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		Chapter One

		

	
		One evening after dark, I had taken the bus home after visiting my grandmother. I had missed my bus stop. It took me several blocks to realize I had missed my stop because I had fallen asleep. I was confronted by some scary looking girls.

		I thought nothing about walking home by myself. After all I knew the area well and I was eighteen years old and about to graduate from high school. The most direct route home was to walk back to my stop and walk through the community park to get to the street my home is on. It was well late at night and the park looked deserted. As I drew closer to the bathrooms I noticed the red glow of several cigarettes.

		I was a little sleepy, but fearless as I walked the concrete path towards the bathrooms. The closer I got to the ladies bathroom could make out the figures of at least six people in the shadows of the building and trees, by counting the glow of cigarettes. As I got closer I was a little apprehensive that they might be males, but when I was close enough to recognize that they were girls. I relaxed a little, even though they were dressed something like punkers.

		I recognized that a couple of them went to the same school that I attended all of them were seniors like me. I didn't associate with those girls. In fact I had very few friends at school because I only associated with girls from the church our family belonged to. If anything the other girls described us as bible thumpers.

		It was my plan to pass quickly by without engaging them in conversation, but as I drew close, a couple of them stepped out to block my way. They frightened me.

		All of them were wearing clothes that made them look like strangely like some sort of comic book characters, but none that I was familiar with. Their hair was dyed different colors.

		The obvious leader was dressed more like a teenaged boy with her hair dyed blue and heavily labored. She confronted me with, "Where are you going in such a hurry missy?"

		"I was just walking home!"

		"Why don't you stick around and party with us?"

		"I really need to go home, so please let me pass!"

		"Hear that girls? Now that is the way to ask for permission to pass! But I think you need to Terri us for a drink and a smoke!"

		I tried to go around her, but she grabbed my arm and spun me around. When I tried to protest she clamped a hand over my mouth. There were five other girls and they laughed at my distress.

		Two of them moved on either side of me and grabbed my arms and pulled them behind my back, as the leader produced a pint bottle of some sort of booze.

		She placed the lip of the bottle against my mouth and tilted it up. She stroked my throat to force me to swallow. Then she poured another large portion into my mouth. She forced me to drink almost the full pint. By the time she stopped I was so drunk I could hardly stand. I'm sure I would have fallen if it weren't for the two girls holding my arms.

		The leader filled her lungs with smoke from her cigarette, and then she placed her mouth over mine and blew the smoke into my lungs.

		I had never smoked before, so as soon as the smoke filled my lungs a started coughing.

		They got a good laugh at my expense.

		My head was spinning.

		At some point I think I lost consciousness.

		When I came to they stood me up and brushed the pebbles from my backside with their hands. I heard them call the leader . I had no idea what that meant at the time. They were making nasty comments about what I looked like, and one added, "Doesn't she look like Ojo?"

		They all agreed with her. I had no idea what they were talking about. They stood around me while I got up my brushed off my clothes. They walked me just short of reaching my home.

		I was terrified that my mother would see me in this drunken state smelling of cigarettes, piss. I slipped into the house as quietly as possible and made my way up the stairs to my bathroom.

		I knew that I couldn't put my clothes in the laundry hamper because they stunk, so I got in the shower clothes and all. I turned on the water and took my clothes off and used my shampoo to get rid of the stink.

		I wrung them out and hung them over the glass shower stall to dry overnight. I was almost sober by the time I finished showering.

		Mother said through the bathroom door, "Honey, when did you get home? I didn't hear you come in!"

		"Just a little while ago"

		"Okay, Honey, get to bed soon! You have to get up early for school tomorrow!"

		"Yes, Mom"

		I got out of the shower and died off and use a pistol hair drier to dry my hair. Then I put on my nightgown on that was hanging on the back of my bathroom door and went to my bedroom and went to bed.

		I had a hard time going to sleep because my pussy was throbbing. I couldn't resist placing my hand between my legs and masturbating until I had an orgasm. When my alarm went off I remembered my clothes and rushed to the bathroom. Of course they were still damp, but I had to put them in the laundry hamper anyway. I hurried to get dressed.

		I was distracted all day at school, all I could think about was what those girls had made me do and what they did to me.

		I remembered that some of the girls went to the same school as I attend. They hung out just off campus so the teachers couldn't bust them for smoking.

		I couldn't stop thinking about the name they said I looked like. I puzzled over it all day. After school that day I happened to see one of the girls that had assaulted me. I had gone to school with her from kindergarten, so I asked her, "Why did that girl call me Ojo?"

		The girl laughed, "She thought you looked like an manga girl called Ojo and it means Princess. She is an innocent looking girl in Japanese cartoons with crimson hair and large eyes. She wears short crimson and white striped dresses that look like the candy canes. Haven't you seen any of the cartoon videos or the graphic novels?"

		My puzzled expression told her that I had no idea what she was talking about, so she told me to come with her. She led me to a comic book store ad took me directly to the rack where there were a long row of Japanese comic books.

		The illustrations on the covers reminded me of the way her gang dressed. She quickly picked up a comic book with a picture of a girl with a crimson pageboy haircut. She was wearing a pinafore in vertical crimson and white strips similar to the uniforms worn by Christmas Carolers, except the skirt was far too short and she was wearing white socks coming up to her knees.

		Her eyes were exaggeratedly large on an almond face and her lips were small. I didn't see any resemblance to me and expressed so.

		The girl chuckled, "You do look like an innocent-do-gooder. With you hair dyed and the right makeup along with the right clothes you would look like her.

