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Chapter 1: Lemonade Slut

The afternoon sun beat down on Maple Street, turning the annual neighborhood block party into a sweaty, loud celebration of suburban boredom. Grills smoked, kids screamed and ran between lawn chairs, and music thumped from a Bluetooth speaker someone had dragged onto their driveway. Red Solo cups and paper plates littered every surface. And right in the middle of it all, behind a folding table covered with a cheap plastic tablecloth, stood Emma. She wore a tight white tank top that clung to her perky tits and a short denim skirt that barely covered the bottom curve of her ass. Her long legs were tanned and smooth, ending in a pair of cute white sneakers. A thin sheen of sweat made her skin glow as she leaned over the big glass dispenser, refilling cups with ice-cold lemonade.

“Extra sweet for you, Mr. Ramirez?” Emma asked with a bright, innocent smile as she handed a cup to the middle-aged man. Her voice was sugary, but her eyes sparkled with pure filth. Mr. Ramirez took the cup, his gaze dropping straight to the way her tits strained against the thin fabric. “You know I like it sweet, Emma,” he muttered, voice low enough that his wife chatting ten feet away couldn’t hear. Emma bit her lower lip and gave him a slow wink. “I remember. You liked it real sweet last time I helped you with that ‘leaky pipe’ in your garage.” The man’s face flushed. He knew exactly what she meant. Three weeks ago she’d dropped to her knees in his garage and sucked his cock until he painted her tongue white while his wife was at book club. 

Everyone on the block knew about Emma. She was the neighborhood slut - proud, eager, and completely shameless about it. She loved cock. She loved pussy. She loved both at the same time. And she didn’t care who knew. As Mr. Ramirez walked away, Emma caught Mrs. Delgado staring at her from across the street. The older woman whispered something to her friend, both of them glancing at Emma with that familiar mix of judgment and secret jealousy. Emma just smiled wider and adjusted her tank top, deliberately making her hard nipples poke against the fabric. She’d fucked Mrs. Delgado’s son in the backyard last summer. And eaten Mrs. Delgado’s pussy in the laundry room while her husband watched. The whole street knew. It was the favorite open secret at every block party, every holiday gathering, every casual Saturday afternoon. 

Emma dipped the ladle back into the lemonade and called out cheerfully, “Who needs a refill? Come get it nice and wet!” A few teenage boys nearby snickered. One of them, Jake from two houses down, had lost his virginity to Emma’s throat behind the community mailboxes just last month. She’d let him cum twice - once down her throat, once across her tits - before sending him home with shaky legs. Emma lived for this. The stares. The whispers. The knowledge that half the men (and several of the women) on this street had used her holes and would happily do it again. She was refilling another cup when a familiar curvy figure approached the table. Mrs. Harper. Emma’s stomach fluttered with excitement. Mrs. Harper was her landlady - mid-forties, stacked like a porn star, with massive heavy tits that always strained against whatever blouse she wore. Today it was a low-cut red sundress that showed deep cleavage and hugged her wide hips and thick ass. Her blonde hair was up in a loose bun, and her full lips were painted a deep crimson. She’d been coming back to the lemonade stand every twenty minutes for the last hour and a half. Each time her eyes lingered longer on Emma’s body. “Another one, Mrs. Harper?” Emma asked sweetly, already reaching for a fresh cup. 

The older woman leaned forward, resting her elbows on the table so her huge tits nearly spilled out. Her voice dropped low, husky. “You look like you’re working hard out here, Emma. All hot and sweaty... serving everyone so nicely.” Emma’s pussy throbbed at the tone. She knew that voice. That was the voice women used right before they wanted to ruin her. “I don’t mind,” Emma replied, biting her lip. “I like keeping everyone hydrated. Makes them... thirsty for other things later.” Mrs. Harper’s eyes darkened with lust. She glanced around quickly, making sure no one was close enough to hear, then looked straight into Emma’s eyes. “You really are the neighborhood whore, aren’t you?” she murmured, voice thick with arousal. “I hear the stories. I’ve heard them for months. How you let Mr. Peterson fuck your ass in his shed. How you sucked off the entire poker night crew last winter. How you ate out three different wives at the last book club meeting while their husbands watched.”

