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LONG TIME COMIN
 
    
 
   “Keep pushing bitch,” I muttered to myself.  “Keep pushing me and see where that gets you.”
 
   What a day.  In his infinite wisdom my husband Ron decided to invite one of his colleagues over for a barbecue and swim in our backyard.  The problem was I hated this woman.  Ron is a doctor and so is Lynn, the bitch he invited over.  They work in the same practice and much to my disdain they became good friends.
 
   I don’t mean to sound unreasonable.  I’m an easy person to get along with.  But Lynn has treated me like trash since the first day I first met her.  Sometimes it’s smug comments implying I’m an uneducated idiot.  Other times its snide comments about how inferior my looks are compared to hers.  Every time I saw her it was always something.  Today was no different.
 
   “I still can’t figure out how you landed a doctor Susan.  Especially one as talented as Ron,” she stated smugly.  
 
   It was a fine example of her continual passive aggressive berating.  It might not sound like much but when it’s drilled in over and over it really gets under my skin.  
 
   Who does this bitch think she is?  She’s not better than me.  I would never treat someone’s wife that way.  That alone is proof she is a conceited cunt.
 
   Then there was her constant monitoring of my activities.  I barbecued lovely steaks for the three of us.  Yet the entire time I cooked Lynn announced what she thought I was doing wrong.  When I finally snapped and offered to let her take over she acted like cooking was the servant’s job.  Oh it burned me up.  
 
   After lunch we retired to lounge around the pool.  Very coyly she moved her seat between me and my husband to cut me out of the conversation.  It was clear she was trying to isolate me from Ron.
 
   Lynn leaned back on the lounge like a queen.  Whenever Ron looked her way she pushed her probably fake breasts out as far as possible knowing it would irk me.  She has made snide comments in the past about how my “tiny breasts are so cute and boyish”.
 
   In the meantime Ron continues to be clueless about any friction between us.
 
   “You look great in that purple bikini Lynn,” he mused - and I steam.
 
   “Thank you sweetie,” she coos much too intimately for my taste before adding, “Sue why didn’t you wear a bikini today?  Oh never mind, I understand.”
 
   “Um, maybe it’s because I was barbecuing our lunch,” I replied insulted.
 
   I’d worn a tee shirt and shorts which I know looked good on me.  It had nothing to do with feeling inferior to her.  Sure she had a great body but so did I.  They were just different shapes.  I’m thin and lithe and she’s unnaturally curvy…alright perfectly curvy but big deal.  I’m not ashamed of my body.  I get hit on all the time.
 
   “I could use another drink,” Lynn announced haughtily.
 
   “Sue honey, could you get her another margarita?” Ron asked oblivious to my outrage.
 
   “Ya and make it stronger this time.”Lynn added.  “The last one tasted like dirty water.”
 
   “Well maybe you’d like to make it yourself,” I scoffed.
 
   “Oh no dear.  I wouldn’t dream of doing the hostess’s job.  Run along and fetch it and I’ll try to make do with whatever you come up with.”
 
   “Did you see the X-ray of Mr. Collin’s chest” Ron interjected.  “It’s hilarious.”
 
   Why can’t Ron see how badly she treats me?  This is my house and my husband.  If she keeps it up I’m going to have to straighten her out once and for all.  That’s been a long time coming as it is.
 
   Still, I got up and headed to kitchen to make her another margarita.  It’s not my way to be rude to house guests.  The sound of them laughing at God knows what irked me further but I tried not to be jealous…and failed.  With every drink her condescending attitude had gotten worse.  
 
   Looking out the kitchen window I saw her pulling her top down to show him a tattoo.  She came shamefully close to showing him too much and I steamed with rage.  Ron’s eyes were big as he looked and she reached out and stroked his cheek familiarly.  That is when I got the devious idea that made everything turn south.
 
   I added only a tiny bit of tequila to her glass.  Then I pulled down my shorts and let loose a small stream of urine into her glass to round it out.  After adding a bit of mixer and lime to round it out I brought the beverage back outside with a smile.
 
   “It’s about time,” she leered taking it from me.
 
   “Sorry about the wait,” I reply sweetly, smiling on the inside.
 
   She held the drink and took a nice swig as my eyes flared with vengeance.  I began openly smiling believing I’d gotten away with something - but I was wrong.  About midway through she pulled the glass away and spat out the remnants on the ground.  
 
   “This tastes like piss.  Did you pee in this?”
 
   Uh oh.  Maybe I put too much in.
 
   “Huh?  No - what?” I lied.
 
   “Don’t mess with me pigeon chest.  I’m an urologist.  Working with urine is my living.  I think I could recognize if some was in my drink.”
 
   “Oh yah that’s right.  You’re the pee doctor.”
 
   “She urinated in my drink.  Are you just going to let her treat me that way Ron?”
 
   Ron looked flabbergasted and confused.  I must admit, I was ashamed that she caught me but I was also embarrassed that Ron would find out.
 
   “Is that true Susan?” He asked.
 