		She asked me, "Would you like to hang out with the girls again?"

		Her question surprised me. They had frightened me and got me drunk, but I was intrigued by the idea of having sex with them. For some reason the idea of maybe being brutalized by them and forced to perform oral sex on them unexpectedly turned me on.

		"I guess so."

		She bought the comic book and escorted me to a home that turned out to be the home of the leader they called Hebi. She was of in her mid-twenties. She lived with her mother but she had the detached garage in back turned into a primitive living quarters. There were a couple of old couches and an old leather recliner and a bed. There was a bathroom attached to the garage. The rustic work bench served as her dresser.

		The same girls that had got me drunk were lounging around drinking beer from a cooler. When they saw me they all greeted me by the name Ojo.

		Their nick name embarrassed me. Hebi said, "We need to fix her up to prove to her what she looks like!"

		All of them got excited about the idea. They started scrambling around. Hebi produced a pinafore that was similar to the comic book. The other girls got busy pinning up my dirty blonde hair and fitting a crimson pageboy wig on my head. Then they started applying makeup to my face.

		I was amazed by how large they made my eyes look. Of course there was no way my eyes would look as large as the cartoon's.

		They stripped my clothes off and put that little dress on me along with white knee socks and little slippers. They stood me in front of a mirror and I thought I did look a little like the cartoon.

		The effect would have been better if the pinafore had been a pleated crimson and white dress. In the mirror I could see that the pleated skirt was so short that if I bent over my butt would be fully exposed. A light breeze could lift the skirt enough to expose my pussy. They all agreed that I made a perfect Ojo. To complete my look, Hebi pulled down my panties from my butt and inserted a well lubed butt plug. I gasped in surprise from the intrusion, but my sphincter relaxed enough to accommodate the plug.

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		Hebi dragged me to her bed and laid me on my back. It was obvious my comic character look turned her on immensely.

		Our bodies were pressed firmly against each other, and Hebi grinded slowly back and forth on top of my submissive body. She started planting soft kisses down my neck and in the crease between my breasts.

		I whimpered as I felt the cool moistness of Hebi's lips touching seemingly every part of my skin.

		"Let's get this off," said Hebi, unbuttoning my bra from the front.

		The bra came off, and Hebi wasted no time playing with my, plump breasts. They jiggled up and down as she eagerly fondled them.

		"I love the way your boobs jiggle when I touch them," said Hebi. I couldn't help but giggle as Hebi started sucking on my right nipple, lathering it in saliva.

		Hebi cradled my right nipple with her mouth. Spit dribbled out from her mouth and coated my nipple. She moved over to my left nipple and sucked voraciously. Slowly, deliberately, she worked her way from my tits down to my belly.

		I trembled as Hebi left a trail of saliva down my abdomen. She dipped her tongue into my bellybutton, lathering it in drool, before sliding her tongue down to the top of my underwear.

		Not wasting any time, Hebi slipped off my moist panties. Her nipples started becoming erect as she stared in awe at my unshaven pussy.

		Ah, the female genitalia. This was Hebi's most irresistible guilty pleasure – a woman's private parts.

		"Let's see what we have here," said Hebi curiously. She spread apart my thick pussy lips to reveal the juicy pink flesh underneath, marveling at every aspect of my pussy. Every part – from my erect clitoris to my urethral opening, to my bright crimson vagina – was absolutely perfect. A thick, milky-looking fluid was starting to seep out of my vaginal entrance, which was throbbing slightly.

		Looking further downwards, Hebi enjoyed the sight of my tight, wet butthole wrapped around the base of the butt plug. The tight, brown folds of my anus were hugging up against the circular plug, preventing its solid base from being sucked in.

		"I think we'll leave this toy in for a little while longer," said Hebi. "I hope you don't mind." She leaned forward and brushed her nose up against my hairy mound and started licking my clitoral hood.

		I groaned as I felt Hebi's wet tongue lapping against my clit.

		Hebi used her fingers to keep my pussy lips spread and dipped her tongue inside, letting it circle around the urethral opening, just above my vagina. She then began tongue-fucking my pussy, repeatedly thrusting her tongue in and out of the vaginal opening.

		I grabbed onto the bed railing above me with my hands. My mouth had been held open for so long that some drool was starting to dribble out from the right side of my mouth. It streamed down my cheek and neck. My groans pierced the air as I felt Hebi's moist tongue sliding into my inviting vagina.

		Finally, the delicate fold of skin covering my clit retracted. Hebi lapped at it with her tongue, causing me to start grinding my buttocks into the bed. My vaginal discharges began streaming steadily down past my perineum and onto the base of the butt plug below. They tasted mostly sweet and salty, much to Hebi's delight.

		Hebi briefly moved from my clit and down to my perineum, delicately licking the region in between my pussy and asshole, slurping up the cum which she found so delicious.

		I groaned in ecstasy as I shook my wrist cuffs. I squirmed as Hebi's tongue continued to tickle my delicate pussy.

		"Mmmm, I love how your asshole is so tightly wrapped around this butt plug, baby," remarked Hebi. "Your dirty little butthole must really love that toy." She spanked my left thigh mischievously.

		Hebi focused back on my moist pussy, noticing the ever-increasing stream of white fluid dribbling out of my vagina. She dug her tongue in and continued eating me out vigorously.

		Hebi formed an O-shape with her tongue and wrapped it around my bulging clitoris, sucking on it for the next few moments. Finally, my legs started to tremble, my hips bucking up under the pressure of the ensuing orgasm. I let out a huge groan that was drowned out by the ball gag filling my mouth.

