
        
            
                
            
        

    The Submissive Housewife
By JJ Argus
Copyright 2017
electronic edition
This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each reader. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your favorite retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
This story is a work of fiction. All characters are over eighteen.



Chapter One
Emily groaned and rubbed the small of her back. Unpacking was so much more work than packing! The place was worth it, though. It was a large, four bedroom with big picture windows, a pool and fenced in yard on a quiet street in a gated community.
Greg had claimed it was a steal, because the previous owners had to leave quickly. They’d had a fight over it because he’d bought it without her even seeing it! But when she did see it she lost all her mad, amazed at what their limited money had bought.
She was going to be spending a lot of time at home the next few years with her nine month old daughter Melissa, so  a big house with a pool was a godsend.  She was in her bikini now, having taken an early dip in the pool, then spent a lazy twenty minutes relaxing before tackling more of the unpacking. It was hard work, especially in her lousy shape, but the sore muscles from yesterday just gave her more inspiration to work harder at getting her old body back.
She’d lost the fat, at least, but she was still soft from sitting around. She just hadn’t had enough energy to exercise the way she needed to, nor, with Melissa to look after, did she really have the time now.
It was amazing how much time a baby took up!  And it wasn’t like she was at college any more, and able to drop by the gym between classes. The nearest gym to their previous condo had been miles out of her way. Now there was room for an exercise room, and she was going to go out and get some equipment soon.
The door bell rang, and at first she ignored it. She wasn’t expecting company, and was in her bikini. It was probably someone trying to sell her something, or beg for money. But then she remembered, they were in a gated community now.
Frowning, she went to the door and looked through the peep hole. A tall blonde stood there, holding some sort of tray. It must be one of the neighbors, and she was certainly not presentable! On the other hand, if she refused to answer the door - and they probably knew she was home - she could get a reputation as anti-social.
She bit her lip with indecision, then opened the door a little.
“Uhm, hello,” she said uncertainly.
The woman was six inches taller and a decade older than her. She had a statuesque body, which was easily displayed by her tight tank top and short, low slung shorts, and her face was, if not pretty, certainly handsome from what Emily could see below the big, wraparound sunglasses.
“Well hi there!” the woman said, revealing a mouth full of perfect teeth. “You must be Emily!”
She thrust her hand forward, and there was little Emily could do but take it, and have her arm pumped rapidly and enthusiastically up and down.
I’m Karen, from across the street! Welcome to the neighborhood!”
“Well uhm, thanks!” Emily said. “I’m uhm, not exactly presentable…”
Karen let go of her hand and waved her apologies away. “Oh honey, we’ve all been there,” she said, pushing past her and walking into the house.
“You’ve made pretty darn good progress from where I’m standing,” she said. “But you could probably use some energy food.”
She pulled the lid off her tray and revealed a chocolate cake.
“Oh my, well, thank you!” Emily said, taking it from her.
“Honey, those of us who stay at home have the luxury to eat what we want without worrying about every calorie,” Karen said with a broad grin.
“Not me,” Emily said, walking into the kitchen with the tray as Karen followed. “I’m still trying to lose the last of the baby fat.”
“You look like it’s already lost, honey,” Karen said. “Nice ass there.”
She slapped Emily’s bottom lightly, startling the younger woman, then dropped heavily into a chair at the kitchen table.
“You look in pretty good shape for a chocolate cake eating woman,” Emily said.
Karen laughed and pulled off the sunglasses, revealing bright blue eyes.
“I’ve got a home gym you wouldn’t believe, honey,” she said. “And a trainer who comes over twice a week. You should join us! He’s due tomorrow.”
“Oh, well, I don’t know. I mean, I have my daughter.”
“Bring her along!  I home school my kids, and my oldest is seventeen. She’ll be fine! Where is the little darling anyway?
That led to twenty minutes with Melissa, and child care talk. Karen was an brash woman, but seemed quite friendly and almost too open. Emily had met her type before, but not quite to the same degree. Karen seemed outgoing to a fault, impossible to embarrass, and took everything in stride. She had no shyness about talking about anything, and didn’t seem to notice Emily’s own discomfort.
“You have to work those pubic muscles, remember,” she said, about her own pregnancy. “Having a big headed kid come down that tight little sleeve of yours stretches you out some! Oh boy was I howling! But afterwards, you need to work on your vaginal muscles so you’ll be good and tight again for your man.”
She laughed and slapped Emily on the back. “My Joe wants to put his little head in there, not his big one!”
“Uhm, yeah,” Emily said, blushing.
She hadn’t really thought about those types of exercises, but now she wondered. She was going to have to check the internet.
They wandered out back, and sat on the edge of the chaise lounges facing the pool.
“You should think about getting this place landscaped,” she said. “The Thompsons never had the time, always running around, the both of them. But you should see what I did to my back yard. The place looks like a damned paradise now.”
“Well I don’t know how much time I’ll have to spend out here for a while,” Emily said. “I have Melissa to take care of, and my work.”
“You going back to work?”
“I’ll be working from home for the next few years. I’m a communications specialist. I write corporate communications, and sometimes speeches. So I can do that from my home office. Provided Melissa cooperates.”
Karen snorted. “Children cooperate? You got a prayer, honey. Children are a royal pain in the butt, until they’re old enough to have discipline.” She nodded her head firmly. “My Joe was in the army. He knows about discipline. His kids are disciplined, and so am I for that matter.”
She slapped her firm belly, then thrust her long bare leg out. “You see any fat on that?”
“You have great legs,” Emily said. “I’m jealous.”
“You come over and start working out with me and Zoey and Darlene you’ll have the same. You got good material there, honey.”
She slid her hand onto Emily’s bare thigh and rubbed quickly up and down before sitting back.
“Discipline means setting times so you find time for things, things like exercise, and taking care of yourself. You only get one body so it better look its best.”
She stroked her own thigh, then dropped her lower leg across Emily‘s lap.. “Feel that. Go ahead. Not a hair to be found. I had laser work done.”
Emily stroked her lower leg gingerly. It was extremely soft and warm, and she felt an odd tingle as her fingers caressed the woman's bare skin. 
“Oh?” she said, drawing her hand back.
“All the way up, too. My pussy is as soft and bare as a little girl! Joe loves the feel against his tongue.”
She laughed in delight and slapped her legs as Emily blushed and smiled a little uncomfortably.
Karen pointed a finger at her. “Trust me. You’ll love yourself afterwards and wonder why you didn’t do it before. The sensations are a lot better! Had my clit pierced too. Now I can hardly keep my vibrator in batteries.”
She laughed and slapped her thigh again.
“That must have uhm, hurt.”
“Short term pain, very short term, for very long term gain, honey. Just make sure you go to someone who knows what they’re doing. Just like sex, that isn't an area you want amateurs messing around with.”
*
Karen was more than a little -- brash -- but the idea of a place to exercise nearby, with someone to look after Melissa, was awfully attractive. Besides, there would be other neighborhood women there, and it would be a good chance to get to know them.
Exercising alone was boring, and seeing Karen’s trim belly and firm thighs had made Emily envious, made her feel inferior. She had always been proud of her body, and wanted to be again.
Oh, she'd done decent work on her own since the pregnancy. She could admit that much. She'd regained her former weight through dedicated exercising.  She could still wear her old bikini!
But her stomach wasn't the hard, firm one it had once been, possibly because she'd been focusing hard on her upper body, making sure she rebuilt the muscles of her chest so her breasts didn't have a chance to sag. That had been a concern since she was fifteen and she'd become, well, not quite buxom, but certainly in the same neighborhood!
Just because she was a mom now didn't mean she couldn't be the hotty she'd always been. She liked having men turn their heads when they saw her! And it wasn't a bad thing to have them be so helpful whenever she needed it either.
Just before ten she packed Melissa into her stroller and headed up the street. It was only a half block away on the other side of the road, a big white house with blue trim and high hedges running along the sides. She was a bit nervous, but eager, as well. Staying home alone with a baby meant you got to talk, but nobody talked back. Talking with adults was something she got all too little of.
The door was opened by a petite brunette in a black leotard with thick framed glasses. She wasn’t a lot older than Emily, and smiled a welcome. “Hey, I’m Zoey,” she said, standing back so Emily could lift the stroller in. “And this must be Melissa. She’s darling!”
Emily took Melissa out of her stroller, and let Zoey hold her and get to know her, then the woman led Emily down the hall towards the family room. Emily was a bit surprised following her to see that her leotard had a thong back. She was wearing tights under it, but she still wondered a bit.
They went into the family room, where Karen’s lanky, teenage daughter Kim was overseeing Zoey’s two year old son Jeff and introduced them both to Melissa. Kim was as big across the chest as Karen, which made Emily wonder if she'd been unduly suspicious about where Karen's big breasts had come from. Maybe they were natural after all.
“You know, Karen doesn’t seem old enough to have a daughter as old as Kim,” Emily said as Zoey led her back towards the stairs to the basement.
“Yeah, she had her when she was fifteen,” Zoey confided. “And you can bet Kim isn’t going to make that mistake! Karen has her pretty well disciplined.”
The basement had a surprisingly high ceiling, and the floor of the main room was covered in soft cream colored carpet. There were several exercise machines against one wall, including a treadmill and an elliptical, and two other women in leotards - the same sort as Zoey wore. Karen’s was in Blue, and the other woman, another blonde, was in green. Their tights were opposite colors, and they were both barefoot on the carpet.
The second blonde was named Darlene, and it struck Emily that neither of them, nor Zoey, seemed to need a lot of exercise. They were all, as far as she could see, pretty nicely shaped, with athletic bodies. She felt out of place among them, though it wasn't like she was fat, so much as soft.
And then Boris arrived.
It was a good thing the room had a high ceiling, was the first thought Emily had. Boris was well over six feet tall, maybe six feet four or five, with shoulder length hair and broad shoulders. The sight of him in a tight tank top and jeans momentarily took her breath and voice away as she watched him hugging each of the women in turn.
No wonder they like to exercise, she thought with a soft hum of excitement.
It wasn't like she had ever or would ever cheat on Greg, but boy oh boy, this guy was easy on the eyes.
“Boris, this is Emily,” Karen said, introducing them.
“Uhm, hi,” Emily said, feeling a trifle awkward as she cocked her head back.
He took her hand in his and Emily immediately noted how big his hand was, then how gentle he was, then, surprised, felt a little flutter in her stomach as he lifted her hand up, turned it, and kissed the back of her knuckles, grinning at her as he did.
“I am delighted to make your acquaintance, Emily,” he said, his voice lightly accented, his voice a soft, furry baritone.
Emily didn't quite trust herself to speak as he released her hand and, with an arm quickly thrown across her shoulder and another across Karen's, he turned and led them back to the center of her room.
“So ladies,” he said. “Are we ready to get all hot and bothered?”
He turned and grinned at Emily. “Ladies do not get sweaty,” he said as if confiding in her, “They merely get hot and...”
“Moist?” Zoe asked with a grin.
“.. and glow,” he said, his right hand snapping out and flipping Zoe's bangs back.
“Uhm, I guess I need to get dressed,” Emily said, “Though I just brought sweatpants and a sweatshirt.”
“Dress however you feel is comfortable,” Boris said with a smile.
Karen showed her a side room, the laundry room, actually, and Emily went in and closed the door. She quickly stripped out of her jeans and blouse, then pulled on the sweatpants and hesitated. She had a tank top on under her blouse, and had intended wearing a sweatshirt on top, but she'd feel like a refugee from the 1950s next to those three in their hot little leotards.
She bit her lip lightly, then pulled in the side of her tank top at the hip, tightening it against her chest, and tied the material in a knot. That served to both expose her midriff – which might not be washboard smooth but was at least fairly flat, and tighten the thin cotton across her breasts.
She left the shoes on the floor since the other women were all barefoot, and then returned to find them all doing crunches. This was considerably less exciting than she'd have hoped for, but she gamely joined them on the rug, her stomach soon aching from the work and effort as Boris moved from woman to woman encouraging them.
After that came some yoga, to work on back and stomach muscles, among other things. She'd done yoga before, and was familiar with the positions. But it seemed quite a bit more sexually charged in the basement with Boris looking on and directing them.
The other women had been flirting outrageously with Boris the whole time, and he was not at all reluctant to return the favor. So doing some of the yoga moves made Emily's lower belly thrum a little. Boris was an incredibly hot man, after all, with not merely a great body but a handsome, square jawed face with perfect teeth.
So getting on all fours before him could not help but prod her imagination. The four of them then moved – slowly – into a belly down position on the rug. That involved first  sliding their hands slowly forward on the rug until first their chests were pressed against the floor – their bottoms still kept very high in the air – and then as their bodies slid a little forward, their bottoms slowly coming down.
Emily felt a hot flicker ripple through her chest as she pressed her breasts against the rug, and felt her nipples prickling, threatening to harden as she slid forward, her breasts rubbing against the soft fabric of the mat, her bottom high in the air.
She was a bit breathless and flushed, and not entirely from the exercises as she and the other women then drew their hands in next to them, and arched their backs, throwing their heads back. They rose onto all fours again – bottoms first, as Boris walked slowly around them, then rose to sit back on their heels
Their hands slid up behind their necks, and they arched their backs, rolling their heads slowly from side to side as Boris looked on, and again she felt a hot flush slide through her body, followed by a sense of anxiety as she felt her nipples tightening within her bra cups. With her tank top pulled in so tightly everyone would see if her nipples got hard!
She straightened, as the others had, and felt a measure of reassurance as she noted that the tight leotards on Zoey and Darlene gave quick testament to their own hard nipples. Still she blushed a little as she, on Boris' direction, threw her hands straight up in the air, and began to bend her upper body, first to the right, then the left, then back again.
Boris rarely stopped talking, and his soft, furry voice made her insides squirm as he complimented cajoled, teased, and flirted with each of them in turn.
As the women moved and twisted, Boris picked up a large, stainless steel pole which had lain by the wall and snapped it into a waiting receptacle in the floor Emily hadn't noticed. The top of the pole then locked tight into the roof beams, and her first thought, with a stab of alarm was 'stripper pole'!
He picked up another one, snapping it into the floor, as well, and Emily felt a rush of anxiety mixed with a strange dark excitement. She'd heard of pole dancing as exercises, of course, and had even been curious about it, but doing it in front of Boris, and these lithe women with their perfect bodies would be very intimidating.
She felt a sigh of relief as he picked up a third pole, and attached it to the other two, so that it locked in place, horizontally, about six feet off the floor.
Boris clapped his hands. “All right, girls. It's time to ride my pole,” he said with a gleam in his eyes.
The other three laughed, and Emily smiled nervously as she looked at the shining stainless steel bars. Karen started, seizing the horizontal bar, and doing chin-ups. Then came Zoey and Darlene, who needed a little help.
“I haven't been doing anything, really, to strengthen my arms since Melissa was born,” she said reluctantly.
“Of course,” Boris said, his big hand on her back guiding her forward. “No one is expert on their first day!”
He gripped her forearm and lifted her arm high, his other hand gripping her upper arm and squeezing it a little massaging it. “It will take time to build your muscles here,” he said. “But first, you must start.”
“Shouldn't I uhm, try using dumbbells or something for a while first?”
“You will.”
He pulled her in front of the bar, and she reluctantly reached up and gripped it, then his big hands caught her hips and he lifted her up, making her gasp in surprise. When her chin was at the bar, he told her to try to hold herself in place, then to sink down slowly, and eased his hands off her.
Going down was at least easier than going up, and he kept his hands not far from her hips, helping her pull herself up, then letting her sink down.
“We will have this firm and hard in no time,” he said, his hand rubbing at her exposed belly.
“I'd like to see you firm and hard, Boris,” Darlene said with a smirk.
“Boris is always firm and hard,” he replied with a grim, slapping his stomach as if she had been talking about that.
They all laughed, and then he slapped Darlene’s bottom so that she yelped and yelped forward.
“Mind on your business, girl,” he said with a smirk.
She stuck her tongue out at him, rubbing her bottom.
It was hardly boring, but Emily was sore and sweating by the time they finally called it quits and Boris left.
“I'm sweating like a pig,” Darlene groaned.
Boris had gone easy on Emily, but had made the other three work harder.
“I need a drink,” Karen said.
The four of them trooped upstairs, then went right through the kitchen.
The back yard was gorgeous, a little pocket of paradise in the city. The pool was bigger than the one at Emily's house, and made to look somewhat like a natural pond, with rocks built up at one end and a waterfall splashing down into it. Plants and small trees were everywhere, and high hedges surrounded the back yard, ensuring complete privacy.
There was a bar on the deck under an overhanging ledge, and Karen made them all drinks while Darlene, to Emily's shock, stripped off her leotard, then her tights. She was nude beneath and Emily felt a moment of envy for her well-defined abdominal muscles, blushing a bit as her eyes skimmed past her completely shaven sex.
Darlene turned, showing a firm backside as she padded across the patio then dove into the pool. Zoey took a deep drink from her glass, set it down on one of the patio tables, and proceeded to strip, as well. Karen handed Emily a glass and grinned at her.
“I love the privacy here,” he said, nodding at her hedges. “Skinny-dipping is one of life's great little pleasures.”
Emily felt a sudden sense of tension and anxiety. Did she want to get naked out here among these virtual strangers!? She looked around warily. What if someone showed up? A man? She didn't want to appear as though she were some kind of prude, on the other hand, and the pool did look awfully inviting.
She'd have jumped in without a thought if she'd had her suit. But suggesting to the others she go home and get it would make her look like some sort or prude or yokel.
Her mind squirmed away from baring her body, but she really didn't see any way around it without looking like a silly, shy girl, so she quickly stripped off her tank top, her sweatpants, then her bra and thong, and hurriedly jumped into the water.
Once actually in the water she was able to relax somewhat. They swam around, tossed a beach-ball among them, and generally had fun, and she found she really enjoyed being naked in the water. It was a little bit of naughtiness which made her body thrum lightly with sexual energy, but as everyone else was doing it it seemed okay.
She lost her self-consciousness quickly as they played, though it resurfaced several times, like when Karen grabbed her in a friendly hug which pressed their naked bodies together, or when Darlene grabbed her from behind, doing the same, and sort of dunked her under water while stealing the beach-ball from her.
There were big hoops at either end of the pool, and they played a sort of informal game of water polo. That involved all sorts of wrestling and body contact and that made her quite a bit self-conscious, at first, too but she quickly got used to it.
By the time she was sitting on the lounge chair with the others, naked, she was considerably more comfortable in her nudity, and in theirs. No one had any pubic hair, and it quickly emerged that the other three had all had laser hair removal done, from ankles to neck, and they urged Emily to do the same.
Oddly, all three of them had pierced nipples, too. She'd noticed Karen's earlier in her leotard, but hadn't noted the same on the others.
“It makes your nipples feel more sensitive,” Darlene said, rubbing her nipples lightly.
“Just like the clit rings,” Karen said, spreading her legs and letting her fingers frame her little round ring.
Emily had avoided looking down there, but now as the other two spread their legs with giggles, she noted all three had clit rings too.
“What are you guys, a cult or something?” she said jokingly.
“We're the cult of Boris' love slaves,” Karen said with a lewd grin that made the other laugh.
“Karen's a cheap slut and a bad influence on us,” Darlene said.
“Never a cheap slut, darling,” Karen said with a grin.
“Karen does something and then won't shut up about how wonderful it is until we try it,” Zoey said. “She's a frightful bully.”
“Watch yourself midget.” Karen pointed her finger at Zoey menacingly, and Zoey stuck her tongue out at her.
“Some little brats needed to have their bottoms tanned when it would have done them some good,” Karen said.
Zoey jumped up and turned, wriggling her bottom at Karen. “It is tanned, see?”
Karen swung her hand sharply and slapped the girl's ass, and Zoey yelped and leapt forward with a laugh.
“She's a big old butch lesbian!” Zoey said to Emily. “We're all scared of her so we have to do what she says!”
Her voice sped up and she squealed and ran as Karen jumped up after her. Darlene watched in amusement as the tall blonde chased the little brunette around the pool.
“Karen does tend to give advice on things,” she said, “and seems determined to get you to take that advice. But she wasn't wrong about these. The rings do make you feel more sensitive, and the hair removal does just make life so much easier.”
By the pool Karen had caught Zoey, and they wrestled momentarily before the blonde picked up the shorter girl and threw her into the pool.
“How old is Zoey?”
Darlene laughed. “She's twenty-two, but she acts fourteen sometimes. “She's irrepressible, really.”



Chapter Two
The phone rang as Karen sat back down and it turned out to be Zoey's husband, so she rinsed off, grabbed Jeff and headed home. Then Darlene had to go and pick up her son, who was at a half day kindergarten, leaving just she and Karen.
Kim came out shortly after, and Emily's sense of self consciousness returned, though the girl didn't seem to find anything odd about her mother and she being nude. She had Melissa with her.
“I have to go and meet Tammy,” she told her mother.
“That's fine, honey, leave the little dear there in the shade. Wait, on second thought bring out the little wooden bassinet, you know the one in the storeroom?”
Kim brought back a small wooden bassinet with folded legs, and unfolded them, then set it on the ground.
“Oh that's so cute!” Emily said.
She took Melissa and settled her into the bassinet.
