
"I do, I really do," I moaned, the prospect of her erupting onto my face, or even inside my pussy was very appealing... although I really shouldn't allow my unprotected womb to host a load of active sperm.
"Then get my cock nice and wet for that pussy of yours," she ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," I agreed happily, eagerly skimming my tongue back up the shaft and taking the cock back into my mouth. Using my tongue to swirl around the cock head and create extra saliva, while using my left hand to stroke her cock as I sucked, I soon had her moaning. And I also had Brandi moaning. Actually, I even had myself moaning!
After a couple of minutes, she pulled out and ordered, "Crawl between Brandi's legs."
"Yes, ma'am," I agreed, getting off my knees, and climbing onto the bed and between the blonde's widespread legs... as she slowly rubbed her shaved pussy... only a tussle of hair perched above it like pubic mistletoe.
"You hungry for more pussy?" Brandi asked, as Fran got onto the bed behind me.
"As of this morning, I can't ever get enough pussy," I admitted, inching ever closer to hers... admiring it like I had all the others. There's just something so sexy about a pussy. Each one is unique in its appearance, even though they all have the same basic setup.
"Are you ready to eat pussy and get fucked at the same time?" Fran asked, her soft hands on my hips. Now that I knew she was trans, it occurred to me that from the arrogance apparent in all of her texts to me earlier, I should have thought she'd look butch. But although in person her arrogance was still very present, her physical appearance was petite and very pretty.
"Yes, ma'am," I agreed, as I inhaled Brandi's feminine scent. I then joked, my own pussy on fire, "I bet my husband would love to watch this."
"Does he know you're a pussy munching slut for young pussy?" Brandi asked, as she continued slowly rubbing herself.
"No, he hasn't a clue," I moaned loudly as Fran's cock teased my pussy lips... which now felt super sensitive. "I only discovered today that I liked pussy at all!"
"So you never ate any pussy before today?" Brandi asked, as I leaned forward and licked between her pussy lips.
"Not one," I answered.
"And I'm assuming you've never had a trans cock?" Fran asked, continuing to tease my burning pussy.
"Never even seen one before yours," I moaned, as I tasted Brandi's delicious pussy, while dying to feel that dick slide into my own pussy.
"Tell me what you want to happen," Fran said. She was driving me wild with temptation!
"I want you to fuck me," I answered between licks. "Pound my pussy and use me as your slut."
"Good answer," she said, and she slammed into me hard.
"Mother fucker!" I screamed as her dick filled me completely.
"That I am," Fran smirked, as she began fucking me.
"Oh my God," I gasped, as the pleasure of her dick inside me was unlike anything I'd ever felt. One would think there couldn't be anything as inherently male as a dick, but that would be wrong. Wielded by a woman, Fran's dick was sensitive... intense... rapturous... nothing at all like a man fucking me! Although granted, the pot lube Brandi had rubbed on my pussy and slid inside me was creating sensations I hadn't even known existed.
"I think the pot is kicking in," Brandi giggled as I tried to lick her pussy, but was overwhelmed and totally distracted by the intensity of the pleasure Fran and her cannabinoid helper was giving me.
"Oh, this is so intense," I moaned and trembled, as the slow fucking was making my head go light, and my body burn with desire.
"I think she likes it," Brandi giggled again, as she placed her hand on the back of my head.
"I fucking love it," I declared, as I began slowly bouncing back on Fran's cock... needing to be fucked hard... needing that cock inside me as deep as possible. Never in my life had I wanted to be pounded more... or harder.
"Oh, you want it harder?" Fran asked as I bounced back on her dick.
"Oh, fuck yes! Fuck me, pound me, give me all that dick," I babbled. I wasn't even trying to lick Brandi's pussy anymore... the pot lube had transformed me into a ravenous, desperate slut, needing to come.
"Fuck her, baby, give her all that dick," Brandi said, as she took over my job and began rubbing herself.
Fran bucked hard into me.
"Fuuuck yes!" I screamed... the intensity reaching even newer heights of pleasure.... Hoping the neighbours above, below, to the left, to the right, and across the hall couldn't hear my euphoric screaming.
"Get back to eating, slut," Fran ordered, pushing my head back to her girlfriend's pussy, then leaning forward, her dick reaching new depths inside me.
"Yes," I babbled mindlessly as I lapped the tangy twat before me, and Fran bucked her hips into me. "Oooooh!"
Again.
"Fuck!"
Again.
"Please, harder!"
Again.
"More," I pleaded as I licked the best I could, each deep thrust forcing my face into the wet pussy I was attempting to please.
Again... three fast, deep thrusts.
"Yes! Yes, fuck!" I babbled, an orgasm rising above the horizon.
Again... three fast, deep thrusts.
"Oh God, don't tease me, just pound my fucking wet cunt with your lovely lady dick," I begged with an urgency that sounded as desperate as I felt, as I gazed beseechingly back at her.
"Then get ready to come," Fran warned me. Her hands were on my hips, and she began slamming into me... her body crashing into me with each deep thrust, while my tongue licked Brandi only haphazardly, and my body burned with undeniable lust.
"Oh yes, fuck! Oh yes, fuck me! Jesus Christ, more! Harder! Deeper! Oh, fuck yes, you big-dicked mother fucker!" I spouted nonsense over a good, long minute of her deep, hard thrusts, while I did a terrible job of trying to lick Brandi as well.
"Come now, slut! Come on my dick, and declare yourself my cum slut!" Fran demanded, her hand on my head pushing it into her friend's pussy, while she kept hammering me from behind.
"Oh fuck, fuuuuuuuck!" I screamed into Brandi's pussy, my orgasm coming just seconds after being told to... an orgasm that was unlike any I'd ever had before... discovering an intensity I hadn't known existed. I trembled uncontrollably as my orgasm hit every part of my body like a billion tiny pleasure tornados.
Fran pulled out, my own cum gushed out of me like a broken faucet, and she grabbed my hips and flipped me onto my back.
She then pulled me to the edge of the bed and slid right back into my pussy, which was still leaking.
"Oh my God," I moaned, not sure I could take much more. The pleasure was just too intense.
"Come and sit on her face, baby," Fran said, as she slowly pumped her dick in and out of me.



"Yes, come sit on my face... please," I said weakly, still feeling the sensations of the most intense orgasm of my life... made even more stunningly wild because this was my seventh orgasm of this crazy life-changing day and night.
"You want my cunt, you nasty slut?" Brandi asked as she straddled my face... facing her girlfriend.
"Yes. I want you to come all over my face," I said, craving her cunt cum. And enthralled by the wild threesome I was sandwiched in the middle of. The idea of giving and receiving at the same time was exciting... although I was definitely receiving more pleasure than giving it so far... as the pot lube created such incredible sensations inside me that I couldn't stay focused on anything except my own pleasure.
She lowered her pussy onto my face, so I wrapped my hands around her highs and dove upwards into her pussy... lapping hungrily, even as an unfathomable eighth orgasm was rising, just as the seventh was starting to fade away.
"Kiss my cunt," Brandi said, and then for a couple of minutes there was no talking. Just my moans... as I was fucked while I licked her.
"Oh yes, suck on my clit," Brandi demanded. Her moans got louder, and my next orgasm was rising as well.
"Such a tasty pussy," I moaned, as I sucked her clit into my mouth.
"Oh, fuck yes! Right there, right fucking there!" Brandi moaned.
"Eat my girl's pussy and make her come, Mommy slut," Fran added, and after a few minutes, she began pumping her dick faster into my pussy.
"I'll eat this cunt all night," I moaned loudly, as I furiously licked and probed her pussy, wanting to make her come.
"Oh yes! Fuck, she has a nasty fucking tongue," Brandi moaned, as she ground her pussy on my face.
"Yeah! Coat her face with your cum, baby," Fran sang out, as she spread my legs wider and fucked me faster.
"Oh fuck," I moaned into Brandi's pussy, my pleasure multiplied in a heartbeat.
"You're not allowed to come until my baby does," Fran 'dicktated' as she fucked me faster.
"Okaaaaay," I moaned. Brandi had better come soon, since my eighth orgasm was inevitable, and there was no way I could control or restrain it.
"Pound our slut, destroy that pussy," Brandi encouraged through her moans, as she kept grinding on my face while I pleased her the best I could in my very restricted position.
"Come for me, baby, come on our slut's face," Fran urged, turned on by the idea of my getting her off.
"Oh, fuck! Yes, honey! Fuck her, pound her, breed the bitch!" Brandi moaned, and then she screamed as her orgasm struck, and she soaked my face with an abundance of cum cream, squealing, "Yeeeeeeeeeees!"
"Good slut," Fran said as she grabbed my ankles, pulled my legs straight up, held them together, and began really pounding my pussy.
"Fuuuuuck!" I screamed, as the new angle reached new heights.
Brandi got off of my face and lowered her own face to my pussy, sucking on my clit, while I was fucked hard.
"Oh my fucking God!" I screamed, again hoping I hadn't alerted the neighbours to my second orgasm of this encounter, as the intensity inside and outside my pussy made me cum explosively.
"She must have a clit trigger," Brandi giggled, as she kept sucking on my clit while my entire body writhed and trembled, as if there was an earthquake tremoring away inside my body and my pussy.
"Oh yeah!" Fran moaned, not slowing down at all while I came.
And as my second orgasm in a few minutes journeyed through me, they both kept right on attacking my pussy... inside and out.
My pleasure didn't fade for a very long time... the pleasure totally consuming me.
Deep, hard thrusts.
Aggressive attacks on my clit.
My head went light, and I moaned wildly as a fucking third orgasm was rising inside me! It was as if I were the seashore, and the orgasms were breakers crashing onto that shore.
In just two or three more minutes, that third orgasm did hit me! "Oh my God, fuck, I'm coming again!" I screamed from complete pleasure and sheer shock that this was even possible!
And as that third orgasmic wave cascaded through me, Brandi abandoned my swollen, super-sensitive clit, and I lay there trembling... almost epileptically spasming... while Fran kept fucking me.
A dozen or so more strokes and Fran asked, "Ready for my load, slut!"
"Breed her baby, fill her up," Brandi answered on my behalf.
"Do you want that, slut? Do you want me to fill your pussy with my cum?" Fran asked without losing a beat, as she kept up her deep and rapid fucking.
"You betcha! Come inside me, fill me right up," I replied, desperate to feel her unloading inside me... not caring at all about the consequences of allowing someone who wasn't my husband to come inside me without any protection.
"Yes baby, drop a load deep in our slut," Brandi goaded her. I glanced over, and saw she was rubbing herself.
"Get ready, slut," Fran warned, as she spread me wide open again... as an inconceivable fourth orgasm was somehow building inside me.
Brandi began slapping my clit... syncing her slaps with each of Fran's deep thrusts... making me twitch each time, and I moaned wildly. "Oh, fuck! I-I-I-I-I'm going to come AGAIN!again"
"When I unload inside you, that's when I want you to come," Fran ordered, as she pounded my pussy hard.
"Oh yes, I'll do everything you say," I agreed, as the double pleasure inside and out... the pot lube creating such sensitivity that every stroke and every slap brought pleasure to me that was still unlike anything else I'd ever experienced!
And a dozen hard strokes later, Fran groaned, in a mixture of a masculine and feminine voice, and she blasted a massive load of cum inside me.
"Yes!" I screamed, the feeling of her cum filling me triggering an unbelievable fourth orgasm in just a few minutes!
She pumped her load for a good two more minutes before pulling out, whereupon Brandi immediately hopped back onto the bed, dived between my legs, and buried her face in my leaking pussy.
"Oh fuck," I moaned.
"My girl loves eating my cream pies," Fran explained, now standing beside the bed.
"Oh fuck," I moaned, the feeling of Brandi's tongue inside me so much more intense because of the lube. Each lick felt like little sparklers effervescing inside my pussy. It wasn't possible for me to have a fifth orgasm in a row, was it?
"Just relax and let her get you off again," Fran advised.
"I don't know if I have anything left in me," I said, looking up at her with utter disbelief.
"Oh, there's no way you're leaving here without coming on Brandi's face," Fran pontificated, as Brandi swirled her tongue in and out of my well-fucked hole. (And I certainly wouldn't have been able to call it that yesterday!)
"I want your cum too, slut," Brandi said, as she really worked my pussy over.
"Oh, Jesus," I moaned, just closing my eyes and allowing the pretty blonde to eat my cunt... both for her pleasure and mine.
"No one eats pussy like Brandi," Fran said.
"So I'm learning," I moaned, as she indeed was working my entire pussy over, rapidly and randomly roaming all over my pussy with licks and kisses.
"Such a tasty cunt," Brandi said.
"Oh, God that feels good," I moaned, my pussy so sensitive... the pot lube working overtime.
"Oh yeah, eat that pussy, get my cum out of her," Fran chortled.
"Fuck," I moaned, as she flicked my swollen, sensitive clit, and apparently a fifth straight orgasm in a row was possible, because I could feel it rising like another high tide complete with even more crashing breakers. "Right there, right there!"
"Eat that pussy, suck on that clit, devour that cunt," Fran chanted, as if she were at a football game that had morphed into an orgy, while she stroked her cock... which was still hard.
"Oh yes, eat me! Don't you dare stop," I demanded as I grabbed her head with both hands and pulled her solidly against me.
She sucked my clit... she probed my hole... she worked my pussy over!
I moaned... I trembled... I begged!
"Please, I'm so close, make me come, drink my cum!" I babbled.
"Now, baby, make her come right now!" Fran moaned, as she furiously stroked her cock. Was she going to come again too?
Brandi couldn't say anything, since her face was plastered against my pussy... but her tongue and lips were doing lots of talking to me.
"Oh yes! Oh yes! Oh, oh, oh, oh, fuuuuck!" I screamed as orgasm five of this wild encounter smashed through me.
And a few seconds later, to my astonishment, I felt warm cum spraying my face.
"Yes," I moaned weakly, just lying there enjoying my fifth orgasm, all the energy in my body completely usurped away, while I got my face painted with Fran's warm cum.
A couple minutes later, Brandi shoved herself away from my legs, and I slowly opened my eyes. I joked, as cum dripped down my face, "I think you two girls broke me."
"Wait until next time," Brandi said. "The lube in both your pussy and your ass will deliver a whole new dimension to the pleasure your body can experience."
"I can't imagine," I said, which was true. I couldn't possibly imagine feeling anything more intense and pleasurable than what I'd experienced today, and especially since arriving here!.
"Trust us," Brandi said, as she pulled me up so I was sitting (rather than lying) on the bed, and she kissed me.
I kissed her back, and then asked, "So I can drive safely?"
"Yes, your mental and physical state isn't changed at all," Fran said, as she put some panties on. "Except for your significant loss of energy from all those orgasms."
"Five of them while I was here," I said, shaking my head.
"Yeah, sorry. We usually do better than that," Fran apologized, "but we double-teamed a mother and her daughter a couple hours ago."
"Really?" I asked.
"Yeah," Fran said.
"Wild!" I said, getting off the bed, my legs feeling like jello.
"Here's some water," Brandi said, handing me a tall glass of water... which I guzzled down in an instant.
"Thanks," I said.
"I'll get you another one," Brandi said, taking the glass back.
"Thanks," I repeated, as I found my maid outfit and put it back on.
"I do hope to see you again," Fran said.
"Ditto," I said, shaking my head a little, still in disbelief about those five orgasms.
"We'll be in touch," she said, as she sat back down on the bed.
"I hope so," I said, as Brandi handed me another glass of water... which I also downed lickety-split.
"That was lots of fun," Brandi said.
"Amazing," I agreed.
"So we'll see you again?" Brandi asked.
"Definitely," I asserted confidently. I'd come dancing back here in a heartbeat. Tonight had been unlike anything I could have ever imagined... even after everything else I'd experienced today.
"Great," she said, kissing me again.
"I'd better get going," I said.
"More summonses?"
"Two," I said, "although I'm not sure I have the energy."
"Oh, you'll get your second wind," Fran said.
"Or your third," Brandi smiled.
"I hope so," I said, as I slipped into my heels and headed out.
Once in the car, I realized I still had cum on my face.
I grabbed a wet wipe out of my glove compartment, and while checking myself in the mirror, I cleaned myself up.
I didn't even check my phone. I just drove straight to Hooters. I wanted that pair of wet cum-coated pantyhose!
I started driving... then realized I needed to text her I was on my way.
I pulled to the side of the road, and texted VOLUPTUOUSCOED.
MERMILF: I am only a few minutes away. Do you have time to see me?
I then pulled back onto the road, knowing I couldn't take on any more than the two appointments I had left tonight... Even that much seemed like too much... but even as I drove... rolling down my window to get some fresh, cool air... I could feel my second wind rising inside me... I had five fresh young ripe pussies waiting for me. Who could resist that?
THE END
Coming next: A second visit to Hooters, and then serving as the Mommy Pet to a slumber party of eighteen-year-olds.
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Note: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing.
The Power of Nylons
PROLOGUE:
I've been asked many times to say more about my fetish for nylons.
Whether it be pantyhose, stockings with garters, or my most frequent nylon choice, thigh highs (I also have a couple of pairs of knee highs, and even some pairs of sheer anklets I wear on the odd occasion), I wear nylons almost every day. Definitely every day at work (teaching high school), although obviously on a 30-plus day (Canadian weather... that's at least 86º F. for you Fahrenheit-philes), even I usually go without them.
Yet I wasn't always this way. (I'll tell you that story later... in section 9, to be exact.)
I know that in 2023, nylons of any kind aren't all that popular anymore in women's fashion... which I think is a shame, considering the way they can accentuate not only a pair of legs, but also an outfit... which is where I will start this HOW TO... or perhaps WHY YOU SHOULD wear nylons more often in 2023.
1. HOSIERY AS AN ACCESSORY
Women always want to accessorize their look. Sure, most women when they're thinking of accessorizing think of jewelry... which is indeed a great accessory. A gold or pearl necklace is every woman's upper body accessory (I often use either) and a ring and bracelet are also great arm pieces to make an outfit pop. Yet for reasons I don't understand, women don't pay as much attention to accessorizing their legs. And yes, I know a pair of heels or boots are must pieces that accentuate a pair of legs... but if you're willing to wear uncomfortable four-inch pumps to showcase your legs, then why not also spend ten or twenty bucks for a pair of quality silky-sheer hosiery?
A pair of mocha-coloured nylons will make a gold cocktail dress sparkle.
A pair of black pantyhose will really highlight a woman's legs, when she's wearing a red dress.
A pair of red stockings are sexy as fuck in the bedroom... especially with some matching red lingerie.
A pair of white nylons should be a legal requirement for a bride. I wore white stockings with a garter-belt on my special day. (I also consummated my marriage by riding my new husband's dick while I was still wearing my wedding dress in the back of a limo.)
I should note I'm Caucasian. And I don't tan well at all. So for women like me who don't get dark, not even in the summer, a pair of nylons can really help keep you looking sexy. In the summer, I often wear mocha, beige or tan nylons, to make it look like I have a tan.
Lastly, I know that almost all women, young and old, get pedicures. Almost every woman I know gets one every couple of months, and she makes sure to get her toenails painted a fun colour (sure, red is a go-to favourite, and what I've done when I'm going to a special event like a wedding, a gala or graduation (when I ALWAYS wear open-toed heels)... but purple and blue are other fun colours I experiment with... while other women I know who are braver, will go with yellow, pink, or green, for example.
My point (since I realize I haven't yet even attempted to make it), is that sheer sandal-foot nylons (never reinforced toe... yuck!) will showcase your pedicure and your toes. Again, I find that both mocha/beige/tan or black really highlight the beauty of a great pedicure.
2. MEN LOVE THEM
That isn't a blanket statement. I've had men email me saying they wish I'd write some stories that don't mention nylons, because they consider them to be a hindrance rather than a help (I admit that pantyhose can be), or perhaps they just prefer skin-on-skin.
But without a doubt, the typical man prefers nylons to bare skin. There are a plethora of websites dedicated to nylons of all kinds that demonstrate my point.
If two women are walking side by side where one is wearing nylons and one isn't, I think that more often than not, the woman wearing nylons will draw most of the attention.
Based on more than a decade as a writer, I've learned from the thousands of emails I've received, that many men have a nylon fetish. Further evidence is the many websites dedicated to nylon-clad legs, asses and feet.
For the record, having worn nylons in public for the past thirty-plus years, I know the power they have. I know I attract more looks when I'm wearing them. I know when I dangle my heel on my toes while sitting cross-legged atop my desk at school, or while I'm sitting down in a food court, they attract many, many looks.
Which brings us to section 3.
3. THEY ARE SEXY
They both are sexy, and they can make you feel sexy.
When a man or a woman checks me out, I always feel a rush. Whenever I get those second glances, head turns, or outright drools, I also feel a rush.
I'm an average-looking woman. I'm slightly overweight. And I have a big ass (which seems to be in these days). I have average tits. My best physical asset is undoubtedly my legs. So I tend to use any way I can think of to accentuate and to draw attention to them.
For the record, so you won't think I'm insecure (I'm not), I also have amazing blue eyes that draw people in, a great smile, and I'm told I have a cute laugh.
Add a pair of thigh high stockings to any sexy Halloween costume, and you'll receive even more attention. I'm told that fishnets also accomplish this (Thanks, Harley Quinn), but I don't like them for two reasons: they aren't silky, and they usually leave those imbedded lines on my legs, which I hate.
Add a garter-belt and stockings to any article of lingerie (or thigh high stockings or even crotchless pantyhose (I have a pair of those)), and it increases its sexiness.
Or how about nylons with a distinct shine to them... for example, Hooters pantyhose? Seriously, the restaurant is known for voluptuous bodies, yet they're also known for their pantyhose-clad employees.
Nylons with seams going down the back are just sexy on their own. I have a pair of Victoria's Secret blue nylons that get my husband hard in a heartbeat with its seam down the back. A pair of old-fashioned Cuban heel stockings is also sexy as fuck.
Lastly, a sequel... since I just thought of it... wearing nylons is also empowering. The woman is choosing to enhance her look in a sensual way.
4. I LIKE SOFT THINGS
I think most women are like I am... we like soft things. My sheets are bamboo, my panties are pure cotton, and my pajamas are always soft and warm.
So not surprisingly, I like silky nylons on my legs. And I only buy quality ones.
I know it sounds weird, but I even enjoy stroking my hands up and down my own legs. I find my silky soft sheer nylons soothing. My nylons are my fidget toy.
Again, always make sure to buy quality nylons.
5. THEY SHOWCASE MY ASS
While I don't wear pantyhose as often as I wear thigh highs, whenever I do wear pantyhose, I often wear a thong with them, or go (as Rachel said in that epic Friends episode) commando. This enables the pantyhose, especially black ones, to really showcase my ass. While I used to be a little subconscious about my 'fat' ass, the recent fascination with big asses has increased my 'ass-confidence', to coin a phrase. And although I don't ever wear pantyhose while I'm getting fucked... I love back shots... it's likely my favourite position.
6. WHEN TO WEAR WHAT
Work: Pantyhose is your most discrete option... although I do like to wear thigh highs on occasion as my own personal secret sexy rebellion.
Casual Fridays. Where I work, Casual Fridays mean jeans. I don't like wearing pantyhose or thigh highs under jeans... I just don't find them very comfortable. So on Fridays, either I wear knee highs (although they make me feel like I'm an old granny... so I only wear those when I'm looking for a certain colour, since I can find them in a plethora of colours), or more often than not, stocking anklets (although they're not easy to find, and they only come in limited colours, like black and tan).
Cocktail Parties: Usually pantyhose, since those dresses are quite tight against the body, which might outline the thigh highs.
Weddings: Always thigh high stockings (or occasionally a garter-belt and stockings), since I have a rule for attending weddings... ever since I was in college... I always get laid. My sexy husband has fucked me in a bathroom, a car, a couple of limousines (I love having sex in a limo) and in many hotel rooms (once even in the designated bridal suite).
At home (when my kids are home): this is where it gets dicey. While I'm not a freeuse slut per se, I do love it when my man lifts up my skirt or dress and just fucks me with no warning. Since I often wear dresses, especially sundresses when they're seasonal, this is when I make different decisions, depending on how long the dress is. If the dress goes down to my knees, I wear thigh high stockings. If the dress is shorter, either I wear one of my three pairs of crotchless pantyhose, or my expensive pair of pantyhose suspenders.
In the bedroom: You can probably imagine what I wear. I love lingerie, so I own a few pairs of stockings in various colours, that I can clasp to a garter-belt or a sexy teddy. I also have a variety of thigh high stockings.
Anyway, that may be more information than anyone needs...
7. SANDALFOOT VS REINFORCED TOE
I don't own a single pair of reinforced toe nylons! I know their purpose... they're to guard against getting a run in the toe. Which makes sense. But I don't spend the money I do on pedicures (or that my hubby spends, since he loves my manicures and pedicures too), and then not showcase my feet and toes.
8. BEING FASHIONABLE
I've always perceived nylons as fashionable and stylish. Maybe because I grew up in the eighties, when their popularity was beginning to fade, but cheerleaders still wore them with their cheerleading outfits, teachers wore them all the time, and many celebrities still wore them.
But then the popularity of nylons kept dwindling.
But in 2023 I can see some slowly growing popularity of nylons. This has been happening for a few years, as younger female musicians, in particular Katy Perry, Selena Gomez, Taylor Swift, and Ariana Grande have started wearing them.
I've also noticed the frequency of discussions about pantyhose and nylons in the media has been gradually increasing. There was an article last year in Vogue UK called "Hold Up: Stockings are Back in Style," and another, "Is it uncool to wear pantyhose? Ask the Kit" in the Toronto Star, that pointed out sheer hosiery was definitely back in style. And recently, "Grandmas Love It, and It Girls Do Too: How Hosiery Had a Big Comeback in 2023," in March of this year on a website called Whowhatwear.
So maybe my fetish is finally becoming fashionable again.
At work I usually wear pantyhose, although occasionally I go with thigh highs.
9. HOW I BECAME A NYLON-LOVING GAL (An autobiographical story)
Back when I was a teenager, I had no particular awareness idea about this accessory and the magical power it would eventually have on my self-esteem and sex life. Certainly I was aware of nylons, but I didn't pay much attention to them.
So here's my story about how I became a woman whose number one fetish is nylons, and how I began my journey towards celebrating hosiery in almost all my stories.
Again, I had no interest in nylons when I was a teenager.
None.
In fact, I remember refusing to wear them to a funeral when I was twelve, even though my mother insisted it was obligatory for such a somber occasion. Of course since I was twelve, I thought I knew everything, and disobeying my mother was a frequent pastime of mine.
(Back to me as a teenager.) A boyfriend two years older than I was... he was a senior, while I was a sophomore... changed my fashion sense and my view about of nylons.
We'd been dating for a few weeks, when I noticed him checking out one of the cheerleaders. At my school in the late eighties, the cheerleaders wore their cheerleader outfits to class on game or competition days (which I thought happened too often). For the record, the athletes also dressed up on game days, which was pretty cool sometimes. The cheerleaders all wore skirts that on any other days were considered dress code violations, but the rules were different for the cheerleaders. And at least at my school, they all wore pantyhose with them.
I said, annoyed, "You know I can see you staring at her?"
"What?" he asked, hurriedly turning to face me, but knowing I'd caught him.
"'You were staring at Amber,' I accused. (Of course her name was Amber.)
"No, I wasn't," he lied.
"No, not at all," I agreed sarcastically.
"It wasn't her I was staring at," he denied.
"Then who?" I asked.
"More like what," he explained, his flaming cheeks giving away that he was getting flustered. Neither of us were considered very popular. He played hockey, so he had some popularity; while I was pretty much a wallflower.
"I don't even know what that means," I said.
"Can I tell you later?"
"Why not now?"
"It's embarrassing," he said, and the look in his eyes confirmed that it was.
"Okay," I agreed, "but this conversation isn't over."
Later that night as we were watching television, I brought it up again. "So back to you drooling over Amber."
"I was hoping you forgot about that," he sighed.
"Hard to forget," I said. Seeing him staring at another girl... a girl definitely prettier than I was, more popular than I was, and with a better body than mine... was quite a blow to my self-esteem, which had never been a strength of mine in the first place.
I was academically smart... was in all the enriched programs at school... and on the debate team... but otherwise, I was a plain Jane.
I had long brown hair and blue eyes (which I've since learned are two of my best assets, but I didn't know that at the time), I was skinny, pale, and my breasts were almost nonexistent.
So I often needed to remind myself that I was dating a decent-looking guy, two years older than I was, who was at least somewhat popular (which to me seemed like a very high bar).
"Promise not to laugh," he said.
"I'll try," I said, not knowing what could possibly be funny about this subject.
"Okay, promise not to judge."
"Definitely not," I refused. "I 100% reserve the right to judge. I'm on the debate team, so I'm always judging."
"Well," he said, placing his hand, which was trembling, on my leg. "In debating, you need to see both sides of the issues, don't you?"
"Of course," I agreed. One reason I was a great debater was because I paid as much, if not more attention to considering the strengths of the other team's arguments as I did to my own. That way I could be prepared for whatever they might say.
"Well, please keep that in mind," he requested.
"Okay," I agreed. I was a little worried, since he was very nervous.
"Like I said, I wasn't staring at Amber," he said. "Well, not exactly."
"How can you not... exactly... stare at Amber?"
"I was staring at her legs," he explained.
"Her legs?" I asked. I'd never considered legs to be a sexy part of a man or a woman's body. I always noticed eyes first, ass second.
"More precisely, her legs in those pantyhose," he said, avoiding any eye contact with me, gazing down at my legs in jeans.
"Pantyhose?" I asked, my tone and my scrunched-up face probably giving him all the information he needed about my opinion about pantyhose with just a single word. (Remember that pantyhose were just those uncomfortable garments that autocratic mothers insisted their unfortunate twelve-year-old daughters wear to funerals.)
"Yeah," he said. Then he stopped talking.
I paused and considered his answer. It kind of confused me. Okay, no, it straight out did confuse me. "Are you saying you were checking out Amber's legs in her pantyhose?"
"Yeah," he said sheepishly.
"But not Amber?"
"That's right."
"You do understand that Amber's legs are attached to Amber, right?"
"I'm not explaining this right," he said, clearly frustrated by how our conversation was going.
"Then would you check out any girl wearing pantyhose?"
"Yes... no... I don't know!" he said, obviously feeling completely overwhelmed... just like he did before a test. He'd suffered from test anxiety way before that became a diagnosed thing.
"David," I said, now feeling bad for him. "I'm not mad at you."
"You're not?"
"No, I'm just trying to understand."
"I have a nylon fetish," he finally admitted succinctly.
"A nylon fetish?" I repeated. I knew what the term fetish meant, although I'd never considered it in any significant way... unlike today, when my writing is largely based upon lots of fetishes (nylons, pegging, anal, interracial, lesbian, gay, hypnosis, etc.).
"I know it's weird."
"I don't know if it's weird," I said, even though I was pretty sure it was weird. "Tell me some more."
"You know how some guys like breasts or asses?"
"I suppose," I said. Of course I knew that most boys did.
"Well, I'm attracted to legs wearing nylons," he explained, looking into my eyes. He then paused for what felt like an eternity... before he added two words that just increased my confusion, "And feet."
"Feet?" I asked, in a tone that couldn't hide my surprise. Just like with nylons, back in the eighties, I'd never heard of anybody thinking that someone's feet were sexually stimulating. Although I certainly have since then. I've actually been offered money for pictures of my feet on several occasions over the years! But back then in my teenage years, during the somewhat more innocent times (although judging by movies about the eighties, those times weren't all that innocent... 'Wall Street', I'm looking at you... remember, "I'm mad as hell, and I'm not going to take this any more!"), but for me and my friends at the time, just kissing was going pretty far.
"Yeah," he said, looking even more sheepish than when he'd first mentioned nylons.
"I don't understand."
"Me neither," he responded. "But I like a girl's feet... toes... soles... in nylons."
"But not barefoot?" I asked, confused.
"Exactly," he confirmed. Then after a pause, "I know I'm a freak."
"This is weird," I said.
I pondered what to say next. Finally, trying to make him feel better about himself, but also trying to clarify what I thought he was saying, I asked, "But you're not a freak. So legs and feet in nylons turn you on?"
"Yeah."
"So if a hot girl with big tits walked by, and another much less attractive one walked by wearing pantyhose, you'd notice the pantyhose girl first?"
"Always," he said. "I know it's weird."
"It is weird," I agreed. Then after a lengthy pause, I joked, "You must love game day!"
"Jasmine," he said in a slightly embarrassed tone.
"It's okay," I reassured him.
"It is?"
"Yeah. It's not what I was expecting to hear," I said. "But it's not that big of a deal."
"You sure?"
"Yeah," I confirmed. I then leaned over and kissed him reassuringly.
That night I asked my elder sister Mandy, who was attending college, "Have you ever heard of a nylon fetish?"
"No," she said.
"Oh."
"Why?"
"David has a thing for girls' legs and feet in nylons," I explained, needing to talk to someone about this.
"Oh," she said. "It isn't that weird."
"It isn't?"
"I met a guy once who liked wearing diapers," she said. "So nylons are pretty tame."
"I guess," I said, that indeed sounding weirder. "He was checking out a cheerleader today right in front of me, and I assumed it was because of her breasts, but it was her legs in pantyhose."



"They're just nylons," she pooh pooed. "They're quite popular."
"I hate them!"
"I think you should wear them for him."
"You do?"
"Sure," she said. "Better for him to be checking out your legs in nylons, than another girl."
"I guess," I said hesitantly.
"Seriously," she said. "All guys all have some kink. Either you deal with David's, or you dump his ass."
"I don't want to dump him."
"No, David's a good guy."
"Yeah, he is," I agreed.
"So wear some pantyhose," she said. "Black or dark mocha colour to hide your ghost-white skin."
"Sometimes I hate you," I said, hitting her with a pillow, since she had a much darker complexion.
"Oh you love me," she disagreed.
So for David, I bought a pair of pantyhose from Woolco (which was an American department store similar to Woolworths that moved to Canada in 1983, and then it was bought by Walmart in 1994... both a pro and a con of the free trade agreement made in the eighties), I found them super uncomfortable, a little itchy, and a pain in the ass to go to the bathroom in... but they did conceal how white my legs were, which was a plus. Like my sister teased me about, I don't tan, I just burn. And it's only gotten worse as I've aged.
When my sister got home, I complained, "These things are really itchy. How do you ever wear them?"
She felt one of my legs and said, "I don't. Where did you buy these?"
"Woolco."
"Let me see the package."
I pulled it out of the trash and tossed it to her.
"Well, no wonder," she said. "These are terrible. You need to buy silk stockings."
"There's a difference?"
"Yeah, a pretty big one," she said. "Wait here."
She left and returned. "Take those things off."
I pulled them off.
"Throw them away," she said, handing me a different pair.
"Have you worn them already?" I asked, since they weren't in a package.
"Yeah. So?"
"I don't want to wear used pantyhose," I objected. Although I probably shouldn't have, since over the years, sometimes I've been offered money for my used pantyhose.
"They've been washed," she pointed out, shaking her head at me. "Just put them on."
"And they're going to take forever to put on," I objected some more, as I surveyed the impractical black hosiery. Although I did have to admit they felt softer than the pair I'd been wearing.
"Here. Let me show you how to put them on," she said, taking them back from me.
"Okay," I said. She pulled off her jeans and socks, then she sat on the edge of the bed and began scrunching up one of the legs.
"You see?" she said. "Scrunch them up to the toe, and then drape the first leg onto your toes, and slowly unroll them onto your leg."
"I see," I said. That looked a lot easier than the fifteen-minute fiasco I'd put myself through earlier that day.
She pulled it back off, and said, "Now you try it."
"Okay," I said. I sat on the edge of the bed next to her and replicated what she'd done. The nylons went on much easier this time, and once I'd gotten the first leg up to my thigh, I paid some attention to the nylon on my leg and said, "Oh, this is much softer!"
"Yeah. You went and bought granny pantyhose," she said.
"I didn't know there was a difference," I said, as I scrunched up the other leg.
"Oh, there's a huge difference," she told me. "And pantyhose are just the beginning."
"They are?" I asked, as I unrolled the second leg.
"Yeah. There are also stockings and thigh highs."
"I don't even know what to say to that."
"That's for another day," she said.
I now had the pantyhose all the way up my thighs.
"Now stand up, and gently pull them over your ass."
"Okay," I said, doing as she instructed.
"There you go," she said, then added sarcastically, "Now you're a big girl."
"Shut up!"
"Black is a good colour on you."
"Black isn't a colour," I corrected her, which I knew she hated.
"Fine," she said, playfully slapping my ass. "Black is a good absence of colour on you!"
"Better," I said, as I checked myself out in the full-sized mirror on the wall. "Actually, it is," I agreed.
"I don't wear them much myself," she said. "But I know some girls who wear them every day; it's part of their style."
"I'm not sure these are for everyday wear," I said, unaware of how wrong that statement would become in my near future, and for several decades to come. (Not in the fashion world, but definitely in my own.)
"Depends on your style, your job, and so forth."
"I guess," I agreed reluctantly. I knew they were common in the business world, and since I was planning to become a lawyer, I realized they could play a part in my future. (I actually did major in Law for a year, before switching to Education.)
"Well, I think David will like them."
"He'd better," I said. "This is a lot of work, just to please a man."
"Actually, you have no idea how much work it takes to please a man," she pointed out.
"Gross!" I said. I was still a virgin, and in no rush to change that status... and thankfully David understood that.
"Yes, you're virtuously saving yourself for marriage, blah, blah, blah," she mocked... Mandy wasn't a slut per se, but she was rather a free spirit (her words).
"I'm not saving myself for marriage, I just want it to be with someone I love."
"Well, isn't that sweet?" she said. "My first time definitely wasn't that."
"Do you regret it?" I asked.
"I don't know," she said. "I likely would have chosen Bart or Derek, if I had a mulligan."
I was about to say something sweet, when she added, wrecking what had almost been a special sister moment, "They've got bigger dicks."
"Gross!" I repeated. I hadn't seen David's penis yet. This may surprise anyone who's read a few... or even lots of my stories, but I was quite the prude in high school... even at the beginning of college. My sexual awakening didn't really begin until I met my future husband.
"Eight inches and thick as fuck," she described, gesturing to indicate the size.
"That's more like ten inches," I pointed out.
"You're right. Gary was ten, and that was too big," she said, obviously enjoying her ability to shock me..
"Way too much information!" I objected, shaking my head, and returning my attention to the mirror and my legs in those pantyhose.
"You should paint your toenails red, if you're wearing black pantyhose. It will really make them stand out."
"You think so?" I asked, checking out my very chipped blue toenails.
"Trust me," she said. "You'll have David's dick trying to bust out of his pants!"
"You really have a one-track mind," I accused.
"So does David."
"He does not," I denied.
"He does. All men do," she said. "He just keeps it hidden better than most guys, although not by much."
She then left.
I admired myself for a little while longer, surprised by how the sheer black silk did give my legs an entirely different look. I mostly wore long dresses because I was so white, but with these on, I could go shorter.
I tried on three dresses, and chose one that really worked for me... a red Poppy dress I'd only worn once, and that was to a friend's bar mitzvah. (Which gives you a clue about how many years ago that had been.)
I ran my hands over my legs, and even my ass. The nylons felt so silky sheer! They were a life changer (literally, since you likely know about my obsession with nylons from over six hundred of my stories).
My sister Mandy giving me a pair of pantyhose changed the entire trajectory of my sexual life, although I didn't know it at the time. I eventually became obsessed with wearing nylons... at first for David, then later for myself, and ever since, I've been obsessed by soft things. (For example, as mentioned earlier in this essay, I'll only sleep between bamboo sheets).
I removed the pantyhose.
I painted my toenails red... after sheepishly going into Mandy's room to borrow some red polish, since I only had blue and purple... purple has always been one of my two favourite colours, along with green... but green fingernails look weird... trust me, I've tried.
When David phoned just before bedtime... he always called to wish me a good night, unless he had a late hockey game... I mentioned, "I'll have a surprise for you tomorrow."
"What is it?"
"Do you know the definition of surprise?" I teased.
"Fine," he said. "I look forward to whatever it is."
"Oh, you'll love it," I foreshadowed, feeling confident that he would.
We chatted about school, an upcoming dance next week, his upcoming hockey tournament and the summer... which scared me. He was graduating, and I wasn't. He had a few options for college... and most of them meant his moving away for schooling and hockey. I didn't like thinking about that.
"Until tomorrow," he said, like he did every night.
"Until tomorrow," I echoed
.....
The next morning I put on the black pantyhose... and the Poppy-patterned dress... with two-inch heels, which were the highest ones I owned. (I haven't ever been a heels person. Partly my lack of coordination, partly because they're uncomfortable, but mostly because my feet, ankles, and calves usually ache both during and after wearing the tall ones... although I do own some four-inch heels in a couple of colours, for those rare special outings.)
Mom noticed the pantyhose and asked, with a smirk on her face, "Has Hell frozen over?" which may have been a phrase I'd used back when I was twelve.
"They're for the outfit," I said, not telling her they were for a boy.
"Where did you even get them?"
"Mandy gave them to me."
"I see," she said. "Well, they do go nicely with that dress."
"Thanks."
"Although it seems a bit much for school."
"Not really. I have to compete with the cheerleaders, who wear next to nothing," I pointed out, my mother having been a cheerleader back in her heyday.
"I see," she said, knowing my view of present-day cheerleaders... a conversation we'd already had.
We had breakfast, she told me to have a good day, just as David pulled up in his early eighties Chevette... it was only a subcompact, but it was a car and it was his, nonetheless.
I sauntered out, and David, like he always did, came around to open the door for me. As he did, I saw him staring at my legs... just like he'd stared at Amber's.
"Cat got your tongue?" I asked playfully as I approached him.
"Y-y-you look amazing!" he said, completely distracted by my legs.
"You like?" I asked, as I reached him.
"Yeah," was all he could say, and then he kept checking me out in a way he hadn't ever checked me out before. It felt so good to get the same kind of attention as a cheerleader... even if it was only because of the nylons.
I've since learned that wearing nylons makes me stand out, since I'm one of the few teachers in my school, or even in my school's division, who wears them regularly. Same thing when I go out. They definitely draw people's attention to me, and make me stand out.
I kissed him on the cheek, and got into the car.
He continued staring at my legs, the dress just over my knees, before he closed the door and returned to the driver's side.
Once we were both inside, he started driving.
After a minute I slipped out of my heels, placed my newly painted toenails on the dash, and asked, "Which do you like the most? My legs, or my feet in these nylons?"
The car swerved as he gazed at my feet.
Hurriedly, he swerved back into the lane.
"Sorry," I said, now feeling a strange sense of confidence from how such a simple change in my wardrobe could create such an impact... although I didn't take my feet off the dash. (For the record, I'd had my feet on the dash a few times during longer drives, which had created no impact on him.)
"No that was on me," he said, as he slowed down for a red light.
"So it really is the nylons," I observed, playfully wiggling my toes.
"Yeah," he said, coming to a stop, which gave him the liberty to stare directly at my toes for a minute or so.
Anyway... there's no sex in this true story... we didn't have sex for another year... when I was eighteen. (Although Literotica insists on characters being eighteen before they can get involved in sexual encounters... I was ACTUALLY eighteen the first time I had sex.)
So that's the story of how I became a nylon girl.
For the record, I've since become obsessed with other women wearing nylons... especially when their toes are visible... and the soles of their feet... but today as I'm writing this, I have no recollection of when that next phase began... or why.
10. BEST PANTYHOSE & STOCKINGS SCENES
I believe all lists should have at least 10 parts, and I've already answered all the questions I can think of. So here's a list of my twenty favourite video scenes with a heavy nylon focus, or just scenes with lengthy nylon viewings (especially ones including feet).
Top 25 Pantyhose or Stockings Videos

	Mesmerizing Toes


Star Nine, Casey Calvert and Serena Blair
Lesbian Pantyhose Hypnosis
Star Nine is a student who uses her sexy nylon-foot aroma and pretty toes to seduce her teacher so she'll get better grades, Lots of over the top mind control through hosiery, and Star is perfect as a sexy, sensual, seductress... her tone so soft and sensual. And Casey is the perfect teacher. She starts out defiant and strong, but weakens into a mindless foot-worshipping slave when Star's heel drops and her nylon-clad toes go on display. When another student (Serena) comes in, Star turns her too, using the same hypnotic technique. Serena is adorable as she gets more and more confused, until she can't resist (the line 'Why do they smell so good!' is utterly delicious). Both women worship Star's feet, and then once some post-hypnotic triggers have been planted, they suck each other's feet to mutual orgasms. An even wickeder version with pussy eating, strap-on cock fucking and foot humping story version written by me, is in two parts: Hypnotic Toes. A similar plot occurs in another film, called Nylon Foot Mesmerizing Schoolgirl... it too is hot, but with almost the exact same plot, Mesmerizing Toes is the one to go to.

	First Anal for Cherie Deville and Samantha Rone


Cherie Deville, Samantha Rone
Anal, Threesome
One of the hottest anal scenes ever. Young Samantha is sucking an older man's dick, when her mother catches them in the act. Samantha and a nice big cock convince Cherie to join in, and both girls get their asses really fucked by a fat cock. PS: Both are in white nylons, a colour that isn't seen too often. This is one of the rare scenes from Tushy that has somewhat of a plot ... and incredible anal sex scenes with great angles, positions, and some delicious pussy licking, as well. Cherie's nasty mouth and Samantha's rare, wicked words enhance the scene to an entirely different level. If you're curious about anal... this is one to watch.

	A Transformative Session A Deep Analysis Extended Cut


Aaliyah Love and Penny Barber
Straight incest swap story (Mom-son swap) (Stockings)
This is likely my favourite full-length movie... if you have two plus hours of time, check out all four scenes in Deep Analysis: A Swap Movie. Each scene is a different swap scene, and this one is the best of the four. Penny convinces Aaliyah to bring her son over for a therapy session, with her own son also present (this the second major swap scene of the movie, after their sons take part in a foursome). In this scene, both women are wearing sexy thigh high stockings, and they roleplay incest... which leads into actual incest, when Penny manipulates the son and mother into crossing that line of no return. Penny is so hot in her therapist persona. Aaliyah is also sexy, with her innocent persona being gradually eroded by lust. One son is dominant and hot, while the other is innocent and cute... a perfect mix for a perfect scene.

	Bad Teacher


Helen Price, Onyx
Interracial, verbal humiliation.
A white teacher is accused of being a Karen when she blows the whistle on a black student for exposing himself, so she pays the price by getting fucked by his dad, by his mom with a strap-on, and sucking her student. A wicked interracial scene, where the white teacher is dominated and turned into a BBC slut for the black family. Lots of race play!!!

	Carnal Desires


Alex Coal
Superhero Mind Control Incest with major nylon foot fetish (pantyhose)
In this hottest of superhero scenes... mostly because perhaps it is less rough... and equally kinky... than most, Blue Steel and Lady Arachnid (Alex Coal) are drugged with a heavy aphrodisiac, and the two are forced into using each other to come. A pantyhose foot scene, and Alex's desperate need to get fucked, are both absolutely amazing! If you're only going to get one superhero video, this is it. The way she uses her nylon-clad feet to get dick is delicious.

	The Secret Life of Mrs. Skye


Renee Skye, Eliza Jane
Lesbian
Seductress Renee is intrigued by the cute blonde eighteen-year-old next door. She's getting ready to go to a club to find some ripe teen to ass fuck, when Eliza comes over, returning a can opener. So Reena's outing is delayed by having this ripe young cutie in her house. Eliza is sexy and cute, as she continually tries to stop the advances of the MILF, but of course to no avail.

	Brazzi-Leaks


Phoenix Marie
Straight Domination
Phoenix, a journalist, leaks secrets about a popular politician. The politician calls his fixer, who goes over to deal with her. He catches her masturbating and dominates her. Shoves her panties in her asshole, and then in her mouth. Makes her crawl to him. Face fucks her mouth. Then he keeps the panties in her mouth as he fucks her pussy and ass. He then gives her an epic face fucking, before coming on her face. He videotapes the rough semi-rape, and makes her admit on camera that she's a nasty slut. The scene is extreme, but the idea of just being dominated and used as a slut, is one of my many unfulfilled fantasies.

	My Friend's Hot Mom


Reagan Foxx
Straight
Naughty America doesn't title their films, which is too bad. Anyway, this one inspired another story of mine: A Mom's Duty: Accidental Hard-On. In this video, Reagan has gotten some pills for a special night with her husband, but her son's friend accidentally takes them. He then gets hard, and it won't go down. Reagan puts on some lingerie and poses for him while he masturbates, then she gives him a sexy foot job with her black nylons, shows him her tits, sucks his dick, and eventually fucks him.

	Preppies in Pantyhose Scene 1


Ariana Marie & Chanel Preston
Lesbian
New stepmom Chanel meets new stepdaughter Ariana, who is cold and difficult... so Preston decides to dish out some discipline. Chanel spanks Ariana hard, but realizes the slut is enjoying it, so she tears off her sexy schoolgirl uniform and dominates her. A great face sitting scene, and Ariana is so hot as the stepdaughter, and as always, Chanel plays a sexy-as-fuck stepmom. Three more episodes in the series also focus on pantyhose sex, including part two with Chanel Preston (straight), three with Bridgette B (straight) and four with Lauren Phillips and Maya Kendrick (straight threesome)

	Taboo Conquest


Lyra Louvel, Bridgette B



Lesbian
If you like excessive Mommy talk, this is the scene for you, and it's wild. Lyra seduces her stepmom (in nylons), and it's full of wicked Mommy talk, and perhaps one of the most amazing pussy eating scenes ever, as Lyra eats Bridgette's pussy like it's her last meal. It's just so raw and lustful... and hot! Again, Lyra's pussy eating technique should be studied and replicated by every man or woman who ever wants to go down on a pussy. A sequel starring Amara Romani and Syren De Mer, has Lyra convincing her best friend to seduce her Mom, and of course she does, in Taboo Conquest-The Sequel.

	What Does My Stepdaughter Taste Like


Lexi Lore with Serene Siren and Summer Vixen
Lesbian
Summer seduces her girlfriend's stepmom by using Lexi's pussy smell and taste to draw her in, thus getting Serene addicted to the smell and taste, and she craves more... leading to a yummy threesome. Serene in thigh high stockings adds to the hot scene. There's a sequel, but it doesn't really add to the plot, it just has more hot sex... sigh.

	Free Use Industries: Expose Her Therapy


Jade Venus, Charlotte Sins
Trans (Stockings)
Jade is hired to be a freeuse trans. She's also a professional therapist, and while she's working with a lesbian couple about their problems, her earlier client shows up again to use her cock, and does so while Jade continues trying to converse with the bewildered and uncomfortable couple.

	Student Makes Teacher Cum in Pantyhose


Natasha, Macy Cartel
High schooler Natasha wants to get out of detention, and she notices the teacher admiring her legs. So she decides to take matters into her own hands... or rather feet. If you read my stories regularly, you know why I love this scene... the idea of a student doing that to me is utterly delicious!

	Under the Influence-Professor


Tilley McReese and Savannah Costello
Mind Control
Schoolgirl Tilly controls her professor Savannah when Tilly visits her office. Savannah is a psychology professor, and she wants to discuss what Tilly wrote in a paper. Savannah doesn't buy any of the gibberish in the paper, and she's completely oblivious that she's being mesmerized and turned into a pantyhose plaything for her nylon-clad student. PS: there's a sequel called Under the Influence: Parental Visit, where the professor goes to Tilly's house to confront her parents, but she ends up submitting to her student again. Under the Influence has since become a series, with Tilly usually the star who uses mind control to seduce someone in authority... they're all good, but this first one is the best.

	Little White Girl Lost In The Hood


Jessica Marie
Interracial
WARNING: Extreme sex... and excessive use of the 'N' word.​
Jessica Marie is one of the cutest, most innocent-looking girls in porn. In this interracial scene, the N word is used liberally (be warned) starting at the very beginning, when the 18-year-old diva is complaining about being in a seedy part of town, where lots of black men are around. One of them hears her use the 'N' word, so he takes her into his place to teach her a lesson about the power of BBC. Jessica's screams may be a little over the top, but perhaps not, since I imagine I too would be making such sounds if I was getting my tight white pussy destroyed. Although I haven't watched any more of them, apparently she's done a couple more in this "Dick Drainers" series, where women get dominated by BBC and use racial word play. She stars in a second scene, if you like this kind of wicked interracial verbal sex, in Teaching My Racist Tutor.

	Dr. Lee's Demon Whores


Mercedes Carrera, Riley Reyes, Mai Li
Lesbian
Three women are investigating the mysterious home of Dr. Lee. Once inside, they find some sex toys, while a mist washes over them, drugging them into behaving like horny lesbians... where they pleasure each other, including an epic double penetration of Riley at the end. A very hot video, if you're into mind control.

	Big Cock Bully


Reagan Foxx
Straight
Reagan calls a dad she knows when she learns her son is being bullied by his son. She invites him over to talk, but the son comes over instead. The 18-year-old stud is confident, and he pulls out his cock when he senses she's craving it. Reagan uses the excuse of sucking his cock to end the bullying, but the truth is that she just wants that dick. There are lots of big cock bully stories... but this is one of the most delicious. Other ones feature Reagan Foxx, Krissy Lynn, Alexis Faux, Charlie Phoenix, Sloan Ryder and Syren De Mer.

	Accidental Aphrodisiac


Julia Ann, Romi Rain, Marica Hase and Kira Noi
Lesbian Orgy
Kira brings along a mysterious pheromone she bought, and it leaks during a meeting. As it takes effect on the women, the meeting becomes a foursome lesbian orgy with wild, kinky unbridled sex including, of course, strap-ons.

	Cuckold Sessions: Carolina Sweets Daizy Cooper


Carolina Sweets, Daizy Cooper
Cuckold, Interracial, Threesome
Without a doubt the hottest cuckold scene I've seen. I'm not usually a huge fan of cuckold scenes, but this one is less about humiliating the guy, and more about making sure his girlfriend gets the fucking she deserves. Daizy convinces her good friend Carolina to cheat on her boyfriend, and get some big black dick. Carolina eventually agrees, and she gets the fucking of her life. Some of the best cock sucking I've ever seen, and Carolina's sweet innocent voice takes this scene to a whole different level (I just wished she'd talked even more). Partway through the cock sucking, the boyfriend shows up, and instead of being angry, he gets oddly turned on. He ends up watching, approving, and becoming a willing cuckold for Carolina.

	An Airtight Education


Jasmine Jae
Gangbang
A teacher reads out texts from three students, and then challenges them to put their words into deeds. Some hot triple action... a fantasy of mine...

	And Other Benefits


Casey Calvert, Riley Reyes, Tina Comet
Lesbian Pantyhose Play
New employee Riley is concerned about the office dress code, which requires pantyhose even during the hot summer months. But her new coworkers Casey and Tina show her that, in addition to their professional appearance, there are other benefits to wearing pantyhose... Includes pantyhose foot licking, pantyhose crotch masturbating, and some epic scissoring.

	Wedding Ceremony


Cory Chase, Abella Danger
Threesome
A guy goes to see his therapist (Cory in black thigh highs) on his wedding day because he can't get an erection. She shows him her tits, before hypnotizing him to get him hard. The bride, in her wedding dress and white stockings, arrives to find him hard, and then she sucks him... fucks him... and takes it in the ass, as therapist Cory encourages the two of them and, of course, joins in.

	A Religious Experience


Alison Rey, Tina Comet
Lesbian
I have a weakness for religion play. And this is a hot, nylon-foot-sucking video. In it, the cute and adorable Alison comes to spread the word of the lord, and Tina ends up instead worshipping her nylon-clad feet. While I prefer sandalfoot nylons, this reinforced toe scene is damn hot.
PS: There's a sequel called A Religious Experience 2 that continues the story.
PPS: There's a similar story called Another Religious Experience... with even more foot worshipping, and this one has reinforced toe and Cuban heel.
PPPS: There's another wild religious themed one, where an older woman comes to spread the gospel, and instead gets her nylon-clad feet worshipped by two younger girls. I'm unsure if this is the correct title, but I think it's called: Una and Kayla have a sole witness.

	Concerned Prudes Association


Kit Mercer, Audrey Madison, Jupiter Jetson, Pristine Edge
Lesbian orgy
Four moms meet to discuss the lesbian play a drama teacher is planning to produce. They decide to act out some of the scenes and film them, to show the principal how bad the play is... which leads to a foursome lesbian orgy between straight women... three of them in stockings or pantyhose. A delicious episode with a lot of pussy munching.

	Blackmailed by Husband's Partner


Mandy Flores
Straight Blackmail
Mandy's husband's business partner comes over and threatens to pull his money out unless she fucks him... so reluctantly, she does. A sexy amateur scene.
CONCLUSION:
So there you have it.
The how and why you should wear nylons.
PS: Although this was written with my female readers in mind... I suppose it also applies to my sissy readers, my trans fans, and even my bi-curious readers contemplating their sexuality.
PPS: While National Nylon Day is May 15th... in my world, every day is nylon day.
Kisses, Jasmine.
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Pillow Princess Club Ch. 11
Summary: Pussies 13-18: bathroom quickie; slumber party pussy.
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 Eleven 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 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. 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 behind a counter, where she services a young girl while the girl 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 experiences two wild adventures. An under the table foot job from a Hooters waitress, who 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 then her first tribbing encounter with a very cute Japanese girl. Up next: Big Rosie.
In Chapter Nine, Meredith goes to a black woman's house where she pleases not one, but two black women and discovers the joy of chocolate cunt.
In Chapter Ten, Meredith goes to meet a girl and her friend and discovers that one is a transwoman with a six-inch cock. She discovers the joys of pot lube, which leads to a wild threesome... eating some pussy and getting fucked to five orgasms.
And now continuing immediately after the end of part 10....
Pillow Princess Club Ch. 11
When I arrived outside Hooters, I checked my phone.
I found three new messages.
PILLOWP3: Hurry up. These five pussies will not eat themselves.
FOOTSIES: I'm keeping my feet in my sweaty shoes to make sure you get all the sweaty sweet scent and taste.
VOLUPTUOUSCOED: Text when here.
I texted PILLOWP3.
MERMILF: I am just finishing up a rather great marathon session. If you still want me to service all five of you please send me your address and I'll be on my way after a quick bathroom break.
I didn't respond to FOOTSIES, as I wasn't sure how to deal with her. I then sent a message to VOLUPTUOUSCOED.
MERMILF: Here!
As I waited confirmation from VOLUPTUOUSCOED, I received one from PILLOWP3.
PILLOWP3: We will wait, but hurry... our pussies are fresh and looking for a face to come on. We have sent the address.
I responded:
MERMILF: I look forward to a great experience with you girls.
A moment later, I received the much anticipated response from VOLUPTUOUSCOED.
VOLUPTUOUSCOED: Come to the women's bathroom and into the last stall. It is pretty dead here at the moment.
I responded.
MERMILF: On my way.
I quickly exited my car and hurried into Hooters. I went directly to the washroom, which thankfully was pretty easy to get to without attracting much attention, and to the last stall.
"That was quick," Carla smiled. She was still wearing her Hooters outfit of course, which looked great on her!
"I'm really looking forward to those fresh pantyhose you offered me," I smiled as she placed a foot on the toilet.
"I rubbed one out right after you left, and I had some down time," she said, "but then I figured I'd let you eat my pussy through the pantyhose, so you could get some pussy cum directly from the source."
"I think that's a great idea," I agreed, as I closed the stall's door, latched it, went to her, and dropped myself before her silky sheer glossy legs.
"You've gotten me all horny, pretty lady," she said, as I moved my face close to her pussy encased in the dark hosiery. (She'd lowered her bright orange shorts to give me access.) This was something a little different. I could smell her bouquet of pussy, while I admired her pussy pressed against the pantyhose. "Go ahead, suck on my pussy lips through the pantyhose."
"Okay," I said, pressing my face and lips against the wet pantyhose. Not surprisingly, it wasn't as easy as eating a pussy without the protective covering, but I liked the challenge.
My own pussy was still on fire even after all those orgasms, and I wondered how long that pot lube remained in your system... or more accurately, in your pussy.
I licked her pussy lips, trying to taste her... pretending the silky sheer nylons weren't in the way... while I glided my hands up and down her silky sheer legs... loving their soft, sensual feel.
"Yeah, baby! Lick my pussy and caress my legs," she moaned softly.
After all the pussy I'd eaten today and all the other sex I'd experienced, I couldn't explain why, but there was something extra special about Carla. "I've been wanting to do this ever since you sat down across from me."
"I know. I could see it in your eyes," she said, as she parted her legs a bit more.
"I just had to taste you," I added, "especially after you gave me that thoughtful gift."
"I've never done that before, by the way," she moaned slightly.
"Really?" I asked, surprised to hear that.
"Yeah, there's just something about you, too," she said. I thought she was going to say more, but she didn't.
"Funny," I said, as I kept licking through her pantyhose, which definitely made the task more challenging and the taste less full, yet the unique experience of it was a turn on. Plus, I liked a challenge, and I was enjoying this casual conversation. "I was thinking the exact same thing."
"Great minds think alike," she moaned.
"So they do," I concurred, just as the door to the restaurant opened.
"Shhhhh, but keep licking," she whispered.
So I did.
A woman (I assumed) went into the stall right next to us. A rush of adrenaline coursed through me. The possibility of getting caught didn't scare me, but it did turn me on.
I continued doing my slow deliberate licking.
I continued doing my slow deliberate caressing.
As we heard the woman's (definitely) stream of pee begin, I got a little naughty, and sucked Carla's clit into my mouth... causing her to let out a soft moan.
I smiled as I kept my lips fastened on her clit and poked it with my tongue... the clit perfectly sucked against her pantyhose.
The toilet flushed, so I wiggled my head back and forth to stimulate some more pleasure.
"Ooooooooh," Carla let out an uncontrolled moan.
"Are you okay in there?" the woman asked.
"Yes, ma'am. My stomach is just a little upset," Carla answered, as her hand went to the back of my head.
"Oh, okay," she said, and left the stall. She washed her hands(thankfully, since I'm always surprised by how many women I see leaving a toilet without washing their hands), as I kept applying pressure to Carla's clit... which even if I'm saying so myself, is a nice alliteration.
The moment she left the washroom, Carla said, "You bad girl! Do you want us to get caught?"
"I wouldn't mind; I'm not ashamed at all of doing this," I answered, now sucking her clit into my mouth through the hosiery.
"If I had more time, the things I'd do to you," she said with a moan, as she placed both of her hands on my head and held me pressed against her pantyhose-clad pussy.
"Put them on a list to do later," suggested playfully. I also took her words and actions as a code to really work her clit over, and I did just that.
"Oh yes, don't stop, baby! That's right, right there," she moaned.
I did keep doing it, and I also liked being called baby. Being called a slut and other derogatory names also turned me on, but the fond intimacy of 'baby' really enhanced my excitement right now.
"Oh, fuck, baby, yes! You know exactly how to get me off!" Carla moaned, as she began slowly grinding on my face. I kept my tongue extended to keep it touching both her pussy and her clit.
"Please come on my face, baby," I begged urgently, desperately wanting to feel her pussy cum on it... desperately wanting to get her off... desperately wanting to feel her wetness all over my face!
"Oh yes, baby, oh yes, yes, yes, oooooooh," she moaned, and then she climaxed, the wetness gushing out of her, through her pantyhose, and onto my face.
Instead of licking the pantyhose, I sucked on it, trying to extract as much of her sweet taste as I could. It was exhilarating, yet frustrating, since I couldn't properly savour the taste I'd worked so hard to extract.
She pushed me away after a few seconds and said, "I could let you stay down there all night, but I don't want you to ruin the smell and the taste in the pantyhose."
"Oh right, I guess," I said, a little disappointed, although she made perfect sense.
"Don't worry, next time I'll make sure you can eat my pussy directly," she promised.
"I'd like that a lot," I said, looking at her pussy as she rubbed herself... soiling the garment even more for me.
"Me too," she said, as she pulled me up, pushed me hard against the tiled wall and kissed me. A kiss that was urgent, passionate and lustful. I kissed her back with the same passion. Our tongues explored each other's mouths, and her hand went to my ass. So, I moved mine to her ass.
She then lifted her knee and pressed it against my pussy.
I moaned into her mouth; it brought me instant pleasure.
As she continued kissing me, and our hands roamed and squeezed each other's asses, she continued rotating her nylon knee against my pussy, similarly to how she'd done earlier with her foot, and it was similarly turning me on. I'd never once considered someone's knee a stimulation implement, but the situation, her passion, my lust (and probably still the pot lube), I could feel yet another orgasm rising inside me.
"I want you to come on my knee, baby," she whispered, as she looked into my eyes with her own baby blue ones I could just drown in.
"I'm close," I moaned back, as she kissed me tenderly.
"Come for me, baby, come for me," she encouraged, her knee working magic between my legs, and now she was putting extra pressure on it... parting my pussy lips and rubbing up and down... part of her knee directly on my over-sensitive clit.
"Don't stop," I moaned as she moved her lips to my neck, and a hand to my firm breast.
"You're so hot, baby," she said, splattering kisses on my neck.
"You're so beautiful," I moaned as I leaned back against the wall and enjoyed the unique pleasure I was experiencing.
"I want to do everything with you," Carla whispered, her lips now on my ear. Her hot breath was driving me nuts, as were her words.
"I'll do anything for you," I replied, near orgasm.
"No, with me," she corrected, nibbling on my ear.
"Yes, with you," I agreed, although in the heat of the moment I didn't understand that slight difference.
"Good, baby," she whispered, as she started moving her knee faster and faster.
"Oh, fuck! Yes, oh my God! Fuuuuuck!" I screamed. She covered my mouth with her lips as I reached orgasm, so we wouldn't alert anyone in the restaurant.
My body trembled as I soaked her knee with my cum, while yet another orgasm somehow made its way through my body! No doubt I'd be buying some of that pot lube.
She kept kissing me throughout my orgasm, her knee now just resting against my pussy.
A minute later after another lengthy, tender kiss, she backed away, took off her shoes and socks, pulled her pantyhose down and off, and handed them to me.
"I do really want to eat that pussy directly some day soon," I said.
"How about tomorrow?" she asked, grabbing another pair of pantyhose from a bag I hadn't even noticed during this intimate and kinky encounter.
"I don't know," I said, although I wanted to.
"Reality sets in by then, doesn't it?" she asked, as she put the first leg into the fresh nylons.
"I suppose it does," I nodded, feeling wetness leaking down my leg. Although I assumed I'd never have another day and night like this one, I knew there was no going back. I wasn't getting rid of the app, or even setting it aside to take a break once in a while. And I wasn't going to stop eating pussy. I was no longer going to be a lonely wife waiting for the rare occasion when my husband wanted to fuck me and then do a piss poor job of it.
"But?" she asked, sensing my tone, or maybe the look in my eyes.
"But there's no way I'm going back to my boring pre-pillow princess life," I said.
"And what about your husband?" she asked as she put the second leg on.
"I don't know," I said, but after a brief thought, "I love him, but either he won't, or he can't do the things I need from him."
"I know what you need," she said.
"You do?" I asked. "I don't even know what I need!"
She stood up and pulled the pantyhose up to cover her great ass and her pussy, still wet, "You need to explore your sexuality."
"I've been doing that all of today and tonight," I smiled back, admiring her pure beauty.
"And you're already a different person. So you'll continue to explore your sexual preferences through the app," she said, coming back to hold me. There's an advantage to being the bottom bitch, which is that you're auditioning sex acts you've probably never even thought of doing before, and then you're able to decide what you like doing the best. But in addition to that, you also need intimacy."
"I do?" I asked, but even as I asked the question, I realized she was right. Yes, I did love getting my face sat on; I enjoyed being called names; I got turned on from being told what to do; I went absolutely nuts getting fucked by a strap-on or that trans girl's real cock; but this intimacy I was sharing with Carla was an entirely different level of emotional involvement. It not only made my pussy burn and cum twice, but confusingly, it also made my heartbeat faster when we were just talking.
"Yes," she said, kissing me just once. "I can't explain why, but I sense you're feeling what I am: a deeper connection than just sex."
"I'd be lying if I said I didn't," I admitted.
"I've never felt anything like this before from meeting a pillow princess pet," she said.
"Is that what we're called?" I asked playfully.
"Among other less complimentary names," she smiled back. "I know you're married, and I know you're a generation older than I am, but there's something inexorable drawing me to you, and it's making me say things I don't usually say."
I could see the vulnerability in her eyes, I could hear it in her tone, and so I said, wanting to comfort her, "I feel it too."
"You do?"
"Yes, I can't explain it, but I had to come back here to see you again," I said, "even though I still have two more scheduled stops to make tonight."
"I'm so glad you did!"
"So now what do we do?" I asked, unsure about whether what she was thinking was possible.
"Tomorrow night we're going out on a date," she said.
"Tomorrow?" I asked, recalling I had a 6:30 rendezvous with Bianca's well-hung brother Lorenzo... and my agreeing to that arrangement seemed so long ago now, even though it was just this morning.
"Yes, and I'm not going to take no for an answer," she said.
"Then I'd better not refuse you," I smiled, "but I won't be available until 7:30 or 8:00."
"That can work," she said, and she kissed me.
"Okay, sounds great!" I agreed, as I processed that I had a date tomorrow. With a girl!
"And if you want, after the date we can go back to the sorority, and you can either dine on just my pussy, or I can make your dream of endless pussy come true," she said.
"Is it bad I find both options appealing?" I asked.
"No, it's perfectly normal," she said, as she sighed. "Unfortunately, I need to get back to work."
"And I have a teenager slumber party to join," I said.
"Well, that should be lots more fun than getting ogled by creepy middle-aged men," she said, sitting on the toilet and putting her socks and runners back on.
"I imagine it will," I said.
"Go now," she said, "and I'll follow you out a minute later."
"Okay," I said, moving to her and bending down to kiss her. "That was fun!"
"It's only the beginning, girlfriend," she smiled.
"Girlfriend?" I repeated, "I like that."
I then left the stall, headed out of the bathroom and back to my car as if I were floating above a surreal cloud nine. That encounter had been so different from all the others, and I felt like I had the first time I was asked out... by a boy named Michael back in my freshman year of high school... like life was full of endless possibilities.
Back in the car I sent PILLOWP3 a message, after checking to see she was about twelve minutes away... although she'd been even closer when I was leaving Big Rosie's. Oh well.
MERMILF: I'll be there in 10-15 minutes.
I then saw just one new message from someone called GRANDMASWITCH.
I should have ignored it, I really couldn't do any more tonight, but curiosity got the best of me, and I tapped on the message.
GRANDMASWITCH: Having a good first day, dear?
That was a pleasant first text.
So, I responded.
MERMILF: It has been life altering to say the least.
I then drove.
Once I arrived at my next stop, I checked my phone... but only after taking a deep inhalation of the new pantyhose... which had a scent substantially stronger than the others. As I enjoyed Carla's unique scent, I replayed our conversation. I'd agreed to go on an actual date with another woman... a woman much younger than I was... and I'd also agreed in theory to pleasuring a sorority house full of girls. Wow, just wow!



I checked my phone and saw three messages: from GRANDMASWITCH, PILLOWP3 AND VOLUPTUOUSCOED.
A rush went up my spine at seeing the one from VOLUPTUOUSCOED, so I read and responded to hers first.
VOLUPTUOUSCOED: I really enjoyed that and can't wait to get to know you better. PS: I think I may soon have a third soiled pair of pantyhose for you since you have me leaking uncontrollably. Love, Carla.
Everything in her message warmed my heart and made my pussy burn. I was literally confused. Was I falling for a woman I met today? It didn't seem possible, especially given how we'd met, yet the feelings in my heart told me it was happening. And... she'd closed the message with, 'Love, Carla.'
I responded.
MERMILF: I really, really, really enjoyed our time together too and look forward to our date tomorrow. I will happily accept every pair of soiled pantyhose you ever wear! PS: My pussy hasn't stopped trembling or my heart beating since our encounter. Love, Meredith.
GRANDMASWITCH: I'm happy for you... the first day is usually a whirlwind.
MERMILF: That is an understatement.
PILLOWP3: Come in the front door, and come downstairs. Be quiet because my parents are sleeping already.
My eyes went wide upon learning her parents were home. It would be very awkward to be caught by adults while I was servicing their children.
I wasn't sure about this.
I was also tired... although still horny, since the pot lube was still lingering inside me.
I was now feeling nervous.
I looked down at the pantyhose in my lap, and raised them to my nose again. For reasons I couldn't explain, this strong, sweet scent completely relaxed me.
I'd been inhaling Carla's scent for a good thirty seconds, when there was a knock on my door, which startled me.
I looked at the window to see a girl with short, pink hair waving at me.
I put the pantyhose on the passenger seat and rolled down my window, "Hello," I greeted.
"Are you Mermilf?" she asked.
"I am she," I admitted, as I checked out this adorable nerdy-looking girl.
"I was told to wait for you to arrive and escort you in."
"Oh."
"Yeah. Hannah's parents are still awake, so I need to sneak you in."
"You sure it's safe?"
"As long as we're quiet, yes," she said as she opened the car door for me.
"Okay," I said, thinking there were five fresh pussies waiting for me, and perhaps another orgasm... my pussy was still burning... my lust for both giving and receiving more orgasms directing my path.
I got out of the car and followed her to the front door.
"By the way, you look so cute!" she told me.
"Thanks, you do too," I said.
"Thanks," she said, as she took my hand and led me into the house and directly downstairs.
I followed her, feeling like a teenager again, sneaking out of my house to meet my high school boyfriend.
We went downstairs into a lounging area with a large flat screen television, a couch, cushions everywhere, and a few girls all on the floor watching The Notebook and eating popcorn.
"She's here," the nerdy girl announced quietly.
"Uh, hi," I greeted, as all four girls looked my way.
"Finally," a chubby redhead said, as she climbed onto the couch, spread her legs, and said, "get over here and get me off, Mommy."
"Okay," I said, feeling awkward as the other four girls watched me approach the chubby redhead, who was wearing in a black nightie. The term Mommy was both a little perverse and kinky, and awkward.
"Our new Mommy looks hot," a brunette said as I approached the girls.
"I dressed up for my little girls," I said, before I even knew I was saying it... all five girls cute and nerdy... they certainly weren't the popular girls at their high school.
"Oh, Mommy," the brunette said, as I lowered myself between the redhead's legs.
"Hungry, Mommy?" the redhead asked.
"Starving, honey," I responded, deciding to play along, while the thought of my own daughter calling me 'Mommy' popped into my head. I was certain she'd do that at some point, and I wondered how it would go.
She spread her legs wide, to reveal she was indeed a natural redhead (although the hair on her head was a much darker red than nature would have given her), her pubes surrounding her pussy.
"Well, dive in, Mommy," she said.
"Yes, honey," I replied, as I leaned forward and licked yet another pussy... this one's scent quite strong.
"I'm second," someone dibbed.
"Third."
"Fourth."
"Fuck."
Each voice came in rapid succession.
"Don't worry girls, Mommy will make sure everyone comes on my face," I said, lifting my head briefly to address them.
"She's so hot, Hannah," someone said.
"I told you this was a good idea," the redhead... must be Hannah... said as I licked her.
"I didn't even know such a thing existed," someone said.
"I told you it would work," Hannah boasted.
"I still can't believe it," someone said.
"Well, believe it," Hannah said.
"Can I touch her?" someone asked.
"Go ahead and do what you want, she's our pet, "Hannah offered.
"Yes, girls. Mommy is here to please you however you want," I said. "But Mommy also likes to have her pussy licked... or fucked."
"Fucked?" someone asked.
"Oh, I've got an idea," Hannah said.
"What?"
"Josie, come and sit here," Hannah said. "I'll be right back."
"Awesome," a brunette said as she got onto the couch.
"I'm not done with you," Hannah told me as she stood up.
"You'd better not be," I smiled.
She went up the stairs, while Josie pulled her pyjamas and panties down. "I can't believe this is happening."
"You're not on the app?" I asked.
"None of us are," Josie said, as she sat down. "We didn't even know about it until Hannah told us you were coming."
"Yeah, usually we're the ones eating pussies," the girl who'd brought me in said.
"I see," I said, as Josie spread her legs.
"Yeah, a couple of cheerleaders used us for the last few months," another girl said.
"Oh, cheerleaders," I said, in a tone that implied I understood.
"I can't say I didn't like it," the girl who'd brought me in said.
"If you like doing it, then come and eat Mommy while Mommy eats Josie," I suggested.
"Okay," she said.
"What's your name?" I asked, as she moved to me.
"Abigail," she said.
"I'm Mommy," I said, as I went to Josie and buried my face in her pussy, which was also hairy.
"Oh Mommy," Josie moaned, as my tongue forged its way through the pubic hair to her pussy.
"That's so hot," someone said.
I felt my skirt hiked up a little, and a moment later, I felt a tongue on my pussy.
"Oh yes, lick me, baby girl," I moaned, both giving and receiving.
"Oh yes, that feels so good," Josie moaned, as I wiggled my tongue up and down between her wet lips.
"Fuck, this is so hot," someone said.
"Come here and suck on my tits, you two," Josie said.
"Seriously?" someone asked.
"Yes. Come and suck on my nipples," Josie ordered. I looked up to see her unbuttoning her pajama top.
I wondered whether these sweet, seemingly innocent girls usually just watched movies and gossiped during their slumber parties.
A couple minutes later, all four girls were involved in some sort of lesbian action... except for Josie... whose role was only passive... well, receiving, as well as ordering the others around. I ate Josie, two girls sucked on her nipples, and Abigail ate my pussy.
"Oh fuck, don't stop now, Mommy," Josie moaned. I imagined getting both of her nipples sucked while I licked her would definitely enhance the pleasure... it certainly would for me. In fact at some point, I wanted to have what was happening to Josie happen to me.
"Oh girls, I see you started without me," Hannah said.
"What's all that for?" Josie asked as I kept licking her. I was curious to know what Hannah had brought back with her, but at the moment my priority was getting Josie off.
"To fuck with," Hannah explained succinctly.
"Really?" Josie asked with a moan (while I sucked on her big clit).
"Yeah, although I really should get some real sex toys," Hannah said.
"You've used those before?" a blonde asked.
"Not this," she said, "but these are great fuck toys."
I wondered what she had and hadn't used before, and I was sure I'd find out soon. Instead, I focused on getting Josie off, even though Abigail's tongue was making me feel pretty good.
"Move aside, Abigail," Hannah ordered.
"But she tastes so good," Abigail objected.
"You can eat her out some more later," Hannah rebutted, while I really began to work on Josie's clit.
"Oh, fuck yes! Don't stop, don't stop!" Josie moaned wildly, just as I felt something cold-ish intruding between my pussy lips.
I didn't have any time to figure out what it was, but in one swift movement, I felt something slide deep inside me... something long... round... wide... and fucking cold!
I moaned, "Oh, fuck!" into Josie's pussy as the surprise arctic intrusion delivered intense pleasure to me.
"Right there, Mommy, right there! Oh, Mommy!" Josie screamed, as her orgasm struck... her juices flowing into my open, hungry mouth.
"Not so loud, Josie," Hannah hushed her, while she pumped the frigid whatsit in and out of my pussy.
"Sorry," Josie said, as her legs twitched against me while she continued enjoying the orgasm I'd given her.
"Go ahead, Rachel," Hannah said, "let Mommy pleasure you next."
"Yes, Rachel, Mommy wants to taste your pussy," I moaned, as whatever Hannah was fucking me with was doing me a helluva lot of good!
"This is so hot," Rachel, who was the blonde, giggled, as she got out of her pyjama shorts.
"Not as hot as you are," I complimented, as Josie climbed down to stand on the floor, while I watched the blonde undressing.
"Oh, Mommy," Rachel giggled again, as she pulled off her t-shirt.
I looked back and asked, "What are you fucking Mommy with?" Then when I got a better look, I realized what it was... a cucumber.
"My favourite fuck stick," she said, pulling it out of my pussy. It was easily a foot long.
"I can see why," I said.
"Want me to keep fucking you, Mommy?" she asked.
"Yes, please. Mommy needs that cucumber dick inside her needy pussy," I said, wiggling my ass, as Rachel lay down in front of me.
"As you wish," Hannah said, and she slid the cucumber back deep inside me.
"Oh, yes! Fuck Mommy! Fuck Mommy with that big dick!" I moaned, the thickness spreading me good, and the length getting deep inside my well--fucked pussy.
"Oh yes, Mommy! Take that dick," Hannah cheered, slapping my ass.
"Don't forget about me," Rachel said, as I looked over to see the other brunette was naked, with Abigail between her legs.
"Don't any of you girls dare come without Mommy's permission, and only do it on Mommy's face," I ordered. "Tonight you sexy sluts are only allowed to come on Mommy, is that clear?"
"Yes, Mommy," three of them said in unison.
"All right. Now let's take care of you, Rachel," I said, turning my attention to her.
"Please, Mommy! I need you to make me come so bad," Rachel said, using a baby girl voice... which for some reason, I found disturbingly hot.
"Then let Mommy take care of you," I purred, as I leaned forward and began licking her pussy, which unlike the first two I'd tasted here, was completely shaved.
"When did you shave your pussy?" Hannah asked.
"A couple days ago," she moaned, as I began licking her pussy.
"We should all do that," Hannah said as she fucked my pussy.
"It does make for easier pussy munching," I observed. "Although the sweet scent of a pussy is captured wonderfully by pubic hair."
"Mmmmmm," both Hannah and Rachel moaned at my response.
"You taste so good, baby girl," I purred, as I swirled my tongue deep in Rachel's hole.
"Oh Mommy, that feels so good," she moaned.
"Oh fuck, harder. Fuck Mommy harder," I moaned, so Hannah really began pumping the vegetable fuck toy fast and deep in my pot-lube-enhanced pussy.
"You like that Mommy?" Hannah asked.
"I love it, baby girl," I moaned, my orgasm imminent.
"Then you'll love this," she said as she pulled the cucumber out of my pussy.
I was beginning to beg for her to put it back in, when I felt something ice cold sliding into my pussy. "Please shove it back in Mommy's... oh my God!"
"Come for me Mommy," Hannah said, as she slid the cucumber back inside me on top of what I decided was an ice cube, and the combination was creating intense sensations inside me!
"Oh fuck, that's so intense," I moaned, shocked by how wet my pussy felt... as the ice cube melted inside my hot box.
The cold clashing with my warm pussy... added to the pumping of the cucumber... and I was a muddled mess in a heartbeat... literally and figuratively... yet another orgasm rising up and erupting out of me in less than a minute... while I unsuccessfully attempted to keep licking Rachel. "Fuuuck!" I moaned, biting my lip not to scream, since orgasms with pot lube were so much more intense than the ones without it.
"There you go, Mommy," Hannah said, as she kept fucking me throughout my orgasm.
"Oh fuck, that felt so good," I moaned, as I lazily resumed lapping Rachel's pussy, once I emerged from my orgasm number thirteen... which now seemed like a lucky number for me.
"Keep licking, Mommy," Rachel moaned. Her need to come was rising, even though I was only haphazardly licking her. But wanting to get her off, wanting to taste her cum, I got a grip on myself and leaned forward and attacked her clit, while I allowed my own orgasm to ride its course through me.
A minute later, Hannah pulled the cucumber out of my pussy, and a mixture of my cum and the melted ice cube gushed out of me like a broken dam. It felt so strange, in a good, kinky way.
"Ohhhhhh," I moaned, as I soaked the sofa while I continued pleasing this teen.
"Oh, yes Mommy! Yes Mommy! Yes Mommy! Oh, yes, yes, yes!" Rachel babbled, until she came on my face.
I lapped up her cum... enjoying the afterglow of my own orgasm, while giving one to a cute eighteen-year-old.
"Oh, Mommy," she gasped weakly, as I gave her an intense orgasm.
"You've got such delicious cum, baby girl," I purred, as I lapped it all up.
"My turn," Hannah declared. "Lie on your back, Mommy slut."
"Yes, baby girl," I said, happy to get off of my knees and relax.
I grabbed a cushion and placed it under my head, as the chubby redhead straddled my face.
"Can I eat Mommy?" Abigail requested.
"Yes, baby girl, you certainly may. Come and eat Mommy," I encouraged her. Perhaps orgasm fourteen was in the cards.
"You just can't get enough pussy, can you?" Hannah teased her, as her pussy lips met my lips.
"Never," Abigail said, totally unfazed. I felt her crawl between my somewhat spread legs... which I spread further, to give her better access to my pussy.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, as I licked Hannah's hairy pussy while having my own pussy licked.
And, for a few minutes there was just that going on... I ate pussy. I got my pussy eaten. The other three watched.
Both Hannah's and my orgasms seemed to be rising in unison, since the moans that both of us were keening were simultaneous. As Hannah began slowly grinding on my face, I lifted my ass to nonverbally inform Abigail that my orgasm was getting close too.
She understood, so she began sucking on my clit, intensifying my pleasure geometrically, as my next orgasm was about to erupt through me... while I was also about to enjoy another face wash from a teen pussy.
"Oh yes, Mommy! I'm about to come on your face; is that what you want?"
"Yes please, come on Mommy's face," I replied, although I wasn't sure if anyone could hear me, since my words were muffled by Hannah's grinding pussy.
"Oh yes, yes, yes, Mommy, yes," Hannah moaned, before I received a face full of teen cum.
I lapped it up, while I tried to hold my own orgasm back for as long as possible... knowing the delay would make it more intense.
"Fuck, Mommy! You're so good!" Hannah gasped, as she rolled off of me and onto her back.
"My turn," the other brunette said, whose name I still didn't know.
"Come sit on my face too, pretty girl," I said as she looked down at me... with a mouthful of braces.
"I've never had anyone except Abby eat me," she said as she stood straddling my head, which was still on its cushion.
"Then let's improve on that," I said. And as I stroked my hands up both of her legs, out of the blue, Abigail slid the cucumber deep inside me and sucked ferociously on my clit, and I erupted immediately! "Oh my God, fuuuuck!"
I worried that I'd just awakened Hannah's parents with my loud and tumultuous eruption! It had leapt in from out of nowhere, when my fourteenth orgasm hit.
"Okay," the still unnamed brunette said, as she gradually bent her knees to lower her pretty pussy, already wet from Abigail's mouth and lips, onto my face.
"All nice and wet," I said weakly, as Abigail pulled out the cucumber and lapped up my cum.
"You're so hot, Mommy," she said, as I raised my head and began licking her.
"And your cunt is so delicious," I countered, as I tried to focus on pleasing her, even though orgasm fourteen kept right on doing its thing... the orgasms continuing to come fast and furious... and each of my orgasms got better with more of them.
"Your cunt is heavenly," Abigail said, as her tongue remained between my pussy lips.
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, as I kept licking the fourth pussy of the slumber party.
"Oh God," the girl moaned as I probed her hole.
"She's amazing, isn't she?" Hannah said.
"Yeah, we need to invite her over for all our sleepovers," the blonde (whose name had already faded from my memory) said. My brain was in pleasure auto drive, and nowhere else.
"Agreed," the girl sitting on my face said.
"Our very own Mommy slumber party pet," Hannah added.
"I don't know what it is with you and mommies," Abigail said, as she continued licking between my legs.
"Said as if you didn't want to fuck Sarah's Mom," Hannah accused playfully.
"Hey!" Sarah (apparently that was the girl I was eating ) protested.
"What?" Hannah asked. "Your Mom is drop dead gorgeous."
"Still," Sarah moaned, as I worked her pussy over.
"Still what?" Hannah asked. "We'd all sit on her face if we had the chance."
"Hannah!"
"I would," Rachel (the blonde) agreed.
"I'd munch her box in a heartbeat," Abigail added.
"Jesus Christ, you guys," Sarah complained, shocked by her friends' wantonness.
I kept licking her pussy, and then sucked on her clit, trying to get her focused on something else.
"Oh my, yes," Sarah moaned loudly, as I sucked her clit between my lips.
"Come on Mommy's face," Hannah urged. I could feel yet another orgasm just beginning to think about rising inside me, as Abigail lazily licked me.
"Yes please, come on my face," I asked from below.
"I've never come this way," Sarah said.
"Grind your hips on her face," Hannah advised.
"Yes, do it," I agreed. My neck was getting a little strained in this position, and I just wanted to get her off, taste her cum, and then change positions for pussy five.
"Okay, I'll try that," she said tentatively, and she began slowly moving her hips back and forth.
"Yes. Like that, but faster," Hannah coached, while Abigail wiggled her tongue in a Z-like pattern between my legs, up and down, up and down.
"Okay, that feels good," Sarah moaned, as she moved her hands to my legs for balance, and began really riding my face.
"Oh yeah, like that, like that," Hannah said excitedly. "Ride Mommy's face! Ride it, ride it!"
"Oh yeah, that's so hot," the blonde Rachel said, as the timid Sarah got more aggressive and began really riding my face.
I kept my tongue extended as best I could, but actually I'd become no more than a sex toy for her pleasure, while she used my entire face to get herself off.



"Oh yeah, oh fuck," Sarah moaned, her moans increasing, her orgasm rising.
"Yeah, fuck her face, give her your cum!" Hannah cheered her on.
"Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, Mommy!" Sarah moaned, and she collapsed forward, her pussy cum spraying all over my face and neck.
"Good girl," I purred as she quaked.
I leaned up and licked her a little more, until she rolled off me and said, "I need to pee."
As she left the room, I sat up and said, "Your turn, Abigail."
"You don't need to do me," she said, looking up at me from between my legs.
"69?" I suggested.
"Mmmmmmm, I'd like that," she agreed.
"But I need to get off my back," I added.
"Then let me lie on mine," she offered.
A minute later, I was straddling her face, with my face buried between her legs.
And for a few minutes we leisurely dined on each other's pussies. It was only when our moans were both increasing, that Hannah slid a cucumber into Abigail, and someone shoved a couple of ice cubes inside me.
Suddenly we were both moaning wildly... especially when something else... don't ask me what, but it was wide and round... was slid inside my soaking wet pussy! O-fifteen, here I come!
And for a couple minutes, Abigail and I were both fucked... hard... by a cucumber and by something round and fat... but not a cucumber. We also both kept licking each other, while our moans increased... focusing on each other's swollen and sensitive clits.
And... since nothing could surprise me anymore... I achieved my fifteenth orgasm of the day... and a few seconds later, when whatever had been fucking me did the trick, I gave Abigail a full cum squirting shower, as a torrent of wetness flooded out of me and all over her face!
"So hot," someone said from behind me.
I sucked hard on Abigail's clit, and thanks also to a few deep strokes from the green fuck toy, she was coming too. "Fuuuuuck!" she screamed, loud enough to wake the dead.
I pulled the cucumber out of her pussy, and wrapped my lips around her pussy lips, to drink up all her pussy cum.
"Oh fuck," Abigail said weakly, as her orgasm coursed through her.
I kept my lips pressed around her lips until her orgasm began to subside.
Spent, I rolled off of her, and enjoyed the fifteenth orgasm swirling through me... each one as intense as the last.
"That was amazing," Abigail groaned. Exhausted, but fully satisfied.
"Agreed," I said, just lying there bonelessly.
"Is everything okay down there?" a Mom voice came from the top of the stairs.
"Yes, Mom," Hannah called back, "Abigail is just being silly."
"Okay. Quiet down, it's late," the Mom said.
"Sorry, Mom; we will," Hannah said, glaring at Abigail.
"Good night, girls," the Mom said.
"Good night, Mrs. Hartz," all the girls called out in unison (while of course I was as quiet as a lamb).
As soon as the door closed, all the girls broke out laughing.
"Sorry," Abigail said.
"No worries," Hannah said, as she helped me to my feet.
"Thanks for the invite," I said.
"Thanks for coming," Hannah said.
"Three times," I joked.
"Then we owe you two more," Hannah offered.
"No, not necessary, I said, stretching my legs. "I'm completely spent."
"Then we may summon you back another night," she said.
"Please do," I said, looking around to see a rolling pin on the floor... the obvious instigator of my most recent orgasm... as I felt more liquid streaming out of me.
"Thanks," Abigail said, still lying on her back.
"No, thank you," I said, "you eat pussy like a champ."
"Thanks," she said.
"She's our usual pussy muncher," Hannah said.
"Well, you can never have too many," I smiled, noticing my maid outfit wasn't covering much of me. I asked, as I set it to rights, "think I can sneak out?"
"I'll go up first and make sure it's safe," Hannah said.
A couple minutes later, I was back in my car. I checked my phone.
No new messages.
I was a little surprised, a little disappointed, and a little thankful.
I texted FOOTSIES.
MERMILF: I'm ready to come by if you still want me.
I started driving towards my house, as she'd implied she lived within walking distance of me.
One last stop, and I'd call it a night... although for some reason, the thought of nineteen pussies eaten (on the assumption I dined on FOOTSIES pussy) seemed like an odd number to stop at.
Twenty, on the other hand, seemed like a perfect number.
So, I pulled over and texted Barbara: If you are still awake, I would love for you to stop by in half an hour or so. I still need to pay you, but first I have one more stop to make.
By then FOOTSIES had replied, with just an address.
Indeed, she lived just a couple of blocks from my house.
I resumed driving, wondering whether I knew her... since she lived so close, and knew my daughter, the odds were a lot better than with my previous adventures today.
Regardless, I needed to have faith in the code of secrecy that seemed to exist. As I pulled away from the curb, my phone rang. It was my husband. I sighed.
I pressed Talk on the steering wheel as I wondered what I'd say to him.
THE END FOR NOW.
Up next: Major nylon foot worshipping, pussy nineteen, and more revelations about her daughter.
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Daughter Gets What She Wants
Summary: Daughter executes long-term plan to seduce Daddy and to cuckquean Mommy.
Note 1: This is dedicated to TX and Babygirl for requesting the story. And since these special friends happen to be black, Tex and I thought it would be appropriate that for this 2023 illustrated revision of my 2020 story (originally called Daddy Daughter Date Days), the main protagonists Chelsea, Jill and Dan should also be black.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for illustrating this story, and for making a number of revisions and additions.
Note 3: Although being released during the Summer Lovin' Story Contest 2023 it can't win as I won the April Fools Competition. As such, just enjoy this wicked remake of a past wicked story.

Jill was devastated by the sudden and unexpected passing of her father. He'd lived on the east coast, and Jill's immediate family was on the west coast, so she hadn't seen him since Christmas... six months ago. They'd made plans to fly over and visit him this summer, but alas, he died just two weeks before their scheduled visit. So as it happened, they arrived as originally scheduled, but to attend his funeral... hardly the pleasurable visit they'd been anticipating.
Even after they returned home afterwards, Jill was still devastated, and so she resolved to make sure her husband Dan and their only child Chelsea reconnected with each other. She also arranged for her recently widowed mother to move nearby, so she wouldn't lose touch with her ever again.
While Chelsea had been a major Daddy's girl when she was young, she was now eighteen, a senior in high school dating a college boy, and thus was now so thoroughly grown up, that she wanted to spend as little time as possible with either of her 'ancient' parents (who were in their early forties). And Chelsea made it clear that besides, her mother was always wrong about everything, and her Dad was way too old-fashioned... as evidenced by his being unhappy with her dating a college boy,
For his part, Dan had started his own business after years of working in construction for other bosses, while constantly complaining about how inept they were. The good news was that his business became instantly successful, because of his well-earned reputation as a hard worker and a creative builder. The bad news was that as a result, he now worked ten or twelve hours a day during the week, plus usually working part- or even full-time on Saturdays.
Jill had immediately put her foot down about his working on Sundays, although he still had to deal with blueprints and other aspects of his business on the Lord's Day. But at least he was home!
Chelsea was also super busy with school. She was a hot young lady with an overlarge body for gymnastics (which she'd worked very hard to dismiss as a problem) but easily suitable for cheerleading, (5'8", 130 pounds, 32c tits; unlike her mother, who was slightly taller, slighter heavier, and had massive 38D tits, and Chelsea was about equally as tall as her father). She excelled in both sports (yes, cheerleading is a sport... and anyone who says differently has never even witnessed the physical regime it takes to excel in the Cirque du Soleil-like tumbling routines it incorporates these days). She also maintained stellar grades, and was being offered triple-threat scholarships for her cheerleading, her gymnastics and her academics), was dating her college boyfriend, was volunteering at an old folks home (which had begun as a resumé builder, but had soon become something she really enjoyed doing, and which had even piqued her interest in nursing as a career), and of course she loved spending time with her friends. Thus, spending time with her parents, who as has been said were respectively wrongheaded and old-fashioned, couldn't possibly fit into her busy schedule.
Yet the death of her grandfather had come as a shock to Chelsea too, so when her mother suggested a weekly Dad and Daughter Date day, she got the point and agreed. She'd always idolized her father when she was younger (all the way until he'd ridiculously attempted to stop her from dating Cody, her college boyfriend)... all her friends drooled over her Dad, and teased her about how they would fuck him in a New York minute if given the chance... and she knew Beth and Jenny weren't just saying that, they both actually would, if the opportunity arose. (Just like her, they both liked their men older... but her Dad would be really angry if he discovered she'd already fucked two men his own age.)
Chelsea had discovered by accident a few months ago, while using her father's laptop for some research, that he had a thing for girls wearing nylon stockings. She'd found a large stash of online porn videos he'd squirreled away, and pretty much all of them featured girls in nylons. Which shouldn't have surprised her... since her Mom wore nylons pretty much every day... but it had. Not the nylons so much, but learning that her Dad was such a major pervert. Yet her discoveries also, much to her surprise, turned her on more than a bit, and she wondered if her father ever perved out about her, since she too often wore nylons (not every day, but a couple days a week, since she'd discovered early on the power of nylons over both men and women... especially older men).
Chelsea liked them so much that she insisted, as head cheerleader in her senior year, to have the entire cheerleading squad wear them with their outfits. There was a brief protest from a couple of her peers, but they were shot down once Chelsea gave them her look: one of a few showstoppers she had in her repertoire. This one portrayed loud and clear: are you actually questioning me? (She also had a seductive look in her arsenal that made both boys and girls melt, and a pouty one that got her out of trouble in almost every situation... except with her mother, who also had at her disposal a similar arsenal of irresistible looks.)

So unknowingly, Jill was setting up her husband for the most temptation-laden series of experiences in his life... a series that over time would revolutionize their family's dynamics.
Weekly Date 1... A Picnic
Jill put together a lavish feast for the first Daughter-Dad Date Day, and she sent them off for a picnic at the beach on a nearby rocky peninsula with tropical vegetation (all of it her own idea).
It was a crazy hot day, and Chelsea ended up reclining on a beach blanket much too close to her Dad, while wearing a bikini that showcased every asset of her body: her legs, her ass, her tits, her gorgeous dark skin, and her athletically toned body.

Dan was also dressed to the effect of unknowingly showcasing his assets in just a pair of shorts, his shirt having come off when it began sticking to his body: his slender but chiseled chest, and his well-defined arms. (He didn't work out, but being a hands-on building contractor, he hardly needed to.)
Dan couldn't help but notice that his little girl had become a woman.
Chelsea couldn't help but admire her Dad's body. He's not aging decrepitly like I'd thought, he's strikingly mature-looking!
They chatted about a variety of topics, including: the importance of them both giving plenty of time and attention to Jill (who still wasn't taking her father's death at all well), agreeing they should hold a special family night for all three of them at least once a month, Chelsea's fall college possibilities (she had a dozen schools offering full-ride scholarships that she needed to choose between), plus many trivial subjects, including why Dan should pay for an online subscription to Disney Plus for their family... to which he agreed.
At one point she got playful, and she jumped onto his back, insisting that her 'steed' charge into the surf, carrying her with him (with her right heel 'unknowingly' pressing into his crotch).

It was a very pleasant day, with each of them returning home happy they'd shared it with each other.
Weekly Date 2... Dress Shopping
"Seriously?" Dan asked.
"Why not?" Jill asked back.
"Because I have no idea what a suitable prom dress these days would even look like," Dan pointed out the obvious.
"Tell you what," Jill said, trying to avoid going herself, since she didn't want to get into numerous arguments with her daughter. She was feeling a bit gun shy, since that had happened consistently the last few times they'd gone shopping together. "You go with her, be supportive of her opinions, and see how it goes. Then if after an hour or two you feel a weekend with my mother would be more fun, then text me, and I'll come save you."
"Fine," Dan said, trying to use the term in the way it was typically used against him... to express he'd do it, but he wasn't overly pleased about it.
"It'll be fun," Jill said, her tone dripping with sarcasm.
"Sure it will. You owe me," Dan said.
"Agreed. I could use a little sausage action tonight," Jill smiled.
They hadn't had any sex since learning Jill's father had passed, so Dan's eyes went wide. "Really?! How about right now?"
"Nope. First you need to fulfill your task," she said, before adding as she squeezed his cock through his pants, "but after you do, maybe I'll even let you have some backdoor action tonight."
"Oh, fuck yeah," Dan groaned, rather overwhelmed; both because the only hand touching his cock for the past two months had been his own, and backdoor action was reserved only for very special occasions like a birthday, anniversary or when she was really drunk.
Chelsea was coming down the hallway from the back yard, and was just about to turn the corner into the kitchen, but she stopped just in time when she heard her mother shock the shit out of her!
"Get your daughter the prom dress she wants, and you can pound my ass tonight," her mother was saying, rubbing her father's cock for a moment. Chelsea had almost interrupted them!
Chelsea thought about saying something and embarrassing the shit out of her mother; she certainly would have done so a couple months ago. Yet these days she was trying hard to be nice, so she resisted, and instead she backed up out of sight and eavesdropped on the intriguing conversation.

"Consider it done," Dan said, his cock raging.
"Consider what done?" Chelsea asked, choosing this as an opportune time to enter the kitchen.
"I'm taking you shopping for your prom dress," Dan said, thinking quickly.
"That's what we're doing for our Dad and Daughter Date today?" Chelsea asked, even though she'd heard clearly that it was.
"Well, that and ice cream," Dan said.
"Ice cream? What am I, six?"
"First, no one is ever too old to go for ice cream," Dan said. "And second, please stop pretending you don't want to go for ice cream."
"Well, after hours of shopping, I'll likely need a treat," Chelsea relented and smiled, actually loving ice cream, and recalling fondly how her Dad had always taken her out for some to cheer her up or to celebrate something, back when she was younger.
"Hours?" Dan gasped.
"Actually, we should get going right away," Chelsea said. "The five hours we still have today might not even be enough time. I'll go change, and we can take off."
"Five hours?" Dan gulped, as Chelsea hurried off to her room.
"Have fun," Jill laughed all sing-song, knowing Dan was in for an excruciating experience (kind of like hers the first time she'd let him fuck her ass... at least until she got used to it, and then she was soon coming without even having her pussy touched). Truth was, Dan had been amazing to her during her emotional breakdown, and he deserved a good fucking... shit, she deserved a good fucking, too.
Chelsea climbed out of her jeans and into a bright yellow sundress, and she put on beige thigh high stockings for two reasons. One: because beige stockings went with almost any dress, and she planned to wear stockings to prom; two: because she wanted to see how her Dad reacted while she sauntered around, flaunting her figure teasingly for him in those sexy outfits and sheer stockings.
She came downstairs, and Dan noticed she was wearing nylons. He asked, "A little dressed up for dress shopping, aren't we?"
"Not at all," Chelsea explained. "I'll need to see what the dresses look like with stockings."
"Well, of course," Dan said, actually admitting that was a great thought. He loved seeing women wearing stockings, and he'd indeed noticed his daughter had started wearing them more often this year... especially in her cheerleading outfit... he was hoping this was a sign that nylon stockings were making a comeback, since they'd been recently as tough to find as a needle in a haystack.
"Let's go, Daddy," she said, using the term 'Daddy' instead of 'Dad' for the first time in years... although she had no idea why.
"I can't wait," Dan said, shaking his head, even while he couldn't help glancing at his daughter's legs in those shiny stockings. It would be a long day.
The next three hours felt like a whirlwind for them both. For Chelsea, since she tried on over thirty dresses and had winnowed them down to three. She also enjoyed, way more than a considerate daughter should, making her father suffer. First, by making him look after her purse; a task considered by many to be far from manly. Second, by asking his opinion on each and every dress, knowing full well he felt inadequate to offer any; the sedate dresses because he was unfamiliar with current styles, and the racy ones because he didn't think he should be looking at his daughter that way. Third, by enjoying how relentlessly she was teasing him by walking around on the linoleum floor with her nylon-clad feet in various pairs of high-heeled sandals that matched the dresses... she didn't know why, but seeing her Dad checking out her legs and feet all day, which should have dismayed her, instead it turned her on.



For his part, Dan had suffered a raging hard-on for the entire three hours... actually longer, since it hadn't gone down since the moment his wife had promised to let him fuck her ass. Yet seeing his daughter wearing his favorite colour of nylons (which his wife had only worn once in the past two months, for the funeral), walking around in open-toed sandals so he could admire her beautiful red toenails glistening through the sheer, beige-coloured nylon had him wallowing in an eroticized mess.

Dan in part blamed his horniness on his wife's promise, his lengthy drought, and his uncontrollable fetish for nylons, especially nylon-clad feet and toes, but mainly he was completely turned on by his daughter. The three hours flew by, but they also seemed like forever (flew by because he loved seeing his daughter in all those sexy dresses and stockings, and forever because his swollen cock had been begging for attention the entire time).
In the end, Chelsea chose a beautiful red gown with which the beige nylons worked perfectly.

They went out for ice cream, Chelsea giddy with excitement at finding the perfect dress, and from her enjoyment of teasing her father so relentlessly... even more fun than teasing her chemistry teacher Mr. Russo, who obviously wanted to fuck her, which she eventually did, in his classroom. She was surprised by the serious ink on his body, since he was a teacher; but since he always wore long-sleeved clothing at school, it must have escaped everyone's notice so long as they weren't undressing him...

...and a Japanese teacher, Ms. Tanaka... no, she didn't teach Japanese, she was Japanese, and she taught Calculus... was definitely a lesbian... even if she didn't know it until Chelsea stripped them both down in her classroom, and they made out...

and another teacher Mrs. Walker, who was already under her spell, and often begged for some anal. Sometimes she complied as if her teacher was the gymnast instead of her! (This was often during school hours, and in her Pet Teacher's classroom.)

Back in the present, Dan was very attracted to their waitress... or does a girl who serves you only ice cream qualify as a proper waitress?... who introduced herself as Camille, but he held himself back from flirting with her. He didn't want Chelsea thinking he was attracted to any girl but her. (Except for her mother, of course.)

Dan was thrilled his daughter was so happy... she'd looked radiant in that red dress, no longer looking like his little girl, but a grown woman. A very hot and sexy grown woman! Yet at the ice cream shop she returned to her sweet girlish side, although still looking sexy in nylons, as he glanced more than once down at her sheer legs, which were keeping his dick hard... so much so that he only glanced at the hot waitress in her pink attire... a sexy fifties diner outfit.
That night Jill kept her word, and after Dan gave her an orgasm orally, the way she came the best (oddly she came only from oral or anal, never from vaginal), he pounded her asshole, and as he pulled out and was about to erupt all over her face (she didn't like the aftermath of cum in her ass), it was his sexy daughter who popped into his head to send him over the top.
As he lay in bed, having experienced the best sex he'd had in a long time, he wondered if it was just because it had been so long, or because he'd been so completely turned on by his daughter all day.



Weekly Date 3... A Museum
Chelsea suggested the museum because she had to do some research for a History paper, and she knew her Dad loved museums. She of course wore a fun sundress and nylons, with open-toed heels and freshly-coated pink toenails that matched her sundress.

It was a fun day, with Dan adjusting himself slyly on a few occasions, as he continued being unable to resist staring at his daughter's nylon-clad legs. She drove him nuts by dangling her heel from her foot throughout their time together, and they finished their date by having ice cream sundaes.
Weekly Date 4... Broadway
Chelsea realized, after pretending he was her father the last three times she'd fucked her boyfriend, and speculated on the size of his dick time she pleasured herself, and even fantasized about him the two times the nerd Eleanor had gone down on her in the locker room, She realized that she'd developed a crush on her father.

But not just a crush... no... she actually wanted to fuck her father! So she resolved to amp up her game while they attended the Broadway play Chicago.
She of course wore a dress, a gorgeous gold one she'd bought (well, that she'd selected and her parents had bought) a couple months ago for a wedding, and a brand new pair of mocha-coloured thigh highs. It was a style she'd always liked, and when she'd sneaked onto her Dad's computer while her parents were spending a bridge night with friends, giving her the leisure to go through her Dad's porn with more focus, she learned a lot of interesting things about her Dad, including:
-that he had a thing for nylon-clad foot jobs (or even just for nylon feet rubbing a guy's dick through his pants until he came)... often where the guy was humiliated by getting off from his Mom or sister (which made her wonder if he'd ever seriously considered incest... she knew he got hard from looking at her legs in nylons and at her modest cleavage, but that didn't mean he'd be into incest with actual touching... yet these videos and other things she found in his computer hinted that he was indeed at least interested in the topic).
-that her Dad had a thing for younger girls, since the majority of the videos featured girls (of legal age of course) always wearing nylons of some sort.
-that her Dad had a thing for lesbian hypnosis videos, where a college girl would use her nylon-clad feet to hypnotize her oblivious male or female professor (the vids were really fucking hot, and she imagined herself doing that very pleasurably to Mrs. Walker).
-that her Dad also read a lot of erotica, and although it ranged widely in its theme and plot... there were quite a few incest stories included a Mom and son, or a Dad and daughter... not enough to convince her he was thinking of fucking her like she was thinking about him, but enough to make the possibility likely.
It was while they were at a fancy restaurant before the play (you can't get all dressed up and go to the Los Angeles version of Broadway (which was scattered all over town), and not first go to a vastly overpriced restaurant for ridiculously small portions, that soon led to overpaying for tiny snacks during the intermission of whatever production), that Chelsea began her sly seduction. She asked as they strolled into the restaurant, this one located in an enclosed courtyard instead of indoors (with sweet pea vines supported on lattices partially concealing the nighttime sky), "Daddy, are you looking forward to two hours of watching all those leggy women high-stepping it in their sexy stockings?"

"Pardon?" Dan asked, hearing the question, but completely taken aback by it.
"I know you have a nylon fetish," she smiled meaningfully.
"I don't," he denied not at all believably, having admired his daughter's nylon-clad legs and feet ever so briefly before they left the house, and he was rock hard from seeing her look so amazing in an ultra-short gold dress that displayed miles of cleavage, and gold nylons in a floral pattern.
"It's okay, you know," Chelsea smiled warmly, the same way she did when flirting with a boy. "That's why I picked this musical to go to with you."
"Because the chorus girls will be wearing nylons?" Dan asked, already confused by this conversation.
"I love going to any musical," Chelsea said, loving them ever since she'd seen Rent while visiting New York (she'd thought Idina Menzel and Adam Pascal were particularly hot, and Jesse Martin was a great addition for the movie), "but I figured this would be the only way to get you to attend one with me."
(While they were talking, they were escorted to a table and given some drinks.)
"Well, this is my first musical with or without nylons," Dan nodded, having for some reason avoided them for his whole life. "But I'll do anything for you."
"Really?! Be careful what you promise, Daddy," Chelsea warned, "'anything' can be a dangerous word."
Dan laughed, since he constantly couldn't help imagining things he'd like to do with her that she couldn't conceivably imagine doing with him, "I'll keep that in mind."

"For example," she said, feeling brazen, yet not ready to overtly go over the top, "I don't wear heels very often, and my feet are already killing me."
"I don't either," Dan joked.
"So since you're willing to do 'anything' for me," the sexy daughter slyly said using air quotes, as she slipped out of her heels under the table, "You might give me a foot massage." She then moved her feet to her Dad's lap.
Dan was surprised by his daughter's words, and even more by his daughter's feet suddenly landing in his lap. "Well, you're certainly taking advantage of my offer," he smiled, as he couldn't help bringing his hands to his daughter's nylon-clad feet.
"I usually get what I want," she said playfully, as she felt her Dad's strong hands on her feet.
"Like mother, like daughter," he laughed, as he massaged one of his daughter's sheer stocking feet... his dick hardening in his pants.
"Do you think I look like Mom?" she asked.
"You're a perfect facsimile; just somewhat younger," he said, seeing an awful lot of his beautiful wife in his daughter.
Before she started dating her current boyfriend, Chelsea had read a couple of stories about cuckqueans, and she'd even fulfilled the role of a cupcake by fucking a lawyer while his meek wife watched. It had really turned her on to see the woman accepting that she was younger, prettier, and more desirable. She hadn't thought that about her mother at all, she still appeared very pretty and loving, but suddenly the idea of cuckqueaning her mother popped into her head. "Was Mom hot when she was my age?" Chelsea asked, knowing she was putting her Dad in an awkward no-win situation. If he replied yes, he'd be implying his daughter was hotter than his wife was; but if he replied no, he'd sound like an asshole.
Dan was so horny as he rubbed his daughter's nylon-clad foot, and he immediately realized the trap his daughter had accidentally set (he assumed it was accidental, although he couldn't be sure; she was acting a little strange... almost with seductive intent). Dan avoided using the word hot, as he answered, "You're just as beautiful as your mother has ever been."
"Diplomatically phrased, Daddy; good job! But... you're saying I'm hot?" Chelsea repeated the question with a sly smile.
"You really want your father calling you hot?" Dan asked, as he brought his hands to her other foot, feeling a little like perhaps he was being seduced.
"Maybe a little," she said coyly.
"Okay then my darling daughter, you're hot," Dan said, feeling a strange rush of adrenaline as he said the words, and then added without even realizing he was about to, "really hot."
"You're pretty hot for an old man, too," she reciprocated with a big, teasing smile.
"Thanks," he laughed. "Men love being told they're old."
Chelsea, now not even remotely hiding her intentions, added, "You should; I really go for older men."
Dan had no idea how to answer that. It was becoming obvious his daughter was hitting on him... rather bluntly. Sure, he found her hot... very hot. Sure, he got a hard-on from looking at her legs and feet in nylons. Sure, he read incest porn and had fantasized many times about fucking his sexy daughter. Yet those were just provocative but taboo fantasies... nothing he ever planned to do anything about. Yet tonight, his far-fetched fantasies were being revealed as tempting possibilities.
As the old saying goes, 'you could cut the tension with a knife'... but that pregnant moment, frozen in time as each of them processed the implications of what was transpiring, was interrupted by the waitress arriving with their dinners. Chelsea slyly moved her foot directly onto her Dad's crotch, feeling his hard dick, before moving her foot back to the brick floor... leaving her Dad high and hard.
They both ate their meals in silence. Chelsea was thrilled with the progress she was making. She'd teased her Dad, pushed the envelope, and hadn't even remotely been rebuffed. Her Dad was about to prove himself putty in her hands... just like most of the men she'd already seduced.
Dan was trying to process what was happening, and more importantly, what it meant. Had his daughter deliberately or accidentally grazed his dick with her foot? Had the foot massage been a simple request because her feet hurt, or was it a ploy intended to lead him towards something more? Was she flirting with him in pursuit of a goal? Was she thinking about him sexually, just like he was thinking about her? So many questions... so few answers... yet all the implications pointed towards yes to all of the above. He'd never been more confused... or excited... in his life.
Once dinner was done, Dan asked, "Would you like some dessert?"
"I'd love something creamy," she said, hinting at his cum, although she could mean something innocent.
"Cheesecake?" he asked, the thought she may be hinting at cum popping into his head, although that seemed rather far-fetched... although not as far-fetched as it would have seemed before his daughter's foot had arrived in his lap and stayed there for a brief while to play.
"Sure," she smiled, thinking she'd likely pushed this as far as she should for now.
During the show, Chelsea made a point of slyly hiking up her already very short dress enough to offer her Dad glimpses of her lace-top stockings, but in the packed theatre, she couldn't do much more, without drawing attention that would surely embarrass him.
Dan did indeed notice his daughter was wearing thigh high stockings, and his dick ached throughout the musical, both at his seductive temptress of a daughter, and the plethora of women in black stockings onstage in the show.
When they arrived home and had walked down the hallway to the kitchen, Chelsea turned to her Dad, leaned in and gave him a brief kiss. "That was a great date, Daddy."

She was tempted to grab his dick; she was dying to learn how big it was, dying to feel it... yet she resisted, and left her Daddy a horny mess for her mother to deal with. Maybe she'd let him fuck her ass again!
Weekly Date 5... A Horror Film
So, for Daddy-Daughter-Date-Day five, Chelsea suggested going to a movie... in particular a horror film, with plans she thought her Dad wouldn't find horrific at all, to continue teasing him, with the ultimate goal of someday soon fucking him.
Chelsea asked if they could sit in the back row, and with a hopeful glint in his eye, Dan agreed, and as soon as they sat down, she removed her shoes. She was wearing a blue sundress with a garter-belt and stockings but no other underwear, and once the movie got a little scary, she leaned against her Daddy, gripping his thigh with her hand.
Dan was hard as fuck, as his daughter continued driving him nuts in those sexy nylons. He'd been looking forward to this date night with his daughter all week. He knew his hopes were wrong, that they were pathetic; he knew if they came true, it would constitute the very worst form of cheating. And yet he couldn't get screwing his daughter out of his head... no matter how hard (the perfect word) he tried. He felt like a horny teenager again, when every cheerleader, although untouchably out of his league, had made his dick ache, and he'd been completely obsessed with them. So feeling his cheerleader daughter's hand placed... however innocently... on his upper leg, had his dick rearing up in a full salute.
Chelsea squeezed his leg when a fake scare happened... you know... the despicable kind every horror film includes... where it seems like the monster is suddenly striking from ambush, but it turns out only to be the goddam cat running unexpectedly across the room! She leaned into him on a few occasions feigning being scared, and then later on, she grabbed his hand and gave it a couple of squeezes during particularly tense moments.
All these actions could be explained rather convincingly as a frightened daughter wishing to feel safe, cuddled against her strong and masterful Daddy.
Yet Chelsea, getting more and more brazen with her thrill of this seduction, moved her Dad's hand to her nylon-clad leg, before placing her own hand on his leg again.

Dan was shocked to suddenly discover his hand resting on his daughter's silky-feeling leg... wondering crazedly if he moved his hand up a couple of inches, whether he'd discover thigh high lace tops, or that she was in full pantyhose by this time... except when could she have conceivably found a chance to slip away and change... nevertheless, curious minds suffering from impaired logic needed to know. He was paralyzed with indecision and distraction.
His hand was on his daughter's leg... his daughter's sheer nylon-clad leg. If she weren't his daughter, and if he weren't married, his hand would already be under the dress and investigating what type of nylons she was wearing, before advancing his fingers further to discover the answer to an even more forbidden question!
He wanted to move his hand back and forth just to feel the sheer nylon... that sensation alone was enough to get him aroused. Some guys succumb to tits, others to asses, others heels... well, he fell prey to the look and feel of sheer hosiery. It was his fetish... his kryptonite.
Chelsea slyly monitored her father. She could tell he was rattled and unsure of himself... of her intentions, and whether she would consider his intentions acceptable.
Dan remained outwardly stoic for a few minutes, resisting the temptation to move his fingers or hand in any direction at all over his daughter's nylons... but he was just a man, so eventually he couldn't resist any longer, and he moved his fingers ever so slowly upwards, to feel more of the sheer nylon... and whatever else he might discover.
"That feels nice, Daddy," Chelsea whispered encouragingly, excited to feel her Dad's fingers moving along her leg... her pussy so wet.
Dan was surprised by his daughter's words, but they provided the reassurance he needed to know that everything he was hoping for was coming true... she was just as interested in him as he was in her! He stroked his hand around with a little more confidence... back and forth, but not going so far as to slide his hand under her dress.
"Oooooh," Chelsea gasped, leaning into her Dad as a sudden death occurred onscreen, which gave Dan an opportunity to slide his hand ever so slyly (or so he thought) now actually under the dress.
Chelsea smiled at her dad's hesitant actions, knowing he must be suffering from many conflicting emotions whirlpooling through him... but like all men... his lust for girls like herself overrode everything else.
Dan was no longer paying any attention to the movie at all, and he assumed his daughter's moaning was because of him, as he discovered she wasn't wearing pantyhose, nor were they thigh highs... his hot daughter was wearing a garter-belt and stockings... which were without a doubt the sexiest lingerie there was!
Chelsea was so excited! Her pussy juice had leaked out of her and onto the upholstered chair, since as may have been said, she wasn't wearing any panties... just in case things went as well as she'd been hoping... which was now happening.
Dan was completely captivated by his daughter's nylons, and he pondered advancing his hand all the way to the Holy Grail of her pussy... Chelsea sensed what her Dad was pondering, so she parted her legs wider... in a slow, but obviously deliberate way.
Dan interpreted that parting correctly as permission, and he moved his hand all the way to her pussy. It was completely unclothed and shaved, he discovered... and dripping wet.
Chelsea's entire body trembled with pleasure and excitement that this was finally happening. My Daddy's fingers are actually parting my pussy lips!
Dan moved his fingers ever so slowly up and down between the pussy lips for a couple minutes, and he was about to slide his finger inside her wet pussy, when tragically... the movie ended. He assumed the monster had been vanquished in some fashion, but by that point he hadn't been paying any attention at all. He quickly jerked his hand away, as if someone had caught him in the act, and he sat up to look at the screen dazedly, as the meaningless credits rolled.
Chelsea closed her legs and felt both a gush of pleasure, but also a rush of disappointment, as Dan slowly came to his senses, and he couldn't believe what he had just done.
They left the theatre, and they didn't say a word to each other until they got home. Chelsea, who had been contemplating during the entire drive how to play this... sensing the guilt consuming her Dad... finally said once they were out of the car, "That was a lot of fun, Daddy!"
"It was," Dan agreed, trying to act like he hadn't had his finger between his daughter's pussy lips just twenty minutes earlier.
Chelsea smiled, deciding to be as wicked as she could possibly be, "It was almost climactic."
"I'm so sorry," Dan said. "That was so wrong."
"Don't be silly; it felt really right," Chelsea disagreed, "and it was lots of fun, too!" leaning in and kissing her Dad firmly on the lips... this time for several seconds.
Dan was stunned. Somehow this kiss seemed more intimate than what he'd done earlier. Yet lust controlling logic... after a brief hesitation... he kissed her back.
Chelsea, having long ago learned the power of leaving them wanting more, broke the kiss and said, "Thanks for the date, Daddy. Like I said, I loved every moment of it!"
"S-s-sure," he stammered, as he watched her walk towards the house and adjusted his dick.
Weekly Date 6... A Camping Weekend
It was Friday, and Dan was packing a few things into a backpack before heading out for a weekend camping trip with his daughter (a tradition he'd maintained with his Dad every year back when he was young, but he hadn't initiated it with his daughter until his wife suggested it). His wife Jill mentioned, "The Dad-daughter dates seem to be a real success."



"Yeah," Dan said, feeling guilty for the lust he felt for his daughter, when he had a sexy and caring wife right there in his bedroom.
"You two seem to have gotten a lot closer," she said, happy to see Chelsea being her old, loving self around her father, even if she was still behaving like a bit of a condescending bitch to her mother.
"A little closer every week," Dan said, realizing guiltily just how true that was.
"Well, I couldn't be happier about that! Please get as close to her as you can," she said. "She'll be off to college before we know it."
"I'll keep that in mind," he said, amused by how she didn't realize what she was giving her blessing to. This week, Chelsea had left her wet panties on his front seat with a note saying, This is what you do to me. He, of course, smelt them... and then sucked out the wetness... the very fresh wetness. She'd also grazed her bum against his crotch a few times, squeezed his dick while her Mom was in the room, and rubbed her nylon-clad foot on his dick under the table twice, while his wife was obliviously sitting with them.
So for the first time in six weeks, Chelsea wasn't wearing nylons on a Dad-Daughter Date Night... although this time it was a Dad-Daughter Date Weekend. That said, she brought along a knee-high nylon for an idea she had.
It was only a 30-minute drive, and as soon as they were out of the city, Chelsea said, "I've been looking forward to this camping trip all week."
"So have I," Dan said, excited by all her teasing, but promising himself to control himself this time.
"Did you like the present I left you the other day?" she asked, as she reached into her purse.
"It was a little surprising," Dan said, not indicating yes or no, when he should have stated unequivocally how inappropriate it was, right off the bat. He needed to nip this misadventure in the bud before it bloomed. Yet he didn't say a word of reproof.
"That isn't an answer, Daddy," Chelsea said, as she slid her right hand into the sheer nylon stocking.
"Okay, I have to admit I liked it," Dan acknowledged, before deciding he needed to stop this burgeoning affair before it started, "but it was inappropriate. I'm your father."
"Not exactly; you're my Daddy," she amended, as she twisted to her left, reached over herself, squeezed his dick with her nylon-clad hand. "And a Daddy's primary job is to make his sweet daughter happy."
"Yes, but..." Dan groaned, as he looked down and saw his daughter's hand on his crotch, and encased in some nylon that was fraught with promise!
"But what, Daddy?" she asked, as she slowly rubbed his dick through his shorts... which was already hard, she noticed. "Is this big sword hard because of me... again?"
"Yes, but..." Dan repeated, his lust once again overriding his reason.
"I think Little Danny wants to come out and play," she said in a sexy voice, as she reached out with her near hand and unzipped him.
"Chelsea, we shouldn't be doing this," he protested weakly, not doing anything physically to stop her... instead, just moaning helplessly as she fished out his throbbing dick.
"Your baby girl only wants to play with you, Daddy," she minimised, as she stroked his hard eight-inch dick.
"Oh, Chelsea!" he moaned, having never experienced a nylon-clad hand job. It was still wrong, but it looked and felt so damn good!
"Does this feel good, Daddy?" she asked, reading his mind... or maybe not needing to... while she slowly stroked his nice, fat dick. She knew this monster would really stretch out her pussy, it being thicker and longer than her boyfriend's. It also felt really good, and it would likely also gape her asshole in amazing ways... since, just like her mother (although she didn't know that yet about herself), she was going to love a dick slamming into her asshole.
"Fuck," he groaned, knowing he wouldn't be able to offer her even any token resistance, as he managed at least to keep his eyes on the road.
"Agreed," Chelsea said, as she stroked his dick slowly. "You're so wonderfully big, Daddy."
"Thanks," he groaned, appreciating the compliment.
"Does Mommy let you fuck her every night with this big dick?" Chelsea asked naughtily, loving the tease of reminding her Daddy he was married... since her long-term plan included the further incest of cuckqueaning her mother.
"Not that often anymore," he answered, throwing his wife under the proverbial bus.
"If we were sharing the same bed, I'd suck this big dick and have you stick it inside me all the time," she said, imagining it inside her mouth, in her pussy, and in her ass.
"Chelsea...´he began, although since he wasn't thinking with the head on his shoulders anymore, any continuation for the sentence eluded him.
"I've sometimes heard Mommy screaming in pleasure because of you," she said, having lingered immediately outside their bedroom door on a few occasions, "and now I can see why."
"This is so wrong," he finally puzzled out a complete sentence.
"Oh, okay," Chelsea said, taking her hand away... not wanting to blow him yet, anyway.
Dan was surprised she'd backed away so readily. He was relieved... or he should have felt relieved... yet since he hadn't been relieved (if you get my drift), he wasn't really relieved at all.
He drove for the last ten minutes with his dick hardly shrinking at all, although he did put it away with a bit of a struggle, before reaching their destination. As he more or less calmed down, he was finally relieved... if only ethically. He knew these sexual interactions were wrong. He knew he couldn't possibly allow them to progress any further. Yet God, did he want to push her head down and get her to suck his dick! He wanted to pull to the side of the road to bend her over the hood, and to pound her from behind. Fuck, resisting his hot and horny daughter for an entire weekend was going to be the most challenging episode in his life!
Chelsea had never been more excited in her life. The rush of seducing her Dad was better than becoming head cheerleader, becoming Valedictorian, or winning State in gymnastics. Like each of those successes already under her belt, she knew she was going to get what she wanted, and win first place in this contest as well!
They put up the tent, arranged the deluxe air mattress in the tent (deluxe because it was almost a foot thick), set up folding chairs near the firepit, and went for a swim in the suits they'd already been wearing beneath their outer clothing: Chelsea in a super sexy bikini, flattering her every curve, and Dan shirtless, showcasing his impressive body as well. Once they reached the lakeside, she struck a sexy pose while gazing teasingly into his eyes... with tension filling the air between them.

After Dan had taken a good look, his daughter turned around to give him a different view of her assets... the ones her swimsuit was displaying almost totally, for any happy campers who might happen by.

After they'd had a good swim, with lots of playful splashing each other, they went back and had dinner by the campfire, and then they just chatted for a while. Dan put on a shirt over his swimwear, and Chelsea donned a rather see-thru cover-up, as the sun went down, and the evening cooled the air.

Dan kept expecting his daughter to do something more forward than only displaying her nearly naked body to him. Yet she didn't. Which surprised him, relieved him, frustrated him, and provoked within him every mixed emotion possible. They just chatted about mundane matters, such as her thoughts about college, and his increasingly successful career as a building contractor.
Eventually Chelsea went inside the tent to change into some jammies that amazingly (to Dan) weren't the least bit sexy, then courteously came back outside to allow him to change in privacy.
Then once they both were inside the tent, sharing a roomy bed made up on their very roomy air mattress, Chelsea finally resumed her seduction of her father, apparently innocently, but by this time Dan knew better. "Daddy, I'm really cold. May I please cuddle with you?"
"Sure, honey," Dan said, wondering where this overture would lead.
"Great," she said, sliding over towards her Dad's side of the bed. Her pajamas were cute, and flannel wasn't conducive to a major seduction. Still, there'd been some major sexual tension growing between them for weeks, and just last week he'd been sliding a finger between her pussy lips, and on that occasion, he'd come this close to sticking a finger or two all the way inside her pussy. So they were only cuddling, apparently innocently, but neither of them was feeling very innocent about it.
Chelsea, the devious step-by-step seductress that she was, made no overt attempt to seduce him at all. Yes, she could feel his dick, his hard dick, resting against her ass, and she even felt it flinching on a few occasions, serving as subtle reminders that it was there, and the ongoing impact she was having on him, yet she resisted the temptation and simply enjoyed the warmth, the closeness, and the intimacy... having decided that tomorrow she'd take his dick in at least two of her holes, if not all three of them.
Dan's dick wouldn't go down, no matter how sternly he told it to. The fact that it had nowhere to go didn't help. He really needed to shoot a load so he could go to sleep and get his dirty, sick, incestuous thoughts out of his head (both heads, really). Her moving ever so slightly every once in a while only added to the ache in his loins, and to the temptation to do what he really wanted to do to her. Yet he knew he mustn't. He knew it was wrong, but knowing his daughter was willing, as demonstrated by her allowing him almost to finger her in the theatre last week, to kiss him so passionately when they got home, and even to give him that wickedly teasing but incomplete nylon hand job earlier today, drove his temptation way harder (pun intended). But eventually his exhaustion took charge, and he managed to fall asleep (and therefore so did his dick).
The next morning, Chelsea began her special day! Special because she'd decided to pull out all the stops, and devote it to learning how much sucking and fucking she could accomplish with her Dad, whose defenses were obviously shot to hell by now.
He was making breakfast, when she came out of the tent wearing another scandalous bikini (this one with a tiny skirt, but no panties, and he offered, "Coffee?"
"Yes, please," she said, not really a morning person, and quite a bitch sometimes until she'd ingested some caffeine into her system. "But given that her plans were nearing fruition, this particular morning she was able to set her bitchiness completely aside.

Dan poured his daughter a cup, adding the two sugars he knew she liked, just like he did, and handed it to her.
She grumbled unexpectedly, as he stood there sipping his coffee, "No cream?"
"You suddenly like cream in your coffee?" he asked, a little surprised, since only his wife put cream in her coffee.
She put the coffee cup down, knelt before her Dad and said, "I've always liked it, but only when it's homemade cream."
"Chelsea," he gasped, having finally accepted that his not stopping her in the car had ended their silly game of will they, won't they, and that any further resistance coming from him would be futile.
"What?" she asked, as she tugged down his shorts, that were only held up by an elastic string, "Mom didn't pack us any store-bought cream, and I need some kind of cream for my coffee." "Is this thing always hard?" she added playfully, as she squeezed his big fat dick through his boxers.
Not stopping her, yet pointing out the obvious, even though their privacy was somewhat protected by some groves of trees, "Chelsea, someone could happen by."
"Then they'll be in for a treat, just like me," she smiled, as she pulled his boxers down, tossed both garments aside, and took his eight-inch dick into her mouth.
"Oh God, Chelsea," he groaned, shocked and amazed to feel his daughter's lips wrapped around his dick right out in the open like this. And to make it even wilder, her bathing suit had fallen askew, and it wasn't covering her essentials anymore!

"You've got such a great dick, Daddy," she purred, as she briefly took it out of her mouth to say those delicious words.
"Chelsea," he groaned again, as she deep throated his dick impressively, as he was trying to tell her they shouldn't be doing this... or more accurately that she shouldn't be doing this, and he shouldn't be allowing it... yet the pleasure was too intense, and he didn't even attempt to say any such useless words.
"What, Daddy?" she asked, after a few deep, tight-lipped bobs. "don't you like my doing this?"
"It feels too good," he admitted, looking down at her looking back up at him innocently, which was odd, considering his dick had just been inside her mouth, and she was still stroking it!
"So... moment of truth. Do you want me to continue fellating you, Daddy?" she asked, showing off her intellect a tad, while she licked his shaft from his balls, all the way to the head of his dick.
"Yes, baby girl," he said, deciding this situation was just like the ice cream one, meaning he should stop pretending he didn't want it to happen, and also stop pretending he was going to stop her at any point! "You've convinced me, and now I have to admit just how much I want to watch you suck your Daddy's big dick!"
"Oh yes, Daddy," she purred, loving to hear those words, loving to see him finally surrendering to their mutual lust. She resumed sucking his dick, wanting to hear him moan, wanting to feel his dick pulsing in her mouth, and soon giving her a sweet, full load of cum.
"You've wanted full access to your Daddy's dick for some time, haven't you, baby girl?" he asked, reminding them both how taboo this activity was, by referring to himself as 'Daddy' and his daughter as his 'baby girl.'
"Oh yes, Daddy," she agreed lustfully, as she stroked his dick and looked up at her Daddy with her light brown eyes. She then asked, she too loving the dirty incest talk, "And how long has my Daddy been imagining his baby girl sucking his big, fat dick?"
"Oh fuck, Chelsea," he groaned, loving the dirty talk spilling from his daughter's mouth. "I've wanted to face fuck those pretty lips for a very long time."
"Then go ahead and face fuck me Daddy," she said, "and come down my throat, or all over your daughter's pretty face... I want to do whatever makes you hot, Daddy."
"Oh fuck," he said, his lust and raging ramrod taking control, as he slid his dick into his daughter's mouth and began slowly fucking it.
She squeezed his ass cheeks and pulled him deeper into her mouth, hinting that she wanted to be roughly face fucked.
Dan took the hint and began going faster, more aggressively, his balls already bubbling. Soon his balls were bouncing off his daughter's chin, and she was taking all eight inches like an expert... moaning like the cum-hungry slut she was.
Chelsea loved the thrill of getting face fucked by her Dad... loved him taking charge. She could also tell from his moans he was getting close, and she was preparing for his load... wondering where he wanted to deposit it: in her mouth or on her face.
Dan was about to burst, and he decided just before he came that he wanted to give his daughter a facial, since that was the hotter, nastier choice between the two options. He pulled out at the last moment and grunted, "Here comes your coffee cream, baby girl."
Chelsea closed her eyes just in time, before she was coated with an amazing warm gooey cum from her Dad. She exhorted him, "Yes, Daddy, come all over your baby girl's face!"
Dan was already doing so, spewing a huge load all over his daughter's lovely face and tits.

Once done, he slid his dick back into her mouth, and she nursed on it for any last remnants of cum still lingering inside.
She then pulled back and crooned in a little-girl voice, "Thank you, Daddy."
"You look really hot with Daddy's cum all over your face," he said, admiring her face, her body, and his decorative load.
Chelsea scooped some cum off of her closed right eye and slurped it into her mouth. "Mmmmmmm, you're so yummy, Daddy."
"There's a lot more where that came from," he bragged, still looking down in slight disbelief at his daughter coated with his cum.
"Good to know," she smiled, getting up, grabbing her coffee mug, scooping some cum off of her cheek, and dropping it into the coffee.
"Shit," he said, partly at her using his cum as actual coffee cream, partly at what had just happened, but mostly at the thought of this only being the beginning. He knew that going forward, their relationship would be the opposite of the one he had will Jill, where he always led while she followed (when she wasn't grieving the loss of her father, anyway). But with Chelsea, he'd rarely take the lead, and he'd only do it whenever she indicated that she wanted him to. And this was a subjugation he wouldn't mind a bit, since it was already obvious that her imagination was far kinkier than his!
Chelsea scooped up the rest of her Dad's cum and stirred it into her coffee with a finger, knowing the procedure must be wickedly hot to watch.
They had breakfast, a little cum on Chelsea's forehead a lasting reminder for them both of what they'd just done. Once breakfast was finished, Chelsea suggested, "Let's go for a swim."
"Sure," Dan agreed.
They swam for a good hour before returning to the campsite and heading off for the hike that had served as the original reason for their coming this weekend. It was a four-hour one-way loop where they'd encounter some gorgeous scenery... lots of very tall, primarily deciduous trees and rock formations nearby, and some mountaintops further away, some with snow on them, particularly Mount Baldy, even though it was summertime. Also nearby, they expected to encounter a few skunks, raccoons and opossums. There was also the faint possibility they'd come across a black bear or two, which are surprisingly timid if you know how to behave in their presence, which they did.
Since her Mom wasn't accompanying them this time, Chelsea suggested they just put on some shoes and remain in their swimsuits. They'd taken this same hike every year when she was younger... until the fall when she'd begun the eleventh grade... and thus she knew some secluded spots where she could extract another yummy load.
They hiked for two hours, stopping to take some pictures and drink some water from Dan's backpack. The forecast had been wrong, and instead of today being cloudy with a chance of rain, the sun was beating down on them from a clear blue sky, and it was almost 90º F.




"It's crazy hot," Chelsea said, wiping some perspiration off of her forehead.
"Yeah," Dan agreed, doing the same.
"I'd take off my shirt," she said as she placed her hands on her hips, "but I'm not wearing one."
"The waterfall is only ten minutes away," Dan said. "We can cool down there."
"And perhaps I can get a snack," she said, glancing meaningfully at her Dad's crotch.
"I could use a snack too," Dan countered, his sexy intentions just as obvious as his daughter's. He loved eating pussy, and he was dying to taste hers for the first time.
"Well, let's get going then," she said, before asking, "Can you see my nipples, Daddy?"
"I can," Dan nodded.
"Oops," she shrugged insincerely, turned around and led the way, Dan watching his daughter's perfect ass... his hard dick flinching in his shorts. He adjusted himself and followed.
Ten minutes later they arrived at the majestic waterfall. An older couple was wading in the large but shallow pool of water below it, taking pictures.

Chelsea ordered, placing her hand meaningfully on her Dad's butt, "Come with me."
Dan smiled to himself as he felt a rush from the intimacy of her possessive touch, Oh, I definitely plan to come with you!
Chelsea led her Dad behind the waterfall, where she was pretty sure they'd find the privacy she needed to get Daddy's dick back in her mouth.
Behind the fall, Chelsea asked, "May I have that snack now, Daddy?"
"Not before I do," Dan surprised her by saying, He then... uncharacteristically without asking for permission... picked her up and carried her onto an immense boulder, the top of which was reasonably flat.
Chelsea felt a rush of adrenaline at being carried so effortlessly by her strong father... it got her so hot! Her plan was to save their very first fuck for tonight, but if he decided to take control and do her right here and now, she certainly wouldn't stop him, or even complain. "Ohhh, Daddy, do whatever you want to me," she purred.
"I know what my baby girl needs," Dan said confidently, as he placed her down on the immense, wet rock.
"Do you now? Then tell me Daddy, what does your baby girl need?" she asked in a sexy tone.
"You need lots of things. But right now, you need to suck my dick," he ordered.
"Yes, I do indeed, Daddy," she agreed, loving her man taking charge. (To clarify, she'd never allowed any other guy to take charge of her for even a moment. But inexplicably, her Daddy was special!)
Dan pulled her swimsuit down and off, and then stripped himself naked too, except for their shoes. Then he laid down on his back with his stiff erection pointing straight up towards the top of the cave. "Here it is, go to it," he said. "But lie on top of me, with your pussy in my face."
"You mean you're going to eat me too, Daddy?" she asked, in a squeaky little-girl voice.
"Does my baby girl want Daddy to eat her pussy?" he asked, as she lay down on top of him, his hot breath now blowing against her pussy and making her tremble.
"Yes please, Daddy," she said, so excited to feel him starting to eat her. Almost no boy or man had ever done a decent job of eating her pussy, although a couple of nerd guys, plus her best friend Stephanie, Mrs. Walker, and her Mom's best friend Joan, had all dined down there and given her amazing orgasms. "Please eat your baby girl's pussy, while I gobble down your dick. You've kept me feeling so horny, ever since your big hard dick was poking my bum last night."
"And you, my so-called innocent little girl... you and your hot ass... which was snuggled up against my dick while I thought it was unavailable... the two of you kept it hard and raging all night," Dan rebutted, as he raised his head and began licking his daughter's snatch.
"Oh yes, Daddy, but from now on, nothing of mine will ever be unavailable to you! And right now, please lick my pussy," she moaned, another rush of adrenaline coursing through her body while she deep throated her Dad.
"And you've got such a tasty pussy, baby," Dan said, loving her sweet/savoury cocktail of pussy juice and sweat.

"You've been keeping me all wet, Daddy," she said, as he wiggled his tongue between her pussy lips, a technique he knew worked well to stimulate both wetness and anticipation.
"Daddy's here for you, baby girl," he said, as he traced her pussy lips.
"Oh yes, Daddy, lick your baby girl's cunt, while she makes a meal of your man meat," she said, the word 'cunt' sounding so much nastier and hotter than 'pussy', and 'man meat' sounded more inventive, instead of just calling it a dick all the time.
Dan would have liked to linger and enjoy for many minutes the sweet nectar of his daughter's pussy, but he knew that although they were presently alone and somewhat secluded, someone could show up at any moment, so after just a couple minutes of teasing, he attacked her puss and clit with a will towards getting her off soon.
"Oh God, Daddy," Chelsea moaned loudly, as the teasing pleasure intensified rapidly, while her Dad attacked her pussy with an eagerness just as gratifying as the lesbians and bi women who regularly got her off.
Dan knew his daughter was as close to coming as he was, as he sucked her swollen clit between his lips and shook his head gently from left to right.
"Don't you dare fucking stop, and I won't either," Chelsea promised, as she forced his entire dick into her mouth, then used her throat muscles to literally swallow around his hard shaft.
Dan kept licking and sucking until his daughter screamed, "Yesssss!!" and he received his own facial... as his daughter's cum flooded his face while he came down her throat!
He lapped up the sweet taste, as he felt his daughter's legs tremble around his head.
When she finally backed off of his dick, her orgasm having gone on and on, she gasped, "That was a wonderful come, Daddy! Not the best I've ever had, but the very best I've ever had from a man!"
They both stood up, and Dan looked around to make sure they were still alone.
They weren't.
"That was disgusting!" a woman's voice accused furiously, startling both the father and daughter out of their sexual satisfaction.

Dan looked across the cave and spied the older couple they'd seen earlier looking at them. The man was smiling avidly, while the woman was glaring at them disgustedly.
"You cradle robber, this young snip is young enough to be your daughter," the older woman condemned Dan.
"Well I should be! He is my Daddy," Chelsea bragged with a wicked smile.
"Then it's beyond disgusting, it's illegal!" the older woman retorted, as she went to grab her phone.
"My girlfriend is kidding," Dan said, apologizing, as he and Chelsea grabbed their clothes and his backpack, and they hurried away, past the older couple.
"I'm calling the authorities," she called after them.
"From inside a cave? And even if you succeed in making a call, you'll tell them what?" Chelsea taunted. "That you stood around watching a man and his daughter doing a 69, and you didn't say anything... until you'd watched us swallow each other's cum?" She was flattered to notice that even though the old biddy had shattered the mood, her Daddy's erection was still standing tall... which could only be because he thought his daughter was really hot!
"You're disgusting," the older woman said yet again.
"We're sorry if we offended you," Dan said conciliatorily, just happy the old couple hadn't taken any pictures, and realizing how close they'd come to having photographic evidence on record of their committing a couple of crimes. (Since Chelsea was eighteen, she too could be accused of the criminal act of incest.)
"Let the two lovebirds be," the old man urged his wife, as he looked back to check out the teen's lovely and completely naked ass.
"You're just as bad as they are," the woman snorted, as Dan and Chelsea hurried through the waterfall and away from the older couple.
"That was fun," Chelsea said, after a couple minutes of not running, but not strolling either. They were still carrying their clothes and the backpack.
"You're so bad," Dan said, smiling slightly, once they were a comfortable distance away from the couple, whereupon they stopped and got dressed.
"You're the sinful man who ate your daughter's cunt, while you shoved your dick in her face and came down her throat," Chelsea pointed out wickedly.
"And you're the sinful daughter who cheered me on, and happily swallowed it! Whatever is a loving and responsible father to do with you?" he asked incredulously, his daughter so much hotter and nastier than he could have ever imagined. Every Dad worries about his daughter having sex and being used by boys or men, yet now that he knew his daughter was a dirty slut who gave as good as she got, he considered her as so much more precious than only a daughter.
"Sinful, am I? Then bend me over and spank me, Daddy," she giggled, stopping and bending over, resting her hands against a tree.
Dan shook his head and said melodramatically, "Seriously, whatever am I going to do with you?" He almost giggled too!
"Perhaps you'd like to shove your big dick in your baby girl's asshole and sodomize her?" she suggested wickedly, as she turned her head back to look at her Dad while she wiggled her ass.
"Jesus Christ," he said. "You're so much like your mother."
"Does Mommy like your dick inside her ass as much as I will?" she taunted, still posing provocatively.
"It's the way she always comes the hardest," he said, definitely giving his daughter too much information about his sex life with her mother.
"Like Mommy, like daughter," she said, spinning around and pacing closer to him. "Although having a fellow cheerleader, one of my nerd pets, Mrs. Walker, or Joan munching on my cunt is pretty awesome too!"
Each of those names made his dick, once again hard, flinch, as each face and figure brought to mind was a hot fantasy on its own, even though to him Mrs. Walker was only a name, probably a teacher Chelsea had mentioned in passing; but he was particularly caught up by her mention of Joan, his wife's really hot lawyer friend. "Mom's friend Joan?"
"Yes, that's the one! She loves eating my cunt," Chelsea revealed with an evil grin. Then, because shocking her father was great fun, she added, "and fucking her pussy and ass with a strap-on is also quite the rush."

"Jesus Christ," Dan said, wanting indeed to bend her over and fuck her ass, yet knowing they had to keep going. Their next sex act whatever it might be, certainly didn't need to be witnessed by that older couple again.
"She often uses those very two words when I'm ten inches deep in her asshole," Chelsea said, reaching out and squeezing her Dad's dick. "Shit, hard stuff, you've got the staying power of a teenager!"
"Today with you I do," he agreed, "but we need to keep moving for now. These woods aren't as secluded as I'd hoped."
"Fine," she sighed dramatically. "But your virtual sodomizing your daughter token is always there to be cashed in, whenever you need to pound someone special's tight asshole until you cum in it."
"Jesus Christ!" he repeated, shaking his head. This new side of his daughter was far wilder than anyone in any of the erotic incest stories he'd read, and he'd read a lot of them.
"I'll probably scream that too when your fat dick fills my asshole, Daddy," she said, giving his dick one more squeeze before sauntering ahead to show off her ass again.
"Jesus Christ," he repeated, as he dawdled behind her picturesque ass, wondering what it would be like to fuck it.
They hiked for another hour, before arriving at a great spot for a picnic. It was secluded, and it had a great view.
They were eating, when Chelsea's phone buzzed. She grabbed it and announced, "It's a text from Joan."
"No way," Dan said.
"She's asking if I'm available for brunch," Chelsea smiled, "which is Joan's way of asking if I can come over and be the main course."
"Jesus Christ," Dan said for the fourth time in probably that many minutes, as Chelsea handed him her phone. "Crazy," he said, since that was exactly what the message said.
Chelsea took the phone back and responded while she read out the text to her Dad: Sorry, I'm at the lake with Dad. Can possibly stop by tomorrow night if I'm not too worn out.
Dan smiled, deciding to let his daughter know he had plans for her, "You may well be too worn out."
"I certainly hope so," Chelsea smiled.
They continued eating, and as they were packing up, Dan's cell rang. "It's your Mom."
"Say hi for me," Chelsea said, as she crawled over to her Dad and squeezed his dick.
"You're insatiable," Dan said.
"You'd better believe it," she said, as she attempted to fish out his dick.
"Don't," he said.
"Just answer the phone," she ordered. "Meanwhile, I need my dessert."
"Chelsea," he warned.
Ignoring such an insincere warning, Chelsea quickly had his semi-hard dick out, and then she pre-emptively reached for his phone and answered it for him. "Hi, Mom."
"Jesus Christ," Dan muttered (for the fifth time in a row, but who's counting), and moaned under his breath while his daughter multi-tasked: stroking his dick while talking on the phone (which made him recall back when he'd ass fucked Jill while she was talking to her Mom about wedding plans twenty years ago).
"Yeah, we're having loads of fun," Chelsea said, stressing the word, which was a blatant hint, yet not one her Mom would catch.
Dan sighed, even as he grinned conspiratorially at his daughter's wicked hint.
"It's been a great day so far. Dad is making sure I'm getting everything I want and need," she said, and she leaned down and licked her Dad's dick head.
After a moment Chelsea said, before she took her Dad's dick into her mouth again, "Oh, I think he has some big plans for me tonight, although he hasn't outright told me what they are."
Dan couldn't believe how brazen his daughter was being, although his wife had once been just as adventurous in her younger days. His dick was yet again completely hard.
"Here, I'll give you to Daddy," Chelsea said, surreptitiously turning on the speakerphone and resolving to be perfectly quiet. "I need to finish my lunch."
Dan took the phone, and his daughter resumed sucking him, this time in total silence. "Hi, honey."
Jill said, "It sounds like things are going very well between you two."
"Yeah, it's a real adventure, and we're getting along like a house afire," Dan said.
"What have you been doing?"
"Today we had coffee and breakfast, then we went for a swim, and right now we're polishing up our lunch during our hike," Dan said, all of it true.
"Did you guys stop at the waterfall?" Jill asked, that being her favourite stop along that hike.
"Yeah, we stopped there to share an extra bite to eat," Dan said, which was again pretty much true.
"Great," Jill said, happy they were having such a good time... and wishing she'd gone with them.
"You okay?" Dan asked, noticing a tone in her lone syllable. Twenty years of marriage can develop that sensitivity.
"Oh nothing," Jill said, but then she added, "I guess I wish I'd come too."
Chelsea overheard that, and she wondered once again what it would be like to seduce her Mom. The idea of cuckqueaning her was still lurking in the back of her mind.
"Well, you could have come," Dan said, although he sure was happy she hadn't.
"No, this is your special bonding time," Jill said, still thinking everything they were doing together was in accordance with her original ideas.
"Well, we really are bonding," he said, feeling a little guilty at both the accuracy of his statement, and because he'd cheated on her multiple times by now... with their own daughter.
"And that's exactly what I want to happen," Jill said. "I need you two to be as close to each other as you used to be."
"I think we've already outdone our previous familiarity," Dan said, as his daughter began to really work on his dick.

Chelsea could hear her Mom very clearly, and thus she was really enjoying the conversation, and that she was quietly sucking her Dad's dick while it transpired.
"So, what are your plans for the rest of the day?" Jill asked.
"Let Chelsea finish gobbling her meal, and then we can finish our hike," Dan said, unable not to toss in the innuendo. He knew it was wrong, this was all so wrong, yet he couldn't resist.
"Nice," Jill said. "Make sure she eats enough; she's been getting too skinny."
"No worries, I've been feeding her all day," Dan said. "She literally can't stop snacking."
"Make sure she gets some meat inside her too, not just a bunch of starchy snacks," Jill reminded him, like the caring mother she was.
"I'll be sure to do that," Dan smiled, as he enjoyed his third blow job of the day, and it was only early afternoon.
"I need to get going, I'm taking Mom out to get some groceries," Jill said.
"Okay," Dan said.
"Have fun," Jill said.
"I'm having a blast," Dan said, his third load about to erupt.
"Don't have too much fun without me," Jill teased, suddenly wishing he was at home so he could fuck her.
"I'll try," Dan said, trying not to come before he hung up.
"Speaking of a blast, once you get back, maybe you can find some time to blast a load in my asshole," Jill said wickedly.
"Oh fuck," Dan grunted. Those words were too much for him, and he did indeed blast a load.
"You like that idea?" Jill asked, as she moved her hand to her pussy.
"I love it," Dan said, as he spewed a third load down his daughter's throat.
"Good, so it's a plan," Jill said. "Come home early if you can, and sodomize me."
"Mom!" Chelsea gasped mockingly, after swallowing her Dad's load.
"Chelsea!" Jill gasped back, horrified that her daughter had heard her say that.
"You let Dad butt fuck you?" she demanded, feigning outrage as she snatched the phone away from her Dad, and snapping her fingers and pointing at her pussy. She lay down on her back in the vegetation-cushioned dirt in her perfect world, and gazed contentedly up at the blue sky.
Dan too was mortified by the conversation's sudden major swerve, yet he couldn't resist the summons to go down on his daughter again. He crawled between her legs, kept her swimsuit on and just pulled the crotch aside... which was safer in case someone (such as a certain elderly couple) happened to wander into their secluded area.

"Chelsea, why were you listening in?" Jill asked, her cheeks burning hotly.
"It was on speakerphone, so I couldn't help it. I was just finishing my snack, and suddenly you just blurted that out," Chelsea said. "I've overheard you and Dad fucking sometimes, but I never imagined you liked taking it in the ass. But don't worry, I think it's really cool!"



"Chelsea, please don't talk to me like that," Jill objected, feeling completely horrified and humiliated by having her innocent daughter hear her say what she'd said.
As her Dad licked her pussy, she said, "Please don't worry, Mom; I'm not judging you, I'm just trying to process what I just learned about you two sex fiends."
"We're no such thing!" she lied. Or not really, since she hadn't been a sex fiend at all recently. "Can you please give me back to your father?" Jill asked, not knowing what she could possibly say to her daughter at this point.
"No, not right now," Chelsea said, "Daddy's with me this weekend so we can bond. You can have him back tomorrow, for your ass fucking... or what did you call it... getting sodomized."
"Chelsea!" Jill said, humiliated, but now getting angry at the flippant way her daughter was talking to her.
"Jill!" Chelsea countered with just as much heat, and using her mother's first name, thinking this was the perfect way to begun the cuckqueaning process she'd been pondering. "You want Daddy to hurry home... to end his Dad-Daughter Date Weekend early... so he can ass fuck you? Is that what you're saying?"
Dan felt so bad. His daughter was completely humiliating his wife. He should stand up for her. Yet instead, he just kept licking his daughter's delicious pussy.
"No, Chelsea, that isn't what I meant at all," Jill defended herself desperately. "You and your father do need your special time together!"
"And you're trying to upstage that special time by drawing all his attention to your asshole," Chelsea accused, sounding very angry, when in truth she was highly amused.
"No, no, no," Jill said, tears streaming down her face. Where the fuck is Dan? Why isn't he doing anything about this? "And please don't use that language."
"Sorry. You're drawing his attention to your anus, then," Chelsea corrected herself, her tone dripping with sarcasm.
"Please give the phone to your father," Jill demanded.
"So you can tempt him away from me with anal sex?" Chelsea asked, as she began really grinding on her Dad's face. "No, I think I'll keep Daddy all to myself for the rest of the weekend."
"Chelsea, give me to your father right now!" Jill demanded again.
"No, Jill," Chelsea responded firmly. "You may have my Daddy back when we return home tomorrow night, but until then, he's all mine." And without another word, Chelsea hung up on her mother and moaned, "Oh yes, Daddy, eat your baby girl's pussy... I'm so close to coming!"
Dan obeyed, even though he felt guilty for allowing his wife to be so humiliated by their daughter... although he was also confused by how much listening to his daughter verbally dominating his wife had turned him on.
His phone rang again, and Chelsea ordered, "Let it go to voice mail; we can deal with her later."
Dan knew he should answer it, there would be hell to pay later, yet the tantalizing, addicting taste of his daughter was all-consuming.
He licked.
She moaned.
And a couple minutes later, Chelsea had her second orgasm of the day (and ever) from her father's expert tongue.
Once she was finished coming, she said, "God, you have an amazing tongue."
"Your Mom is going to be so pissed," Dan said as he wiped his daughter's wetness off of his face.
"I won't let her steal our Daddy-daughter time from us," she insisted.
"But you really humiliated her," Dan pointed out.
"And you liked it."
"I did not," Dan lied.
"Yes, you did, and the way you were gasping into my cunt gave you away," Chelsea said. "It really turned you on."
"Okay, okay, you're right. But even if it did," Dan said, no point in lying, when it was obvious it had turned him on, "that doesn't mean it's right."
"Are you siding with Mom?" Chelsea asked, feigning her feelings were being hurt.
"No, no, no," Dan said quickly. "It's just that I love you both."
"Okay, that's fair. But what if you could have your cake and eat it too?" Chelsea asked.
"What do you mean?"
"What if you could keep letting your daughter suck your big dick whenever you wanted, eat my pussy whenever you're hungry, slide that big dick in your baby girl's ass while Mom knows it's happening and makes us dinner, and you could even watch Mom eating my pussy?" Chelsea asked, the plan already formulating in her head... the seeds having already been planted during her recent altercation with her.
"What?" Dan asked, having heard his daughter's words and their resultant nasty images popping into his head, and yet not able to fathom how any of that could possibly take place for real.
"If you just let me do my thing when we get home, I can have Mom not only eating my pussy, but she can watch you slamming that big dick of yours in any of my three holes you like, and maybe even into Joan's, too," Chelsea asserted confidently.
"No way," Dan said, even though all those ideas were very appealing, and he couldn't help visualizing them happening. As wrong as all of this seemed, there was no way he could return home and go back to living their lives like before. Much more appealing was his current fantasy of his fucking Joan like crazy, while Jill went down on their daughter on the same bed!

"Very few men or women can resist me," Chelsea pointed out, giving him her seductive smile.
"That I can believe," Dan said, as his phone began ringing again. "But your mother is on an entirely different level. She too is no stranger to wrapping people around her little finger."
"Maybe, maybe not. Is she submissive in the bedroom?" Chelsea asked, waving him away from the phone as he reached to pick it up.
"Yeah," he answered, figuring that was obvious to his daughter by now.
"Then she'll be an easy turn," Chelsea deduced.
"Turn," he said, a term he'd encountered in many lesbian stories... those ones being his second favorite theme, right after incest.
"Yes, as in, 'I'm going to turn her into our pet,'" Chelsea said, standing up.
"Our pet?" Dan repeated, apparently unable to absorb any of her concepts.
"Trust me," she said, as the phone reluctantly stopped ringing. "She'll be eating your cum out of my asshole before you know it."
"Jesus Christ!" Dan said (yet again), this weekend becoming more and more surreal the longer it continued.
"Do you want to see that happen?" Chelsea asked.
"I plead the Fifth," Dan answered.
"Overruled. Tell me," Chelsea said, now standing right in front of him.
"Yeah," Dan admitted.
"Yeah, what?" Chelsea pursued.
"Yes, I'd really like to see Jill eating my cum out of your asshole," Dan said wickedly, the vision now planted in his head.
"Good," Chelsea nodded. "Operation Cuckquean Mommy is officially underway."
"Cuckquean Mommy?" Dan asked, that not being a term he knew.
"A cuckquean is a woman who submissively allows, and typically also gets sexually excited by watching a younger, usually hotter woman, fucking and having other kinds of sex with her husband," Chelsea explained.
"How do you even know that?" Dan asked.
"With all the porn hidden away behind those inadequate passwords in your computer, how do you not?" Chelsea revealed another secret.
"Shit," Dan sighed.
Chelsea shrugged, "I found it pretty hot, especially all that Dad and daughter stuff."
"Then there's no longer any reason for me to just to read about it and wish," Dan gave in, deciding to go along with the plan... really, what else could he do... he was in way too deep, and he was still looking forward to fucking his daughter's remaining two holes.
"Exactly," she said, as they packed up and finished the final hour of their hike, Dan obediently ignoring the vibrations alerting him that he had a constantly growing number of texts. "And don't you dare respond to any of her texts; she can just wait until we get home. And then the fun can begin!"
"I got it," Dan said, knowing he'd have to face wrath and fury when he got home... unless Chelsea somehow could turn on her magic, just like she'd gotten him on board with taking part in an incestuous relationship.
They returned to their campsite, and Dan asked, "Want to go for some ice cream?"
"I can never get enough cream," Chelsea replied.
"Well, the cream you've been imbibing today has been a lot warmer, I imagine," the father countered.
"Yes, and it's gooey and salty too," Chelsea nodded.
"I hear it's an acquired taste," Dan said, having heard that many women hated it.
"Perhaps for some. But I loved it at first swallow," the sexy daughter shrugged.
"I've always had the same love for feminine cream," Dan shared. (Shared. Such a wholesome-sounding word, isn't it?)
"I'll change bathing suits, and we'll go," Chelsea nodded, and shortly afterwards, they walked the few minutes to the lake store while Dan, a little worried they might bump into the older couple who'd caught them in the act earlier, kept looking nervously over his shoulder.
At the store, Dan chatted with the owner, Ms. Lee, a Korean American lady who also ran a Korean restaurant back in the city. Dan had done a lot of work for her at both locations, and he'd always found her a sexy, although very diminutive woman. She'd always been very flirtatious with him, while he'd done his best to keep things professional. For instance, he once asked why she had a tattoo on her chest, and she explained that unlike many women, she liked it when people looked at her chest. And now that she had the tattoo, some people, primarily men, who might be reluctant to look for fear of getting busted, now had an excuse to look at her bust as much as they pleased. But now that his 'innocent' daughter seemed to be opening new doors for him, maybe Ms. Lee could be persuaded to have a fling with him sometime. But he wouldn't do any such thing on the sly. And before Jill would ever agree to more of an open relationship with him, then once they got back home, he'd have to see how well Chelsea's cuckqueaning seduction turned out for them all.

Chelsea was licking her mint-chocolate chip ice cream cone, when her eyes went wide. It can't be! Yet it was. It was Mrs. Walker... with her family. This was fate! She rushed 0over and said, "Hi, Mrs. Walker."
Jasmine's eyes went wide. She knew that voice! She knew that tone. Usually those words and that tone were quickly followed by her getting down on her knees and licking the teenage student's amazingly delicious pussy. Somehow, Chelsea had never revealed how she'd discovered it, the teen knew about her secret life... as an author... on an erotica website called Literotica. A life that if revealed, would end not only her teaching career, but likely also her marriage (although she could never decide whether her husband would be outraged or enthusiastically turned on). She slowly turned her head, praying Chelsea would be as discreet as she'd already been in their increasingly frequent encounters over the past few weeks, "Hi, Chelsea."

"What are you doing here?" Chelsea asked, even though since she was here at the lake, the answer was pretty obvious.
"Just enjoying the lake with my family," Jasmine said, hinting slyly for her student/Mistress to play it cool.
"I'm here with my Dad," Chelsea said, as she extended her hand to Jasmine's husband, "Hi, Mr. Walker, I'm Chelsea, the brilliant girl Mrs. Walker calls her favourite student."
"Nice to meet you, brilliant Chelsea," the handsome man replied, unable to resist checking out the ebony beauty.
"Sorry. Yes, Jim, this is my student Chelsea," Jasmine jumped in, hating when her husband didn't introduce her to someone he knew but she didn't.
"Why don't you two chat?" he offered. "I'll take the kids to get some ice cream."
"Thanks," Jasmine said, relieved by how smoothly this encounter was going so far.
As soon as the handsome husband was out of earshot, Chelsea smiled and offered her ice cream cone to her teacher, "Want a lick?"
"Please, not here," Jasmine pleaded, ignoring the innuendo and glancing nervously over to her husband and her two middle school kids.
"I have to say... you're looking really hot today, Jas. You certainly don't wear sexy dresses like this one at school. there's no back above the waist, and you're showing some lovely side boob!"
"And you're hardly wearing anything at all! Does your family know you're out in public dressed like this?"
"My Dad certainly does. He's the handsome brother over there chatting up Ms. Lee right now. But back to my point: shall we say my tent in a little while?" Chelsea asked.
"Please, Chelsea," Jasmine continued begging, even though she insanely craved the heavenly taste of this teen's twat... having finally fulfilled one of her many deep and secret fantasies... serving as a submissive to a student, and munching on her pussy. She could never get enough, and she'd left her house to eat Chelsea's pussy in her garage, had excused herself from a dinner with family and friends to eat Chelsea's cunt in a bathroom, and had slipped away from an evening drama production to devour Chelsea's peach in her darkened classroom. She was addicted to this girl... she knew it... so she also knew that if Chelsea ordered her to meet her somewhere, she'd have a hard time resisting.
"You're begging," Chelsea smiled, "I like that."
"My family is standing right over there," Jasmine pointed out the obvious.
"And my Dad is coming over here right now," Chelsea said. "Actually, I'm sure he'd love to meet you."
"Please, be discreet," Jasmine worried, just as the handsome and obviously very fit black man arrived.
"Dad, this is my favourite teacher, Mrs. Walker," Chelsea said.
Dan tried to process whether that was the name of the teacher she'd mentioned in the litany of female conquests she'd enumerated earlier. Mrs. Walker reminded him of a teacher he'd jerked off to back when he was in high school: a Mrs. Jones. "Hi, Mrs. Walker," Dan greeted, extending his hand.
"It's so nice to meet you, Mr. Weeks," Jasmine greeted warmly, like she did anytime she met a student's parent.
"You as well," Dan said, finding it easy to imagine this hot, slender, bespectacled redhead eating out his daughter. He also thought she looked incredibly beautiful and sexy, and he found it difficult not to stare at her tits and ass. He did only moderately well at reining himself in.
"Mrs. Walker is my favourite teacher," Chelsea repeated, stressing the word, hoping her Dad would catch on that this teacher was one of her pussy pets.
"I hope my wild and crazy daughter isn't too much of a handful for her teachers," Dan said semi-apologetically.
"Oh, not at all, she's very sweet," Jasmine said.
"Sweet as cherry pie," Chelsea elaborated, not bluntly saying anything, yet making Jasmine blush, which confirmed her Dad's assumption for him.
"I need to get back to my family," Jasmine said, needing this understated but painfully pointed conversation to be over.
"Understood. But I think you should stop by to visit us tonight," Chelsea said. And that statement was blunt.
"I'm not sure I'll be able to," Jasmine demurred.
"Around ten will be perfect," Chelsea said as if she hadn't spoken. "Lot 43."
Before Jasmine could say anything else, Chelsea turned and left.
Dan, curious to see where this would go, whether this teacher would obey his daughter, and whether he'd get a chance to see this hot, distinguished fox naked, said, "Then I guess we'll see you tonight, Mrs. Walker."
"Yes, I'll try to stop by," Jasmine more or less agreed, mortified by how easily this summons, for that's exactly what it was, might make her life fall apart.
"Please do," Dan said, "I'd love to see more of you," as he turned and left, wondering if he'd just been too blatant. He probably had.
Outside, Dan asked, wanting to confirm his assumption, "Is that the same teacher you mentioned earlier?"
"She is," Chelsea nodded, as she licked her ice cream. "Rather serendipitous, don't you think?"
"She's hot," Dan said.
"I'll tell you a secret. You already know her way better than you think you do," Chelsea confided.
"How so?" Dan said, pretty sure he would have remembered meeting her. He wasn't the one who attended the parent-teacher interviews.
"Want to hear the hottest secret ever?" Chelsea asked, licking her ice cream, which for Dan, now looked hot as fuck.
"Hotter than what you and I did today?" Dan asked, by now having fully accepted their taboo wickedness, and looking forward to more of it tonight.
"Maybe hotter, and definitely more shocking," Chelsea said, recalling when she'd first discovered that Mrs. Walker, her English teacher, was an erotic writer.
"I can't fathom," Dan said, the teacher looking so sweet and demure... except for that very sexy sundress she was wearing...with apparently no underwear... although he had no doubt she'd eaten out his daughter... which was so fucking hot... and although there was likely no way he could ever watch that happening live, God did he want to.
"She wears nylons every day at school," Chelsea said.
"Cool," Dan said, imagining the teacher in nylons.
"Only thigh highs, or a garter-belt and stockings, per my instructions," Chelsea continued.
"Hot," Dan said. Although these details were interesting, they didn't come anywhere close to the naughty, semi-public incestuous acts the two of them had committed today.
"You still don't know quite how hot," Chelsea foreshadowed. "You read a lot of stories on Literotica, don't you?"
"Define a lot?" Dan joked, it being his go to website for self-pleasure help. He enjoyed video porn, especially when it featured women in nylons, but he preferred well-written erotica.
"Every day?" she smiled.
"Okay, then a lot," he laughed.
"Who's your favourite author?"
"I'm not sure I have just one," Dan said. He enjoyed HeyAll, lovecraft68, dezurtdawg, MLT17, coxswain, BrokenSpokes, Salacious_Scribe, oggbashan and silkstockingslover, just to name a few.
"Do you read silkstockingslover?"
"Yeah."
"Me too."
"Really?"
"Her lesbian and incest stories are particularly hot," she said.
"They are," Dan agreed. Since she wrote about his favorite fetish, nylons, in pretty much every story, she was one of his regular go to reads. Her releasing a new story almost every week, also helped.
"I think one of her next postings will tell everybody our story," Chelsea said.
"What?" Dan said.
"You're not being very observant," Chelsea smiled, as they reached their campsite. "Mrs. Walker is aka silkstockingslover."
"No way!" Dan blurted out. This revelation, while not more shocking than what they'd done today, was damn close.
"Yep," Chelsea nodded. "I happened to see what she was writing on her iPad one day at her desk, and I put it all together."
"Wow!" was all that Dan could muster. He'd read pretty much every story she'd ever written... even the gay ones, even though that wasn't really his thing. The extensive illustrated series she'd collaborated on with that hot black couple had been particularly... ummm... moving.
"Yeah," Chelsea nodded. "I think I'll make the slut write our story, and she can release it for the Summer 2020 contest."
"Seriously?" Dan asked.
"Sure," she nodded. "Why not?"
"At least get her to change our names," Dan said, the idea of the world reading their nasty, raw story was both intriguing and terrifying. The idea of other people, assumedly both men and women, commenting on it, even pleasuring themselves to it, was so surreal, yet kind of hot.



"Maybe," she shrugged, as she said, "That said, our story so far, while definitely hot enough, is definitely still short a wild sex scene or two."
"Oh, I think we've engaged in some wild sex scenes today," Dan said, thinking of getting caught behind the waterfall, and being blown by his daughter while talking to his wife on the phone. If they were well-written, her readers should find those scenes pretty hot.
"True," she agreed, reaching over and squeezing her Dad's dick, "but we haven't fucked each other yet."
"Oh my," Dan moaned, finding the idea of fucking his daughter so wicked.
"Therefore we haven't..." she continued, her tone sexy and seductive, "...officially consummated our incestuous relationship."
"Fuck," Dan groaned. His daughter's voice, her looks and her actions, were the ultimate temptation.
"That's exactly what I was thinking we should do tonight," she said, as she gave her Dad's dick a firm squeeze and sauntered towards their tent.
Dan stared at his daughter, dying to do just that, yet unable to move a muscle.
"Are you coming?" she taunted, as she opened the tent flaps.
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"I imagine I will pretty soon," he laughed, as he walked to the tent, more staggering than sauntering, and followed his daughter inside.
"Not too soon, I hope," she smiled, as he zipped up the tent behind them.
Once inside, Dan pulled his daughter in for some passionate embracing and kissing. Finally, completely alone with no chance of outside witnesses showing up by accident, they both gave themselves unconditionally into the passion burning inside. Their tongues explored each other's mouths, while their hands explored each other's bodies.
Dan squeezed his daughter's ass. Chelsea stroked her hands up and down his bare back.
Chelsea moved her hands to his chest and sucked on his nipple.
Dan loved getting his nipples sucked, and he enjoyed the raw pleasure coursing through him. Yet after a short amount of time, he needed to see more of his daughter's tits, and to suck on her nipples. He lifted her bikini top over her head and sighed, "Such lovely tits."
"They're a lot smaller than Mom's," Chelsea said. Her only insecurity was her no more than moderate-sized breasts. They weren't tiny, but they didn't measure up at all to her Mom's D-Cup melons.
"They're perfect," Dad said. "Your Mom's are too big, and they're sagging some these days."
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned, loving the feeling of her Dad sucking and cupping her breasts, and also his praising her body above her Mom's. "Yes Daddy, suck on your baby girl's perfect tits."
"I love your titties, baby girl," Dan said, finding them the ideal size. While he'd been obsessed with his wife's tits when he was younger, he now considered them too big, and they definitely sagged. Not to mention she didn't enjoy having her tits sucked or played with anymore... ever since giving birth to their daughter.
"You can suck on them anytime you want, Daddy," she moaned, as he licked and sucked on her hard nipples.
Both of them were eventually so consumed with lust that they couldn't wait any longer, so Dan lifted up his daughter, lowered her onto the air mattress and its bedding, and pulled her bikini bottoms off. "Are you going to fuck me now, Daddy?" she asked in the cutest, yet sexiest tone ever.
"It depends. Do you want Daddy to fuck you, baby girl?" he asked, as he tossed her bottoms aside, she posed theatrically, and he admired his daughter completely naked for only the second time, the first time being earlier today in the waterfall cave.
"Yes I do, Daddy," Chelsea admitted, sitting up to pull down his swimsuit. "I want your big dick inside me right now." She then got down onto her knees, assumed a theatrical pose, and stared at his raging erection!

Dan had by now rid himself of all his clothes, since he'd been shirtless, and they'd both gone barefoot for ice cream. He carried his daughter to the air mattress, set her down, spread her legs, and slid his dick inside her. There was no licking, no further foreplay, no hesitation, no last-minute regrets, only whole-hearted lust and action.

"Oh yes," Chelsea moaned, as her Dad's eight inches slid inside her. "Fill me with your big dick, Daddy."
"Such a tight pussy," Dan groaned, as he filled her and began stroking in and out, slowly and lovingly.
"No, that's not what I want! You need to fuck me, Daddy, fuck your baby girl, and fuck her hard," Chelsea blurted out adamantly, looking pleadingly up at her Dad.
"You're so beautiful, Chelsea," he said gently, admiring her from above as he rested inside her, enjoying this moment of taboo intimacy.
Chelsea felt a rush of warmth at his words and saw the tender look in his eyes. "I love you, Daddy," she said with utter sincerity.
"I love you too, baby girl," Dan replied, equally sincerely.
"But now that's settled, and I know we both meant every word, it's time for you to FUCK your daughter's cunt with your big fat fuck stick," Chelsea said wickedly, sweeping aside their brief moment of sweet, romantic intimacy.
"You really want to be Daddy's slut, do you?" Dan asked, as he bucked his hips inside her three times, hard.
"Ooooooh, fuck yes, Daddy," she moaned, as intense pleasure coursed through her. "I want to be your three-hole fuck slut, and your daughter cum whore," she declared.
"You want Daddy's dick slamming into your tight pussy?" he growled, loving his sudden rush of power as he glared down at his lustful daughter.
"Oh yes, Daddy, I want you to fuck my young pussy deep and hard," she moaned, loving to see him taking control... just like she planned to do to her mother, once they returned home.
"And you want Dad's big dick pounding your ass too?" he expounded after five quick, deep thrusts.
"Yessssss," she moaned loudly, this teasing driving her wild. Usually she was in charge, typically she controlled the sex no matter who she was with, normally she was the one doing all the teasing. Yet this role reversal was enthralling, and it was driving her wild. "Daddy, I want to feel you stretch my asshole in two, as you drill me with your huge, fat dick!"
"Fuck, you're a nasty little slut," he said, shaking his head as he looked down at his daughter.
"You want me to be a bad girl, Daddy?" she asked. "A nasty girl?"
"Yes, my baby girl," he said, as he resumed slamming into her. "I want you to be the dirtiest Daddy fucker ever."
"I'll be the dirtiest slut you've ever fucked, Daddy," she moaned. "I'll take your dick in all three holes, I'll cuckquean Mommy and make her my cunt licker, and I'll bring my cheerleading, nerd and MILF pets over for you to play with, so long as you keep all their secrets."
"Fuck," Dan groaned, the reality that he was fucking his daughter as they spoke, and yet he was also imagining every one of those other wicked possibilities, had his balls boiling.
"All the time, Daddy," she promised, knowing there was no going back, and that this ribald connection couldn't and wouldn't be a one-weekend-only thing.
"I'll be filling your holes all the time, my baby girl slut," he warned, as he slammed into her hard.
"Yes, Daddy, I'm your baby girl slut," she agreed, loving to be called a slut by her Dad while his big dick was pounding her.
Dan was happy he'd already shot two loads today, or this would have been a rather anti-climactic experience for his baby girl. He was determined to make sure she came first. He knew she was already pretty close, since his big dick was really getting her off.
"Oh yes, Daddy, fuck me," Chelsea moaned, as the pleasure consumed her.
"Come all over Daddy's dick, baby girl slut," Dad ordered, as he watched her tits bounce, and her body quake.
"Oh yes Daddy, I'm so close," Chelsea admitted, as she simply allowed the rapture to build inside her.
"Come on Daddy's dick, you dirty temptress," he said, sensing that just like her mother, she got even more revved up by being called nasty names.
"Oh yes, Daddy, more," Chelsea moaned, her orgasm imminent, but still needing both more hardcore fucking and more name calling.
Knowing she was about to erupt, and that he wouldn't be far behind, he ordered, as he slammed into her as hard and deep as he could, "Come, you filthy Daddy fucker!"
"Daddy!" she screamed, possibly loud enough to alert any nearby campers, as the most intense orgasm imaginable erupted through her, like a tornado touching down.
Dan kept fucking her, knowing that a woman's orgasm could continue a lot longer than a man's, not to mention they could also have multiple orgasms, the lucky sods.
"Oh Daddy," she moaned a lot more softly, as the pleasure usurped all her energy.
Dan slowed down, but he kept fucking her, watching in admiration the beautifully radiant face of his daughter in her afterglow of euphoria. It was the most beautiful sight he'd ever encountered.
"Daddy," she moaned, opening her eyes and looking up at her father, a good minute after the start of her orgasm, that still refused to leave her body completely. "Please... please... I beg you... come inside me!"
"You want Daddy's cum in your ripe cunt?" Dan said, not at all worried about getting her pregnant, since he'd been snipped years ago.
"Yes Daddy, fill your baby girl's slutty cunt with your cum," she replied, having never had a man's load inside her. She was terrified of getting pregnant, even though she was on the pill, and instead, she usually took their loads on her face, tits, or in her mouth. [Here's a tip about the pill: it's 87% effective (which is more effective than using condoms), which sounds pretty good, except it means that out of an average sampling of 100 sexually active women on the pill, at the end of a year, 13 of them will be pregnant.]
"Here it comes, baby girl," he grunted, not able to hold back any longer, and he spewed a big load into his daughter's pussy.
"Yes, Daddy," she trembled, as a second orgasm was building inside her, since the rush of feeling his cum shooting inside her was exhilarating!
"Oh, Chelsea," he groaned, as he collapsed on top of his daughter in complete sexual satisfaction.
"Oh, Daddy," she moaned, as she wrapped her legs around him, leaned up and kissed him, not wanting his dick leaving her pussy quite yet.
For several minutes they did nothing but kiss tenderly... a wild contrast to their recent nasty talking and hard fucking... yet so beautiful.
"Okay, you two," came Jill's startling voice from right outside the tent. "I had to find out why my husband wasn't answering my calls or replying to my texts, and it was only a half hour's drive, so here I am, ready or not. I'm coming inside!"
Dan urgently tried to climb off of his daughter to dive into some clothes, but Chelsea held him in place. "No, this is perfect!" she whispered. "Don't say anything, and just kiss me!"
"What the fuck?" Jill gasped, as she opened the tent flap and spied her daughter's naked legs wrapped around her naked husband's butt while they shared a tender kiss, with his dick obviously inside her.