		My eyes rolled back as I started to come. I wriggled in ecstasy as Hebi's tongue glided across my delicate, moist vaginal walls. My pussy throbbed with the ensuing orgasm, and a final stream of fluids emanated from my vagina, directly onto Hebi's eager tongue.

		"You taste so good, darling," said Hebi. Her entire mouth and chin were now enveloped in my pussy juice.

		My body relaxed as I began coming down from the massive orgasm. Hebi crawled back up onto me and pressed our bodies together. Even though Hebi still had her shirt on, I loved the robust feeling of our breasts pushing against each other. It was so sensual.

		I was out of my mind with sexual ecstasy. I ate every girl's pussy voluntary and found I enjoyed having them fuck my ass. Eventually I had to clean up and put my own clothes back on. Before I left I had to ask what Hebi meant. She told me that it meant Serpent in Japanese.

		***

		When I got home my mother gave me a quizzical look, "Have you been smoking and drinking?"

		I had not even thought about my body and clothes absorbing the smell of their cigarettes.

		"No Mom, I was hanging out with some girls from school."

		All Mother said was, "I hope you don't start smoking and drinking. It's not good for your health!"

		"Mom, these girls are into dressing like Japanese manga cartoon caricatures. They have given me the nickname of Ojo. That is the Japanese word for Princess. I would like to dress up like that caricature."

		"What does she look like?"

		I pulled the comic book from my back pack and showed her the cover.

		Mother raised an eyebrow, "Are you sure you want to go to such an extreme?"

		I was excited as I proclaimed, "YES VERY MUCH!I want to change my hair to look like her!"

		I'm sure my mother thought it was a fad that I would get tired of quickly enough, but she agreed to let me go for it.

		After school the next day she took me to her beauty parlor and I showed the girl the picture and announced that I wanted my hair to look just like that. She set about dying my hair Claret crimson. As soon and my hair was dried she set about cutting it into a pageboy that she lacquered heavily. The end result made my hair look like a helmet, high in the back with the sides swooping down over my ears to form curves on both cheeks, not one hair was out of place. I was pleased with the look.

		I couldn't ask the girl to dye my pubic hair that color in front of my mother, but I asked her for a bottle of dye for touch ups in the future. I also asked for a supply of makeup after she made my face look as close as possible to what the cartoon looked like.

		Then we headed to a store that specialized in uniforms. I selected a candy strip pinafore uniform, but I had the skirt shorten far shorted that Mother liked. I also selected a short petticoat like the ones used by erotic maid's uniforms. The dress was starched heavily. At home I dug out some white knee length socks I had rarely ever used before. I selected a pair of crimson flats.

		When I got all dressed up I was pleased with the effect and proudly showed off my new look to my mother. She agreed that I made a strikingly similar representation of the character, but she cautioned me that if I went to school dressed like that I would be expelled.

		I started wearing the makeup with my school clothes. My new look shocked my teachers but they agreed that I looked cute. There was no way I could stuff the pinafore in my pack without destroying the starch job.

		I took one of my crimson dresses to Hebi's home and hung it in her closet. That way when we got together I could change myself into my character. I had even dyed my pubic hair to crimson.

		I had to be careful getting on my knees to keep my socks clean. I loved eating pussy and being fucked. The only way I would allow them to give me a golden shower was after I was totally naked. I became very anal when it came to protecting my clothes. While hanging out with them I drank and smoked.

		After hanging out with them in costume for a while, one evening I was confronted by my English Lit teacher at school. Miss Parella told me to stay after class. As my classmates scurried out of the classroom to go to lunch I stayed behind. She came around her desk and parked her butt on her desk.

		"Connie, I was jogging through the park last night, and saw you hanging out with a group of unsavory looking girls!"

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		My face turned a beat red. I feared she had seen a lot more.

		"I was just hanging out with some friends. We like to dress up in manga costumes."

		Miss Parella said, "I stopped long enough to see you making out with an older girl while the other girls were molesting your body. I saw you sucking pussies and assholes while being fucked from behind by other girls."

		I was close to panicking before she said, "Connie those girls are going to get you in trouble! If you want to dress up like a cartoon character to have sex with girls I would suggest you find someone that would not abuse you or get you in trouble!"

		I didn't know what to say. I couldn't very well deny what she had seen. I waited for her to tell me that she was reporting my behavior to school authorities, but she reached out and stroked the crimson curl on my cheek as she said, "Why don't you come to my house after school, and I will teach you how to have sex with an adult!" She gave me a card with her address and phone number..

		I was stunned as I took the card and left the room without saying thing. I had a lot to think about the rest of the day. I had never thought about having sex with an adult before. Miss Parella was a tall full figured woman with relatively short brown hair. I assumed if she wanted to have sex with me she wanted to dominate me like Hebi and the girls used me. The idea appealed to my desire to be used.

		After school I practically ran to Hebi's home. Her mother let me into the garage. I gathered up my clothes put them in a garment bag and thanked her mother before leaving.

		I caught the bus going to the cross street Miss Parella lived on. It was a short walk to her address. I had expected her to be dressed in the clothes she had worn to school. When she opened the door you could have knocked me over with a feather.

		She was wearing a man's dress shirt with a men's power tie with a cardigan sweater, men's trousers, with dark socks and black oxfords. She looked like a chubby man, except her large breasts would be out of place on a male, but she did look very intimidating.