“She's been a dear,” she said to Karen as she straightened. “She sleeps a lot and rarely cries.”
“You're lucky. My David was a squealing brat. Do you breast feed her?”
Emily nodded as she sat back opposite her.
“I breastfed both my kids and my only problem was they kept leaking,” she said.
“I've heard that, but it was only a problem in the first few months.”
Karen examined her nipples and Emily felt a little self conscious again, but only a little. She also felt an odd little thrum of excitement, but then, she'd been feeling those since she got there. First it was Boris, then it was being naked outside and in the pool, and though she'd never had any real interest in women the bodily contact while naked had excited her despite herself.
Still, she had to admit to herself that Karen was a beautiful woman, or rather, a handsome woman, and with her firm jaw, strong body, her height and short hair, she was a little mannish, a little 'dyke-like'. But the woman was married with two kids.
“I'm not sure what the effect of piercing nipples while you're lactating would be. Probably best for you to wait,” she said, as if the decision had already been made.
“Oh, okay. I was going to do it today but.” She shrugged.
Karen's eyes narrowed. “Are you being bratty?”
“Bratty?”
“Because Zoey is about the most we can take in the bratty department.”
Emily laughed.
“And don't think you're not too big to toss into that pool.”
“Well, you'd know about being big,” Emily said with a grin.
She squealed and rolled off the chair as Karen jumped towards her. She ran but Karen caught her, and she felt that hot thrum through her body as the woman's nude flesh pressed against her back. Both of them were slippery with suntan lotion, and the feel of their flesh sliding together as she tried to squirm away made her pussy throb and her nipples stiffen.
She flushed in excitement as well as embarrassment, and then Karen lifted her over her shoulder like a sack of potatoes, carried her to the pool, and threw her in.
She laughed and swam to the ladder, but Karen hurried over to it.
“Say I'll be good, Miss Karen,” she ordered, smirking down at her, apparently prepared to block her way out.
“I'll be good, Miss Karen,” Emily said with a laugh.
Karen reached down and took her hand, helping pull her up, but that put them so close together at the top that their breasts were touching. Emily felt a fast rush of heat to her face and her groin as Karen grinned at her. She couldn't back up without stepping back on the ladder, and couldn't go around the woman, and then she gasped as Karen's arms slid around her, her hands on the small of her back.
“Karen!” she gulped.
“You know, being home alone all the time with our husbands away does leave a bit of a void in our lives sometimes,” Karen said softly.
“I don't – .”
Her eyes went wide as Karen's hands suddenly slid down onto her buttocks, squeezing them, pulling her in against the blonde at the same time as she kissed Emily firmly and deeply. Her heart began to pound and her pulse raced as she stood there in breathless shock and indecision, not knowing what to do or how to respond.
The hot rush of excitement and adrenaline which made her suddenly breathless, however, told her what at least a part of her wanted to do.
She pulled her lips free, however, gasping. “Karen I'm not – .”
One of Karen's hands left her bottom, quickly sliding up her back, gripping her hair, pulling her head up and back as her lips came down on her again. This time the kiss was deeper, her tongue sliding between Emily's open lips as their wet, slippery breasts pillowed together.
Emily moaned into the other woman's mouth, her hands pushing feebly against her shoulders as heat and a wild sexual charge of energy rolled through her body.
The woman was an incredible kisser, though, she was forced to admit to herself, better than Greg had ever been, and with their bodies rubbing together she couldn't repress a wild surge of excitement.
Then she gasped aloud as Karen jerked back on her hair, forcing her back to bow. The woman's lips came off hers and slid down onto her hard pink nipple, and she bit into the soft flesh surrounding it, then sucked hungrily.
Another shock rippled along Emily's spine, and such a rush of heat that her knees almost collapsed. But almost immediately Karen raised her head, jerking Emily's head forward again, kissing her passionately, and Emily could taste her own breast milk on the woman's lips as her tongue slid into her mouth.
Karen's slid down, her hands gripping Emily's sides, then her hips until she was kneeling before her. Emily's chest heaved, her eyes still wide, her mind still churning with indecision and heat. She was hemmed in by the bars of the ladder on either side as Karen's tongue licked directly up her naked sex.
She squealed and jerked back, but Karen's hands were on her buttocks again, and then she was being pulled firmly into the woman's ravenous mouth as Karen's shockingly long tongue lapped hungrily at her clit.
Oh my God, she thought dazedly. How did this happen so fast!?
She felt her legs trembling again as the woman's tongue lapped expertly at her clit, and she slapped her own hands against the bars to keep from falling, gulping in air, moaning, and then arching her back as the raw heat surged up through her belly and into her mind.
Karen's hands jerked her thighs a little wider, and then Emily felt a finger sliding into her, twisting and turning and pushing higher as the woman began to suck on her sensitive clit.
The orgasm exploded like a bomb inside her, and she cried out weakly, arching and bucking into the woman's mouth as her pussy burned like a nova. She lost herself to the hot, wild rush of liquid heat as Karen's mouth threatened to devour her, and her slippery hands slid down the bar as Karen cupped her buttocks.
She found herself kneeling above Karen, who had lain back, gripping her thighs, sucking and licking wildly. Emily fell forward onto her hands, moaning and trying to pull her burning sex away from the woman's mouth. But Karen gripped her buttocks and rolled, so that Emily found herself laying on her back next to the pool. Karen jerked her thighs wide and held them there with her hands as two thumbs pushed into her pussy and then pried her sex lips apart.
“Karen! Karen! Oh fuck! Oh my God! Oh! Don't! Karen!” she half sobbed, gulping in air.
But she had no control of herself, of her mind or body, and Karen's eager tongue was like a wild, mad thing stroking and twirling and then plunging impossibly deep through the mouth of her pussy. The woman's long arms slid up then, her hands cupping Emily's breasts, squeezing and kneading them as her mouth ate at her sex.
Another orgasm swept through her, and Emily arched violently, head rolling beneath her as her hips ground frenziedly up at the woman's hot mouth, as her pussy cream flowed like lava and her insides churned and roiled.
She lost herself to the pleasure, lost herself to the heat. Inhibitions swept away, she sobbed in pleasure and grasped the woman's head, bucking her hips up against the wildly licking tongue and sucking lips until the orgasm finally passed and she fell limp, gasping for breath, moaning dazedly.
*
“So how was your day?” Greg asked.
Emily started at the question guiltily, though she knew it was coming.
“Uhm, fine,” she said.
“You got a lot done,” Greg said
“Yes, yes I did. Uhm, yeah.”
She felt a rush of guilt but quickly suppressed it. It wasn't like she'd cheated on him! Exactly...
After all, she hadn't wanted sex, and it was with a woman, not a man, so, it wasn't really like she'd committed adultery. Exactly...
Greg gave her a peck on the cheek and moved on to the kitchen and she felt a little sense of resentment. Maybe if he had sex with her more often her body wouldn't have felt so uncontrollably aroused by Karen. Or by Boris!
Of course Boris was just eye candy. Greg was very different from Boris. He was a man of substance, an intelligent, sensitive man. He wasn't a musclebound ape like Boris. Boris was great to look at, and might even be wild to have sex with, but she'd never gone for that sort of guy when looking for boyfriends. You wanted more from boyfriends, not to mention potential husbands, than just the physical.
And it wasn't Greg's fault he was away for almost twelve hours a day. Between the long hours he was putting in at work and the long commutes she had known very well she'd be spending the majority of her waking time alone – except for Melissa. So there was no cause to resent him for it.
But she was feeling guilty, and more than a little ashamed of what she'd done that day, of giving in to Karen like she had and letting the woman – ravish her – like she was some helpless virgin. God!
The thing was – it had been great. There was just no getting around that. She'd never had much interest in women before, despite the fact that same sex dalliances were all the rage in college. But Karen was – beautiful, impressive, powerful, and demanding, in a way.
She hadn't asked for Emily's permission, hadn't wheedled and whined and begged and tried to persuade. She'd just taken her! There was something awfully hot about being taken like that, being dominated, being controlled.
That had always been one of her fantasies, after all, though of course, in her fantasies it was a tall, strong, handsome man who took her, not a woman! Someone like … Boris, for example.
She laid out his dinner for him, anxious to please, and he ate contentedly, talking occasionally about work. She, in turn, gave him a highly edited version of her day, which included meeting three of the local women for exercises, but didn't mention Boris or their skinny-dipping in the back yard – much less her experience with Karen.
She toyed with the idea of telling him about their skinny-dipping, just to see his reaction. No doubt it would be a male leer and a teasing suggestion of lesbianism which he wouldn't for a moment believe had happened. But she wasn't sure she could trust her reaction.
She was horny, that evening, for she couldn't keep the images of this afternoon out of her head, or the echoing memories of the wild, swirling pleasure which had broken over her at Karen's hands. The memories embarrassed but aroused her, and made her feel guilty. She sought to ease that guilt by teasing and flirting with Greg, and if she could have, would have persuaded him to ease her horniness with some hard sex.
But Greg wasn't interested. He was tired, and was going to go to bed early. That irritated her, and she consoled herself with the knowledge that if Greg wasn't going to satisfy her more often then it wasn't her fault if some other person did so.
*
She had still not settled in her mind what she was going to do about Karen by the next morning. It wasn't the kind of problem she'd ever really had to deal with before. Oh guys had been hot for her before, and she'd had to let them down gently and some of them had been more persistent.
But this was a woman, and furthermore, it was a woman she'd already given in to! And there was no hiding the fact it had been great, either!
She flirted with the idea of having some sort of ongoing affair with Karen. What was the harm, really? It would relieve the sexual tension for the two of them, and it wasn't really cheating. Hell, if their husbands found out they'd probably be all excited, not mad!
She saw him off to work, fed and changed Melissa and then began to unpack and move things around again. Her body ached from the hard exercise of the other day, and while a part of her was happy at that – since no pain-no gain – it made putting things more difficult.
By early afternoon she was pretty much finished. She changed into her bikini, put Melissa to bed for a nap in the large bassinet by the window so she'd hear if she woke, then went out back. The doorbell rang, and she froze, her heart starting to pound. Her chest tightened, and she hesitated, then leapt to her feet, not wanting the doorbell to ring again and again and wake Melissa.
She was not about to answer the door in her bikini again, though! She threw on a robe and quickly tightened the belt before going to the door. Her chest tightened further as she saw who was there, and she felt a rush of adrenaline before opening the door to Karen.
“Uhm, hi,” she said, blushing.
She would tell her she was busy and – .
“Hello, darling,” Karen said, stepping forward uninvited.
She gave Emily a quick peck on the cheek, causing her to stumble backwards, and went past her.
“Where is your little sweetie?” she demanded.
There was nothing to do but close the door behind her and follow her into the nursery.
“She's sleeping!” she whispered urgently.
Karen smiled down at the girl then turned away and walked back to the front room.
“And how are you today, dear? Feeling a trifle sore in places I'm guessing?”
“Well, yes to be honest.”
“More exercise will set that right. You need to catch up to the rest of us, sweetie.”
Karen moved through to the kitchen and looked out at the back yard, noting the book, radio and drink on the table.
“Been getting some more sun?” she asked with a smile.
Her fingers slid along the neck of her robe and Emily flushed.
“I'm guessing you're finding it a little less exciting than sunbathing at my place,” she said.
“Karen,” Emily began.
“Yes, honey?” Karen moved forward, backing Emily up.
“Look,” Emily said, “I need to explain that – .”
“That you're not a lesbian and that you're committed to your husband and that yesterday was just some wild and crazy thing that was beyond our control  and will never happen again?”
Karen continued to smile and continued to move closer so that Emily found herself backed against the kitchen counter.
“Uhm, well, yes but – .”
That was as far as he got as Karen seized the front of her robe, pulled her up and forward onto the balls of her feet, and kissed her deeply and passionately.
Emily felt her toes curl, then pushed frantically against the bigger woman's shoulders.
Karen drew back a little, grinning broadly. “I also am committed to my husband who I love very much,” she said.
Then she kissed her again, and Emily moaned into her mouth as the woman's tongue probed within her oral cavity and slid across her own tongue. The sensation was delicious, and momentarily irresistible, as her tongue pushed back and their lips moved together.
Then she remembered herself, trying to draw back again.
Karen laughed in amusement pulling her lips back.
“Catholic guilt?” she asked.
“I-I'm not Catholic!” Emily gasped breathlessly.
“Excellent.”
Karen's hands jerked the robe open, pushing it quickly back over Emily's slender shoulders.
“Karen!” Emily gasped.
Karen suddenly spun her around so her back was to the woman, then jerked the robe further open, and before the squirming brunette even understood what the woman was doing she found the belt of the robe had been pulled apart, then tied back behind her, pinning her arms behind her!
She was spun around again and then, arms pinned behind her, she could only gasp and moan as Karen gripped her hair and jerked her head up and forward, raising her onto the balls of her feet as their lips were crushed together.
Emily pulled against the belt, her arms tied at the elbows, and let out a shocked cry of confusion and pleasure as she felt her bra pulled down below her breasts. Then Karen plunged a hand down the front of her swimsuit as she bent and began to lick and suck at her breast.
“Oh God! Oh God! Oh please! Oh! Oh! Oh! Karen! Don't! Oh!”
She squealed as the woman's fingers, slippery with the suntan oil on Emily's skin, rubbed up and down against her clit, and the wild rush of sensations overpowered her mind and voice, making her tremble and shake in helpless heat and confusion.
“Hot little slut,” Karen purred, forcing her head back by pulling on her hair, and nibbling along her exposed throat. “Life is for having fun. Didn't you ever learn that little baby?”
Emily found herself unable to speak, barely able to draw shaky, gasping breaths as the woman's slippery fingers slipped inside her, pumping in and out as she stroked across her clitoris. Then the swimsuit bottom slid down her legs to her ankles, and off, as Karen kicked it away.
Karen pulled her away from the cupboard, pulled her forward against the edge of the table, and then bent her forward across it as Emily moaned in dazed heat. She felt the woman's hands at her back, undoing the belt and moaned weakly as she felt the woman pulling the robe down her arms and off. But then her bra was removed as well, and before she could protest, or even think to resist, the woman was pulling her arms back together again, and wrapping the robe's soft cloth belt around them.
“Wha-what are... what are you doing?!” she moaned.
She felt her legs forced wide, and then Karen knelt behind her, licking and sucking at her pussy. Her ability to think, much less resist pretty much evaporated at that point, as Karen's skilled tongue and fingers quickly drove her into a state of overheated, trembling lust that overwhelmed every other thought in her mind.
Karen rose, and just that quickly Emily let out a breathless cry as a firm grip on her hair forced her to straighten and arch her back.
Karen's other hand slid down her belly and between her legs, stroking and caressing as her lips nibbled at her earlobe.
“Are you going to be Karen's nasty little slave girl?” the blonde purred.
Emily could only moan breathlessly.
Karen grinned and then forced her to kneel.
“Sit on your heels. Spread your knees. Obey your mistress, little slave girl,” Karen purred, pushing her knees apart with her foot.
Emily flushed, chest heaving, eyes wide as she tried to settle her swirling, churning mind and get control of her throbbing, overheated body. She was literally trembling with heat, and couldn't control herself in that kind of raw hunger.
She watched, blushing even more deeply as Karen stripped off her clothes. She dropped her eyes in embarrassment, looking down the length of her nude body, helplessly aware of how her arms were tied behind her, bound at the elbows.
Karen stood over her, and she jerked her head away again, then moaned in pain as Karen seized her hair and pulled her face up and forward.
“I think it's time you learned how to please your betters,” Karen drawled.
“I-I don't know – .”
“But you will learn,” Karen said firmly.
She jerked on her hair a little painfully, and Emily winced.
“Stick out your tongue. Do it, slut,” Karen growled.
Gasping, trembling, she obeyed, and stared, wide-eyed, as Karen drew her face forward until her mouth was against her sex.
“Lick. Lick me, slave girl,” Karen growled.
Then she ground her face in against her pussy for a moment.
Emily was too helplessly aroused to feel the sense of revulsion she would have otherwise, and at a sharp, painful tug to her hair, she began to lick, finding it much easier as she continued. The sense of  'gross!' melted away, and she felt herself concentrating on licking the other woman's clitoris as Karen held her hair firmly, wanting to do a good job and not expose herself as some sort of virginal prude.
Karen acted as instructor, as well, telling her when she wanted her to lick harder or softer, when she wanted her to suck, and where, calling her “my little slave girl” in a way which made Emily's mind flame white hot!
When Karen tightened her grip on her hair and began to grind her hips forward faster and faster, she felt a sense of wild elation, and when the woman climaxed against her, a sense of tremendous excitement and victory.
Karen sank down to her knees before her, gasping and then pulled her in against her, their breasts pillowing as their mouths moved hungrily together.
Karen pushed her back then, and Emily gasped as she felt onto her back on the floor, fell onto her bound arms, really, legs sprawled open as Karen slid in between them. The blonde grabbed one of her ankles to lift her left leg up and open, then turned her own body a little at an angle and brought her own pussy in directly against Emily's
Then, holding the other leg in place, she began to grind her pussy against Emily’s hot, burning sex. Emily gasped at the sensations, chest heaving as she lay on her bound arms. She moaned and writhed, her upper body twisting from side to side, then cried out weakly as Karen thrust her hand down to fill it with a soft breast, squeezing and roughly kneading it as she ground herself faster against Emily’s sex.
Emily’s pussy felt horribly sensitive now, in the aftermath of her orgasm, and the grinding of the other woman’s flesh against her sent a surge of uncomfortably powerful sensations through her body. As she continued, though, those sensations began to transform into something wild and raw. And as her fluttering eyes looked up at the beautiful blonde and the sky beyond, as she took in the helplessness of her position, and the dark sense of eroticism swept through her, Emily’s body began to flare with heat, and a crackling sexual electricity sped across her flesh.
She felt – conquered, and some part of her exulted in it as she moaned in helpless heat. Karen continued to grind herself against her, that smooth, soft, moist, slippery flesh rubbing insistently against her own, and the tactile pleasure swirled through her like a fiery storm. As Karen arched her back, her rock hard nipples thrusting to the sky, and began to shudder and moan in pleasure another orgasm swept over Emily, and she bucked and writhed below her as the storm of pleasure overawed her senses.



Chapter Three
Boris was back. And this time the exercise mats were brought out back so they could exercise by the pool. Boris took off his shirt, and Emily couldn’t help licking her lips in soft, feminine delight. He had a perfect body, firmly muscled belly and pectorals, yet not too muscular, not one of those ugly bodybuilder types. Instead, his body was cut, athletic, lithe, and she found herself wanting him in a way she hadn’t wanted a man for a long time.
Maybe it was her recent experiences with Karen, though, but she didn’t want to make long, slow love with Boris. She wanted Boris to take her by the scruff of the next and just use her like an animal!
But that wasn’t going to happen. That was just a fantasy, after all. For now, she knelt on her mat with the other girls, watching him, mentally tearing off his shorts.
She herself was wearing shorts. She couldn’t bring herself to go all Stepford wives and get the same sort of leotard as the other girls had, but she had worn a pair of short, shorts of soft, elastic material, and a tight little baby-t which left much of her belly exposed.
It was a warm day under the sun, and as they exercised, they began to perspire. She was more than happy to jump into the pool afterwards – with her swimsuit on.
Karen had actually called her and told her to bring one. It was for Boris’ sake, as he was going to hang around a little and enjoy the pool with them. That was something of a relief to Emily, who was still confused and uncomfortable with the lesbian stuff she and Karen had been doing, and wasn’t eager to strip naked in front of the other women again so soon.
She was not surprised they all wore bikinis. She was surprised the other three wore thong bikinis. She was a little self-conscious, and a little irritated. They were all flirting and showing off shamelessly for Boris. She was determined to be the mature one and not go all gaga over the man, however hot he was.
That thought, though, was challenged when he changed into his swimsuit. It wasn’t one of those gross speedo things, but it was a lot shorter than his shorts, and he had great legs – and an even greater ass. And the way his skin looked, all shiny from the water, made her nipples throb.
There was much giggling and squealing as Boris threw the women around in the water, or they tried to climb up his body, up onto his shoulders, to jump.
Emily had to admit it was a rush to grab those broad shoulders and leap up out of the water, climbing up onto his back, her breasts pressing hard against his firm skin as she slid up, his neck between her legs – if on the wrong side – as she sat on his shoulders before he tossed her into the water.
But later, as they relaxed and had their drinks, chatting, listening to the radio, she got up to go inside and check on Melissa, and caught sight of something by the little change hut which brought her to a stop. She blinked, and moved forward, pulling aside a hedge, gasping at what she saw.
There was an outdoor shower there, to rinse off the chlorine water from the pool, and Boris was under it – naked. His back was to her, but his body was so incredible she felt her nipples harden in an instant.
What really caught her eyes, however, was the partly hidden form kneeling before him. A glance back told her Karen and Darlene were chatting at the pool, so that was little Zoey there. And even as she looked on Boris shifted a little to the side, turning, and she saw the size of his immensely thick cock thrusting forward into her mouth.
