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THE ACCIDENTAL SUBMISSIVE
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TOUGH EMMA
 
    
 
   “Which one did you pick?” The prissy girl sitting next to me asked.
 
   Looking at her pink dress and perfectly styled hair it was obvious why she was here. 
 
   “I chose the slave training of course” I replied.  “And you undoubtedly chose the princess pampering.”
 
   “Is it so obvious?” She responded with a blush.  “I’ll let you in on a secret.  I’ve never been with anyone before but always considered myself a princess.  I figured this would be a good place to explore my lesbian desires and earn some money at the same time.”
 
   We were at the Institute for Lesbian Research volunteering to participate in a social experiment.  We filled out a form designed to place us into two categories.
 
   “Pamper me like a princess.”
 
   Or
 
   “Use me like a slave.”
 
   We would be paid one hundred dollars for two hours of testing.  I had always been a BDSM girl who liked being treated roughly - like a slave.  I embraced enduring pain to show my devotion.  It was a no brainer which consent form I would sign.  
 
   Getting paid to be dominated was a double win for me.  I groaned to consider what the pampered princess involved.  The lesbians that I know aren’t usually princesses.  To me that sounded like a form of torture.
 
   “My name is Paisley” the prudish girl cooed.
 
   “Emma” I replied.
 
   “I’m so nervous.  Aren’t you?”
 
   “No” I answered annoyed by her prissy attitude.  “I am anxious.  I can’t wait to become a slut for a stern mistress who whips me into shape” I leered hoping to shock her.
 
   “Oh” she answered nervously.  “I should think that sounds very painful.  I couldn’t even imagine.”
 
   “Girl, let me give you some advice.  Sometimes a little pain and submission is all it takes to feel truly satisfied.”
 
   “That scares me” she replied meekly.  “I could never bring myself to do anything like that.” 
 
   Her hands were clearly trembling and I could sense she was tense about the study.  So was I…but I liked that part.  Tense was more exciting.  
 
   What a stuffy entitled prude.  But she is cute - and I guess she is harmless.  To each their own.  I hope my mistress is as hot as she is.
 
   “Emma, we are ready for you” a woman in a white nurse’s outfit announced.
 
   I stood up and she motioned me to follow her.
 
   “Good luck” Paisley called out from behind.
 
   The nurse led me to a changing room and instructed me to disrobe and put on the outfit that hung from a hanger.  
 
   “And please remember that once you enter there is no going back.  Walking through that door counts as your final consent and for the next two hours you will belong to the study.  Requests to quit prematurely will be ignored.”
 
   “No problem” I replied embracing the growing fear in my stomach.  
 
   I loved that part - feeling genuine fear.  My pussy tingled with excitement and I had the feeling this was going to be fun.
 
   I opened the door and stepped into the changing room sealing the deal.  Inside the cramped room hung my outfit and I stared at it puzzled.  It was a nauseating pink gown with frilly ruffles over the arms.  Beside it were very expensive looking heels and white silky lingerie that was beautiful, but odd.  It made me wonder just what kind of discipline they had planned.  
 
   I don’t usually wear dresses.  Oh well, it’s their show and I’ll do whatever they need me to.  But how did they know my size?  This should be interesting.  
 
   I put on the silk lingerie and frilly dress before exiting through a door on the opposite side that I had entered from.  A tall woman in a simple outfit was waiting outside for me.  She bowed down in front of me staring at the floor.
 
   “I will be your personal hand maid” she said respectfully.
 
   Huh?
 
   I was ushered to an elaborately decorated chair with a large cushion and sat down in it.  It felt very throne like and sitting in it gave me a sense of power.
 
   A short girl in a flowing silver gown entered and offered me a try of snacks, which I declined.  She refused to make eye contact with me as she backed away and I stared at her confused.  She stopped near a doorway and two beautiful women entered, completely nude, which perked my interest.  
 
   Okay now we are getting somewhere.  But neither of them look like a mistress?
 