		She ushered me into her house and told me to put on my outfit. I looked around to see where she wanted me to go to change, but she said to do it right there. I took off all of my clothes, and she commented on my crimson pubic hair. I put on the knee socks and flats before putting on the dress and stepping into the petty coat. The petty coat made the pleated skirt almost standout horizontal. A quick pirouette allowed Miss Parella to see my crimson haired pussy and round butt cheeks.

		When I turned around and bent over at the waist she saw my pussy wedged between my legs and my puckered asshole. She stepped up behind me and slapped the cheeks of my butt several times, hard enough to bring tears to my eyes. Then she stuck two long fingers into my asshole. She finger fucked me until my pussy was slopping wet.

		She sat on her couch with her legs spread open and motioned for me to come to her. I was also fascinated by her large body. She had me prostrate myself across her lap so she could give me a good spanking. When my butt was flaming red and I was begging for mercy she stuck a large dildo up my ass. She turned the vibrator on and stuck two fingers into my wet pussy. I was dripping cum from my pussy allover her pants.

		When she pulled the dildo out of my ass she had me sit on the couch next to her. The couch material held the heat into my butt making me uncomfortable. I watched in fascination as she started undressing.

		She removed the sweater first, and then pulled the tie by the knot until it was free. I watched her unbutton the shirt from the neck down. She had bound her breasts down with a long strip of cloth, but they were so large she couldn't hide them very well. I assume they were at least a 42-D size.

		When she finished unwrapping her breasts I just had to feel and suck on them. I couldn't believe just how large her tits were. Her areolas covered a larger area than the average sized breasts. The nipples were also large. When I put my face between her tits she placed her hands on the sides of her breasts and held them around my head. I could smell her sweaty flesh. I licked her flesh before turning my head to take one of her nipples into my mouth and sucked it until they were slimy wet from my saliva. While I was sucking on her tits she started unfastening her pants.

		When she lifted her butt enough to free her pants and boxer shorts she was wearing my nose was filled with the strong aroma of her natural womanly odor. It was obvious that she wanted me to suck her pussy. She bicycled her legs to free her thick legs from the pants and underwear over her shoes. She was wearing men's socks with men's garter belts holding the socks.

		When I pressed on the flesh just below her pubic bone her clitoris popped out. It reminded me of a smaller version of the dildos my girlfriends used on me. I took it into my mouth and sucked on it with a lot of slurping noises. Miss Parella leaned back while clinging to my head until she cried out that she was cumming and she relaxed her grip on my head.

		Miss Parella took me by the hand and walked me into her bedroom where she had already staged all her tool and toys for providing maximum pleasure.

		About an hour and several monstrous orgasms later, I lay gasping on the bed. Actually, I wasn't gasping; I was trying to gasp. During our rutting, my mouth was stuffed with a black, breathable ball gag and a spiked dog collar around my neck served to further accentuate the nature of the "bondage" that Miss Parella was currently administering. However, Miss Parella spared me the blindfold, wanting me to witness everything.

		My drool was leaking from the sides of my mouth and streaming down my chin and neck. Miss Parella had just finished fucking me with a huge strap-on and was licking the remaining juices from my sloppy wet pussy. Miss Parella was masturbating on the desk, as she enjoyed the sounds of her latest pupil groaning in ecstasy. My groans grew more excruciating, even as my lover finished licking my pussy. The reason for my apparent discomfort was a large, glass butt plug that Miss Parella had stuffed up my ass earlier. It had been inside me for more than 20 minutes now.

		"You know how big this last toy was?" Miss Parella asked with a sly smile, gently caressing the outside of my anus with one hand while she fondled my right breast with the other. "It was six inches long, and two inches at its widest point."

		Miss Parella grasped the handle of the toy and began pulling it out. I nearly screamed as I felt my asshole being stretched to incredible proportions. The widest point of the toy could be seen as my butthole was stretched open nearly two inches. Finally, Miss Parella yanked the toy out fully, and my beautiful, ivory brown asshole slowly contracted back to its original position. A stream of liquid dribbled out of my asshole as the toy was removed. Miss Parella could not be sure whether it was primarily saliva, vaginal fluids, lube, or a mixture of all three. Whatever it was, she knew my rectum was sufficiently lubricated for the next anal endeavor. Miss Perini's appetite was not nearly satisfied - yet.

		She marveled at the view of my gaping, wet butthole with the reddish rectum gleaming inside. Eventually, she planned to insert a massive, 2-inch thick and 10-inch long anal probe all the way up into my ass. It would tickle me in places I never imagined. But first things first.

		Miss Parella gently caressed my asshole, which was swollen and crimson from the last few insertions. She had been increasing the size steadily, yet now she was going to make a bit of a leap. She reached over and grabbed an innocent-looking, white butt plug, about medium size but still a little smaller than the one she had just removed. It had a long hose attached to an inflatable pump. There was an additional wire stemming out from the base of the toy, hooked up to a remote with a volume like circular switch on the side.

		I looked up at the toy with my wide eyes. That one doesn't look so bad, I thought. Wonder what trick this woman's got up her sleeve...

		Miss Parella smiled and poured some lubricant onto the toy. She then gently inserted the tip into my contracting butthole.

		"Mmmhhmmhmm," I groaned through the ball gag, as Miss Parella slowly inserted the rubbery toy up my ass. It was about 4 inches in length. Once it was all in, she grabbed the inflatable pump and began pressing it.

		"Oomhmhmfffhh," I gasped as I felt the toy become bigger inside my ass. Oh, what the fuck? I thought worriedly. I didn't know they had inflatable ass toys!