Emily’s eyes went wide and she felt a hot thrum of sexual desire as she saw his beautiful cock. He was all shaved, just like the women, so that every inch was visible – except that portion caught between Zoey’s lips. And as she watched he drew that out too, as Zoey kissed it and licked up and down the shaft. Then he gripped her hair, drawing her lips back onto the head of his cock. She spread her mouth wide, and his cock slid into her, inch after inch after inch, as Emily looked on incredulously.
Zoey trembled a little, but as he pulled her forward, every inch of his big cock pushed into her and down her throat, until Boris was holding her head in both hands, her nose jammed against his groin. There he ground himself slowly against her, then kind of pumped in and out a little.
Emily felt a wave of heat come over her that almost caused her to jump through the hedge. But she wasn’t that far gone, and instead, ashamed of herself for peeping, stumbled back and went into the house, more than a little breathless at what she’d just witnessed.
What a body on the man! And what a beautiful cock! He’d looked like a god, with his long hair spilling down all tangled and damp, his firmly muscled belly so flat and trim, his cock so hard and thick. She squeezed her thighs together as she shook her head, and then tried without success to put him out of her head as she checked on Melissa, then made her way back to the girls.
Darlene and Karen gave her a significant look as she returned.
“What?” she asked.
Then Zoey came sauntering around from behind the little pool hut, a smug look on her face.
“Well, Zoey,” Darlene said, “I trust you had a nice shower.”
“Uhm, yeah,” the little brunette said.
“Here, dear,” Karen said, handing her a glass. “A little drink to wash down that come.”
Zoey blushed and looked to make a denial, then shrugged and took a drink.
“Is he gone now?” Emily asked, looking towards the pool hut.
“Yes, he left.”
“He came, and then he went,” Darlene said with a smirk.
Karen snorted, then peeled off her top. Darlene did the same a moment later, then the two began to strip off their bottoms. Zoey did the same, and after a moment of self-conscious indecision, Emily went along with them.
“It’s good to have that off,” Karen said. “So Zoey, I trust you enjoyed yourself.”
Zoey shrugged.
“That’s good, because now you’re going to pay for it.”
She and Darlene jumped her and picked up the squealing brunette, carrying her to the pool and throwing her in as Emily looked on.
“Fucking brat!’ she heard Karen say. “I wanted that cock!”
“Then you should have taken it, you big fat cow!” Zoey yelled back.
Karen and Darlene dove in and soon were grappling with the younger woman, which included dunking her head under the water repeatedly until she apologized. Then, gasping, panting for breath, she was pulled up the ladder, and on the top step, halted. With Darlene behind her and Karen before her. 
Emily couldn’t see what they were doing, at first. Then with a startled shock, realized that Darlene held the girl’s arms back while Karen held her hair and pulled her face up into her own groin! From her angle, Emily could not see, but had no doubt, given her own experience, that Zoey’s tongue was licking at Karen’s pussy!
Sex between herself and Karen was – wild and weird and something she hadn’t yet come to terms with. Seeing all three of them in some sort of wild lesbian thing – a lesbian thing she would no doubt be expected to soon join, was too much for Emily.
She jumped up, grabbing her towel and wrapping it around herself as she hurried inside. Melissa was downstairs with Zoey’s son and Kim, and she shook her head in consternation. What were those sluts thinking of?! What if Kim had come up and seen her mother like that with Zoey!?
She was going to get dressed, get her daughter, and get the hell out of here!
As she hurried upstairs to where she’d left her clothes, though, she literally ran into Boris. She gasped and stumbled aside, her towel parting.
“I’m sorry,” Boris said, casually reaching down to help her.
Emily squealed and frantically jerked the towel closed, face reddening.
Boris grinned broadly. “You Americans,” he said. “You know, Russian women routinely bathe nude or at least topless. The female body is nothing to be ashamed of, especially a beautiful one like yours.”
Boris was wearing his shorts, but not yet his top, and Emily jerked her eyes off his chest, tilting her head back as he held her upper arms to stabilize her.
“You’re okay?”
“Y-Y-Yes!” she squeaked.
“Good. I’ll go out and say goodbye to Karen and Darlene and then be off.”
Emily gasped at the thought of him walking out back and seeing what was there.
“Oh uh, wait!” she gasped. “You uhm, you shouldn’t.”
He cocked his head to one side.
“They’re uhm, they’re naked, you see.”
“I see. Why are they naked?” he asked with a smile.
“Well uhm, they uhm, skinny-dip a lot, when there are no men around”
“That silly American shyness,” he said. “But I’m not shy. “
He moved towards the stairs and she gasped and grabbed his arm. “Wait!”
He stopped and smiled at her, and as he turned, her hand jerked off his arm, but slid across his chest as if by accident. His smile deepened, and she flushed even more darkly.
“I uhm, I wanted uhm, to… to talk about… my exercise routine,|” she gulped.
“You like private lessons with Boris?” he purred, moving closer.
She gulped and backed up.
“Uhm, no I uhm, I just uhm, wondered if uhm…”
Boris towered over her, and then bent and kissed her. She froze, and when there was no resistance he kissed harder, pushing her back against the table in the hall.
She moaned against him, and her hands finally came up, pressing against his chest, pushing him back. Or at least, that was her intent. Somehow, all they wound up doing was rubbing up and down against his beautifully muscled chest, at least until she managed to get hold of herself.
Then she pushed him back, though it was like pushing a wall.
“W-wait! S-stop!” she gasped. “I can’t! I-I… we can’t!”
He chuckled throatily. “American women. You are always so afraid of doing what your own body wants to do.”
He gripped the front of the towel tied together above her breasts, smoothly pulling it open and back, capturing her arms easily as he drew the two sides back behind her. Then, before Emily understood what was happening, he tied the towel together behind her back, pinning her arms in place.
She gaped at him as he scooped up her buttocks in his hands, lifting her up and back onto the table, then spread her legs wide as he dropped to his knees before her. It was all done so quickly, so smoothly, that she hadn’t even said a word to that point.
“Boris!” she finally cried in shock.
But his mouth was already enveloping her sex, his tongue swirling up and down along her soft pussy opening as he sort of growled and rolled his eyes up at her.
Emily was in shock,  and with that shock came total indecision and uncertainty.  She could still hardly believe she was naked with her legs spread and Boris between them! As to what to do about it… with Kim in the basement, and the women outside doing some sort of nasty lesbian thing, what could she do about it!
“Boris! Boris, no!” she gasped.
But he gripped her thighs tightly, raising her legs up and back as he licked wildly at her pussy, and the hot, bubbling sexual arousal which had been simmering behind her mind since she’d arrived, since she’d first set eyes on him in fact, began to boil over.
“Oh my God!” she gasped. “Oh! Oh! Please! Oh God! Oh! Oh! Boris! Oh!”
His mouth was devouring her, and she could do nothing but squirm and twist and writhe in helpless pleasure as the raw heat poured over her. A book fell off the table, then a tissue box as the table shuddered beneath her. Her head rolled back against the wall as she stared in astonishment at the man eating her, as the waves of wild animal pleasure rolled over her.
Her head pulled back and her mouth opened in a gurgling rictus of shocked pleasure as her body trembled with the intensity of the sexual pressure and heat within. Her mind could not function. It was as though she were intoxicated, drunk on the wild rush sensations churning within her.
And when the orgasm rolled over her she could do nothing as convulsions wracked her body and she bucked and shook in his hands, crying out softly, breathlessly, as his tongue lapped furiously at her quivering, overheated clitoris.
He rose before her, hair spilling around his head like a lion’s mane. His left hand slid up behind her head, his forearm forcing her leg up and back as he seized her hair and pulled her head up to meet his lips. His right hand stroked along the line of her sex, and a long, fat finger pushed into the mouth of her pussy, then slid into her overheated body.
She shuddered against him as his lips melded with hers, as his tongue pushed into her mouth, and as his big finger was joined by a second, pumping slowly but deeply within her sopping depths.
|”Every woman should have at least one or two wild, sudden experiences in her life to look back on when she is old,” he purred into her ear, nibbling at her earlobe.
Emily couldn’t speak, could barely draw in shuddering, ragged breaths as he kissed her again, then bent and began to suck at her breasts. His two fingers pumped inside her, becoming three, and then his thumb began to stroke against her clit. She gasped and jerked and began to squirm and writhe once again as his teeth bit at her nipples.
He drew slightly back, releasing her hair. He gripped both of her legs now, jerking them up and back harder so she slid down onto her back on the small table. He leaned into her, his shoulders pressing her legs back and then she felt something soft and warm – and yet hard – pressing along the length of her pussy, along the length of her belly.
He pulled his lips away from hers, leaning back, and Emily, gasping, dazed, looked down to his huge cock laying against her belly. She felt a sudden shock, a sudden desire, a sudden need to say no, but he simply leaned back, gripping her legs behind the knees to pin them against the wall, and his fat helmet-headed cock found the opening to her oozing pussy and then pushed forward.
“No!” she cried.
Or perhaps it was a whisper. Or maybe it was only in her own mind.
She felt the lips of her sex pushed in and back, felt them spreading apart, forced wide, then wider still as his thick cock slid into her. The feel, given the intensity of the heat within her, was indescribable as his cock pushed deeper, filling a void she hadn’t even realized was there, filling her until she felt crammed, stuffed, then overfilled, and still he pushed himself into her as she shook her head and trembled in heat and then pain.
He leaned into her again, licking at her lips, kissing her as his hips began to move, began to grind. His big cock moved in and out, in and out, in and out, deeper, harder, faster as the sex-heat took control of her mind as well as her body. She grunted and moaned and shuddered as he took her there, against the wall, the backs of her feet pressed against the picture over her head as his big cock impaled her.
It was so big! It was so good! So fucking good!
He began to thrust harder, his big log of a cock stroking in and out of the deepest pit of her belly as his hips began to slap against her upraised buttocks. The table shook beneath her, banging against the wall, and the world spun around her and dissolved into a kaleidoscopic maelstrom of lights and sensations as Emily flipped over the edge into another monster orgasm.
It was intense! It was wild! It was… glorious!
She was so dazed, she was hardy aware of him picking her up off the table and carrying her into the bedroom, or of him placing her on the bed, kissing her finally, then walking away. She lay across the bed, chest heaving, trying to focus her eyes after that incredible, mind blowing orgasm, and was hardly even aware of her own naked state for at least a full minute. Then, finally, still flushed, still breathing raggedly, she sat up and shook her head.
What was happening to her!?
First Karen and now Boris!? Was she turning into some sort of slut!?
She grunted as she turned her shoulders first this way, then the other, her head twisting to look at the towel tied around her arms, exasperated and annoyed. Boris hadn’t tied her arms – exactly. When Karen had tied the belt around her it had tied her elbows tightly together so that her hands actually stuck out opposite sides of her hips.
What Boris had done was simply pin her arms close together, though not touching. The effect was the same, however, as she couldn’t get her arms free!
She worked on it for a minute, confident she would get it loose soon, but soon was not quick enough. The door opened, and Karen walked in, followed by Darlene and Zoey. She froze, eyes widening, face flushing as the three women frowned at her.
“And what have we here?” Darlene demanded.
“I wondered where you’d gotten to,” Karen said with a scowl.
“Uhm…”
“How did you get your towel tied behind you like that?” Zoey demanded.
“Uhm…”
Karen came forward, and gripped her hair, jerking her head up and back.
“Oww! Karen!”
“You have been fucking our Russian fantasy boy,” she said accusingly.
“I-I haven’t!” she gulped.
Then she gasped as someone slid two fingers into her pussy. A moment later her head was jerked forward and the fingers were in her mouth.
“I think you have!” Karen said.
“I-I.. he… I couldn’t help it!” she cried.
“You couldn’t help it? You fell down onto his big cock?!” Zoey demanded. “You slut!”
“She’s a very bad girl,” Karen said mournfully. “I think we need to punish her.”
“Yes, for having an illegal cock inside her!” Darlene growled.
“I-I but I…”
“Did I give you permission to fuck Boris, little slut?” Karen demanded, jerking on her hair.
“Ow! Stop!”
“Did I?”
“Ow! No! Karen!”
“Slut,” Karen said.
“Slut,” Darlene sneered.
“Slut!” Zoey taunted.
“She definitely needs a spanking,” Karen said.
And with that she drew out a high-backed chair, pulled a helpless Emily around, sat down, and dragged her across her lap.
“Karen! Let me go!”
“Adulteress! We can’t let you go or you’ll go fuck some other helpless, innocent man!”
“Helpless! I’m the one tied up!” she cried.
“Probably because you couldn’t keep your hands to yourself,” she sniffed.
And with that her hand slapped down onto Emily’s squirming bottom with a sharp report of flesh on flesh which was followed by Emily’s yelp of pain.
“Oww! Hey!”
Another slap, and another, as Emily twisted and squirmed, and then more slaps, as her protests fell on deaf ears.  Her arms were straight back, so she tried to use her hands to intercept the blows, but that was a losing battle, and then Darlene moved forward and gripped her wrists. The towel was untied and removed, but she and Karen easily pulled her arms back further, crossing her wrists, while Zoey wrapped some sort of leather cord around and around them.
“Hey! Don’t! You guys! Untie me!” she demanded, kicking her legs and trying to twist free.
“Our bad little girl has to be punished,” Darlene said.
“Hey! I’m not playing!” Emily gasped desperately.
Then the spanking resumed.  Karen’s hand cracking down against her unprotected bottom again and again. The spanks stung! And she began to feel a sense of outrage and indignation, not to mention embarrassment, as she was spanked like a little girl! In front of witnesses!
“Stop it! Ow! Fuck! That hurts!”
“It’s meant to hurt, nasty little adulteress,” Karen sniffed.
The word made Emily blanch, and momentarily stopped her argument, even as she yelped and squirmed from further blows.
“You should know by now, bad girl, that you’re not to put big nasty man-cocks up inside this little hole,” Karen said, as a finger slid into her.
“Except, of course, your husband’s man-cock,” Darlene said.
“Yes, only your husband’s man cock,” Karen said, her finger pumping in and out as she resumed spanking.
“Ow! Ow! Don’t! Ow!” Emily cried.
“We need to plug up that nasty hole so no more men stick their big cocks into her,” Darlene purred.
“Here. We can use this,” Zoey said, as if finding something.
Emily’s head hung low, her view of the world almost upside down. But she jerked her head up and turned it, gasping, eyes wide, just in time to see Zoey hand a very large, black dildo to Darlene.
“No!” she gasped.
“Quiet, slut!” Karen said sternly, slapping her bottom sharply.
Emily felt the dildo push into her. And though it was thick, she was moist and hot, and she groaned helplessly as it slid deeper and deeper even while Karen continued spanking her.
A dark heat began to rise between her legs as her initial shame and embarrassment slowly faded. It was obvious the three of them had been doing nasty stuff together for a while, and now Emily was at their mercy.
Karen was wild enough, but doing something sexual with three women at once was beyond the pale! She would have run out if she could have, but instead she could only yelp and moan and curse as Darlene worked the dildo deeper, and Karen kept spanking her now hot, throbbing, aching bottom!
Fingers began to stroke against her clitoris, then, and despite the anger and embarrassment her body reacted like a fire with oil thrown on it. The sex-heat spread out through her belly and she shuddered helplessly, her mind swept back and forth between the churning hot pleasure and the stinging hot pain.
She squealed and squirmed, jerking her head around at a finger against her rosebud. “Don’t!”
Laughter greeted her, and a sharp slap to the bottom, then another dildo, lubed, was slowly worked into her back passage. Again, she was overcome by the wildness of it all, by the shock, by the raw, animal heat and wild dark eroticism. Her body shook with the heat even as her mind continued to resist, but the fight was exhausting her.
With her bottom flaming hot, and her insides aching from the two big dildos jammed inside her, she could only groan as Karen pulled her hair, lifting her head up and back.
“Are you sorry for being such a bad little slut?” Karen demanded.
“I-I…”
Crack! “Say it!”
“Ow!”
Crack! “Say it!”
“I’m sorry!”
Crack! “Say all of it. Say you’re sorry for being a bad little slut.”
Crack! Crack!
“I-I’m sorry for being a bad little slut!” she cried weakly.
Crack!
“Miss Karen,” Karen said. “Try again, little slut.”
Crack! Crack!
“Ow! I-I’m sorry for being a bad little slut, Miss Karen!” she gasped.
“Say you’re sorry for riding Boris’ big man-cock without permission.”
Crack! Crack!
“Ow! I-I’m sorry for riding… for riding…” Crack! “Ow! For riding Boris’ big man cock without permission, Miss Karen!”
“You’re going to have to apologize to each of us individually, little slut,” Karen said.
Hands pulled her off Karen’s lap and set her knees on the floor, and Karen stood over her, nude and beautiful, holding her hair in her hand as she jerked her face up towards her.
“Now show me how eager you are to make it up to me, slut,” she ordered.
She jammed her face in against her pussy, and Emily moaned and began to lick. Her face reddened as she did so, as the other two looked on, but she realized she had no choice. Her bottom was flaming hot, and she would just get spanked more for refusing.
And…. The fact was her pussy was flaming hot, as well, and the raw heat was spilling through her veins and making her thrum with sexual need and desire.
Being naked and tied up on her knees was hot, nasty and exciting, even though two other women looked on, scowling. It felt intensely degrading, and yet, the wild heat rose regardless. Forced to lick Karen’s clitoris while the other two women looked on! That was so nasty! It was so wicked! And she felt utterly dominated by the woman, completely helpless – used – taken!
Her face was wet with the other woman’s juices as she licked and Karen ground her face against her.
“Nasty little slut,” Darlene sneered.
“Lick her pussy, whore!” Zoey taunted.
Emily obeyed, as a shimmering curtain of sexual heat closed around her body and mind. Her nipples burned and her pussy throbbed around the thick dildo they’d shoved inside her. Her belly ached from the fullness of the two dildos, and she pulled her wrists continuously against their bindings in heady, exotic heat.
She felt a sense of triumph when Karen came, so obviously, grinding her face into her pussy. Her sputtering mind hadn’t thought beyond that, not until Karen released her hair, and Darlene grabbed it Darlene jerked her around so that she was kneeling before the other blonde, and only then did Emily begin to realize, her stomach sinking, and yet her blood boiling, that she would be forced to eat all three of them.
“Apologize to me now, slut!” Darlene growled.
“I-I… I don’t… I -- .”
Darlene jerked on her hair and Emily cried out in pain.
“I’m sorry for fucking Boris, Miss Darlene!” she gasped.
“Now apologize like you mean it, slut,” Darlene ordered, pulling her face in against her pussy.
It was even more shocking this time, for she’d done nothing with Darlene. Yet in a hot haze, Emily began to lick at her clitoris just the way Karen had shown her, licked her as the other two taunted her, licked her to an orgasm.
Then Zoey sat down, and pulled her in between her widespread thighs as she slumped low in a chair.
Emily began to lick, moaning, gasping, then writhing as the other two women knelt on either side of her. She felt her breasts kneaded and squeezed, then the dildos in her pussy and ass began to pump in and out, to twist and turn.
“Nasty little slut,” Karen purred.
“Filthy little whore!” Darlene taunted.
“Lick me, slut!” Zoey groaned, slumping lower, legs spread wide.
Fingers stroked her pussy and rolled and tugged her nipples. Fingers mashed her breasts up and together, the two long, thick dildos thrusting and out of her flaming hot belly!
The wild heat poured over her and Emily came, crying out, bucking and jerking as the two dildos were rammed up inside her, as someone reached under and began to stroke her clitoris, as her breasts were squeezed and groped. The two dildos churning inside her were tearing apart her mind, and she gurgled and gasped and jerked under their grip as raw heat overcame her.



Chapter Four
Emily's mind was swirling with anxiety and guilt. Not only had she somehow become involved with these... these perverted lesbians – even if they weren't lesbians – but she'd cheated on her husband with Boris! She wasn't sure which was more shocking and which caused her the most guilt.
With the other women, well, it was all just kinky games. They were all married themselves, after all. So it was just... sport. But Boris was a man! There was no getting around the fact she had committed adultery in every sense of the word by letting him fuck her the way he had!
Unfortunately, her memories of all that had happened that day were so charged with sexual energy that every time she thought about them her body resonated with the wild heat, arousal and pleasure which had threatened to consume her mind then!
God, she was such a slut!
But Boris had such an incredible body! What a cock! She'd never felt anything so wonderful inside her before!
It was all Greg's fault! If he wasn't so lacking in sexual energy she wouldn't be so... so... vulnerable to the perverted neighbors! To say nothing of Boris and his hunky male body!
That evening she did her best to play the perfect housewife, with everything set up for Greg's return. She even made a special dinner, did her hair, and put on a dress.
And then he called and said he would be working overtime again.
She sighed, but it wasn't really his fault. She knew that intellectually. Emotionally was something else again. She ate alone, fed Melissa, and then watched TV, trying not to think about the wild and perverted events of the day.
And failing.
The next day she obstinately refused to answer either the door or the phone. She stayed inside with Melissa and did some of her communications work. She resolutely decided that she would never again have anything to do with Karen and the others. She would get her own home gym and exercise in the basement. Alone!
But things were awfully quiet now. Of course, they'd been awfully quiet before too. It was odd, though. She'd only spent a few days with Karen and the others, but those days had been so full of... life. So full of conversation and excitement and... and the stimulation... The mental stimulation!