"Hi, Jill," Chelsea said, breaking the kiss, and not acting at all uncomfortable to be caught in the act, and not even unwrapping her legs from her Dad.
Dan's eyes went wide as he turned his head to see his wife storming into the suddenly open tent. "J-J-Jill!" he stammered, as he went to pull out of his daughter, but he was still held in place by her strong, athletic legs.
"Get off of our daughter," Jill ordered, completely stunned by what she was seeing, and their apparent lack of shame at being caught.
"Good timing, Jill," Chelsea said cheerfully, still forcing her Daddy to remain inside her.
"Stop calling me Jill," Jill snapped. "I'm your mother! Dan, how long has this been going on?"
"J-j-just today," Dan stuttered nervously, finally pushing himself back far enough to break free from his daughter's lustful grip.
"Jill, you told us you wanted Daddy and me to get closer," Chelsea said, "so we did," parting her legs wide, to offer her mother a good look at her first-ever cream pie, as she continued disrespectfully addressing her mother by her first name.

"I can't fucking believe this," Jill said in a rage, glaring at her husband's cum leaking out of her daughter's pussy.
"Nevertheless, believe it. And since you've decided to join us Jill, you can come over here and clean up my pussy," Chelsea ordered, looking fiercely into her mother's eyes.
"Chelsea," Dan said, having remained largely silent, unsure of what to say, even though he now hadn't bothered to search out any of the various swimming trunks he'd been wearing ever since he arrived at the campground by the lake.
"You used to love eating pussy back in your college days," Chelsea expounded. "According to a very good source of mine, it was a daily part of your diet."
"Chelsea!" Jill gasped, stunned by her daughter's words, but also by a sudden hunger awakening inside her. She'd pushed her lesbian desires away completely since she got married, resisting Carol, her two years younger yet dominant sister, who'd constantly offered her pussy to her, as well as excellent strap-on fuckings. It was Carol who'd trained Jill into developing an ass trigger for her orgasms during Jill's last two years of college, when they became roommates... but how could Chelsea possibly know about that? But then she suddenly had a clear 'aha moment', telling her exactly how she could know.
"Jill!" Chelsea mocked, her legs still spread wide open. "This pussy isn't going to eat itself. Now be a good slut, get over here, and clean up your daughter's freshly fucked cunt."
Jill was stunned. She looked queries at her husband, who was looking back at her with a similarly shocked face. He'd just been caught in the illegal act of incest (oh, and by the by, also being unfaithful to his wife), but then moments later had discovered that his wife too might have committed incest... albeit a couple decades ago.
"Right now, Jill," Chelsea ordered, as she snapped her fingers and pointed to her cunt. "Or should I call you... Pet Jellybean?"
Pet Jellybean had been her younger sister's pet nickname for her throughout her two plus years of sexual submission to her... which she'd quit cold turkey a mere five minutes before she walked down the aisle... having eaten Carol's pussy in a greenhouse next door to the church just a few minutes after getting ass fucked to multiple orgasms. The photos of her walking down the aisle showed her face glistening, and her cheeks radiant... only her sister having any clue it was because of her complete sexual rapture and subsequent shame.

"You had sex with your sister?" Dan asked, flabbergasted, unable to fathom that happening. Sure, Jill had always been a nasty slut on occasion, a side of her he'd unfortunately seen less and less of as the years went by, but she'd never given him the remotest hint that she had a taste for pussy.
"You're criticizing me? You just finished fucking our innocent daughter!" Jill snapped, hating how this confrontation was turning against her.
"I'm not so innocent, Jill... I've been doing my best to seduce my Daddy for weeks! And earlier today, he ate my pussy during our 69 in the cave behind the waterfall," Chelsea informed her. "So now you need to come and do the same, without the 69." She then added illogically, "Fair's fair, you know."
Jill could feel shame consuming her... or perhaps it was lust, since she couldn't stop staring at her daughter's ripe cunt. She'd never eaten a cream pie... that delicacy wasn't normally available in lesbian couplings... yet she loved the taste of both cunt cum and dick cum, so she was certain that a cocktail of the two together would be delicious.
"Now, Jill," Chelsea said, sighing. "We both know you can't ever resist a willing pussy. You're literally salivating right now... drooling even... just because you're looking at my cum-filled cunt."
Dan, sensing a way out of what a couple minutes ago had looked like an unavoidable family disaster, chimed in, "Do it Jill! Do yourself a favour, and go ahead and eat your daughter's cunt. I can assure you it's absolutely delicious!"
"You actually want me to?" Jill asked, dazed... confused... hungry... ashamed... lustful... bewildered... "But you're my husband!"
"Your husband does want you to, if only because I want him to want you to. I'm in charge of organizing all the sex in this family from now on," Chelsea staked her claim. "And you, my darling Mommy, are bottom bitch. Now crawl over here and serve your daughter. Serve your new Mistress!"
"Mistress?" Jill echoed, this being a word she hadn't heard in a long time, although she read it lots in lesbian porn, where younger girls seduced and dominated women whom she always pictured as herself... including frequent daughter-mother incest scenes, where the daughter was wearing Chelsea's face while she turned her 'Mommy', wearing Jill's face, into her pet. She'd fantasized about something like this actually happening within her family for a while, which was one of the reasons she'd been coming down so hard on her daughter; it was because she was terrified that her own sexual weakness might bubble up inside her and create an incestuous disaster! So to cover up her own shameful lust for her daughter, she'd unfairly fended her off and kept her at a safe distance.
"It's an honorific Auntie Carol tells me you used to use lots," Chelsea said, knowing her mother was weakening, and was about to cross the line... that same look she'd already seen on Joan's and Mrs. Walker's faces, moments before they'd succumbed to her charms and her pussy.
"We can't do this," Jill said disbelievingly, "we mustn't!" her rage and anger now completely dissipated.
Chelsea sighed, "Get your ass over here and eat my cunt, or I'll get Dad to do it for me, while you watch."
Dan had never tasted a cream pie, nor was he certain he'd obey his daughter under these extreme circumstances... but he also wasn't certain he wouldn't... as he watched this power struggle playing out between these two very strong-willed females.
"You're going to allow your daughter to talk to me like that?" Jill asked Dan. Her tone wasn't anger, but disbelief.
Dan, picking a side, shrugged and said, "Yes, indeed. Chelsea is now our Mistress, and you and I know very well how submissive you are... and how good you always feel whenever you own that side of yourself. So if you want to be happy, and you want our family to be happy, then just think of ice cream, and stop resisting who you are, get your face between your daughter's legs, and gobble down all that tasty cum that I shot inside her sweet pussy."
Jill was doubly shocked by her husband's words, although she had to admit she always loved it whenever he took control, and way back when, she'd never been able to deny Carol anything... until suddenly she could. So she looked at her daughter, then looked back at her husband... and then sheepishly, silently... feeling a mixture of lust and shame... but also contentment coursing through her... she stripped off her dress (leaving herself completely naked except for her ubiquitous long stockings), got down on her knees, and crawled across the tent towards her naked, spread-legged daughter.




"Good girl," Chelsea encouraged her, having learned from reading many online stories, especially the ones written by Jasmine, and more recently from her own experience, that proper encouragement when a pet was being obedient, helped to strengthen their complete submission.
Jill felt a rush of wetness leaking down her thighs (she never wore a bra or panties) upon hearing that simple condescending compliment. She reverted to the submissive persona she'd inhabited during her last two college years and less frequently until she was married, especially her mindless obedience to her younger sister Carol, who according to both of their opinions, had dominated her most satisfactorily... and she was now discovering that her daughter had many of Carol's same irresistible mannerisms. Soon she found herself just a few inches away from tasting her first pussy in almost twenty years. It looked and smelled utterly delicious!
"Go ahead, Mommy Pet," Chelsea ordered, using a term she'd read many times in daughter/mother incest stories, where more times than not, the mother was the one submitting to the younger version of herself.
Jill couldn't resist any longer, and she allowed Chelsea to position her on her back on the air mattress before climbing on top of her, and she began licking her daughter's pussy, her lust for her daughter overriding all the common-sense responsibility she'd ever had. This was her first taste of pussy in two decades!

Dan let out a gasp. In what had already been the most incredibly sexual and surreal day in his life, it continued becoming more and more so.
"I told you Mommy would do it, Daddy," Chelsea moaned, as she placed her hand on the back of her mother's head, a powerful move that either established... or added to... the hierarchy of a sexual relationship. "Mommy will serve as our cuckquean very willingly!"
Jill had no idea what a cuckquean was, but even though it sounded powerless, she didn't care. The taste of her daughter's pussy, blended with her husband's always tasty cum, was the ultimate in satisfying cocktails. She lapped it into her mouth like it was her final meal, devouring the sweet nectar and the addicting cum.
"You were absolutely right," Dan admitted, shaking his head in awe, while he watched the hottest interaction he'd ever witnessed. Every guy wants to watch two women having lesbian sex, and likely many men with daughters would love to see their wife eating out their daughter or vice versa, but he assumed he was one of the few elite men in the entire world actually to witness it!
"I usually am," Chelsea moaned, her second orgasm of the evening, the one that had been rising when her Dad was still inside her, and then had lingered on stand-by for several interminable minutes, was blessedly back on the rise, as she discovered her mother was a first-rate cunt licker. "Mommy, you clearly haven't lost the skill of eating cunt just from your long-term lack of practice. Are you also still good at riding bicycles?"
"Thanks! And yes, I think I still am," Jill said gratefully, relishing the strange compliment and quirky question, since she hadn't known whether she still retained her magic tongue. And since she apparently did, she presumed she was still proficient in the other skill as well. The important part was that back in college, she could get a girl off very quickly, and now she was glad she was getting her daughter off so well. Sometimes Carol had wanted quick orgasms (bathroom stall, under a table in a restaurant, in a theatre, in a taxi, in their parents' kitchen while Mom and Dad were in the living room, and twice at her bachelorette party with other unknowing women chattering nearby), but other times she'd dined on her for an hour or more in the privacy of their dorm room. Carol had sometimes invited her friends over to be serviced, usually two or three of them, but once it was her entire volleyball team! Her wildest night ever had been at a sorority party, where she got forty-seven different women off over the course of several hours... and was actually annoyed afterwards, because she hadn't reached a nice round fifty. She'd long presumed those exciting days were over, but Chelsea was already proving to be an imaginative and exciting Mistress!
"I can arrange for you to fuck Mommy's ass now, if you want," Chelsea offered.
"I still need a little more time to recover," Dan demurred, which wasn't really true. He definitely could have slid his erect dick into his wife's asshole right away, but the next thing he really wanted to do tonight was to fill that same hole in his daughter. So first things first.
"Hmmmm," Chelsea smiled, reading her Dad's mind, "unless you're saving that next load for your baby girl's asshole."
"Meatloaf tells us that two out of three ain't bad, but I think three out of three would be even better," Dan opined, although his daughter, who'd been born a few years into the 21st century, likely wouldn't get the 70's reference.
Jill couldn't believe she was eating her daughter's pussy, and she was even doing it with her husband's cum inside of it. She also couldn't believe how good her baby girl tasted and how, after denying this side of herself for almost twenty years, how liberating it felt to be ruled by her; as if the most crushing weight in the world had been lifted from her shoulders! That she was once again serving between a girl's legs (her daughter's instead of her sister's this time). She should have been appalled at herself; she'd been berating herself for twenty years because of her past incestuous indiscretions, yet now for the first time in two decades, she felt liberated! Like she'd become her true self again!
"Are you looking forward to watching Daddy fuck my ass later on, Mommy Pet?" Chelsea asked.
The question sounded ludicrous... but only at first. Because this situation had escalated... beyond the shocking, the absurd, and even the wild... rather quickly, and although she'd love to have her husband's dick deep inside her own asshole, the idea of watching her husband ass fucking her daughter now seemed delightful! Maybe even so exciting that she too could come without her snatch even being touched! But she didn't admit that. She said instead, letting her husband know for the first time she was no longer furious with him, while Chelsea released her head so she could speak, "If I get to choose, I'd rather have your Daddy's dick deep inside my own asshole while you watch."
Chelsea lifted her mother's face by her chin, and made something crystal clear. "Jill... Mommy Pet... our new cuckquean... from now on, you'll only have access to my Daddy's dick whenever I allow you to."
"Say what?" Jill exclaimed, this new assertion surprising her, even following the myriad of overbearing surprises she'd encountered since she'd arrived... what... fifteen minutes ago?
"In all matters sexual within our family, I'll make all of our decisions from now on," Chelsea explained.
"Chelsea, I don't...." Jill began to protest.
Chelsea cut her off, having already negotiated a few protests from her pets, mostly new ones, who felt they had reason to object to something she required from them. Such as Mrs. Walker's brief and ineffective reticence earlier today. By now she knew from experience how to put a pet in her place, and one of the best methods was not to allow her the opportunity to voice the protest in the first place. "Stop talking right now Mommy Pet, before you dig yourself into a hole you won't enjoy climbing back out of. This isn't a negotiation. I'm now your Mistress... your ruler. You're now my totally obedient pet, and because it pleases me to give him the right, Daddy now gets to fuck me whenever he wants, instead of fucking you. And if he does want to fuck you on occasion, or to fuck anyone else, such as that cute Ms. Lee who obviously has the hots for him, he'll need to get my permission first."
"Chelsea, I...." Jill once again tried to protest. This autocratic takeover by her eighteen-year-old daughter was too much!
"Again slut, you need to stop talking now. I now make all the rules in this family, and you shall always abide by them. Unless... you don't want to eat my cunt anymore," Chelsea dictated. She knew from experience that submissive cunt lickers, once they'd sampled her delicious delicacy, couldn't resist partaking again and again, anytime she deigned to offer it to them.
In the distant past, Jill had performed many objectionable or humiliating tasks because of that exact same threat from her sister. The times she'd eaten her sister at their parents' house, or had crawled under a table at a busy restaurant to service one of Carol's best friends, or had worn a ridiculously short, flimsy skirt with no panties out in public on a windy day, were all because she'd caved after being given that exact same threat by her sister. Each time those words had been uttered by Carol, terror had shot through her, so she'd always ended up doing exactly as she was told. In the past, that had only meant utter obedience to her sister, but tonight's version would not only require her utter obedience to her daughter, but it would also impact her marriage, and the nature of her entire household.
She was speechless!
"So what will it be? Should I get Daddy to finish eating me?" Chelsea asked, looking down at her indecisive Mom, who looked totally overwhelmed.
"Chelsea, I... um..." Jill began looking back and forth. First at her daughter's face, and then down at her daughter's pussy, over and over.
"Say the words, Mommy," Chelsea said, knowing she had her mother hook, line and licker. "Say, 'Yes Mistress, I agree that you own me from now on'."
"Go ahead and say it, Jill. Again, you'll be doing yourself a big favour," Dan added, deciding he'd picked the winning side, and sensing while he watched his wife succumbing to their daughter, that she was just like many of silkstockingslover's story characters... who just needed a final push, or even just a gentle little nudge, to accept her basic sexual desires and her natural desire to be submissive. This could turn out to be the greatest story silkstockingslover had ever written... at least from his standpoint... although nobody reading it would believe it was actually true.
Jill couldn't resist anymore. The last of her fragile resistance was shattered, as she was gently double teamed by her daughter and her husband, "Yes, Mistress Chelsea, I agree that you own me from now on." She even elaborated a bit by adding, "And I also pledge my three sexual orifices to the unlimited service of anyone you might care to loan them out to."
"Well said, my new pet. And you're happy for me to fuck Daddy anytime I want?"
"Yes, whenever you want," Jill agreed. The prospect of watching them fucking each other was really beginning to turn her on.
"And you will never have any more orgasms except when I give you permission?" Chelsea continued her impromptu litany.
"Yes, Mistress," Jill agreed reluctantly, giving one condition, "just so long as I can eat your pussy on a regular basis."
"I agree with pleasure, although it will usually be after Daddy has filled my cunt with his cum," Chelsea clarified.
"All the better," Jill agreed, as she dove back into her daughter's pussy... the cream pie mixture of her husband's and daughter's cum was utterly delicious!
"Oh yes, Mommy Pet, eat your daughter's cunt, you dirty incestuous Mommy Slut," Chelsea ordered wickedly, making Dan's dick harden again (he'd never stopped gripping it during all this time, although he wasn't actually jacking off), and Jill's cunt was awash with her own juices.
"Yes Mistress, with pleasure," Jill said, as she eagerly resumed licking her daughter's cunt.
"Eat your daughter's cunt and my cum, daughter licker," Dan ordered, although daughter licker didn't sound nearly as hot as Chelsea's new titles of Mother Fucker and Daddy Fucker.
"Yes, Master," Jill agreed mindlessly, uttering a term she'd never used before. During her prior wild days she'd been strictly a lesbian; then when she married Dan she'd become strictly heterosexual, but now she was free... subject to strict orders of course... to be fully bisexual!
Dan was rock hard again, and so he took a few steps over to his daughter, and slid his dick into her mouth. He didn't ask permission, taking her at her word that her permission was automatically a given.
And Chelsea didn't object, she just began bobbing, even as her orgasm was building from her mother's amazing tongue, and because of her mother's utter submission.
Jill glanced up periodically, and caught glimpses of her husband's dick in her daughter's mouth. Although she'd always loved his dick, she now realized she loved pussy even more... a preference she'd been denying to herself for twenty years. But following that first lick of her daughter's pussy, all those years of denial were swept aside, and her inborn lust for pussy was consuming her once again. Not that she'd ever refuse a dick whenever her Mistress required her to service one or more of them, she just preferred pussy.
Dan decided to really exercise the control his daughter was allowing him, so he ordered, "Baby girl, get on all fours."
"Does that mean you're going to fuck my ass, Daddy?" Chelsea asked sexily.
"That depends. Do you want Daddy's dick inside your asshole, baby girl?" Dan asked.
"Yes, Daddy. I want your big dick inside my asshole while Mommy watches," Chelsea said, and she left her Mom's tongue behind for now and got onto all fours.
"Eat her asshole, Jill," Dan ordered, "get it nice and wet for my dick."
Jill was feeling so fucking horny, really wanting Dan's big dick inside her own ass, but also really wanting to taste the full flood of her daughter's cunt cum. Yet she wanted even more to obey any order whatsoever from her Mistress or her Master, no matter how objectionable she might ordinarily consider it to be. Chelsea stood up next to the air mattress, and Jill crawled up behind her perfect ass, and she began licking her daughter's asshole, while her daughter reached behind herself to shove her Mom's head firmly into place. Just like eating pussy, Jill hadn't eaten anyone's asshole in two decades, but she'd done it on occasion, back in her prior years of happy submission. Her sister hadn't wanted anything going into her own ass, although she enjoyed cornholing other girls, and she enjoyed a good rimming on occasion. Rimming someone was a humiliating act. Which of course satisfied Jill's submissive desires splendidly.
"Yes, Mommy, eat my asshole; get it nice and spit-slick for Daddy's big dick," Chelsea moaned, loving the feeling of a tongue in her ass, and loving the power she was now brandishing over her mother.

Dan couldn't believe it! Watching his wife obeying both him and his daughter so eagerly by eating her pussy, eating her ass, and declaring herself a pet to them both was almost too exciting to bear! He stroked his dick as he prepared to take the third of his daughter's holes, thus completing his entire trifecta in a single day. He fully realized of course that his ordering his daughter around was subject to her whim of the moment, and he was fine with that... in fact, he was thrilled by how all of today had gone.
"Get that tongue inside my ass, you worthless Mommy Slut," Chelsea ordered, continuing to good-naturedly humiliate her new pet.
"Yes, Mistress," Jill said, yearning from deep down inside herself to obey her daughter, to be a stellar pet to her. She swirled her tongue around the sweaty rosebud, and she pointed and stiffened it, trying to force it inside. Knowing her husband's dick was huge, and it would tear this tight little asshole apart even if her baby girl had taken some dicks or dildos in the ass before, which she assumed she had, this asshole still needed some gaping. She asked, "Mistress, may I please finger your asshole and gape it a bit for Daddy's big dick?"
"Yes, you good Mommy Pet, that's a good idea; finger fuck my asshole," Chelsea agreed, as Dan continued watching in awe. Chelsea looked back and saw her Dad watching and stroking his dick, and she asked, "Enjoying the show, Daddy?"
"Very much, baby girl," he enthused, loving the sight as Jill slid a finger into her daughter's ass.
"Oh yes, Mommy Pet! Finger your baby girl's tight little asshole," Chelsea moaned, loving to talk as nastily as she could.
"It's such a lovely little asshole, Mistress," Jill said sincerely, in awe of her daughter's tight pucker.
"I bet it's a lot tighter than your well-used asshole," Chelsea said, reminding her mother of their difference in age and experience.
"That's true. Your father has been gaping my asshole for years with his huge dick," Jill agreed, looking at her husband. "Are you enjoying this, honey?"
"Just as much as you are," Dan assured her.
Jill turned back and focused on her daughter's ass, and she wiggled her finger around inside, beginning to gape it.
"Shove another finger in, Mom," Chelsea ordered, wanting to get Dad's dick in her ass soon, but agreeing that some gaping would be beneficial.
"Yes, baby girl," Jill said, and she slid a second finger inside, maternally preparing her daughter's asshole for the pleasure and pain of a big dick slamming into her asshole.
"Oh yes, Daddy, see? Mommy is fingering my asshole for me," Chelsea moaned.
"She's also getting it nice and ready for my big dick," Dan said, getting a little impatient. He wanted to get to fucking that puckered asshole!
"Yes, I want your dick inside my ass so bad, Daddy," Chelsea said. "It'll complete the trifecta of fucking all of my holes on our very first day of openly playing together!"
"Yes, baby girl," Dad nodded, as he moved towards her. "My dick in every hole."
"Every day, Daddy," Chelsea moaned.
"Anytime you want it," Dan agreed. "Slut Jill, crawl underneath your daughter and eat her cunt while I ass fuck her."
"Yes, Master," Jill said happily, pulling her fingers out of her daughter's asshole and crawling back onto the air mattress, whereupon Chelsea laid face down on top of her so she was looking up at her daughter's sweet pussy, and soon she'd also be able to watch her husband's dick sliding in and out of her ass from only a few inches away, once he joined them.
"Just slam it in, Daddy, I can take it," Chelsea said, desperate to feel that big dick plunging deep inside her asshole.
"Pound our daughter's asshole, baby," Jill agreed, looking up from underneath.
"You're fully on board with me fucking our daughter's ass?" Dan asked.
"Yes, baby, slam that big ass-reamer into our daughter's tight asshole," Jill urged, watching him position his dick between their daughter's athletic glutes.
"Yes Daddy, fuck your daughter's ass," Chelsea agreed, eager to feel herself filled right up.
Dan couldn't resist any longer, and he slid his dick inside his daughter's tight asshole.
"Fuck yes!" Chelsea moaned, as a mixture of pleasure and pain swirled inside her.
Jill attacked her daughter's pussy, hoping the pleasure from getting her pussy licked would distract her from the unavoidable pain.
"So tight," Dan said. He hadn't fucked an ass this tight since he'd first pounded Jill all those years ago, and he wasn't sure that even then she'd been this tight.



"You're so big, Daddy," Chelsea crooned, as she processed getting used to something that thick spreading her cornhole wide open.
"You'll get used to it soon," Dan reassured her, "your mother did."
"Oh, I love it already, Daddy," Chelsea gushed, already knowing from experience that the pain would be temporary, and the pleasure that followed would be all-consuming and intense.
"Start slowly," Jill suggested between licks.
"Don't listen to my stupid Mom," Chelsea countermanded, feeling her Dad resting against her backside, meaning that all eight inches were buried inside her. "My ass was made for your dick to fuck it, Daddy. So fuck it like crazy!"
Jill didn't like being called stupid, but she forbade herself from letting it bother her, and she just continued licking, the taste of her daughter's pussy more addicting than caffeine.
"No worries, I'll be pounding your ass regularly," Dan promised, feeling intense warmth, as he rested deep inside her.
"You'd better keep that promise," Chelsea warned, as her Dad began slowly pulling out.
"Nothing better than a convenient ass on hand, to fuck whenever," Dan gloated, as he watched most of his dick return to the outside world.
"I want you in all of my holes, Daddy," Chelsea said.
"I think I can make that work for us," he said, sliding back inside her.
Jill wondered how she was going to fit into all of this craziness. Sure, Dan's and her sex life had dwindled greatly in the past few years, but he'd never complained, and recently they'd still had some occasional wild nights. She assumed she was the only wife in their circle of friends who willingly took it in the ass, yet there was no way she could compete with a much younger model of herself... who seemed to have more of a vivacious sexual appetite than even she'd had at that age.
"Harder, Daddy," Chelsea moaned. "I can take it."
"You sure, baby girl?" Dan asked, knowing that an ass needed a little time to get used to any sizeable penetration.
"Yes, Daddy, ass fuck me hard," Chelsea moaned. "Really ream my asshole!"
"Okay, you're the boss," Dan agreed, placing his hands firmly on her hips, and starting to fuck her in earnest.
"Oh yes!" Chelsea screamed as the dick reached new depths inside her, causing waves of pleasure to surge through her body.
"Fuck her asshole, Dan. Fuck it good," Jill urged from below while she licked away.
"Do you like such a closeup view of Daddy fucking your daughter's asshole, you dirty slut?" Chelsea asked.
"Yes, Mistress. I love watching my daughter getting ass fucked by my husband's big, fat dick," Jill said, trying to keep up with her daughter's wicked tongue.
"This dick is all mine now, Mom," Chelsea gloated, as her Dad slammed into her.
"Yes, baby! Daddy's dick is all yours now," Jill agreed, her brain by now settled into 100% submissive contentment.
"I'm the woman of the household now," Chelsea continued, "or at least I am in the bedroom."
"Yes baby girl, your Daddy needs you to be his main squeeze," Jill agreed mindlessly. "But anytime you want me to fill in for you, all you have to do is ask!"
Dan couldn't believe his good fortune! Earlier today he'd felt considerable guilt for committing incest and cheating on his wife, but now he'd been liberated from that guilt, and he had the best of both worlds... a daughter he could fuck anytime he wanted, and a wife who willingly supported that fucking.
"Oh fuck, Daddy," Chelsea moaned, another orgasm rising. This deep ass fucking, mixed with her mother's licking, was driving her absolutely wild!
"Come all over your mother's cunt-licking face, baby girl," Dan urged her a couple dozen strokes later, as the talking had stopped and the moaning increased.
"Oh, yes Daddy, I'm so close," Chelsea whimpered, as the fire inside her burned like an inferno.
"Come all over Mommy's face, baby girl," Jill cheered her on, simply dying to taste her daughter's full flood of cum.
"Oh yes, Daddy," Chelsea moaned, and then the next plethora of words took almost two minutes for her to force out, as her orgasm rose and her mind went blank, "oh yes... fuck... oh Daddy... Daddy... big dick... oh God... Daddy... Daddy... fuck... ass... oh... daughter fucker... yes... fuck!"
"Now, baby slut, now," Dan ordered, knowing her orgasm was only a moment away.
"Yessssss"!" Chelsea screamed as her orgasm struck her, and cum gushed out of her cunt and all over her mother's welcoming lips and face.
"Yes," Jill moaned, being deluged with her feminine facial.
"Oh fuck," Chelsea moaned, and she collapsed forward a moment later, the pleasure incredibly intense.
Dan's dick slid out of his daughter's ass, and looking down at his wet-faced wife, he lifted her head up and face fucked her upside down... a position that allowed for particularly deep throating.
Chelsea heard the slobbery sounds as she felt her ass was still gaped, since she could feel the cool night breeze wafting into it, and she looked back to see her Dad really going to town, face fucking her mother in a position she'd never imagined anyone using. It was so hot! She said with all the energy she had left (which wasn't much), "Come all over our slut's face, Daddy."
"Oh yes, baby girl," Dan grunted. "Do you want me to give Mommy another facial?"
"Yes please, Daddy! Come all over her face! Baptize her as our bimbo, live-in pet," Chelsea urged as Jill began rubbing her own pussy. But then swapping out her attitudes in a heartbeat, Chelsea slapped her Mom's hand away, scolding her, "Slut, I didn't give you permission to touch that useless twat of yours!"
Jill needed to come badly, but she was hooked on obedience, if that's a thing, and she focused on breathing through her nose while her husband's balls bounced onto her chin over and over.
Dan pulled out and spewed his load all over his wife's pussy-cum-coated face, while Chelsea turned around and watched.
"Yes, Daddy," Chelsea said, "shoot that cum all over her face!"
Once he was spent, Chelsea crawled over to her Mom and kissed her thoroughly, taking care to leave most of the cum on her face.

Jill eagerly kissed her daughter back, desperate to share in this intimacy and lust.
Chelsea broke the kiss, and licked some of the cum off of her mother's face. "You're so yummy, Daddy!"
"You're such a good girl," Dan said, finally spent and softening.
"Wanna watch Mommy and me in a 69?" Chelsea asked, still feeling fucking horny.
"Fuck, yes!"
"But do you think Mommy deserves to come?" Chelsea asked.
"I don't know," Dan said, looking down hungrily at his red-faced, cum-coated wife.
"Please, Mistress! Please, Master," Jill begged, "I need to come so badly!"
'You understand that you have to eat my cunt anytime I snap my fingers?" Chelsea asked.
"Yes, Mistress! I'll eat your cunt anytime, anyplace," Jill agreed, desperate to come, but even more desperate to obey.
"Good girl," Chelsea praised. "And I was glad to see you weren't wearing any underwear beneath your sundress when you arrived. Just to be clear going forward, bras are optional, but my bimbo pet Mommy Slut will never wear panties ever again. No exceptions!"
"Yes, Mistress," Jill agreed, having lived a nonstop commando lifestyle starting back in her Junior year of college, and throughout all the years afterwards, including after she married Dan.
Chelsea rolled onto her side, and the two were soon dining on each other's pussies.

"So hot," Dan said, as his dick finally deflated fully.
They licked each other for a few minutes, when suddenly the three heard a new voice. It was calling out, but very softly, "Chelsea? Chelsea Weeks? Are you in there?"
"Oh, shit," Jill gasped in terror, her eyes going wide.
Jasmine couldn't believe she'd told her husband that she needed to go for a walk on her own, presumably for innocent reasons, so now she was standing outside a student's tent wearing nothing but a sundress, awaiting orders. (Apparently in and around this campground, shoes were verboten except when hiking, as were her beloved nylon stockings... and because of a requirement of Chelsea's, going commando at all times was now de regueur in her case, so only her lack of a bra was due to her own choice.) Part of her hoped Chelsea wasn't here, and then she could say later on she'd obeyed the order, but another part of her was on fire with craving for Chelsea's sweet pussy. All her fantasies had come true when her student had discovered her secret authoring, past and present, and the girl had pounced... to turn her into the same kind of teacher pet she often wrote about.
Chelsea pushed her mother off of her and hissed quietly, "Don't move, and don't you dare cover your nakedness."
Jill pleaded, as she watched her naked daughter approaching the tent flap, "Chelsea, please."
"You can beg for whatever in a second," Chelsea said, as she unzipped the front flap and said, "Good, it's you. Get in here, slut."
Knowing what kind of party this was, especially since Chelsea was already naked, Jasmine hurriedly popped out one of her boobs as she approached the girl, and Chelsea tugged her into the tent.
"Oh my God!" Jill gasped, since another woman had suddenly entered the tent... with all of them stark naked!
"Chelsea?" Jasmine gasped worriedly when she heard a third feminine voice.
Jill looked up and saw who their unexpected guest was.
Jasmine looked around the tent and saw Mr. and Mrs. Weeks and their daughter Chelsea, all of them totally naked. She'd met Mrs. Weeks at the parent-teacher interviews a couple weeks before she'd submitted to the woman's daughter and became her pet.
Both adult women were speechless.
"Pet Teacher, meet Pet Mommy; and Pet Mommy, meet Pet Teacher," Chelsea introduced them to each other.

"Chelsea!" Jill gasped, bolting to grab for her sundress.
"Mother," Chelsea scolded in the same icy tone her mother always used whenever she was exasperated. "You're my Mommy Slut now, and a Mommy Slut doesn't ever question her Mistress! Does she, Mrs. Walker?"
Jasmine was shocked at what she was being dragged into, yet she was also very intrigued, and she succeeded quickly in processing what was happening. During her years of writing and correspondence, she'd learned incest was a very common fantasy, easily among the most-read stories on Literotica (although illustrated ones also got lots of reads, or perhaps only looks), more than any other category by far. In fact among her 25 most-read stories, they were all either incest or illustrated, although that didn't match her best rated scores, at all. Backseat Mommy currently stood at almost four and a half million reads for example, while her top non-incest or illustrated story was ranked at number six: Accidental Gangbang at 1.56 million.., and in case you're curious, Jasmine's only non-incest or illustrated stories with at least a million reads were: Blackmailed: Cheerleader's Cherry (anal), Bedding the Babysitter (lesbian), and My Best Friend's Mom (mature).
"Well, this teacher-slut is wise enough never to question you, Mistress Chelsea," Jasmine expounded, "and I advise any of your other sluts to do the same." She figured there was no reason to pretend she wasn't Chelsea's pet; the other two adults present had a lot more to lose than she did. She then added, "Good evening, Mr. and Mrs. Weeks. It's delightful to see you again. Especially so much of you!" she added jokingly.
Jill was mortified, and she said nothing in reply.
Dan, on the other hand, went with the flow, and not knowing the woman's given name, greeted her jovially, "It's good to see you again! I'm glad you decided to join us, Pet Teacher."
"Nice cock," Jasmine admired openly, impressed by his length and girth, as she just adapted to the shocking situation, which did indeed seem to come right out of some of her stories.
"Thanks," Dan said, looking down sadly at his still flaccid dick.
"Daddy, in the store I saw you trying not to stare at Mrs. Walker's hot bod too obviously. But now that she has joined us, would you like to see her totally naked, instead of only that lovely tit she's already so generously showing us?" Chelsea offered. Jasmine blushed, but she didn't object.
"Well... umm..." Dan looked to his wife Jill for guidance.
"Don't look to her for an answer, look to me," Chelsea objected. "I'm the head of the household now, am I not, Mommy Slut?"
"Yes you are, Mistress," Jill whispered, turned on by making that declaration, yet humiliated to admit it in front of this well-respected English teacher. Although she guessed that perhaps she was rather less well-respected, but was considered far sexier within this tent than she was everywhere else.
"My Pet Teacher doesn't object to doing anything I tell her to do, so long as she gets to eat my pussy on a regular basis. And in return, I don't spill her secrets to anyone who shouldn't know them. So it's settled. Jasmine, please get undressed, and Daddy, you can stare at her naked charms all you like. And Mommy, stop trying to cover yourself up with your hands. For one thing, it just makes you look like an idiot, and another thing, she's entitled to stare at your naked charms all she likes, just like you're welcome to stare at hers. And you're both free to stare at my charms and Daddy's charms as well, for that matter."
"I don't have a lot of time, Mistress," Jasmine worried, while she obediently slipped out of her sundress, which was her only garment.
"I'm supposed to flaunt my naked body in front of Mrs. Walker?" Jill objected, flabbergasted that her daughter was continuing her power trip, now with her normally straitlaced teacher taking part with obviously total willingness. Her daughter was continuing to heap humiliation upon her. She was particularly conscious of Dan's cum, which was still all over her face.
"You weren't objecting to being naked while you were eating Daddy's cum out of my cunt, or when you gaped my asshole for his dick," Chelsea said wickedly. "And especially when he gave you that facial you're sporting. It's a great look on you!"
"Chelsea!" Jill gasped again, looking to Dan for support.
"Don't worry, Jill," Dan said, "apparently this hot... and now gorgeously naked teacher also writes lots of erotica. So I doubt she's much of a prude."
"She doesn't just write it and that's all, some of her stories have attracted literally millions of readers! You may have read some of her stuff," Chelsea added.
Jasmine said, going along with everything as she stood there comfortably naked, "Well, since I appear to be among fellow travelers with just as much to lose from careless talk as I do, I'll let you in on a secret. You may recognize my online pen name, silkstockingslover."
"No way!" Jill blurted out, stunned.
"So you do read her stuff!" Chelsea said delightedly, grinning like a fiend at the completely bewildered look on her mother's face.
"I-I-I..." Jill stammered, this revelation somehow even more astonishing perhaps, than the unexpected incest she'd stumbled into something like an hour ago. She not only read Mrs. Walker's stories regularly, but she'd emailed some correspondence back and forth with her on a few occasions... and she'd been impressed when the approachable woman had emailed her some thoughtful replies. Although she'd staunchly resisted the temptation of interacting with anyone's pussy for two decades, she hadn't ever stopped thinking about it... so reading lesbian porn, or watching online lesbian videos, had been her go-to outlets.
"I hope you vote me five stars sometimes," Jasmine smiled, absentmindedly pulling on one of her own nipples.
"I always do," Dan said. "For every single story."
"Thanks," Jasmine said.
"If I'd known my Teacher Pet and my brand new Mommy Pet would be here tonight, I would have brought along a strap-on or two," Chelsea said.
"That's too bad. But if we're here to play, then how about you do some choreography for us, Mistress? You've certainly got a wild imagination," Jasmine suggested, eager to eat some pussy, and perhaps even to suck some dick, but she was also ultra conscious of her time crunch.
"How about it, Mommy Pet?" Chelsea asked, "would you like to play with the three of us?" She went over to her Mom and began fondling her breasts.
"Nice tits, Mrs. Weeks," Jasmine admired the generous tits, which were about the same size as her own.
"Thanks," Jill said, feeling completely overwhelmed, while her daughter continued feeling up her tits... sag and all.
"They sag a lot," Chelsea pointed out, recalling what her Dad had said earlier.
"Gravity is a bitch," Dan said, as Chelsea pushed her Mom to the grassy ground behind her. "Okay, first off," she said, "let's all see how quickly you pets can get my Dad hard again."
"Yes, let's get Mrs. Walker involved," Jill agreed.
"Mmmmmm, don't mind if I do," Mrs. Walker smiled, the idea of finally making a long time fantasy into a reality... a black dick (not a cock, since black men and women don't often refer to a massive penis as a cock... it's always a dick).
So after years of doing no more than writing about sucking BBC's and getting fucked by BBC's, the author/teacher now lowered herself to her knees in actuality.
"Suck my husband's dick, slut," Jill ordered, trying to wrest some control over this out of control situation a little bit.
"Mmmmmm," Jasmine moaned as she leaned forward with great satisfaction and took the big black dick into her mouth.
Jill couldn't explain why, but her pussy burned with lust as she watched another woman, a white woman even, sucking her husband's gorgeous black dick... demonstrating the same eager hunger she'd always had for twat. "Oh yeah, suck my man, you story-writing slut! Get it nice and hard for my Mistress daughter's pussy."
"Do you want to watch Daddy fucking my pussy, Mommy?" Chelsea asked, as her mother went behind the teacher and got involved in the wicked sex scene by sticking a thumb into her fellow pet's butt.
Jasmine didn't take any apparent notice whatsoever. She just continued sucking dick.
"Yes, I really do, Mistress," Jill replied honestly, as she next used her other hand to push the teacher's head roughly forward, so she gagged very audibly on her husband's dick.
"Yes, Mistress what, you dumb slut?" Chelsea demanded, pushing her mother's limits as far as she could... and enjoying having Mrs. Walker here to witness her pure dominance over the woman who'd once given birth to her.
"Yes, Mistress, I want to watch Daddy fuck you, and watch him fuck Mrs. Walker, and watch him fuck anyone else you see fit to honour with his big dick," Jill answered, wondering why saying such nasty things made her pussy burn so much... this wasn't a fantasy she'd ever had in the past... but now she was simply dying to watch her man fuck other women... such as her daughter, her teacher, and likely her sister Carol the next time she came to visit. (She was still a bit confused about how her daughter knew the term 'Pet Jellybean'.)



"You're a natural little cuckquean," Chelsea praised her tauntingly, as she watched her Mom continuing to force feed Dan's dick to the teacher. It was wild... wilder than even she could have imagined beforehand!

"How do you know about Jellybean?" Jill asked, as she kept manhandling Mrs. Walker into deep throating her husband.
Mrs. Walker loved the rough treatment, and she listened intently to the conversation, thinking that this uninhibited family might give her enough crazy material for an award-winning story!
"I've been fucking my aunt ever since I turned eighteen," Chelsea revealed, fondly recalling the beginning of her journey into lesbianism, "in fact, her eighteenth birthday present to me was a hard strap-on fucking...

"...followed by a lesbian orgy with Aunt Carol and two of her friends," she finished.

"Oh my," Jill said sadly, feeling a little jealous because she hadn't taken part in a lesbian orgy in two decades... still vividly recalling many nights when she'd eaten pussy after pussy after pussy!
"Although it didn't take long for me to turn her into my submissive pet as well," Chelsea added.
"No way!" Jill gasped, as Mrs. Walker smoothly took the entire cock into her mouth and much of it down her throat without gagging, which she found very impressive.
"Yep, there's only one Mistress in our family, and I am she," Chelsea declared.
"Yes you are, Mistress," Jill agreed, already salivating about some upcoming chance to finally reacquaint herself with her younger sister's pussy.
"So Daddy, how good is Mrs. Walker's cock sucking?" Chelsea asked.
"Damn good," Dan said, having listened to the entire revealing conversation, his cock throbbing at the revelation that his wife's hot sister was another nasty slut... and likely he'd be allowed to fuck her at some point.
"Would you like to fuck Aunt Carol, Daddy?" Chelsea asked.
"Fuck yeah," Dan said. "From all appearances, you want me to fuck as many women as possible, so long as I don't keep any of them a secret from you. I've heard of Hotwives, but never hot-Daddies. But it seems that so long I have your approval, I can look forward to being one."
"You're saying you want to fuck my baby sister?" Jill asked, not angrily, but sexily.
"Yeah! Soon I'm going to fuck your sister while you eat her pussy," Dan said, his confidence growing by leaps and bounds.
"You'd better fuck her good," Jill warned.
"Yeah! Just like you fuck me good, Daddy," Chelsea added, as she decided it was time for her to get some more dick. "Okay, now that he's nice and hard again, I want you to eat my ass again, Mommy Slut. And Daddy, please come and stick that dick back in my cunt. And Pet Jasmine, you get to watch a live-action incestuous threesome."
"Mmmmmmm," Jasmine said, as Dan pulled his dick out of her mouth. "Sounds like an epic written story in the making!"
"I promise to give you all the juicy details," Chelsea said, as her Dad came over to her.
"Ready for more of Daddy's dick, baby girl?" Dan asked, brandishing his very-erect-and-very-ready-for-more dick.
"Yes, Daddy. I want you to show Mommy how well you fuck her baby girl," Chelsea smiled, as he aimed his cock and slid it into her while she was standing up. "Oh my," she moaned, as she raised a leg to facilitate deeper and better access to her pussy.
"Oh yeah, open those legs wide for me," Dan said, as he watched his wife avidly watching his cock sliding in and out of their daughter.
"Enjoying the show, Mom?" Chelsea asked.
"I know I shouldn't," Jill said, her pussy burning as she was indeed watching the wicked incestuous act that she now realized she'd been inadvertently facilitating throughout the past six weeks. "But I am."
"Because you're a cuckquean, and you get turned on by watching other women fucking your man," Chelsea explained, as Jasmine stood up for a better view. She thought, If I watch this family fucking each other every which way... and then I write it all down and post the story... does that make me a porn reporter?
"So hot," Jasmine said. She'd often written about taboo incest like this, but seeing it actually transpiring in front of her eyes was an entirely new level of Wow!
"Pet Jasmine, why don't you just rub your tits on my Daddy for now," Chelsea instructed.
"Like this?" Jasmine asked, leaning into him from behind and rubbing her hard nipples against his back. They were very sensitive, and it felt sooo good!
"Yes, exactly, you dirty slut," Chelsea said, "imagine... leaving your husband and kids behind so you can eat some teenage pussy!"
"And also gobble some black dick," Dan added, as he slowly fucked his daughter with witnesses observing, which somehow enhanced the wickedness of his breaking the taboo.
"That goes without saying," Chelsea grinned wickedly. "Plus... you do want some black dick in your white kitty tonight, don't you?"
"This entire evening is so wrong," Jasmine said, as the idea of that big black cock pounding her pussy had set her entire body on fire, and her pussy flowing with anticipation.
"And yet you do want all of it, don't you?" Chelsea moaned. She then realized her Mom wasn't eating her asshole like she was supposed to. "Get back to eating my ass, Mom," she demanded.
Reluctantly she tore her eyes away from the 'family friendly' fucking in progress, knelt behind her daughter, and resumed licking her backdoor.
Dan turned his head to the teacher and asked, "Before you have to leave us tonight, do you want to make one of your many blackened fantasies leap right off the computer screen and come true?"

"God, yes," Jasmine agreed. There was no way she could resist the temptation of making such a long-time unfulfilled fantasy come true!
"We'll make sure you get my Daddy's dick inside that prim and proper teacherly pussy of yours," Chelsea assured her, "but first you have to earn it."
"I'll do anything you say, Mistress," Jasmine agreed, forgetting for the moment that she was here at the lake with her husband and kids, but now she'd been triggered into her natural submissive nature, and the lure of her ultimate fantasy suddenly being realized right before her eyes and pussy was irresistible!
"I know you will," the teen said, and she backed away from her Dad's dick and ordered, "Okay, Mommy Pet. Now I want you to suck Daddy's dick, and to suck all my pussy nectar right off of it."
"Yes, Mistress," Jill responded, dying to taste her daughter's cunt from her husband's dick. Dan lay down, needing a rest, and watched the wife he'd thought was about to kill him an hour ago, crawling over to him and taking his dick... wet with their daughter's pussy juice... into her mouth.
"And Teacher Pet, you may lick my pussy to earn your keep," Chelsea instructed, as she lay back on the air mattress and spread her legs invitingly.
"Yes indeed, Mistress," Jasmine agreed eagerly, and she made a beeline for the hot teen's crotch. She could never get enough of it!

"I told you I'd turn Mommy into our cuckquean," Chelsea bragged, as she looked behind herself to see her Mom going to town on her Dad's dick.
"Yes you certainly did, baby," Dan agreed, his eyes darting back and forth from his wife really working over his dick like she used to, and this hot white woman submissively eating his daughter's pussy.
"And you didn't think I could, did you?"
"No, I have to admit that I didn't," Dan admitted, "I thought it would be impossible for anyone to pull this off." This had been the most amazing day... and now night... of his entire life!
"But do you like this new arrangement?"
"I fucking love it, honey!"
"Good, because there's no going back," she said. "I now own your dick, and I own Mommy's mouth, pussy and ass."
"I can accept that," the father agreed. This was a damn good deal!
Jill couldn't believe what had happened tonight, and how quickly things had gotten turned totally upside down! Yet she wouldn't change a thing. She could now be the real Jill... the hot slut she'd always longed to be! A submissive. A pussy-munching slave. A cuckquean. (Well, she'd never longed to be that last one, since she didn't even know it was a thing. But now that she did, it felt like a perfect match for her! As if she were crawling into her own skin for the first time! She no longer needed to resist her deep, dark desires She no longer needed to deny her lust for her sister, or at least not to the handful of open-minded friends and family who meant the most to her. And behind closed doors, she could now be free of the invisible chains society wielded, that for so long had held her back from becoming her true self.
"Do you want to fuck this white slut and make her blacking fantasy come true?" Chelsea asked a couple minutes later.
"I think it's the least I can do, after all the orgasms she's given me over the course of... I think it's been six years now," Dan said.
Then after a good ten minutes of lesbian ecstasy, Chelsea shoved Jasmine away and said, "Mommy Slut, I think it's time. I'll join you down there on the lawn, while Daddy comes up here and joins Mrs. Walker. I'll rub your pussy for you while we watch Daddy fuck your teacher."
"Yes ma'am, Mistress!"
"Don't get used to it, cuckquean," Chelsea said.
"Cuckquean? Oh my," Jasmine said, belatedly noticing the word being used for the first time. It was a term she'd researched for her writing, and that she'd even written a couple of stories about... although neither of them had included incest. One was from the Turning Contest series, Turning Contest: A Kinky Cuckquean; and the other one was about a babysitter who takes charge of a married couple, Babysitter Cupcake: MILF Cuckqueaned.
"You inspired me with those stories, Jasmine," Chelsea praised, before starting to rub her Mom's pussy.
"I'm flattered," Jasmine moaned.
Chelsea asked, 'Daddy, do you want to fuck Mrs. Walker?"
"Oh my, is that really an option? I thought you were just teasing me. May I have that big dick inside me?" Jasmine asked eagerly, never having partaken of an eight-inch dick before. In her stories and her imagination she'd done it lots of times, and she'd even written about much larger ones, but in her real life, this would be a new personal best!
"Is it okay with you if he fucks her, Mom?" Chelsea asked.
"You're in charge, Mistress," Jill replied. "But if you're asking if I'll object to it, then the answer is, 'Hell no!" In fact, ever since she'd stormed into this tent ready to commit mayhem, and then Chelsea had talked her down and she'd begun to accept the new reality, she'd started to kind of hope she could watch her husband fucking another woman, and maybe even a long string of them! So she added, "In fact, I'd be thrilled if I could watch women and girls lining up to have their way with him!"
Dan thought that was a splendid idea, and he immediately thought of that hot waitress in the ice cream shop... Camille, he thought she'd said her name was... as the first girl on deck, who this time was wearing nothing but stockings, body jewels, and some delicate, decorative chains. His wild imagination took them to an upscale photo studio, where he was ass fucking Camille for the camera... and also for their mutual enjoyment, of course. There were also three girls wearing semi-transparent babydolls, who were waiting their turn to get a piece of this black stud... himself. They wanted to be in the shot as well, so they posed naughtily for the camera. The only thing that would have made this encounter better was if it actually happened.



"Good answer," Chelsea approved. "I'd like to watch something like that as well."
"So you're saying I'm gonna get to watch Dan fucking Mrs. Walker, Mistress?" Jill asked delightedly, as her husband lay down on the air mattress with his proud eight-incher sticking up in the air.
"You want to watch your husband fucking another woman?" Chelsea asked, a little surprised.
"Yes please, Mistress," Jill nodded.
"I like it! Then would you like to guide his dick into her?" Chelsea offered.
"Really? Mother may I?" Jill burbled, terribly excited, and remembering the children's game.
"Yes, you may," Chelsea followed the age-old script with a big smile.
"Please shove your husband's cock inside me," Mrs. Walker begged, feeling it between her pussy lips, and desperate to get fucked following her pussy lickings... both the giving and receiving ones.
Jill went to her husband, wrapped a hand around his dick and requested, "Please fuck this slut hard, Master."
"I think I can do that," Dan agreed willingly.
Jill guided her husband's dick into the teacher's pussy as she sat down on it, while Chelsea sat down on the lawn and offered, "Then once it's inside, get over here, and we'll watch all of it together, Mommy Slut."
"Thank you so much, Mistress," Jill said abstractedly, as she watched her husband's fat black dick disappearing inside the white teacher's pussy. She loved their contrasting skin shades, both esthetically and symbolically.
"Oh, fuck yes," Jasmine moaned, as the dick, longer and fatter than her husband's, filled her right up, and she began riding the BBC of her dreams!

"Fuck her Dan, fuck the teacher slut!" Jill sang out like a teenager at a football game, loving the sight of her husband's dick sliding in and out of this erotic writer.
"May I fuck your sister Carol sometime, too? "Dan asked, looking at his wife watching him get rode by another woman.
"Fuck her all you want, baby," Jill said, without any hesitation at all. "I know she'll want to do you."
"Oh, that'll be fun to watch," Chelsea said, thinking, What a great idea!
Dan couldn't help but agree, and once again his imagination transported him for a few moments into a fantasy where exactly that was happening. Carol was a wild one with bright green hair, but of course he already knew that. They were in her bedroom, which he recognized from far more innocent circumstances, and she was jubilantly riding him cowgirl. And because she'd kind of invited herself along, Chelsea was there in all her naked glory, cheering them on.



But of course the fantasy didn't last long, because there were immediate matters at hand in real life, such as using his hard dick to pound that white fox Jasmine... who amazingly, was one of Chelsea's dedicated pets... towards her orgasm!
As he lifted her up, flipped her onto her back while never allowing his dick to leave her pussy and pounded her hard... showing all three women here who the man was.
"Ohhhhh," Jasmine moaned, her orgasm already rising from feeling the biggest dick ever pounding inside of her. "Yes, fuck me with that big... fat... black cock!"
"Yes, pound the white slut, baby," Jill enthused, rubbing her own pussy.
"Yes, pound the white slut, destroy her cunt, blacken her pussy," the sweet teacher and twisted writer moaned loudly, her orgasm onlya few strokes away.
"You may come on my Daddy's dick when you're ready, Pet Teacher," Chelsea generously allowed, as she began rubbing her Mommy Pet's cunt... just like she did at school sometimes when Mrs. Walker had a prep class and she too had a free period.
Jasmine's moans were open and free, which was perhaps unwise, since they didn't have any solid walls surrounding them, only tent canvas. But her mind didn't have time for secrecy right now, while her orgasmic pleasure barrelled down on her.
"Make her come with your big dick, baby!" Jill sang out.
"You love seeing me fucking another woman, don't you?" Dan observed, as he slammed into the teacher.
"I do love it," Jill agreed, not even needing to rub herself, since her daughter was doing it so well.
Chelsea, seeing her mother's lust at watching her husband fuck another woman, said generously, "You may orgasm whenever I get you there, Bimbo Mommy."
"Thank you, Mistress," Jill said, as she enjoyed the show while she got closer and closer form her daughter's fingers and the shocking sex act she was not only witnessing, but approving of.
"Fuck!" Jasmine screamed into the night, as her orgasm erupted through her... so much more intense than any her husband could ever give her... he simply didn't have this man's length or width.
"Oh, fuck!" Jill screamed too after less than fifteen more seconds, as her long-forbidden orgasm exploded through her.
"My pets just had nearly simultaneous orgasms," Chelsea bragged, having been content for the moment to be only a giver, instead of a receiver.
She left her mother, who was still coming, and said, "Fuck me again, Daddy, and cum inside my cunt again."
"Sure, baby," he agreed happily, as Jasmine lay there enjoying her continuing orgasm, while real life incest was happening right next to her.
Needing a rest of sorts, he laid back onto the ground, his dick saluting all three women, and he beckoned an invitation to his daughter, saying, "Get over here, baby girl."
"Good idea, let me ride you too," Chelsea agreed.
"Great," Dan agreed, as he watched his daughter impale herself on him and begin bouncing... easily taking all eight inches inside herself.
"Oh yes," Chelsea moaned.
"Ride your Daddy, baby girl," Jill encouraged her daughter, as her own pussy juice leaked down her leg, following her own intense orgasm.
Jasmine, still coming, watched the live incestuous act... musing on how much hotter it was to watch a scene like this live, rather than just writing about one... thinking for the umpteenth time how great it would be to serve her two hot sisters as their pet. She'd always seen them as very pleasant women, but as she slipped into a sex fantasy for a moment, she found herself wondering whether they had a hidden side... a sinister and dark side... just like she had sometimes. And she found herself lying on a very comfortable bed, but in a dingy Gothic-looking room, with her sister Hannah sitting on her face, and her other sister Kameron straddling her left leg and grinding her pussy against it. With her face buried beneath Hannah's twat, she couldn't see much of her sisters at all, so she didn't know what they were wearing, if anything. But it felt like all she herself was wearing was some decorative chains here and there, and a pair of stockings. "Get me off, you academic slut... now!" Hannah growled at her.






"Oh fuck, Daddy," Chelsea moaned. "I love your dick so fucking much!"
"And I love your young ripe pussy," Dan moaned while his daughter's next orgasm was building quickly.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Chelsea babbled, as she bounced on the big dick, repeating that single word until she came yet again and collapsed on top of him. As she recovered, she apologized, "Sorry Daddy, you were supposed to come too."
"Oh, I have a plan for my final load of the day," Dan said, before ordering, "all three of you... on your knees, right here in front of me."
In what is every guy's fantasy, suddenly three hot naked women were kneeling before him, admiring his dick.
"Give me your load, baby," Jill begged, wanting to feel that hot cum spraying all over her face.
"No, give it to me," Jasmine argued, "you can come on your cuckquean wife anytime you want."
"Come on all three of us, Daddy," Chelsea suggested as she watched her Daddy furiously stroking his dick, knowing he was this close, "give your cum to all your sluts!"
"Oh, fuck," Dan grunted, aiming his dick at the teacher, just as the first wad erupted out of him and hit her directly in her eye and cheek, followed by a second cannon blast onto his wife, and third and fourth smaller blasts raining down on his beautiful daughter.
"Yes," each woman moaned as she received her creamy gift.



Dan then slid his dick into his daughter's mouth.
"Thank you all for a wonderful experience," Jasmine said, having thoroughly enjoyed her exhilarating evening, "but I really need to get going. My husband will be wondering where I am."
"You may go," Chelsea bestowed generously, as she took her Dad's dick out of her mouth. "But I expect you to write this story."
"Come to my classroom on Monday and tell me everything, and I'll write an epic tale for you," Jasmine promised, dying to learn how Chelsea had maneuvered her way into fucking her Dad and cuckqueaning her Mom.
"I'll be there," Chelsea agreed.
"Thanks for everything," Jasmine said, finding her sundress and doing her usual word play as she scooped some cum off of her face, "It was a blast!"
"You and your bad puns," Dan laughed, "some of your readers hate them."
"Fuck my readers," Jasmine said. "I write for myself."
"You just did," Dan joked back. "Fucked some of your readers, I mean."
Jasmine laughed, "I guess I did."
Jasmine got back into her dress and said, "I hope we can all do this again."
"Actually, you'll be coming to our house quite often for your house calls," Chelsea said. "And when you have our epic story ready, one of your visits will feature a pre-publication naked reading."
"Great!" Jasmine agreed.
"Be sure to clean that cum off your face before you go back to your campsite," Chelsea suggested.
"Oh, shit! Thanks," Jasmine said.
Jasmine left, and Chelsea ordered, "Mommy Slut, you need to keep the cum on your face, and go get us a pizza."
"But honey, I...."
"Now, slut," Chelsea ordered. "Any protests, and 'ou'll be doing it naked."
"Yes, Mistress," Jill sighed, concealing her excitement, knowing she'd always love obeying her new Mistress... she simply loved complying with wicked orders.
Jill went out to her car (naked) and selected a purple sundress and a matching necklace, got dressed, and traipsed off to get a large pizza, while Chelsea crawled over to her Dad and said, "I love you, Daddy."
"I love you too, baby girl," Dan said, completely exhausted.
THE END (Kinda)
.....
.....
......
EPILOGUE A: CUM WALK
Ms. Lee couldn't help noticing the cum literally dripping off of Jill's face, but she didn't say anything... although she wondered what it might be like to fuck Mr. Weeks... he was certainly a hot one! And this cum walk occurring while her daughter was almost certainly sharing their tent, must mean... well, some very interesting things.



That night Dan and his two sluts eventually slept together in a tangle. But first, Jill watched her husband and daughter making love... not fucking this time... for almost an hour... before she was invited to eat a second creampie.
EPILOGUE B: BACK HOME
Once they were back home, there were some changes. One of them was that Chelsea and her father fucked in the master bedroom every night... and most of the time Jill watched her husband fuck their daughter, fairly often she was permitted to eat her daughter, occasionally she too got fucked, but one thing always happened: she ate a cream pie every night for a bedtime snack.


Another change: Chelsea now slept in the Master bed with her Daddy... unless he'd annoyed her, which happened occasionally, in which case, he slept alone in her former bedroom.
Jill was usually allowed to sleep at the foot of the bed. Or at least that was the original plan, except Chelsea and her father were too tall for that to be doable, so they adjusted their sleeping positions so they could all sleep comfortably, but it was still clear that the Mommy Slut was bottom bitch.



EPILOGUE C: FAMILY ORGY
Three weeks later, Jill's sister Carol arrived unexpectedly one evening for a family visit. Well, it wasn't unexpected by Chelsea, since Mrs. Walker showed up five minutes later, asking, "Am I late, Mistress?" (It didn't escape Dan and Jill that she'd just outed herself to Carol, which would never happen unless Chelsea had instructed her to do it.)
Then as Chelsea led the other three girls upstairs to change, she called down to Dan, "Daddy, I want you to strip naked and carry a chair out onto the lawn, then have a seat in it and wait for us to come out and put on a show for you. It's a nice day, so we might as well put that privacy wall we have around the house to good use."
In almost no time at all, the four girls came out wearing see-through outfits and some fancy jewelry, and did some sexy posing for him, including a synchronized twerking demonstration by the four girls, while they all stared at his hard dick.

Shortly afterwards, the four girls stripped naked. Then Carol pulled Dan to his feet and said to him (while the other three listened in, still staring at his long, hard dick), "Your wife tells me you want to fuck me. Would now be a good time?"
"Hell yeah!" he said.

So they got down to it right there on the lawn. The other three girls watched and jilled off, including non-family member Mrs. Walker, who'd brought along a rough draft of the story you're reading the final draft of right now. So Dan finally got the chance to fuck his sister-in-law for real.

This led, of course, to a fun family orgy, which included non-family member Mrs. Walker, who'd brought along a rough draft of the story.
EPILOGUE D: FUN TIME WITH MS. LEE
A few days later, Chelsea happened to bump into Ms. Lee.

They exchanged a few pleasantries, and then Chelsea mentioned casually, "You know my Dad has had the hots for you for some time, don't you?"
Ms. Lee replied, "He's always been a perfect gentleman on the outside, but he's also given me subtle indications that made me wonder what he really felt. And the feeling's mutual. If the mood strikes us, and I'm hoping it will sometime soon, do you think your mother would get upset if we hooked up?"
Chelsea replied, "So long as she gets to watch, she'll be delighted! She's Daddy's and my cuckold you know, but please don't share that tidbit with anyone I'm not planning on fucking."
"And I notice you're telling me, which I consider good news! I thought that might be the case when she did that cum walk into my store up at the lake to get some pizza. And no, I haven't said anything to anyone about that, not even to her. I pretended not to notice, although it would have been impossible not to, with all that cum literally dripping from her face. Your Dad must come like a firehose!"
"You got that right," Chelsea agreed with a laugh. "You should see it!"
"With that happy thought in mind, Mr. Lee and I plan on hosting a toga party at our restaurant this Friday evening, but it's up to you whether it will actually happen, since we want to invite your family and nobody else. The togas can be as revealing as you like, since they'll probably be discarded before long, once we start playing together."
"So... are you saying you want to eat my pussy?"
At this point Ms. Lee started laughing so hard, she had to bend over and hold her stomach for a few moments. Then she righted herself again and said, sounding more like the whore she'd readily admit to being, instead of a proper Korean businesswoman (except ironically, in South Korea prostitutes are actually called 'businesswomen'), "Sweetheart, I can see where you're going with that question. You're an up-and-coming young Mistress, and all the women who've ever tasted the banquet you've got between your legs just couldn't wait to come back for more. And then when you listed off your requirements for them becoming your pets, they almost peed themselves in their eagerness to sign up. True?"
"Yes, pretty much," Chelsea admitted with an outward shrug. But inwardly, she thought the woman's perception was amazing!
"Well, as a professional courtesy, I have to tell you that I've been stabling pets for more than twenty years. So if you tried to make me into your pet, I'd be very likely to turn you into my pet instead. And I'd rather not do that to you, because I think you show lots of promise as a Domme. However, if you and I can agree to treat each other with respect... as equals... I think we could have lots of fun together as playmates. What do you think?"
Chelsea was startled for a moment, but when she looked into Ms. Lee's eyes, she saw something ferocious lurking behind them. Being who she was, she wasn't intimidated, but she did see someone at least equal to herself, and perhaps even stronger, if only because of the woman's experience. So she replied, "My dear friend and colleague, I can see that you and I are kindred spirits. So yes, I'd love to be your respectful and respected playmate, and my family will be delighted to attend your sexy toga party this Friday!"
......
When Friday evening arrived, the Weeks family arrived at the Korean restaurant. Ms. Lee and her husband Mr. Lee (since Mee Jah... which was her given name... wore the allegorical pants in the family, she always called herself Ms. to indicate that even though she was married, she was a woman who stood on her own two feet) had cleared away the tables and chairs from the centre of the room to make room for playing, and she literally welcomed her guests with open arms. Mr. Lee wasn't quite as effusive, but he did offer their guests a friendly little wave.
Ms. Lee was dressed rather like an Egyptian queen, while Chelsea was dressed (or undressed) to look more like a Greek one. Dan and Mr. Lee were dressed like chief aids to Roman senators, and Jill was topless, as befitted her station as a servant in a wealthy ancient Greek household.

To get the party started, and while everyone got acquainted with Mr. Lee, he served everyone red wine (vinum in Latin) poured into some small, ornate glass vessels like they would have done around the time of the Emperor Claudius.
Soon Mee Jah announced it was time for the clothes to come off, and she thoughtfully produced garter-belts and stockings for all the ladies to put on... since they were all fans of silkstockingslover, and they'd become addicted to the power of silky sheer stockings.

EPILOGUE E: CHEERLEADER ORGY
For her Daddy's birthday, Chelsea came up with the ultimate present... a five-cheerleader reverse gangbang. Well, sorta. Dan didn't get to fuck all of the cheerleaders, but he did get to play with the four of them who weren't his daughter, and then his was one of the dicks who took part in her very first Double Penetration. Her fellow cheerleader Walerie (yes, spelled with a 'W') wielded the other dick, which was a strapless variety of a strap-on that was cleverly anchored inside her pussy.



The Final End.
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Backseat Step-Family
"Aaron, we just have to take this trip together," Dad said to me desperately. But also tentatively, since he was well aware of what a painful emotional struggle it would be for me.
"I know, I know," I said, but just thinking about it was sending me into a tailspin of anxieties, and was bringing back memories and negative associations I'd been struggling with for years.
"I know it won't be easy, boo," my stepmom LeAnn added, "but Nicki and I can sit with you for the entire drive if you wish."
"I'd like that, thanks," I said, admiring my black stepmom in a dress that didn't... or actually couldn't possibly minimize her 40DD breasts. (I'd once snuck into her room and peeked at her bra size... I know... a bit perverted, but I just had to know.)
"Would that help?" Dad asked.
"Maybe," I replied dubiously, as I also admired her great legs in her nylons. Both my stepmom and my stepsister wore nylons almost every day. In truth, I didn't even know I had a thing for nylons, since almost nobody wore them that I was aware of, until they moved in. And now they always walked around in their nylon-clad feet, with their toenails always painted, and for reasons I didn't understand, their legs and feet in pantyhose kept making my dick go hard.
"I'm sure we can find ways to keep our boy distracted," my stepmom said with her usual sly smile.
"So you'll go?" Dad asked, this time sounding a bit hopeful.
I looked at my stepmom, checked out her huge breasts, glanced down at her toenails (they were painted purple this time, and covered in sheer mocha-coloured nylons), and I wondered if she'd wear them on our long drive. Even though she wore them every day, even during a recent heatwave, I couldn't fathom her wearing them throughout a long drive from Albuquerque, New Mexico to Destin, Florida. And I certainly couldn't ask her to... but endless opportunities to slyly perv on her legs in nylons throughout the trip would likely keep me distracted.
"I promise I'll be there for you," LeAnn promised, coming towards me... her voluptuous cleavage leading the way. "And this is our last chance as a new family to go on a road trip together, before you and Nicki go off to college in the fall."
"I know," I admitted. She was now standing right in front of me.
Nicki, who'd been silent so far, swung one leg over the other as she played on her phone, unknowingly distracting me with her black nylons and red painted toenails. My stepsister of six months was unbelievably hot. Like an eleven out of ten hot! She said, "I'll do whatever I can to help, as well."
I glanced over to her, and she wiggled her perfectly manicured toes, as if she knew my eyes would be drawn to them... which they were.
"See, son? We'll all pitch in throughout the entire trip to keep you from getting too anxious," Dad said.
"Aaron," my stepmother said, taking my hands, her cleavage now all I could look at, but she didn't seem to mind. She had to know it was impossible for me to keep my eyes off of her seemingly bottomless valley of dark flesh. "I promise that Nicki and I will make sure you're comfortable for the entire drive. And one or the other of us will sit with you for the entire time."
"Or we can even both sit with you," Nicki added. "Stepdad will need to pay attention to the highway, so he won't be much fun."
"Okay," I said, the idea of sitting between these ebony beauties was making my already hard dick... it was often hard ever since they'd moved in... flinch.
"That's great!" LeAnn said excitedly, and she wrapped her arms around me and gave me one of her patented hugs, where her huge breasts squished against me... making my hard dick flinch again... and this time... embarrassingly... right against her leg! I prayed she wouldn't notice my erection.
"Son, that is great," Dad agreed.
"Sweet," Nicki added.
"So we have a plan," my stepmother affirmed, with her perfume enveloping me and enhancing the sexy stimulation she was inadvertently giving me.
"I guess," I said, with a lot less confidence and excitement than everyone else was showing. My stepmom released me from her strong, cushiony clutches.
"Aaron," she said, looking me in the eyes, "trust me. You need this trip. I promise it will be therapeutic for you. And we'll all be on hand to help you to overcome your PTSD."
"I just know I'll have some anxiety attacks," I said honestly. In fact I was starting to have one right now just from thinking about getting one.
"Come here," LeAnn said, wrapping me back up in her motherly arms. She always reacted quickly whenever I had one of these anxiety attacks.
Being wrapped in her comforting cocoon always managed to calm me down... and it wasn't just because of her voluptuous breasts and sexy legs... no, she just had a magical way about her of disarming my anxieties almost as soon as they emerged.
"Just breathe," she coaxed, with my face almost planting itself in her valley of flesh. Her perfume was stronger now. Was it possible that she sprayed perfume between her breasts?
I did breathe, inhaling her sensual perfume, and my panic attack faded away swiftly.
"Thanks. I feel better now," I said after about forty seconds.
"Anytime, boo," she said softly. She gave me one more squeeze before releasing me again.
"Thanks," I repeated, glancing down to see her pretty toes in the sheer nylon, before looking at my Dad. "Okay, I'll come along."
"Okay, son," Dad grinned happily.
We celebrated my momentous decision by Dad and LeAnn going and getting us some ice cream from Dairy Queen... now called DQ... my favourite.
I sat down on the couch at the opposite end from Nicki, and started watching Jeopardy, which had begun a few minutes ago.
I answered some of the questions quickly and correctly, since being a contestant on Jeopardy was one of my dream goals. I also contemplated our upcoming trip. Why had I agreed to come along? There was no way I could possibly go through with that without falling prey to my panic attacks, and then I'd start acting crazy! But I had great difficulty in refusing my curvy, sexy stepmom anything she asked of me.
Now you're probably thinking how pathetic I must be to get anxiety attacks just from the thought of riding in a car for countless hours. Well, seven years ago, when I was eleven, I was riding in our car while my mother was driving, and we got into a terrible accident and my mother didn't survive. I actually watched my mother dying, while I was lying helplessly in the backseat with a broken leg, a concussion, and some minor injuries. Ever since then I've struggled to be inside a car without freaking out... especially on a highway... where she had lost control of the car on an invisible patch of black ice, and we had rolled completely over, three full times.
Oddly, I can take a bus comfortably, which is how I'd gotten to and from school for the past seven years. I could also ride in an airplane (I think, I haven't tried). But just getting into a car always got me flashing back to seven years ago... flashbacks with the image of my Mom looking into my eyes as she took her last breath... flashbacks to the day everything had changed.
Nicki interrupted my musings by sliding closer to me on the couch and asking sympathetically, "Do you think you actually can endure this trip without having those panic attacks?"
"I don't know," I said. My anxiety was rising again.
"Is one starting up right now?" she asked, noticing me starting to tremble.
"I think so," I said.
"I'm so sorry! Here, rub my feet," she said, swinging her nylon-clad feet into my lap.
"What? Why?" I asked. Her amazing legs had suddenly appeared on top of mine, and her skirt was hiked up so high that I could see she wasn't wearing pantyhose, but thigh-high stockings. I could even see the lace tops!
"Try distracting yourself by massaging my feet," she said, wiggling her toes right in front of me... my dick hardening underneath her feet.
"Um, okay," I said, surprised by her suggestion, but excited to be touching those sheer nylons.
"Don't pretend you don't want to do this, bro," she said, as I started massaging her left foot.
"Pardon?" I asked. The nylons were super silky sheer and soft.
"As if you're not obsessed with Mom's and my nylon-clad legs and feet," she accused.
"I am not," I said, likely too quickly to be credible.
"Riiiiiiight," she drawled at length, and she settled her other foot down onto my hard dick. "And if you don't have a nylon obsession, then why are you so hard right now?"
"I'm always hard," I said with a groan. Shocked by this very unexpected sexual touching. I defended, "I'm an eighteen-year-old guy."
"But touching me through my stocking seems to have distracted you from the panic attack you were starting to have," Nicki pointed out, as I greedily massaged her entire sole.
"I guess it did," I admitted, realizing that massaging her silky sheer foot had indeed calmed down the anxiety that had been rising inside me.
"Yeah! Lurking behind your borderline psychosis is just a horny pervert," she teased... like she found it amusing.
"Says the gal rubbing her stepbrother's dick with her foot," I pointed out, as she moved her free foot ever so slowly up and down my raging hard-on.
"Says the guy with a hard-on from checking out his stepmom and stepsister's tits, legs, and feet," she countered.
"Like I said, I'm always hard," I defended. I kept massaging her foot, and her free foot kept rubbing my dick.
"And my mother and I always wear nylons," she shot back. "Coincidence? I think not."
"Fine. I like nylons," I shrugged. "I didn't even know I did before you and your Mom moved into the house."
"There it is, then," she grinned. She entrusted her other foot to my hands, and I happily grasped it and began massaging.
"Your feet... in nylons... actually do distract me," I admitted.
"Then having my very own live-in foot fetish masseur will be nice."
"Really?" I asked, this intimate interaction was definitely inappropriate for a stepbrother and stepsister. But whatever... I'd take her up on this any time she offered... with or without her foot rubbing my dick.
"Yes, really," she said. She began rubbing my dick a bit more aggressively.
"W-w-what are you doing?" I stammered.
"Just helping my baby brother out," she said in a sexy, seductive tone.
I was about to come in my pants! Her foot rubbing my dick and her tone were making my balls bubble. I always hated when she called me her baby brother... just because she was six weeks older than I was.
"Oh, God," I groaned. I tried to hold it in, but it was no use... and I spewed a load in my underwear!
"That was quick," she chuckled. She continued rubbing my dick, while I continued coming and coming!
"I'm so sorry!" I apologized, although I wasn't certain what I was apologizing for, even while I kept oozing more cum into my underwear.
"Don't be sorry. I'm sure you can reload quickly," she smiled companionably.
Just then, the front door opened. She quickly swung her feet away, gave my dick a quick squeeze (with her hand this time), and whispered, assessing my seven-inch dick, "Maybe you're really my big brother." She then quickly returned to where she'd been sitting before the surreal foot job I'd just received.
It wasn't even five seconds later, when our parents came in with the ice cream. My stepmom came over and handed me my hot chocolate sundae, glancing down at my crotch. I assumed she noticed the quarter-sized wet spot... which I was now noticing for the first time.
She didn't say anything, but she gave me just the slightest smirk, before she sauntered away... giving me a great look at her legs from behind... and I noticed for the first time that her nylons had a seam up the back... which for some reason enhanced their sexiness.
During the next three weeks, nothing like that ever happened again, and I assumed it wouldn't ever happen again... even though I unloaded quite a few loads from replaying our encounter in my head over and over again.
Not to mention, I was able to listen to my Dad having sex with LeAnn on multiple occasions, while my sweet and motherly stepmom morphed into a nasty, verbal slut. The filth that flew out of her mouth was hotter than any porn flick I'd ever watched, like: "Oh, yes! Give me that big white dick! Pound my black pussy! Fill me up with that fucking huge white dick! Shoot that load all over my face! Pound my asshole!" and, "Oh, fuck yes! Fill my asshole with your creamy cum!"
Faced with all this evidence that my stepmom was a nasty three-hole slut behind her pretty, sexy, sweet exterior enhanced my utter fascination and obsession with her... leading to my spewing many loads while I imagined giving my virginity to my Dad's wife! I knew it was sick... very, very sick... but every time my dick got hard, or I listened to them fucking, that was the fantasy that always popped into my head. Although sometimes it was my stepsister instead... which was still sick, but not as sick as fantasizing about fucking my Dad's wife!
Which led us all to the long, two-day drive that forever changed our lives....
.....
Wanting to get an early start, it was 7:00 in the morning as we headed out to the car to begin our road trip... two long days on various highways... my anxiety was already peaking at a new high. There was no way I could handle this trip! Just looking at the Range Rover from the outside, was sending anxiety shooting through me.
Dad asked, as he stacked three suitcases in the backseat, "You okay?"
"I don't know," I answered, staring at the car as if it was a cobra ready to strike, and I was a terrified, spellbound mouse.
"He'll be okay," Nicki said, arriving in a short plaid skirt, tan nylons, and a white blouse. "I'll make sure of it."
Magically, my dick hardened in my shorts.
My stepmother followed Nicki out of the house a moment later, wearing a poppy-covered sundress and her trademark mocha-coloured nylons. Her dress, just like all her dresses, didn't do much to de-emphasize her voluptuous tits.
"Ready, Aaron?" LeAnn asked, coming up to me.
"As ready as I'll ever be," I replied, my anxiety dissipating as I admired my stepsister and my stepmom... two perfect distractions... and both of them were... insanely?... wearing nylons on a day when it was already a hundred degrees. And since we lived in Albuquerque, we'd be heading through half of Texas today, and into the Deep South tomorrow!
"That's good, boo," she said, giving me a big hug. "Nicki will make sure to keep you relaxed."
"Okay," I said.
"Like she did that evening a few weeks ago," she added, before letting go of me.
What did she mean by that? What did she know? My eyes went wide at the possibility that she knew how I'd gotten that wet spot in my pants. And if she meant what I thought she did, she was implying that her daughter was about to distract me by playing with my dick! Again!
"You're rather overdressed for a road trip, honey," Dad observed.
"You don't like?" LeAnn asked.
"No, no, no! I certainly don't mean that! You know how much I love your fashion sense," he said. "It's just really hot today."
"And I like to look hot," she said, doing a 360º twirl, her dress sailing up just far enough to reveal a quick flash of her pantyhose-clad ass.
"You definitely do, honey," Dad said, wrapping his arms around her. "Always."
"Enough, you two," Nicki complained. "It's way too hot out here... let's get in the car and crank up the air conditioner!"
"Your chariot awaits, milady," Dad said gallantly. He went around to the passenger door and opened it for his bride of six months.
"Why, thank you, gentle sir," she said with a gracious smile as she stepped inside.
Nicki climbed into the backseat. She was stuck in the middle, since those three suitcases were hogging the right third of the bench seat in the back. She patted the seat beside her, right behind my Dad... which was rather inconvenient for my long legs, even though our Range Rover was considered a luxury SUV. Fortunately, my stockbroker Dad could afford to buy just about anything he wanted.
I took a deep breath... admiring my stepsister's sexy legs in their tan nylons with a shiny glean... and... quickly, before I could change my mind... I got into a car for the first time in years!
"There you go," LeAnn said with her usual buoyant outlook, looking at me approvingly.
Dad got into the car, fastened his seat belt, which made me hurriedly do mine too, and he pulled away from the curb without saying a word... giving me nary a chance to change my mind.
I took a deep breath, and as the car started moving, I found my anxiety zooming from zero to sixty in a heartbeat... I could actually feel my pounding heartbeat!
Nicki took my hand, placed it on her nylon-clad leg, and whispered, "Relax, big brother."
She then moved my hand up and down her left leg slowly and smoothly. The sheer, silky nylon... the softness... the warmth of her thigh... her hand on mine... had my anxiety calming back down in another heartbeat.
LeAnn looked back... glanced down to see my hand on her daughter's leg... smiled... nodded... and asked, "How you doing, boo?"
"O...kay," I said, taking a deep, shuddery breath between the two syllables, as I enjoyed the sensations my hand was capturing from Nicki's soft, silken legs.
"That's good," my stepmother said, continuing to look into my eyes, and also at my hand slowly moving up and down her daughter's nylon-clad leg. And she seemed to approve of my caressing her daughter's nylon-clad legs, "Just let yourself relax, boo."
"Okay," I repeated. My stepmom's words and her support, mixed with the silky sensations of my stepsister's silky sheer stockings, had me calming right down.
"You're being so brave, boo," LeAnn said, continuing to talk soothingly to me while the car started up after stopping for a red light.
"Yes, so brave," Nicki purred into my ear, her hot breath making a chill go up my spine... a wicked contrast between hot and cold.
"You doing okay back there, son?" Dad asked as he drove. It was then, as my hand strayed slightly beneath my stepsister's skirt, that I decided I was happy to be sitting behind him... so he couldn't see precisely what was keeping me calm.
"I am, actually," I said, rather surprised. Although I was still tightly controlling my breathing, my stepsister indicated with a smile and a nod that it was perfectly okay for me to reach my hand under her dress... and she actually guided my hand further up... while my stepmother watched... obviously continuing to approve.
"That's great, son," he said, his tone filled with relief and happiness. "It's so great."
"Yes, he's a very brave man," LeAnn agreed, as she watched my hand wandering higher and higher up her daughter's leg.
"So brave," Nicki added. Her hot breath made me tremble as she stopped my hand just a couple of inches away from her pussy... and my entire hand was now hidden beneath her skirt.



LeAnn gave me another smile... then she finally turned around to face the front.
"You can keep your hand there for as long as you like, big brother," my stepsister whispered, and she pulled out her phone.
So, for the next hour, my hand never left my stepsister's leg. I never risked venturing any closer to her pussy... but I did move my hand around a bit, to feel her silky sheer stockings. I'd always been chronically antsy, even before the accident (I loved when fidget spinners came on the market), and having something tactile to keep me preoccupied was definitely helpful... and that something being the nylons this hot girl was wearing, made it even better.
It wasn't until LeAnn said, "I need to pee," and soon afterwards we pulled into a rundown gas station and diner in the middle of nowhere, that I reluctantly removed my hand from under my stepsister's dress, and off of her leg.
We came to a stop, and we all got out of the car. And then I realized that I too needed to urinate. I went into the building, found the bathroom, and took a piss... with difficulty, since my dick was still hard. My piss actually sprayed out in two split streams... which I don't recall ever happening before or since... although I didn't often take a piss while I was hard.
When I was done, I tapped, wrangled my still mostly erect dick away, washed my hands, and returned outside.
Then as I was approaching the car, LeAnn asked softly in my ear, "Did caressing my daughter's nylons help you stay calm?"
"It did," I admitted. "And you're okay with it?"
"Very much so," she said. "I promised you that we'd do anything it takes to help you to overcome your past trauma, boo. And I meant it."
"I never knew how amazing nylons could feel," I said.
"Yes, the high quality ones can be life-changing," she said.
"So I'm learning," I said, glancing down at her amazing legs.
"She and I will wear them for the entire trip to help keep you fixated, and thus relaxed."
"Thanks," I said, and meant it.
"And I appreciate your constant glances at my old legs."
"You're not old!"
"You're so sweet," she said, smiling warmly.
However, as I looked at the car, even after all we'd discussed, I could feel my anxiety rising again.
"You're getting nervous again, aren't you?" she noticed.
"A little," I admitted.
She took my hand and led me around to the side of the building. Once we were in a secluded area, she said, as she carried my left hand under her skirt and directly onto her pantyhose-clad pussy, "Mommy is here for you, Aaron."
"Oh my!" I gasped... the first pussy I'd ever touched was my stepmother's!
"Just rub slowly," she instructed.
I did, rubbing my stepmom's pussy, and realizing she wasn't wearing panties.
"Nicki isn't wearing any panties either," she said, as I felt her wetness ever so slightly seeping through her pantyhose.
My eyes were wide as I kept rubbing her pussy through the silky sheer pantyhose. I was in utter awe about this: my first sexual experience with a woman.
"Now hold your fingers under your nostrils," she instructed, after just thirty seconds or so of my touching her pussy through the silky sheer hosiery.
I did.
"Inhale," she ordered.
I did.
"Let Mommy's scent relax you," she said.
"Okay," I said, her intoxicating scent smelling so good. It made me want to drop to my knees and lick her pussy... one of my many fantasies about her. But of course I couldn't do that.
"Is this helping?" she asked, a concerned look on her face.
"A lot," I said honestly. I continued inhaling her scent.
"Good," she said with a nod. "There's always more of that whenever you need it."
"Wow," I said, in a bit of a daze at my stepmom not only letting me, but encouraging me to rub her pussy.
"We'd better get back," she said. She leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek.
"Okay," I repeated. She turned and walked away, and I followed behind her, admiring the seam down the back of her nylons.
"Come," she said when she turned and saw me staring at her.
"I just might," I joked.
"Mmmmmmmm," she said in such a sensual tone that my cock flinched in my pants. She then resumed strolling back to the car.
I arrived back at the car and Dad asked, "Still doing okay?"
"So far, so good," I replied, as I saw my stepsister blowing me a kiss from behind my Dad, and I looked back at her as I brought my wet finger to my nose, as if I was scratching an itch.
"Great," Dad said, "I knew you could do it,"
"Thanks, Dad," I said, as Nicki got into the car. She said, "We'd better get going."
"All right," he said, patting me on the back as we returned to the car.
Once I was in my seat, I placed my fingers under my nose again, and smelled my stepmother.
LeAnn turned and saw me doing it, and she smiled.
Nicki took my other hand and put it back under her skirt as if competing with her mother, and I began slowly caressing her silky legs again... loving the soothing sensations of the silky sheer nylons... feeling so lucky, and completely distracted.
"On the road again," Dad sang off key and sounding nothing like Willie Nelson, as he shifted the vehicle into Drive.
As soon as we were back on the highway, Nicki pulled out her phone.
A moment later I received a text. It was from Nicki: Check the pouch in front of you.
I looked at her perplexed, and she pointed at the pouch on the back of Dad's seat.
I stuck my free hand into it, and pulled out a sexy, lace bra.
My eyes went wide!
I checked out her breasts, and I saw her nipples poking against her blouse.
She grabbed my hand that wasn't under her dress, and carried it to her braless breast.
My already hard cock flinched, as LeAnn turned around and asked, as she witnessed me feeling up her daughter, "Are you doing okay, Aaron?"
"G-g-great," I stammered. Both of my hands were intimately touching her daughter!
"Good. You're doing very well," she grinned.
"Yeah, thanks," I said. I was still in awe of what my stepmother was willingly allowing me to do to her daughter, to keep me stress free.
She turned away, and a couple minutes later, while I continued rubbing my hand over Nicki's nylons and squeezing her large breast, LeAnn stuck her stocking-clad feet up on the dashboard... and within my view... were all ten of her perfectly manicured, freshly pink-painted toenails.
"Honey, that's a little distracting," Dad whispered, while I was now getting rather overstimulated by these multiple visual and tactile distractions.
"Oh, honey," LeAnn said, "I think you can drive and admire me safely. It's a divided four-lane interstate."
"LeAnn," Dad whispered, sounding a little embarrassed.
"What?" Leann asked, while Nicki grabbed my hand and squeezed, signalling that she wanted more attention. "I think both of our children know about your nylon foot fetish."
"Yes we do," Nicki chirped in from the backseat, and I snatched my hand away from her tit when he looked into the rear view mirror.
"Is it hereditary?" LeAnn asked, turning back to look at me, as I stared at her sexy nylon-clad toes.
"P-p-pardon?" I stammered, feeling my cheeks going red.
"Do you obsess about our nylons too, Aaron?" LeAnn asked, as she observed my right hand under her daughter's dress. Then feeling brazen, my other hand returned to pinch her daughter's hard nipple.
"I didn't know I did until you and Nicki moved in," I admitted honestly.
"Hear that honey?" LeAnn teased my Dad, "two hot gals move in, and boom! Like father, like son."
"I guess it was inevitable," Dad chuckled, "the way you two walk around wearing them all the time."
"Do you want us to stop?" LeAnn asked.
"No, no, no!" Dad replied. "I definitely don't want that!"
"Good," my stepmother said, winking at me as she turned back around, "because you know that they're essential accessories to my everyday attire."
"That's just one of the things I love about you," Dad said.
Nicki took my head and pulled my face towards her breasts. Unfortunately her blouse kept me from placing my lips directly on her skin, but nonetheless, I now found myself sucking on her nipple through the thin fabric.
"What else do you love about me?" LeAnn asked playfully.
"That's a loaded question," Dad joked.
"Is this loaded too?" LeAnn asked, and I assumed she'd just reached for Dad's dick.
"LeAnn!" Dad gasp-groaned, as I sucked on my stepsister's hard nipple.
"I'm only teasing," LeAnn purred, "but you know you're hard to resist."
"You're impossible to resist," Dad said, while I thought the same thing.
"And don't you forget it," LeAnn said, as I moved my lips to Nicki's other nipple.
For about ten minutes give or take, Dad and LeAnn discussed their plans for when we arrived in Destin, while I switched back and forth between my stepsister's two hard nipples like a pleasure yo-yo.
LeAnn drew me out of my nipple-worshipping coma when she said, "Honey, I hate to mention it, but I need to go pee again."
"Already?" Dad asked.
"What can I say?" she shrugged. "Most of me is big, but my bladder is petite."
Dad laughed, "All right then."
I leaned away, and I noticed wet spots around my stepsister's nipples. They were pretty obvious... while my hand remained under her dress... a hand that had been rather dormant for quite a while, just resting contentedly under her dress, while I focused on her nipples and tits.
"I can pee too," Nicki said.
"I could use a drink," I added, my mouth feeling a little dry.
"Next stop is just a couple miles away." Dad said.
When we arrived at a plaza with a gas station, restaurant and convenience store, we all got out. Dad mentioned, as the ladies sauntered towards the store, and we admired their shapes from behind, "LeAnn can get a bit wild."
"I know, Dad," I said. "I can hear her most nights."
"Oh?" Dad said, as we continued admiring their cabooses. I wondered whether he knew I was admiring his wife's amazing legs and big booty.
"Yeah, she gets quite animated," I added.
"That she does," he agreed a little awkwardly.
"I mean I'm surprised the neighbours don't come knocking," I joked, deciding to be totally frank with my father. We both were, after all, adults.
"She isn't that loud," Dad said, looking at me for the first time.
"Oh yes, give me that big white dick! Pound my black pussy! Fill me up with that fucking huge white dick!" I rambled, all things I'd heard her crying out while I jerked off in bed, listening.
"Oh my God, you really heard all that?"
"Hard not to."
"Sorry."
"Don't be sorry," I said, "you're a lucky man to have such a beautiful... vibrant... enthusiastic wife!"
"Yeah, I really am," he agreed. Then after a pause, he added, shifting back into his fatherly mode, "You know that doesn't mean I don't still miss your mother every single day."
"I know, Dad," I said. "But I know Mom would be happy to know you've moved on, and found another love in your life."
"You think so?" he asked unsurely.
"I know so," I asserted. "Mom would never have wanted you to be miserable. And sharing your bed with a wild woman like LeAnn, doesn't make your love for Mom any less real."
"Son, you really are a great man!"
"I've been learning from a great man for my entire life," I responded, and Dad gave me a big shoulder hug.
"I love you, son," Dad said.
"I love you too, Dad," I replied.
"Do you still need that drink?" he asked, setting aside our touching father and son moment.
"Yeah, I do," I nodded... realizing it was really fucking hot out here.
He pulled out his wallet and said, as he handed me a twenty, "Grab me a Coke and a bag of barbecue chips."
"You got it," I said, taking his money and heading into the store, just as LeAnn was coming out with a couple of Cokes and some chips.
"Is one of those for Dad?" I asked.
"It is," she nodded.
"You know him so well," I laughed, seeing she also had some barbecue chips.
"Oh, I sure do, honey," she smiled. "Just see what Nicki wants."
"Will do," I said as I went into the store.
I was grabbing a Coke, when Nicki came over and asked, "Grab me a Diet Coke?"
"How can you drink that stuff?" I asked, as I handed her one.
"It's how I keep this figure so shapely and slim," she said, striking a pose for me, with her back arched and her sexy chest thrust forward.
"It seems to be working, so who am I to question your diet?" I replied, still able to see the slight wetness I'd left around her nipples.
"Exactly, big brother," she grinned. Then she turned and walked away... allowing me once again to admire her shapely rear end.
I grabbed some chips for myself, Nicki grabbed a Kit Kat, I paid for it all, and we headed back to the car.
But even after all the crazy I'd been enjoying today, my anxiety returned as I neared the car.
I stopped walking.
Nicki noticed I was no longer accompanying her. She turned around and came back to me, just as Dad and LeAnn also started coming towards me.
She said, "Come on, big brother, I'll have a very nice surprise for you during the next leg of the drive."
"You will?"
"Oh, yeah. Mom told me how she relaxed you at our last stop," she said. "So just get back into the car, and you can have as much more of that as you want!"
"I can?" I asked, hearing her words, but still struggling to process them.
"You okay, son?" Dad asked.
"Yes, boo. Are you okay?" LeAnn asked.
"Yeah, yeah, I guess," I replied, "I just needed to take a breath for a moment."
"Great," Dad said, patting me on the back, and heading back to the car.
"You may finger my daughter all you like," LeAnn whispered in my ear. Her breath felt warm and exciting.
"Yeah, big brother, finger fuck me," Nicki chimed in, her words sounding so hot and nasty!
"Nicki, language," LeAnn said, oddly in a serious tone.
"Sorry, Finger bang me then," Nicki rephrased.
"Better," Leeann said, and she too returned to the car.
"She's okay with you fingering both of us, but God forbid I say fuck," Nicki mumbled for my ears only, shaking her head in frustration.
"Have you heard the language she uses every time she and Dad are fucking?" I asked. "There's lots of creative language coming out of her!"
"I know, right?" she said. "But whatever," she shrugged. "Let's get back inside the car, and you can finger fuck me until I come." She turned and began walking away.
I asked, "Really?"
"Yeah, your nipple sucking got me horny as fuck," she said. "And please don't tell my Mom I'm still speaking French."
"Wow," I said as we reached the car.
"You get in first this time," she told me. "I don't know how your Dad didn't notice you sucking on my titties."
"Or the wet spots I left on your blouse," I added, having wondered that myself. Then once I got my head focussed, I forgot we were even inside a car, while all I thought about was going back and forth between her two big tits and her hard nipples... I even tuned out the conversation in the front seat.
I got in, sat down, quickly adjusted my very hard penis, and Nicki slid in beside me, on my left this time, her hand going immediately to my erection. "Mmmmmmmm, nice," she said, sounding impressed, before she gave me one more firm squeeze, and took her hand away.
"Are you two all settled in back there?" Dad asked, looking at me in the rear view mirror.
"Almost," Nicki said, as she lifted her ass to hike up her skirt all the way up to her waist, giving me a spectacular view of her pantyhose-clad lower half, spread her legs as wide as she could behind Dad's seat back, revealing a rip in her pantyhose right at the crotch. "There, that's much better," she said, reaching for her seatbelt.
"Comfortable?" LeAnn asked, smiling at us and glancing down at her daughter's spread legs, and her fully exposed vulva.
"Almost," Nicki said, before... she grabbed my hand and placed it directly onto her slightly wet, uncovered pussy!... while she looked her Mom straight in the eye. "There! That's perfect!"
"You two snuggle bugs look very comfortable back there," my wicked stepmother approved, although she was the complete opposite of the wicked stepmother in Cinderella. (Emphasis on how one defines 'wicked'.) Nervously and excitedly, I began tracing my fingers along her pussy lips... touching my second pussy of the day, which was also the second pussy of my life.
"Okay, we're off," Dad declared, starting to pull out of the parking lot and giving me a wink via the mirror... what was that about?!
"Yes, or at least getting there," Nicki agreed. She tapped my hand to get me focused back on her instead of my Dad.
I turned all my attention to the first pussy I'd ever touched without the hindrance of pantyhose...and taking a closer look at it. I'd watched a lot of porn. I'd admired thousands of pictures of pussies. I'd read a plethora of articles and watched quite a few how-to videos about how to please a woman, including fingering, cunnilingus (not a very sexy word, really) and of course, fucking. But that was all just on a computer screen. This was real! Tactile! Olfactory, even!
While I was learning about fingering and going down on a woman, I paid lots of attention to gaining an understanding about the various regions of a woman's pussy, inside and out, hoping to become a great lover with both my tongue and my dick, whenever the time came.
LeAnn said, indirectly assisting me in penetrating her daughter's pussy with my finger, "Just breathe and relax, Aaron."
"Yes ma'am," I said, not looking up, but keeping all my attention on the shaved pink pussy at hand. The bright, glistening pink was such a lovely contrast to her beautiful dark brown skin as I probed my index finger deeper between her pussy lips... and felt more wetness.
"You okay back there, son?" Dad asked.
I sat back up straight and said, "Yeah, I'm good."
"Your cheeks are red," he noticed.
"Just focus on the road, Steven," LeAnn ordered brusquely, as I felt Nicki's hand on mine, guiding me deeper into her wetness.
"Sorry," he said sheepishly.
I returned my full attention to my stepsister's pretty pink pussy, the most beautiful triple crown alliteration ever.
"Yes. And you focus on me, so you don't freak out," Nicki ordered, loud enough for everyone, including my father, to hear.
"Yes, son. Whatever Nicki's doing, let her keep your attention occupied," Dad said, unknowingly encouraging our stepbrother/stepsister foreplay.
"Yes, Aaron. Just focus on Nicki. She knows exactly how to keep you distracted," LeAnn concurred, far more knowledgeably.
"Okay, I will," I said dutifully (only on the outside), in awe of not only the encouragement coming to me from the front seat, but the sight and feel of my finger inside my hot, black stepsister's box. This was more unbelievable and hotter than any erotic story I'd ever read, or any porn scene I'd ever watched... so indeed, sometimes truth is stranger than fiction.
"Yes, keep all your attention on me," Nicki whispered, biting her lip as I began slowly moving my finger in and out of her pussy... ever so slowly... both in awe of watching my finger do its repetitive disappearing act inside her, but also because the first girl I'd ever fingered was my stepsister!
"That's it," LeAnn said soothingly, "there you go."
A moment later, the music playing on the radio was turned up significantly, assumedly by my stepmother as I fingered her daughter, to drown out the wet sounds escaping the backseat.
The first song that played (following a commercial for time shares) was ironically appropriate: the 1980's Scorpions classic, 'Rock you Like a Hurricane.'
"Mmmmmmm," Nicki moaned, ever so softly, which made my entrapped hard dick flinch inside its uncomfortable confined space, as I continued reaching over to finger my stepsister a bit awkwardly. Hearing her moaning because of my finger was a major turn-on. Sure, the avowed purpose of this exercise was to keep me distracted and thus control my anxiety... unorthodox but effective... but if she was enjoying it too, that made it all the better.



"Taste me," she whispered into my ear, about seven or eight minutes into my lengthy, slow fingering.
I looked a question at her.
"Taste me on your finger," she whispered directly into my ear, her words and her hot breath... and an unexpected lick... making my hard dick rage!
I nodded my willingness.
I pulled my finger out and moved it under my nostrils... inhaling her exotic, addicting scent... similar, but slightly different from her mother's.
I then brought it to my lips, and sucked her wetness off my finger.
Heavenly!
She tasted better than I could ever have imagined!
Many guys give a less than flattering description of a woman's pussy scent and taste. But judging from my brief experience today, they were all wrong, wrong, wrong!
The taste was tantalizing, albeit gone almost as quickly as it appeared... I wished I could bend down and dive between her legs to get a taste directly from her pussy!
I brought my finger back to her pussy...fingered her for a few seconds... pulled out, and tasted her again.
"Mmmmmmm," she purred, watching me behaving like a kid in an all-you-can-eat candy store.
"So good," I whispered.
"What's so good?" Dad asked. Apparently I hadn't whispered as softly as I'd thought!
"My Coke," I lied. I sat back up, my other hand going to Nicki's pussy to rub her outer lips. So now both of my hands were touching her... one on the outside, the other still moving back and forth inside her.
"Does it taste really good?" LeAnn asked.
I knew what she was really asking.
"Yes, and it's very refreshing," I answered, as I took my right hand away from inside her daughter's pussy, and stuck it between my lips.
"I bet it is," my stepmother smiled, taking a sip of her own Coke.
"Is it too hot in here?" Dad asked.
"It is a little hot back here," Nicki agreed, grabbing my right hand and placing it back in her pussy.
"Yeah, they do look a little hot back there," LeAnn said, smiling widely... watching me rubbing her daughter's pussy.
"I'll turn the air up," Dad said.
"Thanks," I replied, taking a sip of my Coke in one hand while still rubbing Nicki's pussy with the other.
"Keep him distracted," LeAnn said.
"I'm doing my best," Nicki said, pursing her lovely full lips.
LeAnn placed her pretty feet onto the dashboard again, this time sans shoes... and wiggled her delicious toes... well, assumedly at least. "Do you think you can drive and drool simultaneously, honey?"
"I think I can manage," Dad said. I could tell by the back of his head that he was now taking frequent glances at his wife's beautiful nylon-clad toes, just like I was doing steadily... although only for a minute, before Nicki tugged on my free hand.
"Focus on me!" she whispered harshly, annoyed by my attention on her mother.
"Sorry!" I apologized, sticking the Coke back in its holder, then bringing my right hand back to her pussy, and sliding two fingers inside this time.
"Ooooooooh," Nicki moaned, as my additional finger spread her tight pussy a little wider.
"You okay back there?" Dad asked.
"They're fine," LeAnn said. "Focus on my gorgeous feet."
"Yes, honey, they really are," Dad agreed, as I began finger fucking my stepsister with two fingers... and this time, every ten strokes pulling out and sucking her pussy juices off my fingers.
Then repeat.
I kept up this routine for a long time.
For miles and miles.
Finger fucking... eight, nine, ten.
Sucking.
It was obvious after a couple dozen miles, I was driving her wild... a constant tease. I'd read that teasing a woman until she can't take it anymore was a great way to get her off. I was admittedly getting her very frustrated, but the payoff would be well worth it! I was definitely testing the limits of that theory.
Then... I got up to the ten pumps and pulled out... but now with my left hand, I rubbed her swollen clit.
"Oh Jesus," Nicki moaned into my ear.
"You like that?" I whispered back, this time making sure that I actually was at a low decibel level.
"Don't stop," she answered, as I began a new pattern of pleasing her inside and out, while still taking my frequent tastes of her pussy.
"Not on your life," I replied. This sexual activity was the most surreal but effective way to remain distracted while I was inside a vehicle!
I don't know how long I kept this up... definitely for lots of miles... when Dad announced, "We'll be stopping for lunch in nine miles."
Nicki's eyes went wide with dismay.
"Sounds good," I said. I needed to say something positive!
"You guys hungry?" LeAnn asked, looking back at us with a teasing smirk.
"Starving," Nicki said, before whispering into my ear with a soft moan, "Only nine more miles? Finger bang me faster!"
I nodded, as I continued teasing her clit while pumping my two fingers in and out of her pussy a lot faster!
"I'm starving too," LeAnn said. "How about you, Steven?"
"I can always eat," Dad said.
"I know you can," LeAnn responded, which sounded harmless, but having heard her yell things like: "Eat my black pussy! Suck on my fat clit!" and, "I'm coming on your face!" told me it was innuendo.
"Oh, always," Dad responded, taking it 'the wrong way' as well.
With LeAnn helpfully distracting my father, I now focused on the task at hand... literally... as I fingered Nicki furiously, and also began tapping on her clit... making her legs twitch constantly.
She tugged on my ear with her teeth... gently... and whispered, "Faster, baby, faster!"
I pumped my fingers in and out of her pussy as fast as I could, while stimulating her clit. Her moans got louder, and she bit down on her lip to keep herself from erupting with a scream... and maybe some squeals... and thus alerting my oblivious father to the debauchery occurring directly behind him.
"Oh, Aaron," she moaned into my ear a few seconds later, just before she squeezed her legs together and came, pressing her open lips against my neck, and moaning against my skin.
I felt her wetness all over my fingers, as her body quaked and trembled against me.
About a minute later, while I watched in voyeuristic awe and pride in my accomplishment, she opened her legs again.
I pulled my fingers out, and rushed those soaking wet digits to my lips... slurping a generous amount of her tasty, intensified cum into my mouth.
Then, while she kept her legs spread wide, I brought my fingers back to her leaking pussy and retrieved some more of her cum and stuck it in my mouth, while she licked and kissed my neck some more.
I did that a couple more times, savouring my stepsister's pussy cum, before Nicki asked in a normal voice, "How much further? I really need to pee!"
"Three more miles, I think," Dad responded.
"Then hurry, Daddy," Nicki said, sounding so cute by addressing him as 'Daddy' for the first time I could recall... which was surprisingly hot.
I sat back up and saw LeAnn watching us.
I grinned.
She grinned back... like a she-wolf.
Nicki took my hand and placed it on her leg again. I slowly moved it up and down, still enjoying the soothing sensations of the sheer silk, even after the two exhilarating sexual encounters of sucking on Nicki's breasts through her blouse, and then fingering her to a powerful orgasm.
I was... oddly... becoming a man in a new fashion, in the backseat of the family Range Rover.
A few minutes later, we were parked in front of a TGI Friday restaurant (recently rebranded Fridays), and Nicki leapt out of the car and began scurrying towards the bathroom, the moment we came to a stop.
I got out, adjusted my dick, and stretched.
"Hungry?" Dad asked.
"Yeah, a little," I said, although what I really wanted was some more tastes of Nicki's pussy. I knew it wouldn't fill me up, but it sure was delicious. Easily the best appetizer I'd ever had!
"Good. Let's eat," Dad said. "Except I need to hit the can too."
"Then go," LeAnn said. "Aaron and I will snag us a table."
"Okay," he said, and headed for the restaurant.
"So... did finger fucking my daughter help to alleviate your anxiety?" she asked, the moment we were alone.
"Language," I teased.
"I just say things like that to keep my baby girl off balance," she grinned wickedly. "I know that you know I have a very wicked tongue."
"You do?" I asked, surprised.
"Your bedroom is adjacent to ours, and the wall is quite thin," she pointed out.
"I may have occasionally heard the odd spicy word or phrase," I shrugged.
"And do you jerk off while you listen to your Dad fucking me?"
"I plead the Fifth," I said, as we reached the restaurant. Now I was hard again because of her questioning!
"It's okay if you do," she reassured me. "Actually, I hope you do."
"Ohhh! If you're in favour of it, then yes, I do it all the time."
"May I ask you a personal question?" she asked, while we lingered outside the entrance.
"You mean more personal than that last one?" I joked.
Touché," she said with a smile. Then asked, "Are you still a virgin?"
I stared at the ground and answered, "Yes ma'am."
"That's a shame,"
"Yeah. Well, I don't go to parties or anything, so my opportunities to meet girls are pretty much nonexistent."
"Blow jobs?"
"No."
"Hand jobs?" she asked, looking more and more concerned.
"Besides my own hand?" I asked trying to make light of this awkward conversation. It felt more than a little humiliating.
"Oh, boo," she said lovingly, touching my heartstrings while she pulled me into one of her motherly, all-enveloping hugs.
"It is what it is," I demurred, having hoped that when I got to college and lived on a dorm where I'd never have to drive anywhere, I could meet a girl, and so forth.
"No, it isn't just what it is," she denied like my champion, leaning back with her arms still around my waist and gazing into my eyes.
"The opportunity just hasn't presented itself yet," I said, still trying to downplay my lack of experience.
"Then we'll just have to change the nature of your opportunities," she said, reaching down to my dick and giving it a squeeze. "This bad boy needs to come out and play. Real soon."
Feeling brazen after everything that had happened today, including her hand on my cock just now, I asked, "You mean this bad boy big white cock?"
"Mmmmmm. You naughty boy, flirting with your mother like that," she rebuked me, but in a playful, sensual way.
"Except that two sizzling hot babes are inspiring me to get out of my head and come out of my shell," I replied, that statement being completely true. No way in a million years would I have agreed to this road trip if only my Dad had been trying to coax me into doing it!
In fact I'd been so adamant against it, that he'd cobbled together a way where I could take a bus from a stop only six blocks from our house to the Albuquerque International Sunport, then I could take a courtesy shuttle from the airport to a hotel a mile and a half away, then after staying the night in the hotel, I could shuttle back to the airport very early the next morning, and my flight to the Florida Panhandle (with no less than three layovers!) would arrive at midnight. Then no way I'd walk very far in a strange city in the dark, so I'd catnap in the Destin-Fort Walden airport until morning, and then I'd walk to a bus station in Valparaiso and catch a bus the sixteen miles to Destin, which was our final destination. I'd then check into the hotel Dad would have booked in Destin, and wait for the rest of my family to arrive. Dad would also have arranged for FedEx to deliver the stuff I'd be shipping to myself. The trip would have been a complete hassle, but it was doable.
"Well, boo," she smiled warmly, "that's our plan. To get you out of your head and into a much more enjoyable lifestyle."
"Well, although you and Nicki have a very unusual way of accomplishing that," I smiled back gratefully, " so far it's working like a charm."
"And what we've done so far is only the beginning," she foreshadowed intriguingly, as she reached for the door.
"Sounds great!" I said, excited to learn what else she and her hot daughter still had in store for me.
"By the way, we black folks call a penis a dick, not a cock," she said.
"Really?" I asked, as she went into the restaurant.
"Really," she confirmed, and I accompanied her in. Nicki was already waiting for us in the foyer.
"What took you so long?" she asked, her arms crossed and looking a little annoyed. I wasn't sure if it was because she was hangry, or perhaps a bit jealous.
"I was chatting with my favourite son," LeAnn smiled warmly at me.
"About?" Nicki asked tersely.
"That's enough of that attitude, young lady," LeAnn scolded firmly, impressively shifting from sensual to ruling the roost in a heartbeat.
"Fine," Nicki snapped, making it clear it wasn't fine.
"A table for four, honey," LeAnn asked the male Matre'd, again shifting into a third tone and persona in a heartbeat. This time the earthily charming Pearl Bailey. <If you don't recognize the name of this iconic singer, then check her out on YouTube, and thank me later.>
"Yes, ma'am," he said, "please follow me."
"After you ladies," I gestured courteously, and then I was able to admire their perfect backsides as I followed them.
"Such a gentleman," LeAnn smiled warmly.
"You'd better be checking out my ass," Nicki whispered, as she turned back to speak for a moment, then hurried to catch back up with her Mom.
"Don't mind if I do," I said, my confidence building with each of our interactions.
We were seated in a booth, where I sat on the far right, LeAnn sat across from me, Nicki sat on my left, and Dad sat on the far left next to LeAnn, when he joined us a minute later.
A very pretty blonde waitress appeared with a tray and four waters, and she took our drink orders. Usually I'd be slyly admiring her, or even outright staring at such a blonde bombshell, but I was currently having a marvelous time with two raven bombshells, and strangely, they were both vying for my attention... although I wasn't sure they were both happy about it.
LeAnn's leg foot was out of her shoe, and her silky sheer sole (another hot alliteration) was slowly wandering up and down my leg... thank God I was wearing shorts! I wondered what her two silky sheer soles would feel like rubbing my dandy dauntless dick (yet another one).
Meanwhile, Nicki had taken charge of my left hand and placed it under her skirt again, and if the waitress was observant, she might notice.
Having never before today had any sexual interactions with women at all (except for Nicki's memorable nylon foot job), all this bounty added up to sensory overload. I should note that I'm actually a decent-looking guy. I'm no ten, or even a nine, but a solid seven, and perhaps even an eight, in the eyes of some beholders. I'm in great shape, since after spending almost a year doing rehab after that tragic accident, I'd gotten into the habit of regular physical workouts, and Dad had even set up an entire gym for me in our basement. In fact, this trip was the first time I wouldn't be working out every day, since my nasty bout with COVID. So I was ripped. My ongoing problem was only that I lacked the confidence to speak with girls in a player sort of way. I did have a few friends who were girls... and a couple of them had even showed me some obvious interest, but I didn't know how to make it work, since I didn't drive, or even get into cars ... and dates that featured riding on buses didn't seem very cool in 2023. So alas, I was an eighteen-year-old, who before the strange foot rubbing three weeks ago, and the incredibly surreal events of today, had absolutely zero sexual experience, except for handling my own dick.
"I'm so proud of you, son," Dad said.
"Thanks," I said, "Nicki and Mom have been doing a great job of keeping me distracted."
"That's great," he said enthusiastically, and God was I thankful he didn't ask me for any details about how they'd done it... and I was surprised he didn't ask.
"If I'd known these two had enough magical powers to get you willing to ride in a car, I would have suggested this trip a few months ago!"
I gasped in horror! "Dad, even with their magic, there'd be no way I could handle a trip like this in the winter!" The accident had happened during a rare snowstorm, which was why my Mom had fatally lost her traction on some black ice, so the only thing I was more terrified of than getting into a car, was snow. It had snowed once last winter, and I couldn't force myself out of the house to go to school that day.
"Well, boo," LeAnn said, "you know I'm hoping to take you and your father up to Canada to visit my family this winter." As she spoke, her shoeless, nylon-covered foot wandered up between my legs, and slyly coaxed them apart.
"I-I-I still can't believe you're from Canada," I stammered, her foot now resting between my legs just a couple inches from my crotch.
"Black people live in Canada too, eh?" Nicki said, making it sound like, 'Duh', as she placed her hand on my leg... just a couple inches away from accidentally touching her Mom's foot.
"I didn't mean it that way," I said.
"We know what you meant," my stepmom said, as her foot next went directly to my crotch. "To you, Nickie and I look like southern belles."
"Exaaaactly," I replied, trying to act casual with my Dad's wife's foot on my dick.
"Aren't southern belles those white bitches from Disney films?" Nicki asked, her hand now travelling slowly and steadily up my mostly bare leg.
"We're building our own Disney world," LeAnn replied, "It'll be called 'The Princess and the Frog Bayou', and we're 'Almost there'," slowly gliding her foot up and down my throbbing dick.
"Well, you're the prettiest two women I know of," Dad said. "Isn't that right, son?"
"One hundred percent," I said, as the waitress returned with our drinks.
Nicki moved her hand away from me to accept her drink, but LeAnn's foot remained where it was... although it stopped moving... now just resting on my dick... and it occurred to me that my dick had been hard for about three hours now, almost nonstop.
We ordered our meals, and for the next ten minutes while we waited for our food, we discussed random things like the upcoming NFL season, the new Travis Scott album (I think he's terrible, but Nicki thinks he's amazing), and an upcoming state park only two hours away from our house where we could go hiking. We were just beginning to move on to discussing autumn, when our food arrived.
The entire time, my stepmother's foot had been resting on my dick... occasionally pressing down on it a little... or moving up and down for just a few precious, teasing moments. Also, while my left hand was now resting high under Nicki's skirt, and the temptation to advance my hand to her pussy was growing... except the skirt was pretty tight the way she was seated, so getting there would be a challenge... unlike when she'd hiked all the way it up in the SUV.
The waitress returned, and asked if we wanted any dessert.
LeAnn asked, pressing her foot against my dick with intent, "Do you want some dessert, Aaron?"
"I can always use dessert," I said. Then Nicki placed her hand on my dick a moment later, and she felt her Mom's foot already there.
"Mom!" Nicki barked, exasperated.
"Honey, not here," LeAnn responded, her voice firm, yet still soft... although she did remove her foot.
"Fine!" Nicki said, not quite snarling. You could cut the tension with a knife (a stupid saying, but it kind of worked this time), as her hand claimed my now unoccupied dick.
Dad looked confused, but he was savvy enough not to say anything.



"I need to go to the washroom. Nicki, would you please join me?" LeAnn requested faux sweetly.
"Fine!" Nicki repeated, giving my dick a firm, possessive squeeze before sliding around in the booth, as Dad stood up to let the two ladies out.
Once they were gone, Dad said to the waitress, who'd been standing there awkwardly the entire time, "Just the cheque please, miss,"
"Yes, sir," she said, and hurried away.
Dad then turned his attention to me and asked, "What do you think that unspoken argument was about between LeAnn and Nicki?"
"I have no idea," I lied, since I wouldn't dare to tell him the reason I knew it was.
"I've never seen this amount of tension between them before," Dad said, quite concerned.
"I suppose being cooped up in an SUV for hours on end can do that to people," I shrugged.
"That's true," he said with a soft chuckle.
"Plus, I've never even tried to understand women," I joked, although it wasn't a joke... and my bewilderment about the so-called 'gentle sex' had been multiplied by a billion because of all the surreal events happening today.
"You needn't bother," he said. After a pause, he went on to say, "There's a great comic strip I saw somewhere, where a guy is given a wish by a genie, and he 'wishes' to understand how women think. Then in the next panel, the genie whispers something in his ear."
"Then what happens?" I asked.
"The last panel shows the man running away, screaming in utter terror," Dad said, and then he laughed.
"Seems about right," I said, laughing as well.
Dad finished his drink and said, "We should get back on the highway."
"I suppose," I said, as he stood up.
I did too, but then the anxiety once again began rising inside me. And this time it actually pissed me off! I'd gotten this far... even though it was only because of some very unorthodox sexual play. So that tragic accident seven years ago still ruling my emotions was making me frustrated and angry.
"You're doing great, son," Dad said.
"I know," I said. "It's just that getting back in the car is still a problem."
"You've been doing great so far," Dad said, as I stood next to the table, unable to move.
"I know, I know," I said, "but I just don't know whether I can..."
"No worries, you definitely can..." Nicki said, with a lift in her voice and a wide smile on her face. She came to me and took my hand, then she intertwined our fingers and finished her statement, "... and you definitely will!"
LeAnn also returned and said to me, "Aaron, just do whatever Nicki tells you to do."
"I can do that," I said, feeling such warmth just from holding hands with her. I'd held hands with a couple girls in the past, and even kissed a couple of them, and I'd always found that simple intimacy very comforting... and Nicki's hand in mine felt that same way right now. And even though I wanted to eat her pussy, to have her suck my dick, and to lose my virginity to her... or to my stepmom... I know... I know. It's twisted, but after all that had happened today, those goals weren't completely beyond the realms of possibility, were they? The idea of Nicki becoming my girlfriend was even more compelling... although that wasn't possible, since she was my stepsister... or was it? I mean we weren't blood related. There must be real cases of stepsiblings getting married. Am I rambling? Yes? Well no wonder... my head was in a turmoil!
"Yes, you need to do exactly as I say," Nicki confirmed. She squeezed my hand and easily tugged me away from the spot where a moment ago I'd been helplessly frozen in place.
"I'll do anything you tell me to," I rephrased my commitment, completely smitten with my stepsister... and not just sexually.
"I'll keep you to that promise," she said, squeezing my hand again.
"I mean it," I said and repeated the most significant word, "anything."
"I know you will," she said, as we went through the door.
As soon as we were outside, knowing we had only a little time before the parents paid the bill and followed us out, she shoved me against the wall of the building, and kissed me urgently.
I kissed her back with equal energy, and our tongues danced in each other's mouths. This kissing session was so much more intense than my previous two with those other girls... but unavoidably, it didn't last as long.
When she broke the kiss, she told me, "I've been wanting to do that for some time."
"You have?" I asked, very surprised to hear it.
"Yes. I've always had a crush on you. Didn't you know?"
"You have?" I repeated, like a parrot.
"Yes, you silly boy," she said. "And when I felt how big your dick was while I gave you that foot job, I decided to make you mine."
"Make me mine," I repeated nonsensically, in a complete daze, just as Mom and Dad emerged from the restaurant.
"To be continued," she whispered, taking my hand again and leading me to the SUV.
"Okay," I said, trying to process what she'd just told me... which was perhaps more shocking than everything else that had transpired today.
She climbed into the backseat first. I followed without even a hint of panic. Instead, I single-mindedly admired her lovely bod as she settled in.
As soon as we were seated and belted, she took my hand, placed it back on her nylon-clad leg, and rested her head against my shoulder, just like a lover would do.
Unlike the raw sexuality of my fingering her, I found this intimacy even more soothing. I didn't even notice the car beginning to move as she leaned against me. Eventually, she drifted off to sleep. And shortly afterward, so did I.
I don't know how long I napped, but I was awakened by my dick being rubbed.
I opened my eyes and discovered my dick was no longer in my shorts, although it was still concealed by my Lululemon underwear. I wondered how she'd gotten this far without waking me up
She looked at me as she rubbed my dick and whispered in my ear, "I can see you like things that are soft," I assumed meaning my underwear.
"And I can see you like things that are hard," I replied, trying to be witty, although I wasn't making much sense. My underwear was super soft... I wore only Lululemon underwear, because Dad could afford clothing that was that overpriced. It felt so good against my body, and I loved rubbing my dick through it. Yes, I even masturbated like a weirdo... usually coming in my underwear by rubbing my dick the same way Nicki was doing at the moment.
"Mmmmmmm, I sure do," she said. "Now lift your ass. I want to feast my eyes on this great white shark you're packing."
"Okay," I nodded, obeying her like I'd promised I would... except who in their right mind would disobey an order like that?!
I lifted my ass, and she pulled my shorts and underwear down around my ankles. She looked oh so eager and urgent!
And then my hard, seven-inch dick was freed from its lengthy confinement. Nicki's eyes sparkled as she gazed down upon it, just as LeAnn looked back, and her eyes sparkled too!
Nicki grinned, nodded, and mouthed, "Nice!" She took my dick in her hand and began stroking me slowly.
"Oooooooh," I moaned, in awe of receiving my very first hand job!
"You okay, son?" Dad asked when he heard me moan.
"Yeah, just stretching out some kinks," I said, the first thing that popped into my head.
"Okay, go for it," Dad said.
LeAnn watched her daughter stroking me and asked, I think mainly for my Dad's ears, "Are you comfortable back there, boo?"
I replied, "I'm incredibly comfortable right now," as if she didn't know. I could already feel my balls bubbling after all those hours of wild foreplay.
"Good. Now just relax," Nicki instructed, as she stuck her index finger into her mouth to moisten it, then began gently rubbing it over my cock head... making my entire body shudder in pleasure.
"Oooooh-kay," I moaned, this pleasure so much better and more intense than when I did it myself.
"Yes, boo," LeAnn encouraged me, obviously enjoying the sight of the wicked act happening in the backseat, only about two feet away from her eyes. "Just relax and let Nicki look after you."
"Okay," I repeated, as I watched Nicki's black hand slowly stroking my dick and rolling over my cock head, while LeAnn watched in voyeuristic pleasure.
Nicki whispered into my ear as she continued slowly stroking me, driving me wild, "Yes, baby. Just enjoy this, until you come all over my hand."
"Mmmhmm," I responded, at the moment unable to access any of my vocabulary. Normally I was pretty intelligent, but right now the blood that usually fed my brain was required elsewhere.
"Mmmmmm, baby, I want your cum so bad," she whispered, her tongue probing my ear, and her hot breath driving me even wilder.
"Soon," I whispered back, doing my best to control my breathing, so Dad wouldn't realize what was happening right behind him.
"Oh yes, baby! I can't wait!" she purred. I noticed she kept calling me baby, which was really hot, and also kind of romantic. "Shoot that big white load of cum all over my black hand!"
I bit my lip so I wouldn't make a sound. I was about to bust a nut, so she stroked me a little faster.
Between intermittent tugs on my earlobe with her teeth, she continued whispering her nasty monologue. "Give it to me! Give me that load! I want that white cum! Give it to me right... fucking... now!"
"Fuuuuuuuck," I groaned, fortunately mostly to myself, as my dick twitched, and my cum shot straight up in the air, first a couple big cannon blasts of cum, before the rest of it just oozed out.
"Good boy," she breathed. Then she kept stroking me throughout my most intense orgasm ever!
"Ooooh," was all I could muster, while I kept coming and coming!
Once I was spent, she took her hand away. A lot of my goo was coating her thenar eminence. (Here's an Anatomy Aside, free of charge. Did you know that technically your palm is called the thenar? And the stretch of flesh between your thumb and forefinger is technically known as the purlicue. You're welcome.) By whatever labels, she brought her cum-coated hand to her lips, and then she lapped up my cum and swallowed it.
My eyes went wide as I watched her doing that.
"Mmmmmmm," she purred.
I looked at LeAnn, who was watching intently.
LeAnn pointed to a big wad I'd shot into the air that had fallen back down onto my bare leg, and she mouthed, "Mine."
"Yours?" I mouthed with a raised eyebrow.
"Mine," she repeated.
Nicki looked at her Mom and noticed her pointing possessively at the globule of cum on my leg. She smiled, nodded, scooped up the cum with two of her fingers, and then stunningly, she presented her fingers to her Mom.
LeAnn opened her mouth and took her daughter's fingers between her lips, and she sucked my cum off of them.
I couldn't believe it!
Every time I thought things couldn't get any more unbelievable... they went ahead and did.
On top of that, the earlier tension between them over what I'd thought was me, had clearly ended, since they were now amicably sharing my cum.
Nicki took her finger away, and turned her attention back to me. She bent down and sucked another gob of cum off of my leg.
LeAnn turned back around, and I wondered how Dad could possibly be unaware of the illicit events occurring directly behind him.
Nicki then sat back up next to me, took my hand and placed it back on her leg, and sweetly kissed me on the cheek.
Still exposed, my dick gradually softened, and we then sat there for a good twenty minutes in a comfortable silence.
My hand slowly moved up and down her nylon-clad leg to keep me relaxed and my mind idly occupied.
Nicki rested her head back on my shoulder.
Her hand went to my thigh, and it rested there for a long time.
I felt a very intimate connection with her... even though my dick was still out... but no longer stiff and begging for attention.
Eventually, Dad announced, "Five miles until our next stop."
"Okay," I said, having been in a daze... like forever.
As LeAnn looked back and watched, I pulled my underwear and my shorts back up, and tucked myself away.
LeAnn asked, "Ready for a hike?"
"Yeah, I bet it'll be great to escape being cooped up back there for a while," Dad added.
"Yeah, for sure," I responded, although being 'cooped up' back here had been the best hours of my life.
"Hey, I don't appreciate that," Nicki protested.
"I didn't mean it like that," Dad backpedalled hurriedly.
"You'd better not," Nicki said playfully, "I've been keeping your son distracted and calm for miles and miles!"
"And I truly appreciate it, dear," Dad said.
"And so do I," I added.
Nicki stuck her hand under her skirt and started fingering herself, checking to make sure I was watching.
"You must have some magical powers," Dad said.
"She's just like me, honey," LeAnn interjected. "We're able to capture any man's full attention whenever we want."
"Well, I can't argue with that," Dad chuckled a little awkwardly, as Nicki pulled her fingers out from between her legs and fed me her pussy juice.
I opened my mouth, and sucked the tangy taste off of her fingers.
"I know you can't," LeAnn said. She leaned to her left, and appeared to be doing something on or near my Dad's crotch.
"Are you girls really going to go hiking wearing pantyhose?" Dad asked.
"Mom and I don't have a choice," Nicki said, sliding her fingers back into her pussy. They're keeping your son distracted."
"They are?" Dad asked.
"Yes, you silly," LeAnn said. "We've already established that he has a nylon fetish just like yours."
"Yes, but..." Dad began.
"No buts," LeAnn interrupted, "your son has been caressing my daughter's legs ever since we left Albuquerque."
"He has?"
"That's what's been keeping him distracted for all this time," LeAnn elaborated.
"Among other things," Nicki whispered in my ear, as she fed me her wet fingers again.
""Really?" Dad asked.
"Yes. Her soft silky sheer nylons have been relaxing him wonderfully, haven't they, boo?" LeAnn asked.
"Yes, Mommy," I said, "and I've also been staring at them a lot," after savouring the fingers in my mouth,
"I like the sound of that! You should call me Mommy from now on," LeAnn decided.
"Mommy?" Dad and I both asked in unison, although for different reasons. For me, it was one of my constant fantasies to fuck her while I called her Mommy or Mommy-slut... since I obviously read too much incest erotica. For Dad, it was likely What the fuck?
"That sounds perfect. I call you Daddy, don't I?" Nicki pointed out as she stuck her fingers back in her pussy.
"I guess," Dad said.
"Or you could go with Momma if you'd rather," LeAnn suggested. "That's what I always called my Momma, God rest her soul."
"Okay, Momma," I said, "although I'm very okay with Mommy, too."
"Then Mommy it is," LeAnn declared, as Nicki fed me some more of her delicious juices. Mommy winked at me while I sucked on her daughter's pussy-juice-coated fingers.
Dad pulled off the highway. So sadly, my feeding time was over.
He drove about a mile down a two-lane paved frontage road, and into the parking lot for a BLM trailhead. Then once he'd parked, we all climbed out of the SUV. This time like a gentleman, I offered my hand to my stepsister. She accepted it with a gracious smile, and once we were both standing, she kept her fingers entwined with mine, while Dad distributed four half-gallon canteens filled with water. (There'd been lots of ice in them when we'd left Albuquerque which had long since melted, but the water was still nice and cool.)
Nicki started walking with me, when LeAnn said, "I suggest you change into runners for the hike. Those stilettos will kill you out here."
"Right, good idea," Nicki said. She went back to the car, opened the door and bent over, thus giving me and my father a wonderful view of her luscious legs and some of her ass... and if you looked closely, you could see the pantyhose were ripped. Dad noticed me staring, but he didn't say anything.
With her Nike runners in her hands, she sat on the seat sideways, slipped out of her heels, placed them behind her in the car, and once her pretty feet had disappeared inside the Nikes, she requested, lifting her right leg, "Daddy, can you please tie my shoes for me?"
"Uh, sure," he said, surprised by the request, bending down to tie her shoe. Range Rovers have about eleven inches of ground clearance, so he didn't need to lean very far.
Then my Mommy called over, "Come and help your Momma, Aaron."
"Okay, Mommy," I said, loving the way that sweet word flowed off of my tongue.
I went around, after taking one more glimpse at my stepsister getting her shoes tied by my Dad. I wondered if he'd catch sight of her pretty pussy, since her short skirt was hiked up a fair amount.
LeAnn was sitting sideways in the front seat with her runners already on, and I said when I reached her, "I didn't even get to see your pretty painted toenails before you hid them away inside those runners."
"No worries. At some point, you'll get many opportunities to see, lick, worship, and even fuck these sexy nylon-clad feet," she promised wickedly. She crossed her right leg over her left one, providing me a pleasant view of that pantyhose-covered pussy she'd let me rub earlier.
"I'd better," I said, an unfamiliar confidence growing inside me.
"I like that, boo," she said.
"Like what?" I asked, as I leaned forward and began tying her shoelaces.
"A young white man who knows what he wants and takes it."
"Really?"
"Don't let your history books fool you, or your feminist psychology teacher, or anyone else. A black woman like myself craves to be a submissive slut for a white man with a big dick," she revealed. "And I'm not the least bit unusual in that respect."
"You do? You're not?" I asked.
"Yes. Of course in public I'm a strong-willed black woman who'll fight against misogyny and other bigotry, and stand up for women everywhere," she said, as I finished tying her first shoe. "But behind closed doors, I'm just a black woman who wants to be dominated and used like a 'nigga fuck doll' by a dominant white man I can trust."
"Oh, God," I groaned, my newly hard dick once again begging for attention.
"Think you can be that man for my daughter?" she asked, as she lifted her other leg.
"I can sure try," I said, unsure if I could do what she was suggesting, even if in my fantasies, I'd been that man many times... but without the race play. Her being black had no effect on my fantasies for her; instead, it was her utter beauty and warmth. Since the day we met, she'd always made me feel nurtured and special... and often horny.
"No, Aaron. I need better than that from you," she said a little impatiently, "My daughter needs a white man who'll treat her like a goddess in public. Who'll fawn over her. Who'll rush to open doors for her. Who'll love her adoringly, anyone who disapproves of PDA's be damned. But behind closed doors, she needs a man who'll place his possessive hands on her shoulders, guide her to her knees, and fuck her face. She needs a man who'll bend her over the kitchen counter while she's making dinner, slide his dick into her pussy, and dump a load in her. She needs a man who'll fuck her to multiple orgasms, eat her pussy, and paint her face with massive loads of cum. She needs a man who'll eat her asshole, and then pound it hard until he fills it up with another massive load. Do you think you can do all of that?"
As I finished tying her shoe, and she set it back to the floor of the SUV, I said resolutely while I adjusted my dick, "I've never done any of that before. But if that's what she needs, I'll be that man, or I'll die trying!"
"I can see that you like the idea," she said, gazing at the noticeable bulge in my shorts.



I really do," I said, noticing her crotch was at the perfect height for me to fuck her if she slid closer to me.
"I'd get down on the ground and suck that dick and let you come on my face right now, except I promised Nicki she could have all your firsts," she explained.
"All my firsts?" I asked.
"Ready?" Dad asked, interrupting at the most inconvenient time ever!
"Sure, honey," LeAnn said, all chipper, staring at my crotch, while she offered me her hand.
I pulled her up, and she whispered in my ear, "Soon, boo, very soon."
She went around the SUV to my Dad, and took his hand.
I went around to join Nicki. She took my hand, and we all began walking along the hiking trail like two couples, instead of a family of four.
For the next half hour, the four of us hiked in near silence. Then LeAnn spoke up and said, "It's really hot out here, sugar. I don't think we should keep going."
"I agree, Daddy," Nicki said, her hand having been in mine for the entire walk... we'd been more strolling than what you could call hiking... and I was sure my father had noticed, but he hadn't said anything about it.
"You're both right, it's even hotter than I thought it would be," Dad agreed, guzzling a big drink of water from his canteen.
"Yeah. I never thought I'd say this," I said, partly because it was indeed hot, but more because I wanted to spend some more sexy time with my stepsister, "but I think I'd rather be back inside the car."
"Magical words I never thought I'd hear," Dad laughed.
"Me neither," I said, looking at LeAnn who was smiling her approval, and feeling Nicki squeezing my hand.
"Let's head back," LeAnn said.
"Agreed," Dad said.
"Dad and Mom led, while Nicki and I fell back a bit. Nicki asked once we were out of earshot, "So, Mr. white stud with the lovely big dick, have you ever eaten any pussy?"
"Only what you offered me today via your fingers."
"Have you ever gotten a blow job?"
"Nope."
"You poor, deprived boy," she said consolingly, leading me off the trail and into the trees.
"Where are we going?" I asked.
"I could use a snack," she said. She dropped to her knees, pulled down my shorts and underwear in one smooth move, and had my dick in her mouth in just a few moments.
"Oh my God!" I moaned, the sensations of her lips wrapped around my dick delivering instant euphoria. This had triple the emotional impact of the hand job she'd given me earlier. I couldn't possibly put into words how good it felt!
"Mmmmmm," she purred, as she slowly bobbed on my dick. If I hadn't shot a load less than an hour ago, I'm sure this would have broken the world record for the quickest orgasm from a blow job.
"That feels amazing," I said openly, loving this chance to say whatever I pleased, without worrying about my father hearing me.
"Do you like me sucking your big white dick?" she asked, taking her mouth off of it for a moment, and looking up at me as she stroked my dick with her hand.
"I love watching you on your knees sucking my big white dick with those pretty plump lips," I praised her, feeling a huge rush of pleasure about what was happening.
"Am I your black slut?" she asked, slithering her tongue down my shaft and taking a ball into her mouth.
"Oh, yes! You're my black sexy slut," I emphasized with a moan... feeling a little odd to be calling my stepsister a slut, but that's what her Momma said she wanted, and she was also giving me every encouragement. I guessed it was a bit like men and women hugging, which could be a bit dodgy for the men, since women had breasts. Some women preferred to hug without their chests making any contact. Other women (such as LeAnn and Nicki) just went full tilt when they hugged, and for some of that group, if shoving their breasts into a guy's chest got him excited, that was a plus. And in general if a man was wise, he'd go out of his way to be sensitive to a woman's preferences in that arena, and not make any decisions of his own.
"Mmmmmm, baby," she purred, as her mouth went to my other ball. "I want you to use me all the ways Daddy uses Mommy."
"You got it. But how? For example, do you want my big white dick pounding that pretty pink pussy of yours?" I asked, as she sucked on my other ball, Ball sucking was another wild first for me, and also a soothing sensation.
"Yes, I do. May I please take your virginity with my tight little pussy?" she asked as casually as if she was requesting a glass of water, then she licked her tongue back up my shaft.
"Oh fuck, yes." I groaned. "But first I'm going to bust a nut of snow-white jizz all over your pretty black face!"
"You are, are you?" she asked, and she took my cock back into her mouth, this time bobbing hungrily. Apparently she wanted that facial sooner rather than later!
But she only had time for a few deep bobs while she took over half of my dick in her mouth, before some stranger yelled, "Hey, you two! What the hell do you think you're doing?"
"Shit," I groaned.
Nicki leapt to her feet, while I yanked my underwear and shorts back up as quickly as Nicki had pulled them down! She grabbed my hand and led me, while we rushed away through the trees, and eventually... now less hurriedly... back onto the trail, about a mile down.
"I guess I'll have to give you a raincheck," she said regretfully.
"You bet you will. And I'll be cashing that raincheck real soon," I said, as we continued semi-running down the trail. Unlike before my most recent conversation with LeAnn, instead of my acquiescing to her every whim, always waiting for her to offer me any liberties I might take with her... and here's the new part... I now felt free to demand things from her... cautiously at first, to see how she responded... but with growing confidence.
Once we were approaching Mom and Dad, who were leaning against the car chatting, she whispered, "I'm going to drain those balls again just as soon as we're back on the road."
"You'd better," I said, "and that facial you want will be coming later."
"Promises, promises," she grinned.
"Oh, I always keep my promises," I said.
"Then today you're planning to fuck me too?"
"In time, I plan on doing everything with you," I replied, wanting so badly to kiss her.
As if reading my mind, Nicki stopped, turned towards me just a couple dozen steps away from our Mom and Dad, and she kissed me... passionately.
I kissed her back with equal fervor... first since I desperately wanted to, and also because the moment she'd initiated it, it was already too late to hide it from Dad.
Nicki broke the kiss, and she led me hand in hand back to the car. And to Dad.
"That's a very unorthodox calming technique," he said with a slight smile.
"Yeah. Well, Mom told me to do whatever it takes," Nicki explained unapologetically.
"And it's definitely working," I added.
"Well I for one, think this is great!" LeAnn said. "You two make a really cute couple. And your being an interracial one just like your parents, is very 2023."
"You're not concerned that we're stepsiblings?" I asked.
"You're not related by blood," she scoffed.
"And you, Daddy?" Nicki asked. "Are you okay if I start making out with your son? And I mean lots!"
"I think my son is the second luckiest man in the world."
"Well said," LeAnn laughed, playfully slapping his ass.
"Well, let's get going," I said, with no anxiety at all about climbing back into a confined space that sometimes kills people.
"Yes, we have some unfinished business," Nicki said, leading me to the car.
"Unfinished business?" Dad asked. "You're going to kill David Carradine?"
"Leave it alone," LeAnn chuckled, then she kissed Dad before walking around to her side of the car. Dad, always the gentleman, hurried around to open the car door, and she said, "You're so sweet!"
"And you're divine," Dad responded smoothly, obviously a bit of a player himself.
"Oh you know it," LeAnn said as she climbed up into the passenger seat.
On the other side of the van, Nicki motioned for me to get in first, so I did.
Dad got into the car and joked, "Now, no hanky panky back there!"
"I don't even know what that means," Nicki said.
"He's quoting F. Scott Fitzgerald," LeAnn explained. "In the nineteenth century it meant someone conning people, and sometimes in the early twentieth, jump-starting your Model T Ford. But in 1920 he decided it should mean foreplay, and the new meaning caught on."
"Well, I'm glad you're keeping up with the times, Daddy," Nicki teased. She then pointed at my dick and whispered, "You need to free Willy!"
Getting the point, I raised my ass enough to pull down my shorts and underwear. LeAnn said, as she watched my big, hard, white willy regaining his freedom, "Now Steven, no matter what you think you might be hearing back there, Leave them the fuck alone."
"Language, Momma!" Nicki sang out teasingly.
"Shut up, bitch," LeAnn retorted with a merry laugh. And since my dick was out and about, she reached back and gave it a quick stroke, before saying, while giving her daughter and me a wink, "And in case you two lovebirds are wondering, there's definitely going to be some hanky panky going on up here!"
"Mine," Nicki said, taking my dick in her hand, and there was no way Dad didn't hear her, but he didn't say a word. Until...
"LeAnn!" he gasped, I assumed because she'd just grabbed his dick, too.
Nicki didn't say another word as she leaned down and took my dick back into her mouth, making up for lost time, after that stranger's rude interruption.
"Just drive," LeAnn ordered, "Momma needs a snack."
"But...." Dad began, as I heard the unmistakable sound of a zipper.
"Drive," she repeated.
"Yes dear," he said, starting the engine and pulling out of the parking lot. I didn't look up to check, but it sounded like we were heading back towards the interstate.
LeAnn said a moment later, while Nicki bent down and swirled her tongue around my cock head, "Stud, it looks to me like you got turned on from perving on our kids making out."
"I did not," Dad denied.
"Then why are you so hard?" LeAnn asked playfully, as we were just about to return to the interstate.
"Daddy's hard? Let me see!" Nicki said boisterously. She took her mouth off of my throbbing dick, sat up, and leaned over me into the space between the two front seats.
LeAnn sat up and said, encouraging her daughter to admire her husband's exposed erection, "Here it is. Isn't it impressive, honey?"
"Oh my God, what a lovely big white dick," Nicki praised. (I prayed from my insecurity that mine was bigger!)
"Girls!" Dad objected. "Inappropriate much?!"
Ignoring him, "I know," LeAnn said proudly, "and man, does he know how to use it!"
"It really is lovely. But I think mine's bigger," Nicki said, and she hurried back down into her seat, bent down, and took my dick back into her mouth.
"Hers?" Dad asked.
"Isn't this dick mine?" LeAnn asked, as Nicki resumed worshipping... only my cock head for now.
"Yes, of course it is."
LeAnn looked back at me and smiled.
I winked at her.
"Then your son's dick belongs to Nicki," LeAnn said, matter-of-factly.
"I'm okay with that," I spoke up.
"You're really okay with that?" Nicki asked, looking up at me a bit worriedly.
"I approve 100% of you owning my big white dick," I said, now not giving a damn that my Dad could hear every word I was saying. "But in return, I own all three of your pretty holes, is that understood?" I didn't know where this assertive new me was coming from. Perhaps it was the heat of the moment, perhaps it was from watching too much porn, or perhaps it was my conversations with LeAnn, but right now, it felt perfectly natural to be coming out of me.
"Yes, baby! My mouth, my pussy and my black asshole are all yours to fuck however you wish," Nicki responded with increased lust.
"Language," LeAnn said, while surprisingly, Dad remained silent. But he did start driving faster.
"Sorry, Mommy," Nicki said sarcastically. "Let me rephrase that, Aaron. You're welcome to use my beautiful dick-sucking lips and mouth to shove your big white dick into me anytime you want! You may slide that massive white pole up my pussy whenever you want, and you may pound my tight black asshole... sorry, I mean butthole... anytime you want!"
"Better," LeAnn approved as she watched us playing together, and she also seemed to be stroking my Dad.
"You may also come all over my pretty black face, stroke that dick between my stocking-clad soles, and unload inside my pussy or my asshole anytime you want," she added wickedly, before she bent down and took my dick back into her mouth. And this time she wasn't just rolling her tongue around my dick head, now she was bobbing on my dick with gusto!
"I'll forgive that last swear," LeAnn allowed generously, except I couldn't decide which of those various sexual terms she'd just used needed forgiveness, while all the other ones didn't.
At this point I was sure Dad could hear the loud, slobbery dick-sucking sounds Nicki was making, but now that she'd made her loud proclamation about everything I was welcome to do to her, there was no longer any point in our being sneaky about whatever we decided to do in the backseat!
"Does my man want his dick sucked, just like his son is getting his dick sucked right now?" LeAnn asked, as she watched her daughter furiously bobbing up and down on my dick.
"Yes please," Dad groaned. LeAnn's hand, or perhaps the wet sounds of what was happening right behind him, and/or Nicki's wicked proclamation, had obviously gotten him totally aroused.
"Tell me what to do, honey," LeAnn said in a sexy, sensual voice.
"Suck my white dick, nigger," he ordered. "Show my son what kind of black slut you really are for my white dick!"
"Aaron, sit up, lean forward, and watch me sucking off my Masta," LeAnn invited lewdly. She then leaned down and took my Dad's dick into her mouth. I was stunned by my usually laid back Dad's persona shifting to dominant... and apparently racist too... so smoothly and easily. Although I guess I shouldn't have, since I'd heard him being this aggressive through the thin bedroom wall we shared. But I was still stunned by his using the 'N' word... as well as by LeAnn's enthusiastic response to it.
Nicki abandoned my dick and said, as I leaned forward and started watching LeAnn bobbing on Dad's dick, "I want to see too!"
"Don't you have a dick to suck?" I objected haughtily, twisting my body so she could resume sucking my dick, while I watched my stepmom blowing my Dad.
"Oooh," Nicki moaned. "Yes! Please tell me exactly what you want me to do, big brother!" She repositioned herself, neither of us wearing seatbelts, which was greatly ironic considering my chronic fear. A seatbelt had once saved my life, but right now, my libido was controlling all of my actions.
"Suck my big white dick, while I watch our Momma sucking my Dad's dick, until I come all over your pretty black face," I ordered.
"Yes, I sure will, baby," she purred. She obviously loved being told what to do, and she eagerly took my dick back into her mouth.
"That's it, sluts! Suck our dicks," Dad ordered.
"Dad!" I objected.
He glanced back at me via the mirror, while his wife sucked him, and asked, "Is there a problem? Since you're now being so open about having your own black fuck toy, there's no reason for either of us to hide behind some façade of respectability anymore."
"You're okay with all of this?" I asked.
"It was my idea in the first place," he bragged.
What?!" I blurted out in astonishment.
As he continued steering with his right hand, while I watched, he placed his left one gently on LeAnn's head... upon which she instantly slowed down.
"I'm not sure this is true for all black women, since LeAnn is the only black woman I've ever been with, but in order to be happy, our two black beauties need a white man to control them in the bedroom," he explained.
"It's usually true, but not always," LeAnn added, taking a millisecond off to speak.
"Really?" I asked, even though LeAnn had already told me the exact same thing, and both her and her daughter's actions were strong evidence that this was the case.
"Yes," he nodded, "they need someone they can trust... and trust is vitally important... to give themselves to... mind, body and soul."
"So you planned all of this? Everything that's happened since we got in the car this morning?" I asked. That was somehow more shocking to me than everything that had happened, which had astonished me again and again. And if I wanted to share (which I didn't... except of course with Mrs. Walker's readers, since you probably don't believe a word of this), nobody would believe in a million years that all of this had actually happened.
"Not every detail, our sexy sluts did some great adlibbing, but basically yes," he said. "I put on a good show, eh?"
"Yeah, you seemed totally clueless," I agreed.
"Although I should give credit where credit is due," he said. "LeAnn is the one who noticed you were obsessed with her legs and feet in their pantyhose,"
"And mine too," Nicki chipped in, coming up for air for a moment, before returning to my dick.
"Yes, and yours too," Dad laughed. "And that got me to thinking that maybe if they wore nylons in the Rover, that would get you inside the vehicle. And once you were inside, if Nicki invited you to caress her nylon-clad legs, you'd be distracted long enough for us to get going on the interstate."
"Quite the plan," I said admiringly.
"But I didn't know Nicki was such a slut for white dick," he said, "or that she'd get you to suck on her nipples through her blouse, and finger fuck her in the backseat."
"You told me to do whatever it took," Nicki once again interjected from behind him.
"Yes, I certainly did," Dad agreed. "And you took that ball, and you scored touchdown after touchdown with it, you very good girl!"
"Thank you, Daddy," Nicki said, sounding thrilled to be called a good girl. She then resumed sucking my dick... but now with even more gusto.
"But you're also a very bad girl, aren't you, slut?" Dad said, "taking advantage of my innocent son like that!"
"Dad!" I protested, but I groaned the word, since I was getting close to coming.
Nicki again delayed my impending orgasm by responding, "I can be a very obedient bad girl, Daddy."
"Yes you can. And I'm very proud of you," Dad approved. "Now son, just enjoy your blow job, and we can resume our little chat after we've dropped our loads in our sluts."
"Sounds good," I agreed.
Nicki took my dick back into her mouth, and Dad tapped LeAnn's head again, before returning both of his hands to the steering wheel.
"Always keep both hands on the wheel whenever you think you're going to come, son," he advised in his fatherly fashion, while LeAnn began bobbing like a frenzied professional porn star.
"Advice banked," I said, which I always said whenever Dad gave me a piece of fatherly advice... although none of it had been about sex until now.
Then for a couple of minutes, we were both the beneficiaries of aggressive blow jobs.
"Oh my, I'm about to come," I gasped, as Nicki really worked my dick over.
She backed off and begged, "Come all over my face, baby! Coat your nigger with a huge load of your white, gooey cum."
I used my hand to take charge of my dick for the final sprint, and hearing her calling herself my nigger was the final straw! Just two strokes later, I exploded six massive wads of cum directly onto her face!
"Yes!" she purred, as Wad One landed inside her mouth, but the rest plastered her face on the outside: her forehead, her nose, cheeks, chin, and some of it even landed on her blouse... so too bad the material was white and it wouldn't be very noticeable.



"Good job, son," Dad groaned.
"Thanks, Dad," I said breathlessly.
Once I finished coming, Nicki took my cock back into her mouth and nursed it... perhaps trying to extract any slow swimmers.
About a minute later, while both Nicki and I watched LeAnn devouring Dad's dick (I was feeling generous), he growled, "Get ready, slut."
"Come on my face!" LeAnn ordered, positioning her face just above his dick while she took it in her hand and stroked him vigorously.
"Be ready to get drenched, slut," he grunted, and then he shot a massive load all over her face from very close proximity!
"So hot," I groaned, as I watched my father coating my stepmother's face.
When he was done, LeAnn sat up and asked me, "How do I look, boo?"
"Wonderfully amazing," I approved, gazing upon her completely coated face... especially on the right side.
"Hey, what about me?" Nicki demanded, as she sat up too... her face coated with my cum.
"You look just as amazing," I said sincerely.
"Pull in at the next stop," LeAnn ordered.
"Already?" Dad asked.
"I do need to pee, but a cum walk should be lots of fun," she explained.
"Good idea! And a mother-daughter cum walk will be double fun," Nicki elaborated on the idea.
"Double the pleasure, double the fun," LeAnn misquoted the jingle slightly.
"You two are amazing," I said, hoping I'd be able to keep up with them while things kept getting crazier and crazier.
"I know," LeAnn said. "However, I need to say that your Dad is giving himself a little too much credit for getting you into the car and keeping you here."
"It was my idea," Dad objected mildly.
"True," she said, "but my sexy daughter and I made it work."
"Yes, you executed my plan perfectly," Dad said with a smirk.
"You bet my ass we did," LeAnn said.
"Later," Dad responded.
"Dad!" I gasped.
"What?" he shrugged, as he pulled off the highway and approached a truck stop along the frontage road. "LeAnn loves a white dick up her asshole! But I'm sure you already knew that."
"Yes, boo. Back home, you've shot a load or two while you listened to your father sodomizing me, have you not?" LeAnn asked, her cum-coated face now just a few inches away from my own face.
"Yes, I have jerked off to that exactly that more than once," I said readily, feeling there was no reason for any of us to keep any secrets anymore... at least not from each other.
"Hey! I want to try a dick in my asshole too," Nicki whined, feeling left out.
"My baby girl hasn't ever taken a dick in her tight black asshole?" Dad asked consolingly, as he pulled into the truck stop.
"No, Daddy. Not even once," she said, as I leaned back to put my dick away.
"Well, I'm sure my son will be glad to rectify that very soon," Dad said, coming to a stop. "Ha ha."
"You'll love Aaron's big dick in your asshole, honey," LeAnn said with an odd amount of enthusiasm.
"I still need to take his virginity first," Nicki pointed out.
"You can take care of that detail along the next stretch of the road," Dad said.
"Are you telling my baby girl to fuck your son in the backseat while you're driving?" LeAnn asked in mock shock. "With her Momma in the car?!"
"That's exactly what I'm telling her to do," Dad agreed.
"Just clarifying," LeAnn grinned, as Nicki climbed out of the car.
LeAnn got out too, and said, "We'll be back soon. Do you two honey bears want anything?"
"We're good for now," Dad said. "Have fun!"
"We will," she said, as arm in arm, they sauntered away.
Dad and I watched our women strolling towards the entrance in broad daylight, with cum clearly all over their faces.
Once they'd entered the building (a trucker yanking his head around for a classic doubletake just after he'd passed them), I said, "Well, that was really something."
"Yeah," Dad said. Then after a pause, he asked, "Do you like Nicki?"
"Yeah," I said.
"I mean in an 'I'd love to be in a relationship with her' kind of way?"
"Would you be okay with that?"
"Yeah, that was also part of the plan."
"It was?"
"Yep, Nicki told us she had a huge crush on you, and she thought you liked her too."
"I did," I said. "I mean I really do!"
"Good," he nodded, "because LeAnn and I think it would be great if you two went to college as a couple. As in openly living together. Nobody would need to know you're kind of related."
"Really?"
"Yes. You'd do well to avoid attending any schools in the South... an interracial couple would probably get hassled a lot. But for instance New Mexico Highlands University is less than two hours from Albuquerque, and it offers a wide range of majors and minors. They have accommodations on campus for married students, although I'm not sure whether that means you'd have to be legally married or not. So there'd be details to work out, but at least you wouldn't have to take out any student loans."
"You've obviously put some thought into this. Have you two been playing stepbrother-stepsister Cupid?"
"I guess you could say that," he laughed.
"I just did," I laughed back.
"Now we both agree this could be perfect, but we only want it to work if you both want it to work," he stressed.
"I do want it to work!"
"Good. Because she's a real keeper."
"So I'm learning."
"So don't fuck it up."
"I won't," I assured him sincerely.
Nicki came back first, laughing her ass off as she climbed into the car and sat down on my left. "That was hilarious!"
"What was?" I asked, my cum still clearly coating her face.
"Our cum walk," she said. "The looks we got were epic!"
"I imagine," I said. "I'd call you the sexiest slut I've ever seen."
"Awww, you say the nicest things," she said, pulling me in for a 'tasty' kiss.
"Get a room," Dad joked, as my hand cupped her breast.
"Thanks to a certain plan... that a certain Daddy hogged all the credit for... this is our room for now," Nicki pointed out, before shoving her tongue down my throat.
"I guess it is," Dad laughed, just before LeAnn also returned.
"White people aren't at all used to seeing black women with cum all over their faces," LeAnn reported.
"Or to seeing two black women making out with man cum all over our faces," Nicki added.
"You two made out in there?" I asked.
"Yeah. Does that turn you on?" Nicki asked.
"Is it bad that it does?" I asked.
"Nope. You guys can perv on this!" Nicki invited, and then she leaned over me, and her Mom leaned towards her, and soon Dad and I were watching a red-hot incestuous kissing show! Sure, I'd read some incest porn... but nothing compares to watching it in the raw... even if it's just kissing.
"Shit," Dad said.
"You like, Daddy?" Nicki asked.
"I do, baby girl," Dad said.
"How about you, boo?" LeAnn asked me.
"Yeah, it's fucking hot!"
"Language," Dad said in unison with LeAnn and Nicki... making us all laugh.
"We have a couple more hours of driving today, and I've booked us at a hotel in Dallas," Dad said, as Nicki sat back down in her seat.
"Then why is your dick still inside your shorts?" Nicki asked me.
"I don't know. Maybe I got distracted by a couple of hot babes," I said, as I lifted my ass and smoothly pulled my shorts and underwear all the way off. "Better?" I asked.
"Much," Nicki approved, as she pulled her skirt down and off of herself.
"Start driving, honey," LeAnn ordered. "We're still in broad daylight, and we have a couple of half-naked teens in the backseat." She had a point: it was only about 5:30 locally and it was summertime, so we couldn't expect any 6:00 November sunsets.
"Can do," Dad said, as Nicki reached over and started slowly stroking my dick. I placed a hand on her leg, and caressed her silky sheer nylons. I could never get enough of doing that!
As we accelerated back onto the interstate, LeAnn said, "I'm taking these sneakers off."
"Oh, me too!" Nicki said.
"Did you know your father loves sucking on my nylon-clad toes, licking my sweaty soles, and getting nylon-clad foot jobs?" LeAnn asked me.
"I also love shooting loads all over your feet," he added.
"Then lover boy, why don't you jump in and do some foot worshipping right now?" Nicki asked me. She pulled off her sneakers, spun her body around, leaned her back against the door, and stuck her feet in my lap.
LeAnn lifted her feet to the dashboard, and wiggled her toes.
"You're such a tease," Dad said, as I took Nicki's left foot in my hand and raised it to my face. Then took a sniff.
"Does it smell good?" Nicki asked.
"It does," I said, as I licked her silky sheer sole. "And it tastes amazing," I added, as I tasted her salty, sweaty soles.
"Your son obviously likes to lick his woman's feet too," LeAnn reported, as she watched us.
"Who wouldn't?" Dad asked rhetorically, looking into the rear view mirror to catch a glimpse of me worshipping his stepdaughter's foot.
"So good," I said, in awe of this simple, yet sexual task.
"Make sure to lick every inch of her foot," LeAnn coached me.
"I will," I assured her, and my tongue did just that.
"That feels real good, baby," Nicki moaned, ever so sexily.
"I'll always be here to make you feel good," I promised, willing to do anything to keep her happy.
"You're so sweet," she said as I bathed her sole.
"You two are so cute," LeAnn said, watching me worshipping her daughter's foot.
Eventually, I moved on to her toes, and I sucked each piggy into my mouth individually... tasting her unique, salty sweat on every toe I savoured.
Nicki then offered me her other foot, and I replicated my dedicated tongue bathing of her sole, and then I focused on her digital delicacies.
This lasted for a good fifteen minutes, before Nicki took her feet away and asked bluntly, "Wanna fuck?"
"Nicki!" LeAnn rebuked with a belly laugh!
"Sorry, Momma! Aaron, do you want me to straddle your big white phallus and ride you until you ejaculate inside my snatch?" Nicki rephrased.
"Much better," LeAnn approved. "May I watch?"
"Yes please, to both questions," I replied. My dick was throbbing, because I knew I was about to lose my virginity... just like many other teens did in the backseat of a car... but totally unlike almost all those others... our parents were present, and they were expressing their approval!
"Slide over a bit, boo," LeAnn suggested, "so Nicki will have more legroom when she rides you."
"Okay," I said, the demise of my virginity being choreographed by my stepmom. Weird compounding weird!
I shifted over to sit sideways on the seat, with my back resting against those suitcases and my legs sticking out straight.
Nicki straddled me, and I placed my hands on her hips to help her stay balanced.
Then I just sat there like the letter L, while I watched her slowly lowering her body and her pussy onto my dick.
"Oh, yeah, sweetheart," LeAnn purred, "take that big white dick inside your pussy."
Dad adjusted his mirror to get a better view, and Nicki turned her head to the left and smiled at him, saying, "Hi, Daddy."
"Hi, honey," he replied warmly.
"Want to watch me riding your son?" she asked, as she engulfed my dick.
"Oooooh," I groaned, as I felt her wet warmth... which was a very different feeling from getting sucked.
"Yeah, I do, honey," he said.
"Show Aaron why you're worthy to be his slut," LeAnn said.
"Do you want me to be your slut?" Nicki asked a bit nervously, now sitting completely down on my dick.
"Please don't sell yourself short, you wonderful bitch. I do want you to be my slut, but I also want you to be my girlfriend," I told her.
"You do?" she asked, looking surprised. "Really?"
"Yeah, I really do," I said.
"Then ask her a proper question, silly," LeAnn said to me.
"I'd love to. Nicki, will you please be my girlfriend?" I asked, as she sat on my lap, my seven-inch dick stuffed completely inside her. "I promise to treat you like royalty whenever we're out in public, and like my dirty, obedient slut whenever we're not."
"That sounds perfect! Yes, I'll be your girlfriend!" she squealed, and she leaned forward and kissed me, like we were teenagers in the backseat of a car. Oh. Wait. We were that.
For a minute, she sat on my dick as we tenderly made out... it was sweet and romantic.
Then our romantic interlude was interrupted by LeAnn saying, "Nicki, go ahead and take our boy's virginity now. And our house rules say you haven't accomplished that, until you make him come."
"What house rules?" Nicki asked, surprised.
"I just made them up," she said. "But I know you won't be happy until he comes inside you, so do it!"
"Yes, ride that white dick," Dad added, now getting directly involved in my sex life. (Hey, I'm not complaining!)
"You heard our folks," I said, "ride my dick, baby. Yee Hah!"
"Mmmmm, yes I will, baby," she purred, and she began slowly grinding on my dick.
"Oh, that feels so good," I moaned while she milked my dick.
"Oh, you nasty girl," LeAnn purred, "teasing him like that."
"We still have almost two more hours before we reach Dallas," Nicki explained.
"So we do," LeAnn agreed.
I reached up and cupped both of her tits.
"Unbutton your blouse, honey," LeAnn said, "let your boyfriend feel your big tatas skin on skin."
"Do you want to see and feel up my big, bodacious black titties?" Nicki asked, looking into my eyes.
"Yes please, baby. Show me those big black tits," I said.
"Okay," she said, and she... slowly.... unbuttoned her blouse... a single... methodical... button at a time.
"You really are a tease," LeAnn accused, acting like a bit of a tease herself.
"But I also aim to please," Nicki said sexily. "I'll tease my wonderful new boyfriend, and I'll keep teasing him until he comes!"
"You're succeeding with both goals," I said. She continued slowly grinding on my dick, while she painstakingly unbuttoned her blouse, while I stroked my hands up and down her nylon-clad thighs.
"You two are so cute together," LeAnn pointed out.
"Does Daddy want to see my young, ripe, black tits too?" Nicki asked.
"I don't know," he said, turning to his wife. "Do I, honey?"
"It's sweet of you to ask," LeAnn replied, leaning over and kissing his cheek, "but you'll be happy to hear that I want you to perv on my daughter's gorgeous bubbies. Because after she gets you all horny and shit, then I'll be the one reaping the benefits."
"Then yes, I'd love to... um... perv on your... gorgeous bubbies," he agreed, looking back into the mirror.
"But also keep your eyes on the road," I reminded him, a bit nervously.
"Yes, son," he nodded, hurriedly focusing back on the road ahead.
Finally, the last button was unbuttoned, so I immediately darted my hands up from her thighs to cup both tatas in the flesh.
"She has great tits," LeAnn bragged on her behalf.
"But they're not as big as yours, Mommy," Nicki purred.
"You both have large, beautiful tits," I appraised.
"Take your hands away for a second," Dad requested.
I obliged, allowing my Dad an unobstructed look at my girlfriend's tits, but only for a couple of seconds, before my hands returned to grasp them.
"Very nice," Dad approved, before returning his full attention to the highway.
"Agreed," I said, playing with her tits.
Then for a few minutes, Nicki leaned forward fully onto my chest, and kept slowly riding my dick, while I kissed her neck, and her chesticles, and especially her nipples.
"You two are so hot," LeAnn said, getting turned on by watching her daughter having sex with her stepson.
"Do you like watching us, Mommy?" Nicki asked.
"I do, baby, I really do," she said.
"But maybe we should give them a little privacy," Dad suggested.
"Fine," LeAnn said, then she winked at us and turned around. "But once we get to the hotel, Mr. husband, you'd better be prepared for a marathon fucking."
"If I have to," Dad joked.
"You do have to," LeAnn stressed, as she stuck her feet back on the dashboard. "If only to keep that dick of yours well exercised."
"You'll never have to worry about that," Dad assured her.
"What's the most loads you've shot in a single day, baby?" Nicki asked me.
"Dunno. Seven or eight, I guess," I answered, having never kept track.
"Tomorrow let's see if we can reach double digits."
"What about today?" I asked.
"Now I dunno, We'd really have to pick up the pace."
"Then you shouldn't have teased me for hours and hours."
"I didn't know how far we were going to take this," Nicki explained.
"Is this far enough?" I asked.
"Probably, but only for today," she said. She turned her head to me, and we kissed again.
After a couple minutes of kissing, I suddenly ordered, "Now ride me hard!"
"Can do, baby," Nicki said. She almost did the splits, her right foot now resting on one of the suitcases behind my head, her left one on the floor, and she began slamming herself vigorously on my dick.
"Oh yes, that's it," I moaned. Such a difference from that marathon slow burn!
"You like that, baby?"
"Oh yeah, I love you riding my dick!" I said enthusiastically.
"I love slamming myself on your dick," she moaned, moving her left hand to the back of Dad's seat. "Daddy, your son's dick feels so good inside my pussy!"
"I'm glad, sweetheart," Dad said.
"So big!" she moaned.
"Ride that dick, honey," LeAnn cheered her on. "Show him what a dynamite black slut you can be for his white dick."
"I'll do anything for your white dick, baby," Nicki moaned, now really bouncing on my dick... taking my entire salami with each descent.
"Anything?" I asked, having agreed earlier that I would do anything she told me to do. And I still would, except now it went both ways.
"Anything, baby," Nicki repeated, "I'll be your twenty-four seven cum slut in the car, in the hotel, in public, and at college this fall."
"You want to be my girlfriend and slut even when we go to college?" I asked.
"I'll be your girlfriend, your slut, your live-in cum bucket, and whatever else you want me to be," she promised, really riding me.
"Sounds great! But what I want right now is to be the one doing the fucking," I said, as I tried to figure out a way of actually doing that.
"You want to pound me, baby?" Nicki asked.
"Yeah. Let's try this: I'll hug my legs for a moment, then you can spin around and brace your hands against the window," I instructed.
"Oh, yes baby! Tell me what to do!" Nicki cried out. She got off my dick, I scrunched my knees against my chest, she turned around, knelt with her left knee on the seat and her right foot on the floor, and leaned forward against the window, her back end ready for some canine style playtime.
"That's perfect," I said, and I knelt behind her, realizing my ass was numb from sitting on it for so long.
"Now shove that dick inside my pussy," Nicki demanded urgently, "and fuck me with your big white dick!!"
As I positioned my dick at her inviting pussy, Nicki added, "Yes, Mommy, I said fuck. I want my boyfriend to fuck me, pound me, and explode his white, creamy load deep inside my pussy!"
"You're an adult, honey," LeAnn said, "you're allowed to say fuck. Now fuck my daughter, Aaron! Fuck her hard, come inside her, and you will have left your accursed virginity solidly behind you!"
"Yes, Mommy," I said obediently, as I slid deep inside my girlfriend.
"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me, big brother," Nicki moaned, "fuck me with that big white dick!"



"Yes, and pound her," LeAnn added.
"Show your slut you're the man in the relationship," Dad chipped in, as I settled my hands on her hips and began fucking her hard... my body slamming into her with each... deep... thrust!
"Oh, yes! Harder, baby! Fuck me harder!" Nicki moaned, as a car drove past us. (Yes, on the left, so if they were paying attention at all, they'd have gotten a great daytime view of my hot, semi-naked girlfriend while she was really getting reamed.)
"Give it to her boo, bleach my daughter," LeAnn sang out, coining a new term. (I'd heard of black guys blackening white girls lots of times, but I'd never heard of a white guy bleaching a black girl.)
"Make her come, son," Dad added.
"Yes, harder! Fuck me harder," Nicki begged, while I slammed into her as hard as I could.
"Shit, he's really giving it to her," LeAnn said.
"That's my boy!" Dad said proudly.
"No, he's all man," LeAnn corrected him.
"Do you mind if I do this?" I asked, grabbing her ponytail with my right hand and pulling it hard!
"No problem! I fucking love it," Nicki moaned, "but also keep pounding my pussy!"
"No worries! I won't stop until you come all over my dick," I promised, hammering away at her.
"It won't be long, baby," Nicki moaned wildly, "I'm so close!"
"Then come on my white dick, baby," I ordered, "come like the black slut you are, for my white dick!"
"Oh yes, baby, more," she moaned.
"Do you like being my slut?" I asked, pulling her hair even harder.
"Yes! I fucking love being your nigger slut!" she screamed. Her using the 'N' word was so fucking hot, it made my dick twitch even harder than it was doing already.
"Then prove it by coming on my dick," I demanded, slapping her ass with one hand, while still tugging on her hair with the other!
"Oh, yes! Fuck-me, fuck-me, oh fuck!, You fucking big-dicked stud, fuuuuuuck!" She babbled and screamed, while her orgasm raged through her... the cacophony almost deafening in the confined space!
"There you go, son," Dad said mildly, in complete contrast to the insanity going on behind him.
"Yeah, your son really can fuck," LeAnn said, she too speaking at a conversational level.
"Like father, like son," Dad said proudly.
"Now come inside my pussy, baby! I want to feel your dick pulsing and filling me up!" Nicki moaned.
"Yes, boo. Fill my daughter's pussy with your big load," LeAnn encouraged me.
"Fill her right up, son," Dad agreed.
"Yes, fill me up," Nicki moaned, still spasming through her long orgasm.
"So close," I groaned, focusing on doing exactly what all three of them were demanding me to do.
"Don't stop," Nicki moaned.
A dozen more strokes, and I grunted, filling Nicki up with my third load of this wild and crazy day.
"Yesssss," Nicki moaned.
"Oh yeah, so hot," LeAnn added, as if she'd just gotten fucked.
"So good," Nicki moaned, weakly now.
"Fuck," I grunted, and once I was spent, I literally collapsed back against those damn suitcases.
"I can't resist," LeAnn said, and she unfastened her seatbelt, scrambled awkwardly into the backseat, shoved her way past me, flipped onto her back, and buried her face in her daughter's cum-filled pussy.
"Honey, what are you doing?" Dad asked.
"I'm eating our son's and our daughter's very first cream pie," LeAnn answered. "It's a milestone!" she explained, her ass bearing down on my legs while she joyously licked her daughter's pussy.
"Holy fuck!" I gasped. This was a new level of shocking... and of kink... an incestuous intergenerational lesbian act!
"Shit," Dad said, pulling over to the side of the road (I hoped safely).
"Oh, yes Mom! clean up your son's mess!" Nicki moaned, apparently not shocked at all by her Mom's tongue busily at work in her pussy.
"So good," my stepmother said, as she ate my and her daughter's conjoined cum.
"Get all of that cum out of my pussy, Mommy," Nicki ordered, as she sat firmly down on her Mom's face, trapping her securely.
With the car stopped and shifted into Park, Dad turned around and watched avidly. "Shit, honey!"
"You know how much I love pussy, baby," LeAnn said, uncomplainingly trapped beneath her daughter's pussy.
"I know, but this is an entirely new level of kink," Dad said approvingly.
"You also know how much I love cream pies," LeAnn added.
"Yes, I do know," Dad said, looking at me with shock all over his face.
I shrugged.
"And did you know Mommy and I sometimes play together when you're not home?" Nicki added.
"I did not," Dad said.
"Mommy loves eating my pussy and fucking me with her strap-ons," Nicki continued shocking us. "I hope that's okay, baby," she said to me hopefully.
"I have no problem with that at all," I assured her.
"I didn't think you would, baby," Nicki said. "I should also let you know that I too love eating pussy."
"Good to know," I said.
"So if you want us to have some threesomes with some hot girls, I'm game," she said.
"Right now I'm more than happy with just you," I said. "Unless of course, your Mom and you would like..." I trailed off.
"Awww, that's so sweet," LeAnn said. "I'm sure Nicki and I can arrange something sometime. That is, if Steven wouldn't mind."
"Hey, as far as I'm concerned, we're all one happy free-spirited family," Dad said. "Although if we'll be stepping outside of our committed relationships, I think you girls should make all the decisions. We men wouldn't want to get in trouble with you, you know."
Finally, Nicki lifted her pussy off of her Mom's face.
LeAnn sat back up and said. "Help me back to the front, boo."
I grasped her arms to assist her, but she looked at my dick.
"Wait! I have one more item to clean up," she said, and she bent down and took my dick... with her daughter's pussy juice on it... into her mouth.
"Jesus!" Dad gasped.
"Sorry," I said, looking at Dad with sympathy and shock.
"Mmmmmmm," she said, as she sat back up, smacking her lips. I helped her get back to the front seat, which at one point required my shoulder and head to make some intimately forceful contact with her ass.
Then once she was seated in the front again, she urged, "Let's get to the hotel ASAP."
"Okay," Dad said, looking completely bewildered by all that had just happened.
"This entire day was amazing," Nicki said, as she sat back down in her seat, now facing forward for a change. She clutched my left hand with her right one, and leaned against me... her blouse still draped wide open, her only other clothing, her torn pantyhose.
"Best day ever," I said, as Dad pulled back onto the interstate.
"And it isn't over yet," Nicki said, and she kissed me.
I kissed her back and said, "I love you."
"I love you too, baby," she smiled. And as she reached for my dick (which was still hard), she added, "And I love Little Aaron too."
"He loves you even more," I said.
"Mmmmmmm," she said. I wrapped my arm around her and she nestled into me.
"Awww, that's so sweet," LeAnn said, although Dad didn't say a word.
We travelled the next fifty miles... in almost complete silence.
Nicki drifted off.
I thoughtfully replayed the day.
I pondered what might happen during the rest of the day and tonight.
I also wondered if I'd inadvertently caused a rift between my Dad and LeAnn. I really hoped not. Except that this final stage of today's journey might be the longest they'd ever been silent around me. LeAnn was always a real talker.
But I had no control over that.
All I could control was whatever was within my control.
Which seemed primarily to be treating Nicki like a goddess in public, and a sexy submissive slut in the bedroom (and sometimes in the backseat).
That I could always do.
THE END
Would you like to read more adventures of this wild interracial family? If so, here are a few ideas I have in mind.
PART 2: A CRAZY NIGHT
Overnight at a hotel in Dallas... LeAnn and Steven make up. Nicki and Aaron share some alone time.
PART 3: A FAMILY 3SOME
Mom joins Nicki and me in the backseat for a fun start to Day Two. With no secrecy this time.
PART 4: A SWAP
Mom and Nicki swap seats in the car, so they can swap dicks.
PART 5: ANAL PLAY
Nikki loses her anal virginity with guidance from her Mom.
Part 6: ORGY
A family orgy at the hotel in Destin, Florida.
PART 7: SWING TIME
The family accepts an invitation to a swinger's party
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Summer Teen Seduction
"Jesus! Look at that ass!" Rebecca said to herself as she peered from her upstairs bedroom window into her neighbor's backyard. "Shit, Eve has really blossomed since the last time I saw her!"
Eve was a sweet nerdish girl and Rebecca's daughter Lorraine's best friend. A year away from home attending Harvard had really improved her looks! Her body was now tight, her tits firm, her legs sexy, and to Rebecca's eyes, her ass was just made to be eaten and fucked.
The mother continued admiring the teen's ass, until the girl jumped into the pool. She'd be quite a temptation for the entire summer.
You've probably surmised by now that Rebecca was something of a sexual predator. But she was also a highly respected member of the community. She ran the daycare at her church, was head of the high school PTA, even though her daughter had graduated last year, and she was a prominent spokesperson for women's rights.
Very few people knew about her sexual side, and nobody in her gated community except for her next door neighbour Madge knew she had a dark side. She loved seducing teens and college coeds, and introducing them to the joys of anal sex. Although she was married to a man, a man who was born into wealth, she preferred women... especially barely legal women... or in other words, girls. Also, although she enjoyed eating pussy, and she loved having her own pussy eaten, she preferred eating and fucking assholes, and having hers eaten and fucked. Perhaps it was because of the powerful taboo against anal (she was born into and raised in a minister's house), or maybe it was just those fucking amazing sensations. Either way, with her daughter home for the summer, it had become difficult to find opportunities for getting some young ass.
She phoned her best friend Madge, who happened to be Eve's mother. "We need to go to the club this weekend. I'm craving some teen ass."
"Definitely," the bestie agreed, so they arranged for their regular crew of four MILFs, who all loved teen pussy and ass... and were regulars in a secret lesbian club... for the upcoming Saturday.
She looked out the window again, and now Eve was lying on her stomach, her perfect ass within perfect view in her thong bikini. God, if an opportunity arose, she was definitely going to eat and fuck that asshole!
...
The next day when Rebecca came home from shopping, Eve was in her house visiting her daughter, and she was wearing a different bikini. Her libido sprang to life immediately! She went over to the ripe teen and wrapped her arms around her, with her hands slyly resting on her ass. "It's great to see you, Eve!"
"You too, Mrs. Jones," Eve said, a bit surprised to feel her Mom's best friend's hands on her bum.
Rebecca backed away and said, "Let me take a look at you."
"Uh, okay," Eve said.
"Mom!" Lorraine objected.
"What?" the mother asked. "It's just that Eve has really blossomed since I saw her last."
"Thanks," Eve said a little awkwardly.
"Just look at those curves! You're all woman now," Rebecca said, really pouring on the compliments... and hopefully planting seeds for seducing this young, ripe teen.
"Mom, you're making her uncomfortable," Lorraine pointed out, having noticed her Mom checking out her friends all the time. If her Mom wasn't married, Lorraine would think she was a lesbian.
"What?" she said. "Women love getting compliments."
"They're very nice, thank you," Eve said politely.
"Let's go jump into my pool," Lorraine said, grabbing her towel.
"Enjoy, you two," Rebecca called after them, admiring Eve's almost naked ass as she left.
A few minutes later, she went upstairs and admired the teen from her bedroom window for a few minutes. God, she had the tightest, ripest ass... just made for fucking!
.....
The next day when Rebecca arrived home from a meeting, the two girls were in the living room, watching television.
"What're you girls up to?" The Mom asked.
"Just enjoying your air conditioning," Eve said. "Ours isn't working."
"I'm glad. You're always welcome to come and cool down in here," Rebecca offered, thinking to herself, And then I'll heat you back up!
"Thanks, I might take you up on that offer," she said, standing up and stretching, her ass facing Rebecca, this time wearing tight shorts.
Is she doing this to tempt me? She has to know how amazing her tight little ass is! Jesus, she's tempting me to the brink! The hungry MILF thought to herself.
"Anytime," Rebecca said, admiring the teen's ass.
Eve went to get a drink of water from the kitchen a minute later, and Rebecca followed her in, to say, "I'm sorry if I made you feel awkward yesterday."
"Oh no, not at all," Eve said, holding a glass under the fridge's water dispenser.
"It's just that you've really blossomed in the past year," the Mom said.
"Yeah, college has been quite the experience."
"I just bet it has," Rebecca grinned wolfishly, her tone conveying some implications.
"No, not like that," Eve giggled, although she'd lost her virginity, sucked three guys' cocks and made out with a girl... so she wasn't super wild like her slutty roommate, but she was no longer a shy, nerdy virgin either.
"You should do some exploring while you're still young," Rebecca advised, moving closer to the teen. "Don't end up marrying the first guy you have sex with." Which was indeed what the Mom had done... she'd gotten pregnant at nineteen, married a couple months later, and now at thirty-nine, she had a daughter in college.
"I'm in no hurry to settle down."
"Nor should you be," Rebecca said, resisting the temptation to cup her tits, squeeze her ass, or kiss her sweet lips. "But you should explore all your fantasies while you're still young, and you're not restricted by marriage, children, and society's sexist worldview."
"I think there's some wisdom in that," Eve agreed, already having formulated a similar opinion herself. Although she'd hardly be able to describe her first year at college as wild and crazy, there had been a few moments when she'd really let herself go, including doing a cum walk through a crowded room of partiers in a frat house, after taking a big load from Jeremy. She'd kissed a girl after a few drinks at another party, and she'd even allowed Jeremy to finger her ass while he fucked her pussy... it had felt really good, but a finger was a lot narrower than a dick... so she'd steadfastly refused his many pleas to let him fuck her ass.
"Good," Rebecca approved, again needing to resist the temptation to shove Eve against the fridge and take her right there and then. Her submissive girl radar was almost always correct, and just then, it was going full tilt, while she admired the ripe teen body.
"I should get back," Eve said, heading back into the living room, and unknowingly tempting the mother with her amazing ass... again.
.....
The next day was when all the stars lined up.
Rebecca was on the phone, all dressed up in her usual thigh high stockings... which showcased her amazing legs, and without any panties... which provided easy access for the girls she planned on getting between her legs at some point... before she bent them over, and then ate and fucked the teens' assholes. "Yeah, your daughter has been inadvertently teasing me all week."
"And you haven't turned her yet?" Madge asked, knowing Rebecca wasn't a patient woman when it came to teen ass.
"My own daughter is always home," Rebecca sighed. Indeed, the temptation had kept getting more and more difficult to resist.
"Send your daughter to me, and I'll keep her occupied for as long as you need me to," Madge teased... having had many fantasies about turning her best friend's hot daughter.
"Hey, if you can turn my daughter while you're at it, then go right ahead," Rebecca offered, even though her turning radar went silent every time she pondered her own daughter's sexuality.
"So... I have your permission to turn your daughter into my pussy-eating, ass-taking pet, just like you have my permission to turn mine?" Madge asked. Lorraine had always been a forbidden temptation... although not one she'd ever seriously considered turning, except while she was fucking herself with a dildo, riding her suction cup cock, or utilising the glories of a showerhead. She'd asked that question as a joke.
"You most definitely do," Rebecca agreed. If anyone could turn Lorraine, it was the wily, redheaded beauty Madge.
"Well all right then," Madge said. She now had official permission to make her fantasy into a reality.
"Shit!" Rebecca said, as Eve strolled into Rebecca's backyard, wearing another sexy bikini, this one held together with slip knots, and she dove into the pool.
"What?" Madge asked, worried that Rebecca might be fucking with her.
"Your sexy bitch of a daughter just wiggled her hot little ass into my backyard and jumped into my pool," Rebecca said.
"Where's Lorraine?" Madge asked.
"Lifeguarding at the city pool," the mother reported, as she watched Eve swimming around.
"Then now's your chance!"
"Agreed," Rebecca said as she finished getting dressed, looking very prim and proper on the outside, but without any bra or panties underneath. She was a MILF on the prowl!
"And I might stop by the city pool for a dip," Madge said meaningfully.
"If you fuck my daughter, I want details," Rebecca said.
"Of course," Madge said. These twin opportunities were almost too good to be true!
"Whatever happens before then, I'll meet you at the club at nine," Rebecca said, as she sprayed on that perfume that seemed to draw in all the straight or bi-curious girls.
"Sounds good," Madge said. "Good luck!"
"You too," Rebecca said. "Just keep my daughter away from here until I tell you the coast is clear."
"I will," Madge said. "I'll keep your daughter in my living room, while you play with mine in your pool."
They both hung up without saying goodbye, both of them focussed on their missions.
Rebecca went downstairs, grabbed a bag with a few things she might be able to use on the teen, slipped into her trademark four-inch heels, and sauntered out back to find Eve was now on a lawn chair, lying on her back, tanning.
"You'll never get a perfect tan like that," Rebecca pointed out, as she admired the perfect teen body.
"Oh, hi, Mrs. Jones," Eve greeted brightly. "I hope it's okay I'm in your backyard."
"Of course it is, Eve," she replied. "You're welcome here anytime."
"Thank you," Eve said, "it's so hot out, I just needed a quick dip in your pool."
"It's definitely hot out here," Rebecca said, as she continued admiring the teen's body.
"It's even worse at my house."
"Lie on your front," the MILF ordered, as she stood over the ripe teen.
"Um, okay," Eve said, turning over.
Rebecca went to the lawn chair, set her bag down, and asked, "Are you trying to get an even tan?"
"I sure am," Eve said, She always enjoyed a nice half-hour of suntanning.
"Well, you can't get one like that," the sly seductress said.
"What do you mean?" Eve asked, as Rebecca tugged on her bikini top strings.
"You don't want to have tan lines when you go back to college."
"Oh," Eve said, a little surprised by what had just happened. She suddenly felt a bit uncomfortable, since even though she was lying down and her breasts were still hidden... her bikini top was no longer fastened in place.
"No one wants to look at ugly tan lines," the MILF said, taking Eve's lack of protest about her top being unfastened as permission to do the same to her other garment. So she also grasped the strings of the teen's bikini bottoms, and unfastened those ones as well.
"Mrs. Jones!" Eve gasped, astonished that her bikini had been detached from her body in just two quick motions.
"What, honey?" Rebecca asked. She next grasped both the top and bottom parts of the bikini and pulled them away... now leaving the teen completely naked!
"What are you doing?" Eve squealed, shivering slightly, which seemed odd for this ninety-plus-degree day... except that her bikini was now completely gone!
"I'm making sure you don't get any tan lines," Rebecca explained. "You want to look good for the boys, don't you?"
"I'm not very worried about them," Eve said, as she lay there stoically... her naked ass in plain sight... her legs squeezed tightly together, so her best friend's mother wouldn't catch sight of her pussy.
"No? Do you prefer girls?" Rebecca asked ,as she admired the naked teen's ass. Fuck, did she want to bend down and bite it... to spread those tanned legs and eat that ass!
"That isn't what I meant," Eve said, not wanting to be seen as a lesbian. "I just don't worry overmuch about tan lines."
"Oh, but you should, honey," Rebecca coaxed, as she gently caressed the teen's back, "A body this amazing should never have any tan lines."
"Thank you," Eve said, acknowledging the compliment... even though she was still very uncomfortable, and she didn't know what to do or say.
"You know? You've developed into a very pretty... and hot... young woman," Rebecca continued, her hand slowly gliding up and down the teen's back.
"Thank you," Eve repeated, paralyzed with indecision. She was utterly naked in her friend's backyard, and Lorraine's mother was touching her!
"Such an amazing ass," Rebecca said, slapping both of her hands onto the teen's amazingly tight ass cheeks in one sudden gesture.
"Mrs. Jones!" Eve gasped, her best friend's Mom's hands now pressing into her naked ass.
"Call me, Rebecca, honey," the relentless seductress said warmly, as she continued gently caressing the teen's amazing ass... which she hoped to be eating... and fucking... very soon.
"Mrs. Jones... I mean Rebecca... isn't L-L-Lorraine home?" Eve stammered, stunned by what was happening... yet she was unable to do anything about it, still paralyzed with shock.
"No, she'll be working all day. She should be getting home around six." (It was currently a quarter to nine in the morning.)
"W-w-what about your husband?" Eve stammered.
"No, I'm all alone today," the MILF sighed, as she used one of her hands to caress the teen's back. She added in a sad tone, "All alone... and lonely."
"Mrs. Jones, I..." Eve began, but she was interrupted.
"Eve, you have an amazingly ripe young body, and it deserves some special attention," the MILF said. She knew she had her prey exactly where she wanted her to be: bewildered, overwhelmed, confused, and totally unsure about what she should do.
"I really should go home," Eve said, wishing she could just get up and leave, but she was completely naked, and Mrs. Jones had her bikini... somewhere. In fact, she didn't even know where her swimsuit was!
Rebecca straddled the teen's ass, leaned forward, and kissed her neck. "I think you need to stay right here... with me."
"Mrs. Jones, I-I-I'm not a lesbian," the teen protested, stunned by what was transpiring.
"I didn't say you are one, sweetheart," the sexy Mom said. She gently tugged on the teen's earlobe with her teeth, blowing warm, sensual breaths into it. "Do you think I'm a lesbian?"
"I-I-I have no idea," Eve stammered, completely overwhelmed by what was happening, yet also getting turned on by the hands touching her, as well as by the hot breath on her neck and in her ears.
"I just love sex, Eve," the seductress said. "Boys, girls, men, women, trans... whomever, just as long as they're sexy."
"Oh!" Eve said. She was completely confused by what was happening, and now even more so... by what this woman she'd known for her entire life had just said.
"Do you think I'm sexy, Eve?" Rebecca asked, nibbling on her ear.
"Um... I... um... you're very pretty, Mrs. Jones," Eve replied, the question and the hot breaths making her head go light.
"Thank you. But do you think I'm sexy?" Rebecca repeated, her tongue probing into the teen's ear.
"Um... I don't know!" Eve cried out, feeling totally overwhelmed. Her head was spinning in confusion, while her body was burning up (and not just because it was a hot day).
Rebecca decided it was time for her to pounce! Her prey was dazed, confused, and she obviously felt horny, whether she realised it or not. She hopped off of the teen, flipped her onto her back, and before the girl even had time to gasp, she pressed her lips against hers.
Eve's eyes went wide when suddenly her best friend's mother was kissing her! Her lips were so soft and the kiss so tender, that at first she didn't even realize she was returning the kiss! Which she did for just a couple of seconds, before turning her head away.
Rebecca grabbed the teen's wrists, hovered over her, and asked in a pouty voice, "Don't you want to kiss me?" Then of course, having invested many years in perfecting her seductive skills, she didn't wait for a response before she leaned down and kissed the teen again.
"I-I-I really should g-g-go," Eve struggled to stammer through a slight moan. But then she felt a knee between her legs, resting against her naked pussy. Rebecca was now lying on top of her, except she wasn't touching the girl except for her hands gripping her wrists, her bent knee against the girl's pussy, and her lips intermittently kissing her.
"Do you think so?" Rebecca asked, kissing her again, "I could really use some more of your company."
As the pretty Mom kissed her again, Eve couldn't stop herself from kissing her back... but awkwardly... confusingly. It felt so wrong, yet it also felt sensually stimulating... even rewarding.
"Doesn't that feel good?" the MILF asked, as she kept splattering her with kisses.
"I don't think your daughter or your husband would like our doing this," Eve pointed out, even though the Mom's hot breath on her neck was driving her wild, and making her weak.
"They don't need to know," the MILF smiled conspiratorially, knowing this teen was already under her spell. She'd seen this combination look of confusion and lust very often during her many seductions... it was one of the most exhilarating elements of choreographing a slow, but inevitable fall. "This can be our little secret," Rebecca smiled, before leaning down and kissing her again. "Don't you think that's a good idea?"
"I-I-I don't know," Eve stammered, her head a turmoil of conflicting emotions. This was enhanced when Mrs. Jones placed a knee directly onto her uncovered pussy.
"I've been thinking about our getting together ever since I noticed how well you'd developed when you came home from college," Rebecca said, ever so slightly moving her knee around for some teasing, while continuing to splatter the ripe, pretty teenager with kisses.
"You have?" Eve asked, all these kisses... the abundant compliments... the knee teasing her pussy... were all combining to get her totally bewildered.
"Mmmmm-hmmmmmm," Rebecca purred, getting steadily hungrier for this deliciously forbidden fruit.
"But you've known me for years," Eve argued, still returning those kisses mindlessly as they happened, and that knee still teasing her pussy was enhancing her pleasure, keeping her stimulated.
"And now you're all grown up," Rebecca grinned, as she leaned down and resumed kissing her... this time with +her tongue sliding inside Eve's mouth.
Eve responded instinctively by sliding her own tongue into Rebecca's mouth as well, and for a couple of minutes there was only kissing, as the sun pounded down on them.