		"How does that feel?" asked Miss Parella with a creepy smile. "You know, this is my favorite inflatable toy. It can get pretty large..."

		My eyes, now a little bloodshot due to all the painful (yet ultimately extremely pleasurable) anal insertions, grew wide in shock as I felt the toy continue expanding inside my rectum. My asshole became tighter and tighter, yet I had the feeling of taking a massive shit. Miss Parella had pressed the pump a total of five times.

		"I'll build you up gradually, my dear," Miss Parella said wickedly. She caressed the gap between my asshole and pussy, watching as my vaginal fluids streamed onto her fingers. She noticed a splotch of white, milky vaginal discharge starting to form on my gaping pussy opening. I was already close to another orgasm!

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		My butt cheeks contracted rapidly as she pumped the toy again. "We're at six," she said mischievously.

		I groaned in pain as my enlarged rectum tried desperately to expel the huge toy out through my anus. Unfortunately, I was stuck with it for the time being.

		Finally, at 10 pumps, the toy was about 2.5 inches in width, and almost impossible to remove without stretching my asshole an unreasonable amount. I continued to try and push the toy out, but the only thing coming out of my ass was lube. The sticky fluid made gross "farting" noises as I, drooling beyond measure from the sides of my mouth, tried with all my might to push it out. Yet for what felt like an eternity, all I was excreting was pussy juice from my vaginal opening, and the sticky lube from my rectum.

		Miss Parella began expanding the toy again. Before I knew it, I was at 15 pumps. At this point, Miss Parella mercifully stopped. I felt like screaming, yet continued to be restrained by the thick, heavy ball gag. My mouth was hurting a bit, from being held wide open for so long. Additionally, the thick, heavy metal dog collar around my neck was a bit tight and starting to hurt me. Perhaps I could beg Miss Parella for a break, just out of mercy. But how could I even beg?

		Miss Parella was having her way with me. She was turning me into quite the anal superstar in one night. And the night wasn't even over yet!

		Miss Parella couldn't help but be turned on by such a slutty whore as me, defenseless against her, for this period of time. This is what she was hoping for. The ability to be a dominatrix. She loved fucking women. Their tender reactions when being penetrated, either vaginally or anally, were what drove her to nights like this. And she adored the fact that I had such silky, smooth skin, with a perfect young body. I had just turned 20, after all. There were potentially a great many years ahead for me - that was for sure.

		After a couple minutes of maintaining the balloon at 15 presses and watching me writhing in obvious discomfort, Miss Parella noticed my screams turn to whimpers. I was definitely getting used to the toy quickly, and enjoying it, in a sick way. My breathing began to slow, and my eyes relaxed a bit as my breasts heaved up and down slowly. Miss Parella then playfully pressed the balloon one more time, generating a brief groan from me as I heaved my chest up and then down heavily.

		Miss Parella observed my ass with great joy. My tight asshole was rapidly contracting and expanding repeatedly. Presently, the toy had expanded 3 inches inside my rectum, pushing me to sensations I had never even imagined in my dreams. Thick globules of lube oozed out of my butthole, constantly wetting the base of the toy and the bed sheet underneath my ass.

		"Okay, when I turn this thing on, I decided I want to hear your reaction," said Miss Parella. “I’m going to take your ball gag out, and you better not groan, or else! Promise?"

		I nodded my head in obedience. Tears were running down my cheeks, but they weren't the emotional kind. They were obviously in response to the initial painfulness of the butt plug expanding inside me. However, the tears had stopped flowing; I was now used to the present size of the toy, although I could certainly continue to feel it pressing hard against the walls of my rectum.

		"This is my final warning, okay, darling?" said Miss Parella . "If you scream, or even groan too loudly, I'm going to spank you hard. Got it?" She smiled mischievously.

		I nodded slowly with understanding. Miss Parella then pulled the ball gag out, and I sighed heavily. I restrained myself from letting out a scream but continued to moan softly. My ass was constantly struggling to push the toy out, but it was almost like a constant tug of war between my rectum and my colon, which was pulling the toy back in (yes, the toy had reached that deep). The three-inch circumference of the toy was far too wide to be excreted from my tiny asshole without significant pain and discomfort.

		Miss Parella took her time with the toy. She was immensely turned on by the sight of my body writhing in discomfort. After what seemed like an eternity, Miss Parella finally turned on the vibrator. She slowly turned the dial until it hit max, at which point a steady, loud "vroom" could be heard emanating from my ass. The toy made my asshole vibrate steadily.

		I suddenly couldn't take it anymore. The immense pressure of the gigantic, vibrating toy inside me was finally pushing me to the limit. I groaned loudly in discomfort as the plug continued to heavily pressure the walls of my rectum.

		"You little slut, you didn't listen to me, did you?" snapped Miss Parella . She spanked me playfully on my left butt cheek, marveling at the amount of cum dribbling out of my wet pussy and onto the base of the butt plug. My clitoris was large and gleaming, indicating a state of extreme arousal. My pussy lips were spreading themselves wide open, revealing my juicy slit and its reddish, inner vaginal walls.

		"Once I'm done stretching your ass here, I'm going to teach you a little lesson, you bitch-whore," scolded Miss Parella . She smiled mischievously, caressing the inside of my thigh as I squirmed and writhed from the pressure of the huge plug. My moans became steadier and louder, as I was now struggling to push the toy out from my ass. Copious amounts of cum and lube dribbled out from my butthole and onto the base of the toy as I struggled to push it out. But it felt as if my sphincter and surrounding muscles in my ass were no match for the immense toy.