   Without speaking they dropped to their knees in front of me.  Each girl removed a heel and in unison they started to massage my feet through the silk stockings.  It felt great and I couldn’t resist softly moaning as my feet were turned to delicious mush.
 
   This isn’t the rough domination and BDSM I was expecting.  When does it begin?
 
   “Are there any other requests we can provide for you before we begin princess?” The tall woman asked.
 
   Princess?   
 
   Princess!   Holy fuck, they must have mixed us up.  I didn’t want the princess pampering, I wanted to be punished roughly like a bad girl…although the foot rubbing does feel heavenly.  This place really is prepared to take things to the max but this isn’t what I signed up for.  
 
   Wait…if I am here than that means Paisley is…Oh fuck.  I hope she wore her big girl panties.
 
    
 
   
  
 

PRUDE PAISLEY
 
    
 
   “Paisley, we are ready for you” a woman in a white lab jacket announced.
 
   I stood up nervously and considered backing out, but decided against it.  I knew in my heart it was time to stop being so fearful and naïve about sex or I’d remain a virgin forever.  Fear had controlled me long enough.  It was time to grow up and let another woman touch me…teach me.  It was time for the answers to the burning questions that filled my fantasies.  
 
   I am getting paid to discover what I have been dying to find out.  It would be foolish to back out.
 
   “Come this way” the lab coat woman barked and I found her tone to be much less friendly than the nurse that had taken Emma.  
 
   Maybe she is having a bad day, or her feet hurt - or something?
 
   She led me down a long hallway to a door that read changing room.
 
   “If you walk through that door it counts as your final consent and for the next two hours you will be part of our study.  This is your final chance to back out.  Do you understand?”
 
   “Yes.  There comes a time when a girl has to be a princess in more than just her dreams” I joked.
 
   The stern lab assistant was not amused.
 
   “Inside the next room is the outfit you are required to wear.  Please put it on and enter the testing chamber through the door on the other side.”  
 
   “Oh-kay, thank you.”
 
   I tried to sound cheery but let’s face it.  I was virgin in every way possible and this was nerve wracking.  Exciting – but nerve wracking.  Actual women were going to see me nude…and touch me.  
 
   I entered to room sealing my commitment and looked at the outfit they had for me.  Everything was black.  A shiny black bra with a metal ring attached to the center hung next to a pair of black leather panties.  A black garter and stockings rounded out the look.
 
   I gingerly slipped off my dress and smoothed the wrinkles out before hanging it.  Then I stripped off the rest of my clothes and grabbed the panties.  Their seemed to be something wrong with them – there was no crotch in them.
 
   I can’t wear these.  They are far too vulgar and people can see my privates.  That is too embarrassing – I’d rather die.
 
     (Sigh) Listen to me, being a scared child already.  Well, I guess this is part of why I am here.  I just better go along with it.  Look on the bright side, I am getting the hard part over with right away – coming to terms with my body image.  It’s just a flower like any other woman’s.
 
   I slipped on the lurid outfit and looked down at myself.  It looked quite unladylike to say the least.  I’d certainly never worn anything so tasteless in all of my life.  I bit my lip, took another deep breath and walked through the door.  
 
   I entered a black dimly lit room that had a cold, steely atmosphere.  It was a harsh looking room unbefitting of a princess and had a decidedly ominous feel.  Just standing in it made the hair on my arms stiffen and I self consciously covered my exposed flower with my hands.
 
   Across the room was a long wooden pole mounted upright with a set of handcuffs dangling from the top by chains.  I recognized it as a whipping post from my Victorian Literature class and lost my breath for a moment.
 
   What is that doing in here? 
 
   I looked over at the other side of the room and there was what looked like an operating table with arm and leg braces affixed to it.   My knees shook just looking at it and I became concerned that something was wrong.  
 
   I have got to get out of here.
 
