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Naughty Excerpt from “Two Lezzie MILFs at Church”

She almost dropped her hymnal. She pressed it to her breasts and stopped singing. Her mouth moved, but it was soft moans and groans that came out. Her cheeks went pure scarlet. Sweat dotted her brow. I loved the sight.

It made my cunt so wet.

Juices ran down my thighs. This hot, wet trickle that had me squirming from side to side. My skirt flared about my legs. I grinned, loving every moment of this. The first song ended and the next one began.

I put it up to level six.

She grabbed the pew in front of her. She gripped the wood, her breasts rising and falling. She panted and moaned, her voice almost lost to the piano and the singing around us. I gripped my phone, my cunt blazing with wicked delight.

The preacher's wife whimpered and moaned beside me. The vibrator churned up her pussy. Would she cum? Her black hair swayed about her face. Everyone around us worshiped God, but those moans Mrs. Beringer made were all for me.

My own praise.

I loved it. I pressed my thighs tight my clit throbbing, aching. I almost wished I didn't have my cherry so I could shove one of those vibrators deep inside my cunt and make myself explode. It would be amazing.

I pushed it up to seven.

She threw back her head. She looked like she was so getting into the singing, her moans and whimpers so delicious. Then her face quivered. Her knuckles went white on the stand. Her body shuddered and quaked.

She came.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Two Lezzie MILFs at Church

Dear diary,

I didn't get a chance to seduce Mrs. Chavarria at work over the last two days, but I will tonight. Sundays are slow. But until then, I have church. I'm so looking forward to seeing Mrs. Beringer and playing with my lezzie slave.

I have both the vibrators in my purse and the app on my phone. I have it all tested. This is going to be such a naughty service. The things I'm going to do to Mrs. Beringer will be so naughty. So kinky. She'll prove that she's my slave.

Ooh, I'm so exciting. I can't wait! I know G-d will be mad at me, but I don't care. I'm a lesbian. And I'm having so much fun! I have to go. Dad's calling us to leave for church.

Hugs and kisses,

Sarah XOXO

*   *   *

My dad and step-mom were already schmoozing with the other parishioners at church. Everyone was in their Sunday best, even me. I had a white dress decorated in small, blue flowers. The skirt fell down to mid-calf and it had a high-neckline but short sleeves. I moved through the foyer of our church, looking for her.

Mrs. Beringer...

My gaze darted around. My breath caught as I spotted Mrs. Fredrickson, my old Sunday school teacher. She had been my first crush. The first woman who ever made me tingle. It had been in a girlish way, a flutter. Daydreams. I hadn't understood what she made me feel. It took me years to realize that boys just didn't excite me.

That I was a lesbian.

I wanted to seduce her. She had light-brown hair that fell around her freckled face. She wore a dark skirt and a blue blouse, her large breasts swelling it out. She was in great shape. A sexy MILF. My fingers squeezed about my bible held in its pink, cloth case.

“Mistress Sarah,” a throaty voice purred.

I turned and smiled at my first MILF-slave. I had two now. I had seduced my college professor, Ms. Keighley, into being my lezzie slut four days ago. My heart pounded as I stared at Mrs. Beringer. She had curly, black hair that framed her lush face. She wore a white dress that looked so perfect on her. It made my virgin pussy clench.

Without panties on, my juices trickled down my thighs.

My nipples throbbed against my dress as I unslung my purse. She stopped right before me, her tongue sliding over her lips. I wanted to kiss her, but there were a hundred people around us. They would all judge us. Her husband was only ten feet away.

“I have something for you, slave,” I said, keeping my voice low. I unclasped my purse. “Reach in, pull out one of the vibrators, and go to the bathroom to slip it into your pussy. Then hurry back to me.”

Her cheeks burned. She looked around at all the people, then her hand shot into my purse. I shuddered at her obedience. My harem of MILFs was off to such a great start with Mrs. Beringer. I wanted more in it, though.

She drew out the dark-purple vibrator. She bit her lip, holding it pinned to her stomach with both her hands. She looked around. No one had noticed. Everyone was talking. Then she darted for the restroom, moving at a hurried pace through the church before anyone noticed her.

I bit my lip as I watched her ass sway in her dress. Lord, thank you for making her have a perfect rump. I knew God wouldn't be happy with me for lusting after a woman and thanking Him for her derrière, but it was such a lovely delight. I couldn't help myself.

I licked my lip, my body on fire. I glanced over the room. I spotted my step-mother. She was talking with a few other women, but none of them were sexy enough MILFs to draw my attention like her. She had brassy-brown hair that had a coppery shimmer to it. That round face filled my dreams. I wanted to make her mine.

I clutched at my bible, staring at her. Lusting for her. I wanted my step-mother so badly. But I was also so scared of making a move on her. If I failed to seduce her, she would tell Dad. He would kick me out of the house just for being a lesbian. And if he found out I'd tried to eat his wife's pussy...

But I bet her pussy would taste delicious.

Movement caught my eye. Mrs. Beringer hurried back. She had a strange sway to her stride, her legs slightly bowlegged. I smiled, knowing that she had that naughty toy in her. I smiled at her flushed cheeks. The wet gleam of her lips. Her brown eyes held a glossy sheen.