Mrs. Jones continued her slow, sly seduction by placing her hand between the teen's legs, and upon feeling the wetness there, she remarked, "You're so wet."
"Because your knee is resting on my vagina," Eve pointed out, shifting back a bit.
"Eve," Rebecca reproved with a smile, "kids have vaginas. But you're an adult now, so you're entitled to have a pussy."
"Ooooh," Eve moaned, as her best friend's Mom rubbed her vag... her pussy.
"Or better yet, a cunt," the MILF added wickedly... a term she loved using whenever she was fucking another woman.
"Oh my," Eve moaned, as the Mom then leaned down and sucked her hard nipple into her mouth.
"Mmmmmmmm," the MILF moaned, receiving pleasure by giving it away.
"Mrs. Jones," Eve moaned weakly, trying to object, even though her body was capitulating.
"Call me Rebecca," Rebecca reminded her, as she nibbled on the nipple.
"Rebecca, then," Eve said, but she spoke no further words.
"I can feel your pussy lips sucking on my knee," the MILF said.
"Oh God," Eve moaned.
"Your pussy is so wet for me," Rebecca pointed out. She brought her hand to the teen's pussy and began rubbing, while her mouth advanced to the other breast... wanting to maintain a balance.
"Rebecca, please," Eve moaned. She wanted to beg her to stop, but when her fingers touched her pussy, once again, she was unable to formulate any words.
Rebecca reached down, parted the teen's legs and said, as she stared at the teen's pussy, "Eve, you have such a pretty pussy."
"Um, Rebecca," Eve said, gazing timidly up at her Mom's best friend, whose face was between her legs.
"Rub your pussy for me, pretty girl," the Mom instructed, as she took her fingers away.
"I... um... I..." Eve again attempted to construct a sentence. She actually wanted to touch herself... her pussy was completely on fire!
"Now, Eve! Rub that pretty pink pussy for me," Rebecca reiterated impatiently.
Eve felt her left hand going to her pussy even before she could find the ability to speak.
"Good girl," Rebecca said, as she watched the teen rubbing herself. She leaned down a few moments later, and gave the pussy just a single lick.
"Ooooooh," Eve moaned, feeling an orgasm rising inside her.
"Such a pretty pussy," Rebecca purred, as she kissed the clit... making the teen's entire body quake.
"Oh, Mrs. Jones!" Eve moaned, her body on fire.
Rebecca then began kissing and licking continuously and teasingly, while Eve rubbed herself frantically, overwhelmed by the situation and the pleasure. "Oh God," she whimpered.
Rebecca brushed the teen's fingers aside, and buried her face in the sweet, wet nectar, and she tongued that pussy good.
"Oh my God!" Eve moaned loudly. Mrs. Jones' tongue had gotten fireworks sparking inside her body, and she was feeling pleasure like she'd never experienced before... not even when she'd been fucked... and no guy had ever gone down on her... so this was a first... and... and... it was an entirely new and different category of pleasure!
"Such a delicious fucking pussy," Rebecca purred, as she slid two fingers inside the sopping wet teen.
"Ohhhhh!" Eve moaned wildly... her pleasure feeling so intense... "Yes! Yes! Oh yes!"
I'm going to make you come all over my face," Rebecca foreshadowed, really working over the teen's wet pussy.
"Oh, yes! Yes!" the teen moaned, feeling frenzied euphoria rising inside her. "You're about to make me come!"
Rebecca took this declaration as a signal to really begin devouring the teen's pussy. So she did her patented aggressive pussy licking... which always led to intense... often straight to multiple orgasms.
"Come on me! Come on my face!" Rebecca demanded with almost no pause in pleasuring that pussy.
"Oh, yes! Oh yes! ooooooh!!" Eve screamed. She'd always been a very well-mannered girl, but in the heat of this tumultuous moment, she forgot all about any respect for her elders, and she grabbed the MILF's head to press it fiercely against her pussy, as her orgasm erupted out of her with an intensity unlike any orgasm she'd ever experienced!
Rebecca didn't mind this momentary disruption of a hierarchy she hadn't bothered establishing yet the least little bit! She hungrily lapped up the girl's delicious juices, as her face was coated with them... loving the power of her tongue and the taste of a fresh, young cunt.
When Eve let go of the MILF's head, her orgasm sending wave after wave of intense pleasure from her head to her toes, Rebecca crawled up her body and said, "Taste yourself on me." She then pressed her wet lips solidly against the former straight girl's gasping ones.
This time Eve kissed her back with more urgency and lust than she'd done earlier, her powerful orgasm seeming to be never-ending.
Rebecca knew this was only the beginning. She broke the kiss and said, "Now I'm going to eat your delicious-looking asshole."
Eve's eyes went wide, and she stammered, "T-t-that was a very good experience, b-b-but I really should be going home now."
"That would be a crying shame! We're just getting started," the MILF disagreed.
"N-n-no, I-I-I really should go," Eve repeated.
But her Mom's best friend just shoved herself off of her and flipped her over with ease, saying, "Nope." She then pulled the naked teen's ass cheeks apart, admiring the tight, puckered, and assumedly virginal rosebud, and said, "It's time for me to eat this sexy little asshole."
"You don't need to do that," Eve said, trying to wiggle her way out of this situation. Now that her orgasm had faded away, she was once again thinking straight... even if she wasn't certain she was still straight.
"Such a pretty little asshole," Rebecca said, ignoring the teen's words in favour of leaning down and licking it.
"Ooh, my," Eve gasped, the tongue on her asshole feeling surreally strange.
"Oh yeah, this asshole definitely needs to be worshipped," Mrs. Jones purred, as she bathed it with wetness, and then brought a finger to the puckered hole.
"Ooooh, Mrs. Jones," Eve moaned, again overwhelmed and confused. Once again her friend's Mom was doing things to her no one else had ever done before... and she was delivering pleasure to her like nobody else ever had.
Rebecca, using the wetness she'd created, slid a finger into the teen's asshole, while she placed her other hand underneath to the teen's pussy.
"Ooooooooh," Eve moaned and gasped from the simultaneous intrusion into her virginal. asshole and the fingers rubbing her pussy again.
"Such a tight little asshole," Rebecca purred as she... slowly for now... finger fucked the teen.
"What are you doing?" Eve squealed, even though it was obvious what the MILF was doing.
As Rebecca wiggled her finger into the tight asshole, beginning to gape the sexy orifice to accommodate her strap-on cock, she explained, "I'm gaping your pretty asshole."
"It feels weird," Eve said, that being the best descriptor for it. It was awkward... it was slightly pleasurable... but it was also slightly uncomfortable... and it was completely overwhelming!
"It takes a while to get used to this," Rebecca elaborated, "but once you do, it's the ultimate in pleasure."
"Maybe, but we shouldn't be doing this at all," Eve whimpered, although she didn't attempt to interfere with the sodomy.
"On the contrary, it's a crying shame that your asshole has never been given this kind of attention until now," Rebecca purred, as she continued her slow, meticulous gaping of the teen's amazing asshole.
"But it's wrong," Eve continued her feeble protests, even as she continued allowing it to happen. She could have shoved the woman away, she could have run away (naked next door along a public sidewalk), but she remained lying on her stomach, her ass tilted slightly upwards, reaching for the finger inside of it.
"Does it feel wrong?" the MILF asked, continuing to widen the tight little hole.
"Yes... no... I don't know," Eve responded. So many confusing sensations were coursing through her!
"You're confused right now, but no worries. Just relax, and let me take care of you," Rebecca suggested softly, as she pressed a second finger against the puckered asshole and slid it inside.
"Oh my, Mrs. Jones," Eve gasped, as her asshole was stretched further, creating a slight burning pain inside her, that was being offset by the other fingers rubbing her pussy.
"So fucking delicious!" Rebecca purred, enamored by the thrill of fingering and eating this teen's asshole. Two fingers were gradually gaping Eve's asshole,0 while her other hand rubbed the teen's pussy, and her tongue continued licking.
"Fuuuuck!" Eve moaned, consumed by a wild mixture of pleasure and pain.
"You like this now, don't you?" Rebecca asked rhetorically, as she worked the teen's holes over.
"Yes," Eve moaned, admitting the obvious truth.
"Now lift that shapely butt, so I can really get into this sweet asshole," the MILF instructed, and she pulled her fingers out of the teen's rectum.
Eve obeyed mindlessly, getting onto her hands and knees to offer up her asshole to her Mom's best friend... wanting those fingers back inside her ass.
"Look at you being so obedient!" Rebecca crooned, as she admired the gaped hole she'd created.
"Please," Eve said, wanting those fingers back in her ass.
"Just open up that ass, so I can really get in there," Mrs. Jones instructed.
Eve hurriedly grabbed her ass cheeks, and she pulled them apart to offer up her asshole.
"Such a good girl," the MILF purred, loving how quickly Eve had turned into a lustful little ass slut. She then reached into her bag, and pulled out a strap-on. She stripped out of her dress, remaining in only her thigh-high stockings, and attached the strap-on cock to her body.
Eve held her ass cheeks wide, and wondered what was happening.
Mrs. Jones knelt back down, and swirled her tongue around the gaped hole.
"Ohhhhhhh!" Eve moaned. Shea was shocked by how good that tongue licking and probing her asshole felt.
"Your asshole tastes delicious," Rebecca said, as she fucked the hole with her tongue. Then after a minute she asked, "Do you want me to fuck your ass, Eve?"
"Yes, please! Fuck my ass!" Eve responded, looking forward to feeling those talented fingers back inside her ass.
The seductress grinned, as she maneuvered herself behind the teen and positioned her six-inch dick against the gaping hole. She then placed her hands on the teen's hips, and slid it inside.
"Oh my Gawd!" Eve gasped, as she took her hands away from keeping her asshole spread, and looked back to see that her best friend's Mom was fucking her with some sort of dick!
"Do you like that, my sexy ass slut?" the Mom smiled, as she slowly fucked the teen's asshole.
"I can't believe you're actually fucking my ass!" Eve gasped, in utter shock that those weren't fingers in her ass, but an actual cock... albeit a plastic one.
"Mmmmmm," Rebecca purred. "And your asshole is so fucking tight!"
"Nothing has ever been in there," Eve moaned, as the dick ever so slowly slid in and out of her no longer virginal ass.
"Except that's no longer true," the MILF pointed out, beginning to fuck the teen's ass a bit faster.
"Oooooooh," Eve moaned, unable to summon enough brain power to say anything more.
"Tell me what I'm doing," Rebecca ordered, as she pulled all the way out, to take a peek into the more-widely-gaped asshole.
"My Mom's best friend is taking my anal virginity..." Eve declared "... and more, please!" wanting that dick back in her ass!
"You want more? You got it," the MILF agreed, sliding back into the asshole.
"My best friend's Mom is fucking my asshole with her big virginity-taking dick!" Eve moaned wickedly, as the dick filled her ass right up.
"Yeah," Rebecca purred, "partly because you're a natural ass slut. Your ass is so fucking perfect!"
"Whatever you say. Just don't stop," Eve moaned, as the dick started moving faster inside her.
"Rub that sloppy cunt, while I pound your asshole," the MILF ordered, as she began fucking the teen's ass even faster... but not yet slamming into her.
Eve obeyed instantly, the unique pleasure of being sodomized now enhanced by her rubbing her own pussy.
As the teen's moans got louder, the dominant seductress finally began slamming into her!
"Oooooooh fuck!" Eve moaned louder, as the cock penetrated her asshole even deeper.
"Yes! Take my dick," Rebecca ordered, as her body slammed into the teen's body!
"Oh, yes! Yes! Fuck yes!" the usually mild-mannered teen babbled, rubbing her pussy while she was sodomized. Her second orgasm was rising rapidly.
"I want you to come only from getting your pretty puckered asshole destroyed," the MILF demanded, and she really fucked the teen hard.
"Oh fuck!" Eve moaned loudly, as she frantically rubbed her clit, "I'm going to come!"
Rebecca slapped the girl's hand away, bellowing, "No! Come now, my sexy slut, but come only from your asshole getting drilled." Sweat was pouring down her body, from the workout and the sun beating down on her back.
"Oh, fuck! Then fuck me harder! Please fuck my ass harder!" Eve begged, her orgasm imminent.
"Take it all, my ass slut," the Mom said, dying to see the teen erupting from getting ass fucked.
"Oh, yessssssss!" Eve screamed, as her orgasm ripped through her and she collapsed forward, the dick sliding out of her well-fucked asshole.
The MILF admired the fully fucked asshole, and also the teen's body shuddering, as her orgasm ripped through her. "Such a pretty, well-fucked asshole!"
"So good," Eve responded weakly, as she lay still, basking in the afterglow of her second orgasm in maybe a quarter hour ... all the energy usurped from her.
"Roll over," Mrs. Jones ordered, as she unstrapped the strap-on.
Eve obeyed weakly. She had nothing left to give... the hard fucking, her two orgasms, and the pounding sun, all of it had left her feeling totally exhausted.
Eve looked blearily up at Mrs. Jones, taking in her big breasts, and her completely shaved pussy.
"I'm going to sit on your pretty face now," the MILF said, as she straddled the teen.
"Um, I don't know. I've never done anything like that."
"You hadn't been anally fucked before today, either," Mrs. Jones pointed out. "And you took it like a champ."
"Okay, I guess I did," Eve agreed, as the hairless pussy lowered itself onto her face.
"Just let your tongue do whatever comes naturally," the MILF instructed... excited that this teen's first time eating a pussy was hers.
"Okay," Eve expressed her willingness. She extended her tongue, and began licking between the woman's very wet pussy lips. She had no idea what someone else's pussy would taste like, although she'd sometimes tasted her own fingers while she was fingering herself. Mrs. Jones's taste was subtler than hers... and more appetizing.
"That's it, sweetheart. Eat my pussy," Rebecca moaned, her pussy already on fire from the conquest she'd now completed.
"Mmmmmmm," Eve moaned, wordlessly letting Mrs. Jones know she was enjoying this new task of eating her pussy.
"Oh, yeah. Get that tongue right up inside my cunt," the MILF moaned wickedly.
The teen wanted to be good for this woman, to return the favour, after receiving those powerful orgasms, so she did as she was told... licking and probing her best friend's Mom's pussy.
Her orgasm already getting close, Rebecca began grinding on the teen's face, and she ordered, "Now just keep your tongue sticking out as rigidly as you can. I'm going to ride your pretty fucking face so fucking good!"
Eve again obeyed... keeping her tongue stiffly extended... while Rebecca rubbed her wet pussy all over her face.
"I'm about to..." Mrs. Jones began, "...oh, fuck! Yes, just hold still... don't fucking move!" The MILF kept grinding all over the teen's face, and as her orgasm was about to erupt, she actually began bouncing against the teen's face!
Eve always gagged whenever a guy tried to face fuck her, but this action felt surreally sensual, with her entire face being used to get her next-door-neighbour off.
"Stay steady, stay steady!" Rebecca moaned, riding the teen's face as if she were a pleasure trampoline. "Eat me, my sexy slut! Oh, fuck yes! Oh, fuck yes! Fuuuuuuuuck!"
Eve's wet face was suddenly soaked, as Mrs. Jones's cum flooded out and onto her face, lips, and into her open mouth.
Even as she was coming, the oversexed MILF said, as she bent down and buried her face between the teen's legs, "Damn, that's good!"
Eve leaned up slightly, and she continued licking the leaking pussy, while feeling Mrs. Jones's tongue on her own still very fevered pussy.
For a couple minutes, the MILF and the teen dined on each other's delicacies.
Rebecca did her trademarked suck-on-clit-and-shake-head-back-and-forth, which immediately had Eve screaming, "Oh my God!"
Rebecca then pulled the teen's ass up, loving the flexibility of young coeds, and slid a finger into the teen's still gaped backdoor.
"Oh yes, Mrs. Jones! Eat my cunt! Finger my asshole! I'm so close to coming again!" Eve moaned loudly, the pleasure of having both of her holes pleasured simultaneously was driving her crazy!
"You're such a nasty little ass slut, aren't you?" Rebecca teased, as she licked and fingered her.
"Yes, I am a nasty ass slut," Eve agreed, having never felt so completely unbridled before in a sexual encounter... nor had she ever allowed someone to call her a slut before today.
Rebecca climbed off of the teen's face, swung herself around, crawled between her tanned legs, and resumed her double onslaught.
"Oh, yes! More," Eve moaned.
"More what?"
"More fingers inside my ass," Eve pleaded.
"More of them?" Rebecca queried, with a wicked grin.
"Yes! More fingers, please," Eve begged with desperate lust. "I need to get finger-banged so bad!"
Rebecca used both hands to finger both of the teen's holes.
"Oh, yes! Finger fuck my holes, Mrs. Jones," Eve moaned wildly. "Make me your slut!"
"So you're now my slut?"
"Yes, yes! I'm your slut," Eve declared urgently.
"Do you like me fucking your slutty asshole?" Mrs. Jones asked, loving to hear a sweet teen talking nasty. And their begging for it in the asshole was the ultimate thrill!
"I fucking love it," Eve responded. "I love it in both of my fucking holes!"
"Yeah, you really do, my nasty little slut," Rebecca purred. She worked over both holes, leaned down, and sucked the teen's swollen clit into her mouth.
"Oooooooh fuck!" Eve screamed, as her third orgasm of the day ricocheted through her, within seconds of her clit being attacked.
Mrs. Jones pulled out her fingers, and savoured the sweet taste of forbidden, youthful pussy.
"Oooooooh!" Eve whimpered, as her orgasm continued its journey through her core being.
Rebecca had one final task to assign to her new teen plaything... to eat her ass. So after she finished lapping up the teen's delicious cunt cum, she got onto all fours and ordered, "Now it's your turn. Come over here and eat my asshole."
"Yes, ma'am!" Eve said enthusiastically, no longer having any hesitation at all before she did whatever Mrs. Jones told her to do.
Rebecca pulled her own asshole apart and said, "I love your enthusiasm! Now eat my asshole."
"You betcha!" Eve said, still bewildered by how she'd ended up in this situation... how quickly her mundane day of leisurely suntanning had morphed into a life-changing day. She leaned forward, extended her tongue, and licked the proffered asshole.



"That's it, get that tongue as deep as you can inside my asshole..." the MILF moaned, and added, "...my dirty little ass slut."
After two or three minutes of the teen licking and probing into her asshole, she reached behind herself, placed her hand on Eve's head, and began grinding her ass up and down.
Eve kept licking the asshole the best she could.
"Yeah! Get your face all the way in there; let me come all over your fucking face," the MILF moaned, her second orgasm rising. She rubbed herself, while her asshole got eaten.
Eve did the best she could, until Mrs. Jones screamed, "Fuuuuuck!" as her second orgasm struck her. She released the teen's head for a moment, turned around, and shoved Eve's face into her leaking pussy.
Eve eagerly lapped up the pussy juice, while it leaked out.
A couple minutes later, Rebecca pulled the teen up and kissed her.
"I expect you to be back here tomorrow just as soon as Lorraine leaves for work," Mrs. Jones said, when she broke the kiss.
"I can do that," Eve agreed, in complete lust for this sexy relationship never to end.
"Actually, why don't you come for a dip in the pool, and you can cool off right now?" Rebecca suggested.
"Yeah, you went and got me all sweaty," Eve smiled.
"We both got all hot and sweaty," Rebecca agreed. "So let's do our next round in the pool."
"Yes, please," Eve agreed. She watched the MILF take off her stockings; she'd been wearing them throughout their entire sexual shenanigans.
"Come on in," Rebecca said, as she dove into the pool.
Eve followed suit, without wearing a suit. This wild afternoon in the hot summer sun wasn't even close to being over. Rebecca dove under the water to play with her pussy when suddenly...
Lorraine burst into the backyard in her bikini and saw Eve in the pool and said, "Eve, You'll never guess what your Mom did to me just now."
Eve was startled as Rebecca came up for air unaware of who was behind her.
"Oh, shit! I guess you don't have to guess!" Lorraine laughed, as she saw her mother. She smiled and asked, "Are you my Mom's little ass slut now?"
THE END
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Family Anal Play with BBC
All the stars were aligned for what I ended up doing... quite willingly.
During a summer Sunday afternoon, I committed a plethora of sins that would forever change my life in almost every feasible way.
But before I get into that, I should mention that none of this would have happened if my husband hadn't decided he needed to stay in San Francisco for an extra day before flying back home... or maybe even later.
I should also note that the shocking events of that day forever changed my previously somewhat strained relationship with my eighteen-year-old daughter Lylee.
In retrospect, our strain was because of a few things.

	I was attempting to live up to the prim and proper picket fence lifestyle we were living.
	She was eighteen and going through her own rebellion... like I'd done at eighteen.
	I didn't realize it at the time, but she was pretty much identical to me at eighteen: in looks, personality, stubbornness, and as I would very soon discover, sexually she was a complete freak. (So the apple hadn't fallen very far from the tree!)


But I didn't want her to ruin her life by getting pregnant at twenty like I had. I don't blame her for my pregnancy, it was my mistake, and I wouldn't change the past for anything, but I wanted her to go to college once she'd finished high school, and to enjoy some freedom in her life before being tied down with a husband and a child or two.
With all that said, one thing that will shock any Mom to her core is walking in on her daughter having sex... and that shock was doubled because the man was more than twice her age. Christ, he was a decade or two older than I was! Also, I knew this man... he was the owner of the grocery store down the street... everyone called him Big Joe. I'd known him for almost as long as I'd been a mother... we moved here when Lylee was three. He'd always been nothing but friendly and warm. A pillar of the community.
Yet there he was, standing in my backyard stark naked, my daughter in a bikini, her hair in pigtails, sucking his cock. She didn't go to church with me today because she said she had a major project she was working on. Although I never asked, I'd assumed it was for her summer job. She'd been hired to do some online web design for a law firm.
I was arriving back from church, dressed in conservative church-appropriate outer attire, but having thought my husband was flying home today, I was dressed in sexy lingerie underneath... a white lace bra with a matching garter-belt and stockings... and a sinful secret... no panties... which was very wicked for attending church. But I was horny, and I needed to get laid so fucking bad!
Yet that small effort had ended up being a waste of my time, since Jake had texted me while I was in church that he wouldn't be coming home until at least tomorrow... and maybe even later than that!
So I was angry (actually pissed, since this was twice this month he'd postponed his arrival home, and it had been happening more and more in the past few months)... so annoyed... and horny... the mixture made it the perfect storm for what I was about to experience.
It was a blistering summer day, easily 100 º F. (a little hotter than the usual 92 º most days had been recently), and I noticed the side gate was open. I went to close it, and then decided just to go in the back door. Now that my husband wasn't coming home to give me the good fucking I needed, I might as well go skinny dipping in the pool. Since we lived in San Diego, a pool is a must.
As I walked around the house, I froze in my tracks upon hearing the unmistakable sex act occurring in my backyard even before I saw anything! I heard a man say, not yet knowing who it was, "That's it, slut, work that dick over. Get it nice and wet for me."
My eyes went wide.
What the fuck?
A moment later, he asked, "Are you my three-hole cum slut, Lylee?"
I couldn't believe what he'd just said, or my daughter's response.
"Oh yes, Big Joe, I want to feel all of this big, black, fat dick inside my teen pussy, and my tight little asshole," my daughter answered in a sexy, submissive, naughty way.
My jaw dropped open as the reality of who was in my backyard sank in. None of this seemed at all believable!
"Yeah, you loved it when I ass fucked you in front of your boyfriend, didn't you?"
"Yeah, I loved watching Mike stroking his tiny dick while you fucked my asshole with your massive superior dick," my daughter responded wickedly.
The idea that she willingly took it in the ass was one shock: the realization she was taking it in the ass from a man in his fifties was another shock; the thought her college football star had watched her take it in the ass seemed unbelievable; the fact she was doing this in the back yard knowing I'd be getting home around now, or within the next half hour (usually I stayed after the service for some visiting, but today I was so upset my husband wasn't coming home I decided to leave... I couldn't fake being happy, given the mood I was in).
"Yeah, the way he ate my cum out of your ass so eagerly, was pretty hot," Big Joe said.
"Yeah, he's becoming a perfect cuck for the BNWO," my daughter said, an acronym that didn't make any sense to me.
"Yeah, and you're the perfect little three-hole fuck toy for the order," he added.
"And a recruiter too," my daughter added, as I listened in confused fascination. "Becky, Sara, Jane, Betty, Mrs. Jones, Mrs. Ferguson, and Mrs. Walker."
"Yeah, and you have one more important recruitment in the works right now, don't you, my little cum bucket?" he asked.
"Yes, Daddy," my daughter replied, while instead of confronting this man who was using my daughter, I pulled out my phone and googled BNWO, even while I pondered the long list of names she'd just rattled off. Becky was her best friend, Sara and Jane were both fellow gymnasts, Betty was a nerdish girl who was over last week working on some science project, Mrs. Jones our seventy-year-old neighbour across the street, Mrs. Ferguson the minister's wife I'd chatted with a couple of hours ago before the service (while I was still in a passably good mood), and Mrs. Walker (Jasmine, one of her teachers, and my best friend).
I then gasped again.
BNWO stands for Black New World Order, where black supremacy over all other races, especially us whites, is fetishized.
That was wild.
Sure, I had my own fetish for black and white porn. The majority of the porn I watched was interracial... but I'd still never come across that acronym before.
BNWO.
The thought of such a modern fetish, and not just an isolated secret within my own perverted thoughts, had my bare pussy tingling, and I even felt a little wetness leak out and trickle a few inches down my leg.
Curious, and led largely by a neglected libido and a confusingly wet pussy, I crept silently to the corner of the house and peeked around the corner.
I saw my daughter on her knees, sucking Big Joe's dick... and as I stood there once again in paralyzed shock, I realized why he was called Big Joe. His dick was massive!
For way longer than I should have, I watched my pretty daughter, a younger version of myself, sucking that huge cock.
I'd sucked a lot of cocks when I was her age... I always loved the power of sucking dick, where I was in control of a guy's pleasure. Yet, I'd never taken a dick that big into my mouth, or in any of my holes for that matter... and in my younger days I would take dick in all three holes... even got spit roasted a couple times... but I never got triple teamed, although it was a fantasy of mine.
Also, I'd never hooked up with a black man.
I hadn't thought much about BBC when I was younger, but in the past couple of years... it had become, as I've mentioned already, a taboo fantasy.... yet until this moment, it had just been a naughty visualization that got me off the plethora of times my husband was out of town, and I was relying on my rabbit vibrator to get me off.
My husband was a good man, a good lover even, with a good-sized six-inch dick, but he was often out of town, which had led to me watching a lot of porn... and as time progressed, it became predominantly BBC porn.
BBC dicks weren't much bigger than the white ones in porn... since all porn dicks were big... but the black ones just had a visual appeal that I couldn't explain.
It wasn't the taboo of it all... there was something about a black dick that just made my pussy burn. There was also something about the oozing of confidence that really turned me on too. It was often a quiet confidence, but it still exuded from them.
And in porn at least, they knew how to fuck a woman... and in online articles, I read that seemed to be true in real life as well. And as I watched Big Joe fucking my daughter's mouth while my daughter made sloppy sounds, plus occasional gags while she took that big dick deep in her mouth, porn seemed to be telling it like it was.
This was hotter than any porn scene I'd ever watched, or erotica I'd ever read...which I had to push out of my head, since this was just way too taboo... this was my daughter... I shouldn't be watching her doing this... I should be looking out for my daughter... my hand shouldn't be stuck under my dress, rubbing my wet pussy.
Finally, breaking myself away from my own lust, from my own fantasies, from my own desire to suck that huge black dick and take it into my pussy, I snatched my fingers away from my fevered pussy, fake-stormed into my backyard and asked the dumbest question in the history of questions, "What's going on here?"
My daughter looked around at me, as Big Joe pulled his dick out of her mouth, and she smiled warmly, still on her knees, and showing no shame at all from being caught with an old man's black dick in her mouth, as she reached up to stroke it. "Hi, Mommy. How was church?"
Big Joe's dick was now just a dozen feet away from me, and it looked even larger and more majestic from up close. God, I wanted that dick!
"It was fine," I answered, trying to focus, but having a hard time. That dick was just so perfect, and it totally distracted me from my motherly obligations.
"Hi, Mrs. Olson," Big Joe greeted, not even trying to hide his fully erect dick, glistening with my daughter's saliva.
"Hi, Big Joe," I said, unable to stop myself from staring at his huge dick. It was like it was a magnet drawing me in.
Lylee got off her knees and came over to me, saying, "I'll take care of this, don't go anywhere."
"Sure, sure," Big Joe said with a smooth confidence that turned me on even more.
"L-L-Lylee," I stammered, as she reached me. "This was the major project you had to attend to instead of attending church?"
"Consider it my version of worshipping," my daughter shrugged.
"He's over fifty years old," I pointed out.
"Almost sixty," Lylee corrected, "but God made that dick to be worshipped!"
"Lylee," I said, in a tone that was supposed to convey she'd made a ridiculous statement, but since my eyes went back to that big black dick, I'm sure my tone and actions were conveying mixed messages.
"Mom, I know what you want," my daughter said.
"What?" I asked. "I want lots of things; what are you talking about?
"I know what you want sexually. I hacked your search history," she said.
"What?" I repeated, hearing her, but both distracted by the glorious black dick Big Joe was now slowly stroking, and by my daughter's astonishing words.
"You love watching black dick porn," my daughter said, and not accusingly. "I even know you've watched some of the My Daughter Goes Black porn."
"Lylee, I..." I began speaking, but was interrupted. I did watch a lot of black porn. Blacked, Black on Blondes, Cuckold Sessions, Watching My Mom Go Black, Watching My Daughter Go Black, and any other scene that had a big black dick in it. That said, I didn't have a personal favourite, and I certainly hadn't imagined having a threesome with my daughter in any of those fantasies.
"Shhhhhh, Mom," she said placing two of her fingers on my lips. "I know that you fantasize about big... black... dick... and today, Big Joe and I will make your fantasy into a reality."
"Lylee, this is wrong," I said, knowing those were the proper words to say in this wild situation, even though my body remained paralyzed with indecision.
"I'll bet you're so horny right now, Mommy," she said, her mouth going to my ear, her hot breath making me shiver. Her calling me Mommy for the first time in years, a real turn on for some reason ... it just sounded so wickedly taboo, and it was often used by mothers whenever they got fucked by their sons in the incest stories I read (okay, I'm a twisted fuck who likes reading incest erotica... there's just something about anything that's taboo, and considered particularly wrong, that makes my pussy burn).
"Lylee," I moaned, hot breath in my ear one of my many sexual kryptonites.
"How long has it been since Daddy's fucked you?"
"Lylee!" I repeated, this time with a gasp.
"Don't resist this, Mommy. I know what you want," she whispered, her hot breath driving me wild. "And what you need."
"You know what I need?" I asked, and for reasons I couldn't defend or rationalize, I was allowing this twisted conversation to continue.
"Yes, I do. You need to get fucked by a big, black dick," my daughter said wickedly, gently tugging on my ear with her teeth.
I moaned upon hearing the words, as I stared at the big, black dick she was referring to, and I even continued allowing my daughter to sexually stimulate me with this foreplay.
"I checked your search history, Mommy," Lylee reminded me. "I know you fantasize about taking a big, black dick in that wet pussy of yours. And speaking of wet..."
Before I could respond, my daughter lifted my dress and brought her hand to my indeed very wet pussy!
"Lylee!" I gasped... and moaned.
"Mommy, you just need to let go of your inhibitions, and make your fantasy come true," she said, as her fingers touched my naked pussy.
"Lylee, this is so wrong!" I finally managed to say.
"Does it feel wrong?" she asked, her fingers parting my pussy lips.
"I-I-I'm married," I pointed out the obvious. "To your Dad."
"Daddy doesn't take care of you," she said. "He's always out of town."
I sighed at the truth of that.
"And I know he's not coming home tonight to fuck your needy pussy," she added, rubbing my clit.
"Ohhh, Lylee," I moaned, her hot breath and touch weakening my already almost nonexistent resistance... as was the big dick Joe was still stroking just a few feet away.
"She's staring at your dick, Big Joe," Lylee said wickedly.
"It's just that he's so huge," I admitted, unable to keep from admiring his glorious black dick.
"I know," Lylee said, as she continued teasing my pussy. "Plus, who wears underwear like this to church? A garter-belt and stockings?"
"I was expecting your father to come home today," I explained, even while I didn't stop my daughter from molesting me.
"I think in your subconscious, you knew this was going to happen," she said, continuing to drive me wild with her fingers and hot breath.
"You think I subconsciously knew I'd walk in on you having sex with a black man triple your age?" I asked incredulously, the thought ridiculous.
"Maybe, maybe not," she shrugged. "Perhaps it's just serendipity."
"I don't think fate had anything to do with this," I said, although a lot of extraneous things seemed to have cooperated in leading to this complex moment.
"And no panties," she said. "Only sluts go commando to church."
"Lylee, how dare you call me a slut!" I demanded, astonished by her words. Admittedly, I certainly was one when I was her age... I sucked and fucked a lot of guys, and dined on more than my share of pussies... but she wouldn't know about any of my sordid past. She only saw a prim and proper mother, who'd settled down and let her wicked past... if any... fade into the past.
"Does she look like she's ready to join the BNWO?" Lylee asked Big Joe.
"She sure does, and the stockings are a nice touch," he said, admiring me like a piece of meat, while I stared and tried not to drool over his own piece of meat.
"You like stockings?" she asked.
"Yeah, sure do," he said.
"I'll keep that in mind," she said, as she took her hand away from my fevered pussy she was teasing, took my hand, and led me the few feet to sin... as I crossed an invisible line that perhaps I'd crossed the moment I allowed my daughter to touch me.
"W-w-what's happening?" I stammered, as I suddenly found myself standing right in front of the naked Big Joe and his big dick, and feeling completely overwhelmed by what was transpiring. My body was betraying my mind... my moral code being shattered by the possibility of interacting with that glorious black dick.
Then to my astonishment, my daughter placed both of her hands on my shoulders, and pushed me to the ground. So I was kneeling right before Big Joe and his big dick, while my body offered no resistance at all.
None.
I was enamored.
I was in awe.
I was hungry.
I forgot I was wearing a wedding ring.
I forgot I'd dressed up today to get fucked by my husband.
I forgot I just came from church.
I forgot my moral code.
I forgot everything, and just stared at the big black dick, that was staring back at me.
"Suck his dick," Lylee ordered in a dominant tone.
"I don't know if I should," I said helplessly, even though my hand lifted itself up and wrapped itself around his fat dick as best as it could reach. It was big, but also hard... so fucking hard.
"Suck it, Mommy, suck that big black dick," she repeated insistently... making me flash back to my freshman year in college, when I was submissive to a strong-willed senior in the dorm. Just like Alice's had done back then, Lylee's hand went to the back of my head and gently pushed me forward, directly to the erect missile.
I mindlessly opened my mouth, and allowed another man's dick to enter my mouth... again offering utterly no reluctance... this black dick just too enticing to resist... lust consuming me. As his huge dick stretched my mouth, I moaned at this submissive task, this fantasy coming true and making my pussy burn.
"Holy shit!" Big Joe moaned, while I thought those exact same words.
"There you go, Mommy, suck that big black dick," Lylee cheered me on, her hand resting on the back of my head.
"Oh yeah, suck it," Big Joe added, although I was taking only half of his massive dick into my mouth while I bobbed.
"Yeah, Mommy, that's it, take that big black dick into your pretty mouth," my daughter said, which for reasons I didn't understand, enhanced the thrill of the moment.
"Mmmmm," I moaned, loving her potty mouth, her hand on the back of my head, and this amazing dick in my mouth.
"Oh yeah! Do you like the taste of Big Joe's big black dick?" she asked, as Joe pulled away, and his delicious dick unfortunately exited my mouth.
I looked up at her, saliva dripping down my chin, and answered with lustful honestly, "Yes, it's fucking amazing."
"Today, you're my Mommy slut, is that clear?" she asked, as she looked down at me.
"Um, I, um," I began, uncertain of where this was going.
"You'll do exactly what I tell you, while you get blacked like the nasty Mommy slut you fantasize about becoming," she clarified.



"Honey, I don't know..." I began to say, her words so nasty and hot, and yet she was making me feel a little guilty... since she was my daughter.
"I'm not asking," she said as she shoved my face back onto the dick. "I'm telling you what's happening, and what you're required to do. Today you get blacked, become an insatiable slut for black dick, and join the BNWO."
The dick back in my mouth, I just did what came naturally... I bobbed... even as I pondered her words. In my current state of overpowering lust, I would likely agree to anything... since I was in complete rapture and lust for this dick. Yet, I knew the long-term consequences could be dangerous.
"Yeah, Mom. Suck that dick, show us how much you love this black dick," my daughter ordered, her hand once again pressing upon the back of my head.
I moaned as I sucked... a sexual rush taking me over.
After a couple minutes, while I backed off his dick, I did some ordering of my own. I grabbed my daughter's hand and tugged it down. "Get down here and join Mommy. If you're the expert, then show me how well you suck black dick."
"Oh yeah," Joe said, as my daughter knelt beside me, and I offered her the dick.
"Mmmmmm, you want to watch your eighteen-year-old daughter sucking a black man's dick?" Lylee asked.
"I do," I said.
So she opened her mouth, and took the blood sausage between her pretty young lips.
She bobbed as I said, completely drawn in by the wickedness we were committing, "That's it, baby girl, suck that black dick like a nasty slut."
"Share my dick, sluts," Joe ordered, so Lylee offered me the dick back, and I devoured it.
Lylee went for his balls and sucked on them, as we double-teamed that big dick.
"Oh yeah, you two are a great team," Big Joe groaned.
After a minute, as Lylee took the dick from me again and sucked hungrily, I asked, "So do you like fucking my eighteen-year-old daughter?"
"Oh yeah," he groaned.
"He's been fucking my tight white pussy since the day I turned eighteen," Lylee revealed.
"Yeah, I broke her cherry good," Big Joe chuckled.
"Big Joe was my first dick, and for my entire life, I'll only ever fuck big black dick, Mommy," she asserted, as we teamed up together, and both of us licked the hard shaft.
"I can see why," I said, completely enamored by the glorious dick we were working over together. "But what about your boyfriend?"
"He's cucked," she said. "He eats my pussy, a lot of cream pies, and he even sucks some dick, but he doesn't get to fuck me."
"Wow," I said, in awe of my daughter's ability to cuck a very good-looking and popular college athlete.
As Lylee took the dick and used her hand to stroke it while sucking it, I teased light-heartedly, "I can't believe my baby girl is such a bad girl."
"You have no idea how nasty a slut your baby girl is," Big Joe said, equally light-heartedly.
"You corrupted her with this big fucking shlong," I joked.
"Yeah... well... given the equipment I was gifted with, what can you do?" he shrugged.
"You look so hot sucking that big black dick," I complimented, as I watched my daughter sucking dick like a pro... my mouth watering for my turn.
"Mmmmmmm," Lylee moaned, as she smoothly used her mouth and hands to work over the fat dick.
"Is my baby girl doing a good job of sucking your big dick?" I asked.
"Oh yeah, she always does," Joe said.
"Your turn again. Put it back in your mouth," Lylee ordered, offering it to me.
"You really enjoy telling Mommy what to do, don't you?" I asked, and I took the big dick in my hand and back into my mouth, before she responded.
"Yes, Mommy, I love having my personal Mommy slut," my daughter said, her hand on the back of my head as I resumed bobbing, and she added, "today you're my obedient Mommy slut."
"Our obedient Mommy slut," Big Joe corrected.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, as I sucked this amazing dick and wondered what it would feel like in my pussy. I didn't bother protesting against being my daughter's slut, because I loved the idea!
"That's it, Mommy. Suck that big black dick," she boosted me, pushing my head forcefully this time, until I was taking the entire shaft into my mouth and beyond.
My eyes watered and I gagged a bit, but when I focused on breathing through my nose, I was able to take all of his massive monster into my mouth, and most of it down my throat, sending a chill of accomplishment up my spine, and a corroborating gush out of my pussy.
When I backed off, my eyes a little watery, I said, looking at my daughter, "I like this wicked side of you."
"Thanks. But you haven't seen anything yet," my daughter replied, as Big Joe slapped both of our faces with his hard dick.
She took the black snake back into her mouth and really worked it over... smoothly taking the entire thing into her throat without any gagging at all.
"Shit, baby girl, you can really suck dick," I said, in awe of her dick sucking prowess.
"Yeah, she's really popular in the back room of the store," Big Joe informed me. "And at Little Joe's barbershop, too."
Little Joe was a slim mid-forties black man who owned a barbershop that was mostly frequented by other black men... reminding me a little of the three Barbershop movies.
"He's not small where it counts," my daughter chipped in briefly, before resuming her porn-star-level dick sucking.
Getting turned on by watching my daughter sucking such a big black dick, I started gettin more verbal: "Take it, baby girl. Take all that black dick," and "Show Mommy how you suck black dick," and "Fuck, you're one hungry dick sucker!"
"Yeah, she can never get enough black dick," Big Joe said, as my daughter really worked his over.
Joe pulled out of my daughter and slid his dick into my mouth again, and he slowly face fucked me balls deep, before going back and forth between the two of us for a few minutes.
It was so wicked, twisted and erotic!
"It's time to fuck this white Momma," Big Joe said, as he pulled me up to my feet, spun me around, and pushed me onto one of the poolside chaise lounges .
"Oh my," I gasped, as he spread my legs for me and placed his hands upon my stocking-clad legs with authority and dominance, which rendered me mindlessly obedient.
"I like the feel of these," he said about my legs, as he advanced his dick towards my wet pussy.
I'd like to say I experienced a moment of truth about how wrong this was, or at least that I put up some semblance of resistance about fucking this man while my daughter cheered us on, but those would be lies. I wanted that dick buried inside my pink pussy, and I was tickled pink that Lylee was in attendance to enjoy the show.
Instead, I looked at my daughter and said, "I can't believe I'm about to do thiiiiiis," moaning as his dick slid inside my pussy.
"Take that big dick, Mommy," my daughter sang out, as she knelt beside me and watched the black dick slide deep into my pink pussy.
"He's so deep inside me," I moaned, as I took the entire dick.
"You look so hot with that black dick inside you," Lylee said, as Big Joe began fucking me.
"Oh my God, he's so much bigger than your father," I moaned, feeling pleasure unlike anything my husband Jake could ever bring me.
"Which is why I only suck and fuck black dick," Lylee said, as her hand went inside her bikini bottom to her pussy and began rubbing herself... proof positive that she was getting turned on by watching me get fucked.
"That makes so much sense," I moaned, pleasure rising inside me like fireworks... my orgasm already about to erupt, after only a few deep thrusts.
"Fuck her, Daddy," my daughter whispered wickedly, "fuck Mommy."
Hearing her call Big Joe 'Daddy' and using the term 'Mommy' again, had my entire body burning, and I moaned, "Fuck me faster, fuck me harder with that huge mother fucking dick!"
"Yes, blacken my Mommy, Daddy! Blacken her with your big Mommy-fucking dick," she urged, her wicked words adding to my euphoria. "Enlist her into the BNWO."
"Yes," I concurred with a moan, "blacken my white pussy with your huge fucking dick, and my daughter can bear witness."
"Do you like this black dick?" Big Joe asked, as he pumped it into me.
"I fucking love your big black dick," I responded wickedly, as I watched it slide in and out of me.
"Take it all, Mommy," Lylee ordered.
"It's so fucking good," I moaned, as I squeezed my tits over the dress I was still wearing... my orgasm imminent.
"Do you like fucking my Mom?" Lylee asked.
"You know I love blacking white bitches," he said, as he pulled out and slapped my clit.
"Put it back inside me!" I begged, which he quickly did.
After a few more strokes he pulled out, pulled Lylee by the hair in a dominant, yet still gentle way, and slid his dick into her mouth.
"Yeah! Taste Mommy's pussy on his dick," I cheered, as my daughter bobbed on the dick, and for inexplicable reasons, I found the sight of my daughter tasting my pussy on his dick hot as fuck.
After a few seconds, he pulled out of her mouth and slammed back into my pussy, as I spread my legs as wide as I could... still very flexible for a woman in my late thirties. "Oh yes, don't stop, please don't stop."
He didn't stop, and a few hard, deep strokes later, I screamed, "Fuuuuuuuck!" As my orgasm cascaded through me, unlike any I could remember.
After a few more strokes, he pulled out and slid his dick, dripping with my cum, into my daughter's mouth again. And once again, she deep throated it!
"Oh, you bad girl," I moaned, as I watched the wicked act.
After a minute or so, Big Joe flipped Lylee over onto all fours, and slammed into her pussy from behind.
"Oh yes," Lylee moaned (at some point having removed her bikini top and bottom, leaving her naked), as she took the big dick. "Fuck!"
"Just look at my darling sweet girl taking that big black dick like a champ," I approved, watching her getting fucked hard.
"Oh Mommy, he's so big," she moaned.
"Take all that dick, baby girl," I encouraged, although I knew she'd taken it before, likely many times.
"Oh fuck," Lylee moaned, as Big Joe fucked her hard from behind, delivering hard, powerful back shots.
"Fuck my daughter's tiny white pussy," I encouraged, even as my own pussy was still leaking from that orgasm.
"Yes! Yes! Yes!" Lylee moaned wildly. "Don't ever stop pounding my pussy in front of my Mommy!"
Big Joe ignored my daughter's pleas, and instead, he pulled out and ordered, "Flip onto your back and assume the position."
My daughter quickly flipped around in lustful obedience, and he pulled me towards himself and slid his dick into my mouth, and this time, I was the one tasting my daughter's pussy... which was so taboo and so wrong... yet it tasted so damn good... my first taste of pussy in almost twenty years. I sucked every drop of her wetness off of his dick like a good white whore, wishing I could get more of it.
"Oh, yes Mommy, taste my pussy from his big dick," my daughter moaned at me.
He pulled out, and I looked around to see my daughter reaching behind herself, her hands gripping her ankles and arching back, so her feet were almost touching her head... being a gymnast definitely benefitting her sexual repertoire.
Big Joe slid back into her at an angle that I imagined went amazingly deep.
"Yes, give it to her, give her all of that black dick," I sang out, watching him pump his dick in and out of her pussy.
"Yes, yes, fuck me, fuck me," my daughter moaned.
Big Joe lifted her ass up and somehow went even deeper, as Lylee screamed, "Oh my God."
"He's so fucking deep," I said, in awe of the deep, hard pounding, as I wondered what this position would feel like.
"I'm going to come now," Lylee moaned wildly, as Big Joe fucked her like he was a twenty-year-old stud, and not nearing sixty.
"Come, come, come," I chanted, wanting to see her erupt. "Come all over that dick!"
"Yes, Mommy! Yes! Oh my God!" she screamed, so loud I worried the whole neighborhood might be inadvertently listening in on her orgasm.
I watched her come.
I watched Big Joe keep up his relentless fucking.
Then right on cue, I opened my mouth when he pulled out and offered me my daughter's cum on his dick. God, it tasted so good, and the nasty thought of diving between my daughter's legs to taste all her sweet cum directly from the source popped into my head. I'd loved eating pussy back in my wild bisexual college days, but that seemed so long ago.
Yet, I resisted the temptation. Fucking a black man, and thus cheating on my husband, was one nasty sin. And tasting her cum off of that man's dick was also very wrong. But crossing that ultimate line and committing direct, skin on skin, up close and personal incest with the daughter I'd given actual birth to a tad over eighteen years ago, would be an entirely different level of taboo wrongness... even though I really wanted to.
Instead, I settled for just hungrily sucking that dick... hoping he'd fuck me again... while Kylee watched us again... since impressively... this aging but still spunky superstar stud hadn't come yet! (And how's that for some spiffy alliteration?)
"Do you want to get fucked again, Mommy?" Lylee asked, reading my mind as Big Joe pulled his dick out of my mouth.
"Yeah," I agreed mindlessly... in a lustful daze... wanting that dick inside me again so badly.
"We're going to fuck your ass now," Lylee said wickedly.
"You're going to fuck my ass?" I laughed at the shocking statement.
"Well, Big Joe is going to fuck your ass," she corrected. "But I'll be here to provide some immoral support."
"You want me to take that huge black dick in my ass?" I asked, not in a sexy way, but an 'are you kidding me' way.
"You betcha! I really want to watch Big Joe slide his huge black dick up your asshole, Mommy," Lylee said, as she came closer to watch, and wrapped her hand around his dick.
"I don't know if I can take that black mamba in my ass," I said, my back door having long recovered from... and even forgotten... the pleasure of being fucked... my husband thinking it was dirty... but I'd had some very good anal experiences in my college days.
"First, if I can take this snake up my asshole, then so can you, and I do it all the time," she said, as she directed the dick to my rosebud, just pressed gently in place for now. "Second, today you're my Mommy-pet, so you'll do exactly what I tell you to, and I'm telling you to do this."
"Okay," I said submissively without any defiance or arguing, enjoying just being told what to do... and since this was my own daughter, it quadrupled the thrill of my obedience... as she reached for some lube I hadn't noticed, and lathered it generously on Big Joe's big dick.
"Good Mommy," she purred, as she poured some lube onto her fingers and rubbed my anal entrance generously, including sticking a slick finger inside a few times.
"Mommy wants to be a good girl for you," I said, knowing that sounded ridiculous, and yet it was what I wanted. This was the most time we'd spent together in a while, and the most time ever without yelling (since today's screams of pleasure didn't count).
"Then... my good girl... you'll take this big fat black dick up your ass," she said, as she again grabbed Joe's dick and presented it to my long-forgotten back-door fuck-hole.
I took a deep breath as I felt the dick head press against my rosebud, and my daughter guided the dick into my ass. "Oh my," I whimpered as it slipped inside me.
"It's stretching your pretty asshole," Lylee said, as it slowly went inside my ass.
"Oh, it is, it really is," I agreed, feeling the hard snake slowly slithering inside my taboo hole.
"Do you feel it in your ass, Mommy?"
"Yes, I feel it in my ass," I responded, the question ludicrous, since how could I not feel a huge dick spreading my asshole and filling it up? "It's so big."
"White sluts like you and me Mommy, we only take big black dicks up our shit holes," she said wickedly.
"You're so fucking naughty," I said, and soon I was completely full.
Lylee moved her hand to my pussy and rubbed it, creating instant pleasure that contrasted with the slight burn in my ass.
"He's so fucking deep inside me," I moaned (or maybe whimpered, or even both).
"You're a natural ass slut for big black dick, Mommy," my daughter flattered me with dirty words.
"All because of you," I moaned, as he began fucking my ass.
"Like daughter, like Mommy," Lylee said, the reverse or how the expression usually went.
"Oh fuck, give it to me, give me that fat dick," I moaned, the pleasure of a dick in my ass while my daughter rubbed my pussy driving me wild in a dozen or so smooth slow strokes.
"Yeah, give Mommy a good ass fucking," Lylee ordered.
"Can do," Big Joe said, a man of few words.
As he began fucking my ass, I moaned, "He's so fucking deep in my ass, honey."
"Do you like it, Mommy? Do you like that fat black dick in your ass?"
"Yes, I love it," I moaned.
"Lick her pussy, slut," Big Joe ordered, and my eyes went wide, when unlike moral me (sorta) a little while ago, Lylee leaned forward and began licking me without any hesitation at all!
"Lylee," I moaned. Her tongue felt so amazing, especially mixed with the dick in my ass sliding in and out.
"You taste good, Mommy," she said, as she probed my pussy with her eager tongue.
"This is wrong," I moaned, although I made zero attempt to stop my daughter from continuing her licking.
"It can't be wrong. You're my Mommy-pet today, so whatever I say is right... it's automatic!" she reminded me, while her tongue kept driving me wild.
"Oh God," I moaned, as I just allowed that taboo line of undeniable incest to be crossed with no meaningful resistance at all! Then after a moment, I gave in completely by adding, "Yes, baby girl. Lick Mommy's pussy."
And for a couple minutes of sexual heaven, I was ass fucked and eaten simultaneously ... both orifices delivering intense pleasure to my body... working together to bring me the kind of pleasure that most women never get the chance to experience.
A second orgasm rose quickly and I begged, "Pound my asshole, eat my pussy, don't fucking stop! Mommy is so close!"
"Come for me, Mommy, come on your daughter's face," she ordered, as she advanced her lips to my clit and tugged, as Big Joe obliged my request and really drilled my ass.
"Oh fuck, fuckity, fuck," I screamed, as a second orgasm overwhelmed me... even more intense than the first... which had never happened before, in my rare multiple orgasmic experiences.
"There you go," Lylee purred, as she lapped up the cum flooding out of me, while my orgasm continued pounding its pleasure pulsations through my very core.
"Oh, God," I said, overwhelmed with the intensity of the pleasure that continued pulsing within me, while Big Joe kept fucking my ass, and my daughter kept licking my pussy.
"Now do that thing you do," Lylee said.
"Okay," the man of few words said.
I was curious what else there could be to improve upon two orgasms in two holes. He pulled out, tugged my ass up a little, then slid his dick back into my ass at an angle that's almost impossible to describe. His dick was inside my ass, only a couple of inches, but I could also feel it in my pussy... somehow.
"Can you feel the sensations from that dick in your ass inside your pussy too?" Lylee asked.
"Yeah," I said, a little confused by the strange sensations I was feeling in my pussy, which was still leaking slightly from his dick in my ass.
"Isn't it wild?"
"Yeah," I agreed, that likely being the best word for it, as he began fucking me in a strange position, where I felt like he was somehow fucking my pussy and my ass at the same time.



"Keep licking my pussy while he fucks my ass," I ordered, deciding to allow the pleasure just to consume me... to control me.
"Yes, Mommy," she agreed, as she licked me.
"Now I can feel his dick on your tongue," I said, although that wasn't even possible.
"Yeah, there's nothing quite like the Up Ass Fuck," she said, apparently having a name for this weirdly pleasurable sex position.
After a couple minutes, Big Joe pulled out of me and said to Kylee, "Suck it, slut."
I watched, feeling the gape in my asshole, as my daughter happily took the dick that had just been inside my asshole into her mouth.
"I fucking love it," I said, watching the nasty ass to mouth.
"Mmmmmmmm," Lylee moaned, as she deep throated the fat black dick.
Big Joe pulled out and turned back to me. "Oh yes, fuck my white ass," I said, the racial aspect of all of this enhancing the taboo sex we were having together.
"Such a tight ass," Big Joe said, as he fucked me.
"Let me see Mommy's gape," Lylee requested, after a dozen plus strokes. He pulled out, she looked at my well-fucked asshole and said, "Oh my God, you really gaped the shit out of her ass!"
"Oh yeah, I really did," Big Joe said, clearly confident about his art, as he plunged his dick back into Lylee's mouth... for some more ass to mouth.
When he pulled out of her mouth, I pleaded as he turned his dick back towards my gaping asshole, "Shove that black dick up my ass."
"Yeah," Big Joe said, as he did just what I'd asked,
I then babbled as he fucked me. "Feels so fucking good," and "yes, yes, fuck my ass," and "fuck, give it to me! Give me every inch!"
My daughter resumed licking my pussy, and she slid two fingers inside me.
"Oh Fuck, yes, yes, finger fuck me, ass ream me, make me come again!" I babbled, feeling intense pleasure in my ass, in my pussy, and on my clit and pussy lips.
A dozen more strokes in both of my holes, and I was declaring my third orgasm, "I'm coming!"
After a few seconds Joe pulled out, tugged my daughter by the hair, and shoved his dick inside her mouth like a dominant caveman.
It was so fucking raw and hot, as he face fucked her.
After a minute as my orgasm began to subside, I took charge again and said, "Okay, baby girl, your turn. Show Mommy how much you love it in the ass."
"Okay, Mommy," she agreed, and she bent over on all fours and offered up her ass.
"She takes it in the ass like a champ," Big Joe said, as he went behind my daughter's amazing ass.
"I just bet she does," I said, as I sat up and got on my knees to watch the dick disappear in my daughter's ass. "Look at that," I admired, as his mamba snake slid inside her ass.
"Oh yeah give me that dick, Daddy," Lylee moaned, obviously used to his big dick in her ass.
"So deep," I admired, as the entire big dick disappeared into her ass.
"Yes," she moaned.
"Take it all," I said, even though she already was.
Big Joe started slow, sliding in and out smoothly while I watched from a few inches away.
"She fucking loves it in the ass," I said.
"I do," Lylee agreed.
"Let me taste my daughter's asshole," I said out of the blue.
"Ass to mouth?" Big Joe asked. "Like your daughter does all the time?"
"Yeah, exactly," I replied eagerly, for some reason needing to prove to my daughter that I was as slutty as she was. Not better mind you, it wasn't a competition, but more like mother-daughter bonding... as partners in crime.
He obliged, and he pulled out and slid his rod into my open mouth. I bobbed hungrily, tasting my daughter's tangy treat.
My daughter said wickedly, "Yes, Mommy, eat my asshole juice!"
He pulled out after thirty seconds or so, and slid his dick back into my daughter's ass. "Oh yes, fuck me, give me that big dick," she moaned.
"Yes, fuck her asshole, pound the shit out of her," I added.
"Yes, pound the shit out of me," Lylee echoed.
"Such a dirty girl you are," I praised, as I watched my daughter get anally drilled.
"Oh fuck, fuck, fuck," Lylee moaned. It was obvious her next orgasm was closing in.
"Look into Mommy's eyes, baby girl. I want to really see you while you come," I ordered, as my hand went for my still fevered pussy.
She obeyed, and we locked eyes, as she looked into my soul and I into hers, in utter lustful daze and near eruption.
"Yes, yes, yes, oh fuck Mommy, it feels so good," Lylee babbled, not breaking our eye contact.
"Come for Mommy," I begged.
"Oh Mommy, it's so big, so fuuuuuuck!" she bellowed as her orgasm struck home.
"You look so hot coming on Daddy's big dick," I said, using the term 'Daddy' for the first time.
Big Joe pulled out of her ass and shoved his dick in my mouth, and again I tasted what was inside my daughter's asshole.
He face fucked me for a while this time before asking, "Should I ass fuck your mother one more time?"
"Yes!" we both replied in unison, and then giggled.
He pushed me onto my back, shoved my knees against my chest, and slid into my ass. Lylee straddled my face and ordered, "Eat me, Mommy."
"Yes, Mistress," I said, before I even realized I was using the word... an honorific I hadn't uttered since my college days.
"I'm your Mistress, I like that," she purred, as she sat on my face and leaned forward.
As I lifted my head, extended my tongue and licked my daughter (having now crossed the line into unmistakable incest, I was now 100% in favour of the practice), I felt her tongue on my pussy too, while Big Joe fucked my ass again.
The taste of my daughter's wetness on his big dick was good, but tasting it directly from the source was heavenly! I lapped it up like a thirsty puppy on a hot day.
After a couple minutes, I felt my daughter's hands on my ass cheeks, pulling them apart while Big Joe pulled out of my ass and my daughter said, "Wouldja look at that fucking gaped ass!"
"Yeah, her ass was made for black dick," Big Joe concurred.
I felt my daughter's tongue rolling around my gaped hole, and I had to lean my shoulders up so I could resume lapping her sweet delicacy.
"Oh yes, eat my asshole, you nasty bitch," I moaned, the feeling so sensual.
After a minute, Big Joe slid his dick deep into my ass hard, and pulled back out, and thrust it into my daughter's mouth. I figured out the pattern when he repeated doing that for a couple of minutes. One deep thrust into my ass, and then out for a moment.
"Do you want it back in your ass to stay for a while, Mommy?" Lylee asked, as I felt his dick rolling around my gaped hole.
"Yeah, give it to me in my asshole while I eat my daughter's cunt," I said, using the forbidden 'C' word.
She leaned up and sat on my face, as Big Joe slid back into my ass and really began pounding me.
After a couple minutes, my orgasm rising again, he pulled out, my daughter got off my face, and he flipped me onto all fours, as my daughter lay on her back and spread her legs for me.
"You want Mommy to keep eating your count?" I asked, as I buried my face in her pussy, and I felt Big Joe's dick slide back into my ass.
"Yes, Mommy," she moaned, as her fingers combed gently through my hair.
As I lapped, I said, "Keep fucking me, Big Joe. I think my daughter loves watching you fuck her Mom's ass."
"Hell yeah," she said, as I lapped away and took lots of anal back shots.
"Oh fuck," I moaned, as he really slammed into me from behind.
"You're so deep inside her asshole," Lylee observed.
"It feels so fucking good in my ass," I moaned.
"Keep fucking my Mommy in the ass; gape that shit hole good," Lylee encouraged, as I parted her pussy lips with both hands and probed her hole.
"God, do I love this black dick in my asshole," I declared, as orgasm number four rose rapidly.
"Balls deep," Lylee moaned.
"You want to see me fuck your Mom and make her come like a cheap slut again?" Big Joe asked. He slapped my ass while continuing to ream my back door.
"Oh, my God yes, gape that shit hole, blacken her holes," Lylee moaned, my tongue working her over good.
"My God, give it to me, give it to me, don't fucking stop," I pleaded. "Blacken me. Make me an official slut for this Black New World Order."
"Yes, you'll be a great addition to the BNWO," my daughter said.
"Yes, the brothers will love her," Big Joe concurred, giving me deep, hard back shots.
"Imagine them doing a Mommy and daughter train in the back room of the grocery store tomorrow afternoon," Lylee added.
"You're so bad," I smiled, looking up at her from between her tanned legs... just now noticing how hot it was, since I was still wearing my dress... the sun in the cloudless sky really beating down on me.
Lylee pulled my head up, grasped my cheeks with her palms and asked, "Do you like doing this?"
"I fucking love it," I moaned.
"You love taking this black dick deep in your asshole?"
"Yes, and I believe I'll love any black dick in my asshole," I said, looking into her eyes. "Thank you so much for introducing me to it."
"Come, bitch," Big Joe ordered, and he reached for my long hair and pulled on it like a pair of reins... riding me like a rocking horse.
"Oh yes... hammer my ass... slam that black snake in my white shit hole... gape my hole," I rambled.
"Come, Mommy slut, come for me, come for the BNWO," Lylee urged, our eyes still locked together.
"Yes, Mistress," I moaned, as her order was the final command needed to have my orgasm number four touching down like a tornado of pleasure.
"My turn," Lylee said, as soon as I came. Whereupon she got up, and Big Joe sat down on the lawn, his legs outstretched, and his hands braced behind him for support.
"Ride me, slut," he ordered, his dick standing straight up, saluting her.
"Yes, Daddy," she said, as she straddled his dick reverse cowgirl, lowered her asshole onto his dick, her feet on his legs, and she began riding the dick in her ass... which was fucking impressive, and something I was pretty sure I couldn't do. I'd been head cheerleader back in high school, but a gymnast trumps the hell out of a mere cheerleader.
"Yes, ride that dick," I moaned, loving the sight of my daughter taking black dick in her butt hole.
"God, I'm so fucking full," she gasped, as she managed to take that entire dick into her ass in this position... oh, to be that young and flexible again!
I knelt next to her and sucked on her tits as space permitted while she bounced around, although it wasn't easy to do.
"Oh yeah, fuck," she exclaimed, as he placed his hands under her butt and started doing the fucking.
"Fuck that ass, Big Joe, gape that shit hole," I urged like the cheerleader I once was, getting to my knees in front of them, and watching the live sex show up close and personal.
"Lick my cunt, Mommy," she ordered, as she got drilled.
I did the best I could, while she was bounced around like a cheap slut... so my tongue licking was haphazard and not overly effective.
After a couple minutes and another orgasm for Kylee, so maybe my tongue was somewhat helpful, Big Joe ordered, "Knees, bitches."
I was already on my knees, but I turned to face his dick, and Lylee immediately hopped off of his dick and dropped to her knees without hesitation... clearly already his well-trained submissive slut... reminding me of myself back when I was her age and a little older. I leaned in and sucked the dick that had just been in my daughter's asshole, performing some wicked ass to mouth, while she sucked on his balls... some fun tandem mother-daughter worshipping.
After a minute we swapped roles, and I said, as she sucked his dick, "God, does she suck dick well!"
"Get ready, bitches," he said, as he pulled out, stroked his dick for not very long, and soon he erupted a massive load all over both our faces in just few seconds... his warm cream feeling so good on my skin!
Once he was done, I immediately took his delicious life-changing dick back in my mouth and extracted any slow swimmers I could coax out.
After a minute, Lylee pulled me off his dick, and she kissed me. At first it was soft and tender, but soon it shifted into an intense and passionate makeout session.
When she broke the kiss, she said, "Let me taste some of this," and she licked some sperm off of my cheek.
I replicated her act, lapping up a large gob of cum from her forehead.
Then I asked, "So, there's a back room at Big Joe's Grocery?"
"Oh yeah, Mom. We can get black dick there pretty much twenty-four-seven," she said with a naughty grin.
"Wow!" I said.
"You understand this afternoon is only the beginning," she said.
"I understand I don't want this party to end," I said, which I sure as hell didn't.
"Good," she said, as she pushed me onto my back, straddled my face, and we shared a lengthy, leisurely, mutually pleasurable, one last orgasm each (for now), 69... while the hot San Diego sun beat down on us.
When we were done, Big Joe now dressed, and his phone was out, so I wondered if he'd filmed our incestuous 69, he said, "Feel free to stop by the store any time, Mrs. Olson. For groceries, or... now that you're in the BNWO... other stuff."
"Oh, I think you'll be seeing a lot of me from now on," I said, as I stood up and stretched, my legs a little numb.
"You'll be seeing a lot of us from now on," Lylee corrected. "Mommy's my slut now."
"I am, am I?" I asked playfully, raising an eyebrow.
"Yes. Just you wait until we get into the house, and I fuck your holes with my double dick. It can fuck your pussy and your asshole at the same time," she said.
"You own a strap-on?" I asked.
"Yeah, I'm submissive to any big black dick, but I'm dominant to a few MILFs in the neighborhood, a couple of teachers, and a few of my girlfriends," she said, unaware that I'd overheard a list earlier, and I recalled Big Joe saying she had one more slut to turn.
Was I that slut?
I asked, "Wait. Did you set all of this up today?"
"Maybe," she said in a sing-song voice, which was a clear yes.
"So it wasn't out of carelessness that you left the gate to the back yard open, which resulted in my coming closer and overhearing you two having sex, and then coming into the back yard to catch you and Big Joe in flagrante delicto?"
"Nope, not carelessness at all. We left the gate open deliberately, then listened until we heard your car in the driveway, and then we started having sex, along with the loud commentary you overheard."
"Meaning you planned in advance to turn me into a cheap slut for black dick, and to become your personal Mommy-pet?" I asked.
"Yep. Do you have a problem with that?"
"No," I smiled, "I'm just making sure I understand what happened today."
"One thing that happened is that you're now a three-hole slut for the BNWO, and for your slutty daughter," she clarified.
"So it seems," I said.
"Oh, the sordid things I'm going to make you do," she said.
"Now I'm worried," I said.
"No worries. You'll love it," she said, and she slapped my ass.
"Well, that goes without saying," I said.
"But first, I want to fuck the shit out of you."
"I think Big Joe already did that," I smiled.
"Then I'm going to double penetrate you like a cheap slut, until you pass out from ecstasy," she smiled.
"You had me at double penetrate," I smiled. As Big Joe left, Lylee took my hand and led me into the house for even more wild, wicked, taboo sex.
And as she led me to my bedroom to double penetrate me on my marital bed, I smiled, realizing I was finally spending some quality time with my daughter.
Was it a little unorthodox?
Sure.
Was it inappropriate?
I think that's in the eye of the beholder.
According to my eye, as I removed my dress and bra while my naked daughter went to fetch her double dick, it was quality mother and daughter bonding... as we connected on an activity we shared a mutual fascination with.
When she returned, I got onto the bed on all fours, and she climbed up behind me with the strap-on double dick already attached to her tight young body, and she asked, "Ready to become my submissive Mommy-pet?"
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, employing the word to demonstrate I understood the new hierarchy that had been established during this wild day.
"Good Mommy slut," she said, as she grasped my hips with both hands, and slid both dicks into both of my holes, and began performing the work of two men.
"Oh fuck, Mistress," I moaned, as I began my life as my daughter's submissive, pussy-eating, black-dick-and-strap-on-taking slut... and curious about what further mother and daughter adventures lay ahead for us.
The end
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The Training of Cecelia Ch. 5
WEDNESDAY
I woke up in my husband's arms a little after one in the morning.
I rolled over and drifted back to sleep, smiling contentedly at the two polar opposite lives I was living... or three, if you counted my role as a CEO.
When I woke up a few hours later... after a surprisingly good sleep... my husband's arms still wrapped lovingly around me... I smiled again, the same as before - this time aware that my jaw ached from all the cock I sucked the night before. Even though I washed my face and brushed my teeth thoroughly, I could still imagine all that cum, and I felt my pussy tingling.
I really could have it all!
I slithered out from under his arm, took a shower, and slipped into some mocha coloured thigh high stockings and a conservative black skirt and blue blouse. I gave my husband a kiss on the cheek and headed to work... I had a lot to do today.
I got to work after going through the Starbucks drive-thru, and arrived before anyone else did.
I'd been working for over thirty minutes before Karen came into my office. "Good morning, slut."
"Good morning, Mistress," I replied, while I continued responding to an email.
"Have breakfast yet?" she asked, coming over to my desk.
"A bagel," I said.
"Then you must still be hungry," she said, rolling my chair back, pushing my laptop out of the way, hiking up her dress, hopping onto my desk, spreading her legs, and snapping her fingers.
I rolled my chair back to where it was before, leaned forward, and began licking my secretary's pussy.
"I really love having my own personal pussy muncher," she said, as I explored her pussy.
"I really enjoy having a tasty pussy to munch on every morning," I said, "although I like it even more when you've done some sweating, and then I can really get lost in your sweet scent."
"That's good to know," she said as her fingers combed through my hair.
"You just taste so fucking good!" I said, as I probed her delicious hole.
"I've been told that some of your other employees."
"I can't believe there's been sexual impropriety going on in our company for all this time," I said, between my eager licking.
"This building is just full of secrets," she said with a soft moan.
"So I'm learning," I said, as I flicked her clit, making her legs twitch.
"Ya think? What I think is you'll learn a lot more about sexual impropriety today," she said with a moan, her tone signaling that she knew some things that I didn't... yet.
"Mmmmmmmm," I responded, curious to know what she was still hiding from me but apparently not for much longer.
"Now get me off, slut," she ordered, pulling my head deep between her legs and into her wetness.
My face plastered against her pussy, her hand shoving on the back of my head, I did as I was told... shifting from probing and teasing to aggression and pleasing.
"Oh, yes! Don't you stop, you cunt-munching CEO," she ordered, as she ground her hips up and down on my face.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned as I devoured her delicious pussy and worked to get her off, in part so I could taste the full flood of her sweet, addicting nectar. Yes, I loved my utter submission to Master Paul and all the crazy that journey encompassed, yet my equally unlimited submission to Mistress Karen was also exhilarating. Sucking cock and eating pussy were two very different tasks... very different explorations... yet the thrill of getting a man or a woman off was equally exhilarating.
"Oh yes, I love riding this face so much," she moaned, as she really ground on my face.
Another minute of my licking and sucking and her grinding, and I could feel her wetness splashing against my face as her orgasm erupted, and I hungrily lapped up the Karen-cum I was rapidly becoming addicted to.
Once she'd finished quivering, she let go of my head and said, gazing possessively down at me and my wet face, "I'm really enjoying our new working relationship!"
"So am I," I agreed, as I licked between her pussy lips.
"No more of that for now," she said, pushing me away. "I have to pee."
"Okay," I said, rolling back to allow her enough room to climb down from my desk.
She did, and said, "When Master Paul pounded my asshole on your desk yesterday, he gave me the instructions for your task three."
"You're getting sodomized on my desk while I'm out of the office?" I asked, raising an eyebrow.
"Well, since you're enrolled in his pet training and orgasm suppression course, I guess I'm his substitute three-hole fuck toy for now," she grinned.
"I hope your onerous duties aren't too much of an inconvenience," I teased, a little jealous of her getting Master's dick up her asshole, while I was just their shared pussy eating, cock sucking, cum-less pet.
"The things I do for you - maybe next time I will let you eat his cum from my ass," she sighed playfully.
"I guess I owe you one," I said as she proceeded towards the door, and I rolled my chair back to my desk to finish dealing with my remaining emails before the two morning meetings I'd scheduled.
"And I own you today," she tossed back over her shoulder.
As she was opening the door, I sang out, "What's today's task?"
Stopping at the door, she turned around and said unhelpfully, "That's for me to know and you to find out."
"You know how I hate surprises," I objected.
"Given the new course of your life, what you hate or love is no longer of any fucking significance is it?" she asked, although her tone was playful. In fact, she added, "Or in your case, it's no longer of any fuck-less significance."
"You're right, Mistress," I agreed with a sigh, no longer in the mood for bantering. "Your obedient slut's preferences don't matter anymore."
"Good. Today is going to be a fun day," she assured me, before leaving me in a state of melancholic curiosity.
I sighed in frustration at not knowing what was in store for me. I reminded myself that trusted Karen would exercise some discretion and wisdom in the way she dealt with the delicate new hierarchy that had been established between us, and maybe that reminder helped.
I finished my emails, then I went into my ensuite washroom to freshen up and fix my makeup, since I looked like I'd had my face buried in someone's pussy until they came on it, and I was reading through a new proposal when there was a knock on the door.
When I called out officiously, "Come," Karen came in and announced, now in her respectful secretary mode, "Mrs. Durden, your ten o'clock appointment is here."
"Thank you Mrs. Walden," I replied formally, both of us able to shift from one hierarchy to another as required.
During the next hour, I met with Mr. Jones about our potential new operation in London before meeting with several board members to update them about a variety of items, including a few details about our possible new London location.
When I was returning to my office, but before I went in, Karen asked from her desk, very informally this time, which I thought nothing of, since nobody else was present, "Ready for your lunchtime meeting?"
"I have a lunchtime meeting?" I asked, unaware that I had any other meetings today.
"I didn't enter It into the schedule," she explained. "It's very hush hush."
"Oh," I replied.
"But it will take up a large part of your afternoon," she added.
"Oh," I repeated, a little unsure of what she meant. I sensed it was something sexual, but her tone didn't wasn't giving anything away. Which she loved to do... keep me off balance
"In fact, I've cleared your entire afternoon schedule for your task number three."
"Oh," I said for a third time.
"I hope you're hungry."
"I haven't eaten anything at all since my morning snack."
"Excellent. Because this task will constitute a full banquet," she foreshadowed as she got up from her desk. "Follow me."
I did.
We went to the elevator.
Down to the second floor.
We got off, and she led me to Suite 203, just past the ladies' bathroom for that floor.
"Where are we going?" I asked.
"You'll see," she said mysteriously, as she used a key card to enter an office that looked a lot more like a break room. It contained a couple of ancient tables in the centre of the room, with folding legs and about a dozen steel folding chairs arranged around them, a couple of couches backed against two of the walls, a small stainless steel sink, with a tiny fridge on the counter next to it, along with a coffeemaker and a dozen coffee mugs, creamers packets of sugar, and a flat-screen television hanging on the wall that looked like it had cost more than all the other furnishings combined, even though televisions don't cost much these days.
"I'm confused," I said. "What is this place?"
"You approved the repurposing of this room," she said.
"I did?"
"You did," she nodded, "although I doubt that you had a clue as to why, at the time."
"I don't recall doing it at all," I said.
"It was almost a year ago," she said. "When I got you to authorize a relaxation room for the staff. As you can see, it cost very little money."
"Okay, I vaguely recall that now."
"Over time, it's has become a place to indeed relax, but also to really relax, on occasion."
"Really?"
"Yes, follow me," she said again, leading me to a door labeled 'Ladies' I hadn't noticed when I walked into this office... or rather, into this 'relaxation room'.
"What's this?" I asked, as we entered a restroom with three private stalls and a few sinks and mirrors on the opposite wall, all of which wasn't the least bit unusual. But I also saw an old, threadbare, but comfortable-looking easy chair facing the furthest stall door, and that stall had a square sliding panel in it, which was shoulder width and height, the bottom of which was a bit higher than the seat of the chair. The door and walls of that particular stall (and one side of the adjacent stall) extended from almost the floor to the ceiling, so unless the panel was opened, there wasn't the slightest sign of whomever might be inside.
"It's a lesbian glory hole."
"What?" I asked, even though I'd heard her quite clearly.
"A lesbian glory hole," she repeated. "With you doing the honours as your task three. Or in other words, the banquet I mentioned. Now for obvious reasons, it can't be as anonymous as a traditional glory hole, which is why the blindfolds."
I looked where she was pointing, and next to the door we'd entered through, I saw a shelf on the wall with a cardboard box containing several blindfolds.
"They all seem to have some extra fabric," I noticed.
"Yes, they cover the wearer's face completely. That way, not only do they conceal the carpet muncher's identity from themselves, but they also conceal their identity from the muncher. And although there's lots of face-to-face camaraderie and bawdy jokes and such in the relaxation room, I've instated a policy that whoever is serving them shouldn't learn who they are. Because you'll be performing such a personal service for them, I want to safeguard everyone against forming any emotional attachments... in either direction."
"I see," I said, intrigued by what I was seeing and hearing, and perplexed by how this room could be a feature of this building and yet I never knew about it. Although in fairness to myself, this floor wasn't one I'd ever visit, since except for this little suite, which appeared totally nondescript from the hallway, we didn't lease any space at all on the bottom ten floors of the building.
"I should mention this facility is available not only to our female staff, all of whom... except for you, until now... are fully aware of it and its amenities, but it's also available to serve select other women working in the building, and even to a few select women living or working in the surrounding neighborhood," she said. "No men at all are aware of this little playhouse, except of course for Master Paul, who always manages to know everything about everything."
"Really?"
"Yes, among those in the know, this bathroom has a widespread reputation for being both a place to get your pussy licked, or for you to lick lots of pussy."
"So why wasn't I told about it until now?"
"Because, my dear slut, until about a week ago, you've been such a stick-up-the-butt hard ass, you've been the enemy. So there was no way we wanted you to know about it!"
"Okay, that's fair enough," I agreed. "But I can't believe something like this exists anywhere, never mind in our building!"
"Do you consider it objectionable?"
"You know me better than that. I'm shocked, but I can't claim that I'm appalled."
"That's what I thought. Now let me show you where you'll be working."
"Okay," I agreed, being quite curious.
"Plus, it's almost lunchtime, your clients should start arriving very soon, and I don't think they should catch sight of who you are," she added.
"Good point. So it's usually empty this time of day?" I asked.
"No, there's almost always at least a pussy or two being serviced or waiting to be serviced," she said. "But everyone who knows about this convenience belongs to a text group that I maintain, and I notified them all it would be closed 'for maintenance' today until 12:15. So after you?"
"Okay." I squeezed past the easy chair, opened the door, and saw there wasn't any toilet in this stall, although I assumed the other two stalls had one. Instead, there was a soft cushion on the floor for my knees... which I thought was very thoughtful. There was also a small shelf on the right-hand wall with two bottles of water on it... a liter each... as well as a box of wet naps and some lube. The sliding panel could only be opened from inside the stall. So with all that in place, if my mission today was to serve as a dirty slut, eager to lick the pussies of all comers, at least I'd be a comfortable dirty slut!
"The lady janitors make sure to keep this little suite clean and comfortable," she said.
"So they all know about this?"
"Of course! They deserve to relax and enjoy some orgasms just as much as anyone else."
"I agree," I said. Then I noticed a large red button installed on the wall on the opposite side of the shelf. "What's that for?"
"Oh, I didn't mention the lights," she said. "When you press that button, red lights go on in this bathroom and in the relaxation room, and an automatic notification goes out to the text group, informing everyone that someone is available to serve them. When you press it again, the lights go off, and a different text message goes out."
"And I 'serve' them," I chuckled softly.
"Yes, it's a pretty accurate term," she said, as she squeezed in beside me in this stall that wasn't supposed to accommodate two, and she pressed the button. "Now take off that nice dress and hang it on that hook on the wall, along with anything else you don't want to get mussed and soiled, and get comfortable; you're going to be in here for a while. Master Paul wants you to serve as many pussies as possible this afternoon."
As I stripped all the way down to my stockings and knelt on the cushion, I asked, "What's with the lube?"
"Oh yes, that! It will be your biggest challenge this afternoon, since you're not allowed any orgasms. Sometimes someone brings along a strap-on to do some fucking," she said. As a wicked smile crossed her face, she added, "That someone is often me."
"Oh dear! A saleswoman named Mary in the sex shop I was in yesterday afternoon almost surprised me with a mammoth orgasm by using some nipple clamps on me. I just managed to fight it off by the skin of my teeth!"
Karen laughed. "As I said, that will be your biggest challenge this afternoon. But don't worry too much, if you do get fucked today, it won't be by me. My plan is to fuck the shit out of you with my two-foot-long double-ended dildo! But we won't do that until you're allowed to come freely," she promised.
"I can't wait!" I said.
"Nor can I! By the way, when you switch those 'ready to serve' lights off, everyone in either of these two rooms will immediately put on their blindfolds, and you'll have five minutes to make your escape unobserved," she explained.
"You've really thought of everything!"
"I really have," she said smugly, just as the door opened, and someone started coming in. "Have fun," she said, actually patting my head to show I was her 'good girl', before she hurriedly opened the panel in the stall's door for me, closed the door itself, and left.
I quickly stood up, locked the door (which could only be done from inside the stall) and returned to my position on my knees, as a woman with large legs appeared and felt her way into sitting down in the chair. Feeling cautious, I checked, and I was relieved to see she was indeed wearing her overlarge blindfold. I couldn't see her face, and she couldn't see mine. Perfect.
I knew the task I was about to dive into was extreme, but my mouth was already watering with anticipation just to eat some stranger's pussy... or... as crazy as it seemed... this could be one of the employees I worked closely with... or perhaps even someone on the board!
"Get licking, bitch," the woman said in a deep, husky voice that I didn't recognize.
I didn't say a word as I leaned through the portal in the door far enough to get my mouth between the woman's legs, and I encountered a rather hairy pussy. I could smell her scent, which was quite strong, a little pungent, and certainly not the bouquet from heaven that was Karen's, as I tried to forge a path to her pussy through her jungle of pubes.
I started licking... getting a few hairs in my mouth and my nostrils, which tickled a bit, as I gradually succeeded in creating a relatively empty clearing around her big pussy lips.
"There you go, bitch," she approved, as I started licking up and down through the area I'd cleared.
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, in wordless acknowledgment that I was enjoying licking her.
"Do you like this fat pussy, slut?" she asked, as I licked between her thick pussy lips.
"Mmmmm, hmmmmmm," I confirmed, hopefully anonymously, as I kept licking her very wet twat, and inhaled her strong scent.



"Yeah, I bet you just love eating a fat pussy like mine," the woman said, as she squeezed her legs around my head.
"So good," I moaned, before realizing I'd just articulated some words. If she was at all familiar with my voice, then hearing me speaking, as opposed to my uttering moans and groans, would make me far more recognizable!
"I know," she said. "My cunt is delicious."
"Mmmmm, hmmmmm," I agreed, playing it safe again, as I swirled my tongue around and across her clit.
"Finger fuck me while you eat me, bitch," she ordered.
"Okay," I said, again not intending to speak, and I advanced my left hand to her pussy and slid a finger inside.
"Oh yeah, I bet you're one of those top floor bitches," she guessed accurately, as I began fingering her while nibbling on her clit with my lips.
"Mmmmmm, hmmmmmm," I repeated, admitting that I was indeed a top floor bitch.
"Well I'm a janitor, so I always clean up your shit," she said. "Today you can clean up mine."
"Mmmmmmm," I responded, pumping my finger in and out of her, while working her over with my lips and tongue.
"Oh shit, you're a damn good pussy munching slut," she moaned, as I worked her pussy both on the inside and outside.
Wanting to get her off and taste her cum, I slid a second finger inside her ass, double penetrating her
"Oh fuck, don't stop, you big boss bitch, don't you dare fucking stop," she moaned, her orgasm seeming imminent.
I had no intention of stopping... the rush of hearing her moans, the excitement of being just about to make her come, and the anticipation of tasting her nectar any moment now, all I could think about. At the moment I wasn't some top floor CEO, I was a squalid cunt-licking, hungry lesbian slut who was ready, able, and willing to please pussy after pussy... stranger after stranger, and this arrogant janitor, whoever she was, would just be the first of many today!
"Oh fuck, big boss bitch, oh fuck! Right there, right there! Fucking eat it, you nasty slut!" she bellowed as she came. I pulled my fingers out, and opened my mouth wide to capture the cum leaking out of her.
I lapped up her creamy pussy cum for a good minute, while she just kept leaking and leaking. Finally, she said, "Thanks, big boss bitch. Make sure you lick both your fingers clean. Without hesitating, I did - forgetting that one of them was in a stranger's ass. Fortunately, it was ok."
"Thank you," I said, since I'd enjoyed the thrill of making this woman cum. And to think that a couple of weeks ago, snooty old me wouldn't have given her the time of day! This might sound like a paradox, but eating pussy was making me into a better person.
She laughed as she pulled her legs away, "Dearie, I'm going to figure out which bitch you are, and then I'll bend you over your fancy desk and pound the shit out of that pussy and ass. I bet you would love to feel me use you!"
I didn't respond... even though I wanted to.
I had to wait for a couple of minutes before another pair of legs replaced the first woman's. This time it was a pair of slender black legs, because of her black nylons. Unlike the first woman, she did no talking... none at all.
I leaned forward through my square portal and began licking this new woman's completely shaved pussy. Her scent was almost nonexistent, although I could smell her perfume. But the wetness between her pussy lips began flowing freely with my very first lick.
And for a few minutes... four, perhaps five... I licked her pussy. I took my time, since this pussy was so downright tasty! I explored every crevice of it. I wiggled my tongue up and down on her pussy lips. I stiffened my tongue into the best lance I could manage (Good luck with that, Seesee), and used it to probe her hole. I listened to her soft moans. I encouraged the slow leaking of her pussy as best I could. Eventually, which was a couple more minutes, she darted her hand to her clit, and began rubbing herself frantically. I took that as a nonverbal instruction for me to shift gears into some aggressive licking... jerking my tongue up and down and back and forth between her pussy lips, and at her hole.
"Oooooooh, fuck!" she moaned, and suddenly a massive flood of wetness sprayed all over my face, as she squirted just like you see in the movies (if you watch that kind of movies... I do!) all over me!
I opened wide to catch as much of her artesian fountain of cum as I could, while I felt her wetness soaking my entire face and in my hair - how will I hide that?!
As soon as she'd calmed down sufficiently, she scrambled out of the chair, and left without saying another word.
I stood up and grabbed a bottle of water. I opened it and took a few sips... or perhaps gulps is a better word.
I stretched my legs a little (stretched only: there wasn't enough room in the tiny stall to take even a single step), and used a wet wipe to wipe some of the wetness off of my face.
That was all the time I had before another woman sat down in the chair, and this one stuck almost the entirety of both legs through my square portal... and I certainly hadn't expected that to happen! She wasn't wearing any heels on her nylon-clad white feet, and she said haughtily, "Lick my sweaty soles first, bitch. You need to earn the right to eat my pussy!"
I knew this voice! I also recognized her nylons. This was one of the board members I'd met with less than an hour ago: Penny Parker. She was always intense, bitchy and argumentative... just like I'd been (hopefully it was past tense) before Master Paul had come along and pulled my head out of my ass!
Absolutely silently, I cradled her left foot with both hands, raised it to my mouth and licked the sole... which was a little sweaty and salty. The task was demeaning... which I was becoming accustomed to enjoying... the psychological impact of utter submission and humiliation can be fascinating! Don't you agree? (And I hope you also agree that ignoring the 'fourth wall' occasionally is forgivable.)
I licked each and every little niche of her sole.
"Suck each toe individually," she ordered.
I did... finding it a little awkward, and yet a little sensual, licking it like a small cock.
Once I was done with all five toes, she wiggled her other foot while she demanded, "The other foot too."
I replicated my sole licking, and then my five toe sucking. I was really getting into this submissive task, and was enjoying the salty sweat taste.
"Well done," she said, as she pulled her legs out of where they'd been invading my personal space, so she could spread them wide and reveal a trimmed pussy with just a tussle of hair.
My head and shoulders followed her out to her pussy, while I took great pains not to speak at all, or even to make any moaning sounds. If this bitchy harridan recognized my voice, there was no way she wouldn't out me in a New York minute!
So I focused on getting her off and out the door as quickly as possible ... this would definitely not be any lengthy, leisurely lapping!
I went right to her clit and flicked it vigorously, before sucking it between my lips and tugging on it.
"Oh, yes, get right at it," she moaned.
I really worked over that pussy with my mouth... this was one time when the term 'eating pussy' was spot on... I was almost biting it... while I brought two of my fingers to her wet hole and jammed them inside.
"Oh yes, finger bang me!"
She obviously thought I was enjoying myself while I 'serviced' her. Well, she could think anything she liked, so long as she came in a hurry and then got the fuck out of here! I pumped my two fingers inside her pussy, while my lips and tongue kept attacking her swollen clit.
"Oh yes, more," she moaned, "give me more fingers!"
If it'll make you come, bitch, no problem! I obliged... a third finger easily going inside, as I kept up tthefurious pace of my double-pronged attack. ('Double-pronged'. Doesn't that sound so deliciously painful?)
After another minute, her moans getting louder, she demanded, "Shove your entire fist in my cunt!"
My eyes went wide at the demand, but I'd do anything it took to make this slut cum and get out of here! I did as she told me to, and I delightedly watched my entire fist disappear inside her pussy!
"Oh, fuck!" she bellowed. "Yes! Fist fuck me, fist fuck me!"
I pumped my entire fist in and out of her a third of the way up my forearm... while simultaneously maintaining my oral attentions on her clit.
"Oh, fuck! Yes, fuck! Oh God! Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!" she babbled, as her orgasm struck home!
As soon as I felt my hand being soaked in wetness, I pulled it out, which made a sound I can't describe... but the important thing was that my voice took no part in it... and her juices poured out of her, and I lapped them up like the cum-hungry slut I was almost twenty-four-seven these days.
"So good!" she moaned, and she kept twitching, while I kept licking her pussy.
It was a couple more minutes before she said... quite sweetly, actually, shocking the hell of me, "Thanks, that was great!" and she stood up and disappeared.
I looked at my hand... brought it to my mouth... and licked off the excessive wetness.
It wasn't even a minute before another pair of legs popped into view. This woman was wearing socks and runners, and the veins on her legs said she was substantially older than I.
I wondered how old she was... as I leaned through my door and between her legs... I saw completely gray hair. Yet pussy is pussy, just like cock is cock... so I lowered my head and licked her semi-hairy pussy.
"Oooooooh," she moaned, as I parted her pussy lips.
I wondered who she was. I wondered if she was a grandmother. I wondered if I'd ever met her.
As I pondered, I slowly licked her pussy... which was very dry... unlike any of the previous pussies I'd pleasured today.
"Mmmmmmm," she whimpered as I probed her hole... trying to fuck it with my tongue.
I licked her for a good ten or fifteen minutes... her moans gradually increasing... and she didn't speak at all, but her soft moans were unceasing.
Finally, without much of a hint beforehand, her legs straightened out completely, and she came... her pussy juice oozing slowly out of her. I lapped it up leisurely... since unlike almost all the other pussies I'd ever tasted... hers was a slow, constant flow.
"Thank you, honey," the woman said graciously a couple of minutes later, after a leisurely amount of time, while she remained where she was, and enjoyed the afterglow of her gentle orgasm.
"Mmmmmm-hmmmmm," I responded vocally but nonverbally, doing my best to avoid using any words, or identifying myself in any way whatsoever.
As her legs disappeared, which took a tad more time than the others had... which I certainly didn't begrudge her, the sweet old thing... I stood up, drank some more water, and stretched my legs as best I could in the confined space. I'd left my phone in my office prior to meeting with the board, and then I'd been intercepted by Karen before I could get back into my office, and she'd led me directly here... so I had no idea what time it was, or how long I'd been servicing these strangers... plus one scary woman who I knew all too well, but that encounter had turned out surprisingly well.
I remained standing... not knowing how long I was expected to stay here... although I vaguely recalled Karen telling me she'd cleared my schedule for the entire afternoon.
It was a couple of long minutes before someone else came in to offer me her pussy. She shuffled in with her pantyhose around her ankles as she said, with an accent that was distinctly British, but I didn't recognize her, "Eat my arse first, ya bean-flicker."
My eyes went wide upon hearing the surprising order. And another thing... this was most assuredly not upper-crust British, it was much more like Cockney. And it wasn't the endearing Dick Van Dyke from Mary Poppins Cockney either, it was more like pissed off Millwall Bushwackers Cockney.
"Now, biatch," she ordered, scootching herself a tad closer to me when I didn't leap to obey her order. "Get that tongue bathing my arsehole, ya firtle."
Her mostly unfamiliar non-American terms made everything she said sound nastier somehow, as I knelt before her... placed my hands on her legs, parting them further, taking a good look at her completely shaved pussy, before I leaned my head into a slightly awkward position, and extended my tongue.
"Good ho, get that tongue up in ma arse," she ordered, as I licked her rosebud. I swirled my tongue around it before trying to spear it inside... but to no avail.
"Absobloodylootely, you dumb biatch, lick my arse, get it barry wet," she demanded.
I did the best I could... this position not ideal for a good ass eating... since I had to crane my neck into a rather awkward fashion.
"Here." She handed me something after a couple of minutes of anal tongue bathing.
I looked, and it was a thin vibrator.
I took it, and she ordered, "Turn it on high, and bugger ma arsehole while ya eat ma flange."
"Okay," I said without thinking... oops!... then quickly covered my mouth. Thankfully she didn't say anything else, so there was no need for me to reply. I turned the thin, but long vibrator, nine inches, on high, and poked it against her spit-wet rosebud.
"Just slide it in my arse, ya dumbo," she demanded.
So I did.
I watched it slide easily into her arse. I liked that word!
"Oh yah, bugger my arse! Bugger! Bugger it while ya eat my flange, ya dumbo biatch!" she demanded.
With one hand on the vibrator, I began pumping the toy about seven inches in and out of her arse, as I leaned forward and began licking her wet pussy. Or rather, her 'flange'.
"Oh yah, there ya go, eat ma cunt, bugger ma arse," she moaned as I multitasked... my hand and tongue working together on her two holes.
Her moans were wild... her tongue nasty... many of her terms were unintelligible... but they all turned me on!
"Oh yah, bugger ma arse," and "eat ma flange," and "flick ma bean," and "don't ya bloody stop!" she cried out rapturously, while I continued doing exactly as she demanded... at least when I could figure out what she was saying! I pumped the toy in and out of her arse as it vibrated at high speed, while I simultaneously licked rapidly up, down and sideways between her pussy lips, while also taking turns sucking on her clit (which I believe is what she meant by 'flick ma bean').
"Oh yah, right there," she moaned, "right there, oh fuck, fuck, yah, ya bloody bean-flicking ho," she screamed as her orgasm hit her... a gush of cum spraying out of her cunt and landing on my face.
As usual, I continued licking, savouring the tangy cunt cum... I really couldn't ever get enough of it... regardless of whose pussy cum I was enjoying.
"Yar one nasty biatch," the woman said, as I pulled the toy out of her ass, and saw the small, gaped hole I'd left behind.
"Mmmmmmmmm," I agreed, without saying a word.
"Clean da toy," she ordered.
I took the slender toy and sucked the ass juice off of it... which should have been disgusting, yet as usual, it just turned me on even more. I was beginning to wonder what there was I wouldn't do if someone told me to.
Once it was cleaned, she reached out her hand, and I handed it to her.
"Ta ever so, biatch," she said. "Maybe one day Ahl bugger yar arse."
"Mmmmmmm," I responded, wanting somebody's... anybody's dick in my arse right now... or in my pussy... or fucking my throat...
She disappeared, and I stood up again... this time stretching my neck.
It was a couple more minutes before another pair of legs... a short pair this time... presented a pussy to me.
She seemed to be a Pilipino, based on her skin colour and petite frame... as well as the moans escaping her lips as I licked her.
I wont bore you with the seven (or however many) pussies I pleased next. Over time, they all blurred together.
Pussy after pussy... cum after cum.
Sure, all the moans were at least slightly different, the scents had exotic variances, the tastes subtle alterations... but in essence, it just became a train of mindless excitement as I serviced pussy after pussy. Can 'conveyer belt sex' be a thing? I think I demonstrated that it can be.
A couple more women called me names.
Another one asked me to finger-bang her.
One had a vibrating egg in her pussy when she arrived, and it was still there when she left. Another had a butt plug in her ass with a garter-belt and nylons framing a gorgeous ass.
One squeezed my head so tightly between her legs I was unable to move.
Eventually, there was a knock at the door, and Karen informed me, "Time's up."
"You sure?" I asked dazedly, after standing up and unlocking the door.
"Yes. You only have one more pussy to please."
"Is it yours?" I asked coyly, coming back to life a bit.
"It is," she nodded "But not here."
"Okay," I nodded, as I finished off the second and last bottle of water... and realized I needed to pee. "I need to pee, anyway."
"I imagine so," she said, seeing the two empty bottles. "Just sit down in the next stall and do your business.
I did, and then she said, "Now get dressed, switch off the red lights, and let's go."
"Okay," I said. And I did as she walked out, and I followed her.
We went to the elevator, which was already open.
As if reading my mind, she said, "Yep, I thought of everything."
"So I see," I smiled. I'd always known she was a highly intelligent woman, which was one of the reasons I'd kept her all these years, even if I hadn't treated her as well as I should have. On the other hand, I'd pretty much been making up for it since I'd agreed to become her pet.
We got into the elevator, she pressed the button for the top floor, and the door closed.
"Have fun?" she asked.
"More than I imagined I would," I admitted. "Especially at first. But eventually, I started losing my concentration, and then... I guess it was the last hour or so... everything became pretty much a blur. But even then, it was an exciting blur!"
"That's pretty normal when you keep going for hours and hours, and you were in there for about four-and-a-half hours. But another thing... can you imagine if all those women knew that the slut munching on their pussies was their top boss?"
"No, I can't," I said, the idea a little terrifying. I wasn't at all ashamed of what I'd just done, in fact I was proud of it! But I did want to keep my professional life and my crazier and ever crazier private life as separate as possible... which was becoming a major challenge.
Reaching our floor, we headed out and went directly into my office, which meant going past Janice, a secretary for one of my colleagues, who was sitting at Karen's desk. Janet was one of the sexiest, "girl next door" type I have ever met, with red hair, a killer smile and well-proportioned body. And she always wore skirts and form-fitting blouses that accentuated her modest breasts. I found myself wondering if she knew anything about my new life.
Once we were in my office with the door closed, Karen again read my mind and reassured me, "She doesn't know."
"Good," I said. Then I wondered what she thought the reason was for her doing Karen's job when Karen was obviously still in the building.
Again, before I asked the question, she replied, "We're just very, very good friends."
"Oh," I said, her tone and her emphasis on the adjective very telling me she was more than just a friend-friend.
And yet again before I could say anything, she reassured me, "Don't worry, she's very discrete."
"So she does know?" I asked.



"No, no," she said. "She's my pet and I'm her Mistress, but that's all she knows. For now, anyway. She might put two and two together once I'm done with you."
"Oh," I said. "But you say she's very discrete?"
"Very," she said. Then she ordered, "Knees."
I dropped before her.
She slipped out of her heels before she went to my desk, hopped onto it, and ordered, "Crawl."
"Yes, Mistress," I said, as I crawled the few feet to my desk.
"Massage my feet," she ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I repeated, as I knelt and took her left foot in my hands. I massaged her foot softly like I liked having mine massaged... one of my husband Joseph's best skills, and my own favourite one.
"I'm to tell you that Joseph has to help you get dressed up for your date with Master tomorrow," she said.
"Oh, is that task three?" I asked, but then thought it might be task four.
"I don't think so," she said, as I massaged each toe. "He said the lesbian glory hole was the third one."
"Okay," I said.
"Have you pegged Joseph yet?" she asked.
"No," I said, as I began doing her other foot, "but I have bought a strap-on, maybe to do it with."
"Mmmmmm! I think I want to play a part in that," she said.
"Oh?" I asked, a little nervously, but I was also a little curious to know what she was envisioning.
"Yes," she confirmed. "I think it's time he learns not only that you have a Master, but that you also have a Mistress."
"Well, you gorgeous Mistress... I think he'll like that revelation a lot more than the initial one," I joked, as I directed my oral attentions to her silky sheer toes without being told to. The scent was intoxicating!
"Yeah, I agree that he will... that is, until I bend him over and peg him," she said with a chuckle, sounding like she'd already made up her mind.
"Good point. He might not be ready for that," I said with a chuckle myself, as I sucked a toe into my mouth.
"It's inevitable, you know," she told me, and I sensed that was true. "Or perhaps you should be the one pegging him, while I'm fucking your ass."
"You're really full of surprises," I said, uncertain about whether I liked that idea or not... and especially how I'd feel about it when it was happening. Maybe I'd love it! But then again...
"I'll text Master and see what he thinks," she said.
"Good idea," I said, lifting her foot again and sliding my tongue up the sole. One thing I did know: when the decision was made, I wouldn't have any say in it. So my best course of action was just to relax, go with the flow, and trust my Master and Mistress to decide what's best.
"While I do, slither your tongue up my leg and eat my pussy," she ordered, uncrossing her legs and spreading them wide.
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, kissing her foot once, and then sliding my tongue up her nylon-clad leg.
"Good slut," she said, as she pulled out her phone and tapped in a text.
Then for a few minutes, I just leisurely licked... taking my time... enjoying the taste of her nectar... listening to her soft moans...
She texted a few times during my lavish lapping, before she seized the back of my neck and pulled me deep into her wetness. I interpreted this nonverbal action as a prompt to change my approach radically. So I leaped into action (metaphorically), and I hungrily lapped her pussy and sucked on her clit (those ones quite literally), and in a couple minutes, she let out a semi-loud scream, and came all over my face. Then I wondered what my face looked like. Would Janice have seen all the cum on my face when I went past her? And even if she hadn't, did she hear that scream just now? Perhaps she was putting two and two together sooner rather than later!
I lapped up Karen's cunt cum for the second time today, still addicted to her sweet taste.
Once she was herself again, she gently pushed my head away and said, "I have some good news and some bad news."
"Oh?" I asked, looking up at her with her wetness all over my lips and face (in addition to the other four-and-a-half hours' worth from all those other women).
"The good news is that he loves the idea of Joseph learning unmistakably that you have a Mistress. As in seeing is believing."
"Okay."
"But he doesn't want your husband pegged," she said, then after a lengthy pause, "at least not yet."
"Okay," I repeated.
"So, let's the two of us meet in your house in half an hour or so," she said. "But first, you need to find out when Joseph will be home."
"Can do," I said.
She climbed down off the desk and asked out of the blue, "Do you want to eat Janice's twat?"
"I will if you want me to."
"No, I want you to decide."
I felt incredibly torn - on one hand, Janet was incredibly sexy in a way I am rarely attracted to a woman. Yet my mind was spinning at the lesbian glory hole in my own building, and that I licked the pussy of so many women that worked for me, and of someone that could get me fired with just a whisper....
"As much as I think I would love it, I think I will pass today"
She said. "Bye the bye, your face is a total wreck. But don't do anything until you leave."
"Yes, Mistress," I said, as she walked out and I went to my desk to get a little work done.
Eventually, Karen walked in and said, "Seesee, we need to get going."
"Okay," I nodded.
"I'll meet you at your house in thirty," Karen said to me.
"Okay," I repeated.
"And as soon as you get home, put on something slutty, and the leash and collar set you wore last night for Master," she added.
"Okay," I repeated.
"Okay, what?" she asked.
"Okay, Mistress," I corrected.
"That's better. You will start to get punished if you continue to forget your manners. Now, before you leave, you should clean up," she added. "You look like a fucking whore."
"I am one," I shrugged, as I headed to the ensuite bathroom to see for myself how messed up my face and hair was. My hair was matted from where I got squirted on, and my makeup was a disaster.
I washed my face, wiped my dripping pussy, gave my hair a good brush, and headed home.
I took a quick shower and then put on the three-piece white lingerie set I'd purchased yesterday. It was mostly see-through and very sexy... I latched on some silky sheer white stockings to go with it, but no shoes.
Once I was wearing my sexy white lingerie and had buckled the collar around my neck, I sauntered downstairs, carrying the leash in one hand. My 'doggy gear' didn't perfectly match my outfit the way it had with my black attire, but nevertheless, I felt very sexy.
Joseph texted me he'd be home in half an hour, and I forwarded that information to Karen.
About ten minutes later, Karen arrived. Her outfit, once she'd dropped her trench coat on one end of the couch, was somewhat similar to the lingerie I'd worn last night for Master... all black... although hers was all leather... and very tight... with sexy thigh-high vinyl boots... and it didn't even come close to covering any of her pussy.
I gasped, "Oh my!" I'd only ever seen her at the office before now, so I'd never seen her all sexed up like this before. She was stunning!
"You like?" she asked, posing with her hands on her hips in a way that added to her obvious confidence and sex appeal.
"I love," I said, admiring her sexy dominant attire, my pussy getting wet. Seeing my once apparently sweet, slightly shy secretary fully owning her natural role as a domme in her full dominatrix regalia was more than a little wild!
"I think I can pull this off," she said, as she pointed to the floor, and I surrendered the leash to her.
I dropped into a dog-like sitting posture in front of her, and I agreed, "Oh Mistress, you're already pulling this off!"
She set the large bag of toys she'd brought along with her on the floor, and she asked, as I admired her pussy, "Are you prepared to let Joseph know you have a Mistress?"
"Do I have a choice?" I asked, looking up at her, as she placed the leash on a small accent table.
"You always have a choice," she said, as she placed the toe of her right boot between my legs and applied some pressure to my pussy.
"I guess I do," I moaned.
"So, I'll ask the question again," she said, moving her boot ever so slyly back and forth, "Are you fully prepared for Joseph to know I'm your Mistress?"
"Yes, Mistress," I moaned.
"This is 100/% your choice," she emphasized.
"Yes it is, Mistress," I said, then wishing to make it very clear that I understood and agreed with her question and her intent, "I am submitting to you as my Mistress by my own free will, and at what I consider the first suitable moment... or sooner if you so decree, I shall explain our hierarchical relationship to my husband of my own accord, and in utter obedience to you."
"Good, very good," she grinned, and she toe-tapped my pussy three times, making me tremble, and then she went into the kitchen. "Do you have any wine?"
"Both Cabernet Sauvignon and Chardonnay. The Chardonnay in the fridge and the Cab in the cabinet to the left of the sink," I said, crawling behind her and noticing there was a sexy seam down the back of her stockings. I needed to buy some of those... they really added to the sexiness of her outfit. It was like an unspoken word of sensuality.
She pulled out a bottle from the cab, found a wineglass for reds, and poured herself a glass. "Good choice in wines," she approved.
"Thank you, Mistress," I replied, glad that she too had good taste in wines.
She swirled the wineglass for a moment before bringing it to her nose and inhaling. "Mmmmmm, very nice bouquet."
"I was thinking the same thing about something else," I retorted, looking at her pussy.
"After this afternoon? You really can't get enough pussy, can you?" she smiled, as she brought the wineglass to her lips and took a sip.
"I wish I could," I said, which was a little bit true. My lust for ultimate submission has tapped into something totally unexplainable. I am constantly hungry for cock and pussy, and it almost doesn't matter whose.... it had indeed consumed my entire being. It had transformed me in a few major ways, and I certainly wasn't complaining! But I also knew it could lead me to stumbling into completely uncontrollable situations. But that concern always got pushed to the background whenever... for instance... I was faced with servicing someone in my office... even someone new, pleasing countless women through a lesbian glory hole, or telling my husband I had both a Master and a Mistress. How can I make sure I don't go too far, and get lost in this surreal existence? How can I make sure that I don't lose control of my life, my career, even my own self.
Sensing what I was thinking, "But do you really wish that?" she asked, raising an eyebrow.
"Okay, I love everything that's been happening, and my newfound discovery of who I am," I said, "but a part of me is getting more nervous about the increasing risks I keep taking."
"That's only natural, and frankly, I would be very concerned if you were not thinking about that" she sympathized, as she strolled back to the living room while I crawled behind her.
As she sat down on my couch and crossed her legs, she continued, "But there's a critical aspect, which is developing complete trust in your Master and Mistress. You need to be dead certain that we have your best interests at heart, and that we know what's best for you, especially at those times when it looks, and even feels, like the opposite is true. Which of course places a huge responsibility on us. It's imperative for us to be worthy of your trust at all times, and believe me, we don't take that responsibility at all lightly. While Master Paul and I did not know of each other's kinks and backgrounds, you have gotten lucky that we both view this as a lifestyle for us, and take it very seriously. We will hurt you, but never harm you"
"I understand," I said.
"Do you?" she asked, sipping her wine.
I do. Especially the part about your ability and determination to live up to my growing trust in both of you," I nodded, and I did trust them more every day.
"But I do not understand the difference between hurt me and harm me, can you explain that please Mistress?
"Of course pet. As you get spanked, or used, fucked, etc, there is physical discomfort. There may even be significant pain; however, none of that will be long-term, or be psychological that you can't handle. That would be harming you. Master Paul will cover that more with you. Does that help?"
"Yes, thank you Mistress"
"Good," she nodded, "because allowing us to push you to your limits and beyond is a key element in your journey."
"Like requiring me to eat your pussy in front of my husband?" I asked playfully.
"For instance," she grinned, as she uncrossed her legs.
"May I?" I asked.
"May you what?"
"May I please lick your pussy?" I asked, staring at her inviting lower lips.
"And you'll continue doing whatever I tell you to when Joseph gets home?" she asked.
"Of course, Mistress," I nodded.
"Good girl," she said, parting her legs a little wider. "But take your time. For now, this is a marathon, not a sprint."
"Yes, Mistress," I said, as I crawled between her legs and extended my tongue... slowly... leisurely... exploring her pussy.
Even after all the delicious pussies I'd devoured today, there was no doubt that hers was my favourite. I told her so between slow leisurely licks, "God, I love your pussy. Even after all the pussies you assigned me to pleasure today, yours is still the one I crave."
"And you're becoming my favourite pet," she smiled warmly, as she sipped her wine.
"Becoming?" I asked with a pout.
"Oh dear. Now you look like a lost puppy," she teased.
"Well, I do need an owner... or two," I smiled, as I flicked her clit with my tongue.
"Oh!" she moaned, my sudden touchdown unexpected.
"What will it take to actually be your favourite pet?" I asked as I traced my tongue around her pussy lips.
"100% obedience."
"Haven't I given you that already?" I asked. I thought I'd been very obedient... especially today.
"Oh, you're well on your way," she nodded slightly, "and what will happen tonight is the next step in your journey. But it's called a journey for good reason... it takes time, and because of the very nature of things, your progress can't be too rushed."
"Yes, Mistress, that makes sense," I agreed as I resumed exploring her sweet, addictive pussy. I'd do anything to become her best pet... no matter how long it took me.
"Good girl," she purred, her hand gently going through my hair, petting and stroking me.
A few minutes later I heard the garage door open and close.
"He's home," she said.
"So he is," I replied, not stopping, or even pausing what I was doing. I was fully prepared to get caught in the act. I was prepared to tell my husband the news that I didn't only have a Master, but also a Mistress. I sensed he'd take this additional information substantially better than the earlier news that I was regularly fucking another man.
"Let me do most of the talking," she said, as she parted her legs a little wider... and as I probed her lovely, wet hole.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, excited about what was about to transpire. After already telling my husband I was fucking another man, this next step should go down a whole lot better.
It was a couple of excruciating minutes for me, before he came into the house.
"Call him in here," she ordered in a whisper.
"Honey, will you please come into the living room?" I called out, and then she grabbed my head and pushed me once again deep into her oasis of heaven.
"Okay," he called back.
A moment later I heard him gasp, and then Karen said in a low, sultry voice, "Welcome home, Joseph."
I wished I could have witnessed his shocked face, but alas, I couldn't. Instead, I just continued licking my secretary's pussy while she began chatting with my husband.
"Um, I...." he began.
"Joseph, kindly allow me to walk you through this introduction to your new life. First I want to ask you a few questions; is that okay?"
"Ummm... okay," he mumbled.
"Thank you," she said rather formally, as if this was a ritual. First, you know Cecelia has a Master, and she not only has sex with him, but she obeys him totally. Correct?"
"Yes," he said sheepishly, so quietly I could barely hear him.
"And once you overcame some initial doubts, you're now okay with this man fucking your hot wife on a regular basis?" Karen continued.
There was a long pause before Joseph responded, still in a quiet, humiliated tone, "Yes."
"Louder, if you please," Karen ordered, in a firm, steady tone.
"Yes," my husband repeated more loudly, instinctively obeying her command.
"Yes, what?" Karen asked, enhancing my husband's humiliation. "Please deliver a complete sentence."
"Yes, I'm okay with my wife fucking her Master," he said. "It's a lot better than losing her completely."
"Agreed. And you understand that he owns her?" she asked.
"Yes," he repeated.
"And that she also has a Mistress?"
"That's news to me, but based on what she's doing right now, I guess she does."
"Your guess is correct. Are you okay with her having a Mistress?"
"Yes."
"Yes, what?"
"Yes, I'm okay with my wife having a Mistress," my husband agreed. "For the same reason as before. But I can't truthfully say that I'm happy about any of this."
"Okay, point taken that you're unhappy. But at least for now, are you willing to play along?"
"Yes, I am."
"That's acceptable for now. And if you can take my word for it, please believe that eventually, you'll become happy with all of this. Understood?"
Yes, ma'am. I don't totally believe you quite yet, but for the sake of my marriage, I'll do my best to keep an open mind."
"Excellent! Next point. Do you understand that not only does her Master own her, but so do I?"
"I do now."
"Good," she said. "Now to make everything crystal clear. Whenever I'm with you, not only is your wife my pet, but so are you. And you're required to do whatever I tell you to do whenever we're together."
"I am?" he asked, while I listened with great curiosity. I could tell this was a crucial step in his progress, if he was up to it.
"Yes, you are, and you must. Now come here and kneel beside your wife," she ordered.
"Okay," he said, sounding very unsure of himself. But what I didn't hear was the slightest hint of him balking, of refusing to obey her. Which I thought was very encouraging.
"Tell him everything is okay, slut," Karen ordered me. She released my head, which her hand had been gripping securely throughout this conversation so far.
I turned my upper body around to more or less face him, and I looked up at him with Karen's pussy juice all over my face. "My Mistress Karen is now your Mistress too, sweetheart. You will do whatever she says without hesitation. I love you, and I want you to join me in my journey, even though your role will be very different from mine. And to recapitulate, I require you to do whatever she tells you to whenever she's with us. Is that understood, and do you agree?" I finished, using a firm, wifely tone that brooked no argument.
"Yes, honey. I understand, and I agree," he said, gazing at me with an unreadable expression.
"Good. Now fucking get over here and kneel next to me, like our Mistress ordered you to," I instructed, before immediately returning my face and most of my attention to the sweet pussy that was always calling my name.
"Good boy," Karen said in a soft, sensual voice, which told me he'd obeyed both her and me.
"Remove my boots while your wife continues eating my pussy," she ordered.
"Okay," he said.



"Close, but no cigar," she said, suddenly haughty. "You must respond to my instructions with, 'Yes, Mistress'," she corrected him. "In fact, unless outsiders are present, you must always address me as Mistress."
"Yes, Mistress," he corrected himself obediently, as I did a tongue tornado by swirling my tongue around between Karen's pussy lips, really wishing I could watch this scene playing out, but knowing I mustn't, and not only because I shouldn't ever disobey my Mistress.
"Good boy," she said, returning to her soft, sultry tone, her approval rewarding him for his obedience.
There was a period of silence, while I continued worshipping my Mistress's adorable pussy.
Then a bit later I heard, "The other boot, too."
"Yes, Mistress," he responded properly.
"That's better Joseph, you may become a good pet yet," she said. I couldn't tell whether she was being sincere or sarcastic.
"Thank you, Mistress," he replied. His submissive obedience sounding this natural so soon was very similar to my own initial submission... perhaps a new expression was in the works: Like wife, like husband.
"You're learning quickly," Karen complimented him.
A minute later she ordered, "Now lick my sweaty soles, my pet."
"Yes, Mistress," he responded placidly.
Joseph always gave me great foot massages, but I'd never considered getting him to lick my soles, or suck on my silky sheer toes. But now I'd be getting him to do just that when we were alone together.
"Do you know your wife is an amazing pussy muncher?" Karen asked.
"No, but she excels at everything she does, so I'm not surprised," was my husband's loyal, but also flattering, and obviously sincere response.
"You're right, she does," Karen agreed. "She ate so much pussy today that she lost count of how many, didn't you, slut?"
"Yes, Mistress. I'm guessing it was at least fifteen or twenty of them, but it could have been even more. I do know there was so much creamy cunt cum coating my face that it was dripping off my chin," I replied, just before I began focussing on her clit.
"Yes, she'll eat any pussy I tell her to, won't you, slut?"
"Yes, Mistress. Any pussy, anywhere," I agreed.
"Is there any specific pussy you'd enjoy watching her eat, Joseph?" Karen asked.
"Yours looks awfully good, Mistress."
"How about any of your coworkers'?" Karen asked.
There was a pause.
Karen pounced, asking, "So there is someone?"
"I, um...."
I turned my head around and asked, "Joseph, whose cunt do you want me to eat? And in case you're worried, I won't be angry with you, no matter who she is."
"Hannah's,"
"Really?" I asked with a coy smile.
"Who's Hannah?" Karen asked.
"His business partner," I said.
"I see."
Joseph remained speechless, but he continued massaging Karen's foot while I explained, "She's a twenty-eight-year-old black woman, and she's very sexy."
"Mmmmmmm, so he wants to watch you eat some chocolate," Karen purred.
"It sounds like it. She's very hot," I said.
"I bet she'd be delicious," Karen said.
"I bet she would," I agreed, turning back to Karen's pussy for a moment, before finishing with, "although not as delicious as you!" I dove back in, and knowing my husband was watching, I attacked her pussy very aggressively, wanting to get her off, wanting to show my husband how great a pussy muncher I was, and craving the sweet nectar of her cum that would soon be my reward!
"That goes without saying," Karen moaned. "Suck on my toes, slave."
"Yes, Mistress," my husband agreed.
"And while you're doing it, watch your wife get me off."
"Yes, Mistress!" he repeated, now sounding like he was really enjoying what he was seeing.
"God, you taste so good," I chirped in, and kept licking.
"Shut up and eat my cunt," Karen ordered, her hand on my head again, pulling me deeper into her pussy. Hungrily I licked and licked, listening to her growing moans, knowing she was getting close.
"Oh yes, don't stop, slut! Lick my cunt! Yes, right there, right there, oh fuck, right theeeeeeeeere!" Karen babbled, and then she screamed as I attacked her clit, and she erupted like a volcano!
I eagerly lapped up her abundance of cum as her body twitched and jerked through her intense orgasm!
"Gawd, does your wife eat cunt well," Karen gasped a minute later.
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, as I kept licking her pussy... with no plans to stop until I was told to.
A moment later, she pushed my head away and said, "Now I have a present for you, pet cuck."
"Oh?" he said, as I turned all the way around and looked at him... his hand was still on her left foot.
"Stand up and get undressed," she ordered.
He looked at me.
"Don't look to me for permission, just do whatever our Mistress tells you to," I rebuked him. "Your balls are her balls now!"
"Okay," he said sheepishly, and he stood up and began unbuttoning his dress shirt.
"Not necessary, just your pants and underpants," she said.
"Okay," he repeated, moving his hands to his belt.
I noticed that given the emotional extremes he was experiencing right now, he'd stopped addressing Karen as 'Mistress', but it wasn't my call whether to reprimand him for it or not, so I kept silent about it.
Karen stood up and went to her bag. She pulled something out, and returned with a small object concealed in her closed hand.
Once he was naked from the waist down, Karen knelt before him and said, looking at his completely hard cock, "Pretty nice cock ya got there, cuck."
"T-t-thanks," he stammered, as she began stroking his cock.
"You may come whenever," she said, as she kept pumping his dick.
"Okay, thank you," he groaned, about to come in a few more seconds. Which was so Joseph!
"Come on your wife's face," she ordered, aiming his dick right at my face.
"But I've never done that before!" he worried.
"Nevertheless," was her only reply.
I grinned at his dick to egg him on. It wasn't premature ejaculation if he came when we wanted him to.
"Oh fuck," he grunted, and he spewed his load onto my face.
"Enjoy it," she said. "This will be your last load for a while."
"So good," he groaned, as a few ropes pelted my face.
"Mmmmm," I purred. I always enjoyed the sensations of a warm load of man cum beautifying my face.
A couple minutes later, as Joseph began to soften, Karen said, "You're going to wear this adornment until I take it off."
"What is it?" he asked, as I realized what it was... a cock cage!
"It's called a chastity cage, or sometimes a ball cage," she explained, as she fitted it around his shrinking dick and clicked it closed.
"But why?" he asked with a whimpering groan.
"It's to train you to be a good boy," she said.
"Don't question our Mistress," I rebuked him, looking at his cock, so suddenly rendered useless, inside its steel cage.
"Sorry," he whispered. His masculinity was being stripped from him, but he hadn't fully realized it yet.
"Once you earn the privilege, I'll take it off, and you can fuck my pussy and come inside me, while your wife watches, and then she will eat your come from my pussy. And who knows, maybe her Master and I will let you fuck your wife's ass." Karen said, cupping his balls.
"And you won't mind?" he asked me doubtfully but excitedly at the prospect of not only fucking another woman, but also taking his wife's ass which he has never been allowed to touch
"On the contrary, I'll love watching that happen," I assured him. "Just as much as you'll enjoy watching me lick Hannah's pussy, until I give her a screaming orgasm!"
"Okay," he said dazedly, clearly overwhelmed.
"On that note, I need to get going," she said.
"Okay, Mistress," I said, standing up.
She kissed me tenderly.
When she broke us apart, I said, "Thank you so much!"
"You're most welcome," she said. "We're all going to have so much fun together!"
"I know," I agreed.
I walked her to the door, and she told me in a whisper. "Master plans to have you start pegging him sometime this week."
"Oh?"
"Yep, you need to get his asshole ready for Master's cock."
"That's going to be really something!"
"Don't think he'll do it?"
"On the contrary. Watching you work your magic on him tonight gave me some great tips. And if I keep them in mind, I'm sure he'll do whatever I say," I said, confident that he would.
"Good," she said, "because after you've broken him in, then I'm going to pound the fuck out of him.
"Mmmmm, sounds delish," I grinned. "But I hope you don't forget about my holes."
"No worries about that! I'll still be using them very often," she promised. "Especially once you're allowed to come again."
"Can't wait! See you at work tomorrow."
"You bet," she said, and she left.
I returned to the living room, where my husband was still standing there half naked, looking all forlorn with a caged dick.
"Get used to wearing it," I advised.
"It's uncomfortable," he whined.
"Walk around, practice," I said. "You'll be wearing it for a while, so figure it out."
"How do I go to the washroom?"
"No idea, but you're not alone. Lots of men have gone through what you're facing, so google it," I shrugged. "I'm going to go shower. But first, lick your cum off my face and kiss me with it".
"Okay," he said resignedly, starting to get an erection while kissing his wife's come-covered lips... unaware that this was only the first step towards his inevitable sodomizing and complete cuckolding.
THE END OF WEDNESDAY.
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Pillow Princess Club Ch. 12
Summary: Pussy 19: massive nylon worship and more
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 Twelve 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 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. 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 the snob 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 the girl 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. An under the table foot job from a Hooters waitress who 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 then her first tribbing encounter with a very cute Japanese girl. Up next: Big Rosie.
In Chapter Nine, Meredith goes to a black woman's house where she pleases not one, but two large black women and discovers the joy of chocolate cunt.
In Chapter Ten, Meredith goes to meet a girl and her friend and discovers that one of them is a transwoman with a six-inch cock, and she discovers the joys of pot lube, which leads to a wild threesome... some pussy and getting fucked to five orgasms. (Yes, five of them, that's not a typo... hurray for cannabis pussy lube!)
In the pivotal Chapter Eleven, Meredith returns to Hooters o get a fresh pair of cum-coated pantyhose, where she goes into a bathroom and eats Carla's pussy through the girl's pantyhose and comes on Carla's pantyhose-clad knee. Things get serious when they both share their feelings with each other, and Meredith agrees to go on a date with the coed Hooters waitress tomorrow night. Meredith then goes to a slumber party, where she dines on five teenage pussies and has a few more orgasms herself, in a wild Mommy roleplay scene.
And now continuing immediately after the end of part 11...
Pillow Princess Club Ch. 12
"Hi, honey," I greeted my husband, as I drove towards pussy nineteen.
"How are you?" he asked.
"Great," I said, which was true.
"Are you driving?" he asked.
"I am."
"Where have you been?"
"With Carolyn and some other girls," I said, so far telling the truth.
"I see. Sounds like fun," he said.
"Yeah, I really needed this night out," I said, which was also the ultimate truth, even though I hadn't known it was before I first spied on someone servicing Bianca in her backyard.
"You did?" he asked. "Why?"
"Are you kidding me?" I asked, no longer having any patience for his lack of understanding of my needs: both emotional and sexual.
"What do you mean?" he asked, still not getting it, and clumsily digging himself into a bigger hole.
"While you're in Washington... or wherever the fuck you are," I said, getting very angry very quickly, "I'm here alone watching our daughter Hannah twenty-four hours a day, with no help from you. So fuck you! Or rather I never do fuck you. Which is another problem!"
"Someone has to pay the bills," he justified, without even hinting at an apology.
"Wrong answer!" I snapped, getting angrier by the second. So I hung up on him.
That fucking idiot just didn't get it! Any guilt I'd shouldered for what I'd been doing today vanished in a heartbeat... although truthfully, I'd retained very little guilt at all. Getting fucked by a trans was a surprise, but Fran was mostly female. Agreeing to fuck Lorenzo tomorrow night was something I knew I'd struggle with tomorrow... but not tonight.
As expected, my phone rang again. I waited until the fourth ring to answer and I barked, letting him know I was still pissed, "What?"
"I'm sorry," he said, like he always did whenever I got angry at him.
"What... exactly... are you sorry for?" I asked archly.
"For not putting any thought into how hard it is for you to stay home and raise our baby on your own," he said.
"Yeah, it's not a holiday," I agreed.
"I know, I know," he said, as he yawned. Which I guess was understandable. It was about ten PM here in the Boston area, so in England it was five o'clock in the morning.
"Good," I said, "because being home alone with Hannah day after day with no break is exhausting."
"I understand."
"Good.
"I'm coming home tomorrow."
"You are?" I asked, surprised.
"Yes, the other party can't meet us until Monday now, so...."
"I see," I said, wondering what to do about this change of plans. As odd as it seems, there was no way I was cancelling my date with Carla. After a pause, I said, "Well, that's just perfect. I'm going out tomorrow night."
"Again?"
"Have you learned nothing from this conversation?" I asked coldly.
"I'm sorry, sorry. I didn't mean it that way," he hurriedly apologized, "it's just that I thought we could spend some quality time together."
He used the term 'quality time' to indicate sex... always had. "Well, you can spend some quality time with our daughter instead," I countered, although I certainly didn't mean the sex thing.
"Of course, but I...." he began.
"No buts," I cut him off. "I need a night out tomorrow, so I'll be with my new friend Carla. Is that understood?"
"Yes dear," he said sheepishly.
"Good. When does your flight arrive?" I asked.
"Four-thirty."
"Then I'll make sure to have dinner ready for five," I said, being a thoughtful wife, "but I'm leaving a few minutes before six-thirty."
"Okay, "he agreed, "when will you get back home?"
"I don't know. It's a girl's night out," I said, "probably with alcohol," which was likely also true.
"Didn't you just..." he began, but stopped.
I smiled. "So I'll see you for a little while tomorrow evening," I said, still driving, and just a couple minutes from my final stop for the night.
"Yes, see you tomorrow," he agreed. After a pause, he added, "Love you."
"Love you too," I said, knowing I did love him, even with all his faults. "Good night."
"Good night," he said, and I hung up.
I knew if I was going to let Lorenzo fuck me, and now I wasn't sure I was... with my husband right next door... that wasn't part of the Pillow Princess requirements, I'd have to come up with a new plan with Bianca, since outside backyard sex was no longer an option.
I arrived at the house, just a couple blocks from my own home, indeed within walking distance, like she'd told me.
I parked a few doors down, and sent a message.
MERMILF: Here.
I took a deep sigh.
I reached for Carla's well-used pantyhose one more time and took a whiff... her scent relaxed me after the sudden stress and frustration my husband had dumped on me with just a few words.
God, I could allow this scent just to envelope me completely!
I looked around. It was dark now, and the streets were barren, but being so close to home dressed either for Halloween or a porn shoot, I was terrified I might be seen by someone I knew.
But I also wanted to find out who this person was who knew my daughter so intimately, and also knew about me.
I held the fresh pair of pantyhose and inhaled again... her strong scent captured so perfectly in the pantyhose had me completely enthralled. It was a fragrance I could inhale all day... I might even drape it across my pillow tonight.
A moment later, FOOTSIES responded.
FOOTSIES: Come in the front door, then upstairs and into the second room on the right.
I treated myself to one more inhalation, set the pantyhose down on the seat, put my phone away, and headed out to my final stop of the night.
I went a couple of houses down to the girl's front door, opened it without incident, and went upstairs to the bedroom door as instructed.
I took a deep breath before I entered another unknown person's room. She probably wouldn't be a stranger this time, but I wouldn't know who she was until I saw her face.
"I'm happy you could make it," a pretty blonde greeted me, sitting on her bed, scrolling on her phone... a television playing a Friends episode.
"So am I," I said, breathing a silent sigh of relief that in fact I didn't recognize this girl, who looked at least a couple of years older than my daughter.
"It's been quite a day, I imagine," she said, initiating a rather casual conversation, considering the situation.
"It's been life-changing, to say the least," I smiled warmly, appreciating her friendly and casual attitude.
"I believe you," she said.
I stood at the end of her bed, checking her out. She was wearing a cheerleader outfit from a nearby college. Which didn't make much sense since this was summer, but I wasn't going to question it. The outfit and her shiny mocha thigh highs, similar to Carla's Hooters pantyhose, really showcased her legs.
"You and Catherine look a lot alike."
"Thanks," I said, taking that as a compliment, since my daughter did indeed look like me, and she was very pretty.
"In fact, you look more like her older sister than her Mom," she said, as she uncrossed her legs, then re-crossed them.
"You just made my night," I smiled, really flattered by her words.
"I imagine you've gotten lots of compliments today."
"Some," I agreed, "and also a fair amount of name-calling."
"Comes with the territory," she reassured me. "It's never personal. "We Pillow Princesses like to push our MILFs' limits, but it's all in good fun."
"Every adventure today... and you're the thirteenth one... has had its fair share of surprises," I said.
"I imagine so."
"How do you know my daughter?" I asked curiously.
"Through the app," she answered. "Take my runners off for me please, and I'll continue answering whatever questions you have."
"Okay," I said, slipping out of my heels first; they were killing me after this marathon day. I then joined her on the bed and reached for her feet.
As I untied one of her runners, she said, "Catherine is less of a pillow princess and more of a submissive pet."
"Then it's like mother, like daughter," I joked, as I loosened her laces.
She chuckled, "So it seems. Except that she's a switch. She also has a feisty dominant side she can let out to play, given the right situation. I imagine she'll want to dominate you once you two start playing together, at least some of the time."
"Even though this entire day has been crazy exciting..." I began, as I pulled the one shoe off her foot, a sweaty but not unpleasant aroma permeating the air immediately. I wanted to explain my mixed feelings, "...and I've discovered so much about myself and who I am, the hints I've gotten about my daughter are difficult to process. For instance I've never seen her in a sexual way, but it appears that my naivety is a thing of the past, and soon I'll be looking at her and interacting with her in an entirely new way. That worries me."
"Your concerns are understandable," she sympathized, as I reached for her other shoe. "But there's a truism that's actually true: 'The truth will set you free'."
"That's been true for me today for sure," I agreed, contemplating how liberating it had been just to let go of my inhibitions, to let my fantasies come true... many of which I'd never imagined I'd even had... to take a few steps along the road... it had only been a single day so far!... towards finding my true sexual self.
So far it had been 100% liberating!
"But all you've been doing today has been having lots and lots of sex with various girls and women... plus obviously a fair amount of thinking. So don't you think a similar journey should be liberating for Catherine as well?"
"Good point," I said as I loosened her laces. "I hadn't thought about it from that perspective."
"In many ways, you should be happy for her," the pretty girl said. "I don't mean this unkindly, but compared to you, she's discovered who she is at a very young age."
"Another good point. And yes, I do wish I'd learned today's lessons a long time ago," I admitted, which was partly true, although perhaps I wouldn't have given birth to my children if I'd done that... so maybe I was discovering this very sexual side of myself at exactly the right time.
"Yes, think of all the pussies you never got to eat," she smiled, as I pulled her second shoe off of her other foot.
"So many of them," I agreed. If I did more than just worship her feet, this warm-hearted girl would be my nineteenth pussy in a single day.
"How many today?" she asked.
"Eighteen and counting," I answered proudly.
"Wow, that's quite the number!"
"Yeah, it's still hard to fathom, and I'm the one who lived it," I admitted.
"So, Catherine can have her pie and eat it too," she said.
"Pardon?" I asked, catching the bit about the pie, but confused about the other part.
"She can still fall in love and have her 1.8 kids and a picket fence," she said, wiggling her toes lavishly. "It's nice to let these piggies out."
"I imagine so," I said, her bright red toenails really showcased inside the dark, sweaty stockings. I then asked, 1.8 kids?"
"Yeah. Recently most American families are only having one or two kids, so the national average is 1.8, or something like that," she explained. "But don't quote me on that exact number."
"I won't," I assured her, unsure of what to do next.
"Can you please begin serving me by massaging my feet and toes?" she asked nicely. "My dogs are barking... or more accurately, they're whimpering."
"Of course," I said, knowing how nice it was to have your feet massaged, especially after a long day. That was one thing my husband did do regularly... especially during my pregnancy... and never complained about it... well, almost never.
"Thank you," she said as I took her left sweaty foot in my hand. "I spent all day conducting a cheerleading camp, and then I went to work."
"Then you've had a busy day," I observed as I massaged her silky sheer sole.
"Yes, but not like yours," she said, letting out a soft, satisfied moan.
"It was especially a very busy night," I said, recalling all the pussies I'd eaten and all the unexpected orgasms I'd endured... except endured is the wrong term, since I certainly hadn't suffered!
"Do you have any other questions for me?" she asked.
"Do you use the app very often?"
"Actually, yes and no," she said, as I continued administering a deep foot massage. "Yes, I use the friend function regularly; but no, I don't use the app very often like I did today."
"Why did you use it today?" I asked curiously.
"Do you want the truth?" she asked.
Although that question gave me some trepidation, as did her tone, I bit the bullet and said, "Yes I do."
'Your daughter sent me a message," she explained, while I did what my husband always did for me whenever he massaged my feet... individually massaging each toe. "Oh, that's nice."
"Catherine did?" I asked, surprised to hear this, although it was a dumb question, since I only had two daughters, and Hannah wasn't talking yet.
"Yeah," she said, as I used two fingers to work each toe over... knowing how wonderful it felt when my own toes received such focused attention.
"What did she say?"
"That you'd joined the Club."
"Is that it?" I asked, now going from toe to toe.
"No," she answered succinctly, making me work for the answers.
"What else did she say?" I asked, wanting to know... really needing to know.
"You're sure you want to know?"
"I do, I really do," I said, my curiosity driving me crazy.
"I'll read you the entire conversation if you want," she offered. "But only if you're sure you want me to."
"Yes, I'm really sure. Please read it out for me," I insisted, completely drawn into the revelation she was so slowly revealing... like mental foreplay.
"Okay," she said, reaching for the phone beside her. "Now do the other foot."
"Okay," I said, gently setting one foot down and grasping the other one. I knew this was a simple task, and it could even be perceived as a degrading one, but I didn't see it that way... and I didn't think she did either... I saw it as a caring way of making someone feel good. I asked, "Does my daughter massage your feet very often?"
"She does," she nodded. "Although what she really loves doing is licking my sweaty soles and sucking my toes."
"She does?" I asked, as I rubbed her sole.
"Yeah, she has quite the little foot fetish."
"I see."
"She also eats pussy very well," she said, "and you'd be surprised by how she gets herself off the best from me."
"She humps your leg?" I guessed.
"Close," she smiled. "But never mind that for now, I'll show you once you've gotten me off."
"Okay," I said. Two of my own orgasms today had been rather perverse... I'd come on Carla's foot under the table at Hooters, and I'd also come on her knee in the restroom.
"Don't worry," she assured me. "You must have done a lot of really weird and crazy stuff today, is that true?"
"You bet I did!"
"Do you regret any of it?"
I had to ponder that question for a few moments. Eating out Bianca this morning had been heavenly! Miranda Bellencourt had treated me very aggressively, but I learned that I loved being treated that way, and the same with Jade Kwong, and even her fearsome mother. Eating out Lana Lacombe at the yoga studio had almost been like having sex with a crowd of people watching us, but rather than being terrifying, I'd found the experience exhilarating. And as I reviewed all the other events during my long day that still wasn't finished, I realized I wouldn't want to change a thing! So I said, "No. I'm surprised to be able to tell you I don't regret any of it!"



"Then I bet you'll love doing what I have in mind."
"I bet I will," I agreed, as I rolled two thumbs up and down her sole.
"So, you brave soul, here's what she said, verbatim."
"Okay," I said, listening intently, while I also focused on giving her a great foot massage.
"'Hi, Mistress, will you be home later tonight?' she asked," the pretty coed began. "I answered that I wouldn't be free until later, since I had to babysit my baby sister while our parents were out for the night, celebrating their wedding anniversary. Like Catherine, my baby sister is many years younger than I am."
I listened carefully while I massaged every aspect of her foot, and I was about to advance to her delicately cute toes... her toenails painted a perfect sexy red.
"Catherine replied, 'That's good, because I have big news for you.' I asked, 'What is it?' and your daughter outed you by saying 'This morning my mother joined the Pillow Princess Club'," she continued.
As I started on her pinky toe, I was confused about a couple of things. How did my daughter know that? And had she been one of the people who'd contacted me earlier today but hadn't followed up with a summons? If so, which one? And why was she telling this girl about me when I'd never met her... and I still didn't even know her name? "I can't believe this," I said, dismayed.
"Nevertheless, I'm reading you Catherine's exact words. You'd be astounded by how many incestuous mother-daughter pairings exist within our Club alone," she said, "and by how many daughters are longing for their Moms to join, or vice versa. Not to mention how many daughters join on the very day of their eighteenth birthdays with their naked mothers looking happily over their shoulders at the computer screens while they do."
"Maybe nothing should surprise me anymore," I chuckled softly.
"Likely a good philosophy," she approved, as I worked over each of her toes.
"What did she say next?" I asked.
"So needy," she teased.
"If you're talking about sex, I can't get enough of it today," I admitted, checking out her semi-concealed crotch. She was still wearing her cheerleading outfit, but from where I was I could see under her skirt, and she wasn't wearing any panties.
"Don't worry, I'm not chintzy with my pussy, and we're getting there," she assured me.
I didn't say anything while I focused on her toes.
"Anyway," she continued, "she asked if I would please invite you to stop by."
"She did? Why?"
"Yes she did," she replied. "I was curious why too, so I asked her. Do you know what she said?"
"No," I answered, on her last toe, the scent strong, but still not unpleasant.
"But you want to know, don't you?"
"Very much so," I replied, not even trying to hide my desperation to know.
"Think about it for a moment. Why do you think she wanted you to come visit me?"
I considered the question, but then replied, "I honestly don't know."
"While I don't imagine she had any idea how popular you'd be today," she said, "she told me she wanted to know you'd be with at least one girl she could trust to give you a good experience."
"Oh," I said.
"Yes, some pillow princesses can be very self-absorbed, and even downright rude," she explained. "Now lick the soles of my feet."
"Okay," I said, and I lifted a foot, extended my tongue, and licked... her aroma even stronger now that my nose was pressed against her stocking.
"Good girl," she moaned as I bathed her silky, sweaty, salty-stocking-clad foot. The strong but pleasant aroma and taste were kinky and all-consuming.
"Mmmmmm, tastes so good," I purred, meaning it.
"Your daughter loves licking my feet while I'm wearing stockings," she said.
"I can tell why," I said. The way the stocking held her feet's taste and scent was stunningly erotic.
"Like daughter, like mother," she said.
"So, it seems," I agreed, as I bathed her entire sole with my wet tongue. "Was that all she said?"
"No."
"What else did she say?"
"She asked me to get you off the same way I always get her off."
"Oh? And what way is that?" I asked, since I'd already come many different ways today... so how many more could there be?
"Not so fast, my sweet slut. I'm keeping that secret for after you've earned it," she reproved me gently, as I moved to her toes and sucked each one of them. "Oh yes, that's so good!"
"Fair enough. Does my daughter suck your toes?" I asked, not certain why I kept bringing up Catherine.
"She does," she answered. "She always licks and kisses my feet for as long as I tell her to, and then when I've had enough, she thanks me for the privilege."
"I'll do that for you too," I said. This task was rather menial, yet oddly satisfying... while I was discovering the simple fact that I thoroughly enjoyed giving women pleasure however they wanted me to.
"I know you will," she said, as she started scrolling on her phone, while I dedicated my time to each of her pretty toes.
"So good," I moaned, as I finished with one foot and went to the other.
"Horny?" she asked, as I slid my tongue from the heel to between where her sole and toes met... whatever region that's called. Does it even have a name? Then I realized I didn't care to know anyways.
"Very," I answered, all my submissive tasks throughout today and this evening, especially with the pot lube, had left me in a perpetual state of desperately needing to be stimulated.
"Spread your legs for me," she ordered.
"Okay," I obeyed, my tongue continuing to lick her sheer-covered sole.
She directed her other foot between my legs and brought her toes to my pussy.
Who would have thought there'd come a day when I got my pussy masturbated twice by someone's nylon-clad foot and toes? "Oh my!" I trembled the moment her toes contacted my over-stimulated pussy.
"You like that?" she asked, as she ever so slowly teased my pussy, and my tongue bathed the sole of her second foot.
"Yes," I said, "and I should mention that my pussy was slathered inside and out with pot lube a while ago. Ever since, it's been super sensitive, and it's given me many orgasms."
"Interesting," she said.
"It's definitely interesting," I moaned, as her toes parted my pussy lips.
"So right now you come quickly?"
"And often."
"Interesting," she repeated.
Then for a couple of minutes, perhaps more, I licked her sole, I sucked on each of her toes, I constantly inhaled the scent of her foot, and she teased my pussy relentlessly.
I was moaning softly... as was she... as we enjoyed sharing these sensual, sweet pleasures.
"Hungry?" she asked.
"Always," I replied, which had indeed become true today.
"Now kiss your way up to my pussy," she instructed.
"Okay," I said, kissing her ankle... and then slowly splattering kisses up her silky leg... taking my time... enjoying this leisurely stroll towards her paradise.
"Mmmmmmm, yes. Don't miss a spot," she said.
A couple minutes later I reached her pussy, not surprised to see she wasn't wearing panties since I'd noticed that earlier, and her invitingly wet pussy was just waiting for me. Following a whim, I leaned higher to kiss above her pussy, and then I skipped past it again, while I replicated my splattering of kisses and licks down her other leg.
"You naughty tease," she accused with a chuckle.
"Not exactly, because very soon I'll be pleasing you to the very best of my ability."
"I bet you will."
After coating both of her legs with tender love, I returned directly to her pussy and asked, "Does my daughter lick this pretty pussy nice and slowly, or aggressively and fast?"
"She starts slowly, and then she gets more aggressive when I place my hand on her head," she explained, as I leaned forward and slowly parted her pussy lips.
"Then please signal me the same way, and I'll do my best to follow your inclinations," I requested.
"Yes, I believe that you will," she moaned, as I slowly moved my flattened tongue up and down with smooth, paintbrush-like strokes.
"Oh yes, take your time. Enjoy my tasty peach," she moaned.
"So good," I said, simply enjoying the lovely task of tasting her young, ripe peach.
"Your daughter loves munching on my pussy," she mentioned.
"Then she has excellent taste," I said, smiling at my witty remark.
"Mmmhmmm," she laughed.
I continued my slow burn exploration up and down between her lips, seeking out every crevice of her labia, and occasionally ever so lightly brushing against her clit.
Her moans increased until I felt her hand on the back of my head, guiding me a little deeper into her fresh wetness.
I took this as a signal to increase my aggressiveness, and I began licking her harder and faster.
"Oh yes, Catherine's Mommy, eat my pussy, just like your sexy daughter always does," she moaned.
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, loving her reference to my daughter for reasons I couldn't understand.
"Oh yes, get that tongue deep inside my hole," she moaned.
I did... probing that open hole as if my tongue were a small cock.
"Oh, yes! Right there, don't stop!" she moaned, lifting her ass, which pressed my face solidly against her pussy.
I kept tongue fucking her pussy, probing and swirling, as her moans increased. Then sensing her incoming (or perhaps it's better described as her outgoing) eruption, I seized her clit between my lips and licked it aggressively, while lightly tugging on it.
"Oh my God, that's it! That's it! Oh yes, yes, yes," she screamed, and after just a few seconds of my aggressive clitoral attention, she came all over my face!
For the record, at this point, I couldn't get enough of three things.
1. Hearing this woman come thanks to my tongue.
2. The sweet nectar of this woman's cum.
3. The intense pleasure of getting my face coated in her cum.
I lapped up the creamy cum as best I could, until she pushed my head away a couple of minutes after her eruption.
"No more for now, it's too sensitive," she gasped.
"Sorry," I apologized.
"Don't be," she said, gazing down at me fondly, "it means you just did a great job of getting me off!"
"Oh, that's all right then," I said, greatly relieved. I didn't want to be less than perfect for anyone, especially for this girl whose name I still didn't know, but obviously, Catherine adored her, and even called her Mistress.
"So... do you want to come just like your baby girl always comes for me?" she asked, leaning up and onto her elbows.
"I do," I said eagerly.
"It's a little kinky," she cautioned.
"And that should concern me? Today I've tribbed with a cute and innocent-looking Asian girl a few minutes after meeting her for the first time, gotten foot fucked to an orgasm while I was seated at one of the booths right out in the Hooters restaurant, and I've been fucked by a trans woman and her girlfriend ate the cream pie out of me," I listed. "Shall I keep describing how kinky I've been today?"
"No, I get the picture," she grinned. "Then this should be right up your alley. First thing, please strip off your skirt and top. I want to see more of your lovely body."
I did, while she removed her cheerleader outfit. She was left wearing only her stockings, while I was still wearing my own stockings, along with my frilly white collar, my black and white armbands, and my lacey white headband.
She adjusted two pillows behind her head, raised her left knee, and said, "Get back on the bed and hump yourself on my leg."
"Oh," I said, as I got back on the bed, but then stalled out while I examined her leg and tried to figure out how to proceed.
"Straddle my leg, wiggle that sweet pussy around on my ankle, and then grind up and down my shin," she instructed.
"Oh, okay," I agreed, and I did exactly what she said. It took a little more maneuvering than I'd anticipated to get myself into the position.
"Here, take this pillow and put it under that sweet ass," she said, handing me a pillow.
I stuck it under my ass and moaned when I inadvertently rubbed myself on her leg.
"There you go," she said, as she grabbed my left foot and began sucking on my toes.
"Oh, that feels really nice," I said.
"Hump my leg, Catherine's Mommy," she ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," I said with a soft moan, as I began to slowly slide my pussy up and down her shinbone.
"There you go," she encouraged me.
Unlike when I was getting fucked, this time I was doing all the work, and within only a couple of minutes I was sweating a little... and moaning... as yet another orgasm was rising inside me.
"Come on my leg, Catherine's Mommy," she repeated, as she sucked every one of my left toes individually.
"Yes, I will. And please keep calling me that," I moaned, an orgasm rising inside me once again.
"Do you like being my leg humper, Catherine's Mommy?" she asked.
"Yes, I love it," I moaned.
"Who are you?" she asked.
"Catherine's Mommy," I moaned.
"Again."
"I'm Catherine's Mommy," I repeated, grinding hard on the nylon-clad leg.
"Again."
So I said loudly... almost shouting, "I'm called Catherine's Mommy! Catherine's Mommy is who I am! I'm proud to be Catherine's Mommy! I'm called Catherine's..." I repeated over and over, as orgasm sixteen was about to erupt.
"Come now, Catherine's Mommy," she ordered.
"Yes! Yes! FUCK yes!" I screamed, as another orgasm hit me.
"There you go," she said as she licked my stocking sole.
"So good," I moaned as I collapsed backwards onto the bed.
Then to my astonishment, she spun around and buried her face in my pussy!
"Mmmmmmm, you even taste just like your daughter," she crooned as she lapped up my cum.
"So hot," I said, loving that this still nameless girl had now tasted both me and my daughter.
"So good," she said, as she licked and licked.
"Fuck," I moaned, as I enjoyed the afterglow of another orgasm.
After a minute she sat up and said, "This really is like daughter, like mother."
"I guess it is," I said, as I lay there, totally spent.
But a moment later, I managed to sit up, and I said, "I guess I should get going."
"Yeah, I'm tired too," she said.
"Try having sixteen orgasms in a single day," I joked.
"Sixteen?" she gasped.
"The pot lube got my pussy completely out of control," I explained.
"I'll have to try it."
"Be warned, it turns you into a completely needy slut,"
"I'm already one of those," she shrugged, as she got off the bed.
"Me too," I laughed, as I too got off the bed.
"I'll invite you over again very soon," she said.
"I hope so," I replied.
"Maybe I'll even have you and your daughter worship me together," she said.
"I don't know about that," I said hesitantly.
"Oh, trust me," she smiled, "it's inevitable,"
"I don't know," I repeated, as I slipped back into my outfit and heels for the last time tonight.
"We shall see," she said, in a tone that indicated she'd seen a number of mothers go through this, and she knew how it always turned out.
"I guess we shall," I said. "But I have to ask. What's your name?"
"Angela," she answered.
"Perfect name," I said. "You've convinced me you're angelic, and I'm sure Catherine agrees with me."
"Thanks, she is very fond of me, and the feeling's mutual," she said. "Good night, Catherine's Mommy."
"Good night, Mistress Angela," I said, and headed out to my car.
Being just a couple blocks from my home, I didn't check my phone, just in case I'd get tempted to make any more stops.
Barbara would be at my house by now, so I'd eat that milestone twentieth pussy, and maybe even have another orgasm or two.
Either way, this eventful day and night were coming to an end.
A day and a night that had changed everything for me.
A day and a night that had made me a completely different woman.
A day and a night that had given me more orgasms than I'd experienced in many years combined.
The end for now.
Up next: Meredith heads home for one more surprise and an unexpected threesome.
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Book Club Orgy - Illustrated
Summary: Three girls and a guy share a Halloween night to remember.
Note 1: This is dedicated to Daddy and Babygirl for requesting this story.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story in 2020, and also for editing it again and illustrating it in 2023. This is a 2023 Halloween Contest story... although it can't win because I won a contest two contests ago. That said, I still think it is worth your perusal.

Tori, Christine, Patrick and Tracy had formed a Book Club together, and they'd been meeting every Thursday evening for the past ten years. In addition to discussing the books they read together, they'd also steadfastly supported each other through the ups and downs of life, since each of them had enjoyed times of happiness, as well as facing periods of anguish and challenges.

Tori's history was quite a common one for a woman who'd just turned forty. She was still very pretty and had been called a MILF more than once, including by some of her college students, and recently quite bluntly, by a hot student who was clearly very attracted to her... and who'd even fleshed out the words of the acronym just last week, by remaining after class for a moment, to quietly tell her point blank that she was the professor he'd most like to fuck, before sauntering out of the classroom, obviously not expecting a reply... yet. She was married, but that spark had died long ago, and they hadn't had sex in years. However, they still lived together while they no longer really loved each other, because their youngest daughter was still living at home... a senior in high school. Tori's husband openly admitted to watching porn to get himself off (not to their daughter, of course), and unbeknownst to him, she did as well.... although she preferred to read some erotica first to get herself close, and then switch to watching some nasty porn to bring herself to her own money shot. Her favourite theme was a younger man seducing an older woman very like herself, and then giving her the hard fucking she so badly longed for.
Christine was thirty-eight, recently divorced (mutually amicable, since she couldn't have kids, and eventually he really wanted some; and no, an adopted child just wouldn't be the same). She worked at a bank, and after years of denying her increasing attraction to women, especially to her boss Maggie... she was coming to accept that she was more than a little curious about 'visiting across the street', so to speak.
Patrick, the lone male of the clique ('clique' in the best sense, they weren't at all snooty), was a forty-five-year-old widower who hadn't dated at all since his wife had passed away from cancer five years ago. The three ladies had been solidly in his corner to help him through the grieving process. He owned a fitness center, and so he was in amazing shape, and was also incredibly dashing for his age... even though he wasn't remotely interested in diving back into the dating pool. The girls had purchased him a fleshlight a couple years ago as a gag birthday present (which he'd found more interesting than humorous, and told them so), and he'd found that online porn combined with his toy, kept him sexually satisfied... for the most part... and although obviously he missed the intimacy of being romantic involved with a woman... he just wasn't sure he could ever go there again.
Fourth and last, Tracy had been substantially overweight when she'd walked in on her husband drilling their slim, younger, hotter college babysitter in the garage. She initially blamed herself for her husband's cheating, even though her three Book Club friends eventually managed to convince her that excuses be damned, an asshole is just an asshole. Regardless, she'd spent the year since the incident (which had culminated in a divorce just three weeks ago) in losing all that extra weight, and now a full hundred pounds lighter, she was an absolute knockout... which she'd never been before... not even back in high school.
Lately, each sexually frustrated club member having spent the past three Book Club meetings reading and discussing some rather edgy sexual books, including the now over-touted Fifty Shades of Grey, first book of a series, they were starting to get much bolder in their discussions.
Patrick asked, having found the relationship depicted in the book rather over the top, "Do women really want to be dominated like that?"
Tori, who was a natural submissive who'd been a wild slut in her younger days, said a little too excitedly, a half bottle of wine having washed away any thoughts of propriety, "Fuck, yeah."
Christine was also submissive, and she'd enjoyed being tied up more than once. In her own words, "Or at least whenever I'm in the mood, I do. Just freely giving in to someone, and allowing my carnal lust to take charge, and giving myself permission to totally ignore those insane moral restrictions of today's society, is pretty liberating."
"I don't know," Tracy said, having never been comfortable about her body, and even though she was now enjoying the attention of many men (which she'd never experienced before)... she wasn't really interested in taking any of them up on their offers. Or at least she wasn't until these naughty stories had rekindled her long-neglected, and almost completely forgotten sex drive... which when she was younger, had been very intense.
Tori teased, "You just need to get laid by some young stud who can rekindle that fire inside you."
"Yeah, there must be some hot guys at the gym who'd be more than willing to set you on fire," Christine added, her own pussy on fire right now, while she unobtrusively admired Tracy's new look. (Unobtrusively, because she hadn't yet admitted her burgeoning across-the-street leanings to anyone but herself.)
"Well, I do get a lot of looks now," Tracy admitted, and she'd be lying if she claimed that after her entire life of being largely ignored not just by her husband, but by most men, she didn't find her new appeal at all exciting.
"So for instance, you'd let a man tie you up?" Patrick asked nobody in particular, just the room. He'd found the novel hot, but incredibly far-fetched. No woman he'd ever met had even remotely hinted at wanting anything even a tiny bit like that! He'd loved his wife and she him, but their sex life had been entirely missionary, except on a few crazy nights, usually when she'd had a bit to drink, when she would ride him. Big Whoop. He would never have dreamed of even suggesting they try any of those things described in that book.
"Not only that, but I'd also let the right man collar me and lead me around on my hands and knees, like his pet," Tori said, finishing off the wine. The idea of being treated like that (especially by that sexy student with all his wicked tattoos... who still hadn't received any kind of answer from her) really turned her on. It would be the polar opposite to her usual personas of a professor, a wife, or a parent.
"Been there, done that," Christine said, with a wicked smile.
"No way you've done anything like that!" Tracy objected. Christine seemed way too opinionated and controlling to willingly submit herself to any kind of humiliation.
"Oh, sweet innocent Tracy," Christine drawled, hinting at her own curiosity to explore some same sex playing, "appearances can be very deceiving."
This discussion was really turning Patrick on, but he still couldn't figure out how these women... or any women... could be countenancing any such treatment, especially in 2023. He said, shaking his head in bewilderment as he slyly adjusted his dick, "I just can't believe that women today would ever allow a guy to do stuff like that to them."
"Yet the idea is turning you on isn't it, Mr. Grey?" Tori teased, having noticed Patrick adjusting himself. She'd always wondered what kind of package he was concealing beneath his clothes... and in her private fantasies, it was a big one.
"What? No!" Patrick denied. But his knee-jerk response only made it obvious he was lying... he'd always been a terrible liar.
"Yeah, yeah," Tori stood up and said with a pointed finger, knowing Patrick too well... possibly better than he himself did. Some of her fantasies included discovering firsthand... literally... what he was packing down below, and then using it in her long-neglected pussy, or even in her never-been-plundered asshole.

"I'm surprised to hear all this sexy talk coming from you lovely ladies," he said, trying to change the subject, embarrassed about getting caught.
"It's 2023," Christine pointed out. "If we want to, women can be just as wicked and kinky as men these days... and we can even have our fun without being forced into wearing a scarlet letter."
"Hey, I'm all for women exploring their fantasies," he said. "I'm just surprised to read about them doing it in such submissive male-dominated ways."
"Very much like Anastasia in the book, whenever we're in the mood, we just want a man who takes charge," Tori said, gazing directly at Patrick, as if challenging him to do exactly that.
"Think you could do that for us, if we asked?" Tracy asked him, stepping way out of her usual character, but drawn into the conversation, and wanting to look less like a prude.
"I plead the Fifth," Patrick said, raising both hands in the air in surrender.
"What I plead is to be taken charge of and dominated," Tori said wickedly, the wine and the conversation having gone to her head... and to her loins.
"Is that bad boy at school still flirting with you?" Christine asked.
Tori nodded, thinking of Kevin, a bad boy with tattoos, whom she'd heard while accidentally eavesdropping on a couple of cheerleaders, was very well endowed. "Yeah, he's getting more blatant every time he speaks to me. I'm just relieved that so far he's restricted his come-ons to times and places where nobody else can listen in."

"I bet he'd know how to make you beg," Christine speculated, as she imagined her buxom boss Maggie, who was quite a bitch (but a hot bitch), dominating her... she'd eagerly allow herself to be collared and ordered to crawl around on her hands and knees, wearing nothing else but stockings and stilettos.

Tori blushed, but she speculated, "The way I'm feeling right now, if he ordered me to, I'd strip down, lean against my desk, and let him pound me however he wanted me." (That was easily the most outrageous thing she'd ever said at these Book Club meetings.

"Tori!" Tracy gasped.
"Tracy! You'd do the same in a heartbeat, with that personal trainer of yours," Tori countered.
Christine added, "I bet he could personally train you, all right."
"Is that how you lost all that weight, tight buns?" Tori teased.
"You two are so bad," Tracy blushed. For even though the friendly accusation wasn't true, the image of that fit young trainer Rodrigo fucking her, was something she'd been fantasizing about off and on, ever since she started working out with him. At the beginning, he hadn't shown her much interest, except for doing his job training a fat person, although he'd always been sweet to her. But recently she'd noticed he now found her attractive. But fuckable? Unlikely, but perhaps.

"Notice she's not denying it," Tori mentioned.
"Okay, I admit I wouldn't be against the idea, but that kind of workout is only wishful thinking," Tracy said, feeling her cheeks burning from getting drawn into the group's naughtiness. "But I wouldn't reject his advances, if he ever did make any."
"You slut," Tori teased.
"Takes one to know one," Tracy countered.
"Sorry, I'm not one, actually. But I wish this old married lady could be a slut," Tori sighed.
"And don't think we've forgotten about you," Christine said, turning to the very silent (and awestruck) Patrick... who was currently living vicariously through his lady friends' wild fantasies.
"Yeah, stud. Have you put any moves on that hot new neighbour of yours yet?" Tori asked.
"I bet she'd show you some pretty crazy moves," Christine speculated.
"The stripper?" Tracy asked.
"The lady in question is an exotic dancer," Patrick corrected stiffly, which was how Erica, his beautiful, friendly, black neighbour had described her occupation, when they'd first met.
"No, she's an erotic dancer, even if she behaves like a lady with her next door neighbour," Tori said as if she knew, and deliberately getting it wrong. "Made any headway?" She then giggled, clearly tipsy, "Headway, get it?"
"Yeah, you're punny," Christine said, shaking her head in mock dismay.
"I know I am," Tori quipped in return, continuing to giggle.
"Erica and I have only been chatting whenever we encounter each other on the sidewalk," Patrick downplayed, for even though he found Erica incredibly attractive, she was twenty years younger than he was. Unaware of the effect she was having on him, she always wore Patrick's kryptonite... nylon stockings... which too few women did these days... although his late wife had worn them almost every day they'd been together.

"I think it's high time you got back on that horse," Christine advised.
"And went for a good ride," Tori added.
"Just Ignore them, Patrick. But I do think you're ready to at least dip your toes back into that dating pool," Tracy said.
"I don't know, just the thought of it exhausts me," he said. "I don't know if this is true for you ladies, but for a man, it can be very unsettling... you never know where you stand, and there are all these unwritten rules I've never figured out."
"That's true for me too," Tori agreed, understanding completely. And she hadn't even had her spouse up and die on her. Although she sometimes wished he would. Which is why she never wore her wedding ring, unless he was with her. "So it's decided: you two will get back into the game," she declared.
"No, the three of us," Christine said, gesturing back at Tori.
"All right, I don't really have much of a marriage anymore, so if you two will, then I will too," Tori agreed.
"Shit! Then I'll be the only one of us not getting fucked," Patrick complained.
"Don't be so pessimistic, you never know," Christine said. "So Iet's broaden our book discussion tonight. Each of us needs to share something personal that we've never shared with anyone else before. Something that turns us on," she proposed.
"Cool," Tori said, jealous that these three could all play the field if they felt up to it... even though the idea of cheating had been getting more and more appealing with each neglected day, extending into months.
"I'll go first," Christine said. "I'll even give you three of my turn-ons. One: getting my ear kissed and licked. Two: having someone look me in the eyes, place their hands on my shoulders, and seductively guide me down to my knees. Three, and this is a pretty new one: licking someone's pussy."
"Oh my," Tori said, and joked, "I might have one of those available for you."
"Perhaps someday," Christine smiled, thinking that Tori would likely be a wild one in the bedroom.
"I may cash in that raincheck someday," Tori said. It had been too long since someone had licked her pussy, and she'd likely spread her legs in a heartbeat, if she was told to.
"You two!" Tracy said, shaking her head at the two brazen women... or at least brazen in theory.
"Then what's yours?" Tori asked her.
"I plead the Fifth," Tracy said, picking up on Patrick's earlier cue.
"Denied," Tori refuted.
"What?"
"You're not in court, and there aren't any paparazzi present. So just answer the question," Tori ordered.
"I don't know," Tracy said, squirmingly uncomfortable about the idea of talking about it.
"Tell us," Christine said.
"Yeah, just spit it out," Tori added.
"Well that's ironic of you to say, because..." long pause... "I love cum," Tracy admitted.
"Who doesn't?" Tori scoffed, although she was surprised Tracy had said that.
"Not a big fan," Patrick chuckled. He was enjoying this chance to be privy to these gals' heretofore hush-hush revelations.
Tracy clarified, "I mean I love swallowing cum."
"And then jerk-face went and banged the babysitter," Tori said, shaking her head. "Talk about shooting himself in the foot!"
"You're right, actually. He still wanted blow jobs, but for several years, he wouldn't go down on me, or even fuck me," she said, having learned in high school that the way to get boys interested in you when you're a chubby girl, was to do the things the other girls refused. So she'd sucked a lot of cock, swallowed a lot of cum, gotten double teamed a few times, and taken it in the ass. She still enjoyed anal sex, at least in theory, but she wasn't about to share that tidbit of information, even with these close friends. It sounded too slutty!
"Harold isn't even a proper man," Patrick accused. "I always made sure Jill got off before I did."
"What a gentleman!" Christine said, honestly impressed.
"And your secret turn on, Patrick?" Tori asked.
"I'm not sure it's much of a secret. I really have a thing for women wearing nylons."
"I thought you might," Christine said, having noticed the few times she came here from work wearing nylons, he'd taken more than a casual interest in her legs and her feet. But not when she was wearing socks or was barefoot.
"And you, Tori?" Patrick asked.
"Well, since we're all being unusually frank tonight," she said, "I love getting fisted."
"Shit!" Christine said.
"Nope, wrong hole," Tori joked.
"Well... I was holding back one of my biggest ones because it sounds so slutty, but it's no freakier than getting fisted, so now I will. I love taking it in the butt," Tracy admitted, surprised and pleased to hear that she wasn't the only one here who enjoyed doing something really kinky, but then she wished she hadn't impetuously blurted that out.
"Well, aren't you full of surprises!" Tori exclaimed.
"When you're the fat girl, you have to get used to doing things that the skinny or pretty girls won't," she said.
"Huh!" Christine huffed. There was some truth to that.
"So I have an idea. Is everyone free on Saturday?" Tori asked.
"This coming Saturday?" Patrick asked.
"Yes," Tori confirmed.
"That's Halloween," Christine pointed out.
"Yes it is," Tori nodded again.
"Why?" Christine asked.
"I want to assign tasks to all of us," Tori said.
"I'm almost afraid to ask what they are," Christine said, "but you've already gotten me curious."



"I dunno, I'm scared," Tracy joked.
"We all dress up in costumes," she said, " sexy costumes. And then each of us takes turns reading out to the others a description we've written beforehand of a fantasy we'd like to fulfill someday. In other words, a sexual bucket list item."
"Really?" Tracy asked.
"Sure! It'll be liberating, and maybe it'll stop us from complaining to ourselves about what we're not doing, and we can start doing it," Tori explained.
"Why not?" Christine shrugged. "It's not as if we haven't established a strong rapport with each other by now, so let's go a bit further by sharing some naughty secrets with each other. But none of it ever leaves this room."
"I can do that," Patrick said, the idea of learning about more fantasies these three hot women had would be a lot more exciting than sitting home alone on yet another Saturday night.
"I don't know," Tracy demurred.
"It's already agreed," Tori stated, knowing Tracy always gave in, although she always added some drama to her capitulation by saying 'fine'.
"Fine," Tracy sighed right on cue, but added, "But I'm still not sure it's such a good idea."
"It'll be fun," Tori said.
"And maybe even liberating," Christine added.
"Okay, if you both really think so, then I'm in," Tracy finally agreed unequivocally.
They finished up the evening, and then each of them went home, pondering the story they'd be reading out in two days' time, and the costume they'd be wearing.
.....
Tori sent a text to Christine and Tracy: Wear nylons with your costumes. And no bras or panties. Let's have some fun with Patrick!
.....
Halloween night arrived, and each Book Club member was dressed up for a fun night... although none of them could have predicted the excesses in store for them.
Tori was dressed in a sexy and revealing all-black flapper outfit that was translucent enough to show hints of her nipples, a 1920's cloche hat, a fake beauty mole, and a flapper-style wig. The pièce de résistance was a pair of silky sheer thigh high stockings she'd purchased for the occasion, having discarded the cheap fishnets that came with the outfit.

Christine had struggled with what to wear, until Tori shared that she was going as a flapper girl, and then she knew she had to go for something at least as sexy. So, hinting at her submissive nature, she bought a maid costume with a revealing neckline, including sheer black stockings with seams down the back. She decided not to wear any shoes.

Tracy had no idea what to wear, but Tori had stressed in a dozen emails that she expected her to slut it up. Tracy protested a dozen times, but her friend even went so far as warning her that if she came 'overdressed' (she actually used that term), Tori would have on hand the sluttiest outfit ever for her to wear instead. So after over an hour in the store browsing through countless outfits, she decided just to go for it, and she dolled herself up as a witchy bride. The bridal gown she bought was coal black, for a start. It was modestly floor length, but most of it was so see-through, that her braless tits and pussy were visible... but only faintly. Her stockings were also black, and she'd ripped holes in the tops of them that were so large, she needed to use double-sided tape to hold them up. Then that afternoon before going home and getting dressed, she visited a tattoo parlour and got a large tattoo in the shape of a large necklace... kinda. At her request, the tattoo artist didn't use his needles, so even though it looked like a tattoo, she'd be able to scrub it off the next day. She too decided to go without shoes.

Patrick had the hardest time of them all figuring out what to wear. Women always had a never-ending panoply of options to choose from, that went from sultry to downright slutty. But men's options were much less diverse. So after much thought, and trying to mix sexy with ridiculous, he bought an overblown wig, and dressed like an eighties half-dressed member of Mötley Crüe.