   A loud metal crash echoed into the room from somewhere beyond.  It startled me so much that I nearly jumped out of my skin.  I ran to the door I’d entered through but it was locked so I pounded on it shouting:
 
   “Wait, I changed my mind.  Let me out.  Please, open the door.”
 
   My pounding and shouting echoed in the sterile room but the door remained sealed.  Suddenly a door opened on the opposite side of the room.  Two women dressed in leather teddies and wearing black masks over their eyes walked in.  From what I could tell they were strikingly beautiful…but also very disconcerting.  They ogled me confidently from across the room in silence – as if they were looking at a caged animal.  
 
   The sound of heels clanking against the cold tile floor began to emanate in the distance beyond the open door.  The two masked women quickly dropped to one knee and looked at the ground.   
 
   Clak, clak, clak - The footsteps drew nearer and I trembled, frozen with fear.
 
   What is going to happen to me here?  This is a nightmare.  I like seeing the masked girl’s bodies but it wasn’t supposed to be like this.
 
   The footsteps entered through the shadowy doorway and I gasped at what I saw.  A tall woman with the most amazing Spartan body I’d ever seen walked in.  Her long legs were highlighted by five inch stiletto heels that made her already tall frame tower over the rest of the room.  Her beautiful confident face was molded perfectly and her strong eyes commanded respect.  A black garter and stockings went with the black bra and panties she wore, framing her stunning body.  She was the most breathtaking person I had ever seen.  It thrilled and terrified me at the same time and I struggled to resolve my emotions.  
 
   In her hand she carried a black riding crop like the one I used during my show riding years at private school.  She slapped one end into her hand and held it firmly, then started walking boldly towards me.  The sounds of her heels reverberated in the room, not unlike my heartbeat which was banging in my ears.
 
   What in the world is going on?   I am supposed to be pampered.  She doesn’t seem like she is going to pamper me.
 
   The stunning woman stopped a foot in front of me, her breasts nearly at my eye level making me feel tiny.  I slowly looked up knowing I was noticeably shaking. 
 
   “You will address me as mistress.”
 
   “Okay.” I whispered.
 
   The crop came down firmly against my hip, stinging me unexpectedly.
 
   “Okay what?” She hissed.
 
   “Okay mistress” I replied. 
 
   “What are you hiding?  Show it to me.”
 
   “Show you what mistress?”
 
   “What do you have here” she hissed flicking the crop against the hand that was covering my bloom.  
 
   I jerked my hand back stunned and gawked up at her unable to speak.  I was now exposed and hoped that was all she wanted.  She raised the crop up between my legs and stroked my nether region.  I was paralyzed with fear yet my flower felt like it was heating up, growing warmer in the cold room.
 
   “Don’t make me ask again.  What do you have here?”
 
   “Aye…I don’t know what you ma-mean mistress?” I stuttered.
 
   Flick!
 
   A painful jolt shot through my frozen body so intensely that it caused electric tingling all the way into my fingers and toes.  She had whipped my sensitive nub and I squealed in pain. 
 
   Ow!  Oh my word that hurts.  I can’t fathom this! 
 
   “Answer me” she demanded.
 
   “Do you mean my privates mistress?”
 
   FLICK!
 
   Another jolt rocked me and I whimpered loudly, wanting to run but still paralyzed with fear.  She took a step forward and grabbed my hair roughly causing me to gasp.
 
   “Repeat after me little slut.  ‘I don’t have privates or flowers…I have a pussy, a cunt that secretly controls me.’  Now let’s hear it?”
 
   Well I never!  She can’t be serious, I…I could never talk like that.  She doesn’t understand – I just can’t say something like that.  This whole thing keeps getting more and more terrifying.  Why did I consent to this?  
 
   “I want out” I stammered desperately.  
 
   FLICK!
 
   An even harder blow stung me so badly my legs quivered from pain.  The stinging hummed all the way into my…
 
   “My pussy” I moaned.  “I have a pussy mistress.”
 
   I did it – I said it.
 