Well, and physical stimulation too. That, of course, was the problem!
She had to stay away from those women and Boris or... or God only knew what would happen! Greg would be bound to find out eventually! And then what!?
Of course, she thought sulkily, as she flicked through TV stations, he wasn't going to find out much if he was hardly ever home, and exhausted when he was home.
The next day the treadmill arrived, and she supervised the men carrying it downstairs. They put it together for her, and then left. Emily got into her shorts and sports bra and started walking, then jogging, determined to work off her excess energy.
But some of that energy was sexual energy. She'd not had an enormous interest in sex since the baby. But now, now she found herself thinking about it constantly! Maybe she needed to get a dildo, or even a vibrator. She'd been too embarrassed to actually go into a store, but she could buy them on the internet.
And did!
God, she was so horny! Despite the guilt and squirming embarrassment at what had happened with the kinky neighborhood housewives her mind resonated with the wickedly exciting, thrilling excitement of what she had to admit was the wildest sexual adventure of her life!
And her body, of course, followed wherever her mind led.
She would have to stay away from Boris. That was a certainty! She couldn't become a... an adulterous, as the girls called her! At least, not again! But sex with the girls was more like, well... like playing. It wasn't 'serious' sex. It wasn't 'real' sex, like sex with a man would be!
Or so she tried to convince herself.
Serious sex was the romantic kind. What had happened with the girls was, well, for heavens sakes, they had spanked her! They had tied her up and spanked her bare bottom! She blushed just remembering it. It had all been a wild, wicked, giggly game to them.
She got into a very fast jog, increasing the speed of the machine and determinedly forgetting all else, as Melissa slept in a little bassinet across the room. She stopped every five minutes to do crunches and planks, working on her stomach. She wanted it as firm and hard as Karen's!
The door bell brought her attention around and she glanced at the stairs anxiously. Should she ignore it? What if it was Karen again!? God! The woman was a... a nymphomaniac! But as anxious and nervous as she was about all that had happened she was also gripped by a dark fascination amid the remembered shock waves of thrilled pleasure that had swept through her.
She just needed to … well, control things a little better, slow them down.
She grabbed Melissa and hurried upstairs, setting her down on the hall table as she opened the door. She was relieved to find Zoe there instead of Karen. Zoe was a lot less, well, threatening.
“Oh, Hi Zoe,” she said. “I was just exercising.”
“There's exercise and then there's exercise!” Zoe said with a grin, then spotted Melissa and hurried past to look down at her.
“Don't wake her!” Emily whispered.
“They're so darling when they're asleep!” Zoe said in a soft voice.
They took Melissa into her room and put her into her crib and Emily led Zoe out into the living room.
“Where's the others?” Emily asked casually.
“Karen's busy picking up stuff for Kim's birthday party,” she said. “And Darlene is taking care of some school problem with Cory. I thought I'd come and see you and maybe hang out at your pool.”
“My pool isn't as uhm, nice as Karen's, Emily said.
She wasn't at all sure about the petite young woman. She seemed very nice, and very bouncy and good humored, if a bit immature. But she was also enthusiastic about sex, and Emily wasn't sure she wanted to do that with Zoe, at least, not just with Zoe. The whole idea was still awfully confusing.
Nevertheless, there was no legitimate reason to turn her down, and it was nice outside, and she had planned to sit by the pool herself. But she felt a growing sense of anxiety mixed with anticipation as they brought out towels and got drinks, and set up out back.
Zoe had not brought a suit, and Emily flushed, but couldn't think of a reason to wear one herself when the other woman wasn't. Zoe didn't seem to be behaving like she had sex in mind, but it was definitely on Emily's mind! She just wasn't sure if she wanted to have any of it or not!
Zoe had a very athletic body, with very firm round breasts. The thick framed glasses perched on her nose looked sort of cute when she was naked.
Zoe had brought a big shoulder bag, and now pulled out a plastic bottle and squeezed a stream of white cream over her chest and down her belly, then began to spread it over her skin. Emily felt weirdly uncomfortable watching, because for some reason the sight struck her as erotic. And it shouldn't have.
Zoe glanced up at her and found her watching, and Emily blushed and looked away, but the woman only let out a quick laugh.
“So how are you handling things?” she asked.
“Things?” Emily asked.
“You know.”
Emily felt her face flush. “I don't know,” she said.
“Never apologize for giving or receiving pleasure,” Zoe said.
That sounded like a very mature statement, and not at all like Zoe.
“Quoting Karen?”
Zoe laughed. “Well, it's true!” she said.
“I'm not used to … that kind of open... sex!” she exclaimed. “Especially not with women!”
“Never done it with girls before?”
“No!”
“Well, it's just fun, and sure relieves the boredom.”
Emily couldn't argue with that!
Then Zoe squirted the cream onto her chest and down her belly.
“Oops, I came on you!” Zoe said with a laugh.
Emily snorted and spread the oil over her own breasts and down her belly, blushing under Zoe's gaze.
“We're all sexual people,” Zoe said.
“Karen again?”
“Just stating the obvious.
And her slick, creamy hand reached over and began to caress Emily's bottom.
“Zoe!” she gulped.
“What?” Zoe said with wide eyed innocence. “I'm helping put suntan lotion on you!”
“Riiight,” Emily said.
Zoe's hand slid up and down over her buttocks, and up and down her spine, and Emily began to feel a rising flush of heat inside herself even as she pretended to believe her and continued to run her own creamy hands down the front of her body. She raised a foot and put it on the edge of one of the chairs, bending forward to slide her fingers down her leg.
Zoe's hand slid under her buttocks and rubbed up and down along the line of her sex, and Emily gulped and turned to glower at the other woman, who smirked back at her. Then she continued to oil up her own leg down to the ankle, ignoring Zoe's caressing fingers.
“You're a little perve,” she said as she strengthened.
“Would you like an introduction?” Zoe asked brightly.
“I've already had lots of introduction to perversion, thanks!”
“This is Zoe's introduction,” the woman said, her eyes bright and filled with a sly and cocky attitude.
Emily put her other foot up on the chair and bent forward to slide her oiled hands down her leg, and again she felt Zoe's fingers caressing her sex, sliding up to rub across her already swollen clitoris. That produced a sudden burst of sensation she fought to ignore despite the rising surge of heat.
She straightened, which forced the girl's hand out from between her legs, and gave her another reproving look, though her heart was now beating quite fast and her pulse was racing.
“I know what you need,” Zoe said.
“I'm sure you do,” Emily said dryly.
Zoe grinned and took something out of her bag, then held it up in front of Emily's eyes.
Emily frowned in confusion. It was a short length of white rope. Then she sucked in a breath of air.
“I don't think so!” she said firmly.
“You can tie me up,” Zoe said.
Emily stared at her in surprise.
“Why would I want to tie you up!?”
“So you'll be safe from my perverted hands!” Zoe said with a perky grin, and then held her hands up and out with the rope draped across them.
“I don't think that's necessary,” she said, keeping her voice steady.
“Well then, let me show you what it does to your mind.”
“What? No! Zoe!”
“It's just a psychological test!” Zoe said as she wrapped the rope around Emily's wrist.
“Wha-what kind of test?” Emily gulped.
She was anxious, but aroused, and at the same time felt she had to at least pretend a lack of cooperation.
“To see what it does to your mind, without anything else happening.”
She drew Emily's wrist behind her and grabbed the other, pulling them together behind her back and crossing them.
Emily's pulse raced faster, and she wanted to jerk her hand away – but she also didn't!
She felt a rush of heat as she felt her wrists solidly tied together behind her back!
“Now sit down,” Zoe said.
She sat down on the chaise lounge, and Zoe pushed her back so she lay back on her bound arms and wrists.
Then Zoe straddled the lounge and moved forward so her own naked, glistening sex was right in Emily's face.
“Now how do you feel?” Zoe asked.
Emily didn't trust herself to answer!
Zoe snickered and then sat down on the edge of the lounger, letting her fingers trace up and down along Emily's thigh, then up her belly to gently cup and fondle her breasts. She leaned in, then, and put her mouth around Emily's right nipple, then squeezed as she sucked.
Emily gasped as she felt the woman drinking her breast milk!
“Zoe!” she gasped.
Zoe kept sucking, her teeth chewing on the surrounding flesh as she squeezed her breast, and then she drew back, licking her lips.
“Nothing like a light afternoon snack,” she said.
“You are a little pervert!” Emily gulped.
“Ha! You ain't seen nothing yet. Spread your legs.”
“I don't think so.”
“Do you want a spanking?” Zoe asked, her eyes narrowing.
“You wouldn't dare!”
Zoe laughed and Emily knew she definitely would. She shifted her knees further apart, and gasped as Zoe's small hand slid between her thighs, sliding under to caress her sex.
“Never be ashamed of pleasure, remember?” Zoe said.
She shifted around and then forcefully jerked Emily's legs farther, as she bent in between her legs.
Emily moaned low in her throat as Zoe began to gently lick her. She stared, wide eyed, as the other woman's tongue lapped at her sex and her fingers slid into the mouth of her sex to pull her lips open. Then one slim finger twisted and turned and pushed into her to the knuckle. A second came after, and Emily groaned, closing her eyes and laying her head back.
Zoe's tongue licked harder and faster, and her lips caught at Emily's clitoris, sucking in such a way that Emily's hips bucked up against her.
But then the petite woman backed off, sliding a hand into Emily's soft brown hair and tugging firmly.
“Come. On your knees, Slave girl!” she ordered.
“Oh! Oh, don't!” Emily squealed as her hair was pulled.
She scrambled forward off the chair and onto her knees before the other woman, her wrists tugging uselessly against the rope.
“Now, slave. You are going to please your mistress,” Zoe ordered.
Emily gasped breathlessly, and when the other woman jerked her face forward she began to lick her with eager excitement, her body pulsing with heat.
“That's my little sex slave,” Zoe purred.
Emily moaned in dark heat, licking and sucking at Zoe as the girl tugged on her hair and reached down to fondle her breasts. Then she began to roll her hips towards Emily's licking tongue, moaning and cursing softly as Emily licked her to orgasm!
“Good slave girl!” she said, panting.
She sat down, blowing out a breath of air, then reached out and pulled Emily closer.
“Sit back on your heels, slave girl,” she ordered.
Gulping, still pulsing with heat, Emily obeyed, very, very aware of her bound wrists.
“Spread your legs, slut! I like to see your tight little pussy,” Zoe barked.
Flushing, heart thumping, Emily obeyed. This was such a kinky, exciting game!
“Now rise up.”
Emily squeaked as the girl wound a single tendril of her hair around her finger and used it to force her upward.
“Now down.”
She sank down again, wondering what Zoe was doing.
Then Zoe took something else out of her big shoulder bag.
“Oh! Zoey!” she gulped.
Zoe forced her up and placed the thick black dildo on the deck below her.
“Down, slave girl!”
Moaning, the heat burning even hotter within her, Emily slowly sank down until she felt the head rubbing against her oiled opening.
“It's... too thick!” she moaned.
“You love big cocks inside you. All sex slaves do.”
She groaned as she felt the pressure and heat and ache growing, and then, slowly, the mouth of her sex opened wider and then wider still, stretching achingly wide until the thick 'head' of the black silicone cock began to push up inside her!
“Oh! Oh, God!” she moaned.
She could feel the thickly carved 'veins' on the cock as it slid up through the lips of her sex! She could feel the fat head pushing higher and deeper through the narrow, elastic sheath of her sex! The sexual heat roared like a bonfire after gasoline had been dumped into it!
She forced herself down further, gasping and moaning in wanton pleasure, impaling herself on the thick cock until she acted deliciously!
Zoe giggled and made her sink all the way down until her buttocks were on her heels, then sat down in front of her. She picked up a drink and sipped as she eyed Emily over the rim of the glass.
“A naked little slave girl, all tied up and full of cock,” she said teasingly.
Emily was already flushed, but felt a twinge of embarrassment and discomfort, then gasped as Zoe extended her leg, pushing her foot up against her, and let her oiled big toe rub against Emily's swollen clitoris.
“I wonder if I can make you come with just my big toe,” she said in amusement.
Emily gasped as the soft, slick skin of her toe rubbed up and down against her clitoris, the raw heat thrumming up through her body as she forced herself down even further on the dildo, groaning in dark, delicious heat despite the increased ache!
“Would you like to come, slave girl?” Zoe asked teasingly.
Emily's mind was a pulsing, thrumming cauldron of heat, and she could hardly bring herself to speak.
Zoe stopped rubbing her and she shuddered, gulping in air.
Then the shorter girl slid off the chair and gripped Emily's hair, jerking it back sharply, painfully.
“Answer your mistress, sex slave!” she taunted.
“Oh! Please!”
“Say please mistress.”
“P-Please, Mistress!” Emily gasped.
She felt one of Zoe's fingers sliding down to rub lightly against her swollen clitoris.
“Beg for me to make you come, slave girl.”
“Please make me come, Mistress!” Emily moaned.
“Call me Mistress Zoe.”
“Please make me come, Mistress Zoe!” Emily gasped.
“Not so fast, sex slave,” Zoe said, standing before her. “Please your mistress!”
She jerked on Emily's hair, pulling her mouth in against her own sex again, and Emily began to lick dazedly, moaning as her tongue lapped at the girl's clitoris.
“Good thing for you this suntan lotion is edible,” Zoe said in amusement.
Then her voice hardened. “Lick your mistress, slut! Harder!”
Emily licked helplessly, feverishly aroused, and grunting and gasping at the ache deep in her belly as she forced herself down even harder against the big black cock.
“Suck my clitoris, slave whore,” Zoe demanded, tugging on tendrils of Emily's hair. “Please your mistress or you'll get your bottom strapped! Maybe I'll even whip you!”
Emily licked desperately, gasping and moaning, her mind wrapped in a glittering, swirling cloud of  charged sexual electricity.
“Maybe I'll hang you from your wrists and whip you! Would you like that, slave bitch?” Zoey growled.
The words were darkly thrilling, though of course, Emily knew they were just words, meant to excite her.
Zoey pulled back suddenly, breathing hard herself.
“I don't need your tongue to make me come, sex slave,” she said.
She yanked something else out of the bag, and a panting Emily stared in confusion as she stepped into what looked like a sort of leather bikini, though with heavy straps and some kind of hard front...
Then Zoey gripped her hair and yanked her around, forcing her face down against the deck.
“Raise that ass high, slut!” she ordered. “Higher, slave!”
She moved behind her and Emily gasped as she felt the dildo sliding backwards. Then it jostled around a little, before thrusting into her again.
Zoe's hands landed on her hips as the dildo began to pump in and out hard and fast, and Emily knew, in a moment of startled clarity, that somehow the girl had attached the base of the dildo to the leather thing she'd put on!
A rush of wild heat filled her as she realized that Zoey was going to fuck her like a man! And then she cried out as the girl's hand gripped a fistful of hair and yanked it up and back, and her other hand slapped her bottom sharply.
“Beg me to fuck you, slave slut!” she growled.
“Oh! Oh please!” Emily squealed.
Crack! Crack!
“Beg, slut!”
“Please fuck me, Mistress Zoey!” Emily gasped.
I can't believe I said that, Emily thought dazedly. I can't believe I'm doing this!
But the dildo pushed into her, achingly deep, then pulled out, and started thrusting steadily as she gasped and moaned in wild, helpless sexual hunger! Zoe kept slapping her bottom and yanking on her hair. The sex, the fucking, was nothing like what she did with Greg! This was... wild and raw and carnal!
“Oh! Ungh! Ungh! Ahg! Oh! Please!” she gasped as Zoe thrust harder.
Crack!
“Please Mistress Zoe, slut. Say it!” Zoe's voice sounded more and more breathless herself!
“Please Mistress Zoey!” she moaned.
“Nasty little come slut,” Zoe gasped, grinding her hips in slow circles, then thrusting hard and fast again.
And then with a cry of dark, delicious pain and wild, raw pleasure, the head of the dildo punched even deeper into her sex, and Emily felt the girl's bare skin against her buttocks! That meant, she realized in shock, that she had the entire long dildo inside her!
She came, crying out, her voice rising higher and higher until Zoey yanked harder on her hair and clamped a hand over her mouth.
“Nasty slut! You'll have the neighbors coming over,” Zoey said.
The orgasm tore through Emily like a hurricane, her hips bucking back violently as she gurgled and groaned and sobbed at the overwhelming force of the pleasure storm tearing through her!



Chapter Five
She was sitting on her heels again, or rather, on the edges of her heels, with her feet flat on the deck, the backs of her feet pressed firmly against the warm wood. Every time she lowered her eyes and stared at her sex Emily felt a dark thrilled shock roll through her body.
It was virtually buried inside her! Only the base showed, spreading her lips obscenely wide apart!
Zoey let her drink, holding the glass to her lips, then fed her small pieces of sandwich, making her lick them from her fingers.
“Thank you, Mistress Zoey!” she gulped after each bite.
Every couple of minutes Zoey would jerk back on her hair to force her back to arch, then run her other hand up and down the front of her body, never failing to stop to stroke her swollen clitoris.
“How many times do you think I can make you come, sex slave?” the girl asked coyly.
“I-I don't know, Mistress Zoey!” she gulped.
Emily felt very weird about this kinky situation. It was strange enough when it was Karen dominating her. But at least Karen was older, bigger, taller, stronger, and a very dominating personality. Zoey was more of a playful girl her own age, who seemed oddly immature.
And yet her body still pulsed with heat!
It was doubly degrading to have to call her 'mistress', but wickedly exciting anyway.
“Should I fuck you again, slave slut?” Zoey asked. “You want me to, don't you.”
Emily did, but she didn't want to admit it! Not to Zoey!
She hadn't realized the dildo thing Zoey wore had a soft leather pad which ground against her clitoris as she thrust into someone. But Zoey's cries of pleasure, coming after Emily's own orgasm, as the girl continued to thrust hard into her, had been a clue. Then Zoey had showed it to her, giggling, as she removed it.
Now Emily gulped as she watched the girl lean over and take something else from her bag. It looked like another dildo or... no, it was a vibrator!
Emily braced herself, gasping as she stared at the thing. Then Zoey was jerking back on her hair again and she heard the thing buzzing. A moment later it began to rub against her clitoris.
“Oh! Oh! Oh fuck! Oh God! Oh! Oh God!” she gasped, her voice rising.
Zoey took it away.
“Do you want me to fuck you, whore?” she demanded.
“Y-Yes, please! Yes, Mistress Zoey!” she gasped.
“Beg!” Zoey demanded, jerking on her hair.
“Oh! Please fuck me, Mistress Zoey!” Emily moaned.
“You might scream down the neighborhood, you filthy slut. We'll have to do something about that.”
She pulled a ball out of the bag, only it had a thin leather strap attached. Emily gasped as it was pushed against her mouth and forced slowly inside, her eyes going wide! Then she realized what it was and another wild, raw wave of heat swept through her!
It filled her mouth to the point she couldn't close her lips. Her teeth were held apart by the ball as Zoey drew the straps behind her head and buckled them.
“Now you can't scream loud enough to have the neighbors call the police,” Zoey said.
Emily moaned, then gasped as she was bent over again. Her face and breasts were pressed to the deck as Zoey slapped her bottom and then knelt behind her to attach the base of the dildo to her bikini thing again.
And then Emily slowly went out of her mind.
The shimmering, burning heat which gripped her mind and body was like a fever, and she sobbed brokenly, her mind overwhelmed by pleasure as the other girl started to thrust into her with hard, steady, deep strokes.
She cried out, the cry turning to muffled screams of pleasure, as Zoey yanked on her hair, her hips bucking back frantically against the dildo as Zoey drove it into her. The orgasm shattered her mind and drove away all thoughts not concerned with glorying in the churning wild flood of pleasure pouring through her!
“Whore! Slave slut!” Zoey growled, slapping her bottom as she yanked on her hair. “Come for your mistress, you nasty lesbian slave!”
The words were shocking and wicked and deliciously hot!
And Zoey kept thrusting, with a cock that never softened, as she rode Emily through the orgasm and out the other side, and then into another one, reaching around her hip and thrusting her small hand in to finger her clitoris.
The orgasm was even more intense this time, and Emily screamed even as Zoey  yanked back even harder on her hair, her entire body exploding with a pleasure so great it could only be called Ecstasy!
“Please!” she gasped breathlessly! “Oh! Oh God! Stop! No more!”
Her words, of course, were almost entirely unintelligible given the ball thing in her mouth.
Her insides were aching from the repeated violent spasming of her stomach and abdominal muscles! Almost, but not quite.
Crack!
“You forgot to say Mistress again, slut,” Zoey said in annoyance. “You must want to be spanked really bad!”
She drew the thick dildo back several inches, then used both hands to beat a tattoo on the helpless, gasping, moaning woman's buttocks.
“Ow! Please, Mistress Zoey!” Emily tried to say around the ball.
Zoey snorted, then undid the little strap for the ball and pulled it out of Emily's mouth. She also pulled the dildo the rest of the way out and crawled around in front of her, still holding her hair, then pulled, forcing the panting woman's slender neck up and back as she rubbed the dildo against her face.
“Suck my cock, slave slut,” she taunted, pushing the dildo into Emily's open mouth.