“It's done, Mistress Sarah,” she said. “Oh, Lord, it's done. It's in me so deep. I can't believe it. Is this one of the...?”

“The toys that we bought?” I finished, remembering our trip to Braham and the Black Kitty Bookstore. I pulled my phone out of my purse and turned on the screen. “Let's see, you have this one in your pussy.” I selected the dark-purple vibrator. I put it on the lowest setting.

She gasped, her eyes widening. She squirmed there, her hands flexing and relaxing. I smiled at her as she looked around. Her tits rose and fell faster in her blouse. She bit her lip. I could tell that she wanted to cry out her ecstasy and couldn't.

She would be tortured by pleasure all through service. The thought of it made me so juicy.

Her husband was heading up to the podium. Reverend Howard Beringer settled into place, wearing his suit and tie like the others. He appeared so professional. He gripped the podium and stared out at the audience.

“Okay, okay,” he said jovially. “Fellowship is important, but we have to praise our Lord as well.”

The conversations in the room began to break up. I led Mrs. Beringer to a pew up front. I put her right on the aisle and sank down beside her on the hard wood. She shifted on it, her breasts rising and falling. That had to make the vibrator press deeper inside her. I had my phone in my hand, capable of playing with her at any time.

To my utter delight, Mrs. Fredrickson sat down on my right, her husband beyond. A hot flutter ran through me. She had such glossy lips, and her glasses gave her that schoolmarm look, but sexy. Ooh, so sexy. I wanted to just fall to my knees and eat her pussy right here in the middle of church.

I put my phone on my lap. As Reverend Beringer began the opening prayer, I turned up the intensity on the vibrator in his wife's pussy by a step. Mrs. Beringer squirmed beside me, her hands clutching to her bible in a white leather case.

“Amen,” I murmured with the others at the end of the prayer.

And then the song leader announced the first hymn and started playing the piano. We didn't have a choir, our church too small for that, so we all stood up and sang with the music. I tapped my phone and increased the toy's intensity a third time[Tassoff, 1]. Mrs. Beringer's words faltered on the song. She swayed beside me. Her face flushed.

I loved it.

This was the most fun I had had at church in so long. I bit my lip, my pussy on fire as that naughty vibrator churned up Mrs. Beringer's pussy. Just buzzing away in her. Teasing her. Driving her wild. It was on the third setting, still low, but it must be melting her pussy.

She struggled to sing, her voice wavering, cracking. I bit my lip in delight and then shot it up to level five, just skipping past four.

She almost dropped her hymnal. She pressed it to her breasts and stopped singing. Her mouth moved, but it was soft moans and groans that came out. Her cheeks went pure scarlet. Sweat dotted her brow. I loved the sight.

It made my cunt so wet.

Juices ran down my thighs. This hot, wet trickle that had me squirming from side to side. My skirt flared about my legs. I grinned, loving every moment of this. The first song ended and the next one began.

I put it up to level six.

She grabbed the pew in front of her. She gripped the wood, her breasts rising and falling. She panted and moaned, her voice almost lost to the piano and the singing around us. I gripped my phone, my cunt blazing with wicked delight.

The preacher's wife whimpered and moaned beside me. The vibrator churned up her pussy. Would she cum? Her black hair swayed about her face. Everyone around us worshiped God, but those moans Mrs. Beringer made were all for me.

My own praise.

I loved it. I pressed my thighs tight, my clit throbbing and aching. I almost wished I didn't have my cherry so I could shove one of those vibrators deep inside my cunt and make myself explode. It would be amazing.

I pushed it up to seven.

She threw back her head. She looked like she was so getting into the singing, her moans and whimpers so delicious. Then her face quivered. Her knuckles went white on the pew in front of her. Her body shuddered and quaked.

She came.

I breathed in. Just a bare hint of the scent of her musk wafted through the air. Her breasts jiggled in her blouse. Her hair swayed about her face. As the rest of the church sang, she moaned through her climax. It was so hot. So delicious.

I turned the vibrator back down to one.

She let out an explosive breath, trembling there. She swayed, her face flushed. Sweat beaded on her brow. She let out a low mewling sound of delight. Her eyes fluttered for a moment. I smirked in delight, loving this.

Then I realized that Mrs. Fredrickson was staring at me. She had seen me using my phone. She was right next to me. She stared past me to the preacher's wife trembling there, panting and groaning from the ecstasy she had just enjoyed.

The song died and the church sank down as Reverend Beringer took the podium. Mrs. Beringer sat down on the pew heavily. She was sucking in breaths, her hands pressing her bible into her crotch while the vibrator hummed.

“Good one?” I whispered as the preacher launched into communion service.

She nodded. “Yes, Mistress Sarah.”

Mrs. Fredrickson squirmed on the other side. I could tell she wanted to know what was going on. She glanced at the phone. She could see that it had a scale. An arch that held ten green bars. Only one was glowing.

I tapped the fourth one.

Mrs. Beringer gasped and sat up straight, the vibrator buzzing away faster in her cunt. Then I hit one again. She let out a relieved sigh. Mrs. Fredrickson pressed her legs tighter together, her skirt showed off her knee and toned calves.