   “No of course not.  Come on babe.  What do you think I am?”
 
   Besides unreasonably jealous and threatened.
 
   “Then you drink some,” she scowled trying to hand me the drink.
 
   “I don’t feel like drinking today,” I answered coyly.
 
   Lynn shot out of her chair and stood toe to toe with me catching me by surprise.  I tried to remain cool but it was difficult.  She started jamming her pointer finger into my chest as she spoke.
 
   “I don’t have to take this shit from some frumpy housewife who spends all of her time riding her husband’s coattails.”
 
   Every other word she drove her finger into my breastbone and it hurt.  I slapped her hand away but she brought it right back.  In response I started jamming my finger into her chest to see how she liked it.  
 
   “Don’t you touch me like that,” I replied poking.
 
   Before I knew it she had the back of my hair and was pulling it hard, trying to dominantly bring me to my knees in front of my husband.  I became incensed and fought to loosen her grip on me.  Ron just sat there shocked, completely clueless about this confrontation that has been building for months.
 
   “Let go of my hair you bitch,” I scowled.
 
   “Agree to finish my drink and I will,” she scowled back.
 
   “Fuck off bitch.”
 
   Lynn’s pulling became much harder.  I failed to free my hair which started to sting unbearably.  I felt some of it ripping out and floundered in desperation but there was no escape.  Embarrassment gripped me as slowly I found myself lowering to my knees for relief.  
 
   After kneeling before her she held my hair and laughed at her dominant control over me.  I felt humiliated in front of my husband and turned beat red.
 
   “Ron are you going to sit there and let her do this to me?”
 
   “I’m just teaching her a lesson Ron.  Stay out of it.  This is between us girls.”
 
   I became aware of her subtly sucking her stomach in and pushing her chest out trying to manipulate my man right in front of me.  I know she is mesmerizing in her bikini and hated her for it.
 
   “Did you really pee in her drink Sue?” Ron asks perplexed.
 
   “I give you my word she did.  If you don’t believe me then ask her to finish it,” Lynn insisted still holding me by the hair.  
 
   “Let me go you ugly fucking dog,” I growled at her.
 
   “Are you sure I’m the dog here?” She replied wickedly.  “Come on girl, let’s go for a walk.”
 
   Lynn began pulling me by the hair, dragging me across the grass.  There was no recourse for me but to follow her tugging.  I struggled to keep pace on my knees as she lead me onto the patio by the pool.  The hard concrete hurt my knees and I whimpered again for Ron.
 
   “Ron get her off me!”
 
   “Come on, walk girl walk.  Good girl!”
 
   Ron just kept watching, half drunk and mouth agape in shock.
 
   “Oh the puppy dog is dirty.  Let’s clean her up.”
 
   Lynn led me closer and closer to the edge of the pool and my shame increased with each step.  First she treated me like I’m stupid in front of Ron.  Then she made me feel ugly.  Now she made me look weak as he watched.  It was outrageous.
 
   I hate every hair on her body.  Please help me Ron.  Don’t let her do this to me. Leave me some dignity.  
 
   We got to the edge of the pool before Ron finally called out for “us” to stop – as if I was part of it.  
 
   “Okay sit girl – come on sit.”
 
   A pit of rage and humiliation formed in my stomach.  Nobody had ever shamed me like that.
 
   I was facing the water when she finally let go and I sighed with relief.  Right away I felt something hard against my back – it was her foot.  A moment later I’m shoved and tumbled over the edge.  Cool water enveloped me.  Shame and outrage suffocated me as I swam to the surface.  
 
   She made me seem inferior in front of him.  What a heartless bitch.
 
   When I surfaced I heard the two of them giggling and I steamed with rage at both of them.  Climbing up the ladder I headed straight over ranting at them both.
 
   “I’m sorry Sue but you did make her drink your pee.  And you got thrown in the pool.  What did you expect?  So you got a little wet – big deal.   It’s a hot day anyhow.”
 
   Sadly it was much more than just being thrown in the pool.  She dominated me in front of him making me feel unworthy.  He just couldn’t seem to understand how much it hurt my pride and my mind starting searching for ways to get back at her.
 
   I found it odd that they were both grinning at me.  When I finally realized they were staring at my chest I understood.  My white tee shirt had become see through and I wasn’t wearing a bra.  Immediately I pulled the fabric away from my chest.
 
   “You don’t have to be so shy hon, I’m the only guy here and it’s nothing I haven’t seen before,” Ron joked.
 
   “I don’t like her looking at them,” I scowled feebly.
 
   “Pfft” Lynn shrugged, “you call those tits?  Humph!  Lemme show you what a real woman looks like.”
 
   In one motion she undid her top and pulled it off.  The most incredible sets of boobs I’d ever seen swayed into view – and what’s worse they were real.  All at once I felt crushed by her comparison.  But even more outrageous was the way Ron ogled them.  That did it - I was furious.
 
   How could she have the gall to do that in front of my husband?  I’ve had enough of her!
 