The party was at Christine's house. Tori arrived first.
"Wow! We should hit a club or two after we read out our stories," Tori said.
Christine agreed. "We'd definitely draw some attention," she said, admiring Tori's flapper outfit. She was glad that she too was wearing thigh highs. They were so much sexier than pantyhose.
"You look amazing, "Tori said.
"So do you," Christine said. "And I love the thigh highs."
"I used to wear them all the time, for quick access," Tori said, recalling her wild past.
"Makes sense," Christine approved, but not too openly enthusiastic. But if Tori invited her to, she could just crawl between her legs, and dive directly into the source.
The doorbell rang again, and Christine went to answer it. "Nice," she said, as she admired Patrick's outfit, the entirety of his hairless and ripped chest exposed... she might be into girls recently, but according to the tingle in her pussy, she wasn't a complete lesbian. To confirm what he was dressed as, he was also 'wearing' an electric guitar.
"You too," Patrick said as he checked out her sexy maid outfit... with nylons. Shit, she'd be keeping him hard all night!
"Come on in."
Patrick followed her inside, admiring the seams down the backs of her stockings... it really was going to be difficult not to remain hard the entire evening.
Tori spotted Patrick and immediately quipped, "Wow Patrick, you can rock me like a hurricane."
"Sorry, wrong band," he pointed out.
"Then you can pour some sugar on me?" Tori tried, admiring Patrick's amazing pecs.
"Nope," he said. "That's Def Leppard."
"Oh, oh, oh!" Tori burbled, finally realizing which band he 'belonged' to, "You can kickstart my heart!"
"Because you got the looks that kill," Patrick returned, as he admired her outfit, and the sexy thigh high stockings... this would definitely be a night filled with temptation.
"Well then," she flirted as she sauntered over to him, "Are you going to be my Doctor Feelgood?"
"Get a room," Christine quipped, shaking her head. Then realizing, she corrected, "No, wait. This is my place; don't do that!"
"Why not? We could include you in a threesome," Tori redirected her flirting.
"You really need to get laid," Christine laughed, pouring some wine for the three of them.
"That's what I've been saying," Tori agreed, as the doorbell rang again.
"Don't start doing anything you shouldn't be doing, until Tracy and I get back," Christine teased over her shoulder, as she went to get the door.
"No promises," Tori teased back, all sing song.
Patrick quietly sipped his wine, careful to speak as little as possible during these flirty interludes. Flirty had always been there between them all, but it had caught fire during the past few meetings... each meeting getting naughtier than the last.
Christine opened the door and smiled, "Nice."
"Wow!" Tracy the witch bride said, checking out Christine's maid outfit.
"I'm here to serve you, ma'am," Christine said with a playful curtsy.
"Don't tell Tori that," Tracy warned, following her into the living room.
"Don't tell me what?" Tori asked.
"Nothing," Christine and Tracy said in unison.
"Fine," Tori shrugged. "And you really pulled it off, Trace. Now I can leave that string bikini in my car."
"Good; I was worried about that," Tracy smiled, feeling sexy. She added, "I love what you've done with this room, by the way!"
She was right. There were Halloween-ish pictures on the wall, paper mache ghosts hanging out here and there, and a black cat. They all spent a few moments taking it all in.

"Now that we're all here, let's get right to the readings," Tori suggested.
"Are we really going to do this?" Tracy asked.
"Definitely" Tori said. "I'll even go first."
"I'll definitely need some of that wine," Tracy said.
"To loosen up those horrid inhibitions," Tori joked.
"I may need my own bottle, before I can possibly share the fantasy I wrote," Tracy said, discarding her large, cumbersome witch's hat before sitting down.
Tori also set her cloche hat aside, but she continued wearing her distinctive flapper girl wig, and Patrick discarded his outrageous wig.
"Whatever it takes," Tori said, as Christine filled everyone's glasses.
Patrick was trying not to constantly look at the excessive legs on display in nylons, and feet in nylons, as all three women lounged around in their shoeless, stocking-clad feet.
"So," Tori began, as she sat on the couch, retrieved a few sheets of paper, and stretched out her long legs onto the coffee table, to give Patrick a good view of them. "Here's my fantasy."
"We're all ears," Christine said, sitting down next to her, and displaying her shapely, nylon-clad legs on the coffee table.
Patrick sat on an ottoman, needing to adjust himself as he did.
"I saw that," Tori said immediately.
Patrick shrugged, figuring they'd all agreed to wear nylons just to tease him, "Saw what, that you gals are making me hard? What do you expect? Three hot women in nylons, is like the beginning of every guy's ideal porn movie."
"It needn't be a fictional movie, big boy," Tori teased, wiggling her toes.
"Just read us your fantasy," Christine said, as she admired Tori's legs and Patrick's chest from her current position, as well as Tracy's huge tits... with obvious nipples... sitting across from her.
"Wellllll," Tori began. "In this fantasy, Kevin... the hot student I told you about, who calls me a MILF and wants to act on it... walks into my class after school and closes the door."
"He locks it, I assume," Christine said.
"Of course he does, but shush; this is my story."
"Sorry, sorry," Christine apologized. "Go on and begin reading."
<Note to reader: I'm entering each fantasy in bold, then returning to non-bold when the fantasy fantasy ends, and we return to the main story as if it really happened, and it isn't a fantasy, which it actually is. Make sense? Oh well, too bad.>
"Mrs. Parker," Kevin startles me, when unannounced, he enters my classroom. He closes... and locks... the door, and he begins stalking up the aisle towards me.
"Yes, Kevin?" I respond, looking up from my desk, unable not to notice his suave, smug smirk while he approaches my desk.
'You wanted to see me," he says. It isn't a question.
"No, I didn't ask for you to come see me," I deny, confused.
"Oh, yes you did," he disagrees, arriving at my desk, his voice dripping with confidence.
"No, I really didn't," I say, not catching onto whatever he's implying.
"You beg for me constantly with your lustful eyes."
"Excuse me?" I ask, now catching on, but still playing dumb, as I feel my cheeks flushing, thus giving me away.
"Don't play the fool, Mrs. Parker; it isn't becoming for someone of your intellectual stature."
"Then yes, I do take your meaning. Which means I need you to exit this room immediately," I say, sensing that if he didn't, this visit would get out of control very quickly. Having had nary a dick inside me for over six months, has me already getting wet, just from having a reportedly well-hung eighteen-year-old standing in front of me with a tent in his pants.
"I'm sorry," Tori interrupted herself. "Am I getting too graphic?"
"Not at all," Tracy (of all people) replied.
"As far as I'm concerned, you're welcome to get as graphic as you like," added Christine.
"Patrick? Are you good?" Tori added.
"So long as you're good with a tent in another guy's pants, yes I am."
"Okay then, I'm hearing everyone's permission for me to describe things as graphically as I want to you guys. So here goes..."
"I need you to help me with a problem," he says.
"What's that?" I ask, as he strolls around my desk, so his crotch is now level with... and in close proximity to... my eyes.
"Mmmmmmmm," Christine said, imagining her boss doing that to her.
"It's actually hard to explain," he non-explains with two meanings, as he unzips his pants. "It's better if you take a look. Only for the purpose of clarifying my meaning, of course."
"Kevin, exposing yourself isn't the least bit appropriate!" I protest, even though I can't stop myself from staring at this unveiling of his cock, and thus satisfying my curiosity about its size. 'Satisfying' being an apt term, since it quickly becomes evident that its size is... well... quite sizeable"
"You've been dying to have some personal interaction with this dick all semester," Kevin tells me. "Don't pretend otherwise."
"Kevin, I..." I begin, but then freeze as his thick, seven-plus-inch cock is now aimed at me from within a few inches of my face. "Oh my God!"
"I can see you like it," he says, as he begins stroking it right in front of me.
"It's so much bigger than my husband's," I blurt out before thinking, staring at it in lustful awe.
"Then you stroke it, Mrs. Parker," he orders.
"I don't know if I should," I prevaricate, even though I want to do lots more than just stroke it.
"That wasn't a request, Mrs. Parker, it was an order."
Tori kept changing the pitch of her voice throughout her narration, so it was easy to tell who was saying what in her story/fantasy.
"This is so wrong," I object. But nevertheless, I obey him and take the fat snake in my hand.
"Yet it feels so right, my pet teacher."
"It's just so big," I say, stroking it, even though I can't completely wrap my hand around it.
"Now suck it, slut. Suck my big cock," he orders.
I can't believe he'd just called me a slut, nor can I believe I have his actual cock in my hand! Nor can I believe my pussy is soaking wet, while I mindlessly obey him and take his fat cock into my mouth... stretching my mouth so wide!

"I bet you could take a big fat cock in your mouth," Christine said, the brightness in her eyes and the flush on her face making it clear she was getting turned on by the story.
Tori replied, looking directly at Patrick, " I think if it was the right one, I could devour it whole."
Patrick's cock flinched quite visibly in his tight pants, but he managed not to make a flirty comeback.
I bob on his cock slowly, getting used to the way it stretches my mouth, wondering whether he's going to shoot a load into my mouth, onto my face, or perhaps he'll even slam that pussy-stretching dick into my needy pussy... which he reveals a moment later, as if reading my mind.
"That's it, slut," he groans, "get my dick nice and wet for that pussy of yours."
"Mmmmmm," I moan wordlessly around his fat dick, letting him know I'm more than ready to take this dick inside me.
After another minute, while I'm taking six inches of his dick in my mouth, he pulls back, removes my dress and orders, "Bend over your desk, Mrs. Parker. It's time for the student to teach the professor a lesson."
"A lesson? What do you think you can teach me?" I smirk, as I obediently stand up, walk around my desk, and bend over it, trembling.
"You seem to have anticipated my first lesson, by not wearing a bra. Good girl. But I guess you didn't know that my pet sluts never wear pantyhose or panties; they only wear stockings," he scolds, slapping my ass.
"Sorry," I apologize, my facial cheeks burning with shame, while my ass cheeks burn with pain.
He strips off my hosiery, panties and shoes, and places his dick against the entrance to my soaking wet pussy. He then demands, "What do you want, Mrs. Parker?"
"I want you to fuck me," I answer with feeling.
He teases my pussy lips by rubbing the tip of his dick up and down against them. "Then beg for it, slut," he snarls, as he gloriously slams into me, but then horrifically pulls out just as quickly.
That's all it takes. I just have to have that cock back inside me! I beg, " Please slam that big dick in my wet pussy; I need it so bad!"
"Tell me more," he says, fucking me wonderfully hard for three deep strokes, but then once again pulling back out, leaving me high and... well... wet.
"Please, Kevin. Make me your bimbo professor slut," I beg, willing to say or do anything to get that fat cock back inside me.
"This cunt is mine," he proclaims, at last beginning to fuck me hard.
"Oh, yes it is! Fuck me! Make me your professor slut," I moan, my orgasm rising at a runaway train's pace.

"I'm going to come inside your pussy and breed you," he declares, his groans getting louder, as do my moans.
"Yes, do! Fill my cunt with your cum," I moan, not at all worried about pregnancy, even though I'd never gotten my tubes tied... since my useless husband, back when he'd actually cared, had gotten snipped instead.
"You have my leave to come, bitch. Come on my dick," he orders, as he slams into me so hard, my desk skids loudly a few inches across the floor.
"Oh yes, fuck," I moan, my orgasm about to erupt.
"Now, slut, come... right... now ," he orders, as he shoots his potent load deep inside me, which triggers my orgasm.
"Yesssssss!" I scream, as my entire body quakes through my first orgasm from getting dicked in years!
"Shit, that was hot," Christine said, as she tossed back the remainder of her second glass of wine.
"I can't believe you wrote such hot stuff," Tracy said, the story having turned her on, and gotten her thinking that she definitely wanted to encourage her personal trainer Rodrigo to do something like that to her in real life, instead of just in her fantasies. She'd never been a submissive per se, more like just a willing slut, but she now loved the idea of giving a man total control of her, after reading and discussing Fifty Shades, and now listening to this wicked story.
"Clearly you need to get laid," Christine said.
"Clearly I do," Tori agreed, again looking directly at Patrick, who looked so fucking hot tonight, with his muscular chest and abs fully on display.



"I need some more wine," Christine said, then looked around to see that everyone's glasses were empty. "Looks like we all do."
She went to her kitchen to grab another bottle, then came back to pour drinks for all her guests... realizing her costume made performing this service very appropriate.
Patrick quipped, "Thanks, Miss," as if she weren't a close friend.
"Your humble maid is here to fulfill all your wishes, sir," Christine joked back.
"I just bet you are," Tori quipped.
"You wish," Christine shot right back.
"Yes, I do wish that," Tori agreed, then after a beat, she added, "So who's next?"
"Not I," Tracy said.
"Patrick, then," Christine decided.
"Why not you?" Patrick countered, nervous about reading the story he'd written.
"Because it's my house, my rules," Christine shrugged.
"That's not very hospitable," he joked, as he pulled a few sheets of paper from of his trousers pocket.
"Read," Tori ordered.
"Fine," he said, shaking his head. "This one isn't as detailed or as nasty as Tori's."
"If it gets too boring, we can make up some smut for you," Tori teased.
"Then why don't you just write it for me?" Patrick complained.
"Just read," Christine said, her pussy still quite wet from the first story, and looking forward to hearing another.
Patrick sighed, "Okayyyy... here goes nothing."
I was mowing my lawn, when Erica pulled into her driveway. She opened her trunk to a bunch of groceries, so I offered, "Need a hand?"
"Sure, darlin'," she said, dressed in a fun, flowery dress and mocha-colored pantyhose... which made her dark legs glimmer.
I grabbed half of the groceries and followed her inside. I placed the bags on her kitchen table, and she offered, "Thirsty?"
"I little," I said, wiping some sweat off my forehead. The day was 90°, and the sun was pounding down.
"I bet that sun won't be the only one doing some pounding," Tori interjected. She'd be happy to spread her legs for him!
"Hey, this is my story," Patrick objected.
"Sorry, just saying," she shrugged.
She poured each of us a cold lemonade and said, "Thanks for the help, you sweet man."
"Oh, it's no problem," I said, automatically glancing down at her nylon-clad legs and feet, as she slipped out of her heels.
"Sorry, but my feet are killing me," she explained.
I offered, "They are? I can give them a massage, if you like."
"Really?" she asked, surprised.
"Yes. I've taken some reflexology courses, so I not only know how to massage your sore spots away, but also how to make all your various organs and other parts of your body feel better, just by addressing your feet," I said, which was true.
"Why have you never told us that?" Tori interrupted again.
"Yes, my feet are always sore, after a long day at the bank," Christine added.
"I always love a nice foot massage," Tracy said, which her husband had done back in the good old days.
"I'll give you each one, if you wish," Patrick offered, since administering three hands-on massages to these three hot nylon-clad women was a very appealing idea.
"Me first," Tori said.
"Me second," Tracy said.
"Let him finish the story first, you vultures," Christine said, before adding, "and since I'm hosting, then I'm the one who gets the first massage."
"Bitch," said two soft female voices in unison.
So we went into her living room. I sat down on the couch, and she sat down, placing her feet in my lap.
I massaged her feet for a few minutes as we chatted about life, before she asked out of the blue, "So Patrick, you have a nylon fetish, right?"
"What? Um, what?"
"You're pretty obvious about it," she said. "My last boyfriend had one too. That's why I started wearing them all the time."
"They do enhance a woman's legs," I said.
"Agreed," she nodded. "They help at work, too."
"I bet," I said. "I bet those tips just come flying in."
"Exactly. Ever had a nylon-clad foot job?" she asked. She placed a foot on my crotch and began rubbing my hard-on through my shorts.
I groaned, "Nooooooo."
"Mmmmmmm," she said, as she spun around and fished out my cock, "I bet you'd really enjoy one."
My eyes went wide as this black beauty grasped my cock and said, "Such a nice cock," before she took it into her mouth.

I groaned, as a woman who wasn't my wife took my dick in her mouth for the first time in over two decades, and nobody at all had for five years.
She bobbed for a couple minutes, before she backed away and wrapped both of her nylon-clad soles around my throbbing penis and said, "Just relax and enjoy, Patrick."
"Okay," I agreed, in awe of both the feeling of her nylons feet on my penis, and because of who was doing it... a beautiful woman, half my age.
"It's either a dick or a cock," Tori interrupted his reading for the third time. "And since the girl is black, it's definitely a dick."
"Unless it's really small," Christine added. "Because small ones aren't very sexy, and neither is the word 'penis'.
"It's not small," Patrick informed them.
"So give us some specific details in your story, and call things by their appropriate names," Tracy added, since just like the other two, she was curious to know how big their lone male really was.
"So size matters?" Patrick joked.
"Definitely," all three responded in unison.
"Good to know," he said, and he continued.
"Such a nice big dick," Erica said, as her ebony black feet, encased in her mocha-coloured nylons, moved up and down on my eight-inch dick, that had a nice left-hand swerve to it.
"Eight inches?!" Tracy gasped. That was almost double the size of her ex-asshole's!
"No way!" Tori added, imagining eight inches inside her mouth... or in her pussy... or her ass... or given enough time, all three.
"Eight and a quarter inches, actually," Patrick shrugged as if it wasn't a big deal, when he knew that it was.
"Show us," Tori demanded.
"Maybe later," he said, glancing at her nylon feet.
"You're reading us a fantasy, so it must not have really happened. So would you like an actual nylon foot job?" Tori offered, wiggling her toes at him again.
"Maybe later," he repeated, as he imagined the thrill of receiving one of those from any of these three beauties.
"Okay, but for now, back to your story," Christine directed. "And this time, not so many details; you went a bit overboard there."
"Thanks," I moaned, having always known I was pretty well-endowed, although nobody but my wife had known about it during the past twenty years.
"If you're going to give me a facial, we should remove our clothing," she said a minute later, as my breathing got heavier, from her amazing nylon-clad foot job.
"Do you want me to give you a facial?" I asked, astounded by the possibility.
"Yes, please."
I'm going to cum soon," I warned, this feeling way too good for me to hold back much longer.
"Then we'd better strip."
"Please leave your stockings on?" I begged.
"Of course. I'll sit down this time, you stick your dick in my face, and let's finish this."
She grabbed my dick, wanked it vigorously right in front of her face, and soon I gasped, "I'm gonna come... right about... NOW!"
"Then spray paint my face with your cum, boo," she urged, as her right hand furiously stroked my dick with smooth precision.
"Oh fuck," I grunted, as my load shot onto her forehead like a five-star fountain, then it dripped down her nose and onto her tits.

"Mmmmmmm," she purred, and as she kept stroking my dick, even more cum dribbled out, coating her hands.
"That was amazing," I said, as she milked out the last of my cum.
"So yummy," she said, taking my dick back into her mouth, and nursing on it for a while.
"I could do that," Tori bragged, "maybe even later this evening."
Everyone laughed, and Patrick said, "That's all I wrote down. Although in real life, since I'm always a perfect gentleman, once I'd recovered, I would have made sure she was satisfied, with a lengthy tongue exploration."
"Gentle or not, you really are the perfect man, Patrick," Tracy said.
"I try," he shrugged, having always made sure his wife went to sleep completely orgasmed.
"Well, we need some more wine, and some appetizers," Christine said.
"I am hungry right now," Tori said, looking at Patrick.
"You're always hungry for we all know what, you shameless slut," Tracy teased, "but tonight, so am I," an escalation which didn't usually occur in this group's flirtatious interchanges.
"Oh? You thinking tag team, or threesome?" Tori shrugged, again giving Patrick a look that could only be taken as: I want to fuck you.
"Come and help me, Patrick," Christine called out, rescuing him from the circling sharks.
"Sure," Patrick said, as he went off to help her, and to escape from this high-tension situation... and en route, adjusting his cock, which was seriously throbbing.
In the kitchen, Christine said, "I'm pretty sure you won't leave here tonight without getting laid."
"I dunno, we've been flirting like this for months," Patrick said, even though it had never gotten nearly as blunt and tense as it was tonight.
"I think Tori has decided she's more than willing to break her wedding vows," Christine said. She'd be more than willing to assist Tori in achieving that, and Tracy was obviously on that same page.
Patrick shrugged, "It's all just talk."
"I'm not so sure this time," Christine seeing more lust in Tori, and to a lesser extent in Tracy, than she'd ever seen in either of them before.
"Did you girls agree to wear nylons just to tease me?" Patrick asked, gazing down at Christine's red-painted toenails, looking so captivating, framed by her black stockings.
"Yes. That was Tori's idea," Christine said, as she finished plating the appetizers.
"I thought so," he said.
"You're not actually complaining. I think you like the idea," she said, noticing him checking out her legs.
"What can I say?" he shrugged. "It's my weakness."
"We all have at least one weakness," she said, handing him a tray of appetizers.
"I'm looking forward to hearing your story."
"It will include something that yours and Tori's didn't," she said.
"Lesbianism?"
"Yes, including pussy licking," she said wickedly, before heading out.
"Hey, Part Two of my story would definitely have included that," he said defensively, as he followed her.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," she teased, as they returned to the shark tank.
"About time," Tori said. "Did you two fuck in there, or what?"
"Yeah, he really banged me good," Christine said, not at all fazed by the question.
"We were in the kitchen for four minutes max. I'd definitely roger her longer than that," Patrick defended himself.
"Good to know," Tori said, as she grabbed a handful of snacks. "Christine, it's your turn to appeal to our prurient interests."
"Only if I get that foot massage Patrick promised me," Christine said.
"I was kidding," he said, "well, kind of."
Christine sat down where she'd been sitting before, and snapped her fingers autocratically for Patrick to sit beside her... where Tori had been seated.
Patrick, being the gentleman he was, but also wanting to feel up those sexy sheer nylon-clad feet, hurried to seat himself beside her.
"Hey, that's my spot," Tori protested, as Christine swung her feet into Patrick's lap.
"Let's see what kind of magic you have in those hands, Patrick," she said. "Sit down anywhere else you like Tori, it's story time."
"Fine, but this'd better be fucking hot," Tori said semi-resentfully, sitting down where Patrick had been.
Patrick took Christine's right foot into his hands as she began reading out her story.
Maggie, the branch manager of the bank where I work, and thus my boss, called me into her office. The terse wording of her email told me she wasn't happy, and when I entered her office several minutes after the official end of the day, it was obvious that she wasn't... although she never seemed happy. She was always all business, and you shouldn't waste her time with any damn pleasantries.
Oddly, she was sitting on top of her desk, as I went in.
"Close the door," Maggie ordered, dressed like she always did, in a knee-length black skirt, black nylons and a loose, long-sleeved poufy white blouse. It seemed to be her only look.
"Yes, Mrs. Hamilton?" I said with pro forma courtesy, closing the door, and walking the few feet towards her.
Her legs were crossed, and she said, "Do you know why you're here?"
"Not at all," I replied. As always, I felt nervous around her. While she was incredibly pretty, she was equally scary.
"I require a new secretary," she said.
"Oh," I said flatly. That position wasn't remotely a promotion, but a de motion from being the branch's loan manager.
"You're not flattered?" she queried archly, as she uncrossed and recrossed her legs... it wasn't quite Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct slowly, but it wasn't a normal leg crossing either.
"Sorry, I wasn't expecting to hear that," I said, still standing awkwardly in front of her.
"It's an important position," she said.
"Of course. Whatever you say, Mrs. Hamilton," I said like I always did, while I admired her long, shapely legs.
"And I'm certain you'll be perfect for it," she added.
"Are you dissatisfied with my performance as your loan officer?" I asked. I was astonished that she thought I'd be willing to step down to being her secretary. Daisy, her current secretary, was a ridiculously pretty blonde-haired bombshell, who was barely old enough to drink, and her professional competence didn't even approach mine!
"You've been doing just fine," she said, in a tone that wasn't overly flattering; and one's performance being called 'just fine' is never a compliment. "But I think you'd be great in this new role."
"I've never had any schooling for being a secretary," I argued cautiously, still quite baffled by this conversation. ( Is there schooling for becoming a secretary? I was grasping for straws, and possibly imaginary ones.)
"But your new position is definitely a learn-on-the-job one," she said, as she uncrossed her legs, hopped down off her desk, and came to stand immediately in front of me.
I was speechless.
"You're a cunt muncher, right?" she asked, as birdlike, her hands soared up to land on my shoulders.
Patrick's eyes went wide upon hearing Christine use the verboten 'C' word (even though the always outspoken Tori had already used it in her story), while he continued massaging her sheer-stockinged feet.
"P-p-pardon?" I stammered, shocked by her insulting assumption, as I felt her firm hands pushing me downwards. Technically I was not a 'cunt muncher', but only because I'd never had an opportunity to become one... apparently until now.
"I believe you heard... and understood... me quite clearly," she said, as I felt myself being forced down to lie on my back on the tiled floor.
I was speechless again.
She removed her skirt to reveal she was wearing crotchless pantyhose, and she was completely shaved. She said, "Your principal role as my new secretary is to fulfill all of my needs. And in case you're worried about the money, your new position (typically on your back or your knees) comes with a 10% raise in salary."
I stared at her pussy... captivated!
Like it or not, satisfaction of my secret lesbian curiosity was now being offered right in front of me. Only visually for the moment, but...
Her hand went to the back of my head, and she guided me upwards to my glistening wet destination. Then while I began licking, her hand fell away while I continued, now completely of my own volition.
Just like the first time I'd sucked a dick, I had no idea what I was doing with her pussy, but instinct took over as her scent enveloped me... and I simply extended my tongue and continued licking. She was delicious!

"And that description came only from your imagination? I bet you'd make an amazing pussy muncher," Tori praised.
"I bet I would too," she said, as she offered her other foot to Patrick. "Kindly switch feet, dear servant."
"Yes, ma'am," he said, taking the other foot in his hands.
"That feels so good," she said, giving us the softest of moans.
"When do I get my turn?" Tori asked, frustrated that she wasn't getting any of Patrick's pedal attention.
"Right after mine," Tracy spoke up, having been quiet for quite some time.
"I'm definitely next," Tori said with attitude.
"Nope," Tracy said, doing what she rarely did, standing up to Tori, "If I'm telling my story next, I get my foot massage next, too."
"What? That's not even logical!" argued Tori. "What does..."
"Ladies, please," Patrick interrupted, enjoying being the prize being argued over, and this chance to administer three foot massages, "I'll do both of you."
"You will, will you?" Tori asked playfully. "Do us?"
"Maybe that too," he shrugged, and Christine resumed her story.
Her snatch was like fireworks on my tongue, and I knew in an instant, I was no longer straight. Her taste was amazing, and I couldn't get enough of it!
Maggie moaned, "I knew you'd be the perfect replacement for Daisy."
I couldn't fathom how she'd known I'd had these fantasies, or that I was a natural submissive, but as I licked and explored, I knew I'd do anything she told me to... anything at all... to be allowed to taste her sweet nectar again and again.
"Sweet nectar," Tori laughed. "Are you kidding?"
"Actually, sweet nectar is a pretty good descriptor, from my experience," Patrick jumped in, as he massaged each of Christine's toes individually.
"You've got a big dick and you eat pussy," Tori said. "Oh yes, and you're a real hunk. You've got to marry me!"
"No, marry me," Tracy objected.
"Maybe it's time for this Book Club to become polygamous," Christine joked. "Does anyone know of a good book on the subject?"
"I'm not sure I could possibly keep up with you three," Patrick worried. "Is that the end of your story, Christine?"



"Nope. Keep listening."
I licked.
I probed.
I sucked on her clit, which made her body tremble.
"That's it, my eager little secretary slut," she moaned, " really eat my cunt!"
I attacked her pussy aggressively, wanting to get her off, wanting to feel her come all over my face. Wanting to taste the splash.
"Don't stop, slut," she demanded, as she forced my head deep into her wetness.
I kept licking until I heard her bellowing out a scream, and felt her wetness gush out of her and onto my face, and I eagerly lapped up as much of her cunt cum as I possibly could.
Now it's The End.
"Shit, that was hot," Tori said. "I'm not sure I'm completely straight anymore, either."
"In Part Two she fucks me with a strap-on," Christine wickedly revealed a spoiler.
"In the ass," Tori added.
"No, I'm not some cheap anal slut like Tracy is," Christine teased (although in her past she'd been one).
"Yeah," Tracy agreed without taking offense. Thanks to the hot stories and their free-flowing conversation tonight, she was getting more comfortable about being sexually honest. "There's nothing quite like a dick slamming into my ass."
"Shit, those are words I never thought I'd hear you utter," Christine said, her pussy on fire from the stories, from the frank sexual talk, and from Patrick's amazing hands.
Then, loving the thought of shocking the other two women, who'd always been more brazen than she dared to be, she added wickedly, "Although I haven't had my own asshole pounded in years."
"I bet someone here could collapse that long stretch of emptiness down to just a few minutes," Tori teased.
"What?" Patrick said, having been distracted by imagining himself doing just that. He'd never fucked anyone in the ass, although he'd certainly fantasized about it, especially during the past little while.
"I meant someone with a strap-on," Tori clarified.
"Oh? I have one of those upstairs," Christine bomb-shelled, having bought one only a month ago, hoping she'd be able to use it someday, or hopefully to have it used on her.
"No way!" Tori gasped. "You?"
Patrick's cock flinched beneath Christine's feet at the hot visual.
"Be prepared, I always say," Christine said, loving her unexpected ability to shock Tori. She always had her mind on sex.
"Then go upstairs and bring it down," Tori said. "I've never even seen one in real life."
"It's bigger than your husband's," Christine warned.
"So is the average twelve-year-old's," Tori joked, having no problem with ridiculing her husband's tiny five-inch cock. After taking much bigger ones in college, she still couldn't figure out why she'd married him in the first place... except for love... sweet, irrational love...'it's such a stupid, fickle thing"
"Why not?" Christine shrugged, as she removed her feet from Patrick's lap and stood up. "Thanks! That was amazing!"
Tracy quickly got up from her seat to take Christine's spot instead, and she surprised all three of the others by plonking her feet in his lap and ordering, "Get to work, foot slave."
"Ohhhh," Patrick moaned, at hearing the longed-for words, and feeling her feet applying pressure to his already hard, but now suddenly raging cock!
"I'm not sure I like this new Tracy," Tori said, annoyed to realize that unless she staged a major hissy fit, she was now going to be the last one to get her feet massaged.
Tracy shrugged, "Get over it. This is the new... no longer passive... me."
"I like it," Christine said.
"So do I," Patrick agreed, as he began massaging this fresh pair of nylon-clad feet.
Christine popped upstairs to retrieve her strap-on, and Tori cautioned, "I'd better get a foot massage too."
"Whatever else might happen first, I won't leave this house tonight until you've gotten one," Patrick promised, still overwhelmed by how the night was progressing... the growing sexual tension could be cut with a knife! The wine was flowing, the stories were hot, and the girls' attire was sexy as fuck... the night was filled with potential!
"I'll hold you to that," Tori said.
"Fine... fine... but focus on me for now," Tracy said.
"I'm getting us some more wine," Tori said, her wineglass empty.
A minute later, Christine returned with the strap-on, while Tori had just finished topping up everyone's glasses.
"Oh fuck, that's perfect; just give me that," Tori said, setting her already empty wineglass... her second one now... on the table, and snatching the toy out of Christine's hands.
"Hey, I haven't even worn it yet," Christine protested. Which wasn't true; she'd already worn it a few times... but only for posing in the mirror. She had however fucked herself with it, since the dildo could be removed from the harness, and it had a suction cup to attach it to a wall or the side of her shower (she'd test driven it in both locations).
"Who cares?" Tori said, as she began strapping it in place over her flapper dress. She turned to Tracy. "Story time, Ms. Goody-Goody."
"Ya think? Then get ready to learn I'm not such a goody-goody."
"Yeah, I think. Unless you can prove you're not," Tori challenged, as she finished strapping on the strap-on. "Fuck, this looks really hot on me!"
"We should never have allowed her even to touch that," Tracy warned.
"Yeah, like she needed any more delusions of 'top-of-the-mountain'," Christine agreed, imagining Tori fully empowered and fucking her with it... God, did she look hot wielding that strap-on over her costume!
"Tell your story," Patrick said, curious to know what kind of naughtiness Tracy had written for them.
"Mine isn't as detailed as you guys' were; I didn't think we'd actually be reading them out," Tracy apologized pre-emptively.
"Just make some extra shit up then," Tori advised, gripping her new dick.
"Okay," Tracy said, giving out a little moan. Patrick's hands on her feet felt amazing!
"Ready for our next level of working out?" Rodrigo asks me.
"I'm ready to do anything you tell me to," I reply perhaps unwisely, already hot and sweaty after a marathon workout, but still alert enough to notice the tent in his shorts.
"It'll be intense," he warns.
"Sounds good; I'm ready for anything," I brag, having been flirting with him for almost a year, but only now openly implying that we should just get down to it and fuck.
"Lie down face up on that bench, and raise your legs as high as they'll go," he instructs me. "It's not very wide, so you'll need to hold your head up."
"Okay," I say, turning into a pretzel in a way that really showcases my tight ass. "Like this?"
"Yes, exactly," he approves, clearly admiring my newly amazing back end, which I'm sure looks doubly inviting in this position.
"Does my ass look good now?" I ask, loving the newfound confidence inside me, after losing all that weight.
"It looks amazing," he says, stepping towards me.
I ask bluntly, "Okay, but does it look fuckable?"
"Very," he agrees, as he reaches out and squeezes it.
"I haven't had anything buried in there for years," I say with a moan, making it clear that I'm ready and willing to get sodomized.
"Then we mustn't allow that sad deficiency to remain," he says, as he pulls my shorts and panties down and off.
"I bet all that sweat you've forced out of me today will serve as some great lubricant," I say, just wanting his dick inside me. These long months of flirting with him while my extra pounds melted away, added to the years of my missing out on any raw sex, now has me revved up and ready for whatever the fuck he wants from me.
He tugs his shorts off, revealing a big hard dick, and he gets behind me.
"Just shove it in," I say, wanting a dick in my asshole so fucking badly.
"I've been wanting to fuck you for so long," he says, as he positions his cock at my long-neglected backdoor.
"Then wait no longer. Please pound my ass!" I beg, needing to feel a cock sliding in and out of my asshole.
"As you wish," he says, sliding his dick into my ass.
"Oh yes, fuck!" I moan, a mixture of pleasure and pain swirling inside me.

"That's all I've got," Tracy said.
"Really?" Tori asked. "Just when it was getting interesting, you dirty ass slut."
"You just wish you could get some young stud to bang your ass," Tracy countered. Tonight's wild night and the alcohol had awakened a more aggressive side of her.
"Well, there wasn't much of a plot," Christine said, "but your wicked fantasy is pretty hot."
"I just wrote down what I think every time I see him," Tracy admitted.
"So... now that we've all read out our magnum opi, it's time for some Truth or Dare," Tori announced.
"Oh God," Christine groaned.
"No way," Tracy followed suit.
"Or some Spin the Bottle, if you'd rather," Tori offered, still with the cock strapped around her hips.
"You just want an excuse to kiss me," Christine teased.
"Yes. Or maybe even to fuck you," Tori amended wickedly, feeling very macho and powerful with that cock around her hips.
"Or to fuck me?" Tracy asked. She was feeling so horny, that her attention was torn between the hard, restless cock beneath her feet, and the plastic one pointing directly at her, from across the coffee table.
"You're definitely not fucking me," Patrick joked, his cock flinching under Tracy's feet.
"Patrick's giving me reason to believe that he finds all of those options very exciting," Tracy outed him.
"Then it's decided. Truth or dare! Patrick?" Tori asked.
"Is there a third choice?" he asked, knowing that whatever the question or dare was, it would be sexually charged.
"Nope," Tori said.
"Truth then, I guess," Patrick said, that choice seeming a bit less risky than a dare.
"Are you feeling horny right now?" Tori asked.
"How could I not be?" he said. "Three hot women, all of you reading out explicit sex stories, all of you wearing not only sexy costumes, but also nylon stockings!"
"Fair enough," Tori nodded, after a moment, "Your turn, Patrick."
"I have no idea who to ask."
"Ask me something," Christine offered.
"Truth or dare?" Patrick asked, as Tori (and her dick) came over to loom above him.
"My turn for a foot massage," Tori demanded, sitting down on the table and placing a foot on top of Tracy's.
"Hey, he wasn't finished doing me!" Tracy objected.
"Oh, he can finish you later," Tori smiled wickedly, stressing the word, as Patrick obediently switched over to massaging her foot.
God, this is the best night ever, Patrick thought to himself... trying his hardest (pun intended) to avoid saying anything that might kill this evening's kinky mood.
"You're so bad," Tracy shook her head, and reluctantly pulled her feet out from beneath Tori's. Then when Tracy went and sat on an ottoman, Tori got up and sat on the couch, then replaced her feet on Patrick's lap.
"Truth," Christine replied to Patrick, not really caring which one she chose. She was drunk and horny tonight, and she didn't want to hold anything back.
"Um, I"...." Patrick pondered, unsure of what to ask... every conceivable question looked extremely precarious.
"Would you go down on Tracy or me, if we asked you to?" Tori jumped in and asked bluntly.
Christine replied instantly and just as bluntly, "In a heartbeat."
"Good to know," Tori smiled.
"Yes, that's very good to know," Tracy agreed, wondering what it would be like to have the pretty blonde woman between her legs.
"Truth or dare, Tracy?" Christine asked.
"I'll stick with truth too," Tracy said, feeling a little... okay, a lot nervous about what a dare might commit her to doing.
"Do you prefer a dick in your ass to one in your pussy?" Christine asked.
"Yes, always," Tracy admitted, figuring that particular truth was pretty obvious, after her terribly revealing story about her personal trainer sticking it to her there.
"Truth or dare, Tori?" Tracy asked.
"Dare, of course," Tori said. "You know me better than needing to ask."
"Flash us... especially Patrick... your tits," Tracy dared her, figuring there was no way she'd go that far.
"I'll do even better than that," Tori said, as remaining seated, she stripped off her entire flapper dress in one swift move, and she was suddenly sitting there in front of everyone... and yes, especially Patrick... only wearing thigh highs... having stuck to their agreement not to wear any underwear tonight.

"Oh my God!" Tracy gasped, and Patrick's eyes went immediately to her boobs.
"Do you like my tits, Patrick? Tori asked, thrusting them forward towards him.
"They're... ummm... very impressive," Patrick managed, not even trying to pretend he wasn't staring at those big tits, and also their hard nipples. They looked like they were just made for sucking!

"I know they are," Tori said, as she wiggled her feet, to remind Patrick to resume massaging them.
"Sorry, I got a bit distracted by something or other," he said.
"By what?" Tori asked.
"No idea,' he smirked.
"Do you like big tits, Patrick? Well mine are bigger than hers," Tracy said, shedding her dress too, and presenting her massive, braless tits to him and the other two.

"Holy shit!" Christine gasped, shocked that Tracy too was now essentially naked, and stunned by how large indeed her tits were... she'd obviously lost a lot of weight, but not from certain overly attractive highlights of her body.
"Shit, girl," Tori said, impressed that the normally reserved Tracy was shedding her shell. "Those beauties are amazing!"

Patrick remained speechless, while his eyes darted back and forth between the two pairs of gorgeous tits... a full set more than he'd seen in real life, in something like twenty years.
"Why are you still dressed?" Tori asked Christine.
"Because I don't have as impressive a rack as you two chesties," she said. She'd always been self-conscious about her smallish tits.
"I'm sure they're great," Tori reassured her.
"Yeah, go ahead and show them to us," Tracy added. She noticed Patrick staring at her tits more than Tori's, which made her feel good about being singled out.
"Fine," Christine shrugged, and she discarded her black dress and white outfit, but retained her accessories, and she was soon posing in front of everyone, wearing not much but her stockings.

"You're worried about your boobs? They're perfect for your body," Tori admired.
"Agreed. And they probably don't strain your back, like mine do," Tracy added.
"So it looks like only one of us is still wearing his costume," Tori said, looking at Patrick.
"I think my distinctly unfeminine rack might disappoint you bountiful gals," he joked, while Christine went around and sat back down on her ottoman.
"I don't think it will at all, you hunk," Tori rebutted. "For you, we have different expectations."
"Take it off, take it off, take it off!" all three ladies chanted, somewhat in unison.
"Fine, but not quite yet," he said, shaking his head. Then, knowing he had an impressive upper body, he stood up and gave the girls a masculine pose.

"Fuck," Tori said, admiring his amazing pecs.
"Nice," Tracy said, taking in his washboard stomach.
"Now seems like a good time for me to mention that I'm not exclusively a cunt muncher," Christine said wickedly. She too was impressed with the lone male specimen inhabiting the room.
"I'm flattered," he said.
"Truth or dare, Patrick?" Tori asked, as he sat back down and she returned her feet to his lap.
"Truth," he chose, terrified about what a Tori dare might be.
"Which of us three girls do you want to fuck first?" she asked.
"What? No way I'm gonna answer that!"
"Then you have to accept a punishment," she adjudicated.
Okay."
"Your pants come off."
"What? No!"
"Either answer the question or lose the pants," Tori insisted.
"Ladies, please," Patrick pleaded with the two reasonable ones.
"The three of us are already just about as naked as it's possible to get," Christine pointed out. "And we'd like some eye candy, too. So one or the other."
"And I'd prefer the other," Tracy added, wanting to see Patrick wearing just his underwear. "And we're unanimous about that."
"Fine, since you're unanimous," he surrendered, shaking his head. He stepped forward, and the three women gathered around his feet, while he removed his boots, then he pulled his pants down, saying, "I can't believe I'm doing this."
"Nice boxers," Tracy said.

"Nice package," Tori said. His big bulge was just a couple feet away from her, and at eye level.
"Just how I imagined you'd look," Christine said.
"You've imagined me stripping?" Patrick said, standing there in only his boxers... tight boxer briefs actually, that showcased his prominent dick and his tight ass.
"Yep! We all have," Tracy said.
"In vivid detail," Tori added, "and we've speculated to each other about you," admiring Patrick as if he were a piece of meat... a delicious hunk of man meat.
"It's someone else's turn now," Patrick said.
"And it's your turn to choose who it is," Tori reminded him.
"Oh. Right. Truth or dare, Tracy?" he asked, she appearing to be the safest bet of the three.
"Dare," she said, surprising everyone, including herself.
"Come and suck on my cock," Tori usurped Patrick's authority, standing up and wiggling her hips, to wave her black dick around.
"What?"
"You heard me, "Tori said. "Get over here, drop to your knees, and suck my cock."
"You don't think I will, do you?" Tracy asked.
"Nope," Tori said.
"Fine," Tracy said. She went over, dropped to her knees, and took the plastic cock into her mouth.
Then Tori stepped towards her, forcing Tracy either to lean back, or to take the dick out of her mouth, which she refused to do. Tori continued stepping forward, until Tracy was leaning way back, supporting herself on her hands.
Christine and Patrick leaned forward for a closer look.




"Holy shit!" Patrick gasped. This newest scene was so fucking hot!
"Nice," Christine said, proud of Tracy for breaking her normal character and refusing to back down.
Tracy bobbed for about fifteen seconds before she pulled back, looked at Patrick with his large, hard cock perfectly framed in his tight boxers, and said, "In case you're wondering, I've always been really good at doing this."
Patrick was stunned speechless, but Christine said, "Good on ya, Tracy."
"Truth or dare, Tori?" Tracy asked.
"Dare, of course."
"Give Patrick's hard dick a big squeeze," Tracy said, daring what she wished she could do herself, if she was that brazen... and she knew Tori was that brazen.
"Easy peasy," Tori said, and she reached over to Patrick and squeezed his very hard cock, and then reported, "Fuck, it is hard; very hard."
"Oh, God," Patrick groaned, with his cock suddenly contained within someone else's other than his own or his late wife's hand.

"This is getting crazy," Christine said, realizing they'd all just crossed a line they couldn't come back from.
"Dare or dare, Christine?" Tori asked, releasing Patrick's cock and adding, "God, you've got an amazing cock!"
"Thanks," he groaned, his cock throbbing.
"Dare, I guess," Christine said, not about to back down from Tori's challenge, whatever it was.
"Do some heavy petting with Tracy, while you rub her pussy," Tori dared.
"Really? That sounds fun! " Christine exclaimed, excited to complete this dare.
"What?" Tracy asked, startled as she watched Christine approaching her.
"I've wanted to play with you for quite a while," Christine said, grabbing Tracy aggressively and French kissing her, then nibbling on her neck, and rubbing her pussy. It was so hot, that Tori and Patrick couldn't keep from touching themselves! She continued her assault for over a minute, by which time the unresisting Tracy was screaming in ecstasy!

"Oooooooooh, my," Tracy moaned, stunned that her friend was rubbing her, and even sticking a couple fingers inside her!
"I didn't think she'd go that far," Tori moaned.
"Wow," Patrick said, watching his very first live lesbian act.
"Fuck it," Tori said, as she dropped to the floor on her knees, stripped off Patrick's boxers, tossed aside her 1920's wig, and took his big cock into her mouth, before he had the time to move a muscle!
And meanwhile, Christine and Tracy were still going at it hot and heavy.

"Oh, God," Patrick moaned, suddenly and unexpectedly receiving a blow job... right in front of two other hot women!
"No way!" Tracy gasped, as she watched Tori bobbing on Patrick's dick... a bit jealous that she wasn't the one with a mouthful of cock.
Christine stopped worshipping Tracy's huge tits, then turned her head and gasped, "Holy shit!"
Patrick looked up, and just gave everyone a look of, 'I don't know how all this happened!'
"Get back to my tits, my adorable lesbian friend," Tracy ordered awkwardly, anxious to feel Christine's wet warm lips and breath back on her nipples.
"Oh, getting bossy are we?" Christine asked, returning to her friend's big tits.
"Yeppers! I've always wanted my own personal pet," Tracy said, as she placed her hand behind her friend's head.
"Mmmmmmmmm," Tori moaned, bringing her hand to her pussy, while still bobbing hungrily.
"Whatever you do, don't stop," Patrick groaned, Tori's mouth wrapped around his cock feeling so much better than his fleshlight.
"Not until you come in my mouth," Tori pledged, briefly taking his cock out of her mouth to reply, before sucking it back in.
"That's it, suck on my nipples," Tracy moaned, her entire body on fire from Christine's licking and gentle biting.
Christine, feeling her lust taking over, and deciding to explore her lesbian side further, plus to confirm her bi side (no way was she passing on Patrick's dick tonight, if she got the chance), gently but insistently pushed Tracy backwards, and onto an ottoman.
"W-w-what are you doing?" Tracy stammered, as she found herself abruptly sitting down on said ottoman.
"Snacking," Christine replied. Then she spread her friend's legs, and dove in.
"Oh my God!" Tracy moaned loudly, as Christine's tongue contacted her very wet pussy.
"Holy shit!" Patrick gasped, as he watched Christine dive between Tracy's legs. Their wild fictional stories now seemed tame, compared to what the four of them were now actually doing!

Deciding it was time for another change in their positions, Christine backed away from Tracy's pussy and ordered, "Now lie on your back."
"Huh?" Tracy asked, "I'm on an ottoman. There isn't enough room on it for me to lie on my back."
"It's large enough to support from your shoulder blades to your bum," Christine pointed out. "And if you want to watch me licking you, you'll need to raise your head way up anyway, so it won't need any support. Try it."
So Tracy spread her legs wide again and leaned back, and it worked.
Whereupon Christine leaned in again, and resumed licking.
Then, not wanting to behave too submissively, Tracy draped her right foot and her left leg over Christine's shoulders, and she did indeed watch closely.
"What's happening now?" Tori asked, backing away from Patrick's big dick, and turning her head all the way around, and she saw her two friends enjoying some very sexy fun. "Wow! Holy shit indeed!"
"That's why I couldn't take my eyes off them," Patrick said.
"Fair enough, but I want to watch them too," Tori said. "How about you sit on the floor facing them, and I'll get behind you, and we can both watch. I won't be sucking you, but I can give you a hand job."
"Oh, yes! Eat my pussy just like that," Tracy moaned, her orgasm rising quickly from this wild, sexually charged night.
"Mmmmmmm, yes," Christine moaned, as she licked her first ever pussy, and it was everything she'd ever imagined... sweet and tasty!
"I can't believe any of this," Tori exclaimed, staring avidly, while her right hand stroked Patrick's big cock.

"Crazy!" Patrick said. The lesbian scene happening only about three feet away from his face (and about zero feet away from his feet) was even crazier than his recently getting blown by a married woman. (That same woman was now 'only' jacking him off, so she could watch the same lezbo scene.)
"Crazy? Crazy is how big your cock is," Tori said, ripping her eyes away from her two lesbian-ing friends, and returning her attention to her other friend and his huge, mouth-watering dick. She then suggested, "Actually, let's get closer to the other action."
Which didn't happen immediately, since just then, Christine laid down on her back on the floor, and then Tracy stood up and moved the ottoman out of the way, before sitting down on Christine's face.
Then Tori got up, took Patrick's dick in her hand, and tugged him to stand close beside Tracy and Christine. "This way, we can enjoy both sex shows at once," Tori said.
But it didn't quite work out that way, because Patrick wanted Tori to lie down, which she did, and then he got down on his knees and straddled her chest, so she could take his big cock back into her mouth. So all Tori got to look at was Patrick again. However, Patrick now had a great view of Christine's hairless pussy! He didn't see any stubble on it, so he guessed she must have gotten a Brazilian.

"Oh my God," Patrick moaned, quoting countless porn scenes, as Tori began really bobbing on his cock, while he took advantage of his nearby view of Christine's activity between Tracy's legs.
"Nice cock, Patrick," Tracy admired, as she watched Tori sucking it.
"Thanks," he said. "And very nice everything you've got!"
"Thanks," she said, appreciating that this was a weird conversation, and a wild night.
"And thanks for loaning me your tasty pussy," Christine chipped in, between her long, wide licks... parting the wet pussy lips with the fingers of both of her hands, to expose extra wetness for her to lick.
"And thanks for your amazing tongue," Tracy moaned.
Patrick, feeling bold, and deciding to morph these dual twosomes into a threesome, or maybe even a foursome, pulled out of Tori's mouth, stood up, and directed his cock towards Tracy's face.
"Hey!" Tori objected.
"Mmmmmmm, yummy!" Tracy far from objected. She opened her mouth and took Patrick's dick into it, taking part in her first threesome since her college days, when she'd been in many threesomes... regularly getting spit-roasted or double penetrated... doing anything at all to attract the guys.
"Well then, I'm using this," Tori declared. She laid down on top of Christine, and poked her strap-on against her pussy.
Christine's eyes went huge, as she realized Tori was about to fuck her with her very own strap-on! But not willing to chance being wrong, she took her mouth away from Tracy for a moment and said, "Tori, I dare you to fuck my pussy."
"Yeah? Then I dare you to take this big cock in your cunt," Tori countered, and she slid the cock easily into her friend's very wet pussy.
"Oh fuck," Christine moaned, as her pussy was completely filled. She buried her face back in Tracy's pussy, so she was now serving as the meat in a sex sandwich.
"That's it Tracy, suck my dick," Patrick moaned, loving the sight of her sucking it, while Christine ate her pussy, and Tori fucked Christine missionary style.

"Mmmmmmm," Tracy moaned on the big cock, both because she loved sucking this big dick, and also because Christine's tongue was really driving her wild!
"Take it, slut," Tori ordered, fucking Christine hard.
"Oh, fuck!" Christine moaned, trying to concentrate on her licking in spite of the heavenly distraction of getting banged.
"I'm going to come," Patrick warned. Tracy's warm, eager mouth, in addition to the two hot lesbian scenes being performed right at his feet, were making his balls boil.
"Mmmmmmm," Tracy moaned again, not slowing down at all, ready and willing to swallow his load, no matter how big it might be.
"Come on her face," Tori blurted out, loving the idea of watching Tracy take a facial.
"Okay," Patrick agreed. He pulled out, and in a moment, he exploded a big load all over Tracy's pretty face.

"So hot!" Tori groaned, watching the ongoing facial while still slamming her body into Christine's.
"Mmmmmmmm," Tracy moaned, as the warm load splattered onto her face, and Christine's tongue, accented by Tori's hard drilling, had her nearing orgasm herself.
Christine desperately licked the best she could, her own orgasm rising too. The simultaneous giving and receiving was powerfully stimulating.
Moans echoed throughout the room, while Patrick watched the lesbian threesome... his recently spent cock not dwindling at all.
"Oh, yes! Eat my cunt, you hungry lesbian slut!" Tracy moaned, as usual exercising her wicked tongue, in the heat of lust. A polar opposite to her everyday demeanor.
"Come all over my cock," Tori ordered as she slammed into her friend, loving the unfamiliar rush of being the giver instead of the receiver. Her own pussy was on fire without it even being touched.
"Oh, God yes! Don't fucking stop," Tracy demanded, grabbing the back of Christine's head, and clutching it firmly against her fevered pussy.
Christine licked as well as she could, given she was face planted against her friend's pussy, and her own orgasm was about to erupt.
"Oh yes... fuck... yes... fuck... I'm coming!!" Tracy screamed. Cum flooded out of her, while Patrick's cum continued dripping off her chin and onto her tits.

Christine's face was coated with Tracy's delicious cunt cum, and she licked it up like it was wine, even though she was about to come herself.
A few seconds later, once Tracy had released her friend's head, she struggled to her feet, staggered over to the couch, and collapsed backwards onto it, so she could enjoy the rest of her orgasm.
Christine began demanding, now vigorously bouncing back to meet Tori's deep thrusts, "Pound my pussy, Tori! Drill me with that big fucking dick!"
"Wild!" Patrick gasped. If he told his friends about this... which he never would... none of them would ever believe it! He constantly got teased by his jock buddies (remember he owned and ran a gym) for belonging to something as pedestrian as a book club, but he'd always found it a great balance to the rest of his life. These three women were his best and most loyal friends.
"Come, you dirty slut! Come from getting fucked by your own strap-on!" Tori cried, rushes of adrenaline coursing through her body.
"Oh yes... fuck... Tori... fuck me, fuck me, ooooooooooh, fuck !" Christine babbled, as her orgasm ripped through her.
"Good slut," Tori crooned, as she continued fucking Christine throughout her orgasm.

After a minute, Tori pulled out. Then she wondered out loud, as she removed the strap-on, "How's it possible that I'm the only one of us who hasn't had an orgasm yet?"
"Because you've been concentrating upon giving two of us ours," Tracy quipped with a smirk.
"Then I deserve to be well rewarded," Tori staked her claim. She removed her dick and set it aside, then went over to Tracy, the only one present she hadn't given an orgasm to, tugged her off the sofa, walked her to the center of the room and laid her on her back, and then began to sit down on her face.
"I'm not a lesbi..." Tracy began to protest, before Tori completed her descent, and planted her very wet pussy onto the busty woman's face.
"Then fake it till ya make it. Start eating, Trace," Tori ordered, still feeling like a cocksman, as she seized control again.
With Tracy's face suddenly in her friend's pussy, the pungent scent enveloping her, she figured... why not?... and she tentatively began licking.
Meanwhile, Patrick sat down on the couch, Christine sat on his lap, and they started making out.

"That's it, Tracy, eat my pussy," Tori coaxed her, as she slowly ground her pussy up and down on Tracy's face, aware that some of Patrick's cum was still coating Tracy's face and was being mixed into a sweet cocktail for her friend.
"Wow!" Christine said, watching Tori aggressively using Tracy's face.
"Get over here and worship my tits, dyke," Tori demanded, looking back at her friend, who was still reclining on Patrick. She readjusted how Tracy was lying on the floor. to accommodate what she had in mind.
"I'm not a dyke," Christine pointed out, hating that word, although she did stand up and begin approaching Tori, to comply with her friend's nasty order.
"Cunt muncher, pussy licker, pearl diver, dyke, lesbo, boob lover, whatever," Tori shrugged. "Just semantics."
"No. Unless you deny the existence of nuances, you're just plain wrong about that. Dykes only go for women, and they're usually dominant," Christine explained pedantically. But nevertheless she pulled Tori's ass cheeks apart. She then turned to Patrick and added, "Plus, this bi-girl also likes dicks; for instance, ones just like yours."
"Just love on my boobs," Tori ordered, never having had a woman do that to her before.
"Yeah, yeah, you got it," Christine agreed, not unwillingly, as she knelt down next to her friend, wrapped her arms around her, and began kissing her right breast.
"Oh yes... worship my body, my sexy slu"s," Tori moaned, all of this intimate attention feeling so good!
"Shit," Patrick said as he sat down on an ottoman to watch... or rather to stare... this easily being the hottest action he'd ever seen, either live or on video.
Tracy was surprised by how much she enjoyed eating Tori's pussy... and how it just seemed natural.

Christine swirled her tongue around Tori's butthole, in awe of what had already transpired, what she was now doing, and what might still lie ahead for them all tonight.
"That dick is mine next," Tori dibbed, her orgasm about to erupt.
"Actually, I plan on sharing my wealth equally with all three of you," Patrick counter offered.
"Oh, fuck! Eat my cunt! Eat my asshole! Fuck yes!" Tori babbled, as she came.
Tracy was surprised by her sudden facewash, as a torrent of girl-cum squirted out to coat her entire face, so in a matter of just a few minutes, she'd received two varieties of facials.
Tori trembled uncontrollably, while her first orgasm from sex with another person in years coursed through her and flooded out.

Patrick stroked his dick while he watched the wild sex culmination, before asking, confident the acclaim would be unanimous, "And for our next act, which of you sexy ladies want some of my big, hard cock?"
"I do!" Tori cried out even though she was still coming, clutching Tracy's head.
"Me too!" Christine joined in.
"Me three!" Tracy quipped unoriginally, pulling her head back, desperately wanting that dick inside her.
"Then all three of you face the sofa and line up on all fours, facing away from me," Patrick ordered.
"I like a man who knows what he wants," Tori said, slowly getting to her feet, to take the half dozen or so steps required of her.
"I like a man who knows what a woman wants," Tracy said, as she also got into position.
"And I like a man who can keep it up," Christine completed the chorus, as she too knelt down on all fours.
Tracy was kneeling on her left, Tori on her right, and Patrick was staring down at the three hot naked women, all on all fours, their asses posing temptingly for him.
"You're all very good girls," he praised, as he knelt down behind Tori.
"Wrong idea. Make us bad girls," Tori said, wiggling her ass at him.
"Like this?" Patrick slid into Tori's wet pussy, and he began moaning immediately. He'd secretly wanted to fuck these three babes for a long time, and now it was happening!




"Oh yes, give me that dick!" Tori moaned as well, loving how his big dick was stretching her long-neglected pussy, reaching depths her husband couldn't possibly achieve, not even if he was still interested.
"Such a lovely tight pussy," Patrick praised.
"I'm pretty much a virgin, it's been so long," Tori moaned, as Patrick gave her a count of exactly ten strokes, and then pulled out.
"Noooooooo," Tori whined, her pleasure just beginning to rise.
"My turn," Christine said, dying to feel a real cock inside her pussy for the first time in what felt like forever, although she'd greatly enjoyed that plastic dick drilling her earlier.
"No, me next," Tracy pleaded, the only woman here who had yet to have a dick of any kind inside her pussy in over a year.
Patrick chose the adjacent woman and slid into Christine, assuring everyone, "I'll make sure you all get dicked good."

"You call it 'dicked good'?" Tori laughed, that phrase sounding so strange coming from the normally grammatically precise Patrick.
"Should I call it 'dicked hard'?" Patrick asked playfully, as he slid slowly in and out of Christine.
"Yes please, dick me harder," Christine begged, not wanting to be made love to, but to get fucked.
"My turn," Tracy said impatiently.
"Yes, yes," Patrick said, pulling out of one warm pussy, and sliding smoothly into the next.
"Oh, fuck yes," Tracy moaned. "Fuck me, Patrick. Fuck my pussy hard!"
Which he did, while Tori and Christine watched and waited for their turns again.

Patrick kept count, wanting to be certain each woman received the exact same number of strokes.
"Back to me, Patrick," Tori demanded.
And for a couple minutes, Patrick progressed systematically around the three pussies.
Ten deep thrusts each, and by request, no longer gentle ones.
Ten bouncing back poundings from the girls.
Ten hard, fast slams from him.
Three girls, all wanting more.
"My ass next, Patrick, please fuck my ass!" Tracy begged, as he approached her.
"Your ass?" he gasped. "You're sure?"
"Yes please, just slide that monster into my asshole," Tracy cried out.
"Okay," he said, having never fucked anybody's ass before.
"And then you can plug my ass," Christine begged.
"Fuck it," Tori said, having never had a dick... or anything at all... inside her ass before. "Why not? Do my ass, too."
"I'll go get some lube," Christine said, getting up and heading upstairs to her bedroom.
"I don't need any fucking lube, Patrick. Just please slam that dick inside my asshole right now!" Tracy pleaded. "I can take it!"
"Okay," he said again, although still dubiously, with his cock positioned at her backdoor.
"Go ahead, take her at her word. Just shove it in her ass," Tori urged, wanting to see that big dick filling Tracy's ass... or anyone's... the very idea was so taboo, kinky and hot.
"Okay," Patrick repeated. He pushed forward, and his dick slowly disappeared between her ass cheeks, and into a tight hole that seemed as hot as lava. "Oh, God! Are you okay, Tracy?"
"Oh... Yes... I'm so okay!" Tracy moaned, her ass being filled slowly, a mixture of pleasure and pain swarming inside her, just like it used to... just the way she'd always liked it.
"You're so tight!" Patrick groaned, awed by how snug the hole was.
"Oh, yeah. Fuck her ass!" Tori urged, watching intently.
"Without any lube?" Christine asked in astonishment, returning with a bottle.

"Nope, no lube at all! Our experienced ass slut took that big dick into her ass sooo easily," Tori reported gleefully.
"Okay, but you'll want some lube for your virginal hole," Christine prescribed, as she coated her fingers and generously lathered Tori's asshole, inside and out.
"Yeah! Now go ahead and really fuck my ass, Patrick," Tracy demanded. "Don't make love to it, just rip it apart with your big, mother fucking dick!"

"Okay," Patrick said, still in awe that his cock was inside his friend's ass.
"That feels really good," Tracy said. "But pull out for a moment, and lie down on your back. I want to fuck myself on your bone."
Patrick did, and Tracy slammed herself down on him, then started pumping herself like a maniac.
"Wow, this is intense!" Patrick growled.
"You're telling me?!" she growled back. "Let's not stop until I come, okay?"
"Okay. But you're nasty!"
"Thanks, you are too!"
"This may feel weird at first," Christine warned her virginal ass pupil.
"What willlllll?" Tori began to ask... but then she found out when she felt Christine's finger inside her ass.
"I'm going to gape your tight little asshole a bit, so you can take Patrick's dick inside it without too much pain," Christine explained, as she wiggled her finger around inside.

""Oh God,"" Tori moaned, feeling some mild pain, but also lots of pleasure coursing through her while she was getting anally finger fucked.
"Such a tight cute little asshole," Christine crooned, as she slid a second finger into her friend's asshole, while she enjoyed the role reversal of being the one in charge.
""Oh, fuck!"" Tori gasped, as her asshole was stretched. An intense clash of pleasure and pain were confronting each other inside the battleground of her ass.
"Oh, yes Patrick, that's exactly what I need! Ream my shithole, ream it good," Tracy moaned, as Patrick began really fucking her ass... loving the intense tightness of it, plus the pleasure of defying the wicked cliché taboo against ass fucking someone in the ass.
"Come and fuck Tori's ass now, Patrick," Christine instructed, after she'd gaped the hole thoroughly with her two fingers.
"Right away, ma'am."" he said.
"No, keep fucking my ass," Tracy objected, clenching her ass cheeks, and thus making her asshole even tighter.
"Oooooooh, God," Patrick groaned, as he pulled out of the vice grip of Tracy's ass. He went over to Tori and asked, "Are you sure you want this big rod inside your ass?""
""I think so. When in Rome..."" Tori replied, as Christine pulled her fingers out.
""Okay,"" he said, as he got moved behind her and looked at the inviting hole.
""Go slowly, especially at first,"" Christine cautioned. ""Tori's ass isn't used to a big dick in there like Tracy's is."
"Hey, what's with the insult?" Tracy objected. She sat down on the floor with her legs spread wide as she watched, kind of looking forward to watching Tori's face when that large eight-inch cock plunged deep inside her ass for the first time.
"What insult?" Christine shrugged. "You're an ass slut, and so am I. There's nothing wrong with that."
"No, there isn't," Tracy agreed, reassured.
"Come to think of it Tori, since this is your first time, I think we can make this even easier for you. Crouch on your feet with your hands on the floor, and stick your ass back as far as you can. And Patrick, just hold onto her body however works, while you sodomize her. But go very gently at first. Do your best to help her to relax while you stretch her ass."
After they'd readjusted their positions, Patrick slowly slid his cock into the virginal backdoor.
"Ooooooooh," Tori whimpered, as the big dick gradually violated her ass.
"Remember to breathe, Tori. And breathe deeply," Christine instructed. She touched herself as she watched Patrick's cock disappearing into her friend's ass.
"So hot," Tracy said, rubbing her slightly stiff neck while she watched.

"Oh God," Tori groaned, biting her lip, the pleasure-pain competition currently being won by the pain... yet somehow... oddly... in a pleasurable way.
"I can stop if you want," Patrick offered, detecting some discomfort in Tori's movements.
"No, don't you dare stop," Tori objected. "I want your dick buried in my ass. But please go slowly, just like you're doing."
"Okay," Patrick agreed, and he continued.
Christine picked up the strap-on and fastened it onto herself, curious to know what it would feel like not just to wear it, but actually to use it... and Tracy looked more than ready to take another dick in her ass.
"Oh God, you're so big," Tori moaned, as Patrick's cock kept drilling deeper and deeper into her ass.
"And you're so tight," Patrick replied, moving at a snail's pace inside Tori's butt.
Once her cock was fastened in place, Christine went over to Tracy, who was closely watching Tori getting her ass reamed, and she asked, "Ready to be my very first ass slut?"
"Oh, yes please," Tracy agreed, looking back to see Christine kneeling behind her.
"Oh God," Tori moaned, as she felt Patrick's body nestled against her butt for the first time.
"I'm no virginal Tori, just slam that big dick in my ass," Tracy ordered, as Christine placed her hands on her hips.
"I've no problem with that," Christine replied, as she admired her friend's ass. She positioned her cock and slid it inside the butthole, which was still slightly gaped from Patrick's earlier fucking.
"Are you all the way inside, Patrick? Yes? Then fuck her ass," Tracy moaned as her own ass was filled.
Patrick did slowly begin fucking Tori's ass, enjoying its intense tightness, plus his being the first person ever to fuck her anally.
"Oh shit," Tori moaned, the pleasure and pain still battling each other, with neither side winning at this point. Which meant the pleasure was gaining.
"So tight," Patrick said, in awe of the vacuum-like suction on his dick.
"Oh yes, pound my back door," Tracy moaned, feeling nothing but pleasure while Christine ass fucked her, full steam ahead.
"Oh yeah!" Christine cried out, feeling such a rush from being the one doing the fucking, from having all the control.
For a couple minutes, Patrick ass fucked Tori slowly and gently, while Christine really reamed Tracy's ass.

The pleasure team finally winning the battle inside Tori's ass, she started wanting more. So she moaned, "This is finally getting really good! Please fuck my ass harder now, Patrick."
"Okay, but just keep telling me how you want it while we continue," Patrick said, excited by the possibility that soon he might be giving Tori a rough ass fucking similar to the one Christine was pounding into Tracy.
"Oh, God! You really know how to use that dick," Tracy moaned, her second orgasm rising.
Moans... whimpers... and the slapping sounds of bodies slamming into each other echoed through the room, as Tori and Tracy were sodomized.
"Oh, Yeah! Even harder now," Tori moaned. Pleasure was now consuming her, and she brought a hand to her pussy and rubbed her burning lust.
"Yes! Drill my asshole, Christine," Tracy moaned, now bouncing back to take the cock as deep into her ass as possible.
Christine was sweating freely. Doing the man's job was a lot more work than she'd anticipated.
Patrick thought this was his best workout in a while, as he too was sweating, while he demolished Tori's asshole.
"Oh, fuck yes, ass fuck me baby," Tracy moaned, nearing another orgasm.
"Oh, fuck! Fuck, mother fucker!" Tori screamed as her orgasm struck her from Christine's deep drilling of her spread-eagled ass.

"What a dirty ass slut," Christine teased, as she watched Tori coming.
"Fuck you and the horse that rode you in," Tori responded weakly and nonsensically, collapsing forward.
"Come and fuck my ass now Patrick, while I keep fucking Tracy's," Christine ordered, an unusual sex position she'd seen in porn, but she hadn't ever experienced.
"Really?" he asked, going over to her.
"Fuck yes," Christine growled, pausing deep inside Tracy's ass.
"And hurry up about it," Tracy demanded, not at all happy about the cessation of action inside her ass.
"Sorry if I'm getting a bit slow. You three hotties are really giving me a workout," Patrick said, his cock still throbbing while he positioned it behind Christine.
"Just slide it inside me, baby," Christine said. "I'm all slick and ready for you," excited to test drive this combo position.
"Okay," Patrick said, in awe that he was on the verge not only of having fucked, but also having ass fucked all three of these MILFs.
He slid his cock easily inside Christine, and once he was all the way in, she instructed, "Okay, Patrick. Now back out and then push back inside me, beginning slowly, and we'll try to run this locomotive in unison."
"Sure," Patrick said.
Tori finally completed her long orgasm, while she watched the sex train gearing up. Then not wishing to be the lone gal out, she laid herself down in front of the locomotive of the train, and ordered, "Get snacking, Tracy."
"You love making me eat your pussy, don't you?" Tracy said. "Not that I'm complaining," as she bent down to eat her friend's pussy... her new favourite snack.
"Since you like it so much, I think you'll be dining on it a lot from now on," Tori said, knowing that following this wild night of lust being unleashed among this quartet, there'd be no going back.
"Agreed. But real soon, I'll expect you to be munching on mine too," Tracy moaned, as the train continued accelerating smoothly, now approaching high speed.

"Oh, fuck! I want some more of that too, in both directions: there'll be a lot of cunt munching between us from now on," Christine added, picturing herself dining on both of her friends regularly.
"I hope there'll be more sexual workouts with a certain big-dicked guy having a chance to take part as well," Patrick said, as he and Christine reached top speed in perfect unison.
"Oh, yes! All my holes will always be open to my best big-dicked fuck buddy," Tracy offered between licks.
"All of mine, too," Tori agreed.
"Then I guess now we're all your willing three-hole cum-sluts, Patrick," Christine moaned, thoroughly enjoying his rapidly plunging dick in her ass. "And there's no way our slutty pots are entitled to hurl insults at Erica's kettle."
"If you gals want to be self-proclaimed sluts, then I'll always need to be available to help y'all live up to that high calling," Patrick completed the deal.
For the next few minutes, there were only the moaning (and squelching) sounds of sex.
Tori was moaning while Tracy licked her pussy, with multiple orgasms anticipated in her near future!
Tracy was moaning and almost ready to come again, just from the exhilaration of eating Tori's pussy in such close proximity to Christine's strap-on pummelling her ass.
Christine was moaning while she both gave and received simultaneously.
Patrick grunted, while he unexpectedly deposited a load inside Christine's ass.
"Oh, yes! You just came in my ass," Christine moaned, as she felt her bowels being coated with warm cum.
"Where's my next load?" Tracy demanded. Patrick had now deposited two loads... one on Tracy's face and the other in Christine's ass, so just like receiving her foot massage last, she was once again the last girl in the queue.
"Oh, I know exactly where it is," Christine said ominously, just as she also came from their marathon ass fucking session.
Patrick pulled out once he was spent, and Christine pulled out of Tori, discarded her fake dick, then went around to Tracy, who was still lying on her back, and she lowered her ass onto her face... Patrick's cum dribbling down onto Tracy's face.
"You bitch," Tracy gasped, as the discoloured cum splattered onto her.
"Eat my asshole, slut," Christine ordered, feeling very wicked.
"I will because I'm a saint, but you're gonna pay for this," Tracy said blasphemously, before she obeyed by rimming the gaped asshole, to retrieve Patrick's cum from inside.
"That's it Tracy, eat my asshole," Christine ordered.

The act was humiliating, but also satisfying, as Tracy licked and sucked the cum out of the gaped asshole.
After a minute, Christine moved slightly, and next she dropped her pussy onto her friend's face. "Now eat my cunt."
"Fuuuuuck," Tracy groaned, not being left out, since Tory was attacking her clit while Tracy tried to do the same to Christine's.
"That's it, eat my pussy, Tracy," Christine ordered. "Eat it good."

Tracy came on Tori's amazing tongue, but her screams were muffled while she continued licking Christine.
As her orgasm came close, Christine began urgently grinding her pussy up and down on Tracy's face.
Tracy licked the best she could, while her face was used roughly in a way she'd never imagined might happen to her.
Finally, while Tori and Patrick watched closely, Christine erupted, flooding Tracy's face with voluminous cum.

Tracy lapped up her friend's cum, savouring the tangy taste.
A couple minutes later, all four friends... having now fully established that they were 'Friends with Benefits' in every possible configuration of couplings... were still naked and sitting together on the couch... Patrick and Christine cuddling together and idly touching each other at one end, and Tori and Tracy doing the same at the other end.

"That was crazy fun," Tracy said.
"Yeah, way crazier fun than the books we've been reading and discussing," Christine agreed.
"I can't believe we did all that," Patrick said.
"And I cheated on my husband..." Tori said, "...a lot! Can't say I'm sorry I did it, though."
"And you lost your anal cherry," Christine added.
"And you ate pussy for the first time," Tracy added.
"So did both of you," Tori pointed out. "So... I've got an idea for what to read next Thursday," a plethora of wicked ideas spinning round and round in her head.
"Oh? What's that?" Christine asked as she casually took hold of Patrick's still semi-erect cock.
"Have you girls ever read any erotica?" Tori asked.
"Of course," Tracy said, no longer the least bit shy in this company. "Too much of it, actually."



"Do you know an author named silkstockingslover?" she asked.
"Of course," Tracy repeated, having come many times while reading her stories. "I'd imagine just about everyone reads her stuff!"
Christine added, "Her lesbian stories are partly responsible for my growing interest in women, and learning I was right... most men are assholes." <Warning: Author's shameless self-aggrandizement in progress.>
"Hey!" Patrick objected.
"And a select few of them have big cocks and generous natures, so they can do a great job of reaming my asshole," Christine grinned. "Better, Patrick?"
"Much better. Just sign me up to do that for you anytime." Then, "I've never heard of that author," he admitted.
"But you will, beginning next week," Tori assured him. "How about next Thursday we all get naked here in Christine's house, then take turns reading some of her stories to each other, while we act out the good parts? And better yet, I've already corresponded with Jasmine Walker some, so if I wrote down everything we did during the last couple of days and sent it to her, she might decide to put it into her own words, and post it on Literotica. Maybe with pictures!"
Of course they all agreed, but that's a story perhaps for another time.
"I've got another idea," Christine added. "How about we go on some field trips for some naked playing on the weekends? I'm sure that between us all, we can come up with some exciting places to visit."
"Great idea!" everyone else agreed.
EPILOGUE:
Here are a couple of snapshots from one of their weekend outings:
A nude beach. (In the pic, the bartender (named Maysoon) is reassuring Christine and Patrick, "The management is highly in favour of public sex, so even though I know you two are fucking right now, don't worry." And the Asian girl (Ru Yi) who's riding her black boyfriend (Daniel) Cowgirl style, is giving our bookish friends a friendly wave.)



Then under Maysoon's tutelage, they take the party underwater for a while, where which way is up is optional.
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Office Gangbang
Summary: Evil boss is turned into company fuck toy.
Note 1: This is a 2023 Halloween Story so please vote.
Note 2: This is another twisted tale suggested by Breezy.
Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing.
Office Gangbang
"She's a fucking bitch," Randall flamed, as he slammed his briefcase down on our kitchen counter.
I'd just gotten home from school a few minutes earlier... I was attending law school. I'd had just enough time to change into my evening wear, today consisting of all red lingerie and stockings. Now I was cutting vegetables for dinner, while I asked, "She who?"
"My new boss," he said. "Her name is Thandie."
"You didn't get the promotion?" I asked, astonished. I'd expected him to be in a festive mood tonight, which was why I was dressed in one of my fuck-me-now outfits. I asked, surprised by the highly unusual name, "Thandie?"
"Not only did they fail to give me the promotion, but she decided to give it to some woman from New York... who's only been working for us for three months," he said furiously.
"I thought Chris told you it was definitely yours," I said, going to my husband to give him a big hug.
"He did."
I saw the devastation in his eyes. "Did you ask her why she overruled Chris's decision?" I asked, knowing my husband was often rather timid in the office... unlike in the bedroom, where he was always up for treating me like a slut... which I loved.
"No," he sighed, as I held him close to me.
"Honey, we've already talked about your being more assertive at work," I stressed. This wasn't the first time he'd been passed over for a promotion. And every time, someone with more charm and charisma than my husband was awarded the plum job, even though their sales record was far inferior to his. My husband Randall easily sold the most insurance policies in his company, and even in our state.
"I know, I know," he sighed. "But what difference does it make now? The decision has been made."
"Perhaps," I said, not sure about this new woman's agenda. "But in my opinion, there's always a way to change things."
"I don't know," he said.
"Maybe it's time fore you to branch out, take all your clients with you, maybe even most of the staff, and give your upper management the greatest 'fuck you' ever," I suggested, making the same point I'd made to him the last two times he'd been passed over for a promotion.
"You know? Maybe I should," he agreed for the first time, as I lowered myself to my knees and unbuckled his belt.
It's worth mentioning that our relationship has always centred around lots of sex ever since we first met... and almost immediately fucked each other at a frat party in front of a mixed-gender crowd. (I was attending college, while he was an alumnus of the fraternity.) We've also fucked in every room of our house, and on (or in) every piece of furniture capable of surviving our playtime. And while the term freeuse has become popular in the past couple of years, our relationship has always been freeuse... even though that isn't a term we've ever used.
For example, I'll suck his cock anywhere, bend over and get fucked anywhere, and take it up my ass anywhere (the latter only if some lube is available... unless I'm drunk, in which case, bring it on anyway!)
I've blown him on an airline while a chubby, middle-aged man in the aisle seat watched us, in a few Ubers, under tables at restaurants, in movie theatres, and many other locations.
We've fucked in public bathrooms, in changing rooms in clothing stores, in the pastor's office during a church service (although we got caught... luckily it wasn't our church, or even our city) and in city parks in semi-secluded locations.
By the way, in spite of our many adventures, we've only been married for two years. I'm only twenty-three, while my big-dicked husband is thirty-five.
Some of you may be judging our twelve-year age gap, but I disagree. I've always had a thing for older men, having lost my virginity on prom night, not to my date, but to the hot, late forties high school principal in his office, while my date was looking everywhere for me!
Older men know how to fuck. They know how to treat a woman... especially a submissive woman like myself... actually I'm a switch, comfortable in either role, but in the bedroom, I invariably submit to my husband. I'm an unashamed slut, who'll do anything in the bedroom for my man. No, I take that back: so long as we were having sex, our location... bedroom or not... was irrelevant/
But if sex isn't currently on the menu, e.g. in public, I'm quite the spitfire, confident in who I am, not anyone you'd ever want to fuck with... likely because of my Irish blood.
At the time of this narration, I was working on my law degree, and also interning part time with my husband's firm.
"Do you think we could actually pull that off?" he asked.
I wished his confidence in the bedroom would translate to similar behaviour and confidence at the office. But it didn't. Which was a shame, because he was great at his job and well-liked by everyone... which perhaps were considered character flaws in the business world... he wasn't the least bit ruthless.
On the other hand, I'd always done whatever it took to get what I wanted... and in this case, what we both wanted.
"I know we can," I said confidently, his rarely flaccid glorious eight-inch dick flopping free as I pulled his pants and boxer briefs down, in one smooth movement. "You've got the clients, the business sense, the passion, and the charm.," I said, as I swirled my tongue around his thick cock head. I'm not going to lie, I fell in love with his thick, curved eight-inch cock before I fell in love with him. I was long accustomed to men who knew what they wanted, and took it... you know, assholes. Yet none of them had a cock even close to the sheer majesty of Randall's. And while Randall was a good fuck, and he regularly pounded me hard through multiple orgasms, he also knew how to use his tongue, when to fuck me harder, when to slap my clit to make me scream and erupt, and also when to tease the fuck out of me.
In essence, he was the kind of man that most women I knew wanted... successful, good-looking, financially stable, and from a good family. His parents had taken a liking to me immediately, which had been without a doubt my biggest concern in the earliest stages of our relationship... would his parents accept someone so much younger than their son? They did, and I quickly became the daughter they'd never had... although ironically, they already had an actual daughter.
"Then I could do things my way," he said, his dick hardening in my hand.
"You could take all your clients with you, and likely most of the staff," I added, moving down to his hairless balls, and to all the juices washing around down there.
"You think most of the staff would come with me?" he asked, as I took a ball into my mouth.
I swirled the ball around in my mouth for a few seconds before responding. "Honey, why wouldn't they?"
"Various reasons. Stability, risk, career suicide," he listed off while I bathed his cock, which was now completely stiffened.
"They'll follow you," I assured him, slithering my wet tongue back up his hard shaft.
"I still don't know," he said. His lack of confidence was frustrating, and a bit of a turn-off.
"You need to take charge at work, just like you do in the bedroom," I said, gazing up at him from my submissive position.
He slid his cock into my mouth, placed his hands on both sides of my head, and began face fucking me. "So," he said, his bedroom confidence always rising once his lower head had taken control, "you want me to fuck the bitch, just like I fuck you?"
He was being playful and didn't mean it, but then an idea popped into my head. I couldn't tell him about it, since his dick was in my mouth pumping away, but that was likely a good omen... since this was something I'd have to deal with, because he'd chicken out like he always did whenever a pivotal and inevitable confrontation took place.
After a couple minutes of rough face fucking, he pulled me up, spun me around, bent me over, slid his dick into my pussy, and began really hate fucking me... I got the best fuckings when he was pissed off, and he took it out on my mouth, pussy or ass.
I came twice, before he unloaded a massive load all over my face.
"Feel better?" I asked, scooping a wad of cum off my face, and sucking it into my mouth.
"Much better," he said as he collapsed onto the bed.
"When I come in tomorrow, I'll check out this bitch," I said, curious about meeting her. I had an image in my mind of what she probably looked like and how she'd behave... and I was curious to learn how accurate I was.
"Okay," he said, himself again. All of his stress from work always evaporated once he'd dropped a load.
As I went to the kitchen sink so I could wash my face, I thought to myself, Tomorrow I'll meet this bitch.
.....
Unfortunately, the next day at school I got busy working on a paper that was due in a couple of days, lost track of the time, so I didn't make it to Randal's workplace.
And worse, when I got home, he was already there, looking even more frazzled than yesterday.
"Sorry, honey," I said, "I lost track of time, working on this paper..."
"She's planning to fire a bunch of people," he told me.
"Seriously?"
"Yeah. She's throwing her weight around like she owns the place," he said, as he came over to me and began pulling down his shorts... he'd already changed out of his business attire.
I dropped to my knees and asked, "So what did you do?"
"I tried talking to her, but she just dismissed me without listening to a word I said," he said, as he slid his dick into my mouth.
That didn't surprise me. He didn't do well with strong, assertive women... except for me. He'd been raised as a real Momma's boy. His mother had been in politics, and she was as no-nonsense as they came.
"I'll have to really assert myself, before she'll take me seriously," he said as he fucked my face.
I sighed inwardly, since that likely wouldn't happen the way we needed it to, even if he got his balls up and actually took a stand. I couldn't understand why he couldn't be as assertive with her and with other women as he always was with me... although I'd had to train him to become the way he now was at home. It had taken some time.
After a couple minutes, he pulled out and asked, as he pulled me to my feet and pulled my dress up and over my head, "What do you think I should do?"
"Exactly what you said you needed to do," I said, now wearing only panties, thigh highs and a bra. I slipped out of my panties.
"Yeah, right," he nodded doubtfully, already unsure of himself.
"Randall, you need to be as assertive with her, as you were a moment ago with me," I said, as he went to the couch and sat down. Which meant it was time for me to ride him.
"I know, I know," he said, "but...."
"But what?"
"She's so intimidating."
As I straddled him and lowered my pussy onto his dick, I pointed out, "She can't be any more intimidating than your mother is."
"Pretty damn close," he disagreed, as he reached around and unclasped my bra.
"But what have you got to lose?" I asked, as I began slowly grinding on him, while he sucked on my nipples.
"I don't want my colleagues... my friends... to lose their jobs."
"Fair enough," I said. Everyone who worked there were great people. The employees at his branch were all people we considered close and steadfast friends.
"And I'm seriously considering starting my own firm," he said, which surprised me.
"Really?"
"Yes," he said. "But it will take months for me to raise enough money and to lease the right building, especially with Christmas only two months away."
"Good point," I said. The company Christmas bonuses were traditionally very generous, and ours paid for our annual summer two-week holiday... and this year we'd been planning an extended month-long trip to Europe.
"Yeah," he said, "and now I'm worried she'll fire some of us before Christmas, which will mean no bonuses at all for those people."
"Fuck," I sighed, as he sucked hard on my nipple.
"I know," he said.
"Does she know about the Halloween staff party?"
"No idea."
"She needs to. And make sure she plans on going," I said, a wicked idea forming in my head.
"Why?"
"Just leave the details to me," I smiled nefariously. I had a gift for turning straight women into my lesbian pets, and sometimes getting them to become complete sluts, too. I'd turned my best friend's mom into my lesbian pet one night at a sleepover, after my friend had gone to bed. I'd also turned my favourite professor Mrs. Walker into my lesbian pet, and now she ate my pussy after school at least once a week, while I sat on her desk and admired a picture of her and her husband kissing. And recently I turned the bitchiest professor on campus into my personal sex slave, and I brought her home to be our freeuse slut for the weekend, including during Randall's poker night. I had a gift for drawing even the straightest women into my web of seduction.
It's worth saying at this point, that my husband and I were far from monogamous. You could even say quite accurately that both of us were often unfaithful, except that we never kept any secrets from each other. If one of us technically strayed, then when we came home, we immediately told our partner all about it, and the telling always led to our having great sex! Neither of us felt we 'owned' our sweetheart, which meant if one of us had some great sex with some third party, jealousy was never an issue... especially since we frequently brought our paramours home for some wild threesomes.
"Whatever you have in mind, I'm not sure it will work," he said. "She's a real ice queen."
"No worries, I'll melt the bitch," I said. Very few women were able to resist my charms. Little did he know that one of the ice queens I'd once melted was his own mother, who'd dined on my pussy just a few minutes before I walked down the aisle... my pussy juice on her lips during the entire service... and she'd done repeat performances every couple of months ever since.
"I hope so," he said.
"Is she hot?" I asked.
He didn't answer, which of course told me she was.
"How hot is she?" I asked, pausing in grinding my pussy on his dick.
"Physically? She's very beautiful," he said. "With huge tits."
"Interesting," I said. My man was a tit guy, which was the asset I didn't have much of. My tits were firm, and they fit my small, tight frame perfectly, but he happened to love big ones. And back to my point about potential jealousy, instead of feeling insecure about my so-called lack, fairly often I brought voluptuous women home to share with him.
"She uses her looks and body to get whatever she wants," he added.
"Funny, I use my looks, body, and brain to get whatever I want," I said. Being a typical blue-eyed, blonde bombshell, most people saw me as sexy and beautiful, but very few of them noticed I was smart. The number of times I'd gotten... in both the past and the present... looks of utter shock when I mentioned I was attending law school were too many even to begin to count.
"Yeah, you really do," he agreed, as he lifted me off of him and placed me on the couch.
"You know it," I purred, as I got onto all fours, unsure about which hole he'd decide to plunder next.
"Fuck, I'm such a lucky man," he said, as he brought his dick to my pussy and rubbed it up and down, teasing me... which likely meant he was about to use my asshole, and would be using my wetness as lube. My asshole was easily able to take his dick without lube anyway... but it helped.
"You really are," I moaned, as his cock head teased me, just before he slid into my pussy and began fucking me.
"I'll talk to her tomorrow," he said.
"Just be assertive," I moaned.
"I can do that," he said, as he pulled out and slid his dick into my asshole, just like I'd anticipated.
"Oooooooooh, yes, just like that," I moaned. "Be the man, and take charge."
"Yeah," he said. "I'll show her who's boss."
"That's it, baby," I moaned, as he started fucking my asshole.
"Yeah, I'll make everything crystal clear," he said, his confidence soaring, as he pumped his dick in my asshole. Giving him confidence was simple... just get him to fuck me. If only that was always possible.
"Good. Now pound my asshole, baby," I moaned, not able to keep up much of a conversation whenever he was balls deep in my ass.
Ten minutes later, each of us came almost simultaneously. And as he unloaded in my asshole, he said confidently, "I'll do it. I'll deal with her first, and then with the head office. That promotion should have been mine."
"Exactly," I said.
.....
The next day... Friday... he came home and said, "The bitch didn't even come in today."
"Figures," I said.
"And the rumours are, she's going to cut the staff substantially."
"Including you?"
"I don't think so," he said, "I have the highest numbers in the company. But almost everyone else is at risk."
"Fuck," I said.
"Well, deal with it first thing on Monday," I suggested as I finished getting ready for a night out. We were going out to dinner to celebrate the fourth anniversary of the day we met...which we celebrated every year... which he'd remembered... although I had no idea which day we first met. He was my sweet, romantic man.
.....
On Monday morning, I stopped by after my first class, to meet this woman. I had to admit she was indeed beautiful, and she could compete with me in any contest to get men and women's attention. She was a redhead with green eyes, was tall, immaculately dressed, and she clearly could command all the attention in a room.
I immediately knew I was going to bring her down to her knees... literally.
I went to talk to Cassandra, asking what she was wearing for tomorrow's Halloween party, "Can't tell you, it's a surprise," she said.
"Will the new boss be there?" I asked, looking over, and seeing she was looking right at me. I was wearing every man's jerk off fantasy... a plaid skirt, white blouse, and pantyhose... sexy, yet office appropriate.
"I can't imagine she'd lower herself to spending any non-working time with us," Cassandra said, her voice dripping with contempt.
"But we need to make sure she attends," I insisted.
"Really? Why?"
"Because I have a plan to put her in her rightful place..." I said, my devious smile on my face, "...between my legs,"
"No way," she grinned. Cassandra and I had played around many times... sometimes with Randall, sometimes not.
"Way," I responded, glancing over and seeing the redheaded beauty still looking my way. There was only one way to interpret her ongoing attention... she was enamored with me. A woman with her beauty almost 100% for sure at least occasionally had sex with women. And speaking from experience as a woman with similar beauty, lesbians, and even women who are just curious will readily succumb to your charms, or even beg to go down on you. It had happened to me many times, including just a couple of weeks ago in a Toronto hotel bar, where a woman in her fifties approached me... a stranger... and invited me up to her room. Five minutes later, I was sitting on her face in a huge suite and fucking her with a champagne bottle.
"Delicious," Cassandra smiled, glancing over at the new bitch boss.
"I know, I really am delicious," I smirked.
"She's coming this way," she warned me.
"Perfect," I said, not turning my head at all, just waiting to see what this bitch would say and do.
"Cassandra, I don't pay you to gossip with strangers all day," she said, her tone authoritative. Her first move was to show her power. Predictable.



I turned around, looked directly at her, and greeted, all gregarious and friendly, "Hi. I'm Molly."
"Hi," she said, trying to remain cold as ice, but my bright eyes and radiant smile were hard to deflect.
"I'm Randall's better half," I joked, like I always did whenever I introduced myself to people who knew him.
"You're Randall's wife?" she asked, her perplexed face telling me she couldn't believe it. This also happened lots. All his friends said he'd married out of his league. The age difference also factored in. So it wasn't uncommon for me to receive surprised looks when someone learned we were married.
"I'm a very lucky girl," I smiled. Then added, playfully, "if you know what I mean."
Still shocked, "How old are you?"
While I'm twenty-three, I look even younger, almost always getting ID'd at every restaurant when we order a bottle of wine with our dinner. "Twenty-three."
"Oh my," she said.
"I know. I look even younger."
"You look like you could still be in high school," she said, my attire also inferring I could be attending a private secondary school.
"I'm actually studying law in college," I mentioned.
"No way," she said, again a common reaction... that someone who looked like me could be smart.
"Yes, way," I said, mocking her, although I doubted she caught on. "It's a pleasure to meet you. Randall has told me a lot about you."
"I imagine he has."
"It's nice to put a face with the stories," I said, looking at my phone and saying, "I'd love to chat some more, but I need to get to my next class."
"Okay," she said, clearly still distracted by my beauty.
"You'll be coming to the Halloween party tomorrow. Right?" I asked.
"I don't think so," she said.
"But you must come," I insisted enthusiastically. She wouldn't get that I was actually hinting she'd be coming over and over, my wicked plan gaining steam as we spoke. "It's a great way to get to know your staff."
"I don't want to get to know my staff that well," she said bluntly, right in front of one of them.
"Please come. At least for a little while," I said encouragingly. "It'll be a blast!"
"Okay, I'll think about it."
"Please do," I said, going into full charm mode. "I'd love to get to know you better."
I then turned and walked away, giving her a perfect look at my amazing ass, sexily framed in my skirt, with the sexy seam down the backs of my nylon-clad legs.
I'd learned long ago to leave them dazed, confused, and wanting more.
Cassandra texted me a couple minutes later: She stared at you the entire time until you got in the elevator. Then she snapped at me.
I smiled.
She was mine.
That night, Randall stormed in, furious again, "Thanos is laying off half of the staff!"
"Thanos?"
"Yeah. We've all begun calling her that behind her back, because she's destroying everyone's world," he said... having forgotten the other nickname he'd used for her last week. (So had I.)
"Funny," I chuckled.
"Yeah. But laying off half the staff is horrible!"
"Half?" I repeated. The branch only had twelve employees.
"Yeah, which is utter bullshit, since we made a record profit this year," he said, as he poured himself a drink.
"Did you confront her?"
"I did," he said, "that's how I found out how many she's sacking."
"And what did you say to her?" I asked, as I went over to him.
"Nothing," he sighed, which of course didn't surprise me. He just wasn't good at confrontations.
"I specifically invited her to the Halloween party tomorrow night," I said, as I squeezed his dick, which tonight was as flaccid as could be.
"Really?" he asked. "No way she'll come."
"Oh, she'll be there," I assured him, confident in my allure. "And she'll be coming and coming and coming!"
"Oh, Molly! You're so wicked," he groaned, as I dropped to my knees and fished out his cock.
"Mmmmmmm, tomorrow night we'll turn the tables on her," I assured him, as I stroked his cock.
"Will I get to fuck her?" he asked, reading my plan from my tone... he'd already fucked quite a few women in our marriage that I'd seduced for him.
"Everyone will get to fuck her," I promised, as I licked his shaft. "We'll give her a special Orange Blossom passenger train welcome!"
"Choo, choo!" he joked as I took his dick in my mouth... we'd attended a couple of orgies together. I always loved watching him fuck other women, and vise versa.
We had a lengthy fuck session before we ordered some food to be delivered, and then we put our heads together, starting to create a business plan. If the firm wasn't going to give him the promotion and respect he deserved, then starting his own firm was the logical next step. In my opinion, it was the obvious next step, anyway.
.....
The next morning I said, "See if you can find out what she'll be wearing tonight."
"Why?"
"Then I'll try to get the same costume."
"Okay, I'll try."
"Otherwise I'll just go as a sexy, slutty cheerleader."
"Like the outfit you wore for our roleplaying session a couple weeks ago?"
"Yes, but even sluttier," I grinned. We did some roleplaying every couple of weeks, so I had a couple dozen outfits... for almost every imaginable fetish and kink. "And make sure she knows I'll be there."
"Okay. And I'll go as a firefighter... but with no axe."
.....
He couldn't find out about Thandie's costume, since she was hardly in the office at all that day, but he did confirm she'd be coming to the party, and she specifically asked him if I'd be there... which confirmed what I already knew... she wanted me.
So I stuck with a cheerleader outfit... with crotchless pantyhose... and of course no underwear.
At the party, we were a good hour in, all drinking and joking and having fun, but there was no sign of Thandie.
Randall asked me, "Think she's coming?"
"She'll be here," I said, ultra confident she'd arrive... showing up late was a standard power move.
Literally a couple minutes later, Thandie sauntered in, dressed provocatively as Elvira... in all black, including a black fishnet bodice that didn't even attempt to deemphasise her voluptuous breasts.
I had to admit she looked absolutely stunning and sexy.
With everyone watching, since they all knew the plan, I went over to her... sauntered over really... noticing that she was admiring my outfit, just like I was admiring hers. "I'm so happy you could make it," I greeted exuberantly, actually wrapping her in a hug, my face planting into her breasts because of our height difference... enhanced by her platform high heels.
"I figured it was the least I could do," she said.
I blew hot breath between her breasts and felt her tremble. "Well... welcome, welcome," I said, backing away. "We're just about to start bobbing for apples."
"I think I'll just watch," she said.
"Then come and get a drink," I offered.
"Sure," she said.
Half an hour and two drinks later, she headed for the washroom.
I followed her inside.
As soon as we were alone, I said, shifting into my seduction mode, "You've been staring at me ever since you got here."
"I wasn't staring," she lied, as she looked up and down my body.
"No?" I asked, placing my hands on my hips. "You're staring at me right now."
"Okay, you're right. I'm just impressed by how brazen your outfit is," she said. "And I still can't believe you're married to Randall."
"He's sweet and caring, and he has a big dick," I said bluntly.
"He's a pushover," she said.
I walked to her, "Not in the bedroom. He orders me around, and fucks me so good."
"I can't imagine," she said.
"Oh, I bet you can imagine it," I said, "you've been undressing me with your eyes all night."
I then went into a stall to go pee.
She went into the one next to mine.
A couple minutes later, after I heard her flush the toilet, I called out, "Thandie!"
"Yes?" she asked, as she exited her stall.
"Come in here," I ordered, having left my stall door unlatched when I entered it.
"What for?"
"I need your help," I said, keeping it vague.
"What for?" she repeated.
"Just come in here," I ordered, deliberately sounding impatient.
She came in, and saw me standing up with my skirt held high so she could clearly see my sweet, hairless pussy framed by my crotchless pantyhose.
She stopped just inside the stall and stared.
"Would you be a doll and wipe me?" I asked.
"That would be highly inappropriate," she said, although her eyes were locked on my perfect pink pussy... her eyes contradicting her words.
"Oh, stop pretending you don't want to wipe me clean..." I said, then I brought my left hand to my pussy lips and parted them wide, "...with your tongue."
"You're awfully sure of yourself, young lady," she said, breaking her diagonal stare and looking horizontally into my eyes.
I smiled as I said, oozing with my usual confidence, the excitement of getting another pet eager to please me in my sights, "Yes. Yes, I am confident, since I'm sure you're wet, in anticipation of eating my pussy." I then darted my hand under her dress and to her pussy, which was, as I'd expected, sopping wet.
"What are you dooooing?" she gasped and moaned simultaneously, although she didn't even remotely attempt to push my hand away.
"Just as I expected," I smiled sexily, as I rubbed her pussy through the very wet fishnets, "you're fucking dripping wet!"
Trying to recover some shred of her dignity, even as she continued letting me rub her pussy, "I'm only wet because you look so hot in your outfit, not because I want to eat your pussy."
"Riiiiiiight," I drawled, my tone dripping with sarcasm as I smirked at her... my hand still between her legs, rubbing her pussy.
"You're dying to eat my pussy," I said, but then asked, as I redirected my fingers to her clit, "but what makes you think you deserve to eat my perfect peach?"
"T-T-That's not what I meant," she stammered through her moans, as I played with her clit, weakening any resistance she might have had.
"No, that's exactly what you meant," I accused, "it's why you came to the party."
"And just why... exactly... am I here?"
"Because you thought you could seduce me, and thus demonstrate your superiority to my husband."
"You could do way better than him," she said, as I ripped a hole in her fishnets and slid a finger first inside her panties, then easily inside her pussy.
"Ooooooooh," she moaned.
"Actually, the company can do a lot better than you," I retorted, pumping my fingers in and out of her pussy.
"Excuse me?" she moaned.
"You're just another slut trying to use her looks to get what she wants."
"Isn't that exactly what you're doing right now?"
"Perhaps," I admitted, pulling my fingers out, placing both of my hands on her shoulders, and guiding her down to her knees.
There was a brief resistance, perhaps a couple of seconds, before she lowered herself in front of me.
"Now back to square one... clean me up with your tongue," I ordered, as I gently grabbed the back of her head and guided her face to my pussy.
"I shouldn't do this," she protested, but immediately followed those words with licking my pussy.
"Good slut," I moaned, gazing down upon her, as I slyly pulled out my phone and filmed her between my legs, lapping away.
For two or three minutes, I didn't say a word. I just filmed and enjoyed this older woman's tongue becoming more aggressive, and she even started moaning while she hungrily pleasured me.
"How do I taste, slut?" I asked.
"So good," she responded without looking up at me, just continuing her eager lapping.
"Do you like being my slut?"
"Mmhmmmmm," she agreed with a moan.
"Use words, slut," I ordered, placing my hand on her forehead, and pushing her away from my pussy.
She looked up as I took my hand away and began to answer, until she noticed my phone filming her, "Yes, I do like being... what the fuck are you doing?!"
"Filming my slut eating my pussy," I said matter-of-factly.
"Please stop!"
"Fine. You've cleaned my pussy well enough for now," I said, before pushing her against the wall and kissing her hard and possessively, before striding away... knowing the power of leaving her wanting more... and besides, I had enough video evidence for blackmail, in case I needed it.
I returned to the party, where the dancing had started, and the gaiety had risen in intensity.
When Thandie came out a few minutes later, her face was still red, and she was clearly still rattled. She came over to me and said, "We need to talk."
"Okay," I said.
"Alone," she said.
"Sure," I agreed, and she led me to her office. "Do you want to finish what you started?"
"No," she said, stopping just outside her office, but out of earshot of her employees, "I want that video deleted."
"Why would you want that? That video is the real you!"
"No, I make other women do that to me," she corrected.
"Mmmmmmm," I smiled, "so you're not unaccustomed to using your beauty and power to get women to eat your pussy?"
"And to fucking them with my strap-ons," she said, her normal confidence returning.
"Mmmmmmmm," I said. A new idea forming. "Want to get this party ranking as a ten?"
"How?"
"I assume you have a strap-on in your office."
"I do," she admitted. "Actually, I have a few."
"Then I propose a challenge."
"What kind of challenge?" she asked curiously, yet with some trepidation.
"We both put on strap-ons over our clothes before returning to the party, then during the evening, whichever of our dicks enters the other woman's pussy, wins," I explained.
"She wins what?"
"Title of top bitch, for one thing," I said. "But also if you win, I'll delete the video of you being my submissive cunt muncher."
"And if you win?
"You'll obey every order I give you."
"That's not very equitable."
"Okay, good point. Then if you win, I'll be your completely submissive slut for the rest of the night, including allowing you to fuck all my holes in front of everyone, including my husband," I offered generously, knowing that the chance to fuck me trifecta style while everyone watched, was too precious of a prize for her to pass up .
"Fine, you're on," she agreed, opening her office door, but then pausing to say, "You're going down."
"Like you did in the bathroom?" I challenged wickedly, knowing this bitchy woman wasn't accustomed to losing at anything. Hell, almost any guy or gal would do just about anything to fuck someone as beautiful and powerful as she was.
"That will be you very soon," she said, as she led me into her office.
"Sure, sure," I said, "except we both know you were completely at my whim in the bathroom."
"A momentary lack of judgement," she said, going to her desk and opening a drawer. "Pick your poison."
"It's hard to choose. Which one would you prefer in all of your holes?" I asked smugly.
"Oh, that's adorable," she patronised me, likely thinking her height and physical buff-ness advantage would give her an edge.
Except that I was a gymnast, in perfect physical shape, and a hell of a lot stronger than I appeared.
"You'll be adorable with this big dick up your asshole while your employees watch," I said grabbing an eight-inch but thin cock.
"Then I'll take this one," she said, grabbing a ten-inch monster... allowing her pride to supersede her common sense. If this contest ended up in a rolling-around on-the-floor battle, the smaller dick could maneuver itself into a pussy more quickly and easily than a larger one. Just one more advantage for me.
We each strapped the harnesses onto our own bodies, and I taunted, "Or do you just want to bend over right now and accept your destiny?"
"I don't think so," she smiled, as she admired my perfect body.
"So game on," I grinned, striding confidently out of her office.
"What's that for?" Randall asked immediately, although he'd seen me wearing such implements on many occasions... like just a couple weeks ago, when I brought home a hot cheerleader from college for a wild threesome, and we double penetrated her.
"The game is on," I said.
A moment later, Thandie marched out with her massive black dick standing proud, and she grabbed a drink... with her head held high, and confidence only matched by mine.
An hour later, with many drinks downed, especially by Thandie, and only a couple of half-hearted attempts to slide our dicks into each other... although she still had panties on and I didn't, which gave her a slight advantage... Cassandra called out, "It's costume contest time!"
I won't bore you with the next fifteen minutes, but it was eventually narrowed down to a final three... Thandie, Randall, and of course, yours truly.
I critiqued my opponent. "Thandie's outfit is pretty hot, and it showcases her body rather perfectly, although the actual Elvira wore silk black pantyhose, instead of slutty stripper fishnets."
"Says the blonde bimbo who's as predictable as they come, in a stereotypical cheerleader outfit and crotchless pantyhose," she rebutted.
"How could you possibly know she's wearing crotchless pantyhose?" Cassandra asked, since I'd told her what had transpired in the washroom.
"Yes, I freely admit that I'm wearing crotchless pantyhose, but how could you have known that?" I asked, sauntering over to her.
"I-I-I..." she stammered, not having a reasonable explanation for her oops.
"Plus, I should win, because unlike your fake tits, my B cups are all natural," I said, cupping my firm, perfect tits over my costume.
"Mine are completely natural too," she stated.
"Sure, sure," I said, not knowing if they were real or not, but having fun teasing her... since she was already a bit flustered.
"You don't believe me?" she barked.
"Nope, prove it," I challenged.
"You'd like that," she retorted.
Sensing I might lose, and I never lost, I pulled up my top and showed everyone my tits. "You see? Real."
"Holy shit!" Frank gasped, staring at my firm tits and very hard nipples.
"Mine are real too," Thandie said.
I went over to Casandra and asked, "Are mine truly real?"
Casandra cupped my tits and squeezed them every which way for half a minute, and reported, "Yes, they're undeniably real."
"Are they, Frank?" I asked, approaching him.
"Very real," he said, staring at them.
"Sorry, that's not good enough. They need a fondle test from you," I insisted.
"Ummm... Randall?" he dithered.
"No worries, pal. Be my guest," my hubby chuckled.
So Frank squeezed my boobs for a while, and when I invited him to, he even sucked my nipples. Then he said, "They certainly feel natural to me!"
Thandie was clearly proud of her tits, and she wouldn't back down from me, especially when I was calling her a liar in front of her staff. So she pulled down her dress to her waist, to reveal her huge... and indeed, natural tits.
"Holy shit!" Frank repeated.
"Nice," I said pushing her against a desk, bending down, and sucking on a nipple, while everyone watched in awe, and my strap-on just happened to wander between her legs.
"What are you doing?" she demanded, even though again she didn't try to stop me at all, and it was obvious what I was doing.
"Making you into my slut," I said, bringing my right hand to the hole I'd torn in her fishnets earlier, and I slid two fingers inside her wet, very wet pussy.
"Oh, Molly," she moaned, as I pumped two fingers inside her while everybody watched, and while she bit her lip and gripped the desk for balance.
Randall came over as I finger-banged his boss, while sucking on her huge, hard nipples. "Sweetie, everyone's watching."
Not even pausing my relentless attack on this hot bitch, and even sliding a third finger into her pussy, I replied, "No worries, honey. I'm trying to get you the promotion you deserve."



"T-t-this has gone far enough," Thandie stammered, although once again, her words weren't backed up by any evasive action. So I pulled my fingers out of her pussy... briefly letting her think I was abiding by her wishes.
Except before she could react, her cheeks red and flustered, her eyes in a lustful daze, I slammed my strap-on into her pussy and said, "No it hasn't. First I need to win our little contest."
"Oh, fuck! You win, you win," she babbled, as I started fucking her.
"And here's my first order for you to obey. Put Randall in charge of the office," I said, fucking her slowly, while continuing to suck on her amazing tits... which I had to admit were even more amazing than mine.
"I can't promise thaaaat," she moaned, as Cassandra came over, bent down, and sucked on the other large, exposed breast. "What are you doing, Cassandra? Stop that!"
"Shut up, bitch," Cassandra said, dressed in an all-red, skin-tight devil bodysuit, "you're our slut now!"
"Oh, God!" Thandie moaned, as I began fucking her faster, and Frank in his cowboy outfit bent down to replace me on the tit I surrendered to him.
Cassandra brought her other hand to the boss's clit and slapped it, while I fucked Thandie. "Will those layoffs take effect?"
"To be honest, I can't say," she moaned, her entire body quaking from the multiple pleasures we were giving her.
"So if they do, who's being laid off?" I asked.
"Yes, tell us," Cassandra demanded, as she sucked and tugged on the huge nipple and its tit.
"Oh, God. This is so wrong!" Thandie moaned wildly, her body on fire, and her head swimming from the sexual sensations pulsating through her.
"Spill it, slut," I demanded.
"Fuck, all right," she moaned weakly, my dick pounding her pussy, while both of her tits were being molested and pleasured.
"Now, boss bitch," I demanded, pulling all the way out, and slapping her clit with the dildo.
"Okay, okay," she caved, her body quaking uncontrollably from my slapping on her clit.
"Am I getting laid off?" Cassandra asked, pulling on the nipple with her teeth.
"Noooooo," the bitch moaned.
"Am I?" Frank asked, his cowboy hat falling down to the floor.
"Yes," she moaned.
"You bitch!" he roared.
"Who else is on the chopping block?" I demanded, as I kept pumping my cock deep inside her pussy.
"Beth, Janet, Carl, Phil and Penny," she listed.
"And is there any chance of your changing your mind?" I growled.
"No, it's too late. I sent those names to the head office just before I came here."
"Well, everybody. Then I think any of you who're getting sacked should at the least be allowed to fuck your former bitch boss. And anyone who's keeping your job, you can fuck her as well. Or if you'd rather, you can sit on her face," I declared.
"What the fuck?" Thandie asked the universe with a moan.
"Do as you're told, slut," I ordered. "Think of it as their compensation package, since I'm sure you didn't bother to give them any money."
"No, I don't think sooooo," she objected with a loud moan, as I tapped her clit with my fingers while I kept fucking her.
"I'm not fucking asking for your agreement," I countermanded, as I looked up at Randall, who was smiling widely.
"Me first," Frank said.
"Fair enough. Go ahead, Frank," I agreed, pulling out of the slut. "Fuck the bitch."
Frank already had his dick out, as he flipped her over so she was bent over the desk, and he slammed into her pussy, singing out, "Yippee Ki-Yay!"
"Oh yeah, fuck the slut!" Beth cheered him on, dressed in a cute Sleeping Beauty costume... which was rather tame, according to my Halloween standards.
"I get to fuck her next," Janet said, removing the harness from Thandie. She was dressed in a Sailor Moon costume... including white, knee-high socks.
"Please, no more," Thandie moaned, while Frank really pounded her from behind.
"Ride her, cowboy!" Penny added. She was dressed in a sexy nurse costume... including white nylons. She was one woman I wouldn't mind playing doctor with.
"There are a few more strap-ons in her office desk," I said, "just go and grab whichever ones you want."
"Sweet," Janet said, heading off.
"So is it okay if I fuck her face?" Kyle asked a bit timidly. He was the only one in attendance who was too lazy to wear a costume.
"No, guys! This has already gone too far," Thandie protested, again through a collection of moans.
"Yes, go ahead and shut the bitch up," I said, as I walked over to Randall and fished out his dick. "I told you I'd win," I whispered.
"You always do," he said as I stroked his cock, just as Kyle climbed onto the desk, laid down on his side, and began to slide his dick into Thandie's mouth.
"Kyle, don't you dare put..." Thandie started to object, but she was silenced by Kyle's less-than-impressive cock... barely over four inches... it figured that the guy who bragged about being a stud would have a small dick... but nevertheless, it slid into her mouth and silenced her.
"Shit, she's being spit-roasted!" Randall said in awe, as I stroked his cock.
"Yeah, but this is only the beginning," I assured him, as I rolled my fingers over his cock head and felt a bit of pre-cum oozing out of his slit.
"The boss bitch has like a dozen strap-ons in her desk," Janet reported, coming out carrying four of them in her hands.
"Then please give me one," Penny requested.
"One for me too," Beth said, each of them going over to Janet and selecting one.
"I'm about to dump my load in the bitch's cunt," Frank said, really hammering away at said bitch, while Kyle was still fucking her face... and Thandie was moaning like a defeated bitch in heat.
"Yeah, fill that cunt right up," Cassandra encouraged him, taking a strap-on for herself.
"Please, no!" Thandie moaned, although her plea was stifled by Kyle's cock fucking her face.
"Too late," Frank said uncaringly, as he grunted and dropped a load into the bitch's pussy.
"Good job, Frank. Now it's my turn," Janet said, with a fat black cock strapped around her hips. Then she pulled Frank backwards and out of the slut's pussy, and slammed her borrowed dick into the bitch.
"Oh, yeah! Fuck her good and hard," Casandra whooped, as she fastened a strap-on harness to her loins.
Randall removed my short and flimsy excuse for a skirt so everyone could admire my wares, but he left my strap-on in place, so I was now stark naked except for that, plus my crotchless pantyhose and high heels. Then he slid his dick into my pussy, as we watched the corruption of his so-called boss.
"Don't come too soon," I whispered, "you need a turn, too."
"I'm sure I can dump one into you, and another one in her asshole," he assured me, as he ever so slowly fucked me.
"That's the self-assured Randall I want to see," I said, as Kyle grunted, and shot a load in her mouth.
When he pulled out a minute later, Janet really giving it to her from behind, Gwen hopped onto the desk and slithered her pussy close to the moaning bitch, as the bitch pleaded, "Please, no more, you all win!"
"Yeah? What do we win?" I asked.
"Oh fuck," Thandie moaned, just before Gwen grabbed her head and shoved it against her pussy.
"Shut the fuck up, and eat me," Gwen demanded.
"Hear that everyone?" I asked, "She said she wants everyone to fuck her."
"And I want to fuck someone too," Cassandra said, going behind Janet while she discarded her short skirt and panties.
"What the hell are you doing?" Janet asked, as she stopped fucking deep inside the so-called boss.
"I'll be fucking you while you keep fucking her," Cassandra said, as she pulled Janet's panties to the side, and slid her dick inside her colleague.
"Oh, fuck," Janet moaned, "you're a nasty bitch."
"You know it," Cassandra agreed, as she began fucking her friend.
"Shit!" Randall exclaimed.
"Yeah, that's hot," I said. I leaned back and asked him, "what would you think about joining the train?"
"What do you mean?"
"I'll fuck Cass and you'll fuck me," I suggested. I didn't wait for an answer, but just left him behind to catch the train. His dick slid out of me, but I was confident he'd soon follow me, and slide back into my wet, needy pussy.
"You little brat," Cassandra said, as I came up behind her.
"I'm just following your lead, conductor," I said, as I positioned my dick against her pussy... she'd conveniently discarded her panties at some point.
"Mmmmmm, then just slide inside my pussy, and I'll punch your ticket, you sexy passenger," Cassandra quipped, and I did just that... slid my plastic dick inside of her. "Ooooooohhhhhh," she moaned.
"Did I hear 'all aboard'?" Randall asked, as he slid into my pussy.
"All right, I'm the engineer, since I'm the one shoveling coal into our slut locomotive," Janet staked her claim. "And If we're all going to do this, then let's do it right."
"Yes, lets," we other three agreed in unison.
"On three, everyone pull back, and then lunge forward simultaneously," Janet said, taking her engineering duties seriously.
"Choo, choo!" my husband said obnoxiously.
"One, two, three... and lunge!" Janet counted, and we all pulled back, and then piled forward.
There were lots of moans, and Gwen ordered, "Don't stop sucking my clit, you dumb fucking bitch!"
It took the four of us a dozen-plus tries, but eventually we became a well-oiled machine, rolling smoothly down the tracks, as everyone's wild moans joined in a crescendo.
I looked around, and Beth was jerking of Carl and Phil, as the three watched us. Meanwhile, David was stroking his own dick, Deirdre was watching us intently, and only Penny was nowhere to be seen.
Frank and Kyle were nursing their mixed drinks and watching, their now flaccid dicks still out in the open.
"Oh, fuck yes! Eat my pussy, you nasty slut... fucking eat it!" Gwen bellowed. She was very close to coming.
A couple minutes later, one of us fucked up and disrupted the locomotion choreography... sorry, my bad... since I was distracted by the sight of Beth sucking Carl. Phil spoke up, "It's my turn to fuck the bitch boss."
While we all disengaged, Gwen screamed, "I'm coming ON YOUR FACE, you slut!"
"Let's get her down on the floor," Phil said, as he grabbed Thandie by the hips and pulled her away from the desk and down on all fours.
"Okay, but roll her onto her back, so I can sit on her fucking face," Deirdre requested.
"Everyone, please! This has gone way too far," Thandie protested. But her plea was no more than words, as she willingly rolled onto her back, raised her knees, and spread her legs.
"Says she, as she assumes the perfect position for both activities," Deirdre pointed out, laughing as she stood straddling her head.
"You do want this dick inside your twat, don't you, boss bitch?" Phil asked, as he laid down between her parted legs.
"Whatever, just get it over with," Thandie said, as if she didn't want it, but she was fooling nobody.
Phil slapped her clit with his fat cock head, as Deirdre lowered her pussy closer to her face.
"Ooooooh," the fake Elvira moaned.
"You really do want it, don't you?" Phil asked, showing an impressive level of dominance for someone I'd always thought was rather meek.
"Just shove it in," she moaned impatiently.
"Nope. If you want it, you've got to tell me you want it," Phil insisted, stroking his dick up and down along the outside of her soaking wet pussy lips, while Deirdre positioned her twat a couple inches above her face, and we couldn't see her facial expressions of frustration, but we could hear how she was feeling.
"Fine! I want your dick, is that what you want to hear?" she asked, frustrated and humiliated. "Now shove that dick inside my pussy!"
"As you wish, boss," he said sarcastically, and he slid his dick into her pussy, while she moaned enthusiastically.
"And how about me?" Deirdre demanded harshly. "Do you want to eat my box, or don't you?"
"Gawd, how could I not? Yes, PLEASE sit on my face!" She emitted another moan, as Deirdre compliantly sat down on her face.
"Fuck, how did you do that to her?" my husband asked, cupping my bare tits from behind, while Cassandra came over to me.
"Mind if I have a snack?" she asked, dropping in front of me.
"Go ahead," Randall offered generously.
"And do you mind if I have a go with your husband?" Beth asked me.
"Please do. Be my guest," I said, and he turned away from me so she could drop down and take his cock into her mouth.
"Oh, yeah! Eat my pussy, boss bitch," Deirdre growled, as she slowly ground on our bottom bitch's face.
"Mmmmmm, how's she doing?" I asked Randall, as Beth sucked his dick.
"She's damn good," he said, so I reached over and pushed her head forward so she'd take all eight inches of his dick into her mouth, with almost half of it down her throat.
"Oh yeah, fuck her good!" Deirdre encouraged Phil, as she continued grinding on Thandie's face.
"Give it to her," Penny said, having returned from wherever she'd been, and grabbing one of the boss's legs, then pulling it up and to the side.
"Give me her other leg?" Deirdre requested.
Phil pulled up Thandie's other leg, and soon her legs were being pulled apart like a wishbone ... Penny pulling to the right, while Deirdre pulled the other leg to her left.
"Oooooh," Thandie moaned. She was being fucked and used like a Barbie Doll, with no control at all over what was happening to her.
"I want to watch you fuck her now," I said to my husband, as Cassandra continued slowly licking my pussy.
"Who am I fucking... Beth or Thanos?" he asked.
"Beth, for now," I said.
"Really?! Yes please, fuck me!" Beth chimed in, looking up hungrily.
"Then come over here, sit on my lap and ride me," he instructed, as he sat down on a nearby leather couch.
"Can do!" Beth said. She quickly complied, and was soon riding my husband.
"Oh fuck," Deirdre said, as she leaned way back, pulling Thandie's leg with her as she went.
A minute later, Deirdre rolled off of Thandie's face, and Thandie used her suddenly unused mouth to beg, "Harder, Phil. Fuck me harder!"
"You want it hard, slut?" Phil asked, looking so goofy dressed as Dr. Emmett Brown ("Doc"), from the Back to the Future trilogy of movies... white lab coat, haystack hair and all.
"Yes, fuck me like a cheap slut!" she urged. So he obliged, and her tits bounced all over the place... demonstrating they were 100% natural.
"Oh, yeah. Give it to her!" Penny sang out.
"Oh, fuck! Your husband has such a wonderfully big dick," Beth moaned, really bouncing on his dick, her strap-on flying every which way while she did.
"I know," I said, then I turned my attention from her to the wildly moaning boss.
"Oh fuck, yes, fuck me, don't stop, fuck-fuck-fuck!" Thandie screamed, as her orgasm hit her.
"Oh, fuck!" Phil grunted a few strokes later, then he pulled out, aimed his cock at the boss's face, and blasted a load all over it.
"Phil, you fucker!" she objected insincerely as she received the facial.
"So hot," Penny said, admiring the sight.
"Now get on all fours, slut," David said. He'd been surprisingly quiet during this gangbang that was turning into an orgy... as Frank slid his cock into Janet's willing mouth.
"Nope. I'm done," Thandie refused.
"Nope yourself. You're not done until we've all had a go with you," Penny overruled her.
"Please, no more," she begged.
But David flipped her onto her knees, so Thandie reluctantly pushed herself up onto all fours.
"My turn now!" Penny said, as she hopped over behind the still slightly trembling, well-fucked boss, and slid right into her.
"Oh, fuck!" Thandie moaned, just before David slid his homegrown sword into her open mouth, and another spit-roast began.
"Oh God, I'm going to come," Beth moaned, and I looked over to see she was now lying on her side, with my husband giving it to her from behind, while he held one of her legs high in the air.
"Drop a load into her," I urged him, as I pulled Cassandra's face deeper into my burning pussy. She'd been teasing me relentlessly with her slow, meandering tongue, and I was ready to heat things up.
"Oh fuck, don't stop! Don't fucking stop!" Beth demanded, her orgasm about to erupt.
"Yeah, take my dick," Penny growled to Thandie. "You fucked with us, now we're fucking you!"
"Yeah, and now you can do all the work," David added, tapping her head.
Thandie silently obeyed by starting to bounce back on Penny's dick, and then surging forward, to deep throat David's six-inch member.
"Yes! Yes! Yes, yes, yes-yes-yes-yes, yeeeeeees!" Beth babbled faster and faster, as she came on my husband's big, fucking dick.
"Mmmmmmm," I purred, as I watched him giving it to her.
I could tell from his expression that he was close too, and sure enough, a moment later, he grunted through a few more strokes and dumped his load inside the pretty (but chubby) woman.
"Yes! Fill me up," Beth moaned, just as I began grinding exuberantly on Cassandra's face.
Janet was bent over the same desk she'd fucked Thandie on, and now she was getting back shots from Frank, while Carl, who ironically hadn't taken part in the train action, even though he was dressed as a train conductor, was getting a slow but steady blow job from Gwen.
"Jesus! Our bitch boss can really suck dick!" David moaned. Thandie had gotten into a wild rhythm, hammering herself back and forth like a fucking rocking horse.
"Yeah, this is exactly where she belongs," Penny chortled, "our utter bottom bitch."
Beth had collapsed onto the couch, and Deirdre crawled up to her leaking pussy and dove right in... to dine on the cream pie my husband had just left behind.
"Oh, Deirdre,' Beth moaned.
"I'm very hungry," Deirdre said, as she lapped up my husband's cum.
"I'm going to come," David warned a couple minutes later, and he dropped his load inside the caboose named Thandie, who'd been really chugging on the two dicks.
"My turn..." Carl said. "...to fuck her pussy."
"Fine by me," Penny said, as she pulled out. "I need a guy's dick right now anyway. Kyle, get over here and fuck me," she ordered, and she hopped onto the desk next to Janet, who was getting it good.
Although I was close, I ordered Cassandra, as David pulled out, "go face fuck our boss."
"Gladly," she said, sucking hard on my clit once, before crawling over to her.
"Oh fuck," Thandie moaned, as Carl started pounding her from behind.
"You like that, slut?" Carl asked.
"Yes, I fucking love it," she responded honestly, having final\y stopped pretending she wasn't enjoying herself.
"Going forward, do you want to be our company cum bucket?" he asked.
"Yes! Just don't stop pounding my pussy," she begged, her tits flying all over the place. He was pulling her hair while he fucked her, just as Cassandra offered her dick to the company's bottom slut.
"Oh yes, fuck me," Janet moaned, receiving a bunch of back shots.
"Just eat me, Kyle, your dick is too fucking small for fucking," Penny ordered dismissively.
"Jesus!" Kyle said, just as Cassandra slid her dick into the boss's mouth and began face fucking her. This time Cassandra and Carl were the ones doing the fucking, while Thandie braced herself on all fours, taking dicks in both ends.
Still feeling horny, I slipped out of my heels, climbed onto the desk as Kyle began eating Penny's pussy, offered Penny my pussy, holding my strap-on out of the way... which I hadn't used since I'd pounded the boss bitch.
"Mmmmmmmm," Penny moaned, as she lowered her head and began licking me.
A couple minutes later, I finally got to come... on Penny's face.
Janet came a minute after I did.
Adding to Kyle's humiliation, Penny demanded, "Come and fuck me, Frank. I need a big dick in my cunt."



"Move it, Kyle," Frank said immediately, eager to slide his dick into a third woman tonight following Bitch Boss and Janet.
I looked over and saw Beth was now using her dick, fucking Deirdre on the couch.
Cassanda was really face fucking Thandie now, while Carl was really fucking her snatch.
A moment later, Carl grunted and deposited a load in Thandie, which forced a muffled moan out of her, Muffled because Cass didn't let up with her ruthless face fucking.
Taking control, I said, as Penny screamed, her orgasm hitting her, "Now let's triple-team the bitch. Frank, if you still have enough stamina, go and replace Beth inside Deidre. Beth, come over here and lie down on your back. Thandie, straddle Beth's dick and impale yourself on it."
Just like a porn puzzle (if that's a thing), everything immediately fell into place.
A minute later, Thandie was sitting on Beth's dick while Frank plowed into Deirdre.
I continued stage directing the show by saying to Randall, "Baby, it's time for you to fuck the company fuck toy's asshole."
"Gladly," he said.
Thandie leaned forward and stuck her butt in the air with no protest at all, as my husband maneuvered himself behind her.
"Oh yeah. Double team the bitch," Kyle said, still trying to find some relevance, as I got in front of the boss.
"Just to be clear, you need to make sure nobody gets fired," I said, slapping her face with my dick, while my husband slid into her asshole.
"I'm not sure I can manage to dooooooo that," she moaned, as her ass was penetrated.
"Oh, yes you can," I corrected her. "Otherwise a video of your sexual debauchery gets emailed to the head office."
"But that would out you, too," she pointed out, as Randall began fucking her ass.
"Perhaps," I shrugged. "But as matters stand right now, half of the staff are getting fired, and I'm essentially an unpaid volunteer."
"And what about your husband?"
"The one inside your asshole right now?"
"Yes, the one who's inside my asshole."
"Well, worst case, we'd walk away with your entire staff, and start our own company," I said. "I'm pretty sure they'd all follow him, because they know he'd always have their backs."
"We certainly would," Beth said from beneath Thandie.
"Oh yes, harder, harder!" Deirdre moaned, from about ten feet away.
"For sure," Janet added (about taking part in a walkout, not Deidre's impending orgasm).
"In a heartbeat," Cassandra chirped in.
Phil added, "That's a great idea!"
"Yeah, what's stopping us?" Carl asked.
"Fine, you win," Thandie said, utterly defeated.
"There. That wasn't all that hard, was it?" I asked. "Unlike this dick you so kindly loaned me," before I slid it into her mouth... rendering the bitch airtight.
Then for a few wicked minutes, my husband and I fucked the boss. As her moans increased, I said, "Beth, buck your ass up and fuck her too."
"For sure," she said, and soon our boss was being bounced around like the lowly fuck toy she'd now become.
I said to the room, "Boys, get yourselves hard again. Let's cap off the night with a festive bukkake for our boss bitch."
"Hell yeah," Kyle said.
"But what about us girls?" Janet asked.
"Don't worry, I have a plan for us too," I said, with a fun finale for us girls in mind.
"Oh, fuck!" Thandie moaned when I pulled out of her mouth. "Fuck my ass, Randall! Fuck the shit out of me!"
"Oh yeah," Carl said, as all the men except Randall lined up in front of her, stroking their cocks.
"Yeah, give me all your loads, boys," she moaned, as she continued enjoying her double penetration.
"Oh yeah!" Kyle grunted... and pathetically, he immediately came on her face. The volume wasn't much to speak of, either.
"Jesus! Nice stamina, girlfriend," Janet said to him, shaking her head disparagingly.
"Fuck you," Kyle said.
"Not with that dick you won't," she shot back.
"More cum, guys! Give me more cum," the hungry bitch begged.
Frank obliged after all of his marathon fucking, spewing a massive load on Thandie's face.
Then over the next three or four minutes, David, Carl and Phil unloaded their second loads of the night all over the boss... mixed with the hard ass fucking she was receiving from my husband and toy fucking from Beth giving her another orgasm.
"Just come inside her ass, baby," I suggested, since the other men had already finished.
"Sounds good," he said, really giving it to her, with Beth still lying on the floor underneath Thandie, but now just watching... tired out from her earlier efforts, when she'd almost gotten squashed.
"Yes, fill up my asshole, boss," Thandie said, with cum dripping down her face.
"Boss?" I asked.
"Yes. He's the man here now," she moaned. "He's definitely proven he's worthy."
"Fuck," the worthy man grunted, as he unloaded inside her asshole.
"Yes," Thandie moaned and collapsed forward, her huge tits almost smothering poor Beth.
A couple minutes later, I conducted a train sequel with all the women. This time it went much more smoothly, with all of us getting fucked while fucking someone else, except for Thandie and me. I was the caboose end of the train pounding Beth, and Thandie was at the front of the train, taking it in the ass from Janet.
Eventually, once we'd all gotten hot and bothered from our lesbian train, we devolved into a massive lesbian cunt-munching orgy, with all of us going from pussy to pussy... each of us having multiple orgasms, while Carl, Phil and Randall triple-teamed Thandie, each of them unleashing one final load into her respective holes.
Everyone was finally spent, and was getting dressed, and was helping to tidy away all the Halloween paraphernalia... they all had to work tomorrow.
It occurred to me that they'd never announced the winner for best costume.
"So who won best costume?" I asked.
Cassandra smiled, "Never ask questions you don't want the answers to."
My eyes went wide as I gasped, "I lost?"
"Yes," Thandie said, still coated in cum.
"Fine," I sighed. "Then you won."
"No," Randall said, fondling Thandie's ass, while he grabbed one of my boobs with his other hand, "I won. Thandie said it was because of my impressive firehose."
THE END
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Teacher Surprise
Summary: College student bumps into his high school teacher at a club and...
Note 1: This is a Halloween 2023 Contest Story so please vote.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing.
Teacher Surprise
A social club I'd joined recently had convinced me to go check out their home base... a college about three hundred miles away from the town where I'd grown up. And then the tour guide invited two other guys and me to meet him that evening at the Hot Wire, a nightclub a block away from campus. That night I got a blow job in a bathroom stall from a hot forty-something MILF wearing a wedding ring, and I finished the night with another woman in her SUV, where she fucked me with a child booster seat right next to me.
Which turned out to be the main focus of the club. On campus, it had a variety of nicknames: from Cougarville, to The Sure Thing, to the MILF Hut, to Pound City. I learned the Hot Wire was prime real estate for a plethora of MILFs looking for young dick.
Since I myself was a young dick (and never left home without it, yuck yuck), I learned quickly that unlike girls my own age, who were exhausting, expensive, and often just cock teases, older women didn't play those games. They wanted dick. They wanted to be fucked hard. They wanted a guy with enough stamina for a marathon fucking and multiple loads.
I also learned quickly that older women were sexually more experienced, much more willing to do kinky stuff, so they did a lot of the things those pretty coeds wouldn't do.
My first anal fuck? A brunette in her early fifties had me bend her over the couch in her house, where I could see photos of her four kids hanging on the walls.
First threesome? With two besties from Canada in the city for a conference. I fucked them and unloaded loads in each of them.
First facial? A large black woman in her sixties blew me and took my load all over her face... and even wilder... her early forties daughter was our lookout.
First prostate orgasm? With a wild tattooed Latina, who slid her finger in my ass while she deep-throated me, making me erupt in her mouth almost immediately.
First awkward husband encounter? I fucked a woman in her bed for a marathon fucking, stayed over, and she was riding me in the morning when her husband came into the bedroom. I was freaking out and about to run, when he asked me, as he grabbed some clothes from the closet, "I hope you're enjoying my wife?" I learned he'd been sleeping in the spare bedroom, just like he always did whenever she 'went on the prowl' (her words).
Anyway, those incidents lead us to my story.
It was Halloween, so we all made plans to go to the Hot Wire.
We all were a little geeky, and so we agreed to dress in various superhero costumes. I chose Spiderman, since I already owned the outfit.
We were there for about half an hour and two drinks in, when my mouth dropped wide open. In a slutty schoolgirl uniform with a skirt so short that her black thigh-high stockings were completely visible, was my high school English teacher from back home, Ms. Britch. I double and triple checked, since we were four hours away from my hometown. But there was no doubt it was her.
I should note that in high school before my MILF obsession, when I usually jerked off to the out-of-my-league cheerleaders, who paid no attention to me at all, I had a crush on a couple of my teachers... and one of them was Ms. Britch. She was sexy, always wore nylons, and was as sweet as pie. She was the reason for my nylon fetish, as was Mrs. Walker, my former math teacher. MILFs wore them way more often than girls my age did. And tonight, seeing her dressed so slutty, in thigh-high stockings, in a MILF club notorious for older women stalking young meat (and vice versa), instantly got my dick hard.
Questions like What was she doing here (both in this city and in this club... although being in this club dressed like she was, pretty much answered the question Why this club)?
I watched her interacting with a couple of other hot older women, and watched her dance to a couple of songs, as I finished my second drink.
Then I followed her to the bar, where she was waiting to order a drink. I noticed that her stockings had sexy seams down the back, and what looked like a Cuban heel. Then I said to Walter, the bartender, whom I was good friends with, "Another usual for me, and whatever this beautiful woman wants to drink."
Ms. Britch turned to me, and her eyes went wide.
"Hey, Ms. Britch," I greeted her warmly. "What can Walter get for you?"
"Joey?" she asked.
"Yep," I confirmed, even though she wasn't really asking, but processing.
"Ma'am, what can I get you?" Walter asked, the line beginning to get a little long.
"A rye and coke," she said, then added, "short."
"And two orgasm shots," I added, already on the attack.
"Joey!" she gasped a little nervously.
"Trust me," I said, the last couple of months making me way more confident and brazen, "they're delicious."
"You go to school here?" she asked, her British accent sounding so sexy.
"Yep," I nodded, "and I live at the dorm a few minutes from here."
"I see," she said, still processing my sudden surprise.
"What brings you to town?" I asked.
"A teachers' conference," she said. "I spoke at it today."
"What about?" I asked, keeping this casual, slyly trying to lower her guard.
"Assessment," she said, "it was rather boring."
Walter placed our shots on the bar.
I grabbed them both, handed her one, and said, "To serendipity."
"Serendipity?" she asked. I knew she knew the word, since we'd read a story in class all about it last year.
"Yes," I nodded, smiling.
"Okay, to serendipity," she agreed, and she downed the shot, as did I.
"Well, now I've given my favourite teacher an orgasm," I smiled, a line I'd used with fairly good success in the last couple of months.
She laughed, "Does that work?"
"Does what work?" I asked, feigning obliviousness.
"That line," she said.
"It has a pretty high success rate," I admitted, looking directly into her eyes.
"I see," she smiled. "Well, I'm impressed."
"You are?"
"Yes, you're a lot more confident than you were in high school."
"This place builds confidence," I said, as Walter placed our mixed drinks on the bar.
She grabbed her drink and took a big sip.
I said, "You look hot, Ms. Britch."
"Thanks," she said, looking down at her attire. "I never expected to meet someone I knew here."
"Me neither," I said, taking a sip of my drink.
"You can't tell anyone you saw me here," she cautioned me.
"Around here, I keep a lot of secrets," I assured.
"Good," she said, taking another sip.
Walter finished with a couple of ladies, and I said, "Two aphrodisiacs, Walter."
"Your shooter choices are a bit transparent," she smiled playfully.
"You knew I had a huge crush on you, right?" I asked, just throwing it out there.
"I knew you liked my legs in nylons."
"You knew?"
"Yeah, you were a little obvious."
"Did you ever wear thigh-high stockings like these ones under your much more decorous dresses and skirts?"
"Sometimes," she said, then leaned in and whispered into my ear, "or a garter belt with stockings."
"Here you go," Walter said, his timing a bit off this time.
She backed away, took the shot, and never breaking eye contact, downed it. "Mmmmmmmm," she purred, before she surprised me by taking the second shot and downing that one too. She then smiled, "I wonder if these will work."
"I hope so," I said, completely enamoured by this beautiful woman.
The two shots were perhaps her own liquid courage, since she asked bluntly, "So you must know why I'm here?"
"A conference," I replied a little densely.
"I mean you should know why I'm here... here," she said, pointing around, "in this specific establishment."
I could have joked about how she was likely the first person ever to call this bar an 'establishment', but sensing where this was going, I answered, eloquent and suave, "Oh. I can guess, but please tell me."
She leaned in very close to me, her hand went directly to my cock and gave it a firm squeeze, whereupon she gave me a facial expression that inferred she was impressed, "I came here to find some hot young stud to fuck. One such as yourself. Do you think you can handle me?"
"Y-y-yeah," I stammered, in awe of what was happening.
"I mean if you're down for it, I'm going to fuck you like you've never been fucked before," she said wickedly, her hand still on my dick as her lips tugged on my ear.
I was used to this direct approach, that's why women came here, but hearing those words coming from my hot high school English teacher, was a entirely different level of Wow!
"Tell me more," I said, worried I might burst in my pants.
"To be specific, I'm going to fuck the shit out of you," she said wickedly.
"You had me at fuck, "I joked.
"I'm staying at the Lux," she said, "room 312. Meet me there at 12:30. Right now, I need to say goodbye to my new girlfriends."
"I'll be there," I assured her, and she gave my dick one final squeeze, kissed me on the lips, and sauntered away, wiggling her pert ass.
I admired her backside until she disappeared into the dance crowd of costumes, before I finally adjusted my dick.
Walter the bartender said a minute later, "She's a real looker!"
"She was my high school English teacher," I said, still in a bit of a daze.
"Fuck off!"
"Yeah, and she just invited me to meet her in her hotel room."
"And you're going?" he said. In a way, it was a question, but also a statement meaning, 'You have to go!'
"Of course," I nodded, unable to believe my good fortune.
I had one more drink, and then I took a piss, where a chubby MILF in a not-very-flattering Jessica Rabbit costume was bent over the bathroom counter getting fucked by a cowboy while two other guys watched, and they were likely planning to do a train on her... public trains in a public bathroom being quite common here.
I then headed to the hotel. Usually when I was invited back to this hotel, I would be late, and sometimes not even show up at all, if a hotter MILF offered herself to me. By the way, for a hotel known for illicit sex, it was actually a nice place.
I went to the elevator, pressed the third floor button, and once the door was closed, I adjusted my dick. It was already hard with anticipation.
I got out on the third floor, went down the hall to room 312, and knocked.
A moment later my former teacher opened it, grabbed my hand, tugged me into the room, closed the door, and pushed me against it... before pressing her lips against mine.
We made out urgently and passionately for a couple minutes. Her hands roamed over my body, while I squeezed her ass.
She then dropped to her knees, pulled down my thin fabric of an excuse of clothing, and squeezed my dick through my underwear. "I've wanted this dick for some time."
"You have?"
"Mmhmmmmm," she affirmed. She pulled my underwear down as well, and my hard, seven-inch cock stood tall before my ex-teacher's eyes. "Teachers have naughty fantasies too."
She then took my cock in her mouth, while she stroked it.
"Oooooh, Ms. Britch," I moaned, in awe of who was sucking, me while I looked down at her.
"Isn't this nice?" she said as if we were sitting down to tea, in that sexy English accent that had always driven me wild.
"Oh yeah, Ms. Britch," I moaned again. "Suck my dick."
"You up for shooting multiple loads tonight?" she asked, looking up at me while stroking my dick.
"Oh yeah, definitely," I agreed, hoping for a marathon fuck session.
"Good. Because I'm going to fuck the shit out of you," she promised again, looking me right in the eyes, before sliding her tongue down my shaft and going to my balls.
"Yeah, you are," I agreed awkwardly. It was another interesting MILF quirk, where unlike girls, they often sucked on my balls... one of the reasons I manscaped regularly down there... and it made my dick look bigger.
"Oh yeah, I'm going to pound you so fucking good," she said wickedly, but choosing her words oddly, as if she were the man... before she sucked a ball into her mouth.
It seemed like semantics at the time, so I went with it, although I shifted the narrative slightly, "Oh yeah, I'm going to pound you so good!"
"I'm going to give you the fucking of your life," she promised, as she found and retrieved my other ball and replicated her tongue bathing and lip massaging, which felt damn good.
"I can't wait," I said, loving to hear such nasty things coming from the lips of a woman who'd taught me Shakespeare just a few months ago.
"Mmmmmmm, let's see this asshole now," she said, and she grabbed my hips, spun me around, spread my ass cheeks, and began eating my asshole... all in what felt like just a heartbeat of time.
"Ooooooh my," I moaned, my ex-teacher's tongue suddenly licking my asshole... which I hadn't ever experienced before, in my many kinky MILF adventures. It was shocking, especially when I looked down to see Ms. Britch between my ass cheeks, but it felt surprisingly pleasant... and made my dick pulse.
"Such a delicious asshole," she said, licking my hole up and down.
"Uh, thanks?"
"Nobody's ever eaten your asshole before?"
"No, never."
"That's a shame," she said, continuing to bathe my puckered hole with her tongue.
"So I'm learning," I said, at first thinking this would be gay, feel gay, but as she continued doing it, it didn't feel gay at all. This being a hot woman doing it, likely helped me accept that it wasn't gay. For the record, I have nothing against gay people, I'm just not one of them. I'm straight. I like women. I like pussy. I have no interest in dick. (On the other hand, I usually find the personalities of gay men more appealing than straight guys... a lot of times the latter have too many testosterone-driven dominance games going on.)
"Does this feel good, baby?"
"Yeah, it does," I admitted.
"You have such a pretty tight little asshole."
I wasn't sure how to respond to such a compliment... someone's butthole can be pretty?... but I did manage a soft moan, while she reached around and stroked my cock, while she kept eating my ass, "Thanks."
After another minute or so, she spun me back around, stuck my dick back in her mouth, and resumed giving me an amazing blow job.
"Oh, yeah! Suck it! Take it all!" I moaned, as she bobbed on my dick hungrily... easily deep throating me.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned as she sucked.
I wasn't going to last much longer, so like a gentleman I warned her, "I'm going to come soon."
Like many MILFs I'd had the pleasure of receiving blow jobs from, she just kept sucking me, thus giving me nonverbal permission to come in her mouth.
But unlike all the other MILFs in my experience, she next reached around me and grasped my ass, gave both of my cheeks a firm squeeze, making my dick go even deeper into her mouth when she pulled me forward, and then before I had any time to realize what was happening, she stuck a finger inside my asshole. "Oooooooooh," I groaned, the sudden intrusion not painful, just weird.
She then finger fucked my ass, single-handedly spit-roasting me, without ever stopping her hungry cock sucking.
The intensity inside me multiplied in ways I couldn't explain. Her finger inside my asshole seemed to be connected to my dick, I was experiencing multiple pleasures, and in less than thirty seconds of having her finger in my ass, I came in her mouth.
I was overwhelmed... the intensity so strong, and so unlike any orgasm I'd ever experienced before... I didn't say a word as I filled her mouth with my load... which she easily swallowed, not slowing down at all. Her finger stopped moving, but it remained lodged in my ass, while my body continued trembling, with without a doubt the most intense orgasm I'd ever experienced!
A couple minutes later she pulled out her finger, stood up, and kissed me.
I was in a complete daze. I was used to aggressive women, even though most of the MILFs I fucked were utterly submissive... but this was a whole new level of kink!
I broke the kiss, and being aggressive too, I pulled her blouse apart... several cheap buttons flying every which way.
"Do you want to see your teacher's tits?" she asked. She wasn't wearing a bra.
They weren't large, but they were firm and shapely, her nipples hard and mouth-watering. I pushed her against the side wall and said, as I cupped them, "I've wanted to see... and to suck on... these tits for more than a year."
"Mmmmmmmm," she moaned, as I bent down and took her right nipple into my mouth. "That's it, suck on my nipples."
"Such perfect tits," I said, as I repeatedly switched from one to the other, bathing them with my saliva's wetness.
"I wish they were larger," she said.
"I don't. I think they're the perfect size for your perfect body," I disagreed agreeably, as I went to move my hand to her pussy.
"Not yet, big boy," she said, stopping my hand just a couple inches away from it. "Just focus on my tits for now."
"Okay," I agreed, bringing my hands back up to her chest. I was in no hurry to fuck her... I wanted this to be a lengthy marathon evening, so the more foreplay, the better.
So for a few more minutes I sucked on her nipples, cupped her breasts, and kissed her. Then I whispered in her ear, "It's time for me to repay your favour, Ms. Britch."
"Mmmmmmmm," she purred. "And what do you have in mind?"
Deciding to take control, I grabbed her hand, led her to the bed and said, "It's time for me to worship your entire body."
As we reached the bed, which only took a few seconds, she said, "I should warn you that I'm not like most other women."
"That's for sure," I smiled.
"No, I'm serious," she said, her tone shifting from sensual to no-nonsense in a heartbeat.
"Okay," I said, feeling a little thrown off my stride and confused.
She took my hand and carried it directly to her pussy... whereupon I immediately discovered it wasn't a pussy at all... but a very hard, big... dick!
My eyes went wide.
I was speechless.
She said. "I'll understand if you want to call a halt to our proceedings and flee."
Even with my hand on her dick, I couldn't fathom that Ms. Britch had a penis. A big penis. A hard penis!
I could have fled.
Perhaps I should have fled.
Yet I remained... in shock, bewilderment, and growing curiosity.
A moment later, I felt her hands on both of my shoulders, then a little pressure, and before I knew it, I was bending my knees and lowering myself to the floor.
I wasn't gay.
I'd never even once considered whether to suck a dick.
But as I found myself on my knees, and she lifted her plaid skirt to show me a bulging cock confined in a pair of pink panties, I felt my mouth watering and my cock flinching.
"Pull down my panties," she ordered.
"Yes ma'am," I said, and I brought my hands to her hips and pulled her panties down, my eyes focused on her dick as it flipped out and almost slapped me in the face.
She raised her stocking-clad feet to step out of her panties.
She then pushed her cock into my mouth, before I had any time to react or think. I was stunned to suddenly have a dick in my mouth.
She then said, "Suck my cock, Joey."
I could have refused.
I could have backed away.
I could have walked out.
But instead, I began ever-so-slowly to bob.
"Oh yeah, Joey. That's it, suck my cock," she moaned.
I was surprised by how natural sucking a dick felt. I couldn't explain why, but it actually felt good! My cock was throbbing while I sucked. No way would I ever suck another guy's cock, but since it was attached to a beautiful woman, it didn't seem gay at all. It just seemed right.



I was also in awe of Ms. Britch's sudden shift from seeming a bit nervous about having a dick to complete confidence.
I slowly sucked for a couple minutes, processing this wild turn of events. My favourite sexy teacher had a dick! Her dick was in my mouth! I was willingly sucking it! My cock was as hard as a rock!
"That's it, Joey, worship my big cock," she moaned, her fingers going into my hair.
I didn't even realize I was doing it, until the sound came out of my mouth when I let out a moan.
"Yeah! You like sucking my cock, don't you?" she asked, pulling her dick out of my mouth.
"I don't know," I answered, which was perhaps the most authentic answer I could give her at the time. Part of me was ashamed because I was sucking a dick; another part of me was turned on for the same reason; part of me thought this was so wrong; part of me thought it was oddly natural; but the biggest part of me was utterly confused and overwhelmed by every aspect of what had transpired, and was now happening!
As I looked up, I discovered she was no longer wearing the blouse I'd ripped open, and her tits were out in the open.
She pulled me up, and drew my face into her tits. So I extended my tongue and licked and kissed her valley of flesh... which was more like I'd originally expected... yet oddly, as I plastered her breasts with my lust, I couldn't help craving to have that cock back in my mouth. I couldn't explain why, but my mouth was watering, not for her hard nipples... even as I took one in my mouth... but it was salivating for her hard cock. Instinctively I moved my left hand to her cock and stroked it, even while I sucked on a nipple. A specific multitasking I'd never imagined myself doing.
"Good boy," she purred, "stroke my dick while you suck on my tits."
I moaned again, and I did indeed do both.
"Are you okay with my surprise?" she asked.
"Yes," I answered. Oddly I was telling the truth, as I rolled my fingers over her cock head like many other women had done to mine... an amazing feeling, and a great tease.
"Is this your first cock?" she asked.
"Yes, except for mine," I said strongly, wanting to make it clear I wasn't gay. "I'm not into guys at all."
"But a woman with a dick?" she asked with a sly, sexy smile.
"That, on the other hand..." I smiled back, "...I'm learning I can deal with."
"Deal with?" she asked, raising an eyebrow, just like she'd done in her classroom whenever someone asked a dumb question or otherwise said something questionable.
"Sorry... poor choice of words," I apologized. "I'm discovering a new side of myself I hadn't known existed."
"The side that's a cock sucker?"
That term made me wince.
"Sorry. Then how about the side of you willing to suck a trans woman's dick?" she amended.
"Yes," I agreed.
"Then let's get back to that," she said, and she got out of her skirt, leaving her now wearing only her nylons, as I dropped willingly to my knees, gliding my hand down her sheer, nylon-clad legs.
"Oh, Joey! You love cock," she observed, as she slid it back into my mouth and began slowly fucking my face.
I wished she'd said, 'my cock', instead of just 'cock', but pronoun notwithstanding, I remained on my knees, being the receiver of an act I'd done to many women, learning it wasn't as easy as just receiving fellatio. I gagged a couple times before I got into it by breathing through my nose.
"Oh, yeah! Get my dick nice and wet and ready to fuck you," she said. Hearing her saying the word 'fuck' was so hot, until I processed her full sentence... which made my eyes go wide. She noticed, and said, "Yes, Joey, I promised you back at the Hot Wire that I'd give you the fuck of your life."
As she pulled out of my mouth, I said in a daze, "I didn't think you meant that literally."
"But you should have known by now that I always mean what I say," she said, before sliding her dick back into my mouth.
I had known that about her. Yes, she was a hot teacher. Yes, she was also well-liked by most of her students. But she was also clear and no-nonsense about her expectations. I'd always liked all of that about her, even though some students called her Ms. Bitch... behind her back, of course.
"Yes, I'm going to fuck you good, baby," she promised. Then she tapped my head as a reminder, and I resumed sucking.
Hearing her clearly explain her intention to fuck my ass terrified me, and my eyes went wide, even as I kept sucking that seven-inch dick... now taking it about halfway into my mouth with consistent ease.
"You'll love it, baby," she said, as her hand went to my head.
I couldn't fathom any situation where I'd love getting ass fucked, but I already knew I wouldn't ever refuse this woman anything... nor refuse her cock.
A minute later, give or take, she pulled out and said, "Get onto the bed on all fours."
"Can't I just keep sucking your cock?" I asked, shocked to hear myself making such an unprecedented request.
"I promised you to give you the fucking of your life, and I meant it."
"I interpreted what you said very differently."
"Perhaps," she said. "But I also told you... point blank... I was going to fuck the shit out of you."
"I didn't take that literally either,"
"Get up there on your knees," she said. "I promise you'll love getting literally fucked."
"I don't know that I will," I said, still hesitant.
"Now," she said, and she grabbed my dick. "Then when I'm done, you can fuck my ass."
"Really?"
"Yeah, you can pound my tight teacher-ish asshole," she said wickedly, "and then either come in my ass or on my face, your choice."
"Oh," I moaned. That prospect was hard to resist.
"Or wherever... else... you... want," she said slowly and seductively, her lips against my ear.
"Okay, you've got a deal," I heard myself saying, sold on the idea of ass fucking my ex-teacher.
"Good boy," she said, giving my cock a squeeze before stepping over to her suitcase.
I tentatively got onto the bed and onto all fours... the position feeling so strange. I watched as she pulled out a bottle of lube and brought it back.
She lathered her cock with the lube, and then she poured a large dollop of it between my ass cheeks before sliding her finger back in my ass.
"Ooooooh," I moaned as the digit wiggled around inside of me.
"Got to get your sexy ass ready for my big dick, baby."
"Okay," I said, as I allowed her to gape my asshole. Her finger in my ass wasn't arousing, nor was it uncomfortable... it was just surreal.
"Oh yeah," she said, as she continued widening my asshole by sliding a second finger inside me. "Your ass is taking my fingers easily."
"Oh, God," I moaned, the second finger bringing a slight burn to my ass... not overly painful... but a clear message from my pucker that it wasn't meant to have anything inside it... although my hard, throbbing cock had a different opinion.
"Joey, I'm about to rock your world," she said, her voice dripping with sensuality, as her two fingers moved around inside my ass.
"Okay," I managed weakly, my feelings a real mess. My head was spinning with why the fuck was I allowing this to happen; my dick was pulsing with each movement and wanting more; and my asshole was stuck somewhere between pleasure and pain.
"Do you want me to fuck you, Joey?"
"I don't know," I said, again an honest answer... my body battling against itself.
"No worries, your quivering cock is telling me everything I need to know," she said, reaching down and stroking it while she fingered my ass.
"Ooooooh," I moaned, her hand on my dick sending waves throughout my body and weakening my mind.
"Tell me something, Joey... tell me you want me to fuck your arse," she ordered, her English accent driving me wild, since it made everything she said sound sexier.
"Fuck me," I blurted out before I changed my mind.
"Fuck you how? And where?" she asked, continuing to work both my ass and my dick... Ms. Britch was obviously a very skilled and experienced bedroom multitasker.
"Fuck my ass, Ms. Britch! Fuck my asshole with your big dick!" I begged urgently. My body was suddenly on fire, and now I really wanted to feel what it was like to get her dick buried in my ass... I was suddenly dying to get fucked!
"There you go," she said, and she pulled her fingers out, released my dick, and placed her cock against my asshole.
"Now don't forget to breathe," she advised a moment later, as I felt her cock head slip past my sphincter.
"Oh my God!" I declared, as her dick entered me and began filling me up... her thick dick spreading my asshole wider, creating new pain. Yet the mental intensity of being sodomized, of being a bottom, and having my anal virginity taken, countered the pain.
"Shit, Joey! Your asshole is swallowing my entire dick!"
"So big," I moaned.
"But it's just swallowing my entire cock," she repeated, as I felt her lower body leaning against me, indicating that she was balls deep inside of me.
"I can't believe your dick is inside my ass," I said before correcting, "I can't believe you even have a dick to stick in my ass."
"I know," she said. "It's fun to surprise a man... or a woman. Just like I did with Mr. Kendall, Mr. Walter, Mrs. Walker, and Principal Fallon."
"Oh my God, really?" I moaned as she began slowly fucking me. Mr. Kendall was the black football coach at our high school. Mr. Walter was the no-nonsense science teacher. Mrs. Walker was my favourite math teacher, and the other teacher from my high school besides Ms. Britch I jerked off over. And Principal Fallon was a complete psychopath.
"Yeah, I love topping a muscular straight man, or a complete bitch," she said, her hands firmly on my hips.
"Mrs. Walker's a bitch?" I asked dubiously, as she fucked me slowly.
"No, no," she said. "She's a sweetheart. She just needed some dick, because her man is constantly travelling for his job."
"Oh," I moaned as she began fucking me faster.
"Yeah. First give her a few drinks, and then she loves a dick in her ass," she said, squeezing my hips.
"Oh, fuck," I moaned,. Her faster strokes were increasing my pleasure, while the pain had faded away completely.
"Yeah, do you like my dick in your arse, Joey?"
"Yes," I moaned, the deep, smooth strokes were making my cock twitch, which made me add, "Harder, please."
"You want to get pounded harder by my big cock?" she asked, halting deep inside me.
"Yes, please. Pound me with your big cock," I begged. The sudden stop was surprisingly frustrating.
"Yeah, I told you I'd give you the fucking of your life," she said as she resumed fucking me, and now slamming into me with every deep thrust.
"Oh fuuuuuuck!" I bellowed the first time her body slammed into mine.
"Oh yeah, such a tight arse," she said, now fucking me hard, just like I'd fuck a woman hard.
"Oh, God," I whimpered. I was sounding rather feminine as each deep thrust sent pulsations through my body, going directly to my desperate dick.
"Yeah, take my cock, baby! Take my cock deep in your arse!" she bellowed, really enjoying fucking me!
"Oh, yes," I moaned, as pleasure consumed me. If I was inside a pussy, I'm sure I would have erupted already.
"Do you want to come again?" she asked.
"Yes," I moaned, "badly."
"Then how about coming from getting your arse fucked? How does that sound?" she asked.
"Yes please," I admitted, no longer caring about how gay some people might consider it.
"Roll onto your back," she ordered, as she pulled out.
I quickly did... as if I was some slut dying for a dick... which I suppose I was.
"Oh, yeah! You want my cock back in your arse, don't you?" she asked, spreading my legs as if I were a girl.
"I do," I admitted, far past any sort of denial. I was completely mesmerized by her, and by the surreal and shocking pleasure of having a dick in my ass... her dick.
"Beg," she said as she rolled her cock around my open hole... the hole that desperately needed to be filled again.
"Please, Ms. Britch, I need you to fuck my asshole and pound me hard," I begged... not used to being the one spouting the submissive dirty talk.
"That's all you've got?"
"You want a list? Then please fuck my asshole, breed my butthole, destroy my shit hole, pound my arse, and turn me into your submissive slut," I rambled on, with complete desperation to have that dick back inside me and fucking me.
"Much better," she approved, and she slid inside my gaping hole.
"Oh, fuck! Give me that dick," I moaned as she filled me up... this position was wilder than before, because she was going at me from a different angle... and I could see her nice firm tits... and I could see her pretty face while she fucked me.
"You look so sexy with your hard dick throbbing and my dick in your arse," she said, as she fucked me.
"You look so hot fucking me," I moaned, as she held me by my ankles.
"Did you ever imagine taking a dick up your sexy arse?"
"Not even once," I answered with a moan.
"But now you'll bend over and take my dick anywhere, anytime, won't you?" she asked, her dick continuing to pump inside my asshole.
"In a heartbeat," I admitted, each deep thrust making my body burn and my dick twitch.
"When you come home for Thanksgiving, I'll give you this dick again," she promised.
"Oh, yes please," I said, since she'd forever changed me... even though I still had no interest in any dick attached to a man.
"Yeah, I'll fuck your face in my classroom, bend you over my desk and pound this arse, while you eat Mrs. Walker's pussy," she said, as she reached for my dick.
"Oh fuck," I groaned, the idea of eating Mrs. Walker as well, had my arousal skyrocketing, as her hand wrapped around my dick was getting me ready to burst.
"Do you want to come now?"
"So bad," I moaned. Her hard fucking had been rubbing my prostate, making my dick ache with need.
"Do you want to come while you're getting fucked in your arse?"
"Yes, I do," I agreed. Her hand was no longer stroking my dick, as she continued her deep thrusts into me.
"Yes, you do what?" she asked, her tits looking so perfect as she fucked me.
"Yes, I want to come with your big cock up my asshole," I agreed willingly.
She immediately resumed stroking my cock, and it wasn't even ten seconds later before I groaned and shot massive rockets of cum straight up in the air... without a doubt, the most intense orgasm I'd ever experienced!
"Yes, come baby," she purred, some of it sailing up onto her perfect body.
"So gooooood," I moaned, my entire body pulsating with pleasure.
"Next question, Joey. Do you want my load in your arse, in your mouth, or on your face?"
"In my ass," I heard myself saying, wondering what a cock coming inside my ass would even feel like.
"Mmmmmmm," she purred, as she pulled my legs together, and began fucking me as hard as she could.
"Yes, yes! come in my asshole!" I moaned, as she really hammered my asshole.
"Oh, yeah! Get ready for it, Joey!"
"Oh yes, fill me up! Breed me!" I heard myself cry out just as she moaned, and then I felt her warm seed filling my asshole. "Ohhhh, yes," I moaned, the feeling of being filled with cum amazingly erotic!
"Fuck," she moaned, as she kept pumping her dick... plus her load... into my asshole.
A dozen or so more pumps and she pulled out, spread my legs, climbed onto the bed, and started kissing me.
Then, for several minutes we kissed... our tongues thoroughly exploring each other's mouths.
When she broke the kiss, she asked, "Do you still enough stamina to fuck my arse?"
"You drained me pretty good," I said, "but I'm sure I can."
"Good," she said, and she got onto all fours.
"God, do you have a great ass," I admired. I moved behind her, my dick indeed still hard, even as I felt cum oozing out of my ass.
The rest of the night was amazing! I fucked her in the ass for a marathon session in a dozen different positions, including her riding me. Eventually, I unloaded my third load of the night in her asshole. She then dropped her second load of the night in my mouth... when I discovered the taste of cum was salty and delicious.
I stayed the night while we cuddled like lovers.
The next morning we did a lengthy sixty-nine, came in each other's mouths, and after room service brought us breakfast, we took turns fucking each other in a variety of positions... each of us dropping one more load into the other's asshole.
Sadly, she needed to leave for home a few hours later... but I'm really looking forward to Thanksgiving.
The End
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My Mom's Best Friend
My parents threw a Halloween party every year. They'd always sent me to grandma's house in the past, but now that I was eighteen, I was going out to a Halloween party with my friends from school.
I was a senior in high school, but was already eighteen, since I'd started school late. My Dad had been in the Navy back then, and we were stationed in Japan when I was five.
Anyway, the party I went to was fun for a while, but then I struck out with Elizabeth, the girl I'd been pining for all semester. She gave me a couple of chaste kisses, but that was it. In homage to the final Indiana Jones movie (which I thought was awesome, even though it didn't do well at the box office), I was dressed in a full I.J costume... I even had a whip! So I returned home just after midnight, and the party was still underway.
I went inside, and the house was rocking... who knew my parents could host such a banger? Good for them! I actually had to give them some street cred. This party was fire! This party was way more dope than the one I'd gone to. Plus, the music they were playing was 1980's classics like You Shook Me All Night Long and Jessie's Girl, which was way better than the generic auto-tune dance shit that had been blaring at the other party.
I chatted with Mom, who was definitely tipsy, with our neighbour Joe, one of my teachers Mrs. Walker, which was a little awkward, especially since she was dressed in a damn hot maid outfit with cleavage down to her navel and the tops of her nylon stockings showing, and with a few other people. I poured myself some punch (which was spiked quite generously), with the intention of jerking off to Mrs. Walker (which I'd done many times, but never picturing her as a slutty maid), when I encountered Mom's best friend Barbara... dressed exactly like a Barbie Doll, all in pink. She also looked a lot like Margot Robbie, who'd played Barbie in the recent movie. My already hard cock inside my pants flinched to salute her.
"Hi, Simon," she greeted, drink in hand.
"Hi, Barbara," I greeted back, trying not to look like I was staring at her big tits, or her long legs in pink pantyhose. I loved nylons, but too few women wore them. My Mom did sometimes, but she didn't count, since although she was hot... well... she was my Mom. Mrs. Walker almost always wore nylons, which is why I jerked off to her so often, and my target at the other party Elizabeth often did... besides being cute, funny, and smart... she usually wore nylons a couple times a week.
"You're home early," Barbara observed.
"Yeah, the party was boring," I said, trying to focus on her eyes, but my own eyes weren't doing a good job.
"You didn't get laid?" she asked bluntly, just as I was taking sip of my punch... and I was so startled by the question I spit out the mouthful all over myself. "Sorry," she giggled, "was that question too blunt?"
"It was quite surprising," I admitted, totally embarrassed.
"But isn't that the main reason for teen parties?" she asked, her tone shifting to sensual, or maybe that was just in my head, "to get laid?"
"I suppose it's one of the goals," I said. Although if that was the case, I had a perfect strike-out record so far. I was rather shy, so I was actually proud of myself for even trying for first base with Elizabeth... even though all I got was a couple of kisses...since that was progress... and even if she was drunk and might not remember it, I would. Forever.
"As it should be," she said. "You should definitely hook up while you're still young. Things dry up substantially once you get to be my age."
"I can't fathom that's possibly true in your case," I said. Barbara was easily the hottest woman I'd ever seen in real life. Besides being absolutely stunning, she owned her own women's clothing shop, so she always dressed in hip, modern clothes.
"You're so sweet," she smiled, taking my hand in hers... and making my hard cock flinch. "But alas, this party is just a bunch of old people trying to recreate their youth for a single night."
"Everyone looks like they're having fun," I observed.
"Oh, they are," she agreed, "but they're only living the lives they were given, the ones they're supposed to be living, according to some arbitrary set of rules."
"I'm not following you," I said.
She continued holding my hand, which had my head fogging up with curiosity about why she still was. Never had holding someone's hand felt better in my life... or at least compared to my very few and brief prior hand-holding experiences.
"Well, ever since Jake died, I've been trying to move on," she semi-explained.
"I'm still so sorry about this passing," I said. Jake had been a great eye, a professional race car driver who got into a serious crash last year, and who'd died from his injuries a few weeks later. The only silver lining had been that he'd been in a coma until he died, and as far as anyone knew... including the doctors and nurses at the hospital... he'd never regained consciousness, so hopefully he hadn't suffered any pain.
"Thanks," she said, with some sadness in her eyes.
"He was a great man," I said, having admired him greatly. Besides marrying the hottest woman ever, he'd worked for a couple of charities in the off-season, so he was a great role model for me. He was like my second dad... a cooler dad... no offense to my real Dad... he was great too... just not especially cool.
"Yeah, he really was," she agreed. Surprisingly, her words conveyed \a slight sexual tension, that I'd think would be crushed by our conversation about her beloved man, who was no longer with us. Then after an odd silence, her sadness seemed to evaporate, as she said, with her smile returning, "He lived every moment like it was his last, and that's a trait of his I try to live by."
"That's a great way to live," I approved, wishing I had the courage to live my life even a small percentage as adventurously as he had. He'd also climbed mountains, jumped out of airplanes, and did motivational speaking at self-realization events. I couldn't fathom myself doing any of those things.
"It is, isn't it?" she agreed.
"Yes," I agreed too. "He was an inspiration." Then I thought again. "No, he still is an inspiration."
"That's sweet of you to say," she said, her hand still holding mine.
"It's the truth," I said, "I wish I could be even one percent as adventurous as he was."
"Do you mean that?"
"I do."
"Mmmmmmmmm," she moaned ever so softly, which made my very hard dick flinch in my costume again... which thankfully was a real costume, not one of those overpriced Halloween monstrosities so cheaply manufactured they might as well be made of paper ... so my dick wasn't very obvious while it saluted this blonde beauty.
She looked around thoughtfully, then apparently decided something and said briskly, "Meet me in the basement bathroom in five minutes."
"Really?" I asked, flabbergasted. There was only one reason she'd issue me such a summons.
Seeing the astonishment on my face, she whispered, "I can tell what you're thinking, and you're correct. So don't make me wait," leaning close to my ear and briefly nibbling on it. Her hot breath made my cock pulse, and a rush of adrenaline to course through me.
"Yes, ma'am!" I said emphatically as she sauntered away. As I followed her shapely back end with my eyes, I saw that her pink pantyhose had sexy seams down the back.
"Hey, son," Dad startled me from behind.
"Hey, Dad," I said, back, breaking my stare.
"How was your night?"
"Just so-so," I said.
"I feel ya," he said, trying to sound cool. Then he offered, "Feel free to hang out with us if you like."
"Thanks, but I think I'll head down to the basement and game a little," I made up on the spot.
"That's okay too," he approved, as 'Hungry Like the Wolf' by Duran Duran started playing. "Oh. I'd better find your Mom. She loves this song."
"She's over there talking to Barbara," I pointed out.
"Jesus, that outfit!" he said.
"Yeah, she's really something," I agreed.
"She sure is," Dad said, checking her out, just like I was doing.
"You do know you're married, right?" I asked playfully. We'd checked out hot women together lots of times.
"I'm married, not dead. There's no reason I can't admire one of God's beautiful creations."
"That may be the corniest thing you've ever said," I laughed.
"Worse than my dad jokes?"
"Far worse," I agreed, still chuckling, as Mom started heading towards us. "Go and dance with your own hot babe."
"Yeah, your Mom is hot, and she's hungry for the wolf," Dad said, doing a Michael Jackson with his crotch, before leaving me to meet his wife halfway.
"Gross," I said, although I had to admit my Mom was aging awfully well.
I filled up my cup with some more of that strong punch, and headed for the stairs. The basement wasn't only where my bedroom was, but also where my entertainment system was set up, including a 60-inch television, surround sound, and a PlayStation 5. It was my oasis.
I was just checking my phone, when I glanced up and saw Mom and Barbara high fiving each other. Then Barbara started downstairs, so I hurried to join her. When we reached the bottom together, she looked around, smiled, and said, "You have your own little oasis down here."
I smiled back, since that was exactly what I always called it. "Yeah, it's my stress-free zone." Then I asked, "Why were you and my Mom high fiving each other just now?"
"Ummm... Oh, that!" she said. "I was just telling your mother what a fine young man you'd become, so... umm... I was actually high fiving her," she said, before taking my hand again and leading me towards the bathroom.
While she'd confirmed what her intent was, her leading me to the bathroom, instead of to my bedroom, was making me a little doubtful. But there was no innocent reason for her to lead me into the bathroom either.
Immediately after we'd entered the bathroom, she closed the door, shoved me back against it, grabbed my head, and started kissing me... hard.
I kissed her back in awe. I was kissing my second girl of the night, and this one was my dream MILF!
After a couple minutes of passionate kissing, her tongue slid into my mouth. So I slid mine into hers. Then after another minute or so, she broke the kiss, seized my very hard dick and squeezed it. Then she asked, "Ready for an adventure?"
"God, am I ever," I moaned. My Mom's best friend was squeezing my dick!
"Mind if I check out your snake?" she asked, as she lowered herself to her knees.
I appreciated her Indiana Jones reference, even though it didn't make much sense, since Indiana hated snakes. But I was in no mood to quibble, so I just moaned, "Don't mind if you do," as I looked down in utter awe at my dream woman on her knees, pulling my pants down.
"This is the kind of snake I really like," she said in a sexy tone, as with my pants already around my ankles, she pulled down my boxers... and I was super happy I'd decided to wear my classy SAXX boxer briefs, as my hard seven-inch cock suddenly sprang out... energetically saluting her. Once she saw it, she cried out, "Wow!" obviously impressed, and she wrapped her hand around it, making me moan. "Oh my, what an impressive cock!"
"Thanks," I moaned, and I watched in amazement, as she leaned forward and took my cock into her mouth... thus, my first ever blow job was being performed by my Mom's best friend. "Oh, fuck!" I added. The sensations from her lips wrapped around my cock were exponentially more pleasurable and intense than using my hand... even though I always used lube.
"Mmmmmm," she purred, as she began bobbing on my cock.
Unfortunately, after not even a dozen bobs, I was ready to come. I apologized as I moaned, "Sorry, but I'm already on the verge of coming!"
To my surprise, she just kept bobbing and moaning, and a few seconds later, I was coming in her mouth, groaning, "Ohhhhhhh, God!" The intensity of my orgasm was much more extreme than any I'd ever given myself by hand... and its duration was also extended immensely, because she kept sucking me all the way through it and beyond, not slowing down even after I'd shot my entire load down her throat.
After another minute, she finally backed away from my dick, stood up and said, "Yum! I hope you can generate another load for me before too long."
"No worries," I said confidently, and I grabbed her by the hips and lifted her onto the sink counter.
"Oh, my! I like a man who goes for what he wants," she gasped.
While I'd never had a blow job before, and only one ineffective hand job, I'd done a bit of pussy eating last summer at camp. One of my fellow councillors had let me go down on her a few times... although she didn't repay the favour... except once when she rubbed my dick through my shorts and made me come in my underwear.
"Now I want to taste you," I said, as I parted her legs to discover she wasn't wearing pantyhose at all, but thigh-high stockings... and I couldn't help stroking my hands up and down the sheer silk. "I have a thing for nylons," I added.
"I know you do," she responded.
"You do?"
"You check out my legs all the time," she said. "But only when I'm wearing nylons."
"It's hard not to be conspicuous when the sight of them is so amazing," I said, as she lifted her ass off the counter to pull the hem of her one-piece costume even higher, revealing she wasn't wearing any panties.
"I removed my underwear and stuffed it in my purse just before coming down here," she said, while I stared at her almost completely shaved pussy, with just a tussle of hair above her slit, with undeniable wetness glistening on her labia.
"You're so hot," I said, as I directed my head towards her pussy. "May I taste you?"
"You'd better! I've just swallowed your load," she complained playfully.
"Then you're entitled to come on my face," I said, before extending my tongue and lapping up the wetness that had collected between her pussy lips.
"Fair's fair. You're welcome to squirt your next load on my face too," she moaned, as my tongue made contact, and I began making slow, paint-stroke-like movements.
"Mmmmmm," I said, both because of her offer, and the taste of her pussy.
"Or if you prefer... on my tits, or in my pussy, or on my feet," she listed off.
"Or all of the above," I replied, without skipping a single movement... each choice was so utterly delicious to imagine my doing.
"You may certainly do all of those, if you can reload that many times," she promised, as her fingers went gently through my hair.
"I can definitely paint you white that many times," I said, thinking to myself, Or die trying!
"I appreciate a man with stamina," she moaned, tugging my face a bit more tightly against her pussy.
"You taste so good," I said, wanting her to know that.
"I know," she said. "Your Mom loves the taste of my pussy too."
"What?" I gasped, my eyes going wide at such a shocking revelation!
"Your Mom and I have been playing together since before either of us met the love of our life," she added. I kept licking, while I tried to process that my sweet Mom could possibly be cheating on my Dad like that.
"Wow!" I said, not knowing sure what else to say.
"And don't worry," she added as I wiggled my tongue up and down, first in zed-like, and then backwards zed-like patterns. "Your father knows all about it."
"He does?" I gasped, her hot confessions getting stranger and stranger.
"He does," she assured me. "And he's known since before they got married. They tell each other everything."
"Wild!" I said, still gasping while I processed this plethora of revelations, added to the equally shocking facts that I'd just gotten my first blow job from my Mom's best friend, and now I was eating her pussy.
"Mmmmmmm-hmmmmmm," she moaned, as my tongue flicked her clit while I felt her legs twitching against my head. "That's it, right there Simon, right fucking there! Don't stop, baby."
Spurred on by her increasing moans and stimulating words, I accelerated my attack on her clit by sucking it into my mouth and tugging on it.
"Oh, fuck! That's it, baby," she moaned, her forceful hand shoving me hard against her pussy. "I'm so close!"
Using my lips and tongue, I attacked her clit, as she lifted her ass slightly, and a few seconds later, I tasted and felt gushes of her sweet cum while she erupted all over my face... surprisingly not vocalising at all while her orgasm struck... which hadn't experienced before in my limited pussy eating.
I hungrily lapped up her delicious, addicting pussy cum, while she continued holding my face pressed against herself. I felt her body trembling from the orgasm I'd just given her. But wait, I need to say that again: NEWS FLASH... I'd just given the hottest woman I knew an orgasm!!
"Oh, God was that good!" she gasped out a couple minutes later, while she finally let go of my head.
"Agreed," I said, my face slick with her juices, as I gazed up at her deliriously.
"Now it's time to fuck me," she said. "I need that dick inside me right now!"
"Um, okay," I said, standing up, my dick still completely hard, and ready for round two. I was still finding it unbelievable that I was about to fuck her... was about to lose my virginity to my Mom's best friend!
"You do want to fuck me, don't you?" she asked a bit worriedly, hearing the hesitance in my response.
"I've never wanted anything more," I said point blank. "But I think you need to know that I'm a virgin."
"You can't be serious!" she said, genuinely shocked by this particular revelation.
"Yeah," I said sheepishly. I was pretty sure there weren't very many eighteen-year-old virgins around.
"Then are you sure you want to lose your cherry to me?" she asked with a look of genuine concern.
"No question about it. I've had a crush on you since before I even knew what a crush was."
"That's so sweet," she said. But still concerned, she asked pointedly, "but you know you can only lose your virginity once?"
"Yep. And I can't think of another gorgeous woman on this planet I'd rather lose it to," I replied, and I kissed her.
We kissed for a couple minutes, before she broke the kiss and said, "Then if you're sure you want to, go ahead and slide that big, virginal dick into my cunt, and fuck me good."
Hearing such a nasty invitation coming from her mouth was exhilarating, and a major turn-on!
She reached for my dick, and placed it against the entrance to her tunnel.
I took a deep breath, and slid it inside her.
"Ooooooh!" we both moaned in almost perfect unison, as I lost my virginity to the sexiest and most beautiful woman in the world!
"That's it, baby," she moaned, as I slid all the way inside her.
I didn't respond with words. I was completely in awe of the situation I was in, and the surreal sensations of actually having sex.
"Now fuck me, baby," she moaned once I was all the way inside.
So I started pumping... and obviously the act of fucking was so different with another person taking part.
"Ohhhh," I moaned, watching my dick slowly sliding in and out of her pretty pink pussy.
"That's it, baby. Give me that big cock," she moaned. My self- esteem was flying through the roof from what was happening, as well as from her complimenting my dick. I knew I was above average, I'd noticed I was substantially larger than most of the other guys at school, including most of the so-called popular people, since there was no disguising your manhood in the locker room.