Emily gurgled as the thick cock-like dildo slid through her lips. She stared down the length of the thing with a sense of strangely detached acceptance. As if, well, this was a cock, and there was nothing unusual about having it in her mouth – though she hadn't had that a lot lately.
But of course, it was attached to Zoey – which was not at all right. And then she gurgled as it pushed into her throat!
That wasn't exactly normal for Emily, though she had done it before on a few rare occasions! So her body instinctively tried to draw back, but that was impossible with her wrists bound and her breasts pressed to the deck! Especially with Zoey holding clumps of her hair!
What was more it sort of took her by surprise, for her mind was in a fog, and by the time she realized what was happening the thick dildo was halfway down her throat! At that point a raw animal heat started to flare within her mind, and she gurgled helplessly, twisting and writhing as the last inches of the long, thick silicone cock were driven deep into her throat!
“Good sex slave,” Zoey purred. “Swallow every inch of my man cock!”
It wasn't a man cock! Zoey was a girl! All of this just added to the strange sense of unreality that was overwhelming her already dazed, shell-shocked brain!
Zoey pulled the dripping wet thing out of her throat and mouth and Emily gasped and coughed violently, gulping in air, her head pounding and chest burning. She gasped as the girl pulled on her hair and forced her to crawl off the deck and onto the grass beside it.
She was flipped onto her back on the grass, and Zoey spread her legs, then slid the dildo deep into her pussy again, pumping in and out as her small hands roamed up and down Emily's body, kneading her breasts and rolling the nipples.
“Are you my sex slave, Emily?” Zoey asked, eyes sparkling.
Emily only moaned, chest still heaving.
Zoey rubbed her clitoris and Emily gasped, then the girl gripped her nipples, pinching sharply.
“Ow! Ow! Please! Please, Mistress Zoey!” she gasped.
“Are you my sex slave?”
“Yes, Mistress Zoey!”
“Say it.”
“I'm your sex slave, Mistress Zoey!” she moaned.
Such dirty words! Such nasty and thrilling and outrageous words!
Zoey chuckled, then detached the dildo from the thing she was wearing and got up, scurrying over to the side of the house. She returned with, of all things, a croquet mallet and a couple of the wickets.
“Spread your legs slut,” she ordered.
She tried to spread Emily's legs straight out to either side, but grudgingly let her bend her knees when that proved too difficult. She knelt on her thighs, then, and placed the pointy legs of the wicket on either side of her left leg before pounding them into the grass. Smirking, she then pinned her other leg down with the other wicket!
“Now what should I do with my little slave whore?” she said playfully.
Laying helplessly on her bound arms, her legs spread so wide the tendons in her thighs burned, Emily could only moan and gulp in air.
Zoey pulled off the leather bikini thing and straddled Emily's head, then sank her pussy down against her mouth.
“Please your mistress, slave whore,” she demanded.
Moaning, Emily began to lick, gasping and yelping whenever the slight young woman tugged on the tendrils of her hair she had wound around her fingers.
“Eat me, slave. Lick your mistress to a nice come,” Zoey purred.
Emily didn't even think of doing anything else. The dark fog wrapped around her mind was still glittering with the wild, outrageous thrill of this nasty, kinky sexual game, and her pulse raced as she lapped again and again at Zoey's clitoris.
Zoey pulled up off her mouth a little, looking down at her.
“Tell me you love licking pussy, slave slut.”
“I-I love licking pussy, Mistress Zoey!” she gulped.
Zoey sank her pussy down against her mouth again and Emily resumed licking.
“Oooo, what a dirty girl you are,” Zoey moaned, grinding her sex back and forth over Emily's mouth. “Suck on my clitty, you nasty lesbian slut. Suck it good!”
She reached back, gripping the base of the dildo and thrusting it in and out of Emily's sopping pussy as she shuddered and her hips began to roll up against it.
“Dirty slut. You love that cock, don't you?” Zoey said.
She rose up again.
“Tell me you love cock, slave girl.”
“I love cock, Mistress Zoey!” Emily moaned.
Zoey ground herself into her face as she licked her to orgasm, and the young woman then cried out in pleasure, arching and bouncing atop her face, grinding her clitoris against her mouth as the orgasm took her.
Then she scrambled around between Emily's legs, licking her clitoris, sucking it, pumping the dildo in and out, and driving her towards another orgasm!
She halted and slid the dildo out, then pushed three fingers into her to the knuckle. She pumped them in and out, twisting them as she sucked on her clitoris, then added a fourth, squirming and twisting them to get them inside and rubbing her thumb across Emily's clitoris.
“Dirty slave slut,” she purred. “You love big things inside your hot little pussy.”
Emily gasped and moaned, shaking and rolling her head from side to side as the sexual heat became a furnace, as a feverish need and hunger gripped her mind! Her hips jerked as her muscles spasmed, her body consumed by a dark, thrilled heat even as the ache in her sex grew more and more intense.
“Oh! Oh! Please! Oh!” she gasped breathlessly.
“Please what? Please make me come like a filthy whore, mistress? Is that what you want to say?” Zoey demanded.
Her fingers were twisting and turning against the taut opening to Emily's sex as she pushed harder, and then the knuckles passed into her and her entire hand slid slowly forward into the sleeve of Emily's sex.
Emily gasped, realizing what it was in an instant. She jerked her head up, staring in disbelief at the sight of the heel of Zoey's hand disappearing into her body! She felt the sense of relief as the lips of her sex closed around Zoey's slender wrist instead, but a shock-wave rolled through her ass she stared at her abdomen, and felt the girl's whole hand in there!
“Oh my God!” she cried.
Zoey chuckled, twisting and turning her hand, then bent to suck on Emily's clitoris.
There was the sound of the gate latch clicking, and then Karen walked into the back yard.
“Thought you'd be back here when I didn't get an answer inside,” she said, looking at the two with a smile.
Her eyes widened and she grinned as she saw what Zoey was doing.
“Ah, your fisting our newest little sex slave are you?”
Emily was speechless, and could only gurgle and moan, her hips starting to roll up more and more violently as Zoey worked her hand deeper. She hardly cared that Karen was stripping off casually. The big blonde knelt beside her, casually kneading one of her breasts, then gripped Emily's hair and jerked her head up and back as she bent to kiss her.
Emily thought she was losing her mind as she felt the fingers fluttering and twisting inside her, and the darkly thrilling feel of her aching, straining pussy lips being caressed by Zoey's wrist as it moved slowly in and out!
The sexual energy exploded into a shocking orgasm and she screamed into Karen's mouth, screamed and screamed as her hips jerked violently up against Zoey's mouth and hand.
Karen chuckled as she went limp, save for a heaving chest, the breath sobbing out of her.
“Shove your hand deeper, Zoey. I think she likes it.”
Emily shuddered as Karen straddled her head.
“Lick your mistress, slave girl,” she ordered.
Emily dazedly obeyed as she felt the fingers inside her slowly drawing in and back into a hard little fist. Then the fist pushed deeper, twisting and turning as Zoey pumped with longer and longer strokes. The girl was also licking expertly at her clitoris, and Emily wonder if her mind could actually melt from the heat!
*
“Did you have a nice day, dear?” Greg asked when he got home at six-thirty.
“Y-yes. Very nice,” Emily said.
“You look tired.”
Emily bit her lower lips. “Well, Melissa is teething, you know. So she's fussy.”
Greg nodded, tired himself, and dug into the meal Emily had prepared for him.
“The weekend is here soon,” he said with a yawn.
Emily nodded anxiously, feeling guilty every time he spoke, as if somehow he could have a clue, could even guess the sorts of perverted things she had gotten up to! Thank God he couldn't! He'd probably divorce her in an instant!
Or would he? Being a man, would he find it exciting to think of his wife having sex with other women? What would he think, she wondered, of letting herself be so thoroughly dominated, being tied up and spanked and … and fist fucked!?
He surely wouldn't be able to believe that! She barely believed it and she'd been there!
Why was she acting like such a pushover, such a weakling, even with little Zoey? Why had she found her willpower melting under the dark heat and hunger so that she let the other women treat her like, well, a sex slave!?
Even thinking the words made her nipples tingle! It was such an outrageous, wicked, delicious concept! Her, a sex slave! A naked, slutty sex slave! It was so at odds with her self-image, and with all she'd done in her life!
She was going to have to find the will power to stand up to these women! She could be part of their little sex games, but she wasn't going to be the bottom dog in the pack! That was place that Zoey deserved, not her!
She would simply have to assert herself! She was a woman of accomplishment! She might not be able to stand up to Karen – that woman was scary! – but she could certainly stand up to Darlene and Zoey!
 



Chapter Six
“Wh-what are you doing, Mistress Karen?” she gulped anxiously.
“It occurs to me, slave girl, that we have been remiss in teaching you the finer points of pleasing a woman with your tongue,” Karen said. “You het girls never learn to do things properly without a lot of demonstration.”
“I-I thought you were a het girl, Mistress,” Emily gulped.
“Silly goose! I'm bisexual. You hadn't figured that out yet?”
They were in the basement of Karen's home, and Karen had insisted on showing Emily what a proper slave girl looked like.
Naked, of course. Karen had stripped her clothes off very firmly and abruptly, brooking no timid arguments.
Karen herself was wearing stiletto heels, a leather mini, and a leather bustier.
Karen put a studded black leather collar around a nervous Emily's slender throat, carefully fastening it firmly but not tightly. Four identical, but smaller studded leather restraints were quickly placed around her wrists and ankles, and then a black ball-gag went into Emily's mouth.
And then she got to see herself in a mirror.
Karen locked her wrist restraints together in front of her and led her to the big mirror on the wall they used for exercising, and Emily stared at herself, transfixed, feeling a deep rush of dark, hungry excitement and anticipation.
“I wonder what your husband would think if he saw you like this, little slave girl,” Karen purred, lifting Emily's wrists up and forcing her chest out.
“Would he get a big erection at the sight of his sex slave wife? Would he want to spank you and then put your face down and ass up so he could use you harshly and roughly?”
Emily moaned into the gag, then gasped as Karen pulled her backwards, and released her. She turned her head to see the woman lifting a heavy potted plant off a hook which danged from a chain attached to the ceiling. Then the big blonde gripped her linked wrists and lifted them up to slip them over the hook!
Emily felt another rush of heat, and stared at the mirror, stared at herself, her insides crackling with sexual heat as Karen spread her legs wider, moaning as she attached chains and bound her ankles so far apart she was on the balls of her feet.
“Sex slave!” Karen whispered into her ear, nibbling on her earlobe as she kneaded Emily's breasts.
She soon had dildos buried in Emily's quivering abdomen, but then went upstairs.
Emily stared at herself in the mirror, chest rising and falling rapidly, her pulse racing. She dropped her eyes to stare at the way the lips of her sex strained so wide as they gripped the base of the big dildo the blonde had shoved inside her. She could feel the other one in her ass, aching, and giving her delicious cramps deep inside.
Two pair of high heeled shoes came down the stairs behind her and she moaned, rolling her eyes up at the mirror and staring as they appeared. One was clearly Karen, as her long legs and mini and then bustier appeared coming down the stairs. The second was also wearing high heels, and clad entirely in leather
And then she gasped in shock and humiliation! The second woman wasn't Darlene or Zoey! It was Karen's daughter Kim!
Karen's hair was pulled tightly back from her forehead, and she was looking at Emily with undisguised anticipation. Aside from her stiletto heeled boots she was also wearing a tight leather bodysuit that covered her entire body up to the neck.
She jerked her wrists against the hook and pulled her ankles against the chains, twisting helplessly as the two came over to her, face burning with embarrassment.
Karen smirked while Kim stared in fascination, her face flushed.
“Yesterday was Kim's eighteenth birthday and you didn't give her a present, slave girl,” Karen said. “So I decided to make you one of her presents.”
Kim licked her lips, then brought her hands up to run them excitedly across Emily's breasts, her thumbs stroking her nipples.
“She has nice tits,” the girl said, gripping Emily's swollen pink buttons between thumbs and forefingers.
She jerked sharply up and out and Emily squealed into the gag, her back arching violently as she tried to push her breasts up higher.
Kim giggled and released her nipples, then slid a small hand down to cup the dildo protruding from Emily's pussy and push.
Emily moaned as she felt the head jamming against the back wall of her sex!
“Now demonstrate for Emily how to please a woman, dear,” Karen said. “I know Darlene spent a lot of time yesterday teaching you.”
“Like I was a virgin yesterday,” Kim said with a snort.
She sank to her knees in front of Emily and rolled her eyes up along her body, then began to lick her, her tongue amazingly long as it slid and slithered up and down along Emily's sex, caressing her straining sex lips before moving up to lap at her clitoris.
She gripped the dildo and pulled it slowly downward, pulling it entirely out of Emily's body, then rubbed the head up and down along the line of her sex as she continued to lick her clitoris before penetrating her again.
Karen pressed her body against Emily from behind, chewing lightly along the nape of her neck.
“Slave girl,” she whispered. “Imagine being a slave to filthy lesbians!” she gasped softly in pretended shock. “And you being such a cock loving het girl!”
She chuckled softly and then moved around in front to watch what Kim was doing. The teenager was still pumping the dildo slowly, pulling it free of Emily's body, then slowly penetrating her and sliding it deep as she lapped at her clitoris.
“You're licking too slowly,” she said.
Kim turned and frowned. “I'm teasing her.”
“A slut like Emily doesn't need teasing, dear. Hard and fast is the way to blow her tiny mind. And ram that dildo into her harder. She likes it rough.”
“She'll get it rough when I use her with my own dildo.”
She returned to licking, though she licked harder now. Her tongue made quick, strong licks up across Emily's clitoris as she pumped and twisted the dildo inside her, and her other hand slid up and down Emily's taut body, caressing and kneading her breasts.
Then she stood up – and on the stiletto heels she was taller than Emily. She pressed her leather clad body against Emily's naked skin, rubbing herself up and down as she gripped Emily's hair and jerked sharply up and back.
Emily gasped in pain, and moaned as the girl chewed lightly along the front of her throat and then up under her ear, the chewing turning to soft kisses and sucking.
“Slave girl,” Kim whispered. “You're going to be our sex slave, little Emily.”
Emily shook her head, moaning, but her embarrassment was fading, and the feel of Kim's leather body against her was darkly arousing even as the girl's hands caressed her soft flesh.
“Dirty girl,” Kim whispered, using her grip on Emily's hair to control her head, jerking it and then back. “I'm going to make you scream so hard.”
She sank down, once again, and resumed her oral assault on Emily's sex.
Emily moaned, staring up at the ceiling, avoiding meeting Karen's smirking face, gasping as the girl's lips sucked skillfully on her clitoris and the dildo moved in and out.
It was all so... perverted and kinky and … and outrageous!
But her mind and body were roiled with heat and her chest was tight as she gulped in air, moaning into the gag as Kim's fingers and tongue danced across her skin. The muscles in her belly began to spasm, making her hips buck forward as the heat swell and her body thrummed with sexual electricity.
“Don't make her come yet. I want to show you how to whip her properly.”
Kim eased back and stood up, and Karen stepped forward, holding a thin black rod of some sort . Emily moaned as she stared at it anxiously. It was no thicker than a pencil, and had a flat leather flap on the tip.
Karen pressed this against the center of her chest, then let it slide slowly down between her breasts, down along her taut stomach, down her abdomen, to her clitoris, where it rubbed from side to side.
Emily shuddered, her body flaring with heat.
“This is what we use to teach naughty girls their manners,” Karen said. “And Emily is a very, very naughty girl.”
Emily shook her head anxiously as the thing slid slowly back up again. The smooth flap slid aside now, caressing the underside of her right breast.
“This is a riding crop, slave girl,” she said.
Emily flinched, her anxiety redoubling! She stared at it as Karen drew it up and let the flap rub back and forth across the center of her breast. It drew back and then slapped down sharply, though from a distance of only a couple of inches.
She gasped at the impact. It stung, although only a little.
“Bad slave girl,” Karen purred.
She slapped it down again, and then again, against Emily's hard nipple, and Emily flinched each time.
The sting wasn't so bad, she thought nervously. Then Karen struck her nipple again, and again, then with a quick little flurry of blows, the thin rod almost a blur as the flap slapped lightly against her nipple. She gasped and moaned, her nipple starting to burn and ache under the blows.
“You see how you do it?” Karen said. “You don't want to go to far with a newbie like this. You want to turn them on not off.”
“Yeah I know,” Kim said. “Let me try.”
Karen handed her the crop and Kim rubbed the flap across Emily's other nipple, then began to slap it, a bit harder than Karen did.
“Bad girl,” she said, slapping the flap down against her nipple. “Slutty little het girl.”
She slapped it repeatedly, and Emily moaned as her nipple began to burn and the center of both breasts turned pink.
“Let me show you other uses for it,” Karen said, taking the crop back.
She rubbed it against Emily's clitoris, then moved behind her and both women sank down to their knees.
Emily's heart was pounding as she twisted her head, trying to see what they were doing! She felt the dildo pulling slowly back out of her bottom, and then coming free entirely.
“Put more lube on it,” Karen said.
Fingers held her buttocks a little apart, and then Emily felt the flap on the tip of the crop slapping her right against the top of her tight, wrinkled little back opening.
She squealed and jerked against the restraints, but to no avail!
“That always gets a reaction from them,” she heard Karen said.
As with her nipples, the little flap slapped down repeatedly against her small opening, transmitting a powerful and aching sense of stinging sensations up through her body!
Then the dildo pushed into her again, slick and slippery, and she shuddered as it was twisted and turned form side to side, pushing deeper and higher, until her belly ached from the size of it! The feel of its penetration and its movement inside her was shockingly, wickedly erotic!
“Ass whore,” Karen said, taunting her. “I can tell when a girl loves a big cock up her ass.”
Emily trembled and moaned as the big dildo pulled back, then pushed forward, twisting in and out.
Kim moved around in front of her and resumed licking and sucking her clitoris, pumping the dildo there, and Emily felt a sense of being swept away, moaning and trembling as the two women seemed determined to drive her insane!
The orgasm hit and her first instincts to try and deny it were swept away as the force of the pleasure rolled her mind. She cried out into the gag, hips bucking wildly as the two women pumped the dildos in and out, twisting and turning them, Kim licking harder still on her clitoris!
The orgasm left her breathless and drained, her body twitching, as the two stood up.
Karen suddenly had something in her leather covered fingers, and Emily, moaning, eyes slitted, saw it was an ice cube. Her eyes just had time to widen before the woman placed it just above her left nipple. She squealed and jerked, but of course, could do little, as the blonde, chuckling, brought the cube down to rub gently back and forth over her nipple.
“Do as I do,” she said.
Kim now had a second ice cube, and she placed that against her other nipple, so that both her nipples were soon frozen and aching as the two rolled them slowly back and forth and in a circular pattern around the center of Emily's breasts.
The contact with her skin was melting the frozen cubes, and small, cold droplets of water began to trickle down her breasts, then down her belly and abdomen as the two ignored her gagged pleas to stop.
Chuckling, amused, they shifted the ice cubes, Kim watching and imitating Karen as the blonde moved the cube up into her armpit, then slid it slowly up and down the side of her ribs!
“This will wake the little slut up,” Karen said.
It certainly had! Emily was twisting and writhing against the restraints, squealing and begging them to stop as they brought the ice cubes back over her breasts, then down her belly and abdomen to rub directly against her clitoris!
Karen then pulled the dildo out of her bottom, slid the half melted cube into her ass, and then pushed the dildo back in to send the cube high into her abdomen. Kim did the same with the dildo in her sex, and Emily howled and squealed even more, with the cold cubes up in her abdomen!
But then came the vibrator. Karen took the lead again, using it on Emily's frozen clitoris, and for some reason the vibrations seemed even more powerful now than they had the other day as Emily twisted and writhed again, this time against the overwhelming intensity of the sensations!
“There's no point begging for mercy, slave,” Karen taunted. “We're your mistresses now. We own your body!”
The sensations soon morphed within her, as Kim leaned in to suck on her rigid, frozen nipple. The feel of her warm mouth was deliciously soothing, and sexual heat once again began to beat at Emily's mind!
Karen drove her into an incredible orgasm with the vibrator, then let Kim do it a second time, then a third. They worked her up towards yet another one, then stopped so Karen could demonstrate another toy.
“This is a flog,” Karen said, showing the thin leather stick with the multiple laces on the end.
Emily whimpered dazedly, but when the flog struck her back she only gasped. Like the riding crop, it stung a little, or at least, the twenty or so thin leather strips attached to it stung, but not enough to counteract the dark, burning fever which gripped her body and mind!
Karen brought the flog down across her back and buttocks again and again, and then Kim did the same as they discussed how hard and fast to strike.
Emily felt that wave of utter and complete helplessness coming over her, the sense that what was happening was completely beyond her control and she was riding a wild, bouncing, bucking raft on a raging whitewater river with no paddle!
But this river was steaming hot and it was flowing over her, making her tumble and turn and twist as she fought not to drown in its dark, burning depths. And then she wondered why she should fight at all...
The two women came around in front of her and Kim pressed the vibrator to her clitoris again.