   It was like I saw red and I acted before I even knew what I was doing.  I bolted briskly over to Lynn and brought down a slap as hard I could across her cheek sending her tumbling over the lounge Ron sat on.  He looked up at me in shock but I didn’t care.  I stepped closer ready to do the same to him if he said anything.
 
   Suddenly I was off my feet and flying through the air.  I landed in the grass on my back and Lynn instantly climbed on top of me, sitting on my stomach and pinning my arms with her hands.  There was a bright red hand print on her face and her eyes were flaring with anger.
 
   “You’re going to pay for that pigeon chest” she leered.  
 
   “Put your top back on you skank!” I shot back.  “How dare you flash my husband?”
 
   “Aw, what’s wrong, are you self conscious about your body?  Let’s see exactly what you got to offer here Mrs. Big Mouth.”
 
   Her powerful hand pulled at the neckline of my tee and the wet cotton fabric easily ripped.  I struggled with my free hand to no use - she was much stronger than me.  She forced my arm back down and crawled up higher so she could kneel on them.  I was pinned and completely immobilized.  
 
   Lynn ripped the rest of the shirt aside until I was fully revealed.  I was helpless to stop it.  My embarrassment grew as thick as my outrage.  She leaned down and swayed her prefect mams over mine showing Ron the difference.  I looked desperately over at him but he was breathing heavily and seemingly aroused by her dominance.
 
   “Ron!” I called.
 
   “You started it,” he stated.  “Leave me out of it.  This is between you two.  I can’t get in the middle.”
 
   “You fucking chicken,” I yelled.
 
   “Sorry Susan” he stammered, “oh fuck I think I need another drink.”
 
   I won’t forgive this Ron.  
 
   “Don’t worry Ron, she’ll get the drink for you.  Won’t you pigeon chest?”
 
   “Fuck off you lumpy titted bitch!” I groaned.  It was a lame attempt to humiliate her back but it was my only defense.  
 
   Lynn just laughed knowing it wasn’t true and I struggled to free my arms.  To my amazement her hands possessively gripped my A cups and squeezed them painfully hard.  
 
   “Ow, quit it you lez,” I scowled.  
 
   In response she pinched both my nipples between her thumb and forefinger, slowly squeezing harder and harder - then laughed at me more.
 
   “Say my tits are way better than yours,” she demanded.
 
   “Fuck you.”
 
   Her pinching grew more intense and I writhed under the increasing pain.  A stinging ache radiated through my chest but she continued to pinch harder.  All the while she relished my shame and her control over it.  I couldn’t believe it.
 
   “Say it pigeon chest.”
 
   “Get off me you lez” I screamed again, still writhing under her torturous hold.
 
   Still clamping me in the most agonizing way she lowered her chest over my face and guided a nipple towards my mouth.  
 
   “Say it” she demanded again.”
 
   “No-ohhh” (muffle)
 
   When I replied she crushed her breast into my mouth, her nipple poking the back of my tongue.  I tried to hurt her and bit it, and felt her nails digging into my nipples.  It was agony and there was no choice but to stop biting.
 
   “Who’s the lez again?  Really Ron you should keep an eye on her because I think she likes girls.  She can’t keep her mouth off me.”
 
   How could she be this cruel?
 
   I did my best to keep my mouth still and not suck or lick at all.  But her hands clamped my poor nipples so painfully that I could not restrain whimpering as her soft globe gagged me.  
 
   In desperation I tried to look over at Ron but what I saw only made it worse.  He was discreetly stroking himself behind her back while watching us.  The bastard was getting off on my defeat!  My embarrassment and anger grew more powerful.
 
   That asshole.  I’m starting to hate him too.  
 
   “Suck me my brand new little lez.  Suck my tittie,” Lynn whispered so low only I could hear.
 
   She started rolling my tortured nipples roughly between her thumb and forefingers, never backing off on the pressure.  I was powerless to fight back and the pain increased until it was unbearable.  My body squirmed for relief but none came.
 
   “Suck my nipples like a slutty little lez,” she whispered again.
 
   I couldn’t handle another moment of it.  Just like that, almost reflexively, I licked her nipple.  A soft moan emanated from her and she implored me to continue - or else.  Her squeezing increased and I let out a muffled squeal dying for it to end…and then it happened.  
 
   Humiliation and pain broke me down.  I began sucking on her nipple like a baby would nurse from her mother.  The flavor of her skin filled my mouth and her nipple elongated to full size.  
 
   “Hoo there’s a good slut,” she whispered.  “Suck my tits right in front of your husband pigeon bitch.”
 
   While turning beat read I did exactly that, dying to be freed.  After a moment of servicing her she pulled it out with a soft moan and brought her other nipple into position.
 
   “Please stop crushing my nipples,” I begged.
 
   “Say it.”
 
   “Your tits are way better than mine,” I stammered in defeat.  “Now please let me go.”
 
   “Now say you’re my slutty little lesbian slave.”
 
   “Don’t make me say that in front of him,” I whispered.
 
   “Oh no – say it.”
 
   “Please release me,” I pleaded on the verge of sobbing.
 