"I can't believe I'm fucking you," I said, even while I did.
"Now that we've broken the ice so to speak, you can fuck me anytime you want, baby," she purred. "I'd love to be your on call MILF fuck toy."
"Really?" I asked, tonight's surrealness becoming even more amazing.
"Yes. I've gone a long time without Jake, and you remind me of him in so many ways," she said, as she lifted her legs up and onto my shoulders, while I kept fucking her.
"I do?" I asked.
"Yes, baby," she purred, the toes of her left foot pressing insistently against my mouth, until I opened it and began sucking on her silky sheer, slightly sweaty toes. "That's it, baby. Suck on my toes!"
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, slowly fucking her, while also sucking on each of her toes, and while also stroking my hands up and down both of her legs.
"You'll be my sexy fuck buddy," she moaned.
"Anytime," I agreed, this abrupt change in my lifestyle too good to be true... even as I worshipped each of her toes.
"I'll hold you to that promise," she said. "And by the way, I'm insatiable."
"Mmmmmm," I said. I positioned my tongue against the sole of her left foot, and licked it from her ankle to her toes.
"Do you want to be my fuck buddy, Simon?" she asked, as she replaced her left foot in my mouth with her right one.
"More than you can imagine, Barbara," I moaned, replicating my foot worshipping on her other silky sheer sole.
"Good boy," she said, as I lavished my attention on her right foot and her pussy.
For a couple minutes, I fucked her slowly, and worshipped every inch of her foot.
She then gently pushed me back with her foot and said, "My turn. Sit down on the toilet."
"Can do," I said, the seat down, like it should be whenever women had access to it. She hopped off the counter, sauntered over to me, turned around, and slowly lowered herself onto my dick.
"Oh fuck," I moaned, as she sat down on my dick.
"Such a perfect cock," she moaned, as she began riding me.
"Oh, yes, ride me," I said.
"Do you like this, baby? Do you like having your dick ridden by your Mom's best friend?"
"I do, I really do," I moaned, as I watched her riding me while I reached around and cupped her breasts. It was exciting to feel that she wasn't wearing a bra!
"Oh yes," she moaned. "Do you like my tits?"
"I love everything about you."
"Mmmmmmmm," she purred, really bouncing on my dick.
After a couple minutes, she turned around, my dick slightly slipping out of her pussy, before she straddled me, pulled her dress up and off of her perfect body, her big, firm tits now in my face. "Then go ahead and suck on my nipples, baby."
"Yes ma'am," I agreed happily, as she resumed riding me, more slowly now, as I cupped her tits and took turns sucking each nipple into my mouth.
"Oh, yes, that feels so good," she moaned.
For the next couple minutes, I switched back and forth between the two hard nipples, while she slowly rode me.
"That's it, suck on my tits, baby," she moaned.
I did... for a few minutes.
She then said, "I'm getting close, baby. Will you fuck me from behind now?"
"Of course," I said, and she got off of me, went back to the counter, and bent over.
I hurried over to her, and slid back into her pussy.
"Yes, fuck me! Fuck me hard with that big cock!" she moaned.
Grabbing her hips, I fucked her as hard as I could, wanting to get her off, and hoping I'd come soon too.
"Oh, yes! Harder, baby, fuck me harder," she moaned, watching both of us in the mirror as I fucked her.
As her moans increased, I continued slamming into her, holding back for as long as I could, before I too came again.
"Yes, yes! Fuck, Simon! Fuck me, fill me up! Yes, yes, fuuuuuuck!" she screamed, as her second orgasm of the night erupted through her.
Feeling her voluminous juices swarming my cock, and hearing her come because of my efforts, I too erupted... for a second time... this time deep inside her pussy.
"Yes, fill me up," she moaned, as I spewed my second load.
"Fuck!" I grunted, as I kept pumping... never wanting this to end.
"Oh yes," she moaned.
"What's going on here?" a voice... my Mom's voice... asked... as she stood in the open doorway... in her cute Betty Boop costume... staring at us. Or more specifically, since I'd turned around in astonishment, at my hard, wet dick!
The End....
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MASTER OF THE HOUSE
Until I began reading stories on Literotica, I had no idea how many sons had fantasies... or sometimes even realities... about having sex with their Mothers. It isn't really a conversation a guy might have with his buddies. Imagine this:
"Dude, you know who I'd really like to fuck?"
"Anyone who moves, I imagine."
"True. But do you know who's the most frequent inspiration for my daily stroke-fest sessions?"
"Beth, the head cheerleader?"
"She's in the top five, for sure, but she's not number one."
"Well, who would be number one then?"
"Promise you won't judge me?"
"Sure! You do some crazy shit, and so do I."
"Seriously, this is really embarrassing."
"Fine. I promise not to ridicule you too badly."
"My Mom."
"That's not so bad. I was expecting Big Bertha, or Old Woman Burgess. First, your Mom is ridiculously hot! And second, I've stroked about my Mom lots of times."
"You have?"
"Of course. And my Mom is nowhere as hot as yours."
"So it doesn't make me a freak?"
"Oh, it makes you a freak all right. It even makes you a perverted little freak. But hey, at our age, every guy is a perverted little freak. Christ, even Hamlet was supposed to have had a thing for his Mother. Remember the Ophelia song? 'Ah, ah, when I was young, I, I should've known better.' He's got to be singing about his Mom!"
......
Anyway, the point is simple. The older I got, the more obsessed I became with the thought of sleeping with my Mother. My fantasies shifted from cheerleaders and hot blondes to my forty-three-year-old, blue-eyed, chestnut-brown-haired Mother with her big tits.
As far as calming me down, she wasn't any help either. She was a real estate agent, and she always dressed in skirts, hose and heels. All three of which had become fetishes of mine, probably because I'd grown up seeing them worn by the hottest woman I knew. I was sixteen when I started giving my Mom foot massages after a hard day at work. She always kept her stockings on, so my cock always rose whenever her stocking-clad legs were resting in my lap. She had to know what it was doing to me, but she never let on. And it never progressed any further than a son giving his Mother a respectful foot massage. At least not outside my own fevered brain.
Forty-three is considered middle age, but Mom knew she was still hot. She flirted with my friends, and she loved the compliments they threw back at her. She was a MILF, and she knew it, even revelled in it. That said, I never thought I'd ever have the chance to do more than just her feet...but then that Halloween happened.
Every Halloween, my parents got dressed up as a sexy matching couple and go to some fancy party. (Mom was sexy anyway; but speaking as a hetero guy, I don't think there's anything a man can do to look sexy.) Every year I could see their excitement growing for the big day; Mom's creative juices always came alive for Halloween. She always designed and made their two costumes, often starting months in advance. I can't recall all the outfits, but I do remember a few recent ones:
-Bonnie and Clyde, with Mom dressed as a hot flapper. (Mom looked stunning in fishnets and a cute bob haircut, with her toy tommy gun and an evil grin, ready to shoot someone's balls off.)
-Fred and Wilma Flintstone, which had my dick thinking Bam Bam all night. (Mom as Wilma, with her tattered neck-and hemlines, with almost a nipple, and almost her naughty bits showing, was memorialised in a photo still hidden under my bed for stroke sessions.)
-Her fifties icons Marilyn Monroe and James Dean. (I also have a picture of her wearing that outfit hidden away for playtime.)
-And last year she was Princess Leia, while Dad was Luke Skywalker. (Her diaphanous, almost transparent white dress with no underwear that year, kept my light sabre erect for months!)
This year they were going as Beauty and the Beast. As always, Mom refused to reveal her costume to anyone until Halloween Eve (if that phrase isn't redundant).
I've always been a believer in whichever you'd like to call it... destiny or fate. And it could only have been through destiny that the dominos could have tumbled the way they did... giving me the perfect opportunity to fuck my Mother, and live to tell the tale. (But only to you, since as far as you know, my Mom and I could be anyone at all, living in either the United States or Canada. I don't kiss and go around shooting my mouth off if there's the slightest chance of any repercussions.)
First off, my Dad phoned at five o'clock to tell Mom that due to some late bargaining (Dad is a high-powered mediator... the guy you hire to negotiate the treaties for long-standing feuds), he wasn't going to make it home in time, although he might get home early enough to throw on his costume, and join her at the party later on. Mom was furious, because this was the night she always looked forward to every year, and she'd invested hours upon hours into making the costumes perfect. Although she was angry at Dad, she still planned to stomp out the door and attend the party, and she'd make the best of the state of affairs that she could.
A couple hours later, seven o'clock, Mom came downstairs wearing her Belle costume, making my cock want to be her guest (if you know that song).
I've always thought Belle was the hottest cartoon character, the same way I think Betty is easily the hottest comic strip Archie girl. But seeing my Mom dressed as Belle in a short dress with an ornamental lace train displaying a generous expanse of her flawless upper chest, although nothing quite illegal, her straight hair the same shade of chestnut as Belle's, plus dark blue stockings, was the sexiest moment of my young life.
So I did what I always did whenever I was alone with Mom: I complimented her. "Wow, Mom! You could be a real-life Belle. This is your best costume yet!"
"You think so?" she asked, smiling and posing seductively.

"I know so. Dad would have loved it."
Her smile faded. "I can't believe he ditched me for a transportation union, of all things."
"I'm sure he'll get back soon."
She shrugged and snorted, "He'd better!' But then she relented and told me, "But it's not your fault, honey. It was sweet of you to say something that nice and supportive." She gave me a kiss on the cheek, and let me kiss hers like she always did, and she was off, leaving me standing there in a cloud of testosterone mist.
All the stars were lining up perfectly that night, even though I didn't know it yet. Even my being home in the first place, was because of a string of well-planned (well-planned by someone up there) 'coincidental' moments. Usually after seeing my parents off (not ever wanting to miss how my Mom would look that year), I'd usually leave for a different Halloween party with people my own age, but this year, I didn't feel like it. I'd been dumped a couple weeks earlier by my girlfriend of eight months Pamela, and I really didn't want to see her there. So I was watching the 1978 'Halloween' movie for the umpteenth time, when the phone rang again.
"Is your Mom still home?" Dad asked nervously.
"She left an hour ago."
"Shit!" he swore, "was she angry?"
"Think PMS cubed, and you may be close," I warned.
"Double shit!" he cursed. "I called her cell, and she didn't answer."
I went into the kitchen and saw her phone sitting in the charger. "She couldn't. It's right here, being charged."
"Triple shit!" he swore, knowing he was indeed wading through deep shit. After a pause, "Then can you leave her a note? This negotiation is going to be an all-nighter."
"Shit!" I parroted, which earned me a nervous chuckle from Dad.
Mom was sexy and caring, but we never wanted to get on her bad side.
"I'd better get her some flowers," he rationalized. I noticed an address on a pad of paper in my Mom's handwriting, and I assumed that was so I could tell Dad where she was.
"You'd better get her a whole garden. This year's costume is her best yet!"
We said our goodbyes, and I returned to watching TV. Then about ten minutes later, a light bulb flickered on in my head. A few seconds after that, and the bulb was shining as bright as the sun!
I dashed upstairs and into my parents' room. Laid out on the bed was Dad's Beast costume.
I stripped to my undershorts and put it on, and I was pleased by how comfortable it was. Apparently the peasants in Medieval France dressed similarly to the nobility, except that the quality of the nobility's clothing was far superior. The outfit also came with a featureless leather mask, which I donned. No one would have a clue it was me! I was the same height as my father; I had the same amber-coloured eyes as my father; I even had the same red hair and voice as my father. I went downstairs, snatched up the address, jumped into Dad's Mercedes (the first thing a good negotiator negotiates is his considerable fee), and sped off to the party.
I arrived at the party a few minutes after nine-thirty, and while I was walking towards the porch, the hostess Gloria came out the front door to greet me. She was dressed in a fairy costume, featuring wings, a deep scoop neckline, and some eye-catching sheer panels. Her face brightened as I approached. In her usual giddy voice, she said, "If Alexis is Belle, then you must be Ted. Thank God you're here! Your wife is really mad at you!"
"I know," I acknowledged, "That's why I hightailed it over here just as soon as I got home."
"She's had a few glasses of wine, and you know how she gets once she's into her wine," she warned me with a wink.
Recalling the few times I'd seen my Mom intoxicated... usually on New Year's Eve... I remembered her getting extra touchy feely and very flirty, even with me. So Gloria's innuendo wasn't remotely subtle. I responded vaguely, "Tell me about it."

Once I joined her on the porch, she gave me a flirtatious grin and said, "Before you go inside, you have to give me a kiss. Since none of our kids are here, we're being extra friendly with each other tonight. You may think of me as a toll booth with benefits."
Since Gloria was one of my regular MILF stroke fantasies, I certainly had no objections to paying her toll.

She then took my hand and led me into her house, and downstairs into her party room. There were only a handful of people down there, and all of them except for me were women. I recognized all of them from various of my parents' gatherings. Except tonight's dress code wasn't like my parents' parties! It seemed to be a sexy Disney Princess theme party, with each sexy MILF costume more outrageous than the rest. For instance, the dark-skinned Elma, who worked in real estate with my Mom, was ridiculously hot, and she came as a belly dancer. She had bright blue hair, and was wearing a harem girl outfit made of diaphanous material, through which, even without much light, I could see her milk chocolate skin.

Mom's assistant, the short and plump but very pretty Cassidy, was wearing what she was calling a Cinderella costume, but was more of a grape-coloured ballroom gown with slits on both sides up to her waist. Her blonde wig really brought out her blue eyes and dimples. Nice legs! No evidence on her exposed hips of her wearing panties.

My Dad's partner's spouse, a trophy wife twenty years younger than he was, was dressed as Ariel, complete with mermaid non-legs and everything, so whenever she needed to go anywhere she needed to be carried by someone or other, a service she rewarded with wet kisses. Her tentacle olive green hair, hypnotic green eyes, and bright green lipstick stood out even more in her mermaid costume. But her upper body was best: it was covered only by a tiny, flimsy bra, which kept no secrets.

Everywhere I looked were reasons for my dick to get so stiff that I desperately wanted to give it some attention. My Dad's best friend's wife Katie was dressed as Sleeping Beauty. She looked incredibly peaceful, appearing to be sleeping in her sleep-rumpled babydoll nighty costume... unless she'd been doing something else in bed for the past hundred years. I thought it would be neat if thorny Prince Phillip kissed awake an Aurora who was already two thirds of the way towards delivering a baby, when he made her his bride! Could that baby become the crown prince, or would he be known as His Highness the Royal Bastard? The implications were like a farcical Disney soap opera!

Then I encountered my Mom and Ellie. She'd been my Mom's college roommate way back when, and she was now teaching high school. Mom told me later that Ellie was dressed as a 'shy nudist', which I guess explained why half of her dress was missing, and the rest of it was great... or at least it was great if you enjoyed looking through as opposed to around fabric, which I certainly did. Whenever Mom and Ellie got together, they were incredibly touchy feely, and I'd enjoyed many a stroke fantasy while picturing their playtime back in college, munching on each other's cunts. They always brought out the worst in each other... talking like drunken sailors and hinting at a time when they'd been really crazy. Right now my Mom, still in her fucking hot Belle costume... except now it was even hotter, because somehow her bodice had totally disappeared!... she was sitting on Ellie's lap while they were kissing each other and giggling drunkenly. Her face was flushed in the same way Pamela's (my recent ex) always had been when she was horny from my fingering, licking, or fucking her pussy. I couldn't see where Ellie's left hand was, so I hoped my sick imaginings were being replicated right now.

Just then, one more sex object (at a party like this, objectifying was unavoidable) returned... probably from the bathroom. My mouth dropped. It was our locally famous weather girl Miranda Collington! Tonight she was dressed up like an ultra-sexy infernal creature... my guess was a succubus. She was dressed in all black, with black horns on her head, and skulls on her shoulders. Bra and panties that were see-through, and a corset that wasn't, and long stockings. Very much unlike her normal persona, she was sneering, which I guess she needed to do to match her wicked costume. I took one look at her, and my knees got weak.

Miranda had been the local weather girl since she was eighteen, back in 1988. She was famous for her long legs, which were always, and I mean always, in hosiery, which had been pretty common in the eighties, but was incredibly rare in 2011. Like my Mother, she was a constant but imaginary participant in my stroke sessions.
Distracted by the sight of Miranda, who stood out even in that sea of pulchritude, I barely noticed, when Gloria announced my arrival. "Ta-Dah! Cast your eyes upon the beastly man who's finally gracing us with his presence!"
Everyone looked up and I was greeted warmly, and in many cases flirtatiously. My Mom climbed off of the gorgeous Ellie and wobbled towards me. She fell into me, and hugged me tight. She slurred slightly, "You finally made it, shweetheart."

Attempting to sound just like my Father, I replied slyly, "Baby, I never planned on missing this. I got here just as soon as I could!"
She grabbed my hand and whispered into my ear, "You are sooooo lucky you showed up when you did. Ellie has gotten me so fucking horny!"
My cock flinched at hearing my MILF Mother talking so slutty, and confirming my long-held assumption and stroke fantasy about her and Ellie. Pushing the envelope, I asked, "How did she get you this horny, honey?"
Mom just shrugged. "You know how she gets."
Stunned but delighted by Mom's clingy attention, I asked, "So what's the plan now?"
Before my Mom could answer, and interrupting so many nasty possibilities spinning in my head, Gloria announced in a loud voice, "Charades time!"
Mom smiled and whispered, "I guess your blow job will have to wait." She gave a quick, subtle squeeze to my already stiff and eager cock, gave me a strange look, and wiggled away. She then sat back down in Ellie's lap and patted the couch next to her, indicating that I should join her. I obeyed like an obedient puppy dog, sitting down next to my Mom. I hemmed and hawed about whether I should place my hand on her silk-stockinged legs. But the decision was made for me a moment later, when Mom took my hand and placed it there herself! I'd touched and massaged her nylon feet many times, always fantasizing about my hands going all the way up her thighs, and now she'd just placed one there! It was happening! I just sat back, stroked my Mom's smooth, soft leg, and enjoyed the moment. With Ellie sucking her nipple and probably fingering her, she wasn't paying much attention to me, but I had her promise of at least a blow job later on, so I could be patient. And also, I couldn't believe she had her tits out for everyone to see... including me... and I couldn't stop myself from staring at them.

The game started, and it was couple against couple, although since I was the only 'spouse' in attendance, the couples were spur-of-the-moment ones. I watched vaguely as the other couples acted things out. When it was our turn, Gloria called me up and handed me a card displaying a quote: 'two heads are better than one.' I was happy to get an easy one. As soon as my time began, I went to work portraying a guy with two heads, and Mom quickly got it right.
My Mom slyly mentioned to the room, her tone dripping with sexual innuendo, "I've always thought two, or even three heads were better than one." Everyone laughed, and Mom winked at me. The wink, plus hearing my Mother use such an innuendo, made me want her even more.



Ellie got up to go to the washroom, and I sat back down beside my Mommy topless princess, and she repositioned herself to lean against me in such a way that her voluminous skirts completely hid what she was about to do. She slowly ripped open the Velcro so it wouldn't make that telltale noise, slipped her hand inside my costume, and fished my cock out of my underwear! I thought I might come right then, but somehow I didn't.
She gave me that odd look again, and said, "Interesting."
I asked, suddenly nervous, worrying she knew it was me, "How so?"
There was a long silence, while my Mom seemed to space out, before she asked me, seemingly sincerely, as she gave me a solid how-do-you-do squeeze, "Did I get you that hard, Baby?"
Without hesitation, I confirmed, "It's all you, Princess Alexis."
Her smile went wide, and she began slyly and unknowingly to give her son a hand job. "Baby, your cock is so fucking hard!" I looked around the room, and I couldn't actually testify to anything specific, but it appeared that various other couples might be similarly engaged.
She kept gently playing with my cock until Ellie returned to the couch. Mom gave me one last squeeze before whispering, "We aren't finished, Baby."
I tried to calm down, my head spinning, because Mom had just been playing with my cock. For the next few minutes I watched others play out their charades, and now more confident, I placed my hand back on my Mom's thigh. I moved it up and down gently, the touch of her stocking-covered leg the ultimate tease. This sensual tease continued, until it was Mom's turn to do me... I mean to act out a charade for me.
As soon as she looked at the card, she laughed, and gave me a wink. Which led to yet another twitch down below. As soon as her time began, she made the film symbol, before falling to her knees and crawling sensuously towards me, like a panther in heat. It was incredibly erotic! Once she reached me, she used my thighs to push herself to her feet, and started lap dancing in front of me. I was so in awe of my Mom's naughty moves, I forgot we were playing a game! She turned around to grind her ass on my lap, and I whimpered in pleasure. Suddenly the answer was obvious, and I shouted/moaned "Dirty Dancing!" She stood up, slyly squeezed my cock with her hand and gave me a full-on flirt, fluttering eyelashes and all, moaning, "I hope now you're ready for some dirty fucking, Baby."
One of the gals high-fived me, after hearing that offer, and Mom leaned into me cleavage first and whispered, "Meet me in the upstairs bathroom in a couple of minutes."
My MILF Mom walked away, and I took a deep breath. If I wanted to, I could just waltz upstairs and fuck my Mom! The majority of me was screaming, 'Go for it!' while my conscience reminded me she was my Mother and drunk, and unaware that I wasn't her husband. My cock head doing the thinking for me, I felt myself standing up and heading nonchalantly (yeah, right) upstairs to the bathroom.
At the door, I took one last deep breath, one last brief hesitation, before I knocked on the door. Mom opened it, tugged me in, and slammed it shut again. Then she very carefully and deliberately locked it.
She smiled, which made her look even more beautiful, and dropped to her knees. I watched, frozen in shock, while she pulled my fully-erect cock out of my convenient Velcro opening, and took it into her mouth.

While I enjoyed the best blow job of my young life, I pondered the obvious drawback that Mom thought she was sucking her husband's cock. I tried to get my head wrapped around this stunning development, but it was very difficult, with Mom's lips wrapped around the same cock that had stolen all the blood from my brain. Pamela had never given me head for more than a couple of minutes, and she'd never finished me, so Mom's eager blow job was amazing! I just watched from above, as my beautiful Mom bobbed up and down on my cock, devouring it whole.
After only a couple minutes of her constant deep-throat cock sucking, I felt my balls bubbling, and I warned, "I'm going to come soon!"
She took her luscious lips off my cock and smiled, "Do you want me to swallow it Baby, or would you like me to jerk you off so you can shoot your cum on my face?"
I couldn't believe the choice she was giving me! I'd come in a couple of girls' mouths, but I'd never had a chance to play out every guy's favourite fantasy, the porn movie finale. I mumbled like the first-time teenager I was, worried I was giving myself away, "May I come on your face?"
She smiled, "Just tell me when you're close, Baby." She took my cock back into her mouth and bobbed back and forth, with even more reckless abandon than before.
She was sucking my cock furiously fast, desperate to get me off. So it didn't take long, before my balls were boiling, and I moaned, "I'm gonna come real soon!"
She took my cock out of her mouth and jerked me off with her left hand. Her next nasty words both shocked me, and led me to my eruption: "Come on, Baby, shoot that hot cum of yours all over my slutty face. Come on me, Baby, coat my face with your hot cum!" I spasmed and shot a large load all over my Mom's beautiful face. My cum landed in her hair and on her forehead, nose and chin. Once I'd finished spraying her face, she took my cock back into her mouth. After a couple minutes of her heavenly stimulation, my cock was still fully erect. She took it out of her mouth and smiled, while she stood standing back up. "Fuck, do I love your cock, Baby."
I replied, shocking myself, "And I love your cock sucking lips."
She said, "We'd better get back. But when I get you home, you owe me a good tongue-lashing, for keeping me waiting so long."
I stammered, "O-o-of course," while cramming my still erect cock back into my costume.
Mom asked while she was bent over the sink, washing my cum off her face, "You're still hard, honey. What's gotten into you? You're like your old eighteen-year-old self."
Wanting to end this conversation before she realized what she'd just done, I answered, "You bring out the best in me, Honey," and hurriedly opened the door, leaving her to finish freshening up.
As I returned to the party, everyone's eyes were looking at me... some with envy, others with hunger. I went and grabbed a drink from the bar, and Ellie came up to hug me from behind, and she whispered, "Fuck, Ted! I was that close to seducing your wife, and you had to step in and ruin it!"
"What?" I asked, confused by her complaint.
"I am going to fuck her again one day Ted, and that's a promise," she guaranteed, before wiggling her cute, kind of visible ass away, and going directly to my Mom, all sultry.
The next hour was excruciating. All I wanted to do was get home and hopefully fuck my Mom. Instead we played bobbing for Barbie parts and actually, believe it or not, attempted to do the Thriller dance as a group, which was either damn funny or ridiculously absurd, depending on how you looked at it.
Finally, my Mom, who'd ignored me for the past hour, came over to me all flirty again, and asked, "So, big boy, are you ready to take me home?"
I inwardly flinched. 'Big Boy' was the nickname she'd called me when I was a kid. I stammered, "L-l-let's go."
She winked at me and said, "I'll meet you at the car in five."
She gave my rigid cock a squeeze and turned away to say her goodbyes. I did my own thirty-second farewells, and waited outside. Each second felt like an eternity, as I waited for my Mom to come rejoin me and be an unknowing participant in furthering our incest.
Finally she arrived, but instead of getting into the car, she whipped out my dick, grabbed it, and gently tugged me into the backyard. As soon as we'd found a secluded spot, she stripped off her outerwear (which left her wearing only her stockings and heels, since she hadn't been wearing panties). She then shoved me onto my back, sat on my face, so I was staring up at my Mom's naked, wet, beautiful, inviting cunt. She then begged, "Start licking, Baby, I need to come so fucking bad, and I want your expert tongue munching on my pussy.".
Realizing this was probably a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity, I wanted to make every fantasy I'd ever had come true, so I dove right in. My tongue gazed her clit, and she shook involuntarily. She begged, "Please, Baby, lick my cunt. I need to come so fucking bad!"

But instead of making her come right away, I licked her only for a couple minutes, before I removed her heels, took a stocking-covered foot into my mouth, and instead of massaging her feet like I often did at home, I tried something new... I took her stocking-clad toes in my mouth, which I'd fantasized doing to my Mother so many times, and gave both of her feet a tongue bath. Although after I'd begun, I worried she'd realize I was her son instead of her husband.
"Oh my Baby, that feels so fucking good," my Mom purred, her breathing changing into something throatier.

I spent a few minutes kissing, licking, nibbling and massaging both of my mother's perfect silk-covered feet, before I slowly moved up her leg, my tongue teasing her ever so softly, wanting this fantasy-come-true never to end. I reached her pussy, her scent speaking eloquently about her excitement.
It took all my willpower to resist the temptation to bury my face back in her pussy. Instead, I detoured past it, and continued down her other leg.
"Damn you, Baby, you're fucking driving me nuts!" she whined.
I smiled to myself, and took her left foot into my hand and my mouth. She moaned again, and her begging became desperate pleading. "Please, that feels so good, you've got me sopping wet, Baby. I need you so bad!"
No longer able to resist, I crawled back between the legs of my beautiful Mother, and buried my face in her pussy as well as one could while wearing a mask. It was awkward, and slightly uncomfortable, but there was no way I was going to stop licking this cunt that I'd fantasized about for years. Her taste was heavenly, and I used my abnormally wide tongue (something genetic I'd gotten from my Father), and licked her puffy pussy lips. Her moans were loud, and her body spasmed from my touch. Her juices were flowing excessively in a constant stream. I sucked her clit into my mouth, and she screamed, "Oh my God, Baby, I fucking love your tongue! Shove a finger in me too, Baby!"

I honoured her request, slipping not one, but two fingers into her gaping cunt. As soon as my fingers were inside her beautifully tight folds, she went ballistic! "Oh fuck, Baby, finger-fuck my box! Make me come all over your hand!"
I pumped her pussy with two fingers while sucking and licking her clit. I felt her legs stiffen, and I knew her orgasm was imminent. I took my free hand and did something I'd seen in a porn movie last week: I slapped her clit sharply. That was the final spur, and she screamed "Yes, Baby! I'm coming, keep spanking your slut! N-n-n-n-nnnng!!"
Hearing her calling herself my slut was surreally hot! I kept spanking and pumping until her orgasm finished running its course. As soon as it had, she then begged, "Fuck me, Baby! Fuck me with that big, hard cock of yours!"
It was like every fantasy I'd ever had was cumming true on the same night! I climbed on top of her, and slid my raging hard-on into her soaking wet cunt! It was heaven! Luckily I'd already come once, or this would have been the shortest fantasy-come-true in history. She wrapped her stocking-clad legs around me, and pulled me deeper inside her oasis of pleasure. I leaned down and kissed my Mother. She shoved her tongue into my mouth for some sloppy and passionate kisses.



Getting aggressive, she surprised the shit out of me, when she flipped me onto my back and straddled me! She engulfed my cock and began riding me, leaning forward so her very impressive breasts were suspended right above my face. I sucked on those puppies, like I had all those years ago.

Then I watched... mesmerized... at my gorgeous Mother sitting on top of me, riding my cock with eager enthusiasm. A few minutes more of hardcore bouncing, and I knew I was going to come. I warned her, "I'm gonna come soon, Mo..." I caught myself just in time and attempted a cover, sounding aggressive, "Where does my slut want my cum?"
I was surprised once again when she continued riding my cock and begged, "Come inside me Baby, fill my cunt with your hot seed!"
Such nasty talk was the final straw, and I exploded jets of cum into my perfect Mother-slut, another longtime stroke fantasy coming true. She continued riding my cock as my cum coated her pussy walls. Finally spent, she got off my cock and took me back in her mouth, cleaning me up with her amazing lips and tongue, something no other girl had ever done. After a couple more minutes, she quit cleaning my cock, and collapsed beside me.
She looked through my leather mask and into my eyes, and complimented me, "You've always been an amazing lover, but tonight was a new high."
"You just bring out the best in me," I deflected slyly.
Hand in hand, we laid there in silence for a while, before she suggested we head home. She left her car at Gloria's, since she was too tipsy to drive, and I drove her home in Dad's Mercedes. Halfway home, I felt Mom's hand gliding over my leg before fishing my cock back out of my costume. I let out an involuntary moan when my cock, still hard, was released from its solitary confinement.
I sped home, hoping to fuck my Mother one more time. For the remainder of the drive, my Mother slowly stroked her son's cock.
Once we were inside the garage, Mom crooned, "You're still hard, Baby; I can't remember the last time you could get it up even twice in a day, never mind three times!"
I replied, "It's your costume, Baby, it's brought out the Beast in me."
She laughed, "And now you're even being witty. What's gotten into you?"
Feeling confident, I adlibbed, "I don't know, but ask me what I want to get into you."
She giggled like a schoolgirl and purred, "You're such a bad boy."
"The baddest," I agreed confidently, got out of the car, and then went around to the other side to pick up my Mother and carry her into the house, like the dominant man I felt like, right now. I thought, The Beast can do no less for his lovely Belle! Aarrrghh! I carried her all the way upstairs to my parents' bedroom, and tossed her onto the king-sized bed.
My Mother, clearly still very horny, and with a strange smug smile on her face, and her voice syrupy sweet, "Do you want Mommy to suck your big cock again, big boy?"
I gasped. She knew it was me! I stammered, "W-w-what do you mean?"
"Oh, Curtis, did you really think I couldn't tell the difference between my husband and my son?" she asked, her voice still sexy, her hand reaching for my cock. "For one thing, this..." she bestowed a light kiss on the head of Exhibit A, "...is about three inches longer than your Dad's, and it's tastier, too! I'd guessed something was up when I grabbed it through your pants, and then I knew for sure you weren't your Dad, as soon as I was holding it skin to skin. Remember I called it 'interesting'? And if you weren't your Dad, there was only one other person on the planet it could be! Ever since then, you weren't the only one of us play-acting, although the hunger I felt for you wasn't acting at all!"
I apologized, "I'm so sorry, Mom! I didn't go to the party to take advantage of you. I went because you looked so upset that Dad wasn't going to show!"
Her smile never faded, as she began stroking my hard-as-rock cock. "Baby, don't be sorry. I love your Dad, but he's gone so much, and even when he is home, he can't ever keep up with my sex drive. But you, young man..."
She took my cock into her mouth. And unlike the last time, she sucked it slowly. She made love to it with her mouth, slow and gentle. She continued doing that for a few minutes before she took it out of her mouth and asked coyly, "Do you want to see your Mommy's breasts again?"
"Y-y-yes p-please," I stammered.
She slowly, seductively, pulled her entire costume over her head, leaving her naked except for her stockings, but particularly her breasts, which were still firm, even though she was twenty-five years older than I was. I stared in perverse awe at my Mom's perfect boobs. Then I was brought out of my sexual trance when she began attempting to remove my costume. "Well, son, don't just stand there. Let's get you out of that costume. This Jocasta can't wait to see her hot Oedipus naked!"
After some fumbling and stumbling, I was finally freed from my not-so-secret identity, and now I was only wearing my boxer briefs in front of my Mom, who was now totally naked except for her ubiquitous stockings. Suddenly I felt self-conscious, my confident persona whisked away with my costume gone. Mom, maybe sensing my insecurity, built me back up, "Looking good! Has my baby boy been working out?"
In two short sentences, she'd built my confidence back up. I replied, attempting to be funny, "Yeah, I've been trying to buff up for the ladies."
She smiled, "Well, I know one lady who's very impressed." She pulled my underwear down and off. She fell backwards onto the bed, pulling me on top of her, and finally our lips were touching while we could see each other's faces. Softly and tentatively at first, our kissing became passionate and eager. Time stood still as we kissed like two horny teenagers. Without a word, we scrambled around on my parents' bed, and ended up in my first-ever sixty-nine. I was lying on my back, my cock standing erect like a flagpole, while my Mom straddled my face, her legs draped over both sides of my head. Her glistening pussy lips were directly above me. I stared at them like one would at a car crash, unable to look away.
I felt my Mother's hand getting a grip on her son's cock, and a few seconds later, I felt her mouth wrapped around it again, teasing my mushroom top. The slow rotation of her tongue around my cock was Tease Heaven. I grabbed my Mother's firm ass and pulled it closer, her pussy now touching my face, so I began licking. I savoured each lick, her sweet juices as addictive as any drug. As she got wetter, she also began to get more aggressive on my cock. Meanwhile, I lapped her juices like a man who'd finally found water in a desert. I wanted to make Mommy come! I began sucking on her clit, pulling it down and letting it snap back up. She took my cock out of her mouth and moaned, "Keep doing that, Baby! Mommy loves that."

She kept her hand on my cock, but as I repeated my clit pull, her moaning got loud, and she got very animated. "Oh, yes Baby! You're making Mommy feel so goooood!" and "You're going to make Mommy come!" Finally, her moans got so loud I thought she might awaken the neighbours. "Fuck, Curtis, I'm coming! My son is making me commmmmmmmmmmmmme!!!"



Her juices poured out of her pussy, onto my face and into my mouth. I continued lapping my Mom's pussy, eager to swallow every drop of her juice! Then as soon as her orgasm subsided, she turned around, straddled my cock, and engulfed it completely. Our eyes met, and she asked with a naughty smile, "Do you want to suck on Mommy's titties again like you used to do all those years ago?"
I moaned, her warm, wet, flesh cocoon gliding up and down on my cock, "Yes please, Mommy."
She leaned forward, dropping her left breast into my mouth. I sucked on my Mom's nipple and heard her moaning because of my touch. In this amazing position, my Mom fucked me forever! I moved from her breast to her mouth, while she continued slowly milking my cock with her pussy. Somehow she was able to tighten her cunt muscles around my cock, making their grip even tighter.

She whispered, "I love fucking you, son. Your cock feels so good inside my cunt. Do you like fucking your Mommy?"
I moaned, "I've dreamed about doing this forever, Mom. I've never felt this much pleasure!"
Mom smiled and asked rhetorically, "Do you know this is just the beginning, Baby? We're going to do so many naughty things together! For instance, what do you think of Miranda? Her looks? Her personality?"
"All things considered, she's the second hottest woman I know."
"I'd better be the first one in that lineup," she teased, beginning to ride me faster.
"Mom, you are perfection personified!" I moaned.
"Then one of my perfections is a total lack of jealousy where you're concerned," Mom said. "Would you like to fuck Miranda while I watch?"
Astonished, I moaned, "What? Of course I would!"
"She and I have been playing together secretly for years," my Mom revealed. "She's one amazing cunt muncher. Something you two have in common, by the way."
"No way," I grunted. Apparently my second fondest fantasy was about to come true, not to mention that the thought of my Mother doing lesbian things was fucking hot.
"Way," she joked. "She loves young cock, and she can go for hours and hours! She's like the Energizer Bunny, but with a pussy... she keeps going and going."
"Oh my God," I moaned, "I can't believe it."
Mom began bouncing on my cock, taking it completely, and she said, "Believe it, stud. She's my little sex kitten, and she'll eagerly become your plaything too. Now tell me when you get close, Baby. I want to taste your sweet load."
"Yes, Mommy," I moaned. Watching her riding me like a complete slut, her breasts bouncing around in sweet mirror images, my balls began bubbling in a few minutes. So I warned her, "I'm gonna come soon, Mommy."
Mom leaped off me and ordered, "Stand on the floor! Quickly!" Then when I did, she jumped down, knelt before me, and gobbled down my whole cock. She urgently bobbed back and forth on it, desperate to taste my seed. Her fast-paced bobbing was amazing, and in less than a minute, I was shooting my third load of the evening, the trifecta of coming: on (1) her face, coming in (2) her pussy, and now (3) coming down her throat. Unlike many women, she swallowed my cum down completely, and she kept bobbing until long after she'd extracted the last drop.

Finally, she took my shrinking cock out of her mouth, and collapsed beside me. I wrapped my arms around her, and held her tight.
I whispered in her ear, "I love you, Mom."
She turned her head and looked into my eyes, "Curtis, I love you too." She kissed me again, sweet and gentle.
She then broke the kiss, looked back into my eyes, and added, "I also love fucking you."
I chuckled, "I love fucking you too, Mom."
She let out a yawn and said, "Sorry Baby, you've fucked me to exhaustion, and I need to crash. If I knew your Dad would stay away long enough, I'd ask you to stay in bed with me, but sadly..."
"Not sadly at all! Of course I'll stay, Mom. Dad said his meeting would be an all-nighter, you know he never comes home earlier than he said he would, and I never want to let you go!"
She rolled over to face away from me, and I reached around to hold her tight, spooning lovingly with my naked Mother, while she crossed her arms over mine, to hold them against her breasts. In a couple minutes I heard her soft snoring begin, and then I too faded into darkness, knowing that everything that mattered in my life had utterly changed.
The end...
Continued in part two: Man of the House 2... Curtis fucks his Mom again and meets the amazing Miranda... up close and personal.
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THE NANNY
Summary: White trophy wife succumbs to her desires for her Latina maid.
Note 1: This is dedicated to Breezy, who came up with the wicked idea.
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing.
THE NANNY
At 29, Candy had gotten utterly bored with her life.
At 29, she'd never had a job, having gotten married at 21 to a man from a prominent family, who by now had become a wildly successful investment banker.
At 29, she had two children. But although she presented herself as an amazing stay-at-home mother, who brought the best baking to the community bake sales, raised the most money for charity, and was always available to speak to the media, it was her maid Beth who did all the baking (Candy was ridiculed within her household for burning toast), and Beth always came up with the fundraising ideas. Beth was the live-in maid and chef, and she was the nanny who was raising the two children.
Candy loved her two children: Dustin, who'd started kindergarten this year, and Marnie, who was now in the second grade... but she loved her lavish lifestyle just as much.
Although Candy was a blonde, blue-eyed bombshell who worked out daily to maintain her perfect body, she'd never had much of a sex drive for her husband... and truth be told, she didn't even love him... but he was giving her the rich lifestyle she'd longed for her entire life (she came from poverty, and she'd been a single mother... not that anyone knew that anymore), so she performed her wifely duties on occasion. They had sex perhaps once a month when they remembered to), and she gave him a blow job once a year on his birthday. Which isn't to say she didn't have a sex drive, she just didn't have one for men. Truth was, she was much more into women, and she'd had many torrid lesbian encounters and relationships back in her college days, before she'd met Wallace.
Although few people would consider her a submissive woman, the hidden truth was that in the bedroom with a woman, she was extremely submissive. And although she hated to admit it these days, and she'd never tell anyone out loud, she'd always been attracted the most to women belonging to other races. She'd served a large black mother just off campus in her freshman year for the entire second term, discovering her lust for pussy, and especially for eating ass... particularly dirty pussies and sweaty assholes (the more disgusting and humiliating, the hotter her own pretty pink pussy burned). She'd also shared encounters with a Japanese woman (although she wasn't dominant), an Italian woman (who loved sitting on her face), an English woman (who made her eat her pussy through her pantyhose, as well as lick and suck on her feet and toes through that pantyhose (thus awakening her fetish for pantyhose)), a Norwegian woman (who loved to fuck her with a double-ended dildo, penetrating her pussy and her ass), and lastly, a Latina MILF (who'd used her in every conceivable fashion during her last semester in college before Wallace had gotten her pregnant), and well... the rest was upscale history.
Candy always felt humiliated and disgusted with herself after those sexual encounters... but she always rebounded emotionally and resumed looking around for more older women to submit to as well. (An interesting note: all these women were at least ten, or often twenty, or even thirty years older than she was.)
Yet Wallace always treated her like a Queen. He placed her on a pedestal, and he'd never inflict the dominant treatment she craved upon her... although she never asked him for that, since she didn't see him that way... her man's purpose in life was to look after her... meaning financially, period. His dick was a decent-sized six inches, which was above average, but it did nothing for her... he'd never given her an orgasm (although he didn't know that, since she faked them well). In truth, her only orgasms except for the ones she gave herself, were from older women of other races.
Unfortunately, Candy was required to resist the temptation to explore her sapphic side, since Wallace had insisted on her signing an iron-clad pre-nup, and she didn't want to lose everything... so alas, she became a mere housewife... although she didn't shoulder any of the housewifery responsibilities of actually running the house.
And as time passed, a decade of repressed sexual pleasure had worn her down into a complete bitch. (Although except when she was being a submissive lesbian pet for an older woman of colour, she'd always been a bitch... using her good looks as a justification for treating other people who were uglier or larger than she was like they were beneath her.) And she always treated her servants as if they were... well... servants.
So even though she preferred women to men, and she was, if truth be told, a lesbian at heart... she only had sex with her husband as a chore required for maintaining the charade that she loved him... so she could continue living in the lap of luxury like she'd become accustomed to.
That said, it didn't mean she didn't love flirting with and teasing men.
She loved their attention.
She loved flaunting her perfect body at them.
She loved the appreciative looks they gave her.
She loved noticing the men's erections, especially younger men's... such as her hot yoga instructor Darren... who frequently felt the need to not-so-slyly adjust himself during her sessions. She also teased her Mexican staff... especially the gardeners... when she strolled around outside in the skimpiest bikinis she could possibly find, that showcased every curve of her perfect white body. She also pranced around inside the house wearing skimpy attire, even lingerie and stockings, keeping the blinds open, so the gardeners could take good looks at her, as well as the chauffeur. She loved knowing that all these men wanted to fuck her, but they knew they couldn't. This was her sexual release, since she couldn't explore her lesbian side anymore, or she'd be risking the severe penalties of violating the terms of the pre-nup.
So she'd go into her bedroom and masturbate. It was the only way she ever came, since Wallace couldn't get her off. She'd replay her forbidden youth, which was the only time in her life she'd felt truly sexually free and liberated... ironically, when she'd been a completely obedient slut for an older woman of colour.
Then one day, sadly for Candy (yes, that was her real name), and for her children, Beth fell in love with a man, and she resigned.
Which really stressed Candy out, since Beth had been great with the children, and she'd known exactly how to run the household to Candy's liking... and the last thing she wanted to do was to train a new maid.
Her neighbour, another white trophy wife, although she was much older, with her children now in college, highly recommended her own maid, whom she no longer needed. Candy took her up on the offer, and requested a meeting.
The moment Candy met Norma, she knew she'd be hiring her. Norma Valdez was a Latina, Candy's greatest weakness, and Candy was instantly tempted by her lesbian lust. While she admired the large, mid-forties Latina woman, likely 250 pounds, with very shapely tits and ass, she knew she just had to hire her. While she'd never dare to cheat on her husband, it would be very pleasant to have some pretty Latina eye candy on hand in her house every day. The other quirk about her fetish for older women was her obsession for women who were larger than she was... substantially larger. She loved huge tits. She loved a large booty. She loved thick thighs that could potentially squeeze her head between them. She couldn't explain why, because she herself would be appalled to reach even a hundred and fifteen pounds, but her pussy was burning with forbidden secretive lust for this pretty, very large Latina maid.
Norma feigned that she spoke English very poorly, and she insisted that her pet Brenda, a housewife she'd turned into her submissive white plaything within a couple months of working for her a couple years ago, needed to keep the secret that she spoke English fluently. But when she overheard the bitch Candy whining about needing to find a new maid, she saw an intriguing opportunity... to acquire the ultimate white trophy pet! (Brenda was a lady of the house who lived in the immediate neighbourhood, which Norma found very convenient.)
Norma had seen Candy treating her servants badly, and being a friend of Beth's, she'd heard all the horror tales, including her inappropriate dress code, and she'd decided this bitch needed to be knocked down a few pegs... and likely turned into her submissive plaything... she'd never worked for a white trophy wife she hadn't turned.
To Norma's surprise, the bitch seemed to be checking her out a little during the interview... gazing more than once at her voluptuous breasts.
Once she was hired, Norma began executing her plan immediately.
Although she continued pretending she couldn't speak any more than a few essential words of English, she heard and understood everything around her. Also, she instantly connected with the two children. She was stern, much more than Beth had been, but this impressed Candy, since the kids had pretty much ruled the roost under Beth, but within only a couple of weeks, the children were far better behaved under Norma's watchful eye.
Secretly, of course, Candy found this sternness a turn-on... it was that same authoritative tone that had made her weak in the knees when she was younger... a tone that had convinced her do unspeakable things back then... nasty, dirty, unthinkable things. And from that point of view, she already regretted hiring her. She was a constant temptation she didn't dare to succumb to, which made her façade of being a happily married, loving wife far more difficult for her to pull off.
Norma enjoyed her new job. She was provided a very spacious 1500 square foot guest house, three times as large as the house she'd left behind in Mexico, located behind the massive 9000 square foot mansion where she worked.
Also, since both kids were in school now, although Dustin went only every second day, the job itself wasn't very demanding. Sure, there were always things to clean, and she prepared all the meals for the house, but it wasn't a very tasking job. She even discovered a couple of spots the security cameras didn't cover where she could smoke some weed throughout the day... her good friend Breezy got the good stuff for her... as well as some special pot-enhanced lotion for making sex more stimulating. Norma loved nothing more than a rich white bitch munching on her pussy, so she could never understand how Breezy preferred being fucked by white men or eating white pussy... it seemed so passé... so twentieth century.
For the first couple of weeks, Norma did some sly spying on Candy. She wanted to get intel on her that she could use against her for blackmail, although Beth had also gossiped about her disdain for proper clothing, as well as her constantly teasing the male staff.
She witnessed Candy shamelessly flaunting her body to the men in and around the house, bending over and lingering, flouncing around outside wearing bikinis made of dental floss, and even sauntering around the house wearing lingerie in the middle of the day... which made no sense, since she never wore such things while her husband was home. At first Norma assumed she was cheating by doing some young man, like maybe the yoga instructor (who Norma herself had fucked in her house five minutes after Candy had left after a workout to buy who knew what), but that didn't seem to be the case. No, after all her relentless flaunting, she always retired to her bedroom... alone... for a lengthy period of time.
Candy had been rubbing them out every day ever since she'd hired Norma. She didn't stop teasing the men, but while she did, she slyly checked out Norma, hoping she was watching her too... hoping she was teasing Norma as well.
Then locked inside her bedroom, she fucked herself to multiple orgasms with any of her dozens of toys, while she imagined Norma striding in and sitting on her face. Or Norma bending her over the kitchen table, grabbing a rolling pin and fucking her pussy (which a former Mistress had done to her... an honorific she hadn't used in years). Or Norma joining her in the pool in a bathing suit that revealed more of her over-sized sexy curves and finger banging her while the help watched. Or Norma simply snapping her fingers and pointing to the floor, while she was wearing lingerie.
These recent orgasms were much more intense than the ones she'd been giving herself in the past few years... perhaps because the fantasy was more authentic with a real-life Latina BBW in her home every day. For Candy, the temptation was indeed growing... so much so, that she fucked her husband on a non-scheduled day... but alas... as usual... he didn't even come close to making her come.
It was about a month into Norma's tenure, while Candy was sauntering around the house wearing black lingerie and stockings, that Norma had to admit to herself the woman was sexy as fuck. Her outfits were a lot better quality and more attractive than the pantyhose she was required to wear in her traditional maid uniform (it should have been phased out of style years ago)... but alas, in these white-families-only gated communities, the civil rights movement hadn't yet made much headway. But with that said, the maid outfit did indeed accentuate her huge tits, and her long, thick legs, and when she bent over, it gave people a perfect view of her great pantyhose-clad ass... without the distraction of underwear... Norma always went commando... and since she'd reached menopause early, she didn't even need to worry about underwear during a menstrual cycle that no longer existed for her.
Candy noticed Norma watching her, which sent a rush of adrenaline to her pussy. She sauntered a bit more elaborately, giving the maid a good look at her white ass and her sexy, seamed stockings while she headed to her bedroom to fuck herself... as her thoughts dwelled upon Norma turning her into her submissive plaything.
Norma waited half a minute and then followed her, curious to know what Candy was planning to do next. She sensed she'd be masturbating, since Candy's afternoon visits to her bedroom had become a daily routine. And since she did Candy's laundry, she knew the bitch was soiling a lot of her panties with cum stains... and she sensed it wasn't because of good hard fuckings from her husband... whom she walked all over. She wondered if Candy pegged her husband like her former employer and pet Brenda did to her doormat of a husband... which Norma had to admit was pretty hot... although whenever she was wearing a big strap-on, she preferred to fuck a woman.
"Oh, fuck yes," Candy moaned, with some soiled white stockings over her head, the crotch covering her nose and mouth. She'd stolen them from Norma's laundry hamper when she couldn't find any panties in there, which she thought was weird. Where else would they be? "I love eating your big, fat pussy."
Norma overheard this monologue, since the door was cracked open. She quietly pointed her phone at the bed and pressed Record, while Candy pumped a vibrator in and out of her pussy and continued revealing nasty secrets to her.
"Oh yes, I am your submissive white slut," Candy moaned, inhaling the sultry, sweaty, addicting scent of her large Latina maid... wondering how much stronger the musky scent would smell directly from the source. She lifted her ass to meet the thrusting of her hand.
Norma grinned... this was a pleasant surprise! She usually needed to seduce her white bitches actively... but this one was already willing... and even fantasizing about it! But she kept filming, wanting to gather all the blackmail evidence she might possibly need. She already had videos of Brenda eating her ass, her pussy, fucking herself with a cucumber, and pegging her husband. She'd never had to use any of them, but they sure were nice to have. From experience, most white bitches, once they discovered their natural tendency towards lesbian submission when they first tasted her musky addicting pussy, or they were ordered to eat her sweaty asshole, became very obedient, and they were willing to do almost anything for the privilege of licking her pussy, eating her asshole, getting fucked by one of her strap-ons, and even massaging and sucking her nylon-clad sweaty stinky feet and licking her salty soles... white women were weird as fuck! On top of that, the slut was wearing Norma's very own pantyhose on her head... which was an intriguing new twist.
"Yes, please let me eat your asshole," Candy moaned, her orgasm already rising, after just a couple minutes of hard fucking... as she sucked on the wet crotch, wishing to savour any tiny amount of pussy juice or cum from the hosiery.
What a freak! Norma thought with a smile as she watched, amused and indeed a little turned on.
"Oh, fuck yes! You own me! Yes, yes, oh fuuuuuck!" Candy screamed, as she started coming and collapsed on the bed. She suddenly realized she'd been a lot louder than she usually was. She lay bonelessly on the bed, enjoying the intensity of the orgasm, as she imagined Norma learning her secret and turning her into the submissive pet she'd used to be... the submissive pet she still desired to be.
Norma silently slipped away, sent the video to her email, and went to prepare luncheon... not saying a word... just mentally filing this incident away under Intriguing Information.
Awhile later, once Candy had recovered sufficiently to sit up, she noticed the bedroom door was slightly ajar, and her eyes went wide. Did anyone hear me? Did anyone see me? Fuck! She shook her head. She'd probably been so horny that she didn't close the door properly, when she'd been so eager to get herself off. She needed to control herself better... she couldn't risk violating the pre-nup... meaning she mustn't allow herself to get caught doing what she'd always done! As she reprimanded herself, she pulled the pantyhose off of her head and brought them to her nose. One final sniff, she silently told herself... just like she did every time she indulged herself like this.
Candy did manage to control herself for the next couple of weeks... which of course made her even bitchier.
Which enabled her to go absolutely ballistic when she discovered Norma had been teaching the children Spanish, and now her kids were now having conversations with 'the help' in a language Candy didn't understand.
"Norma!" she snapped, "I do not want you teaching my children your Third World language!"
"They ask me to," Norma said, which was true.
"I don't fucking care!" Candy said in a fury. "My kids should only speak English, is that understood?"
"No, señora. No comprendo," Norma said, feigning ignorance like she often did.
"No Spanish spicking in this house!" Candy snapped, and stormed off. (She did know enough Spanish to be rude.)
For Norma, that was the last straw. She'd been planning to turn Candy into her pet for a while... but that outburst accelerated her timetable.
A couple days later, on an amazingly sunny Saturday afternoon, the kids wanted to go for a swim. Candy, of course, asked Norma to take them, since she had a yoga appointment with Darren, and she really needed it. Candy wore her typical yoga outfit, which consisted of tight yoga booty shorts and a skimpy yoga top, showing off her silicone-enhanced DDs... which were smaller than Norma's natural tits.
Norma only possessed one bathing suit—a black one-piece... since she seldom got into the water, and she found a two-piece bikini was way too much work for her large frame. For the record, she was very proud of her body, and she knew her extravagant curves caught the eye of many men, and almost as many women... and her outgoing personality charmed pretty much everybody she met. And given her looks and flirty personality, her standard greeting of, "¿Habla Español, muchacho?" rarely put anybody off.



On the way to her bedroom after her yoga workout, Candy glanced out the window, curious to see what Norma looked like in a bathing suit. Her anger had faded, but the way her kids and husband loved Norma so much had sparked a smouldering resentment towards her. As did the undeniable fact that she was infatuated with her. Yet just like a bully who picks on someone gay to conceal his own gayness, Candy was behaving like a complete bitch around Norma to conceal her lust for her.
She was a bit disappointed to see Norma wasn't wearing a bikini, but she felt her hand going to her own sweaty crotch anyway, as she admired Norma's ass, perfectly framed in her one-piece. She couldn't help wondering how fine that asshole might taste after a full day's work. Which led her to discreetly go downstairs and slip out the back, avoiding Norma and the kids, sneak into Norma's residence with her key, return the pantyhose from a few days ago, and grab a fresh pair. She brought the fresher pantyhose to her nose and inhaled... fuck, it was so good! This time though, she turned them around and sniffed where the ass crack had been. Oh, yeah! Musky and enveloping.
Curious, she then opened the dresser drawer beside Norma's bed and found a few toys... including a strap-on. As her pussy tingled, she couldn't help wondering when she'd find the time or someone handy so she could use a strap-on cock. There was also a vibrator, handcuffs, lube, and a butt plug. This bitch was kinky... which made her pussy burn hotter.
Not wanting to get caught, she reluctantly left the house and returned to her own home, planning on getting herself off.
Back in her bedroom, she looked out the window. She let out a little gasp when she saw a full black bush escaping from Norma's bathing suit... and while she loved dining on hairy snatches... they captured a strong aroma so perfectly... she didn't want her children exposed to such a nasty sight.
Except before she could deal with that, she needed to deal with her fire down below.
She lay down on her bed... after doublechecking the door was closed and locked this time... draped the ass portion of the pantyhose across her face, and rubbed herself to an orgasm. She was so horny and wild with lust from the sight of Norma's voluptuous body, her amazing ass, her plethora of kinky toys, and her hairy snatch, that she didn't need a toy.
After two orgasms, she lay there, still with the pantyhose over her head, indulging in the musky, intoxicating scent of Norma's asshole.
It wasn't until there was a knock on the door and her daughter called out, "Mommy!" that she was brought back to reality. She pulled the pantyhose off of her head, stuffed them under her pillow, and went to the door.
Her daughter pointed to her crotch and asked, "Did you pee yourself?"
"No, honey. That's just sweat," she said.. the first thing she could think of... and then her cheeks went red, when she saw Norma was standing right behind her daughter, and she would recognise that wet spot as pussy cum pretty readily!
"Come out to the pool and see me float, Mommy... come!" her daughter urged her excitedly, grabbing her hand and dragging her down the hallway. "Norma taught me!"
"Okay, honey," Candy said, feeling the wetness between her legs as she walked... her two orgasms had soaked her panties so much, they'd leaked into her yoga shorts.
Norma suppressed a chuckle as she followed the white bitch, admiring her ass and looking forward to fucking it... just like she'd fucked Brenda last night, when she'd snuck over wearing only sexy lingerie and stockings and a robe, per her instructions, leaving her husband behind in their bed, so she could eat Norma's pussy and ass, and then get sodomized. Brenda had once been strongly against anal sex, but Norma had coaxed into some tentative experimentation. Shortly afterwards she was sold, and now she was sneaking out of her house at midnight, dressed in whatever Norma told her to wear no matter how scandalous, just for the privilege of getting her ass fucked and being called nasty names.
A couple hours later Norma was back in her traditional maid outfit, today with black pantyhose. She swapped between white, black, and tan... each colour giving her outfit a different look, and accentuating her legs in different ways... when she was summoned into Candy's bedroom. By this time, she was aware that Candy had snuck into her house, and besides filching another pair of her pantyhose... she'd also snooped in her dresser drawer. This was just more fuel for her inevitable seduction... which needed to wait until nobody else was home.
Candy stated, "We need to talk."
"What about, señora?" Norma asked, not knowing what this was about... but the look on Candy's face and her tone said it was some new variety of bullshit.
"About your wardrobe when you're swimming with my children, Norma."
"My wardrobe?" Norma asked. This wasn't at all what she was expecting. Her swimsuit was quite conservative, especially by today's standards, although there really wasn't a swimsuit style in existence that could conceal all the assets her big body featured.
Candy sighed. She hated how she could never tell how much of a conversation this woman was following. "First of all, your swimsuit was old and tacky."
"It is only one I own, señora," Norma replied, still playing her submissive and dumb maid card.
"That's no excuse," Candy snapped. "I pay you very well."
Norma's first thought was, No, your husband pays me very well. You have never worked a day in your life. But she decided against that approach and replied, "I will buy new one next time I go shopping, señora. Is there anything else?" She was already planning to purchase a tiny bikini that would showcase every last curve of her body.
"Yes, there is more," Candy said, crossing her arms. She was trying to remain in charge, even as she noticed that Norma had one more button undone than usual, so a little more of her valley of flesh was visible.
"What it be, señora?" Norma asked, pretending she cared and was concerned, and that she was worried about her job.
"Your entire bush was on display in front of my children," Candy said, then added but immediately regretted it, "I could even see it from up here."
"You see bush from window?" Norma asked in broken English.
"Yes. Well... I... was just checking on the kids," Candy explained, "and I couldn't help seeing it. It was disgusting!"
"Well, señora," Norma said, her eyes going obviously to the fake tits on this fake woman, "I natural woman."
"That may be so," Candy said, as a small part of her wondered what Norma's hairy bush would smell like right now. "But I don't want my children to see that hairy bush ever again."
"Ma'am, me natural," and then added, looking directly into Candy's eyes, "but if you no like bush, you shave it."
Candy's mouth dropped open.
Norma noticed a scrap of her pantyhose peeking out from under Candy's pillow, and she said, "Also, ma'am, there is something belong to me under you pillow."
Candy was stunned by her maid's defiant attitude, and by the revelation that she'd spied the pantyhose under her pillow. Candy turned her head, and indeed a toe was sticking out a bit.
When she turned back around, Norma had a smirk on her face.
Norma knew when to push a white woman's buttons and when to leave her stunned, so she just turned around and left.
Candy was furious, but she didn't have time to deal with the uppity bitch right now, since she needed to get ready for a big charity event she and Wallace were attending that evening. She grabbed the offending pantyhose and stuffed them in her dresser drawer... after taking a nice big whiff of them... her pussy burning frustratingly... Norma's attitude feeling oddly similar to Jacinta's in the past... Jacinta being her Latina Mistress from long, long ago.
That evening, Norma summoned Brenda over again to eat her pussy to multiple orgasms, and then she smeared her cum all over her pantyhose for use the next day.
Candy masturbated in a bathroom at the hotel, which was adjacent to the extravagant ballroom where she and Wallace were attending the fundraiser. She couldn't get Norma's tits, bush and attitude out of her mind.
.....
The next morning was another hot day, and again the kids wanted to go swimming.
Candy committed herself to controlling her desires, and she decided she needed to have another talk with the obstreperous maid so she could put her in her place.
Candy summoned the maid into the ensuite bathroom off the master bedroom upstairs, and Norma arrived wearing a one-piece bathing suit that made her overly hirsute black bush even more obvious.
Norma had remembered she had another swimsuit even older than the one she'd worn yesterday... this one was tighter... thus showcasing her tits even more... and her curves even more... and her bush even more. She knew she'd piss Candy off when she went ahead and said, "Señora, I find other swimsuit."
"But this one is even worse!" Candy objected, the bush in clear view, protruding out of the fabric in all directions... but God, did it showcase her big, beautiful frame!
Candy, planning on humiliating the older, curvier woman, she herself wearing a two-piece bikini that flattered her trim, fit body, announced, "You said you wanted me to shave your hairy snatch. Well, I'm going to do just that."
Norma busted out laughing!
"What the hell are you laughing about?" Candy demanded, flying instantly into a fury... the insolence of a lowly maid laughing at her!
Norma smiled, not at all fazed by the white woman's fury, since she'd soon be putting her in her proper place, spat back in perfect English, "If you want to play with my smelly Latina pussy, all you have to do is ask, chancla."
"What did you just call me?" Candy demanded. Norma was likely unaware that she knew what the word 'chancla' meant, since Jacinta had directed the epithet at her many times. A chancla was the Spanish term for a worn-out slipper or sandal, but it was also a wicked way of calling a woman a skank.
"You heard me," Norma smirked, now standing right in front of her a little imposingly, "chancla."
"If you call me that one more time..." Candy threatened.
"Chancla... chancla... chancla," Norma chanted smugly, not backing down from this bitch... since she held all the cards.
"I'll have you shipped back across the border so fast!" Candy threatened, fire in her eyes, even while her pussy betrayed her by leaking into her bikini bottom... that slur sending her back to when she'd been a submissive slut for an earlier big-bodied Latina.
Norma continued laughing. "I don't think so."
"And what makes you think you're not already fired?" Candy demanded, getting even more infuriated by the maid's smugness... and by her sudden ability to speak English flawlessly.
"Well, for one thing, I have a video of you masturbating while you're wearing my pantyhose over your head, and you're moaning some pretty interesting things to the imaginary me," Norma asserted.
"Why you border crossing..." Candy began uttering racial slurs. But she was cut off by Norma, who ordered firmly, "Now shut up, chancla."
"My name isn't chancla,!" Candy glared at her.
Norma glared right back and said, "Your name is whatever the fuck I say it is! If you plan on continuing to live in your lavish lifestyle, you'll do as you're fucking told! I also have a video of you sneaking into my house and stealing my used pantyhose."
"It's my house," Candy corrected.
"That's a technicality which has become irrelevant. Now I told you to shut the fuck up!" Norma repeated. "I own you now. You will do as I fucking say, or I'll tell your loving husband all about your lustful lesbian fantasies, and about your slutty teasing of the help. Is that understood, chancla?" Norma stressed the word.
Candy suddenly realized she was in quite a predicament. She started to say something, but was again cut off by her erstwhile servant. "But I..."
Norma interrupted her while she placed her hand directly on the younger woman's pussy, "I asked, is that understood, chancla?
"Oh my God!" Candy moaned with a gasp.
"Why are you so wet, chancla?" Norma teased, rubbing the wet white pussy through the flimsy bikini bottom.
"What are you doing?" Candy moaned, while she allowed herself to be molested by the help, making no physical effort to stop her.
"Touching the pussy I now own," Norma answered. "Don't pretend you're not dying to start serving as my obedient chancla."
"But I'm not your obedient anything!" Candy whimpered, as Norma rubbed her pussy in a firm, circular motion.
"Right. You're not dying to eat my pussy and my ass," Norma said sarcastically. "If you think my pussy smells good from my pantyhose, just wait until you bury that pretty white... pretentious... face in my actual hairy... smelly... pussy."
"Norma, I...."
Again she cut off the stunned white bitch, "And I'm told by many white sluts... including your good friend Brenda... that my asshole is delicious too."
"Oh God," Candy moaned. These nasty words and vivid details were making her mouth water... as was the sudden knowledge that her closest friend was already a submissive slut for this bitch.
"And just for your pleasure, I haven't showered since right after swimming yesterday, so my pussy is dirty and well-used from Brenda's eager pussy-munching last night, and my asshole now has the musky, pungent scent that I know chanclas like you love," Norma continued. She really enjoyed these moments... when a white woman fell.
Candy knew she had to get out of this situation before she completely succumbed and potentially got caught violating her pre-nup! So she said, "I need to go check on my children."
"Don't worry. Their new Aunt Brenda took them to the beach," Norma said. "So we have the house all to ourselves."
"Except that my husband could arrive home at any minute," Candy worried.
"I wished him a pleasant golf game, just before I came up here," Norma said, as she slapped the bitch's clit three times over her bikini bottom. "So we should have at least three hours all to ourselves."
"Oooooooooh," Candy moaned, overwhelmed by the pleasure... and ironically... by the situation as well.
Norma tugged at the bikini bottom, and it fell to the floor as she said, "And since you've waited so long to see my bonita Latina peach, you may now have the honor of pulling down my bathing suit. And you may then trim my pretty but overgrown pussy."
"Norma, I...." Candy began to protest, but was again interrupted.
"Now, bitch," Norma demanded, patience no longer a virtue, since she wanted to see this arrogant woman put in her place right now, and she also wanted to really use her.
"We mustn't do this!" Candy cried out, even though she really wanted to do it.
"You dumb fucking chancla," Norma sighed, stroking her hand along the younger woman's wet pussy. "It's obvious you're a submissive bitch, and you've been daydreaming about becoming my pet, so stop fucking pretending! Take off my bathing suit right... fucking... now!"
Candy was scared stiff by the tone, which was so similar to Jacinta's it frightened heri, which carried her back to her misspent youth. "This is so wrong!" Candy argued even as she draped her arms across Norma's broad shoulders, trying her hardest to conceal her undeniable lust to obey her.
"Don't play the innocent damsel, chancla," Norma responded, her tone firm and in control. "We both know you're just another white slut looking for a Latina Mistress to take charge of that empty bimbo head of yours."
Candy was pulling the shoulder straps down Norma's body, and she was just was about to release those massive tits she'd fantasized about so many times, when she heard herself being called a bimbo. She hated that word! She hated any inference that she was dumb just because she was blonde. Academically she was very strong, she just didn't care about school... instead, she'd used her brains... and her body of course... to go after what she wanted the most... a rich husband. She stopped moving, looked icily into Norma's eyes and intoned, "I am not stupid."
"No?" Norma asked smugly.
"No," Candy repeated, determined to be respected for her intelligence... something she didn't have to use much of here, or among the other Barbie housewives, who mostly actually were dumb as fuck.
"Okay, you're right," Norma said, impressed by what Candy would actually dig in her heels about and stand up to insist upon during this encounter, "But I never called you stupid. In fact the way you've always played poor Wallace is impressively smart."
"You did call me stupid. You called me a bimbo," Candy said, ignoring the compliment. "I hate that word!"
"If I call you a slut, is that better?" Norma asked.
"Yes, it's much better," Candy said. "Although I'm not really one of those either."
"Just a cock and pussy tease?"
"I'm definitely guilty of doing that," Candy admitted with a shrug.
"Okay, now this is interesting. Doi you feel validated by the sexual attention people give you?" Norma pursued her psychoanalysis.
"I do," the blonde admitted. Her hands remained on Norma's shoulders, next to her voluptuous breasts.
"And by the thrill of knowing how frustrated they are because they know they can't ever have you?"
"Exactly," Candy admitted, impressed by how well Norma understood her. "What's the harm in that?"
"The principal harm is that everyone thinks you're a complete bitch," Norma pointed out.
"So? It's a hierarchy," Candy shrugged, "and I'm at the top. I don't care if they like me!"
"Except that just between you and me, I'm at the top of the hierarchy now. And you've been here before. True?"
"Yes, Mistress," Candy said humbly.
"Do you mean that? Do you agree that I'm now your Mistress, and you'll do whatever I tell you to, no matter how horrific it might look like at first? I assure you that I know what I'm doing, and what I'll require of you will always be in your best interests, even if it doesn't look like it at the time. For instance, I know you crave to be humiliated, so in private I'll be calling you names. Including a dumb bimbo, even though we both know you're highly intelligent. It's a game we need to play, and ultimately it's for your benefit. Can you trust me that far, and even further?"
I don't know why, but I do feel that I can trust you, no matter what."
"Good. Because you can. Now I think you've been selling yourself short, so there's about to be a regime change.
"But first, let's have some playtime," Norma smirked, pulling her bathing suit down past her breasts... and her super large, hard nipples came into view. "Now suck mamacita's senos... that means breasts."
After all the discussion and brief moments of strength, Candy's hunger and natural submissiveness returned... but also her concerns. Her eyes went wide as she stared at the massive tits. "But my pre-nup!"
"I have enough video to supply Wallace with all the evidence he'd ever need to divorce your sorry ass," Norma threatened. "But be a good bimbo slut for me, and I'll help you to keep all your material possessions, and we'll actually improve the state of your marriage."
"How could you possibly doooooo...." Candy began to ask, but Norma grabbed her head and shoved it face first between her two large, sweaty tits.
"You call that trust? Now shut up, and do as you're fucking told," Norma demanded, holding the slim waif of a woman pressed against her body between her tits. "Lick up all my natural sweat."
Her face buried between those two amazing tits, her head held in place, and an order given, Candy's full submissive mindset took over, shoving aside any concerns about possible dire consequences in the future. All she wanted to do was obey... to please. She extended her tongue to taste the naughty, smelly perspiration that lingered between these two huge, perfect tits.



"Good bimbo," Norma responded, a wide smirk on her face, conditioning her to respond positively to a word she hated.
Candy heard Norma calling her a bimbo, but even though it was annoying, her body and mind were focused elsewhere. Her tongue was exploring every square inch of the large, brown valley of flesh. Her pussy was burning, because finally... after all these years... she was both touching a woman again, and she was being her natural, submissive self... which she'd kept hidden away for almost two decades.
"That's it," Norma moaned softly, always loving to have her tits worshipped... sure, a pair of lips on her sensitive nipples really got her revved up... her nipples were definitely wired directly to her pussy... but there was something sensually soothing... calming... about having her large valley pleasured.
"They're just so big," Candy said mindlessly.
"Your fake ones are pretty big too," Norma pointed out.
Candy sighed. The breast enlargement had been her own idea... she'd hated her tiny breasts, even though they fitted her slender body perfectly... but ever since the surgery, besides their being back breakers, her breasts and nipples were far less sensitive than before. It was like she'd lost... no, deliberately discarded... an entire erogenous zone. All those expensive enhancements she'd selected for her tits turned out to be only for show. "They don't remotely compare to your natural ones," Candy admitted, as she cupped Norma's heavy tits.
"That goes without saying," Norma agreed. "You should never fuck with what El Señor gave you."
Candy, who wasn't at all religious, didn't respond to that... she had nothing to say on the subject... but she did indeed regret the choice she'd made all those years ago.
After another minute, Nora decided it was time to push this white bitch's limits a bit more literally... so she placed her strong hands on Candy's slender shoulders.
Candy felt Norma's big strong hands suddenly placed on her shoulders, which had happened to her many times in her twenties. She felt her legs getting weak, and without hesitation she allowed herself to be guided to the floor.
"Good bimbo," Norma smiled, looking down at the stunned white bitch.
"Please don't call me that," Candy objected with a lot less defiance than earlier, since her face was now directly in front of the hairy twat... her mind focused on that... with only that ugly bathing suit preventing her from seeing her maid's pussy.
"But you are a bimbo, you're my cabeza hueca [literally knucklehead]," Norma insisted lightheartedly. "And doesn't my cabeza hueca want to pull down the rest of my bathing suit?"
Candy sighed at the purposeful repetition of the slur bimbo in both languages. Jacenta had done the same with the word slut, or puta, until Candy herself was regularly calling herself one: "Please fuck your slut!" or, "Please let your puta eat your pussy!" and, "Please let your slut lick your sweaty asshole!" So although on this occasion she didn't say the word, she did answer the question with an affirmative, "Yes."
"Yes, what?"
"Yes, I want to remove your bathing suit."
"Why?" Norma made a point of asking all the questions, since this submission was being recorded on video. She'd had a friend of hers discretely install two cameras in the master bedroom. One was directed at the bed, and the other into the bathroom... where she and her new pet were playing. Adding one for the bathroom had been a whim... but oh boy was it paying off!
"To let me see your pussy," Candy admitted, having been in this situation before... where her new Mistress had humiliated her endlessly with questions like these ones.
"And why do you want to see my pussy?" Norma asked. "I recall you called it a bush."
"Well, it is pretty hairy, ma'am," Candy said, adding the honorific unintentionally, but at least it wasn't the more powerful one.
"Ma'am!" Norma roared, her laugh echoing through the bathroom. "I'm no ma'am. I think you know the term you're required to use whenever you address me, don't you chancla?"
Candy sighed... she knew that addressing her as required would give her maid even more power, although it was likely that all the power was already in her hands... so why the hell not? She caved, and addressed her superior as expected, saying, "Yes, Mistress."
"Good chancla," Norma said, patting the white woman's head as if she were a good doggy. She reached for some scissors and said, "Now trim my pussy. Obviously a pussy as luxuriant as mine won't want to be shaved completely, like some cheap ass white hussy's... but it can be trimmed so your children won't catch sight of it."
Candy accepted the scissors and silently obeyed.
"Good girl," Norma said, as she watched Candy trimming her pussy. "And once you're done, will I have a reward for you!"
"Norma, I...." Candy began to say, knowing if she didn't find a way out of this situation, she'd soon be giving in completely... she could smell Norma's scent, and it was making her head go light and her mouth water.
"It's Mistress," Norma corrected. "At least whenever we're alone, it is."
"Mistress, once I'm finished doing this, I really do need to go," Candy begged.
"If you say so," Norma said. She'd already decided that wouldn't be happening... but for now, she'd let the dumb bitch think it would.
Candy gave a sigh of relief. She hadn't really broken her vows yet... so if she could just finish this and then leave, she would have remained faithful... even though God, did she want just to bury her face into this hairy bush!
Three minutes or so later, Candy said, "There. That's much better."
"Agreed," Norma said. Then she grab bed the back of the blonde's head and smooshed her face into her pussy!
Suddenly enveloped by the exotic scent... her face suddenly pressed into the wetness... Candy did what she'd always done when her face was against a pussy... she extended her tongue and licked. She knew she shouldn't... she knew she was crossing a serious line... she knew that unless she took immediate and drastic action, everything was going to change... except right now she had no control over her actions! Zilch! Nada!
"Good chancla," Norma moaned, as her new pet's tongue parted her pussy lips.
Forging a direct path to the pussy was a little difficult at first. Her scissor work had greatly reduced the diameter of Norma's pubic patch, but the small forest remaining was as dense as it had ever been. But her tongue gradually parted the plethora of pubes... while inhaling the Latina's strong, enticing scent... and once she'd cleared a path, she began licking aggressively... hungrily... this was her first pussy meal in almost two decades!
"Oh, yes! There you go! Such a hungry chancla!" Norma approved, as she pushed the white bitch across the line.
"So good," Candy said mindlessly, completely consumed by the scent and taste of her maid... her basic nature rising to the top. She felt truly alive for the first time in years!
"Do you like my sweaty snatch?" Norma asked, pulling Candy's hair a little.
Candy looked up lustfully and said, "I love your sweaty snatch, Mistress."
"Want more?"
"Please!"
"Then go right ahead. Show me what kind of lesbian slut you are," Norma ordered.
"Thank you, Mistress," Candy said in a lustful daze, before diving back into the hairy bush to resume licking.
"Such a hungry chancla," Norma moaned, as the blonde bitch really worked her pussy over.
"Starving!" Candy agreed.
Norma had to admit this bitch definitely knew how to eat pussy... she'd obviously had some submissive pussy munching training in her past. "That's it, don't stop."
"I want you to come on my gringa face," Candy said lustfully.
"Do you like being a white chancla for a Latina?" Norma asked.
"I love being a white chancla for this Latina," Candy responded, pausing in her licking just as briefly as possible while she spoke.
"Good girl," Norma moaned, her orgasm rising quickly. She placed her hand on the back of the bitch's head and pressed her face forcefully into her pussy.
Candy took the silent action as an instruction, and she brought her lips to her Mistress's big fat clit and slightly sucked it into her mouth, while she kept using her tongue on it.
"Oh, yes bitch! Right there! Right there!" Norma moaned, the sudden intense pleasure expediting her imminent orgasm.
Excited about being so close to tasting her first pussy cum in all that time, Candy intensified her aggressive lip and tongue attack.
"Oh, yes bitch! Oh, yes! Fuck-fuck-fuck!" Norma moaned, and then a primal scream erupted from her mouth, while her pussy erupted all over Candy's face!
Candy opened her mouth and caught as much of the cum flood as she could, while a rush of adrenaline coursed through her body. She felt a twitch inside her pussy... since nothing made her body burn better than pleasing another woman... or tasting another woman... or servicing another woman.
"You're a natural pussy-licking pet," Norma praised her, as she shoved Candy's head away from her pussy.
"Thank you, Mistress," Candy responded, having shifted into lesbian lust overdrive, and appreciating the comment... thrilled that she still had the ability to get another woman off.
"Do you eat ass that well too?" Norma asked, looking down at the glazed face of the hot blonde.
"I certainly used to."
"Then let's put your mouth where your money is," Norma said, the revised saying rather stupid, but somehow fitting.
"Yes, Mistress," Candy said excitedly, as she crawled around the thick thighed naked goddess and admired her amazing ass. "I've fantasized about doing this for some time."
"I bet you have," Norma said. "Now use your tongue to clean Momma's sweaty asshole, then stick that pretty face in my ass."
"Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress," Candy hurriedly obeyed, bringing her hands to the large ass cheeks to spread them apart. "God, what a perfectly puckered asshole you have, Mistress!"
"Get used to seeing it up close," Norma foreshadowed. "I expect you to clean it every night from now on after my long, sweaty days. And you can start right... three... two... one... NOW."
"Oh yes, Mistress!" Candy said, as she stared at the puckered Picasso, easily the prettiest asshole she'd ever seen.
"It isn't going to clean itself," Norma pointed out, looking back to see Candy staring in awe at her asshole.
"Sorry, Mistress. It's just such a beautiful asshole," Candy said, thinking back to all the times she'd eaten Jacinta's asshole back in the day. She then leaned forward and inhaled the unique scent of today's ass. "Oh my God, Mistress! Your asshole smells so fucking good!" She'd rather inhale this homemade scent than any of those expensive perfumes she always purchased. To her, this was heaven.
"That's just my natural sweat, chancla," Norma said.
"It's heavenly," Candy crooned, inhaling deeply like she did doing yoga.
"Then worship your new goddess," Norma said.
"Yes, my Goddess," Candy agreed happily. She extended her tongue and licked up and down the lengthy ass crack... tasting the salty sweat... the taste dancing on her taste buds. The mixture of strong scent and tantalizing taste had rendered the arrogant woman into no more than a smelling, licking slave... and just like Norma, she didn't want it any other way.
"Good chancla," Norma moaned, always enjoying someone's tongue in her butthole... although Candy's undeniable lust for her ass, her flattering words, her moans as she licked, and the way she worshipped her entire backside and not just her asshole, was very erotic.
"Such a tangy, tasty asshole," Candy murmured, as her tongue used paintbrush-like strokes to go up and down, and then side to side, over the rosebud.
"Then get your tongue right in there," Norma ordered, reaching around and pulling Candy's head deeper into her ass.
With her face pressed tightly against the sweaty, large ass cheeks and Norma's intoxicating rosebud, Candy licked lustfully, all of her attention now focused upon worshipping the hole.
"That's it my fuck toy, eat Momma's asshole," Norma moaned, having turned her white, bitchy boss into a mindless plaything the ultimate rush.
"Yes Momma," Candy agreed, her using that term felt so kinky and wicked.
Norma was enjoying this interlude immensely, but her legs were getting sore. So she ordered, "Go lie down on the bed, with your face up."
"Yes, Mistress." Candy quickly obeyed, rushing to the bed and getting into the position required... her favourite position without a doubt, whenever her face was sat on.
"God, you're eager," Norma said. She was amused; this was without a doubt the most obedient pet she'd ever had this soon... although eventually they all ended up this way. She'd obviously had a competent Mistress sometime in the past.
"I want to be the best chancla I can for you," Candy said, unintentionally sounding like a bimbo, and realizing it right after she'd spoken.
As Norma got onto the bed, she asked, "You've obviously been trained, and trained well sometime in the past."
"I had an older sexy Latina mistress back when I was in college," Candy admitted.
"Was she big boned like I am?" Norma asked as she straddled the blonde's pretty face.
"Yes, Mistress. She was quite wonderfully large," Candy admitted, as she looked up hungrily at the inviting pussy and asshole hovering above her face.
"Then you have a thing for large, older, dominant Latinas," Norma concluded, beginning to lower her ass onto Candy's face reserve cowgirl, so she could play with her slut's pussy.
"Yes, Mistress. I'm a completely submissive bimbo for any older, large, Latina woman," Candy confirmed, as the asshole sank closer and closer to her hungry lips.
Norma smiled at the slut now calling herself a bimbo while she sat on her face.
Without a word of instruction, her newest pet resumed licking her asshole.
Meanwhile, Norma levered Candy's legs apart. There was something about a tight white body that always got her revved up. In this case, the long tanned legs, the completely shaved pussy, and her pink, glistening labia.
Candy felt her legs being spread, and she prayed Norma was going to play with her burning inferno of a pussy... she needed to come so badly! Sometimes Mistress Jacinta hadn't allowed her to come for weeks. But then when she did, those orgasms were always epic!
"Such a pretty pink pussy," Norma said, as she reached down and began rubbing it.
"Oooooooh," Candy moaned upon the first contact.
"And so wet, too," Norma added. "Does my bimbo chancla get wet just from eating pussy and ass?"
"Your bimbo Chancla gets super horny... from eating your pussy and ass," Candy emphasised.
"Only real submissive sluts get horny from being slaves," Norma said.
"I am a real submissive slut, Mistress," Candy admitted mindlessly between licks. "I'll happily do anything you tell me to."
"Anything?" Norma asked, a wide range of plans for her new pet already percolating in her mind.
"Yes, Mistress, anything," Candy repeated. "You own me now."
"Mmmmmm," Norma said. She slapped the pussy, making her pet moan and twitch.
"Oooooh my," Candy moaned into Norma's ass.
"So this is my pussy now," Norma mused.
"Yes, Mistress, you own my pussy," Candy declared, just like she'd done all those years ago.
"And I can use it however I please?" Norma drilled down.
"Yes, Mistress," Candy agreed. She fondly remembered all the fistings she'd received, the double strap-on penetrations, the tribbing with other white slaves, and numerous toys stuffed inside her pussy at once.
"Good to know," Norma said as she rubbed the tiny clit.
"Oooooh," Candy moaned. She knew that giving such power to another woman was the ultimate risk... and Norma's apparent mood was indeed foreboding... but she wasn't worried. This was where she belonged! This was where she felt the most at home! This was who she really was! She was finished with pretending to be something she wasn't, no matter what expensive perks she might lose.
"So wet," Norma purred as she leaned forward.
"Oh God, Mistress!" Candy moaned. Just a couple of touches, and she was almost coming.
"Usually, I'd fuck a tight pussy or asshole like yours with my strap-on," Norma said, "but they're in my house right now, so instead I'll do this."
Candy watched the big ass leave her face behind as Norma repositioned herself between the slim woman's legs and rubbed all of her fingers inside the blonde's shaved pussy.
"Oh yes, Mistress! That feels so good," Candy moaned, looking down between her legs at the pretty maid.
"Ever been fisted?" Norma asked. Then not waiting for an answer, she slid her fingers... and then an entire fist... inside the blonde
"Yeeeeeeeessssss!!" Candy responded, both to the question, and because of the exhilaration of having that fist inside her pussy. It wasn't Wallace's fault his average dick couldn't satisfy her... her pussy had been destroyed forever by the multiple fistings she'd taken in her past. Only a big fist with a thick arm pounding her pussy could ever get her off from penetration.
"Your slut hole almost swallowed my entire arm," Norma pointed out, as she began pumping her fist in and out of the moaning and trembling slut. That was an exaggeration, but only a slight one, since she was inside the woman almost to her elbow.
"Oh yes, fist fuck me, fist fuck your slut, fist fuck your bimbo, fist fuck the pussy you now own," Candy babbled as her orgasm rose quickly.
"Who owns you?" Norma asked, furiously fist fucking her employer.
"You do! You own me," Candy declared, lifting her ass to meet the deep thrusts, wanting them to go even deeper.
"Do you want to come?"
"Yes, Mistress! Please may I come?" Candy begged desperately, writhing all over the fist, now literally fucking herself!
"I'm just the first one. Soon you'll be fucking all the help," Norma declared, no longer even moving her arm, just allowing the wild slut to fuck herself.
"What?" Candy asked, her eyes going wide, even though she kept humping the fist.
"You heard me! I'm not just your Mistress, but I'm also your pimp, and I want you to fuck all the help," Norma said. "And you also need to be a lot more willing in the bedroom for your poor husband. Is that clear?"
"Yes, fine! Whatever! You own my pussy, so I'll suck, fuck and eat anyone you tell me to," Candy agreed. She was too close to her orgasm to waste any attention on bargaining.
"Come, slut. Come on my fist and become my completely..." Norma began, but she ran out of time when Candy came.
"Fuuuuuuuuuck!" Candy screamed. She collapsed onto her back while her orgasm exploded, and all the energy in her body left her behind.
"...obedient slave," Norma finished her pronouncement with a smirk. She then pulled her fist out and watched an abundance of cum gush out of her pet.
"Fuck," Candy whimpered. She could only lie there, completely comatose, overwhelmed by the aftershocks of euphoria.
"You're one hot fucking white bitch," Norma complimented generously, admiring her newest white toy.
"Thank you, Mistress," Candy said, opening her eyes, and then basking in the gaze of her new Mistress staring down upon her.
"I hope you're not tired," Norma said.
"I'll always be ready for more, Mistress," Candy said, staring at the big nipples she hadn't yet gotten to pleasure.
"Good. Because this is only the beginning, my pet," Norma said, her plan to give Wallace the day of his life now ready to move forward. A martini after the eighteenth hole? He'd be getting lots better than that!
THE END OF PART 1
Continued in part 2: The Nanny Ch. 2
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Pillow Princess Club Ch. 13
Summary: Pussies 20-21: The babysitter, and a shocking surprise.
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 Thirteen 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: her growing curiosity about exploring 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 immediately 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 during 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 girl while the girl 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. An under the table foot job from a Hooters waitress who 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 her first tribbing encounter with a very cute Japanese girl. Up next: Big Rosie.
In Chapter Nine, Meredith goes to a black woman's house where she pleases not one, but two large black women and discovers the joy of chocolate cunt.
In Chapter Ten, Meredith goes to meet a girl and her friend, and she discovers that one is a transwoman with a six-inch cock. She also discovers the joys of pot lube, which leads to a wild threesome... some more pussy, and getting fucked to five orgasms. (Yes, five of them, that's not a typo... hurray for cannabis pussy lube!)
In the pivotal Chapter Eleven, Meredith returns to Hooters to get a fresh pair of cum-coated pantyhose, where she goes into a bathroom and eats Carla's pussy through her pantyhose, and then she comes on Carla's pantyhose knee. Things get serious when they both share their feelings with each other, and Meredith agrees to go on a date with the coed tomorrow night. Meredith then goes to a slumber party, where she dines on five teenage pussies and has a few more orgasms herself, in a wild Mommy roleplay scene.
In Chapter Twelve, Meredith visits a coed who has been intimate with her daughter for some time. She worships the girl's stocking-clad sweaty feet, learns more about her daughter, pleases her pussy nineteen for the day, and reaches her own orgasm by humping on the girl's leg.
Exhausted, she heads home for one last pussy, but encounters yet another surprise, which we don't know about yet, but we soon will.
And now continuing immediately after the end of part 12...
Pillow Princess Club Ch. 13
Completely exhausted by my marathon of sexual encounters, overwhelmed by the day and night, amazed by all the wild and kinky sex acts I'd participated in, both giving and receiving, bewildered by the breadth of the secret lesbian society that yesterday I'd had no knowledge about, physically weak from my plethora of orgasms, astonished by the existence and impact of pot lube, and 100% excited about the future, I rolled into my driveway.
I grabbed the two pairs of soiled pantyhose, but decided to check my phone once more.
I found a couple more messages, and an 'old school' text (in my mind, ordinary texting had become 'old school' just today). The text was from Barbara, and the messages were from GRANDMASWITCH, VOLUPTUOUSCOED, and another new person, MOMMYEATS.
I checked the message from Barbara, "I'm at your house whenever you get here."
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, as I pulled the freshest pair of Carla's soaked pantyhose to my nose for a deep inhalation, then said to myself, "Barbara will be today's pussy number twenty."
I considered just going inside, knowing Barbara was in there, and hopefully we could finish my seemingly endless day and night with a wonderful 69. I could use one more orgasm, too... I was becoming a greedy bitch about both giving and receiving orgasms... I blamed the pot lube... and I was definitely going to research getting some tomorrow morning. But I couldn't let those messages linger unread, especially the one from Carla.
VoluptuousCOED : Good night, sweetie. Get some rest, because tomorrow is going to be another epic night, this time for both of us!
I smiled as I responded.
MERMILF: I just pulled into my driveway. I have to pay the babysitter (with an orgasm), but then I am completely crashing into my bed. I can't wait for tomorrow night! Good night my love.
I checked the one from GRANDMASWITCH.
GRANDMASWITCH: I'm happy you have finally discovered your true self. I'm looking forward to years of mutually pleasing encounters.
Her words intrigued me. Did we know each other?
MERMILF: Thank you, it has indeed been a life changing day for me. Do I know you?
Lastly, I checked the newest one, MOMMYEATS, which was indeed a cute handle. I may have to consider changing mine... if that was allowed.
MOMMYEATS: Welcome. Our next PTA meeting is going to be a LOT of fun.
My eyes went wide. I'd been planning to resign from the PTA, since my elder daughter had now graduated from the public school system, and my younger one wouldn't start school for several years. But today I'd learned that one of the other six women I knew in the PTA (of course no man was willing to volunteer his time for the good of his children) was also a member of the Club. So still feeling horny, and figuring that if I'd been outed to people I know, then I was already outed, I responded wickedly.
MERMILF: Then I hope you bring a homemade pie you are willing to share.
I grabbed the pantyhose and my phone, got out of my car, and returned to my home a very different woman from the one who'd left the house this morning. The last time I'd walked through this door, I'd already eaten my first pussy in my neighbour's backyard, and I'd also serviced the bitchy neighbour across the street before she fucked me with my first ever strap-on... and there was no way I could have known that before returning home I'd get seventeen more pussies off, and tally up my own double digit orgasm count.
It really had been a day unlike any I could have ever imagined!
I'd left bicurious, and was returning 100% bisexual.
I'd left as a wife, and was returning as a wife with a girlfriend.
I'd left unsure of who I was, and was returning with a far greater understanding of myself.
I went into my house, slipped out of my heels and entered my living room, whereupon I received... why the hell not... yet another shock.
"Hi Meredith, that's quite the sexy outfit," greeted a woman I knew very, very well, as she sipped on some wine while enjoying Barbara's ministrations between her legs.
"Pam!" I gasped as I stared at her in utter shock... this was perhaps even more stunning than the revelations about my daughter's lesbian encounters and my best friend Carolyn being a pillow princess pet... Pam was my mother-in-law... my husband's Mom.
"It looks like you're surprised to see me," she said, not showing any emotion at all... just like always. I hadn't been sure if she liked me... or even wanted me for her daughter-in-law... until my bachelorette party, when she'd finally warmed up her resting bitch face stone-like look.
"I-I-I am," I stammered, the sight of her here... with me dressed like I was, and her with Barbara between her legs... who was naked except for a sexy pair of blue stockings... was too astonishing to process.
"I was surprised to learn you'd joined the PPC," she said, still with no expression, still using an ice cold tone, as she took another sip of her wine.
"I was surprised too," I answered weakly, wondering if my marriage was over after my long day, filled with more than a couple dozen indiscretions.
"I have to ask," she said, as she placed her free hand on Barbara's head, acting as if it wasn't weird for a teenage girl to be licking her pussy while she grilled her daughter-in-law about her recent sex life. "Have you been bicurious for a while, or is this change in your lifestyle because of my stupid son's neglect?"
"Um, I don't know how to respond to that," I replied, her tone still not matching her words. Maybe she understood my awkward marriage predicament... or maybe not... since I couldn't read her tone or her stone-cold expression.
"Mmmmmm," she moaned suddenly. "Barbara really knows how to deliver a slow burn pussy experience."
"That's nice," I said, not knowing what else to say under the awkward circumstances.
"She's been munching between my legs for a good twenty minutes and has kept me close to coming, but hasn't pushed me over the top," my mother-in-law explained.
"That's good technique," I said, although my inflexions made it more of a question than anything else.
"It is," she nodded, as she finished her wine. "A good pet understands how to follow orders unconditionally."
"So I'm learning," I said, the conversation taking a new turn, although neither her tone nor expression had changed enough to give me much confidence that this conversation wasn't going to explode in my face any moment now.
"Go and refill my wine," she said. "We have a lot to discuss."
"Okay," I said, going to her, taking the wineglass, and glancing down at Barbara... primarily her really cute naked butt... between her legs before going to the kitchen.
What the fuck?
Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!
I set Carla's pantyhose and my phone on the kitchen counter, went to the fridge, poured a glass of wine, and downed a mouthful from the bottle before taking a deep breath and returning to the living room to face whatever lay ahead.
I handed her the wineglass and she said, "Thank you."
"You're welcome," I said, not even knowing where to sit or stand for this surreal encounter.
As if reading my mind, she said, "You may kneel beside me."
"Pam I don't think this is a...." I began to say, but she silenced me by lifting her stocking-clad foot all the way up to my face. I couldn't count how many times today I'd had a nylon-clad foot in my face, or on my lips, or doing something with my pussy.
"Shhhhh," she said, so I decided not to argue, and instead I lowered myself obediently to my knees before her. "For now my pet, only speak when I ask you a question, is that clear?"
"Yes ma'am," I whispered, startled by her words, and compelled to obey, due to my submissive attire, but also wondering if she was planning to out me.
Her foot began moving up and down my face.
On second thought, outing me didn't seem at all likely, since she had my babysitter between her legs... but unlike me, she wasn't cheating... Jack's Dad had passed away in a car accident when Jack was just nine... like mine had.
"Good girl," she smiled, gazing down at me.
I didn't say anything, because I'd been told not to.
"So how many pussies have you serviced today?" she asked, one of her feet going between my parted legs.
The word 'serviced' somehow made my wild and crazy day of pleasuring all those girls and women sound more like it was a job, such as servicing refrigerators. I responded, not making eye contact, since this encounter was far more awkward than any of my other ones... even more than finding my best friend Carolyn in that girl's bed earlier today, "Nineteen, I believe."
"Seriously?" she gasped. Apparently that was a high number.
"Yes. For instance this evening I spent some time at a slumber party, where I dined on five delicious teen pussies," I answered, deciding fuck it... I was just going to be open, honest and blunt... she was obviously a member of the Pillow Princess Club, although she seemed to have some ulterior motives regarding me... by now I was pretty confident judging by her tone of voice and actions that she wasn't planning to out me to her son.
"Five at once," she smiled for the first time. "You really are a go-getter!"
"I try," I said.
"So babysitter Barbara was going to be pussy number twenty?" she accurately assessed.
"I figured I owed her at least that," I said, as I glanced down at the sweet girl (and her bare butt) between my mother-in-law's legs.
"I'm sure she'll appreciate it," she said. "She's an excellent little pussy pleaser."
"Mmmmmmm," I said, really wanting both to taste my daughter's best friend, and to have her taste me. I couldn't deny it, the pot lube was still having a pronounced effect on my very well-used pussy.
My mother-in-law's foot went between my legs, but it didn't touch my twitching twat.
"Are you are hungry for even more pussy?" she asked.
"Starving," I replied, My second (or maybe third) wind was gearing itself up, or perhaps it was just the surreal situation I'd come home to find myself in.
"And how about your own pussy?" my mother-in-law continued, as her foot grazed my pussy. "Do you need to get fucked some more?"
"Yes, I need it badly," I admitted with a soft moan. I also revealed, "I had some pot lube inserted into and onto my pussy, and it's turned me into an insatiable slut for orgasms."
"Pot lube?" she asked, the look on her face telling me she didn't know about it.
"I don't know how it works," I answered, glancing down at Barbara, who was now slowly rubbing her own pussy while she licked my mother-in-law, "but it gets your pussy or your asshole high, which enhances the intensity of your pleasure and your orgasms. It's very effective."
"Really?" she asked, genuinely intrigued.
"Yes," I confirmed, for some reason excited to tell her about something she hadn't known about and hadn't experienced. "And, although I don't understand how it works, it has no effect on your mind or your skillsets. Only your pussy gets high."
"Or your ass?"
"Yes, but Brandi didn't put any there."
"Interesting," she said, as she seemed to be seriously pondering this information. "Very interesting." She then moaned softly. She pulled Barbara's head up from her pussy and asked, "Would you like my slutty daughter-in-law to eat your pussy, my dear?"
Barbara looked at me and smiled, her lips glistening with wetness. "Yes, I'd love that!"
"Come sit down up here and spread those firm, sexy legs for her," Pam instructed.
"Yes, ma'am," Barbara replied obediently as she stood up.
Pam did too, and as she walked past me, she said, patting my head, "Stay."
My cheeks burned from this monosyllabic order usually given to a dog. I looked up at Barbara, who whispered, "I'm so sorry! I neglected to lock the door, and she came in without my permission a couple minutes after I arrived."
"It's okay," I said. "I'm sorry I got you into this."
"It's all good," she said, as she spread her legs to reveal a very pretty pink and hairless pussy... already very wet. "I'm having lots of fun. And thanks to your willingness, I'm about to have even more fun."
"Crawl to that pretty pussy and beg to eat her," my mother-in-law ordered from behind me.
Silently I obeyed, very eager to taste my daughter's best friend's invitingly shiny pussy.
As soon as I was within reach, I begged, as I stared admiringly at the eighteen-year-old's fresh pussy with authentic lust, "Please, Barbara. May I lick your sweet, pretty pussy?"
"Yes you may," Barbara said, looking down a bit awkwardly, while I looked up at her.
"No, you can do lots better than that," my mother-in-law objected, slapping my ass. "Talk nasty. Convince us there's nothing you want more than to eat your daughter's best friend's pussy."
I looked back at my mother-in-law and saw that she'd discarded her dress and now was wearing only red thigh high stockings, and she had a strap-on in her hand.
"Yes, I'm going to fuck your cunt, Meredith. I'm going to pound that pussy good, like I'm pretty sure my son never does."
"Not for a year and a half," I answered, looking at the huge cock in her hands, and helpfully throwing my husband under the bus.
"Well, luckily Momma is here to do my son's work for him," she said, as she prepared to strap that huge cock to her body.
Deciding to talk nasty, since my pussy was dying to get that cock inside of it, "Pam, please fuck my cunt hard and deep with that massive dick."
"You want eight inches of hard dick buried deep inside that slut hole of yours?" Pam asked, as she slid the harness, along with the big fat cock, up her legs.
"Yes Mistress," I answered, using the term that awarded her all the power, and that I'd already heard Barbara address her with, "I want you to destroy my cunt with that huge, fat, mother-fucking dick."
"Shit, I wish I'd known this side of you earlier," she said, impressed with my foul mouth.
"So do I," I said. "Your son hasn't fucked me in almost two years."
"That fucking idiot," she sighed. "Let me guess. He wouldn't fuck you because you were pregnant."
"Exactly," I said, getting a little bitter even though I was on all fours like a bitch in heat, "scared he'd hurt the baby, even though that's physically impossible."
"Fucking moron," she said, sharing my sentiments, as she approached me.
"And even though Hannah was born eight months ago, he still won't," I added.
"But I'm sure he still expects regular blow jobs," she said.
"Of course," I sighed.
"Well, no more talk about him for now," Pam said, as she knelt behind me.
"Agreed," I said, "just slam that huge cock in my steaming twat, and give me the fucking your son couldn't ever deliver even back when he was fucking me."
"You still haven't begged Barbara properly for the privilege of eating her sweet young pussy," she reminded me, as she rubbed the cock between my pussy lips.



"Oh Barbara, may your best friend's Mommy PLEASE eat your pretty pussy, your wet cunt, until you come all over my face?" I pleaded, meaning every word, "I need it so bad!"
"Do you need her pussy, or this?" Pam asked, as she slid the huge, fat, eight-inch cock inside my soaking pussy.
I screamed, as sudden rapture swarmed both inside and outside my body, "Both!"
"Lick me," Barbara said, looking at me lustfully, just like I'm sure I was looking at her.
"Yes indeed, you sexy thing," I smiled... and moaned... now with eight inches of cock deep inside me, and stretching my pussy lips wide open.
I leaned forward and licked the teen pussy, while my mother-in-law began slowly sliding her huge dick.... the biggest one I'd ever had inside my long-neglected pussy... in and out.
"Do you like being my slut, Meredith?" Pam asked, still sliding her dick in and out of me.
"Oh yes, Mistress, I love being your slut," I moaned, then I resumed licking Barbara's very wet, very sweet pussy. "God, I wish I'd known about this nasty side of you sooner!"
"Me too," she said. Then she slammed deep into me and rested there.
"Oh my fucking God!" I screamed into Barbara's wet pussy, as intense pleasure pulsed through me.
"Do you like that?" Pam asked, caressing my ass.
"I fucking love it!" I replied enthusiastically. "Give it to me hard! Fuck me like I'm the nastiest slut you've ever used."
"You're so hot," Barbara moaned, as I tongued her clit.
"And you taste so good, Barbara," I said, resolving now that I'd become a pussy licker, always to tell everyone I tasted how delicious they were... since all too often men compared women's pussies to a variety of nasty-tasting things.
"Isn't she a pretty thing?" Pam asked, as she pulled out slowly, then slammed back into me so hard my face collided with Barbara's pussy, Pam's entire body now resting against mine.
"Yesssssssss," I screamed, each deep thrust resulting in a wave of intense pleasure... not enough to make me reach orgasm... but a powerful, pleasurable tease that made my entire body burn.
"Oh yes, Mrs. Hamilton, don't stop doing that," Barbara moaned.
"Please call me Meredith or slut," I said, looking up at her, with my tongue still probing between her pussy lips.
"Okay," she moaned as I tugged her clit between my lips, just as Pam hammered me one more time.
"Oh fuck!" I bellowed, the intensity of each deep penetration sending shock waves of intensity through my core.
"You want it hard, slut?" my mother-in-law asked.
"Yes, yes! Fuck me hard! Pound my pussy! Destroy my cunt," I rambled, while I still did my best to keep pleasing the teen twat I was serving.
"Get ready then," she said, squeezing my hips before she began giving me the hardest, deepest fucking of my life.
"Oh, fuck! Fuck, you mother fucker!" I babbled and moaned wildly, while Pam slammed into me like a jackhammer, and I continued trying to lick Barbara's pussy... which was challenging, to say the least!
"Oh yeah, your pussy is swallowing this cock whole, you greedy slut," Pam growled, fucking me at a furious pace.
"Don't stop! Give me all that dick!" I pleaded, yet another orgasm imminent, as I buried my face in Barbara's pussy and nodded my head and tongue up and down... using the pressure of my face to anchor my hungry tongue inside her hole.
"Oh yeah, slut! Eat my pussy! Get your tongue right in there!" Barbara moaned.
Hearing this sweet girl who'd always been impeccably polite to me calling me a slut really turned me on. And if she was saying such nasty things, I must be getting her close to coming.
"Yes, give me your cum, baby," I urged, knowing I wasn't going to last much longer before orgasm number seventeen pounced on me.
"Don't you dare come, Meredith, until you get our teen plaything off," Pam ordered.
"Oh, God," I moaned, knowing my own was imminent. Desperate to come myself, using all my willpower to obey my mother-in-law and hold back, I sucked Barbara's clit between my lips and attacked it with aggressive vigour.
"Oh my God, Mommy! Don't stop! Oh Mommy, yes! Oh fuck!" she moaned, and then she came, lifting up her ass and grabbing fistfuls of my hair, to keep my face pressed against her pulsating pussy.
"Good slut," Pam purred, as my face was drenched with a massive amount of gushing pussy juice.
"Mmmmmmmmm," I moaned, as I enjoyed this best way to get a facial, while I lapped up my daughter's best friend's cum, while my own impending orgasm bubbled like a volcano about to erupt!
"Come on my cock, slut, come right now," Pam demanded, fucking me harder than any man ever had, each deep thrust forcing my face against the still leaking pussy, while Barbara continued to moan throughout her long, intense orgasm.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned again, not wasting time with words, as I licked up as much cum as I could reach, even while getting roughly railed by that eight-inch strap-on cock.
I felt my hair pulled back, as she demanded, "Come now, bitch! Come on my cock! Enjoy your first cum as my daughter-in-law fuck toy!"
"Yes, Mommy," I moaned loudly, as her aggressive words, the hair pulling, the intense fucking, and perhaps the pot lube still with its hold on me, led to yet another orgasm ripping me apart. "Fuuuuuuuck," I screamed into Barbara's pussy as I got hydrated from her pussy juice, just when my own was about to pour out of me.
Pam pulled out of me, thus releasing my cum to flow out.
"Shit, you're quite the gusher," she said, as I soaked my rug.
"I am today," I said, in awe of the constant pleasure I'd been enjoying today.
"Want to make it twenty-one now?" Pam asked.
I was so overwhelmed with pleasure, it took me a moment to register what she meant, before I looked up, my face wet from Barbara's pussy, looked back to my pretty mother-in-law and replied, "Yes, Mistress, I'd love to eat your pussy."
"Lie down on the floor," she ordered, as she got out of her strap-on.
"Yes, Mistress," I said as I obeyed, wetness still leaking out of me.
"You may get dressed and go, Barbara," she said.
"Yes, Mistress," Barbara said. "Thanks a heap, Meredith."
"No, thank you for everything," I replied, looking up at her from my place on the rug.
Pam straddled my face and said, "She really is an adorable little thing."
"She really is," I agreed, as pussy number twenty-one lowered itself onto my face.
"This won't take long," she said, "Barbara kept me near the brink for quite some time."
"And I imagine fucking your daughter-in-law for the first time also got this sweet pussy burning," I added, as I leaned up and licked my mother-in-law's pussy.
"Oh, you're right about that, my little slut," she moaned.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned as I licked.
"That's it, right there," Pam moaned, "get that tongue in my hole."
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned again, getting turned on again just from licking her pussy... the intensity multiplied because it was Pam's pussy I was licking. This wasn't incest... yet it felt so, so, so wrong... which somehow made it feel so, so, so right.
"Yes, eat your Mommy's pussy," she moaned, reading my mind again.
"You taste so good," I said as I hungrily dined on her delicacy... one final sweet homemade pie on this day and night filled with firsts. This one was the most homemade of the homemade pies. Well, except for Catherine's, which despite my reservations, I was pretty sure I'd be eating before very long... perhaps as soon as tomorrow... and there was no way I'd be able to deny that was incest!
"I'm glad you like it, since you'll be munching on this pussy a lot from now on," she said, moaning louder.
"I hope so," I said, keeping my responses short, as I focused on the task at tongue.
"I'm getting close! Don't stop, slut! Don't stop licking Mommy!" she moaned, as she began grinding her pussy frantically on my face.
"Mmmmmmmmm," I moaned again, knowing I was about to imbibe another creamy dessert.
"Oh fuck! Yes, yes slut! Yes! Yes! Yes!" she screamed, as she grabbed the back of my head and held me hard against her flooding pussy.
I drank as much of her cum as I could in my trapped position, until she let go of my head, once her orgasm was over.
She got off me and said, "Nothing else changes."
"Understood," I said, lifting myself onto my elbows, although I didn't quite understand what she meant by that.
She put her dress and shoes back on, and I just stood up and stretched. There was no point in my dressing if I'd be going to bed soon, especially now that I didn't mind how much she saw of my naked body.
"Good night," she said.
"Night," I said.
"By the way, in case it isn't obvious, I'm GRANDMASWITCH," she revealed.
"Oh, right! I said, since that hadn't even entered my head until she told me.
"You had no clue," she laughed.
"It's been a very long day," I said.
"So it has," she said, grabbing her strap-on harness, putting it in a shopping bag, and heading out.
Exhausted, I retrieved my phone, locked the front door once she'd left, and went directly to bed. I was so exhausted, I didn't even bother to remove the remaining bits and pieces of the maid outfit, or the black stockings.
I fluffed two pillows under my head, and checked my phone one last time.
No new messages.
I sent a message to IFUCKMILFS.
MERMILF: Where can I get some of that pot lube? It was transcendental.
I was just about to turn my phone off and tell Alexa to shut off my overhead light, when I got a new message. Of course I had to read it.
VOTE4BITCH: Just getting home? That must have been quite the day and night.
I responded to my bitch neighbour Miranda, who I was beginning to see as much less of a bitch, in part because this morning she'd been the first person in a year and a half to fuck me. It was nice having an adult to talk to who knew about my new lifestyle... and I also had Carolyn.
MERMILF: It really was. Twenty-one pussies in all... two of them just now after I got home.
VOTE4BITCH: No way.
MERMILF: Yeah, I had a few two-pussy stops and even a five-pussy slumber party.
VOTE4BITCH: You certainly went all in.
MERMILF: Like you did with me.
VOTE4BITCH: And that was my smallest dick.
MERMILF: I took an eight-inch one tonight so I think I'm ready for anything.
VOTE4BITCH: You dirty slut.
MERMILF: For pussy and strap-on dick I am. Oh yes and there was even a trans woman with a real dick who fucked me too.
VOTE4BITCH: I will have to go shopping then.
MERMILF: For what, a twelve-inch fuck stick to pound your neighbour's pussy?
VOTE4BITCH: Exactly. Well, get some rest. You earned it.
MERMILF: I am wiped.
She didn't respond again, so I checked to see IFUCKMILFS had.
IFUCKMILFS: I can drop by tomorrow and give you some.
MERMILF: That would be great.
IFUCKMILFS: I'll stop by before lunch.
MERMILF: Okay, I'll send you my address.
IFUCKMILFS: Sounds good. See you tomorrow slut.
MERMILF: Good night.
Before I went to bed, feeling selfish, and indeed wanting to get a long night's sleep, I sent a text to my mother: Can you keep Hannah until 4ish? I'm tired and I have to get some things done because Jack is coming home today.
Like I'd promised myself, I draped the soiled pantyhose across my pillow, I laid my face directly onto it and took a deep, satisfying whiff.
I put my phone on mute, set the PPC app to Do not disturb, closed my eyes, and drifted off to sleep in a heartbeat, with Carla's sweet scent filling my senses... not thinking about consequences, not even thinking about tomorrow, which was already destined to be another interesting day with a college guy to fuck, a date with a beautiful woman, and perhaps even servicing an entire sorority of girls. On top of that, Edna could stop by, Carolyn was sure to at least call, and my husband was coming home.
Definitely, only the beginning of my new lifestyle.
THE END OF CHAPTER 13.
Up next, day 2... where she tries to break her record of 21 pussies and 17 personal orgasms starting with:
Chapter 14:
An illustrated chapter, where Catherine comes home for a surprise visit.
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Tips for Getting Comments
Summary: 5 tips for getting more comments from your readers.
Note: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing.
Tips for Getting Comments
Perhaps the most frustrating thing about posting stories on Literotica is the lack of effort put in by the readers.
Now before I get into my main topic, I need to mention that I'm not criticizing the readers. Mostly they come here to read erotica and to get away from the overly judgemental real world. They might come to find a piece of work, or an author they feel understands their emotional state, or they come to get turned on and hopefully reach an orgasm (or more than one... right, my multi-orgasmic ladies?) from someone else's ability to create a stimulating and believable (sometimes) erotic story.
Speaking as an author to other authors, our first problem is that often the reader might come before they finish reading your story (so the story really did its job, didn't it?)... but once their orgasm has subsided, most of them don't finish reading the story... never mind voting, or leaving a comment.
Other times they might skim through a story until they get to a sex scene. I find this particularly true for illustrated stories and longer stories, since many readers won't read all the way through a ten-page plus story... they only want to read a two- or three-page one.
Many times they don't even consider leaving a comment. I mean in all truth, far less than 1% of the people who read a story leave a vote in the first place, which can be disappointing for writers who spend a fair amount of time writing a story, getting it edited, and having the courage to post it in today's very critical world. You have to have thick skin to be an erotic writer. I've received comments from a variety of people saying what bad a person I am, or how I should go to jail, or even die, because of words I've posted to the cloud.
With that said, some readers will email the author instead of posting a comment, which all authors do indeed appreciate. Yet, we would also love you to leave a comment for other readers to see... especially kind words if you liked the story, or helpful words if you're criticizing the story.
So, that's enough of a pre-ramble, this essay isn't actually about the readers, but the writers.
With all that said, here's a final note to the readers, if you're reading this: PLEASE VOTE AND LEAVE COMMENTS ABOUT THE STORIES YOU READ THAT IMPACT YOU IN A POSITIVE WAY (Mentally or physically... likely both).

	GREAT TITLE


If you've read my Tips to Write Erotica & Get Readers, you'll know this is critical. If they don't click on your story and read it, they certainly can't vote on it.
The title and description might draw the reader to your story. Then your story might keep them there.

	USE ALL THE RELEVANT TAGS YOU CAN THINK OF


If it's an incest story, use every incest tag word that fits. For example, if it's a son seducing his mom, use the tags: mom, mommy, mother, son, incest (even though that's obvious, since it's in the incest category), mom-son, and so forth.
I always add stockings and pantyhose tags, because that's my thing (and it should be yours too, lol). I'm kidding (kind of), but including tags that draw attention to your fetish can help. People who like nylons will often read a couple of my nylon-fetish stories, then they'll often end up perusing my entire catalog, thus becoming fans who bookmark me as a favourite author.
Remember: tags are your friends, and many readers use the search engine to find stories that fit their particular niches.

	UNDERSTANDING DATA AND CATEGORIES


While the above items 1 and 2 are important, I do that for every story I write, and I still have stories drawing very few comments.
Let's take a look at my Summer Contest releases as of Sept 26th, 2023, when I wrote this.
The four stories and when they were released are:
Family Anal Play With BBC (Incest, but I wanted it to go in Interracial, since the mother and daughter don't interact sexually... technically) released on Sept 8, 2023
Summer Teen Seduction (Lesbian) released on August 30th, 2023.
Backseat Step-Family (Incest... barely) on August 24, 2023.
Daughter Gets What She Wants ... (Illustrated) on August 18, 2023.
Family Anal Play with BBC has 37,460 reads, 638 votes, and 31 comments.
Summer Teen Seduction has 46,025 reads, 724 votes, and 30 comments.
...so Family Anal got one comment for every 1,208 reads, and Summer didn't do as well, with one for every 1,534 reads... and oddly the other way around... Family Anal scored 4.58, and Summer did better, with 4.80.
... so Lesson One is that the score of a story doesn't necessarily translate into more comments (please note this may not be the case for all authors, and these are all my own hindsights, based on my experience).
Backseat Step-Family and Daughter Gets a What She Wants show a more extreme version of how comments can work.
Backseat Step-Family has garnered 115 comments from 115,487 reads, with 1,076 votes.
Daughter Gets What She Wants has 17 comments from 190,163 reads, with 485 votes.
These two stories have each gotten over a hundred thousand reads in less than a month. Which is common for these two story categories (Incest and Illustrated).

	For reasons I don't know and can't remotely understand, readers love Backseat stories. They always get more reads than other stories... a lot more reads. My most read story of all time is Backseat Mommy, which has 7,713,117 reads, 332 comments, and 31,148 votes. The sequels also did very well, although each one had diminishing returns (the cold, hard, frustrating reality of writing sequels).
	For the record, in case you're a new writer, incest stories generally attract more reads than any other category, and by a large margin, except for one...
	Illustrated stories get the most reads (although you must understand that in this category, many people don't actually read the story, but just peruse the pictures, and maybe skim through the story). So Illustrated stories are known for two extremes: lots of reads, very few comments).


As I compare these two stories, both of them long, the Illustrations make a story use more pages with all the pictures, the final results tell a clear story about how to get and not to get comments.
Daughter Gets What She Wants has 55,000 more reads, yet less than half as many votes.
Backseat Step-Family on the other hand, has 268 favourites, compared to only 49 for Daughter Gets What She Wants.
Now while there isn't a reliable correlation between different themes... it definitely does help.
With that said, regardless of the category, your best-written stories will get more comments.

	LONGEVITY


Other than writing a story that wows everyone or offends everyone, longevity is the only way I have found to successfully get comments.
My top 12 comment stories:
Family Affair: Backseat Sister..............373 comments.......... with 3,066,183 reads.
Becoming a Lesbian Slave Ch. 03............333 comments.......... with 49, 987 reads.
Backseat Mommy: A Long Hard Ride.....332 comments.......... with 7,713, 162 reads.
Big Fat Cock: A Hot Mommy Seduced....328 comments.......... with 1,943,452 reads.
A Sister Surprise..............................309 comments......... with 2,080, 317 reads.
Catching Mommy: Housewife Lesbians...291 comments......... with 294,905 reads.
Best Present Ever: Bitch Sister...............264 comments......... with 2,225, 970 reads.
"Stocking Submission": Office Submission.263 comments.........with 2,170, 466 reads.
"Mom-Son": A Love Story....................237 comments..........with 1,857,069 reads
Hynosissy 03: Big Nerd Cock.................226 comments..........with 197,350 reads.
Family Affair: Bathroom Mommy............221 comments.........with 742,886 reads.
Shemale Surprise.................................219 comments.........with 1,206,675 reads.
Other 200+ comments:
Backseat Mommy: Lustful 3-Hole Slut (219)
Backseat Mommy: Mom's Lap of Luxury (213)
"Pet Mommy": Becoming a Mommy-Slut! (213)
Daughter's Initiation of Lust (211)
Accidental Gangbang (210)
A Mom & Son Affair: Accidental Orgy (209)
Bedding the Babysitter Ch. 06 (203)
Awakenings: 7 Slutty Blackmail Tasks (201)
One thing common to most of these stories is longevity. Many of these top 12 are also in Literotica's top 250 all-time list.
Backseat Mommy: A Long Hard Ride (12th place)
Accidental Gangbang (49th)
Family Affair: Backseat Sister (60th)
Best Present Ever: Bitch Sister (111th)
"Stocking Tales": Office Submission (119th)
A Sister Surprise (125th)
Big Fat Cock: A Hot Mommy Seduced (147th)
"Mom-Son": A Love Story (162nd)

	ASK QUESTIONS AT THE END OF THE STORY


The second thing is stories that end with an invitation to the reader to decide which of a few endings they think the story should have. And the third is a long time between sequels.
Becoming a Lesbian Slave Ch. 03 is part of an ongoing novella I hope to finish in 2024. At the end of this chapter, I left the readers with the option of which of a few directions I could take in the main character's journey. I then used the readers' feedback to write part four, and I'll continue using it as I wrap up the story.
Catching Mommy: Housewife Lesbians. In part 5 part of this series, once again I gave the readers a choice of who should win: The bitch seductress Victoria, or the daughter defending her mother Olivia. On occasion I write a series that moves readers in ways I can't anticipate... and this was by far the one that blindsided me the most. The readers were polarized between die-hard pro-Victoria or pro-Olivia fans. It was fascinating, and it led to my writing and posting three alternate endings, since I didn't want to disappoint anyone. Then after the alternate endings in 2014, four years later I released a marathon illustrated story told from Olivia's Mom's point of view. In the end, I created characters the readers both loved and hated, which led to a massive investment by them in the form of numerous comments.
Hypnosissy 03: Big Nerd Cock is part of a strange series. It currently has 11 parts... they've all attracted a surprisingly high number of comments, and they all have very good scores. This is another example of a story that connects with the fans. Unlike the previous two, which are lesbian novellas, this one is a unique story that uses hypno videos to turn a straight, arrogant, stud jock into a feminized sissy who loves cock. Check out these comment counts by story:
Hypnosissy 01: Becoming a Cocksucker 745,817 reads, 192 comments
Hypnosissy 02: Becoming a Cum Slut 372,010 reads, 50 comments
Hypnosissy 03: Big Nerd Cock 197,359 reads, 226 comments
Hypnosissy 04: Cum Cravings 194,307 reads, 50 comments
Hypnosissy 05: Ecclesiastical Sucking 95,338 reads, 45 comments
Hypnosissy 06: Educated to be Pegged 107,871 reads, 103 comments
Hypnosissy 07: Glory Hole with Nerds 57,617 reads, 23 comments
Hypnosissy 08: Hot Shemale 69,184 reads, 22 comments.
Hypnosissy 09: 66,140 reads, 25 comments
Hypnosissy 10: 62,137 reads, 41 comments
Hypnosissy 11: 70,488 reads, 154 comments
As you can see, these are some odd numbers. Part 1 has a lot of comments, because it was very popular. Part 3 has a lot of comments, since as I mentioned earlier, I asked a question at the end. But also, there were quite a few intervening months before part 4 came out. Part 6 had over a hundred comments too, I think because there were almost two years between chapters, while on the other hand, parts 7 through 10 came out every 5 weeks or so. Lastly, the most recent part has 154 comments, and without a doubt the most emails requesting another sequel... which I should write someday soon.
Lastly, I was surprised to see Shemale Surprise got so many comments, but it's a story where I revealed many little tidbits of information that could be expanded upon. I believe it was also my first trans story... and trans stories tend to be well-liked, but by a smaller group of readers.
.....
In conclusion, getting your readers to submit comments is difficult. For example, Family Affair: Backseat Sister, my most commented story, has 3,066,301 reads, and 373 comments, for a percentage of comments of 0.00012164494. Which is crazy when you think about it.
My best ratio is Becoming a Lesbian Slave Ch. 03, with 0.006661065771%, or only about seven thousandths of a percent.
As I type this, I suddenly feel a little depressed.
With that all said, I write primarily for my own enjoyment... and also for the readers... and not for comments... but it's nice to get comments, and emails too.
Jasmine, NOV 2024
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A Present for Daddy
Summary: Daughter gives Dad a sex machine for Christmas.
Note 1: This is dedicated to Breezy and Amy who came up with this twisted plot.
Note 2: This is a Winter Holidays Story Contest 2023 Story so please vote.
Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing.
A Present for Daddy
"We really need to test it on someone," Taylor said, "and we need to do it before we can begin marketing it to our regular customers in the New Year." With Christmas around two weeks away, they didn't have enough time to recruit any of their fellow college students for test runs, as eager as they might be to participate. And besides, almost all of them had already gone back home for the holidays.
"Yeah, our options are pretty limited this time of year," Angie agreed.
"Still, it would be really nice to collect some baseline data before the start of the New Year," Taylor said. She really wanted to see their new machine put through its paces with a flesh and blood male subject.
"What about your Dad?" Angie asked with a sly smile. Mr. James was really hot, and she'd love to fuck him, or at least she would if he wasn't her best friend's Dad.
"Yeah, right," Taylor laughed. Although he was a perfect specimen, since he belonged to the generation their machine had been designed for.
"I'm serious," Angie second guessed herself. It suddenly looked like a good idea.
"Really?" Taylor asked. Angie was notorious for her wicked, twisted ideas... oh, the trouble she'd gotten the two of them into since they were college freshmen together!
"Well, you have said he's been super lonely and way too reclusive since his divorce," Angie pointed out.
"That's true," Taylor agreed. Her Dad had been completely blindsided by her mother demanding a divorce six months ago, and he still hadn't gotten over her springing that on him without any warning. It was water under the bridge by now, except his self esteem had been trashed.
"And isn't his birthday tomorrow?" Angie asked.
"Yeah, it is." Taylor acknowledged, looking at the stroker machine her best friend and she had invented. "Our computerized sex chair would be a lot cooler present than the tie I picked up for him."
"So let's do it," Angie said. The idea was both perfect and a little wicked.
"Except it would be pretty weird for me to be putting my Dad's dick through its paces," Taylor pointed out. Although in truth, she'd always had sexual fantasies about 'doing' her Dad. She seriously couldn't believe her Mom had deserted such a wonderful man... such a handsome man... such a fit and robust man!
"A dick is a dick," Angie shrugged, "you've seen one, you've... you know." Although it wasn't like she'd never wondered what kind of tool Mr. James was packing... he was a very handsome, rugged, well-built man.
"I guess," Taylor said, trying to conceal her own curiosity about how big he was.
"I bet he has a big dick!"
"Angie!" Taylor gasped, even though she hoped she was right.
"You're the one who's okay with using your own Dad as the test subject for our new, super-duper sex toy with all those bells and whistles," Angie pointed out.
"Yeah, but not because I want to perv on his dick," Taylor defended herself, although she'd be lying if she said she wasn't curious about how big he was. Secretly, she hoped he did have a nice dick. "Besides, using him for our test subject was your idea, not mine."
"Well, whether you're looking forward to perving on it or not, you will be at least seeing it," Angie pointed out. "Up close and personal... and erect!"
"Yeah, yeah," Taylor said, realizing that would indeed happen. She might even need to touch it. Oh, the sacrifices she made for science!
(Taylor and Angie were both mechanical engineers who were working on their Masters, and they also designed and built state-of-the-art sex toys, with their newest brain child-targeted at middle-aged men... a market that was largely ignored, for reasons neither of them could understand. They'd recently developed an elaborate and powerful stroker for men, which needed to be tested before they could start marketing it.)
"So give it to him for his birthday," Angie repeated... which was rather devious. Both of them were kinky as fuck, both of them had taken part in many threesomes and foursomes that had included boys or men, and occasionally other girls besides themselves. They'd also tried out on each other many of the toys they'd previously created ... both of them loved getting fucked with vibrating toys... in both their pussies and asses.
"You know me too well," Taylor said. "But how would you feel abut our leaving out the prostate attachment?"
"Perhaps," Angie smiled. "But what for? Don't you don't want to see your Dad with a dildo up his ass?"
"Not on his very first date with our toy," Taylor smirked. Angie was even naughtier and kinkier than she was, which was saying a lot, since Taylor also had very few limits. For instance, she'd received her first golden shower from Angie just a couple of weeks ago... which only happened because Angie had pointed out that Taylor squirted so much when she came, it was just like water sports. Taylor had protested they weren't at all the same, but after a couple glasses of wine, and an egg vibrating in her pussy for a couple of hours, Angie had gotten her willing to do almost anything she told her to. Taylor wasn't really a submissive, but she was happy for Angie to take the lead in most of their kinky hijinks.
"Sure, sure," Angie said, recalling when they'd tag-teamed two hot football players with strap-ons two hours after meeting them at a club.
"Do you think we should gift wrap it?" Taylor asked.
"Definitely gift wrap it," Angie said, lifting up her dress and saying, "but first, you've gotten me all hot and bothered."
"From talking about my Dad and the overblown sex toy we're giving him?" Taylor teased, shaking her head in mock dismay while she crawled towards her intimate friend's pussy.
"Oh, c'mon! You have to agree he's hot as fuck," Angie said, as Taylor performed a dog-like 'play bow' in front of her pussy.
"That's my Dad we're talking about," Taylor objected, still not admitting how attracted she was to him.
"Yeah, and your Dad is a certified DILF," Angie said unapologetically.
"A DILF?" Taylor asked. She didn't recall hearing that term before.
"Like a MILF, except He's a Dad I'd like to fuck," Angie explained.
"Angie!" Taylor gasped as she slid a finger into her bestie's pussy. Her own pussy was burning, since she couldn't help thinking Angie wasn't the only one who could call her Dad a DILF.
"Like you wouldn't fuck him too, if he wasn't your Dad," Angie accused.
"Nope. Never even considered it," Taylor lied. In fact, she'd been as thinking about it at that very moment.
"Oh my God, you know what a terrible liar you are! You do want to fuck your Dad, don't you?" Angie accused. She was always able to see right through her best friend.
"I do not," Taylor denied, but with her cheeks bright red.
"Oh my God, I was just playing around, but you do have the hots for your Dad!" Angie kept rubbing it in.
"Angie, please!" Taylor exclaimed back, embarrassed about being outed.
Angie pulled Taylor to her feet and reassured her, "Don't worry, I think it's hot that you want to fuck your Dad."
"You do?" Taylor asked, mortified to be outed for such a perverted inclination... even though she knew Angie had a thing for grandmas... she said their pussies tasted the best.
"Yes I do," Angie said, kissing her. After a moment, she broke the kiss and smiled, "And they do say incest is best!"
"You're so bad," Taylor smiled, as Angie placed her hands on her shoulders and guided her back down to her knees.
"Says the slut who wants to be a literal Daddy's girl," Angie said wickedly, thinking the idea was wickedly hot.
"The idea seems to turn you on too," Taylor pointed out, before leaning forward and licking one of her daily treats.
"Nope. Keep it in the family," Angie moaned, "but I'd love to watch!" as she closed her eyes and enjoyed Taylor's eager and experienced tongue.
"Except that I consider you family. But in any case... this has to stay between us," Taylor stressed, as she probed her bestie's pink pussy.
"Between us and your Dad's big cock," Angie moaned.
"I should never have told you," Taylor sighed.
"You didn't," Angie pointed out. "I figured it out all by myself!"
"Whatever," Taylor said. And she then she focused on getting her friend off, while a visual of her fucking her Dad refused to leave her head.
After multiple orgasms for them both, they agreed that Taylor would make the presentation herself, since she wasn't sure her Dad would agree to put his birthday present to its proper use if Angie was also present... actually, she wasn't sure he'd go for it with just her there... although he always had a hard time refusing her anything, since he still saw her as his innocent little girl, and he probably always would, unless she presented him with some very strong evidence to the contrary.
.....
Daddy's Birthday
After serving him breakfast the next day, Taylor announced, "Dad, I have a special birthday present for you."
"You didn't have to buy me anything, sweetheart."
"Actually, I didn't," she said. "I made it myself. Well... Angie and I did."
"That's so sweet," he said.
His daughter took his hand and led him into the living room, where he saw a huge gift-wrapped box. "Jesus, what's that?"
"Something special. And it's one of a kind... at least so far," Taylor explained without explaining, excited to be presenting this special gift to her father.
"Really?"
"Really. Angie and I developed it a few weeks ago," Taylor said proudly. "We'll be putting it on the market in a little while, but this is the prototype, and it's yours."
"Oh," he said, as he went over to the large box.
"Open it! Open it! Open it, Daddy!" Taylor urged him impatiently. Real soon she'd be helping her Dad to use it!
"Okay, okay," he said, surprised by how excited she was for him just to open a present.
He ripped the fancy paper off of the large box, and she said, "Now just pull the top box up and off!" She'd gotten an extra box big enough to slip over the top, enclosing everything.
"Okay," he said, now very curious about why his daughter was so excited about what she'd made for him. He lifted the upside down box up and over the large contraption, and saw a chair. But not a chair you could sit down in to enjoy a movie... although he already had one of those.
"Well? What do you think?" she asked eagerly.
Puzzled, he examined it, trying to figure our what it was for. It looked like maybe a massage chair, or maybe even a workout chair. It had a soft, round cushion to sit on, a padded backrest with a headrest attached, and a strange-looking contraption attached to the side. And there was a plug that went into the wall, so it must have moving parts. "Uh, I don't know what to think. What is it?"
"It's a sex chair for men."
"It's a what?" He'd heard her, but was shocked by what she'd said.
"A sex chair," she repeated. "I know you've been really lonely since Mom left us... and Angie and I have been developing some sex toys for a while... this one is for men... and this is our prototype."
"You're giving your father a sex toy for my birthday?" He was perplexed.
"Well yes, and it's actually for Christmas, too, But it's not a true gift, since we need someone to test it out. We need your help to see if it works like we think it will," she explained a little nervously. "You see, neither Angie nor I have a penis, and the dildos we tested it on couldn't tell us whether it felt good or not."
"Oh," he said, studying his daughter's face, trying to process... to process... WTF?
"Yeah. So I was kinda hoping... well, we were... um... will you please be our test penis?" she babbled sheepishly.
"Honey, I don't think that would be very appropriate," he said regretfully. Regretfully, since he admired his beautiful twenty-five-year-old daughter in ways that he shouldn't. He'd never tell anyone, but ever since he'd unwillingly become single, he'd started reading a lot of porn, and eventually he'd gravitated towards incest porn... mainly about Dads and daughters. And he couldn't help it, but whenever he got hard and horny, his visualizations were always about his sexy daughter. Then after imagining himself fucking her made him come, he'd feel extremely guilty. And no matter how much he tried to shove his incestuous thoughts out of his head, once he got hard again, or she came into the house wearing a bikini, or an outfit with nylons (his fetish that his wife had stopped wearing for him years ago), his fantasies about his daughter always crowded back into his head.
"Pwease, Daddy," she begged, using baby talk... which had successfully convinced him to do what she wanted for her entire life. Also, since she knew he had a thing for pantyhose (her Mom had once years ago vented on and on to her about 'that stupid fetish), today she was wearing a skirt, a black turtleneck, and black pantyhose... which she often wore. (No matter how much she tried, she never tanned... she just burned... and nylons took care of that flaw in her beauty. She'd also learned that many men liked nylons of any kind, and they indeed accentuated her legs and her clothing ensembles.)
"Honey, what you're asking me to do is very unorthodox," he pointed out while his dick was hardening inside his sweats, which would be very noticeable if he stood up, since he never wore underwear with them. He slyly admired her legs and pretty feet in the pantyhose. His innocent daughter was unknowingly tempting him.
"Pwease, Daddy," she begged, while she wiggled her toes. She'd noticed that today he was more preoccupied than usual by her perfectly painted red toenails, which she manicured whenever she was going to wear anything nylon on her legs.
"But honey..." he said, now actually considering doing it for her.
"Daddy, it's for science, and for Angie's and my company," she explained, trying to make it sound like it was all business, which it mostly was. Sure, she wanted to see how big his dick was... but her desire to test the machine was even more important.
"Couldn't you find some guys at the college who'd be willing to do this for you?" he asked, as his hardening cock poked against his sweat pants.
Taylor noticed the tent pointing at her, and noticed her Dad glancing more than once at her legs and feet, so she knew he was thinking about it. "Probably, but we wanted older men testing it, since they're the age group we're targeting for this product."
"Thanks," he laughed, at being called old.
"You know what I mean," Taylor laughed back, and then she decided to mention something that might give him some much-needed confidence, and which might also improve her chances of him saying yes. "Besides, Angie says you're a DILF."
"A DILF? What's that?"
"A Dad I'd like to fuck," she explained with a slight smile.
"Taylor!" he gasped.
"What?" she asked innocently, "She called you one, it wasn't me."
"But I just heard it coming out of your mouth," he pointed out, even though he was flattered to hear his daughter's very hot best friend thought he was fuckable. Sadly, he hadn't been with another woman since the divorce. It had shot down his self-esteem... even though a fair share of women had come onto him since then... including girls much younger than his daughter and her best friend.
"Daddy, you must know you're a very good-looking, hot older man, right?" Taylor asked, slyly putting it out there that she agreed he was attractive.
"I haven't felt at all good-looking since your Mom left us," he said, showing her his insecurity... his vulnerability.
"Daddy, have you been with another woman since Mom left?"
"Honey, I... I don't think..."
"Gio ahead and tell me, Daddy," she urged, "you can tell me anything, Daddy." She loved calling him Daddy. She'd called him that since she was a little girl, and she still did... although in recent years, she also used that word in a much naughtier way... whenever she fucked herself while fantasying about him fucking her.
Sighing heavily, but figuring his daughter was an adult, so he should be able to have such conversations with her now, "No, I haven't, honey."
"Oh, Daddy," she said, coming over and giving him a hug... making sure her leg was resting against his dick, to make sure he was hard for her.
He groaned as he felt the pressure on his dick, and his involuntary flinch at what he thought was just some innocent and sympathetic comforting from his daughter.
Taylor held onto her Dad longer than a normal hug, then she whispered in his ear, "Then I absolutely insist you test your new machine... right now."
Feeling his daughter's hot breath on his ear sent a chill down his back, and another involuntary dick flinch against her leg. "Fine," he agreed. But he still thought it was a bad idea.
"Yes! Thank you, Daddy! Thank you," she babbled excitedly, giving him a big squeeze with her C-cup breasts pressed against his strong chest. He owned and ran a construction company, so he had a very well built and impressive body... no middle-aged fat on him at all.
"Anything for you, honey," he said, letting out a soft groan.
Taylor noticed the groan, and she also noticed his hard dick flinching against her leg. She was excited that he was excited, but she didn't say anything about it. Instead, she said, "Now go ahead and get undressed, and sit down in the chair."
"You're going to see me naked?" he asked in surprise.
"Yes, Daddy. I need to operate the machine, and monitor your responses to it," she explained, sounding as clinical as she could, acting as if all of this was obvious, and not at all weird this was her Dad.
"But, honey, I...."
"I'm a professional, Daddy. I've assessed the behaviour of many dicks in my line of work," Taylor said, concealing her inner excitement about finally getting to see the dick she'd fantasized about for so many years.
"Honey, no father wants to hear phrases like 'many dicks' coming out of his daughter's mouth," he objected, even though he admired her hot body, like he assumed many men did.
"It's mostly for science, Daddy," she said. "In my personal life, I've only seen a few dozen."
"Taylor, are you trying to kill me?" he wailed, placing his hand over his heart as if he was having a sudden coronary.
"I'm kidding," she smiled. "I've played with no more than three dozen, tops." That number was likely accurate if she didn't count strap-on dicks... and then a much larger number would be the case. She got fucked a ton in college, by both men and women. Luckily her sorority was a very wild one.
"Please, don't tell me any more along those lines," he begged, "my heart can't take it."
As she stepped directly in front of him, she said, "I'm sure you played with your share of women before you met Mom."
"A few," he admitted, as he looked down at her legs again.
"Only a few?" she asked with a playful smile.
"I plead the Fifth," he smiled, now beginning to get a little more comfortable about discussing recreational sex with his only child.
"Mmmmm-hmmmmmm," she said with a sly smile, but in a tone that inadvertently made her Dad's dick flinch and ache. "So let me help you get ready," she said, and in one quick, impulsive, there-ain't-no-going-back-from-here movement, she dropped to the floor and pulled his sweats down... surprised to discover he wasn't wearing any underwear, and his seven-inch very hard cock was suddenly poised directly in front of her face. Her eyes went big at the glorious member, but trying to keep her cool, she stood back up and said, "Now go sit in your new chair, Daddy."



"Okay, honey," he said, in absolute shock that his daughter had just pulled his pants down and stared at his erect dick.
Once he'd sat down, she brought a sleeve attached to a large cluster of wires to his dick (his very thick dick), and said, "Slide your penis into this," using the clinical term instead of 'big, fat cock', or 'huge fucking dick'... which were the descriptors actually lurking inside her head.
"Okay," he responded tentatively, feeling completely uncomfortable.
Once his dick was inside the sleeve, she went over to the remote control and pressed some buttons that tightened the sleeve around his penis, and also released some lube for lathering.
"Oooooh," he groaned.
"Too tight?" she asked, a bit concerned, but not overly so. She then surprised him again by coming over and pulling his shirt off over his head.
"No, I don't think so," he appraised, trying to play it cool. But now he was completely naked in his living room, with his daughter both present and attentive. She then applied a patch to his chest that connected to the nearby control console so she could monitor his heartrate.
"Just so you know, this machine has several different Levels and Patterns," she explained, already planning to make his first (and probably only) orgasm of the day last as long as possible.
"Uh, okay," he said, as the machine started slowly lifting his dick up and down, while also subjecting it to various pulsating Patterns.
Taylor watched her Dad intensely, partly because she was fascinated by his cock, but also because she was analyzing the data displayed on the console, and his facial and bodily reactions to the stimuli the machine was administering to him.
What struck him immediately, was how soothing the sleeve around his penis felt. It was smooth... sensitive... yet also teasing somehow.
"How does it feel so far?" Taylor asked, monitoring her Dad's vital signs on a computer screen.
"Weird, but good," he answered, still trying to process that he was naked and fully erect, he had a machine masturbating him, and his daughter was paying close attention to everything, but especially to his dick.
"I don't know if you're telling me that's good or bad."
"Well, the weird part is mostly that I'm naked in front of my daughter," he said. "The sleeve itself feels quite pleasurable."
"Okay, so from one to ten, ten being the most pleasurable, where would you rank your experience so far?"
"I don't know."
"Then let me ask that in a different way," she said. "Is it better or worse than using your hand?"
"I never use my hand," he lied.
"Oh, c'mon, Daddy! Everyone uses their hand," she said, "either that, or a sex toy. In which case, what are your favourite toys?"
"Fine! No sex toys, and this is better than using my hand," he admitted. "Except I don't have any control over the speed or the pulsations."
"That's right, I'm controlling those for you," she smiled, pressing a button that made the pulsations change but keeping the sleeve moving at the lowest Level One out of the five speeds it could achieve.
"You are?" He moaned slightly at the new, slightly more intense, pulsations.
"Yeah," she nodded. "I need to watch how your body reacts to the various pulsation Patterns, and a bit later on, to the different Levels."
"There are more Levels than just this one?" he asked. This slow one felt really good, but it would never give him an orgasm.
"Five Levels, ten pulsation varieties," she listed. "Does this pulsation Pattern feel better than the first one?"
"It's a bit more pressure, so I think so."
"Ordinarily you'll have the remote control, so you can choose the pulsation mode you want to use and change Levels however you see fit," she explained, her pussy tingling a little. Usually when she was running male test cases, regardless of how good-looking the guys were, or how impressive their dicks were, she was all business... and on the outside, she was all business this time too. But on the inside, her pussy was tingling, and she was harbouring some very naughty thoughts about her Daddy and his... equipment.
"Why can't I use the controls now?" he asked, wanting to increase the speed, but not really wanting to tell his daughter that.
"Because I'm collecting data based on your responses to the various Patterns and Levels and I need to be thorough," she explained.
"All right," he said, "but this snail's pace isn't getting me anywhere near an orgasm."
"I'm doing that on purpose. For this first session I'm going to edge you for as long as possible," she said. "That's to gather as much data as a I can."
"Edge? That's a thing?"
"Yes. I'll see how long we can go before you come, and also see how many times I can take you to the brink, and then not allow you to come yet," she explained.
"That sounds like my teenage years," he joked. With all the making out, heavy petting, stroking, and occasional quick but incomplete blow jobs when he and his first girlfriend had tried a bit of everything, except for actual intercourse.
"Do you want me to increase the Level now?"
"Please," he answered, dying to feel the machine stroke him faster.
"Okay," she said, taking him to Level Two.
"Oooooh," he moaned, as the machine began stroking him faster.
"Is that better?" Taylor asked, although his increased heartrate was telling her that it was.
"Yes. Much better."
"And how about this Pattern?" she asked, switching to Pattern Three.
"That's really nice," he said, as the pulsations shifted to a bit slower, but concentrating on the end of his cock.
"This Pattern is called 'Mushroom Drum'."
"Accurate," he moaned. The sleeve was pulsing against his cock head every time it went up to the top.
"We haven't named all the Patterns yet."
"Okay," he said. This Pattern was pleasurable, but also frustratingly teasing, since it was a start and stop pattern.
"You don't like this one?" Taylor asked, noticing the bored look on her Dad's face.
"It's okay."
"Which means it isn't all that great," she said. "So how about Pattern Four?"
A moment later, he was experiencing rapid pulsations every couple seconds with a little more intensity, and they were striking against his entire shaft. "Oh, that's much better!"
"This one is called 'Quick Shots'."
"And what were the first two called?" he asked curiously, as his pleasure increased a little.
"Pattern One is simply called 'Start' at the moment," Taylor said, "I know... not a very creative name."
"Accurate, though," he joked.
"True enough," she smiled, finding this conversation with her father so surreal, considering the circumstances. The good news was that he was getting more and more comfortable with her being the room while he was pleasured. The bad news was she couldn't go over to him, straddle his dick, and go for a ride.
"And Pattern Two?" he asked.
"Grazing."
"Good one," he approved. That was what the Pattern had been doing... just meandering seemingly randomly, touching his dick everywhere, but never applying much pressure.
"What do you think of this next Pattern?"
"It's okay, but the gaps with no pressure at all are a bit frustrating."
"May I ask you a personal question?"
"I think we got very personal back when you stripped me naked. So yes, ask away."
"When you masturbate, do you come quickly, or do you prefer taking your time?"
"Not a question I ever thought my daughter would ask me," he said, smiling this time, since they'd long since crossed the threshold of pretending what they were doing together wasn't sexual.
"I know it's weird," she said, "but right now I'm not your daughter, I'm your sex therapist."
"That makes this even weirder," he said, as he glanced down at her sexy nylon-clad toes.
Seeing her father's gaze going to her toes and his resultant heart rate spike, she wiggled them a little for him, and she said, "I know it does. But I need complete honesty from you, or this data won't be very informative."
He sighed, looking back up at his daughter's face, "Then honestly, I always come pretty quickly."
"Here's a Fun Fact for you, Daddy. Are you aware that men's most intense orgasms come in two very different fashions?" Taylor asked, having spent years in researching the male body, and particularly the male orgasm.
"I've never thought about it," he said. "And I never thought my daughter would be researching it."
"Oh, I learned that back when I was working on my Bachelor's Degree. Sex is really all just science and research, Daddy," she said, then couldn't stop herself from adding in a playful, slightly naughty way, "...mostly."
"Too much information," he complained,
"We're both adults, Daddy," she said, as she pressed Pattern Five, which was called 'Waves'.
"Ooooooh, that's really different," he moaned, when the pulsations changed dramatically... like ocean waves surging around his dick... although there were a few seconds of stillness between each surge.
"It's called 'Waves'," she said, watching her Dad's face.
"That's exactly what I was thinking."
"What do you think of it?"
"Better than the first four, but the pause between waves is a bit frustrating," he answered. The pleasure was intense during each wave, but the unpredictable pauses between them were making his excitement dwindle back down.
"That's the purpose of this one," Taylor explained. "To tease you like real waves would do. They erratically flow to the shore with no rhyme or reason to how frequently."
"I see."
"Do you want to know how a man can achieve the most intense orgasms?" Taylor asked, as she upped the speed to Level Three.
"Oooooh," the father moaned, as the speed (and his heartrate) suddenly soared!
"I'll take that as a yes," she smiled.
"Sure," he said, since he actually was curious... since for him there were good three ways to get off... anal sex (the few times he'd tried it), oral sex (when she was an experienced cock sucker) and vaginal sex (always good). And all three varieties were great!
"Was your 'Oooooh' just now because of what I'm doing to you right now?"
"Yes! All your teasing is driving me crazy! First you take me this close to an orgasm, but then you whisk me away before I can get there!"
"Which is exactly what I'm supposed to do," she replied unhelpfully as she keyed in the next Pattern. "It's called edging."
She then pressed a button to advance to Level Four.
"Oh my God," he moaned, his body shaking and shuddering. The machine was now jacking his dick furiously, and the new Pattern consisted of constant pulsations, although not as intense as before.
Taylor watched her father's face intently, since she had no intention of letting him come yet. Having edged many men with toys and with her body, she'd developed a keen sense about when to push a man to the brink, as opposed to dropping him back down into even more frustrating teasing.
He was positive he was about to come, his balls almost boiling over, when suddenly the speed dropped down to a slow crawl. "What the hell are you doing to me?" he demanded, totally frustrated.
"I'm edging you," she replied placidly.
"Well, I'm not a fan!" he growled. This experience was like going from zero to sixty in a couple seconds, then just as suddenly slamming on the brakes for an immediate halt.
"Trust me, Daddy. When I finally do let you come, you'll be a big fan of this technique," she assured him.
"So you're the asshole controlling my orgasm... or my lack of one?"
"Exactly," she agreed, which was what she almost always did during her many sexual encounters with men. Whenever she gave someone a blow job, she was in control of his orgasm, and even during regular sex, she frequently decided to slow things down, or even stop, so he'd last longer.
"Back in my day, we'd call you a cock tease."
"No you wouldn't," she disagreed, "because cock teases always leave you hanging, but I always guarantee my man comes... eventually."
"This experience just keeps getting weirder."
"All part of the plan. What do you think of this Pattern?"
"It's okay," he said. "I like that it's continuous pulsations, but they aren't powerful enough to stimulate an orgasm."
"Mmmmhmmmm," she nodded, typing something into her app.
"What's this Pattern called?" he asked. He was finally just getting over not coming a couple minutes ago.
"We don't have a name for it yet."
"Then how about 'Sustained Sensations'?" he suggested, liking the alliteration he'd just constructed.
"I like it," Taylor approved, writing it down.
"Are the higher Patterns more intense?"
"Yes."
"Then how about trying Pattern Seven?"
Instead, Taylor leapt from Level One to Level Five. "Oops!"
"Oh, you braaaaaaat," he bellowed, recognizing immediately that this was another tease, since she'd been advancing through all ten Patterns in a given Level before she'd let him come.
"This is fun!" she chortled, allowing him only a dozen rapid-fire strokes before dropping it back down to Level One.
"You think so, do you?" he asked irritably. This new Pattern was now boring him. Or perhaps it was the lethargically low Level.
"Aren't you having fun, Daddy?" Taylor asked with a bit of a pout. "Aren't you enjoying your birthday present?"
"I might be enjoying it too much," he said, "except I think this edging thing is really cruel."
"Trust Me, Daddy. When I finally do let you come, it will be life-changing."
"I think getting my dick pleasured by a machine my daughter made while she takes total control of my libido, has already made this session life-changing."
"Agreed," Taylor said, "and you're doing very well," admiring her Dad's muscular body as she keyed in Pattern Seven. "We call this one 'Keyboard'."
"Keyboard," he moaned, this Pattern consisting of steady pulsations that travelled along the length of his dick from top to bottom, then back up again, etc.
"Yeah, maybe it's not the best name," she admitted.
"It's consistent at least," he moaned. This Pattern was the most powerful one so far, except for the cock head focused one from earlier...he no longer remembered its name, or which Pattern Number it was.
"Yes. From this one until the end, you'll feel your dick being massaged consistently, while the sleeve slides up and down," she said.
"Can you make the sleeve to go faster?"
"Like this?" she asked, leaping from One to Four.
"Ooooooh, yes!" he moaned in response to the machine's sudden frenetic pace.
Taylor watched the machine working her Dad's dick over, once again wishing she could be working his dick over with her wet pussy.
The Dad's orgasm was rising again, and he could tell it was imminent... but the damn machine stopped entirely... again!. "Taylor!" he cried out in frustration.
"Sorry Daddy, not sorry. You've just got to hang in there, it's not time for you to come yet," she said, all sing-song. "We have three more Patterns to assess in this Level, then all ten Patterns in the fastest Level."
"That wasn't the fastest Level just now?" he asked, stunned to discover that recent furious stroking was only Level Four.
"Nope, we even gave Level Five a name, it's called 'Euphoria'."
"I bet," he said. By now, as he struggled to regulate his breathing, he was getting worried that he'd be suffering his first blue balls experience since his teen years. This session was oddly a bit of an unexpected physical workout, considering that no part of his body was moving. "But please keep the damn machine going this time! I'm way too old for blue balls."
Taylor laughed, "Trust me. When I decide you're ready for it, I'll be extracting a very large load from that big dick of yours!"
"Did you just call your Dad's dick big?" he asked, flattered to receive the compliment, and getting even more turned on because of it. He had indeed noticed her slyly admiring his broad muscular chest on more than one occasion, during this surreal sex chair session. He also felt that she was staring at his dick a lot, although that was literally her job, so his surmise was harder to confirm... but for the first time in his life, he sensed that his daughter might be sexually attracted to him... as far-fetched as that idea might be.
"Daddy, your dick is longer, and it's definitely fatter, than most of the dicks I've assessed in my line of duty," she said, looking directly at it, while she resumed Level Two. Or when I fucked them, she thought to herself.
"I'm flattered," he said, not knowing what else to say.
"I'm serious," his daughter emphasized, "Daddy, you have a really great dick! I mean...."
"What do you mean?"
"Actually... well... nothing. Nothing that would ever be appropriate between a father and his daughter, anyway." She then pressed Pattern Eight; 'Roller Coaster'.
"Except that everything we've been doing ever since you stripped me naked has been... been... inappropriiiiiiiiate!" he moaned, some new pulsations leaping out at him from out of nowhere.
"I suppose that's true," Taylor said. But of course she knew it was true.
"Then tell me what you were about to say."
"You sure you want to know?"
"Yes," he moaned. This Pattern was the best one yet, simpler than Waves, but constant, and getting ever more intense as it went from start to finish on his dick. If this was Level Four, then the ultimate Level Five would make him come in a heartbeat!
"Fine," she said, then paused for dramatic effect, even though she really did want to say it, and to throw it out there. "What I shouldn't say because I'm your daughter, is... if you weren't my Dad, I'd suck and fuck your great big dick in a heartbeat!"
"Ooooooooooooooh," The father moaned loudly upon hearing his daughter's taboo words, but words that made his secret fantasy into a not-quite-openly shared fantasy... the only disappointing part being her introductory few words, 'If you weren't my Dad.'
Taylor smiled at her father's reaction to her far from subtle come on.
Deciding just to throw it out there, he said, "Okay, tit for tat. If you weren't my daughter..." he then stopped speaking.
"What, Daddy? If I weren't your daughter, then what?"
"Never mind," he said, shaking his head, as the pleasure of the pulses was churning his mind into a muddled mess. "This machine is really doing a number on me!"
Taylor decided not to push for now. Instead, she'd delay that flirtation until she had him sprinting for his cum. So for now, she just said, "This Pattern is called 'Roller Coaster'."
"Wow! It's the best one yet!"
"Yeah? Then how about this one?" she asked, as she activated Pattern Nine.
"Oh, fuck!" he moaned. Very much like the last one, this Pattern's pulsations were constant, but unlike the other eight, this one vibrated around all four sides of his dick... not literally, since his dick wasn't a box, but pulsations were striking his entire dick at all times.
"This one is called 'Earthquake'," she said.
"I can see why," he moaned. The vibrations were so powerful, it felt like not just his dick this time, but his entire body was being subjected to the power of an earthquake.
"Many men come from this Pattern during our more limited tests of just the sleeve," she explained. "But Daddy, I don't want you to come until you've reached Level Five, Pattern Ten, and even then not until I give you permission. Is that understood?"
"Yes ma'am," he moaned in response to her surreal requirement, although everything about today had been surreal. It was crazy for him to need his daughter's permission before he was allowed to come.
"Good," she said. "And for now, just relax, close your eyes, and let the pleasure consume you."
"Okay," he said.
Taylor advanced the control to Level Three.



"Oooooh," he groaned, this new Level really enhancing his sensations.
"Don't come, Daddy," she said. "Don't come until your baby girl says you're allowed to."
Her words made his emotions spike and his dick pulse... which showed up on the screen. She didn't even believe she was going to say it until she already had. Then she grinned wildly at her Dad's reaction.
He couldn't believe what his daughter had just ordered, but now he was undeniably and completely subject to his daughter's whim. And although he desperately needed to come... he was enjoying the most exciting sexual encounter of his entire life!
"Yes ma'am," he gasped weakly.
"Now Daddy, next I want you to imagine your fondest unfulfilled sex fantasy," Taylor said, as she reached her hand under her skirt to her fevered pussy... wishing she was wearing thigh high stockings instead of pantyhose... but alas, she hadn't anticipated their encounter this going this far in this direction, but it had.
"Yes ma'am," he moaned.
"Are you imagining a specific person?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Female?"
"Well yeah!"
"Don't get upset Daddy, these are standard questions. Is she older or younger than I am?"
"Your age exactly," he answered honestly. He was so far gone that his brain was too much like mush to think up a lie.
"I see," she said. "And in your fantasy would you shove her to her knees and face fuck her if that was allowed?"
"Oh, yeah I would," he said. "But only if it was allowed." His daughter on her knees with his cock in her mouth getting skull fucked was a wild visual!
Taylor slowed the machine back down to Level One, since her Dad was obviously about to burst. He opened his eyes and saw she had one leg on her chair with her hand under her skirt. "Please don't stop the machine!" he begged.
"Dammit! Keep your eyes shut, Daddy," she ordered angrily. "You weren't supposed to see what I was doing! That liberty might have delayed your orgasm and ruined your fantasy!"
Of course, when she checked the machine, his heart rate hadn't diminished at all, so her outburst was no more than bluster.
"Honey, Daddy really needs to come," he whined in a tone she'd never heard from him before. And his need was urgent, now that he had that visual of his daughter's hand under her skirt... it was now obvious that she was very turned on from watching him getting jerked off by the machine she'd invented.
"Do woo want to come for your baby girl?" she asked, all widdle girl again. She herself was very turned on, and she was now rubbing herself a little harder and faster.
"Yes, your Daddy wants to come for his baby girl," he said, now just allowing the kinky incestuous inferences to flow.
"Okay then, here's Pattern Ten at Level Five, Daddy," Taylor said, activating 'Hurricane', but she warned, "you're almost there, but... still... don't come yet, Daddy!"
"Ooooh, my goodness!" he groaned. Totally unexpectedly, the sleeve had now somehow started rotating back and forth on its axis, while it simultaneously kept on stroking him back and forth.
"It's called 'Hurricane'," she said. "Surprise!"
"Wow! I can see why," he moaned, sneaking an eye open to watch his daughter's hand moving faster under her skirt.
"I caught you peeking, but no worries! Since you know I'm jilling myself, do you want to watch me come, Daddy?" she asked playfully.
"Yes please, I really do," he admitted, no longer allowing himself to be restricted by his parental obligations, or the law.
"Then let's come together, Daddy," she said, walking over to him, placing one foot on the seat of his chair, the other one right on the floor right in front of him, as she rubbed herself freely now, actively encouraging him to watch... although her skirt was just long enough to hide her pussy.
"This is so wrong," he moaned, just as she upped his birthday present to Level Five.
"Right, wrong, whatever! Just come for me, Daddy! Come for your pretty girl!" She encouraged him with her own moans, her own orgasm imminent. "I want to see your great big cock erupt a massive load for me!"
"Oh, honey," he moaned, the intense Hurricane Pattern... and the furious stroking of the sock... faster than any human hand could achieve... had him about to bust in a few seconds!
"Now, Daddy! Come for me, now," she ordered, as she kept rubbing herself, but also bending over so her face was directly above his dick so she could get a perfect view of its eruption.
"Oh... baby... giiiiiiiiirl!" was all he could muster, before he exploded.
His cum rocketed straight out and splattered all over Taylor's black sweater, a bit of it also landing under her chin and onto her neck. So it wasn't exactly a facial, and there probably isn't a recognized term for what it was.
"Oooooh, yes, Daddy!" she moaned, now frantically rubbing herself as her Dad's cum pelted upwards onto her face. "Fuck, fuck, such a big... fat... fucking... Daddy dick!" She babbled and screamed as her own orgasm struck her, soaking the crotch of her pantyhose.
The father watched his daughter coming, while the automated sleeve kept furiously milking his dick, even after his orgasm was over... and after another minute, while he stared at his closed-eyed, red-cheeked daughter with great gobs of cum on her black sweater, the action started getting uncomfortable.
"Honey, can you shut off the machine now?"
"Oooh, oh! Right!" she gasped, hurrying over to the controls and shutting them off.
She pressed some buttons that saved all the data from the session to the cloud... including all the visuals... with a copy sent directly to Angie, who must have been dying with curiosity by now. She'd muted her phone, so she wouldn't get interrupted.
She then turned to her Dad and said, "Like I promised, I made you wait forever for your orgasm... until I didn't. Was it worth the wait? Are you a fan of edging now?"
"Honestly?" he asked, checking out his daughter with his cum all over her sweater, and admiring her nylon-clad legs yet again, "that was the very best orgasm I've ever had! Yes! I'm now a big fan of your edging."
"Yes!" Taylor gave a fist pump. "For the record Daddy, edging has been scientifically proven to produce the best orgasms."
"But didn't you say there were two best ways?" he asked, gradually recovering from his intense orgasm.
"Yes," she confirmed. "The other way is by pleasuring your prostate."
"Oh," he said flatly.
"Ever had your prostate pleasured?"
"God, no," he said disgustedly. The idea of anything except a thermometer going up his ass wasn't remotely one of his fantasies... although fucking a woman in the ass was amazing.
"You do know that people... not just men this time... have lots of pleasurable nerve endings in their asses?"
"Maybe so, but it's not my thing."
"Okay," she conceded, not pushing that notion for now, but not wishing to completely back away just yet. So she threw in just a hint of the future. She pulled a dick out of her carryall bag to show him and said, "there's a prostate massaging attachment for this machine, in case you ever change your mind."
"Thanks, but I don't think I ever will," he said, slowly and cautiously removing his dick from the sleeve... his orgasm completed... and guilt now hitting him hard.
He grabbed his sweat clothes and hurriedly got dressed.
Taylor slyly scooped some cum off her sweater, and sucked in into her mouth. Delicious!
She was doing it again when her father turned around and saw her. After she swallowed that mouthful too, she said, "Sorry, Daddy. I really love the taste of cum. So if you ever want to... you know..."
"No, I'm afraid not. Nothing like this can ever happen again, honey," he said, now feeling horrible about what he'd done.
"We didn't do anything wrong," she said, which was technically true. They hadn't exactly crossed any incestuous lines. They hadn't even touched each other!
"Maybe not," he said, "but..."
"But what?"
"But nothing," he said, shaking his head and fleeing from the room, not knowing what to say!
Taylor was suddenly worried she might have seriously compromised their relationship, and that certainly hadn't been her intent. Her intent had been to test her new machine, to give her Daddy an intense edging followed by an even more intense orgasm, and perhaps even hint that she'd love to give him a really good fucking whenever he was in the mood.
In the end, all three of those goals had been accomplished. Her Daddy didn't seem inclined to fuck her, but at least he'd gotten the message that she was interested across. Still horny, she went into the upstairs shower, grabbed the showerhead, and brought herself to a second orgasm, replaying what had just happened.
By the time she'd settled down and gotten dressed, then looked around the house for her Daddy, who'd apparently gone somewhere, and finally got around to checking her phone, she saw a dozen missed calls, and lots of texts... all of them from Angie.
She didn't even read them, she just phoned her, and after getting yelled at for being incommunicado for so long, she recounted the entire encounter to her best friend.
"That's great! So now you can so go ahead and fuck him!" Angie said excitedly.
"Angie, not so fast," Taylor cautioned, although she hadn't totally given up on that idea.
"I'm coming over," Angie said.
"Please don't," Taylor pleaded. "Dad left the house while I was in the shower. I don't know when he's coming back or what he'll say when he does! I'm pretty sure he needs some space, though."
"Really? Where did he go?"
"Haven't the foggiest."
"Fine," Angie said, "then you get your ass over here to my house. You have a lot of pussy munching to do."
"Okay, that sounds like a plan," Taylor agreed, she too feeling a lot of guilt, now that it was over and she'd calmed down. She wasn't sure how she could face him again... even as she examined her stained black sweater and scooped a little more cum off of it. God, she'd love to taste it directly from the source, and then ride her Daddy's dick.
"Hurry the fuck up," Angie ordered, "I'm so sitting on your face, and then pounding that pussy with a new strap-on I just bought."
"On my way," Taylor said, hanging up and heading over to Angie's... with potentially dire consequences from her actions spinning frenetically through her head.
.....
CHRISTMAS EVE AFTERNOON
It was almost two weeks later, and the mood in the James household had been awkward, to say the least... since neither the father nor the daughter knew what to say to the other.
Which of course didn't stop either of them from fantasizing in private about what had happened, replaying it in their heads, and coming hard and often.
And this afternoon, while Angie was fucking Taylor with a new and unique toy after they'd put a bunch of test subjects through their paces, Angie said, having been teasing Taylor a lot about her desire to become a Daddy fucker, she'd now decided to push it further with some adlibbed roleplaying. "Do you like that, baby girl? Do you like your Daddy's dIck pounding your pretty pussy?"
"Angie," Taylor moaned, the spoken words were turning her on even more than her recurring thoughts. She'd become obsessed with thoughts about her Dad's dick, and was able to replay their entire encounter in her head.
"No, I'm your Daddy, baby girl sweetkins," Angie corrected, as she fucked Taylor good with her new dick, which was eight inches long... times two, since it was double-ended. It was also six inches around, inside each of them. An amazing dick, made for two girls to share... and they both wished they'd discovered it sooner.
Taylor was feeling horny, and Angie was in character, their having roleplayed together many times, although they'd only recently ventured into mock incest. She responded in her own character, "Oh yes, Daddy! Give me that dick!"
"How long have you wanted Daddy to fuck you, baby girl?" Angie asked in her best man's gruff voice, caressing Taylor's back while she fucked her.
"Soooooo long, Daddy! And ever since Mommy left, I've longed to replace her in your bedroom," Taylor responded, her orgasm rising rapidly with this twisted, incestuous roleplaying.
"Well, you're my little incestuous slut now," Angie said, reaching for Taylor's ponytail and tugging on it while she kept up the rapid pace of their fucking.
"Oh yes, Daddy! I'll be such a good girl, such a good slut for your great big cock!" Taylor moaned, about to erupt for real. "Now pound my pussy, Daddy! Pound me hard!"
"Oh, yes! Take it, baby girl, take Daddy's dick!" Angela screamed, really giving it to her naughty best friend.
"Oh yes, Daddy, fuck me! Fuck me, fuck your baby girl! Fuck your slut, oh yes, Daddy, yes, Daddy, oooooooh yes!" she babbled through a minute-long final pounding, before her orgasm finally erupted.
Angie cackled with laughter while she kept pounding Taylor through her orgasm. Then she pulled out, slid the double dick out of their wet pussies, flipped Taylor onto her back, and sat on her face.
Taylor hungrily dined on her best friend's pussy, while her intense orgasm maintained its lengthy hold on her entire body.
After coating her best friend's face with her cum, Angie climbed off of her, repositioned herself so they were face to face, and said, "Hey, I've got an idea!"
"You always have ideas," Taylor said, licking her own lips, for any last remnants of her favourite snack.
"I've got a wicked idea," she elaborated.
"You always have wicked ideas," Taylor smiled. "And those ones are usually fabulous."
"We're going to convince your Dad to test drive the prostate attachment."
"Oh, well. This isn't one of your fabulous ideas, then. Sorry, it's not going to happen," Taylor said. Her Dad was adamant about not sticking anything up his ass.
"Leave convincing him to me," Angie grinned confidently.
Whatever you're planning, it won't work," Taylor warned, even though she'd long ago learned not to underestimate Angie's salesmanship or her sexual prowess... no one ever turned her down... ever.
"Your Daddy's dick will be pounding my tight little pussy very soon," Angie promised, kissing her best friend on the lips.
"I wish," Taylor said dreamily... it was a real reach, and highly unlikely, but if anyone could convince her Dad to take a dick up his ass, it was Angie. For instance, one night at a frat party they'd ass fucked at least thirty guys, all of them anal virgins, and most of them homophobic.
"I guarantee it," she said.
.....
The next afternoon, Christmas day, after Taylor and her Dad swapped presents in the morning, and she'd prepared them a nice brunch. It was an amazing day in California, and her Dad decided to go work on the fence around their back yard he'd been working on during his free time.
Angie, knowing about the Dad's fetish for nylons, came over dressed in a sexy red Santa's elf suit, with red thigh highs that would show off their lace tops whenever she bent over at all.
Taylor was wearing a brand new pair of Victoria Secret thigh highs, purple ones, that had a seam of little rhinestones up the back, and a black sundress with a not-quite plunging neckline.
"Oh my God!" Taylor gasped when she saw what her friend was wearing.
"I'm in a giving mood," Angie smiled. "You look pretty hot too."
"This is the sexiest outfit I could pull off around Daddy without causing any suspicion," she explained.
"Well, let's get this sex party going," Angie said brightly.
"I'm not sure this is a good idea."
"Yes, you are sure," Angie smiled.
"I'm not saying I'm unwilling to give your idea a try," Taylor pointed out, "I just don't think it's a good idea. Or in other words, it won't work."
"Only one way to find out," Angie said, peering out the back window.
Mr. James was in the backyard sawing pickets, when the girls went out to join him... he was shirtless... building a picket fence using cedar lumber, and it was hot as fuck outside. The fence had been a pretty good distraction for him, ever since he'd... you know... done what he'd done, with Taylor there. He couldn't believe he'd allowed his daughter to see him naked and coming! He also couldn't believe when his daughter had rubbed her pussy under her skirt while he watched... and then she came too, just a few seconds after he did. He also couldn't believe he actually came on her... and that she'd eaten some of it... which was so shockingly hot... but horribly shameful. He also couldn't believe he'd had what was without a doubt the most intense orgasm of his life! What he couldn't know for sure, was whether that was because of the edging, or was it the sex machine, or was it because his daughter was right there, and pretty much taking part? These questions had been swimming around in his head, like sharks circling their prey... for two weeks.
Neither Taylor nor he had mentioned the incident. Not even once.
And, worst of all, he'd been compulsively avoiding her as much as possible... suddenly everything between them was awkward... because although they both felt extremely guilty, he also felt a growing physical attraction to his daughter... which she'd exacerbated by wearing nylons every day since their dalliance... constantly hardening his dick whether she knew it or not... which he wondered about. Was she aware of his fetish for women's legs and feet in nylons?
"Oh my God," Angie said, as she watched the shirtless DILF sawing a picket to size, his strong muscular arms in full view.
"I know, right?" Taylor agreed.
"How have you kept yourself from just climbing into his bed, straddling that god-like chest, and fucking him until you both went blind?" Angie asked.
"It's been very tempting," Taylor admitted. She'd frequently watched her Dad working from inside the house, had brought him lemonade a couple of times, and secretly rubbed more than one out while she watched him working, and remembered that perfect dick she was keeping alive in her mind.
"I imagine it has," Angie mused, going to the fridge and retrieving a pitcher full of lemonade. "I think he looks pretty thirsty."
"He does, doesn't he?" Taylor smiled, excited about the possibilities she was beginning to feel more optimistic about. After all, no guy ever said no to Angie... and very few women. Those were the spells you cast when you were a natural redhead... with captivating green eyes... huge breasts that dominated her slender torso... a perfect ass... and amazing legs. Even though she was only five foot two, somehow she had a very large presence that captured an entire room, or even a wide beach.
"Wait here," Angie said as she headed outside. "And set up our sex chair."
"Gotcha," Taylor agreed. The chair was still in the exact same location it had been ever since that first day. She wouldn't be taking it back to the lab until the New Year, and her Dad wouldn't go anywhere near it.
Angie sauntered outside in four inch heels with a glass of lemonade in her hand, and she said, as he was nailing a picket to the top rail, "You look thirsty, Mr. James."
John turned around and saw his daughter's hot best friend approaching him wearing a sexy Santa's elf outfit with red nylons, and his dick instantly woke up from its slumber. "W-w-what are you doing here?"
"I came to visit Taylor," she said, handing him the iced drink, noticing how he was drooling over her body. "Merry Christmas."
"Oh," he said, accepting the drink and looking into her huge expanse of cleavage. That outfit couldn't remotely conceal her voluptuous tits. "Merry Christmas to you too, Angie."
"And..." she said, as she placed her index finger on his bare chest, traced it down a few inches and then took it away again, feeling his raw, manly sweat, "We need your assistance inside the house."



"We?" he asked, hearing her but not really listening, since her body was just too amazing to ignore... especially in this outfit... and red nylons on a woman was like finding a unicorn.
"Yes, Taylor and I need your help," she said, loving the power she wielded over men.
"Right, right, my daughter Taylor," he recalled, feeling like an idiot and way out of control of himself around this beautiful woman. Just as uncontrolled as he'd been when he'd been sitting in that chair naked a couple weeks ago desperate to come.
"Will you please come inside and assist us?"
"How can I help?" he asked willingly, glancing down and seeing her heels were open toed, and her toenails were painted blue... which made his already hard as a rock dick flinch.
"Your original data will serve us well as our base data, but we need to confirm and build upon it, It's excellent data, and we're targeting our product at men like you," she said.
"Men like me?"
"Healthy, hardworking men who might need some release after a long, hard day of working," she said, stressing the word hard both times she used it.
"I see. But I don't think..." he began.
Angie placed her fingers on his lips and said, her innuendo not remotely subtle, "If you do this favour for me, I promise I'll do a very special favour for you in return." She then took his sweaty hand in her small soft one and led him back into the air conditioned house. The heat wasn't very pleasant with the nylons she was wearing and it was making her sweat.
As she walked in front of him, it became obvious she was wearing thigh high stockings, the tops of which could be clearly seen with each step she took. He knew he should put a stop to this seductive game... if that's what it was... before things got out of hand like they had a couple of weeks ago, but he just followed her blindly... just like many other men had done before.
"Where's my daughter?" he asked as they entered the house.
"She's getting your sex chair ready."
"Angie, I...." he began.
"Mr. James, I can tell you're uncomfortable, but please just trust us. Your data was very interesting, so we want to do a follow-up test to see if the results this time remain consistent."
"I just don't..."
"I know, I know, it's awkward," she said, "but trust me... we'll make this very much worth your time."
"I'm not concerned about that," he said, as they entered the living room, and he saw his daughter wearing a cute sundress and black nylons. His first thought was already twisted: I wonder if her nylons are thigh highs too.
"Hi, Daddy," she greeted, flouncing over and giving him a huge hug. "I'm thrilled that you've agreed to do this second session with us!"
"I really don't think this is a good idea," he said, looking at his daughter's legs and feet in nylons... making his already hard dick twitch. Then to make things even more tempting, he watched Angie slip out of her heels and fully reveal her sexy toes.
"Au contraire, it's a great idea," Angie said, wiggling her toes, knowing from Taylor that he had a foot fetish.
"Just go ahead and get undressed, Daddy," Taylor urged him. "And since I've already seen your penis ejaculate, we shouldn't have any awkwardness this time."
"But your friend hasn't seen my penis or... the other," he pointed out, trying to maintain eye contact with the two women, which he was failing at miserably.
"Trust me, Mr. James," Angie said, in fact very eager to see his dick, but acting as if it was no big deal. "In our line of work, a penis is just a penis."
"I'm not sure if hearing that makes this better or worse," he chuckled awkwardly.
"Now kindly discard those shorts, if you please," Angie said.
"Fine," he sighed heavily. He knew that getting naked wasn't a great idea... again... but he was unable to refuse.
Already stripped to the waist, he pulled down his shorts down, although this time he was wearing underwear.
Taylor teased, noticing the large bulge he was sporting in his tight boxer briefs, "You're wearing some sexy underwear this time, Daddy!"
"Taylor!" he gasped.
"And please remove the underwear as well," Angie said, all business, not reacting visibly to what was indeed an impressive tent.
"This really isn't a good idea," he said, although he didn't back up his words with action, as he pulled down his underwear, and his very hard dick sprang free.
Angie was indeed impressed, allowing herself the slightest of smiles, and she gave Taylor a sly, suggestive look.
He noticed Angie giving Taylor that look... which to his eyes was unreadable, but it made him feel self-conscious anyway, and he silently cursed his ex-wife for treating his self-esteem so shabbily. "W-w-what was that exchange just now about?" he stammered.
"Nothing," Angie said innocently.
"It didn't look like nothing," he said, now standing there wearing only his socks.
"Well..." Angie said, smiling ever so slightly as this time she looked... no, stared directly... at his hard cock for a full three seconds.
"Come on, what is it?" he insisted, beginning to feel overwhelmingly insecure.
"Okay, okay," Angie said, now not even pretending she wasn't staring at his dick, "it's just that Taylor told me you were big, but... oh my God, Mr. James, I'm sorry, but I can't stop staring. I had no idea you had such a nice big... fat... cock. It's truly magnificent!"
He couldn't help smiling upon receiving such an extravagant compliment from such a gorgeous woman.
"I mean, ordinarily I'm not impressed by anyone's dick. Isn't that right, Taylor?"
"Yep," Taylor agreed, watching and listening to the conversation with excited intrigue, and loving this opportunity to perv on her Dad's amazing dick again. Her pussy was tingling and already getting wet.
"But wow, Mr. James, I just can't take my eyes off of your big dick," Angie continued showering him with compliments.
"Well, you're a very pretty woman," he complimented, looking at her legs and feet that were making his dick twitch... visibly... right in front of them both!
"Only pretty?" she asked coyly. "Some men are kind enough to call me hot."
"Oh yes, you're sizzling hot," he said, beginning to feel much more at ease, even briefly forgetting his daughter was in the room.
"I think we should get this session started," Taylor said, feeling horny as fuck.
"Right, right," Angie agreed, shaking her head, a bit and shifting from flirtatious to businesslike. "Please sit down on the chair, Mr. James."
"You may call me John if you like," he said, as he approached the sex chair that had been sitting in the same place for a couple of weeks... a constant temptation and reminder of his previous shameful behaviour.
He sat down, and Angie promptly took charge of his dick, grasping it by the shaft (which made him groan), and inserting it into the sleeve while Taylor hooked him up to the heart monitor.
"Such a lovely big cock," Angie murmured softly, deliberately reminding him how impressed she was. Then in a normal voice, "All right, Taylor, start it up."
Taylor did, beginning with Level One and Pattern One... a bit envious that Angie had gotten to handle his dick first.
"Can't we get to the faster Levels and more intense Patterns right off the bat?" he requested. "That edging thing... on and on and on... it almost killed me!"
"According to Taylor's findings and the raw data, I understand that eventually, you erupted very impressively," Angie said, "and you began with this same Level and Pattern."
"Taylor!" he gasped.
"And you made quite a mess on her black sweater," Angie added.
"Taylor!" he repeated.
"Mr. James, your daughter hasn't compromised any privileged information. As she must have told you, these sessions are for Science, so we need to record absolutely everything in our notes, and review every detail afterwards," Angie explained. She then added in a whisper as she went behind him, "And since we're besties, we always tell each other everything anyway."
"I guess that isn't a surprise," he said glumly.
"So today we need to accurately replicate the same procedure as the last time," Angie said.
"Oh, great," he sighed, meaning he was in for another lengthy edging... which he'd been doing on the sly while he jerked off ever since, to make his private orgasms more intense.
"Is Level One Pattern One doing anything for you this time?" Angie asked.
"A little."
"Good, that's its purpose," she said, "a nice gentle warmup."
"Except I'd really like it to go faster."
"I see," she nodded, reaching her hand up in the air and showing Taylor four fingers.
Taylor quickly switched from Level One to Four, and Angie asked, "Like this?"
"Oooooh yes, like that," he moaned, the Level having accelerated suddenly and dramatically!
Angie made a cut gesture, and Taylor dropped it back down to Level One.
"We aren't doing that whole edging thing again, are we?" he asked, even though it was obvious they were.
"Actually, we are," she said, "it really is necessary," and she came around and sat on a dining room chair directly in front of him, slowly crossing her left leg over her right knee... maybe, just maybe giving him a glimpse of her shaved pussy... a la Sharon Stone... and she was commando like always, of course. "But this time we'll also be asking you some questions and giving you a variety of stimuli."
"Really?" he asked. Maybe she'd already begun with the stimuli by crossing her legs, although he hadn't quite seen the pussy he'd hoped for in the moment. However, her pretty painted toenails and long nylon-clad legs were now directly in his view.
"Yes, really," she confirmed. "Switch to Graze, Taylor."
"Got it," she said, shifting to Pattern Two.
"Have you masturbated at all since the first time you used this machine?" Angie asked casually but elegantly as if they were assessing a nice cup of Darjeeling Tea.
"Jumping right into the personal questions, are we?" he asked not at all elegantly. This next Pattern was a little more pleasurable than the first one, but at Level One, it was still no more than a slow, teasing burn.
"There's no point in beating around the bush, John," she said. "The more data we compile about your body's reactions to various sexual stimuli... along with your own comments and actions, the better job we can do both for you and for Science."
"I see," he said.
"And the answer to my question?" she asked.
"Yes."
"Yes once, or yes more than once?"
"More than once," he admitted, glancing over at his daughter, who was looking right at him. God, even though Angie was a complete knockout, he couldn't deny the many inappropriate thoughts he'd been having about his daughter since his birthday... and salacious memories, too... such as her masturbating right in front of him, and more perversely, eating his cum from her sweater.
"More than three times?"
"Yes."
"More than five?"
"Yes."
"At least once a day, ever since that day?" she asked with a twinkle in her eye.
He had to think about that one. He was pretty sure the answer was yes, but he wasn't positive. "I think so."
"Good, very good," she nodded. "And were you masturbating daily before your session on the machine?"
"No," he admitted. His sex drive had taken a real nose dive since the divorce.
"How often were you masturbating before the machine?"
He admitted, glancing down at his daughter's feet, "Maybe once a month."
"Oh my, you poor boy!" Angie commiserated, as if this was a horrible state of affairs... which for her, it was... she couldn't even remember the last day she hadn't come... although it was rarely from masturbating, since she had so many men eager to fuck her, and so many women willing to go down on her... and her own personal Energizer Bunny fuck buddy named Taylor.
"It wasn't all that bad," he tried to soften the impact of what he'd just admitted.
"I can't imagine not getting fucked or having some pretty girl between my legs every day to get me off," she said bluntly, then looked purposefully at Taylor... whose cheeks instantly went red.
In a heartbeat, John understood clearly that his daughter was one of those pretty girls between her legs, and his visual made his cock flinch, and he involuntarily moaned.
"Shift to Mushroom Drum," Angie said, as she stretched a leg straight out and wiggled her toes, trying to look like it wasn't to tease this hot man.
"Done," Taylor said.
John remembered before the Pattern even changed, that this was the one that focused on his cock head.
"What about you, Taylor? Could you imagine going even a day without an orgasm?" Angie asked.
"Maybe as long as a day once in a while," Taylor said, then for a little drama, she added after a couple of seconds, "maybe."
"You're lucky we're here for you, Mr. James," Angie said.
"I guess so," he responded, just kind of going with the flow now that he'd committed to this situation... and he was doing 99% of his thinking with his lower head.
"Level Four," Angie ordered.
Taylor immediately upped the velocity to almost the max.
"Oooooh!" John groaned, the pulsating and the machine speeding up simultaneously had shifted the pleasure from teasing to pleasing.
"John, do you know that daily orgasms are important for your health... both your body and your mind?" Angie asked, watching this handsome man enjoying the sex machine she'd helped to design.
"Noooooo," he moaned, his balls beginning to bubble.
"It's true," she said, as she gestured to Taylor, and she dropped it back down to Level One, "it's even more critical for women."
"Jesus!" he said, the slow, then fast, and then slow again pace was already driving him wild.
"Yes, women who don't have sex every day can turn into complete bitches," Angie said, only kind of joking.
"I guess that explains my ex-wife's bitchiness," he said with a smirk.
"If I was your wife, I'd make very sure you had daily orgasms," Angie said. "A dick like yours deserves to be exercised regularly. Isn't that right, Taylor?"
Taylor had been silent for a while, just watching and listening to the interactions between Angie and her Dad, just like she usually did with the other participants they worked with. But unlike with most participants, this time she was horny as hell, and she was listening to every explanation and every reply with bated breath. Angie made a point of periodically including Taylor in the conversation on those occasions too. She replied, assuming her cheeks were as red as the embers inside her, "Yes, Daddy. Your dick is special enough that it would be a crying shame if it wasn't worshipped frequently."
"Jesus!" he groaned upon hearing those lascivious words being spoken by his daughter, and he couldn't stop himself from picturing her giving him a nice, worshipful blow job.
"Did his heart rate just spike?" Angie asked.
"Considerably," Taylor replied.
"In...ter...es...ting," Angie nodded, drawing the word out, as if each syllable was a word in itself.
"What's interesting?" he asked, even though he was sure the blabbermouth machine had reported his physical reaction to hearing his daughter's thrilling words.
"Nothing in particular," she said, wanting to draw him in. "Pattern Four," she instructed, its name eluding her at the moment. She too was horny as fuck right now. This special man's special dick did indeed need to be worshipped regularly... starting today.
The Pattern changed to one that was a little annoying.
"What did you think of the last Pattern?"
"The best of the first four today," he answered, but then repeated his question, "what in particular did you think was so interesting?"
"Are you certain you want me to answer that question?" she asked. "We usually consider it restricted information... staff only... but on the other hand, it's likely dead accurate. The machine never lies." As she said that, she signaled to Taylor with five fingers, so she progressed the sleeve to Pattern Five.
"Just tell meeeeee," he demanded... or rather moaned... as the Pattern intensified.
"Do you want to tell him, Taylor?"
"No, I really don't, but I think you should," Taylor said, getting all flustered.
"I really do think you should be the one to tell him," Angie smiled wickedly.
"Someone needs to tell me," he moaned. He was learning that at the lower Levels, the speed of the sleeve was more significant than the specific Pattern pulsations.
"Okay then, here goes. Daddy, this machine is far more sophisticated than it appears... it can serve as an embarrassingly accurate and detailed mind reader, which is why we're usually secretive about what it tells us. But since we have decided that you qualify as 'need to know', it told us the following. When I told you it would be a shame if your dick wasn't worshipped regularly, you quite naturally pictured me doing the worshipping, which increased your heartrate quite noticeably. Or in other words, you fantasized about me performing fellatio on you, and that really turned you on... and in fact, you almost ejaculated," she explained at length.
His eyes went wide, as Angie made a 'slow down' gesture, and Taylor slowed the sleeve back down again... in effect, edging him far more methodically and ruthlessly than she did the last time.
"Does that make sense to you?" Angie asked. "Are you aware that your daughter turns you on? Powerfully?"
He didn't say anything, as Angie put up six fingers, and the Pattern again changed. This time he was so focused on her question, he barely noticed.
Taylor watched and listened intently.
Angie stood up and said, "Don't be ashamed, Mr. James. If you objectify your daughter and have sexual fantasies about her... and everybody here knows you do, since the machine doesn't lie, it's not unusual. It's completely natural."
"It is?"
"While Sigmund Freud's famous theory about the Oedipus Complex focused on mothers and sons, the same principle also applies to fathers and daughters," Angie said, now standing directly right in front of him.
"But that would mean..." he began processing.
"Yes. It means that many daughters want to fuck their fathers," Angie summarised bluntly. She lifted her fist into the air, which was the signal to speed up the machine dramatically.
"But, thaaaaaaat meeeeans..." he moaned, the sudden breakneck speed utterly breaking his focus away from this shocking conversation and its revelations.
"I can see that you've leapt way ahead of me. Yes, it means that your daughter secretly wants to fuck you," Angie said even more bluntly and shockingly than before. But this time she didn't ask Taylor to confirm her statement... or at least not yet.
"Jesus!" he gulped, both from the wicked words he was hearing from this beautiful woman, and the dramatically increased pleasure from the sleeve of the machine.
"Yes. God... or Jesus... works in mysterious ways," Angie mused, something she often said right after a revelation had completely stunned a participant.
John was getting very close to coming, so Angie waved to Taylor, and she dropped it back to Level One.
"You're going to give me a heart attack!" he groaned, breathing very heavily.
"From what? The edging, or the revelation about your daughter's desire for your body?" Angie asked.
"Both," he said, shaking his head.
"I'm going to preface my next question by telling you... in case you don't already know... that this session is subject to the same doctor-patient confidentiality regulations that would apply if we were licensed psychiatrists... which of course we're not... and you were our patient. So please answer this question with total honesty. Have you ever harboured sexual thoughts about your daughter?" Angie asked, as she went behind him.
He didn't answer, but he did look at his daughter, who was staring back at him.