Emily sobbed in pleasure, dazed and feverish with the heat, and when she saw Karen raise the flog she whimpered, not so much in anxiety as anticipation. A strange dark thrill of almost masochistic excitement began to build within her.
The flogs swept down across her breasts, and she cried out, thrashing in place.
“Slave,” Karen said, swinging the flog down across her breasts again.
Kim rubbed the vibrator against her clitoris.
Crack!
“Slave slut,” Karen said.
Crack!
“Slave whore.”
Crack!
“Slave bitch.”
Crack!
“Slave animal.”
Crack!
“Slave dog!”
Crack!
“Slave!”
Her breasts heated rapidly, but Emily didn't care. Another orgasm tore through her as Kim ground the vibrator against her, and she screamed in pleasure, twisting and thrashing in place as Karen swept the flog down across her breasts faster and harder.
Kim tried her hand at that, next, while Karen first licked and sucked on Emily's clitoris, then used the vibrator to drive her to another massive orgasm.
Emily was left gasping and punch-drunk, drooling around the ball gag, eyes slitted and overheated body sweating.
“Now, teach her you're her mistress,” Karen said.
She undid the strap holding the ball gag in place, and Kim worked it out, then gripped Emily's hair, jerking sharply.
“Tell me you're my slave girl,” she ordered in a cold voice.
Emily only moaned, then cried out as the girl brought the crop down across her nipple several times.
“Say it, slave.”
“I-I'm your slave girl!” Emily cried.
“Call me mistress, slut.”
“I'm your slave girl, Mistress,” Emily moaned, panting for breath.
Another sharp blow to her other nipple. made her cry out in pain.
“Call me Mistress Kim,” Kim demanded.
“I'm your slave girl, Mistress Kim!” Emily cried.
“Filthy slave.”
She and Karen undid the chains on Emily's ankles, and then Kim turned away. When she turned back she had an enormous black dildo attached to the front of the leather catsuit she wore. It was shaped very much like a penis, down to the big balls at the base, and was thrusting upward at a forty five degree angle.
“Beg me to fuck you, slave whore,” the girl ordered, jerking on Emily's hair.
“Oh! Please fuck me!” Emily cried dazedly.
Crack! Crack! Crack!
Emily squealed as the girl brought the crop down against her nipples.
“Try again, slut. My name is Mistress Kim,” Kim growled.
“Please fuck me, Mistress Kim!” Emily moaned.
“Say please fuck my filthy, slave whore body,” Kim ordered.
“Please fuck my filthy, slave whore body, Mistress Kim!” Emily whimpered.
Kim sneered, then moved around behind her, and brought the side of the crop down stingingly across Emily's buttocks.
“Push your ass back at me, slave,” the girl barked.
Crack!
“Do it, slut!”
Crying out in pain, Emily quickly complied.
“Nasty slave girl,” Kim purred.
She reached between Emily's legs and gripped the base of the dildo jammed into Emily's sex, then pulled it out. She pushed the long, thick dildo attached to her body forward between Emily's trembling thighs.
“I've got a foot of hard black cock for you, slave slut,” Kim said, rubbing the fat head up and down against the line of Emily's sex.
Emily trembled and moaned as she felt the hard pressure against her sex, as the pressure mounted and became a deep, aching sensation. The girl pulled her thighs wider, and she cried out again as the pressure grew worse, then slowly forced the lips of her sex in and back.
“Oh! Oh please!” she whimpered.
She cried out as Kim yanked sharply on her hair.
“What's my name, slave?”
“Please, Mistress Kim!” Emily cried.
The dildo pushed deeper, stretching the lips of her sex wide! Emily could feel the ridges and bumps on the soft material as it slid deeper and higher into her belly. It ached, yet her mind was filled with a sense of dark, excited awe even as the ache grew worse! It was so big! And it was inside her!
Kim's hands moved around in front of her, kneading her breasts, then sliding down to her hips, forcing them further back as she drove the dildo deeper.
Emily's eyes widened! It felt absolutely huge! She gasped and cried out as the teenager pumped her hips in and out, working the thick dildo deeper and deeper into her aching, burning pussy!
“Please! Oh! Oh, please, Mistress Kim!” she gasped.
She cried out as her hair was yanked back sharply.
“You mean please fuck me hard, Mistress Kim, don't you, slave?” Kim growled.
She yanked a second time.
“Say it!”
“Please fuck me harder, Mistress Kim!” Emily squealed.
The dildo pumped in and out, harder and faster and deeper, and Emily shuddered and moaned and squealed and gasped and cried out as the girl used her, as the dildo drove achingly higher inside her body!
It was all so shocking and perverted and her body was filled with a wild, incredible sense of pressure, her mind swimming in heat and a raw, carnal hunger! It was hard to believe it was Kim dong this to her, but it didn't seem to matter who it was! Her body and mind were reacting to being used like a helpless slave girl!
She was soooo stretched inside!
She felt what was surely the head punching against the back wall of her sex again and again, and grunted and gasped and cried out at every thrust!
“Please!” she moaned.
Her hair was yanked again.
“Beg me to fuck harder, slave bitch!”
“Please fuck me, harder, Mistress Kim!” she squealed.
Kim did just that, and then Karen moved around in front of her, smirking, holding the vibrator. She pressed it in against Emily's clitoris, and the world seemed to go mad!
“Oh! Oh! Oh! Please! Oh! Oh God! Oh! Oooh!”
Her hips began to roll and jerk, and Kim pumped faster.
“I've got a solid foot of cock for you, slave!” she growled. “And I'm going to jam every inch into your slut body!”
Another massive orgasm tore Emily's mind apart, and Kim jerked back on her hair and thrust her hips up and in, and the dildo punched into the aching back wall of her sex as the vibrator drove her out of her mind!



Chapter Seven
“How was Melissa today?” Greg asked, yawning as he came in and gave her a light kiss.
“She was an angel,” Emily said.
Emily felt guilty about that. But apparently Melissa had slept through her screaming orgasms as Karen and Kim had used her ruthlessly.
“How was work?”
She didn't care how work was but Greg could talk about it and the machinations of the various political factions there, which group hated which other group, and which boss was an a-hole and which team was lazy, and she felt the need for cover.
It wasn't like he would know that she ached inside, let alone why, but she felt guilty about it. Her body felt raw even on the outside, her chest and back pink and sensitive, like she had a light sunburn. And just remembering the wild storm of emotion and heat and sensation when her breasts had been flogged made her nipples burn.
All her muscles ached, as well, as if she'd run a marathon! Yet all she had done was twist and thrash and writhe in place while Karen and Kim had driven her nearly out of her mind!
Emily didn't understand her powerful reaction, or why her body became so feverish with heat. But it didn't really matter. She was gripped with a sense of fascination, now, of hunger and excitement. She tried to restrain herself, and did her best to appear to Kim and Karen to be less excited than she was, but she didn't think she'd succeeded.
She knew she should stand up for herself, but they were so... so determined! And they kept hitting her and jerking on her hair whenever she tried to do or say anything but but exactly what they wanted!
She knew that was just how the game was played, so wasn't terribly threatened by it. At the same time, she wouldn't have been human if she hadn't wanted to avoid the pain in favor of the pleasure.
And that was all it was, she told herself firmly; a dark, nasty, thrilling little sex game! It was something to occupy her boring day. So what harm could it cause?
It did take up a significant amount of time, but she normally had that to kill. She should have done more today, of course, like vacuum the carpets and clean the floors, but she could do that tomorrow or the next day. It wasn't like Greg would notice anyway.
His days were very long, and he didn't seem to have time for much more than eating and watching the TV for an hour or so before bed. Nor was he much interested in her in bed, which miffed her considerably today, even though she was exhausted herself.
Wasn't she a hot, sexy woman? Even other women thought so! What was wrong with Greg that all he cared about was work? And could she be blamed for succumbing to the neighborhood ladies' little games given that her husband had so little interest in her?
*
The next morning Karen called to arrange for her to come over. As always, Emily was gripped by anxiety. There was something so intimidating about that woman! But at the same time she simply had to get her chores done, and told Karen as much.
“I understand,” the tall blonde said. “And you're right. You can't neglect your house. I'll send Kim over to help.”
“That's not necess – !”
It was too late. Karen had already hung up!
What she did with Karen and to a lesser extent with the other ladies was bad enough, but being a 'slave girl' with Kim was something which made her much more uncomfortable. The girl was five years younger than her! She was slender and short, and the very idea that she would 'dominate' Emily made her feel pathetic!
Of course, it had really been Karen doing that, she thought. Kim had just been... there. But that had been excruciatingly embarrassing! Being seen as such a weakling and a slut by a girl so much younger than her was a jarring blow to her self esteem!
And then there was a knock at the door, and she felt her chest tighten. She straightened her shoulders, determined to show Kim that she wasn't some spineless weakling. That was just a fun, sexy game, that was all. Outside of that she was still herself.
Still, she was relieved when she checked out the girl through the door and saw she wasn't wearing that leather outfit! She was dressed like a normal teenager in shorts and loose t-shirt.
Emily opened the door, trying and failing to keep from showing her own discomfort. She could feel the heat coming to her cheeks, though.
“Kim,” she said with a forced smile. “I really don't need any help. I'm just going to do some cleaning.”
Kim shrugged and sauntered in, carrying a brown paper bag.
“Mom said she wanted me to help you work more efficiently. I can take care of Melissa, for one thing.”
“Oh, well.. Uhm, that's nice of your mother, but – .”
“Take off your clothes.”
The girl opened the bag and then upended it on the front table. Out tumbled the studded leather collar, wrist and ankle bands, and some chains, as well as a large butt-plug and a dildo!
“I-I... I'm just going to clean the house!” she gulped, her heartbeat picking up and her pulse starting to race.
“That's a really boring job,” Karen said. “But this will make it a lot more exciting.”
“I really... I have to clean the house and do the laundry and...”
“And you can do them naked and in chains like a proper sex slave,” Kim said with a smirk.
Emily felt a wild rush of excitement hit her at the thought. It was so outrageous! She imagined herself in the collar and restraints, doing the laundry and vacuuming like... like a sex slave! It was nasty and kinky and hot! But she couldn't do that in front of Kim!
“Oh no! I'm sure your mom meant well – .”
There was another item there on the table, and Kim picked it up, her eyes gleaming. It was the riding crop!
“Mom was very determined that I should make sure you got the house cleaned properly,” she said. “And that you enjoy doing it.”
“I... I'm not – .”
Kim gripped her arm suddenly and spun her around, and Emily squealed in protest as the girl grabbed her by the back of the neck and bent her over the table!
“Ow! Kim!”
Suddenly her own loose sweatpants were yanked down to bare her bottom, then her panties pulled down as well!
“Kim! Don't!”
Crack!
“Ow!”
“That's Mistress Kim to you, slave girl,” Kim said.
“I”m not playing!”
Crack!
“Ow! Don't!”
“That's Mistress Kim, slave,” Kim growled.
She gripped Emily's hair at the back of her neck and tugged, causing Emily to cry out in pain, her hands shooting up and back behind her to grab at the girl's wrist.
Kim didn't seem that strong, but Emily was off-balance, both physically and emotionally, and her own sweatpants were trapping her ankles, keeping her from getting any leverage. Kim, on the other hand, was leaning into her, pressing Emily's breasts into the table.
She grabbed her arm and pulled it up behind her back and Emily cried out again at the sudden pain to her shoulder.
“Obey your mistress, slave girl,” Kim growled.
Emily felt the leather restraint slipping over her hand, and then settling around her wrist. It tightened, and Kim jerked on her hair again, sharply.
“Ow!”
“Other hand. Come on. Put your other hand behind you.”
Moaning, Emily obeyed, and Kim slipped the other restraint around it, then clipped them together. She slipped the collar around Emily's throat next, buckling it in place, then tugged the panties and sweatpants out from under Emily's ankles.
“Spread your legs, slave!” she barked.
Gasping, Emily obeyed, cringing in embarrassment but some part of her thrilling to the rough, nasty, kinky 'game' the girl was playing!
Kim knelt and quickly placed restraints around Emily's ankles, then straightened again, jerking on her hair.
“Ow!” Emily cried.
As she opened her mouth to call out, though, the girl thrust the dildo into it, and pushed it determinedly deeper.
“Suck cock, slave. You know you love sucking cock. Do it!”
Emily gasped and moaned around the thing, then yelped as the crop snapped down across her bare bottom again, and then again.
She started to suck it, whimpering as Kim pumped it slowly in and out.
“That's a good slave.”
Kim pulled it out and Emily moaned as she felt the slick head rubbing up and down against the line of her sex, then pushing into her.
“Oh! Oh please, Mistress Kim!” she gasped.
Kim forced the thing slowly into her body, until it was practically buried! It ached, but Emily was feeling a wild, powerful crackling aura of sexual tension gripping her body and mind! She moaned again as the butt-plug was pushed up into her bottom, and then Kim pulled her upright and unclipped the wrist restraints from each other.
“Take off your top!” she ordered.
Gulping, face hot, Emily obeyed, then removed her bra to stand naked before the girl.
Kim promptly locked her wrist restraints together behind her back again, then picked up a short chain. She slid it through the ring in the front of the collar around Emily's neck, and it dangled between her breasts, but not for long.
There were round metal rings on either end, and she quickly slid the first one around Emily's right nipple, pressing it flat against her areola as Emily looked down wonderingly, and then tugging to make it tighter and tighter.
“Oh! Oh! Ow! Ow! Please! It's too tight!” Emily squealed.
Kim ignored her, taking the other one and placing it around Emily's other nipple, and tugging it just as tight so Emily's swollen nipples burned!
“Now, we'll start with the kitchen floor, and then go up the hall to the front,” Kim said, looking around. “Where's your bucket and soap?”
Emily didn't know what to do! She felt her body thrilling to the dark outrageousness of what was happening, but she was also terribly embarrassed to be letting some teenager push her around!
Kim slapped her bottom and she gasped and showed her where the mop and pail were. Kim pulled out the pail and handed it to her, but ignored the mop.
The girl then unlinked her wrist restraints, brought them around in front of Emily, and linked them together again.
“Fill this up with soapy water, slave.”
Emily did so, pulse racing, and Kim had her place it on the kitchen floor, then handed her a sponge she'd taken from under the kitchen sink.
“The mops are – .”
“No, slave. You're going to do it on your hands and knees,” Kim said. “I want this floor clean enough to eat off of. And you better do a good job because you're going to be doing just that.”
She pushed Emily down onto her knees and pointed.
“Start cleaning, slave! I'll go check on Melissa.”
Emily stared after her, outraged but feeling a raw, carnal hunger too powerful to ignore. She stared at the floor, then got down on all fours, gasping as her nipples tugged against the chain.
This was insane!
She dipped the sponge into the hot water and then started to clean the floor.
She could not forget for a moment the chains dangling from the collar to her nipples. Scrubbing the floor meant her body moved in a certain way which tended cause her naked breasts to swing. Each time they did they tugged her nipples against the chain!
And, of course, she could feel how stretched the lips of her sex were around the shaft of the dildo the girl had shoved into her body, and could feel the solid weight and girth of the thing deep inside her abdomen!
This is crazy! I should tell her I'm not playing this game, she thought wildly.
But she kept scrubbing instead.
“Get back to work, slave bitch,” Kim ordered.
Gasping, Emily returned to scrubbing the kitchen floor.
With her wrists locked together, she had to use both hands to move the sponge up and down. That made her body swing in and out, and her breasts swing below her. Her nipples began to burn and throb from the steady tugging against the things pinching them, and she moaned as the dark tide of sexual heat rose inside her.
She scrubbed the floor, backing away to the front hall, and Kim returned.
“Done with the kitchen, slave slut?”
“Y-Yes, Mistress Kim!” Emily gulped, red-faced.
“Put your hands behind your neck, slave.”
Hesitantly, Emily obeyed, and Kim reached behind and did something there. There was another ring on the back of the collar, and Emily found that her wrists were now locked to it. Kim then did something to the front ring, and pulled the little chain linked to her nipples free of it.
But that mean she held the chain in her fingers, and Emily gasped as she tugged on it experimentally.
“Are you going to be a good little sex slave?” Kim demanded.
“Y-Yes, Mistress Kim!” she gulped.
Kim snorted, and then undid her shorts, pulling them off entirely. Naked below the waist, she jerked up on the chain and then gripped Emily's hair and pulled her face in against her sex.
“Please your mistress, slave bitch,” she ordered.
Emily gasped, but had little choice! Her nipples burned as Kim tugged on them, and she began to lick the girl's clitoris with frantic determination as the girl stood before her!
She felt so... helpless, so darkly, thrillingly helpless and used and dominated! It was like a kinky sexual fantasy! She moaned as she licked, as she sucked the girl's clitoris and rolled her eyes up to meet the girl's own flashing eyes.
“That's it. Harder. Ahhh. Good. You're getting better at this, slave bitch,” Kim said. “You better, too or I'll take the riding crop to your pretty ass.”
Emily licked her to an orgasm, and the girl jammed her face into her sex as she shuddered and moaned and bucked against her.
“Good slave bitch,” she said.
She released the chain, but held onto Emily's hair, then pressed the fingers of her other hand into her open mouth.
“Suck.”
Moaning, Emily sucked and licked at the fingers pumping in and out of her mouth.
“Would you like to come, slave bitch?” Kim asked.
She pulled her fingers free.
“Y-Yes, Mistress Kim!” Emily moaned, deeply and horribly embarrassed to have to say it.
Kim snorted, then pulled down sharply. Emily cried out in pain, forced to bend over, her face pressed to the floor.
“Raise your ass high and spread your legs, slut!”
Emily trembled and obeyed, then started to gasp as she felt Kim's slick fingers rubbing her clitoris. The girl pressed the palm of her hand against the base of the dildo, and began pumping it in and out as her fingers slid up and down across Emily's throbbing, burning clitoris, and the heat rose to a fever pitch within her!
“Beg me to fuck you, slave?” Kim demanded, halting.
“Please fuck me, Mistress Kim!” Emily cried.
Kim pumped the dildo and stroked her clitoris, then stopped.
“Beg me to make you come, slave.”
“Please make me come, Mistress Kim!” Emily moaned, her body trembling.
Kim pumped again, fingers stroking across her clitoris, and the orgasm tore through Emily's mind! She cried out again and again, twisting and thrashing and grinding her hips back against the dildo and fingers as wild, raging waves of delicious sensation swept through her body!
Yes, it was mortifying, but that didn't matter compared to this wanton sexual hunger, and the sheer intensity of the pleasure that resulted!
And after that she continued scrubbing, this time working her way down the hall to the front door. Kim, meanwhile, was sitting in the living room watching TV.
When she'd finished, Kim led her to the bathrooms to scrub the floors in them, then had her pour out the water and put fresh soapy water in, so she could clean the sinks, bathtubs, showers and toilets. By hand, again.
She did it, her mind awash in dark sexual heat the entire time, her body thrumming with sexual energy, her insides churning and her emotions roiled.
When  she was done with the main bathroom Kim came to inspect it, then made her lick her to another orgasm, then beg to be fucked again.
Once again, Kim locked her wrist restraints up behind her neck, forced her cheek to the floor, and slapped her bottom until she raised it high. Then she fingered her clitoris and pumped the dildo in her pussy as Emily was swept by wild, raging sexual heat.
This time, though, Kim pulled the butt-plug out, took the dildo out of her sex, and thrust it into her bottom instead.
“Oh! Oh! Please, Mistress Kim!” Emily gasped.
“You love cocks in the ass, slave. I can tell what a cock loving ass whore you are.”
Crack! She slapped Emily's bottom sharply.
“Beg me to fuck your ass!”
“Please fuck my ass, Mistress Kim!” Emily squealed, as Kim forced the dildo in and out, twisting and turning it harder and faster.
Kim put her foot down on Emily's cheek, pressing the other one down harder against the floor as she pumped the dildo achingly deep!
Emily whimpered and moaned, heart pounding a mile a minute, body ravaged by dark, crackling heat, feeling every deep thrust of the dildo as the girl drove it into her with harsh, powerful strokes.
“Beg me to fuck your whore ass, slave!”
“Please fuck my whore ass, Mistress Kim!” she sobbed.
She came even more intensely this time, sobbing and crying out in breathless heat as wave after wave of ecstasy swept through her trembling, shuddering body.
Kim had her crawl – literally crawl down the hall to the master bedroom, then, and into the master bath to clean the toilet, sink, shower and tub in there!
Emily felt breathless and mind blasted by the intensity of the orgasm and groaned weakly, scrubbing almost dazedly as Kim left her alone.
I'm going out of my mind, she thought.
When she was done, Kim returned.
“Well, slave. Have you done a good job?”
“Y-yes, Mistress Kim!” she gulped.
“That floor is clean?” she demanded, pointing at the floor before her.
“Yes, Mistress Kim!”
“Prove it.”
Emily looked up at her in confusion.
“Lick the floor, slave.”
Emily felt a jolt, and looked down at the floor anxiously. But she had, in fact, just cleaned it... Still, the very idea of licking the floor was... outrageous!
“Now, slave.”
Chest tightening again, she dropped down low and licked the floor hesitantly.
Kim brought the crop snapping down across her bottom with stinging force.
“Long, hard licks, slave bitch!”