		"All right, that's enough," said Miss Parella . She turned the dial off, shutting down the vibrator. Then, she gradually deflated the toy, much to the relief my asshole, I sighed heavily once it shrank to its original size. Several seconds later, the plug easily slid out of my asshole and fell onto the bedsheet. Thick globules of lube - among other stuff - covered the dirty toy.

		"You dirty little girl. I could get used to this..." Miss Parella remarked, marveling at the sight of my gaping, wet asshole. "You look beautiful in there," she giggled, enjoying the view of my anal cavity. My reddish rectal walls were glistening with lube. A milky white splotch of cum was dribbling out of my pussy and streaming down, directly into my puckered, brown bunghole.

		"Now that your ass is a little, um, stretched out, we can continue your training," said Miss Parella . "You've been a very good girl so far." She caressed my left thigh and smiled. "The best is yet to come."

		That said she pressed again on the flesh just below her pubic bone so her clitoris would pop out. She pulled my mouth toward the engorged flesh told me to suck on it. I immediately started making a lot of slurping noises and Miss Parella leaned back while clinging to my head until she cried out that she was cumming and she relaxed her grip on my head.

		When I lifted my head my face was covered with her slimy cum juice. My nose was full of the smell of her pussy. I knew I would smell her cunt for days. We lay there while we recovered for a long time before I had to clean up and go home.

		***

		When I got dressed to go home my nose was still filled with the smell of Miss Perini's cunt, so I didn't realize that my body smelled strongly of pussy until I got home and my mother gave me that look and made a comment about the way I smelled. I almost pissed my pants. Mother told me to take a seat I sat down on the edge of the couch expecting her to go off on me about the immorality of sex with my girlfriends and women.

		Mother sat next to me and placed a comforting hand on my thigh and said in a controlled voice, "Connie my dear...if you're going to start having sex with older women I want to meet them! I don't want you being abused by some nasty old dyke!"

		It took a second for her comment to dink in. She was virtually giving me permission to date older women as long as she approved of the women. I was thunder struck. I almost stuttered when I said, "But...you already know the woman! It was my English Lit teacher, Miss Parella!"

		Mother sat there for a moment before her face registered recognition. "I remember her! She is a big woman. Did she treat you right?"

		"Yes Mother"

		"I would still like to have a talk with her!"

		"Can I invite her to dinner Mom?"

		"Of course...I'm planning on making a pot roast. That would be perfect for sharing with a guest."

		I was a little apprehensive, after all Mother could go off on Miss Parella, but I whipped out my cellphone and dialed her number.

		"Hello...Yes thanks...It's great to hear your voice too. Mom wants me to invite you to dinner? We're having pot roast. Please...For me? Great...7:00 pm"

		Mom said, “You better go take a bath and get ready for bed, Honey."

		I hugged her and headed to the bathroom to soak in the tub before getting ready for bed. I was excited about the prospect of having Miss Parella coming to dinner. I hoped Mother was going to be nice to her, but there was that possibility that she had other plans. As a result of my conflicting thoughts I couldn't get to sleep, so I slipped my hand between my legs and masturbated to climax a couple of times to get to sleep.

		The next day went by uneventful until English Lit class. I couldn't say anything to her during class, but afterwards she asked me why my mother wanted to invite her for dinner? I wasn't sure I should tell her that my mother knew that we had sex with each other, so I told her that Mom simply wanted to meet her. When she finally agreed I told her dinner would be at 7:00 pm.

		

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		After class I simply told her that I was looking forward to seeing her that evening.

		Mother and I made sure dinner would be perfect. I made the salad ad chilled it in the fridge. Mom baked the roast with baby russet potatoes, carrots, and onions in its own wine gravy. She also prepared a peach cobbler.

		Miss Parella arrived at the appointed hour. I introduced them to each other. Miss Parella insisted that my mother call her Terri. (I had never known her given name.) Mom told her that she could call her Betty. After the introductions we directed her into the dining room.

		Mom had out done herself. The meal was delicious Burgundy with the meal. During the meal Mother got Terri to tell her life's story.

		Terri came from an Italian community where the girl's virtue was important, but most girls lost their virtue before entering high school and were expected to be engaged by the time they graduated from high school. It was common for the local girls be in pregnant before they finished high school. Because males tend not to be attracted to women that are bigger and stronger than them. That was why she went to college for a Master's degree and teaching credential. By the time she finished herstory Mother had put the dishes in the dish washer.

		Mom served the cobbler with vanilla ice-cream, and she had made a pot of coffee to go with it. When she served the coffee she told Terri to taste it before she added sugar or cream.

		Terri tasted the coffee and was pleased with the taste and asked what kind of coffee it was.

		Mom told her it was a strong Kona coffee and that she added a little cinnamon to the basket before brewing it.

		When Mom put the rest of the dishes in the dishwasher she suggested that we take our coffee to the family room. When we were seated comfortably on the couch and mother in her favorite chair there was a few moments of uncomfortable silence.

		Terri said, "I feel like the fatted calf just before being sacrificed."

		That lightened the mood and we chuckled.

		Mother said, "I wanted to show you my appreciation for you doing your best to get Connie to disassociate from those other manga girls. I read some of them and they frightened me."

		Terri said, "I haven't done anything."

		Mom said, "Of course you have! I would prefer she dates an older woman that would protect her. Those other girls would because her and get her in trouble."

		Terri reacted to the word DATE and felt even more uncomfortable.