   “Say it bitch!”  She clamped even harder.
 
   “Okay okay, I’m your slutty little lesbian slave.”
 
   She pressed her other breast against my mouth and I willingly opened up and took it.  I began servicing it and finally she eased some of the pressure off my nipples.  She continued to hold them dominantly but the relief was heaven and I actually felt grateful.  
 
   “You belong to me now, don’t you?” She whispered.
 
   “Grrr” I growled rebelliously and the hard squeezing returned.
 
   “You belong to me now, don’t you?”
 
   “Uh-huh,” I muttered at the end of my rope.
 
   Something unexpected happened as grunted my answer.  I did feel like I belonged to her.  She was taking me over and I couldn’t deny it.  She took me in hand more than any man ever had.  Suddenly something about her stern manner and determined domination made me feel…for lack of a better word - important.  
 
   She loosened her grip again as reward for my submission.  As my nipples throbbed with relief her hands started to caress them.  A mild almost stinging current spread through my chest that heated me up under my wet shorts.  I noted her breathing growing deeper and began sucking her in earnest.  She noticed it too and her caressing became even more tender over my sore buds.  
 
   God her breasts really are perfect.  This is starting to feel like an actual hookup…and its intense.  Fuck I can’t deny she is breathtaking.  Now she controls me and ignores Ron.  If I didn’t know better I’d say Dr. Lynn had an agenda all along.  Hmm?  
 
   One of her hands moved up roughly gripping the back of my hair causing me to suck more intently.  Her other hand held my tit possessively and I knew she wasn’t going to let it end here.  This was leading somewhere and my heart pounded with uncertainty.
 
   Out of the corner of my eye I noted Ron stroking his meat to our display.  Normally the idea of him exposing himself around another woman would have made me jealous in the most hostile way.  But not now.  My submission to Lynn was becoming so deep that what she wanted was the only thing I could focus on. 
 
   With a jerk she pulled back on her breast and I actually caught myself sucking harder – not wanting to release it.  She pulled my hair a firmly and confidently murmured, “let it go pigeon.”
 
   I obeyed on command and she hovered her beautiful face over mine.  Her expression was utterly authoritative and lusty.  She was clearly getting off on dominating me.  For a moment I thought she was going to lean in and kiss me.  My stomach went cold and fluttered.  I’d never considered kissing a woman before, even a friend.  But in the moment I would have allowed it – maybe even liked it.  The notion scared me which only made me become more docile.
 
   Instead she leaned back and took one of my sore nipples into her mouth.  The sensuality of it was undeniable and I couldn’t restrain embracing the pleasure.  She had made me feel so inferior about my chest that I never imagined her doing this.  While she sucked I beamed with awkward pride and my pussy started to lube – in anticipation of what was something I couldn’t admit to myself.  Yet her service was flattering and made me incredibly hot.
 
   It’s not supposed to be like this.  Woman have never turned me on before but this time…oh my.  This is beyond me.
 
   Ron was furiously stroking himself and as she worked my gaze fell on him.  He started climaxing but I didn’t care to watch and my gaze fell back on the stern doctor who conquered me.  The sensuality of her mouth was exquisite.
 
   Her work was heavenly and I learned a few tricks about sucking a breast that never occurred to me – like where and when to gently nibble, and when to use teeth effectively.  She played my breast like a piano and soon had me softly moaning under the potent sensuality.
 
   When Lynn knew I was completely under her control she stopped.  Looking over at Ron she shot him an almost competitive glance that seemed to say, “sorry bud but your wife is mine now.”
 
   In actuality, she stated, “I’m going to take Susan inside so we can work out our issues.  Wait here for us.” 
 
   Oh Ron will never allow that.
 
   To my great shock he didn’t protest at all and instead lay back to soak up the sun.  Perhaps even fall asleep.  Apparently his climax had satisfied his need to question us.  Lynn eased off me and I was no longer pinned.
 
   “Get up pigeon,” she demanded putting her top back on.
 
   All at once I felt self conscious about being topless.  In a daze I scurried to my feet and went to grab what was left of my tee.
 
   “Nope, you’re going to leave that there.”
 
   “Don’t make me parade around the yard topless Lynn.”
 
   She grabbed the back of my hair right behind my neck and leaned in close, “I’ll make you do whatever I want and you will like it.  Your mine to do with what I please little pigeon.  Do you have a problem with that?”
 
   As she held me I froze under her confident control.  Without allowing me to respond she began marching me towards to kitchen door, steering me by my hair like I was some wild beast to be tamed.  
 
   How far is she going to take this?
 
   I would soon find out.
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   I was driven into the kitchen - the cold floor against my feet reminding me this wasn’t a dream.  She ushered me over to the dinner table still holding me dominantly, and bent me over it.
 
   “Now pigeon, strip off those wet shorts.”
 
   “Do you have to keep calling me that Lynn?”
 
   “Why shouldn’t I pigeon chest?  You haven’t earned the right to be called anything else.  Oh, and you will refer to me as goddess until I say otherwise.  Do you have a problem with that pigeon?”
 