Gasping, Emily obeyed, licking the floor in front of the girl.
Kim shoved her foot forward.
“Lick my toes, slave, to show me how much you love me.”
Another, more powerful jolt hit Emily, and she shuddered, then eased forward, licking along the top of Kim's foot, then down towards the toes.
“Good slave. Would you like me to fuck your brains out, slave?”
“Y-Yes, Mistress Kim,” she gulped in a tiny voice.
Kim snorted, then gripped her hair and pulled her up to her feet, leading her back into the bedroom.
“On the bed, slave.”
Emily hesitated, then obeyed.
Kim placed her on her back, then took her still linked wrists and placed them up at the headboard, unlinking them, then linking them again the other side of one of the bars going down the middle of the headboard.
Kim stripped naked, and Emily moaned, closing her eyes, staring up at the ceiling as the girl did something. She was donning one of those strap-on things, Emily realized, after a furtive peek. She felt a hot rush of energy and turned her head away, until Kim climbed onto the bed between her legs.
She stared at the girl, blushed, looked down, and saw the big cock projecting from her groin. Then she moaned as Kim lifted her legs up and back, spreading them apart. She stared at the dildo as it slid up and down against her, then moaned as Kim slowly worked it into her body.
The girl's hands slid up Emily's body and she undid the rings around her nipples, pulling them free at last.
Emily gasped and then winced as she stared at her hot, red, swollen nipples! They bulged as Kim's fingers kneaded her breasts, and soon began to tingle, as if they had pins and needles. Kim leaned in, sucking and licking at them, and Emily shuddered and cried out at the delicious raw pleasure!
The girl let her own body down onto Emily's, driving the dildo deeper into her quivering belly, and then shifted her grips to her ankles, lifting them up and back, and thrusting determinedly down into her helpless, feverish body.
It was too much for Emily. A series of orgasms began to roll through her body as the girl bent her ankles back harder, using all her weight to jam them down, laying atop her folded-up body and hammering her hips down relentlessly to pound the big dildo into Emily's volcanic lower belly!



Chapter Eight
“Are you coming down with something?” Greg asked that evening.
“Wh-why? No, I don't think so,” she gulped, aware of her gravely voice. “My throat is just a bit sore.”
It was sore from screaming in pleasure, she knew, guilt beating at her.
“You sure? Because I have to go out of town this weekend.”
“Why?”
“Training session in Chicago. Actually, the training session is Friday, in a new version of our software, but as long as I'm there I might as well take in a baseball game Saturday with my friend Rob. I don't get to see him that often. I'll be back Sunday.”
“Oh well, uhm, I suppose it's okay.”
“Do you think you can take care of Melissa alone?
She snorted. “Of course!”
It wasn't like he helped much anyway!
And he hadn't even commented on how clean the house was!
After dinner she sat down to try and get through some of the preliminary work on the speech she was supposed to be writing for a corporate Vice President. She'd been neglecting her work during the day because of the wild sex games she'd become involved in! And if she didn't work, she didn't get paid!
Tomorrow, she thought. She'd work through the day on the speech, like a responsible, intelligent professional woman.
*
Karen would not be denied. She was friendly, and laughing, but insistent, and easily overrode Emily's objections, getting her to come over to her place for more exercise. Zoey and Darlene were both there, and both clad in those very revealing leotards she had witnessed her first day.
Karen stripped and ordered Emily to do the same.
“Uhm, I uhm, don't have a leotard!” she gulped.
Karen smirked. “I got you one! Same as ours!”
She was already almost naked, and Emily had little alternative but to strip as well, then, feeling a strong sense of sexuality and anticipation, she put on the tight little leotard.
“Wait!? You guys are wearing tights with yours!” she said.
“So? I guess you should've bought some,” Darlene said with a grin.
The tights were very form-fitting, very thin, and very high cut on the hips, as well as having thong bottoms. Still, it wasn't like the girls hadn't seen her in less.
Zoe and Darlene were picking up those stainless steel poles she'd seen Boris put together before. They slipped two, then three of them into the floor, then picked up longer poles and fit them onto the top of those, hooking them into the ceiling.
Emily gulped. For these were not the way the poles had looked the last time. These looked like stripper poles! And in fact, that was exactly how the girls started to use them, jumping and swinging around them as Karen turned on the music.
“Come and let me show you,” Karen ordered.
Emily watched her dancing and swinging around the poles, and then tried herself. It was actually very invigorating. And it took a lot of energy! She wondered what Greg's reaction would be if she learned to do this and demonstrated one day for him!
She couldn't do nearly as much as the other girls. Now she began to understand why they all seemed to have such strong grips and arms. They leapt up, grabbed the bars, pulled themselves higher, then swung around as they came down, or even bent backwards upside down, clutching the bars between their thighs.
And, of course, Pole Dancing involved dancing, so there was a lot of giggling and showing off, as they all gripped the poles and danced around, swinging their bottoms and grinding their hips. Emily found it to be a lot of fun, though in a very sexual way which left her chest tight and her face flushed.
And then the girls stripped naked to continue! That upped the sexual heat and pressure within her by a considerable margin. It also increased her sense of fantasy and sexual adventure, imagining herself a stripper as she swung around the pole, twisting and flaunting herself, arching her back, bending over and rolling her bare bottom back at the empty room, and thoroughly enjoying herself.
She was gripping one of the poles, her chest against the warm metal, her breasts squeezed around it the way Karen had demonstrated for her, when Boris arrived. She didn't notice him at first, for she was facing the wall, keeping her breasts around the pole as she pushed her hips out and rolled her bottom in saucy circles in time to the music.
Then she heard applause from behind her, and his voice.
“Bravo!” he said.
She gasped, jerking her hips in and trying to cover herself with her hands as the girls all squealed and greeted Boris. No one else seemed shocked or even embarrassed. But then, maybe that was because, while Karen was working with Emily, Darlene and Zoey had put their leotards back on, and then while Emily was demonstrating she'd learned what Karen had told her Karen had done the same!
That left her as the only one naked, squirming with both embarrassment and a dark sense of thrilled heat.
Not only that, but along the way Karen and Zoey had put the collar and restraints on her, saying she should get used to them since she was a 'sex slave'.
“I see our new girl is showing much enthusiasm for exercise,” Boris said jovially.
“She's thinking of getting a part time job as a stripper,” Zoey said.
“I am not!” Emily gasped, red-faced.
“Show Boris what you've learned, Emily,” Karen said.
Emily stared at her anxiously, but didn't move, and Karen snorted and went over to a nearby table and pulled out a drawer. Then she returned with the riding crop in hand, and Emily's pulse rate shot up even higher!
Karen's hand shot out and unerringly gripped her hair, jerking up and back sharply. That produced an instinctive reaction, as it had before, and Erin yelped in pain, her hands jerking up and back behind her neck to grab at the taller woman's wrists.
And that, of course, was when Karen simply grabbed her wrists instead and then pinned them together behind her neck, managing to work some of her hair in with them so she could hold her with one hand.
She then marched her over directly in front of Boris, her back arched, her face red, her heart pounding as the big Russian grinned down at her.
“Very lovely body,” he said.
Karen extended her arm, moving back a little, but still holding Emily's wrists behind her neck, and holding her hair back too. She swept the crop down and around and it snapped down against Emily's bottom.
“Ah!” she cried.
“Say thank you,” Karen ordered.
“Th-Thank you!” Emily gulped.
Crack!
“Ahh!”
“Say thank you sir,” Karen ordered.
“Tha-thank you, sir!” Emily gulped.
Karen turned her around and led her back to one of the poles, then pressed her breastbone against it and brought the crop in to press firmly into her buttocks.
“Now you're going to demonstrate to Boris what you've learned, slave girl,” she aid. “Or I'm going to demonstrate what it feels like to get a nice hard cropping across your pretty round bottom!”
She drew the crop back and then snapped it down with a stinging blow that made Emily yelp.
“Do you understand, slave girl?” she growled.
“Y-Yes, Mistress Karen!” she moaned in a low voice she hoped Boris couldn't hear.
Karen released her wrists and hair as the music started up again, and Emily cringed as they all watched her. Boris had taken a seat and was smiling happily, and she felt a wild, anxious sense of embarrassed heat.
Hesitantly, she began to grind her hips in time to the music, and when Karen started slapping the crop against her hand she picked up the pace, pushing her bottom out and rolling it in circles, then in again. She bent her knees and leaped up, grabbing the pole, then swung her lower hips forward so her feet swept up high, her naked sex jammed against the pole.
She clamped her thighs together around it and then let go of the pole with her fingers, allowing her upper torso to drop back upside down, where her hands found the lower pole to hold her in place. Heart pounding, pulse racing, she writhed and arched her body in time to the music, horribly aware of how utterly naked she was in front of Boris' eyes!
She slid down to the floor, let her legs fall, and then stood up, turning quickly and pressing her buttocks around the pole as she reached up behind her to grab the pole again. Now she let her hips role as she arched her back, cringing under his gaze, even as the sexual pressure inside her grew more intense.
This is so slutty! she thought wildly. But the thought had more heat than guilt to it.
“Of course, there's a second part to dancing,” Karen said.
She swept her hand out and grabbed Emily's hair behind the neck again, then used it to force her down onto her knees.
“On all fours,” she barked, bringing the crop down warningly against her bottom.
Moaning, panting, Emily dropped onto her hands and knees. Karen then moved forward and she had no choice but to crawl towards where Boris sat! When she got there Karen forced her head down even lower.
“Lick his shoes!” she barked.
Emily gasped, then yelped as the crop snapped down on her bottom.
“Now, slave!”
Emily licked anxiously, her face burning with embarrassment while her body burned with dark hunger.
Karen pulled her head up slowly, up between Boris' legs.
“Rub your cheek against his thighs, slave,” she ordered.
She guided Karen's head higher, making her rub her cheeks against Boris' legs even as he spread them wider, drawing her head up and in so that her face was pressed against his crotch. She trembled with heat as she saw a bulge there in his tight pants.
“Lick him through his pants! Do it, slut!”
Crack! The crop snapped against her bottom and she squealed and obeyed, licking and mouthing Boris through his trousers.
Then she was up and straddling him, dancing in time to the music, grinding her hips down against his thighs as Karen and Darlene gave her instructions in very determined voices!
She moaned as she ground herself against Boris, then squealed as Darlene put the butt-plug into her back opening! Then she was pulled off his lap, and made to turn her back to him.
She bent over and rolled her hips at him, grinding and dancing, then straightened and straddled him again, sitting back, rubbing her buttocks down against his erection as the girls instructed her in the proper art of giving a lap-dance.
It was wildly exciting, but also physically tiring! And all the while, Boris just sat there doing nothing but smiling and enjoying himself.
Karen pulled her back off his lap onto her knees, though, and told her to rub her face against his crotch again, then to undo his belt and pull down his zipper. Her pulse rate grew more and more rapidly as she anxiously followed her orders.
She pulled his thick, hard cock out, feeling it throbbing in her hand, breathless with heat as she licked it like an ice cream cone, then, as Karen continued to guide her, pulled Boris' pants down all the way, and began to suck and lick his balls before licking and kissing his cock again.
While she knelt doing that she felt fingers rubbing her clitoris, and moaned in desperate heat, then gasped as something – a dildo, she guessed, slid slowly into her tight, throbbing, burning pussy, twisting and turning as it pushed deeper.
She had already resigned herself to the thought that Boris would fuck her, and that she would do whatever she was ordered to do, but the rising tide of raw hunger and heat was drowning her reluctance in steady, rolling waves of arousal and need.
Finally she slid her lips over his head, bobbing up and down, sucking as she licked, moaning around his thick male flesh as her hands massaged his balls. She took the head deeper and deeper, even as Karen and Zoey told her to swallow it.
When the crop started snapping against her bottom she braced herself, and then forced her lips down further, gurgling as the head pushed into her throat, but forcing herself lower until her lips slid all the way down to the base!
It was the longest blow job she had ever given!
Not only did Boris have a seemingly limitless ability to keep himself from exploding, but the girls kept giving instructions, having her pull back, and do different things, sliding her throat and lips off him entirely, for example, then sucking and licking at his balls again as his saliva covered cock pressed against her face.
Besides, her other blow jobs had usually ended quickly, with guys coming in her mouth within a couple of minutes, or with quickly shifting into actual sex from oral, which was usually what happened with Greg.
This time it finally ended as Boris exploded in her mouth and the three girls yelled at her to swallow it – and she did.
She felt as if she were sweltering in the heat of her own arousal as Karen snapped the leash to her collar and then jerked back, having her crawl to the stairs and then up them. The others followed and they went out into the back yard.
Everyone else put on swimsuits in private, leaving her, once again, the only naked one. Then Karen pulled her to her feet and had her go and fetch the drinks and refreshments in the kitchen.
While she was in the kitchen, Kim came down from where she was minding the kids and went out into the back yard, then returned and came into the kitchen, stopping Emily.
“Here,” she said, fetching down a tray from above.
She put it on the kitchen counter and put the drinks on it, then handed the tray to Emily.
“Listen to me,” she said sternly, pointing her finger at Emily's face.
“Are you listening?”
Emily blushed. “Yes, Mistress Kim,” she said in a soft voice.
“You go out there and kneel next to where mom is sitting, then bend at the waist and raise the tray high as you bow your head and say “Your drink, Mistress Karen.”
Emily stared at her in disbelief.
“Show me,” Kim ordered sternly.
She made Emily get down on her knees and then showed her how to bend forward and raise the tray high while dropping her eyes to the ground.
“Y-Your drink, Mistress Kim!” Emily squeaked.
“You do that with everyone individually. Got that, slave slut? Or I'll get to crop your ass until its very, very red. Mom said so.”
“Ye-Yes, Mistress Kim,” she gulped.
“Oh, and call Boris Master Boris. You're a slave, after all,” the girl said.
Flushed, she carried the tray back outside, feeling another sense of wild, squirming self-consciousness as they all turned to look at her. Gulping, she walked forward carefully, for the base of the dildos were starting to push through the lips of her sex and out of her bottom.
She knelt in front of Karen, then raised the tray up an bowed her head.
“Your drink, Mistress Karen,” she said in a quavering voice.
She felt the tray lighten as the tall blonde lifted her drink off, and then raised her head, turning towards Darlene, then bowing her head again.
“Your drink, Mistress Darlene,” she said.
“Isn't she precious!” Darlene said with a laugh.
Emily felt the tray lighten a second time.
She gulped and raised her head, then moved forward on her knees, blushing even more as she saw Zoe smirking at her. She bowed her head and raised the tray high.
“Your drink, Mistress Zoe,” she said.
She felt the tray lighten.
“Who said I wanted a beer?” she heard Zoe demand.
Emily raised her eyes in confusion.
“You always have beer, Mistress Zoe,” she said.
“So? Do you think I can't change my mind now and then?”
She poured the beer over Emily's head and Emily gasped, not reacting at first as she was so surprised. Then, as the beer poured down her shoulders and back, and down around her breasts, she gasped at the cold, flinching and almost spilling the other beer on the tray.
“And you didn't ask Boris what he wanted either? Do you think he wanted a beer just because he's a man, you idiot slave girl?”
She picked up the second glass and poured that over Emily's hair too as the other two women giggled and smiled.
“Go and get me a Coke, slut,” Zoe said. “And ask Boris what he wants.”
Emily had felt another rush of emotions at having the beer poured over her. The first, of course, was indignation and outrage. But that quickly gave way to a dark, almost masochistic sense of the erotic. Being treated like a slave girl, after all, struck her as desperately arousing, after the events of the past week!
And after all, it wasn't like it mattered that beer was poured on her. She was naked anyway.
Dripping beer, she turned to Boris, flushing anew.
“What would you like to drink... Master Boris?”
He laughed softly. “I want a beer, of course.”
The other women laughed in amusement.
She stood up and headed back for the kitchen.
“Stop!” Karen called.
She halted and turned.
“Don't go into my house dripping beer, you idiot slave. Rinse off under the shower over there, first.”
“Yes, Mistress Karen.”
Emily went over to the outdoor shower and turned it on, rinsing the beer out of her hair and off her body, self-conscious again, since all four of them were looking on. She turned it off, and then grabbed one of the towels on the rack, quickly patting herself dry before going inside.
There she got a coke and a beer and returned, kneeling before Zoe again.
“Your coke, Mistress Zoe,” she said.
She felt the drink lifted off the tray, and then moved over to Boris and bowed low, raising the tray.
“Your beer, Master Boris,” she said.
“I love the way her tits hang when she bends over,” Boris said.
Emily gulped.
“Yes, they're very nice,” Karen said. '
“And real,” Darlene said in a catty voice.
“Up yours, bitch,” Karen replied casually.
With her face still looking down, Emily could see little of Boris, but his hand came into her view as it reached forward and cupped her left breast, squeezing and kneading it casually while she held the tray up in the air.
Then the weight came off the tray and she looked up, lowering the tray as Boris took a sip of the beer. She started to back up, but Karen's voice snapped out from behind her.
“Who said you could move while Boris was enjoying playing with your breast, slave!?” Karen demanded.
Flushing, Emily moved forward again, bending over as Boris looked her up and down lasciviously.
He cupped her breast again, his big fingers digging into the soft flesh, then he slid his hand up her chest and up along the nape of her neck before gripping her hair behind her head. Emily cried out as he yanked on it, dropping the tray as he pulled her forward across his lap.
“Such a bad little slave girl,” he said, setting down the beer.
He dragged her fully atop his lap with her bottom raised high and then brought his big hand down sharply across her round bottom.
Crack!
“Oh!” Emily squealed.
“Such a bad slave girl,” Karen said.
Crack!
“Very impertinent,” Darlene added.
Crack!
“Oh! Please!” Emily gasped at the stinging blow.
“Slave girls should only do what they're told,” Zoe said.
Crack! Crack!
Emily squirmed as the big hand slapped down with stinging force, and her bottom began to ache and burn!
Crack!
“You know the old saying, spare the rod, spoil the slave,” Karen said.
Crack!
“We have such a saying in Russia,” Boris said in amusement.
His hand kneaded her bottom, sliding around and over it, and in between her legs. Emily yelped as he pressed against the base of the dildo in her bottom, forcing it fully back into her again, then rubbed her clitoris before gripping the base of that dildo and pumping it in and out.
Crack! Crack! Crack!
“She has a very nice ass,” he said.
Crack!
“A very spankable ass,” Karen said.
Crack! Crack! Crack!
“Oh! Ow! Oh! Please, Master Boris!” Emily cried, as her bottom got hotter and hotter.
A sense of the surreal gripped Emily as the spanking continued. Her bottom was on fire! Every blow sent a stinging little shock-wave through her buttocks! But at the same time her insides were thrumming with sexual pressure and heat, and her chest was so tight she could hardly breath!
“I think this sex slave has offended us all,” Darlene said.
“Definitely needs better training,” Zoe agreed.
“My hand is getting hot,” Boris complained.
“Use your belt, Boris dear,” Karen said.
“Haven't got one.”
“Well, how short sighted of you.”
She looked at Zoe.
“Go and get us an appropriate strap, Zoe dear.”
“Why me?”
“Because you're the smallest and the easiest to tie up and spank if you refuse,” Karen said with raised eyebrow.
Darlene laughed while Zoe scowled. She got up and went inside, though.
“Put her on the ground,” Karen said.
Moaning, Emily felt herself lifted and set on her knees on the deck in front of Boris.
“Slave,” Karen barked.
Gulping, panting for breath, Emily turned her face towards the blonde.
“You will press your upper body against the deck and extend your arms while raising your bottom high and keeping your knees together – facing Master Boris.”
Emily moaned anxiously, but obeyed, her bottom throbbing with heat.
Zoe returned and handed a short, thick strap to Boris, who grinned and leaned forward.
Crack!
“Oww!” Emily squealed.
“Bad slave girl,” Boris said.
Crack!
“Ow! Ohh! Please, Master!” Emily cried at the sharp blows.
“Come here, slave, and present your bottom to me,” Karen ordered as Boris handed her the strap.
Whimpering, her bottom stinging, Emily rose on all fours, moved over, and reluctantly lowered her upper torso to the deck again, her breasts pressing against the smooth wood and her arms pushing out before her as she raised her bottom high.
Crack!
“Oww!” she cried.
Crack!
“Ahh!”
Crack!
“Oww! Please, Mistress!”
Her bottom was on fire!
“Turn around, slut.”
Emily rose on all fours, moaning as she turned to see Karen glowering at her.
Karen leaned forward, holding the strap in hand.
“Open your mouth.”
Emily obeyed, and Karen placed the strap sideways in her mouth.
“Close your teeth and take this to Darlene.”
Panting, whimpering, Emily carried the strap in her teeth to Darlene, who took it with a grin.
“Turn and show me that red bottom, slave.”
Emily did, gulping anxiously.
“Face down, ass high,” Darlene ordered.
Emily obeyed, trying to brace herself.
Crack! Crack! Crack!
“Oh! Ah! Oww!”
“You must learn to obey your mistresses better, slave,” Darlene said.
Crack! Crack! Crack!
“Understand?”
“Y-Y-Yes, Mistress Darelene!” Emily gasped, whimpering, eyes starting to tear up at the pain.
“Turn around, slave. Take the strap in your mouth and bring it to Zoe.”