“What are you doing, Sarah Michelle Bush,” she whispered. “She... You...”

The church bowed in prayer for the communion. As Reverend Beringer led the congregation, Mrs. Fredrickson lowered her head, but she didn't close her eyes. I slid my purse onto my lap and unsnapped it. I opened it up. Lying at the top was the other remote-controlled vibrator we'd bought the other day. It was a dark blue shaft.

Her eyes widened. I tapped my phone on the other device's control and, for a moment, it buzzed to life before I killed it. As the preacher concluded the prayer, Mrs. Fredrickson lifted her head and glanced at Mrs. Beringer.

I don't know why I did this—why I showed my ex-Sunday school teacher—but it was exciting to reveal what I was doing to the preacher's wife. I reached into my pocket and pulled out the vibrator. At the back of the church, the ushers were handing around the communion tray with the wafer on it.

I pushed it into her hand and whispered, “If you want to have fun, too, just slip this into your pussy and I'll make you buzz.”

She thrust the dildo beneath her bible before anyone saw. I smiled and closed my purse. Then I picked up my phone. I put the vibrator on two. Mrs. Beringer scrunched her face up for a moment then a large smile spread on her lips.

Mrs. Fredrickson squirmed. I knew her pussy was on fire. That she was getting so hot. Ooh, she was such a delicious MILF. I loved every bit of this. My cunt was on fire. I ached to masturbate. To cum. I couldn't last much longer.

The communion tray came to Mrs. Beringer. She took it from the usher. She took her piece and passed it down. I crunched on mine. Mrs. Fredrickson ate hers stiffly, her cheeks scarlet. Her husband sat oblivious beside us.

Next came the grape juice and then the collection basket. I dropped in a pair of twenties, ten percent of my last paycheck. Just like a good Christian should do. At the same time, I bumped up the humming to 3.

Mrs. Beringer let out a purr of throaty delight.

“You...” Mrs. Fredrickson whispered. “What has happened to you, Sarah? And... and...”

“She's my lezzie sex slave,” I told my former Sunday School teacher. I felt so bold. I was nineteen. Not a child any longer. A woman. “She does whatever I want her to do.”

The song leader started the piano. I immediately took the vibrator up to seven. Mrs. Beringer swayed there, a look of strained bliss on her face. Mrs. Fredrickson was still hiding her vibrator, pinning it to her stomach with her bible. She swayed beside me, looking so stunned, her lips not moving at all to the song.

I had fun singing with all my enthusiasm as I listened to the whimpers coming from the reverend's wife. It was so much fun. I was having such a good time, but I need to cum. The sermon was about to start. I couldn't suffer through that.

I dropped the vibrator back to two and whispered, “Bathroom, right now.”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah,” she said and slid out of the pews.

She managed to walk mostly normal with that vibrator buzzing in her. I grinned and hit it up to four. She staggered, prompting some concerned looks from my step-mother. But Mrs. Beringer waved it away and kept going.

“If you want to play with us,” I purred to Mrs. Fredrickson, “we'll be in the bathroom.”

The MILF shot me a scared glance, pressing her bible tighter to her stomach.

I waited half a minute, then slid out of the pew and headed down the aisle. Everyone else was singing, not paying a bit of attention to me. I hummed my delight, my phone in hand. Mrs. Beringer had already gone into the lobby. She made for the women's restroom. I followed her in and locked the door behind us. There were two women's restrooms.

This one had a lock, though. A single-occupancy bathroom.

“Oh, my Lord, Mistress Sarah,” she moaned and grabbed the sink. “Oh, fuck, you made me cum in the middle of church.”

“Good,” I said. I hopped onto the counter and spread my legs. “Get naked, then pull that vibrator out and use it on my pussy. I need to cum so hard.”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah,” she moaned, her voice full of such throaty passion.

I put the vibrator up to seven. She gasped, her face twisting. Then she reached behind her and unzipped her dress. She worked out of it, revealing a cream-colored slip beneath. That came off, her bra and panties a matching white satin. Her large breasts bounced free of the dress. Then she peeled off her panties. I bit my lips as I watched her strip naked.

The end of the vibrator thrust out of her pussy lips. Her juices dripped from it. The spicy scent of her cunt filled the restroom. I shuddered, loving the sound. I bit my lip as she pulled that vibrator out of her married pussy. She whimpered as the buzzing toy came out.

It gleamed with her cream. She quivered, her big boobs heaving. She stared at me. I shuddered and pulled up my skirt. I planted my feet on the counter, swinging my bent legs wide open. My shaved, virgin pussy was on display, so ready to be plundered.

“Yes, yes, rub that delight up and down my cunt,” I moaned. “I knew it wouldn't take much for me to cum. “Just caress me, but don't take my virginity.”

“Yes, Mistress,” she said, smacking her lips.

I wasn't quite sure how I wanted to lose my cherry, but I was thinking with the strap-on dildo I'd bought at the Black Kitty Bookstore. Maybe with Mrs. Beringer. Maybe with another MILF. I didn't know. It would be fun, though.

Why not this afternoon after church? I could gather my harem at Ms. Keighley's house...