   “No” I squeaked meekly.
 
   “Now let your shorts hit the floor girl.  You’ll have no secrets from me.”
 
   Wow she is as controlling as she is breathtaking.  It’s insanity, and hard to resist.
 
   She finally released my hair and I reached down to pull my shorts and panties over my hips together, still bending overtly over the table.  When they were loose enough I let them fall around my ankles and land on the floor with a wet spat.
 
   Another wave of shame hit me as I sacrificed my modesty before her.  The hair on the back of my neck stood up and itched awkwardly.
 
   “Now part your legs so I can clearly see your pussy.”
 
   “Really?” I gasped.
 
   “Oh I insist.  Don’t question me again.”
 
   “Okay,” I whispered too ashamed to look back at her.
 
   WACK!  A spank rang down hard against my ass.  I stiffened and whelped in surprise.  
 
   “Okay what?” she scowled.
 
   “Huh?”
 
   WACK!  “Okay what?”
 
   “Okay goddess…okay goddess,” I stammered with alarm.  Her stern control again made me go docile.
 
   I bent further over the table until my arms rested on it.  My goddess demanded that I spread my legs wider and with a humiliated groan I complied.  Under her gaze I felt my inner lips swell and start to tingle with strange anticipation.    
 
   “Show me how you touch yourself” she demanded.
 
   “Ya-you want me to start masturbating goddess?” I stuttered.
 
   WACK! – Another stinging blow landed so hard it nearly brought tears to my eyes.  A stinging, controlling burn spread across my ass.  Without waiting for her answer my hand shot obediently down and shamelessly stroked my clit in front of her.  It swelled quickly under my touch and I began to lightly pant.
 
   At first I didn’t think I would be able to get off with her watching.  But I was wrong.  I felt an orgasm build quickly as I submitted to her stern demands.  
 
   “Keep going,” she ordered walking into the kitchen.  She opened the fridge, pulled out a pack of hot dogs, and returned to watch.  
 
   Is she going to try and penetrate me with a hot dog?  That is so crass…so why is it making me wetter?
 
   She pulled out a hot dog and much to my surprise didn’t put it where I expected.  Instead I felt the cool cylinder against my tender anus and jerked with alarm.
 
   “Whah?” I stammered.
 
   WACK! – “Hold still you little slut.”
 
   “Yes Goddess.”
 
   My bottom burned with my insolence.  As I stroked my clit I felt the dog being pressed firmly against my anus and panted harder.  I was powerless to stop it now.  
 
   Only the tip slid inside me before it started to wobble - yet it made me grunt.  I’d never been penetrated there and this was most unusual.   She was violating me and humiliating me at the same time.  Does it sound strange when I say it made me feel possessed by her?
 
   A mixture of shame and arousal danced in mind as I made my clit throb with pleasure.  I felt one of her hands spreading my ass cheeks wider and she crammed the intruder deeper inside.  I think it broke but that didn’t matter to her.  She smashed the rest of it inside me through pure force causing me to, “uh!”-  grunt with each shove.  
 
   With the cool meat stick violating me I experienced an early convulsion and began rolling my hips in front of her feeling like a kinky slut.  
 
   But I’m her kinky slut so…I think that’s okay? Fuck this orgasm is rushing up on me and I want it badly.
 
   WACK!  “Don’t you dare cum!  Now keep rubbing.”
 
   “Ho, yes goddess.”
 
   Please let me cum.
 
   Another dog impacted my puckered hole and she began cramming it in.  I felt it pushing the first one higher up inside me, into places I’d never felt before.  The sensuality of it was new to me but on some level I felt inhuman.  
 
   The need to climax became urgent but I knew I had to remain obedient for her.  My hand slowed its work but the orgasm still built up within me, dying to release in an explosion of mixed feelings.  
 
   When the intruder was fully crammed within my helpless hole I felt stuffed and deviously controlled.  My hand stopped its work, it had to or I would’ve climaxed.  
 
   WACK!  “Keep stroking it bitch!”
 
   “Please goddess, if I continue I won’t be able to control it.”
 
   “You weak pigeon chested slut.  I don’t know what I see in you.”
 
   You see something in me?  Since when?
 
   Before I could consider it for too long she pulled me back up straight.  My hand fell away leaving my clit pulsating on the edge.  Stepping forward she sat down on the table in front of me.  The air in the room became electrifying with confused taboo emotions.  It only added to my strange subservient feelings and growing need to please her.
 
   “Remove my bottoms!” she demanded so sternly it gave me a shiver.
 
   My clit still throbbed for final release but I didn’t dare disobey her.  I knew where this was going and my hands trembled as I timidly gripped the sides of her bikini bottoms.  I could feel the heat coming right through them as she lifted her ass off the table and I began pulling them down.  
 
   When her perfectly trimmed pussy came into view my heart pounded with uncertainty.  It was compact and tight looking, amazing like the rest of her.  A strange feeling of pride that she would even consider showing it to me danced in my flustered head.  I knew what she wanted.
 