   FLICK! – the next blow stung so badly I finally doubled over, squeezing my legs together for relief.  
 
   “That is not what I told you to say.  Now stand up straight or I’ll show you no further mercy!”  
 
   I straightened back out, my clit throbbing.  She began tapping the whip repeatedly against my clit stating; “I can keep this up all day, and it will only get harder.”
 
   I was still frozen in shock over the whole outrageous experience.  I wanted to answer her but I couldn’t.  Every tap made my blood feel like it was surging through me faster.
 
   “I have a pussy mistress” was the best I could utter.
 
   FLICK!
 
   Another hard blow made me double again and she snapped her fingers angrily. The two masked girls stood up and rushed over to me.
 
   “Tie her to the post” she ordered them.
 
   Each girl took an arm and I didn’t have the courage to struggle.  They drug me over to the whipping post and cuffed my wrists above my head, stretching me across the pole helplessly. 
 
   This is insanity.  How did I end up in this position?
 
   One of the girls disappeared and returned a moment later with a long rod containing a twin pronged metal tip that I didn’t recognize.  The mistress set the riding crop down and took it from her as the two girls unhooked my bra and exposed my tender breasts.  Mistress held the metal tip up to my left breast.  I quivered staring down at it as it hovered over my nipple and bit my lip nervously.    
 
   “Last chance little slut. Say it.”
 
   “Please mistress, I am not that type of girl.  I couldn’t…”
 
   JOLT! – a searing shock rang throughout my breast and I whimpered in pain.  A maddening tingle spread throughout the breast and I pulled against the cuffs in desperation.  I’d never felt anything like it.  My nipple stiffened as hard as marble and felt numb – yet still throbbed.  I realized the rod was some type of cattle prod.  
 
   “You don’t fool me.  You’re a useless training slut that needs to be disciplined. Now say it!”
 
   My lips quivered nervously and something inside me clicked.
 
   No more, please no more!  I’ll do what you ask.
 
   “I have a pussy – a cunt that secretly controls me” I whined defensively.  
 
   I can’t believe I said that out loud.
 
   “Of course you do. That is why you are a little slut…my little slut.”
 
   She held the prod up to my other breast and my eyes bulged out.
 
   “Please mistress – no more.  I’ll be good.  Please don’t use that on me again.”
 
   JOLT! – another jolt hit the opposite breast and I writhed against the post.  My other nipple hardened like stone and the current echoed through my chest.  
 
   “Ohw – no!” I called out.  
 
   JOLT! – This one was in my cleavage and married the two tingling breasts together into one overwhelming throb.  I tried to scream but nothing came out except a drop of saliva and instead I writhed against the pole in pain.
 
   “From now on you don’t talk unless spoken to.  Do you understand?”
 
   “Yes mistress.”
 
   “Thank me for taking the time to train you.”
 
   “But I’m supposed to be a princess.” I groaned.
 
   JOLT! – This one was to my belly and the current caused my insides to seize and momentarily cramp.  I grunted in agony and squealed; “Thank you for taking the time to train me mistress.”
 
   She held the prod up to my breast again and I braced for impact.  Her other hand reached out and grabbed my tingling breast firmly.  It was the first time anyone had every felt me up and I moaned nervously, unable to restrain the emotion over my first groping.
 
   I never imagined the first woman to touch me would be like this!  But I never imagined it would be such a breathtaking woman either. 
 
   She kneaded my breast familiarly, like she owned it, while threatening me with another painful jolt from the rod.  I remained obediently still except for my trembling.  She had total control over me and I began to feel the need to protect myself by pleasing her.  Strangely, this made my pussy heat up even more in the cold room and an urge to summit to her every command burned inside me.
 
   “Do you want another jolt my little training slut?”
 
   “Yes mistress, if it will please you.”
 
   Did I really just say yes?  Oh my gosh, what am I doing?  She is so breathtaking.  
 