Her large tits swayed as she planted her left hand on the counter. Her right brought the vibrator to my pussy as she leaned in and kissed me with hunger. Her lips melted against mine. I groaned as the preacher's wife kissed me.

Through the speakers in the ceiling, I could hear her husband's sermon. It was a soft background noise as I savored his wife's lips. They were so plump and delicious. I kissed her hard as she pressed the side of the vibrator into my cunt.

The buzzing shaft pressed along my entire my slit. She massaged every bit of my pussy lips. My clit throbbed and pulsed with delight. My labia drank in the delight. I gasped, my tongue dancing with hers as the pleasure rushed across me.

It was amazing.

Stupendous.

I gripped my phone, my fingers pressing on it, hoping I was touching the right part. The buzzing died down. I gasped and slid my finger to the other side. It burst into such intensity. It hummed loud now. It must be at nine or ten.

“Oh, my gosh!” I gasped, breaking the kiss while I enjoyed the buzzing on my pussy.

As I kissed my MILF-slut again, the doorknob to the bathroom rattled. Someone was there. Was it Mrs. Fredrickson, or was it someone else wanting to use the restroom? I didn't know. I didn't care. Right now, I had my tongue buried in Mrs. Beringer's mouth.

My MILF-whore rubbed the vibrator up and down my slit. The pleasure hummed through my body. it was incredible. I loved it. My toes curled. I whimpered into her kiss, my tongue dancing and playing with hers. The pleasure rushed through my body.

I hurtled towards my orgasm. I broke the kiss and hissed, “Yes, yes, you're going to make me cum, aren't you, you nasty, lezzie slut!”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah,” the reverend's wife moaned. “I want you to cum so hard. I want your juices gushing out and bathing the vibrator.” She turned it so the tip nuzzled into my pussy lips. She pushed it on my hymen then slid it up to my clit.

“Fuck!” I gasped, my legs opening wider. “That's it. Ooh, yes, yes, you're going to make me explode.”

My clit went ultra-sensitive from the buzzing bliss. Sparks burst from it, showering through my virgin twat. I groaned, my nipples throbbing against my bodice. I shuddered, my toes curling in my black flats. I whimpered, savoring the humming toy massaging my bud.

The pleasure built and built in me. It swelled faster and faster. This all felt so incredible. I groaned and whimpered. My breasts jiggled. I shook my head, coming so close to that moment of eruption. That moment when I would burst with lesbian passion.

“Oh, my gosh,” I groaned. “You nasty, married whore! Ooh, your husband is preaching, and you're in here naked and making me cum.”

“Yes, Mistress!” she moaned and pushed the vibrator hard on my clit.

I exploded.

My legs shot out. I bucked. I fell back into the mirror. I squirmed against it, my body trembling. Juices gushed out of my convulsing twat. My virgin pussy sent waves of ecstasy rushing through my body. The bliss swept over my mind. It was incredible to enjoy. I loved it. Drank it in.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes,” I moaned. “Oh, my god. That's it. That's fucking it. That's amazing. Yes, you're my lezzie-whore, Mrs. Beringer!”

“I am!” She stared at me with feverish eyes, holding the vibrator to my clit. “I fucking am, Mistress. Tell me to do something. Anything! I'll do it!”

“I know!” I groaned, loving the power I had over her.

I trembled through the bliss. I groaned, savoring every second of the ecstasy that flowed through me. My face scrunched up. My breasts rose and fell. I groaned through the last of my rapture. I knocked her hand holding the vibrator, pushing the toy away from me. I panted; my mind melted beneath the onslaught of bliss.

I trembled. My eyes fluttered. Then I heard murmuring outside. Two women talking for a moment. I frowned. I bit my lip and I wondered. Had Mrs. Fredrickson come after all? Had she tried to get in but didn't have the courage to knock.

I grabbed my phone, panting. I turned off the first vibrator—Mrs. Beringer instantly sucked it into her mouth, cleaning off both our juices with sapphic need—and then I turned on the second one all the way to full.

“Oh, my Lord!” moaned through the door. “Oh, my fucking Lord!”

I slid off of the counter, smiling. I opened the door boldly. I found Mrs. Fredrickson on her knees, her face twisted with rapture. I could hear the vibrator humming away in her cunt. I smiled at the sight of her kneeling there, her face twisted in delight.

“My, my, my,” I said. “What do we have here?”

“Please,” she moaned, staring up at me. “Oh, my Lord, that's too much. It just... That's... Oh, my Lord, I have to take it out.”

“You slipped it into your pussy while you were still in the lobby?” I asked. “Are your panties off?”

She nodded, her face utterly red. Her glasses slipped on her nose. Her brown eyes flicked up to me. They stared with such pleading need. I shuddered, feeling so wicked and naughty. This was delicious.

“Mmm, and why did you do that?” I asked. “Because you wanted to cum like a whore just like Mrs. Beringer did?”

“Y-yes,” moaned Mrs. Fredrickson. “I don't know why. When you showed me what you were doing to her, it just... It flipped something in me. It awakened me. I've never really been excited. Not sexually. And now... now... What have you done to me, Sarah?”

“Turned you on,” I said. “Mmm, you want to cum, don't you?”

“Yes!” she moaned.

“Lezzie-slut, unzip my dress,” I commanded.