"For instance whenever she's wearing those sexy sheer nylons, with her cute painted toenails showcased so beautifully for you?" Angie asked, as she swept her right hand down his muscular chest from behind, then continued moving it around on his sweaty torso.
John's eyes went wide yet again.
"Daddy, Mom told me about your nylon fetish," Taylor said, but then she corrected herself. "Well, it was more like she complained about it, and I thought she was being unfair."
"Oh," he said, his cheeks red with embarrassment, but also because of the slow, distracting meandering of Angie's hand.
"So with that information in mind, do you think it's a coincidence that she always wears nylons whenever she's around you?" Angie asked. "Or that I too am wearing them right now?"
"I-I-I don't know," he stammered, as he processed this stunning information... or scientific logic? His daughter always wore nylons... for him. Therefore, his daughter wanted to fuck him. The conclusion was unavoidable, and it was all too much for him to ignore!
Still standing behind him, Angie placed her right foot on the sex chair's armrest, so he could clearly see her toes. "Do you like looking at my foot, John? The nylon enclosing it is for your viewing pleasure."
"Y-y-yes," he stammered, overwhelmed, but also compelled to stare at the perfectly manicured toes being showcased so perfectly inside those unique red nylons.
"Go ahead and touch them if you wish," Angie invited him, nodding to Taylor, who increased the speed, just as her Daddy placed his hand on her friend's calf and moved it around.
He couldn't stop himself... it had been so unbearably long since he'd felt a pair of silky sheer nylons on a woman. He moved his hand back and forth on her leg.
"Do you like the feel of my nylons?"
"They're amazing," he breathed, captivated by the feel and the look.
"Speed it up some more," Angie said, and the sleeve suddenly advanced to Level Four in this continuing game of Tease and Please... which was driving him nuts.
"Ooooooh, God," he groaned.
"How did it feel the last time you came with our machine's assistance?"
"I came harder than I could have ever imagined," he moaned, his balls boiling as the pleasure rose rapidly.
"Stop," Angie said, and Taylor immediately shut the machine off completely.
"Nooooo," he moaned.
"I'll make you an offer," Angie said. "Do you want to experience the most intense orgasm in your entire life? Even better than the other one?"
"Yes," he said, completely subject to her whim.
"Then going forward, you'll do whatever I say, no matter what. Is that understood, John?" she demanded, as she nodded for Taylor to restart the sleeve.
"I don't know about thaaaaat," he moaned, as the machine began again with Level One and Pattern Six, not that he knew that.
"If you obey me, I'll rock your world," she whispered, her hand toying with his chest again.
"Daddy, just do whatever she tells you to," Taylor intervened. "Trust her, she knows how to orchestrate your pleasure like you can't even imagine."
"But Taylor," he said, looking helplessly at her, having no idea what to say... or how he felt.
"Just listen to her very carefully, and do whatever she tells you to," Taylor repeated.
"Okay, sweetheart," he sighed.
Angie reached around him and picked up the dildo attachment.
The bewildered father saw the dick in Angie's hand. A dick!!
"Is anything the matter?" Angie asked.
"You have a dick in your hand," he pointed out.
"Yes, but it's not as big as yours."
"Okay, but what's it for?" he asked nervously, even though following the conversation he'd had with his daughter after he came the first time, he knew it was about prostate stimulation. And his prostate could only be accessed via his... oh dear!
"Well you see, we already have sufficient data from using just the stroking device on you, so now we want to see how much better your body responds when we use the stroking machine and prostate stimulator on you simultaneously," Angie explained, still doing almost all the talking.
"Angie," he said, again looking at her amazing right leg and foot encased in the red nylon, "I don't mind helping, but this is getting a bit too much."
"You agreed to do whatever she tells you to, Daddy," Taylor reminded him.
"Have you ever had a prostate orgasm?" Angie asked, ignoring his objection.
"No. Never," he said adamantly.
"Strong words. Are they because you think it's gay?"
He paused and thought. Her question sounded judgemental, and he didn't want to sound homophobic, like some prehistoric asshole. So he answered pedantically, doing his best to craft a politically correct response. "I don't know for certain, but I believe it's generally accepted that the anus is an out only hole."
"Okay, you may be correct about what's generally accepted. But public opinion aside, have you ever fucked a woman in the ass?" she asked bluntly.
He froze. He had. It was his favourite way to fuck a woman... although that was based on very limited opportunities... long, long ago.
"I'll take that as a yes," she said. "So as you must know, anal sex can be very pleasurable for both men and women. Isn't that right, Taylor?"
"Yes, it's very pleasurable indeed, whether you're the top or the bottom," she agreed, imagining how wonderfully wide her Dad's dick could spread her asshole.
"That may be so, but...." he began saying, but then stopped speaking when the implications of what his daughter had just said caught up with him. She'd just said she'd had anal sex... and she really liked it!
"John," Angie interrupted, walking back around to face him, "like Taylor keeps telling you, you need to trust that I know what I'm doing, and that we both want only the best for you. And if you do obey me implicitly, I can guarantee that you'll experience pleasure unlike anything you've ever imagined."
"Um... I... well..." he struggled to come up with any lucid thoughts. But when he, looked into her exotic green eyes, he was unable to say anything sensible, or to refuse her anything she... or his daughter... wanted him to do. So finally he just said, "Fuck it."
"Exactly. And that's the plan," Angie smiled wickedly. "Stop the machine, Taylor."
She did.
Angie reached for the hot DILF, pulled the sleeve off of his dick while resisting the very great temptation either to stroke his cock, drop to her knees and suck his cock, or turn around, bend over, sit down on it, and start bouncing. Instead, she instructed, "Now stand up and stretch for a minute."
"Okay," he agreed, feeling so horny, and so intoxicated by this redheaded beauty... his hard dick still throbbing from the earlier pleasuring.
"Fetch the lube, Taylor," Angie instructed, enjoying the view of the Dad's very athletic ass.
"Coming right up." Taylor reached into the carryall bag for the lube. She briefly thought her Dad and Angie were about to fuck each other right in front of her, but no such luck. But whatever her immediate goal was, Angie, as usual, was unerringly using her charm and beauty to seduce her Dad into her inescapable web.
"I can't believe I'm doing this," John worried, as he watched his daughter bending over for the lube, and he noticed that her nylons had a seam of sexy rhinestones down the back. Shit, was that hot!
"Trust me, John," Angie said. "I'm about to change your life."
"Ya know? I promised him something very similar the last time," Taylor said, handing Angie the lube.
"And you delivered on that promise. Today we're going for Phase Two," Angie said.
"That did sound familiar," John joked awkwardly, as Angie flipped the lid open and squeezed a generous puddle of lube into her palm.
"Bend over and rest your hands on the seat of the chair," Angie instructed, once again all business.
"Yes ma'am," John said, who was still processing first, what was about to happen and second, what he'd now unequivocally agreed to do and three, that once again his daughter was seeing him naked, erect and quivering... which for some reason was even more awkward to him than just using the machine while she watched and controlled the action... especially right now, while he was bent over like a girl... or like a gay guy.
Taylor watched her Dad bent over, in awe of what she was witnessing, her pussy leaking down her leg a little. She wished she was wearing panties to absorb her dribbling, but Angie had insisted on no underwear for either of them.
"Relax," Angie suggested, as she positioned her hand between his firm ass cheeks and generously lubed up his virgin asshole. While she loved seducing straight women (including a couple of her professors, her Mom's best friend, a minister's wife, a Mom while her college daughter watched in disbelief, and a nun), her favourite exploit was taking a man's anal virginity. Sometimes if she caught a guy being an asshole to someone, she made it her goal to tear him a new one by literally pounding his asshole hard and rough. But at other times like now, her goal was to help a man get past society's archaic views about what does and doesn't constitute masculinity, and introduce him to the thrill of prostate orgasms.
"Yes ma'am," he repeated, although he was far from relaxed. A chill went up and down his spine as he felt this woman's fingers going into and out of his asshole... which was a good chill as opposed to a bad one, since it felt surprisingly wonderful!
Once the inner wall of John's asshole was thoroughly coated, Angie beamed at her best friend, winked, picked up the dildo and bracketed it onto the seat of the chair, lubed that too, and said, "Now turn around and slowly... and I do mean slowly... lower yourself onto the dick."
"Yes ma'am," he said with very mixed emotions (while he was starting to sound like a parrot). Yes, part of him still considered this experience to be gay; but another part of him was becoming very curious about what the next few minutes would feel like; while another part of him was horrified that he was about to be sodomized while his daughter was watching; and yet another part of him... fortunately the most prominent part... felt compelled to obey this hot, sensual redhead, come what may.
"Slowly, slowly," Angie reminded him.
"Understood," he said, now slowly bringing his ass downwards to the dick, while looking over his shoulder as if he was backing up a truck, triple-checking the exact location of the dick that was about to enter his ass for some playtime.
Angie lowered herself onto the side of the chair and held the dildo steady, guiding it into John's virgin asshole.
Taylor watched in awe, while her Daddy lowered himself onto the dildo... her pussy now not just leaking, but flowing.
He felt the dildo begin to press against his pucker, and he paused.
"Keep going," Angie encouraged him softly. "You may feel a little discomfort at first, but trust me, it will be worth it."
"Okay," he said, mindlessly following all the instructions this beautiful woman kept giving him... totally unable to say no.
He felt some initial resistance at his orifice for a moment, and then the slick dick slipped inside. "Oooooooh," he moaned, as he slowly... gradually... took more and more of the dick inside his ass. It didn't hurt... not quite... although he did feel some discomfort... but mostly it just felt weird.
"Oh yeah, there it goes," Angie said, always feeling a rush when a male anal virgin first took a dick in his backdoor... although more times than not, she was wearing a strap-on.
"Jesus," he moaned, as the dick kept going deeper into him.
"You're doing great, Daddy, take all that dick!" Taylor was cheering for him, she was so turned on.
"Taylor!" he gasped, staring at her in delighted shock while he indeed did take all of that dick, but he also saw her watching him with fascination, and he could tell she was mightily turned on from the wild look in her eyes and the red in her cheeks.
"All right!" Angie said excitedly, also very turned on, while she watched him taking the entire five-inch dick (yes, a small one, because it was his first time) in his ass. She then took hold of his hard real dick, and gave it a few vigorous strokes, before she replaced it in the sleeve, and said, "Good job! Now just relax for a bit."
"Umm, okay," he agreed awkwardly, processing the hard reality that he had a dick in his ass, and the wild fact that the hottest woman he'd ever met in person had just jacked his desperate dick.
"Man are you hard," Angie said, "Mr. James."
"Uh-huh," he agreed, words now eluding him because... what would he even say if he could access his brain?
"Level One Pattern Seven for both dicks." Angie said.
"Got it," Taylor said, now feeling quite annoyed and jealous, because Angie had just touched her Dad's dick... again!
Angie gave her friend a look.
As the machine started up again at a crawl, John was shocked to discover that not only was the sleeve manipulating his dick again, but the fake dick was fucking his ass! "Oh, my God!" he moaned and groaned from the sudden movements... albeit very slow ones.... of the dick in his ass.
"Oh yeah, John! Like I said, you can now just relax and let the pleasure wash over you," Angie advised him.
The differing sensations he was receiving from the two different devices were each unique, and they created a slow-burning pleasure, which was located... he didn't know where... everywhere?... as the two attachments seemed to be combining their efforts to turn him into a guy with a muddled mess instead of a brain who was getting absolutely desperate to come!
"How does it feel, Daddy?" Taylor asked, using all her willpower not to touch herself this time... since in her entire life, her pussy had never been more desperate to be touched, licked, and fucked!
"Ummm... good... I think... maybe?" he moaned, unable to feign that he wasn't enjoying this experience, but also unable to articulate just how much he was enjoying it.
"Level Four," Angie instructed.
Taylor made the adjustment.
Instantly, the sleeve and the dick both sped up. Not to the max, but damn close!
"Oooooooh fuck!" the father moaned, the intensity multiplying geometrically, and the sensations in his ass were indeed... launching him into entirely new realms of pleasure!
"Do you like how that feels, sexy?" Angie breathed into his ear.
"Ummmm," he moaned, unable even to try to come up with any actual words, while the pleasure consumed him.
"Can you feel my dick stimulating your prostate?" Angie asked, as if she was the one fucking his ass.
"Yash," he mumbled, his dick throbbing, and he knew he was about to burst.
"Back to Level One," Angie said abruptly.
"Noooooo!!!," he whined almost in a little girl's voice, as the pleasurable fast stroking and fucking crashed almost to a halt... yet again postponing the orgasm that... fucking... had been... rising inside him.
"Not quite yet, tiger," Angie whispered into his ear. Then to Taylor, "Hold at Level One, but switch to Pattern Eight."
"Done," Taylor acknowledged, wishing she was the one snuggling up against her Dad and whispering in his ear.
"You're killing me!" he complained, gasping for breath, struggling to regulate his breathing.
"If I succeed, it'll be a great way to cross over," Angie teased.
"You say I'll be going instead of coming?" he asked, horrified by the idea.
"No worries, stud. Soon you'll be coming so fucking hard!" Angie assured him.
Taylor had been keeping a burning question inside her for over two weeks, and she couldn't hold it back anymore. No longer could she just watch from the sidelines. She rushed over to her Daddy and blurted out, "Do you like my invention, Daddy?"
"Our invention," Angie corrected her.
"Yes okay, our invention," Taylor agreed. "Do you like it, Daddy?"
"Yes I do. It's really something else," he said as Angie went over to the controls and increased both Levels to Four.
"Your cock looks so big and hard, Daddy," Taylor crooned adoringly, now standing over him.
"Ooooooooh," he moaned, the combined breakneck speeds of both attachments once again driving him wild!
"Do you think your daughter is sexy?" Angie asked.
"I-I-I..." He struggled to get even a single word out.
"Go ahead and tell her. Tell her you think she's sexy," Angie encouraged him, taking charge of the remote and slowing everything down to Level Two and shifting to Pattern Nine.
"Yes, I do think you're sexy, honey," he admitted.
"Oh, Daddy!" she cried out, but he couldn't tell whether she was delighted or appalled, only that she felt strongly about what he'd just said.
He decided to go with the former, and he intensified it by saying, "You're a beautiful woman, honey!" But it didn't come out right, because he was moaning instead of speaking. Pattern Nine was driving him wild even at the relatively slow Level Two.
"Daddy," she said, admiring his fat cock head, a bit of which was sticking out of the sleeve, "may I suck on the tip of your dick, just for a second?"
"B-b-but, that would be wrong, honey," he said, even as he gazed upon those perfect lips he'd imagined wrapped around his cock more than once, and extensively, since the first time he'd used the machine.
"Then let me be wrong for just for a second, Daddy," she improvised urgently, as she reached down to the sleeve and hurriedly removed it.
"But sweetie, that would be incest," he pointed out, even though he didn't even try to restrict his daughter's actions.
"I know, I know," the hungry, lustful daughter replied. Then, spying the glistening pre-cum oozing out of his meatus, "Okay. Well. Then... how about I just lick all your creamy pre-cum away from your pee-hole?
"I don't know, baby girl," he said, trying to behave morally righteously, even though all this temptation was almost impossible to keep in abeyance.
"Please, Daddy, I just wanna taste it! I have to taste it! I want it so bad, Daddy. I promise I'll take my tongue away before you come," she bargained with lustful hunger, now down on her knees and looking up at him with her begging eyes.
Since the sleeve was now lying on the floor, Angie settled for turning the anal dildo up to Level Five, the maximum speed. And as his daughter wrapped her hand around his cock, John's resolve crumbled, and he agreed, "Okay, baby giiiirll, but I'm about to... I mean... I'm gonna..."
Taylor licked his cock head, felt his dick pulsating in her hand, and after just a single lick, she felt his humongous load spraying into her wide-open mouth!
"Oh, shit that's hot," Angie mumbled, her hand under her dress and rubbing herself.
Taylor instinctively caught all the creamy cum that was flying her way, and then she gobbled her Dad's cock into her mouth and bobbed furiously, desperate to extract every last drop of his creamy cum, and swallow it down.
"Honeeeey," he moaned, as the most intense orgasm he'd ever experienced... yes, even more bombastic than the previous record-holder from two weeks ago... cascaded through him... the prostate orgasm substantially more... just more... not only in its intensity, but in its very nature, than any before... yet even as his orgasm continued raging through him... he helplessly watched his daughter capturing his entire load, and then shamelessly sucking his cock!
After a dozen or so bobs, Taylor sat up and stated with insatiable lust in her eyes, "Now I've got to have your dick for real, Daddy!"
"Honey," he repeated nonsensically, or in other words, it had no meaning, as she pulled her dress up and off to reveal she wasn't wearing a bra... or panties... or... anything at all except her stockings. She didn't even have any pubes!



"I'm going to ride you now, Daddy," Taylor uttered bluntly. "I need my Daddy's dick inside my pussy right fucking now!" She climbed onto him and lowered her soaking wet pussy onto his dick, while her Daddy just sat there... dazed, confused, and totally compliant.
"Ohhh, honey," he moaned, as he suddenly realized his dick was deep inside his daughter's pussy.
"Oh, Daddy," she moaned, as she began riding him. "I've fantasized about fucking you for so long... ever since the day Mom walked out of our lives forever, and good riddance!"
"You have?" he asked as he admired his daughter's firm tits and hard nipples while she bounced on him. The wetness of her pussy, the wildness of the act, and the dildo still furiously fucking his ass, had transported his consciousness into a fevered kingdom of lust.
"Oh, Daddy, suck on my tits while I ride your big fat cock," she demanded, really grinding on it.
"Have you ever fantasized about fucking your daughter?" Angie asked from out of nowhere. He'd forgotten she was even present!
"I do all the time," he admitted, finally answering the question he'd avoided answering earlier more than once, before cupping her tits and taking the left nipple into his mouth.
"You do, Daaaaaaaaaddy?" she moaned. "Reeeeeeally?"
Angie then joined the nudist (three's a) crowd by stripping off her dress, and she strapped on a strap-on. Sure, this was a special daughter and Dad moment, but there as no way she was going to sit on the sidelines and just watch!
"I really do, my sexy little fox," he admitted, gazing into her eyes from a few inches away.
"Oh Daddy, I love you so much!" she said, leaning forward and kissing him like a lover instead of a father.
Angie lubed up her dick, as she watched the Dad and daughter making out. It was easily the hottest thing she'd ever seen!
They made out for a couple minutes, their tongues exploring each other's mouths, while Taylor continued riding him... until she came. "I'm coming!" she declared, breaking away from the kiss.
"Not just that, but you're coming on your Daddy's dick, baby," he celebrated with her, living completely in the moment.
"It's time for both of you to go for multiple orgasms," Angie announced, as she got behind Taylor and slid her cock into her ass.
"Oh, you nasty bitch!!" Taylor screamed, suddenly with big dicks inside her pussy and her ass simultaneously. She looked into her Dad's eyes and said, even as her orgasm continued ripping through her, "Daddy, Angie just shoved her dick inside your baby girl's asshole!"
"She did that to me too, sweetheart," he said with a slight chuckle, as he went to her other nipple and sucked it between his lips.
"But this isn't the first time she's done that to me," Taylor added, trying to shock her Daddy.
"And John, today won't be the only time I'll be fucking your ass either... and it won't always be with a machine! What do you say about that?"
"Angie, my daughter told me I'm supposed to do whatever you tell me to," he smiled, willing to indeed do anything he was told to.
"Now you two have fun together for the next while, and try to ignore me... if you can," Angie said, as she began fucking Taylor's asshole strenuously!
"Oh yes!" Taylor moaned, sitting on her Dad's dick, while he sucked and cupped her tits, while she was also being sodomized.
"Fuck my daughter's ass, Angie," he encouraged, while bathing Taylor's nipple with his saliva's wetness.
"Oh yeah," Angie smiled, loving the Dad's wicked encouragement.
"Yes, Angie! Pound my asshole, while my Daddy's dick is inside my cunt, and he's sucking my nipples," Taylor moaned.
"John, how's that dick in your ass doing?" Angie asked.
"It's still fucking me good," he said, "the stupid dickhead doesn't know how to quit!" he reported, with his own dick never going down either after his first ever orgasm inside his daughter's mouth.
"Oh, fuck, don't stop," Taylor moaned to... to the other two, or just one of them? Whichever, the hard ass fucking, mixed with her Dad's dick plowing her pussy, was driving her wild, and she knew her second orgasm was imminent.
"Come again, you nasty incestuous slut," Angie ordered as she fucked her friend's ass hard.
"Oh God," Taylor moaned because of the hard fucking, but also from Angie's wicked words.
"Yes, baby girl! Come all over Daddy's dick from getting your pretty asshole fucked," the father babbled encouragement, completely turned on by watching his daughter wallowing in the throes of passion.
"Oh Daddy, I want to be your sexy slut, your main squeeze," Taylor declared.
"And to sleep in his bed with him every night," Angie added.
"Yes, Daddy! Can I sleep in the same bed with you?" the daughter begged, looking at him with lust and vulnerability.
"Yes, baby girl," he agreed. "Now that my head's screwed on better, you can sleep with Daddy anytime you want."
"So hot," Angie said as she maintained her hard, deep fucking.
"Ohhhh, yes, daaaaaaaaaaddy!" Taylor screamed, crushing her breasts into his face while her second orgasm ripped through her.
Angie slowed down as her friend trembled uncontrollably, before pulling out and removing the strap-on. "Are you ready to drop another load, John?" she asked.
"Pretty close," he agreed. If his daughter rode him at all, he'd erupt very quickly.
"Then ride him, slut! Get your Daddy off again!" Angie ordered.
"I can do that," Taylor giggled. She was a little spent from her two orgasms in rapid succession, but holding her upper body pressed tightly against her father's, she began riding him with just her hips pounding him.
"Oh yes, baby girl! Ride your Daddy!" he groaned.
"I want you to come inside me, Daddy," Taylor moaned. "I want to feel your big dick twitch and spray a huge load into your daughter's pussy!
"But what if...." he began, but that was as far as he got, before the nasty idea, her tight pussy, and the lingering aftereffects from his prostate massage all joined forces, and he was shooting his load inside her before he had a chance to realize he was about to do it!
"Yesssss, fill me up, Daddy," Taylor moaned, feeling his warm seed spewing inside her.
"Fucking hell, that's exciting," Angie said, watching them with her hand once again between her legs.
"Oh, God," John said, realizing he'd not only just fucked his daughter... or more accurately, she'd fucked him... and now he'd come inside her! What if she got pregnant?
"So good," Taylor gloated, still riding him to squeeze every possible drop of his cum out of his dick and into her womb. "Merry Christmas, Daddy, I hope you like your present!" she said. "Your birthday present was the sex chair, but your Christmas present was..." she paused to kiss him again, and then she finished, "...me!"
"I love it!" he moaned, kissing her again.
Angie let them enjoy their moment for a couple minutes before she spoke up, saying, "Now it's my turn to come. Taylor, come here and show your Daddy how much you like pussy, too."
"Do you want to watch me eat my girlfriend's pussy, Daddy?" Taylor asked.
"Yes, baby girl," he answered, the idea so wickedly hot. "Get over there and show me how well you eat that sweet pussy!"
She climbed off of her Dad, dashed over to Angie, dropped between her girlfriend's legs, and dove into the aforementioned 'sweet pussy'.
John got off of the chair, surprised by how empty his recently vacated ass felt, and he also felt a little sore, and then for what he hoped was the first time of many, he watched his beloved daughter going down on another woman.
"Why don't you let me taste your daughter on your dick?" Angie requested.
"Sure," he agreed, going over and sliding his dick inside her mouth.
"Mmmmmm," Angie moaned, always loving the taste of pussy juice on a dick... especially Taylor's.
Taylor looked up as she was licking, to see her best friend sucking her Dad's dick, but she was no longer jealous... not now that the two of them had tamed her Daddy, and all that nonsense about 'incest is wrong,' was behind them. Now that she knew she could fuck her Daddy and do... whatever else... with him anytime she wanted, she was happy to share his big dick with her best friend, and those two could do whatever they wanted together too!
Over the next few minutes, Angie came on Taylor's face.
Then the girls both got on their hands and knees, and John went back and forth pounding both of their pussies for his marathon third orgasm.
Taylor had two more.
Angie one more.
Finally, with both girls on their knees waiting for that third load just mentioned, he shot it all over both of their pretty faces.
Once their festivities were done, the two girls kissed each other again, before Angie pointed out, her face sticky with cum, "You know what? We never got around to doing Pattern Ten."
John asked, "On my dick, or in my ass?"
"Both," the girls replied in unison.
"Then how about tomorrow?" he asked with a smile.
"Tomorrow," both girls agreed, again in unison.
The end
Merry Christmas to all, and... well, you know.
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Family Shock: Home for the Holidays - Illustrated
Summary: Sweet girl encounters her boyfriend's family's traditional incest practices.
Note 1: Thanks to Macauley who requested this story.
Note 2: This was a 2020 Holiday Season Story, and now that it's been revised somewhat and also illustrated for this holiday season.
Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story back in 2020, and this year for some more editing, plot embellishments, and for illustrating it.

Family Shock: Home for the Holidays - Illustrated
You're absolutely certain you want to go through with this?" Max asked for the hundredth time, fearing that once she'd met his family, everything good she felt about him could totally evaporate. Their relationship so far had been amazing... four months of heaven! Selina was so shy and sweet... at least in public... the polar opposite of any of the girls he'd dated in high school or during his first two years of college... and she still wasn't even remotely aware of all those other girls... and women. But his inability to comprehend math had led to his football coach insisting he find a tutor, and fortuitously, that tutor had turned out to be Selina.
"Yes, for the hundredth time," Selina insisted, having only seen this insecure side of her football quarterback boyfriend just before his first math test after she'd tutored him for two weeks, and now more recently, when she'd agreed to come home with him for Christmas. Not that he'd invited her... no... his mother had called her out of the blue one day to extend the invitation... a mother she'd never even met, but who over the phone had been very warm and engaging... although the conversation had been rather strange.
She'd opened and gotten right to the point by saying, "Hello, Selina dear, I'm Jane Appleby... Max's mother. Are you sleeping with my son? And please answer frankly: whether you are or you're not, I won't be at all displeased."
And then once she'd stammered a bit before replying in the affirmative, Mrs. Appleby had said cheerily, "Glad to hear it," and then she'd invited the girlfriend to accompany Max when he came home for a week and a half to celebrate Christmas and New Year's. Then once Selina had accepted the invitation, she'd explained it would be no problem for her and Max to share the same bedroom, and added, "We're very open minded in our home, so please pack some sexy outfits to wear. Lots of leg and cleavage; we like to keep our men off balance. See you soon!"
All of which was in sharp contrast to her own parents, who'd always been so judgemental about everything! Cleavage? She wasn't sure her mother even knew the word, let alone would ever allowed any of it in her house. And Mrs. Appleby had said 'our men', which in effect meant she was inviting Selina to show lots of leg and cleavage to her husband! Until she'd met Max a few months ago and he'd talked her into his bed, Selina had been a virgin, and she hadn't even dated very much. But once he'd gently and tenderly deflowered her, she'd discovered that sex was this magical wonderland she couldn't get enough of. And just like she was tutoring her new boyfriend in math, Max was now tutoring her in sex, which he appeared to know just about everything about. To her utter delight, they were now doing just about everything imaginable together. One thing she adored about this man was his total lack of shame while they did sexy things together that she'd heard most people considered to be shameful. And by the sound of it, his mother was just as open and carefree about sex as he was. So what was his problem?
"First, it's only the ninety-seventh time," Max joked, trying to relieve some of the stress he was feeling before the upcoming, ... and no doubt unavoidable, ... big reveal. "But I'm serious; just say the word, and I can turn this car around right now."
"After our six-hour drive today, there's no way I'm remaining in this car, as nice as it is, any longer than the final five minutes before we arrive at your house," she said. She'd always hated long drives, and this one had been particularly intense, due to a couple of lengthy stretches where the road was pretty much buried in snow to the point of non-detectability, due to a sudden snowstorm... which hadn't been forecast at all... fucking useless weathermen!
"Fine," Max sighed heavily, afraid that this final stretch of their drive could turn out also to be the final five minutes of their relationship. Selina was the first girl he'd ever dated who wasn't a member of the Order of Syndom, and girls from families belonging to this secret society had been trying for years to hook their claws into him and his likely future NFL career. But they'd always been so superficial, with all of his alleged soulmates being pretty much mindless sex slaves eager to do anything for him, anywhere at all. Back when he was eighteen, his sudden numerous opportunities to get blown whenever he wanted to shoot a load, or being offered chances to fuck mother and daughter teams, or to fuck girls in the ass while their fathers cheered him on, had been amazing! But now... it just felt so... just so been there, done that, and the t-shirt wasn't anything he could wear in public.
But Selina was completely different. She didn''t even know the Order existed, and she wasn''t some bimbo slut looking to get rich by marrying him. No, she was a sweet, beautiful woman who obviously loved him for himself. Not that she was unwilling in the bedroom...... far from it. She was always eager to do whatever he suggested, as if he'd invented sex, just so he could share all of its fresh and previously unfamiliar wonders with her. And far from being a mindless bimbo, she was constantly coming up with ideas of her own to add extra spice to their lovemaking. But their bedroom sports were far from being the sum total of their love affair together. In addition to being sexy, she was also intelligent and witty... brilliant even... and she was constantly going out of her way to do small, thoughtful things for him, just to demonstrate how much she cared.

"Are you that embarrassed by me?" Selina teased, as she slipped into her boots, having removed them hours ago, both because they were too hot, and also to tease him with her nylon-clad toes... a weird fetish of his she really didn't understand. She'd always worn pantyhose ever since she was twelve or so, since she was a minister's daughter, and her fire and brimstone Dad had expected it of her. But she'd never considered them sexy... she'd never seen herself as sexy either... at least not until Max kissed her after he'd gotten 84% on that first math test he'd been so worried about. He hadn't come right out and called her sexy, but a certain bulge in his trousers immediately following the kiss was convincing evidence that he considered her so. She'd been shocked at the time that he felt that way about her, and she was still was somewhat in shock several months later, as she was undeniably a nerd, majoring in math, and well along the road to eventually becoming a math teacher or a professor very much like the wonderful woman who'd unofficially become her mentor, Professor Higgins.
In contrast, Max was the epitome of athletic, popular and cool. Of course given who her parents were, she'd been brought up to believe that sex should only occur within matrimony, and then only in the dark and for procreation. But inwardly she'd always rebelled against that notion, and she'd secretly discovered and delighted in online porn shortly after she'd arrived at college. And this year her sweet boyfriend had also taken to buying uber sexy outfits for her, which she only wore when they were alone together, or occasionally when they went out to dinner a sufficient distance from campus that there was zero chance they'd encounter anyone they knew. On those occasions she'd had to admit to thoroughly enjoying... for the first time in her life... the scandalised but usually appreciative looks she received from both men and women.

"No," he said, having answered this question quite a few times already, while he'd desperately tried to convince her not to come and meet his parents. "I've already told you countless times how sexy and wonderful I think you are. All that embarrasses me is my family, and our weird traditions."

"I'm sure they're amazing people," Selina said. "Over the phone, your mother completely won me over, she was so gracious." She was still puzzled by the way Max was acting. His obsessive worry about her meeting his family seemed so out of character for him. He was ordinarily confident about just about everything. Except for math, of course.
They pulled up to the curb in front of a large house that was just short of being a mansion, not far outside the nearest city, and at the edge of a natural forest. An ideal location! On the snow-covered lawn there were large and ornate wire figures here and there. They weren't Christmas decorations precisely, but they were definitely winter ones.



Selina, who came from a poor family and was only able to attend the elite college because of her academic scholarships, said, "Wow! I knew you were financially comfortable, but... just wow! And the location! You have all the conveniences of being near the city, but you can also just step outside your back door for a hike through the forest. Do you see many deer?"
"Only during the winter months," he replied, "and then we see lots of white-tails. But lots of squirrels also live around here, not quite as many chipmunks, and we have to use a certain specialised kind of garbage cans so the raccoons can't get into them and leave a real mess for us to clean up. And of course, countless songbirds. I'm not much of an ornithologist, although I know a cardinal or a robin when I see one. Or a crow, and a few other varieties. But in the spring or summer if you go hiking with my Mom, she'll be able to keep you entertained for hours with all the different kinds of birds she'll be pointing out to you."
"It all sounds marvelous," she gushed. "How does your family manage to afford to live somewhere like this?"
"My Dad is CEO of a large company that's on the cutting edge of artificial intelligence and cybernetics, which is doing very well," Max explained, aware that everyone he'd ever met in the secret society was financially very well off.
"Cybernetics?" Selina asked, while they got out of Max's luxury car and joined each other on the sidewalk. "I'm not even sure what that word means. Doesn't it have something to do with robots? I wonder if they'll ever become practical... outside of automated factories, that is."
"Cy-ber-net-ics is the sci-ence of com-mu-ni-ca-tion and con-trol the-or-y that is con-cerned es-pe-cial-ly with the com-par-i-tave stud-y of au-to-ma-tic con-trol sys-tems. It is es-pe-cial-ly use-ful in the pro-gram-ming of ro-bots," replied two very mechanical-sounding voices speaking in perfect unison. They were speaking with perfect clarity, except they had absolutely no inflections in their voices.
Selina turned, and to her amazement, she saw two figures standing in front of her, each with an arm around the other as if they were girlfriend and boyfriend. Except they were unmistakably robots!
"What on earth?" she gasped.
"Selina," Max chuckled, "I'd like you to meet Galaxia and Optimus. They're two robotic prototypes from my Dad's company, and so far we're finding them to be of very practical use in our home."
"Galaxia and Optimus, this is Selina, my girlfriend."
"It is our plea-sure to make your ac-quain-tance Se-li-na Mas-ter Max-es fuck-ee," they greeted, again in perfect unison and without inflection..

"Fuckee?" she giggled in embarrassment. "I'm not sure you should call me that!"
"If you will be shar-ing Mas-ter Max-es bed to-night should we not call you his fuck-ee. It is per-fect-ly log-i-cal," they replied.
"But..." she began.
"Don't bother arguing with them, it won't do you any good at all," Max suggested. "They're totally logical, but they don't comprehend the first thing about nuances or social niceties."
Max inwardly sighed. Sex seemed to have permeated everything about his family, even these two mechanical constructs, which although they were totally sexless, enjoyed (for lack of a better word) the pretense of being each other's boyfriend and girlfriend. He just hoped, probably to no avail, that his family would respect his wishes to keep the family secret a secret, at least for the duration of Selina's visit. He'd even gone so far as to stress that if Selina discovered their incestuous activities with each other, he'd never come home again! They'd reassured him they'd respect his wishes... but the Order of Syndom was very powerful, and sidestepping its requirements was nearly impossible.
"I guess that makes sense," she agreed. "Let me help you with our luggage."
"Please do not trou-ble your-self hon-oured fuck-ee we shall be hap-py to trans-port it in-side for you." The two robots said.
She giggled again. "I guess only robots could turn a word like 'fuckee' into an honorific!"
"I guess you're right," he said. He took her hand and began leading her to the front door, saying," Well, here goes nothing."
"You know, that expression has never made any sense," she pointed out.
"You're right; it really doesn't," Max agreed, after thinking about it for a moment.
"I can't believe that your family has robots! You're just full of surprises," Selina said, as they reached the front porch.

"Oh, there may be lots more of them," he muttered to himself.
"Pardon?" Selina asked. "More what?
"More surprises," Max said as they entered the house, and he prayed his parents and sister would respect his wishes. He added, "Just leave your shoes here inside the door; we never wear them in the house," removing his own, before they went into the combination kitchen and dining area, and his mother and sister rushed over to greet them.
Which didn't go quite the way Max had hoped. His kid sister Joanne, an eighteen-year-old, was so delighted so see him that she jumped up, wrapped her legs around his waist, and gave him a hug, crying out, "Max!" Which wasn't all that unexpected, and he couldn't help but grin at her boisterous greeting.
Meanwhile, his mother Jane approached Selina offering her a warm, affectionate hug, saying, "Selina, it's wonderful to meet you at last. You're just as pretty as Max has always told me you are!"
But then when Selina hugged her back, she discovered that Jane wasn't wearing a sexy short dress like she'd initially thought, but only an apron; and Selina's hands were unexpectedly grasping the sexy mother's bare ass!
Jane grinned at her and said, "Don't look so surprised, my dear. I told you over the phone the women in our family like to keep our men off balance. So please just go with the flow. Can you do that for me?"
Overhearing their brief conversation, Max was greatly relieved to hear his girlfriend reply, "Yes ma'am, I believe I can. I'm not accustomed to a dress code like the one you appear to have in this family, but I'll do my best to fit in."
"Thank you for agreeing so readily, I do appreciate it. Except there's nobody around here named 'ma'am'; won't you please call me Jane?"
"I'll be glad to, Jane. You're not only as gracious as you impressed me as being over the phone, you're also very lovely. To quote a line from Annie, 'I think I'm gonna like it here!"

So all in all, Max's girlfriend's initial reaction to meeting his mother and his sister wasn't at all uncomfortable, like he'd feared it would be. In spite of his mother wearing no more than an apron and stockings, and Joanne wearing a shirt to serve as a dress that wasn't quite long enough to do the job, at least she was wearing panties like she almost never did, and the three women seemed to be getting along famously.
Before long, Max announced his intention to go upstairs to shower and change out of his travel clothes, and Joanne invited Selina upstairs to her own bedroom to change as well, telling her that since Selina hadn't had a chance to unpack yet, she thought she could find something suitable among her own clothing for her to wear.
For the life of her, Selina still couldn't figure out why Max had been so concerned about her meeting his family, except it seemed obvious he was embarrassed by their wealth... since he knew she came from humble beginnings.
Upstairs with Joanne in her bedroom, Selena found herself liking Max's sister just as much as she did her mother, even though the mother and daughter were quite different from each other. Even though the mother had elected to wear only an apron for her son's homecoming and to meet his girlfriend for the first time, she struck Selina as being rather conservative overall. In contrast, Joanne obviously had a bit of a 'bad girl' side. She had pink spiky hair and at least one tattoo, and she struck Selina as being not at all hesitant to shock people... although always in good fun she was guessing, and never maliciously. She was also a little surprised by how daring the 'suitable' dress Joanne offered to loan her was, but she didn't object. It certainly wasn't as revealing as Jane's totally backless apron! She wasn't accustomed to wearing clothes quite this daring, except at times when only Max would see her wearing them. But when in Rome...

While she returned downstairs to help Jane in the kitchen, she was rather looking forward to her first evening with the Applebys. She wondered whether she'd encounter any other interesting surprises as the evening progressed. When she arrived, Jane was standing at the sink washing some dishes. Which meant...
"Ummm..." Selina ventured, "I can't help but noticing..."
"That my bare ass is showing?" Jane went straight to the point. "Go ahead and look if you like, I don't mind. Do you like it?
"Ummm... Wow! Yes, Mrs. Appleby..."
"Jane, please," the mother reminded her.
"Yes, of course. Jane... yes, I think your umm... ass is lovely."



"Thank you dear, and I think your breasts are lovely as well. I'm glad you've chosen to show off so much of them!"
Wow, Selina couldn't but thinking, Max's mother is nothing like mine, and I love the difference!

Max's mother apparently wanted to talk rather than cook, at least at first. "You're so lovely Selina, and I hope you don't mind my saying, but I think you're sexy as hell. Whenever we're on the phone, Max never stops going on about how wonderful he thinks you are, and how different from any of the other girls he's ever met. I hope the feeling is mutual."
"It really is, Mrs... sorry, Jane. I've never met anyone like him either; I'm madly in love with him!"
"I'm glad. Forgive my bluntness, but in the best interests of my son, I need to ask. Are you sexually compatible? That's an important part of a happy marriage, you know... at least if you're considering that as a possibility."
"We've never discussed marriage, but I've already mentioned how much I love him. But about your question... umm... I don't really know how to answer it. I hadn't ever thought I'd be discussing our sex life with one of his parents... at all! What exactly do you wish to know?"
"As I believe I've mentioned, my dear, our family is unusually open minded. So in your opinion, is my son a good fuck? Does he ever ask you to do things you consider too extreme? What are your favourite sex positions? I'd like to know details like those. And another thing... do you like girls? For instance, just now you called my ass lovely. Were you just being polite, or does seeing it out in the open like this make you the least bit wet?"
"Ummm..." Selina prevaricated while she rummaged around in her head for a reply. Wow! In this house a conversation might take a turn in any direction! She finally came up with, "Jane, I honestly am responding quite noticeably to the sight of your naked derriere, but I wouldn't ever want to do anything irregular behind Max's back."
"I'm sure you wouldn't, my dear," the unpredictable woman replied. "But just for the sake of argument, let's say you were sexually attracted to some woman, so you spoke with your boyfriend about it. And he said, still hypothetically of course, that if you wished to, he would approve of your acting on that attraction, on the condition that you told him all about it either before or afterward, and ideally both," knowing that would be exactly Max's response. "So if you had his full approval, would you be inclined to approach this girl or woman, and see where things went?"
Sensing once again that totally unlike her own mother, Jane wouldn't judge her harshly no matter how she answered, Selina decided to be totally honest. "To tell you the truth, there's a certain math professor I've felt attracted to ever since I was a freshman. If she approved and Max didn't mind, I certainly wouldn't mind fooling around with her." She was thinking of her current Analytic Geometry teacher Professor Geraldine Higgins, who often featured in her nighttime fantasies. For one thing, she'd just love to get closer to the caring woman's breasts.

"So then at least theoretically, would it be fair to say you're more bisexual than straight?" Jane asked casually, as if Selena's answer didn't affect anything, which it most definitely did.
"Definitely theoretically. I've never actually been with a woman in any way, shape, or form, but if I'm being totally frank with you, I'll need to admit I've often fantasised about it, and I've even watched some lesbian porn," Selina confessed. "Is that all right? Because if I ever breathed a word about liking girls to my mother, she'd probably disown me or something!"
"Oh, there's no problem about that in this house at all!" Jane replied reassuringly. "There have been times when I've done much more than just fantasise about exploring my lesbian side, and your mother doesn't sound like anyone I'd ever want to meet." Her comment about herself was an outrageous understatement, since she had sex pretty much daily with Joanne, and with a couple of women down the street, and on and on. But it wasn't yet late enough in the day for this young innocent to learn about any of that.
...
Meanwhile upstairs, Max stepped out of the shower to discover his naked sister on her knees, waiting to pounce on him.
"Jesus Christ, Joanne!" Max gasped, as his sister took his flaccid dick into her mouth.
Joanne, an expert cock sucker, just like all female members of the Order of Syndom were, had her brother's seven-inch cock hardening in her mouth within seconds.

Max sighed. One ironclad rule was that no man could ever reject the advances of a female member of the Order. Just like no grown woman, married or not, related by blood or not, was allowed to resist anyone's order to suck a dick, to eat a pussy, or to get fucked... ever. (Except certain allowances were... or sometimes weren't... made for menstruation. But straight people of whichever gender weren't required to cross that line, since the degree or lack thereof of someone's homosexual leanings were determined by genetics, not by choice.) "I told everybody no shenanigans while Selina was here."
Joanne ignored her brother's ridiculous use of an old person's word like shenanigans, as well as his pathetic protest, since she hadn't tasted his dick since Thanksgiving. Besides, she was hungry.
"I'm serious," Max continued, even though his cock had already completely hardened inside his sister's amazing mouth, and her talents were far from unique in his family. His mother for example, had a trained ass she could tighten when she knew you were getting close, and thus she could literally milk a guy's load into her bowels. His maternal grandma, a fit woman in her sixties, could ride a cock better than most cowboys could a bull. And his sister Joanne was the family's cock sucking cum deposit wonder... during all his experience with Syndom cocksuckers (which was extensive), not one of them had ever come close to being able to get him off as quickly as she could... nor as intensely.
His cock now hard as a steel girder, Joanne bobbed with the smooth motions of a natural born cock sucking woman, which she was literally born to do; she knew, since her Daddy had told her this hundreds of times while his dick was in her mouth. Sure, she always liked having a dick in her pussy, and she certainly didn't mind one in her ass, and she always enjoyed lapping a sweet pussy, but nothing ever came close to the exhilaration and fulfillment of having a dick in her mouth and a load gliding down her throat to warm her belly, or a warm load splattering onto her face... which her big brother had used to do two or three times a day all summer, before he went off to college again.
"Fuck, Joanne," Max groaned, knowing he was about to burst inside his sister's mouth.
Joanne always knew when her big brother was about to come, so she bobbed faster and tightened her magical lips around his cock, and she was rewarded a few seconds later with the load she craved.
"Fuck," Max grunted, frustrated that he was enjoying this blow job so much, and from this evidence that his family was not going to respect his wishes, as he deposited his load into his sister's mouth.

Joanne continued sucking her brother's dick, always loving to extract every last drop of cum from every dick she ever sucked... especially her brother's.
"I told you I don't want Selina to know about the Order," Max reiterated, as he watched his pretty sister nursing the last drops from his cock.
Joanne took her brother's dick out of her mouth and said, "There's no way Daddy will ever allow that secret to be kept from any serious girlfriend of yours."
"Fuck," Max sighed. "You're right, and I should have known better."
"Yes, you should have," she said, lapping up the last little bit of cum dripping from his cock.
"Then I need to get her out of here," Max said.
"Do you love her?" Joanne asked, getting off her knees.
"Yeah," Max nodded "I do."
"Then you need to allow her to stay and to learn the truth," she said sincerely. "The Order won't look kindly on you... or on our entire family... if you try to sidestep its rules."
"But she'll never go for it," Max argued.
"I disagree. You won't know that about her until she understands the perks," Joanne said.
"The perks? There are perks for her?" Max asked.
"Oh, trust me," she smiled, as she stroked his still hard cock, "there are lots of big perks. You can't have failed to notice how much I love fucking you... and Daddy, and all those other guys."
"You're insatiable," Max admitted with a sigh.
"So I think having lots of sex is a perk, and you love that about me. Now fuck my ass," she demanded, kneeling down on the floor and offering it to him.
"Jesus Christ," he sighed, yet he compliantly slid his dick into his baby sister's tight little pucker. And before long... just like it always was with her, they were both really into their fucking, and into each other. She could be a real brat sometimes, but he couldn't ever stop loving her. And what would Selina think if she knew that?

"So how long have you known my son?" Jane asked.
"Only few months," Selina said.
"What has he told you about us?"
"Almost nothing," Selina said.
"I'm not surprised," the mother said. "He's too embarrassed about who and what we are, ever to say much about us."
"I can't see why," Selina said, thinking he seemed to have it all, and his family so far appeared very friendly and open minded... an awful lot more than hers was.
"Our family is very, very... very close," Jane explained.
"I wish mine was," Selina said, at home her family life so dysfunctional it could fill a week full of episodes on Jerry Springer.
"Every family has its issues," Jane said, coming around the counter and giving the sweet girl a hug.
Selina began crying on the caring woman's shoulder, receiving the first motherly attention she'd gotten ever since... well... ever. She was so overcome with emotion her legs gave way, and before she knew it, she was sitting on the kitchen floor while she continued weeping.
Jane followed her right down to crouch in front of her, and she placed a consoling hand on the girl's shoulder, saying," It's okay honey, you go ahead and cry all you need to. You're with people who love you now." She already knew Selina would fit in perfectly with her family and with the Order, since she was obviously a lost soul who needed a loving family, and the Order looked after their own like nobody else ever could. But first she needed to build up this broken girl.

"I'm sorry Jane, I'm making such a fool out of myself," Selina apologised, while even more tears streamed down her face.
"Oh honey, I don't know about your family," said the warm, loving mother (currently with a butt plug invisibly lodged in her ass). "But in this family, we believe in doing whatever it takes to make our loved ones feel special."
"That approach sounds amazing," Selina said between sobs. "My family talks about love all the time: 'Love thy neighbour', 'My command is this: Love each other as I have loved you', 'Above all, love each other deeply, because love covers over a multitude of sins', and on and on... I could quote dozens of the damn sayings my parents made me memorize... but all I ever felt from them was that I didn't measure up, and they called it love."
"One thing Jesus said about false prophets was 'You will know them by their fruits,' My guess is that your parents are incapable of loving anyone, the poor things, which would be why you never felt any love coming from them. But it's obvious to me that Max loves you with his entire heart and you love him the same way, which tells me you deserve to be loved," Jane said, drawing the young girl into her bosom ever so closely.
"Thank you so much," Selina said, "I do feel how much Max loves me, and now I'm feeling it from you too! Please forgive me for falling apart like this; I'm just feeling a bit overwhelmed right now." And it was true; she could feel the love radiating towards her from her boyfriend's Mom almost like a literal furnace, it was so strong.
"There's nothing to forgive. Max will always be there for you. I know that I will too, and so will Joanne, and my husband Derek," Jane promised. "No matter how strange things may get around here later on this evening."
Selina appreciated the kind and obviously sincere words, even though the tail end of the sentence had been a little odd. "Thank you, Mrs.... I mean Jane."
Jane released the pretty college coed, and then glancing down and noticing her nylon-clad feet, she placed a hand on one of them and said, opening up another branch of conversation in the hope of smoothing the way for what this girl would very soon find in store for her, "I see that Max has already trained you to wear nylons."
Selina looked down and saw Jane was also wearing them. "Actually, I've always worn them. It's just part of being a respectable minister's daughter."
"Ah, I see," Jane nodded. "Well, here in our family, they're also required attire... or at least they are for all of us women. And instead of our wanting to be respectable, it's because our men think we look sexier when we're wearing them."
"Required?" Selina asked, that sounding like a strange word choice.
"Yes, I don't mean to be too blunt, or to scare you off," Jane began... and then stopped... wishing to give the girl a chance to draw herself in a bit more.
Which she immediately did by saying, "Jane, I already think you're so wonderful and caring, I don't think you'd ever be able to scare me off!"
"Then tell me again. Do you really love my son?" Jane asked, knowing this was an important question to be answered with the utmost in clarity if the young woman was going to make it through this long, trial-by-fire Christmas Eve and Christmas Day.
"With all my heart," Selina nodded, having never cared for anyone the way she did Max.
"That is very good to know," Jane said, "and it will be very helpful for you to keep in mind during the next few hours," continuing to dole out fragments of foreshadowing, but without giving away anything substantive... yet.
. . .
"Oh yes, pound my asshole, big brother," Joanne moaned loudly, having really missed her brother's dick while he was away. Yes, she liked Daddy's dick, Mommy's strap-on, the cocks of three elderly men who lived nearby in the community, as well as two classmates (who used her three holes pretty much every day at school), but none of those dicks made her feel as good as her big brother's always did.
"Shhhhhhhh," Max said, reaching around urgently to cover his sister's mouth. "She might hear you!"
"Oh, your darling girlfriend is likely already eating our Mommy's cunt by now," Joanne said wickedly, although she was pretty certain her mother wouldn't be that aggressive, at least not this soon. But she did know that the girl would encounter that particular experience, and that many other over-the-top sexy things would take place before this upcoming week and a half was over.
"Jesus Christ, Joanne," Max said, even while a hot vision of his girlfriend and his mother stripping down and sharing a 69 with each other popped into his head. Knowing his wild and crazy Mom all too well, he figured she'd wrestle the girl into some unlikely position atop the dining table, before having her way with her.

"Fuck," he cursed, now more to himself than to Joanne. He'd been home for only a couple of hours, and he'd already been blown by his sister, was ass fucking her, and he was now imagining his girlfriend having sex with his Mom... which was why he almost never came home... he always devolved immediately into a perverted male slut.
"Yes big brother, fuck your baby sister's ass," she moaned, although now more quietly. "I've missed your dick so much!"
"I missed you too," Max had to admit in all honesty, unable to remain angry at a sister who was so well trained to please him... and who did it so damn well. But Selina was so very different... how was he possibly going to break the elephant in the living room to her?!
"Come inside my ass, big brother," she begged. "I want to feel you rippling around inside me all evening."
"Shit, you're killing me" Max groaned, as he felt her tighten her ass around his cock... she was an amazingly competent slut.
"But what a lovely way to die," she moaned back.
. . .
"So back to our discussing nylons," Jane said.
"Yes, your son makes no bones about how much he loves to see me wearing them," Selina said. "Well, except for one particular bone, that is." She paused for a moment then added, "Oops! I hope you don't mind that I said that!"
Jane laughed appealingly, then said, "Definitely not! Innuendoes... or should they be called innuendi? I'm never quite sure... are the spice of conversations, or something like that. But in any case, nylons are definitely an Appleby family thing, and if the women around here use them to give my husband or my son boners... then no harm done," Jane explained. That being true about the nylons... although of course it was much more than that, since it was an Order of Syndom requirement.
"Mr. Appleby likes nylons too?" Selina asked.
"'Like' isn't nearly a strong enough word," Jane chuckled.
"Yes, that sounds about right," Selina agreed, having found it strange how much seeing her in nylons always turned Max on. But she also wasn't above using his quirk to tease him with, and to enhance their wonderfully active sex life.
"I know this may sound a little unorthodox, but in addition to our sexy outfits... I love yours by the way... my husband expects any woman in his home always to be wearing long stockings," Jane revealed.
"Then apart from his tolerating our revealing outfits, he's not much different from my father," Selina shrugged, not finding this requirement as odd as she might have. She loved the fascination Max had for her legs.
"Tolerating?" Jane burst out laughing. "That's miles away from the right word! But if you won't mind my husband and Max staring at us in the revealing outfits we'll be wearing for them tonight, you'll fit right in," Jane smiled, as the oven timer beeped.
. . .




"Yes, fill my ass," Joanne moaned, as she felt the warm blasts of cum filling her asshole, which without fail always triggered her own orgasms.
"God, your ass is still so tight, even with all the traffic it gets," Max grunted, as he spewed his load in his sister's ass.
"True. But you'd better get back down to your girlfriend before she gets Mom's pussy in her mouth, or Dad's dick in her pussy," Joanne teased, knowing her father would want to tap that young snatch just as soon as he saw her.
"Shit, I really hate you sometimes," Max said, pulling out to release a trickle of his cum from his sister's rectum.
"And yet you love fucking me," Joanne teased, still enjoying the orgasm swirling inside her.
"We're blood, what choice do I have?" Max said, reaching for a towel, even though he was no longer wet from his shower.
"None whatsoever," she smiled, as she spun around, kissed him on the cheek, cum still leaking out of her ass, and sauntered off, naked as a jaybird. Selina was still downstairs in the kitchen, so at least there was no harm in that... this time.
"I'm so fucked," Max sighed, as he wrapped a towel around himself and went to his bedroom to get dressed.
Five minutes later, Max went down into the kitchen and found Joanne (with clothes on, thank goodness) chatting with Selina, and guilt washed over him for already having had sex with her. His Mom's bare butt was still on display beneath her apron while she was cutting up some food on a cutting board, but for some reason, Selina hadn't appeared to give her unusual apparel the slightest notice.

How could he possibly explain the Order of Syndom to his sweet girlfriend, or confess to her that he regularly fucked his Mom and his sister, not to mention his many aunts, cousins and even his only living grandmother? And then there were all those girls in the Order at college he wasn't allowed to refuse. He felt terrible about needing to hide having sex with so many people from Selina. And even in his own bedroom that he shared with her so often!

He'd even ass fucked his Aunt Geraldine two days ago, just before meeting his girlfriend for dinner. Selina was unaware that her favourite instructor and mentor whom she knew as Professor Higgins was even aware that Max existed. He'd hated going behind her back that way (afterwards that is; in the moment, his aunt was an awfully good fuck), but he had no choice, since she had told him some time ago that she required his services in her office every Monday at five o'clock, so that was that. Once you turned eighteen and became part of the Order, it owned you!

"Hey, that shower took forever," Selina said, coming over to him and noticing some mistletoe hanging from the ceiling near the kitchen's central counter.
"He probably blew a load in the bathroom," Joanne teased, while Selina kissed him.
"He does blow a lot of loads in there," Jane added.
"Oh my God!" Max gasped.
"If you mind their knowing, I guess you should do a better job of cleaning up the evidence," Selina joined in on the teasing. She loved the way this family felt free enough to engage in such wicked banter... so different from those lengthy lectures about sin which were the typical kitchen discussions in her own home (although discussion wasn't an accurate term, since she never did any of the talking, except for brief acknowledgements like, "Yes sir," and, "Yes ma'am, I understand").
"Now you too are joining in with their teasing me about my personal habits?" Max asked, shaking his head in exasperation.
"Yep! Because with your family I can! I'm learning lots of fun things about you and your family," Selina teased. "For instance, I've never seen my mother's bare butt. But in this house it was the first thing I noticed about your Mom. She and your sister are free spirits just like you are, and I think that's wonderful!"
"Oh God," Max repeated, giving his mother a querulous look.

"I think it's cool that your family is so close," Selina said, still without a clue about just how close they were.
Jane mouthed to him, 'Don't worry, she doesn't know about that... at least not yet'.
"Yes, we're really, really, really close," Joanne agreed, resisting the temptation to walk over and give her brother a nice romantic kiss beneath the mistletoe like she normally would. She did however, 'accidentally' flash Selina a tit. And Selina giggled appreciatively when she did!

Max noticed, and he glared at his sister as Selina said, "I wish I got along with my brother the way you two obviously love each other."
"No... trust me, you don't," Max said, hating this risky conversation, and the inevitable more blatant one that would be coming soon.
"She doesn't what?" Mr. Appleby strolled into the kitchen asking, as he took a good look at the girl who'd unwittingly attempted to entice his only son away from the Order.
"Oh hey, Dad," Max said, his already low spirits crashing just from hearing his father's voice. His loving relationship with Selina was about to go up in smoke!
"Is that any way to greet the father you've been ignoring for weeks?" Mr. Appleby asked pleasantly.
"Sorry, Dad," Max said. "I've been busy with school."
"And is this sweet young thing is what you're calling school?" Mr. Appleby smiled suavely, strolling over to meet the cute college girl.
Selina smiled, noticing her boyfriend was the spitting image of his father, or at least he would be if you looked past his father's beard, "It's so very nice to meet you, Mr. Appleby. I'm guessing that you already know I'm your son's girlfriend Selina." The patriarch even appeared physically fit like his son was. And since as the CEO of a big company he must sit at a desk most of the time, he must also spend lots of time at the gym... or do something else active.
"I most certainly do, Selina. And the pleasure as we get better acquainted will be all mine," Mr. Appleby continued slathering on his charm, as he captured her right hand and kissed it archaically.
'Jesus Christ,' Max mumbled under his breath at this obvious foreshadowing coming from his take charge father.

"Why have you been hiding this beauty from us?" Mr. Appleby asked his son, charm being one of his greatest assets.
"I haven't," Max said. "We've just been busy at school."
"Then, my dear Selina, let's make sure we all get to know you really, really well," Mr. Appleby said, his blunt innuendo not at all noticed by the naïve Selina, but crystal clear to everybody else in the kitchen.
"I'd really like that," Selina replied, unaware of what she was agreeing to.
"I can't wait," Derek (Mr. Appleby) said.
"Me neither," Selina said.
"Great," he said, as he kissed his wife and turned to go to his office. "Max, may I speak with you in private for a minute?"
"Yeah, Dad," he agreed, hoping he could convince his Dad not to fuck his girlfriend. "I'll be back soon, Selina."
"No hurry," she replied. "I'm really enjoying getting to know your Mom and your sister."
"And we're enjoying getting to know her better too," Joanne smiled tellingly.
Max sighed and followed his father out of the kitchen.
Once in the office, Max spoke up pre-emptively, already knowing what his Dad would say if he took the lead, "Dad, please understand that I no longer want to be part of this."

"Part of what?" he asked.
"You know exactly what I'm talking about," Max said, not normally confrontational with his Dad. The Order had a clear hierarchy, and the father of a family was always in charge... even of his grown son.
"I probably do, but let's pretend I don't," he said as he sat down. " Enlighten me."
"Look, I love Selina," Max said, knowing from his father's tone that his cause was already going badly.
"Glad to hear it. And I love your mother."
"But Mom was already a member of the Order when you met her," Max said. "She knew exactly what she was getting herself into."
"True, true," the father nodded as he poured himself a brandy. "But this girl has her current ignorance about who and what we are in common with everyone encountering the Order for the first time, with 87% of those people deciding to join us and become members for the rest of their lives. And that statistic doesn't include the people who were raised by Syndomites, where the join rate stands at 99.7%. Does she love you?"
"Yes," Max nodded, experiencing a glimmer of hope his father might respect his wishes.
"Well," Derek said, as he took a sip of his brandy. "Don't you think you should let her decide something this momentous herself, instead of your deciding on her behalf... without her even knowing you're doing it?"
"Decide what?" Max said, his brief glimmer of hope now snuffed into darkness. "Whether she's okay with her boyfriend fucking his sister, his mother, her favourite professor, and who knows how many other women behind her back?"
"Exactly," he said.
"You can't be serious?"
"Of course I am," he said, sipping his brandy, which he always preferred at room temperature, and neat. "You can't have the slightest idea how she'll react. Judging from first impressions, she appears to be an eminently sensible girl."
"She'll be totally appalled at my perversions, and she'll leave me forever," Max said.
"Or else she won't."
"But she will."
"Or she won't."
"Dad, please! Just let me win this one," Max pleaded.
"You know I'm running for a position at the High Table, right?"
"Yeah."
"And how will it look if I can't even keep my own blood inside the coop?"
"Not good," Max admitted heavily, knowing that he wasn't going to win this argument, that unfortunately his Dad was dead right. Which meant his hopes of keeping Selina in his life were now effectively dead in the water.
"It would be disastrous, humiliating, and it would end our family," Derek said, standing up, having finished his brandy, and walking over to look his son in the eye. "Do we have an understanding, son?"
"Yes, Dad," Max sighed.
"Good."
"But can we wait until a second visit before we let her know?" Max wheedled, hoping to delay the inevitable for as long as he could.... To give himself some time to come up with a way of explaining the inexplicable to her.
"No, absolutely not," Derek said. "Either she accepts our family and our traditions and joins in when we begin playing tonight, or she can't ever be accepted as one of us. It can't be any other way, and you know it."
"Yes sir." Max replied, dejected.
"I can tell she's submissive."
"Yeah, she is, and very happily so."
"A good cock sucker?"
"Yeah," Max admitted, having discussed the performance level of various women with his Dad many times.
"Swallows?"
"Yeah."
"Facials?"
"Loves them," he admitted, picturing to himself how fucking cute she always looked with his cum dripping down her face.

"Anal?"
"Eager and willing."
"Then she sounds like a perfect candidate."
"Perhaps you're right, Dad," Max said. "But it's different dating a woman who isn't in the Order."
"I'm sure it must be," he agreed. "But I'm confident it will be easy to bring this submissive girl into the Order."
"I don't think it will be at all easy," Max said. "She'll totally freak out."
"I disagree. Before the night is over, she'll be eating your mother's pussy like a champ, and she'll be having the time of her life getting spit-roasted by us two Appleby men. I guarantee it. Then tomorrow when your mother's and my families meet at your uncle's strip club for Christmas Day and we all get naked, she'll have the time of her life. You'll be proud of her, son."
"By then I'm afraid she'll be long gone. There's no other way?" Max asked.
"None, son," Derek said, as he waved his hand to signal the conversation was over. "And you've always known that. You just haven't been thinking clearly."
"Yes, Dad, you're right," Max admitted, and he turned to trudge out. He knew he was fucked... and not in any of the normal good ways. He knew he had to come up with a way of telling Selina before she found out in some twisted way. But how could he even broach such a subject?
"And send your sister in here; I need to deposit a load after meeting your sweet and promising little thing," Derek said. "I'm sure you know how much I can't wait to fuck her for the first time."
"Yes, Dad, I do," Max said with a sigh.
Twenty minutes later, Joanne having imbibed an early appetizer from her father, and had also received some instructions on how to begin Selina's seduction, went over to Selina and took her hand, saying, "Come over here for a minute; I want to show you something." She then led her into a corner of the room near the dining table, just beneath one of a few sprigs of mistletoe hanging around the house, and she kissed her on the lips.
Selina was surprised to feel the girl's lips touching hers... especially her boyfriend's sister's. Truth be told, she had quite a few lesbian fantasies, but being mostly a good Christian girl, she'd always pushed them aside... at least in real life. But secretly... the majority of the erotica she read and the porn she watched was lesbian... and the lion's share of that selection was younger girls being seduced by older women... women very much like Max's warm and caring Mom, for instance.
"Merry Christmas, sweetie," Joanne grinned, as she pointed out the mistletoe hanging overhead.
"Oh! Merry Christmas to you too," Selina replied, looking up at the mistletoe she hadn't noticed.
Max walked in from visiting the washroom to spy a red-faced Selina, and he wondered what had just happened. However, as he approached his girlfriend to check in, Joanne sidetracked him by dragging him under the mistletoe. She then jumped into his arms for the second time today, and kissed him on the lips saying, "Merry Christmas, big brother." And of course because they'd kissed each other exactly like this many times before, he automatically held her in his arms and kissed her back, without being given any time to reconsider.

Selina's eyes went wide as she saw these two siblings kissing each other, not even three feet away from her... while she still could feel the strange excitement of Joanne's recently kissing her still swirling inside her... but this interlude was strange. This obviously romantic kiss was much more than a peck!
Jane, as she placed some food on the dining table, explained, "Selina, as I've already mentioned, ours is a very close family, and one example of that closeness is that we consider a kiss on the lips... even a passionate one like theirs is right now ... as no more inappropriate than a hug. Max and I have often kissed like that ever since his eighteenth birthday... except I don't leap off the floor... and so have Joanne and her father, now that she's an adult. If someone knows their parents don't only love them, but they're in love with them, it gives them an inner confidence that's irreplaceable!"
"Oh," Selina said. Yes, that did make a lot of sense. Given her own loveless upbringing, when she met Max and he began telling her how wonderful she was, even before they'd begun making love in all those crazy ways, it had taken her a while to believe he wasn't just joking around.
Once Max had set his sister back on the floor, he came over and said sheepishly, "Yeah, it's a little weird, I know."
"No, I don't believe it is," she replied. "I wish my Mom or Dad would have kissed me once in a while," unable to recall a single instance where she'd been shown any sort of affection by her parents. Not even some occasional verbal assurances that they loved her.
"Well," Jane smiled, walking over to the slightly dazed girl, "just as long as you're here with us, I'll be your Mommy, and I think my darling new daughter certainly deserves to be kissed." She then leaned in and kissed her with some noticeable passion. Not a fully blown makeout session, just a comparatively mild hint of the wild things to come.

Selina was again stunned by having two women, and stranger yet, two women closely related to her boyfriend, kissing her, and doing so with some obvious romantic interest in her. Of course with her left hand touching the bare skin of Jane's back, she was very conscious of the woman's almost total nudity beneath her apron. She was also stunned by how good those kisses had felt... not sexually stimulating per se (although they did send the slightest tingle of pleasure through her), but more like comforting and supportive... and yes, very much like an affectionate hug. Equally confusing was Jane using the term 'Mommy'. In the past she'd only heard it used by young children, plus twistedly in some of the kinky lesbian erotica she enjoyed reading.
"Mom, I'm not sure Selina is quite ready to experience certain of our unorthodox family traditions," Max pointed out, seeing his girlfriend flushed with surprise... yet unable to read what she was thinking.
"No Max, I believe I'm very ready to share in your family's lovely affection," Selina blurted out, feeling a strong connection to this loving family... an ambience she wasn't at all accustomed to.
"Speaking of which," interjected Joanne, "Selina, why don't you and I go upstairs, and I can advise you on how we always dress up for dinner?"
"Good point!" added Jane. "I need to do that too."
Once they arrived upstairs, Joanne asked, "Do you have any lingerie to wear that's really elegant and sexy? You know, maybe like a see-through Babydoll nightgown?"
"I have a few daring outfits like that, certainly, but I didn't pack any of them. I didn't think they'd be appropriate for Christmas with Max's family."
"As it happens, they would have been very appropriate," Joanne explained. "You've seen how Mom and I like to tease Max, like those quips we made about his jerking off in the shower?"
Selina nodded.
"Well, we also like to have fun by getting him and Dad all hot and bothered at the dinner table and afterwards, by showing them lots of skin. Come up to my room with me... I'm taller than you, but otherwise we're about the same size, and I can loan you something."



Once they arrived, Joanne proceeded to strip, motioning for Selina to do the same, saying, "Strip down completely, and then I'll give you something else to put on."
She went into her closet and soon returned with a couple of garments and said, "Here's a blue lace swimsuit you can wear, I'll go with this brown Babydoll tonight, and we'll all three of us wear matching stockings, except for the colour."
Once they'd finished changing, Jane popped in, now wearing just a bra and panties outfit with stockings that matched the girls' in style, and she asked, "Are you both changed? Good; you both look lovely!"
"Are you quite certain these outfits are suitable for a Christmas Eve dinner?" Selina asked dubiously. "They're all very sheer, aren't they?"
"Yes they are, and that's our family's tradition... we like showing our men lots of eye candy. Max has seen you totally naked by now, hasn't he?"
"Sure, lots of times," Selina admitted. "But your husband hasn't."
"True, but he's frequently seen the two of us wearing next to nothing. Trust me, with us dressed this way too, you'll fit right in."
"Well, if you're both sure it will be all right. I wouldn't want to offend anybody."
"I agree with my Mommy," Joanne added. "I think you look sexy as hell!"
And then they all three just stood there for a few moments, admiring each other. This racy Appleby dress code sure wouldn't fly in her own home, but nothing ever did. And when in Rome...

"You ladies look great," Derek said, already seated at the head of the table when the three ladies arrived, with Max seated on his left. "Daughter, if I may call you that, I think you'll love becoming a member of our..." he paused to give his son a look that spoke volumes, "... rather unorthodox family."

"I already do love it here with your family," Selina said as she sat down. "My own family is always so up tight about almost everything, while in this house, Jane was almost naked while she was cooking, and nobody even commented about it. And then she and Joanne encouraged me to join them in dressing up this way for dinner, while my family would be scandalized if they ever saw me dressed like this! You all seem so open and non-judgemental about things that I think should be more about having fun than being scandalous."
"Great," Derek said again, already looking forward to fucking her. Sweet, nerdy girls like this one always made the best submissives.
A couple moments later they were all sitting at the table... Selina beside Max with Joanne across from them, and Jane sitting closest to Selina at the foot of the table. Selina thought she must be imagining it, but her sheer outfit... in fact all three women's outfits... seemed to have gotten a bit sheerer. But that was impossible, of course.
Another example of this family's openness was the way Mr. Appleby was staring at her semi-exposed breasts. She rather liked that even with his wife present, he felt free to do it so openly. In fact when she looked to Jane for reassurance, she just smiled at her encouragingly. She was, however, a bit surprised to see Max staring at them too... as if he'd never seen them before.

Throughout dinner, they chatted about many things, and the family learned a lot about Selina. Derek was thrilled to learn she was a minister's daughter, which confirmed his suspicions about her being a natural submissive, as did her constantly addressing him respectfully as Mr. Appleby. Unlike his wife, who loved to encourage informal relationships with people, he didn't ask her not to.
Selina was thrilled to be sharing a normal family dinner where she felt so welcome. This must be what it felt like to have a normal family!

Joanne wanted to reach her foot between Selina's legs and rub her pussy... she loved being the first one to initiate a new pet... but while she was swallowing his cum in his office, her Daddy had made it clear that this time her mother wished to be the one to perform the pet-to-be's first overtly sexual introduction to living with her new family.
"Joanne, please go and slice the dessert."
"Yes, Mommy," Joanne said; she always used the term 'Mommy' during sex, or upon the brink of having sex.
Derek knew this was the code for the plan to begin unfolding in earnest, so he distracted Selina's attention towards himself, "Selina, what was it like growing up as a minister's daughter?"
Jane unobtrusively slid herself under the large dining area table and crawled the couple of feet to Selina. God, she hadn't tasted a new pussy in weeks, and she hadn't been the one privileged to trigger a seduction in months... Joanne normally did most of the enticing, and Jane usually just reaped the fringe benefits.
"My father wasn't ever easy on me," she answered, figuring she might as well be completely honest with her new family. Could this be her new family? She truly hoped so.
"How so?" Derek asked.
"Well, he..." Selina began, but then she felt hands on her legs pushing them apart. Her eyes went wide, and the shock rendered her suddenly paralyzed, unable to resist.
Jane pried the teen's legs apart, twitched the crotch of her 'swimming suit' aside, and began licking her pussy.

"Yes?" Derek asked, appearing casual, as if he didn't know why Selina had suddenly gotten flustered.
Max glanced around, saw his mother was missing, and he immediately knew what was occurring. Yet he was helpless to stop it. He shouldn't have brought her here! He'd happily shared all his previous girlfriends with his Dad... in their family, spit-roasting women was more common than golfing... but this was different. He loved Selina. But if he wanted to marry her, they all needed to learn whether she'd accept her intimate role in the family, which was crucially important... and oddly, based on the submissive nature he'd experienced with her both in the bedroom and elsewhere, he felt a glimmer of hope that she would find a way of being okay with it. Her voicing her approval of his Mom's near nudity in the kitchen had been a promising sign.
Jane's lips began tugging on Selena's clitoris.
"Heeeeeeee..." Selina began to respond, but then Jane stuck a couple of fingers inside her! Feigning that the woman wasn't driving her crazy, she managed to continue, "... he was very strict. Spare the rod and all that, you know."
"Discipline is often needed when you're raising a child..." Derek opined, "... but administering corporal punishment to one is inexcusable!" giving a look to his son... a look that said implicitly, Allow this seduction to continue.
"Yes, I agree," Selina said, "I can't claim I'm any better off for needing to endure any of that pain," trying to act casual while Jane, it appeared, was doing her best to give her an orgasm!
"So you're not very close to your parents?" Derek continued conversationally, as Max glanced at his red-faced and stunned girlfriend.
"No, I haven't ever been, really," Selina admitted, as she became more and more turned on and excited.
Jane could tell the girl was nearing an orgasm, and she was thrilled she hadn't backed away. She was also impressed by the way the girl was... more or less... keeping up her end of the conversation and pretending that Jane wasn't doing what she was doing. The dear girl apparently didn't suspect that everyone knew exactly what she was doing. This was so much fun!
"Would you like to become a close member of our family?" Derek asked, as Jane removed her fingers, planted her lips directly against the coed's lower lips, and began sucking.
"Yesssssssiirrrrr," Selina replied, biting her lip not to make it into an obvious moan, as intense pleasure coursed through her.
"I think it's wonderful you feel that way," Derek smiled warmly. "I believe you'll soon become a terrific asset to our family."
"Thank you, sir," Selina replied, her pussy still being worked over beneath the table... just like in those kinky lesbian videos that always turned her on so much.
"Yes, it's obvious you've made quite the impact on our Max here," Derek said warmly, as Jane backed away slowly... knowing their tried-and-true plan was first to test the compliance of a subject... and next, since the girl hadn't initially fended her off... to drive her a little wild... and then to sedately return to her chair, leaving her wanting more.
'He's made a similar impact on "me," Selina said, torn between relief and disappointment to feel Jane's sudden absence from her pussy, as an orgasm had been this close, and yet she'd been doing her best to hold up her end of the conversation, and also to hide from Max what was happening beneath the table. Maintaining her composure had been very difficult.
Jane seated herself in her chair again as Derek said, "Well, I certainly hope you'll enjoy spending your Christmas break here with us. Today is Wednesday, you're driving back to college with Max a week from Sunday I believe, so we should all have a very pleasant week and a half to spend together."
"I'm certain we will," Selina said, looking over at Jane, who was smiling warmly at her... her lips shiny with what could only be her own pussy juice. It must have been psychological, but to her perception, the entire room had darkened, and almost the only thing she could see was Jane's shiny lips.

"Dessert's ready," Joanne said, returning from the kitchen area with a special Christmas family treat... strawberry cake.
"Great," Derek said, having been watching Selina closely, and happy to see she hadn't backed away from the table or alerted Max to what was happening (even though he was well aware). Soon this promising girl would be taking his own dick in one, two, or even three of her holes. Joanne placed a dessert down in front of her father, before moving on to Max and Selina.
"You okay, Selina? You look a little flushed," Joanne inquired caringly, knowing of course exactly why she was so flushed, as she set a piece of cake in front of Max, and then her.
"No, no... yes... I mean yes, I'm fine," Selina babbled, still stunned by what had just happened, and how Max somehow hadn't a clue, as her dessert was placed in front of her.
Max placed a hand on her leg and asked, "Are you certain? Joanne is right; you are quite flushed."
"Yes, I'm good," Selina said, not sure what else to say. She certainly couldn't blurt out, 'I'm so fucking horny after your Mom ate my pussy under the table, but she stopped too fucking soon!'
Joanne asked her Mom, envious she'd gotten to eat that new pussy before she had, albeit rather briefly, "Mom, do you want any dessert?"
"No thanks, I've already had some," Joanne said, looking directly at Selina.
Selina's eyes went wide, and she looked away and down at her dessert.
"Was it good?" Joanne asked bluntly, everyone at the table knowing what was being discussed, although Selina had no idea that anyone except Jane and she was aware of what had just happened.
"It was to die for," Jane answered, loving the sight of this college coed squirming in her seat.
"I want some of it too," Joanne said.
"Maybe later," Jane said, hinting at what still lay ahead.
"I don't know what you two are talking about," Max said, even though he knew exactly what the blunt innuendoes were about, "but can we please stop exchanging cryptic gibberish and just enjoy our desserts?"
"Of course, dear," Jane agreed.
They all tucked into their desserts, some of them eating more or less than the others, and now Selina was so horny she couldn't stop herself from asking, "May I please be excused? I need to go to the washroom."
"Of course you may," Derek nodded, appreciating how polite she was still being, even though she must be desperately horny... she would definitely become a great addition to his large harem of submissive sluts.
Selina headed to the washroom, feeling the need to be alone for a few minutes, and also she desperately needed to get herself off.
"Well, I really like her," Jane said.
"I can't believe you did that to her," Max said, although it didn't actually surprise him at all.
"Yes you can," Derek said. "And you allowed it to happen without raising a fuss. For which I thank you."
"Yes, and I bet you're nice and hard right now, from knowing your mother was just now eating your girlfriend's pussy," Joanne added.
"I need to go and check on her," Max said, standing up.
"No, Joanne needs to do that," Derek said.
"What?" No!" Max blurted out, as Joanne headed off with some silent, but clearly understood instructions.
"I wasn't asking for your opinion," Derek said, before adding in a tone that inferred the brief discussion was now over, "Sit back down."
Max sighed as he sat back down.
"Jane sweetheart, why don't you do something to make your son feel better?" Derek asked.
"I'd love to," Jane smiled, "but I'm not crawling under that table again, there just isn't enough room down there. And why don't you stand back up and lose those pants, son? Once the girls get back, we won't be keeping very many secrets around here."
So Max complied, she stuck his dick in her mouth, and before long, she'd gotten it nice and hard. "That's just the ticket," she said. "Now you boys carry on with your discussion, and just pretend I'm not here."
"I was about to mention that sex isn't everything, Dad," Max said.
"I never pretended it was."
"But it is pretty important," Jane said.
"Shut up and suck my dick, slut," Max growled, needing to vent his turbulent emotions on someone.
"There ya go," Derek said.

"Ohhhhhhh," Selina moaned, as she sat on the toilet rubbing her pussy.
Joanne called through the door, "Are you okay in there?"
"Yes, I'm fine," Selina grumbled. Now she couldn't even jill off in peace without being overheard and discovered.
"You sure?" Joanne asked. "You seemed pretty flustered back there."
"Yeah, I'm okay," Selina said, standing up and resignedly flushing the toilet she hadn't used.
Joanne waited (patiently like a cat at a mousehole) while Selina washed her hands.
Fuck, I'm so horny, Selina thought to herself, as she opened the door. She was startled when Joanne appeared right in her face and shoved her back into the bathroom, pushed her against a wall, and kissed her. And this time it was way more than a peck!
Selina didn't kiss back at first, shocked again at being kissed by a girl, and yet the intense passion of this kiss, and her own pussy still burning from Jane's lips, tongue and fingers, had her in a muddled mess. So when Joanne's tongue slipped into her mouth, she came to herself, realised she wanted whatever this was to happen, and she responded lustfully.
For a good minute they kissed, before Joanne announced, "I came in here to finish what Mommy started at the dinner table."
"You know what she did?" Selina gasped.
Joanne didn't respond to the question until after she took Selina's hand, led her across the bathroom, and assisted her in hopping up to sit on the bathroom counter between the two sinks... how many families' downstairs bathrooms had two sinks... and even a shower!... before she tugged the crotch of Selina's so-called swimsuit aside, bent her knees, and buried her face in Selina's pussy.
Then she backed away between licks just long enough to say, "Of course I do! As you well know by now, my Mommy is the sweetest and most caring woman in the world, but tonight you're beginning to learn she's also a nasty, cunt-loving slut. As am I. And around here, we never bring someone to the brink of an orgasm without delivering one... eventually. And another thing worth knowing about our family, is that we never keep any secrets from each other."
"Oh my God," Selina moaned, shocked by Joanne's words, and overwhelmed by her very aggressive tongue.
"I've been wanting to taste this sweet pussy ever since you came into the house," Joanne added.
"Really?" Selina asked, completely overwhelmed by what was happening, and too horny to do anything to stop it.
"Oh yes," Joanne said, as she attacked her clit.
"Oh fuck," Selina trembled.
"I want you to come all over my face," Joanne said, knowing this girl wouldn't last much longer.
"But we shouldn't even be doing this," Selina finally said, even though she made no physical attempt to make 'this' stop.
"Is that what you think? Then do you want me to stop?" Joanne asked, looking up at her in astonishment.
"God, no," Selina answered, following the briefest of contemplations... her long-held fantasy of being with a woman was coming to fruition, although in a very strange fashion... which she could never have even remotely predicted!
"I didn't think you really wanted me to," Joanne said, for although her particular specialty was getting guys to explode in her mouth or on her face, she was also pretty damn good at making a woman come quickly... especially when her mother had already revved up this sexy slut-to-be so well.
As Joanne buried her face back in her pussy, Selina moaned, close to coming, "Oh yes, please don't stop, I'm so close!"

Joanne then slid her finger inside Selina's very wet pussy, found her g-spot after a brief search, and did a crash, bang, wallop drum solo on it while sucking the girl's hard clit between her lips.
Which led to Selina letting out a scream she couldn't control while she came intensely, "Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!" before biting her lip, terrified that the rest of the family... including Max!... might have heard her.
Joanne hungrily licked up her second favourite treat in the world... only male cum tasting better... while Selina leaned back against the large mirror behind her, trembling intensely.
Selina felt like all the energy in her body had been sucked right out of her, as Joanne continued licking her, more gently now, just to settle her down.
Joanne, knowing the rest of the plan was now about to begin unfolding, stood back up and kissed her again.
Selina kissed her back, this time the kiss was tender, before Joanne said, "You taste amazing!"
"Perhaps so, but I just cheated on Max," Selina said, still overwhelmed by the pleasure she'd just experienced, but now also wracked with guilt.



"Trust me," Joanne said, taking her hand, "he'll understand completely."
"How's that?" Selina wailed, the reassurance making no sense. "How could he possibly understand?!"
"Don't worry, everything will become crystal clear very soon," Joanne said, as hand in hand, they returned to the table.
Jane heard them coming and said, "Sit back down, son. I'll keep going with a hand job for now."



As Joanne led Selina back into the dining area of their house's enormous kitchen, she noticed Max had his fingers crossed. She loved her big brother... often passionately... but in her opinion, he was far too worried about how his girlfriend would react in another few minutes, when things would begin really heating up. While she'd been giving him his blowjob earlier, her Dad had assured her Selina would do just fine, and after what had happened in the bathroom just now, she had good reason to agree with his assessment. She noticed her mother was under the table again... it looked like she was giving Max a hand job. She wasn't sure how Selina could miss seeing her, but the girl was obviously very distracted right now.
"Are you feeling better now?" Derek asked solicitously, as Selina sat back down next to Max, unaware of where Jane was, and what she was doing under the table.
"Yes sir," Selina said, not knowing what else to say.
"Did Joanne take good care of you?" Derek asked bluntly.
"P-p-pardon?" Selina stammered. Busted!
"Don't bother answering; that curse word you bellowed out made it clear to us all that she did an excellent job, and that you finished with a bang. Just like we'd all hoped you would. So it's time we explained a few things to you, Selina, and now with much more openness and clarity," Derek said.
Max remained silent but tense, his Mom having sucked his dick for a good seven or eight minutes slowly... edging him mercilessly... not allowing him to come, and she was still keeping him on that edge with her hand job.
"Okay, I'm all ears," Selina said.
"As Jane has probably mentioned numerous times by now, we're a very close family," Derek said.
"Yes, I know," Selina nodded, just as Derek snapped his fingers.
Joanne bounced to her feet, hopped over to her Dad, raised her Babydoll above her waist, while Derek slid his chair back to reveal his pants were now missing, and his dick was hard. Joanne surmised her mother must have performed that de-pants-ing office just a moment ago. Selina watched in stunned silence as with a merry giggle, Joanne straddled her father reverse cowgirl, and lowered herself onto his dick, grinning playfully at Selina the entire time.

Max was horrified! He'd known his family was going to spring something like this, but now that it was happening right in front of his girlfriend... she might say or do anything! "Selina, I can explain," he turned to her and said urgently, even though no explanation she might actually buy was even conceivable!
"Hush, son! I'm the one doing the explaining right now," Derek ordered, as his daughter began slowly riding him, her hairless pussy within everyone's plain view.
Selina couldn't believe what she was witnessing! She'd read a lot of incest stories, and she'd found them really hot whenever she was in the mood. To her mind, the kinkier a story or video sequence was, the better it made her pussy burn. But she'd never seriously considered committing incest itself... and especially not with her parents. Yuck! She looked at Max, whose face was bright red, and he looked completely mortified... and then everything became clear to her. Why he'd been so reluctant to bring her home. All of his mysterious warnings without ever mentioning anything specific. "Please do explain, Mr. Appleby," she said evenly.
"Our family belongs to a very large secret society," Derek explained. "And if you become one of us, you too will become a member. It's called the Order of Syndom."
"Really?" Selina asked. She'd read about secret societies that had kinky sex at their core in a few sex stories, and she'd found the idea so hot, yet so unlikely.
"Yes, a large number of families in Europe and Asia, and more recently in the Americas, have kept it in continuous existence from generation to generation for several centuries," the Dad continued, as his daughter slowly kept riding him.
Today Joanne had already sucked Max's dick, been ass fucked, and had eaten Selina's pussy, but this was the first time her pussy had been plugged... and she loved the awestruck look on Selina's face while she stared at her Dad's prick sliding in and out of it.
"This is what you were warning me about?" Selina looked at Max and asked. "That all four of you commit lots of incest with each other?"
"Yes," Max groaned, "but that's only part of it," as his Mom continued stroking his dick.
"And is your Mom blowing your dick right now while you're sitting next to me?" Selina asked, not disgusted, but intrigued, and sensing she was right.
"Not exactly," Jane spoke up. "I was blowing his dick while you girls were playing together, but right now I'm just giving him a hand job; and I think he's about to give me a nice facial."
"Yeah, I am," Max agreed, just as he grunted and unmistakably came, while he simultaneously apologized to his sweetheart, "I'm soooooo sorry!"
"And to become a member of this family, you must understand your place in our hierarchy, and accept the regulations of the Order," Derek continued explaining, as if nothing extraordinary had just happened. And to him nothing had, since he knew Selina had already decided to become a member. It was possible she didn't realize it yet, but even that was highly unlikely.
"You can break up with me and leave right now if you want to. I can loan you my car so you can escape from this family of degenerates," Max moaned resignedly, as his Mom licked and stroked his cock, extracting every last drop of his cum.
"Yes, Selina, you certainly may leave us if you feel you must," Derek agreed. "Or you're very welcome to stay, and to become a permanent member of our family. In spite of my son's pessimistic attitude, I know he'd love you to join us, as would the rest of us."
"Interesting. And what would that entail specifically?" Selina asked, as she placed her hand into Max's as a hint she wasn't angry with him, and she watched with great interest as Joanne really begin riding her father, still looking into Selina's face.
Max let out an inner sigh of relief that she hadn't just up and left. And now that his girlfriend knew the most twisted secret of the Order... his family's unbridled incest... she was still sitting beside him, and she'd even given his hand a reassuring squeeze.
"I believe you can see very clearly much of what it entails, and you're bright enough to infer the rest," Derek said before adding to Joanne, "now slow down, slut."
"Yes, Daddy," Joanne obeyed immediately.
"So I'll need to fuck my future father-in-law, and to do so whenever you wish?" Selina asked bluntly.
"Among other things," Derek said. "For instance, all of us have sex with lots of different people, including Max, of course. I've heard lots of good things about him from various girls and women at your college. Including from my sister Geraldine, the woman you know as Professor Higgins."
She turned to Max and demanded, "You've had sex with my Analytic Geometry professor... even though she's your aunt?"
"Yes, I have," he admitted shamefacedly.
"Where?"
"Usually in her office."
"And you've 'done her' often enough there's a usually?"
"Yes," he admitted.
"And you've lost your pants too, I see," she said after looking down and noticing that detail for the first time.
"So let me get this straight," she continued. "Is it true that the entire time you and I have been seeing each other... and falling in love with each other... and fucking each other... you've also been fucking numerous other girls and women... including your mother and your sister whenever you've had the opportunity... including my wonderful mentor Professor Higgins... on a regular basis... all behind my back?"
"Well..." Max didn't know what to say.
"Never mind, the answer is obviously yes you have," she said. "You need to stop it immediately."
"But Selina, you don't understand. The Order owns me. It owns my entire family... and that's been the case for several centuries! I literally can't stop fucking other people! Which is why I was terrified for you to meet my family and learn the truth about me!"
"No Max," she said, far more gently. "You're the one who doesn't understand. I'm not saying you need to stop having sex with all those other people. I'm saying you need to stop doing it behind my back, and to start doing it right in front of my face. And to illustrate my point, I believe it's time for me to fuck your father right in front of your face. Unless you have any objections?"
"Selina you don't have to do..." Max began.
"Hush, you prudish naysayer," Selina said, as she reached her hand under the table to wrap it around his cock. "There's no 'have to' about it, it's a family benefit I'll accept with gratitude."
By this time Jane was standing next to Selina, now wearing nothing but her stockings and Max's cum on her face and breasts, while she touched herself. She said, "I'm sorry to interrupt, my dear, but I'm just dying to know how you think I look with your boyfriend's cum on me. Will you please tell me?"
Selina replied sincerely, "Mrs. Ap... sorry, Jane, I think you look lovely."

Then turning back to Derek, she asked, "And am I required to eat your wife and daughter's pussies as well?"
"In practice it's much more complicated than that. But to put it in a nutshell, if you agree to join us, you'll begin as bottom pet in both our family and within the Order," Derek elaborated, impressed by Selina's positive responses. "And therefore you'll be required to do whatever any of us tell you to do of a sexual nature at all times. Your commitment to excelling in college permitting, of course. We all have our lives to live, and our successes to pursue."
"You'll also have to take guys' dicks in that cute ass of yours," Joanne added, as she continued riding her Daddy's dick. "Often immediately after meeting them for the first time."
"Well," Selina said, as she rolled her thumb around the head of Max's cock, "Your brother has already gaped my asshole pretty well with his nice, fat cock."
"Ooooooh," Max moaned, having a very sensitive cock head.
"Since you've already made the offer, why don't you come over here and replace Joanne on my dick right now?" Derek offered.
"Yes, Master," Selina replied, a term she'd read many times about submissives using, and she'd often considered addressing Max that way in the heat of the moment, especially whenever he was treating her roughly. "I think that's a splendid idea."
"Good girl," Derek encouraged, as Joanne got off his cock and headed straight for Selina. She asked her rather formally but with a twinkle in her eye, while she led her to the centre of the room, "Might I remove your 'evening wear' for you, my lady? It's not the best season for swimming, dontcha know," she requested with a wink.
"Most certainly, my lady, if I might perform the same service for your good self?" Selina replied with equal mock formality, immediately joining in on this new game.
"But of course," Joanne replied, and they disrobed each other with all due elegance. (And a few giggles.)
"Might I also have the privilege of riding your usual mount?" Joanne requested, still play-acting at being formal.
"Since I'll be riding one of your usual mounts forthwith, refusing your right to take such a liberty would be terribly rude of me," Selina replied. "So ride him all you wish, even jump him if you've a mind to, with my blessings," Selina said. But then instead of turning away, she pulled Joanne in for a long, loving embrace, while Joanne touched her left breast. "You know, there's wild kinky sex, and there's sweet, loving sex. I think there's going to be room for both kinds in our growing relationship. I already adore you!"
"I feel the same way about you, Selina," Joanne replied. "You already feel like the big sister I've never had before, except that ever since my Mommy seduced me on my eighteenth birthday, I've felt the same way about her, too. We get into some crazy shit together sometimes, but she's also the most loving and giving mother a girl could ever ask for."
"Oh, I know! I feel like she's the loving mother I never had, even though there's this horrid woman in North Carolina who claims to be my Mom. But there's something else too: I feel like sucking on Jane's nipples for hours; do you think she'd let me?"
"I know she'll love that. But fair warning: she's already told me about her plan to roger you with her ten-inch strap-on tomorrow in front of all of our aunts, uncles and cousins. She's not all sweetness and light, you know. How do you feel about those apples?"
"She's going to make me her bitch in front of a crowd? That's one of my biggest fantasies!"
"Shit, what were you so worried about?" Derek asked the flabbergasted Max.
"I don't even know anymore," Max said, watching his nearly naked girlfriend tenderly kissing his nearly naked sister, while they gently caressed each other's fully naked breasts.

"While Max and his father stripped down, and Jane set out a couple of 'fucking futons', as she liked to call them, since that was what they were for, she also spoke for the first time in quite some time and said, You've found us a keeper, son."
"I definitely have," Max agreed, as Selina broke the kiss.
"And don't you forget it," Selina said, as she walked up to Max's Dad, who was now lying face up on a futon, and she straddled him, but didn't lower herself. "Do you want me to fuck your Dad, Max?" she asked him.
"Only if you want to," Max said, still stunned that this evening was unexpectedly going so well.
"No, Max," Selina said, her very wet pussy hovering over Derek's big dick, "I want you to tell me to do it. Tell me to fuck your Dad, Master."
"Do it, son," Jane said, as Joanne straddled her brother.
"Shit," Max said, shaking his head, "Yes, I definitely want you to ride my Dad's dick, Selina, and to join our family as our bottom slut."
"Mmmmmmmmmm," Selina moaned, "that's all I needed to hear," as she dropped herself rather roughly onto Derek's dick, making him groan.
"That's it slut, ride my Dad," Joanne moaned, as she began riding her brother rather exuberantly.
"Oh yes," Selina moaned, as she began vigorously riding her boyfriend's Dad.



"Why don't we take this into the living room, where we can all get a little more comfortable?" Jane suggested after a few minutes, thinking that even with the futons, the dining area couldn't be very comfortable for the men, and she too wanted to take part in this family fun time.
"Good idea," Derek said. "Onward to the living room, my sluts."
"Yes, Daddy," Joanne obeyed.
"Yes, Master," Selina said, the submissive term flowing smoothly off of her tongue.
Both young women climbed off their respective cocks and joined Jane in heading into the living room.
"Well, that went well," Derek said to his son.
"I can't believe it," Max said, still in complete shock at all the unexpectedness he'd just experienced.
"There's a submissive slut hiding inside every woman," Derek said. "I've either witnessed... or taken part... when literally hundreds of prominent and strong-willed women have taken it in the ass, been the focal points of bukkakes, taken part in incestuous orgies, and willingly done so much more."
"Until I started taking in part in them, I'd always thought those activities were just over-the-top macho guy talk," Max said, standing up.
"Son, now do you understand the power of the Order?"
"I always have," Max said. "I just didn't know that every woman, especially someone as intelligent as Selina is, would join in with us so unconditionally."
"Well, let's go and properly initiate her into her new family," Derek said.
"Let's," Max agreed, as the two men of the house stripped down completely, before they strolled into the living room to see that Jane had taken charge of her two protégés, with Selina on her knees licking her pussy, and Joanne worshipping her left breast.
When she saw the men enter the room, Jane said to Max, "I told you she was a keeper, son; your hot little girlfriend can't get enough of me!"

Selina stopped licking just long enough to say, "You're right, Mistress, I can't!"
Derek and Max watched the sexy lesbian threesome for a couple minutes, slowly stroking their cocks.
Selina loved the taste of pussy just like she'd imagined she would, one description in erotica capturing it so perfectly... since a pussy was often called a peach.
"Swap places"," Jane ordered, wanting to feel Selina's lips on one of her breasts, which the coed was obviously so enraptured by.
Selina obediently stood up, filled with lust for her new Mommy. She looked around and saw Max stroking himself while he watched the lesbian activity. "Is that you were so afraid of Max? That I wouldn't want to become your family's submissive slut?"
"Not exactly," Max said. "I was afraid you'd run away screaming! But now you've already raced past my wildest hopes!"
"But he knew deep down you'd come through," Derek said, as Selina began worshipping one of Max's Mom's full breasts.
"I still can't believe this is happening," Max said, as he watched his girlfriend enthusiastically licking his mother's breasts.
"I can still remember the first time I watched your mother eating your maternal grandmother; it was so fucking hot," Derek reminisced, "and your Mom already knew the rules. So tonight must be so much wilder for you!"
"The understatement of a lifetime," Max agreed. Once he'd gotten old enough to learn about his family's centuries-long history of incest, he'd been shocked many times. When he witnessed the President (of a country too sensitive to name here) fucking his own daughter during her eighteenth birthday party in front of a room of over five hundred Order of Syndom guests before the night turned into a massive orgy, or the time the most famous singer in the world (we'll leave that name too for your imagination) came up to him and begged him to ass fuck her while she ate out her own Mom, and the time he'd walked in on a major Hollywood actor getting ass fucked by his grandfather, who then offered to blow him (Max didn't accept the offer, as it didn't turn him on at all).



"Well, maybe not of a lifetime," Derek smiled. "So you've already trained your slut's ass for me?"
"Well, I hadn't thought of it as specifically for you," Max said.
"But he does ass fuck me a lot," Selina said between licks. "And I'd love for you to be my first extracurricular beneficiary!"
"Well then, it's time to try her out," Derek said.
"Yes, Daddy," Selina said falling enthusiastically into her new role, wanting to make this night as nasty as she could. She would never commit incest within her own family, not because of any taboos, but because they were up tight assholes, but roleplaying like this with all the Applebys was hot as hell.
"Incest turns you on, doesn't it, you nasty little slut?" Derek asked, and he snapped his fingers and pointed to his cock.
"Yes, Daddy. At least it does now that I'm in your family," Selina said, crawling towards the long dick pointing right at her. It wasn't as fat as Max's, but it was at least an inch longer.

"Not within your own family?" he asked.
"Not at all," Selina said, before adding, "although the idea of my Mom begging to get spit-roasted by you two big-dicked studs is kind of hot."
"We can make that happen for you," Derek offered, as Selina stroked his cock. "And right in front of your father, too. As I guess you know by now, Max and I can be very persuasive."
"Sluts, come and share my cock," Max ordered, as he watched his girlfriend on her knees about to get busy with his Dad.
"Yes, Master," both his Mom and sister agreed, quickly crawling over to him.
"Really?" Selina asked about her Mom's potential spit-roasting.
"Easily achieved," Derek said.
"Well, that would be way cool, and it would serve the sour old bitch right," Selina said, as she glanced up to Max, just as the two other women reached his cock, Jane going for his balls, while Joanne took his dick in her mouth. "Tell me what I must do, Max."
"I want you to suck my Dad's cock and serve as his completely submissive slut," Max ordered, finally accepting this was all happening, and his sweet angel was more than okay with it.
"You really want your sweet, innocent girlfriend to suck your Dad's nasty big dick?" Selina asked with a cute pout.
"Yes, and then I want you to take it in both of your other holes,' Max added. He then prompted her, "Now get sucking, and accept your place as our bottom slut."
"As long as I'll eventually get something nice inside my slutty bottom," she smiled, before taking Derek's dick into her mouth.
"Shit," Derek groaned. "If I didn't know better, I'd think she was already a well-trained Syndom slut."
"Yeah, she really does seem like one," Max agreed. Sure, she'd always been happily submissive in their bedroom, and animated too... but nothing like the submissive slut role she was owning so crazily tonight.
"You made a great choice," Jane said, as she sucked her son's balls.
"Yes, big brother," Joanne agreed, "she's a definite keeper."
"I'd better be," Selina said with a wicked playful smile. "I don't suck dick, eat pussy and obey like a mindless bimbo for just anyone."
"Oh, but that's exactly what you'll be doing as soon as you officially join the Order," Derek assured her.
"Yes, Master Daddy," Selina said, before returning to suck his eight-inch fuck stick, even as she wondered what that extra inch would feel like in her ass... which she knew would be filled with this dick before the night ended, because her Master Max had already told her to do that.
For a couple minutes both men enjoyed their dicks being worshipped, before Derek asked the room in general, "So next do we spit-roast our slut, or DP her?"
"How about first one, then the other?" Selina suggested.
"You certain you're not already a well-rehearsed Order of Syndom slut?" Derek asked.
"All this new stuff is coming pretty naturally. Maybe I was just born into the wrong family," Selina shrugged.
"Maybe," Derek laughed, impressed by how slutty the sweet-looking girl had become. "Max, I can't believe you tried to dissuade her from becoming a member."
"Me neither," Selina objected with a pout. "How dare you try to prevent me from eating your Mom's pussy or fucking your Dad, you Puritan?"
"What about me?" Joanne piped up.
"Or to be your hot sister's lesbian slut whenever she wants me," Selina added.
"Better," Joanne said, as she resumed sucking her brother's dick.
"Well, let's spit-roast your sexy slut," Derek said.
"You can fuck her pussy," Max offered.
"That was already the plan," Derek said, as he ordered, "onto all fours."
"Yes, Daddy," Selina agreed eagerly, wanting that long dick back inside her twat.
"So obedient," Derek said.
"I'll always be a mindless bimbo for your entire family, Daddy," Selina said, degrading herself like this oddly enhancing the pleasure flowing inside her.
The other girls sat down on the rug, Jane still wearing her son's cum on her face, and loved on each other as they watched their newest recruit about to get spit-roasted for the first time.

"I love you, baby," Max said, as he brought his dick to her mouth.
"I love you too," Selina said, as she felt Derek's strong hands grasping her hips.
"Ready to really get fucked, Selina?"
"Yes please, Daddy," Selina said. "Slam that big dick into me."
"I hope you won't end up liking my Dad's dick more than mine," Max said.
"Having sampled them both, I can report with great accuracy that both of your dicks are perfect," Selina adjudicated, just as her pussy was filled with one of them.
"Good answer," Max said, as he slid his dick into her mouth.
For a good four or five minutes, Selina was spit-roasted. At first it was pleasurable but awkward, since the two men weren't in unison, but once they got in sync, it was a fucking unlike anything she'd ever felt before. Seven inches in her mouth, eight more inches in her pussy. Heavenly! Her moans increased as her orgasm rose inside her.

"Fuck yourself on us, you dirty slut," Derek ordered, always loving the sight of a woman bouncing back lustfully on his dick.
Selina obeyed instantly, bouncing back on Derek's cock, and then rocking forward to devour Max's dick. Although she'd enjoyed being fucked in both ends just now, taking control and being the one doing the fucking and sucking was exhilarating!
"Shit, she really is a natural," Jane said.
"Yeah, what coordination," Joanne agreed.
Selina was flattered by the compliments, since obviously she couldn't actually see what she was doing, but God, could she feel it.
"Oh yeah, fuck yourself on my dick," Derek encouraged, as she got into a smooth, rapid rhythm.
"Come on my husband's dick, Selina," Jane sang out, as Selina's moans increased.
"Oh, fuck," Selina gasped when Max's dick slipped out of her mouth while she continued furiously bouncing back on her newly adopted Daddy's dick.
"Yes, come on my Dad's dick," Max added, loving to watch her face whenever she came... it was always so sexy.
"Oh yes, Daddy! May I please come, Daddy?" Selina moaned her request.
"Yes slut, you may come," Derek gave permission, his own orgasm also close.
"Thank you so much, Daddy," Selina moaned, as she bounced back hard, taking the eight-incher as deeply as possible.
"Oh fuck," Derek grunted, as he spewed a load inside his son's girlfriend's pussy.
"Fuuuuuuuuuck!" Selina screamed, her orgasm striking home the moment she felt her Daddy's warm load exploding inside her.
Max slowly stroked himself while he watched his sweetheart coming.
Selina collapsed forward as a hurricane of pleasure stormed inside her, seeming to touch down all at once throughout her entire body.
"Come and clean her up, Jane," Derek ordered. "we don't want to get her pregnant."
"I'd love to," Jane said, as she hurried over to the coming coed and buried her face in Selina's leaking cunt. She loved how nicely gaped it still was from her husband's dick, and she also loved the irony of her licking Derek's cum out of her son's girlfriend's cunt while her own face was still coated with her son's drying cum.

"Oh fuck," Selina moaned, as she felt the tongue hungrily lapping up her creampie after having not at all considered the risk of pregnancy... although she was on the pill, so she should be relatively safe. [It's a little-known fact that the pill isn't 100% effective, but only 83%. Meaning that out of an average 100 women on the pill, by the end of a year 17 of them will be pregnant. And the success rate of condoms is even lower.]
"Come and fuck me again, big brother," Joanne demanded, spreading her legs wide.
"If I have to," Max complained playfully.
"You do have to," Joanne said.
"By the way Selina, as a member of the Order of Syndom who's already demonstrated you like girls, you're not allowed to refuse any member who wishes to use you, man or woman," Derek explained. "But they mustn't ever refuse you either, regardless of their status, whether it's high or low. So even though you'll be bottom slut until a woman junior to you comes along, you'll enjoy the right to have sex with whomever you please, so long as your prospective partner belongs to the Order."
"So once I become a member, at the drop of a hat I'll be able for instance to require you to have sex with me... or I'll be allowed to demand it from your wife Jane... or even from Joanne? And I won't need to humbly request it, I can actually require it of you, and none you will be allowed to refuse me?"
"Almost," he replied. "There are limits, primarily ones of discretion and judgement. For instance you can't approach me in public and demand me to drop my trousers right then and there, since that would compromise the secrecy of our Order. Equally, you can't tell me to postpone a business meeting, since that would compromise my business integrity. But you will have the right to engage me in a discreet conversation about when we can conveniently fit our upcoming assignation into our schedules. Also, 'demand' is such an ugly word. So it's normally best if you do phrase your requirement in the form of a polite request, even though I'll never refuse you, nor you me. Does that make sense?"
"Perfectly. I do agree that courtesy and an attitude of mutual respect is always best." She paused for a moment, thinking. "But I have another question. How will I know whether someone's a member?" she asked while she enjoyed the afterglow of her orgasm, with Jane's tongue still soothing her pussy.
"Very easily," he replied. "All of us... both men and women... have distinctive and identical tattoos on our right thumbs, just like mine. See?"
He then placed his right hand on her right breast while his wife continued licking her pussy, and Selina examined the identifying mark.

"They're inconspicuous enough that people tend not to notice them unless they know their significance," Derek continued explaining. "But once someone knows to look for them, they're almost impossible to miss, especially if you're shaking hands."
Derek was right. She'd often noticed the distinctive tattoo Max had on one of his thumbs, but she'd never given it much thought. And now only after Derek had mentioned it, did she realize that all of the Applebys had them... even Max's kid sister Joanne. And Professor Higgins too, she recalled. Each instance of that tattoo was distinctive, but it didn't seem like it would ever draw anyone's attention. It certainly hadn't ever drawn hers, until now that she'd been told the secret.
"When can I get one?" Selina asked, excited to join this secret sex society.
"Soon," Derek said, before adding, "although you'll have to say 'I do' first."
"You mean 'I do' as in marrying Max?"
"Yes."
"Well then, I guess your son had better fucking pop the question pretty soon," Selina said, as she looked up to see her boyfriend fucking his sister.
"Are-are-are you saying you'd still be willing to m-m-marry me?" Max stammered, his dick still plunging deeply and lovingly inside Joanne.
"Don't you want to marry me?"
"In a heartbeat!" Max said with utter sincerity, this turn of events equally as surprising to him as her full-on acceptance of the Order.
"That wasn't a proper proposal," Jane pointed out, and she resumed licking Selina's pussy.
Max pulled out of his sister and followed his hard dick over to his beautiful girlfriend. He pulled her to her feet, noticing a little cum leaking down her leg. He knelt down onto one knee, and said, knowing this naked scene must constitute the most unorthodox proposal ever, "Selina, you're the love of my life; will you marry me?"
"Yes, I most certainly will!" Selina said, having longed to hear that question almost every day for a couple of months. But she couldn't stop giggling at this totally bizarre proposal of 'Holy Matrimony'. They were members of a group of five naked or nearly naked people; he still had a rigid erection, since just moments ago he'd been fucking his sister; and her own pussy was both well-fucked and well-licked, neither of which states had been accomplished by Max, but instead by his parents.
Max stood up, and they kissed.
"Congrats, son," Derek said.
"Congrats, daughter-in-law-to-be," Jane said.
"Congrats, sister slut," Joanne said, unable not to turn this sweet moment into a sexual one.
"Thanks, everyone," Selina said, surreally overwhelmed by this sudden proposal, and how it had come about.
"Yeah, thanks, everybody," Max said, this not being remotely how he'd planned to ask her. But with that said, he did have a ring. It was upstairs tucked away in one of his suitcases, just in case something like this happened. "Don't anybody move, I'll be right back."
Max hurried up to his bedroom and retrieved the ring. He quickly returned, and dropped again to his knee, "I still need to do this properly."
He repeated, this time holding out a ring box, "Selina, once again, will you marry me?"
"A hundred million times yes," Selina said eagerly, even though he still looked ridiculous acting all formal like that with his stiff hard-on pointing at her, and she was still giggling as he opened the box to reveal an impressive rock.

"Nice choice, big brother," Joanne said, "on both counts," as Max once again stood up, and this time slid the ring onto her finger.
"Wow, very good choice, son," Jane approved, as she admired the ring.
"Yes, it's a very good choice, Max," Selina said, admiring the gorgeous. And obviously expensive ring.
"So now we need to do something special to celebrate this occasion," Jane said.
"How about that double penetration I was promised, while I eat both of your pussies?" Selina asked.
"I think that can be arranged," Jane smiled.
"Actually dear, I have a better idea that involves all five of us. Lie down on your back with your legs spread wide and your knees in the air."
Jane did so.
"Now Joanne," Derek continued, "kneel down and straddle your Mommy's face, lean forward and grab her knees to support yourself. Sweetheart, eat our daughter's pussy. You may also finger her, if you like."
"Now Max," Derek instructed, "Kneel down behind your sister and start fucking her ass."
Max happily complied.
"Next is our blushing bride. Selina, plant your face in your new Mommy's twat and give her a good licking, but keep your ass in the air so I can get behind you and fuck it for the first time. Does everybody understand your tasks?"
There was a chorus of affirmative replies while they all got busy.

Following several minutes of organized chaos, Derek spoke up again. "Okay, that was fun. Now let's try something else. But first Max, you and I need to go wash our dicks."
When they returned, Derek began issuing a new set of instructions. "This time Max, you lie on your back, legs outstretched and spread wide, while your fiancée crouches on top of you and fucks herself on your dick. Selina, lean way forward, so he can suck on your tits.
"Now here comes the tricky part. Joanne, lie on top of Selina facing upwards, and drape your arms behind you over her shoulders to hold yourself in place, while raising your legs and spreading them apart... here, let me help you up. Selena, please reach behind yourself and wrap your arms as far around Joanne's waist as you can reach, to help keep her in place.
"Now Jane, lie down between Max's legs and rest the back of your head against Joanne's bum to also help hold her in place. Then raise your knees up to your chest, and I'll kneel down so I can fuck your pussy while I lean forward and lick our daughter's pussy. Is that as clear as mud, everyone?"
This time the affirmatives were more uncertain, but following some trial and error, they were all in their assigned positions while they all starting fucking and licking and whatever-ing each other.

A couple minutes after that, Joanne was ass fucking her mother, while Derek and Max double penetrated Selina.

Selina came again.
Jane came, too.
Max spewed a load in his fiancée's pussy.
Derek eventually deposited a load in Selina's ass.
Lastly, Joanne got off as she rode her mother's face.

After some celebratory wine, Selina got her chance to wear the strap-on, so she went back and forth between Jane and Joanne while the men chatted.
Selina drilled both ladies until they came again, before Max and Joanne double teamed Selina to one final orgasm.
Then just before going upstairs with Max, Selina paused to admire the little gingerbread house the Applebys had set up on a table near the tree, and she burst out in a fit of giggles. "Your gingerbread house scene is adorable! And of course in your house it would have to include those naked little women putting on a sex show for me!"

"That's another Appleby Christmas tradition... a gingerbread house with sex," Max explained. "Dad has the same craftsman assemble a scene for us every year. The house and props are real gingerbread, and he always makes the figurines look incredibly lifelike."



"And the chimney smoke?" she asked.
"White cotton candy. But look more closely. Those aren't just naked little women, but naked little elves."
"You're right!" Selina agreed after she leaned in really close for a better look. "You can tell by the pointy ears that they're elves. And the attention to detail is incredible... different makeup on each of their faces, different coloured nails, heart-shaped pubes, and judging by their expressions, the little darlings are having a lovely time."

A little bit later in bed, Max asked, "So do you still want to marry me?"
"Are you withdrawing your offer?" Selina asked coyly. "Consider carefully, because this ring is never coming off my finger while you're still drawing breath."
"No, I certainly don't want to back out! I was just hoping you weren't experiencing some post-orgasmic regret."
"Max, I've never been happier in my life... both because I love you so completely, but I also think I've finally discovered the missing element in my life."
"Missing element?"
"Yes! I've always inwardly wanted to be a slut and to feel totally carefree about indulging in the wildest sex imaginable, but until I met you, and you helped me to learn I didn't have very many limits and it didn't matter, I've always felt ashamed about wanting it," Selina said. "And then tonight I learned that you and I aren't the only ones who feel the way we do about sex, and with multiple partners, the possibilities can be literally endless, I finally began experiencing what I'd always been craving, everything I'd always needed, and I discovered who I really am."
"Then just wait until you meet the rest of our family tomorrow."
"A bigger orgy?"
"Unlike anything you could possible imagine," Max said. "Christmas Day with the Applebys always climaxes in a thirty-person-plus orgy, where literally everything goes."
"Don't be so sure about my limitations. You can't even begin to imagine what I'm able to imagine, now that you and your family have jump started my engine," Selina said, as she crawled under the sheets and added, "Mind if I imbibe in a nightcap?"
"I think I can allow my fiancée to do that," Max said, so excited that today had begun at their college with his massive fear she'd be scandalised by his family, and they'd soon be breaking up with lots of recriminations being hurled his way, but instead, that same day had culminated with his officially calling her his fiancée while she was wearing his ring.
"Fiancée; I love the sound of that," Selina said just before she deep throated Max's cock, then after a few bobs she came up for air and added, "although I like the words 'bride' and 'wife' even better."
"My family isn't in the practice of long engagements."
"Good."
"I mean my mother is likely already planning our wedding day."
"Good," Selina said again, since she'd marry him tomorrow if she could.
"That's very good, because she'll likely insist on it happening before the end of the week, and definitely before New Year's," Max said.
Selina peeked out from under the covers and asked, "Really?"
"Yeah, since the bulk of my family will already be crashing in our living room," he said. "And there's even better news, since you're so agreeable to sleeping with everyone in my immediate family. Tomorrow, beginning the moment we announce our engagement, your family privileges will also apply to your extended family, just like their family privileges will apply to you! So I suggest that tomorrow, even though they'll be arriving at my uncle's strip club dressed suitably for the winter, you'll likely want to greet them wearing only whatever my Mom gives you to wear in the morning, which won't include anything to hide your breasts, pussy or ass; since in addition to showing off your wares, and to demonstrate our newest bottom slut is totally open for business so to speak, it'll save time."
"At this point I love saving time, since the sooner I say, 'I do', the sooner I'll get to join the Order, and you and I can begin fucking all those people who'll never refuse us all over the campus!" Selina crowed, still not knowing very many of the rules of the Order, but understanding it was a male-dominated hierarchy... which of course she'd grown up living under anyway, just without all these sexual side benefits.
"I find it a strange coincidence that ever since I was a freshman, Professor Higgins has taken me under her wing," Selina said. "She's been my mentor, and by now she's almost like a mother to me. And then tonight I learned she's your aunt, and you've been fucking her regularly. Do you think she'd be willing to take our relationship... meaning hers and mine... to the next level?"
"Are you kidding?" Max gasped delightedly. "One glimpse of your engagement ring tomorrow, and she'll be all over you like an avalanche! Don't forget that once we're married, she won't only be your beloved Professor Higgins, she'll also be your slutty aunt-with-benefits!"
"Then how about you and I having a threesome with her? Once I've watched you fucking her, I know I'll have wet dreams about it for weeks!"
"Absolutely. I know she'll want to do that with us, except it will likely be a foursome, since she'll want to include her wife Kayden."
"She's married? And to a girl? She's a lesbian?" Selina squealed.
"Since she's enjoyed my dick so often, she's hardly a lesbian," Max chuckled. "But yes, she's definitely bisexual. And if you like, we can invite the couple to share our bed all night tomorrow. I love you so much," he added, as he knelt behind her and flipped her onto all fours.
"I love you too, Max," Selina said, before adding, "now plow my asshole, and shoot a load deep inside me."
"Yes, my beloved fiancée," Max agreed, sliding into her already well-gaped and well-fucked back door.
"Yes, my beloved fiancé," Selina moaned, "pound my ass."

The next morning when she woke up, Selina saw some clothing lying in a chair in the corner of Max's bedroom, and a note from Jane informing her this would be her uniform for Christmas Day, and that she should put on this clothing and nothing else, when she and Max were ready to come downstairs for breakfast. The outfit was elegant, but just like Max had said it would be, it was only alleged clothing. It did absolutely nothing to conceal what were normally considered her essential
Then when they arrived downstairs, Jane and Joanne were also only wearing alleged clothing, theirs consisting only of straps. While decorative, their outfits did absolutely nothing to conceal their so-called 'naughty bits'. Men being invariably more boring than women, Derek and Max were wearing pyjama bottoms, although they were at least topless.

Then following breakfast, the men got fully naked, and they retired to the living room, where Selina discovered a bright red Sybian sitting on the floor. Jane informed her that it was a Christmas gift to her from her new family. Which turned out to be particularly fortuitous, since she also informed her that as part of her initiation into the Applebys' extended family today, she was forbidden from having any sex with other people, until the start of the family Christmas party being held at The Blue Lounge at noon. But Selina was more than welcome to enjoy her new toy, while Derek fucked his daughter, and Jane fucked her son.

And then when it was time to leave for the Christmas Party/Orgy, Selina was forbidden from putting anything else on... not even any shoes. So Max hurriedly carried her through the sub-freezing air to the car, where he kept her nice and warm.
When they arrived outside The Blue Lounge, there was a small crowd milling around outside wearing a variety of winter clothing and not, and once Max began carrying Selina towards the entrance, they immediately became the centre of everyone's attention. Max paused long enough to say, "Folks, I only have a moment before Selina turns into an ice cube out here, but I'm happy to inform you I've asked her to marry me, and she said yes! So for all intents and purposes she's now an Appleby, and you all know what that means!"
Everyone cheered, and one woman called out, "Yeah, fresh meat!" while Selina waved her left hand (and her ring!) around excitedly.
Professor Higgins added, while her wife blatantly fingered the normally dignified woman right out in the open, "Girlfriend, I've had my lecherous eye on you ever since my nephew told me you were dating, so get ready for me!"
"The lust is mutual, Professor Hottie, so bring it on!" Selina called back. She then turned her head to Max and complained, "You didn't tell me her wife was black!"
"Why?" he asked, surprised. "Does it matter?"
"Yes!" she replied. "It means tonight's foursome if they agree to it, will be even better!"
Max grinned and called out, "From the way some of you are dressed out here, you'd better get inside as well," and he resumed hurrying his fiancée through her new extended family, and into the warm and inviting strip club.

And so Christmas with Selina's new extended family began.
THE END
Do you want to read more, or does the story end here?
Such as perhaps:
Family Shock: Incestuous Family Orgy
On Christmas Day, Selina joins her new extended family in a massively kinky multi-generational fuck-fest.

Family Shock: Syndom Wedding
Selina gets married in a very unorthodox ceremony. The wedding photographer wanted us to include two shots... the first one from as close up as she could get while including everyone in the shot. as they smiled for the camera. And then she used a drone to take the camera high up into the air, to highlight the fabulous venue, surrounded on almost all sides by ocean. The officiant is Professor Higgins' wife Kaylen. The eight mattresses have been placed in readiness for certain activities to be included in the wedding reception, which will begin immediately after the ceremony.

Family Shock: The Tradition Continues
The much older Selina and Max host an orgy with their children and grandchildren.
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DOUBLE BOOKED & DOUBLE PARKED
"I love you too," Alex said, kissing his beautiful wife Sarah, while Carl was waiting in his car in front of the house.
"You sure you don't have enough time to drop just one more load?" Sarah asked. She was still horny after their fuck and was doing her best to keep at home a little longer. This was the first time since before they met they wouldn't be spending Thanksgiving together.
"I'd love to stay home and fuck you all day..." Alex answered, which was true, and he even felt a bit guilty for lying to her, but he did anyway, "...but Carl is waiting for me outside."
"Carl can wait a while longer," she said, squeezing his cock.
"You're insatiable," he said, shaking his head... even though he'd recently learned that he too could be insatiable... just not in a way he'd ever mention to his wife.
"I still can't believe you're ditching me on Thanksgiving weekend," she sighed, her hand still on her husband's dick, while she played her pout-guilt card, even though she'd already agreed he could go.
"I don't have a choice," he lied, "this weekend is the only time the clients from Germany are willing to meet with us."
"Fine," she sighed dramatically. "Then go."
"I will make it up to you," he promised, planning to bring her some flowers when he came home, and he and Carl had a couples retreat in the works to surprise their wives with during the Christmas break.
"Yeah, yeah, go," she said, knowing he had to leave.
"I love you," he repeated, kissing her one last time.
"Love you too," she said, then lifted her skirt to reveal her naked pussy. "Just think about your furry friend here, while you're stuck in a hotel room with a man."
"I will," he said, although he was pretty sure that would be the last thing on his mind, since he'd be the bottom taking dick this weekend... nine inches of big cock, to be precise.
He headed out, his dick hard... but not because of his wife's current an future charms, but because of the promise of a weekend filled with cock. Not just cock sucking and swallowing load after load, which he'd become addicted to ever since that drunken late night at work six months ago, but they'd be staying at an Airbnb a couple hours away, so he could lose his anal virginity to his best friend and business partner. He adjusted his cock as he walked to the sports car... a perfect car for a sports agent.
Once he climbed inside, Carl asked, having noticed his friend adjusting his dick, "Already thinking of getting that tight ass of yours fucked?"
"Jesus, Carl," Alex said, even though he was indeed excited in his anticipation of getting ass fucked, although he'd be lying if he denied he also felt a fair amount of trepidation. Sucking dick and swallowing was one thing, but taking a cock up his ass was an entirely new level of commitment.
"Don't pretend you're not dying to be my little ass slut all weekend," Carl teased, reaching over and squeezing his friend's... sure enough... hard dick... while they were still parked in front of his house.
"I still have a hard-on 'cause I just finished fucking Sarah," Alex pointed out, wanting Carl to understand he wasn't some faggot... like the two male clients were they'd fucked a couple weeks ago together... when they'd first gotten the idea to push their friendship and mutual cock sucking adventures to something more extreme, although Alex did a lot more of the cock sucking and cum swallowing than Carl.
"Nice," he said. "I fucked Miranda just before I left too. In fact her pussy cum is still on my dick."
"We certainly have great wives," Alex said, the idea of tasting Miranda's pussy juice on his friend's dick popping into his head. He hadn't had Carl's dick in his mouth for a few days, and ever since he'd started sucking Carl, that was perhaps the longest gap of not getting Carl's dick inside his mouth. He couldn't explain why, because he loved his wife and he loved pussy, but there was just something about a cock in his mouth, that dick exploding down his throat, and the delicious taste of cum, he'd gotten addicted to. He'd like to explain it away by saying he was having some mid-life crisis (like he'd read about when he started craving Carl's dick after that first drunken evening), but they were both only twenty-eight. He also couldn't blame a lack of sex, since he and Sarah were trying to get pregnant, so he was getting a lot of sex. It was simply that he loved cock... or at least Carl's cock.
"Yeah, we really do," Carl agreed as he pulled onto the interstate.
"I can't believe we're doing this," Alex said, his dick still hard.
"Doing what?" Carl asked with his usual smirk. He knew Alex would do almost anything to suck his dick. He'd had trouble believing it the first time Alex had sucked him (while they were both drunk) and that he'd sucked Alex, but they both had, and the long-term benefits were amazing! He now had a personal cock sucker at his disposal, which was awesome... he'd dropped at least a load a day in his friend's mouth or on his face ever since... give or take the odd skipped day... plus the last few days.
"You know what?" Alex asked, knowing Carl was about to start making him say dirty things. Carl loved humiliating him while he was sucking his cock, or making him beg to suck his dick, or making him walk around the office after he'd dropped a massive load all over his face late at night when they were working late. There was only a slight chance of someone else working late and catching sight of his facial, but it was possible. And somehow, Alex got off on the humiliation.
"Yes, I do know. Go ahead and say it, faggot," Carl replied.
"Carl, please may I?" Alex began begging immediately. The undercurrent of humiliation frustratingly turned him on, but it also made him question his manhood. For some reason, sucking Carl's dick or Carl sucking his dick didn't feel gay, but begging for it or being called names, did.
"That's a pitiful start, but you'll really be begging for it when I'm nine inches deep inside that sweet ass of yours," Carl forewarned, bluntly throwing it out there. He was really looking forward to doing the one thing with Alex that his wife wouldn't do... anal sex.
Truth be told, although Alex had already agreed to letting him fuck his ass for the first time, that had been in the heat of the moment when he desperately wanted him to come on his face. But now he was very hesitant. Yet deep down he was very curious what it would be like, and he knew that before this weekend was over, and likely before this very day was over, he would no longer be an anal virgin.
"Jesus," Alex sighed, trying to act as if this conversation wasn't turning him on.
"Don't pretend you don't want it," Carl objected. And then he ordered, "Take charge of the steering wheel."
"What? Why?" Alex asked, although he did grab the wheel.
Carl then used his free hands to unzip his pants, then he lifted his ass and pulled his pants and boxers down to his knees, thus releasing his cock.
Alex stared at the amazing, beautiful, nine-inch semi-hard dick that he now lusted after regularly. "You can't be serious?!" he gasped as he struggled to direct his eyes towards the road. But his best friend's majestic dick always sent him careening into an overwhelming state of lust. Just like Alex told himself over and over inside his head... he liked pussy and tits and ass, and a pair of a woman's legs in some nylons were always enticing, but nothing made his mouth water or his mind disappear into a fog bank like this dick always did.
"It's a long drive," Carl said, taking back the wheel while knowing Alex would soon be sucking his dick while he drove , "You must be hungry for my dick; it's been a few days."
"I can live without dick," Alex said with false bravado, trying not to sound like a pathetic dick addict, except he couldn't take his eyes off of that exposed dick. Nor was he sure he could live without dick. The last three days had been excruciating! Which was ridiculous, since during those few days he'd dropped five loads in his wife's fertile womb.
"Riiiiiiight," Carl drawled. He was amused, since he knew that was a lie; his best friend downright craved his dick. "Then I'll just leave my dick out, and if you should happen to get hungry, feel free to help yourself to a snack."
"You can't be serious?" Alex asked again, although he knew his best friend definitely was serious, and that he wouldn't be able to resist the temptation for long.
"Plus, you'll be tasting Miranda's cum," Carl added.
"That is tempting," Alex admitted, trying hard to focus upon the least gay aspect of what he knew he was about to do.
"Go ahead, cock sucker," Carl said, knowing when to push his friend, when to call him names, and reaching over to squeeze his friend's cock, "we both know you're dying to get my dick in your mouth again."
There it was... the name calling... which for reasons Alex didn't understand, enhanced his desire to suck it... made his dick throb... and flipped his switch from being a good-looking and confident straight guy, into an eagerly submissive cock sucking, cum craving faggot.
"Fine," Alex sighed dramatically, as if he didn't really want to do this, and nervously looked around to check if a car was about to pass them, or they'd be passing a car... which was more likely, given Carl's lead foot. Since the coast was clear, Alex began bending down to suck his coworker's cock.
"Whoa, whoa, not so fast!" Carl barked, loving to make his best friend work for his dick. "That didn't sound like you really want... my precious," he finished with a Gollum voice.
"Carl," Alex sighed, his pal's dick now only a couple inches away from his hungry lips. He could even smell Miranda's pussy from here... enhancing his eagerness to wrap his lips around that cock.
"Tell me how much you want it, cum bucket," Carl sneered, "tell me how much you want my big dick in your mouth this soon after you fucked your hot wife."
Alex sighed again. This happened way too often. Carl loved pushing his comfort level, knowing it turned him on. So now he just caved and asked, "Please Carl, may I suck your big dick and swallow your creamy load?"
"That wasn't overly persuasive," Carl said. "You're a salesman, so sell it."
Their job was selling their clients to professional sport teams... they were agents in a small but growing sports market. Thus selling was their job. "Please, Carl, let me suck your huge cock that was just in your beautiful wife's pussy while you drive. Let me be your personal cock sucking, cum taking faggot."
Alex hated the word faggot... yet he loved using it in the heat of the moment. Just one more complex dichotomy of his lust. Oddly, he was always the one who used that word, either calling himself one out loud or in his thoughts. He'd never heard Carl use it even once.
"It might take a while," Carl warned. He and his wife were also trying to get pregnant. The two women were best friends, and they wanted to be pregnant together, "I dropped two loads into Miranda within the past hour."
"I'll suck it for the entire drive if I need to," Alex said as he leaned into Carl's lap, which was a bit uncomfortable with their seatbelts, and he took the almost completely hard dick into his mouth, and indeed did taste Miranda's pussy, which indeed did add to his excitement about sucking this big dick.
"I know you will, cock sucker," Carl taunted, feeling his friend's tongue swirling around his cock head.
Time passed for a good twenty minutes, perhaps more... since time became irrelevant whenever Alex had this dick in his mouth.
Then Carl warned, "I'm getting close, cum dump."
Hearing those words, Alex immediately shifted from his smooth, slow sucking, into hungry, fast bobbing... knowing that whenever Carl called him that... or maybe some other derogatory and humiliating term that meant the same thing... he'd be dumping his load into or onto him almost immediately.
"Oh yeah, suck that dick!" Carl groaned. "Swallow down that warm load of cum you crave so badly!"
And Alex did... both craving the load and then swallowing the load... then he kept right on bobbing throughout the orgasm as eagerly as any porn star, until he felt Carl's hand on his head shoving him down onto his full nine inches... with Alex no longer gagging on the massive dick. Carl often held his face planted on his dick while he erupted... including this time... his warm salty seed smoothly bypassing Alex's mouth (and his taste buds, dammit), and shooting down his throat.
"Oh yeah, cock sucker," Carl groaned, impressively driving safely and dropping a load simultaneously.
Once Carl was spent, he released Alex's head, and Alex pushed himself back up a tad... feeling his usual red-cheeked burn after the task was completed, but also reluctant to leave that 'precious' dick behind.
"Fuck! You suck dick better than any woman does," Carl complimented, meaning it.
"Thanks, I guess," Alex said sheepishly. He appreciated the compliment, but he also realized how pathetic it made him look. Then when he looked down and saw a little more cum on the head of Carl's dick, he felt even more shameful while he leaned back down and lapped up the cum drops.
"You really do love cum, you douche bag," Carl laughed. It was wild that this chick magnet who'd been a complete stud in college, had recently become his personal cock sucker. Nobody would ever believe it!
Alex sat back upright this time, but he didn't say anything. He had no rebuttal to those words. They were true.
About ten minutes later Carl asked out of the blue, "Do you think our wives are fucking each other yet today?"
"Maybe," Alex shrugged, "no, probably." Their wives had been close friends since high school, and it was an open secret that they'd been lesbian fuck buddies since shortly after that... as in long before Alex and Carl had met them.
"The other day Miranda bought a brand-new strap-on to fuck your wife with," Carl informed his friend, having visited the adult shop with his wife when she bought it for exact that.
"Shit, I'd like to see that," Alex said, having watched their two women having sex with each other many times... and having swapped wives with his best friend just about as many times. They were swingers... both couples were... but they'd all gone back to monogamy a couple months ago when the two women decided it was time to get pregnant.
"Yeah, Melinda loves fucking Sarah," Carl said.
"And Sarah loves getting fucked by Melinda," Alex said. "Or any big cock, for that matter."
"Isn't that the truth," Carl agreed. Sarah's public persona was a mild-mannered kindergarten teacher, and no one who knew her from school would ever imagine what a nasty slut she was in private... having been the center of more than one gang bang, and the star performer in a wild twenty-man train on her most recent birthday.
"I'm not complaining, of course," Alex grinned, loving to have a bisexual wife willing to do almost anything... either with him, or telling him all about it later... swinger parties, orgies, lesbian acts, cum walks... a list would be endless.
The phone rang, and they spent the next twenty minutes on the car's speakerphone calming down one of their new clients who with their help was bargaining for a lucrative contract in professional hockey.
After stopping for a piss and some snacks, they headed back on the road. They chatted about clients. They chatted about work. They chatted about the Christmas retreat. Then finally they reached their Airbnb.
"Time for some more fun," Carl said.
"Yeah," Alex agreed, both excited and trepidatious.
"Don't worry," Carl said, "I'll prep your ass really good before I take that anal cherry."
Alex sighed fatalistically as he got out of the car... Carl had parked in front of the house, since there was a car in the driveway.
Carl smiled. Alex was obviously nervous, but he knew that deep down he'd be more than willing once the time came, and he blossomed into his cock-lust mode... no one had ever sucked his cock more willingly and eagerly than Alex, at least after those tentative first few times.
....
Inside the house, Joy, a forty-five-year-old widow and empty nester, was making herself a meal... while trying to hold back her tears, since the day had already been a disaster. First, for the first time since she'd given birth, she wouldn't be spending the thanksgiving weekend with her daughter... who was traveling in Europe with her boyfriend. Second, she'd been chatting with someone online, and the guy had agreed to meet her here four hours ago... after chatting online for months. Alas, he was a no-show. Joy, having hoped to get fucked for the first time in years, was dressed in red lingerie, with matching sexy silk stockings and heels. Since she was alone, she remained in the lingerie and a robe, but then since she was going through an early menopause, she'd gotten too hot and had discarded the robe. She was just starting to prepare a fried chicken meal for herself that she'd hoped to share with Daryl. But alas, she'd be eating it alone.
Her feet hurting, she slipped out of her 'fuck me' heels... which was what she'd called them back when her husband was alive, since they'd almost certainly guaranteed she'd be getting his dick. She sighed as she wiggled her freshly manicured toes. Her manicure, pedicure, and the first Brazilian in her life were all for nothing. Although they did make her feel alive and sexy for the first time in a long time... having felt lost and lonely since her husband had tragically passed.
....
The men grabbed their suitcases and rolled them to the front door. Carl tapped in the six-digit code, and they went inside.
Joy was wearing ear pods, listening to her cooking playlist. She was a chef, and she always prepared her gourmet meals while listening to music, so didn't hear the door open and close.
"Now that we're here, I'm going to drop another load in your cock-sucking mouth before we do anything else," Carl said.
"Sounds good. That's why we're here," Alex agreed. The moment they were inside, he'd shifted into his submissive cock-hungry slut mode.
"Then get down on your knees and get to work," Carl ordered.
"Okay," Alex said, dropping to his knees. He'd learned this position excited him. It felt natural. It was also a lot more comfortable than straining against seat belts in a car.
"I'll drop a load, then we'll get some food and drinks and do some pot, and then I'm taking that anal virginity of yours," Carl listed, as he watched his best friend unzip him and pull down his shorts and underwear.
"I'm still unsure about the fucking," Alex said, as Carl lifted his feet one at a time to step out of his pants and underwear.
"Nonsense. You know you want to be my two-hole fuck toy," Carl said, slapping his friend's face with his hard cock.
"You're just so big," Alex said, as he started stroking the cock he was in lust with.
"All the better to fill you right up with, Little Red," Carl quipped, as Alex licked his hard shaft.
"I'm afraid you'll rip me apart," Alex worried, before he focused on the cock, which from an oral perspective was beautiful and delicious ... and took it between his lips.
"No worries, I'll be sure to prep that asshole good first," Carl assured him as his best friend and business partner began contentedly bobbing on his cock.
Joy was turning the oven on to preheat it, when some unexpected sounds slipped past her ear pods. She took them out and listened... but then she didn't hear anything. She left the kitchen and went into the living room... whereupon she gasped in utter shock! Not only were there two men inside the house she'd rented for a weekend of undisturbed peace, but one of them was naked below the waist (and had a very nice ass), and the other one was giving him a blow job!



"What are you doing in my house?" she bellowed, thankful she was holding a frying pan... not because she'd planned on needing it for defense, but she'd been about to use it for sautéing some sliced bell peppers of various colours. But since it was handy, she raised it in the air, hopefully preparing for anything!
Alex's eyes went wide... he couldn't see anything with seven of Carl's nine inches in his mouth... and now he had an upset witness?!
Carl looked over his shoulder and saw a slightly chubby but very pretty, lingerie-clad woman staring at them fiercely waving a frying pan in the air. "Um, uh... I don't know who you are, but we rented this house for the weekend," he answered, as Alex backed off of his cock and stood up, his cheeks burning red with humiliation.
"You did? I booked this house for the weekend," Joy retorted, as Carl turned to face her, and she couldn't help glancing down at his very long, impressive dick... substantially larger than her late husband's.
"We booked it for the weekend," Carl repeated as he grabbed for his trousers, and he also admired the voluptuous woman in her lingerie. "I have the paperwork in my pants."
"I have paperwork too, I..." Then Joy noticed that both men were staring at her, and she remembered she was half naked. The lingerie was sexy, see through, and was totally inadequate for concealing her large breasts, and her shaved pussy was completely visible, since she'd chosen to go commando today... like Rachel in Friends (she'd had to look up the term 'commando' when she saw the episode in reruns a couple months ago). "Oh my God!" she squealed, scurrying into the kitchen and putting her robe back on.
"Fuck!" Alex groaned, humiliated he'd been caught sucking dick by a stranger, yet also turned on, since he had a thing for women in stockings, and also for big-bodied women.
"Possibly," Carl said, as he pulled the rental contract out of his jeans.
"Maybe you should put that away," Alex suggested.
"Or maybe not. Did you see the look in her eyes when she saw it?" Carl asked. "They went big, just like yours always do."
Joy came back wearing her robe, and dug into her purse.
Carl decided not to put his dick away, so he just let it lead him over to her, and he handed her the proof that they'd rented this house.
Joy pulled out hers, and handed it to him.
They both looked at the duplicate paperwork.
"Jesus," Joy sighed, seeing confirmation that they'd indeed booked this same house.
"Well, isn't that something," Carl said. "We both have it booked for the weekend."
"That can't be right," Alex said.
"Except it is," Carl said.
Joy started to cry.
"Maybe it's okay," Alex said, going over to her (fully dressed). "This is a pretty big house; perhaps we can all stay here." Sure, that would put a huge damper on their weekend plans, but it was the right thing to do.
"You think so?" Joy asked, wiping tears from her eyes, just as Alex's phone rang.
"That's Sarah," Alex said.
"You're married?" Joy asked, perplexed because she'd interrupted him sucking off his friend.
"We both are," Carl said, showing her the wedding ring on his hand.
"Oh," she said.
"Yeah, truth be told, that's why we're here," Carl added.
"What do you mean?" Joy asked. She was quite confused, yet curious, as she glanced down to see his hard cock still out in the open.
"May I be frank with you?" Carl asked, seeing no reason to hide the truth. He didn't know this woman, and although Alex had already said she could stay, he wasn't going to let that interfere with his plan to fuck his buddy's ass.
"Well, you've already seen me almost naked, and I've seen you getting a blow job from another man," Joy reasoned, "so I guess we're past any initial awkwardness." She once again looked down at his huge dick.
"Good point," Carl laughed. "So here goes. Alex and I are best friends and business partners. Our wives are also best friends, and they're both trying to get pregnant right now, and a few weeks ago after a late night at work and some alcohol and pot gummies, Alex and I started fooling around, and we ended up blowing each other."
"Oh my!" Joy said. The blow job she'd witnessed a few minutes ago was the first time she'd ever seen two men doing anything sexual other than kissing on some soap operas.
"Yeah," Carl said, "I know what you must think of us, but my friend just loves sucking my dick. He can't get enough of it."
"Carl, Jesus Christ!" Alex objected after a brief conversation with his wife confirming they'd arrived safely, then only hearing the last couple of sentences and wondering what else Carl had said.
"Am I wrong?" Carl asked smugly.
Alex sighed. "Please, not here."
"Knees," Carl ordered.
"Carl, please don't," Alex pleaded.
But Carl turned to him, and the kryptonite of his new existence... Carl's perfectly hard, long, slightly curved cock... was now pointing directly at him, like the baton of a stern, dominant orchestra conductor... plus, the monosyllabic order, 'Knees,' also turned him on in ways he didn't understand... it instantly flipped him from straight to cock sucker. From assertive salesman to submissive slave.
"Knees, now!" Carl barked, this formula having worked every time. His best friend turned into a submissive cock sucker just at the sight of his big cock, but never before had they had an audience.
Alex whined, "But this lady will see me doing it."
"She already has," Carl reminded him. Then not able to recall the name he'd seen on the form, he turned and asked, "what's your name, ma'am?"
"I'm Joy," the woman responded with growing fascination and horniness.
"Our new friend Joy has already seen you with my cock in your mouth," Carl expanded on his previous statement. "And after seeing this pretty woman in her transparent lingerie, I really need to drop a load."
"Thanks," Joy said, blushing. It had been a long time since a man had given her a compliment about her body, and even longer since a man had seen her pussy.
"Would you like to see Alex here suck my cock?" Carl asked.
Alex was wavering. God, did he want to suck that cock. God, was hr hungry. Whenever he saw that cock, it turned him into a cock-hungry, cum-craving faggot. But now if someone was watching, even a stranger, it would be a whole new level of humiliation.
Joy considered the offer for just a few moments before she answered, "Yes, please. I do believe I would."
"There you have it, Alex," Carl said, pointing at the carpeted floor and snapping his fingers. "She wants to watch you suck my dick, I want you to suck my dick, and you always want to suck my dick. It's unanimous!"
"Yes, please do it, Alex," Joy added, by now the idea really turning her on... she felt her long-neglected pussy tingling.
"Fine," Alex said, dropping down to his knees before the majestic cock, pretending he didn't really want to do it... even though it was all he wanted to do.
"Don't act like you don't want to suck my cock," Carl reproved, as Alex reached for his shaft. "It's not even believable."
"Okay, I do want to," Alex said with frustration. "Is that what you want to hear? That I'm dying to suck your big hard cock in front of this hot woman?"
"Manners. The hot woman's name is Joy," Carl pointed out.
"Yes, Carl. I want to suck your cock in front of Joy," Alex said, then he leaned forward and took it in his mouth.
"There you go, cock sucker," Carl moaned, as Alex began bobbing slowly on his dick... trained by now always to start slow.
"Oh my," Joy said, her eyes wide, her exclamation both because she was watching a man sucking another man, and the words flowing out of Carl's mouth. She didn't understand why, but she found this situation as hot as fuck. Truth be told, she wouldn't mind being on her knees sucking that cock too. "Do you dominate him like this all the time?"
"Nope. We're best friends, co-owners of a business, and most of the time we're completely equal," Carl explained, enjoying both the blow job and the audience. "But whenever my dick is out in the open, everything changes. Suddenly I'm in charge, and he becomes my obedient cock sucker. He obeys all my orders. He'll go to any lengths necessary to suck my dick and get my load."
"Oh my," Joy repeated.
"Isn't that right, cum bucket?" Carl asked, reveling in his power.
Alex took the cock out of his mouth, and looked up at Joy, oddly utterly ashamed, yet equally excited, "Yes, Joy. Once I see his huge majestic dick, I turn into a mindless, cock-hungry cum-craving faggot, willing to do almost anything for him for permission to suck his dick and swallow his load."
"Oh my," Joy could easily empathize with him, and she moaned out loud upon hearing his wicked admissions.
"And you'll also take it on your face," Carl prompted.
"Yes, and I love taking a big... warm... gooey load all over my face!" Alex had switched to bragging now, before he resumed sucking the dick... finding the guts to say those things out loud, things he wished he could say to his wife; and saying them made his cock throb inside his pants. It felt so good to be uttering these confessions out loud. It was liberating in ways he couldn't explain.
"Wow," Joy said, her pussy burning.
"We actually came here this weekend so I can take his anal cherry," Carl added to the plethora of shocking details.
"Really?" Joy asked. She'd used to love a dick up her ass whenever she could find a man to pound her asshole.
"Yeah. My wife won't take it in the ass, so I figure my cock slut boyfriend needs to do it for me," Carl explained.
"That's so hot," Joy said, then she covered her mouth. "Oops! Is that bad?"
"Not at all," Carl reassured her, a little surprised by the sentiment. "Do you really think so?"
"Yeah, I really do," Joy said avidly watching the cock sucking.
"Then you're most welcome to watch," Carl offered graciously.
Alex heard this exchange and felt his cheeks burning with embarrassment and shame... but as usual, his lust for cock overrode all his other inclinations.
"Really?" Joy asked.
"Sure! I mean you're already watching this cock sucking," Carl said. "Although before I roger his ass, we'll likely need to get him a little high."
"I used to find that alcohol works a treat," Joy suggested with a coy smile.
"Mmmmm, you sexy minx," Carl leered. Learning that this chubby woman used to take it up the ass was really hot, as was the idea of him fucking her doggy style in the near future. As has been said, he and his wife, as well as Alex and Sarah, had open marriages. It was fine for the men to fuck other women, and for the women to fuck other men and women, although so far all this fucking had almost exclusively been when one or both couples were together... and their newish guy-guy playing hadn't yet been mentioned to their wives. Yet there had been the odd time when these rules hadn't been followed all that strictly, like when Alex and Carl had spit-roasted a woman in her late fifties to seal a deal for a client, or the time Alex's wife Sarah had fucked a professional quarterback in the NFL... which had eventually led to the partnership acquiring two new clients. But mostly they only swapped together.
"I used to be pretty wild," Joy admitted, impressed by how smoothly this present day cock sucker was taking the majority of that long dick. She wasn't sure she could manage to do that... his dick was a good three inches longer than her late husband's... although her husband's had been thicker.
"I bet you were," Carl said, another load beginning to bubble in his balls.
Joy watched intently as the man on his knees kept sucking, her pussy begging for attention.
Carl said, "You can rub yourself if you want. It's obvious this action is turning you on."
"I don't know," Joy said hesitantly, even though she really did want to touch herself.
"I've already seen your shaved pussy, Joy," Carl said, "and of course you've seen my dick."
"I guess that's true," Joy admitted as she watched the cock sucker really working over that cock.
"Why don't you open up that robe and just allow your body to let loose," Carl suggested.
Alex listened intently, while focusing equally intently on sucking the dick in his mouth. He was fascinated, although not surprised, by Carl's ability to manipulate this woman... he was always a smooth operator.
After a brief ponder, Joy shrugged and said, "Okay, why not?"
"Why not indeed," Carl concurred, as he watched the pretty woman open her robe. She didn't take it off, but her nylon-clad legs were in full view, her tits were begging to break through the fragile fabric holding them in place, and her shaved pussy, now glistening with wetness, looked like it was ready to play.
Joy moved her hand to her pussy and said, emboldened by the wild situation, "That's it! Suck that big cock!"
"There you go," Carl approved, his balls beginning to bubble as he admired the MILF's body... already pondering whether Miranda would agree that she qualified as a hall pass chick.
"Take that big dick all the way inside your mouth, Joy urged, now rubbing her pussy.
"You heard her, cum slut," Carl agreed, "show our new companion how you can make all nine inches disappear into your mouth."
It had taken some practice, but Alex could now swallow all nine inches without gagging, and within certain limited circles (Carl, and now Joy) he was proud of his accomplishment. If he was going to be a cock sucker, he was determined to be a fucking amazing one,
"It looks like all of nine inches," Joy observed.
"Yeah, I'm blessed," Carl shrugged.
"I'd like to be blessed by it too," Joy said, hoping she wasn't being too forward, as the cock sucker... she couldn't remember his name... Adam, or something like that...really did devour all nine inches!
"If you play your cards right, you might receive that blessing," Carl flirted, about to bust a nut.
"Mmmm," Joy hummed, the idea of fucking Carl, even though he was married, was very appealing. She unsnapped the crotch of her teddy and rubbed herself harder.
"Should I shoot my load in his mouth, or all over his face, Joy?" Carl asked.
"I get to choose?" she squealed. "Then on his face, please," the idea hot and the visual intriguing. Sure, she'd taken numerous facials in her life, and she'd also given a few, since she was quite the squirter, but she'd never seen a man take another man's load, and she was excited! She kept rubbing her pussy.
"You're saying you want to me to unload a massive load all over my cock sucker's face?" Carl asked.
"Yes, please! Coat his face with your cum!" Joy cried out with a moan, still rubbing, her orgasm getting close too.
"How about you come when I come," Carl suggested.
"I'm sure I can do that! I won't last much longer," Joy agreed, franticly rubbing herself.
"Me neither," Carl said. "Then come right now, Joy! I'm about to erupt!"
Carl pulled out at the last moment and spewed a load all over his friend's face.
Seeing that massive cock shooting those cannonballs of cum onto his willing friend was the final straw for Joy, and she let out a whimper of a scream (picture her screaming with her mouth closed) as a flood of cum gushed out of her.
"Oh yeah! Spray that cum everywhere!" Carl cheered, wishing he'd known she was a squirter... then he would have played this situation differently, so she'd be inundating his face.
"Ooooooooh," she moaned, her body arching way back, and her legs twitching as a torrent of cum gushed out of her.
Alex, once Carl had finished spewing all over his face, turned to the voluptuous MILF to watch the final spasms of her orgasm.
A minute later Carl ordered, "Cock sucker... that load stays on your face until I say otherwise."
"Is that really necessary?" Alex asked. Joy was right her with them, after all.
"Whenever I give you an order, it's necessary," Carl confirmed.
"Oh, God, how horribly delightful," Joy approved, still experiencing some of the intense waves from her intense orgasm.
"And I have another idea," Carl said.
"I can't wait to hear it," Alex said, his face dripping with cum, as he stood up. Wearing it was humiliating, but as has been said, that was a plus.
"I think we should all hang out together naked," Carl suggested, as both men admired the beautiful older woman.
Alex liked this idea and chirped in, "Of course since Joy's see-through lingerie isn't hiding anything, she can keep it on."
"If you're enjoying the view, then of course," Joy agreed. She checked out Carl's cock... which was still hard... and then looked at the white-cum-faced cock sucker, who was still wearing all his clothes, and said, "Time to strip, Adam."
"My name is Alex," he corrected.
"Sorry," she apologized. "Then Alex, please show me what you're working with."
"All right," he said. There was no point in refusing, after she'd watched him doing what he just did.
"The shirt stays on until the cum dries," Carl instructed.
"Fine," Alex said, and he undid his pants and pulled them down, along with his underwear, revealing that his seven-inch dick was rock hard.
"Still hard from sucking my dick, I see," Carl smirked.
"It could also be from seeing this pretty lady in her sexy hide-nothing lingerie," Alex countered... the truth was it was both.
"I can't counter that argument," Carl said, as both men turned to admire the charms displayed rather than hidden by Joy's lingerie and open robe.
"You know, why not?" she shrugged. She had planned to wear this lingerie for a man she hadn't ever met, and now she'd be wearing it for two different strangers... except in the past little while she'd gotten to know them rather perversely and intimately.
She stood up and slowly, going for sexy, the forty-five-year-old MILF stood up, causing the robe to open wider, before she slid it off her shoulders and let it drop to the floor.
"You're truly beautiful," Alex complimented.
"Yes. You radiate beauty," Carl added.
"Awww... you two," Joy giggled, all flustered.
"So, why did we find you here all alone?" Carl asked. "Are you expecting someone?"
"I was, but he stood me up."
"What an asshole," Alex said, admiring those legs in nylons and her pretty, manicured feet.
Carl meanwhile was admiring the huge tits.
"Yeah, what dumb ass would fail to show up for you and this over-the-top outfit00" Carl asked, gesturing towards her lingerie... and her hot body.
"It was an online thing," she explained, "I was so stupid to believe he cared about me!" She then burst into tears.
Alex hurried over and wrapped his arms around her, saying, "You're not stupid at all. You're beautiful, and you deserve a man who sees that."
"T-t-thanks," she said through her tears. The hug was innocent, but it felt so good after a few years of never being touched or comforted at all. Brad's funeral was filled with endless hugs of course, and full of comforting, but soon life moved on, and the consoling faded.
"Yes, you deserve a real man who knows how to treat a real woman," Carl agreed, planting the seeds for fucking this woman sometime this weekend. And also perhaps to spit-roast her, or even double penetrate her, since she took it up the ass... or at least she had in the past, and she hadn't said anything negative about the experience.
But their efforts only made Joy cry even more. "AAAAND... This is the first Thanksgiving in twenty years I haven't spent with my daughter."
"Oh no, I'm so sorry for your loss," Alex consoled, guess the daughter must have passed.
"No, she's not dead," Joy managed to laugh while still crying, now snuggling into the man's warm cocoon, "she's just on a trip in Europe with her boyfriend."
"Glad to hear it. And in any case, you're not alone now," Carl said, as he went to grab some THC-infused gummies.



"Absolutely. Unless you need to leave, we'll be with you the whole weekend," Alex assured her.
"That's so sweet," Joy said gratefully, her teardrops falling more slowly now. Then a moment later, she finally remembered she'd been preparing supper when the two men had arrived. "Oh crap, I was making dinner."
"So you weren't carrying the frying pan for a weapon," Carl joked. (She'd set it down a long time ago.)
"No, just for cooking," she laughed as she rushed to the kitchen, giving the men a great view of her wide ass through her red, transparent teddy.
"Jesus!" Alex said, grabbing his dick (now soft) for a moment.
"Yeah," Carl agreed, grabbing his too.
The men went and put their suitcases in a room, Carl grabbed the gummies, they both took a piss, individually of course, and they headed back to the kitchen.
Joy was frying vegetables now and the chicken was in the oven.
"Smells delicious," Alex said.
"It should," she said, "it's what I do."
"You cook?" Alex asked.
"I'm a professional chef," she said. "I own the Destiny Bistro downtown."
"No way!" Alex said, since that was where he and Sarah had gone just two weeks ago for their eighth wedding anniversary. "I love that place! It's a two-hour drive from where I live, but for special occasions, it's well worth the trip."
"Why thank you," she smiled. Her restaurant was the one place she could always go to, which unfortunately was why she'd gained fifteen pounds during her lonely COVID times... and then had never lost them.
"We thought we'd go out and pick up something for dinner," Carl said.
"Nonsense," she said, "I'll make supper for you. Or actually, I already am making your supper."
"You sure?" Alex asked.
"I am," she nodded. "I started making it for someone else, but no way do I want any of it to go to waste."
"Well, if you insist," Alex said.
"I do insist," she said, admiring his thick cock... It wasn't as long as Carl's, but she loved thick dicks too.
"Well, thank you very much," Alex said as Carl handed him a gummy.
Carl then went to the pretty lady. "Would you like one?"
"Is it pot?" she asked as Carl offered her a red one.
"It is," Carl said. "It will relax you."
"I could certainly use some relaxation," she said, looking at the gummy bear. It looked exactly like the variety a child would eat.
"It'll be a start, anyway. Then later on, we can relax you some more," Carl said, suave as always.
Joy put the loaded candy into her mouth and chewed on it.
"There you go, girl," Carl approved.
"I can't believe I just did that," Joy said, shaking her head at her own decision.
"Thanks to Fate, this weekend is so we three can just let loose and let go," Carl said.
"I'll give that a try," Joy said, loving the sight of these two dicks just hanging out. They were both flaccid, but that didn't matter right now. And nevertheless, part of her wanted to drop to her knees and suck them; another part of her wanted to get bent over and spit-roasted; part of her wanted to have these two big dicks double penetrating her. She'd experienced all those activities in her much younger days... her slender days.
Then for the next twenty minutes while Joy made supper, they chatted about genetic life. Not anything too personal.
They then ate... no, they dined on... an amazing meal, while the men complimented the chef over and over... almost with every bite they sampled.
That night after dessert, they watched Planes, Trains and Automobiles (the only Thanksgiving movie they could think of), sipped on some drinks, and chatted some more.
(Yes, by this time both men were totally naked and Joy was still wearing her display-everything-I've-got lingerie, all of which maintained a sexy undercurrent to their interactions, but nobody particularly dwelled on their nudity.)
As they went to get more drinks right after the unforgettable 'Those Aren't Pillows' scene, they were all still kind of in that limbo where they were absent-mindedly going to do something more than they already had, when Joy said, "Thanks for letting me stay, guys."
"Thanks for letting us stay," Alex replied.
"Either way, I'm sure happy all three of us are here," she said, a little tipsy and a little high. "This weekend would have been totally depressing if I was alone."
"We're happy we could be here to keep you company," Alex said.
"Yeah, we're very happy," Carl added, his tone quite different, and his intent clear.
"I know why you're happy," she said, gazing down at Carl's long dick, which still wasn't hard, but it looked like it was coming to life.
"What can I say? Carl shrugged.
"Where's your daughter right now?" Alex said, trying to show more compassion.
"London."
"That's a great place," Carl said.
"Yeah, lots to do," Alex agreed.
"Yeah, and I even encouraged her to go," she said, tears beginning to stream again, she missed her so much, "I just didn't realize she'd be away on Thanksgiving."
"I imagine it's tough," Alex sympathized.
"Harder than I thought, that's for sure," Joy said, as Alex gave her another hug.
"Harder than this?" Carl asked, waving his most recent erection around playfully.
"I doubt that anything is harder than that," Joy said with a laugh. "And I was really looking forward to... um..."
"Um, what?" Carl asked, admiring her perfectly fuckable body.
"Getting fucked good," she said bluntly, the alcohol and pot gummy having really opened her up so she was saying the things she usually kept bottled up.
"By some big cock?" Carl asked, wiggling his dick again.
"Well, in truth, the guy I had in mind wasn't as big as either of you two studs," Joy said, switching her eyes back and forth between their impressive members.
"You always turn conversations to sex," Alex accused.
"And you always want my dick," Carl countered, as they all went from the kitchen to the living room.
"On that note,' Joy said, "I have to ask... how did you two get into a sexual relationship?"
"Sexual relationship?" Carl laughed. "We're in a relationship?"
"Okay then, how did Alex become your cock sucker?" she asked bluntly.
"Hey!" Alex objected. "For the record, he sucks my cock too."
"Does he?" Joy said, looking a little curious.
"On occasion," Carl admitted, "but generally speaking, we have a pretty one-sided..." (chuckle) "...relationship?"
"But what I'm asking is how did it start?"
"Well, we were out of town together for a week, and we'd just phoned to chat with our wives, and they promised us a wild weekend when we got back," Carl started.
"And we were quite drunk," Alex stressed.
"Yes, he really wants you to know the first time he sucked my cock and became my cock sucker, he was very drunk," Carl smirked.
"But I was," Alex repeated.
"Granted. But were you drunk earlier today when you sucked me in front of Joy?"
"No," Alex admitted. "But I was that first time!"
"Yes, we both were," Carl agreed. "Anyway, we happened to rent a porn film on the television called Anal Coeds."
"Actually, it was Anal College Girls," Alex pointed out.
"Thanks for clarifying that essential point," Carl said dryly. "Actually, why don't you come over here and suck my cock, while I tell the story. I could do without the, interruptions, and you're likely craving some more cum."
"But Carl, I...."
"Now, cock sucker!"
"Please do, Alex, I'd love to watch you suck his dick again," Joy said.
"Um, okay," Alex said. He stood up from the couch, sidled past Joy, dropped to his knees, and took the hard cock into his mouth.
"You're one lucky man," Joy said.
"Who? Me or Alex?" Carl asked.
"Actually, you both are," she said. "So what I should say is you're two lucky men. It looks like a perfect 'friends with benefits' arrangement."
"It definitely has a lot of benefits," Carl agreed, as Alex worked on only his cock head for now.
"So please go on with your story, "Joy said, dying to hear the rest of it.
"Well, I suggested after a couple of scenes, since I was rock hard and could see that he was too, that we get undressed and jerk off. Alex, not surprisingly, didn't go along with the idea... at least not first," Carl explained.
"I thought it was too weird and gay," Alex said, briefly coming up for air.
"Keep sucking," Carl ordered. "So I pulled my shorts and underwear down and started stroking my cock."
"That's a hot visual," Joy said.
"Alex looked surprised, but after a couple of minutes, he was continuously glancing at my cock, hoping I wouldn't notice," Carl said. "Isn't that right, Alex?"
'I couldn't believe how big you were," Alex admitted.
"So as casually as he could, he sighed his now trademark faux sigh, said, 'fuck it', and he stripped as well."
"I imagine a dick like yours would be hard to resist, even for a man," Joy said, using all her willpower not to grab that huge dick... and then to straddle it.
"Yeah, it quickly became impossible for him to resist," Carl said. "Isn't that right, cock sucker?"
"Yes, I love your cock," Alex agreed without hesitation.
"Since then, he's sucked me in his home bathroom while our wives were downstairs, and blown me in the garage when we were fixing his car. That time his wife came out, but she only saw me standing on the other side of the car," Carl said.
"That's so hot," Joy said.
"I was terrified," Alex said.
"I imagine," Joy laughed.
"After a few more minutes, I said, 'Go ahead and stroke my dick, Alex, it's obvious you want to.' Of course, he denied wanting to. But I kept pushing him, and eventually he grabbed my dick and started stroking it."
"That's so hot," Joy repeated.
"I tried to resist, I really did," Alex interjected from his knees. "But I just couldn't. It was like he had a magnet inside his cock drawing me towards it."
"I can understand that," Joy empathised, feeling herself drawn towards it too.
"So I reached over and stroked Alex's dick too. After a few minutes of slow stroking, I could tell he was completely captivated by my dick; he was hardly even watching that redhead getting double penetrated anymore. I suggested, 'Why not take the next step Alex? Put it in your mouth'. He resisted, saying, 'I'm not gay.' But ignoring his protest, I placed my hand on his head and gently guided his mouth to my dick. 'Go ahead, we both know you want to suck my dick,' I encouraged him, and to my surprise... well, I was a little surprised, anyway... he opened his mouth and took it between his lips."
"So hot," Joy repeated.
"I'd like to mention that I hesitated a bit longer than that," Alex interjected.
"By what, five seconds?" Carl teased.
"No, not quite that long," Alex joked. He remembered that first moment... his confusion... his uncontrollable desire... his inability to refuse... his having no power over his own actions in the moment he'd switched from completely straight to somewhere in a gray area.
"Now show Joy what an accomplished cock sucker you've become," Carl instructed.
"It's really hot learning how two muscular, good-looking married men started having gay sex together," Joy praised.
"Yeah. While I don't suck much cock," Carl said, "I don't mind one in my mouth once in a while, like I did that first night after I unloaded mine in his mouth."
"So hot," Joy moaned, moving her fingers to her pussy.
"Ya wanna come watching my personal cock sucker blow me?" Carl asked.
"I do," Joy said.
"Then finger fuck yourself," Carl ordered. "Slide a couple of fingers into that pretty pink pussy."
"Yes, sir," Joy moaned as she obeyed, spreading her legs wider, and sliding two fingers deep inside her wanton pussy.
"Oh yeah, cock sucker! Put on a good show for Joy," Carl ordered.
Alex responded by bobbing hungrily, looking forward to earning his third load of the day. Although the second one had been wasted all over his face... this one he wanted to swallow.
"Yeah! Suck that cock," Joy cheered.
"Hear that, cock sucker?" Carl asked.
"Mmmmmmm," Alex moaned, as he reached for his own cock and started stroking.
"Yeah, take all of that fucking dick," Joy moaned, as she stuck three fingers deep inside herself, imagining it was one of those two dicks.
"Oh yeah, faster," Carl groaned, his orgasm rising as his friend worked his dick over, and he watched the three fingers filling Joy's pussy over and over.
"Oh yeah! Come in his mouth," Joy moaned, her own orgasm closing in on her.
"Yeah, you want that? Whaddya think, Alex? You want my load in your mouth?" Carl asked.
"Mmmmhmmmm," Alex responded, furiously devouring the big dick. He was about to earn that load!
"Get ready for it, cum bucket," Carl warned.
"Yeah! Take it all! Swallow his load!" Joy babbled franticly, as if her favourite basketball team was about to take the lead in a close game. She too was about to burst!
"Fuck!" Carl grunted, and he deposited his load in his buddy's mouth.
"Yeeeeeeeees!" Joy screamed, her orgasm ripping through her almost simultaneously with Carl's.
Alex swallowed the creamy load without slowing down his efforts at all.
A minute later, Alex stood up, stroking his cock.
"Do you mind giving him a foot job?" Car asked. "He has a thing for nylons."
"Mmmmmmm," Joy purred, raising her feet to Alex's fat cock. "Fuck yourself between my soles, Alex."
Alex grabbed Joy's silky sheer feet, slid his dick between them, and furiously pumped his dick. "Oh fuck," he grunted, and embarrassingly, he spewed his load onto her nylon-clad feet, and her legs and body in less than fifteen seconds.
"Shit, man," Carl laughed.
"Yes, come all over me!" Joy urged him. She'd never done this before, and she found it hot.
"Sorry," Alex apologized, as he finished coming.
"No worries," she said, as she moved her feet up and down his cock... his cum lubricating the contact.
A minute later, Joy moved her feet away, scooped up some cum from her belly, and slathered it into her mouth.
Alex sat back down beside her, and Carl resumed playing the movie.
Another drink each, a second movie, and at various points during that time, all three of them fell asleep on the couch.
.....
The next morning:
Joy woke up first, leaning against Carl, while Alex's head was lying on her shoulder. Last night came back to her, and she smiled. She glanced down, and saw Carl's flaccid dick resting between his legs.
She was tempted to bend down and suck its head.
Alex felt Joy moving, which slowly woke him up. He sat up straight, and Joy turned to him and whispered, "I've got a cool idea."
"Yeah?" Alex asked, rubbing the sleep from his eyes.
"Yeah, let's wake him up with a double blow job."
"A double blow job?" Alex asked. "What's that?"
"We'll suck him together," she explained.
"Oh."
"You don't like?"
"No, no, it's a great idea," he said. With the idea planted, his mouth instantly started watering... Carl's cock in their mouths for breakfast!
He stood up.
Joy did too, glancing down at Alex's morning wood.
Alex then knelt in front of his sleeping friend, and so did Joy. They each moved a leg apart, the big flaccid dick flopping before them.
"I'll start with his balls," Joy whispered, and she bent down and started licking the ball sac.
"Okay," Alex said, as he leaned forward and against her a little, and he took the flaccid cock in his mouth. Once thing he'd never experienced before and found fascinating was the soft cock hardening in his mouth. It was magical!
"Ohhhhh, nice," Carl moaned, as even before he opened his eyes, he felt some lips wrapped around his cock, and then as he became more aware, he realized a second pair of lips was on his balls. He opened his eyes and sat up to see Alex and Joy both working together to pleasure him.
"Good morning," Joy greeted, and she sucked a ball back into her mouth.
"Now this is how a man should be awakened," Carl moaned, his hardened dick inside Alex's mouth.
"Agreed," Joy said, still sucking the big ball.
"Alex, I think you'll have a new task to start each workday," Carl said.
"Mmmmmmmm," Alex moaned. That would be a great weekday morning snack.
"Yeah, you love my cock so much, don't you, cum deposit?" Carl said, now fully awake.
"I love it so much," Alex agreed, taking the almost hard cock out of his mouth to answer, before resuming waking it up.
"I haven't ever had you suck on my balls, though," Carl said. "Why don't you two switch?"
"Okay," Joy said, her lips tugging on a ball before she relocated her mouth a few inches away.
"Okay," Alex said, a little disappointed, since he always wanted that cock in his mouth.
Joy smiled and said cheerily, "Good morning," before she took the cock in her mouth.
"Indeed it is," Carl moaned, as Alex bent down and took the wet ball sac in his mouth and located a testicle. He wasn't sure what to do next, so he just sucked on it as if he was giving it a tongue bath. Carl must have approved, because he said, "Oh yeah, you two are really working me over!"
"Mmmmmmmm," they both moaned in unison.
Carl's first load of the day never took very long, regardless of who was working his dick over, and after three or four more minutes of double pleasuring, he was getting ready to burst.
Alex slurped back and forth between the two balls, finding the task more fun than he thought it'd be, although he still preferred that big hard dick in his mouth.
Meanwhile, Joy's pussy was on fire at the thrill of a cock in her mouth. Sure, she'd rather have it in her pussy, but she really wanted to taste a load.
"Oh shit, I'm about to come," Carl warned.
Joy wanted the cum all to herself, so selfishly, she kept bobbing, her insatiable slut self rising from its long-dormant state, while Alex kept working on the balls.
"Oh fuuuuck!" Carl grunted. His dick pulsated, and then it shot its load into the woman's mouth.
Joy kept bobbing as the gooey, salty seed gushed through her mouth and down her throat.
Alex felt a rush of jealousy from Joy getting all that creamy cum he was craving as he sat up and watched.
"Don't worry, the next load is going in your asshole," Carl smiled.
"That's not at all what I was thinking," Alex lied, as he watched the pretty woman sucking his favourite dick.
"Sure, sure," Carl scoffed, as Joy slowed down and nursed the dick for a couple more minutes... long after the last drop of cum had reached her belly.
Eventually Joy stood up, looked at Alex, and apologized, "I'm sorry, fellow cock sucker. I just had to have that load all to myself."
"No worries," Alex responded, pretending he wasn't disappointed to have missed out on that load of cum.
"I'll make it up to you by making you two breakfast," she said. "Why don't you two go shower, and I'll whip up some omelettes."
"Sounds good," Carl said, standing up and heading to the washroom.
Alex showered next and when he returned, still naked, unsure of what today's dress code was, but hoping for the best, he saw Carl... also naked... had mixed them some mimosas.
They had a delicious breakfast, a couple mimosas each, a gummy each, and while Carl turned on the television, Joy went to shower, and Alex washed the dishes.
Joy sauntered out a good hour later, wearing only a garter-belt and black stockings. She asked, "Do you mind some bare skin? It's rather hot in here."
"We definitely don't mind," Alex leered (in a good way).
"In fact, we insist upon you dressing like that," Carl said. "Your big tits were meant to live free."
"They are a handful," she smiled.
"Two handfuls," Carl amplified, going over to her and cupping her massive tits.
"So big that maybe you need some help," Alex said, as he went over, and they each cupped a breast and sucked on a hard nipple. Carl asked, as he worshipped that nipple, "When was the last time you got laid, Joy?"