Emma’s cheeks flushed with pride instead of shame. Her nipples stiffened visibly under her tank top. “I don’t ‘let’ them, Mrs. Harper,” she answered softly, voice dripping with slutty honesty. “I beg for it. I love being used. Cock, pussy, cum... I’ll take anything anyone wants to give me. I’m the block’s free-use slut and I fucking love it.” Mrs. Harper’s breathing grew heavier. She stared at Emma’s mouth for a long moment, then at her tits, then lower. Finally, she straightened up, still smiling that sweet, respectable smile for anyone watching. “Emma, sweetie,” she said loud enough for nearby ears, “would you mind helping me in the kitchen for a minute? I need a hand with something.” Emma felt a fresh gush of wetness soak her panties. She knew exactly what “helping in the kitchen” meant. She handed the lemonade ladle to Jake, who had been hovering nearby. “Watch the stand for me, cutie. I’ll be right back.” Jake grinned like he knew exactly what was about to happen. Emma stepped out from behind the table and followed Mrs. Harper toward her house, her short skirt swishing against her thighs. The older woman’s wide ass swayed in front of her as they walked up the driveway and through the side door into the kitchen. The moment the door clicked shut behind them, the polite mask shattered. Mrs. Harper spun around, eyes blazing with raw hunger. The sounds of the block party - laughter, music, shouting kids - filtered clearly through the open kitchen window. “On your fucking knees, you little neighborhood cumdump,” Mrs. Harper growled, voice no longer sweet. “I’ve waited long enough to use that slut mouth of yours.” Emma dropped instantly, knees hitting the tiled floor with a soft thud. She looked up at her busty landlady with pure lust in her eyes, already licking her lips. “Yes, Mrs. Harper,” she whispered eagerly. “Use me. I’m your filthy block party whore today.”

Chapter 2: Kitchen Invitation

The kitchen door had barely clicked shut before Mrs. Harper grabbed a fistful of Emma’s hair and yanked her forward. “On your knees, you dirty little neighborhood whore,” she snarled, voice thick with months of pent-up lust. “I’ve heard every filthy story about you. Now you’re going to show me exactly what that slut mouth can do.” Emma dropped eagerly to the cool tile floor, her short denim skirt riding up to expose her bare, already-wet pussy. She looked up at her busty landlady with hungry eyes, lips parted and glistening. “Yes, Mrs. Harper... use your block party cum-slut,” Emma moaned softly. “I’ve wanted to taste your married cunt for so long.” 

Mrs. Harper didn’t waste time with teasing. She hiked up her red sundress, revealing thick creamy thighs and a shaved, puffy pussy already dripping with arousal. No panties. She’d clearly come prepared. She grabbed the back of Emma’s head and shoved the younger woman’s face straight into her soaked folds. “Lick it, you filthy bitch,” Mrs. Harper growled. “Eat my married pussy like the desperate neighborhood slut you are.” Emma dove in like a starving animal. Her tongue flattened and dragged messily from Mrs. Harper’s clit all the way down to her dripping hole, lapping up thick strands of creamy girl-cum. She moaned loudly into the older woman’s cunt, the vibrations making Mrs. Harper’s hips jerk.

“Fuuuuck, that’s it,” Mrs. Harper groaned, grinding her wet pussy against Emma’s eager face. “Slurp it all up. Get your tongue deep inside me, you little cum-guzzling whore. ”Emma obeyed instantly. She stiffened her tongue and fucked it in and out of Mrs. Harper’s tight hole, making wet, obscene squelching sounds. Spit and pussy juice ran down her chin in shiny rivulets, dripping onto the kitchen floor. She sucked hard on the swollen clit, then swirled her tongue around it in sloppy circles, making Mrs. Harper’s massive tits bounce inside her sundress. Through the open kitchen window, they could clearly hear the block party - kids laughing, music thumping, neighbors chatting just twenty feet away. That only made Mrs. Harper wetter. “God, you’re such a nasty little slut,” she panted, humping Emma’s face harder. “Everyone out there knows what you are. They know you’ll suck any cock and eat any cunt on this street. And now you’re eating your landlady’s married pussy while her husband is right outside.”