A wet plop—that must be the vibrator sliding out of Mrs. Beringer's mouth—preceded a, “Yes, Mistress.”

The preacher's sexy wife came up behind me. She unzipped my dress. As the back opened, she kissed at my skin. I shuddered at her lips smooching at me between my shoulder blades. I shrugged out of my dress. It fell down my body. I savored the delight of my small breasts coming into view. Mrs. Fredrickson stared up at me with her glossy brown eyes, her entire body being churned up.

She whimpered. Moaned. She slid her eyes down my body to the shaved folds of my virgin pussy. The tangy aroma of cunt filled the air. I breathed it in. She had to be smelling it, too. She groaned, her body shaking.

Mrs. Beringer hugged me from behind. Her large breasts pressed into my back. The preacher's wife nuzzled into my ear. She licked my lobe while her hands slid up my body to cup my breasts. She kneaded my tits. She massaged them, sending such wicked delight shooting through my body.

She pinched my nipples. Twisted them. I groaned, loving every moment of this.

“If you want to cum, Mrs. Fredrickson,” I said, turning off the vibrator in her cunt, “then crawl to me and eat my pussy.”

I pushed back into Mrs. Beringer. She realized what I wanted and, together, we backed up. She twisted my nipples as Mrs. Fredrickson stared at me. I held the phone in my hand, showing her the controls.

“One push of the button...” I purred. “Well?”

She shuddered. “I'm married.”

“So am I,” Mrs. Beringer moaned. “But Mistress Sarah showed me I'm a lezzie-whore. A hot MILF-slut that just loves her cunt. Her tits. Oh, Lord, I love her asshole.” She kissed into my neck, nuzzling aside my blonde hair.

She sucked.

“Well, Mrs. Fredrickson?” I asked. “Either crawl to me and eat my pussy, or shut the door so I can enjoy my MILF-slave.” I grinned. “But if you do crawl in here, you're mine. You will call me Mistress Sarah and do whatever I command. You do that, and I will make you explode.” I pushed on the remote. Turned it to one.

She shuddered. She swallowed, feeling that low level of vibration. Her glasses slipped on her nose. She looked around the lobby. She bit her lip. Then her eyes fell on my pussy. She swallowed and crawled forward.

“Say it,” I hissed as her Sunday dress rustled about her. The good, Christian wife crawled like a lezzie bitch to me.”

“Make me your lezzie-whore, Mistress Sarah,” my ex-Sunday school teacher moaned, in the bathroom now.

“Lock the door, then eat my cunt and make me cum, slut!”

“Y-yes, Mistress Sarah.”

“Mistress Sarah,” groaned Mrs. Beringer as if she was savoring her fellow MILF's words. “Oh, this is so hot. Another.”

I smiled as the door closed. Locked.

Mrs. Fredrickson crawled to me, her brown hair bouncing about her flushed face. I turned the vibrator up to four. She groaned, delight bursting across her features. She reached me and pushed up her glasses.

“Thank you, Mistress Sarah,” she moaned.

“For turning up the vibrator or letting you eat my virgin cunt?”

“Both!” The MILF grabbed my naked thighs and buried her face between them.

I shuddered at the caress of her silky hair and the cool hardness of her glasses on my skin. The rims slid up my thighs as she nuzzled up to my cunt. She groaned as she kissed me right on the pussy. But that was all she did. Just kiss me.

“Gosh, don't you know how to eat cunt, slut?” I demanded, my nipples throbbing in Mrs. Beringer's fingers.

“I... I don't,” Mrs. Fredrickson moaned. “I've never... had it done to me...”

“Lick!” I moaned. “Lap. Feast. Play with my pussy lips. My clit. Just don't pop my cherry!”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah!”

My first crush, the first MILF who had ever turned me on, licked at my pussy. Such joy burst through me. I squirmed in Mrs. Beringer's embrace. Her large boobs and hard nipples rubbed into my back while her ticklish bush caressed my rump. My body drank in all these delights. Two sexy MILFs to play with.

I was so lucky.

Mrs. Fredrickson's tongue licked and lapped over my cunt. I groaned, savoring the way she caressed me. She slid up my clit, brushing my bud for a moment, before lapping again. There was a feverish heat to her actions.

I knocked up the vibrator to six.

She moaned, “Mistress Sarah, yes!”

“Mmm, just keep eating my cunt, you lezzie-whore. I want you reeking of cunt when you go back to your husband.”

“Yes, Mistress,” she moaned and kissed me on my pussy lips, almost sucking for a moment. Then she licked.

“Yes, yes, get coated in Mistress Sarah's juices,” moaned Mrs. Beringer. “Ooh, isn't her pussy so delicious, Janet?”

“Yes, Natalie,” Mrs. Fredrickson answered. “Oh, Lord, she tastes so good. I had no idea.”

I shuddered in Mrs. Beringer's embrace as I loved this licking and lapping. This wonderful heat swept through me. It was amazing. Perfection. I savored every moment of it. I groaned, my heart pounding. My body shuddered as the licking and lapping caressed over my cunt. I whimpered, my face twisting in ecstasy.

I bumped the vibrator up to eight.