		Mom saw her and my reaction to that statement. "Don't worry Terri...I'm not upset with you! In fact I'm inviting you to spend the night with Connie!"

		Terri almost dropped her coffee mug. All she could say was, "I didn't bring a nightgown!"

		All three of us laughed nervously.

		Mom said, "I doubt if that would be a problem!"

		I looked at Mom and asked, "Is it really okay if Miss Parella sleeps with me tonight?"

		"I wouldn't have said it if I didn't mean it. I would rather you be here than running around with a bunch of troubled girls doing GAWD knows what."

		I turned to Terri and asked, "Please stay with me tonight?"

		Terri looked at my mother, "If you're okay with it I would love to?"

		"Just be good to my girl!"

		I flung my arms around Gina's body and kissed her, even if it embarrassed her.

		There wasn't much more to say, so I stood up and pulled Terri to her feet. While I led Terri to my bedroom, Mom cleaned up the kitchen and went to bed.

		When I got Terri in my bedroom I was all giggles undressing her. I marvel at the size of her breasts. When I place my hands under them and lift them the heavy orbs sag over my hands like a rubber bag full of liquid. Seeing her in all her naked glory was enough to make my pussy drip. I could feel the liquid cling to my pubic hairs before falling to the floor.

		We mounted my double bed naked. We left the soft bedside lamp on so that we could see everything. It was hard to tell who was fucking who. I was doing my best to get at her pussy as much as she wanted to get at my crimson haired pussy. Of course she is much stronger than me. She simply picked me up and tossed me on the on the bed, and before I could do anything she jumped on top of me. She pinned me to the bed and held my arms down as she kissed me. I had to breathe through my nose, while she rubbed her hairy pussy against mine.

		"Thank you, Miss Parella," I said.

		"You're welcome. You've been a good girl so far, so I'll give you – and me – a little treat. And please call me Terri also."

		Terri had a glistening emerald navel ring. It was obvious that Terri was a fan of bodily piercings. She also had a large color tattoo of a rose on her left shoulder.

		I enjoyed the view of my adorable mistress's body. Gina's breasts were larger than mine, but mine were still a good size. Her nipples like mine were firm and erect.

		She smiled mischievously at me.

		Then she spread my legs apart in a missionary position. She rested in between my legs, letting her pussy press against mine.

		I wrapped my legs around Terri as she started grinding her pussy on top of mine.

		"Ohhhh," I moaned as Gina's vulva pressed against mine.

		Gina's clit was now exposed and throbbing, as our pussies continued rubbing against each other. She gasped in pleasure as her clit rubbed up and down over my cunt. After a few moments, Terri leaned forward until her upper body was resting directly on mine, and we started kissing passionately.

		Terri and I moaned in unison as we fucked. Terri increased the speed of her movements, heightening the friction between our genitals. Our breasts wiggled in unison, firmly pressed against each other, as we tribbed harder and harder.

		"Ahhh, my bitch," groaned Terri as she felt more and more aroused. "Come for me, baby...come for me..."

		My pussy was much more wet than Gina's, although more fluid was now slowly starting to stream out of Gina's vagina. Our vaginal openings rubbed vigorously across each other as Gina's fresh pussy juice dribbled onto my pussy, creating a messy, sloppy mixture of female bodily fluids.

		"Oh, mistress, fuck me baby, fuck me harder!" I shrieked. I wrapped my arms around Terri, grabbing her shoulders. My unbound wrist and ankle cuffs shook as Terri continued thrusting against me.

		I felt magical in that moment, as if Gina's body was melting into mine. The view of my gorgeous girlfriend – my mistress for today – on top of me, fucking me, was a sight to behold. The feeling was so exciting – it was almost like the purest form of lesbian intimacy. Two women's bodies pressed firmly together, their moist pussies rubbing against one another, each one writhing in orgasm.

		I was starting to come. I could feel the tingling in my pussy as my pelvic muscles tightened up. Terri was also starting to feel a ticklish feeling in her vagina, as the sound of her wet pussy rubbing up against mine grew louder and louder.

		"Ohhh, God, harder, harder," I moaned. "Yes, Terri, I love you...you're so damn beautiful..."

		"Ohh, yes, my slut, you're so hot, I love you too!" responded Terri as we both approached orgasm at the same time.

		"Ohhh, yeah, baby," I grunted, as I futilely tried to buck my hips up into the air, restrained by Gina's body. I savored the delicate feeling of Gina's fleshy pussy lips rubbing up and down my cunt.

		Thick, milky-looking fluid now readily trickled out of Gina's vagina, splattering across my hairy mound and pussy. However, there wasn't a full blown female ejaculation for either of us. We would have to leave that for another time.

		We were both sweating by the time she took hold of both of my tits and pinched the nipples and molded them like they were balls of 'Playdough.' She grabbed a hand full of my crimson pubic hair to insure that she was in charge as she turned her body around, so that she could sit on my face.

		She rubbed her cunt and asshole all over my face while I did my best to lick all of her juices out of her cunt. Terri had to bend over to clamp her mouth on my cunt. That act rotated her hips so that only her pussy was covering my mouth and I was looking up at the brown ring of her asshole, and it was close enough that I could smell her asshole. The things she was doing to my pussy, was driving me crazy.

		I was doing my best to keep quiet, so that I wouldn't disturb Mother, but before long I wasn't able to prevent myself from moaning very long I was moaning loud enough to wake the dead.

		Terri slowed her movements after we each finished climaxing. She looked longingly into my green eyes. To Terri they seemed like they were sparkling like never before.