Emma pulled back just long enough to gasp, her face shiny and sloppy with juices. “I love it... I love being your secret kitchen whore. Use my tongue. Make me drown in your cum.” She dove back in, this time sliding her tongue lower. She licked all the way down to Mrs. Harper’s puckered asshole, circling the tight ring with sloppy, wet strokes before pushing the tip of her tongue inside. “Oh my fucking God!” Mrs. Harper’s knees buckled. She grabbed the edge of the kitchen counter to steady herself. “You dirty anal slut! Rim my asshole while the whole block party is going on outside!” 

Emma went feral. She buried her face between the older woman’s thick ass cheeks, tongue-fucking her tight shithole with long, messy strokes. She alternated between deep rimming and sucking hard on Mrs. Harper’s dripping pussy, swallowing thick globs of creamy arousal. Her own cunt was soaked, juices running down her inner thighs onto the floor. Mrs. Harper came the first time with a strangled moan, her thighs clamping around Emma’s head as her pussy gushed. Hot girl-cum flooded Emma’s mouth and she drank every drop like a greedy whore, moaning loudly. “Don’t you dare stop!” Mrs. Harper gasped, still grinding through her orgasm. “Keep eating my cunt and ass, you filthy cum-rag!”

Emma didn’t stop. She kept licking and sucking through the orgasm, her tongue never slowing. Within minutes Mrs. Harper was shaking again, riding Emma’s face through a second, harder climax. More slick juice squirted across Emma’s tongue and chin, dripping messily down her neck and onto her white tank top. The sounds of the party outside made everything filthier - someone was calling for more lemonade, completely unaware that the girl who’d been serving it was currently tongue-deep in a married woman’s asshole. 

Just as Mrs. Harper started building toward a third orgasm, the side kitchen door swung open. Mr. Harper stepped inside, carrying a bag of ice. He froze. There was his wife, sundress hiked up around her waist, massive tits heaving, grinding her dripping cunt and asshole all over their young tenant’s sloppy, cum-drenched face. Emma didn’t even pull away. She kept licking, eyes flicking up to meet Mr. Harper’s shocked gaze while her tongue swirled around his wife’s puckered shit-hole. For a long second, nobody spoke. Then Mrs. Harper looked over her shoulder at her husband, flushed and panting, and smiled wickedly.

“Look what I found, honey,” she purred. “Our little neighborhood slut was thirsty for more than lemonade. She’s been eating my pussy and rimming my asshole like a pro. Want to join us and help ruin the block whore?” Mr. Harper’s cock visibly hardened in his shorts. He dropped the bag of ice on the counter and locked the door behind him. “Fuck yes,” he growled, already unzipping. “I’ve heard the stories about this little cumdump too. Time to see if she’s as good as they say.” He pulled out a thick, veiny cock already leaking precum. Emma’s eyes lit up with pure slutty joy. Still on her knees with her face buried in Mrs. Harper’s ass, Emma reached out blindly and wrapped her hand around Mr. Harper’s shaft, stroking him slowly while she continued tongue-fucking his wife’s asshole.

Mrs. Harper laughed breathlessly. “Look at her. Such a greedy little bisexual whore. Keep licking my shithole while you jerk my husband’s cock, you filthy slut.” Emma moaned loudly in agreement, the sound muffled by ass. She sucked hard on Mrs. Harper’s clit again while pumping Mr. Harper’s thick dick, smearing his leaking precum all over her fingers. Mr. Harper grabbed a handful of Emma’s hair and pulled her face away from his wife’s ass just long enough to slap his heavy cock against her messy, juice-covered cheek. “Open










	One in her mouth, one in her pussy, one in her ass 

	Two cocks in her pussy at once, stretching her wide while she sucked the third 

	Tyler and Ryan double-penetrating her asshole while Josh fucked her throat raw
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