   There is no way I’m going to be able to tell her no.  I’m not even sure I want to say no.  I can’t believe this…
 
   “On your knees little slut,” made it official.  I was to be made to go down on her.
 
   I subserviently knelt down, forcing the anal intrusion higher into my intestines and increasing my feeling of kinky surrender.   It made me feel owned, controlled, enslaved by this powerful woman.  Her perfect legs wrapped around me and she simply said, “You better do a good job or when I’m done with you, you won’t be able to sit down for a week.”
 
   “Yes my goddess,” I replied in nearly a whisper.
 
   In slow motion I watched my hand reach for her lips and part them enough to reveal her clit.  The time had come and I brought my mouth close to it smelling her coconut sunscreen.  I counted down in my head, three, two, one, and covered her nub with my mouth.
 
   “Oh Yhah” she moaned throatily.
 
   I sucked her delicate clit between my lips and felt it swelling over my tongue as she moaned even louder.  The feel of it engorging in my mouth excited me.  I was pleasing this alpha woman and the need to do a good job gripped me.
 
   God she is beautiful.  It’s as exciting touching her legs as it is sucking her.  I love the feel of her legs.  And her confidence.  Mmm.  Who would have believed it? 
 
   I shamelessly sucked on her using my tongue the best I knew how.  Instinctively my hand moved up to trace the outline of her pussy.  I did the best I could focusing on things I thought I’d enjoy being done to me.  Soon she was holding my head and grinding her hips against my mouth.
 
   “Go lower, taste me,” she moaned.
 
   Releasing her I submissively did as I was told and prepared for my first taste of another woman.  My tongue delved between her inner lips and on their own they parted even wider.  I knew what that meant and tried to tongue her deeply and fulfill her desire.
 
   Exploring her pussy felt so naughty and exciting all at the same time.  Hard as I may try though, I cannot recall what she tasted like.  It was pleasant but I don’t remember a flavor.  Yet there I was, tongue fucking my new owner like an overheated tramp.
 
   “Go lower,” she groaned.  “Lick my ass like a good little slut.”
 
   “Yes my goddess.”
 
   “Oh I love hearing you call me that.”
 
   I think I love saying it.  I’ve never felt so…necessary.
 
   My face lowered and I tongued her puckered bud with an enthusiasm that surprised even me.  It was clean from her earlier swim and felt very intimate.  She pulled my face in tight and I penetrated her tight hole causing her to swoon possessively.
 
   “You like licking my ass don’t you?”
 
   “Yhess” - I couldn’t believe it was me saying that.  
 
   Her hand went to her clit and began rubbing it as I worked.  I could feel her legs tensing and understood how excited she was to be dominating me.  I felt it too.  Gone was the married straight girl and in her place was a subservient little lesbian slut.  The notion caused me to pant in lusty shock as I shamelessly reamed her tender hole.
 
   I must have been very wrapped up in my work because it seemed like almost immediately that her legs tensed around me.  She was on the verge of climaxing and I forced my face unnaturally hard against her bottom to delve as deeply as possible.
 
   “Uhhh!” She grunted.  “Finger me!”
 
   I felt her body tense extra hard and then released in waves.  My two fingers might have been late to catch the start of her climax but they plunged in with authority and pumped her drenched pussy.  Her legs wrapped tightly around me as she convulsed while letting out the occasional squeal.  My attitude regarding her was changing at lightning speed.  Something about this was satisfying.
 
   I’m so glad I could get her off.  My god she is so amazing.  I hope she liked it.
 
   A new kind of pride filled me as her orgasm came to an end.  But I didn’t dare stop working with my tongue or fingers until she demanded that I stop.  
 
   I’m starting to love it when she orders me around.  I’m yours doctor. Use me as you see fit.
 
   “That’s enough,” she rasped.
 
   I looked up at her from my knees as she collected herself and then shot me a wicked smile.  My thoughts were too shook up to recall if I smiled back.
 
   “Well done little slut.”
 
   “Thank you my goddess.”
 
   She threw her leg over me and stood up before pulling her bikini back on.  Once she was dressed I suddenly felt embarrassed to be exposed again.  But she didn’t care.
 
   “Sit on the table and if you move I will tan your ass until it weeps blood.”
 
   (Gulp)  “Yes ma-my goddess,” I stuttered at the thought.
 
   For a moment I thought she was going to return the favor but instead she left the kitchen.  Not wanting to incur her wrath or disobey her in any way I sat obediently still and waited.  Nothing would have made me move – not even Ron.  She finally returned with a paper bag in her hand.
 
   Reaching behind her she undid her top and removed it.  Once again her superior breasts stared accusingly at me.  She pulled out one of the chairs from the table and grabbed my left leg.  I dared not question it.  
 
   My ankle was placed across the chair and her top was tied around it, fastening it tightly.  When it was completely immobilized she pulled over another chair and grabbed my right leg.  In one motion her bottoms came off and she tied my ankle tightly around the chair until it was bound.
 