Mrs. Fredrickson went wild. She moaned into my cunt as she licked and lapped at me. She fluttered her tongue up and down my cunt. It felt so amazing. I groaned, my face contorting with bliss. The heat rushed through me. It was spectacular. I loved every second of it. My orgasm swelled and swelled in me.

“Oh, my god, yes!” I moaned. “Oh, that's so good. That's perfect. Yes, yes, keep doing that. Keep licking and lapping at my cunt. Ooh, you're going to make me explode. Don't stop. Don't fucking stop, you nasty slut!”

She fluttered her tongue hungrily. She licked harder. Her own moans grew and grew. I could feel her orgasm was building and building. She was about to cum. But I couldn't have that. Not before she had drunk my pussy cream.

I knocked her vibrator down to three.

She groaned but didn't stop licking. She fluttered her tongue up to my clit. She swirled it around my bud. Then she sucked on it. I gasped and bucked. She nibbled on it again, moaning as she did. I groaned, rubbing my back into Mrs. Beringer's hard nipples.

They were so big. I had this wicked idea.

“Yes, yes, keep sucking on my clit!” I hissed. “That's it, whore.”

“What's your clit?” Mrs. Fredrickson asked, her glasses askew.

“That bud you were sucking on!” I moaned. “The best part to play with.”

“Yes,” hissed Mrs. Beringer. “Suck on her little clitty. Make our mistress cum, whore!”

“Oh, Lord!” Mrs. Fredrickson latched on to my clit.

Sucked.

I gasped. My face scrunched up with delight. I shuddered there, whimpering, moaning. The pleasure rushed through my body. I shuddered, my face twisting as the ecstasy built and built. I knocked her vibrator up to five, letting it churn her up.

She groaned around my clit.

She nursed with such hunger now. Her moans hummed around my bud, adding to my delight. I whimpered, rising to my orgasm. I shuddered, so ready to have that explosion of bliss. I rubbed my ass into Mrs. Beringer's bush, her hairs tickling me.

“Oh, my gosh, yes!” I moaned. “Oh, my fucking gosh! That's so good. Oh, yes, yes. You nasty, lezzie-whore! Drink it! Drink my juices!”

I came.

My cream gushed out to splash Mrs. Fredrickson's face. I bucked in Mrs. Beringer's arms. She twisted my nipples, adding sparks of delight to the storm of rapture exploding out of my cunt. Winds of ecstasy howled through me. Lightning bolts struck my mind, sizzling with euphoria.

My moans echoed through the bathroom. Mrs. Fredrickson licked and lapped at the virgin cream gushing out. My tangy scent filled the air. My moans resounded around us. It was incredible. Amazing. I loved every moment of it.

“Mrs. Fredrickson, you pussy-licking slut!” I gasped. “My MILF cunt-lapping whore! Yes!”

I hit that wonderful peak, trembling there. The winds whipped through my thoughts, tossing them to and fro. They were amazing to enjoy. I loved every second of them. I felt so dizzy from them. My thoughts scattered.

I loved it.

“Oh, my god, yes!” I moaned. “Oh, that's fucking good. Ooh, I came hard.”

“I want to cum, Mistress Sarah,” moaned Mrs. Fredrickson. She pulled her face from my pussy and stared up my body. Her glasses were crooked. Pussy cream gleamed across her lips and cheeks. Rivulets ran down her throat to the top of her blouse. “Please, please, turn up the vibrator again.”

“I will,” I purred. “Mrs. Beringer, your fellow MILF-slave is too well dressed. Correct that.”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah,” she purred. She licked my neck, sending a shiver through me, then pulled away.

I swayed there, wearing my ankle socks and black flats and nothing else, watching. Mrs. Fredrickson rose, too. She had wild eyes. She fixed her glasses as Mrs. Beringer came up and kissed her. The two MILFs' lips melted together. The preacher's wife and my Sunday school teacher united in lesbian passion.

This was all my fantasies come to life.

I salivated as I watched them, my pussy clenching. Juices ran down my thighs as Mrs. Beringer reached behind Mrs. Fredrickson. She tugged. A zipper rasped. I shivered as that Sunday dress came undone.

I had imagined seeing my Sunday school teacher naked so many times. Now I would. Wicked heat rushed through my body. I groaned, my thighs squeezing tight. The heat rushed through my body as I watched the MILFs break apart.

Mrs. Fredrickson's dress slid down her body. But I couldn't see.

“Mrs. Beringer, you're in the way!” I whined, feeling suddenly like a little girl. “I want to see her tits!”

“Mmm, sorry, Mistress Sarah,” she said, amusement in her voice. She slid around Mrs. Fredrickson. Her dress had caught around her waist. She, too, wore a slip underneath hers, almost the same hue of beige, creamy silk. Her dress fell down her legs as Mrs. Beringer pulled up the slip revealing...

A trimmed brown bush that did little to hide her thick pussy lips. The end of the vibrator thrust out of them. The humming grew louder. Pussy cream ran down the MILF's legs. I licked my lips, loving the wicked sight.

I breathed in. A new musk filled my nose. Tangy, like my own, but a stronger aroma. More mature. Refined. A MILF's cunt versus my virgin twat. My toes curled in my shoes. I grabbed my small, A-cup titties and squeezed them. My thumbs swept out and brushed my nipples.