   While I struggled to comprehend how I had caved to her will so easily my pussy went from warm to hot.  It had come to life and was responding to the demanding woman - encouraging me to do the same.
 
   JOLT!
 
   My body bounced against the wooden pole as the current rumbled through me.  Again I whimpered helplessly as a sting shot through my nipple and the hair on the back of my neck stood up stiff.  
 
   “You like pleasing me don’t you?”
 
   “Yh-yes mistress.”
 
   I trembled in front of my stern beautiful mistress and realized I was panting from more than just pain.  A new kind of excitement was filling me - something so dangerous and scary that I felt irresistibly drawn towards it.  
 
   I’ve never felt this way.  I am terrified of her and dying to touch her.  It feels like I have a crush, only more devious.  I feel like hers…for real.  How could this be?
 
   A masked girl handed her what looked like a metal clothes pin.  Mistress pinched my nipple and I tensed up nervously.  She attached the pin to my nipple and I felt the crushing sting begin radiating outwards.  My nipple already throbbed from the cattle prod and now the sting surged through me – demanding my obedience.  She affixed another clip to my other nipple and I moaned overcome by the feeling.  The clips made me feel like I wore her tag – her brand.  I had been claimed.  
 
   “Get me the whip” my mistress ordered one of the masked girls.  “Its time to break this one in.”
 
   
  
 

PRINCESS EMMA
 
    
 
   The maid drug the brush through my hair sending goose pimples down my back and I drifted on a cloud of serenity.  The twin mouths of the beautiful foot massagers kissed their way across my tender inner thighs just above the tops of my stockings causing my clit to engorge anxiously.  It was the culmination of the foot massaging that had worked its way up.  My breathing deepened as I luxuriated under their attention.
 
   Their kissing moved up towards my pussy and my clit began to swell.  Slowly their tongues joined in unison at my clit forcing a deep moan out of me.  Each girl daintily stroked a side of it, squeezing my swollen lust between their twin tongues.  The pressure of their service caused my clit to feel like it was clamped in a soft vice and made me wet almost immediately.  
 
   My head fell back against the headrest of my throne causing the maid to adjust her brush strokes in order to continue her service.  The soft hands of the two between my legs traced my pouting slit with twenty fingers, taking turns stroking me.  Their tongues pulled back my hood and swathed my most sensitive secret.  
 
   I swooned as a fourth maid positioned a wafer thin piece of chocolate over my mouth, offering it to me.  The inner fire in my pussy went from smoldering to burning and I declined against the food and waved her off.  I closed my eyes and embraced every sensation of my building climax.  
 
   Okay maybe I am a BDSM girl but this is fucking exquisite.  I could get used to it.  
 
   My hands stroked my breasts through the pink dress and the hair brusher stopped me.  She clapped her hands twice and two more maids, a brunette and a redhead, entered the room fully nude.  The hair brusher motioned them to me and they pulled my dress down over my breasts and began stroking them gently for me.
 
   Again I laid back and let the group service me, my breathing becoming panting.  The redheaded girl’s nipples were hard and in my aroused state her breast looked so alluring.  I reached out and stroked it, just as she was doing to me.  She positioned herself perfectly for me to explore her as she continued gently kneading my breasts and dragging her palms across my nipples.
 
   “Would you like me to bring in some woman to explore at your leisure Your Highness?”  The hair brusher asked.  
 
   The girls between my legs had me twitching and the fuse they had lit was burning steadily towards an ultimate explosion.
 
   “No, this is just fine” I cooed in ecstasy.  
 
   “Yes Your Majesty.”
 
   She returned to brushing my hair and I drifted under so much perfectly executed stimulation that an early heave of orgasm slipped through.  The twin girls between my legs moaned together as I arched up.
 
   “Slow down” the maid ordered them.  We don’t want to rush the Princess.”
 
   “Ohh ya” was all I could contribute.
 
   It seemed like I could feel the blood rushing through my body, slowly sending tiny tremors of pleasure down through my tongue enveloped clit.  
 