   “Your pussy belongs to me now.  Is that clear?”
 
   “Yes my goddess.”
 
   “Mmmm,” she cooed at my response.  “You’re a sexy little tramp.”
 
   She pulled the chair on my left to the side stretching my leg wide.  The other chair was next and as she pulled I was spread eagled helplessly under her makeshift stirrups.  She didn’t stop until I was vulgarly flayed before her, my inner lips being pulled widely apart.  I was made completely vulnerable and nothing was left to the imagination.  
 
   “I bought this especially for you my sexy little pigeon.”
 
   Reaching into the bag she pulled out a dildo with funny looking bands attached to it.  I didn’t quite understand until she began strapping it around her hips and ass.
 
   Oh my god she has a strap on – and it’s big.  She is going to fuck me.  Whoa!
 
   I was confused, nervous, and embarrassed at once.  This was not what I expected.
 
   “You bought that for me goddess?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “But if you knew it was for me…then why have you always been so mean to me?”
 
   “You’re here aren’t you?  You’re living it, just like I always hoped.  I don’t hate you, I need to control you.  I’ve known it from the start.  I need to possess you.  Now quit asking questions.”
 
   “Oh goddess I…oh.”
 
   She’s always wanted me? Wow, it’s the opposite of what…just an hour ago I hated her with every fiber of my being.  Wow?
 
   She stepped between my legs and drug the tip of the fat dildo against my opening.  I must admit by now I was in complete shock.  The idea of being fucked by a woman had never realistically occurred to me - especially one as incredible as Dr. Lynn.
 
   My inner lips swelled and pulsated with helpless anticipation as she teased my entrance.  Instead of plowing right into me she reached into the bag and pulled out two plastic clips.  Her hips softy bucked and the dildo stretched my lips and eased slightly inside making me pant.
 
   Here is comes.  Oh my…
 
   I braced expecting to be filled but she stopped and brought one of the clips up to my right breast.  I watched in awe as she clamped it over my nipple and felt it squeezing painfully.  My submission went into overdrive and I couldn’t help speaking out of turn.
 
   “Oh my goddess.  I must really belong to you.”
 
   SWAT!  A sharp slap impacted the clamp sending an electric sting through my already sore breast.  I jerked in pain regretting my transgression.
 
   “No talking from the slut.”
 
   I nodded feebly too afraid to speak, knowing I was on the verge of being pillaged.
 
   The other clamp was placed over the other breast and when she was done my entire chest hummed with the sensation that continually reminded me of my owner.  I’d never felt so taken over – so completely controlled.  Not by my husband, not even by my parents.  I was utterly conquered and falling into infatuation.
 
   “Now my hot little pigeon, prepare to have your brains fucked out.”
 
   I half swooned half whimpered quite loudly in one long syllable.  
 
   “Ohahh…”
 
   Before I could finish the dildo was rammed several inches inside me and the swoon turned into a groan.  My pussy felt overheated and anxious for more, and my goddess didn’t make me wait.  With another hard thrust she plunged all the way into me until her hips smacked my ass.  The intensity of being utterly taken over made my clit once again pulsate uncontrollably.
 
   “Tell me you think I’m beautiful,” she demanded.
 
   “I think you’re so beautiful my goddess.  The most beautiful woman I’ve ever known.”
 
   “Yesss,” she swooned.
 
   Her hand reached up and dominantly grabbed the back of my hair.  “From now on you remember who you belong to.  You’re my slut and I fuck you whenever I want to.  Those are my rules.”
 
   “Yhah,” I replied throatily.
 
   Her hips eased back and she started to fuck me with slow deep strokes.  It immediately made me feel woozy and under her complete control.  I never had anything so large inside me.  Watching her perfect breasts bounce as she pumped aroused me further.  The pleasure was wonderful and I had more emotions running through me than I could manage.  
 
   I loved the feel of her hand holding my head by the short hairs along the back of my neck.  I loved the way she confidently took me in hand like no other had – or the way she packed my ass just to prove she could.  But most of all I loved feeling like her property.  My mind was blown more with each thrust of her hips.
 
   Her speed increased and so did the force of her strokes.  I looked up at her face, my fading pink hand print glowed across her cheek where I had struck her.  
 
   “Now I’m going to fuck you hard like the little slut you are.”
 
   The statement caused my clit to pulsate harder and she proved to me how serious she was.  She started pounding into me harder and harder until I couldn’t restrain loudly grunting in submissive ecstasy.  
 
   A lightning bolt of stimulation shot through me.  Dr. Lynn had tapped my clit with her free hand and continued doing it between each thrust.  Once again she knew exactly how to manipulate me.  A feeling of utter powerlessness made me go limp as she fucked my brains out.  
 
   My tight nub radiated growing pleasure as I was reamed by my new owner.  The coming orgasm was unavoidable and she knew it.  Lynn was clearly determined to make me cum hard while she drilled me.  She had trapped me in an intense version of heaven – one of her own making.  It was hard not to feel something more for her.
 