“God, you're so sexy,” I moaned as Mrs. Beringer pulled off the slip, disturbing Mrs. Fredrickson's brown hair. “You both are.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” groaned Mrs. Fredrickson. Her breasts rose and fell in a dark purple bra. It wasn't anything fancy, but it constrained those two large, lush mounds. They jiggled as she trembled, the vibrator buzzing away at level five in her cunt.

Then the bra went slack. It barely held her tits now. Mrs. Beringer slid the straps off her fellow MILF's shoulders, the preacher's wife kissing across Mrs. Fredrickson's right shoulder. The straps fell down her arms and the cups dropped from her boobs.

I groaned at the sight of them, topped by dusky-pink nipples. My mouth watered. I groaned, my hands shooting out. I grabbed both of her breasts. I squeezed them. Kneaded them. I ducked my head down and sucked one nipple into my mouth. I nursed on her with hunger.

“Mistress Sarah,” she moaned, her finger sliding through my blonde hair. “Oh, that makes my pussy so wet. Oh, wow, that feels so naughty.”

I bet it did.

Then, to my delight, Mrs. Beringer came around and leaned in. The preacher's wife suckled on Mrs. Fredrickson's other fat nipple. My sex slave and I worshiped the brunette Sunday school teacher's nubs.

The wicked, wet suckling sounds echoed through the bathroom along with the MILF's moans. She gasped and groaned. The vibrator hummed away. I breathed in a flowery perfume and a melange of hot cunts.

This was amazing.

“Oh, wow,” the MILF moaned. “Oh, that's good. That's so good. Mmm, I love it.”

I swirled my tongue around her nipple. I nibbled while Mrs. Beringer sucked with such intensity. The sound she made was so inspiring. My cunt clenched. Heat rushed through me from them. I could just faint in delight. I shuddered, wiggling my hips back and forth.

Such wonderful sounds. Such delights. Ooh, I could just cum hard. My pussy was on fire. I wanted to enjoy nipples. The one in my mouth. Mrs. Beringer's hard nub. Ooh, I hoped my naughty idea would work.

“Mistress Sarah,” whimpered Mrs. Fredrickson.

She sounded in need. This was so hot. I sucked really hard on her nipple. But as much fun as this was, I had to play with her.

I popped my mouth off her nipple and commanded, “On your hands and knees, Mrs. Fredrickson.”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah,” she moaned, this wanton delight in her voice.

She pulled her nipple out of Mrs. Beringer's lips and sank to the floor. She knelt on her slip, her curvy rump facing me. The vibrator thrust out of her pussy, buzzing away. She must be going mad. She still hadn't cum.

I had to change that.

“Mrs. Beringer, lie down right there,” I said, pointing to right behind Mrs. Fredrickson. “I'm going to sit on you and make my other slave cum.”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah,” the preacher's wife cooed.

“And that's why Paul said women should obey their husbands,” the preacher said, his voice cutting through all the pants and moans in that moment.

“Or me,” I purred in delight, smiling as the two married MILFs obeyed my commands.

Mrs. Beringer's boobs pillowed into two lush mounds, her dark-red nipples thrusting up from her jiggling tits. I loved the sight. I grabbed the dark-purple vibrator off the counter and turned it onto five, too. I set my phone there and then sank down. I lowered my pussy toward Mrs. Beringer.

But not to her mouth.

I settled my cunt right on her tit. On that fat nipple. I wanted to grind my twat up and down her hard nub. She gasped as she felt my virgin pussy kissing her nipple. I shuddered, sliding up and down. She poked against my hymen.

This would be amazing.

I grabbed the vibrator in Mrs. Fredrickson's cunt and drew it out. She groaned as it popped free. The buzzing threw off droplets of her cream that splashed across my face and tits, and left gleaming specks on her plump ass. I slid that one up into her crack and nuzzled it right against her asshole.

“Mistress Sarah?” she asked.

I thrust.

Lubed by her pussy juices, her asshole didn't stand a chance to resist the vibrator. Her anal ring widened to swallow the toy. I groaned, grinding my pussy harder on Mrs. Beringer's nipple as I watched the wondrous sight of the dark-blue shaft vanishing into her bowels. She groaned, her head tossing.

“Oh, my Lord, Mistress Sarah! That's in my butt!”

“I know,” I purred and pressed the dark-purple vibrator into her cunt. I thrust it into her.

I smiled as her pussy swallowed it with even more ease. She gasped. She had two toys buzzing away in her. I grinned at her and thrust away at her. I churned her up. I pumped them in and out of both of her holes.

It was such a hot delight. My pussy simmered on Mrs. Beringer's nipple. Her hard nub stimulated me, sending delight tingling through me. I rubbed my little clit against it. Sparks burst. I groaned, thrusting those vibrating shafts in and out of Mrs. Fredrickson's two holes.

I plundered her pussy and her asshole.

I fucked them in and out of her body. It was so hot. So wild. I groaned, my pussy clenching. I squirmed, grinding my cunt on Mrs. Beringer's hard nipple. Sparks burst as I fucked my newest sex slave. I reamed out her holes.