   “Suck my nipples” I stammered to the two breast maidens.  
 
   They each took their appointed nipple into their mouths and gently nursed me, sending further sensations down my body.  Without realizing it I had placed my hands on both of their heads, softly stroking their soft angelic hair.  My clit began tingling in a way I’d never felt before.
 
   Uh!” I grunted as the girls between my legs joined fingers and eased them passed my burning pussy lips.  Their fingers were manicured perfectly and their joined knobbed knuckles felt better than anything that had ever penetrated me.  Their fingers penetrated me deeper in unison as their tongues continued stoking the wildfire of my building climax.  I’d never had two girls bang me at once and my pussy grew wetter than it had ever been.
 
   A full body stimulation was covering me from head to toe.  It wasn’t the least bit warm in the chamber but tiny beads of perspiration formed on my upper lip.  As the joined fingers banged my drenched pussy they expertly ground against my G spot and my entire pussy began pulsating with desire.  I could feel their fingers delicately stretch me wider and gliding along the inner walls causing waves of pleasure to ripple through me.
 
   As their twin tongues continued to stroke me the feeling in my clit went from tingling to buzzing and I swooned overwhelmed.  A climax of tsunami levels seemed to be building deep within me.  I began moaning continually as my orgasmic build up progressively took me over – growing stronger and starting to possess me.
 
   “Nibble and bite my nipples” I ordered the breast maidens.  
 
   Their firm yet gentle teeth gripped and tugged my nipples until they were stiff and radiating sensation throughout my chest.  
 
   I can’t believe I haven’t cum yet.  They are servicing me with amazing precision, building my climax so powerfully it’s almost frightening.  
 
   The joined fingers that banged my pussy began to become more aggressive and pounded me firmer.  Another early heave surged though my body causing the girls to adjust their licking, smoothing me over and continuing the massive build up at their own pace.  That alone felt better than any orgasm I had given myself and I began pining for some affection.  
 
   “Kisss maee” I stammered to the beautiful hair brusher between moans.
 
   She bent over offering me her sweet lips and I joined them passionately.  Her kisses were sincere and wet and I couldn’t restrain swooning.  She waited obediently until I swathed her lips with my tongue to offer me hers.  Our tongues met and danced with an emotion I had never experienced during a kiss.  Her tongue felt like it caressed me with both affection and respect - and I glowed with pride.  
 
   Goose bumps started to run down my back and the pulsating in my clit seemed to seep out across my entire body.  I felt my muscles slowly tensing in preparation for the explosion I was now helpless to stop.  
 
   The maids nibbled my breasts, the fingers banged me harder, and the tongues crushed and slithered around my engorged clit faster.  
 
   My entire torso started to tremble.
 
   Hair on my neck stood up.  
 
   The stimulation in my clit became unbearable and unstoppable.
 
   I looked at the group of girls servicing me in almost disbelief as a narcotic feeling took me over.  In one instant every sensation throughout my body seemed to suck down into my clit until it exploded in a supernova of stimulation.  A tidal wave of ecstasy made me squeal as pleasure gushed through me and I convulsed in a massive orgasm.  My hair stood on end as intense pleasure flooded through me.
 
   The hair brusher stopped kissing and placed another pillow beneath my head as it rocked back and forth against the chair.  I convulsed violently and in a strange way it felt like my own orgasm was fucking my brains out.  
 
   The girls relentlessly continued on and so did my orgasm.  On and on I convulsed under a maddening climax that radiated more pleasure than I could withstand.
 
   “Gah!  Gai!” I cried out, unable to function properly.
 
   They played me like piano, seeming to know every note to hit in order to keep my climax at overwhelming levels – and extend it.  My teeth began clenching as ecstasy radiated in endless waves, like I was being electrocuted by the stimulation.  I could hear myself whimpering like a virgin as it pummeled me.
 