		"Well, that was nice," remarked Terri, softly kissing my chin. We eagerly locked lips again, our tongues wrapping around each other, mouths nearly engulfing one another.

		Thick strands of saliva formed in between our mouths every time our lips separated. We continued kissing deeply for a couple more minutes, mouths slobbering all over each other.

		Terri brushed her left hand through my messy hair. "Mmm, that was an incredible session, Connie."

		"I agree, mistress. You are so skilled. I'm sorry I didn’t let you know about telling .mom about us."

		

		

		

		Chapter Six

		

	
		When Terri was satisfied she turned around again and lay beside me. She was pleased with her efforts and crossed her arms behind her head. That was my cue to take over.

		I took hold of her left breast with both hands and bit her nipple. I slobbered all over her tit before doing the same thing to the right tit. I licked my way down her body to that dark garden between her legs. GAWD...I do love the pungent odor emitted from her moist cunt.

		I chewed on her pubic hair before I sought out her clitoris and sucked on it like I had done to her nipples. When she wrapped her legs around my neck and spewed out a string of obscenities loud enough to wake up my mother.

		The bed was a total mess. We had to make it up before getting under the covers. Terri spooned me and reached around my body to cling to my right tit with her right hand. We slowly drifted off to sleep. Sometime in the early morning hours I woke up and felt the warm body pressed against my backside. The room smelled like her pussy.

		I rolled over as carefully as possible in an effort not to wake Terri up. Her big tits were right in front of my face. I put my face right between her tits and smelled her fragrance. Terri slowly woke up as I went down on her again.

		The only problem was both of our bladders were full. When she had another orgasm she couldn't hold it any longer and pissed in my mouth. She managed to stop when my mouth was full, and she bolted out of the bed to get to the bathroom before she pissed all over the bed. I felt the cold night air fill the empty bed and heard the sound of her urine splashing in the toilet water. My own bladder reminded me that I needed to empty it too.

		I slipped out of the bed while he was still peeing. I couldn't resist straddling her legs facing her and peeing on her pubic mound. My piss replaced hers when her bladder was empty. We washed each other's pussy before returning to bed to get some rest before the sun would come up.

		We had to get up early to get ready for school. It was hard to look at Terri during English Lit class. I had to restrain myself from deliberately flashing her as she stood in front of the class. I had deliberately gone to school that day without panties on.

		After school let out I planned on going directly to Gina's home, but I got no more than got a couple of blocks before I heard footsteps coming up behind me. Before I turned around a hand grasped my arm. When I turned around, it was Hebi all decked out in her manga persona.

		"Where has my little Ojo been hanging out?"

		"Hebi just leave me alone! I have moved on!"

		Hebi started to swing her arm to slap my face, but it never completed the swing. A big heavy hand came crashing down on her arm. At the same time a leg swung behind her legs sending her sprawling on her back on the ground with a thud.

		Terri was standing over her still holding her hand. She said in a chilling voice, "Never contact Connie again, or you will be in a body cast for a longtime!"

		She broke Hebi's finger as a warning.

		I never heard from the gang again. I liked the hair cut the way the pageboy had a rake to it, but I dyed my hair back to my natural color. In the privacy of my home or Gina's I enjoyed dressing up like an manga character before making love with Terri.

		Mother didn't seem to mind the way Terri felt me up in front of her. I didn't understand it until one evening after Terri and I had finished making love to each other. After kissing Terri goodbye at the door I felt a need to talk to Mother.

		When I opened the door I was shocked to see Mother lying on her bed with the covers kicked to the foot of the bed, and she was grasping one tit with her left hand while masturbating her pussy with righthand.

		I had never realized that my mother had sexual desires. I felt like apologizing and closing the door behind me, but I said, "Mother shouldn't you find someone to love?"

		Mother said, "I agree...Whom should I invite into my bed?"

		"May I ask Terri if she could suggest someone?"

		Mother smiled, "Okay...I have been getting hornier with every visit by your lover!"

		I pulled out my cellphone and used the speed dial to call Terri. She was still on the road when she answered the call. I quickly explained my mother's problem and asked her if she knew of someone to solve her problem.

		Terri chuckled, "Of course I do! I can be back to you house within an hour with someone that would be thrilled to introduce your mother to lesbianism."

		I told mother that Terri would be back within an hour with a friend. Mother made her bed and got dressed before we had company. She even had time to put on a pot of coffee before there was a knock at the door.

		It was obvious that mother was as nervous as a young school girl. Both of us studied the woman Terri had brought with her. She was something to behold.

		She was a stunning young woman with ginger hair. She was not much older than me. Terri introduced Mother to the girl as Kathy.

		Mother insisted on pouring coffee for all of us. Terri took her mug and led me to my bedroom, leaving Kathy to talk to my mother. As soon as we were behind closed doors I asked her how she knew Kathy.

		Terri smiled, "She is the daughter of an old lover of mine! I never fucked her because she is like a daughter to me."

		I wasn't sure if I believed her or not, but it didn't take long before we heard the unmistakable sound of a headboard banging against my mother's bed room wall. We giggled and I said, "Apparently mother and Kathy are getting along just fine."

		There were also the accompanying moans, of two voices.

		Terri and I removed our clothes and did our best to make more noise that the sounds of noises coming from mother's bedroom. I knew that I was going to be Gina's lover as long as she wanted. When I told her so, she told me, "I would be your wife and you mine until the State makes it legal for us to make it official.

		END
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