   I could really fall hard for this powerful goddess.  She knows how to make me feel things I never thought possible.
 
   My eyes closed and a climax drew closer.  I squealed beneath her and was barely coherent when I heard her say, “this is a reminder for your own good little slut.”
 
   My orgasm built more powerfully.  The hard table was forcing the anal intrusion to throb harder as I took it.  Suddenly a burning sting spread across my cheek.
 
   SLAP! – She struck me on the face and I melted.
 
   SLAP!  Again on the other side and I screamed overwhelmed.
 
   My face stung and burned at the same time.  It was rough, harsh, and intense.  My confused feelings all merged in a bundle of pleasure under her tapping finger.  Like a dam bursting stimulation flooded out of my clit and across my entire body as my orgasm let loose.  It was useless to try and contain it and I screamed continually as it radiated through me.  On and on it went as she drilled me hard and deep.
 
   After a moment I expected it to end but it didn’t.  I continued convulsing with pleasure as she pounded me into a ball of lusty, submissive goo.  
 
   “Take it hard like a good whore.”
 
   “Yes ma’am my goddess.”
 
   Of course she left me no choice and I did, screaming uninhibited the whole way.  My loins burned with each hard stroke but she never let up.  I was at her mercy and she pounded on, perspiration beading across her chest.  
 
   It went on for several minutes but I’m not sure how many.  I’d heard of multi-orgasms but never one really long one.  But that’s what I was getting.  Stimulation poured out of me without end as she passionately violated me.  Finally my stomach started to cramp and the climax eased.  She continued pounding me and there was still pleasure but my screams turned to whimpers.  My body was breaking down.
 
   “Please no more goddess,” I begged.
 
   “I’ll decide when you’ve been fucked enough” she hissed.
 
   “Ohhh,” I whimpered.
 
   Her strokes became aggressively hard, almost like a punishment, and I writhed and squealed like an overwhelmed virgin.  Cramps formed in my thighs but another mini orgasm erupted and I sobbed in overwhelmed climax.  Drool drained down the side of my mouth.  I was unable to control it until finally my stern mistress came to an abrupt halt.  
 
   I lay bound and helpless quivering under her control.  She seemed to know I was suffering and pulled my stirrups closer together.  It worked and my cramps eased as she held the dildo deep inside me, enjoying her conquest.  
 
   “I really mean it little pigeon.  I want you.  From now on you belong to me.  You will not tell Ron.  It is to be our secret.  You’re not to call me goddess again until I tell you to.”
 
   “Yes my goddess, I mean, yes Dr. Lynn.”
 
   “I truly think you have a gorgeous body.  Don’t think that you don’t heat me up.  You make me so wet I can barely restrain from spanking you every time your around.  I can’t help it girl – I’m a sadistic lover when I see someone I really want.  It thrills me.  I need to totally possess you.”
 
   “Okay” I whispered.  “I’m yours in secret.”
 
   “Good, now that we understand each other let’s get back to the pool.  I think we both could use another dip.  Oh, and put on a bikini this time, something sexy for me.”
 
   “Yes doctor.”
 
   She pulled out of me as I stared reverently up at her in a daze.  My ankles were untied and I stood up wobbly.  Her powerful soft hands pulled me close and we shared our first kiss, our tongues passionately making their own version of love to each other.  It was my first female kiss and I’ll never forget it.  It was more sensual than any kiss I’d known - maybe even more so than the sex.
 
   Afterwards she dressed and with a final sharp spank to my behind ordered me upstairs to change into the bikini.  I rushed to my room and went to the bathroom to evacuate my bowels.  When they were empty I knew I had a lot to think about.  But that would wait until tomorrow.  The rest of the day would be for her – as hers’.  
 
   Afterwards I picked out the slinkiest suit I owned and proudly changed into it before going back out.
 
   I didn’t know where this would lead but nothing was the same afterwards.  So much had been revealed to me.  But I didn’t wonder about it too hard about then.  I didn’t have to.  My goddess would do all the thinking for us.  And I loved her for it.
 
    
 
   * * *
 
   More From I.M Rogue:
 
    
 
   SHE TOOK ME IN HAND – 3 LESBIAN DOM ROMS
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   http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B018V0EXKI
 
    
 
   THE ACCIDENTAL SUBMISSIVE
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   http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B00ZGM2QB8
 
    
 
   LESBIAN IMPOSTER
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   http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B010GU18A4
 
    
 
   WICKED SISTERS VS WOMEN’S HISTORY
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   http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B00YG8TP94
 
    
 
   For new releases follow me on my author page:
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   http://www.amazon.com/I.M-Rogue/e/B00QCOHYFM/
 
    
 
   You are irresistible in your own unique way.
 
   Thanks for reading. 
 
   I.M Rogue              
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
HER NEW

y

—Tmignnt
' Cigzquest

‘ROGUE






images/00002.jpeg





images/00001.jpeg
ey e——





images/00004.jpeg





images/00003.jpeg





images/00006.jpeg
LM
ROGU
& 4

y Ry -





images/00005.jpeg