   My muscles began feeling like rubber bands and slowly started to cramp, adding more intensity to my pleasure.  Finally I squealed for them to ease off.  All of them complied, but slowly, easing me back out of my climax gently, and it faded softly….deliciously under their soft care.
 
   When they had gently taken me back down I relaxed all of my muscles at once and swooned.  A feeling of physical satisfaction I had never believed possible filled me.  My body hummed like it had just gotten a tune up.  For a submissive like me it did lack the certain type of emotional satisfaction I enjoyed as a submissive.  Still, it was something I would never forget.  I indeed felt like a real princess.  
 
   As I regained my senses the handmaids all stopped their servicing and waited for further instructions
 
   “Is Her Highness feeling alright?” The hair brusher asked.
 
   “That was…amazing.”
 
   “Would our Princess like another?”
 
   “No, I need to rest a moment.  That may have been as good as being dominated by a strong mistress” I mused.
 
   “Would Her Majesty like to observe her dungeon?  Mistress Marla is there training one of your subjects right now.”
 
   My dungeon…my subject?   Do they mean Paisley?  Oh my god I forgot about Paisley.  Ya, I would like to know what is happening with Paisley.  
 
   The maidens who serviced my breasts massaged my arms and the girls who serviced my clit stroked my legs, making my body feel refreshed.  The girl with the chocolate offered it to me again and I agreed.  She held it up to my mouth and placed the thin slice on my tongue.  I was wonderfully rich and I took my time and let it melt throughout my mouth.  It tasted heavenly.
 
   “Yes, take me to my subject in the dungeon” I ordered.
 
   “As Her Majesty wishes.”
 
   Each girl took the time to reposition my pink gown until it was fit perfectly in place.  The benefits the gown represented made me no longer mind wearing it so much.  With a wave of my hand I motioned them away from me and they all took a step back and fell to their knees.  I stood up and asked the hair brusher to lead me to the dungeon.  She bowed and instructed me to follow.  
 
   We walked through a doorway in the corner of the throne room and down a narrow hallway.  When we reached a door at the end my handmaiden stopped me so she could announce my arrival.
 
   “Her Royal Highness Princess Emma” She called out, and then stepped aside and bowed as I passed.
 
   I stepped into the dark cold dungeon.  Two masked women were kneeling and looking at the floor while a tall striking blond bowed down on one knee.  To my right I saw her, Paisley, stretched across a wooden post and breathing heavily into a ball gag.  She looked confused and nervous but also had a distant look - like she was changing, experiencing a metamorphosis.  There nipple clamps she wore told of her punishment and I had a pretty good idea what she was feeling.  
 
   Seeing the innocent prude bound to the pole gave me a devious feeling.  This was going to be very interesting.
 
    
 
   
  
 

SLAVE PAISLEY
 
    
 
   Crack – the sound of my new mistress testing the whip made my heart race.  
 
   She is serious about whipping me.  I don’t know if I can handle it.  But she controls me now.  I need to endure this to prove to her how much I respect her.  I want her to respect me – I want her to…crush on me.  Oh my gosh.
 
                 “Now little slut, show me your dedication.  It’s time to test your limits.”
 
   My mistress held up a ball with straps and began cramming it into my mouth.  I squealed a little but tried to remain calm for her.  When it was past my teeth she fastened the straps around my head and I was thoroughly gagged.  She ordered one of the masked women to turn me around, but before they got a chance the sound of a door opening stopped her.
 
                 “Her Royal Highness Princess Emma” a woman’s voice called out.
 
                 Everyone in the room dropped to their knees immediately, making me feel like I should do the same, but that was impossible.  A shape moved through the doorway and I watched with a mixture of fear and curiosity.  A woman came into view and my stuffed jaw dropped even further – it was the girl Emma from the waiting room.
 
                 I can’t believe it - it’s Emma!   Maybe she is here to help me? She must know about the mix up.  
 