Emily obeyed, trembling and looking up anxiously at Zoe as the girl took the strap.
“Is your bottom sore, slave?” Zoe cooed.
“Y-Yes, Mistress Zoe!” she  moaned.
“Well then, we'll spare your tender buttocks. Kneel upright and put your fingers behind your head, then arch your back for me.”
Emily felt another sharp burst of anxiety even as she obeyed. She was glad to keep her bottom away from the girl, but now the obvious target for the strap was her breasts! But surely she wouldn't do that! It wasn't a very heavy strap, true, but still!
“Do not move!” Zoe said in a harsh voice.
Gasping, bracing herself, Emily closed her eyes.
Crack!
“Oww!” she cried as the strap cut across the soft, sensitive flesh of her right breast!
“Bad little slave slut,” Zoe said.
Her nipple stung hotly!
Crack!
“Oww!”
The strap cut across her left breast now, right across the middle, of course.
“Naughty little slave slut,” Zoe said.
Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
The belt slapped down on one breast, then the other, then the first, then the second, as Emily knelt before her, back arched, body trembling, her breasts turning pink as the skin heated rapidly.



Chapter Nine
Zoe was given water to drink, in a bowl, set on the deck. Panting, her breasts and bottom throbbing, she was forced to let her breasts pillow out against the deck again, keeping her bottom high and knees wide this time. She was not permitted to use her hands but instead had to keep her arms straight out to the side as she tried to slurp water from the bowl using just her neck muscles, turning her head and raising using her chin to pull down the lip of the bowl so she could lick at the water.
It was humiliating, of course, but she didn't mind. As long as they weren't strapping her she was fine with it! Her breasts stung as they were crushed under her chest, though, and she was glad to pull back, though she looked anxiously at the seated people to see what she ought to be doing next.
Darlene noticed her and smiled.
“Lay on your back, slave.”
Emily was more than pleased to take the weight off her sore breasts. She rolled over on the deck.
“Put your feet flat on the deck,” Karen ordered.
Emily raised her knees obediently.
“Spread your legs, slut,” Zoe said.
Emily spread her legs.
Zoe tossed her a plastic squeeze bottle then.
“Put on some suntan lotion, slave bitch. Otherwise your skin will burn,” she said.
Emily squeezed the cream into one hand and began to spread it over her arms and shoulders, then slowly down her chest, wincing as her hand slid over her tender breasts and hard, overheated nipples. She squeezed more of the tube out and spread the slippery lotion down her torso, down between her legs and then over her thighs and down her legs.
She sat up and spread the oil up behind her, on her back, then rose on her knees and spread it down over her buttocks.
“Did anyone tell you to get up on your knees, slut?” Karen asked.
Emily looked at her, stricken.
“The last order you were given was to lay on your back and put your feet flat on the deck,” she growled.
“But... but I had to spread the suntan – !”
“Did you? Why did you have to put it on your back if you were laying on your back? Do you imagine you could get a sunburn that way, stupid slave girl?”
The others snickered.
“I-I'm sorry, Mistress Karen!” she gulped, quickly laying back.
“Get those knees wide, slut!” Zoe called.
“Let's see that dildo you have inside you, slave,” Karen said.
Emily had been trying to squeeze down on it to keep it from pushing out of her, but now she did the reverse, and the lips of her sex slowly spread apart as the thick dildo pushed forward.
“Take it out.”
Groaning, she gripped the base of the dildo, then pulled it slowly out of her body, blinking in some amazement as she watched inch after inch appear. It came free and she felt momentarily vacant.
“Now push it back inside.”
She obeyed, grunting as she pushed the thick dildo back into her overheated body.
“Pump it in and out, and rub your clitoris with your fingers,” Karen ordered.
Emily obeyed, moaning, getting more embarrassed and more aroused at the same time, the tendons in her thighs aching as she let her knees fall wide apart, and pumped the dildo in her aching sex.
She looked at them and flushed, dropping her eyes, staring at the dildo as she pumped it in and out, rubbing her clitoris as the heat grew more intense.
“Slut,” Zoe said.
“Whore,” Darlene added.
“Masturbate for us, sex slave,” Karen said. “Give us a good show.”
Her face burned again, but a dark, crackling sexual heat was wrapped around Emily's mind and body now, and she sobbed weakly as she pumped the dildo faster and harder, her hips starting to grind upward as her fingers rubbed her clitoris.
She laid her head back, chest heaving, moaning as she pumped, as her knees starting to rock up and down, as her hips rolled up to meet the plunging dildo.
Kim came out on the deck, then, adding a fifth member to the audience, as Emily thrust harder, breathlessly driving the dildo almost fully into her trembling body as the animal heat beat at her consciousness!
The orgasm felt as if her skull were exploding, and the explosion spreading downward all the way to her groin. Or maybe it started there and was merely rebounding. She cried out again and again, arching her back, her head rolling and jerking, her hips bucking up frenziedly against the thrusting dildo as the power of the orgasm shattered her mind!
They let her rest – briefly, as they chatted. Then Kim, who had gone back inside, came back out with another dildo, this one longer. She handed it to Zoe, who threw it past Emily, who was laying on her back, panting wearily.
“Fetch that for me, slave dog,” Zoe ordered.
Blinking rapidly, Emily wearily pushed herself up onto her bottom, then turned and crawled the couple of feet over to where the dildo lay on the deck.
“No,” Zoe said. “Don't lift it with your hands. Use your mouth.”
Emily picked the dildo up like a dog would a bone, then started to rise.
“Crawl, slave bitch.”
Moaning, she obeyed, crawling over to Zoe and presenting her with the dildo.
“That's not the way a bitch dog carries a dildo,” Zoe said. “There's nothing you love more than having a big cock inside you.”
She pointed the head at her open mouth and pushed it in.
Eyes fluttering, chest still rising and falling rapidly, Emily knelt on all fours in front of her and gurgled as the dildo pushed into her throat, then slid down it.
“That's how you carry it,” Zoe said, letting go of the dildo so that just the base was clutched in Emily's teeth.
“Take that to Karen.”
Emily crawled shakily over to Karen, who gripped the base and slid it slowly out of her throat, then out of her mouth, letting Emily gasp for breath.
Karen laughed then threw the thing across the deck onto the grass.
“Fetch, She-bitch,” she said.
Emily knew better than to try and stand. She crawled after the dildo, then bent her head, taking the head between her teeth, then, as the others watched, sliding her lips down it all the way, gurgling and gagging a little as she raised her head and carried it rapidly back to Karen.
Karen pulled it out and tossed it overhand, this time into the pool.
Panting for breath, Emily turned and crawled to the pool, then dove into it, swimming to where the dildo lay and grabbing it in her teeth. She didn't try to take more than the head into her mouth, though, until she could swim back and crawl out of the pool. Then she lowered her head so the base was touching the deck, and slid her lips down all the way before raising her head again and crawling back to Karen.
Karen threw it again.
“Fetch, Slave-bitch.”
Gulping in air, Emily turned and crawled after it, but Karen pointed at her daughter, so she crawled to where Kim was sitting.
“I want to fuck this little slave,” Boris said.
“Be my guest,” Karen said idly.
Emily stared at Kim, her head pulsing, her chest burning, as the girl stared back. Finally, Kim gripped the base of the dildo and pulled it slowly, slowly out of her throat, allowing her to breath.
Boris knelt behind her, then. He pulled the dildo out of her bottom, and then gathered in her wet, tangled hair, drawing it back from her head as he pushed his cock into her back passage.
“Slave,” Kim said tauntingly.
She pushed the dildo back into her throat.
Boris drove his cock deeper into her ass, then gripped Emily's wrists in his own big hands, jerking them back along her hips, then drawing them firmly in behind her and locking the wrist restraints together.
He gripped her hair once more, pulling it up and back with sufficient force to lift her up onto her knees and hold her head back while she was bent at a ninety degree angle.
Kim pulled the dildo out of her throat, letting her gulp in air, as Boris pumped in her ass.
“Slave animal,” Kim said.
She pushed the dildo back into her throat and started to pump it in and out while Boris worked his own big cock deeper into her ass.
Emily was getting light-headed from lack of oxygen, her eyes going glassy. She gasped as Kim pulled the dildo back to let her breath, to let her draw in deep, desperate breaths as Boris jammed his cock achingly deep in her ass.
“Slave whore,” Kim said, pushing the dildo back down her throat and pumping it in and out.
Boris began to grind his hips against her bottom, the head of his big cock twisting around in her belly.
Kim pulled the dildo back all the way, and Emily gulped in air as Boris began to thrust.
“Fuck her ass, Boris,” she said, sneering. “The little cock lover will get off on it.”
Emily felt as if she were floating. Her scalp ached from the tight pull of Boris's fist on her hair, but it was becoming a background sensation. Her awareness was turning further inward, to the big cock moving inside her, as his hips began to slap against her buttocks with more authority.
The chairs were gathered in such a way that she could see Darlene, Zoe and Karen watching her, as well as Kim, watching her as Boris fucked her ass, watching her as her breasts swung, and her face was contorted by dazed heat.
“Come for him, Slave-whore,” Zoe said.
“Yes, come with that big cock up your ass, Slave-bitch,” Kim said.
“Let us watch your coming while Boris sodomizes you, you slave animal,” Karen said with a sneer.
Boris slapped her bottom with his other hand, roughly fisted her breasts, yanked roughly on her hair, and speared himself into her belly with growing speed and power.
And Emily felt the sexual fever spreading and deepening, knowing they were all watching her, knowing they were all looking at her face, watching the play of emotions and arousal on it, watching Boris slam his hips into her, listening to her gasp and grunts and then cries as his big cock drove achingly deep into her trembling body.
The orgasm tore through her and she screamed again and again, overcome by waves of intense pleasure, her mind aflame with the dark hunger, heat and thrilled ecstasy as she was so crudely and cruelly used before these other women.
It was shameful, degrading, humiliating, and suffocatingly thrilling!
She sobbed brokenly, caring about nothing but the wild, carnal pleasure as her body was wracked by convulsions and Boris drove himself savagely into her from behind.
“This is going to be a big one!” she heard Boris grunt. “Ahh, I feel a flood is at hand!”
She heard but ignored his words, all higher orders of consciousness fading to basic awareness, not caring or knowing what his words meant and incapable of even wondering.
“Ahh! Ahh!” Boris groaned. “I think I may drown her in my come!”
His cock pounded into her with furious strokes until it finally halted, deep inside her aching body, then slowly began to shrink as he pulled back.
*
“How was your day, dear?” she asked tremulously.
“Same old rat race,” Greg said with a yawn. “How was your day?”
Oh, I had sex with several women and got my nipples and clitoris pierced, she felt like saying.
She didn't, of course. Although that was exactly what had happened.
It had been two weeks now since she'd met Karen, and she could hardly believe the changes that meeting had wrought on her life and her personality. She was almost unthinkingly obedient to the blonde woman now, because the explosive orgasms had drowned her will to resist!
Not to mention the punishments, which she would just as soon avoid!
She wasn't entirely sure how she was going to explain the piercings to Greg when he finally noticed. But since he showed little interest in sex lately that could take a while. Karen had said, though, that once the piercings were healed she was going to take a hand in their sex life, by, among other things, having Emily dress 'sexier' around the house.
Emily was quite anxious about what she meant by that, and what Greg would think of it!
She wasn't even sure how she was going to explain her piercings other than, perhaps, something she'd done 'for fun', or 'on a dare'.
But every day was a new blow to any sense of restraint or inhibitions she had about her sexual behavior with the other women. Every day reinforced the dark thrilling sense of sexual desire she felt as the other women treated her like a sex slave. In fact, the more outrageous their behavior, the more aroused she became!
Of course, she didn't take it seriously. Of course, they weren't serious! But it was such a deliciously kinky and wicked game!
And it was worse when they let her stay home to clean the house and take care of chores, because then Kim would come over to oversee her and watch Melissa. It was so breathlessly outrageous and degrading to have the teenager treating her like a sex slave!
She would have to crawl around and scrub things on hands and knees naked, with dildos buried in her ass and pussy, totally at the mercy of the girl, and made to repeatedly degrade herself! Kim even made her clean the windows naked! That wasn't a problem for the back windows, but she cringed standing in the big front windows naked and cleaning them!
And of course, her tongue would have to be used to please Kim multiple times during the day, when it wasn't used to clean her shoes or lick the floor to prove she'd cleaned it well!
*
There was a cucumber in her ass.
It wasn't very deep, but it was quite thick, warm and covered in lubricating oil.
Emily had the collar on again, along with the restraints. She was naked, and on her knees in a bedroom, her back to the four poster bed. Her legs were spread wide, ropes bound tied around them just above the knees and tied to the foot-posts of the bed.
Darlene sat on the bed above her, pulling her hair back, bending her shoulders across the low foot-board.
Crack!
“Ahg!” she cried into the ball gag filling her mouth.
“Down, slave,” Karen ordered.
She shuddered, fire consuming her as she slowly sank downward onto the thick cucumber. The feel of it sliding up into her ass was indescribable! It wasn't cold, had in fact, been warmed. Covered in slickness, it moved unerringly up into her belly, stretching her out horribly!
Crack!
The flog swept down across her breasts again, as Darlene grinned at her and held her hair tightly.
“Nasty slave girl,” she purred.
Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Her breasts were aching and burning, and she cried out into the gag again and again, sinking slowly down, gasping and whimpering as the dildo stretched her deep inside and gave her cramps!
She felt fingers at her sex, rubbing at her clitoris. There was a dildo inside her, a big one, and she felt positively stuffed!
Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
She whimpered and moaned and cried out as the flog bit into the soft flesh over her breasts, into her aching, burning, swollen nipples. Her breasts burned, but her mind was flaming too.
Zoe knelt between her legs, licking skillfully at her clitoris as she pumped the dildo in and out.
She felt impaled on the long, thick cucumber! It was a hard, dull ache deep inside her!
Darlene let her up and she swayed dazedly. The world was dark due to the silk blindfold covering her eyes. She was starting to feel dazed by the thrumming sexual pressure.
Someone undid the ropes around her ankles.
“On the floor, you filthy little cock-long slut!” Karen growled, pointing with the flog.
Trembling, gasping, Emily obeyed, prostrating herself, her aching breasts burning as they pressed into the hard wood.
Crack!
The crop snapped down across her buttocks.
“Raise that ass, slut!”
She squirmed to obey!
Crack!
The flog came down on her bare back.
“Spread your legs, whore!”
Moaning, she obeyed.
Someone pulled the gag out of her mouth.
“Beg for cock, slave,” Karen ordered.
“Please,” Emily moaned, panting helplessly.
Crack! Crack!
The crop cut across her buttocks even as the flog swept down onto her back.
“Ah!”
“Tell me you love cock, slave.”
“I love cock, Mistress Karen!” she gasped.
Crack!
“Again, slave.”
“I love cock, Mistress Karen!”
The flog swept down across her bare back.
“Again, slut.”
“I love cock, Mistress Karen!”
“Do you want to be fucked, sex slave?”
“Yes, Mistress Karen! Please fuck me, Mistress Karen!” she cried.
Fingers rubbed her swollen clitoris.
“Again,” Karen ordered. “Keep begging.”
“Please fuck me, Mistress Karen!” she cried. “Please fuck me, Mistress Karen! Please fuck me, Mistress Karen!”
She moaned as she felt the dildo sliding slowly back and out of her, then fingers stroked the line of her sex before pushing inside, twisting and turning from side to side.
They pulled out and she moaned as something else pushed into her, something slick and thick and hard, driving deep into her body and making her groan with pleasure. She felt fingers gathering in her hair, and then gasped as her hair was yanked back. A sharp crack on her bottom made her gasp as the dildo pumped into her, moving faster and faster.
Only... it felt strange, somehow. It felt warmer and more natural, and as a hand roamed over her body and under to cup and roughly fondle her right breast, she began to suspect that it was a man behind her! It was probably Boris, she thought anxiously, blinking into the silk covering her eyes.
That hand came off her breasts, and slid up behind her head, then pulled the blindfold off. She gasped and blinked rapidly, but could see no one. There was no sign of the other women, and her hair was held in such a tight grasp she couldn't turn it to either side to see who was behind her!
His hips were slapping against her buttocks harder and harder, and Emily was crying out with every deep thrust, her eyes, wide at first, when the blindfold came off, starting to close into dull slits as the heat built higher and she sank into the same state of sexual fever she had been gripped by so often of late.
What did anything matter but the wild, thrilling pleasure of this!? She grunted and gasped and moaned as Boris, she presumed, fucked her, slapped her bottom, yanked on her hair, and groped her breasts, using her like a whore, like a slut, like a sex slave!
And the thought that it might not be Boris, that it might be some complete stranger, while it added the shocked anxiety of embarrassment, also made her even more aroused! Because... that would be even more kinky and outrageous!
She groaned and gasped at the thrusts, now, for his pubic bone were striking the cucumber in her bottom, making the top of the hard, green vegetable jab her deep in the belly with every stroke. It made for a wild, swirling mix of pleasure and pain, but her arousal sucked them both in and grew even deeper.
Crack! A hand slapped sharply down on her buttocks.
“Beg for it, slut!”
“Please fuck me, Master!” she cried dazedly.
That voice....
Crack!
“Again, slave!”
“Please fuck me, Master!” she gasped.
She knew that voice! But – !
Crack!
“Again, sex slave!”
“Please fuck me, Master!”
The shock of realization burst upon her as his hips continued to pummel her bottom! She felt a sense of horror as if she had just been discovered in her perversion! But then, she almost immediately realized that it could not be a sudden discovery.
He had to know, to have known. Coming upon her bound and naked like this would not have caused him to immediately mount and use her like this.
Not Greg!
For that was who it was! She still couldn't see him since he was holding her hair so firmly, but there was no mistaking his voice!
Crack!
“Again, slave slut!”
“Please fuck me, Master Greg!” she cried dazedly.
Crack!
“What are you, slut?”
“I'm a sex slave, Master Greg!” she cried.
Crack!
“And what does a sex slave do?”
“She obeys her master, Master Greg!” she gasped.
His arm slid down across her hip and his fingers found her clitoris. Emily felt a rush of sensory heat and shuddered as his hips pummeled her.
“Beg me to come, slave girl,” he demanded.
“Please may I come, Master Greg!” she cried.
And then she did, the explosive sexual pleasure tearing apart her mind and throwing all cares and concerns, all inhibitions, all sense of pride or dignity to the four winds. She cried out again and again as Greg pounded into her, as his cock speared her and his fist yanked on her hair as he slapped her bottom.
Wasn't she a sex slave!? And wasn't this the wonder and joy of the dark, thrilling submission to anyone who wanted her?!
Trying to figure out what had happened and what this meant for her home life and marriage  would come later. For now all she cared about was the intoxicating high of the surging waves of pleasure, of ecstasy, and she wallowed in it, drowning in the wild, wanton joy as her master used her as hard and savagely as he wanted.
End
*
Have praise, suggestions, questions or complaints? writeargus@gmail.com
*
Other erotic stories & novels by JJ Argus
Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black Masters series)
Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and pleasure a girl could feel.
Out of Uniform (Jamie McCloud series)
Gorgeous tomgirl Jamie McCloud is a rookie cop on the NYPD. Jamie is transferred out of uniform into street clothes to work for the Anti-crime squad in Manhattan. There, amid the glitz and glitter, amid the hordes of tourists and businessmen, she hunts down muggers, drug dealers, pickpockets and purse thieves, along with perverts and gang members. Oh, and the occasional terrorist. And on her own time, Jamie begins to explore the dark side of her sexuality as she is introduced to domination and submission by her hunky new federal agent boyfriend Danny. It's all just a kinky game, at first, but the mind-blowing excitement and thrills quickly draws her into a lifestyle that will change her behavior, her personality, and her life.
Working For the Smiths
Nicky thought it was a great summer job, working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate. It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and service the Smiths in all their needs.
Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur series)
Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!
The Nerd Girls
Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and completely at their mercy!
Owned by My Best Friend's Family!
Annie's father the cop was so... commanding, in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!
Zoe's New Boss
Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his clients, and be their sex toy.
In The Vampire's Lair
On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust and shocking pleasure.
Nigger's Girl
A blonde girl has no business getting involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people. But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses her, whoever he gives her to.
The Temporary Harem Girl
It's difficult to describe what being in a modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being shackled, punished, and used.
Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur
Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do nothing but work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes taken with his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering ways extend to the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold exterior he makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his dominance and submission games.
Owned by Mister Trask
When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her the wicked thrills of submission.
Bound Beauty
Sierra is lured into nude photography by her aunt, whose erotic photographs hang in art galleries. But as her aunt discovers her weakness for bondage and submission, Sierra is lured into more and more graphic and lurid pictures. With the aid of her handsome black assistant, her aunt turns the incredibly responsive young woman into an unknowing star of bondage videos watched around the world.
The Mirror Box
FBI agent Rachel Corey and her female prisoner wake to find themselves captives in a large mirrored box, nude. Day after day, cool, synthetic voices gave them orders, and images appeared on computer screens ordering them how to position their bodies, how to obey and display, and then to perform sexual services. But their captors have a hidden motive, for it is the FBI itself conditioning them
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