Joy was a little tipsy, not used to drinking in the morning, and was also definitely a little high. She replied, "I don't really remember. Maybe sometime in 2018?"
"Jesus Christ!" Carl gasped.
"No way!" Alex said.
"Unless you count my vibe, my suction cup wall dildo, or my secret relationship with my vibrating sex partner the washing machine," Joy said wickedly. The pot had seemed to have eliminated the last trace of any moral fibre she might have once had.
"Well, that's hot," Alex said.
"I suppose. But it's not quite the same as getting a really hard dick pounding me," Joy said bluntly, as she not-so-subtlety glanced at both dicks, before she even less subtlety took both cocks in her hands.
"Yeah, there's nothing like a real hard dick, is there Alex?" Carl teased, his dick hard, as usual.
"Yeah, Alex. Isn't there a plan in the works for Carl to take your anal cherry?" Joy asked wickedly. "How about today?"
"Oh no, not the two of you ganging up on ne," Alex moaned.
"Tell her how much you love my dick, Alex," Carl said.
"It's a great fucking dick," Joy said, admiring it... doing all she could to not bend over and take it into her pussy. These two men might be having gay relations with each other, but they were still married, she kept reminding herself.
"Thanks," Carl said.
Alex didn't respond, even as he too glanced at his friend's crotch.
"Tell her, Alex," Carl ordered, "tell her how much you love my dick."
High, and yes indeed craving that dick, Alex emitted his trademark sigh.
"Yes, tell me Alex. Tell me how much you love Carl's dick," Joy urged, enormously turned on as she stroked both dicks.
"Fine," Alex said, "I love Carl's dick."
"That was pathetic," Joy said, "this is a huge dick, and it deserves to be worshipped and praised to the high heavens."
"Yeah, you can do a lot better than that," Carl agreed.
Alex looked at Joy, then down at his friend's dick, and then answered, "I love Carl's dick. I crave it in my mouth. I need his cum. I need to be his cum bucket. His cock sucker." His words were making his own cock twitch.
"And my bottom too," Carl added, enjoying Joy's ever so smooth hand job.
"Maybe," Alex said.
"No maybes," Carl objected, as backed away from Joy's soft hand, resisting his inclination to enjoy her hand job, since he wanted to fuck Alex, and he wanted Joy to watch. "You're becoming my bottom bitch today."
"May I watch?" Joy asked excitedly.
"Of course," Carl agreed, and Alex impulsively dropped to his knees before the glorious cock. His mind, as usual, was in a lustful fog whenever Carl's hard cock was in front of him.
"Suck that dick, Alex," Joy sang out, her hand going between her own legs.
Alex didn't say anything, he just leaned forward and took the cock he was craving into his mouth.
"That's so hot," Joy moaned, her fingers parting her pussy lips.
"Yeah, get it ready for that virgin ass of yours," Carl said, looking at Joy when he said it.
The alcohol, the gummies, and his submissive nature for cock had Alex fully ready to take it in his ass. He'd been thinking about it for a while, going back and forth like a yo-yo from wanting to do it, to no way in hell... yet whenever he was horny, whenever Carl's cock was in his face, his desire grew and grew. He knew he'd be curious until he did it. Without even knowing he was doing it, he moaned while he sucked.
"Oh yeah! You do want my cock in your ass, don't you?" Carl asked, hearing the moaning.
"Mmmmmm," Alex moaned as he bobbed, his dick rock hard.
"Tell me," Carl ordered, pulling his dick out of his friend's mouth.
"Yes, dammit," Alex admitted with lust and frustration. "I want you to fuck my ass with your big dick, and take my anal cherry while Joy watches us."
"So hot," Joy moaned.
"Go to my room and grab the lube I left on the bed, would you Joy?" Carl requested.
"Yes, sir," Joy said, hinting at her own submissive side as she hurried to get the lube.
"I've been looking forward to this for a while," Carl said, as he slid his dick back inside his best friend's amazingly talented mouth.
Joy grabbed the lube and hurried back.
She arrived and handed it to Carl.
"Do you want the pleasure of lubing him up?" Carl asked, handing it back.
"Yes, please," Joy said, accepting it.
"Bend over the couch, Alex," Carl ordered, again pulling out of his friend's amazing mouth.
Alex silently did as he was told, as he thought to himself Am I really going to go through with this He'd accepted his new identity of a cock sucker, and once he'd crossed that line, he'd gotten addicted. So now what if he got addicted to getting his ass fucked? What if he turned gay? He'd already chosen cock over pussy more than once.
"Lube his ass up," Carl said.
"Yes, sir," Joy obeyed, dropping on her knees behind him. She poured lube on her fingers, and lathered up the tight asshole.
"Yeah, lather it up really good," Carl ordered, as he stroked his dick.
"Ready to get your asshole fucked?" Joy asked, as she poured extra lube onto the hole.
"Yes," Alex moaned. Her fingers felt oddly nice on his asshole.
"Yes what?" Carl asked.
"Yes I want your big cock pounding my asshole," Alex admitted. He then felt Joy's finger slide into his asshole.
"Mind if I gape this hole for you first?" Joy asked Carl. She didn't wait for an answer, just immediately slipped one of her fingers deep inside the virginal hole.
"Please do," Carl agreed, as he stroked his cock and admired Joy's big ass. She was bent over, and inadvertently showcasing it perfectly.
"Do you like how that feels, Alex?" Joy asked as she slowly fingered him.
"Yes," Alex moaned, finding this first-time intrusion both stimulating and exciting.
"Carl's going to pound this tight asshole so good," Joy purred, her hot breath on his neck while she rotated her finger inside him... gradually gaping him.
"Yes," Alex agreed.
"Shit, this is hot," Carl said. Joy was quite naughty behind her sweet exterior.
"You want your asshole filled with dick, Alex?" Joy asked, her pussy on fire from talking so nasty. She wasn't sure where this was coming from... it wasn't her demeanour in any way. She'd always been the submissive in her relationships... she'd never considered two men playing together erotic. In fact, she'd never considered it at all. But now she couldn't wait to watch Alex taking his friend's huge cock. She'd never been this turned on before... or at least not in decades.
"Yes," Alex moaned, the hot breath on his neck, the finger in his ass, and her nasty talk all combining to drive him wild with submissive lust... his dick was rock hard.
"Come and get some lube on your dick," Joy invited, watching Carl stroking his dick. Then as he came towards her she asked, "Would your wife mind if I got it all lubed with my mouth?"
"If she was here, you'd be sucking my dick, getting fucked by Alex or me or both, and eating her pussy," Carl said, imagining his wife sitting on Joy's face.
"Mmmmmmmm," Joy purred, as she kept her finger working inside Alex's asshole, and she said, "I'll take that as she wouldn't mind," before opening up and taking the hard dick in her mouth... a multi-tasking she'd never done before.
"Oh yeah, suck my dick, Joy," Carl moaned, as the chubby woman wrapped her lips around his cock. She used her tongue while slowly sucking... which all top notch cock suckers did.
"You lucky bastard," Alex moaned, as he looked back to see Joy with a mouthful of dick.
Joy took the cock out of her mouth to say, "Once Carl is balls deep inside your asshole, I'll be working your dick over."
"Attention back to me," Carl ordered.
"Fuck," Alex moaned, at both the finger really working inside his asshole... wiggling around like a pleasure snake... and also knowing Joy would be working on his dick... with those sexy lips of hers driving him wild.
"Yeah, I think it's time," Carl said, after a couple dozen bobs from Joy.
"Or in other words, it's time for me to lube up this big dick," Joy said, reaching for the lube she'd set on the floor. She removed the finger on her right hand from Alex's butthole and used her right hand to liberally lube her left hand, then she replaced her finger inside Alex and used her left hand to give Carl a slow hand job until he was slick as a weasel. She then pulled her finger out of Alex's asshole again, admired the small gape she'd created, and asked him, "Are you Ready to be Carl's bottom bitch?"
"Yes indeed," Alex replied, his cheeks burning with humiliation, while his body burned with desire.
"Which means then you'll be his cock sucking, two-hole fuck toy. You good with that?" Joy added, as she scootched next to Alex, allowing Carl to get behind him.
"Yes indeed," Alex repeated, her nasty words enhancing his desire to indeed become a two-hole fuck toy for his best friend... like they always did. "I want Carl's dick in my ass. I want to be his bottom bitch. His cock taking, two-hole faggot. His eager cum deposit."
"Shit, you really are one nasty faggot." Joy said, taking Carl's well-lubed cock and positioning it at Alex's slightly gaped hole.
"Yes, I'll do anything to be Carl's faggot," Alex moaned, feeling his friend's hands on his hips, the cock poking against his virgin hole.
"You heard the man. Go ahead and fuck him," Joy ordered, as she placed her free hand on Carl's ass and gently pushed it forward.
"Here goes, Alex," Carl said, as his dick pressed against the tight asshole, and then slid inside with surprising ease.
"Oh, fuck! Caaaarl!" Alex moaned as he felt his friend's cock slide inside his asshole. He wasn't sure what he'd been expecting it to feel like... except some pain and discomfort... which there was indeed some of. But even more, he felt so full... as the dick kept going deeper and deeper into his ass.
"You like my dick in your ass?" Carl asked.
"It feels weird," Alex answered, the best answer he could give. It felt good... if a little painful... and it also felt wrong... so wrong... yet it also felt right... so right.
"It gets better. Wait until your asshole gets used to being this full," Joy said, as she watched the big dick disappearing in Alex's asshole...recalling from her own past the pleasure and pain principle of getting ass fucked.
"Yeah, you'll be begging to get fucked all the time," Carl said, just like Alex was already always eager and begging to suck his dick.
"I don't know," Alex said, although he assumed Carl was right. But at the moment, he couldn't process what he was feeling. It was totally unlike any other sexual encounter he'd ever experienced.
"Oh, we both know you were born to become a two-hole fuck toy," Carl said, now balls deep inside his friend's asshole.
"So full," Alex moaned mindlessly.
"Now fuck him, Carl. Fuck your bitch!" Joy growled, her left hand going to her pussy while she watched.
"Yes, fuck me!" Alex concurred, wanting to feel the sensations of the big dick pumping in and out of him.
"As you wish," Carl agreed, as he began slowly but strongly fucking his friend.
"Oooooooh, yes," Alex moaned, the sensations of the cock going in and out exciting such sweet pulsations through his body, his cock throbbing.
"You like that dick in your asshole?" Joy asked.
"Yes," Alex moaned. It was obvious he was enjoying it.
"Yes, what?" Joy asked, getting a rush from being a bit dominant.
"Yes, I love having Carl's big dick up my asshole," Alex admitted, as he allowed himself to be no more than a fuck toy for his best friend.
"Oh yeah! I knew you'd love this," Carl said, a rush of adrenaline coursing through him, since he now had a regular asshole to fuck.
"I do love it," Alex admitted, the pleasure consuming him like a cocoon.
"Yeah, but I think he wants it harder," Joy said, as she reached undernath and felt Alex's cock... which was rock hard. "Shit, he's rock hard from getting fucked!"
"Of course he is," Carl said. "He loves dick."
"I love your dick," Alex felt the need to clarify, the sudden hand on his dick enhancing his pleasure.
"Who wouldn't love this dick," Joy said.
"I've never had any complaints," Carl said, before adding, "other than I'm too big."
"No, your cock is perfect," Joy said.
"So perfect," Alex moaned mindlessly.
"Want it harder?" Carl asked.
"Yes please," Alex responded.
"Pound him, Carl. Fuck the shit out of him," Joy ordered, as she rolled onto her back.
"Yes! Pound me, Carl, pound my asshole," Alex moaned, wishing this sodomy could last forever.
"All right," he said, slamming into Alex.
"Oh my God!" Alex screamed. He sounded quite feminine.
"Oh yeah, take it fuck boy," Carl said, getting a strong rush from topping his best friend.
Joy slithered underneath Alex and his swaying hard cock.
"Oh yes, give me that dick," Alex moaned, his own dick throbbing.
"You saying you want to be my pussy boy?" Carl asked, as he grabbed Alex's hips and pulled him back hard onto his cock.
"Yeeeeees!!" Alex moaned wildly, being subjected to intense pleasure. He loved just being used... being fucked.
"Yes, what?" Carl asked, as Joy watched, up close and personal.
"Yes, I'm your pussy boy," Alex declared. "Your bottom bitch."
"So hot," Joy purred as she reached for Alex's cock and began stroking it.
"Ooooooooh," Alex moaned, now being pleased from both sides... front and back... doubling the intensity of his pleasure.
"Such a tight asshole," Carl groaned a few strokes later.
"Don't stop," Alex said, addressing both of them. He couldn't believe it, but he was pretty sure he was going to come from getting his ass fucked powerfully and his dick stroked only slowly.
"Not until I bust a nut in my new fuck boy," Carl said.
"Yes, fill my ass up with your cum," Alex approved, curious what that would feel like. He loved feeling Carl's dick pulsate when he came in his mouth, and he wondered what a pulsating dick would feel like in his ass.
"And I want you to fill my mouth with cum," Joy said, before she adjusted her body somewhat, and awkwardly took Alex's dick into her mouth.
"Oh my God," Alex moaned, as Joy's lips wrapped around his cock.
"Yeah! You want me to breed you, bitch?" Carl asked, now slamming into his best friend's ass hard, like it was a pussy.
"Yes, do! Fill my asshole with your load," Alex moaned, he too about to come any moment. "Make me your cum slut!"
"You already were that," Carl laughed, about to erupt.
"Then make me your two-hole cum bucket," Alex amended, as Joy sucked just the head of his cock into her mouth, but that was enough to make him come, just as Carl exploded in his ass, those pulsations Alex's final breaking point. "Oh fuck, Joy," he groaned, as he shot his load into her mouth.
"Oh yeah," Carl grunted, as he filled Alex's asshole with his load, not slowing down at all.
"Fuuuuuck," Alex moaned, releasing a load out of him and taking another load into him... easily the most exhilarating sexual encounter of his life!
"Mmmmmmm," Joy moaned as she swallowed the first rope of his load, before his dick slipped out and coated her face with the rest of his cum.
Carl slowed down once he was spent, but he kept his dick in his friend's ass.
"Fuck," Alex said weakly a minute later, his entire body spent from the intensity of being fucked, plus his own strong orgasm.
"Yeah, I knew you'd love it," Carl said, as he pulled out and admired the big gape he'd created with a little of his cum leaking out of it.
"So good," Alex said. Oddly, he felt rather empty when Carl pulled his dick out of his ass.
Joy said, as she let Alex's cock slip out of her mouth, "That was the kinkiest thing ever! Even though I once had lesbian sex with a nun."
"Shit," Carl said as he collapsed onto the couch.
Alex stood up and helped Joy to her feet. He felt cum leaking out of his ass, which made him feel like a cheap slut. Or could that derogatory term apply to him, since he was a man? After some brief reflection, he decided that if cum was leaking out of him, he definitely qualified as a cheap slut.
"Yeah, I briefly considered joining a nunnery back in the day," Joy elaborated.
"We're happy you changed your mind," Carl said.
"Very happy," Alex agreed, looking at her cum-coated face.
"I hope you two have enough left in you for some more fun after we share our naked Thanksgiving supper," she said.
"No worries, we're just getting started," Carl assured her. There was no way he wouldn't be fucking this hot woman... likely in the ass... before this Holiday was over.
The End
Do you want to see Joy get double-stuffed? If so, just let me know...
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Dirty Grandpa
"Mom, as sweet as the old guy is, I can't spend my entire Christmas break looking after Grandpa," Sheila argued into the phone. Her sorority roommate and best friend Essence was between her legs, licking her pussy.
"You can and you will," Carol argued back.
"Don't you remember I'm bringing Essence home for the holidays?" Sheila pointed out... they'd already made some plans... Seattle party life was often lots of fun.
"Perfect! Then you can both look after him," Carol said. "He's quite a handful, you know."
"A handful? Really?" Sheila asked. But handful or not, her Mom did have a point, since he was recovering from a botched hip replacement, and he'd already been bedridden for several weeks.
"Yes. He needs a lot of attention," the Mother said. "And your Dad and I really need a break."
"Fine," the daughter said. It's not like she could refuse. Her parents were paying all her college expenses, for her car, and her half of the monthly rent at her sorority. Plus, she did miss her Grandpa. He was an amazing man. He always had been, ever since she could remember.
"Good," she said. "We've already booked our flight, so you need to be here by 5:00 pm on the twenty-first, so you can see us off shortly afterwards."
"You booked your tickets already?" Sheila asked, surprised.
"Yes, because we knew we could count on you. Your Dad and I have been working full time, plus looking after my Dad, and keeping you supplied with money," she pointed out.
"I know, I know," Sheila said. She then let out a little moan when Essence slid two fingers into her pussy.
"You okay, honey?" Carol asked.
"Fine, fine," Sheila answered, "but I've got to go. We'll be there on the twenty-first."
"Great," Carol said. "We really appreciate your making this sacrifice, and I'm sure you two girls will have fun with your Grandpa."
"Yeah, wild parties galore," Sheila groaned sarcastically.
"No parties in my house," she snapped, missing the sarcasm.
"I was kidding," she sighed, and then bit her lips. Essence was being a bad girl right now, tapping her g-spot. "Gotta go, bye," she said quickly, hung up, and blurted, "You fucking bitch!"
"You love it," Essence teased, as she sucked Sheila's clit into her mouth. A few seconds later, Sheila was coming all over her roomie's pretty black face.
"I never said I don't," Sheila grinned. "But you're still a bitch."
"Then sit up and eat yourself some bitch chocolate," Essence grinned back. She stood up, and once Sheila sat up, Essence pulled her face into her pussy.
"Mmmmm," Sheila purred, as she began lapping up her favourite snack.
.....
A week later on the 21st, the girls drove for six-and-a-half hours from Portland OR to Seattle WA. They arrived just a few minutes before her parents were due to leave for to the airport. They shared some quick hugs, the Mom gave the girls some instructions, and then the parents rushed off and girls were left alone with Grandpa Charlie.
Sheila was sad that her once athletic and lively Grandfather was now confined to a bed at the back of the house. She took a deep breath to settle down her sadness before she crept into his room. He was awake, so she greeted him enthusiastically, "Grandpa!"
"Baby Girl!" Charlie replied with equal delight, happy to see his youngest grandchild.
Sheila went to the bed and gave him a big hug. "I missed you so much!"
"I missed you too," the Grandfather said, as he wrapped his arms around his twenty-one-year-old granddaughter.
Essence came in and said, "Hey, Papa Charlie."
"Hey, girl." Charlie said when he saw Essence, who was a beautiful black girl who always got his old cock erect in a heartbeat.
They chatted for a few minutes before the girls went to unpack, and to make supper and bring it to him. They sat and ate with him, and Essence suggested, "Hey, why don't we move you out into the living room, instead of keeping you cooped up in this tiny bedroom, Papa Charlie?"
"That would be great," Charlie agreed immediately, "I'm sick of this room."
It took some work, and some help from the neighbours, but a team effort managed to get Charlie and the bed down the hall and into the living room. It was a very fancy bed, with wheels, an electric motor, and controls that allowed him to 'drive' the bed near to or away from the television. And then it could sit him up so he could see the screen easily, of read and so forth, and then lie him back down so he could sleep. Unfortunately he couldn't just drive it down the hallway, because it was much too wide. So it needed to be totally disassembled in the bedroom, and reassembled in the living room.
That night, Charlie suffered through two Hallmark Christmas movies, although he did have numerous opportunities to admire Essence in her t-shirt and shorts, that showcased her long black legs. He couldn't deny that his granddaughter was hot too, and although his body was still recuperating... his dick still worked quite well, creating a prominent and constant tent in his pyjamas.
Essence noticed the old man was checking her out... and she also noticed the tent in his pyjamas. Which got her to wondering how big he was. She had a thing for older men... having fucked a few men in their forties or older... although never anybody as old as Papa Charlie.
The girls finished the evening with a sixty-nine in the same bedroom Sheila had grown up in, trying to be quiet while they got each other off.
.....
.....
.....
December the 22nd
That morning the girls, who were both majoring in nursing, needed to give Charlie a sponge bath. Once they'd gotten him undressed, Sheila was surprised to see how big her Grandpa was. He was easily eight inches... and his pecker got hard during his bath... and it was thick as fuck... thicker than any dick she'd ever sucked or fucked.
Charlie apologized for his dick hardening while his granddaughter and her friend were bathing him, "Sorry girls, Little Chuckie has a mind of his own."
"No worries, Grandpa," Sheila said, but she couldn't help staring at how huge her Grandfather's dick was.
"Stud, I'm just impressed you can still get it up that well," Essence said, also admiring the big, fat, hard dick.
"I'm not dead yet, missy," Charlie said, all soaped up.
"Definitely not," Essence grinned, giving the old man a wink.
Once they were done and they'd gotten him dressed, Sheila, remembering that her Grandpa was one of those unfortunates whose birthday was close to Christmas asked, "What do you want for your birthday, Grandpa?"
"When is your birthday, Papa Charlie?" Essence asked.
"Tomorrow," he said.
"Then we'll have to celebrate," she said.
"That would be nice," he said.
"So again, what do you want for a present?" Sheila asked.
"I don't know."
"Then think about it, "she said. "We're going out for a while, and I'll expect an answer when we get back."
"Okay, okay," he said.
"We'll be back in a few hours," she added.
"Okay."
The girls went out, and once they were in the car, Essence said, "Jesus! Your Grandpa is packing a huge dick!"
"Okay, but he's my Grandpa," Sheila pointed out.
"So you didn't notice his massive dick?"
"I didn't say that," Sheila responded. "I'm just saying he's my Grandpa."
"That doesn't mean you can't admire such a tremendous dick," Essence said.
"Which is exactly what I did," Sheila admitted.
"You incestuous slut," Essence teased.
"Hey!" Sheila objected. "Just looking isn't incestuous."
"Yeah, but it's not like you wouldn't ride that cock if he invited you to," Essence continued pushing... which she'd done many times, to push Sheila into unexplored sexual practices.
"Essence!" Sheila gasped.
"I know that I would."
"Yeah, you and your older men."
"They know how to fuck," Essence shrugged. "You know, like practice makes perfect?"
"Just remember he's my Grandpa."
"I'll always remember that your Grandpa has a big, fat dick."
The girls went shopping... had a good lunch... bought some drinks for the evening... and on their way back with Sheila driving, Essence suddenly snapped, "Pull into that strip mall!"
"Why?"
"Just do it."
"Fine, but I want to get back to Grandpa. We've already been away too long," Sheila argued, but nevertheless she did pull into the strip mall parking lot, and she noticed an adult store. "Okay, I get it. What do you need from that kind of store?"
"I forgot to bring along my strap-on," Essence said.
"You are not fucking me while my Grandpa is in the house," Sheila objected.
"You say that now," Essence said, "but I know you can't resist me. Plus, I bet your pussy got so wet when you saw Grandpa Charlie's huge, fat dick."
"You're fucking sick," Sheila said, shaking her head, although she'd be lying if she claimed that her Grandfather's cock hadn't indeed impressed her, and it had somehow corkscrewed its way into her head.
"I'll be right back," Essence said, leaning over and kissing her best friend and ofttimes lover, before scurrying away.
Sheila sighed, then went on her phone and scrolled Instagram, like she always did in her idle moments.
Essence returned with a rather large couple of bags and said brightly, "Wait until you see what I bought!"
"More than just a dick to fuck me with, I'm guessing," Sheila said, suddenly realizing she was feeling quite horny.
"A lot more," she chirped. "It's Christmas! I found some seasonal attire for us, and I also got a special present for Pappa Charlie."
"What could you possibly buy my seventy-one-year-old Grandfather from a sex shop?" Sheila asked, almost not wanting to know... but of course... more wanting to know than not.
"You'll see," she said, all sing song.
"Fine," Sheila said. She knew Essence was always full of surprises, including bringing over a dozen high school cheerleaders, all of them eighteen of course, to serve as lesbian playthings for the sorority house for a night. Or taking Sheila to a bar called The Pit, where she discovered the joys of black cock. Or when they went to Boston for Spring Break (really? Who goes to Boston for spring break?) where she learned about a secret lesbian club called Le Chateau Club, which was the home of a lesbian society. They were going back there for the next Spring Break, too.
"You'll love it," the black beauty assured her girlfriend, her head spinning with all her wicked ideas.
"Yeah, yeah," Sheila said, although she knew she'd likely love it... except for whatever weird thing Essence was giving to Grandpa.
When they returned, Sheila once again asked her Grandpa, "Time's up! What do you want for your birthday tomorrow?"
"You couldn't possibly give me what I want," he said sorrowfully, as he looked at the two very pretty young ladies... his dick uncontrollably rising beneath the covers. What he really wanted was to fuck Essence.
"Don't sell us short," Sheila warned, "we're very resourceful."
"I don't doubt that," he chuckled, even though he was pretty sure she had no idea about what he was slyly implying.
Essence, on the other hand, was reading quite accurately behind his veiled words, added, planting the seeds for what might or might not actually happen, "Papa Charlie, we'll do whatever you want us to do for your birthday."
"That's a sweet offer, but I doubt you'd even be able to do what I want," he said, he too drawing them in... like two moths to a flame. He knew they'd seen his big erection. He'd seen the hungry looks on their faces. He'd recognized the intrigue in Essence's eyes. He'd seen the surprise in his granddaughter's eyes when she'd stared at his dick. He knew that dick had made a big impression on both girls... it had been doing that for more than fifty years.
"Try us," Essence said.
"Well, I have a box in my bedroom that contains a bunch of old VHS tapes, and a couple of old audio cassettes I'd like transferred onto my computer so I could watch or listen to them. But I imagine that isn't possible for anyone to do," he said, knowing it was possible, but doubting that either of these young beauties knew how to do it.
"You underestimate us," Essence said.
"Yes, my girlfriend here is a whiz with computer technology." Sheila said.
"Could you do it?" Charlie asked, praying they could. He really missed watching those tapes. He still had a VHS machine, but the new televisions didn't have the proper inputs for it, and his cassette player had broken long ago.
"Do you have a VHS player?" Essence asked.
"Yeah, but it doesn't hook up to our fancy new televisions."
"Well, that I can't fix," she said, "but I can definitely digitalize all your old VHS tapes and copy them to your computer."
"That would be amazing!" he said excitedly, then shifted to concern, "but can you do it without watching them?"
"Likely," Essence said, "I'll just download some free software to your computer, connect the two machines together, then press Play and Record simultaneously."
"That would be great!" he said. "But you two have to promise not to watch them."
"If that's what you wish," Essence said, "although you making that request only makes me curiouser... to quote Alice... to see what they are."
"Yeah, Grandpa. What could they possibly be that you don't want us to see?" the granddaughter asked faux innocently. There was only one variety of entertainment they could be that would prompt such a request.
"They're just old home videos," he said, "primarily of your Grandmother... and well... I'd just like to vet them before I show them to anyone."
"Of course, Grandpa, that makes sense," Sheila said.
"Where are the VHS player and the tapes?" Essence asked.
"In a box in the back of the closet," he said.
"That's exactly where my Dad keeps his porn," Essence joked.
"Essence!" Sheila gasped.
"Just saying," Essence smiled, and she went into the bedroom, found the VHS player and the tapes, and returned... making two trips.
After she'd examined the player, she said, "We'll need to go to a computer shop and pick up an adapter cable."
"Oh, okay," he said disappointedly.
"I can go get it right now," Essence said. "It won't take long."
"That'd be great," he said, "it's been really boring around here for the last while."
"Don't worry, we'll get this done for you," Sheila reassured him.
"And we'll also make sure you'll no longer get bored," Essence added. "At least not while we're here."
"You two are so sweet," he said, as he admired the black girl's bootie from behind, assuming it would be tight as fuck. Which made him wonder if she actually might take it in the ass... and if his sweet granddaughter did as well. To his way of thinking, if a woman enjoyed having wild, kinky sex, that didn't make her objectionable... it made her appealing and exciting.
"We'll be back soon," Essence said. "Do you want anything else?"
"My youth," he joked.
"That's a tall order, but we'll see if it's on sale," she joked back.
The girls headed out, and Charlie went through the box. He was happy he'd labeled them in a discreet fashion, so that only he would understand what each one was. He pulled each one out, and smiled as he recalled each special 'modeling' session with his late sweetheart.
He went through the cassettes first. The first one was simply called Wedding, which captured the audio of the entire day when he'd said 'I Do' to his beautiful Bride back in 1973... this month would have been their 50th anniversary if she hadn't passed away three years ago. The cassette included a soundtrack of their wedding night, when they'd lost their virginities to each other. It had been such a sweetly romantic night at first... but he soon learned... actually they'd both learned, that Dottie had a really nasty side to her. He could still remember her moans, her begging him to go faster, and eventually her, when she started demanding that he fuck her hard. Before that night he'd never heard her swear... but that night she used a variety of vulgar words during their marathon session that included him coming inside her pussy. Nd then later... because she'd demanded it in a very loud voice... he came on her face. Words like fuck, pussy, cock and dick escaped her lips, as did phrases like, 'fuck my pussy,' 'give it to me stud,' 'God, I love your dick,' and 'come all over my face' again. God, he'd love to hear those wicked first words again... and soon, thanks to Essence, he'd be able to.
The second audio was called Dottie 1. It was the first time Dottie had fucked another man while Charlie wasn't present. He'd had to agree to it beforehand, even though he wasn't all that comfortable about it at the time. Dottie audio-recorded the entire session as she fucked a man whom she'd met at the supermarket, gotten his number, then asked him 'Ya wanna fuck?' over the phone, and then arranged their getting together. It wasn't his favourite sex adventure, since he'd never actually met the man, and didn't even know what he looked like. Yet he did discover the first time she played the cassette for him while she was sucking on his dick and balls, that listening to her getting fucked by another man did indeed turn him on, and he came all over her face after only the first ten minutes of the thirty-minute audio.
The third and last cassette was simply entitled Dottie 2. It memorialized the first time she'd let another man sodomize her. This time Charlie had not only approved beforehand, but he'd been allowed to watch... while stroking his big dick... as their fifty-year-old Korean delivery guy got the best tip of his life... his dick in Dottie's asshole.
Then he'd decided he just had to invest in a camcorder. They were very expensive back in the 1980s, but it was an investment that paid off big time.
He next went through his VHS tapes. The first one made him laugh. He'd entitled it Dottie Gets Religion. It was a tape of four different sexual encounters with Pastor Frank Davis. Each of these segments had been filmed in different areas of the church on Sundays when Charlie was on the road. Dottie had made them hotter by wearing sexy lingerie under her conservative church attire, and her nasty mouth, when she often repeated the phrase, "Oh God!" and she spewed many sacrilegious words and phrases.
He sorted the rest of the tapes by year, and then reminisced about each of them... each one brought back fond memories of his amazingly liberated... but always loving... wife and marriage. The next tape also had multiple days strung together that showed Dottie being the center of attention during their black neighbour Big Jim's (suitably named) monthly poker games. She usually took all six men in her pussy, in a wicked train. All six always came in her pussy.
She'd had her tubes tied after the birth of their daughter Carol, when she'd almost died while giving birth. The doctor recommended the surgery, and although they would have liked to have a second child, they both agreed it was the right choice.
The next video starred Dottie in different costumes: a maid, a nurse, a naughty schoolgirl, and a nun. The video was discretely called Train Ride. For Charlie, recalling how much Dottie loved numerous cream pies, and how verbal she always got whenever she had dick after dick unloading inside her, was so hot! God, she was insatiable back in her prime!
He then spotted the tape from 1988. It was simply called 15th Anniversary. It was a special video Dottie made where she dressed, undressed and talked dirty while changing into a variety of sexy outfits... each outfit featured nylons, since that had always been, and still was his biggest fetish. Close-ups of her toes in nylons, in a variety of toenail colours, and a variety of nylon colours became one of his biggest jerk-off vids. She was just so damn beautiful, so full of life. God, did he miss her!



For their 20th anniversary, they went to England for two weeks. While they indulged in a few sexual encounters during the trip, including Dottie giving him a hand job on a double decker bus (conveniently, there was no driver on the top... thanks Joni Mitchell!), Dottie blowing him from under a nightclub table (which are much tinier than restaurant tables, and they don't have any tablecloths), and they actually fucked in a men's bathroom inside Buckingham Palace. But the video he'd brought home from 'Jolly Olde' was one of the wildest nights of their married life. The video was called Dog Park. It was an hour and a half long, where his lovely wife sucked and was fucked by over two dozen men in a public park, and he'd filmed it himself. By the end, cum was dripping from her face, from her tiny black dress, and out of her pussy. If he recalled correctly, there were thirty-one loads inside or on her. He looked forward to watching that one again to confirm that number.
Then there was one called Carol's Wedding. He didn't recognize this one... but it was definitely Dottie's writing on the tape. It made him wonder whether it was just his daughter (Sheila's Mother) getting married, or perhaps but unlikely, something naughtier.
The last video he did remember. It was simply called Dottie's 50th. This title worked on two levels. One: it was her fiftieth birthday. Two: she took fifty different dicks and their loads in all three of her holes. Fifty-one if he included himself... twice... one before the massive gangbang, and a second one after all fifty men had unloaded and left.
He was reminiscing about that last gang bang. Dottie had gotten cancer a couple years later, and although she'd survived that episode, she'd never been the same sexually afterwards. In fact, Charlie hadn't had sex with anyone since 2003... twenty years ago. She'd encouraged him numerous times to sleep around, then come home and tell her what had happened, but he never had. In spite of her countless excesses, which he'd always reveled in, he'd never touched another woman since the day they'd met... perhaps until now.
Then the girls returned. "We now have everything we'll need to do your videos," Essence announced delightedly.
That's great!"
"But I need more time to figure out the audio cassettes," Essence added, noticing the tent in his pyjamas.
"No worries," he said. "I really appreciate what you're doing!"
"It's the least we can do for you, Grandpa," Sheila said, also noticing his erection. (Whenever he got one, it was really hard to miss.)
"You girls are so sweet!"
"I can get started right away," Essence said.
"We picked up some dinner for us all. Here's yours," Sheila said, placing a box of Kentucky Fried chicken in his lap.
"You certainly know what I like," he said. He hadn't eaten any fried chicken since before his surgery... his daughter had stuck him on a healthy diet of bland nothingness.
"I know you're not supposed to eat food like this anymore," Sheila confided, "but it'll be our little secret."
"I won't tell your parents," he assured her, as he opened the box, obviously excited, like a child getting a meal of ice cream with candy on top.
Essence gathered up all the video tapes and said, "I'll start these in the bedroom right away." And she disappeared into Sheila's bedroom with the tapes and his laptop.
"Okay Grandpa, please tell me some more about your life. Like what kinds of jobs did you have?" Sheila asked, and she sat down next to her Grandpa, and visited with him while he ate.
Essence of course paid no attention at all to Charlie's request not to peek, as she pressed Play on the oldest video (Dottie Gets Religion) and Record on the computer. She wasn't expecting anything really outrageous, but she was curious to know why he didn't want his granddaughter and her to see them... his excuse had seemed peculiar.
The video began in a church. After about thirty seconds of absolutely nothing but a wall and sanctuary furnishings, a very pretty blonde, who looked amazingly like Sheila, minced sexily into the picture. She smiled and said, "This is for you, Charlie. I'm doing what you're about to see to pay God back for your sin of missing church all the time." She blew the camera a kiss, then after a couple minutes of her just smiling vaguely into the camera, a man dressed in religious vestments entered the scene. Ho hum, right? But then Essence's jaw almost fell off her face and her eyes went wide... when the blonde dropped to her knees and took out his dick!
"Oh my God," Essence gasped. This wasn't at all what she was expecting... the possibility of a sex tape starring Charlie and his wife had briefly popped into her head, but nothing like this!
"That's right my child, worship the Lord's cock," the man said, as Dottie, who looked almost like Sheila's identical twin, took his dick into her mouth.
"Jesus!" Essence said, not at all worshipfully. This scene was wildly hot and totally unbelievable, as the Sheila lookalike bobbed on that dick. Unfortunately, the video camera was apparently mounted on a tripod too far away from the action, so she couldn't see how big the dick was.
"Oh yes, child, you're such a blessed and virtuous servant of the Lord," the priest moaned.
Essence left the tape still recording, but she switched it to mute before she left the room ... with her pussy on fire!
Luckily, since Essence was black, her burning cheeks of shock and blazing horniness weren't apparent when she returned to her bestie and her Grandpa.
"The first video is being converted," Essence announced, as she grabbed a chicken drumstick from the box she and Sheila were sharing, sat down, and began to eat.
That night Charlie suffered through another Hallmark Christmas movie, while he slyly admired his companions' young, ripe bodies. Essence was dying to tell Sheila what she'd discovered, but she couldn't think of a viable excuse to ask her to leave the room with her.
Later that night, in the bedroom, Essence woke up the computer, and she was surprised to see the video was still playing... Dottie and the priest were still having sex apparently in the same church, except it was a different location. This time Dottie was bent over a desk getting fucked hard. "Jesus!" Essence gasped. It must have been four hours plus since she'd started transferring this video.
"What?" Sheila asked, as she came into the room wearing her nightie.
"Um, it's hard to explain. You'd better just come over here and have a look at this," Essence said, as she watched the tall Sheila lookalike really getting pounded good... her huge tits smashed against the desk.
"Okay," Sheila said, and she went over to the bed where Essence and the laptop were, sat down, looked, and finally gasped out loud! As she stared at this woman, who looked an awful lot like her, getting royally fucked, she asked, "What the hell is this?"
"It's one of the videos your Grandpa wants transferred onto his computer," Essence explained.
"But that's not my Grandpa," Sheila pointed out, as she realized her maternal Grandma was the woman getting fucked. Except she looked a lot younger than she'd ever imagined her Grandma looking.
"Got it in one. That's a priest - some variety of Protestant, I think," Essence said.
"Shit!" Sheila said, as she got drawn into the scene. "Turn up the volume," she said after a minute or so when curiosity got the better of her.
"Okay," Essence said, having turned the volume completely off before she'd left the room.
"Oh yes, fuck me, Father! Help me atone for my husband's and my sins," Dottie moaned.
"You're a nasty fucking slut," the priest growled, yanking on her hair while he slammed into her from behind.
"I'm a sinner against the Lord," Dottie responded, as if she was reciting a litany. Perhaps she was.
"Jesus Christ," the not at all religious Sheila said, as she watched in astounded awe. "She's atoning for Grandpa and her sins by fucking a priest?"
"Yep. And I've played more than four fours on this tape so far," Essence said.
"Wow!" Sheila said, trying to understand what she was watching. Was this before her Grandparents were married? She realized it couldn't be, since her Grandmother had mentioned her husband's sins a few minutes earlier.
"Yeah. This is hot, right?" Essence said, as she climbed out of her pants and panties.
"Yeah, it is," Sheila agreed, "but it shouldn't be."
"Oh God! Oh God, yes! Fuck me!" Dottie moaned on the video, looking directly at the camera... which sent a chill down Sheila's back... it was as if her Grandmother was looking directly into her eyes, across who knew how many years.
"Take it all, my sexy slut," the priest said, slamming into her hard from behind.
"Get undressed," Essence ordered.
"I don't know if I should," Sheila worried, her pussy burning, but knowing that getting turned on from watching her Grandma getting fucked was dead wrong. Or at least most people seemed to think so.
"Oh fuck, harder, fuck me harder," Dottie moaned, looking like she was close to coming.
"Come on my dick, my girl," the priest ordered.
"Just do it," Essence ordered, as she began rubbing her pussy.
"Fine," Sheila said, acting like she didn't want to touch herself, and pretending her pussy wasn't burning with need.
"Oh yes, fuck, give it to me, give me all that glorious cock," Dottie moaned, continuing to look into the camera.
"Shit, she's so hot and nasty," Essence said, with a soft moan.
"It's surreal," Sheila said, as she stripped off her nightie and tossed it on the floor.
"Yeah, it's like I'm watching you getting fucked," Essence pointed out.
"It really is," Sheila agreed. "Granny Gets Gangbanged, starring Sheila Jansen," she cried out like an announcer, acknowledging the obvious resemblence. She really did look a lot like her Grandmother had looked when she was young.
"Oh, God yes! Fuck! Yes, Charlie baby, I'm cleansing away your sins against the Lord," Dottie moaned.
"Oh fuck!" Essence grunted as she rubbed herself. "At the beginning of this tape she told Charlie... addressing him by name... that what he was about to see was for him. So she's not cheating on her husband, she's sharing all this sex with him."
"Jesus," Sheila said, and she began rubbing herself as she watched her strange cross-generational twin getting fucked.
"Oh yes! Oh yes! Oh God, oh God, fuuuuuuck," Dottie screamed, as her orgasm struck her.
"Fuck, do I look like that when I'm coming?" Sheila asked, as she watched her Grandmother writhing in ecstasy.
"Not exactly, but it's eerily similar," Essence said, turned on and in awe of what she was witnessing.
"Are you ready for the Lord's seed to be planted inside you?" the priest asked.
"Oh, yes! Bathe me in the Lord's heavenly nectar," Dottie babbled, still coming and writhing.
"Oh fuck," Essence moaned, really turned on by what she was witnessing.
"Shit," Sheila said, as she looked at her pseudo twin collapsed over a desk, as the priest pulled out, hurried around the desk, and stroked his rather large dick in her face.
"Oh yes, coat my face with your cum," Dottie purred.
"She's a nastier slut than even you are," Essence teased, both girls rubbing themselves as they watched the wicked action.
"Hey, you're nastier than I am too," Sheila pointed out.
"Yeah? You're pleasuring yourself while you're watching your Grandma getting fucked," Essence pointed out.
"So are you!" Sheila rebutted, although she didn't stop rubbing herself, since this was just too hot.
"She's not my Grandma, she's just a pretty white lady," Essence countered.
"Whatever," Sheila said, close to coming, and she returned her attention to the laptop.
"Yes, come all over my slutty face," Dottie moaned, as wad after wad of white goo jetted all over it.
"What a load!" Essence admired. She too was about to come.
"Fuck!" Sheila groaned, as she frantically rubbed herself.
You've seen finger-painting? Well, both girls watched as the priest dick-painted his enormous load of cum around on Dottie's face.
"69," Essence sang out, and she pushed Sheila onto her back and straddled her upside down.
Sheila dove into her favourite treat, just as Essence's tongue parted her own wet and needy pussy lips.
It took less than two minutes, since they were both already revved up from watching this wicked real-life porn, before the two girls were coming on each other's faces.
A couple minutes later, Essence rolled onto her back to check the laptop, and she saw the marathon video had finally ended.
"Well, your lookalike Grandmother was quite the slut," Essence observed.
"So it seems," Sheila agreed, as she sat up.
"I'll start processing the next tape," Essence said as she ejected the first tape from the VHS player.
"Do you think they're all that kinky?" Sheila asked.
"Only one way to find out," Essence said, as she grabbed the second tape, which was labeled Train Ride.
"I don't want to watch these anymore," Sheila said, feeling guilty for being turned on by her sexy Grandmother, and also for betraying her Grandfather's trust. "We told him we wouldn't watch these."
"Okay," Essence shrugged, curious, but she accommodated her friend's wishes as she pressed Play on the VHS and Record on the laptop, but then muted the laptop and turned it away from them.
"Thanks," Sheila said.
"No worries," Essence shrugged, her plan for tomorrow already established in her head.
.....
December 23 rd --- Charlie's birthday
The next morning Essence snuck out of bed, letting Sheila continue sleeping, as she grabbed the dick sleeve she'd purchased yesterday, and went to give Papa Charlie his morning sponge bath. Curious, since she'd noticed Dottie had been wearing nylons in all those scenes (well, in the two scenes she'd seen), she wondered whether Papa Charlie was a nylon man... she'd already noticed he was definitely a leg and foot man. Of course, it could have been simply that she was in a church, probably on a Sunday after a service. Regardless, yesterday she'd bought a couple of nurse outfits and white nylons to tease him with while they thoroughly washed him. So she rolled a pair of white thigh highs up her black legs... no shoes,,, donned the sexy, even somewhat slutty nurse dress... which left her entire thigh-high stocking tops within view... and no bra, even though the bodice was slightly transparent, and she went to check on her patient.
As she'd expected, he was awake and alert. In fact, he was reading a book.
She asked brightly, "Ready for your bath, Papa Charlie?"
"Yes, I... aaaaaaam," he said, looking up and catching sight of the sexy outfit this black beauty was wearing.
"If I'm going to be your nurse this week, I decided I should dress the part," she said, doing a spin that likely gave him a quick glimpse of her thong-clad ass. "Do you think I look like a real nurse?"
"No, I've never seen any nurse dressed like that! Are you trying to kill this old man?" Charlie asked, his dick still functioning like it had when he was a teenager... snapping to attention to salute this beauty.
"If I were, it would be a great way to go, don't you think?" she asked, placing a foot on the chair next to his bed.
"I think I might have died already, and you're my guardian angel," he said, staring at her pretty red painted toes. Her toenails stood out even more than Sheila's would, since they were delectably framed by her chocolate skin.
"Then do I have a treat for you today, birthday boy," Essence foreshadowed. "Let's get you onto the chair."
"Okay," he said, as he adjusted his hard dick right in front of the beautiful black girl.
"Is Little Chuckie wide awake this morning?' she asked playfully.
"How could he not be, with you in the room?" he asked, as she took her foot away and helped him off of the bed and onto the wooden chair.
Ten minutes later Essence had undressed the older man... his dick still rock hard and now out in the open... as Charlie used every fibre of his willpower not to reach out and squeeze her black ass, or caress his hand along her nylon-clad legs, or squeeze those young, ripe tits through her skimpy nurse outfit. He noted with pleasure that she couldn't possibly be wearing a bra... her hard nipples poking against the fabric were telling him so.
Essence lathered up the soap on her hands, and then she glided them down his back and over his chest... slowly and seductively.
Charlie's cock was raging. Sure, during his sponge bath yesterday, he'd gotten turned on from admiring Essence's, and even his granddaughter's young, ripe bodies, but he couldn't remember the last time he'd wanted to fuck someone as much as he did right now... not since Dottie was still alive and healthy.
Essence slid her hands towards his rock-hard cock... then paused... before she bypassed Chuckie and washed his legs and feet instead. Then when she'd finished, she helped him back onto his bed and laid him on his back still naked, with his dick sticking up in the air..
She then said, "Wait here, Papa Charlie. I've got something special for you."
"Where would I go?' he joked, his hard cock aching with frustration.
She giggled playfully, "Good point!"
She went and grabbed the lube and the sleeve she'd bought yesterday and returned. "May I ask you a personal question?"
"Sure," he said. "You've seen me in all my wrinkled glory already, so there's not much left of me to hide."
"Except Little Chuckie doesn't look at all wrinkled," she said, as she lubed up her hand and placed it on his hard dick.
"Oooooh, he groaned.
"When was the last time you were with a woman?" she asked.
"When George Bush was in his first term," he joked.
"Senior or Junior?" she asked, her slick hand slowly stroking his dick.
"Junior," he said. "Then when Dottie got sick, everything changed."
"I'm so sorry to hear that," she said sincerely, as she picked up the dick sleeve.
"That's life, I guess," he said, shrugging... his cock was still hard, but his heart was breaking a little.
"Yeah," she said. But she didn't want this moment ruined by painful reminiscing, so she brought the sleeve next to his dick and said, "But let's kind of change things."
"What's thaaaaat?" he asked with a moan, as she slid the sleeve onto his dick.
"It's a fake pussy," she said, and she began slowly stroking his dick with it.
"A fake puuuussy?" he gasped, as he felt pleasure like he hadn't felt in years... or actually decades.
"Yes. It's for when a real pussy isn't available," she explained, although her own pussy was on fire, and she'd definitely make it available to him if the right opportunity presented itself... but for now, she couldn't do that to Sheila, at least not without her approval... although God, that dick would feel good pounding her pussy.
"So it's for all the time then," he chuckled. He couldn't believe how good this felt. It wasn't quite like a real pussy, but it was kind of like a real pussy.
"Does this feel good, Papa Charlie?' she asked, even though it was obvious he was enjoying it.
"It feels amazing!"
"So, Papa Charlie," she said, as she sat down on the bed to his right, her nylon-clad left leg resting against his right bare one... her breath hot in his ear, "What kinds of things turn you on?"
"Oh, God," he moaned, as he felt a woman pressed against him. Thank God he wasn't a young man anymore, or he would have come already.
"For instance, are you a leg man?" she asked, as she crossed her legs and rubbed her nylon-clad right foot up and down his right leg.
"I am," he moaned, the sudden silky sheer foot on his leg enhancing his growing rapture.
"I noticed you checking my legs out earlier," she said, as she stroked his cock through the sleeve, thus giving him simultaneous pleasure to his legs, his dick, and his right ear.



"Was I that obvious?" he asked.
"Yes, but that's okay," she said, "I took it as a compliment. I've always had a thing for older men."
"You have?"
"Especially older men with big, fat dicks," she said wickedly.
"Oh God," he groaned, and to his astonishment, he suddenly erupted inside the fake pussy while he imagined himself fucking Essence's real pussy.
"Oh yes, Papa Charlie, come for me," Essence purred while she continued pumping his dick with the sleeve, wishing she could watch that cum erupting from his big dick.
"That feels so good," he groaned softly, as his first orgasm in a long time cascaded through him, which was his first from a woman in two decades.
"You deserve to come on your birthday, Papa Charlie," Essence purred, "and maybe even more," her own pussy still on fire.
"Thank you, Now I know for sure there are black angels," he said weakly, as she continued stroking his dick with the fake pussy.
"Anytime," she said.
"Don't offer me that," he joked, "or you'll be dressing in sexy outfits, nylons, and stroking my dick all week long."
"Do you like nylons?" she asked, although it wasn't a surprise.
"It's my kryptonite," he admitted, glancing down to look at her long legs in their nylons.
"Then I'll make sure we'll be wearing them at all times," she assured him.
"We?" he asked.
"Sheila and me," she shrugged, as she pulled the sleeve off of his cock.
"Oh."
"She does whatever I tell her to."
"Really?"
"Yes, everything," she stressed, then paused, allowing the sexual implications to sink in.
"Wow!" he gasped, his imagination running wild with those sexual implications.
Essence rolled off the bed, set the sleeve down, and helped Papa Charlie get dressed.
"I'll be back in a bit to fix get you some breakfast," she said, "but first I need to start transferring the third video."
"You have some of them done already?"
"I have two of them transferred into the computer. One is called Dottie Gets Religion, and another is called Train Ride."
"Have you watched them?"
"I promised I wouldn't," she said. Which was technically true, but not the whole truth.
"Thank you," he said. After his wild experience this morning, he felt even more urgently that she shouldn't see what was on those tapes, since all of them made him look like a pathetic cuck... which he never had been.
"Up next is Fifteenth anniversary, I think," Essence said, as she grabbed the sleeve.
"Okay, that's great," he said. That was the one he'd watched the most after Dottie had passed. It was such a hot video, made especially for him. But actually, they all had been.
Essence headed down the hall towards the bedroom, then once she was out of sight, she silently squeezed the sleeve until some cum dripped out of it, and she gobbled it down. "Mmmmmmm," she subvocalized. She extracted and swallowed all the cum she could from the sleeve before she went into the bedroom, straddled her sleeping submissive's face, and said, "I brought you breakfast in bed."
Sheila had been awakened this way many times already. It was a great way to wake up, inhaling the sweet scent of her best friend's pussy. Although she was a little groggy, she leaned her head up and began licking... briefly forgetting they were in her parents' house with her Grandfather just down the hall.
"That's it, slut, lap down that fresh breakfast," Essence moaned, as she savoured the slow licking.
Sheila could tell Essence was horny... she only called her names when she being was. Her surmise was confirmed a minute later, when she felt the back of her head pulled up, her face pressed firmly into the wet pussy, and her best friend began grinding her pussy on it.
"Oh yes, eat my pussy," Essence moaned. Then she dropped her bombshell: "Jerking off your Grandfather off got me all wet and bothered!"
Sheila's eyes went wide upon hearing that, although she couldn't do much more about it than to continue licking, while her face was used by her best friend. Had she really jerked off Sheila's Grandfather? Of course she had. She was really sneaky, but she never told lies. (Or as we've seen, she never told outright ones.)
"Yes, your Grandfather came inside the sleeve I bought him yesterday for his birthday," Essence said, as she began working over her friend's face... her pussy on fire... her orgasm coming closer.
"Yes, come on my face," Sheila moaned, with a visual of her Grandfather's big cock spurting cum on her face suddenly popping into her head.
"You're picturing your Grandfather's dick shooting cum on you, aren't you?" Essence taunted, about to come.
"No," Sheila lied.
"Liar," Essence moaned, just before she flooded her friend's face with her own cum.
Sheila hungrily lapped up her best friend's delicious cum... which had a taste she couldn't ever get enough of... a taste she was addicted to. Sure, she liked cock... but God, Essence's sweet nectar was heaven!
Once she was spent, Essence rolled off of her best friend and went to the VHS machine.
"Did you really jerk off my Grandfather?" Sheila asked, sitting up and realizing Essence was dressed as a slutty nurse. "And what are you wearing?"
"I did, then later, I ate his cum from the sleeve," Essence said, "but not where he could see me."
"You didn't!"
"You know I did," Essence said, as she slipped the next tape into the VHS player, pressed Play, and then Record on the computer app. This time she kept the screen turned so they could see it, and asked, "So what you think of my outfit?"
"It'll probably kill my Grandfather," Sheila said shaking her head.
"That's what he said it might do, but it didn't, she laughed, before going to her shopping bag. She pulled out a second identical nurse outfit, and tossed it to Sheila. "Don't worry, I got one for you too."
"I can't wear this in front of Gramps!" Sheila argued.
"You can and you will," Essence insisted. "Now go shower, get dressed in your outfit, and help me fix breakfast."
"You're exhausting," Sheila said, shaking her head.
"And you love it," Essence said, going over and giving her friend a brief but passionate kiss.
As her sexy black friend sauntered away with glimpses of her butt cheeks showing with each step, Sheila shook her head. God, what was she getting herself into? And why couldn't she get her Grandfather's big cock out of her head?
Fuck!
.....
Sheila showered, but she didn't put on the nurse outfit, for a couple of reasons. It felt weird to wear something so sexy, and even slutty, around her Grandfather, and she recalled she'd arranged to meet some friends from when she was in high school for lunch.
So she came out wearing jeans and a t-shirt, and Essence gave her a look.
"We're going out for lunch with my high school friends, remember?" Sheila defended herself, since didn't often disobey Essence's orders. They weren't girlfriend and girlfriend in the normal sense, but they were in a hierarchical relationship with each other, and Sheila was clearly the submissive of the two.
"Right," Essence smiled. "Yes, this outfit may be a bit much for that crowd."
"Just a little," Sheila chucked, as she admired her friend looking unbelievably hot in her all-white outfit.
"Finish making Papa Charlie's breakfast for me," Essence ordered, coming over and handing Sheila a spatula. "I should go and shower too, if we're going out to meet your friends."
"Yeah, you don't want to smell like pussy cum," Sheila said wickedly, with a grin.
"I didn't say that," Essence said, "since you're the one with pussy cum all over your face."
"How could I be? I showered afterwards."
"Then I must be wrong. So maybe I'll have to fix that by sitting on your face again just before we head out," Essence said as she left the kitchen, slapping Sheila's ass on the way out.
Sheila shook her head, although she knew that if Essence told her to eat her pussy just before they left, then she would... she couldn't ever resist that delicious nectar.
She finished making breakfast, then chatted with her Grandpa, promising him they'd make him a gourmet supper tonight for his birthday, but they'd be out for most of the afternoon.
Charlie was still processing his crazy morning with Essence. It was so wild, and it had given him pleasure he hadn't felt in years.
Essence came back dressed in tight jeans and a green blouse.
They chatted some more, before the girls headed out, Essence starting the episode called Dog Park, since the 15th anniversary one was quite short.
They had a great visit, then did a little last minute Christmas shopping, and picked up supplies for a buttermilk chicken meal Essence loved making... she'd first gotten it from her great-Grandmother's family recipe book.
They arrived home and checked on Charlie, who was watching Wheel of Fortune, and then went to put their shopping away. Then when they went into Sheila's bedroom, Essence insisted they both get into their nurse outfits, and after some protests from Sheila... in part because they'd be wearing no bras and only thong panties... she relented, as always.
Once they were both in their outfits, Essence snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor in front of her.
"Seriously? Now?" Sheila asked. Essence had used that simple gesture many times... usually when she was on the phone, watching television, or working on her computer... and it never failed to make Sheila's mouth water, her pussy tingle, and her submissive nature shift into overdrive.
"Seriously. I want your face glistening with my pussy cum when we make our entrance," Essence insisted.
"And then go out there so my Grandfather can see me like that? He'll know what it is! I can't do that," Sheila refused, even while her submissive mode subjugated her, and she dropped to her knees in front of her best friend.
"I don't know why you always argue with me, when you know from the start you'll end up doing what I told you to," Essence said, draping her left leg over Sheila's shoulder, and using her right hand to guide Sheila's face to her pussy.
"Fuck, are you bad," Sheila said, as she allowed her face to be guided into the sweet-smelling pussy she loved so much.
"Says the slut who's eating pussy in her parents' house with her Grandfather right down the hall," Essence teased, loving how naughty they were being.
"You're making me do it," Sheila pointed out, and then she began licking.
"I don't make you do anything, I just tell you what I want," Essence pointed out, although that was only partly true. She definitely pushed her best friend's buttons and led her into wicked sexual encounters and taboos, but in the end, Sheila always made the conscious choice to do whatever it was this time. "You make your own choices."
"That's true, I guess. You never threaten me or anything, but I can't ever resist obeying you," Sheila admitted. Deep down, she loved being Essence's submissive, and she also enjoyed the wild adventures she'd kept getting into.
"I know you can't," Essence purred. And then after you've completed my horrible task du jour, you're always glad you did it. True?"
"Yes, I'm afraid so," Sheila admitted.
"Then here we are again," Essence summarized, as she enjoyed her second tongue-licking of the day from her personal pussy-pleasing pet.
Ten minutes later, Sheila stood up, her face drenched with Essence's cum, and she asked, "You aren't really going to make me go out there dressed like this and wearing your cum all over my face, are you?"
"You already know the answer to that," Essence smiled, as she started another video, this one called, 'Carol's Wedding.' As it started, she said, "This next one has your Mom in it. She might even be the star performer!"
"What? No way?" Sheila said, as she went over to check out the laptop.
"It's labeled 'Carol's Wedding'," Essence pointed out.
"Then it can't be a sex tape," Sheila said, as she looked at the laptop. It started with her Mother dressed in a wedding gown, standing in a hotel room.
"Maybe you're right," Essence admitted, as they both watched to see what would happen.
"Ready honey?" Dottie asked as she came into view, wearing a gold formal gown.
"I don't know about doing this, Mom." Carol looked very worried.
"It's a family tradition, honey," Dottie said.
"Get over here slut," a deep voice said rudely from somewhere off camera.
"Just let yourself go and enjoy yourself, honey," Dottie said, "it's your Dad's and my special wedding present for you."
"Yeah, let's blacken the Bride," another off-camera voice said.
"Holy shit! No way!" Sheila gasped, as the camera panned over to show four naked black men standing next to the bed, all of them sporting very impressive erections.
"Jesus!" Essence gasped, as Carol went over to the four men and dropped to her knees in front of them.
"Get sucking, bitch," one of the muscular men ordered.
"I can't watch this, at least not right now," Sheila confessed, as her Mother took a cock in her mouth, and the other three men surrounded her, stroking their dicks.
"Good girl," Dottie purred, as Sheila urgently turned away from the screen.
"Well, now we know that your slutty, submissive tendencies are because of your first-rate genetic heritage ," Essence joked.
"My Mom cheated on my Dad on their wedding day!" Sheila wailed , totally shocked.
"Not necessarily. It's only cheating if your Dad didn't know and approve of her doing this. For all we know, maybe he was right there in the hotel room," Essence suggested as Carol began stroking two other cocks while sucking the first one... and then advancing from cock to cock.
"Regardless, I just..." Sheila broke down, beginning to cry.
Essence went over to her after turning down the volume, and pulled her in for a hug. "Now don't go messing up my pussy juice."
In spite of herself, Sheila couldn't help giggling.
"But seriously. What happens between your parents behind closed doors is their own business, unless they decide to share their secrets," Essence said, wondering just how kinky Sheila's family was.
"I guess," Sheila said, since it really wasn't any of her business... so long as her Dad knew about it. She didn't like the idea of her Mom cheating on her Dad... although her Grandmother had orchestrated this encounter, so there must have been more to this than was immediately apparent.
"Now come and help me prepare a nice birthday dinner," Essence said.
"Okay," Sheila said, wiping her eyes. "I still can't believe you want me to go out looking like this."
"We'll be his nurses for the entire week," she said. "We might as well embrace the part."
"I hope you remember he's my Grandpa," Sheila asserted.
"And I hope you remember your Grandpa has a huge dick," Essence countered, before skipping out of the room. And down the hall
Sheila shook her head, and then followed her out. She did her best to hurry straight to the kitchen, but as she rushed past her Grandpa, she saw his jaw drop open, so she realized that for better or worse, she'd been busted.
They made dinner, checking on Grandpa a few times. Charlie couldn't help raising a tent at the sight of these two beautiful young women dressed in sexy outfits and nylons with hints of their tits on display... and his dick couldn't care less that the hot girl with pussy juice all over her face was his granddaughter.
They ate together in the living room, while Essence made sure her sexy nylon-clad feet were within perfect view for the horny older man.
Sheila was super self-conscious about being dressed like she was... so inappropriately... but she also couldn't help noticing her Grandfather's very impressive tent. Something else inappropriate was that her pussy was leaking a little, and she really wanted to see that big, fat cock again.
After dinner and dishes, Essence announced, "For your birthday, we have one more surprise for you, Papa Charlie."
"You've already done more than enough," he said graciously, while what he really wanted was Essence's mouth wrapped around his dick.
"No, we actually haven't. Trust me, we'll do anything for you today," Essence said suggestively. "Now pick a number between one and four."
"Um, two," he said, having no idea what those numbers related to.
"Good choice," Essence said like a sommelier. "I'll be back soon." And she sauntered away down the hallway.
"What does she have in mind?" Charlie asked, his dick throbbing.
"I honestly can't imagine," Sheila said. She was equally curious about what her devious friend had in mind.
"I really appreciate you and Essence being here for me like this," Charlie expressed, as he admired his granddaughter's amazing tits, and her legs in nylons.
"Oh, anything for you," Sheila said, noticing her Grandfather admiring her figure and legs.
"That's sweet," he said. "Wearing those nylons for me is especially thoughtful."
Sheila hadn't known that was why she was wearing them, but it made sense. She responded, "They make me feel sexy."
"Your Grandmother always wore them."
"Did she?"
"Always," he nodded. "She wore them for me."
"That's really sweet."
"Yes. And I know it's odd for me to say, since you're my granddaughter, but you look amazingly like Dottie used to."
"I do?" she asked, although after seeing that wicked video with Dottie having all that sex, she knew they had a strong resemblance. She wouldn't mention it, but she even looked almost identical to her Grandmother when she was naked.
"Yes. So I know it's wrong for me to say this," he said, "but when I look at you, especially dressed like you are right now, and with what's on your face, I drift back in time, and I see you as Dottie."
"Oh, Grandpa," she said.
"You're just so much like her," he said. "So pretty, so sexy."
"Oh, Grandpa," she gasped uncertainly. She didn't know how she felt about hearing him saying that. On the surface, it was flattering and touching. But after seeing her Grandma fucking that priest... on a video her Grandpa had said he cherished... and he'd just called her sexy... and had obliquely mentioned Essence's pussy cum on her face... it was very probable that he fantasized about watching her having sex with her friend... and with him... which would be highly inappropriate... but also flattering and touching. She was feeling very confused right now.
"I'm sorry. It's just that when I see you, I see Dottie. And when I picture Dottie... well... I..." He trailed off, realizing he was saying far too much.
Sheila blushed, as Essence returned with a USB and asked, "When you picture Dottie, what?"
"Oh nothing," Charlie said.
"Do you see your beloved Dottie in Sheila?" Essence asked point blank.
"Yes, I do, actually," he admitted as Essence plugged the usb into the television set.
"And when you see Sheila, you picture her as your wife?"
"Yes."
"Which gets your dick hard while you think about fucking your wife one last time," Essence said wickedly.
"Essence!" Sheila gasped, although of their own volition, her eyes darted to that very impressive tent.
"I-I-I guess," he stammered, feeling ashamed, but also feeling free that he'd admitted his sick truth. He'd dreamt last night about fucking his granddaughter... and now seeing her dressed in those white nylons, and with her voluptuous breasts borderline visible, that fantasy was consuming him.
"It's okay," Essence said reassuringly. "In fact, it's quite natural."
"I don't think it's at all natural," he disagreed.
"Well okay, maybe not natural," Essence shrugged, "but I do think it's hot as fuck."
"Essence!" Sheila repeated, blushing furiously, as her friend switched the television feed to Aux.
"This is Video Two," Essence said, as it started playing.
"No! Don't play that here!" Charlie cried out. He was horrified these girls were about to see it.



"Don't worry, Papa Charlie." Essence said, "we've already seen and enjoyed parts of these hot videos."
"You have?" Charlie asked.
"Yes, Dottie was quite a mischievous gal," Essence said.
Charlie was speechless.
"Also, I think it's more than a little wild that Dottie and Sheila look so much alike," Essence added, as the scene started. Dottie was on her knees sucking a big black cock, dressed in a sexy, skimpy blue schoolgirl uniform, with a very short skirt that didn't quite reach down to her long, black stockings.
"Oh my," Sheila gasped, as she saw her Grandmother bobbing on a huge black cock.
"We don't have to watch this," Charlie urged, panic-stricken, even as his hard cock flinched at the sight of his beautiful wife sucking dick, like she'd done so often. God, he missed her!
"It's your birthday, Pépé," Essence reminded him, using a French endearment for Grandfather. "So we're all going to stay right here and watch this treasure with you. Right, Sheila?"
"Yes, we certainly will," Sheila agreed, her eyes already riveted to the television screen showing her Grandmother bobbing on a huge dick... easily swallowing all of it.
"Do you really want to watch this?" Essence asked, more so Papa Charlie could hear Sheila's reply, than for herself.
"Yes," I really do," Sheila repeated, "now stop distracting me!" She was completely transfixed by the sight of her lookalike Grandmother sucking that black dick... and such a big dick!
Charlie could see that his granddaughter was fascinated by what she was watching without even a hint of judging anyone, so he decided to go with it. He observed, "Dottie does look a lot like Sheila in this scene."
"She certainly does," Essence agreed.
"Strip and get on all fours, slut," a deep voice ordered Sheila... I mean Dottie.
"Yeah, it's time for our train ride," someone else said.
Dottie eagerly stripped off everything but her stockings, got onto all fours, impressively without allowing the dick to slip out of her mouth, and not even pausing in her smooth, deep bobbing. From the camera angle, it was apparent her pussy was hairless.
"God, she's one dick-hungry slut," someone said, just as another black man appeared behind her and slid his equally big dick inside her.
"Oh yeah, she loves getting half a dozen loads deep inside her pussy, don't you, slut?" the new guy said as he began fucking her from behind.
"Jesus!" Sheila gasped in a harsh whisper, in awe of her Grandmother's enthusiastic sluttiness. She looked over at her Grandfather, who was staring at her nylons. She blushed, and then turned back to the television.
"You guys know how much I love getting all these loads from your big black cocks," Dottie exulted, as she looked directly into the camera, which was currently filming a side view of her servicing the two dicks. "I love when my pussy is leaking from the floods of cum you hot black studs always fill me up with."
"That's so hot," Essence said, her hand reaching under her white dress to her bare pussy.
"Yeah, she was a wild one back then," Charlie smiled fondly, recalling so many of the wild encounters they'd shared... sometimes with videos like this one that she'd brought home to him... other times while he was there watching her strut her stuff. He recalled once when she'd taken twenty-five men one after the other... every load spilling into her pussy... resulting in so much cum leaking out of her! Or the wild bukkake she'd played the central role in, where she received over forty loads all over her face and boobs. She was totally soaked with cum... god, he wished he'd filmed that one! But he had watched it live, and had unloaded two of his own loads inside two hot young black sluts, who loved his big white dick... they were sisters.
"You're telling me!" Essence agreed with a moan.
Charlie looked around and saw Essence rubbing herself. His eyes went wide! He couldn't see her pussy from where he was, but he could clearly see that her hand was busy under her skirt.
"Oh yes, fuck me! Give me all that black dick," Dottie moaned.
"Oh yeah, she certainly is taking all of it," Sheila said, not hiding her enthusiasm at all. She looked around, and saw Essence standing a few feet away from her Grandfather, still rubbing herself.
"Do you think you could take a dick as big as that one?" Essence asked her.
"Essence!" Sheila objected.
"Papa Charlie, do you think your granddaughter could take a dick that big in her pussy?" Essence asked, loving to stir the pot.
Charlie was too horny not to respond, and seeing his wife in his granddaughter so perfectly, he replied, "If she's anything like her Grandmother, she could take a dick like that, and lots more of them, all night long."
"Grandpa!" Sheila gasped at his raw portrayal of her.
"Don't pretend you're some sweet innocent virgin," Essence chimed in.
"It's okay, Sheila," Charlie said gently. "There's nothing wrong with someone having a ferocious sexual appetite."
"There isn't?" Sheila asked.
"Harder! Slam that dick deep inside my pussy!" Dottie moaned wildly.
"Yeah," Charlie confirmed while he watched his wife really getting pounded from behind... the position she loved the best. "Your Grandmother was just as insatiable as I suspect you are. The more dicks she took, the happier she was. And I've never met a more wonderful woman in my entire life!"
"Really?" Sheila asked, even though that insatiableness was pretty obvious, as she watched her Grandmother taking a big dick from behind while five other naked men, all of them black, surrounded her, waiting their turns.
"Then I guess it's like Grandmother, like granddaughter," Essence teased.
"Essence!" Sheila objected again, starting to feel like a parrot.
"What? You love taking multiple dicks," Essence insisted, determined to pile layer upon layer of craving onto Sheila's libido tonight.
"It's okay, honey," Charlie repeated, his dick raging from the multiple visual sensations of these two hot girls' legs in skimpy nurse outfits and nylons, Essence unashamedly rubbing herself, and of course, the great memories this video of his wife taking on Big Jim and his friends were reawakening in him. "You're definitely a Jansen girl."
"How do you mean I'm a Jansen girl?" Sheila asked, not understanding his point.
"Ready to get bred, bitch?" the first black fucker asked while he hammered Dottie's pussy.
"Oh yes, fuck me harder! Shoot your load deep in my pussy!" Dottie moaned.
"Your Grandmother was an unabashed slut, and she told me her Mother was one too, and I believe you Dad's Mother is at least into swinging. I don't know anything about your own Mother's sex life, but who knows? Maybe she's another slut. In any case, if you love having sex as much as I hope you do, it would make a lot of sense, given your genetic heritage.
"Oh. Yes! Fill my pussy right up with your cum!" Dottie screamed, and to Sheila, it looked like she was coming from getting that load shot into her pussy.
"God, she almost always came whenever someone came inside her," Charlie said, confirming Sheila's speculation.
"Shit, you really are just like your Grandmother," Essence laughed. Sheila too had a knack for coming whenever a guy shot a load inside her.
Sheila could feel her pussy burning, as one black dick pulled out of her Grandmother, and another black dick immediately replaced it.
"Ride me, slut," the next man said.
"Yes, sir," Dottie said, and she began bouncing back on the big dick.
Essence reluctantly took her hand away from her wet pussy, and she went over to Sheila, who was sitting on the couch with her hands on her knees. "Is your pussy wet, slut?"
"No," Sheila lied.
"I find that very strange," Essence said. "You see, my pussy is soaking wet right now, and Papa Charlie is as hard as a rock," she pointed out. "So it would be astonishing if you weren't leaking like a broken faucet right now."
"Essence, please," Sheila whispered, trying to avoid being heard by her Grandfather.
"None of us present will be keeping any secrets from each other for the rest of our week together," Essence intoned, as she sat down on the couch next to her best friend, pried her legs apart, and placed her hand on her... yes, it most certainly was... soaking wet pussy.
"Essence," Sheila moaned, as the hand began rubbing her fevered pussy.
"Just relax," Essence purred. "You're soaking wet."
"It's okay, honey," Charlie said, as he watched the two young women. His granddaughter indeed did look so much like his wife. "If your Grandmother was still alive, she'd want you to be completely free right now. She'd love knowing you were getting turned on by watching her in her prime, doing what she loved the most."
"She would?" Sheila asked, as Essence slowly rubbed her clit.
"Oh God, I love riding this dick!" Dottie moaned, really bouncing back on the big sausage. Her moans were getting louder, and it looked like her second orgasm was imminent.
"Yeah! Keep riding me, slut," the black man groaned, obviously loving Dottie fucking him like this.
"Yes. As you can see, she was also an exhibitionist," Charlie said. "She loved people watching her, and she loved bringing pleasure to as many people as she could."
"That's so hot," Essence said. "Tell us more."
"Are you sure you want to hear more?" Charlie asked. "Without my leaving out any scandalous details?"
"Yes, we really do want to hear everything, don't we, Sheila?"
"Yes, we do, Grandpa," Sheila admitted. "Tell us all about my Grandmother."
"Yeah, like how did she manage to get herself fucked by all these black men, especially back then?" Essence asked.
"That's an interesting story," Charlie said, recalling vividly the first time Dottie had hosted black dicks inside her.
"Ohhhhh fuck!" Dottie screamed, as her second orgasm struck her while a second load filled her.
"God, she's so hot," Essence moaned.
"Thanks. So are you, babe," Sheila said with a flirtatious grin.
"Now let's slowly finger ourselves while we watch Dottie getting fucked, and while we listen to Papa Charlie tell us a hot story about your randy Grandma," Essence said, taking her hand away from her friend, spreading her legs wide enough that Papa Charlie could see her pink pussy framed so perfectly against her chocolate-coloured skin and contrasting white stockings.
"Fine, let's do it," Sheila said agreeably, finally deciding to go with the flow, wherever it might take her. She was feeling horny as fuck while as she too pointed her pussy towards Charley and stuck two fingers into it for his viewing pleasure, and for her own just plain pleasure.
"Since you sweet girls are being so accommodating, then I should get my dick out to join the party," Charlie said, and he pulled his sweats down to unleash his big, hard dick... he wasn't wearing any underwear.
"You do have an amazing dick, Papa Charlie," Essence said, openly admiring it.
"Thanks," he said, loving to have a hot young thing like Essence admiring his dick.
"Doesn't he, Sheila?" Essence asked.
"Yes, Grandpa. Can you see how wet your impressive dick is making my pussy?" Sheila asked, having shoved away the last vestiges of any guilt she'd previously felt, as she now invested herself fully into her lust, and this situation.
A third dick was now slamming into Dottie, while another one was in her mouth.
"I see she's good at multitasking," Essence joked.
"Yes, that was one of her many gifts," he smiled, as he slowly stroked his cock.
"So, how did she become a fuck toy for all those black men?" Essence asked bluntly.
"For a start, Big Jim was our next door neighbour," Charlie began.
"People actually called him Big Jim?" Essence asked wondering which of those men he was.
"Yeah, because he had an eleven-inch dick," Charlie said.
"Jesus Christ!" Sheila gasped, then apologized, "Sorry."
"No, he was 'Jesus Christ' worthy," Charlie laughed.
"Shit," Essence said, as she glanced at the television to see Dottie still getting spit-roasted.
"So anyway, Jim hosted monthly poker nights with a few of his buddies," Charlie continued. "And after he'd fucked Dottie a few times while I was on the road, he offered her the opportunity to serve as the grand prize at his next poker night."
"Shit," Essence repeated.
"Oh, fuck! Don't stop fucking me with that monster cock!" Dottie moaned, with yet another orgasm rising inside her.
"God, does Dottie have a great ass," Essence said, as all three of them returned their attention to the television.
"And God, does she look hot getting fucked," Sheila moaned softly, wishing she had a big cock in her pussy right now... which made her glance over and look at her Grandfather's very erect one.
"You'd better think that about her," Essence said, "she's your intergenerational twin."
"You do look so much like your Grandmother when she was younger," Charlie said, gazing at his granddaughter's fingers inside her shining wet pussy, feeling lust he knew he shouldn't be harboring.
"I'll take that as a compliment," Sheila said, wondering how her Grandfather's cock would feel if it was inside her pussy right now.
"You should, because I meant what I said as a major compliment," he said, as orgasm three was ripping through Dottie.
"Yes! I'm coming again!" Dottie declared, looking directly at the camera.
"This chick is insatiable," the guy who'd been fucking her said, pulling out after dropping a third straight load into Dottie.
"She's just getting started," the guy who'd been getting head said, as he waltzed around Dottie and slid his dick into her well-fucked pussy.
"Do you think you could take dick after dick like that?" Essence asked.
"I plead the Fifth," Sheila said. The idea of being gangbanged like that was very appealing.
"If you're anything like your Grandmother, you'd love it, and I'd be proud of you," Charlie said, knowing he was being inappropriate, but he couldn't resist.
"I think my favourite slut is exactly like her Grandmother," Essence said.
"So I'm learning," he said, as he looked into his granddaughter's eyes, before his gaze drifted down to her tits, and then to her pussy, which she was still fingering enthusiastically.
"So back to my story," he resumed, "Dottie, being the naughty lass that she was, volunteered to crouch under the table during the poker game, and she'd the dick of whomever had won the most recent hand."
"Oh my God, that's hot," Essence gasped, she too fingering herself exuberantly.
"Yeah, so she'd probably already swallowed a few loads, before this scene with the camera even started," Charlie said.
"Shit," Essence said, as another black stud showed up and slid his dick into Dottie's mouth.
"God, she can really suck dick," Sheila said, her mouth watering from the idea of having all those big dicks using her throat... and that thought leading her again to glancing over to admire her Grandfather's big dick.
"For fuck's sake, just go over there and help him out," Essence blurted out impatiently, having noticed Sheila was constantly staring at her Grandfather's dick.
"Say what?" Sheila blurted back, breaking away from her staring.
"It's obvious that you want to get a lot closer to your Grandfather's big dick," Essence said, "and to stroke it for him."
"I do not," Sheila denied, although she knew her tone revealed how much she did want to exactly that.
"Honey," Charlie said. With his cock throbbing and his balls boiling, he gazed at her with desperation in his eyes. "If you wouldn't terribly mind doing it, could you please come over here and stroke me so I can come? I'm not strong enough to keep doing this for myself."
"Go ahead, Nurse Sheila," Essence coaxed. "Nurse a load out of your Grandfather. He needs your assistance, and he's family."
"God, I need to come so bad," he said, which was true, except he really could do it himself if she refused.
"Are you sure you're okay with me doing it?" Sheila asked, pre-emptively standing up, feeling wetness leaking out of her and trickling down her right leg.
"It's more than okay," the Grandfather assured her. "I'd be very grateful if you did this for me."
"Yes, you'll be your Grandfather's devoted nurse providing him extra special care above and beyond the call of duty," Essence piled on the flattery.
"Then I guess I could," Sheila said, "so long as nobody minds," as she walked the few feet towards him.
"And you can think of it as an extra special birthday present you couldn't ever have bought for him in a store," Essence added.
On the screen, Dottie was really getting it from both ends... both men pumping their entire dicks in and out of her pussy and mouth.
Sheila arrived next to the bed, then just stood there, not knowing what to do next.
"Just start masturbating him," Essence suggested, "slowly".
"Please, honey, I need your help so badly," Charlie pleaded, as if in normal circumstances, the idea of his granddaughter giving him a hand job wouldn't be totally out of the question.
"Okay, I guess I can do that for you," Sheila finally agreed, and she sat down next to him on the bed, and wrapped her dainty hand around his big, fat cock.
"Oh God," Charlie moaned. This was the first other person's hand to touch his cock in a sensual way many in years... since the fake pussy wasn't nearly as good as flesh on flesh.
"That's it, stroke your Grandpa's dick nice and slow," Essence encouraged, the borderline incestuous act so taboo and hot.
"Your dick is so hard, Grandpa," Sheila said, now openly admiring it, since now she knew she had every right to do so.
"You two girls have reawakened a part of me I hadn't known still existed," he said with a soft groan.
"Is it our nylons, or your wife's videos?" Essence asked.
"It's both of those, plus your slightly see-thru tops, and all the caring attention you sexy young ladies have been giving me ever since you arrived, plus the way you showed me your fingers inside your pretty pink pussies... and... well... it's all added up to overwhelming," he said.
Essence hiked up her nurse's outfit, spread her legs wide again, and asked, "So you're saying you like to look at this chocolate pussy?"
"Oh God, I love your chocolate pussy," Charlie groaned as he stared at Essence's offering.
"Mmmmmmm," Essence moaned, as she rubbed said pussy while Charlie watched.
"You have a beautiful pussy," Charlie said.
"And you have a beautiful dick," Essence returned the compliment. "Now let's all watch your gorgeous wife getting spit-roasted some more."
All three turned their attention back to the video, although Sheila took many glances down at the cock she was still stroking, and Charlie stole quick glances at Essence while she rubbed herself for his edification, and his granddaughter slowly stroked him... which was driving him wild... except... he hated to be picky, but she wasn't moving fast enough to get him off.
"Fuck, can Dottie take dick," Essence moaned, as the fourth dick hammered away at her from behind.
"Yeah, Grandma Dottie looks so hot with that big fat cock in her mouth," Sheila agreed, wanting to take part in the conversation.
"Yeah, she was an amazing cock sucker," Charlie agreed. He'd deposited hundreds of loads in her mouth or on her face himself... never mind the hundreds more from her many intimate friends, and even complete strangers.
Sheila was utterly fascinated by her Grandfather's cock. She rolled her fingers over its head, and now she felt some pre-cum... although she resisted the temptation to put her moistened finger into her mouth. His cock felt so hard, and its slight leftward curve made her wonder... again... how it would feel inside her pussy. It was also very thick... her hand was barely able to wrap completely around it, which again made her wonder what it would feel like in her pussy, forcing it wide open. She also wondered what it would feel like in her mouth.



"Here's another like Grandmother, like granddaughter thing," Essence said, sliding an additional finger inside her honeypot.
"How would you know?" Sheila asked.
"I know because I've watched you suck quite a few dicks, and my strap-on," Essence answered, and Sheila realized she shouldn't have said anything.
"Essence!" Sheila gasped, since her Grandpa couldn't have missed hearing that.
Just then, the guy in Dottie's mouth pulled out, and he shot his load all over her face.
Dottie moaned, "Yes! Coat my face with your big load!"
"Hey, it's yet another Grandmother and granddaughter thing," Essence smiled.
"I do love a big load on my face," Sheila decided it was okay to say in this company, and trying to turn the conversation away from her lesbian activities.
"So you two are an item?" Charlie asked.
"We're not exclusive in the least, but we're roommates in our Sorority house, so we play together pretty much every day," Essence explained. She's also my submissive, so I enjoy taking her out in public to embarrass her. I order her to do things around perfect strangers like flash her tits, approach people... both guys and gals... and offer to go down on them. They almost always decline the offer, but if they accept, we take them into a grove of trees on campus, and she gives them an orgasm. And lots more things too. She almost always hates an order when I first give it to her, But once she begins, she's having a great time within a minute or two."
"But I'm not a lesbian," Sheila stressed, "but I like pussy almost as much as cock. For some reason she wanted her Grandpa to know she loved cock the best ... although that was pretty obvious, since she hadn't paused for even an instant since she'd begun stroking his dick.
"Yes, she enjoys both cock and pussy," Essence confirmed.
"Then that's another like Grandmother, like granddaughter thing," Charlie said. Sheila's fingers on his dick felt so fucking good!
"So Dottie ate pussy too?" Essence asked.
"Not often, but she was a submissive who'd do almost anything someone told her to," Charlie said.
"Another like Grandmother, like granddaughter thing," Essence repeated yet again.
"What can I say?" Sheila shrugged, looking directly into her Grandpa's eyes, "I need to please people, Grandpa. Including you."
"Oh, fuck," Charlie groaned. Her hand, her words, and the submissive look in her eyes, they'd all joined forces, and he erupted like an upside-down waterfall.
Sheila felt his cock pulsating in her hand, and then she saw his cum shooting up in the air. So she did what she always did whenever cum started erupting from a nearby cock, she hurriedly shoved her face into the cum's path of trajectory, and she succeeded in felling Charlie's second rope splat her right in the face!
"I'm sorry to be doing this to you, honey," he grunted, as helplessly, he just came and came.
"No need to apologize, Papa Charlie, She loves getting cum on her face," Essence said, now fingering herself furiously.
"I love cum anywhere on me or inside me," Sheila agreed, as the final two smaller ropes landed on her face, and then she leaned forward and began licking his cock head.
"Oh, Sheila," he groaned.
"I'm sorry, Grandpa, I can't ever stop myself from doing that," she apologized, and then she sat up and looked at him, with his cum dripping down her face all over the place!
"Come here and finish me off, slut," Essence demanded. She needed to come too!
"I'm being summoned, and I can't resist," Sheila smiled, and she scooped a big wad off of her chin and slurped it into her mouth. Feeling emboldened and still as horny as fuck, she added, "Mmmmmmm, you taste so good, Grandpa."
"Hurry up, slut," Essence ordered.
Sheila rushed to the couch, dropped to her knees, and she buried her cum-coated face in Essence's pussy.
"Oh fuck," Charlie groaned, still feeling the rapture of his orgasm while he watched his granddaughter eating that chocolate pussy.
"Your granddaughter is an amazing pussy licker," Essence said, as she placed her hand on the back of her friend's head and smooshed it against her soon-to-be-coming pussy.
"I can see that," Charlie said, admiring his granddaughter, just as Dottie began screaming from the television.
"Yes! Breed your white bitch!" Dottie bellowed as orgasm number four crashed into her.
"Get me off, slut! Show your Grandpa what a nasty pussy-munching slut you are," Essence ordered.
"Mmmmmmmm," Sheila responded, hungrily lapping her friend's addictive pussy.
"Yes, honey, get your friend off," Charlie added his own encouragement.
"Hear that, Sheila?" Essence asked, letting go off her friend's head for a moment, "Your Grandpa just ordered you to get me off." She was overstating his encouragement, but she felt the exaggeration would benefit all three of them,
Sheila leaned up, turned to her Grandpa, his cum and Essence's juices mixed together on her face, and said, "Yes, Grandpa. Like I said, I'll do anything for you. Absolutely anything!" She stressed the last word, before she returned to her chocolate delicacy.
"Then I might be ordering you to do lots of things this week," Charlie warned.
"Papa Charlie," Essence said, her hand back on Sheila's head, and now grinding on her friend's face, "for the rest of this week, we'll both be completely at your beck and call... anything goes,"
"You will, will you?" he asked.
"Yes, Papa Charlie. I'm usually a dominant. But for you, we'll both be completely submissive and eager to please you," Essence pledged. She then erupted as she glanced at the screen, and saw Dottie on her knees sucking an absolutely massive black cock. That had to be Big Jim! "Fuuuuuuck!"
"Good girls," Charlie said, as he watched the audience-of-one, but nevertheless wildly successful interracial lesbian act.
"God, she eats pussy so good, Papa Charlie, so good," Essence gasped, looking into his eyes, while her body quaked and trembled through her intense orgasm.
"She'd better be good if she's one of my flesh and blood offspring," Charlie said.
"Fuck," Essence moaned, and she collapsed backwards on the couch and allowed her orgasm to do its thing.
Sheila happily lapped up all of her creamy cum.
A couple minutes later Dottie was now straddling Big Jim, who was sitting on a dining room chair, while she bounced reverse cowgirl on his black cock like it was a trampoline. Essence asked, "Papa Charlie, how would you like me to get your granddaughter off for you? With my fingers? My strap-on? My tongue?"
"How about you go to the fridge and grab a king cucumber?" Charlie suggested.
"Oh, you devious old man," Essence said appreciatively, as she gently pushed Sheila away... Sheila's tongue still working... and ordered, "Get onto all fours, and turn so your Grandpa can admire your tight young ass."
"Yes ma'am," Sheila said. Essence briefly left, and Sheila got up on the couch in the position ordered.
"You have an amazingly lovely ass, Sheila," Charlie admired.
"Thank you, Grandpa," Sheila said, loving the compliment.
"Just like your Grandmother's," he added.
"Music to my ears, thank you!" she said. "Then if that's what you think, how about this idea? For the rest of the week, you can call me Dottie anytime you want." Sheila's pussy was burning, and this was her not-so-subtle way of hinting that she'd love to be his three-hole slut for the duration.
"I might take you up on that offer, honey," Charles said. How amazing it would be to fuck his granddaughter!
"Please remember Grandpa, I'll do anything you tell me to," Sheila reminded him. "I'm completely yours to control."
"And so am I," Essence said, coming back in carrying a footlong but thin cucumber. She first went to Charlie and briefly stroked his slowly shrinking cock, before she advanced to Sheila.
"Fuck her good, Essence. Pound my granddaughter the way I would if I was still able to," Charlie said, for the first time making it clear to both girls that if possible, he'd love to fuck his granddaughter.
"Like this?" Essence asked, as she slid the entire footlong vegetable into Sheila's wet pussy, with one quick push.
"Oh, yes! Fuck me! Show my Grandpa what a slut I am," Sheila screamed, as a rush of pleasure cascaded through her the moment she was penetrated by the green giant.
"Yeah! Give her all that cock," Charlie encouraged her, in awe of what he was witnessing... and because of what these two beauties had promised him.
"Do you like getting fucked in front of your Grandpa?" Essence asked.
"I love it that he's watching," Sheila moaned. "Now fuck me harder. Give me every inch of that cucumber, and I'll pretend it's Grandpa Charlie's cock."
"Oh my God," Dottie moaned, as she bounced up and down on the eleven-inch hammer... the camera directed at the penetration, in an extreme closeup.
"You love black cock, don't you?" Big Jim asked.
"I fucking love black cock," Dottie declared, as she placed her stocking-clad feet on his knees, and really rode his dick.
"Come for Papa Charlie, Sheila! Come all over this cucumber, while declaring you're his Christmas present sex slave," Essence ordered, as she furiously pounded her best friend.
"Oh yes... fuck! Yes! Oh Grandpa, oh fuck! I'll be your... I'll be your... oh fuck, fuck... your... your... your Christmas present sex slave sluuuuuuut!" Sheila finished babbling, just as she erupted in an intense orgasm, and then she collapsed forward onto the couch.
"Good girl! Such a good girl!" Charlie literally cheered, as Essence pulled the cucumber out and buried her face in her friend's flooded pussy. "Shit, that was so hot," he added.
"Oh, fuck! Please fill my pussy with your cum," Dottie pleaded as Big Jim picked her up by her hips and held her in the air while he fucked her.
A couple minutes later, Sheila rolled onto her back, and Essence lay down beside her, and Sheila reached around, fondling her tits and cunt, while they both watched this impressively muscular black stud destroying Dottie's pussy.
"Come inside me... come inside me, please... come inside me," Dottie begged. "I need it so bad!"
"Get ready, slut," Big Jim grunted, continuing to fuck her for an additional few deep strokes, before he shoved her against a nearby wall and erupted inside her.
As he filled her pussy with her load number five, she screamed, "Yes, fuuuuuuuuck!" as she wrapped her legs around him as best she could, and looked directly into the camera... her eyes filled with unbridled lust.
"Fuck!" Essence cried out.
"Fuck indeed!" Sheila agreed.
A minute later, the scene ended and another one began, this time Dottie was wearing a nun's outfit, which gave Essence an idea for tomorrow. She grabbed the cucumber, brought it to Charlie and said, "In case you'd like a sample taste from your slutty granddaughter."
Sheila's eyes went wide, as Charlie gleefully accepted the cucumber and placed an end of it in his mouth.
"So hot," Essence said.
"Jesus," Sheila said. "I guess he likes me!"
"Happy birthday, Papa Charlie," Essence said.
"Yes, happy birthday, Grandpa," Sheila agreed, going over to him, and instead of kissing him on the cheek like she'd done every night so far, she kissed him directly on the lips, and kept at it for about a minute.
"Thank you so much, girls," Charlie said. "This was the best birthday ever!"
"Oh but we still have Christmas Eve and Christmas Day together to look forward to, and we'll need to celebrate them festively," Essence grinned, giving him a wink.
They tidied up the living room, got Charlie ready for bed, and then went to their bedroom, where Essence started the final video of the series: Dottie's 50th.
The two girls were totally spent, so they didn't say much... each of them pondering their twisted activities this evening, and the total commitment they'd made to their favourite old man for the days ahead.
CHRISTMAS EVE
The girls were required to dress appropriately and to behave, when Charlie informed them he had friends coming over to visit. They'd arrive about mid-morning, and wouldn't be leaving until five-ish. And no, they weren't that kind of friends, so nobody would be undressing, or even talking dirty.
The girls headed out before the guests arrived, since Essence had some kinky ideas for that evening and the next day.
When they arrived back at noon like they'd promised Charlie, they were introduced to the guests, who mainly hetero couples plus a few singles of both sexes, and then they politely endured an extremely boring afternoon. When they'd promised Charlie that they'd do anything for him, they hadn't envisioned an endless afternoon of boring chit chat.
So it wasn't until after supper until the three of them were finally alone together.
Essence said, "Papa Charlie, your granddaughter and I are going to go change into something a lot sluttier, and then we'll come back out to watch one of your videos with you. Which one would you like to watch?"
"Are all of them transferred?" he asked.
"All of the videos," Essence answered. "I've ordered some hardware for the cassettes, and it hasn't arrived, so I haven't done any of those yet."
"I've never seen Carol's Wedding," he said. "In fact until a few days ago, I didn't even know it existed."
"So that one, then?" Essence inflected it as a question, although it really wasn't one.
"Yes, please."
"Sweet! We'll be back soon, stud," Essence said, reaching out and giving his dick a friendly squeeze.
In the bedroom, Essence pulled out the evening's outfits and ordered, "Put this on."
"Oh, this is awfully naughty for the evening before the day we celebrate Jesus's birth," Sheila said, examining the very skimpy, very slutty nun outfit.
"Yes, but you can confess your sins later," Essence chuckled. "He did after all give his life so we could be dirty sluts."
"First, you're talking about Easter," Sheila said, shaking her head. "Second, I'm not sure that was even one of the purposes of his dying on the cross."
"But it could be," Essence shrugged, as she got undressed.
"What are you wearing?" Sheila asked as she got out of her dressy casual wear.
"Every man's fantasy."
"There are lots of every man's fantasies," Sheila pointed out.
"True, true," Essence laughed, "but which one do you think would make the most men get hard the instant they saw an attractive woman wearing it?"
Sheila pondered this. Her first thought was a female superhero, but then the obvious answer popped into her head. "A cheerleader!"
"Indeed. I'll be a cheerleader," Essence smirked, as she finished getting undressed, including removing her panties.
"Good choice," Sheila said, now only wearing her panties.
"Your panties need to come off too," Essence said, "we're going to play a game where they'd just get in the way."
"A game about panties?" Sheila asked, as she slid out of hers.
"You'll see," Essence leered, as tore open the crotchless pantyhose she'd purchased for her outfit.
"That tone always means I'll be required to do something devious," Sheila said, as she picked up a pair of red thigh highs from the bed.
"And as always, you'll love it," Essence rebutted.
"Actually, I'm sure I will this time. I usually object when you order me to do something that's over-the-top slutty, but with my Grandpa serving as our audience, I don't think I'll object to anything you want me to do," Sheila explained, and they both got into their sexy... and slutty... and sultry... Christmas Eve outfits.
Essence grabbed the two pairs of panties, and the Carol's Wedding USB, and she led the charge out to the living room.
"Jesus!" Charlie gasped, as soon as he saw Essence appear in her cheerleader outfit with one of her tits exposed.
"You mustn't use the Lord's name in vain on Christmas Eve," Sheila quipped as she sauntered down the hall right behind her girlfriend.
"Oh my," Charlie said, as he admired his granddaughter wearing a completely slutty nun outfit ... with the entirety of her red thigh high stockings within view. He loved all nylons... but he really, really loved red ones. She wasn't flashing an entire tit, but her bodice was only kind of containing her large boobs.
Essence plugged the usb into the television slot, loaded got the video, and asked, "Are you ready to see this family-friendly sex video, Papa Charlie?"
"Definitely," he answered. His dick already hard, ready, but for now, politely tucked away.
"Good," she said. But then she came over to him and said, "But before we start watching, let's play a game."
"What kind of game?"
"Whose scent is whose?" Essence answered, as she pulled out two pairs of panties... a pair in each hand.
"Oh," he said, looking at a pair of pink, and a pair of blue panties.
"These garments were worn today by your resident sluts, and your challenge is to use your sense of smell to determine who wore what. Which pair would you like to sniff first? Pink or blue?"
"Pink."
Essence held her pink panties under his nose, and he inhaled deeply.
The exotic scent wafted into his nose, and a chill went up his spine... he'd always loved the intimate scent of a woman. This sample was pungent, with a strong, almost dominating scent.
"Intoxicating," was all he said for now.
"Mmmmmmm," Essence purred noncommittedly, as she pulled hers away, and offered him his granddaughter's blue ones.
Charlie took a deep breath once these ones were placed under his nose, just like before. This girl's scent wasn't as pungent as the first one's had been, but it was exotic in a subtler way. This pair was also wetter than the first, indicating the pussy in question had been leaking for a while, perhaps in anticipation of this evening's upcoming adventuring.
"Intriguing," he appraised thoughtfully.
"Intoxicating and intriguing," Essence said, "interesting word choices."
Sheila had watched the game in silent fascination. She asked, dying to know, although she knew that she and Essence had different scents, "So Grandpa, which scent did you like better?"
Charlie pondered this question. He didn't want to play favourites and choose either of them above the other. So he decided to turn politician and evade the question. "Well, the pink pair had a pungent scent that was sharp, a little overpowering even, but in a sensual way. This scent whetted my appetite, and it would particularly attract a hungry person."
"Well said," Essence approved, recognizing how accurate his description was. People loved eating her pussy, especially women. She was able to turn straight women into eager pussy pleasers, usually from their very first sniff and lick. In fact, she had almost a dozen women who frequently texted her, politely (they wouldn't get anywhere if they weren't polite) requesting to eat her out, and who'd rush to her sorority room to eat her out after a single text. A cheerleader once left a game at halftime to dine on her pussy in a bathroom. A professor had dismissed her class early so she could go to her office and wait for Essence, then she'd dropped to her knees the moment Essence entered the office and sat on her desk with her legs apart. A Mother had left her daughter's music recital to lap up her sweet chocolate dessert.
"And the blue ones are equally worthy," Charlie went on. "Their scent is more subtle, almost shy, but their bountiful wetness drew in my senses, which made my mouth water with impending delight," Charlie described.
"Well, aren't you the fancy wordsmith," Essence complimented him, as she dropped her panties onto the bed beside him.
"So which panties are whose?" Sheila asked, not caring anymore whose he liked better... she certainly didn't want to come in second!
"Yours are the blue ones," he said.



"Why do you think that?" Essence asked.
"Pussy scent and personality match," he said. "Or at least that's what I'm going with."
"How so?" Essence asked.
"Well, if my theory is correct, the pink panties were worn by someone inherently dominant who's accustomed to being in charge, while the blue pair was worn by someone shier and more submissive... and who was really horny all afternoon," he rationalized.
"Very astute," Essence smiled. "I'll leave you with both pairs, to do with as you please."
"But was I correct?"
"You were," Essence answered, "congratulations for winning the game. But I'm afraid that your prize is one you already own... the power to command your willing slaves to do whatever you wish." She then went to the television and stopped only a millimetre short of pressing Play on the video called Carol's Wedding. "And now without further ado, I hereby present the world premiere of... drum roll please... Carol's Wedding!"
"I have no idea what this one is," Charlie said.
"Then let's all find out together," Essence said, and she pressed Play.
For a couple minutes, all three of them silently watched.
Then Essence went over to Charlie and suggested over her shoulder, "We should probably let Little Chuckie come out to play, don't you think, Sheila?"
"Um, yes, for sure," Sheila agreed, yanking her twisted fascination away from the scene she was watching. Which had already progressed to her Mother on her knees in her wedding dress sucking someone's big black dick, with three other naked black men, also with big dicks, on their feet surrounding her. Meanwhile her Grandma Dottie was sitting at the edge of a bed with her legs spread wide, while Sheila's Paternal Grandmother, a woman of Japanese ancestry named Hatsumi... so of course Sheila always called her Grandma Hatsumi... was licking her. So both of Sheila's Grandmothers were taking part in this... this... orgy, should she call it?
"Yes, please do," Charlie said absently, shocked to discover his daughter had followed in her Mother's brazen footsteps.
"So, this is a 'like two Grandmothers, like Mother, like daughter and granddaughter... thingy," Essence quipped, and she pulled Charlie's pyjamas down, thus setting Little Chuckie free from his confinement.
"I guess it is," Charlie said. This video was shocking even to him, mainly because Dottie had never once mentioned his daughter's unbridled lust for cock. And unbridled it was... she was certainly sucking that stranger's cock enthusiastically!
"I can't believe Mom did this on her wedding day," Sheila said, as she watched her Mother sucking one dick, while simultaneously stroking two more dicks with her hands.
"I do recall that Dottie and your Mom were gone for a good forty-five minutes from the wedding reception," Charlie said. "They wanted to cut the cake, but the Bride wasn't anywhere to be found."
"It now looks like she'd found a different dessert to enjoy," Essence joked.
"I think even wilder is my other Grandma eating pussy. She's the most prudish woman I know," Sheila said. "At least I've always thought so until now."
"Oh, but she was a kinky one back then," Charlie said. "I fucked her a few times myself after Dottie pimped her out to me."
"No way!" Sheila sang out, watching her Mom straddling the dick of a man who was just lying on the floor, while she did all the work.
"Yeah, but it was always in the ass," Charlie said wickedly. "She wouldn't let anyone but her husband fuck her pussy."
"What a strange moral code," Essence mused, as she began stroking Charlie's hard dick.
"Yeah. Mind you, I wasn't complaining," Charlie said, "she was a wild ass freak!"
"Crazy," Sheila said, as she saw Essence stroking her Grandpa's cock... which made her want to stroke it too.
"So the first dick to venture inside her following her vows wasn't her husband's," Essence said, as all three of them watched Carol as she began riding a dick that indeed wasn't her husband's.
"Not exactly how I imagine most women consummating their marriage," Sheila said, as another dick was offered to her Mom's mouth.
"Yeah, even I'm surprised by this," Charlie said. "I can't fathom how or why Dottie kept me in the dark about this for all those years. Unless it was just an oversight? That tape has been part of my collection for more than twenty years... I just never got around to watching it."
"Mmmmmmm," Carol moaned, as she rode one cock, sucked another, and stroked two more.
"My Mother is quite the multi-tasker," Sheila said.
"And you're just as good," Essence said, still slowly stroking the thick dick. "I remember once when you got double penetrated by those two basketball players while you were eating my pussy."
"Essence!" Sheila rebuked her. She was both embarrassed and proud about all of her past sexual encounters being revealed. Of course at first she hadn't wanted her Grandfather to know how much of a slut she was. But now it was obvious that she came from a long line of practicing sluts, and the nastier she was, the more she impressed her Grandpa... which she really wanted to do.
"Am I wrong?"
She went for melodramatic. "No, it's just that I'm not sure Grandpa wants to hear about me getting double penetrated and having them come in my pussy and asshole while I ate you to multiple orgasms."
She saw Grandpa's dick twitch from hearing her wicked words.
Charlie thought she was actually worried, so he reassured her, "Don't worry sweetheart, I love hearing about all the ways you're as extremely slutty as your Grandmother was."
"And apparently your daughter isn't any slouch either," Essence pointed out.
"Apparently," he chuckled, just as Essence bent down and swirled her tongue around his cock head.
"Oh yes! Fuck!" Carol moaned, as she bounced on the dick.
"That's it, Carol! Ride that big dick!" Dottie cheered her on, her hand pressing Hatsumi's face against her pussy. "And don't stop licking me, you dumb bitch!"
"Dottie was always submissive to any man with a big dick, but she was usually dominant with any women she hooked up with," Charlie explained, as he enjoyed Essence's tongue teasing his cock head.
"Interesting," Essence said, not watching at all... just focusing on the big fat cock right in front of her face.
"And another thing," Charlie added, "I might have given you the false impression that I'm angry with my daughter for taking part in all this wild sex on her wedding day, but I'm not. I'm just puzzled that Dottie never told me about this, and a bit disappointed that I haven't gotten a chance to fuck her yet."
"That makes sense," Sheila said, the idea of her grandpa fucking her mother suddenly hot. This led to her even pondering what it would be like to have some incestuous lesbian action. "Now that I've seen her in action, I wouldn't mind spending some lez-time with her myself."
"My turn, Bend over the bed, bride bitch," the guy being jerked off said.
Carol stood up and bent over the bed, the man pulled her dress up and folded it over her back, and he slid his dick into her pussy.
"Come and fuck my other slut in the ass, Jamie," Dottie said to the guy lying on the floor.
"For sure," Jamie said, and he stood up, hurried to the woman on her hands and knees, and pulled up her dress.
"But remember guys, all three of your loads have to go on my baby girl Bride's face," Dottie reminded him.
"Yeah, yeah," Jamie agreed impatiently, and he slid his dick inside Grandma Hatsumi's ass.
"Shit," Sheila said, as she watched the two men fucking her Mom and her other Grandmother, her mother as nasty a slut as her grandmother. "And no lube."
"Yeah, she always liked it rough," Charlie said, as he placed his hand on the back of Essence's head and pushed her mouth further down on his dick.
Essence kind of smiled (with her mouth wide open) as she opened her throat and took her Papa Charlie's dick deep inside of her.
"Hey!" Sheila said, as she saw her best friend with her Grandpa's dick down her throat.
"What? Do you want some of your Grandpa's cock too?" Charlie asked bluntly, brimming with power and confidence.
"I don't know," Sheila answered hesitantly. Truth was, she badly did want to suck his cock. Except she knew most people said that was a horrible thing to do with any of your relatives.
"Oh yes, fuck me with that big cock," her Mother demanded with a wild moan, while she took Jamie's hard back shots.
"Oh, yeah! You can take that big cock just like your Mama can!" Dottie congratulated her daughter, while she watched her getting fucked.
"Come here, darlin'" Charlie ordered Sheila, but sweetly.
"Yes, Grandpa," she replied, ripped her gaze away from her Mother's wedding day debauchery, stood up, and went to her Grandpa, who was still getting blown by her best friend.
"Good girl," he said, as she arrived next to him.
Essence was slowly bobbing on his cock, and now she started listening intently to this conversation.
"I'll ask you again," Charlie said. "Do you want to suck my cock?"
Sheila paused for a moment before she answered with a question of her own, "Would you judge me harshly if I said yes?"
"No, honey," he replied very gently, "I would never judge anyone for their sexual kinks. For instance, right now you're watching your Grandmothers going crazy, doing slutty things that I would not only allow, but encourage. And admittedly I'm a bit upset to see your Mother slutting it up tonight, but it wasn't her fault my Dottie never told me about this bacchanal we're watching, and I think she's doing a wonderful job of taking part in it. I'm very proud of her!"
"Then do you want your granddaughter to suck your big cock, Grandpa?" Sheila asked, not quite answering the question, but since she was speaking in a sexy, baby girl voice, she was indeed answering it.
"Would you judge me harshly if I answered yes, I do want you to suck my cock until I come all over your face or down your throat?" he responded, he too saying yes without actually saying the words.
"Jesus, you two! Just get it on!," Essence barked, sitting up and offering the saliva-wet cock to Sheila.
"There's no going back from this," Sheila warned, as she leaned down towards the gloriously hard dick.
"Yeah, and someday my fairy prince will come, yada yada yada! No more talking!" Essence scolded, and she shoved Sheila's mouth onto the dick, until the end of the shaft was way down her throat and tickling her tonsils.
"Oh, fuck," Charlie groaned. His granddaughter was deep throating his dick!
"Now suck," Essence ordered. "Show your Grandpa what an amazing cock sucker you are."
Sheila shifted into full submissive mode, just like she did whenever she was interacting with any cock or pussy, or whenever Essence ordered her to do something crazy. At this point, she didn't mind at all this was her Grandpa's dick, and knowing that it was just enhanced this twisted act. But the most important thing was that she just wanted to obey and to please. Which was an excellent instinct in her case, because her most powerful orgasms always occurred after she'd given in completely to someone. So the instant Essence released her head, she began bobbing like crazy!
"Oh yes, Sheila, that feels so good," Charlie moaned, in awe that he was getting head from his granddaughter, while on the television, his only daughter was getting fucked by some dark stranger, while his late wife was getting eaten out by another stranger.
"Oh yes, suck that dick!" Essence moaned, now standing up to watch the incestuous act closely. Her hand went beneath her dress to her wet pussy.
"Come closer," Charlie ordered her, when he saw Essence beginning to rub herself.
"Yes, Papa Charlie," Essence said obediently, and she drifted close to him.
"Get onto the bed and spread your legs," Charlie instructed, while his granddaughter continued sucking his dick.
"I love a man who knows what he wants," Essence purred as she got onto the bed and onto her knees right beside him, with her skirt above her waist, and her legs parted wide, to give easy access to this old man for whatever he wanted to do.
"And I love a woman who knows her place," Charlie replied, as he reached his hand out to her wet pussy... and then he slid two fingers inside her.
"Oh yes, finger fuck me," Essence moaned, spreading her legs wider, so he could perfectly see her pretty pink pussy.
"Such a sexy bare pussy," he said, as he pumped his fingers in and out.
"Don't stop doing that," Essence moaned, her pleasure quickly rising from the fingering, while she watched her best friend sucking her Grandfather's cock.
Meanwhile, Sheila reached one of her hands down to her pussy, and she began rubbing herself, while she sucked her Grandfather's fat, mouth-stretching cock. By now, her sentiments had flipped, so knowing she was committing incest was now enhancing her thrill instead of the opposite, and her body was on fire!
After a couple minutes of fingering and sucking, Charlie ordered, "Come and straddle my face, Essence. I want to taste your sweet pussy."
"Mmmmm. Are you saying you want to eat your granddaughter's best friend's pussy?" Essence asked, as she quickly moved into position, eagerly offering her hairless pink pussy to his face.
"Are you trying to shame me? No deal! I have two sluts who've given me permission to use them however I please, and use them I shall! Not with shame, but gratitude!" he replied, as he placed a hand on her ass, and leaned forward slightly to taste his first pussy in years.
"Mmmmmm, you certainly do have permission to do whatever you choose with us," she moaned, as his tongue contacted her pussy.
"You taste so good," he complimented, as he parted her deliciously wet pussy lips.
"Your tongue feels so good," Essence moaned, looking down at the old man between her legs.
"Oh my God, I'm coming!" Carol screamed from the television, even though none of them were watching anymore... the three of them were now preoccupied with their own naughty pursuits.
"Oh fuck," Charlie moaned a couple minutes later while Sheila really worked his dick over.
"Don't stop," Essence moaned, close to coming too, with Charlie now working on her clit with his lips and tongue while he finger banged her good and hard.
"Come on my face," Charlie ordered. He wanted to get this hot black girl off, and to taste her fully flavoured sweet nectar.
"Oh yes!" Essence moaned, pulling his head strongly against her swollen clit, as he pleasured her inside and out.
A minute or so later, Essence's legs stiffened, and her cum gushed out of her and onto Charlie's face. Whereupon he pulled his fingers out and pressed his lips to her pussy, to capture as much of her cum as he could. "Fuuuuuck!" she trembled.
It wasn't even fifteen seconds later until Charlie grunted, his cock pulsed, and his balls erupted, filling his granddaughter's eager mouth.
Sheila didn't slow down one whit, she just kept bobbing while the warm, gooey cum shot into her mouth and glided down her throat.
Then Charlie fell back onto his pillow, Essence climbed off of the bed, and Sheila backed her mouth off of her Grandfather's shrinking dick.
"No way!" Charlie gasped, as he looked at the television screen and saw his wife now wearing a strap-on and fucking his daughter.
"Oh yes, Mommy! Fuck me!" Carol screamed from her hands and knees, while all four black cocksmen stroked their dicks while they crowded together in front of her.
"Shoot your big loads onto my daughter's face, boys," Dottie instructed, still slamming into her daughter from behind.
"Oh my!" Sheila gasped, watching her Grandmother fucking her Mother... and since Dottie looked so much like her, it appeared that she herself was fucking her Mom!
"And you never knew anything about this epic orgy until this evening?" Essence asked Charlie.
"I knew nothing at all about it until now," he confirmed, just as one of the men grunted, and then sprayed his load all over Charlie's daughter's face.
"Oh, yes! Give me all your cum," Carol moaned, and it appeared to Sheila that another orgasm was rising inside her.
"Here's another load for you, slut," another guy grunted, before painting her face even whiter than before.
"Shit!" Essence blurted out.
"Fuck!" Sheila moaned, her hand going to her pussy. This wild slut she was admiring and envying was her own Mother! And the middle-aged version of her would be returning home in a few more days! And then what should she say and do?!
"It's time for you to come, Sheila. Come while you watch your Mother getting fucked, and make me as proud of you as I am of her for being such a wonderfully dirty slut!" Charlie orated, as all three of them were sucked back into their fascination with the insane action on the television.
Essence went to Sheila, caressed her ass, and whispered into her ear, "It looks like all you Jensen girls are incestuous sluts."
"Oooooh," Sheila moaned, the aftertaste of her Grandfather's cum still lingering in her mouth, while she frantically rubbed herself.
"Keep pounding my asshole, Mommy," Carol moaned,
"She's fucking her ass now?" Essence gasped.
"It appears so," Charlie said, in awe of what he was witnessing... while he kept trying to understand why Dottie hadn't ever told him about this extracurricular fuck fest.
"That's so hot," Sheila moaned. She always loved getting fucked in the ass... she always came the hardest when she was being sodomized.
"I'm getting close, Mommy," Carol moaned wildly, with two loads of cum dripping down her face.
"Then come, baby girl! Come all over Mommy's cock," Dottie ordered, as she really slammed into her daughter.
"Oh yes, Mommy! Oh yes! Yes! Yes! Fuck!" Carol screamed, as her orgasm erupted through her. And just a moment later, the third and fourth loads were catapulted in to coat her face twice as much as before!
"Good girl!" Dottie purred, continuing to fuck her daughter through her orgasm.
"Come, slut. Come from imagining your Grandfather's dick fucking your own tight asshole," Essence whispered into her friend's ear.
"Oh, fuck!" Sheila moaned, about to burst. The idea of her Grandfather's big, fat cock spreading her ass cheeks wide and filling her up, made her wild with lust.
"Do you want your Grandfather to pound your asshole, Sheila?" Essence asked.
"Oh, fuck yes!" Sheila admitted, and then she suddenly erupted.
"Good slut," Essence moaned, her Christmas Day plans being finalized at that moment.
A minute later, with both sluts present and the old stud having reached his orgasm, they looked up at the television to see that Carol, Dottie and Hatsumi were now in a daisy chain. Dottie was eating out her daughter, Carol was eating out her new Mother-in-law, and Sheila's Grandma Hatsumi was back where she'd started in this video... between Dottie's legs.
"Well, Papa Charlie," Essence said, "you'd better get some rest tonight. Because unless you want something different from your willing sex slaves, tomorrow I'll be riding your big dick, and you'd be fucking your granddaughter in the ass."
"Essence! Stop it!" Sheila was objecting to her bluntness, because of the slight guilt she was starting to feel again now that she was coming back to her senses.
"What's your problem?" Essence demanded. "Don't pretend you don't want your Grandpa's big fat dick pounding your asshole."
"Jesus," she sighed, feeling defeated.
"Don't worry, baby girl," Charlie said. What Essence had just promised him for tomorrow was a dream come true, "Tomorrow I'll give you the best ass fucking you've ever had."
"Oh, Grandpa," Sheila said, this time playfully.
"I don't want to knock you up, so I mustn't come in your pussy," he pointed out.



"So you're telling me that you'll be shooting millions of your lively little sperms into my asshole tomorrow, Grandpa?" Sheila asked playfully, her doubts now being erased while she got back into the spirit of how much fun it was to be having all this sex with her Grandpa and her best friend.
"God willing," he said, and all three of them watched the rest of that lesbian threesome that happened more than twenty years ago, and then they all prepared for bed.
.....
Christmas Day
"Did you get us new outfits for today?" Sheila asked as Essence got out of bed.
"You know I did," Essence said, as she reached into a shopping bag.
"Sluttier than yesterday's?"
"I don't know if that's possible, but it's definitely sexy seasonal wear," Essence said, and she pulled out matching sexy Santa's elves dresses.
"Very festive," Sheila said when she caught sight of the dress.
"Red or white?" Essence asked.
"Huh?"
"Do you want to wear the red one or the white one?" she elaborated.
"Oh. The red one, please."
Essence also pulled out the nylons, and she tossed Sheila a red pair of thigh highs.
"Oh, right," Sheila said, as she snagged the package out of the air.
"Now get dressed. We have some serious fucking to do today," Essence said.
"I can't believe we're both going to fuck my Grandpa!"
"In your case, he'll be fucking your ass," Essence reminded her.
"Maybe I want him in all my holes," Sheila said wickedly.
"Which would be fine, if you didn't forget your birth control," Essence pointed out.
"Yeah, I suppose," Sheila nodded, "getting pregnant with my Grandfather's baby would be really inconvenient, and awkward, too."
"On the other hand," Essence continued, "he can shoot his sperm into me as many times as he likes."
"You do love getting that pussy filled," Sheila said, as they both got dressed.
"I do," Essence agreed.
Five minutes later, they pranced into the living room.
To no effect, since Charlie was still asleep.
"Let's wake him up the best way possible," Essence whispered. Charlie's dick was still out in the open.
"Blow job?"
"Double blow job," Essence corrected.
"What does that look like?"
"I'll start by sucking his dick, and you can suck his balls, then after a bit, we can swap," Essence explained.
"Aaaaah, we're double teaming him," Sheila got the idea, and Essence went to the side of the bed and bent over, to take the flaccid dick into her mouth... while Sheila crawled between his parted legs.
Essence swirled her tongue around the cock head with it in her mouth... starting to wake it up.
Meanwhile, Sheila laid on her belly and licked his ball sac.
After a couple minutes the dick was hardening, and Sheila had a ball in her mouth, and Charlie himself (now not just his dick) began waking up.
He opened his eyes, and saw Essence in her red dress, sucking his dick. "Well, Merry Christmas! Aren't you a jolly, slutty elf!"
"Merry Christmas, Papa Charlie," Essence responded merrily, as she kept stroking his now semi-erect dick.
"Merry Christmas, you big-dicked Grandpa," Sheila called out from between his legs.
"Merry Christmas, baby girl slut," Charlie responded fondly, these double sensations exhilarating, and the ultimate best way to be awakened.
The two girls returned to working over his genitals for a couple more minutes, until he was completely hard.
Essence then said, "It's time for my first Christmas present, Papa Charlie!"
"And what would that be?" Charlie asked, his hands cradling his neck to support his head, as Essence crawled onto the bed and straddled him.
"I'll give you a hint: I like my presents big," Essence grinned.
"Then I have just the present for you," Charlie responded, as the gorgeous black beauty lowered herself onto his erect dick.
"Yes, I believe this is doing it for me," she purred, as she swallowed his dick into her needy pussy... while Sheila climbed off the bed to stand next to it, and just watched for now.
"I can't believe you're fucking my Grandpa right here in front of me," Sheila said with a smile, as Essence began slowly riding him.
"Oh, you can definitely believe it," Essence grinned, as Charlie reached out and cupped both of the big tits cruelly hidden behind her red Santa's elf dress.
"Do you like my big tits?" she asked.
"Yes, and I'd love to see them."
"I can easily make that happen," Essence said, and she pulled down the bodice of her white, furry dress, thus totally revealing her big firm tits and hard nipples.
"Fuck, they're perfect," Charlie said, so she leaned forward, urging him to suck her left nipple into his mouth.
Sheila brought her hand to her pussy and started rubbing herself.
"Oh yes, suck my nipples, Papa Charlie," Essence moaned. Her nipples were super sensitive, and his attentions sent waves of pleasure directly to her pussy.
"So perfect," he added, cupping the big tits with both hands, while his mouth went back and forth between the two nipples, and she slowly rode him.
"So hot," Sheila said as she watched her Grandfather and her best friend fucking... although of course she felt a bit jealous she was being left out.
"Do you like watching me riding your Grandpa?" Essence asked.
"I do," Sheila said. "But of course I'd rather it was me riding his big dick."
"Mmmmmmmmm." Essence said. "Do you really mean that? Are all your doubts gone now, and you wholeheartedly want to be an incestuous slut and never look back? Really and truly?" she asked, doing her best to leave Sheila absolutely no wiggle room when she replied.
"I really and truly do," Sheila moaned unconditionally. She now fully approved of full-blown incest... between consenting adults, anyway. It was normally considered so wrong, yet it felt so right.
"So you'll happily become a no-holes-barred fuck toy for your Grandpa?" Essence added, as she employed her well-developed Kegel muscles to tighten her pussy snugly around his cock.
"Oooooh," Charlie groaned, both because of the commitments Essence was wheedling out of his granddaughter, and from the way she was milking his dick. This first stage of their Christmas threesome wouldn't be anywhere near a marathon fuck session. But once he came, maybe he'd recover fairly soon.
"And you want to start by being an anal cum bucket for your Grandpa?" Essence continued, her own orgasm getting close. But she wanted to delay it until she could feel Papa Charlie's cock pulsating and erupting inside her so she could enjoy a glorious first climax of the day!
"Oh fuck," Charlie moaned, looking at his granddaughter, whose cheeks were flushed ruby red with pent up passion.
"And how about you becoming a complete three-hole slut for your Grandpa?" Essence finished her litany.
"Fuuuuck," Charlie grunted, picturing himself fucking his granddaughter in all three of her holes, and especially her pussy, was too much for him to contain, and he erupted violently inside Essence's pussy.
"Oh, Papa," Essence moaned, when she felt his big load filling her up, while she continued riding him... milking every drop into her pussy. And then the instant he'd finished coming, she opened her own floodgates, and she screamed through her own powerful orgasm!
"Mmmmm," Sheila purred, as she watched her Grandpa and her best friend both coming... Essence winning the prize for volume hands down... from about a foot away.
A couple minutes later... which they both required so they could recover somewhat... Essence rolled off of Charlie and cuddled against him. Then she parted her legs, and ordered Sheila to, "Clean up your Grandpa's mess."
Sheila didn't hesitate to dive between her friend's legs and start lapping up the cream pie... easily the best breakfast ever! She lapped up the combo mess of Essence's pussy cum and her Grandpa's cock cum... a concoction made in heaven!
"Oh, yes! Suck all your Grandpa's cum out of my pussy," Essence moaned.
"That's so hot," Charlie said, as he watched his granddaughter gobbling down his cum.
A few minutes later, following Essence's second orgasm of the morning, this one thanks to Sheila's lips and tongue, the girls went into the kitchen and fixed breakfast.
"I still haven't come yet today, you know," Sheila pointed out while they were in the kitchen cooking bacon, eggs and toast.
"But you will before too long," Essence smiled. "All good things come to those who wait impatiently, you know."
"Says the contented slut who's already come twice today," Sheila argued, feeling horny and frustrated.
Essence shrugged, "Soon, my fellow slut, soon."
"Fine," Sheila sighed.
They ate breakfast with Charlie, the girls with their plates on his bed, and his in his lap.
Then they gave Charlie a naked washdown, resisting the temptation to play with his dick. They left him naked after they toweled him dry, which nobody complained about.
Essence phoned her parents and her sister. Then she asked, "Do we want to watch another homemade video?"
"Sure," Charlie agreed. "That'll be great!"
"I was thinking Dog Park," Essence said, as she went to the remote control. The USB was still in the television from last night.
"Perfect," he said, fondly recalling their sexy adventures in London.
Essence went back to the girls' bedroom to load the video onto a USB, then she came back and plugged the USB into the living room television, pressed Play, and then both girls joined Charlie on his bed, snuggling into him, one on each side.
Essence moved a nylon-clad foot to Charlie's semi-erect dick, while the video started. It showed Dottie in a lawn-covered outdoors park on her knees, sucking a man's dick. The evening light was kind of dark, but viewable.
"This was a wild night," Charlie said. "We called it the 'dogging it' night at first, but it turned into an orgy when two other women showed up, and they joined in."
"Where is this happening?" Sheila asked, as she stroked her foot up and down Charlie's leg.
"It's a small park in London," Charlie answered, as two more men showed up and positioned themselves on either side of Dottie to watch..
"A dog park?" Sheila asked.
"No, just a regular park. I was there that night, but you won't see me, because I was doing the filming."
"Oh. Dog Park, doggin' it, I get it," Essence said.
"You do?" Sheila asked. "Then kindly spill."
"Doggin' it' is a term describing a woman, usually a married one, visiting a public park, where she sucks and gets fucked by some strangers," Essence explained.
"Really?" Sheila asked.
"Yes, that's right," Charlie confirmed, looking at Essence's foot on his dick, his granddaughter's perfectly manicured silky foot on his leg, and his wife 'doggin' it' with a stranger's dick in her mouth.
"Wild!" Sheila said.
The two new men fished out their cocks, and without any clear audio, Dottie looked up at them, said something to each of them with a big smile on her face, and then she reached up and began stroking their cocks, while still sucking on the first one.
"She obviously loved dick as much as you do," Essence purred to Sheila, as she continued rubbing Charlie's now almost completely hard dick.
"Says the slut who's already fucked my Grandpa this morning," Sheila shot back sullenly.
"Jealous much?" Essence asked.
"Yes, very," Sheila admitted, moving her nylon-clad foot to her Grandpa's dick.
"Teamwork?" Essence invited.
"Mmmmm," Sheila agreed, and she immediately cheered up as each of them moved a foot to his dick.
"Oh, that's nice," Charlie moaned as the two girls began giving him a foot job.
"Have you ever gotten a nylon-clad foot job before?" Essence asked.
"I have," he said. "But it was a long, long time ago."
"Ever gotten a double foot job?" Sheila asked.
"Can't say that I have, until now," he replied, as he enjoyed their two feet working together in unison. As this unusual foot job continued, all three of them returned their attention to the video. Dottie was now naked below the waist and standing but bent over, using a tree for balance, while a chubby bloke fucked her from behind.
"Did the first guy already come and go?" Essence asked.
"Yes, she and swallowed his load," Charlie reported.
"Nice," Essence approved.
"There's nothing like a creamy warm load in your mouth," Sheila said, and she leaned into her Grandpa and gave him a kiss.
"Or all over your face," Essence added.
"Or leaking out of my asshole," Sheila hinted bluntly.
"Shit, are you ready for that now?" Essence asked.
Charlie's dick flinched between their silky soles when he heard Sheila's last utterance.
"I certainly am," Charlie answered.
"I was asking Sheila," Essence smiled, "but it's good to know that you are."
"Would you like to fuck my asshole, Grandpa?" Sheila asked.
"Only if you're willing," he replied.
"Ah, but remember, Grandpa," Sheila said, her foot rolling over his sensitive cock head. "I've already agreed to do anything you want, so my willingness for you to cornhole me is guaranteed."
"Oh yeah, that's right," he said cheerfully. Then, "Essence, help me get onto my knees."
"Are you sure you're up for that?" Sheila asked.
"If I'm going to fuck your ass, I'm going to fuck it properly. So I need to get on my knees," he said, determined to be the Man.
"Okay, sounds good," Sheila smiled, and the two girls worked together to help him get into position.
Sheila then got in front of him on all fours, her hands braced on the edge of the bed, and then he fine-tuned his position behind her.
"I'll lube you both up," Essence offered, and she rushed to the bedroom and returned with a bottle of lube... she always kept some in her purse for whenever it was needed... which must have been often, since the bottle was almost empty.
Essence lubed up Charlie's big cock, rubbed the excessive lube onto Sheila's puckered asshole, and then said, "Now go ahead and bugger your granddaughter's asshole, you everlasting stud."
"All right," Charlie said happily.
Essence took hold of his cock and positioned it against his granddaughter's rectum.
Then Sheila said, "Just slide that big fat cock up my asshole, Grandpa," looking back at him. "I'm just dying to feel you pounding my little starfish."
"Shit, yeah," Essence said, and she pulled out her phone and started filming.
"Okay," Charlie agreed, and he pushed forward, then after some very brief resistance, his dick disappeared all the way inside Sheila's very tight, very warm, very eager pucker. "Oh, God," he grunted.
"Oh, yes Grandpa! Your dick feels so good inside my ass," Sheila moaned. She always loved the sensations of someone's dick filling her ass... and this time that thrill was multiplied by infinity, since this was her Grandpa's dick inside her, and because they were both willingly crossing forbidden lines to commit both sodomy and incest. The prophet Job would have been appalled!
"Do you like my fat cock stretching your tight young asshole?" he asked, with all eight of his inches contained inside her rear end.
"Grandpa, I fucking love your fat cock spreading my asshole so good!"
"Yeah, this ass was made for your Grandpa's dick," he said, as he took a breather, resting against her body.
"Yes, Grandpa, I'm now your baby-girl ass slut," Sheila said, feeling so full... her ass stretched so wide... the burn feeling so good.
"Do you want me to fuck your asshole good and proper?" Charlie asked, as he began fucking her slowly.
"Oh, yes, Grandpa. I want you to fuck me like you used to fuck Grandma! I want you to fuck me like I'm a slut! I want you to fuck me like the ass whore I now am for you!" Sheila babbled through some soft moans... their nasty talk and constant incestual references were making her pussy burn.
"All right," he said, and he placed his hands firmly on her hips, and fucked her good.
"Oh, yes! That's it, fuck my ass, Grandpa! Fuck me!" Sheila moaned, as his body slammed into her with each forward thrust, every inch of his long, fat dick filling her asshole.
"Yeah, and it's such a perfect little asshole," he moaned, not having fucked anybody's ass in more than two decades.
"Yeah, and yours is such a perfect cock, too," Sheila moaned, never before having felt such a rush of sexual adrenaline like she was feeling at this moment.
"You two kids are so fucking hot," Essence said playfully while she filmed the incestuous sodomy. She was annoyed she hadn't thought to film their earlier encounters, but at least she was doing it now.
Sheila looked over and saw what Essence was doing. She moaned, "You're filming my Grandpa sodomizing me?"
"I am," Essence moaned.
"Mmmmmmm," Sheila moaned, turning her head way back so she could look into his eyes. "Are you okay with there being a video of your fat cock fucking your granddaughter's asshole, Grandpa?"
"Oh, yes I am, honey," he moaned. "You'll have this video of my fucking you to watch over and over again, and maybe to show your children when they're old enough, if they're abiding by our family's traditions.."
"Mmmmmmm," Sheila moaned again. "That does sound good, although I also plan to have this cock inside my asshole a lot during the rest of the week."
"It's all yours, honey," Charlie said, as he kept fucking her.
"Um, excuse me?" Essence interjected.
"Sorry, you're right. My dick will be regularly invading both of my college girl fuck toys," Charlie corrected himself.
"Better," Essence approved.
Then for a good ten minutes, perhaps more, Charlie fucked his granddaughter.
There was a lot of nasty talk.
A lot of moaning.
Then finally, Sheila felt an orgasm rising inside her.
"Harder, Grandpa! Fuck me harder! Your baby girl needs to come so bad!" Sheila begged.
"Only dirty sluts ever come from getting ass fucked," he said, and he looked up at the television to see his wife now being triple penetrated.
"Then I must be a really dirty slut," Sheila declared. "Not that I mind."
"You shouldn't mind, you're just like your Grandmother," he said, starting to flag. "And in addition to being a dirty slut, she was the finest woman I ever knew!"
Essence placed a few pillows behind Charlie's back to support it and suggested, "Charlie, why don't you just relax for now... but not your dick. And Sheila, go ahead and fuck yourself to your orgasm."
"Mmmmmm, okay," she agreed, and she began bouncing back onto his dick... but slowly, so she wouldn't hurt him.
"Oh, yes! Ride Grandpa's dick in your asshole," Essence urged her on.
"Oh, yes! I love your dick in my ass, Grandpa," Sheila moaned, as pleasure continued rising inside her.
"Yeah, this is my ass," Charlie groaned, his balls beginning to bubble, now that Sheila was exerting all the effort.
"Fill my asshole with cum, Grandpa," Sheila begged a couple dozen slow strokes later.
"You want your Grandpa to fill your asshole with a big load?" he asked.
"Yes please, Grandpa," Sheila begged, knowing she was close, and knowing the pulsations of his fat cock in her asshole, followed by a warm load, would soon send her ballistic!
"Get ready," he said, "just a bit longer."
"Oh, yes! Fill your granddaughter's asshole right up," Essence encouraged him.
"Yes, fill my shitter with your white, slimy goo," Sheila added nastily.
"Oh fuck," Charlie groaned. That was easily the nastiest thing anyone had ever said to him... and then after a couple more strokes, he unloaded inside his granddaughter.
"Oh, yeeeeeees, Grandpa," Sheila screamed, feeling his cock pulsating, and his cum erupting inside her... which... sure enough... triggered her long-awaited (aka all morning) orgasm. Se kept milking him until his entire load was puddled deep inside her bowels, before she collapsed forward and onto her side.
Essence shot a closeup of the gaped asshole leaking cum and said, "Fuck, Papa Charlie, you really gaped her asshole good!"



"I used to do that to Dottie all the time," he bragged smugly.
"Well, now you can do it to me all the time," Sheila said, "or at least for the rest of the week," her body trembling through the afterglow of her euphoria.
"Sounds like a plan," he said, as he collapsed back onto the pillows.
Essence helped get him comfortable, before she bent down... and for the first time ever... she ate his asshole... excavating as much of his cum into her mouth and down her throat as she could.
"Oh, you nasty bitch," Sheila moaned appreciatively, as she felt her friend's tongue probing her well-fucked asshole.
A several hours later they had an early supper, and while Charlie was chatting on the phone with his daughter Carol (without revealing what he'd learned about her), her daughter was sucking his cock.
Once he got off the phone, Essence rode him to his third and final orgasm of the day... and he deposited a second load inside her pussy.
The girls shared a lengthy 69 on the couch, with Charlie filming them from his bed, and then Essence used a twelve-inch strap-on to fuck Sheila to her second orgasm of the day, while Charlie filmed that too.
During the next few days, Essence took a few more loads in her pussy, and Sheila took a few more loads in her asshole.
Charlie unloaded in his granddaughter's asshole for the final time, just ten minutes before Carol and her husband returned home.
All of the recent couplings had been filmed for posterity.
.....
.....
.....
EPILOGUE
A few days later, Grandpa Charlie passed away in his sleep.
The same day the girls drove home to their sorority, Sheila went into their bathroom and noticed Essence's birth control pills sitting on the bathroom counter right next to hers. Meaning she hadn't taken any in over a week. Oops!
A week later, the girls returned back to the Jansen home for the funeral and the reading of the will.
In addition to some money and some trinkets, there was a box for Sheila, with instructions indicating she should only open it when she and Essence were along together.
When she opened the box, they found all the video tapes were inside it. And also a couple of notebooks, which they soon learned were detailed sexual encounters described in Dottie's handwriting. Over 400 pages were in each book, along with lots of graphic photos.
There was also an envelope with a handwritten letter inside... a brief but meaningful one.
Dearest Sheila and Essence,
Thanks for a great week, and the opportunity for me to become alive and vibrant one last time. It meant the world to me, and I'm now ready to move on and rejoin my Dottie.
These tapes and diaries are for you two. Please do whatever you wish with them.
And please continue to live your lives with passion and love.
Love,
Papa Charlie.
Both girls were teary-eyed when Essence said, "You know that Papa Charlie will always be with us."
"I do know," Sheila agreed solemnly.
"No, I mean literally."
"What do you mean?"
"Sheila..." she said, and took a deep breath, "...I'm pregnant."
THE END



        Becoming a Lesbian Slave Ch. 05

        Revenge plan begins: Up first, Amber’s Mom.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/becoming-a-lesbian-slave-ch-05

Title: Becoming a Lesbian Slave Ch. 05

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Revenge plan begins: Up first, Amber’s Mom.

Tags: dominant, milf, mother, lesbian, mom, threesome, seduction, oral, stockings, daughter

Series: Becoming a Lesbian Slave


Summary: Revenge plan begins: Up first, Amber's Mom.
Thanks to Rosario Cardillo for pushing me into returning to this epic story.
And thanks to: Tex Beethoven for editing.
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...
Becoming a Lesbian Slave Ch. 05
We were aboard a morning flight to Atlanta... in first class... when Mom asked (she'd already been asleep by the time I returned to our hotel room), "So you and Petra were together in the limo for a while."
"Yeah, it was... um... it was good," I said.
"Just good?" she asked.
"No, better than good. And she asked me out."
"Really?" Mom asked, looking surprised.
"Hey!" I said.
"No, I'm not objecting, it's great! Petra is an amazing woman."
"So far, I have to agree."
"And she has an amazingly wicked tongue," she said with a smile. "And I mean that in two ways."
"Hey!" I protested, realizing my mother had been with my potential girlfriend before I had.
"Just saying," she shrugged with a wicked smile.
"And you got her to eat your pussy before you got around to eating your own daughter's," I whispered... finding the incestual element still a turn on, even the morning after.
"Yes I did," Mom agreed, as she placed her hand intimately high on my leg. "But I plan on making up for lost time with you."
"You'd better," I said. "I wasted a lot of years thinking I wasn't a lesbian."
"You had to discover that on your own," she said, "as well as your affinity for incest," as the stewardess came by to offer us some complimentary beverages. (First Class is great! It only costs a thousand bucks or so extra for free drinks... even though we weren't drinking alcoholic ones.)
A minute later, Mom said, "If this was a longer flight, I'd try to seduce that girl."
"Really?"
"Yes, the Mile-High Club is a very prestigious club to belong to. You get fantastic bragging rights!"
"You're so bad," I said with a smile.
"Never had sex in the sky?"
"Nope."
"Want to?"
"How?" I asked, looking around. There were a couple people sitting across the aisle from us, but thankfully no one behind us, who could listen in on our rather scandalous conversation.
"It's not super comfortable, but that bathroom over there can fit two," she said.
"Mom!"
As she finished her orange juice, she said, "I expect you to knock twice, a minute from now."
"Mom!" I repeated, as she stood up and gave me a look, before swaying past the stewardess to the bathroom.
I sighed.
Yet I also wanted some pussy... some Mommy pussy... and nobody on this plane knew us from Adam... or even from Eve... so fuck it... or more precisely... lick it! So I stood up, smiled at the stewardess as I passed her, and brazenly knocked on the bathroom door. The girl might not know us, but it was obvious what we were up to.
Mom opened it, and the stewardess gave me a grin and a thumb's up, as I slipped inside. I barely had a moment to grin back, before Mom shut the door behind me.
It was indeed tiny and cramped.
Mom stood up, her ass leaning against the infinitesimal so-called sink with one foot on the floor, the other on the closed toilet seat, "Get licking, baby girl," she instructed, as she lifted her dress.
"Yes, Mommy," I obeyed, kneeling awkwardly in the confined cubicle and leaning forward to sample her morning dew.
"That's it, baby girl," she moaned, as my tongue parted her pussy lips. "Lick your Mommy."
"Yes, Mommy," I repeated, as her subtle scent and teasing taste catapulted me with my first lick into pussy--pleasing automatic pilot. My mind shut down and my lips and tongue took over. I licked up and down with smooth, paintbrush-like licks.
"Oh yes, you hungry girl," she moaned. "I probably should have fed you before we left the hotel."
"Your baby girl does enjoy a homemade breakfast," I agreed, as I probed her hole, then added, "as well as lunch, supper, and midnight snacks."
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned.
"You taste so good, Mommy," I said, wanting to get her off, but also to use the term 'Mommy', which made my pussy tingle.
"Suck on my clit, baby slut," she ordered.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, still finding it surreal that I was licking my mother. And even more surreal to be doing it in a tiny bathroom in an airplane, which at 35,000 feet up, was more than six miles high, not just one. And also I was her pet now, so I was glad she was calling me her slut. Before I met Ms. Amber, no one would ever dare use the horrific word 'slut' to describe me... but now it was horrific no longer, and I was proud to be a slut for pussy, and especially for my mother's pussy.
"That's it, honey," she moaned, as I worked on her clit.
"I love your cunt, Mommy," I moaned back, getting turned on just from pleasing her.
"I know, honey," she moaned, her legs twitching slightly.
Then for a couple minutes, I just licked her pussy and clit, until she grabbed the back of my head and smooshed my face against her wet pussy. Taking her silent instruction to heart, I tugged her swollen clit between my lips, and flicked my tongue against it several times.
"That's it, you hungry girl," she moaned, lifting her ass to get my face deeper into her wetness... and then a few seconds later, her cum flooded out of her and onto my face!
I lapped as fast as I could, my face getting soaked with Mom's first orgasm of the day.
When she released my head, she looked down at me and smiled, saying, "Amber trained you very well."
"Most of that was just learning from experience," I said, not wanting to give Amber any credit at all for my new expertise.
"Whatever. However you got there, you're very good at your craft," she laughed softly.
"You know I've always been a perfectionist."
"That you have," she agreed, as she pulled me up and kissed me softly. "Now keep that special glean on your face when you return to your seat."
"But I'll smell like you," I pointed out.
"You'd better," she said as she opened the door and shoved me out of the bathroom, then locked herself back inside.
I went back to my seat, feeling a bit nervous because some people might notice my cum-coated face, but also a little excited for the same reason. But no one had seemed to notice my brief walk of shame as I sat back down.
It was a few minutes later, my Mom now sitting beside me again, when the stewardess came to check on us, and she gave me a second look and a second sly grin. I felt my cheeks burning, but she played it cool, and didn't say anything at all.
The rest of the flight was anti-climactic... pun intended... we chatted about going on an actual vacation trip once this situation was resolved and my business was back on track. We chatted about other things too, but she refused to tell me what her plan about Amber was, only that it would be a hoot, and I'd love it.
Once we'd debarked from the plane and were inside a taxi, she said, "Now when we get there, let me do all the talking."
"But I don't even know what we'll be doing," I objected.
"What you'll be doing is leaving everything up to me. But in essence, we're dealing with Amber once and for all."
"In Atlanta?"
"Exactly," she replied, as if that was supposed to make sense to me.
"You're bewildering," I sighed.
"Says the savvy businesswoman who signed a contract with a perfect stranger, and thus gave the girl free rein to turn you into her lesbian slave and to take over your business," she scoffed.
"Hey!" I objected. But that was all I had.
"Don't worry," Mom said, squeezing my leg. "I'll clean up your mess."
I sighed again.
The taxi took us to a house in a suburb that looked completely out of place. While every other house in the neighborhood was built in the eighties or earlier, this one had recently been completely refurbished.
"Whose house is this?" I asked.
"Amber's mother," Mom answered.
"Amber's mother!?" I blurted, totally astonished.
"Is there an echo in here?" she joked. "Yes, we're paying a visit to Amber's mother. Let's go."
"Um, okay," I said as I paid the driver. I wondered if he'd overheard the bit about my being a lesbian slave... not that I cared anymore.
We walked up to the house, and I asked, "Is she expecting us?"
"Yes."
"And what's the plan?"
"Your part of the plan is that... unless I ask you a question, which you will answer succinctly... you'll just et me do all the talking," she elaborated.
"Okay," I agreed reluctantly, as she rang the doorbell.
I took a deep breath, filled with curiosity and trepidation.
A moment later... though it felt like forever... the door opened. I don't know what I'd expected Amber's Mom to look like... I hadn't really thought much about it... but this wasn't it. Although she was pretty, she was also quite chubby, and much older than I would have imagined... in her late fifties, at least.
"Good afternoon, Mrs. Anderson," Mom greeted. "I'm Barbara Williams, and this is my daughter Cassandra Williams. Thank you for agreeing to see us."
"It's my pleasure. I'm Eleanor Anderson," she responded warmly.
Eleanor was a granny's name in my book, and it was very different from the sensuality of a name like Amber.
"Please come in," she greeted with a warmth I'd never seen in Amber... not even briefly. But when I looked closely at her for a moment, I saw the family resemblance.
"Thank you," Mom responded as we entered the home. In passing, she said graciously, "You've done some lovely renovations."
"Actually. my daughter insisted on doing them," the mother deflected. She looked embarrassed as she added, "I told her they weren't necessary, but she insisted on doing them. In fact, what she actually wanted to do was to buy me a new house in Boston, a much larger one, but this has always been my home and I wouldn't be happy anywhere else, so she relented on that idea."
"I understand," Mom chuckled softly. "Kids always think they know what their parents need better than the parents themselves do."
Eleanor laughed, "That does seem to be the case." In the living room, she invited us to "Please be seated," pointing out to a couple of comfortable looking upholstered chairs.
"Thank you," my Mom responded, as gracious as ever. I tried to figure out what her plan was. This seemed to be as mundane a situation as one could ever find.
"Would you like some coffee or tea?" the mother offered.
"Tea would be delightful," Mom said.
"Great! I'll be right back," the woman said, walking away.
"Delightful?" I asked mockingly with a faux haughty look.
"Shush, you," she said. "I'm not the slut with cunt cum all over my face."
"As if she could tell," I scoffed.
Mom leaned over and smelt my cheek, "You even smell like cunt."
"It's your cunt," I pointed out.
"I don't deny that it's a heavenly aroma."
"Then I imagine it's your pussy glean that makes my face shine so attractively
"That it does. And don't' you forget it, Missy."
"So what's the actual plan?"
"To turn her into our chubby fuck toy, film the action, and then use the video as leverage to coerce Amber into going away and leaving you the fuck alone."
"Really?" I asked, "she doesn't seem like much of a submissive."
"Did you?"
"No, but..."
"I seldom fail to get what I want."
"So I'm learning," I said, just as the woman returned with a tray laden with cups of tea and a plate of cookies. Everything about her was much more like a granny figure than a potential pet. But as I'd learned to my sorrow, appearances can be very, very deceiving.
"So... Barbara, you said over the phone that you had news for me about my daughter. How do you know her?" Eleanor asked pleasantly, sitting down across from us, after setting the plate of cookies on the coffee table and serving us our tea.
"Amber has been instrumental in rebranding my daughter's wedding apparel shoppe," my mother answered blandly.
"Oh, that's delightful," the mother said, looking very proud of her daughter.
"Yes, she's very good at her job," Mom said, not giving anything away.
"I'm so glad to hear that," Eleanor sighed.
"Does she visit you very often?" Mom asked.
"Not as often as I would like," Eleanor said, her tone and her face telling me it wasn't very often at all. She was lonely, and she missed her daughter. Which gave my conscience a twinge about my own mother and me. Until the past couple of days, we hadn't seen each other very much at all in the past few years... work having consumed me.
"Then that needs to change," Mom said, as she got off of the chair she was sitting on, and went over to stand near Eleanor, who was on the couch.
"I doubt it. She's very busy saving the world," the mother said. "And that's important work!" Her demeanor didn't match her supportive words, however. She looked more defeated than anything else.
"I see," Mom said, looking at me with intent, which twinged my earlier thought about how she might feel about our drifting apart in recent years. "But you should always have time for your mother. Isn't that right, Cassandra?"
"Yes, Mom," I agreed dutifully, doing my best to hide my guilt for failing to live up to that standard. "There's nothing like the bond between a mother and her daughter." A standard I sincerely hoped to live up to, going forward... and now that I was her pet, I was sure I could do much better.
"You see how readily she agrees with me?" Mom asked as she sat down next to Eleanor. "And that's not just lip service. My daughter will do anything I ask her to without hesitation. Isn't that right, honey?"
"Yes, Mommy, anything," I agreed. I sensed... and didn't mind, but was actually glad... that I was about to be required to perform as her trick sex pony... embodying the mindless obedience she was attributing to me. "I always do my best to be your good girl."
"Oh," Eleanor said, clearly confused by the turn in this conversation... and then her confusion was doubled when Mom placed a hand on her pantyhose-clad thigh.
"Do you see?" Mom whispered, her tone shifting to conspiratorial... she and Eleanor against the world. "And just so you know, I can convince your daughter to become a 'good girl' for you too." I knew that what was about to happen would be very interesting... and instructive... watching my mother in action while she seduced this unsuspecting woman.
"W-w-what do you mean?" the mother stammered, looking perplexed at the sudden sight of my mother's hand on her leg.
"What I mean is your daughter needs to learn her place, and I'm here to make that happen for you," Mom said bluntly.
"Madam, I think you need to leave," Eleanor said brusquely, shoving my Mom's hand away.
"I could do that..." Mom said with a dramatic pause, "...and leave you be..." she replaced her hand on the stunned woman's legs. "...but I don't think you really want me to do that."
"And why is that?" Eleanor asked, and this time... curiously, I thought... she didn't reject my Mom's hand and shove it away.
"Because first, I want my daughter to lick that likely long-neglected pussy of yours," Mom said, snapping her fingers above her head, then pointing at the floor in front of the older woman.
Eleanor's eyes went wide... almost like a cartoon character's... upon hearing my Mom's words, as well as from my own immediate response. I silently got out of my chair, went over to the two women, and dropped to my knees, uttering just two words: "Yes, Mommy." I was addressing my Mom, but I was looking up into Eleanor's eyes... like an evil angel.
"What's going on here?" Eleanor asked, completely stunned.
"A modicum of patience, if you please. You'll know much more in a moment," Mom forestalled her. Then she turned to me and asked, "Cassandra, who trained you to be a submissive?"
"Amber did."
"Amber?" Eleanor asked, dumbfounded. "My Amber?"
Mom leaned in and whispered in Amber's Mom's ear, "Yes. Your daughter has been a very, very bad girl."
"Please, go," Eleanor paraphrased her prior demand, this time standing up, for emphasis.
Mom, exhibiting an aggressive side of herself that I found quite hot, pulled the chubby woman back down onto the couch and refused, "Not gonna happen. You need to pay for your daughter's misdeeds."
"Excuse me?"
"She's been going from city to city, hoodwinking, seducing, humiliating, and taking advantage of women for years," Mom said.
"I don't think so," Eleanor said, looking overwhelmed. "She'd never do anything like that!"
"You don't believe me?" Mom asked, as she reached into her purse and pulled out her phone. "Then watch this."
"What are you showing her?" I asked.
"Shush," Mom said as she went straight to a video and touched Play.
As I listened to Amber ordering me around, I couldn't help wondering how Mom had gotten this recording. What I was hearing had occurred that first day I'd seen her, after she'd left my office.
In addition to hearing the sound like I could, Eleanor could also see the video. "It looks to me like your daughter wasn't being forced to do anything she didn't want to do," she commented after a minute or so.
"Perhaps," Mom shrugged. "Or perhaps not," she added. "But either way, what do you think would happen to your daughter's career if this video went public?"
"I have to admit it wouldn't look good. But it would look even worse for your daughter," Eleanor said, making a point that would indeed be tough to refute. Or it would be for anyone who wasn't my Mom.
"One might think so," Mom said, with her hand back on the chubby woman's legs, "but your daughter has already utterly destroyed my daughter's life... both personally and professionally... to the extent that she has nothing left to lose."
"I can't imagine it could possibly be that bad," Eleanor said, although she looked down her nose at me with markedly diminished respect.
"It's not that bad..." I said, "...it's far worse. For instance, picture me in a crowded downtown restaurant at lunchtime, after your daughter has inserted a remote-controlled vibrator in my vagina. And then she uses that remote for about twenty minutes, forcing me into an orgasm so intense, that while I'm convulsing helplessly, I can't stop myself from screaming my lungs out, with every last person in the restaurant stopping whatever they're doing and staring at me! And that's just one incident of many, that were worse." (Ordinarily I never called my slit the V-word anymore, but I decided that this early in our corruption of Eleanor, it was a good idea for me to use the academically correct term.)



"But the good news is..." Mom interjected, her tone soft and sensual, "...I know how you can not only save your own daughter's reputation, but also awaken what I suspect is your long-dormant sex drive."
"Excuse me?" she asked, just before my mother kissed her.
I expected her to shove my Mom away, but that isn't what happened. No, after three or four seconds of Mom's lips softly kissing the older woman, Eleanor, whose eyes were wide open, started kissing Mom back.
The kiss lasted only a few more seconds, before reality set in. Eleanor backed away and rephrased her prior request, "Please leave."
"Your words are saying one thing," Mom said, her hand reaching under the woman's dress, "but your eyes, your lips and your body are speaking volumes about something that you know is wonderfully different."
"W-w-what are you doing?" The overwhelmed woman stammered.
"In part, I'm avenging my daughter's total humiliation," Mom replied, as she leaned in and kissed Amber's Mom again... and this time, I was pretty sure her hand went directly to Eleanor's pussy.
And I knew I was right when Eleanor started moaning into my Mom's mouth. Then after only a few seconds, this time Mom was the one who broke the kiss, and she asked, "Why is your pussy so wet?"
"I don't know why," the dazed MILF said, looking completely confused.
"But I know," Mom said, as she tugged on Eleanor's ear with her teeth. "It's because you want to be my pet."
"Your what?" Eleanor asked... totally confused... while Mom rubbed her pussy... which was more or less visible, from my vantage on my knees in front of her.
"My pet," she reiterated, her tone dripping with sultry steam, "Just like my daughter is, willing to do whatever I tell you to do."
"I couldn't ever do that," Eleanor denied, even though she wasn't resisting my Mom rubbing her pussy through her pantyhose.
"Then you don't want me to get you off?" Mom demanded softly but intensely, rubbing Eleanor's pussy a little faster, and I think with a bit more pressure. "You don't want me to make you come?"
"Oh, God! Why are you doing this?" Eleanor asked with yet another moan.
"Your daughter broke my daughter and she's fucked her many times. Now Cassandra's mother is going to fuck Amber's mother without getting broken," Mom said wickedly, now really rubbing the MILF's pussy.
"But maybe we can... can... can w-w-work s-something out?" Eleanor struggled to articulate, as my Mom worked her pussy over.
"Yes, and that's what we're doing right now... working something out," Mom said, as she brought her other hand to the woman's crotch as well, and with both hands, she tore the pantyhose open.
"But I'm not a lesbian," Eleanor whined.
"I disagree. Because you're whatever I tell you to be," Mom said, as she slid two fingers past the woman's panties, and inside her pussy.
"Oh my goodness!" Eleanor gasped. Now she was being fingered!
"You're so wet," Mom purred, kissing her again... and this time, Eleanor immediately kissed her back.
I watched my mother's seductive performance in voyeuristic awe. Sure, she was aggressive. Sure, some people might even call it rape. But the truth was, that Mom was pushing Eleanor in directions she desperately needed to go. And perhaps this was what Amber had done to me. Forced me out of the blandness of my nonsexual existence, and awakened a vital side of myself I'd never known existed! As I watched Eleanor's progression... her growing acceptance of the liberties my Mom was taking with her... I saw myself in what was happening to her. Sure, with Amber's Mom, there was a hint of blackmail, which hadn't been part of my own seduction, or at least not until Amber had acquired some videos of my increasing depravity, but in this case as well, it wasn't a prominent factor, it was just the ace up Mom's sleeve, in case if needed to be brought into play.
After a couple minutes of fingering Eleanor, Mom broke the kiss to order me, "Honey, show Mrs. Anderson what her daughter taught you about happy endings."
"Yes, Mommy," I responded, excited to take part in this wicked sex scenario... since just watching was definitely stimulating.... my pussy was on fire... but nowhere near as exciting as getting a chance to strut my submissive stuff... if that isn't a completely outlandish oxymoron. I hurried to stick my head between the woman's pantyhose-clad legs, and as soon as Mom pulled her fingers out of my way, I tugged the granny panties aside and buried my face in her pussy... curious to find out if it tasted the same as her daughter's. And the results of my exploration? There was only one major difference... an abundance of black and grey hair... which captured her strong, excited taste and scent quite well.
"What are you dooooooing?" Eleanor squealed (yes, very much like a little piggy), when my tongue replaced my mother's fingers.
"Nobody can eat pussy like my daughter," Mom bragged, which was particularly flattering, given her probable plethora of experience... although I imagined she'd had many more experienced pussy lickers serving her... but I was certain none as eager and kinky as I was.
"Oh my," she moaned, as my tongue cleared a path through her salt-and-pepper forest, directly to her very wet pussy.
"Isn't her tongue doing wonderfully?" Mom asked as she pulled her own dress up and over her head, to reveal a sexy lace bra supporting her large breasts... much larger than mine... and her curvy figure. She'd done a marvelous job of keeping her body in shape for all those years... likely aided by lots of aerobic fucking.
"And I thought this was wrong?" Amber's Mom moaned, and now she wasn't putting up the slightest hint of resistance.
"It does feel so right, doesn't it?" Mom agreed. She was now wearing only her thigh high stockings and her bra... I was pretty sure wearing panties was against her religion by now.
"I don't know..." Eleanor moaned, "...maybe?" as I probed her wet hole with my tongue, making her already foggy mind descend even deeper into the mists of lust.
"I bet you're getting a bit hungry yourself," Mom said, as she climbed up to stand up on the couch and straddle Eleanor's face.
"No, I can't do that...I mustn't!" Eleanor objected, once she saw my Mom's pussy hovering above her face. Meanwhile, my lips seized her swollen clit, and tugged on it. "Oooooooooh," she moaned uncontrollably.
"Just like your bossy daughter never does, I'm not asking for your opinion..." Mom clarified, as she grasped the completely overwhelmed woman's head and guided her face into her own wetness. "...I'm issuing you a requirement. Now lick!"
I looked up from between Eleanor's legs, my tongue meandering haphazardly at the moment, and I watched the sexy action occurring directly above me.
I couldn't tell from my angle whether Eleanor was doing any licking, just that her face was smashed against my Mom's pussy.
Then there was a few seconds of relative silence... only the sounds from my own tongue, which was back on duty... before Mom moaned softly, "That's it. Good girl. Keep licking my pussy."
I smiled fondly... utterly impressed by my mother's seductive prowess, while my... former?... Mistress's mother totally submitted to my own mother. (Isn't that a wild sentence?)
I resumed my attentions to Eleanor's hairy pussy, by sliding two fingers inside her, while my mouth and tongue attacked her clit. My full attention was now on getting her off... on giving her the orgasm of her life!
"Do you like eating my pussy?" Mom asked.
"I don't know," Eleanor said, sounding confused.
"Wrong answer, you do know," Mom disagreed. "Don't lie to me."
I pumped my fingers in and out of Eleanor's pussy, wanting to churn her into a muddled mess as I combined my efforts with my mother's, to turn this woman into a completely... lustful... pussy pleasing pet.
I'd recently been in exactly the same state that she was in right now.
Bewildered!
Intoxicated!
Overwhelmed!
Lustful!
Questioning?
And I hadn't had someone helpfully eating and finger banging my pussy, while all these same bewildering feelings had floundered around in my head. And her body was undoubtedly on fire just like mine had been... which was proven by her growing moans of urgent need!
"Ooooh!" Eleanor moaned, her orgasm imminent.
"Do you want to come?" Mom asked.
"Oh, God!" Eleanor moaned. I flicked her clit, making her legs twitch.
"Answer the question, slut!" Mom demanded loudly, calling her a slut for the first time. I wondered whether her timing was planned. Whether it was based upon her seductive experience. She'd already been firm with the woman, but this was a new tweak in her growing control over Eleanor's mindset.
"Yes." Eleanor answered, her tone revealing that she was feeling ashamed, but even so, she was accepting her predicament.
"Yes what?" Mom asked, a textbook power question... which I'd been on the receiving end of many times... mostly from her daughter... and I didn't miss the irony.
"Yes, I want to come," the Mom answered through her moans, which were now continuous. I dialed down my attack a tad, knowing when to tease and when to please.
"And do you want to be my pet?"
"I don't know."
"Honey, freeze! Stop moving!" Mom barked at me.
"Yes, Mommy," I replied placidly, and I stopped licking, although I kept two fingers buried deep inside her pussy... now motionless. (I loved calling her 'Mommy'!)
"Now answer the question, slut," Mom uttered firmly, in a tone that could freeze water. "Do you want to be my pet or not?"
Eleanor hesitated.
Then she looked down at me between her parted legs, while I looked back up at her. Was she looking for guidance from me? In case she was, I gave her an encouraging smile and a nod.
She looked back up at my mother and whispered, "Yes."
"Yes what, you dumb slut?" Mom demanded, clearly annoyed. "I'm not a fucking mind reader!"
"Yes, I really do want to be your pet!" Eleanor cried out, now urgently. She now sounded totally desperate! Had I sounded that desperate when I submitted to Amber that first time? Sounding like I'd do absolutely anything for the privilege of being her pet? I was pretty sure that I had.
"And you'll obey every order I give you?" Mom drilled down.
"Yes! I'll do everything you say."
"Good slut," Mom said shifting fluidly from impatient and annoyed, to tender and caring. "Honey, go ahead and take our new pet plaything to her well-deserved orgasm."
"Certainly, Mommy!" I said, perhaps a little too enthusiastically, since I loved taking part in this wicked seduction... especially since it was obviously part of Mom's plan, that was much larger in scope, to settle our score with Amber once and for all.
"No, on second thought, don't let her come just yet," Mom changed her mind. "Pets don't come until their Mistresses tell them to, and that's usually only after they've properly pleased their Mistress."
"Understood, Mommy," I continued in my utterly obedient role, even though I'd been all geared up to attack this woman's pussy feverishly, inside and out. Instead, I now employed my fingers to ever so slowly explore Eleanor's wet insides, while my Mom's fingers traced over her own wet, glazed, pussy lips an inch or so away from Eleanor's face.
"You shall hereafter refer to me.. and address me... whenever outsiders aren't within earshot... as Mistress Barbara," Mom intoned ritually. "And in case it needs saying, your daughter is no outsider."
I heard Eleanor respond from that oh-so-familiar state of mindless, trancelike lust, "Yes, Mistress Barbara."
"How do I taste, my pet slut?" Mom asked.
As Eleanor began to answer, I impulsively flicked her clit, thus provoking, "Goooooood, Mistress!"
"Only good?" Mom asked, her tone sweet, yet demanding.
"Very good," she responded. Then she added, "Mistress."
"Have you ever eaten a pussy before, my sexy slut?"
"No, Mistress."
"But you want to eat my pussy now?"
"Yes, Mistress," Eleanor admitted.
"Why?" Mom asked, which I thought was an odd question.
"I honestly don't know," Eleanor said. "It could be your daughter's exciting tongue on my own vagina, or maybe her fingers in my vagina, or how long it's been since anyone has touched me down there."
"I see," Mom mused.
"Or it could be the amazing taste of your own vagina," Eleanor added, now in an emotional state where she'd do anything to make her new Mistress happy! Anything to taste that sweet nectar again! And anything to be allowed to come!
"Good answer, my pet," Mom said. "Except that since we're grownups, we don't have vaginas anymore. Well, obviously we do biologically, but in situations like this one, you have a myriad of other choices. For instance, pussy, twat, fuck hole, slit, panty hamster, pink taco, snatch, hoo hoo, vajayjay, coochie, cunt... actually, I could go on almost forever."
Hearing Mom spouting such nasty terms continued making me burn... they just sounded so hot, pelting out of the mouth of the mother who'd once raised me to be a 'good girl'.
"I'm sorry, Mistress," Eleanor responded sheepishly.
"So what body part of yours is my daughter eating right now?" Mom quizzed her.
Eleanor moaned as I continued teasing her, happening to flick her clit at this exact moment, "Your daughter is eating my wet, sloppy... ummm... 'love tunnel', Mistress?"
"Good one, my girl," Mom approved, guiding Eleanor's head back to her own cunt.
Then for a few minutes, there were just the sweet, sexy sounds of Eleanor licking my Mom, my tongue licking her, and both women moaning... which made my pussy burn, enhanced by a few nasty comments from my mother, like, "That's it slut, eat my cunt just like my daughter Cassandra eats your daughter Amber's cunt!" and, "You're a natural pussy pleaser!" and, "That's it, get that tongue deep inside my hole!" and, "Fuck my hole, slut! Lick it!"
Hearing all these nasty admonitions flowing so easily from my mother's potty mouth still felt surreal... and undeniably hot... hot... hot!
"I'm almost there. Do you want my cum, slut?" Mom asked as her moans got louder.
"Yes please, Mistress! Come on my face!" Eleanor begged convincingly, sounding as desperate to taste my mother's cum as I likely sounded whenever I begged her daughter for hers.
"Do you want me to come all over your pretty face?" Mom asked, psyching the older woman ever deeper into mindless submission.
"Yes please! Come all over your pet slut's face," the cum-hungry MILF begged, sounding as desperate as I always did in the heat of the moment... when I'd do anything for the privilege of licking Amber, or to rim her ass, or to taste her cum. This association of course, was making me feel as desperate to taste my Mom's cum as Eleanor obviously was! But my role was to be her totally obedient daughter right now, so I said nothing and just continued licking Mom's newest pet.
"Because you're my willing slut?" Mom pushed.
"Not exactly, I just want it! But yes, Mistress Barbara. Yes I am your obedient slut," Eleanor declared mindlessly. Once again I couldn't help wondering if I too sounded that pathetically desperate, whenever I was driven to that exact same mindset... willing to do anything to taste a dominant woman's cum.
"And you'll always do anything I tell you to?" Mom continued shoring up her complete dominance over her new conquest.
"Yes, I'll always obey you, Mistress," Eleanor's Mom responded humbly. "Please come on my face."
During this entire time while I was listening and watching intently, and I was enjoying the looks and sounds of desperation in Eleanor's responses, I continued teasing her pussy, continued driving her wild with need.
"I'll count on that, you good girl," Mom purred, "because I've got some very wicked plans for you."
Mom then guided the woman back to her pussy, and Eleanor resumed licking.
"Oh yes, such wicked plans," Mom moaned gleefully.
A couple minutes later, while I continued teasing the hairy, wet pussy, Mom was clearly about to come.
"That's it, Amber's Mom, eat my cunt. Get that tongue in my hole," Mom moaned. A minute later it was, "Don't stop, my pet, don't you dare fucking stop!" Then finally, the eruption. "Here it comes, slut! Here it comes! Yes, yes, fuuuuuuck!" Mom screamed, as her orgasm struck, and she coated Eleanor's lucky face and tongue... while I felt a bit envious.
A moment later Mom said to me, "Okay, she did an adequate job. You may get our slut off now."
I hurried to obey Mom's order, while I relished the idea that Amber's Mom was 'our' slut. I resumed pumping the fingers that I'd had resting inside her pussy, shifting from slow, leisurely teasing to aggressive licking... with my focus shifting from her pussy lips to her clit.
I heard her moaning into my mother's pussy, while I worked over her pussy, both inside and out.
"Do you want to come, pet?" Mom asked.
"Yes please! I need to come so bad," Eleanor moaned.
Which was a power trip for me, since I was the one in control of her orgasm. I could make her erupt in a few seconds or not, as I chose... subject to my Mom's oversight, of course.
"Beg for it, slave," Mom growled. Her Mistress persona was so sexy and powerful!
"Please Mistress, may I come? I'll do anything, if you let me come!" the MILF moaned desperately.
"Okay. Get her off, honey," Mom instructed me.
"Yes, Mommy," I replied obediently. I sucked the clit between my lips while furiously finger banging her sloppy, wet, nerdy hole.
"Oh myyyyy GAWD!" Eleanor moaned wildly as I doubly attacked her cunt.
"Come, slut! come all over my slut daughter's face!" Mom ordered.
And as I'd expected, in just a few moments, the woman erupted like a broken dam, screaming just a single word... "Fuuuuuuuuuuck!!!"
I pulled my fingers out and shoved my face in, to harvest the deluge of cum gushing from her pussy, like a broken fire hydrant!
"Good slut. Give my daughter all your cum," Mom purred softly.
"Oh, God," Eleanor moaned weakly. All her energy had been usurped by her powerful orgasm.
"My daughter is quite the pussy muncher, don't you think?" Mom asked, as she sat down on the couch beside the new pet, who was still trembling.
"Yeah, she's crazy good," Eleanor enthused, albeit weakly, with her breathing still laboured, her orgasm refusing to fade from her completely.
"Guess what? You can thank your daughter for that," Mom said. "She trained her to be a top notch, obedient, pussy-munching, strap-on taking pet. Didn't she, honey?"
"Yes, Mommy," I answered, as I continued lapping up the sweet-tasting pussy cum from my Mistress's mother. "Mistress Amber trained me to be a completely obedient pet, an amazing cunt eater, and a three-hole fuck toy for her and her friends."
"Three-hole?" Eleanor asked, her orgasm finally fading. "Do you mean...?"
"Yes. Until a couple days ago, your daughter sodomized my daughter regularly," Mom explained.
"Oh my!" Eleanor gasped. "But that's so dirty!"
"It is. Have you ever taken it in the ass, my pet?" Mom asked.
"Well, I...." Eleanor started, then she stopped speaking.
"You have?" Mom said, "so you've been a little slut before today?"
"Yes, Mistress. I was quite adventurous in my younger days, and also with my husband," Eleanor answered, then added solemnly, "may he rest in peace."
"I'm sorry for your loss," Mom responded, gently and compassionately.
"Thanks. It was a few years ago," Eleanor said, a soft sigh escaping her lips.
"Have you been with anyone else since his passing?" Mom asked softly.
"No," the widow responded.
"So just now was your first orgasm from another person since then?"
"Yes," Eleanor said.



Since my knees were getting sore, I stood up.
"No worries, we'll help you make up for lost time. Unlike your daughter's approach, I want all of my pets to feel appreciated," Mom said.
"What do you mean, unlike my daughter's approach?"
"Amber gets a real kick out of humiliating her pets until they're at their wits' end, and they're begging for mercy," Mom explained. "With my daughter and me, you too will be doing some begging for sure, but basically, we want you to be happy, not to feel like you're enslaved against your will. We may go out of our way to make you uncomfortable sometimes, but we'll always do what's best for you in the long run. Now lie down."
"Um, okay," Eleanor said, as Mom gently pushed her back.
"Come and sit on her face, honey," Mom invited me, as she stood up. "Your pussy must be clamouring for an orgasm by now."
"Thank you Mommy, it is," I agreed, as I straddled the MILF's face.
"I need to..." Eleanor began saying, but she was silenced.
"What you need is to do whatever I tell you to do," Mom cut her off. "Right now, I want you to eat my daughter's pussy. Is that fucking clear?"
"But you just said..."
"Just now I told you I'd look after you, and I will. For example, you might get another orgasm or two before we finish today. But needing to do what you're told is a basic part of your nature, and submitting to Mistresses you can trust will make you happy. Does that make sense to you?"
"Yes, it actually does, Mistress. So you're the boss, and I'm learning to like it." Eleanor then laid back and opened her mouth, I lowered my shaved snatch onto her face, and she began licking.
"I love this side of you," I moaned, as Mom left the room.
"Good to know," she said over her shoulder, before she disappeared.
"That's it, Amber's Mom," I purred, getting a rush from having my own pussy pet servicing me... which was such a departure from my normally submissive self. "Eat my pussy like my good girl."
Mom returned a couple minutes later, with a large zucchini in her hand. It was large enough to make an average cucumber look narrow and short.
"What's that for?" I asked, even though I already knew.
"Obviously I couldn't bring my strap-on in my carryon, could I?"
"You could have. It wouldn't have been against the law, just potentially embarrassing to someone or other," I pointed out, as my orgasm began rising.
"Perhaps I could have," she mused, as she sat down on the couch behind me. "But I didn't, so oh well."
"Do you think that will fit?" I asked. The zucchini was well over a foot long, and it was fat as fuck.
"If you've gotten her cunt wet enough, it should fit nicely," Mom said, parting Eleanor's legs, and awkwardly maneuvering herself between them.
"If only I'd known," I joked. I looked back to watch, as Mom positioned the huge, green, makeshift fuck toy against the hairy pussy, Eleanor surprisingly parting her legs wide without comment, as Mom began shoving the vegetable between her pussy lips.
"You dumb slut," Mom said playfully. "You should always get your pets revved up, soaked, and willing to do literally anything you tell them to."
"Yes, Mommy," I said, as I watched the fat green veggie ponderously forcing its way inside the older woman's pussy.
"Ooooooh," Eleanor moaned into my pussy.
"Relax, all your muscles, slut," Mom coached her gently, "we're about to give you the fucking of your life."
"Okay," the MILF responded with another moan, her answer muffled by my pussy.
"Don't stop eating my cunt," I reminded her, even though she'd continued licking me even while I was sure that her pussy was being penetrated far deeper, and was being stretched far wider, than any cock she'd ever previously been fucked with.
To my surprise, this older woman was a quick learner, and she was multitasking smoothly... steadily licking my pussy... while she took that huge, makeshift cock into her own pussy, over and over.
"Shit, you're a nasty slut," Mom said, very impressed. She and I had both watched with our eyes wide open, as that massive zucchini performed an impressive disappearing act inside Eleanor's pussy. "Your cunt is swallowing this monster whole!"
"She's definitely getting her daily allocation of vegetables down," I joked. I knew it was a lame quip, but I couldn't resist.
"Indeed," Mom said. There was now at least a foot of zucchini inside Amber's Mom's pussy. Then Mom snatched up her phone from the table, and I realized that she'd been filming ever since... since... I didn't know. Had she been recording this entire seduction from the start?
"Tell me. Who owns your pussy?" Mom asked, now shooting a closeup of the huge zucchini pumping in and out of the hairy pussy.
"You do, Mistress," Eleanor moaned wildly, her tongue now licking me only haphazardly. She was obviously overwhelmed by getting fucked with that foot-long-plus green vegetable.
Mom pointed at my ass, so I lifted myself high enough to unmuffle her, so we'd be able to hear what the bewildered, horny Mom said.
"And whose fault is all of this?" Mom asked her.
"My daughter's," Eleanor admitted, through some more moaning.
"Your bitch daughter's," Mom corrected her, while I rubbed my pussy against the MILF. I was able to look down and see her face, and I saw the utter lust all over it.
"Yes, she's my bitch daughter," she agreed mindlessly.
"Your bitch daughter Amber," Mom continued pushing her, as she handed me the phone. I got a great shot of Amber's Mom's face while it was almost coming!
"Oh God," Eleanor moaned, close to another orgasm. "Yes, my bitch daughter Amber."
"And now you're Cassandra's submissive fuck toy in addition to mine," Mom added, as she kept pumping into her with that massive green dick. I wondered what something that humongous would feel like in my twat... Eleanor certainly seemed to be enjoying it!
"Yes! I'm your daughter's submissive fuck toy, her eager pussy-munching pet, and her obedient slave!" she adlibbed eagerly. "And I'm willing to do whatever she tells me to." I had to admit hearing that was hot as fuck, and again I wondered if I'd sounded this desperate back when I was in her position.
"Good girl," I said.
"Look up and beg Mistress Cassandra for permission to eat her cunt," Mom ordered, continuing her ruthless veggie pounding.
Eleanor's eyes were closed, but she opened them to speak. "Mistress Cassandra, may I please eat your... OH!... no, please! Not a camera!"
"That's my call, not yours. Do as you're told," Mom ordered, pulling the huge zucchini out of Eleanor's very sloppy, dripping pussy.
"Please, Mistress! I'll do anything you say, but not on film!" Eleanor pleaded.
"Now, slut!" Mom growled. Then in a normal voice, "Besides, your entire submission is already on film, start to... well, not to finish, since we're not done yet ."
"It is?" she gasped.
"Yes it is," Mom confirmed. "And now... on film, so Amber can see it when we want her to... I want you to declare yourself that you're our completely submissive slut, and then I'll finish giving you the fucking you so badly need, and you'll be allowed to taste my daughter's cum."
Eleanor sighed, paused a moment and closed her eyes, then after opening them again, she looked directly into the camera and said, "Because of my desire to atone for the many sins and abuses perpetrated by my bitch daughter Amber upon my Mistress Cassandra, of my own free will I, Eleanor Williams, hereby declare myself to be a completely submissive lesbian sex slave, and I belong to Mistress Barbara and Mistress Cassandra. And now Mistress Barbara, if you would be so kind, please shove that huge zucchini dick back in my cunt, and Mistress Cassandra, please allow me to eat your delicious pussy, until you come all over your unworthy pet's face."
"Very well said," Mom approved, and she slid the zucchini back inside her pussy, while I sat back down on her face.
Over the next two minutes or so, only Eleanor's muffled moans and my own moans could be heard, until I was close to coming. I then reached down, grabbed the back of my pet's head, and ground my pussy on her face. "Get ready for your facial, bitch Amber's Mom," I moaned, as I furiously fucked her face.
"Come all over her face, baby," Mom sang out, "baptize her as your pet slut."
"I will, Mommy," I moaned, and a few seconds later, I erupted all over the MILF's face.
I released her head while I was coming and my juices squirted all over her, as she moaned, "Harder! Fuck me harder!"
"You're so desperate to come that you don't care your sloppy cunt is getting fucked by a foot-long-plus zucchini?" Mom taunted her.
"Ooooh, fuck! Whatever works!" she moaned, obviously not caring what was inside her pussy.
I climbed off of Eleanor, even though my orgasm was still continuing its journey through me, so I could film more of this wicked fuck session. So I filmed her demanding, "Yes! Fuck my cunt with that huge fucking vegetable! Make me come!" Then looking directly into the camera, "Show my tramp of a daughter what kind of slut you've turned me into, because of her despicable behaviour!"
"Reprimand your daughter directly," Mom ordered, as she kept furiously slamming the veggie in and out.
"Amber, this is all your fauuult," Eleanor moaned. "See what your actions have done to me? Because of you, these good women have made me into their lesbian slave! A zucchini slut! A cunt-munching bimbo! I'm happy about that, but I suspect you're not, and this... is... all... your... fauuuult!! Ooooo, I'm CUMMMMMING!!!"
"Shit," Mom muttered, as Eleanor erupted... and squirted... all over the foot-long-plus fuck toy!
"Yeah!" I agreed. The MILF's nasty words were so blatantly wicked, and she obviously knew we'd use this video the to blackmail Amber, so I could get my business back. This video was so deliciously deviant on all three of our parts!
"Soooo good," Eleanor moaned, still looking at me and thus into the camera as her orgasm cascaded through her and Mom kept fucking her, albeit more slowly, throughout her long orgasm.
A couple minutes later, Mom pulled the zucchini out and offered it to Eleanor, who opened her mouth, and sucked her leavings off of the fat vegetable... ironically demonstrating that her pussy could stretch just as wide as her mouth could.
"And now you're joining us for a few days' trip," Mom informed her abruptly.
"What?" she asked, slowly regaining her ability to think, after her temporary transformation into a complete fuck bimbo. I remembered my own moments of clarity that had followed my humiliating, yet body-pleasing experiences with her daughter.
"You're accompanying us back to Boston," Mom said, taking the phone back from me, and terminating the filming, then she checked the time, "Our flight leaves in two hours, so hurry up and pack. Don't worry about the money, I'm buying you a round trip ticket."
"I can' go anywhe..." Eleanor began.
Mom slapped her pussy... hard! "Now, bitch!"
"Please, I don't...."
"You either come with us like the pet you've just declared yourself to be, or this video gets used in ways you'll wish it hadn't been used," Mom said, her patience quickly running out.
"Okay, okay," the Mom said, defeated, and she staggered to her feet.
"Good girl," Mom said. "And your phone remains here until you return home."
"Okay," she agreed, and she hurried out of the room.
"I should check my own phone," I said. "I haven't turned it on since just before our prior flight took off."
"I'll bet your estranged Mistress has left you a few messages," Mom said, standing up for a stretch.
"A few is a perfect understatement," I said. For the first time n a long time, I wasn't (a) terrified, (b) turned on, or (c) both, by Amber's angry words, which included:
Where are you, slut?
Seriously, where the fuck are you?
When you get back here, I'm punishing you!
Answer your fucking phone!
You dumb slut, you're really pissing me off!
You are getting that asshole gaped hard!
Maybe I'll send you to a frat house as their cum bucket so they can knock you up! You certainly deserve it!
Answer me!
You dumb fucking ungrateful bitch!
Fine. Remember this is all on you. I told you I would leave your Mom alone, but now she is fair game.
"Mom, check out this last threat," I said, handing her the phone.
Mom smiled as she bent me over the couch, and slid that mammoth zucchini into my pussy. "Oh, my dearest daughter! How the tables are about to be turned!"
.....
.....
.....
Coming next, the conclusion of this originally three-part series that became six parts.
Amber falls!!!
Readers, is there anything you'd like to see included in this wicked tale about the fall of the titan?
Please share in the Comments. I'm hoping for a Spring 2024 release.
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Summary: Advice on becoming a cock sucker and more.
Note: A HOW TO look at helping men accept who they are sexually... after years of being asked for advice.
Thanks to SamsIsland for editing this essay and giving some very thoughtful feedback.
How To Accept Your Cock Curiosity
After posting my first batch of stories on Literotica, with lots of submissive women, especially lesbians, my curiosity about the other side and feedback from my queer male readers led me to write my first Gay Male story, From Straight to Gay Submission, way back in 2010. Since then, I have written many more gay, sissy, and trans stories and have received a growing number of emails and tweets about them. Without a doubt, I get more questions, comments, requests for sequels than I do from any other category.
In fact, I get asked for advice weekly, have stories shared with me about men's first time sucking dick, and even outright begging for me to train them to be feminized through online assistance. (Turns out many men are also secretly quite submissive, but we'll leave getting comfortable with that kink for another time. You absolutely do not have to be a sub or a sissy to want to be able to enjoy the pleasures of performing fellatio.)
(Full Disclosure: The idea of straight men sucking dick and getting fucked is something I find quite hot and is one of my favourite type of stories to write. I know many other women find the idea hot too... so, getting you over your fear of having 'that' discussion with your female lover is one area we'll cover in this essay.)
Based on all that, I felt it was about time to write a detailed essay for curious men. Again, not just for men who want to be feminized, but any man who's curious about sucking a cock. Because, believe me, I have learned directly from the actors, as well as a fair amount of research that straight men who are curious about sucking cock or straight men who already secretly suck cock are way more common than some would ever believe. We're not talking about some small fetish here. My assessment, based on conversations with readers and outside research, is that this is either a growing reality or a long-existing reality becoming more visible. Many men are simply curious about cock. It could be your neighbour, your co-worker, your sister's husband, the cop who pulled you over for speeding, or the guy in line in front of you at the checkout stand casting furtive glances at your package and hoping you'll do the same at his.
I'd bet that in a workplace of ten men one of them would love to let the other nine know he could be the break room cock sucker. And I would be glad to make that bet simply based on the hundreds (even thousands) of messages I've received on the subject. However, it turns out there are commercial statistics that back me up. I'll share some of those stats with you later; they are numbers that will likely make you feel much better about your long-held secret curiosity or even outright lust for cock.
Which brings us to why you are here. If you have chosen to click on this how-to essay because you've read my other work as a faithful fan, I thank you for your loyalty all these years. However, this one is really aimed at those men who were attracted by the title and subject. Those of you who are conflicted about the things you've done or can't stop thinking about doing. Perhaps you've sucked a cock or taken a dick in your ass or dressed like a girl. Or perhaps so far you just find yourself wanting to try any or all of those things. But something is holding you back from doing it, or doing it again. This essay is meant to help you stop holding back.
In the continued spirit of full disclosure, let me clearly state that I am not a trained psychologist, but at best, a home-schooled sexologist (LoL). But I will claim insights gained over years of interactions with members of our erotic community. Which lead me to think that a key reason many men resist their cock curiosity is based on their perceived place in patriarchal societies. So, let me start by offering a profile of the curious man that may lay some of your concerns about not being "normal" to rest.
Likely, if you are reading this because you are struggling with cock curiosity, you are a grown man... possibly in your mid-late thirties or older. Good chance you are married. Good chance you are a father. Good chance you have never cheated on your wife (except maybe for that one drunken slip with another cock).
Let me take my profiling even further. I also expect there's a very good chance you fit one or more of the following groupings:
ONE: This is less likely, but you are already a skilled, experienced cock sucker. If this is you, you are likely reading this to confirm your place in the cock sucking community or to find acknowledgment of the past insecurities you had to overcome before you crossed the line and took the first big cock in your mouth or perhaps even in your ass. Or, of course, you might just want to read something on a topic that excites you. Note 1:
If this description fits you I expect your story at the end in the comments area. It's your duty to help men who were once in your position to reassess their definition of masculinity and enable them to explore what is often called their feminine side so they're able to cross that manufactured boundary between straight and not-so-straight.
TWO: This is a little more likely, you have had one or two sexual encounters with a man and are still dealing with the mixed emotions of already looking forward to the next cock and creamy load of cum and the intense guilt inside of you for doing something gay and cheating on your wife. Note 2: You too should share your stories of your first or second time. Let the readers know how it felt to show up at a stranger's hotel room, drop to your knees and take that first cock in your mouth. Explain the rush of adrenaline you got and the equally intense guilt you had after. I'm looking later at why both are likely experiences a new cock sucker felt or will feel.
THREE: You have a growing lust to suck a cock and perhaps even a slight curiosity to take it in the ass. This will likely be the majority of the readers who read this essay from start to finish and bookmark or favourite it to refer back to s they continue to question their sexuality; their growing lust for dick. By the way, a warning. If you keep reading, I'm hoping this essay not only helps you accept your cock curiosity, but embrace it. Embrace its hard, throbbing essence in your hand and then in your mouth. We're not here to "cure" your curiosity, but to explain your lust in a way that will almost certainly make you want dick more. I want you to be comfortable with the fact that thinking about sucking a dick makes your mouth water, perhaps makes your ass tingle, and undoubtedly makes your own dick rock hard. You've come this far not because you want help staying clear of that invisible line, but because you want help crossing it. Of course, I'd be remiss in my amateur-sexologist duties if I didn't warn you that once you cross that line, you likely are not ever going back. Note 3: Feel free to share your feelings about sucking dick, being a bottom, taking a facial, going to a gloryhole, being the center of a bukkake, getting spit roasted, or more. This is a safe place to examine your insecurities and share your fantasies. Will we see some hateful responses from anti-LGBTQ-plus extremists? Certainly, it's a free speech platform. But an important part of freeing yourself spiritually and sexually is not letting words, even ugly words, keep you from letting a beautiful penis slip between your lips.
FOUR: This is another growing group or perhaps it's simply becoming more open and visible... the cross-dressers. Many men like to wear panties, or pantyhose (I humbly/proudly accept the credit many have given me for elevating that fetish ;-), bras, lingerie, heels. or get completely dolled up in feminine attire. Unlike confusing cock sucking fantasies, cross-dressing often starts when younger. Boys try on their mom's or sister's panties or pantyhose and (the urge? desire?) continues to grow as they do. Western societies' lingering stereotypes cause many men to push these secret dress-ups away once they become adults, but it always lingers in the back of their subconscious. Not surprisingly, at some point, it pushes its naughty need back to the forefront and you will end up back in your wife's or daughter's panties or pantyhose or more. Now sometimes it ends here... cross-dressing being enough. Yet, more times than not crossdressing is a gateway to sucking cock or a secret admission to the idea of sucking cock. Dressing as a woman allows a man to bring out their feminized side and in doing so do things women do... like suck cock... or get fucked by a cock. Note 4: Share your earliest crossdressing memories or your more recent desires or actions. By the way, these may not be sexual, just about your curiosity or need to be a little more feminine than the predominant social norms. On the other hand, it may be your personal journey to becoming a cock sucker or wanting to become a cock sucker.
FIVE: This is not necessarily a separate group based on how far you've gone with your cock curiosity but more on the focus of that curiosity. You are fascinated with black cock. This may even be the biggest group because it overlaps the others (I get a lot of responses from men about BBC... I mean a lot). You are not alone. There are a number of men who are completely obsessed JUST with black cock. They would never suck a white cock or any other race, but will do almost anything for the privilege of sucking a black dick. This too seems to be a growing obsession and there are literally many websites and discussion groups for white men who want to be a cock sucker for a BBC. Note 5: If this is you please share with the readers why you are obsessed with BBC. If you have crossed the line and sucked or been fucked by a BBC how did it happen? How did it feel? They say once you go black you never go back... is that true?
So, after my usual lengthy prologue, below are my thoughts based on many correspondences with readers over the years and research. Enjoy, but let me repeat, I'm no credentialed expert, nor a psychologist. That said, I also don't charge a ridiculous amount of money for therapy and I do hope you find this essay therapeutic.
.....
.....
.....
ONE: UNDERSTANDING YOUR FEELINGS
First, let's get it out there right now: you are not alone. It may be hard to talk to someone about: you can't tell your wife, your dad, or your friends... so the feeling of isolation is almost inevitable. You will ask yourself, what is wrong with me? You will ask yourself am I gay? You will ask yourself many other questions... all that will make you doubt your feelings.
Rule 1: Don't doubt your feelings
BECAUSE... and this is a big BECAUSE (why I capitalized it twice), your feelings are your feelings and can't be wrong.
To give a simple straight couple example. When I get in a fight or a disagreement with my husband the feelings I feel at the time cannot be wrong. If I'm hurt or mad, I'm hurt or mad. It's as simple as that. The reason why I'm hurt or mad could be a misunderstanding perhaps, but that doesn't alter the feelings inside. So, never doubt your feelings... any of them. The good or the bad. The confusing lust when you see a hard dick. The equal guilt once you've jerked your load all over yourself imagining sucking a cock of your good looking neighbor. What you feel is real... and although you can try to push them away, the reality is they are a part of who you are whether you have accepted it or not.
So, first you need to put those doubts aside and acknowledge your feelings. Especially if these feelings are new, perhaps popping up in your late thirties or later. At thirty-five you were straight, never once thought of another guy or dick, still fuck your wife, check out every woman you can, and still have a healthy sex drive. The next day, out of the fuckin' blue, you suddenly wonder what it would feel like to have a cock in your mouth. "Why now?" is one of the most common questions I get.
There are lots of reasons as outlined throughout this essay... but one that can't be ignored is the simple ease of access to porn. It is everywhere. Accessible with one click. Porn of every niche, every taboo and every fantasy. So whether it impacts you or not, there is cock everywhere. Jesus, even in lesbian porn there are strap-on dicks. If you watch porn (and who doesn't?), you're seeing a lot of dick. You're seeing an incredible range of handsome, gorgeous penises, so of course you're comparing them to each other and yourself. Natural curiosity. You're also seeing women slobbering joyfully over these works of art and have hopefully seen someone fully enjoying sucking your own. Again your curiosity is naturally piqued. What is it like for them, what are they feeling, both physically and emotionally? This widening exposure is happening because we want to explore our sexuality more openly. Including curiosity about other cocks (more on this later).
So, don't doubt these feelings, because whether they come early or late, they're probably going to come and there's nothing wrong with them. In fact, I dare say that almost every man will at one point in their life wonder what it would feel like to suck another man's dick or to be blown by another man. Just like most women wonder what it would be like to be with a woman. It literally is human nature. As argued in the article, Same-sex sexual behavior and genes: like love, the answer is complicated, "Same-sex experiences are part of the normal spectrum of human sexuality."
Rule 2: Understand the lie of one hundred percent straightness.
Every man and woman will at some point wonder about same-sex sex. For women, it may be as simple as kissing another woman, or as intense as becoming obsessed with the desire to crawl between another woman's legs. For men, it's rarely about kissing. Rather, it is almost always about the curiosity of another man's cock. Maybe you just want to see it get hard; maybe you just want to stroke it; maybe you just want to put it in your mouth once; maybe you want to suck it; maybe you want to feel it pulsate as it erupts in your mouth; maybe you want to feel the warm load erupt all over your face; maybe you want to feel another man's cock fucking your ass; maybe you want to be feminized; and maybe you want to do a few or all of those things. Again, you are not alone, these basic truths apply to all of us.
These feelings are natural. Forget the Hetero and Homo for a moment and accept that the base connection is Sexual. Humans are sexual animals.
It is also human nature to be curious.
It is human nature to be curious about another man's penis. To compare it to your own.
The shower room check out isn't necessarily sexual as much as it is wanting to know where one fits in the world around us.
In the end, many men (I actual almost every man... but my editor points out that I may be too extreme and he is likely correct) want to feel another dick in their hands, want to feel one in their mouths, and want to compare their own cock to others (or have another man suck their cock).
It is just how men are hardwired.
So, don't feel guilty.
Don't feel ashamed.
Instead, reflect on what has transpired to make you curious. Understanding where the first seed was planted will help you move forward.
Once you can accept the seed has been planted you can move on.
You can explore it.
Don't deny your feelings are you'll end up constantly wondering and then kicking yourself that you never found out what it felt like to suck the cock, take that dick in your ass, swallow that creamy load of cum.
To be able to do this you must be willing to relax the rigidity of the masculine model you have lived your entire life. By doing this you can explore a wider range of sexual pleasure. The sensation of not only giving but receiving. Blurring the line of masculine and feminine... allowing yourself to just be the sexual being you want to be.
.....
.....
.....
TWO; ALLOW YOURSELF TO UNDERSTAND YOUR DESIRES
Seriously, ponder what triggered it.
What led to your sudden curiosity?
What changed you from a strictly skirt chaser to pondering what it would feel like to suck a big hard cock.
The trigger that awakens that side can come from a variety of situations, but more times than not they are porn based. Porn is so easy to get access to unlike the 1980s, if you are in your late forties and fifties now, one day you're watching porn and realize you're admiring the dick as much as the pretty girl. Or perhaps you're in a changing room after a workout and realize you're actually staring at other men's dicks. Or perhaps you watched a trans porn scene and next thing you know you wonder what sucking a dick on a trans woman would feel like.
Regardless of the trigger, once that seed is planted it takes root... and once it takes root it will grow and grow inside your subconscious in ways you at first will push away, will be confused by and yet slowly but surely they will begin to consume your thoughts.
You'll search articles about straight men who are curious about dick. Then you will read blogs or go chat forums. As such I created a forum in October 2023 called: Straight men who suck dick or who are curious to suck cock please read; crossdressers too.
Here are some of the comments from Literotica readers:
I am a man who sucks cock and bottoms for my transgender girlfriend. I am not sure that counts.
Right off the bat, Escierto, the first comment puts an interesting thought out there. Is it gay if you suck cock? Is it gay if you take it up the ass? Is it less gay if the one you are sucking or bottoming for is trans. The answer is simple: No... it does not make it gay. It allows you to explore your masculinity. You are gay if you only want to be with men and don't find women sexually stimulating.
RULE 3: Sucking cock is not gay.
As mentioned above, sucking another man's dick does not make you gay. Bi, sure. But if you still like eating pussy and fucking women you can't be gay.
RULE 4: Taking it in the ass is not gay.
The same concept exists if you like to bottom. Since a male has a prostate in his ass, in all fairness it is silly that it is seen as gay at all to want to have a prostate orgasm. There is nothing wrong with exploring every way you can come... and a prostate orgasm can be very exhilarating I am told.
Well, I luv to crossdress, panties, skirts, stockings, shaved legs, and when in girl mode I crave suckling cock, and I mean crave it, I have been able to suck some cocks and really loved it so. I have been able to bottom a few times and all were very enjoyable. The fantasy would be having a guy that would let me keep my outfits at his house in some really private area so I could go there, dress, suck and fuck and maybe he has a friend that would come over and I could get split roasted from time to time. Maybe go there for a full week stay dressed all week and suck and fuck as often as possible. The struggle is my life when not dressed and I have to be in guy mode much of my life due family, work etc.
Two interesting pieces in this message from Kellieskirt.