“Yes, yes, yes, Mistress Sarah!” she gasped. “Oh, I can feel it. I'm going to have an orgasm. A real one. Oh, yes. I want it!”

“Embrace it!” I hissed, jamming the toys deep and hard into her holes.

“Oh, yes, yes, I am!”

“Cum, Janet!” Mrs. Beringer moaned. Her hands grabbed my rump. She dipped her fingers into my crack.

My eyes widened in delight as she found my own asshole. The naughty preacher's wife didn't hesitate to jam her middle finger into my rectum. My bowels drank in the velvety friction, melting delight down to my cunt soaking her tit.

I ground harder on her nipple and fucked those toys in and out of Mrs. Fredrickson's holes. I plundered her with passion. I thrust my cock into her depths with such passion. It was amazing to do. I loved every second of it. I thrust the toys into her cunt and asshole over and over again. I reamed into her holes. I fucked her twat and bowels hard. It was so satisfying watching both shafts vanish into her body.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned. “Oh, my god, that's good. That's so fucking good. Mistress! I'm going to... to... Lord, yes!”

Juices gushed out of Mrs. Fredrickson's pussy. I ripped the vibrator out of her pussy, but left the one in her asshole, and ducked my head down. I planted my lips over her cunt and drank her tangy juices gushing out.

I licked and lapped them up as her passion echoed through the room. My asshole clenched down on Mrs. Beringer's thrusting finger. I rubbed my clit into her nipple. Sparks flared. I whimpered and then burst in delight.

My orgasm swept through me.

I moaned into Mrs. Fredrickson's cunt. I licked and lapped up her cunt juices. I drank them down, savoring my lezzie-slut's passion. My own cream soaked my other married whore's tit. I quivered, my virgin pussy convulsing with delight.

“Oh, my fucking gosh!” I moaned. “I love my lezzie sluts!”

“We're yours, Mistress Sarah!” groaned the preacher's wife. “Oh, yes, yes, we love you.”

“I'm yours!” gasped Mrs. Fredrickson. “I've never... This is... Oh, my Lord, this is the best. Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!”

I savored her praise. I had to give her something special. I rode my orgasm to the peak and quivered there. I wanted to keep playing with them, but the sermon was almost over. We couldn't get caught. Oh, no, it was more fun when I was enjoying them behind their husbands' back.

When the world thought we were good, Christian women and not depraved, lesbian sluts. A mistress and her two MILF-whores.

Dressed again, we slipped out of the restroom. We must all smell of pussy. We were all smiling as we headed back into the church. Everyone must have assumed we were doing some sort of counseling, probably the two older women helping me out with a problem.

Oh, and it had been a wonderful problem.

They both had their vibrator in them. Throughout the day, I planned on giving them naughty surprises. We took our seats as the final songs were sung. Then came closing prayer. Church was over. The wives went to their husbands who had no idea that I was their mistress.

I owned both of those married MILFs. Three in my harem. What a wonderful day at church. When Mrs. Fredrickson gave her husband a quick kiss on the lips, I nearly came in my panties. He licked them. I bet he was wondering what he was tasting.

I had to enact my plan to have an afternoon of MILF delights. It was time to lose my virginity.

*   *   *

Dear diary,

Three MILFs. Three fucking MILFs!

Boy, I'm getting a potty mouth, but it's just so much fun having three lezzie-sluts. I've gotten to play with two of them together. That's so hot. I have both their vibrators running on the second setting right now. Wherever they were, their pussies were reminded who owned them.

ME!!!

Oh, diary, this week has been so heavenly. I am so thankful that my step-mom sent me to drop off those chocolate-chip cookies at the Beringers'. I'm so excited. I think I'm going to masturbate and then I have to get ready for work.

I'm going to enjoy three MILFS now.

Hugs and kisses,

Sarah XOXO

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Lezzie Cutie's Cherry Delight!

If you liked this hot read, check out Reed James's Patreon!


Sneak Preview of “MILF's Lesbian Discovery”

I rubbed my thighs together as she worked the buttons of her V-neck blouse. The silk ruffled. She popped her fingers through the buttons. She glanced at me and froze. Then she turned around, putting her back to me as she kept undoing them.

Her modesty only made me hotter. She was the same age as my step-daughter. I leaned forward, my clit throbbed. Her black braid swayed down her back as she opened her blouse and slipped it out. She exposed her slender back. The straps of her white bra marring the delicious view. Her gray skirt clung to her rump.

I licked my lips.

“Don't be shy,” I told her. “Just us women.”

“I know,” she said. “Even in the locker room, I was always shy.”

“Why?” I asked. “You're cute. You have a great body. Celebrate it.”

“Thanks, Mrs. Lorde,” she said. “Still...”

“I won't judge,” I said. “You're amazing. You have a great butt, those long legs, and you have those cute breasts.”

“They're so small,” she said, glancing back at me.

“Mmm, no such thing as too small when it comes to tits,” I told her. “It's not like a dildo. They're great at all sizes.”

If you want to read more, click here for MILF's Lesbian Discovery (The Lesbian MILF's Assistant 1)!
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[Tassoff, 1]That’s only the second time, unless you’re counting turning it on in the first place.

cover.jpeg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