First, when dressed as a woman he craves cock and wants to be treated like a woman. Fucked like a woman.
Second, many men slowly create two lives for themselves... or would like to. One: their married life with kids... work, blah, blah, blah. Two: one where they are free to explore their true sexuality without the judgment of society. This is a freedom many fantasize about having, and also what holds them back from truly being their true selves.
RULE 5: Don't be scared to explore your feminine side
This psychologically is one aspect that men really struggle with... exploring their feminine side. Not just in the case of sexuality (crossdressing, sucking cock, getting bottomed), but also in sharing your feelings with someone you love. Take off the mask you were brought up to wear and just be yourself. Be vulnerable.
This is seen in response to the last comment by gurlsynthia:
Oh my goodness this is my exact fantasy. It is almost as if you were inside my head and took it for your own. Unfortunately, I can only dabble in my cross dressing hobby, since my wife doesn't know and would absolutely not approve. I also, like you, crave sucking a cock, but have never experienced such a wonderful event.
Rule 6: Don't have regrets
Unlike Kellieskirt, gurlsynthia has not yet sucked a cock... but craves too. As such, he will continually wonder... continually crave it... and if he doesn't get the opportunity to be a cocksucker will regret it the rest of his life... always wondering what if... and in truth, perhaps, actually resent your wife in the process.
The next comment, by Travler99921, confirms Rule 6:
I was married and well into middle age when I first got the desire to have gay sex. After several years of resisting the desire, I realized I had to try it. I came out to my wife, and with her approval, I sucked a cock.
Now, some women will support this, some won't. That is a fact. That said, I would at least try to find a way to broach the topic. There is no real risk in seeing what she thinks (women too have some dark fantasies). For Travler99921 it improved their sex life.
I very much enjoyed the experience. I knew I would do it again. My wife's reaction was a mixture of amusement and arousal. As soon as I got home she started asking me about my experience, and soon we were having sex.
The amount of sex my wife and I had increased. She finally admitted she had more and better orgasms through cunnilingus than penis in vagina sex, and I was happy to oblige her desires.
From cureustoo:
I also love panties, skirts and stockings. I finally discovered at 50 I was and am a bottom thanks to the guy who took my virginity. Like you I would love to experience being spit roasted but that in reality will probably never happen in my small closed minded town. I also am in guy mode when I am not wearing something I feel sexy in.
From LarryT50:
Cock sucking is pure fantasy for me at my age and situation. Lit is the perfect place for me to surf and chat about fucking men.
This leads to RULE 7: You're never too old to explore your sexuality:
This is true for women as well, but for many men like cureustoo the saying better late than never is never truer. With a more understanding world (in parts of the world anyways) men are beginning to explore at younger ages... although as mentioned earlier for most of the men who email me they are generally in their late 30s or older.
So for LarryT50 I would say you are never too old.
The next response is a common one I receive from men. This one is from curiousguy80 (so there must be at least 79 others LOL):
I'm curious to suck cock. The thoughts of wanting to suck cock came early in my life, after learning how to masturbate and viewing porn mags and videos. While I've always been attracted to women and am currently married to one, seeing women please a man's cock with her mouth has always been a turn-on. I wondered what it felt and tasted like.
In my teens I was playing truth or dare with a friend, I dared him to put my cock in his mouth for 10 seconds, and next, he dared me to put his cock in my mouth for 10 seconds. We both agreed afterward it was "gay" and decided we'd never do it again. But inside I wanted more. I didn't just want his cock in my mouth, I wanted to do what the women in the videos did.
An opportunity like that never happened again, however when I started dating and had my girlfriends go down on me, I always wished we could trade spots so I could feel what she felt in her mouth.
I've tried for years to find a guy I can explore with online, but nothing ever materialized. Something always comes up, and we need to cancel. About 15 years ago I ordered a cyberskin cock online. When no one is home, I'll take it out and suck it, imagining it's the real thing.
These letters are very common. Reality holding back fantasy. It is a struggle for many of my readers who are curious to cross the line... because once you do there isn't really any going back... although that is okay. We should all live more for the moment. Yet, that is easier said than done.
Breaking free from social norms is hard.
Accepting who you really are is hard.
Crossing the invisible line of straightness is hard.
(PS: I bet you are hard right now as you read this).
RULE 8: It's okay to be attracted to cock and not men
Many men are fascinated by another man's cock. This is logical. Every man has one. Some compare, some are envious, some are curious. Yet, in the end, every dick is unique. This makes the curiosity even more logical: length, width, balls, colour, etc....
Yet, you may have no interest at all in men.
You don't find a man attractive.
You don't want to kiss a man.
You just love his fucking dick.
I would say this is 20-plus percent of the men I talk to. They have no interest in a relationship, no attraction to a male, they just have a complete fascination for cock.
From freakinblue, a perfect insight into a curious man:
Very much into the idea of sucking a cock, both the sort of seduction that leads to it, whether a serendipitous situation where I can't deny how entranced I am by an amazing bulge, one with a defined head, or one where I am exposed to a semi-erect masterpiece and I just can't keep from staring at it with desire; and incredibly turned on by the idea of taking a nice thick shaft into my mouth, feeling it pulse as it grows to fullness, tasting his precum, then sucking until he cums down my throat. I'm completely convinced that this is what I want. But though I'm interested in kissing and making out with a penis, I'm totally uninterested in doing so with the man himself. I'm not at all attracted to men that way. And completely uninterested in anal. It seems odd but there you are.
This comment is quite common.
Many men are obsessed with cock... obsessed with sucking cock... obsessed with cum.
BUT... have no interest in the man attached to the dick.
.....
.....
.....
THREE: WHY ARE STRAIGHT GUYS CURIOUS?
This is somewhat repetitive to the first two pieces, but needs to go a little deeper.
Men, regardless of age, are sexual beings. From the first erection until the day they die... sex is on their mind.
And while this isn't always the case, but it often is the case, the diminishing marital sex life opens up same-sex curiosity as a way of satisfying his continuing libido without "cheating" on his wife, because having sex with a guy really is just about sex.
This will lead to men watching more porn. This will lead them to see more hard dicks. This will inevitably (well sometimes) lead to the beginning of their cock curiosity.
For others, it happens about of circumstance.
For example, there is an article online called 7 Reasons Straight Guys Give Bro Jobs in Brutal Detail (Based on a book called: Not Gay: Sex Between Straight White Men, by Dr. Jane Ward). It then leads with the profound thesis: Straight guys suck dick a lot more than you think!
The first reason is the premise of my number three point: straight guys are curious. He highlights a variety of reasons including men want to:
-Know what another dick feels like in their hand
-Know how one feels in their mouth
-Learn techniques to teach their girlfriends
-Discover how their cock compares to other guys
He then adds an intriguing addition I had not thought about but seems to have some merit. "If you've ever watched a video of straight guys sucking dick, you already know that most of them do it because they are curious. It's a guy thing. Because men are wired to be competitive, it's just part of the landscape."
I would have liked to see a little more contemplation about the competitive concept, as being a woman I am not very competitive (except in board games), but I do wonder if that is true.
He then has a couple of points that I think are reaching including: straight guys like getting blown (many men will let another guy blow him which I agree with, but that rest of his argument falls apart a bit) and prove straightness (which his argument that men suck dick to prove they are not gay is reaching at best), male bonding (although that does indeed happen where a couple of guys end up sucking each other's dick while alone) and gay for pay (which is a whole different concept and not something that fits this essay.
This point that confinement leads to straight men sucking dick makes sense. Whether it is in jail or the military... a man has needs and for every top, there needs to be a bottom. I'd love to know how many men in the military have either been sucked by another man or sucked by another man. NOTE: If you ever sucked a dick or got sucked by a man during your military time please share in the comments).
Lastly, he had an interesting one I think is true... men sucking dick is stress relief. Apparently, although I couldn't find the so-called research, he suggests research shows heterosexual men who live in rural America like to suck off a buddy when their wives are not around. They don't remotely consider themselves gay and HATE the implication of that concept and will get in a fight if anyone ever even infers they are gay... but sucking dick and swapping oral is perfectly okay.
Anyways, the point is, you can find tons of information on straight guys who suck cock just by googling the phrase. In the end, don't allow the stigma of being called gay or a faggot or a cock sucker from exploring your sexuality.
.....
.....
.....
FOUR: THE PSYCHOLOGY OF IT ALL
Some suggest it is an oral fixation thing. It starts from the moment you suck on your mother's nipple. It continues with popsicles. It leads to sucking on other girl's breasts and nipples. In this case, it seems inevitable.
If you are really into psychology it could be a subconscious connection to a time you felt safe... although I assume that is a reach.
It could also be a beta thing. For some it is years of being bullied that leads one to a sense of shame, and a lack of manhood and guides someone to an instinctive sense of submission... pleasing the bully is a natural evolution; conversely, for some men who were the bullies they hid behind their true beta nature by being extreme alphas... when older that need to push away their insecurities fades and they succumb to their true self.
For some it is a feminine exploration. I wonder what it would be like to be a girl... to wear panties... to wear lingerie... to wear stockings... to cross-dress... to eventually experience being a woman in all ways.
For many, it is a curiosity thing. A what if? A wonder? As mentioned earlier, once the seed is planted it takes root in someone's psyche and consumes them.
For many, it is a submissive part that lurks deep down inside. A desire to please, a desire to submit to an alpha (usually a larger cock), a desire to just obey someone.
Regardless, the psychological aspect is not to be ignored... as for many of you reading this your need to suck cock, to get fucked, to even be sissified, will only grow as time goes on.
.....
.....
.....
FIVE: UNDERSTANDING THE STATISTICS
A major provider like pornhub is serious about understanding its customers. Read below and I think you'll find your curiosities are more common, even mainstream, than you might think.
RULE 9: Stats support your curiosity
Read below to see how the curiosity of sucking cock and BBC is growing from year to year.
First, by age group. This shows the fact that the older you get the more curious you become of cock. As the percentage of gay searches and watching on pornhub increases the older you get. I am a little surprised the 35-44 age group isn't higher... but still the premise of growing curiosity with age is backed here:
18-24 6.2%
25-34 6.1%
35-44 6.2%
45-54 8.4%
55-64 9.5%
65 + 10.1%
Next the most popular gay searches throughout the years:
Straight first time
Big black dick
Black
Straight
Straight seduced
Black daddy
College roommates
Daddy
Twink
Coach
And the most viewed gay categories:
Straight Guys
Black
Group
Twink
Daddy
Interracial
Big Dick
Public
Solo Male
Creampie
These searches and views continue to showcase the reality that you are not alone.
Having "Straight first-time" and "Straight guys" at the tops of the lists highlights the curiosity many men feel. I surmise they're trying to understand these feelings by watching other straight men explore their curiosity for the first time. The search for "Straight seduced" is also interesting as many men are fascinated by the idea of being seduced, drawn in... where they just let go of control and allow themselves to cross the line.
Next up, "Big black dick" and "Black" show the large proportion of searching men who are fascinated, intrigued or obsessed with black dick. There is actually a website called black to white which is about the obsession with interracial sex of all types but one category is white men obsessed with black cock. For example, there is even a strand called: To white men....why do we think about sucking a big black cock???
MarieCD
I've been craving Black Cock since age 18. True size is of primary consideration, something about a darker hue of skin, feeling totally helpless to resist, the demeaning manner with which I've been subjected all play a part in my insatiable desire for Black Men.
This brief response says a lot. For many white men, it's the sheer size of a black cock (yes not every black cock is big, and there are also some massive white cocks... but stereotypes are stereotypes for a reason). For many white men it's also the darker skin colour. A black cock is simply a majestic visual. Also, for many white men, this leads to a complete sense of helplessness... which leads to an inferiority complex... which leads to the need to be a submissive cock sucker for any black cock.
yeshucan
The complete submission and humiliation. When I have my black master's cock in my mouth and I see the pleasure that I'm giving him, I know that I am where I'm supposed to be, no matter how humiliating it feels. There is such excitement in the humiliation. When he fills my mouth with his cum, I'm happy that I can suck him and make him feel so good. In every other way in my life, I'm straight. I feel safe in his dominance.
From my many discussions with readers, this is a very common statement. Straight 98% of the time, but when the opportunity for black cock arises they shift into a cock craving, cum hungry man-slut. (Although I must also acknowledge the delightful men who'll Sub for any cock flashed their way).
MN Bi Wht Guy
I like knowing even more masculine white males are sucking BBC. It truly shows white male submission. Would be awesome to have some white buds to share this with.
This an interesting comment as the truth is there is no prototype cock sucker. Sometimes an alpha male linebacker will go to a gloryhole to suck cock after cock; sometimes a famous politician will secretly service his black security guard; sometimes a good looking ladies man sucks more cock than he fucks women. The reality is many men, regardless of age, lookw, financial background, marital status and more will suck a BBC if the opportunity arises. Also, most of these men desperately wish they could talk to their friends about this black cock obsession. Alas, many suffer in silent solitude.
SandyPArk
Well, interest in Black Cock leads cuckolds to IR cuckoldry in the first place. It is born of feelings of inferiority to Black Males Sexuality. They are sex machines, physically endowed to satisfy women, mentally driven to pursue women relentlessly. It works down to Penis Envy with white boys admiring Big Black Cock and longing to be equally capable with women. Longing to but not being able to. Leading to Penis Envy of Black Men that cannot be cured and becomes an obsession for Black Cock. Since we cannot match them, we dream of being them, being hung like them, attracting hot women like they do and fucking those women like the Black Man does. So apparently easily! Yet we can't and so the obsession for BlackCock rules us. We cannot be Black Men so we come to WANT Black men. We are primed to be sissy cucklolds before the Bull first fucks our wives. All it takes is that first cuckold experience and we pursue being cuckolds eagerly.
Although I don't know a lot about this, I do know there are men who are cucks who allow their wives to fuck other men or sometimes only black men. This will sometimes lead to becoming a cock sucker or a bottom bitch for a dominant black man. There could be many reasons for this, but when a man's natural submissiveness that they hide away for years comes out it is impossible to control.
I could go on and on with such messages, but I assume you get the point. For some, BBC is too hard (pun intended) to resist.
RULE 10: BBC can be irresistible
A high number of my male followers who are curious about sucking cock or suck cock are obsessed with black dick... and that is okay.
.....
.....
.....
SIX: TRUTHS YOU WILL ACCEPT ONCE YOU HAVE CROSSED THE LINE
-it feels good to be on your knees
-it makes your cock harden to stroke another man's cock
-it feels good to have a hard cock in your mouth
-it feels right to bob back and forth
-the feeling of a cock pulsating in your mouth is exhilarating
-the sensation of warm, gooey cum shooting in your mouth or on your face is an ultimate rush
-you may feel regret once you are done
-yet, you will crave more cock... crave more cum
-this may or may not lead to the evolution of wondering what a cock feels like in your ass.
.....
....
....
SEVEN: FAVOURITE GAY STORIES
Okay, this is a How-To guide, so, let's how-to. A key step in accepting your curiosity is to explore it and find out what shape your curiosity takes. Different strokes for different folks, right? You're already here reading erotica, so let's start with that. Here are some of my favourite gay stories.
Read them (while naked if you can) and see which ones or what elements get you hard, make you leak pre-cum, make your mouth start to water in anticipation.



Stroke your cock slowly, but don't come.
Explore through the written word what makes you want to suck cock... or get fucked by a cock.
Imagine yourself as one of the characters in the stories.
Then when your cock aches... throbs with need; give into these fantasies as you get yourself off or fuck your wife.
And... once you are ready to cross that invisible line..., leave the fantasy realm, you'll have some ideas and words to encourage you as you man-up (a word that seems wrong here based on societal historical standards yet seems perfect here to me) and start communicating with other curious men.
Explore through the written word what makes you want to suck cock... get fucked.
Becoming a Cock Slave
I don't know why, but this was the gay story that began my exploration of writing gay sex. The way John Hamilton writes making it seem like any white guy would willing become a cock sucker and more for a BBC was riveting. The arrogance of the black stud was captivating. The plot has a white guy pick up a black hitchhiker and before he knows it he has BBC in his mouth. (The Power of Cock and Fuck my Face... at the Mall are two more greats from John Hamilton).
My Dads Keeps Stealing my Boyfriends
A super fun concept that he does well, but I may do my own spin on it one day. In this story, the main character brings his date home and his dad ends up seducing him.
The Gaymaker
A guy cheats on his girlfriend. The girlfriend then gets a guy famous for turning straight guys to turn him. The ultimate revenge and hot as fuck.
Gay Like Dad
A kid walks in on his dad being fucked by his bully and.... I love this one and hope to write my own twisted take on the concept someday.
Nosy Dad (series)
Although too quick, a fun two-parter where a dad sees his son getting fucked and that leads to, of course, him becoming a cock sucker. Unfortunately, no part three was ever written.
Turning into a Cocksucker
A married man is drawn into cock by his colleague.
The Service Station
A wild gay party location where men suck and fuck each other.
Becoming a Cum Dump
A quick fun story about a man who is seduced and becomes a cock sucker at the gym.
Did it for The Team
A straight rookie ends up servicing the team captain.
Can a Straight Boy Be Turned (series)
A straight guy walks in on a guy getting blown by another guy and starts his journey into succumbing to an older dominant man.
Casey's Revenge
I always like a revenge story. In this one a fat guy gets revenge on a good looking guy by banging his girlfriend and then eventually turning the asshole too.
Date Night Out With the Wife
Mostly straight guy gets used while on a date with his unknowing wife.
Two Black Workman Turn Straight Boy
A little rape-ish and very verbal, but a hot story of a straight guy forced to service a black dick becoming a cock-sucking and ass-taking slut.
T-Girl University
A neat plot where a guy goes to a college and discovers it is full of dominant t-girls who fuck straight boys for fun.
Tortured by the T-Girl Tutor
Straight guy is turned by a sexy strong-willed tutor.
While those are all lLiterotica stories, I also love Doing Hard Time in Prison with Cocksucker on Knees in the Shower. While a terrible story, it was hot as fuck. A straight guy at jail leans that in the shower there is a stall that if you cross it you become a community cocksucker... can you guess what happens? PS: This inspired bmy Crossing the Line story.
.....
.....
.....
EIGHT: MY STORIES (BONUS)
I have written over a hundred stories that fit gay, trans, crossdressing or fetish categories since my first From Straight to Gay Submission way back in 2010. Here below are the ones that may best help you understand your curiosity:
CROSSDRESSING/SISSIFICATION
Becoming a Drag Queen
My first crossdress story that could possibly be re-written has a man go to San Fransisco and get drawn into the wild, wicked world of cross-dressing, cock sucking and becoming a bottom.
"Sissified": 12 Days of Sissy-mas
My 400th story was a fun novella that follows the journey of a man turned into a submissive sissy by a mysterious person over 12 days and 12 tasks.
Sissification 101 seven-part series
A man with a loving partner explores his journey of becoming a sissy including being pegged, sucking dick and getting fucked.
Sexual Sissy Awakening
This story is a mostly fictional account of an author (me) assisting a man to become a sissy online. The story has a shockingly high 4.84 score and is currently my highest rating score other than last year's Twenty Questions 2022 essay.
....
....
....
BBC
Black Cock: 1 Day Changes Everything
My first story in a wild series started my trend of someone seeing another man suck black cock and begin their inevitable journey to becoming a BBC cock slut. This series is still quite popular today.
Summer of Black Cock
Working at a hotel, a man sees the fall of many men and women to one young BBC and, of course, gets drawn into the wonderful world of BBC himself.

Black Dominance: Accidental Text
This ended up being a wild series, but the first part may be my favourite gay story... where a text to a wrong number begins a white college man's journey into BBC submission.
.....
.....
......
COUPLES EXPLORING TOGETHER
Dark Submission: A Bisexual Journey
A couple explores their same sex curiosity with a couple of black teens in my first bisexual couples journey.
Spiced-Up Marriage: A Big Surprise
A fun story where a married couple explores their same sex curiosity together. This would would go on to win best Fetish story of 2020.
Kinky Tales six part series
Likely my most popular kinky story about a man who tells his wife he wants to be pegged and is curious about sucking cock which leads to a lengthy journey for the married couple. The first two parts of this series won annual awards for Best Anal and Best Fetish story of 2015.
.....
.....
.....
NOVELLA
Hypno-Sissy eleven part series (so far)
This lengthy series uses hypno-sissy videos to draw a popular jock into a wicked journey of cock sucking, pegging, cross dressing and more. It is, without a doubt, the story series I get the most emails about.
.....
.....
.....
TRANS STORIES
She-male School: A Teacher Seduced
One of my first trans stories and a wild one, starring me, starts at a private school where I slowly discover it is a school for she-male students. I get fucked by the principal and many students in this nasty tale. One day I may get this illustrated.
"A Shemale Submission": A Lust Story
An illustrated fantasy story again starring me (I'm a bit of a diva) as a teacher who falls for a fellow teacher who has a huge cock. The story would go on to win Best Illustrated story of 2016.
Family Reunion: Mother's Day
I think my best trans story. A trans woman bumps into her mother who doesn't recognize her after her transformation... having been disowned by her family years ago... and begins to secretly reconnect with her unknowing mother and begin a sexual relationship with her. Sasha would go on to win the 2020 Transgender Character of the year.
Trans Summer
The story also won for Best Trans Character, this time in 2021, for a teacher who bumps into her former female student and begins a wild week while on summer holidays.
Trans Sister
A fun story where a trans sister comes to spend the summer with her older brother and ends up becoming a slut for him and his friends. The main character Stacy just won 2022 Transgender Character Of the year).
Teacher Surprise
Just released this October a fun quick romp about a guy who bumps into his hot ex-teacher, ends up back at her hotel and discovers her very impressive secret.
....
.....
.....
OTHER:
Cock Sucker App
This was supposed to be a series, and perhaps will be one day. I created a cock sucker app for the story. A man ends up signing up and ends up getting the cock he craved from a very close source.
Crossing the Line
I read a story about a prison where once a guy crosses a line to a certain stall in the shower they become a cock sucker. I used the premise to write my crossing the line story at a gym. It was pretty fun to write.
Cock Next Door
If you are a cock sucker or wish you were wouldn't it be nice to have a willing cock next door? This is a story where that actually happens.
Prostate Surprise
Nominated for best male character of 2022 (he came in second place), Jake is a straight guy who ends up making a bet that he loses and discovers the joys of gay sex.
.....
.....
.....
Fascinating bonus stat I discovered during the edit for this essay.
On average, 13% of American men aged 40-59 stated that they had given oral sex to a male in their lifetime
On average, 9.7% of Americans in the age group 18-24 revealed that they have given oral sex to another male in their lifetime
So in reality for every nine-to-ten men you meet, look at, work with, etc... one of them has had a dick in their mouth.
One in nine or ten.
Now, add that to the fact that way more men fantasize about sucking cock than doing it, and I imagine at least two, sometimes even three, of that same ten would love to suck a cock... or get fucked by a cock.
With those assumptions, for every ten men you meet, one sucks cock and two others would like to suck cock... and I imagine this is a low estimate.
Isn't that just delightful to think about?
Clearly, you are not alone.
You are a member of a growing, emerging community... there's no need to keep lurking in the shadows.
How do you come into the light?
Accept your cock curiosity. Understand your curiosity. Embrace your curiosity (literally).
If you want to suck a cock... suck a cock.
If you want your wife to peg you... tell her.
If you want to become a bottom... become a bottom.
Don't let society's expectations and your own ingrained image of masculinity hold you back from your natural sexual curiosity.
After all, you only live once.
JASMINE
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Twenty Questions 2023
Summary: Answering readers' questions and my own reflections.
Thanks to Alina X for editing this year's essay.
Twenty Questions 2023
One: Hosiery Questions 1
Every year I get a few emails about my pantyhose/nylon/stocking fetish. So here are quick answers to a few from this year:
A. Do you ever wear crotchless pantyhose to work or out in public (without panties of course)?
I can probably count on one hand the number of times I have worn crotchless pantyhose. They are not overly comfortable and wreck easily. That said, I have on a couple of occasions... including a good decade ago to a wedding where my husband fucked me in a bathroom just after midnight.
B. Do you ever wear bodystockings?
I can't say I ever have. That said, it isn't something I wouldn't try on. As I type this it makes me wonder what a nylon bodystocking could feel like over my tits... or more so what it would look like.
C. Do you ever layer pantyhose with stockings for extra shine or just a different look?
This is not something I have ever really considered. I have noticed it being slightly popular on Twitter. One of my faves I follow is nylonkitty who has more than a few poses in layered nylons... but I can't say it is high on my list.
D. Will you grace us, your faithful, worshipful readers, with your nylon covered legs in an illustrated story?
This is on my radar. It would be a foot and leg focused story... likely the quirky nylon scent and visual hypnosis. But, we will see.
Two: Have you ever been with a transsexual?
Sadly, no. In fact, I can't say I have ever met one in real life... at least not that I know of. Yet,
this is one hundred percent on my bucket list. Almost every year one of my most popular stories is a trans one. Three years ago it was Family Reunion: Mother's Day, two years ago it was Trans Summer, last year it was Trans Sister, and this year it is Teacher Surprise.
While I love men, undoubtedly I get turned on and admire a woman's body more. As such, the idea of a woman with a dick is a real turn-on.
Three: Have you or would you consider a threesome with your husband and another woman?
Considered... sure.
Fulfilled... no.
Yet, it too is on my bucket list.
Yet, also, something about me that may surprise many based on my stories... I get jealous easy. It's probably based on having two boyfriends cheat on me in my younger days.
As such, while I would have zero issue doing some girl-on-girl action while my husband watches... I'm not sure, when the time came for him to participate, how I would react.
Four: Top 10 celebrities or media ladies that you would love to have them in pantyhose or stockings and be their sexual pet.
Well, this is a fun one and it will perhaps be an odd mix, but then again I'm an odd girl.
In no particular order:
-Taylor Swift. Yes, an obvious choice I suppose. For one, she wears nylons often already. For two, I already wrote a story that included her and her nylon clad legs in it. But she exudes a perfect mix of traits many of my dominant feminine characters exude: wears nylons, is beautiful (although her girl next door cuteness could also have her playing a submissive), and is confident. I should note I don't think I can name three of her songs... but that wouldn't matter if I was on my knees worshipping her stocking-clad toes, would it?
-Jennifer Anniston. Perhaps it's because I have been watching a lot of Friends lately and noticed she wore a lot of black pantyhose in the earlier seasons (a lot less in the later seasons), but she has amazing legs, a charming smile and still looks as hot now as she did in the 1990s. I wish I had aged as well.
-Kaley Cuoco. I always have found Kaley hot. Whether it be her hot girl vibes and character in the Big Bang Theory or the picture I saw on Twitter (I refuse to call it X) just yesterday from the show where her hard nipples clearly protruded out of her tank top. That said, I don't recall seeing her wear nylons much in that show or any other for that matter. As such, I just googled her in pantyhose and did find a few pics of her in black pantyhose. Mmmmm, I would definitely crawl across a floor in a crowded lesbian club to submit to her unconditionally. Also, unlike Jennifer who could perhaps be a submissive, it seems pretty obvious Kaley would be a dominant in the bedroom. Anyone remember the scene in the Big Bang Theory where she is dressed as a Mistress and has Leonard bound?
-Margot Robbie. I mean she has played two iconic roles the past few years in Harley Quinn and Barbie. Besides being utterly beautiful, her voice just makes my pussy tingle. Sure, if I was directing, Barbie would have been in pantyhose (seems common sense to me). Got to see her in sheer nylons during the short lived Pan Am that has an epic scene and a perfectly captured picture of her onboard a plane, in a stewardess outfit, without heels... where you get an amazing look at her stocking-clad feet and toes. It would be fascinating to know if she is more a submissive or a dominant in the bedroom... although my prediction is she is a natural switch.
-Kate Middleton. I know this may seem like an odd one, but she wears tan nylons almost every day. There are a few amazing pics of her adorable feet in nylons online. Plus, I have a thing for royalty. The idea of being a pet to the royal family is kind of hot. Plus, I do love an English accent. One of the reasons I love Kiera Knightly and Kate Beckinsale. That accent just makes my pussy melt.
-Blake Lively. Okay, this may be a submit to one hot celebrity, submit to a second one for free. Without a doubt, the most adorable couple at the moment is Blake and Ryan. Being the family pet going back and forth between the two is perhaps the ultimate dream come true.
-Gal Gadot. I had to have at least one superhero on the list, did I not? Plus, I have always had a thing for Wonder Woman. I mean Lynda Carter was one of the hottest women in her original Wonder Woman suit. Gal in the new one is just utterly delicious. Plus, I think I fell in love with her first in the sexy changing room scene in Keeping Up with the Joneses (a movie I loved more than I should). She has also been in a lot of movies I love like Knight and Day (greatly underrated), the Fast series, and Death on the Nile. Lastly, her accent makes my pussy churn.
-Olivia Rodrigo. She is young, yes. But she too is often in nylons. Also, she has that girl next door look and reminds me of so many of my students... which as many of you know is my ultimate fantasy.
-Jessica Chastain. While she is only a few years younger than me, there is just something about redheads and she just has this natural beauty and presence that really makes me wet.
-Kim Kardashian. She has great legs. Wears nylons often, even thigh highs in full view. Has a great body and exudes a confidence that would make her a natural mistress. You just know she has wielded a strap-on with that perfect figure.
I also am intrigued by Angelababy, Beyoncé and Selena Gomez just to name a few more.
Five: A question from my recent How to get Comments essay that really intrigued me. This is a really interesting look at something I'm sure most readers have never thought of. I'm curious, generally speaking, would you rather have a story be rated 4.85 and read 700,000 times with 150 comments, or a story rated 4.55 read 1.2 million times with 300 comments? Is there a specific metric you value above the rest?
I have this exact situation in many ways. My most read story by far is Backseat Mommy: A Long Hard Ride with over 7.8 million reads, 337 comments, 31,622 votes, 7,745 favourites and a good, but not amazing 4.64 score.
While, on the other hand, the story I'm most proud of, Fate of the Fishbowl, a lesbian love story from 2022, has 70,750 reads and a 4.84 score (my highest story... with only my last year's version of this story higher). My other 4.84 story is the quirky Sexual Sissy Awakening which since its release has only 59,100 reads.
Now which do I prefer?
Both have different perks.
A lot of reads gets me exposure which has readers perusing the rest of my library.
A high vote score makes me proud and gets a story higher up on the top 250 of its respective category.
In the end, while both are great, I would likely take the higher score. With Literotica getting more popular and having dozens of stories released every day it is getting harder to get a story to get the reads and exposure. A high ranked story can stand out.
Six: Do you feel like your stories help break down barriers for people? For example in helping men find their feminine side?
Without being a little bit of an egotistical bitch, the answer is definitely yes. I have had many emails over the years telling me my stories helped them explore their true sexuality. It could be a woman deciding to be with another woman, a man sucking his first cock, a couple playing with toys or other couples, a man getting pegged, a woman telling her husband she wants to have more than one man.
That said, more times than not, my stories are an escape, all erotica is, from a reader's often less than exciting real sex life. Through an author's words, a reader can push away society's ridiculous standards, allow their kink to escape the recesses of the mind, and imagine a world where they just did what they fantasized.
It can be very liberating, sexually stimulating and orgasm intense.
So, whether a reader explores a new fantasy or just gets immersed in my words I feel grateful to be a part of their lives.
Of all the themes, though, no doubt my biggest impact is creating curiosity and/or having men explore sucking dick, crossdressing and being sodomized. I have had hundreds of men e-mail me about this exact topic and many correspondences where I offered advice. In fact, last week's How To essay called How to Accept Your Cock Curiosity goes into vivid detail on this exact topic.
Seven: To what do you attribute the level of interest in incest or, at least, in reading stories about it?
A good question. I am not sure I have an exact answer other than a couple somewhat obvious ones.
One: People like what they can't have... and they like the taboo of it. Terms like Mommy, Daddy and Mother-fucker are just so nasty hot. In porn, the more taboo, the more kinky, the more stimulating for many. As such, why there is so much step-Mom porn on the internet since it doesn't break the incest laws, but let's not pretend what they are really trying to re-create is incest porn.
Two: The Oedipus syndrome concept likely has some truth. Every son sees themselves as a protector for their mother and as such a sexual attraction can be a natural evolution of the concept. For daughters they see their dad as a protector of them and as such can also become sexually attracted to a father or father figure.
EIGHT: Do you get horny from writing? Do you rub yourself while writing?
I may have written this in a previous essay, I was too lazy to go back and check, but yes and yes, and no and no. I know, what a ridiculous answer.
Yes, I get quite horny from my writing, especially as I create the set-up (as for me the set-up is more stimulating than the sex, just like foreplay is critical before intercourse). I sometimes do rub myself or use a toy on myself, but if I do, I purposely tease myself as long as I can. I try desperately not to come.
Why?
Once I come, more times than not, I am no longer in the mood to write. As such l try to resist the temptation to touch myself for as long as possible.
Nine: Best Twitter handles I follow:
Tvtights: A British site (since they call them tights) that focuses on celebrities in nylons, usually pantyhose.
NylonsKitten: She is my girl. Besides having tons of amazing nylon pics, mostly of her legs and feet, she makes great short videos and has an erotic sensuality that is second to none. The fact she has allowed me to use her photos on more than one occasion also makes her a must have. A third story, this time in the erotic comics section, called 7 Days of Foot Submission just came out... did it?
Miss_hose: A Canadian sweetheart in nylons and always showcasing her perfect nylon-clad soles and amazing manicured feet. Her brief Barbie reenactment where she slips her nylon-clad feet and pink toenails out of her heels like a Barbie is sexy as fuck.
HoseNbondageLvr: A great site that focuses on pantyhose legs and feet. Lots of great pantyhose soles, sexy toes, shiny clad legs and pantyhose clad ass.
PantyhoseSShots: Great pics of women in pantyhose... and properly dressed.
PantyhosePhan: Another great one of pics of women in pantyhose. A lot of Asian women, stewardesses and tons of my favourite mocha-coloured nylon and beautiful feet.
Sissycommunity2: The best sissy site. Great captions, gifs and more.
Ofalyssa9: Easily one of the prettiest blondes ever and a pussy I would love to devour.
HousewivesPlay: Without a doubt my favourite illustrator, as we have worked on over a dozen illustrated stories together... plus she was the one way back in the day that got me into writing. Her early Housewives at Play stories were one of the things that inspired me and definitely inspired my fascination with lesbian submissive vs dominant relationships that encompass the majority of my lesbian stories. Another chapter of the 1960s called: A Threesome will be out in 2024.
ICuckoldress: In truth, I'm not really into cuckolding, although on occasion I do write about it. That said, this woman is delicious, often wears nylons and can really take a fucking.
Myth59443826The (with the title TheMythofBNWO). This one has great short interracial scenes and usually some hot comments like a woman on her knees getting fed BBC with the words: College football recruiting these days. Or a woman stroking a BBC while a smaller white dick strokes himself with the words: she made her choice. A young white woman getting hard back shots from a much older black man with the words: old black bull—-> young white pussy. Lastly a white cop in uniform sucking a BBC being fed by another white woman with the simple words: No laws when....
BNWORASING123k: Another hot BBC site with some wicked captions as well like: This is how your daughter wants to be fucked! Don't be shy he's only going to fuck you like you've never been fucked before! Being a good girl for daddy!
It also has some cuck scenes like one where a girl gets fucked with the caption: I saw your search history... maybe if you're a good boy I'll let you watch in person next time. They have your mom (while she is triple teamed by BBC).
Lindsvanilla: A hot redheaded trans girl who often wears white thigh highs while riding a dick. She is utterly delicious.
Cumshotpalace: Which is obviously exactly what it sounds like. A lot of pretty women getting big loads all over their faces.
AmberLynn91: I'm not sure anyone has better lesbian gifs, clips and photos that will make any lesbian, bi, bi-curious, and even straight girl's pussy leak. Also, the majority of the pics are sensual. Sexy, soft porn at its best. Although sometimes you also get to watch a good hard strap-on fucking too.
Timetorub (With the subtitle goonette corruptor): A site dedicated to helping women masturbate or explore their not so straightness. Clips of girls masturbating, smelling panties, fucking themselves, unique masturbation experiments, and pussy licking. One of my new just-found go-to Twitter handles.
TEN: Hosiery 2: What brands do you wear?
While I use a variety of nylons.,of late I use four kinds the most. These are based on what I am actually wearing.
For when I want to be sexy and get fucked... I have a variety of Victoria Secret stockings and thigh highs I wear. Victoria Secret nylons are expensive, but sometimes they have great sales... like 75% off. Besides being silky sheer, they are sexy as fuck. Whether it is thigh highs or stockings that need a garter, they will showcase your legs perfectly. All my nylons are sandalfoot, which I insist on, as I want my always perfectly manicured toes to be showcased. Some come with a seem down the back, one pair even comes with fake diamonds up the back. Another pair has the sexy old school Cuban heel. In the end, if you want to get laid, want to seduce someone, get second and third looks... buy yourself a few pairs of these.
Bonus: besides black, red and tan, they come in some unique colours like purple, pink and blue... so you can really accessorize with them.
My regular at work under a dress or skirt is the Secret Silky collection. They are soft, sheer and perfect for the average day. I have pairs in a couple of colours and both pantyhose and thigh highs. They are also reasonably priced and can be purchased anywhere (Victoria Secret is all online from my experience).
A little while ago, I also purchased some knee-high stockings after seeing a student wearing them. I don't wear them with a skirt like she did... but I have worn them at home or under jeans. They are also perfect with my one pair of boots I wear on occasion. I bought twelve pairs of Manzi lady sheer knee-high stockings on Amazon for under twenty-four bucks. I have only used three of these pairs so far, but they still showcase my feet quite well, which my husband likes, of course.
Lastly, my husband bought me three different colours of Berkshire anklets. They are sheer nylons, but just go over the ankle. These are used for massages with my husband will only give me foot massages when I'm in nylons, which I usually am, but after I shower or put on my pyjamas, I am not going back into pantyhose or stockings. I also use these or the knee highs when on the phone with my husband and Skyping for some teasing.
These are all easily available in North America or on Amazon.
Eleven: How have you managed to keep this all hidden from your husband for so long? Or have you?
I have kept it from my husband all these years.
It's somewhat easy as he is often gone for days at a time as he works in the oil fields.
When he is gone, I write a lot more.
That said, when he is home he often watches a lot of sports in his man cave and it allows me to write a fair amount when he is in the house or even in the same room.
I could tell him I suppose. Yet, this is something that is just mine.
Twelve: What are your top fetishes now?
I'm not going to go into deep detail here as I actually have an idea for an essay next year (we will see if this comes to fruition), but here they are... in order-ish:
A. Pantyhose, stockings, thigh highs, tights, etc.
This is likely obvious since it is my author name, my Twitter title and more. I love wearing them, I mostly watch porn where women are wearing them and I am mostly captivated by women or girls who wear them. I imagine in my over 650 stories I have written there are less than ten where nylons in some capacity are not mentioned that are not gay stories.
B. Lesbians
All my biggest fantasies are lesbian. The porn I most watch is lesbian. The stories I feel come most smoothly out of me are lesbian. While I don't get to explore as much as I used to, I love eating pussy. I love the scent of a woman. I love a woman's body.



C. Straight men sucking dick
I honestly don't know why I find this hot. While I don't spend much time watching men suck dick or get fucked, I do enjoy reading about it. Gay porn tends to lack any plot 99% of the time... which I need to enjoy. The set up is as exhilarating or even more exhilarating than the sex scene for me. Yet, so many stories of men succumbing to their carnal desires is hot as fuck.
D. BBC
Not surprisingly, I love the idea of big black cock. I know it is 2023 and I should not judge based on race, but there is just something so appealing, so majestic (I love that word for describing a big dick), so sensual and just so raw about a black cock. And while I have been with dominant white men, the idea of a dominant black man fucking me is really hot. So I apologize for the glorification of race, but for me and many others this is a truth.
E. Captions and gifs
This is largely a Twitter fascination, but I love scrolling and seeing witty, sexy, sensual, kinky pictures or gifs with captions. I had made a lot myself but lost the majority of them during a computer crash a couple of years ago. These are just quick moments of inspiration or stimulation.
Other things like wet panties, watching porn, masturbating in public, strap-on fucking, and interracial men and women (especially woman) of all types (accents really make my pussy burn).
Twelve: Continuing stories...
These are the stories most asked for sequels and my thoughts on them.
Hedonism Island
This has been a fun one. And... the next part is already written. The illustrator has it on her list, has had for a couple of years, but alas her commissions consume her... which I understand since that is how she makes the money. Hopefully, she can squeak the next chapter in at some point as it is a damn good one and stars, not surprising since I'm such a diva, me.
Hypnosissy
The question was: Will Brian's story come full circle to the prologue? When I got asked that I seriously didn't remember writing a prologue as that series has been in the works for a few years. That said, it may be the most requested continuation of any series of mine. As such, I hope to get back to it, although I have put so many plots in this one it is hard to decide where to go with it. If I ever get caught up on my off-commission and contest stories and other things that excite me, this one will probably get multiple chapters at once.
Bedding the Babysitter
While I love this series, and my main character Jenny, the last chapter put me in a bit of a corner and I've struggled in where to go next. Perhaps I simply jump ahead a few months and give her a happy ending. I don't know. Ideas? Share away!!!
Straight White Girls
I had a list of possible stories for this one. I imagine they are around somewhere on my laptop. Perhaps I will go back to this one at some time.
Turning Contest
I have over sixty more ideas for this one and really should go back to this at some point. Here is a list of the titles, in alphabetical order, I had marinating as possible additions. I won't do them all, but I am
Turning Contest: A maître d
Turning Contest: A Mommy Fantasy
Turning Contest: A Mother-in-Law
Turning Contest: A Movie Star
Turning Contest: A Movie Theatre
Turning Contest: A Panty Sniffer (A Party Girl)
Turning Contest: A Photographer
Turning Contest: A Pizza Delivery Girl
Turning Contest: A Pregnant Guest
Turning Contest: A Sexy Waitress (or someone at gala)(A sexy stand-in?)
Turning Contest: A Tipsy Bridesmaid(Zelda)
Turning Contest: A truth or dare
Turning Contest: A Uber Ride Home
Turning Contest: A vibe is stuck
Turning Contest: A Vulgar Teen (at church)
Turning Contest: A White Bitch
Turning Contest: Almost Caught (at church)
Turning Contest: An Online Hook-up
Turning Contest: Anime Girl
Turning Contest: At the Market
Turning Contest: At the Porn Store (getting toys)
Turning Contest: Big booty
Turning Contest: Bitchy Customer
Turning Contest: Bree
Turning Contest: Church Snob
Turning Contest: Chubby Girl Interview
Turning Contest: Client
Turning Contest: Craigslist Virgin
Turning Contest: Curious co-worker
Turning Contest: Dare Gone Wrong
Turning Contest: Daughter Flashback
Turning Contest: Daughter's Friend
Turning Contest: Door salesman
Turning Contest: English Girl
Turning Contest: Enraged Parent
Turning Contest: Fellow prof
Turning Contest: French Exchange (Foreign)
Turning Contest: Guidance councilor
Turning Contest: Hot Coach
Turning Contest: Innocent Girl
Turning Contest: Interracial Fantasy
Turning Contest: Librarian
Turning Contest: Jasmine Walker
Turning Contest: Jehoveh witness
Turning Contest: Mom (somehow seduces their mom)
Turning Contest: Mom & Daughter trying on dresses)
Turning Contest: Mormon
Turning Contest: My son's girlfriend
Turning Contest: New Employee
Turning Contest: Pillow princess
Turning Contest: Online Mistress
Turning Contest: Oreo 2 white girlds
Turning Contest: Prom Dress
Turning Contest: Lively redhead
Turning Contest: jock
Turning Contest: Jogger
Turning Contest: Hiring
Turning Contest: Hot Tub Turn (daughter's friend with help from daughter)
Turning Contest: Interracial fantasy
Turning Contest: Latina
Turning Contest: new vibe.. at sex shop
Turning Contest: Snooty
Turning Contest: Stuck-up
Turning Contest: Supplier for nylons
Turning Contest: Sister-in-Law
Turning Contest: Teacher (parent teacher)
Turning Contest: Tease
Turning Contest: The dean
Turning Contest: Trouble Maker
Turning Contest: Twins
Turning Contest: white sub fantasy
Blackmail Tarts
This one was fun, but I never really considered continuing this wild story.
Big Fat Cock
I have started the next chapter of this one. Hope to have it released in the spring of 2024.
What Mom Knows series
While I do have and have for a couple of years a vague idea for a new trilogy, this was picked by my editor and illustrator as a new illustrated redo. Retitled Master of the House, the entire series will be re-released and re-written over the next year or two. The original chapter was released in October, part two is ready to go and part three and four are in the works.
A Perfect Fall
I get this one often too. Alas, I have written the story twice and love it, but I'm not sure where I would go next.
Summer of Black Cock
Another great story, but one I felt was meant to be a one-off story. But hey, who knows.
Thirteen: As one of the more prolific writers on this site, has this never happened to you to be contacted by some director, studio or something like, to use one of your stories to feature in a movie?
Interestingly, I have not. I do think many of my stories would make great plots, especially for those 30-40 minute scenes on many websites... perhaps longer with my lengthy set-ups. I'm not going to lie, it is something I would love to see one day.
Fourteen: What regrets do you have in life?
Interesting question. I am not one to live in the past, but if I could go back in time I sure would have travelled more when I was younger. As I'm getting close to half a millennium and I've had a few health issues, the thing I want to do the most is travel. See places around the world. Italy. Ireland. Greece. New York. Costco Rica. Japan. They are just a few of the places I hope to explore over the next few years.
Fifteen: I notice in most of your illustrated stories women are not wearing heels. Is that on purpose? Do you not like heels?
Good catch. I love legs, feet and toes in nylons. As such, my stories, especially my illustrated stories, focus on being able to see the feet and toes.
As for heels. I am not a huge fan of them. They hurt the feet. Plus, I am not the most coordinated woman in the world. I do have a few pairs of heels and wear them when the right situation occurs. Yet, most of the time, I wear two-inch heels or even flats.
Sixteen: Do you prefer a pussy shaved or with hair? Do you prefer a cock shaved or with hair?
The older I get, the lazier I get with my own pussy maintenance. I used to get Brazilians; that has long since sailed. I do trim though.
As for what I prefer.
Pussy: I love a pussy that is well trimmed but has some pubic hair. I love the smell of pussy and a decent amount of pubic hair captures that unique feminine scent perfectly. Too much hair and finding a perfect path can be a struggle (and no one likes hair in their mouth).
Cock: I love a shaved cock. It looks better. It looks bigger. And, of course, is easier to suck (did I mention the whole no one likes hair in their mouth thing?).
Seventeen: What are things you would never write about?
I'm pretty liberated so there is little I wouldn't write about. You will notice none of my stories include any real sense of pain or torture. I'm a wimp. None of my stories include smoking... I hate smoke and have lost too many friends and family to cancer. I also don't write about extreme bdsm as it isn't really my thing. I also think scat is gross... although golden showers are kind of hot.
Yet, otherwise there is little I wouldn't write about if the right plot came to me. I like kinky. I like forbidden. I like exploring the things people don't want to talk about... yet deep down wish they could talk about.
Eighteen: Do you role play?
Actually, not really. Yet, I do have a few role plays that I would love to do. Perhaps I will have to mention a couple of these to my husband.
-Being seduced by a student. While my preference would be by a female student, if I was role playing with my husband I would have him either as a bad boy, a jock or a nerd... each turn me on at different times.
-I have a thing for an English accent, so if my husband could pull that off he would be one lucky bloke.
-I love massages. The amount of times I have got horny during a massage is numerous. The idea of getting fucked after or during a massage is pretty hot.
I have lots of others,but alas I will leave it at that.
Nineteen: My best stories of 2023
In order of release:
Mystery Texter Jan 16, 2023
I love working with NylonKItten. She is pretty, has an amazing body and to-die-for legs and feet. This story has a mystery woman sending texts and pictures to a surprised young man. It is somewhat romantic and sexy as fuck if you like images of nylon-clad feet and soles. If you don't, this likely isn't for you.
Mommy Talk: A Daughter's Offer Jan 25, 2023
I have a thing for the word 'Mommy'. You have probably noticed that in more than a few of my stories. I also enjoy girlsway videos where the term is used. As such, inspired by one scene, I wrote a wicked over the top lesbian Mommy-daughter story with a plethora of the word 'Mommy'. You will either love this or be annoyed. I understand both reactions. A sequel was released in May called Mommy Fuck: A Daughter's Sexy GF.
Professor Parent Student Surprises Mar 9, 2023
This story finished third in the April Fool's Day Contest, which is exciting. It is a super sexually charged incest story about a mom coming to a parent-teacher interview in college (I'm not sure such things really occur) where she learns her daughter cheated. Because this was for April Fool's Day the twist is there are three completely different plots and endings. This one was a blast to write even if it took a lot of time.
Somali Pet Series Apr 4, 2023 to April 10th
I tried something completely different. I wrote and released seven chapters in seven days for a complete series. The positive is that the scores are all quite good, but the last five chapters have under 20,000 reads. The story is a dark one about an older white woman seducing and dominating a young Muslim girl. While not widely read, the people who did read it do seem to have liked it.
Hypnotic Toes May 4, 2023 and May 11, 2023
I wrote and released two chapters in two weeks. This one, a rare mind control story, was inspired by my favourite porn video of all time, Mesmerizing Toes. It is about a student who uses her nylon-clad feet and hypnosis to seduce her professor to change her grade. In the sequel, a student walks in and is also entranced. If you have a nylon foot fetish, this may be one of my hottest hosiery focused stories yet.
My Daughter's Scent July 05, 2023
I love the scent of a woman's panties... always have. I have on more than one occasion sniffed both my sisters' panties... including just a couple of weeks ago when I visited one of them. The scent of panties is so exotic and naughty. In this story, a mom is caught sniffing her daughter's panties and ends up in a lesbian encounter with said daughter. I have ideas for more panty smelling stories.
MILF Gets 18-year-old Dick July 06, 2023
I don't write a lot of older woman and younger men stories but this one was fun and well liked. A son's friend comes over to fix her air conditioning and well...
Backseat Stepfamily Aug 24, 2023
Backseat fucking is super popular, so I went to the well one more time. This one was about an interracial family and the kids. It has a little more complex start but in the end the step-sister uses her body to distract the step-brother who is terrified to be in a car after a traumatic accident. There is a lot of hot sex and the story was quite popular. Alas, I used the 'n' word a couple of times that offended some. I easily could have written it without the controversial word... alas too little, too late. Two sequels are in the can for 2024 release.
Summer Teen Seduction Aug 30, 2023
This one has a great 4.79 score and lots of requests for sequels... so we will see. It is about a MILF who seduces her daughter's friend in the backyard on a hot summer day... with a lot of confusion by the straight teen and a lot of anal play.
Teacher Surprise Oct 12, 2023
My annual trans story is told from the point of view of a freshman at college who bumps into his high school teacher at a MILF bar on Halloween. Once back at her hotel he discovers her surprise and ends up exploring a side of him he didn't know existed.
My Mom's Best Friend Oct 18, 2023
A fun story, again on Halloween, where an eighteen-year-old comes home and is surprised how rocking his parents' party is. He is drawn to the basement where his mom's best friend gives him a night to remember and reveals some surprising secrets about his apparently not-as-boring-as-he-thought parents. A part two is in consideration at the moment for this one with, of course, the Mom.
The Nanny Oct 31, 2023
This one is quite different. A two-part series, although part two won't be released until 2024. The first part is about a big boned Nanny who uses her sexual prowess to slowly seduce and dominate the rich, white bitch trophy wife. Part two will be a fun twist when the husband arrives home.
A Present for Daddy Nov 16, 2023
A unique Christmas story about a daughter who uses a new sex toy on her dad with her friend's assistance. Believable... not really. But a twisted hot tale that includes a little of everything. A lot of great comments on this one, and a couple not so good who hated the fact there was pegging and the fact the incest happens only at the very end. Still a rare Dad-daughter story from me.
Double Booked & Double Parked
Just released a couple of weeks ago, this story was split in two because of its length and the fact the two major scenes were very different in nature. So, this chapter has two guys going away for the weekend to have gay sex away from their wives only to end up being double booked with a lonely MILF. That said, they still have a wild sexual gay encounter including one of them losing their anal virginity... this time with a witness. In part two, the lonely MILF will get her fair share of cock.
Dirty Grandpa
This story was supposed to be short, but turned into a 20,000 word kink marathon with a lot of sex. A granddaughter brings her friend home for Christmas as they watch over a recovering from surgery grandpa. Alas, watching some old sex videos of her deceased grandmother leads to growing sexual tension and sex acts with the two girls and the big dicked grandpa... with, I think, a plot twist ending.
Sequels released this year included:
-A continuation from of the 1950s series moving into the amazing 1960s
-A few chapters of the Pillow Princess Club series
-A couple chapters of the Becoming a Lesbian Slave
-A couple chapters of Training of Cecelia
Illustration remakes included:
-Daughter Gets What She Wants: A remake to Daddy Daughter Date Days.
-Make Love, Not War: Illustrated remake of Make Love, Not War: A Sibling Share
-Book Club Orgy 2023: A remake of Book Club Orgy
-Master of the House: A remake of What Mom Knows series (with at least 2 more done for 2024)             
-Family Shocks: Home for the Holiday: A remake of Family Shock: Home for the Holidays (I got rid of the S lol)             
Twenty: My favourite videos of all time
I watch a reasonable amount of porn. I actually have over 70 scenes in my to-watch file. Here, in order, is my all-time top 200 clips of all time.
ONE: Mesmerizing Toes
Star Nine, Casey Calvert and Serena Blair
Lesbian Pantyhose Hypnosis
Star Nine is a student who uses her sexy nylon foot aroma and pretty toes to seduce her teacher for better grades, and when they are caught by a fellow student, she turns her too. Lots of over-the-top mind control through hosiery, and Star is perfect as a sexy, sensual, seductress... her tone so soft and sensual. Casey is also the perfect teacher as she stars defiant and strong, but weakens into a mindless foot worshipping slave when Star's heel drops and her nylon toes are on display. When a student walks in, Star turns her too, using the same hypnotic trance. Serena is adorable as she gets more and more confused, until she can't resist (the line 'Why do they smell so good' is utterly delicious). Both women worship Star's feet, and then when some other post-hypnotic triggers are planted, they suck each other's feet to orgasm. A much wickeder version with pussy eating, strap-on cock fucking and foot humping story version by me is written in two parts, called Hypnotic Toes. A similar plot occurs in another film, called Nylon Foot Mesmerizing Schoolgirl... it too is hot, but with almost the exact same plot, Mesmerizing Toes is the one to go to. This inspired by two part series Hypnotic Toes.



TWO: Cock Slut Conditioning
Carolina Sweets
Straight, Mind Control
Carolina's parents hate her boyfriend, and they insist she break up with him. She refuses and runs away... returning weeks later. The boyfriend shows up and pulls his dick out, and Carolina immediately drops to her knees and becomes a slut. The now ex-boyfriend makes the parents watch while he uses their daughter to teach them a lesson about judging others unfairly. This scene is the one that has inspired the story I am writing at this exact moment (well, when I'm not doing my final edit of this essay). It is a wild one that will be called Romeo Fucks Juliet (I think) and will actually be at least a three-part story that will end the feud once and for all.
THREE: First Anal for Cherie Deville and Samantha Rone
Cherie Deville, Samantha Rone
Anal, Threesome (Stockings)
One of the hottest anal scenes ever. Young Samantha is sucking an older man's dick, when her mother catches them in the act. Samantha and a nice big cock convince Cherie to stay and join in, and both girls get their asses really fucked by a nice fat cock. PS: Both are in white nylons, a colour that isn't seen too often. One of the rare scenes that has somewhat of a plot from Tushy... and incredible anal sex scenes with great angles, positions, and some delicious pussy licking as well. Cherie's nasty mouth and Samantha's rare, wicked words enhance the scene to a whole other level. If you are curious about anal... this is one to watch.
FOUR: A Transformative Session A Deep Analysis Extended Cut
Aaliyah Love and Penny Barber
Straight incest swap story (Mom-son swap) (Stockings)
This is likely my favourite full movie, and you will see all the scenes in this list. So if you
have two plus hours of time, check out all four scenes in Deep Analysis: A Swap Movie. Every scene is a different swap scene. This one is the best of the four swap scenes. Penny convinces Aaliyah to bring her son over for a therapy session, with her own son also present (this the second major swap scene of the movie, after their children take part in a foursome orgy). In this scene, both women are wearing sexy thigh high stockings, and they roleplay incest... which leads to full blown incest, when Penny manipulates the son and mother into crossing the line of no return. Penny is so hot in her therapist persona. Aaliyah too is sexy with her innocent persona being slowly broken down with lust. One son is dominant and hot, while the other is innocent and cute... a perfect mix for a perfect scene.
FIVE: Carnal Desires
Alex Coal
Superhero Mind Control Incest with major nylon foot fetish (Pantyhose)
In the hottest of superhero scenes... mostly because perhaps it is less rough... and equally kinky... than most, Blue Steel and Lady Arachnid (Alex Coal) get drugged with a heavy aphrodisiac, and the two are forced into using each other to come. An amazing pantyhose foot scene and Alex's desperate need to get fucked are absolutely amazing. If you are going to get one superhero video, this is it. The way she uses her nylon clad feet to get dick is delicious.
SIX: My Mommy Loves Panties
Judy Jolie, Cherie Deville
Lesbian
My Cheerleader's Mom series starts this way too... although my story was written first LOL. Cherie is smelling her step-daughter's soiled panties, completely intoxicated by the scent, when she is caught by her step-daughter... who rubs her own pussy and moves her fingers to Cherie's face (Cherie's reaction is one of the hottest moments in porn in my opinion). She then takes off her panties, puts them in her mouth and takes her to the bedroom... where more panty sniffing leads to getting to taste the heavenly scent directly from the source. Judy is seductive as fuck, but Cherie's authentic lust is so pussy drenching hot.
SEVEN: Way Better Than Dad
Ava Addams Aariana Marie
Lesbian
Ava is upset that her husband is gone. Aariana comes to visit, and after listening to her stepmom's complaints about being horny, she delivers one of the hottest lines ever: "I could fuck you!" Then she does just that with some fun 'Mommy talk' as well. A wicked plot. A scene that got the silkstockinglover treatment in Mommy Talk: A Daughter's Offer. A sequel was released simply called Way Better than Dad 2 staring Ava again but this time her daughter's friend Gracie Glam who is more than willing to give the MILF another trap-on fucking again. This scene was the inspiration for a Mommy Talk sequel: Mommy Talk: A Daughter's GF.
EIGHT: Almost Caught Again
Kendra James, Veronica Vain
Lesbian
This one portrays a very aggressive Kendra James seducing her son's wife, the sweet and vulnerable Veronica, is one of the best. In a hot tub, Kendra launches a full underwater attack using just her fingers, to draw the confused and overwhelmed Veronica in. Veronica says all the right things, but she is helpless as Kendra's prey. The frequent mentions of the son/husband amps up the risk and kink of the scene, which then continues in the kitchen ... under the table. There is a sequel where Kendra seduces another daughter-in-law in Almost Caught One Last Time.
NINE: Parent Teacher Secrets
India Summer, Karlee Grey, Kalina Ryu
Lesbian
Karlee is failing a class and India, the stepmother, comes to see her former teacher's assistant, who is now a professor too. The professor (Kalina) wants revenge, and she makes India eat her pussy (just like India used to make her do). This leads to a lot of revenge, and a wicked threesome, since India is willing to do whatever it takes to help her daughter. PS: This sexy story was inspiration for the 2023 April Fool's Contest with three different endings to choose from called: Professor Parent Student Surprises.
TEN: The Secret Life of Mrs. Skye
Renee Skye, Eliza Jane
Lesbian (Stockings)
Seductress Renee is intrigued by the cute blonde eighteen-year-old next door. She is getting ready to go to a club to find some ripe teen to ass fuck, when Eliza comes over, returning a can opener. So Reena's outing is delayed by having this ripe young cutie in her house. Eliza is sexy and cute as she continually tries to stop the advances of the MILF, but, of course, to no avail.
ELEVEN: Brazzi-Leaks
Phoenix Marie
Straight Domination (Stockings)
Phoenix, a journalist, leaks secrets about a popular politician. The politician calls his fixer, who goes over to deal with her. He catches her masturbating and dominates her. Shoves her panties in her asshole and then her mouth. Makes her crawl to him. Face fucks her mouth. Then he keeps the panties in her mouth as he fucks her pussy and ass. He then gives her an epic face fucking before coming on her face. He videotapes the rough semi-rape and makes her admit on film she is nasty slut. The scene is a little extreme, but the idea of just being dominated and used as a slut is one of my many unfulfilled fantasies.
TWELVE: Call to Pussy Worship
Charlotte Stokely, Courtney Taylor
Lesbian
This one was so hot that it inspired my lengthy series Church Girl. Charlotte, who is so damn cute, is going door to door to spread the gospel. Courtney invites her in, dressed in a robe with lingerie underneath it, and black thigh highs, and she slowly seduces her. It is such a deliciously wicked scene, and one I still watch when I want to get into the mood.
THIRTEEN: The Mommy Trap
Chloe Foster, India Summer, Jane Wilde
Lesbian
Chloe wants to catch her stepmom in a compromising situation, and she asks her best friend and sexual predator Jane to help. India is delightful. Jane is wickedly devious as a never take no for an answer seductress (I imagine not too far off from my Bree character in my Lesbian MILF Seductress series) and Chloe as a sweet as can be daughter. Quite a bit of wicked dialogue, that amps the heat up to a 12. This was an inspiration for this year's Christmas lesbian seduction story, 15 Steps to Seduce a Step Mommy.
FOURTEEN: Almost Getting Caught My Stepmom
Reagan Foxx, Alina Lopez
Lesbian
Alina is a seductress role in a unique narrative, where we get inside the head of stepmom Reagan as she closes the door in her robe, and is immediately shoved against the door by her stepdaughter, who attacks her pussy with one hand and places the other over Reagan's mouth... in one of the hottest aggressive woman masturbates another woman scenes... with the husband on the other side of the door. Her look of shock (her eyes are so beautiful) and pleasure, and her thoughts all combine for a wicked first few minutes... a fantasy of mine, for sure.
FIFTEEN: Take What You Can Get
Aften Opel
Straight
Shy nerdy virginal Aften comes to interview jock Josh. The jock points out that she doesn't matter, while he seduces and dominates her. The scene is easily one of the hottest nerd gets dominated plots. Aften is so cute in her nerd role, while Josh plays the arrogant jock perfectly. The scene has amazing dialogue, something Pure Taboo is the best at. The ending is also nasty.
SIXTEEN: Bad Teacher
Helena Price, Lady Onyxxx
Interracial (Pantyhose)
A black family comes in berates the white teacher for accusing their son of being a pervert. Calling her a Karen, the aggressive black mother takes control and in the end the teacher gets fucked by the dad, the mom and the son. This scene is one I fantasize about a lot when I pleasure myself.
SEVENTEEN: My Friend's Hot Mom
Reagan Foxx
Straight (Stockings)
Naughty America doesn't title their films, which is too bad. Anyway, this one inspired another story of mine: A Mom's Duty: Accidental Hard-On. In this story, Reagan has gotten some pills for a special night with her husband, but her son's friend accidentally takes them. He then gets hard, and it won't go down. Reagan puts on some lingerie and poses for him while he masturbates, then she gives him a sexy foot job with her black nylons, shows him her tits, sucks his dick, and eventually fucks him.
EIGHTEEN: Preppies in Pantyhose Scene 1
Ariana Marie & Chanel Preston
Lesbian (Pantyhose)
New stepmom Chanel meets new stepdaughter Ariana, who is cold and difficult... so Preston decides to dish out some discipline. Chanel spanks Ariana hard, but realizes the slut is enjoying it, so she tears off her sexy schoolgirl uniform and dominates her. A great face sitting scene, and Ariana is so hot as the step-daughter, and as always, Chanel plays a sexy as fuck stepmom. Three more episodes in the series also focus on pantyhose sex, including part two with Chanel Preston (straight), three with Bridgette B (straight) and four with Lauren Phillips, Maya Kendrick (straight threesome)
NINETEEN: Taboo Conquest
Lyra Louvel, Bridgette B
Lesbian (Stockings)
If you like excessive Mommy talk, this is the scene for you, and it is wild. Lyra seduces her stepmom (in nylons) and it is just full of wicked Mommy talk, and perhaps one of the most amazing pussy eating scenes, as Lyra eats Bridgette's pussy like it's her last meal. It's just so raw and lustful... and hot. Again, Lyra's pussy eating technique should be watched and replicated by every man or woman who ever wants to go down on a pussy. A sequel starring Amara Romani and Syren De Mer has Lyra convincing her best friend to seduce her mom and, of course she does, in Taboo Conquest-The Sequel.
TWENTY: Birlfriend
Mona Wales, Nina North and Aspen Rae
Lesbian
Stepmom Mona keeps insisting her daughter make her debut to society. Nina claims she already is in love and brings her tomboy girlfriend, who Mona mistakes as a man for a while, home. After being verbally humiliated too much, Aspen takes control of the situation fucking her girlfriend right in front of her mortified mother before seducing and turning the uptight mother. Mona's pretentious uppity ways and shock adds to the scene as does Aspen's shift from sweet and caring to dominant who put the MILF in her place. Nina, so sweet and innocent, is also adorable caught in the middle of the situation but unable to resist Aspen's touch even as she tries to placate her mom.
TWENTY-ONE: Breakthrough Session A Deep Analysis Extended Cut
Coco Lovelock And Theodora Day
Straight incest swap story (dad-daughter swap)
Scene 4 from the epic swap movie Deep Analysis and follows the mom-sons swap scene. Now the dads attend a therapy session with their daughters, where another incestuous swap takes place. Coco is so sexy, Theodore is shocked at first when her dad slides into her, but then both girls use the word Daddy liberally to enhance this wicked scene. In both the earlier scene and this one, unlike most swap scenes where parents swap children but don't have sex with their own kids... these two scenes do cross that line. IF YOU LIKE DAD-DAUGHTER SCENES... THIS TOO IS UTTERLY AMAZING.
TWENTY-TWO: Parent Teacher Trap
Kendra James, Mackenzie Moss, Alexis Fawx
Lesbian
One of the best lengthy scenes, with a wicked plot. Kendra plays a high school history teacher, who calls and demands a parent-teacher interview with Alexis about her daughter's poor grades. Kendra is devious, and she forces the stepmother and stepdaughter to perform a variety of sex acts with each other, before she finishes by using the daughter. Very few scenes contain this level of believable reluctance and resistance... or such a dominant performance. It is erotic, wicked, taboo, nasty, and is worth the entire hour.
TWENTY-THREE: We All Do It... Too
Maitland Ward, Bree Daniels
An intense BBC video, a rare plot based BLACKED video, as Maitland introduces the newest addition to his family to the joys of BBC. While Bree is sweet, innocent and naïve, Maitland forces Bree to suck him, and she talks nastily throughout the entire marathon suck and fuck session. A must, if you like nasty white women talking slutty and getting pounded by a BBC. PS: This vid was the inspiration for my recently released story Black Christmas.
TWENTY-FOUR: What Does My Stepdaughter Taste Like
Lexi Lore with Serene Siren and Summer Vixen
Lesbian (Stockings)
Summer seduces her girlfriend's stepmom by using Lexi's pussy smell and taste to draw her in, thus getting Serene addicted to the smell and taste and to crave more... leading to a yummy threesome. Serene in thigh high stockings adds to the hot scene. There is a sequel, but it doesn't really add to the plot.
TWENTY-FIVE: Nerd's Breaking Point
Emily Willis, Gianna Dior
Lesbian
Emily is a nerd constantly being bullied by popular Gianna. After her glasses are destroyed, Emily snaps and decides to get revenge. Getting some inappropriate pics of her bully, Emily blackmails her and turns her into her lesbian pet... a lot of sexy pussy eating in this one and a great the nerd wins story.
TWENTY-SIX: Free Use Industries: Expose Her Therapy
Jade Venus, Charlotte Sins
Trans (Stockings)
Jade is hired to be a freeuse trans. She is also a professional therapist, and while she is working with a lesbian couple about their problems, her first client shows up to use her cock, and does so while Jade continues trying to work with the bewildered and uncomfortable couple.
TWENTY-SEVEN: Subliminal Parenting
Mindi Mink, Samantha Hayes
Lesbian
MIndi is frustrated by the poor treatment from her bitch step-daughter... so she plays some subliminal messages that suggest she be nicer to her... it works. Next day Samantha comes into her step-mom's room and shows her just how much she loves her.
TWENTY-EIGHT: Student Makes Teacher Cum in Pantyhose
Natasha, Macy Cartel
Pantyhose Foot Play
High schooler Natasha wants to get out of detention, and notices the teacher admiring her legs, so she decides to take matters into her own hands... or rather feet. If you are a regular reader of my stories, you know why I love this... the idea of a student doing that exact thing to me is utterly delicious.
TWENTY-NINE: Friendly fuck
Dylan Daniels, Lolo Punzel, Parker Swayze
Lesbian
Parker stops by to visit her friend Dylan and while chatting with her, Dylan almost always looking the other way, she seduces Dylan' teen daughter Lolo: rubs her pussy, cups her breasts, and eats her pussy as Dylan is oblivious. Lolo kneels down and eats the MILF behind the counter while Dylan and Parker chat before Parker takes the teen to the living room to really fuck her. For reasons unknown, Dylan decides to vacuum and remains oblivious for a few minutes before catching the two n the act and, of course, joining in. The first sixteen minutes of sneaky sex is utterly hot.
THIRTY: Under the Influence-Professor
Tilley McReese and Savannah Costello
Mind Control (Pantyhose)
Schoolgirl Tilly McReese controls her professor Savannah Costello when Tilly visits her professor in her office. Savannah is a psychology professor, and she wishes to discuss what Tilly wrote in a paper. Savannah doesn't buy any of the gibberish in the paper, and she's completely oblivious that she's being mesmerized and turned into a pantyhose plaything for her nylon-clad student. PS: there's a sequel called "Under the Influence: Parental Visit, where the professor comes to Tilly's house to confront her parents, but she ends up submitting to her student yet again. Under the Influence has since become a series, with Tilly is usually the star who uses mind control to seduce someone in authority... they are all good, but this first one is the best.
THIRTY-ONE: Little White Girl Lost In The Hood
Jessica Marie
Interracial (Stockings)
WARNING: Extreme sex... and excessive use of the 'N' word.
Jessica Marie is one of the cutest, most innocent-looking girls in porn. In this interracial scene, the N word is used liberally (be warned) starting at the beginning, when the 18-year-old diva is complaining about being in a seedy part of town where lots of black men are around. One of them hears her use the 'N' word, and he takes her into his place to teach her a lesson about the power of BBC. Jessica's screams may be a little over the top, but perhaps not, as I imagine I would be making such sounds if I was getting my tight white pussy destroyed. Although I have not watched any more of them, apparently she does a couple more in this dick drainers series, where other women get dominated by BBC and use racial word play. She stars in a second scene, if you like this type of wicked interracial verbal sex, in Teaching My Racist Tutor.
THIRTY-TWO: The Intervention
Aaliyah Love, Kristen Scott
Straight-ish Threesome
A wicked story where a very religious step-mom catches her daughter with another girl and decides to hold an intervention. A wild one where she makes her step-daughter prove she is a lesbian by having sex with the mom's boyfriend. The defiant daughter goes along with it and wickedly takes the dick and tricks the mom into some lesbian action that only muddles the waters of the situation. Kristen is hot as the lesbian taking dick for the first time; Aaliyah is wicked as a mouthy mother who really wants a straight daughter. Believable, no? Hot as fuck, yes.
THIRTY-THREE: Never Meet Your Heroes
Sophia Burns
Straight/Cuckquean (Pantyhose)
Sophia meets her hero, politician idol, and she is shocked when she is asked to fuck the politician's husband to create a scandal. In a hot scene, the politician films the entire fuck scene, that includes the sweet girl taking dick in all three holes. In the end a unique cuckquean scene.



THIRTY-FOUR: Dr. Lee's Demon Whores
Mercedes Carrera, Riley Reyes, Mai Li
Lesbian (Stockings)
The three women are investigating the mysterious home of Dr. Lee. Once inside, they find some sex toys while a mist washes over them, drugging them into behaving like horny lesbians... where they pleasure each other, including an epic double penetration of Riley at the end. A very hot video, if you are into mind control themes.
THIRTY-FIVE: Big Cock Bully
Reagan Foxx
Straight (Stockings)
Reagan calls a dad she knows when she learns her son is being bullied by his son. She invites him over to chat, but instead the son comes over. The 18-year-old stud is confident, and he pulls his cock out when he senses she is craving cock. Reagan uses the excuse of sucking his cock to end the bullying, but the truth is that she wants that dick. There are lots of big cock bully stories... but this is one of the most delicious. Other ones include Reagan Foxx, Krissy Lynn, Alexis Faux, Charlie Phoenix, Sloan Ryder and Syren De Mer.
THIRTY-SI: One Taste Is All It Takes
Kendra Lust, Lena Paul
Lesbian
Step-daughter Lena is always mortified by her step-mother's constant lack of panties. Kendra, a little over the top, grabs Lena's hand and shoves it in her pussy and points out it is just a vagina. Lena is grossed out and wonders why it is so warm as the mom leaves the room. Lena, for reason unknown, moves her fingers to her nose and is surprised how good it smells and then how good it tastes. Lena's facial expressions during this are amazing. For reasons that make no sense, Lena goes to her mom's dresser to grab panties instead of (you know) the laundry hamper for wet ones where she is caught in the act. This leads to a hot scene where Lena can't get enough of her step-mom's pussy scent and taste with a fair amount of Mommy Talk. This will likely one day be a story I try, although I will make it hopefully a lot more believable (I mean as believable as porn stories can be).
THIRTY-SEVEN: The Interview
Carter Cruise, Chanell Heart
Lesbian (Interracial)
A super fun story about Carter going to a job interview, and being asked many strange questions by the boss Chanell. Carter struggles to stay focused when Chanel goes down on her in an amazing under the table scene... followed by Carter being convinced to eat her first pussy to get the job.
THIRTY-EIGHT: Accidental Aphrodisiac
Julia Ann, Romi Rain, Marica Hase and Kira Noi
Lesbian Orgy (Stockings)
Kira brings a mysterious pheromone she bought that leaks during a meeting, and as it takes effect on the women, the meeting becomes a foursome lesbian orgy with wild, kinky unbridled sex with, of course, strap-ons.
THIRTY-NINE: Poolside Temptations A Deep Analysis Extended
Coco Lovelock, Theodora Day, Penny Barber
Straight incest swap story (sister-brother swap)
The opening scene of the epic Deep Analysis movie. This is actual two scenes in one. The first one is basic and although hot because Penny Barber is always hot (and also sets up the plot a little) it is the weakness scene of the film and I skip it and get to the siblings sex scene. Two sets of siblings take part in a kinky swap sex scene, where two wild siblings push their innocent siblings into extreme kink (the scene is a must when Theodora convinces the sweet innocent Coco to lose her virginity, and both sets of siblings end up fucking each other).
FOURTY: Browser History
Lyra Law, Mona Wales
Lesbian
Step-daughter is watching lesbian porn on her laptop when her mom comes home. She closes it just in tome to not get caught. They accidentally swap computers, and both open the other's laptop to find Girlsway lesbian porn on... but not what they had been watching. They each search each other's browser history before confronting each other and deciding to make a real life step-mommy and step-daughter porn. A lot of fun. Lyra is so utterly delicious as always as is Mona.
FOURTY-ONE: Nerd Rules: Labyrinths & Lesbians
Ivy Wolfe, Judy Jolie, Alison Rey, Whitney Wright
Lesbian
Three cute and nerdy friends are playing a tabletop roleplaying game, when Ivy's popular stepsister (Whitney) starts teasing the nerd friends... distracting and tempting them, until the two friends succumb to a threesome... which after some resistance becomes a foursome, when Ivy reluctantly joins in. A nerd lover's paradise.
FOURTY-TWO: Cuckold Sessions: Carolina Sweets Daizy Cooper
Carolina Sweets, Daizy Cooper
Cuckold, Interracial, Threesome (Stockings)
Without a doubt the hottest cuckold scene I have seen. Usually, I am not a huge fan of cuckold scenes, but this one is less about humiliating the guy, and more about making sure his girlfriend gets the fucking she deserves. Daizy convinces her good friend Carolina to cheat on her boyfriend and get some big black dick. Carolina eventually agrees, and she gets the fucking of her life. Some of the best cock sucking I have ever seen, and Carolina's sweet innocent voice takes this scene to a whole other level (I just wished she talked even more). Partway through the cock sucking, the boyfriend shows up, and instead of being angry, he is oddly turned on and ends up watching, approving, and becoming a cuckold for Carolina.
FOURTY-THREE: An Airtight Education
Jasmine Jae (Stockings)
Gangbang
A teacher reads texts from three students, and then challenges them to put their words into deeds. Some hot triple action... a fantasy of mine....
FOURTY-FOUR: Bullies Teach Geeks A Lesson
PeachySkye, Summer Fox, Lola Rose, Sophie Skye
Lesbian
A fun lesbian scene where two bullies (Peach & Summer) make two nerds (Lola & Sophie... both looking like the cutest, hottest nerds ever... oh the power of glasses) where the bullies promise to leave them alone for good if they 'do what they say' for one night... which includes pussy eating and strap-on fucking. And they are all English so the accent which is so sexy adds to the scene.
FOURTY-FIVE: And Other Benefits
Casey Calvert, Riley Reyes, Tina Comet
Lesbian Pantyhose Play
New employee Riley is concerned about the office dress code, which requires pantyhose even in the hot summer months, but her new coworkers Casey and Tina show her that, in addition to their professional appearance, there are other benefits to wearing pantyhose... Includes pantyhose foot licking, pantyhose crotch masturbating, and some epic scissoring.
FOURTY-SIX: A Mother's Prayer
Trinity St. Clair and Kobe Lee
Lesbian
Religious themed stories are always so hot and kinky. In this one Trinity seduces her very conservative and religious step-mother by saying the devil is in her pussy and her mom needs to help get it out. Yes, it is absurd... but it is hot. It led to a sequel as well where a councillor (Tanya Tate) comes to deal with the issue.
FOURTY-SEVEN: Wedding Ceremony
Cory Chase, Abella Danger
Threesome (Stockings)
A guy goes to see his therapist (Cory in black thigh highs) on his wedding day because he can't get an erection. She shows him her tits before hypnotizing him to get him hard. The bride, in her wedding dress and white stockings, arrives to find him hard, and then sucks him... fucks him... and takes it in the ass, as therapist Cory encourages the two of them and, of course, joins them.
FOURTY-EIGHT: A Religious Experience
Alison Rey, Tina Comet
Lesbian (Pantyhose)
I have a weakness for religion play. As such, this is such a hot nylon foot sucking video. In it, the so cute and adorable Alison comes to spread the word of the lord, and Tina ends up instead worshipping her nylon-clad feet. While I prefer sandalfoot nylons, this reinforced toe scene is damn hot.
PS: There is a sequel called A Religious Experience 2 that continues the story.
PPS: There is another similar story called Another Religious Experience as well... with even more foot worship, and this one with reinforced toe and Cuban heel.
PPPS: There is another wild religious themed one, where an older woman comes to spread the gospel, and instead gets her nylon clad feet worshipped by two younger girls. Unsure if this is the correct title, but I think it's called: Una and Kayla have a sole witness.
FOURTY-NINE: Concerned Prudes Association
Kit Mercer, Audrey Madison, Jupiter Jetson, Pristine Edge
Lesbian orgy (Stockings & Pantyhose)
Four moms meet to discuss the lesbian play a drama teacher is planning to produce. They decide to act out some of the scenes and film them, to show the principal how bad the play is... which leads to a foursome lesbian orgy of straight women... three of them in stockings or pantyhose. A delicious episode, with a lot of pussy munching.
FIFTY: The Revelation
Jasmine Rae, Stella Cox
Lesbian (Stockings)
Jasmine learns that due to a mix-up, the girl she thought was her daughter for all these years isn't. Stella uses this knowledge as a reason to finally do what she has always wanted to do: have sex with her hot mom... the confusion about why she had always been attracted to her answered, and no longer taboo. After much resistance, Jasmine gives in for a wicked sexual romp, including some delicious ass eating.
FIFTY-ONE: Supergirl: Therapy
Melody Marks
Straight Mind Control Superhero Domination (Pantyhose)
Kara is interviewing a famous therapist, unaware that he is evil and knows who she really is. Using psychological domination, Ryan turns her into a mindless fuck toy with excessive verbal abuse and pantyhose play. Melody is so hot as Supergirl and Kara.
FIFTY-TWO: Blackmailed by Husband's Partner
Mandy Flores
Straight Blackmail (Stockings)
Mandy's husband's business partner comes over and threatens to pull his money out unless she fucks him... reluctantly she does. A sexy amateur scene.
FIFTY-THREE: Hold the Phone: Family Call
Alison Rey, Isabella Nice
Lesbian
Alison chats with her sister, and slowly the camera reveals her pussy is being eaten by her niece. After a while the niece takes the phone, and she speaks with her mother while she is serviced by her aunt. A wicked start, which led to me writing my phone kinky phone story called: On the Phone: Seducing my Niece.
FIFTY-FOUR: Holy Ass
Ava Sinclaire
Straight
When local youth group leader Ava Sinclaire visits her neighbor Quinton James to try and spread the word of God, he invites her inside to talk. The stud convinces the virginal girl that she can have sex and not disrespect God... if she takes it in the ass. Ava is so sweet and innocent. A fun play on using religion to get laid.
FIFTY-FIVE: Lady Boss: Prove Yourself
Penny Pax, Vanessa Veracruz, and Darcie Dolce
Lesbian (Stockings)
Penny and Darcie are pretending to be married lesbians to get an insurance policy... but then they must prove it, when her boss Vanessa comes to check in on them. The original tentative sweet innocence of Penny and Darcie is fun.
FIFTY-SIX: Black on Blondes: Emma Hix
Emma Hix
Interracial Straight Threeway (Stockings)
A great series, sometimes with cool plots, in this one Emma is a singer trying to get signed by two black music men, and she ends up singing a sexy tune as she sucks both cocks, and gets spit-toasted and double penetrated. A great BBC threeway scene. Emma is so sweet and cute.
FIFTY-SEVEN: Naughty Touch
Chloe Surreal
Straight
Not MY Grandpa is a fetish site that focuses on younger girls getting fucked by older men (grandpas). Most of them are oddly hot... the grandpa's often tricking the younger girls in stroking their cock and then more. This one grandpa is helping Chloe with a workout that is very sexual as the bewildered Chloe is felt up, rubbed and has his balls in her face. Eventually when she stands up for herself he blackmails her and then uses her.
FIFTY-EIGHT: The Babysitter Trainer
Kimberly Kane & Cleo Clementine
Lesbian (Stockings)
This one is hot as Cleo is one of the sexiest, sweet looking babysitters ever. Kimberly in sexy black lingerie and stockings drugs her babysitter, and then begins to pleasure her. Yes, there is some non-consensual and drugging to start with (if you don't like that kind of thing), but a confused Cleo eventually discovers the joys of lesbian sex. For a scene that includes drugging the young girl, it ends up being rather sweet and sensual. By the way, in another scene, Kimberly drugs and seduces a mother in Lesbian StepMother Trainer with Syren De Mer!
FIFTY-NINE: The Biology Professor
Charlotte Stokely, Emily Willis
Lesbian (Stockings)
Other than the fact that Charlotte is a biography teacher instead of an English teacher, this may be one of my most raw and close fantasies. Emily is at the teacher's house and seduces Charlotte, who happens to be in a garter-belt and stockings (like I often am at home... although usually just thigh highs) by pushing her to be a good teacher and to teach her hands-on biology. Charlotte's orgasm is so fucking hot... Emily plays the teenage seductress so perfectly. A perfect student-teacher scene... it would only be better if it was staged in a classroom.
SIXTY: Almost Caught with the Babysitter
Penny Pax, Jayden Cole
Lesbian (Stockings)
Penny returns from a night out with her husband and is seduced by the sexy babysitter while the husband is home. Penny plays a sexy MILF and Jayden a hot seductress. Penny in black stockings looks delicious as always and in heels. Although super vague, my 2022 illustrated story A Babysitter's Christmas Gift started from this plot.
SIXTY-ONE: Assistant Fail
Elsa Jean, Katana Kombat
Lesbian (Pantyhose)
Katana is a demanding boss, and is finally pushed to the limit with her employee's incompetence and she decides to punish her with a big strap-on. Elsa in tan pantyhose is an absolute sexy stunner, and she takes the strap-on like a champ, even bouncing on it eagerly.
SIXTY-TWO: Whore Mouth Office Girls 2: HR Gets Involved
Mia Li, Yasmine Deleon
Lesbian (Stockings)
Human Resources got wind of that little soirée that went down after hours at their law firm (Whore Mouth Office Girls). So Mia and Yasmine are supposed to watch the tape and decide what to do... of course the video is wickedly hot, and they end up getting horny and fucking each other. Making this even better: both are in nylons.
SIXTY-THREE: Privileged White Woman Karen Learns Her Lesson When She Gets Some BBC
Helena Price
WARNING: Verbal abuse
A white neighbour goes ballistic on her black neighbours, and she ends up in their house, where two older black men show the stuck-up white bitch why so many people are coming into to their house. She discovers her joy of BBC as she takes two glorious BBC's and gets spit roasted.              
SIXTY-FOUR: Ms. Boss
Vanessa Veracruz, Spencer Scott
Lesbian (Stockings)
The hot and mean lesbian series is indeed hot, and a series where one woman dominates another. While most of them are delicious, this is one of the best. It has stockings... it is an office scene... has two beautiful women... and a hot plot where the boss dominates her ignorant employee... a very lengthy strap-on scene.
SIXTY-FIVE: Caught with My Remote
Cherie DeVille, Kenna James
Lesbian
Step-daughter Kenna switches her mom's panties with a pair of remote control vibrating panties. At the dinner table, for a good ten minutes Kenna uses her phone to give Cherie quick buzzes of pleasure confusing the prim and proper step-mom... all while the husband/dad is there. Cherie tries to carry on a normal conversation as the vibrations increase and Kenna sneaks under the table and licks her as the pulsations increase intensely. Cherie is super hot trying to act normal while her pussy is on fire. Some hot under the table pussy licking and a pretty sweet sex scene all under the table once the husband leaves (oddly for way too long LOL).
SIXTY-SIX: Parent Teacher Confrontation
Christie Stevens, London River, Dee Williams
Lesbian (Stockings)
Christie, a very conservative teacher, goes to deal with two lesbian parents' home to confront them about their daughter. After she offends them both, the lesbian women question whether she secretly wishes she was a lesbian, and so.... Both Christie and London are in sexy beige thigh high stockings, as well.
SIXTY-SEVEN: Pro Deviants 3: Business Affairs
India Summer, Kat Dior, Kira Noir
Lesbian (Stockings)
Kat and Kira are fooling around in the office, when they are caught by their boss India, which leads to a hot lesbian workplace threesome... all three in black nylons.
SIXTY-EIGHT: Prom Night Delight Part 1 & 2
Izzy Wilde
Trans (Stockings)
It is Prom Night for Izzy, although she doesn't seem able to get to the Prom, while she has a lot of fun getting ready for the big night... with a lot of dick. In mocha nylons... yummy! Her braces... sexy cute. Her eagerness... delicious.
SIXTY-NINE: Guess the Pussy
Unknown Amateur
Lesbian
A girl is blindfolded and has a variety of girls lick her pussy on her birthday. Short, but so hot. Would love to have known how it all transpired.
SEVENTY: Home Shopping Channel Cum In Pantyhose Live On The Air
Sahrye, Ari Parker
Lesbian (Pantyhose)
Sahrye isn't happy Ari was chosen to be the host instead of her, so she takes her revenge by hiding under Ari's table and getting Ari off as she attempts to muddle through her job... and no one... I mean no one... can come from a foot job as excitingly as Ari Parker. I have a thing for sneaky sex, so this one where she is supposedly on live tv and trying not to come is wicked fun. This theme is also the focus in Anchor Woman Cums In Pantyhose Live On Air, where this time Ari beats out Meiko for the head anchor job, so Meiko takes revenge by making Ari cum yet again on live television.
SEVENTY-ONE: Kinky Secrets of the Suburbs: Part Four
Codi Vore, Cherie Deville
Threesome (Stockings)
Codi is a reporter investigating sex secrets of the suburbs in this series. Here in the final part, Codi is seduced into a threesome with Cherie and her husband that ends with one of the best double penetration scenes ever, as Cherie takes a real cock and a strap-on.
SEVENTY-TWO: That Which She Hates Most
Whitney Wright, Reagan Foxx, Ana Foxxx
Lesbian
Reagan is an uptight bitch who refuses the adoption of a lesbian couple. When they find out why they didn't get a child, they follow her, catch her cheating on her husband and blackmail her. They humiliate her and turn her into a pussy licking pet.
SEVENTY-THREE: Blacked: Elsa Jean Rachel James & Sydney Cole
Elsa Jean, Rachel James & Sydney Cole
Interracial Orgy (Stockings)
Three coeds on their last day of sorority initiation have one final task: fuck three BBC's. While, as usual, the script and plot are almost non-existent (Blacked really needs to get some writers), the cinematography in this one is top notch. All three sucking cock at once in sexy unison. All three in similar positons getting fucked. Sydney is the nastiest at first, but Elsa gets really hungry for black cock as well. Three amazing pretty girls taking three amazing black cocks. Also, all three take cream pies. A literally delicious scene.



SEVENTY-FOUR: The Secret Package
August Ames, Jelena Jensen
Lesbian
Jelena gets a package with a strange book. August had sent it and uses voodoo magic to turn her straight friend into a lesbian. Jelena's responses to the voodoo doll are hot... her denials sexy too. A great face sitting scene. My story Voodoo Seduction was inspired from this scene.
SEVENTY-FIVE: My Three Sons
Corey Chase
Straight Incest (Stockings)
Best incestuous scene. Corey is fired from her job as a teacher, and she hopes her three sons can help to look after her. They suggest she become a stripper, and she puts on a show for them. She then takes one son for a private dance, and she ends up sucking his dick. She eventually sucks all her sons' dicks, getting spit-roasted, triple-teamed, and more. It's unclear why the sons disappear at times... but Corey in mocha nylons and no heels is delicious all on her own. She does a ton of incest scenes... so if you like her... check the other ones out too.
SEVENTY-SIX: Greedy Creampies: Widow Of Opportunity
Syren De Mer
Straight (Stockings)
A widow... Syren is convinced to go back on her first date. She gets all dressed up, all sexy like she used to, but the date didn't end up in sex. She finds Kyle there and he generously massages her stocking-clad feet, and that leads to a great fuck... an amazing face fucking scene that must be seen.
SEVENTY-SEVEN: His Stepfather's Footsteps
Dale Savage, Chris Damned, Calvin Banks
Gay
I don't watch many gay scenes but this one drew me in for some reason. A step-son learns his step-dad is a cocksucking bottom of his much younger boss. He is then forced to fuck his dad and take dick for the first time to protect his mom and family from the shame. A hot scene. Wicked. With an amazing scene where the son is sandwiched fucking his dad while taking it up the ass himself.
SEVENTY-EIGHT: New Rules
Jackie Rogen Aliya Brynn
Freeuse
This was the first freeuse story I ever saw... even before I knew the term freeuse was an actual thing. The first sex scene was just so wild. The daughter is asking if her friend can sleep over... she can. The daughter is then required go under a table and suck her dad, while her friend watches in shocked awe... before more freeuse scenes occur. The first scene is utterly delicious.
SEVENTY-NINE: Accidental Gangbang - Conference Room Ruckus
Alex Coal, Penelope Kay, Nikki Sweet, Amari Anne, Rebel Rhyder, Nina White, Liv Revamped (Stockings)
Lesbian Orgy
Alex Coal and her co-worker Penelope Kay, are having a quickie in the office when the rest of the girls show up, so they hide under the table and 69. Eventually the other women catch them, and an office orgy occurs... focusing on the tanned stocking-clad Alex. One of the hottest lesbian orgies ever.
EIGHTY: Alina's Under the Table
Alina Lopez, Silvia Sage
Lesbian
One of the hottest under the table lesbian scenes as Alina crawls under the table and services Silvia while she talks to her husband. And tries to hide the fact she is having her pussy munched. Once the husband leaves the two women really go at it... but it's the under the table licking and Silvia's facial expressions that really make this one.
EIGHTY-ONE: Closing the Deal
Kimmy Granger, Kendra Lust
Lesbian
Kimmy distracts step-mom Kendra who is on the phone dealing with a business situation. I love these kinky set-ups where someone is on the phone and being pleasured or teased as they do.
EIGHTY-TWO: College Presentation
Casey Calvert, Ella Nova
Lesbian
Casey has to give a presentation and is molested, licked and then fucked by Ella. I don't know why I find these absurd scenes amazing but I do and Casey's attempts to keep doing her presentation while getting pleasured is both hot and amusing.
EIGHTY-THREE: Five to One
Veronica Avluv
Gangbang (Stockings)
A reporter is interviewing a basketball team after the game, and she ends up being the center of a five-man gangbang taking it in all three holes... in nylons of course.
EIGHTY-FOUR: Jessica's Graduation
Jessica Marie
Incest (Stockings)
The dialogue is not great, and there is no remotely set-up plot unfortunately, but watching the petite Jessica take her grandpa's dick and use the word 'grandpa' over and over is surprisingly hot.
EIGHTY-FIVE: Pussy Eating Blackmail
Dixie Comet, Veruca James
Lesbian
Dixie has evidence Veruca is cheating on her brother. So she blackmails her. Making her eat pussy. Veruca complains the entire time as she is humiliated.
EIGHTY-SIX: Nun Professor Pays Student a Visit
Madisin Lee, Yesenia Sparkles
Straight, Religious, Incest (Stockings)
A twisted scene where a nun comes over to discuss her student's constantly touching himself in class, and the mom decides the solution is for the nun to suck and fuck her son. Some lesbian play as well, and then some hot incest.
EIGTHY-SEVEN: Romped Good
Samantha Rone
Straight Anal (Stockings)
Samantha is interviewing a celebrity, and she ends up getting bent over his lap and spanked... and then is roughly used and hammered anally. Very few can take it in the ass like Samantha.
EIGHTY-EIGHT: Seven Minutes in Heaven
Jaye Summers
Straight
A shy girl goes to a party and ends up in seven minutes in heaven with the boy she secretly likes. After some nervousness Vince convinces her to let him eat her out and then she sucks him and while getting fucked everyone left at the party walks in on them and starts filming with their phones. Jaye is to far gone though and continues to get fucked as she is called names and ends up putting on a show for all of them.
EIGHTY-NINE: Watching My Daughter Go Black-Kali Roses, Lauren Phillips
Kali Roses, Lauren Phillips
Interracial (Stockings)
Lauren has been dating a black man for two years and has decided he is going to move in. Stepdaughter Kali isn't impressed. When her new stepdad goes to talk with her, they come up with a solution when the aggressive Kali decides she wants to try out his dick. Partway through, Mom catches them and decides to make it a family affair. The scene gets kinky when there is intense anal and the stepdaughter constantly taking the dick in her mouth after it was in the mom. Ass to mouth and ass to pussy both happen in this kinky family fun.
NINETY: Aften Opal Works Step Mom Syren Demer's Twat
Aften Opal, Syren De Mer
Lesbian
Step Mom Syren catches Aften talking to her boyfriend on her cell with her fingers down her pants! Initially, Syren is angry......... but she quickly gets turned on when she listens to this guy talk dirty to her too! Aften catches Syren masturbating talking to HER boyfriend she crawls between her stepmom's legs and eats her out. The entire time the two girls have sex they are on the phone. One of the hottest phones sex scenes.
NINETY-ONE: Candid Candidate
India Summer, Sloan Harper
Lesbian (Stockings)
Experienced politician India stops by rookie opponent and lesbian Sloan. Before she knows it, the young predator has the older politician, who is secretly attracted to women. A hot face sitting scene
NINETY-TWO: Lady Boss: New Boss Goss
Kenzie Taylor, Victoria Voxxx, Spencer Bradley
Lesbian (Stockings)
Victoria and Spencer are complaining about their bitch boss Kenzie, who overhears them, and then disciplines them in a hot lesbian threesome. The fact all three are in sheer tan pantyhose only enhances the hot scene.
NINETY-THREE: Lesbian School Girl Violation
Kimberly Kane, Charlotte Stokely and Penny Pax
Lesbian (Stockings)
A wicked lesbian scene where Penny seduces and molests sweet schoolgirl Charlotte... where they are caught by the principal Ms. Kane, who decides to discipline Charlotte with a strap-on cock. Schoolgirl uniforms and knee high stockings on the two students add to the fantasy, and the rough treatment of the ultimate sweet-looking Charlotte is very erotically charged.
NINETY-FOUR: Addiction
Cherie Deville
Mom-son Incest (Pantyhose)
Cherie catches her son masturbating, and to deal with her sudden surprised horniness, she smokes. Her son catches her in the act and ends up showing her something else to smoke... his dick. Ripped pantyhose, rough kinky sex, and a delicious cream pie occur in this hot mom-son scene.
NINETY-FIVE: Mommy's Secret
Mindi Mink, Carolina Sweets
Lesbian
Carolina's friend sends her a lesbian porn video starring her step-mom. Carolina is shocked and confronts her mother before using this information to have a lesbian fuck session with a fair amount of Mommy Talk to keep the secret a secret.
NINETY-SIX: My Daughter's Failing Grades
India Summer, Reena Sky, Elena Koshka
Lesbian
India has a parent-teacher meeting with sexy teacher Reena where she blames her for her daughter's poor grades. She informs the teacher her daughter is a lesbian and the teacher's attire is too distracting for her daughter Elena to learn. The solution: the teacher is going to have sex with the daughter. Seems like a great solution to me. The teacher who reminds me a little of myself enhances the scene, as does her stockings under her teacher attire.
NINETY-SEVEN: Cougariffic: Wrong Homework
Cherie Deville, Jeni Angel
Lesbian (Stockings)
Another hot fantasy in the classroom, where student Jeni accidentally hands in a porn story she wrote about her teacher instead of her book essay. Teacher Cherie (in tan thigh highs, like me) reads some of the hot text to her student, and they end up in a fun sexual lesbian romp.
NINETY-EIGHT: My Wife Caught Me Ass Fucking Her Mother: Sarah Vandella
Sarah Vandella
Straight Anal (Stockings)
There are a dozen of these movies, and they are over the top silly. Yet for some reason, I find some of them hot. This is the hottest one, because I love Sarah, she is in mocha coloured thigh high stockings and she talks so nasty. The conversation when the daughter arrives is also hot, if not very believable... but if you're watching a series called: My Wife Caught Me Ass Fucking Her Mother, you are likely not particularly looking for believability. Other hot scenes include Alexander Silk, Khloe Kush, India Summer, Alana Cruise, and Sheena Ryder.
NINETY-NINE: Cucklish
Emma Rose, Pierce Paris, Lily Lovecraft
Trans (Stockings)
Emma, a maid, is being pounded by the man of the house, when they are caught by the wife. Emma takes control, and she ties up and gags the wife and cuckqueens her... the wife slowly getting turned on by the nasty sex act resuming before her. The wife is in pantyhose, which enhances the hotness of the scene. Emma is a sexy as fuck trans woman.
ONE HUNDRED: Helping Out Mom Part 1 and 2
Alura Jensen
Straight
Alura and her two stepsons are furious that their husband/dad has ditched them and absconded with all the money. In these two parts, the two sons, one dominant and the other shy, end up fucking the mom, who is in thigh high stockings in both.
THE REST
His Mother, Her Wedding
Julia Ann, Anny Aurora
Lesbian(Stockings)
Bride-to-be Anny is freaking out because she'll only sleep with one person for the rest of her life. Julia, the groom's mom, calms her down and suggests some toys... and eventually a lesbian exploration. Anny in a wedding dress, white garter-belt and stockings (and heels) is super hot, and Julia ends up in pantyhose ripped at the crotch, as the older-younger scene really heats up... and their almost getting caught as she sits on her husband-to-be's mom's face is the icing on the sex cake... or perhaps pie is the better descriptor. Anny's moans as she sits on Julia's face are pussy leaking. Pantyhose, stockings and heels all in one is a perfect mix.
The Panty Trap
Lyra Law, Ashley Fires
Lesbian
Step-daughter Lyra finds all her panties on her mom's bed and then decides to spy on her. She gets turned on watching her mom use her panties and ends up getting caught in the hallway pleasuring herself as she listens. The step-mom scolds the daughter before they end up playing with each other's panties and each other.
The Panty Trail
Kimmy Granger, Elexia Monroe
Lesbian
A mom smells her daughter's panties and is caught in the laundry room smelling them by her step-daughter who watches and then ends up in a sexy lesbian scene.
Supergirl: Brother's Vengeance
Abbie Maley
Superhero Mind Control (Pantyhose)
Supergirl tries to stop a robbery, but she ends up being turned into a submissive slut, when the man she put in jail years ago along with his brother, who is now dead, has kryptonite. A lot of pantyhose feet in this one, and Abbie is hot in this scene, although her crying throughout will make this scene too rapist for some.
Creepy Handyman's Gender Swap Trickery
Dixie Comet, Kendra James
Lesbian (Stockings)
A strange one, where a handyman finds a way to switch bodies with Kendra, and then she/he convinces Dixie to have a lesbian encounter. Quite unique.
Pussy for Breakfast
Alexis Fawx, Molly Mae
Lesbian
Alexis catches Molly masturbating and them decides to rub her pussy at the kitchen table while her husband is there and then crawl under the table to have a fresh breakfast. One of the hottest under the table scenes. Moly is so sexy in her shocked innocence.
Major Trust Issues
Madison Scott, Marie Luv, Kaylani Lei
Interracial Lesbian (Pantyhose)
One of the best interracial lesbian scenes out there. Marie Luv buys a massage for her girlfriend Kaylani Lei, but when she sees that the masseuse is beautiful Madison Scott, she gets a little bit jealous. Kaylani seduces the pretty blonde during the massage, and Marie comes in and catches them. The two black women then really use Marie, who is in sexy pantyhose throughout most of the scene. Some rough treatment, and Marie's facial expressions are delicious. This one is a very big fantasy of mine.
The Incompetent Assistant
Kendra James, Mackenzie Moss
Lesbian (Stockings)
These two are in a couple of my favorite videos. Each time, Kendra is in charge and Mackenzie is the submissive. This time Mackenzie is an employee who fucks up, and she's likely about to get fired. She promises to do anything necessary to keep her job, and Kendra knows exactly the one thing she would be good for: being her pet. Kendra in black stockings and a garter-belt enhances her already rapturous body.
The Intervention
Aailyah Love, Kristen Scott
Threesome (Incest)
A conservative mom catches her daughter with another girl and decides to have an intervention.
She uses her boyfriend to fuck the lesbian out of her daughter, but the tables get turned when the
daughter takes the dick, but also convinces the mother to try being a lesbian. Both leads are wicked
in the scene and it is a wild ride.
You Don't Mind Do You?
Reagan Foxx, Adria Rae
Lesbian (Stockings)
Television host star Reagan Foxx (in tan thigh highs) has a new assistant, who is eager to do a good job... Adria learns quickly there is one extra expectation she will have to fulfill.
Batgirl Double Crossed
Abby Maley
Superhero Gangbang Mind Control (Pantyhose)
Batgirl stops a robbery, but she then gets drugged, and after being beat up by three men, she is gangbanged by them. Her gradual surrender from denial to begging for cock is pretty hot, as is the complete domination she is given when the sex starts. I'm not a big fan of them punching her, but she is a superhero, so I guess it is what it is.
Spoiled So Good
Haley Spades & Madi Collins
Straight
Haley Spades and Madi Collins are cut off from their step-dad's money. Their plan: use their bodies to get what they want... with a swap. There are many daughter swap stories and this one is pretty fun. Includes both men fucking both girls. Both Haley and Madi so seductive in the scene.
Study Frenemies
Moly Parker, Jade Stevens
Lesbian
Molly's boyfriend invites nerd Jade to help them study and popular Molly isn't happy. Yet, taking advantage of the situation she drops a pencil, gets Jade to get it and leans down and fingers the nerd and then points under the table... where Jade crawls... the boyfriend oblivious. When the boyfriend leaves for coffee the popular girl uses the nerd for her own fun.
You're No Friend Of Mine
Phoenix Marie, Tanya Tate
Lesbian (Stockings)
In a rare twist, Phoenix is the submissive lesbian this time, as she is dominated by a fellow mother-in-law at the wedding of their children. Phoenix in mocha nylons, Tanya in white. Phoenix is dominated and used in a hot double MILF scene.
Emily Needs Anal Before Prom
Emily Willis
Interracial (Stockings)
Emily is so cute and innocent looking as she waits for her prom date... unfortunately, her dad refused to let him in, when he sees him. Her man sneaks in the back door, and sweet Emily becomes a nasty slut for BBC. She sucks so hot, talks so nasty, and eventually takes it in the ass. A great one-on-one interracial scene.
Zebragirls-A Student Approaches
Scarlit Scandal, Adira Allure
Lesbian (Stockings)
Another hot series. White women submissive to black women. Many are nasty... some are sweet. This one is particularly hot, since it is one of my utmost fantasies... being seduced by a black student. Scarlit is cute, and Adira a perfect teacher MILF, in a scene I desperately wish had happened to me.
Things Are Getting Out Of Hand Part Two
Karlee Grey, Jelena Jensen
Lesbian (Stockings)
Jelena knows her husband is cheating on her with one of his students: Karlee. When Karlee comes to set things right, Jelena takes it as the perfect chance to get revenge by fucking and dominating the bitch into going lesbian. Jelena in garter-belt and stockings is hot, and the way she dominates sweet looking Karlee is yummy. Only flaw: why take off the stockings for the last few minutes? Grrrrrrr.
Booty Call Unknown
Crystal Taylor, Paige Owens
Lesbian
Mom has a new cell phone ad due to an oops her lesbian booty call number is changed to her step-daughter. Over the next few days, the mom and her step-daughter flirt online neighbor knowing the other is not who hey think they are (actually step-daughter Paige has no idea who it is but is turned on and intrigued) Eventually the truth comes out and well... after the initial surprise... they decide they each have a booty call right in the house.
Fly Me to the Poon
Nikki Knightly
Straight (Pantyhose)
Nikki gives a passenger the full treatment in her sexy airline outfit and beige pantyhose. A hot scene where she sucks and fucks, while other passengers enjoy her hospitality.
Alice the Cuckquean
Alice Falls, Freckledfox
Cuckquean (Stockings)
A husband rents a hotel room to fuck his secret young Irish slut, when his wife walks in on them. Instead of being furious... well, she is for a moment... she sits down, rubs her pussy, and watches as a younger woman pleases her husband in a way she can't. Some pretty hot dialogue too, between husband and wife.
Fucking Pantyhoser



Monique Alexander
Straight (Pantyhose)
An amazing pantyhose scene with not much plot. Monique comes home and gets a foot massage from her stepson, and then they fuck. Lots of pantyhose play. A must for pantyhose fans.
Home Shopping Channel Cum In Pantyhose Live On Air
Ari Parker
Lesbian Pantyhose Foot Rub
Ari tries to stay focused on presenting lipstick on the air, as a co-worker uses both of her feet on her pantyhose-clad pussy.
Casting Couch
Maitland Ward
Anal Double Penetration
A Tushy scene where the hot redhead is dealing with two actors as a casting agent, and she ends up testing them out, with an intense anal scene with multiple double penetration positions.
The Arrangement: The Harvest
Emma Starletto, Adrianna Jade
Daughter Swap (Stockings)
Ever wonder what happens behind closed doors at a Hutterite village? This wicked daughter swap is a hot scene where two teen daughters each get fucked by the other's dad, and then her own dad. Hot.
Go Stuck Yourself
Angel Youngs, Crystal Taylor
Lesbian
For reasons I don't understand, I like videos where women get stuck. Yes, they are unbelievable... yet that doesn't make them sexy. This one has Crystal as a teacher who decides to rub one out when she is alone, drops her toy and ends up getting stuck under her desk in a rather compromising position. Sexy student walks in, sees her teacher stuck, takes some pictures and offers to help for a price... eat her pussy. This is another teacher fantasy that I have in my fantasies on more than one occasion. Maybe she is a nerd, maybe a cheerleader, maybe a stud jock... but getting stuck and getting fucked is super hot.
What's It Going to Take
Lily James
Straight Anal
Lily comes over to deal with her son's bully who promises to leave him alone if she gives him a hand job, which leads to a blow job, which leads to anal. Lily is hot as a mom not at all interested... at first.
Who Needs Dad
Aidra Fox, Serene Siren
Lesbian (Stockings)
Serene is getting ready for a date with her husband, but she learns he can't make it. Angry and hurt, stepdaughter Aidra confronts her, and slowly seduces her. A sexy, sensual scene, with Serene in the most amazing dark mocha thigh highs.
The Challenge
Charlie Phoenix
Straight (Pantyhose)
Charlie's son is doing a Tik Tok challenge to come on his mom. When she catches him she is angry, but when she hears that a bitch she hates had helped her son complete his mission, she decides to go all in... literally. Her son can come inside her. A great fuck scene, torn pantyhose, and a great creampie.
Cheerleader Angel Makes Cheerleader Ari Cum In Pantyhose
Angel, Ari Parker
Lesbian (Pantyhose)
Ari (yes again; what can I say, she's really hot), who is often bullied by head cheerleader Angel, has obtained some blackmail evidence that will finally expose the bitch... but Angel is too smart, and she turns Ari into the submissive she truly is, with a nylon-clad pussy rub and coercing her into smelling her nylon-clad feet. I love cheerleaders... who doesn't... so this one is yummy.
Home Office Freeuse
Alexis Fawx
Straight/Freeuse (Pantyhose)
In truth, I wouldn't really call this freeuse, since it is only one scene... but what a scene it is! A scene that has almost everything I love in a straight scene. Alexis is working, in amazing mocha coloured pantyhose, on the phone and she is used by her man. It is a super hot scene, and it has lots of amazing anal, and lots of nylon-clad leg and foot clips.
Hot Teacher Making A Home Visit
Eva Long
Straight (Stockings)
Teacher is ordered to go and help a sick student stay caught up. Told through her own thoughts, she teases him and ends up fucking him. Eva, as is often the case, is in mocha nylons, which adds to the hot scene. Would I love to go to a student's house and service a student? Of course, I would.
Lady Scientist Zapped Into A Horny Slut By Her Own Mind Ray
Tina Lee Comet
Straight Mind Control (Stockings)
Scientist is turned into a cock hungry subservient submissive slut by another scientist. A hot mind control scene.
Tushy: Chloe
Chloe
Straight Anal (Stockings)
A reporter is interviewing two musicians, and she ends up in a hot threesome, with lots of anal, and a wicked double penetration scene.
My Teacher Secret
Lillian Stone
Straight , Anal
Lillian is teaching a student online, and once she is done with him, she assumes he logged out but he just fell asleep. She then switches into her sexy teacher fan cam and puts on a show, fucking herself in the ass. The student wakes up, watches in awe, and then alerts his teacher. He threatens to out her if she doesn't come over to join him within an hour. She is fucked... literally... and heads over. She is forced to ride a dildo in her ass, and then take her student's dick up her ass. A hot teacher fantasy, and in black thigh highs.
Making Mom Squirm
Dava Foxx, Anya Olsen
Lesbian
Anya discovers Mommy Girl porn on her step-mom's laptop and uses it to seduce her step-mom. Another scene with a fair amount of Mommy Talk which is used to draw Dava in. A wicked spanking opens the door for some fun lesbian play with excessive Mommy Talk.
Making New Roommate My Bitch
Clare Star, Anna
Lesbian
Clare makes the woman (Anna) coming to move into her house take one final test to move in... be her slut. If you like lesbian nasty talk... especially with that English accent... and a lot of strap-on fucking... this one is for you. Clare calls Anna a slut a lot and Anna eagerly agrees to be the house whore.
Meating the Mother
Ariana Marie, Nicolette Shea
Lesbian
Ariana is at her friend's house and is intoxicated by her mother... who seduces her the moment the daughter goes to the washroom.
Cadence Foot Worship Revenge
Cadence Lux, Nyxon
Lesbian Mind Control (Pantyhose)
Cadence is sick of her bitchy professor, and she acquires a pendant that hypnotises her and turns her into her slave... worshipping her pantyhose feet. Cadence is adorable as she gets so excited each time the professor obeys her.
Busting a Nut in the Bride
Adria Rae
Straight Anal (Stockings)
A bride wants one final good anal fucking with her fiancé's good friend before she walks down the aisle... in her wedding dress, and white stockings of course.
Office Pantyhose Rendezvous
Sonia Harcourt, Tina Lee Comet
Lesbian (Pantyhose)
Sonia teases Tina with her pantyhose foot, and when the boss leaves, the two get into a hot pantyhose worshipping sex scene. Foot kissing, foot humping, and eating pussy through pantyhose all occur.
Mom Son Secrets V
Jodi West
Straight Incest
A hot incest based stuck scene where Jodi gets stuck getting into her window and ends up being molested and eventually spit-roasted while stuck.
My Evil Stepmom Fucked My Ass #03 Scene 01
Phoenix Marie, Jenna Sativa
Lesbian (Stockings)
The amazingly dominant Phoenix in her often used sexy tan nylons, discovers her stepdaughter stole her panties, so she punishes her with some dominant strap-on fucking and anal training. I'm not sure anyone else does domination quite like Phoenix.
MILF'S mouth Gets Used by Son's Friend
Snultry
Super short at under four minutes, but what a hot fantasy. Mom is on her knees in the kitchen cleaning, when her son's black friend walks, in saying he forgot his bag, and he stops with his cock right in her face. Before you know it, she has a mouthful of dick and within a couple minutes, with just a bit of sexy talk, she takes his load. A very hot fantasy.
Shiny Hose Make Her Cold Boss Hot
Cadence Lux, Tina Lee Comet
Lesbian (Pantyhose)
Cadence notices her bitchy boss is distracted by her sexy, sheer, shiny nylons, and she uses them to seduce and turn the tables on the boss. Lots of pantyhose foot worship, and some pantyhose pussy eating.
Caught By The Cop
India Summer, Reagan Foxx and Amilia Onyx
Lesbian
India, the sexiest cop in the world, brings home Amilia, who she caught spray painting, home to step-mom Reagan. India makes Reagan spank her stepdaughter and then watch as Amilia orally pleasures India. Of course, that leads to a sexy threesome... Reagan again playing an amazing shocked MILF.
Freudian Slip
Syren De Mer, Penny Barber
Incest play therapy (Stockings)
Penny is a therapist helping a mother and daughter deal with their issues. The Perv Therapy series is heavy on talk and set-up, but the sex scenes are often delicious, and this is the best one of them.
Intern Lilly Makes Boss Cum In Pantyhose
Lilly, Bella
Lesbian (Pantyhose)
When Lilly is informed she isn't a good fit for a job, she slips out of heels and convinces her boss she deserves a raise, and with some hot toe sucking as well. Lilly is just so sexy. Office sex scenes are also hot since they are taboo, and this one is the best of them in this series. Almost as good is Cleo Gets a Raise by Making Boss Ari Cum. Ari yet again, where this time she's an annoyed boss informing Cleo there's no way she's getting that undeserved raise. The look on Ari's face when Cleo's foot touches her pantyhose-clad crotch all alone is worth the price (as always), as is how much Ari comes this time as well.
I'll Tell Mom
Mandy Flores
Straight Incest
Mandy catches her step-dad jerking off watching porn of her mother and gets turned on. She gets excited and starts to do what her mother was doing to her step-son. She sucks his cock, gets her pussy liked and demands he fuck her... he tries to resist... but she threatens to tell Mommy... The lines Daddy fuck me. Daddy give me that cock are so nasty hot. Also a great scene how she bucks her hips on the desk to fuck his dick. Finishes with a delicious cream pie.
Lunching On Stepmom's Ass
Brittany Andrews
Straight (Stockings)
Kid meets his new stepmom, who gives him a sneaky nylon foot job under the kitchen table with his dad right there, before they sneak off for a marathon fuck session, including a great anal scene and cream pie. A humorous ending adds to the hot scene.
Pantyhose Business Trip
Vonka, Tina Lee Comet
Lesbian (Pantyhose)
Tina teases her boss in a hotel room in her pantyhose until the boss can't take it anymore, and ends up in a hot lesbian pantyhose worshipping sex scene. Pantyhose licking and sucking. Toes and pussy are included in this delicious scene.
Girl Scout Daughter Nooky
Winter Jade, Lauren Phillips, Chloe Foster & Aaliyah Love
Lesbian (Stockings)
If you have a girl guide fetish, this one is for you. Two girl guides are having some lesbian fun, when their moms catch them. The moms decide to teach them a lesson, and the daughters get a special ass eating badge, as the two teen girls are instructed in the art of anal eating.
Pussy Patrol
Sinn Sage, Daisy Ducati
Parole officer blackmails parolee Sinn to give her a foot massage and eat her pussy. A hot but short scene.
No Seed to Deep
Mackenzie Mace, Syren De Mer
Incest-straight (Stockings)
This is one of many in the Perv Therapy series. This one stars Syren as a therapist helping two siblings to get along. It is long on talk, and the scene is over an hour, but the sex scene is delicious, as she helps the siblings have sex, and she joins in, of course.
Outgoing Call, Incoming Cock
Asteria Diamond
Straight (Stockings)
Asteria is dealing with a call while her man massages her nylon-clad feet, and then he fucks her while she is still on the phone. A great nylon fetish scene, and a great phone sex scene. Tons of nylon foot action, and Asteria in her mocha nylons is delicious.
Paying his Debt
Carolina Sweets
Carolina learns her boyfriend is in great debt, and she offers her body up for payment. A corny plot, but once Carolina arrives at the good looking older black man's house, she is more than willing to pay the debt in full.
Harmony Makes Teacher Lilly Cum In Pantyhose
Harmony, Lilly
Lesbian Pantyhose Foot Rub
Harmony finds her teacher too strict sometimes, and she decides to teach her a lesson by giving her a pantyhose foot job. A fantasy I definitely admit to having.
Sinning With My Sister
Phoenix Marie
Straight Incest (Stockings)
Stepbrother and stepsister end up hooking up in a hot scene after Phoenix learns her husband is cheating on her. As always, Phoenix is utterly delicious in this scene that turns rough and dominant.
Immersion Therapy: A Jay Taylor Story
Jay Taylor, Angela White
Group Sex Scene
A shy girl sees a therapist who uses a very unorthodox way to open her up. In the end, Jay discovers her wild side where she eats pussy, sucks dick, gets fucked, gets double penetrated and begs for two loads of cum.
Not Her Again
Dana Dearmond and Vina Sky
Lesbian
A young bitch, Vina, is talking trash to the mom of a guy she is seeing, and after going too far, Dana grabs her head and shoves it in her pussy and roughly uses her face. The first five minutes are so hot. Trash talking, rough face riding and more. The young bitch learns some new tricks.
Blacked: Get It On
Riley Steele
Interracial Straight (Stockings)
Blacked have hot sex scenes... but usually terrible... or even nonexistent plots. This one is pretty good, though. A bride gets cold feet, runs away and bumps into a black man. Eventually, as the fiancé looks for her, she decides she needs one last dick before she walks down the aisle. In her wedding dress... and tan stockings... she gets a great fucking and gives an amazing blow job to an amazing black cock.
Punished for making Bad Grades
Alexis Grace and Mia
Pantyhose Foot Worship
Daughter is forced to lick, kiss, and massage her mom's pantyhose-clad feet because she is failing in school. The mother just reads the newspaper and scolds her while her feet are worshipped.
Cryptocurrency Cheerleader Spellbound and Defiled
Kimberly Kane, Kate Kennedy
Mind Control Lesbian (Stockings)
Kate has made lots of money on crypto, and her professor outs her. The professor then uses mind control to turn her into a mindless lesbian pet. Hot if you are into a cheerleader who is just a mindless plaything.
Shoplyfter: Case 6615384
Briittany Andrews, Tiffany Watson
Threesome (Stockings)
One of the rare episodes that has two cops... one is female (Brittany). The story takes some time to get going, but once it does, Brittany takes control and really dominates Tiffany.
Blacked: Emily Kae
Emily Kae
Emily is giving a tour to two black men, when Mr. Prince decides just to take her. He dominates her, turning the sweet real estate agent into a submissive little plaything as he pushes her against a wall, slaps her ass, and makes her beg for more. She is so obedient for this dominant black man (calling him Mr. Prince, and sir), and she ends up servicing two BBCs and becoming a submissive slut for both. This is definitely a fantasy of mine... having a black man just take me... turn me into his submissive slut... mmmmmm.
Sucking Up to the Teacher
Becky Bandini, Lauren Phillips, Lily Larimar
Lesbian (Stockings)
Teacher Lauren calls a meeting with step-mom Becky and failing step-daughter Lily, since she might not pass, and thus not graduate. Becky is disappointed her stepdaughter didn't suck up as she had advised, and she decides to take control... by seducing the teacher and drawing her into a sexy, steamy lesbian threesome.
Blacks on Cougars: India Summer
India Summer
Interracial Gangbang (Stockings)
An interesting scene, where psychologist India is discussing with three black men the stereotypes about black dick. The three men complain about being treated as just dicks, and that they have feelings too. They highlight that women, especially older women, see their dick, and then all they want to do is suck them and get fucked by them. India employs a therapy that ends up with her taking all three black dicks in all three of her holes.
Sexting Daddy
Laney Grey
Incest
After her dad is blocked by the girl he has been chatting online with, step-daughter Laney decides to pretend to be that woman and she starts sexting with her dad... including sending some very inappropriate pictures of herself. When he confronts her the next day, he disciplines her for what she did and then decides to give her a good fucking. This is a good one for those who have a 'DADDY' fetish.
Pantyhose Play with Sovereign Syre
Star Nine, Sovereign Syre
Lesbian Pantyhose Play
Star explains why women are better than men, and the power of pantyhose. Lots of discussion, lots of pantyhose worship, and lots of coming on sex toys.
Mom Licks Teens: Chanel Preston, Daisy Lynne, Bailey Brooke
Chanel Preston, Daisy Lynne, Bailey Brooke
Lesbian
Clean freak Chanel is sick of her stepdaughter's friend leaving a mess in her house and dressing like a slut. She finally decides to teach her a lesson, and in turn, her stepdaughter, by making them both lesbian pets who do as they are told.
Zebra Girls: Brooklyn Chase, Ana Foxxx, Skyler Nicole
Brooklyn Chase, Ana Foxxx, Skyler Nicole
Interracial Lesbian (Stockings)
Ana and Skyler decide their demanding boss needs to relieve some stress, so they take control of her, and turn her into their lesbian slave. Brooklyn is hot, as she sucks on black nylon-clad feet, eats pussy, eats ass, and gets fucked by toys. A wickedly wild scene (although the volume really needed to be louder).
I'll Do ANYTHING For My Idiot Boyfriend
Skylar Snow
Straight
Skylar Snow is an aggressive student who just learned about her boyfriend's failing college grades. Taking matters into her own hands... well, feet more accurately... she speaks to the Dean and uses her nylon-clad feet, her mouth and pussy to help keep her boyfriend in college. Strangely, her nylons are like gloves, with each toe individually wrapped. Quite unique.
TS Star Aubrey Fucks Pussy In 3-Way
Phoenix Marie, Lance Hart, Aubrey Kate
Trans (Stockings)
Teacher Phoenix Marie is annoyed by her students lack of attention and before she knows it she was dick in both her holes from her male student and her female trans student. Phoenix in her trademark mocha nylons and some great ass fucking.
Under Her Control By
Mindi Mink, Arielle Faye
Lesbian
A very sensual domination scene where a bratty girl is sent to Mindi to be trained into being an obedient girl. But instead, Mindi dominates Arielle, and turns her into an obedient pet. Although a domination story, it's one that is way erotic and kinky.
Blacks on Cougars: Syren De Mer
Syren De Mer
Interracial (Stockings)
MILF Syren is a real estate agent who finds that the best way to sell a house is to get gangbanged by three BBC's in all three of her holes. Syren is one of the nastiest BBC sluts out there, and she has many hot gangbang scenes with an abundance of BBC.
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Charlee Chase, Macy Cartel
Straight
A mother has twice sucked a porn producer's dick to stop him from filming her daughter in porn. Yet, she walks in on him fucking her daughter. She reluctantly lets him fuck her in front of her daughter to stop him once and for all... although it isn't the end as there is a part four. Charlee's hatred for him as she is fucked is hot and Macy's blonde bimbo-ish giggles is also hot.
Hypnotic Skills
Star Nine, Caroline Pierce
Pantyhose Mind Control
Star uses the power of hypnosis through her pantyhose-clad foot to make her professor her pet. It is a long scene, with tons of dialogue, and extensive pantyhose foot worship.
NICHE PARADE - Pretty Blonde Girl Reaches In My Car And Jerks Me Off
Unknown
Public car hand Job
This the hottest of the series in my opinion, where a pretty girl sees a guy jerking off in his car and decides to help him put with a hand job. Although these are likely scripted, they are still just a fun scene.
Epic fuckfest! Scene 3
Alana Cruise, Michael DelRay, Sophia Grace, Draven Navarro
Bi-orgy (Stockings)
The hottest bi foursome I have ever seen. Lesbian, straight and gay all in one, and Alana wearing amazing mocha stockings.
Shoot your Shot: A Freeuse Movie
Leana Lovings, Penelope Kay, Charley Hart, Vivianne DeSilva, Willow Ryder, Bella Forbes, Eden West
Freeuse (Stockings)
In a FREEUSE world, women are always available for sex whenever men want it!
Hopeless romantic Nicky Rebel finally works up the courage to ask his workplace crush, Penelope, out on a date, but his obnoxious rival Peter gets in the way. Nicky tries everything to get over his failed attempt to shoot his shot and win Penelope back. Emotions evolve and relationship dynamics shift, taking him on a journey through incredible experiences with his office superiors, co-workers and friends.
Big Cock Bully: Sloan Ryder
Sloan Ryder
Interracial (Stockings)
A mom discovers her son is being bullied by a black man. She goes to his house to confront him, and they end up with a solution: she can suck his dick. This, of course, leads to much more, and Sloan discovering the joys of BBC.
Watching My Mom Go Black: Jasmine Jae and Joseline Kelly
Jasmine Jae and Joseline Kelly
Interracial
Stepmom Jasmine walks in on her daughter and her black boyfriend having sex, and she decides to join in and discover the joys of BBC. The daughter gets really turned on by watching her mom get fucked and talks so nasty.
Hypno Therapy
Star Nine, Tina Lee Comet
Hypnotic Lesbian Pantyhose
Star Nine is a therapist who hypnotizes Tina and turns her into a pantyhose foot-worshipping and strap-on taking lesbian pet. Great pantyhose scene.
Wonder_Woman_Recon_Interrupted
Abbie Maley
Superhero Mind Control Domination (Pantyhose)
Wonder Woman goes to collect some evidence from a secret lab, but she ends up being dominated by two villains. She ends up taking both dicks in her mouth and pussy. Like other superhero stories, there are lots of pantyhose foot shots.
Lesbian Teachers
Aubree Valentine, Serene Siren
Lesbian (Stockings)
Aubree admits to her teacher that she wants to ask out a woman. Serene offers to practice how to ask a girl out, and they end up doing more than just practising. Lots of lesbian sex right on the teacher's desk... which... as a teacher, I have fantasized about many, many times. Serene wearing my favourite colour of nylon helps too.
Watching My Mom Go Black: Brandi Love
Brandi Love
Interracial
Stepmom Brandi is concerned about her stepson's lack of interest in sex, and she decides to teach him by having him watch her fuck the help... a black man with a huge cock. Brandi sucks cock and tales it a variety of positions while she and her BBC lover explain how to please a woman. A hot scene that is a little less predicable than most Blacked scenes.
Stop Fucking Whores in My House
Cherie Deville Niki Snow
Straight (Stockings)
Stepmom Cherie catches her stepson with a girl in his bed, and she decides to teach him a lesson by fucking him. Cherie is nasty in this scene as she fucks her stepson, and then turns it into a threesome when the girl returns.
Nothing's Too Good For My Boy
Sophia Burns, Penny Barber
Straight
A teacher brings in and blackmails a virgin cheerleader to suck and fuck her son. Sophia is hot as sweet cheerleader who learns she loves cock and Penny is wicked as she talks throughout the nasty scene. Sophia ends up taking it in all three holes.
The Dinner/ Le Diner
Claire La Soumise
Under the table (Stockings)
This is episode two of a Dorcel Club story in French (although there isn't much talking in this episode). The story focuses on a girl who arrives at a fancy cocktail party, and she ends up under the table servicing both men and women. Of all the under the table scenes, this one may be the most erotic.
Watching My Mom Go Black
Cory Chase
Interracial (Stockings)
Cory, in her traditional beige stockings, takes a BBC in all three of her holes while her son watches. A hot cuckold scene.
The Timeout Chair
India Summer, Elena Koshka
Lesbian
A rare scene where both women end up dominating the other. In the first part step-mother India punishes her step-daughter for getting a hefty parking ticket by kneeling in front of the timeout chair and licking her pussy. When India comes home late and is busted by her step-daughter, Elena returns the favour making her kneel before the timeout chair and service her. Some delicious pussy eating.
Winter Jade Makes Her Professor Naomi Swann Cum In Pantyhose
Winter Jade, Naomi Swann
Lesbian Pantyhose Play
Student seduces her professor by rubbing her pantyhose-clad pussy with her pantyhose-clad feet. In a rare scene from Bratty Babes Own You, both girls cum.
Superbowl Gangbang
Katrina Colt
Interracial Gangbang (Stockings)
Katrina's husband has three black friends over watching the super bowl. Katrina hosts the gathering, and then sends her husband out for more snacks before changing into lingerie and offering the three BBC's herself. She takes all three BBC's in all three holes.
Pantyhose Correction
Star Nine, Eve
Pantyhose Sniffing
This is a different one. A stepmom finds her stepdaughter's wet pantyhose, and she decides to tech her a lesson. She makes Star smell her own pantyhose and rub herself. Star is in pantyhose, which enhances the hotness of the scene. A hot, unique masturbation scene with lots of pantyhose sniffing, and pantyhose foot shots.
Watching My Daughter Go Black-Aailyah Love, Paisley Porter
Aaliyah Love, Paisley Porter
Paisley brings home a black man she met at the beach; Aaliyah brings home a black man as well; each are in their bedrooms having fun, when they hear each other and discover each other's secret. This leads to a fun foursome and some daughter-mom swapping.
Pregnant Hosiery
Star Nine, Siren
Pantyhose Foot Fetish
Star Nine offers her pregnant co-worker the pleasure of a foot rub, and then a foot tongue bath. A quick but hot scene.
Blacked on Blondes: Heather Honey
Heather Honey
Interracial
Again, not much for plot. A black student wants to ass fuck Honey and Honey isn't sure. She asks the professor about anal sex and he stresses that women enjoy sex the most when double penetrated... and then proves his point with some quality two BBC double penetrating a cute, white girl in pigtails.
Executive Decision
KeiraCroft
Freeuse
Kiera is the boss, but ends up being fucked by one of her employees while the others watch while she tries to run a meeting.
Groped Live and on Location
Angel Youngs
Freeuse Straight (Stockings)
Angel is trying to do a newscast, when the perp starts molesting her. Somewhat of a freeuse scene, since after a while, she gives in and goes back to the van to get that big cock.
White Bitch Says the Word N and Gets Fucked by Three BBCs
Jessie Parker
Interracial
Although a little corny, using religion in a rather unbelievable way, and Jessie's baby girl voice is both sexy and a little grating at the same time. Yet, she sucks cock well, talks nasty once she gets that BBC and ends up a three-hole slut for BBC.
Why Should You Have All The Fun
Sheena Ryder
Straight Threesome (Stockings)
Sheena, a MILF, has been fucking a younger man. The young stud tells his friend and then offers the MILF a threesome. Sheena is skeptical at first, and annoyed her secret is out, but the thought of two young cocks pounding her is too much and she ends up in a great threesome... including some hot double penetration... a MILF dream come true.
There you have it... 200 scenes to watch when time permits.
Merry Christmas and hops for an amazing 2024.
Jasmine Dec 2023.
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DOUBLE BOOKED Ch 02: DOUBLE STUFFED
Summary: Two men give a lonely MILF an amazing threesome.
Note 1: Thanks to Breezy for this twisted idea.
Note 2: Thanks to Sams Island for editing.
DOUBLE BOOKED Ch 02: DOUBLE STUFFED
After taking Alex's anal cherry, Carl stayed with his man-of-the-house role and went off to take a nap. Joy, meanwhile, had a lot to do to pull off the Thanksgiving dinner she'd promised her surprise housemates, and was happy when Alex volunteered to help.
About an hour later, Joy was in the middle of making the dressing, fantasizing about ways to incorporate Alex's delicious semen, which she could still taste on her tongue, when her phone rang. "It's my daughter," she said.
"Tell her I say hi," Alex smiled.
When Joy's eyes went wide, Alex chuckled and added, "Just kidding. I won't say anything."
"Thank you," she said, glad it wasn't a video call since she was still only in her garter and stockings, although she had put an apron on top. She pressed Answer. "Hi, honey, how's London?"
"Raining," Lori answered, looking out of her hotel window as it poured.
"That's London for you," Joy said.
"Yeah, it hasn't really stopped since we got here," Lori groused.
"Well, don't let that stop you from exploring the city," Joy said, as Carl walked into the kitchen.
Alex went over to him and whispered, "It's her daughter, so please keep it quiet."
"All right," Carl nodded. Then he pointed to his dick.
Alex dropped to his knees and stuffed his friend's flaccid cock in his mouth. This time the load would be his.
Distracted by seeing Alex again take the big cock in his mouth, Joy almost missed her daughter's next words, but they seemed to be just more bitching about the weather. She responded with, "I'm just saying, accept that you're in England and don't let the rain ruin your holiday."
Carl waved Joy over.
Joy shook her head no.
Carl mouthed, "Now."
Joy, led by her submissive side as well as her burning pussy, walked over to the sex act as she listened to her daughter still complaining. As she reached Carl, she said, "Well, what are your plans for Thanksgiving?"
Carl moved his hand to her pussy and began rubbing it slowly.
Joy bit her lip as she tried to listen to Lori. When her daughter asked what she was doing, she replied, "Oh, just prepping the meal." She bit her lip even harder when she realized what she'd just said. How was she going to explain why she was prepping a Thanksgiving meal when she was all on her own as far as Lori knew. Fortunately, her daughter didn't ask.
Joy watched Alex suck cock; she felt Carl's hand teasing her pussy; God, she was on fire. "Just put your rain jacket on and explore the city," Joy said to her harping daughter, trying hard not to moan. These were the first male fingers to touch her in years.
Alex was really getting into sucking Carl, but still noticed Joy's shift in tone and became curious about what was happening between his business partner and the lonely MILF they'd stumbled across in this double-booked Airbnb.
"Anyway, I got to go," Joy said. "Thanks for calling and I will make you and Barry a Thanksgiving meal when you get back."
Carl pinched her clit ever so slightly between his fingers, making Joy's voice breathy as she quickly said, "Okay, bye, love you too." Once she hung up, she said, "You asshole."
"What?" protested Carl. "You've been prepping everything for our Thanksgiving meal, I'm just prepping you for your Thanksgiving fuck."
"Oooooh," she moaned, as he rubbed her clit. "I know what I'll be giving thanks for."
"But our meal comes first, so I'll let the kitchen staff get back to it." Carl gave her clit a slap, pulled his dick out of Alex's mouth, and moved away.
"You bastard," Joy said.
"He does love to tease," Alex said, his face now just inches away from Joy's wet pussy.
"Jesus," said Joy, almost prayerfully... as if that would stop the burning going through her body.
Alex resisted the temptation to dive in and lick her inviting pussy, and instead stood up, his rock-hard dick jutting out. "What can I help you with?" he asked.
"Oh, I think you know exactly what you can help me with," she smiled, squeezing his cock before sauntering away... she too could tease.
Now it was Alex's turn to mutter, "Jesus." But even as he shook his head in frustration, he was happy to know that despite having given his ass to a man, a woman could still turn his cock to iron.
"Stop checking out my ass," Joy playfully teased, looking back with a smile.
"Oh, we'll be doing more than checking it out later," Carl chipped in like he always did.
"Don't make promises you don't intend to keep," Joy said, going to peel potatoes.
"Oh, I don't," Carl said, definitely looking forward to tag-teaming this spirited MILF. While he and Alex had done threesomes with other women, and even men, they had yet to double penetrate someone, since he didn't count spit-roasts as DP... and Joy's body was just made for simultaneous front- and back-end pounding.
"I'll be holding you to that," Joy said, as Carl came up behind her and slid his dick between her parted legs, as he cupped her big tits.
"Do you want to get fucked tonight?" Carl asked, his cock nestled lengthwise between her wet pussy lips.
"Yes," she moaned, as she felt his dick twitch between her swelling labia.
"I mean seriously fucked," he whispered, pinching her nipples.
"Oh fuck," Joy moaned, thinking he was going to slide his dick into her right now... while she was holding a knife in one hand.
"Is that a yes?" Carl said, twitching his cock on purpose.
"Yes, I want you to fuck my pussy hard." Then Joy turned her gaze onto Alex. "And my asshole too, like you did to your butt boy."
Alex could feel his cheeks going red at the reference to him even though he should be used to it now.
"Well, while you both have tempting bottom ends," Carl said, as he slowly dry humped the older woman... although dry had nothing to do with what he was feeling up against his throbbing cock... "he is not also blessed with the hot swamp I feel between your legs." It was a swamp he wanted to plunge into right now, but somehow, he managed to hold back.
"Well, fancy that," Joy moaned as she rocked her pelvis to rub her puss on his cock. "I have two holes and you both have a dick."
"We are going to fuck you so good," Carl said, slapping her ass and moving away yet again.
"Jesus," she whined, "you can't do that to a woman my age."
Carl didn't respond, but Alex said, "You do look incredibly sexy when you're kept on the edge."
"You too with the teasing?" she said, feeling flustered and hot... menopause mixed with horniness made the room feel like a sauna. Then she remembered that her being there with the boys was only an accident of double booking. "Hey, you know, I really appreciate all the attention and I sure as fuck won't say no, but are you sure I'm not intruding on your man's weekend?"
Alex laughed, "Well, I may have thought that before you watched and encouraged me as I gave up my anal cherry, but I'm more than willing to give as much as I receive."
"I did get a little nasty," Joy said. "Sorry, it was just such a turn on."
"Really?" Alex asked.
"Yeah, I can't explain it," she said. "I never would have thought that would turn me on at all, but it sure did."
"Tell me about it," Alex chuckled awkwardly. "Six months ago, I hadn't even once considered sucking a dick, never mind taking it in the ass."
"And now?" Joy asked, noticing Carl was no longer in the kitchen.
"Now I can't get enough of his cock in my mouth, and I fear the same feelings will be true about getting fucked," Alex admitted, already looking forward to Carl's dick back in his ass. "By the way, your nasty words of encouragement actually made it better."
"It did?" she asked, as she peeled the potatoes, old school with a knife and not some peeler.
"Yeah, I know, weird," Alex said, trying to process it all.
"It's not weird," she said, thinking about her own sexuality. "For example, I'm a serious businesswoman and a fighter for female equality, in fact I have a fundraiser for Governor Daphne Greene in December. But when I'm in the bedroom I want to be fucked, dominated, called names... just used and pounded."
"Shit, me too," he said. "Although not only in the bedroom, LOL."
Trying to balance this incredible conversation with their meal plan, Joy asked, "Can you cut the potatoes into cubes for me?" She then went to the fridge to grab carrots. Thankfully, even though she was originally planning to cook for two, she'd brought enough supplies for four.
"Sure," he said, walking around the counter and grabbing the knife. "And you know," he said, wanting to make it crystal clear, "We are not gay. Bi, sure, but not gay."
With his ever-impeccable timing, Carl walked in just then, grabbed one of the fresh potato cubes, and said, "He may be a cock sucking bottom bitch, but he can still fuck a sexy babe."
"You have such a way with words," Joy smirked, as she went to work on the carrots with another knife.
"Don't I?" Carl said, catching the sarcasm, but choosing to ignore it, as he reached for the carrot she'd just peeled.
"Yeah, Carl, really knows how to sweet talk the ladies," Alex joked.
"And the cock suckers," Carl said, as he moved the carrot to Joy's pussy.
Damn, thought Alex, Carl always managed to get in the last word.
"Oooooh," Joy moaned, as the carrot slid inside her pussy.
Carl pumped the natural orange dildo in and out of Joy's pussy for a few strokes before he pulled it out and laid it on the cutting board. "Next," he said.
"W-what?" Joy stammered, as she tried to process having just been fucked by a long thin carrot.
"Give me the next carrot," he said, "let's marinate each of them."
"I have to peel it first," she said, having stopped while suddenly being fucked by one.
"Okay," Carl said. "I'll wait."
Joy quickly got to peeling the last five carrots with the surreal certainty that she was doing it to have them shoved in her soaking wet pussy. She took extra care to round off the ends.
"Carl, seriously?" Alex asked.
"What?" Carl asked. "You don't want me to marinate them in your ass, do you?"
"Jesus," Alex shook his head. "Sometimes you say some stupid shit."
"Here," Joy said meekly, handing him all five peeled carrots.
"You okay with my marination technique, Joy?" Carl asked, not waiting for an answer as he slid the second carrot in her pussy.
"It's certainly an unorthodox method," Joy moaned, although right now she was willing to do anything this man said that would get her pussy fucked.
Alex just watched, the perverse act kind of turning him on... although he sure as fuck didn't want a carrot up his ass.
Carl pulled the second carrot out and handed it to Alex, "Taste it."
Seeing the shine on the orange carrot, Alex didn't hesitate. He sucked the pussy juice off the vegetable that would soon be part of a very non-traditional Thanksgiving feast... a unique taste, but the flavors worked together.
Now, Carl took two carrots and slid them together in Joy's pussy. She moaned, "Yes, fuck me with our food."
"You like that, eh? God, I can only imagine what goes on in the kitchen of your restaurant," Carl laughed as he pumped the two carrots in her vag.
"You should see me when we have kielbasa on the menu," Joy moaned, as the makeshift dicks began to actually stimulate her.
"Well, if you do a good job with your vegetables today, young lady, we'll let you stuff yourself with organic sausage." After giving them a final twist, Carl pulled the two carrots out of the marinade and placed them with the first. Joy immediately handed him the last two roots.
"Alex," the alpha-male said to his best friend and cock sleeve, "give me the one you sucked off. It needs to be marinated again."
Alex handed him the carrot and watched in awe as Carl bundled it with the remaining two and slid all three of them together inside the wet pussy.
"Oh fuck," Joy moaned, the three carrots now thick enough to feel like a real-sized cock.
"Shit," Alex breathed.
"Yeah, you're going to be a real good slut for us today, aren't you?" Carl purred like a tomcat.
"Yes," Joy moaned.
"Yes, what?" Carl demanded.
"Yes, I'll be a real good three-hole slut for your two big sausagaes," Joy moaned, as he fucked her fast and her orgasm rose.
"Oh yeah, take your veggies," Carl growled.
"Yes, take it," Alex added, watching both the cunt-fucking carrots and Joy's sexy, vulnerable, facial expressions. Women never looked sexier in his mind than when they were getting fucked and were beyond caring about their appearances.
"Oh fuck, don't stop," Joy moaned.
Carl, being the cruel deviant he was, pumped for just a few more seconds before he pulled them out and tossed them on the cutting board.
"Bastard," Joy whimpered, her orgasm so close.
"All good comes for those who wait," Carl said, popping another potato cube into his mouth and walking away.
"Sweet baby Jesus," Joy breathed out, bent over and trembling.
"That was just mean," said Alex as he stepped closer to offer comfort.
"Yes, it was," Joy said.
"Don't worry," Carl said, still in ear shot, "we are going to fuck your brains out later."
"You fucking better," Joy said, more than a little annoyed and completely flustered.
"You sure about this?" Alex asked.
Joy sighed, then nodded her head and said, "Yeah, there's no point denying it, I like being treated like a slut. Just like you."
Alex found it odd to be called a slut. "I've never thought of myself that way before," he said.
Joy straightened up and smiled at him. "Is fuck toy or cum bucket better?" she asked. Then she reached for his cock, which was still mostly hard from watching Carl abuse her.
"No, I don't suppose so," he said.
"Well, I am all three of those things today," the naked MILF said. Then she gave his cock a firm squeeze before releasing it so she could cut up the carrots with their special Joy Juice marinade. "Slut, fuck toy and cum bucket."
Over the next hour, Carl walked in a few times to tease his two fuck holes while they continued working on dinner and encouraging each other's sluttiness. Once, the alpha moved in behind the head chef as she was making a green bean casserole and whispered, "I'm going to fuck every one of your holes with this," before finally slipping his massive dick into her at long last. But the teasing bastard did it just once before pulling back out.
"Oh, fuck!" she gasped when he walked away, leaving her so terribly empty. When he stopped at the fridge to get a beer, she nearly begged, "Can't you come back and do it some more?"
Carl just smirked as he twisted the cap off the bottle, then took a long swig as he headed back to the living room. As she stared longingly at his broad, naked back, Joy heard a football game on the TV. She mentally sighed. Even when they sucked dick and fucked men as well as women, guys were still guys.
Then Joy was gasping again as her lonely pussy was suddenly filled. Alex had glided quietly up behind her and thrust two fingers into her wet gash. "We are going to tag team the fuck out of you," he growled into her ear, while he massaged the insides of her vagina.
Joy felt his hard rod poking against her ass cheek. "I can't wait to feel that fat cock in my asshole stretching me wide," she said.
Alex pulled his fingers out of her front box and used her cunt juice as lubricant as he massaged her sphincter. "But you will wait," he said, picking up his role in Carl's teasing game. Without another word, he pulled fingers and cock away from the horny widow and moved around the kitchen island so she couldn't get to him.
At first her eyes were wide with desperation, then she burst out laughing. "You mother fucker! Both of you."
"Mother fuckers? Well, not yet, but we will be before the night is over," he grinned back at her.
Later as she was putting the turkey breast in the oven, Carl returned, and once she closed the door, he slid back inside her and declared, "You are going to be our free-use fuck slut all weekend."
Joy hadn't heard the term free-use before, but it sure sounded promising. She started to purr as it seemed Carl would be fucking her longer this time. Unfortunately, longer only meant fifteen seconds and he still didn't put in more than the first few inches.
"We are going to fuck you all day and night all over the house," he promised, before he pulled out, walked over to Alex and pointed to the floor.
Alex didn't hesitate as he dropped to his knees and sucked Joy's pussy juice off his friend's dick.
After about thirty seconds, Carl pulled out of Alex's mouth, leaving the new cock lover feeling as empty as Joy. Their tormentor turned his well-muscled frame to the woman and asked, "How long does it need to cook?"
"Um, about an hour and three-quarters," she replied, thrown by such a routine question.
"Okay, I'm going to take a nap."
"Another one?" 'Hell, if they had almost two hours to kill, why not do it fucking rather than sleeping?' she thought.
"I didn't actually get much sleep the first time," he shrugged, before walking out of the kitchen.
Joy turned her pleasingly plump body to Alex. "Why does he keep teasing us like this?"
"Don't forget," the newly branded bottom said as he got up off his knees, "he's teasing himself as well. Didn't you see his cock quivering like a divining rod?"
She stepped up to him and put a palm on his strong, young chest. "I only saw you quivering when he shoved that hog down your throat with my pussy slime all over it."
He moved his hand to her crotch and slid a finger through her slippery folds. "By the way, you taste delicious."
"Wait until you get it directly from the source," she smiled. When the smile suddenly turned into a yawn, she said, "You know, I think I'll take a nap too." She kissed Alex on the cheek, set the oven timer for an hour and a half, and walked off.
Alex, suddenly alone, shrugged, and went to the couch and took a nap too.
...
When the chiming of the countdown timer roused the ex-anal virgin, Alex sat up on the couch, half-surprised he'd actually fallen asleep. But it had turned out to be a surprisingly comfortable sofa. He went into the kitchen, only to find Joy already there.
"Didn't you nap?" he asked.
She kissed him on the cheek and said, "Yes. I've only been out here five minutes or so."
He noticed that she had her apron on again but had shed the garter and black nylons she'd been wearing earlier. Carl walked in just then, and Alex saw he was also naked, but that his hair was damp; he'd obviously just showered. The curly nest around his magnificent prick was also damp, and Alex felt an even stronger urge than usual to drop to his knees and worship his phallic deity.
Carl immediately noticed his friend's rapt attention on his heavy, dangling sausage and gave his hips a little thrust to make it bounce. "While I would love to put this in your mouth again right away," he smirked, "I found myself smelling a little ripe when I woke up. You should probably go hit the shower too before we sit down for Mistress Joy's feast. It is Thanksgiving after all, and manners count."
As Alex made his way to the bathroom, he wondered about the manners of a man who made his supposed best friend suck him dry in front of a complete stranger, a lonely widow at that, and then turned around and shot a load down the widow's throat. But then again, he realized, those were things he and Joy would both likely list among the blessings they were thankful for this year.
"It all smells delicious," Carl said when he and Joy were alone. Then he stepped up to the middle-aged beauty and grabbed her big tits just shy of painfully. "We are absolutely going to fuck you like a cheap whore," he growled. "But we do appreciate the hell out of all the effort you're putting in to take care of us." He bent and kissed her long and lovingly.



"So, you have twenty minutes to put me to use to help out before you revert to free-use fuck toy."
"Well, I do love a man with manners," Joy chuckled. Then she got him going on finishing touches for their dinner. When Alex returned, beautifully naked and clean, Joy was just taking the turkey breast out of the oven.
"This needs to rest about 10 or 15 minutes," she said. "So, would you boys mind setting the table while I go take my shower? And I think I'd like to eat in here instead of the dining room. We can use the island as a serving board and just bring what we need to the kitchen table."
When Joy returned, she was greeted with wolf whistles. The guys had discovered her the day before all dolled up in red lingerie, and this morning had been black nylons and a garter belt. Now she was a vision in white. For the bottom half, she again had gone minimalist, with just sheer white thigh-high stockings held up by a matching garter belt. Her mature, round ass and shaved puffy vulva were on full display. Up top, rather than her cooking apron, she wore a sort of bustier that cradled her heavy jugs and thrust them toward her adoring admirers.
Alex groaned, then said, "I'm afraid all this food is going to go to waste. I can see all I want to eat standing right in front of me."
Joy blushed with delight, but said, "No, boys, I'm the dessert. You have to eat real food first before going for the sweet stuff."
When everyone had a plate of food and a glass of wine, they took a seat, and the men soon discovered the real reason Joy had wanted to eat at the kitchen table. It was small enough that she could reach both of their cocks with her stockinged feet, and she teased them with nylon on and off the whole meal.
With so much sex ahead of them, no one wanted to stuff themselves, but they all sampled and enjoyed the many delicious dishes Joy had prepared. The two men acted as her butlers, going to the counter to get whatever was needed. Each time they returned to the table they stopped behind the woman's chair and bent over to caress and kiss her face, her bare shoulders, and the tops of her breasts while whispering sweet nothings in her ears.
"I can't wait to see Carl's nine inches sliding between these big hooters. I'm going to lick his cock head and your nipples at the same time."
"I'm going to put you and Alex side by side on your hands and knees and shuttle my cock between your buttholes until I make you both gape."
"I'm going to shove my cock deep in your ass and then take Carl's cock in mine. Imagine how it's going to feel for every stroke he takes in me to vibrate in your ass."
"When it's time for me to come, I'm going to spray all over both your faces and then have you lick each other clean."
While they'd agreed to forego a traditional dessert, they did each eat a THC gummy with their last glass of wine at the table. Then they moved out to the living room and had another glass and another gummy while the men sandwiched the too long un-fucked woman between them on the sofa.
When they talked about the things they were thankful for this year, they all agreed that near the top of their lists was the karmic synchronicity of Airbnb fucking up and double-booking them in this house, and then Daryl, the man Joy had met online and came here to meet, turning out to be an idiot who ghosted her, leaving Joy at the mercy of two very beautiful and depraved young men.
Currently, those two men had Joy's bustier shelf folded down and were each nursing at her bountiful bosom. Alex had two fingers buried in her quim, and one of Carl's strong hands was rubbing hypnotized between the tops of her nylons and the bare skin of her upper thighs.
The 45-year-old widowed empty-nester had thought she was suffering through her worst Thanksgiving ever, but instead it was now looking like the best. Except for one thing. "Boys? I am in absolute heaven right now, but I'm afraid I really need to pee."
When Carl released her nipple and leered at her even more wickedly than usual, Joy feared for what he would say next. But fortunately, he just sat back and said, "Hurry back."
Joy did hurry, while still taking enough time to do everything right, including giving her asshole another good reaming with a wet finger to be sure she was clean inside. But apparently, she'd still taken too long.
"You two fuckers started without me?" Joy questioned, crossing her arms in feigned irritation.
"Sorry, Joy, I can't say no to this big dick," Alex moaned after pulling his mouth off Carl's spit-covered staff.
"He's actually just getting me ready for you, lady-slut."
"As opposed to your man-slut getting you ready for himself?" she chuckled.
Carl gripped his massive rod at the root and shook it at her. "My man-slut has already proved he can take all nine inches. Can you?"
"In any of my holes," Joy said, walking over to them.
"Well, let's find out," Carl said. "Time to get her ready now," he said to Alex.
As always these days, Alex found it hard to give up his place on his knees between his best friend's legs. He gave in to his selfish desires just a little bit by giving the fat head another lick and using the hard shaft to help himself get to his feet. But then he stepped over to Joy and gave the woman a soulful kiss. Her demi-bra bustier zipped up the front and he eased the zip down and peeled the sexy garment off her. Then he took her hand and led her back to the sofa, having her sit again up against Carl's muscular body, before retaking his own seat pressed against her other side. His mouth returned to the breast he'd been nursing on before her bathroom break.
Carl placed a finger gently on the lonely MILF's jawline, turned her face toward his, and kissed her with so much love and passion that Joy's soul soared.
Alex enjoyed having full access to Joy's large tits and hefted the one he'd claimed slowly up and down, while licking, sucking, and biting her hard left nipple.
Joy felt sparks go through her as she was again touched by two men at once.
When Carl broke the kiss, he leaned down and sucked on her other big, hard nipple.
Joy repeated what she'd said to Alex earlier in the kitchen. "I do love this, but I didn't mean to get in the way of your man-on-man fucking."
"Don't worry," said Carl, "he'll be getting dicked a lot this weekend."
"Dicked?" Alex asked.
"Pounded. Fucked. Hammered. Drilled," Carl listed.
"Cock sucker. Cum bucket. Fuck boy," Joy added.
"Okay, I get it," Alex laughed, each degrading term making his cock flinch.
"Ass slut. Pussy bitch. Bottom boy," Joy continued, excited to say such nasty words.
"I think she likes seeing you be my cock sucking, two-hole fuck toy," Carl said, as both men continued to slather over the big tits.
"Good," said Alex, as he abandoned shame as a feeling he had no further use for and joined in their game of trying to find different words to say the same thing. "Because I want her to watch me be your fuck puppet, your butt boy, and your two-hole cock sleeve."
"Goddamn, I love you boys," Joy moaned, the sensation of having both her nipples sucked simultaneously feeling so fucking amazing, especially with all the nasty talk.
"We are going to fuck you so good," Carl promised.
"You fucking better after all the teasing today," Joy said. "I almost resorted to bringing myself off with a cucumber when you left me hanging after fucking me with the carrots."
"Well, now you get to fuck this," Carl said, leaning away from her so she could see him stroking his dick.
She stared hungrily at his nine-inch hammer as she responded, "Good, because I need to get fucked so bad."
"Think you can still fuck women, Alex?" Carl teased.
"Yeah, asshole," the other man said, actually needing to fuck this woman to prove it to Carl and to regain a little bit of his manhood.
"Good," Joy said, as she spread her legs and pointed to her pussy. "But first let's see if the little bitch eats pussy as well as he sucks cock."
"Oh, don't worry about that," grinned Alex, completely unfazed by her words that questioned his manhood. He moved back to his knees on the floor, only this time between Joy's nylon-clad legs rather than Carl's muscular ones. "I've been feasting on and pleasing pink for more than a decade."
"Well, as we say in the kitchen," said Chef Joy, "the proof of the pudding is in the eating." She grabbed Alex's head and shoved it into her pussy.
Alex began licking. His wife came best from oral sex, so he had become very good at eating pussy, at using different techniques for variety and to get his wife off. He started with slow exploration... his tongue licking and probing every inch of the tasty honeypot.
"Oh yes," Joy moaned, as the tongue parted her swelling lips... the first tongue on her pussy in years. Fuck, she missed human contact. Having gained fifteen pounds since her husband's passing, she had become quite insecure about her body. It had actually taken all her willpower to put the red lingerie on yesterday... to take a risk with a man she had begun to have feelings for through their online interactions. And when he had stood her up, she somehow got it into her head that he had ghosted her because he didn't want to see her fat ass in skimpy lace. As if he had snuck up to the house, spied her through the window, and scrammed out of there. But the reaction of these two studs to her various sexy outfits made it clear she could still more than pull off the slutty look. Thank God that online loser hadn't come.
Alex knew many women were insecure about their scent and taste, so he always complimented the woman's pussy. But for Joy's tangy flavour, it was no stretch at all to growl, "You taste so good."
"Mmmmmm," Joy moaned, enjoying the tongue exploring her pussy. She looked over to Carl and saw he was still stroking himself. "Bring that dick over here," she said.
Carl stood, put one foot up on the sofa cushion and offered his dick to Joy's mouth. "Do you like knowing my cock was just in a man's mouth?"
"God, yes," she answered. "I'd like to be cheek-to-cheek with him and have you go back and forth so I could taste his spit on you just like I was kissing him." She leaned in and took the big, long prick deep.
"And what if I put his ass cheek up against your face cheek? Would you still like me to go back and forth between your two holes?"
"From our bottom bitch's asshole into my mouth?" Ass to mouth was kinky as shit, pun intended, and in the past, it had always turned her on to do things that were nasty and taboo. Why change now? Why not grab every extreme adventure she could out of this probably once-in-a-lifetime encounter? "Of course," she said. "How could I call myself a dirty whore without tasting your bottom's bottom on your ass-splitting monster cock?"
"Shit. Fuck," Carl groaned, as he imagined that the dick Joy was slobbering over had just come out of his best friend's asshole.
For a couple of minutes, Joy sucked Carl's cock, taking over half his huge tool in her mouth, while Alex munched on Joy's pussy, now beginning to work over her clit, making her moans increase. Finally, Joy needed to get fucked and she let the young perverts know. "One of you two fuck me now!"
"Get on all fours," Carl ordered.
Joy quickly got off the couch, onto all fours, ready to be taken from both ends. "Come fill me up, boys."
Carl took his foot down from the couch and asked Alex, "You want to fuck her first?"
Alex had moved from his knees to his butt on the floor to give Joy room to move and now his gaze was almost level with the woman's big ass. "Sure," he said, as he admired the view.
"Hurry up and fuck me," Joy demanded urgently.
"Yes, Ma'am," Alex said, as he knelt behind her and slid his dick straight into her soaking wet pussy.
"Yes, give it to me hard," Joy eagerly said. "Pound me like you were pounded."
Eager himself to show he was still a real man, Alex moved his hands to her wide hips, and pounded her hard... her big ass jiggling with each powerful thrust.
Carl slid his cock back into her open mouth and began slowly face fucking her.
Alex and Carl's last spit roast had been with a Japanese businessman in his fifties. It had led to a large pool of clients in Japan. Now, like then, the young studs fucked their target deep in unison... Alex slammed all seven inches of his fat cock in her pussy, while Carl slid about six inches of his dick in and out of Joy's mouth.
Then, the reawakened slut began to take over. She bounced back on Alex's fat cock that stretched her pussy so good, then bobbed forward to engulf as much as she could of Carl's long dick.
"Oh yeah, Joy," Carl moaned, as he held himself still and watched her bounce back and forth.
"Yeah, take it all," Alex added, as Joy indeed took every bit of his cock as deep as she possibly could.
"Mm, mm, mmmm," Joy moaned in response, as she smoothly went back and forth, impaling herself on the dicks at each end.
After a couple of minutes of the rocking horse ride, Carl said, "I want some of that pussy."
He pulled out of her mouth; long strands of spit connected cock head to whorish lips. Joy said, "Sit down on the couch and let me ride you."
Carl grinned at the audacity of the slut to give him orders, but he had declared this session to be all about introducing Joy back into the world of sex, so he rolled with it and sat down.
"And then you come and plug my asshole, Alex," Joy said, as she stood up and stretched.
"Hell yes," Alex said excitedly before going to grab the lube. Even though his wife Sarah was a horny, adventurous bitch herself; she was not into anal, and Alex had pretty much gone without since his college days. So, the idea of finally getting to sodomize a woman, especially one with such a big, beautiful ass, brought his cock to full attention.
"First, let me straddle this big fucking dick," Joy said, as she climbed onto the muscular Carl.
"Have at it," he said, as he moved his hands to her hips to assist.
"I've never had a cock this large in me," Joy said, as she began to lower herself onto the erect missile.
"I've heard that before," he quipped, indeed having heard it many times.
"I bet you have," she said, as she sat slowly down until she thought she felt his cockhead hit her tonsils.
Alex lubed his dick up good while he watched the woman take all nine glorious inches. Then she looked back at him and said, "Now come and stretch out my asshole with that fat cock, Alex."
"Yes, Ma'am," he said again, as he stepped up to her sumptuous ass.
Joy leaned forward, her huge tits pressing into Carl's face. He suckled greedily, while thoughts of lactating MILFs splashed around in his head. "Just slide it right in," she tossed back to Alex.
As Alex worked to get into position, Joy gave him a target for his dick by reaching back and pulling her ass cheeks apart.
"Fill me up right now," Joy demanded, wanting to feel what it was like to have 16 combined inches of cock in her cunt and butthole simultaneously. This wouldn't be her first double penetration, but it would undoubtedly be the most meat she'd ever taken in her holes at the same time.
Alex pushed forward and moaned as his dick slid through the incredibly tight anus. His first thought was just how tight and warm it was in comparison to her pussy. His second thought was to wonder if his asshole felt this tight and warm for Carl.
"Oh yes, stretch my shit hole," Joy moaned, that being the nastiest descriptor she could think of.
"Shit, she wants dick bad," Carl said. "Almost as bad as you, Alex."
Alex looked down at his thick cock stabbing through the MILF's backdoor. "Yeah, but I like to think I can dish it out as well as I take it," he said. Then it struck him that while he'd meant to be reclaiming his manhood with that comment, he wondered if bragging about being able to take nine inches up his ass, while moaning and begging like a bitch in heat, was really the best way to do that.
"Then dish it out to me," Joy demanded. "Fuck my asshole hard. Stretch it with your fat cock. Pound my ass like Carl pounded yours."
During this back and forth, Alex had eased himself all the way into Joy's rectum, now he began slowly sawing in and out of her shit chute.
"I'm not your wife," Joy said, "don't make love to my asshole, literally pound the shit out of it."
"Fine," Alex said. "You want it hard?"
"Yes," she said.
"Then take this!" he grunted, as he slammed into her.
"That's iiiiit," Joy moaned. "Give it to me like that."
Carl was almost smothered when Alex's thrust into the woman's ass jammed her voluptuous breasts even tighter against his face. He pressed his hands hard against her chest to save himself and to give his partner something solid to slam the old fox up against.
"Harder, pussy boy, show me what you're made of," Joy demanded.
"I'll show you," Alex said, as he really slammed into her hard, making her ass shake.
"That's it, cock sucker," Joy said, somehow enjoying humiliating him while he fucked her. "Pound my shit hole. Show me you're more than just a bottom bitch, Alex."
"Jesus, you're a nasty little slut," Carl said, clearly meaning it as a compliment.
"Then use me as one," Joy shot back.
Carl kept working on her tits while he began to buck his ass trying to time it with Alex to really double penetrate this sexy slut.
"That's it, boys, fuck my holes," Joy moaned, her orgasm rising quickly.
And they did.
The guys' business was successful because of how they worked together as a team and that partnership was now on full display as they tag-teamed the woman's holes in perfect unison and filled Joy with the sixteen inches of hard dick she'd been craving.
"Oh fuck, yes, don't stop, don't you dare fucking stop," Joy moaned, about to erupt.
"Come, slut, come on our dicks," Carl ordered.
"Come from being our three-hole fuck toy," added Alex, excited about dominating the woman, but also a little envious that he could never be a three-holer himself.
"Oh yes, oh yes, fuck, fuck, mother fucker!" Joy screamed, as her orgasm erupted through her.
Neither man slowed down as they both kept up the hard double fucking, while Joy quaked uncontrollably, her orgasm consuming her very core.
"Want my load in your ass?" Alex asked, knowing he was not going to last much longer.
"Yes, fill my asshole up like Carl filled up your ass yesterday," Joy said wickedly.
"Do it, brother," Carl urged. "I loved unloading in your tight, dirty hole and you're going to love doing it in hers."
"I did love taking your hot spunk inside me," Alex said between clenched teeth as he boosted his own excitement by degrading himself by talking about his anal deflowering. "I can't wait to be your bottom bitch again, to feel you split my ass wide open as you unload inside of me just like I'm unloading in this nasty slut's big ass."
"Yes, fuck boy, fill me up," Joy urged, loving the sensation of a hard cock pulsating and erupting inside her.
"Fuck," Alex grunted, as he continued to thrust and pump his cum deep in her rectum.
"Now, I'm a good ass-cum slut, just like your other bitch," Joy said to Carl with a wink.
When Alex pulled out a minute later, Carl ordered Joy, "Sit on the couch and spread your legs. You're not a full ass-cum slut until I've filled your nasty hole."
"Yes, sir!" Joy said as she rolled off him. She spread her legs wide and reveled in the feeling of cum leaking out of her ass and onto someone else's couch. Squeezing her big, abused tits together, she said, "Come fuck me, stud."
Carl ran his fingers up her nylon-clad legs to the bare skin at the tops of her thighs and pulled her ass to the edge of the couch to give himself a better angle at her cum-filled asshole.
"Oh yes, fuck my shitter with that massive cock," Joy moaned, as Carl grabbed her ankles and really slammed into her.



Alex watched, enjoying seeing the sexy older woman get it good. Her legs in nylons sexy, her tits bouncing around all over the place, and her verbal ejaculations sensual as fuck. "Mmmmmm," she moaned, and, "Yes, fuck me," and, "Harder, baby," and, "Slam all nine inches of your fucking cock up my shithole."
Joy then looked directly at Alex as she said, "Fuck my dirty hole like you fucked Alex's virgin ass."
"Oh yeah, keep talking," Carl said, his balls beginning to boil.
"Yeah, use my asshole like you used Alex's man pussy," Joy continued.
"Yeah, you're both my cum bucket fuck toys, aren't you?" Carl said.
"Oh yes, fill all my holes with your loads," Joy moaned.
"And fill mine too," Alex said, already craving that dick back in his ass... just like he worried he would.
"It's going to be a great long weekend," Carl grinned wolfishly.
"Yeah, so many holes for you to fill," Joy moaned, another orgasm rising.
"You going to come again?" Carl asked.
"If you keep it up I will," Joy said.
"Come again for me, Joy, come from getting that asshole fucked," Carl ordered.
"Harder, harder," Joy moaned, loving the deep, hard thrusts. "Give it to me, yes, fuck, don't stop, don't stop, fuck, fuck, fuuuuuuck!" Joy screamed as another orgasm ripped through her.
Carl gave out an inarticulate groan as he instantly unleashed his load inside her asshole, having held back as long as he could.
"Yes, fill me up," Joy begged, as her body quaked uncontrollably from her first anal orgasm... hardly surprising since she'd taken two cocks through her sphincter and two loads in her rectum in just ten or fifteen minutes.
"Now, you're my second ass slut," Carl grunted, as he kept pumping until every drop of his load was inside her.
When he pulled out a minute later, he said, "Cock sucker, dive in there and eat my anal cream pie."
Alex didn't hesitate as he dove between the MILF's nylon-clad legs to get to her gaping asshole... her asshole that was leaking a mixture of his and Carl's cum.
"Oh, you cum-hungry slut," Joy moaned.
"Mmmm," Alex responded, as he lapped up the delicious cum cocktail.
After a few minutes filled with happy slurps and groans, Alex's tongue was still probing and extracting cum from Joy's well-gaped asshole when he felt Carl's hands on his hips.
"Ready for more, pussy boy?" Carl said.
"Always," Alex replied, dying to feel that cock back in his asshole again.
The End...
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