                 Emma looked gorgeous, dressed in a fancy pink ball gown that highlighted her high cheekbones and I secretly wished I could wear that dress.  Her hair was styled lavishly and there was an expression of regal dignity on her face that looked nothing like the tough girl I had met earlier.  
 
   “Princess Emma, this is Lady Marla, the Mistress of the dungeon.”
 
   Her name is Marla.  I like it – it fits her.
 
   Mistress Marla bowed her head.  Emma walked up, stopping right in front of her.
 
   “You may stand Mistress Marla” she stated in a confident tone.
 
   My new mistress stood and Emma reached up to stroke her hair.
 
   “You sure are a stunning looking woman” she mused.  “How has the training been going?  I trust my subject is not giving you too much trouble.”
 
   Your subject?  What is going on with Emma?  
 
   “She was a little disobedient at first - like a typical little slut.  But she is coming around slowly.  We were just preparing to whip her into ultimate submission before the final test.”
 
   “Very good” Emma stated with authority…and that’s when I knew she wasn’t going to assist me.  
 
   “Would your highness like to help whip the little slut?”
 
   Emma is even more powerful than my mistress.  This is insane.  Of course she won’t whip me.  She knows how new this all is to me.  And she is such a tough girl…who knows how hard she would whip.  No, Emma wont…
 
   “I’d be delighted to whip her Mistress Marla.”
 
   What!  Ho no!
 
   Mistress handed the whip to Emma and she approached me.  I tried to give her a look of familiarity but she wouldn’t have it.  She looked at me like I was an insolent peasant.  There was no mercy in her entitled eyes.
 
   She grabbed me firmly by the shoulders and turned me around until my bare back was to them.  My stomach grew nauseous and I grunted urgently into the gag, alarmed by the sudden change up.  My mistress grabbed my hair and scowled into my ear, “Be quite little slut.  If you embarrass me with any disobedience in front of the Princess I will be very disappointed.  You are to remain perfectly still during your punishment.”
 
   Okay, I am sorry Mistress Marla.  Please don’t be angry at me.
 
   “Uh huh”, I grunted though the gag.
 
   “Prepare yourself little slut” Emma announced.
 
   My pulse raced and throbbed in my temples.  I was terrified enough of being whipped, but having to endure it obediently while remaining perfectly still nearly sent me into a panic.  I was a sissy when it came to pain.  
 
   Emma is making this harder on me.  Plus she is distracting my mistress.
 
   I was lost in a new feeling towards my mistress and couldn’t help feeling jealous at Emma’s commanding role over her.  I pined to be the one mistress Marla worshipped.
 
   “I am usually not the one with the whip in her hand but this time I am going to really enjoy this you prissy little whore.”
 
   I should think Emma knows I am a virgin.  How dare she call me a…
 
   CRACK!
 
   Oh my gosh that hurt! 
 
   A searing pain spread across my back and I jerked in agony clanking the nipple clamps against the post.  
 
                 CRACK!
 
                 Again I jerked in pain and again my nipple clamps rattled against the pole.
 
   “Hold her still” Emma commanded.
 
   Mistress Marla stepped to the side of me and looked me in the eyes.  I looked up submissively trying to apologize for my failure.  Her stare was penetrating and I melted under it.  Her hand reached down and pinched my clit firmly, holding me in place.  My clit throbbed harder than I had ever felt as she held it tightly.  My pussy grew wet and I swooned under her grasp feeling lightheaded.
 
   CRACK!
 
   Another blow from Emma stunned me and I whimpered as mistress held me obediently still.  She manipulated my swollen clit between her fingers, still clamping it firmly and my pussy flooded even more.  Before the stinging on my back could fade:
 
   CRACK!
 
   In a daze I remained subserviently still as the burning pain of the whip radiated across my back.  I could feel a searing welt rising in a line straight down my back to the crack of my ass.  I made my clit throb harder between mistress’s fingers.  
 
   “Very good Your Highness.  Is there anything I can do to help” a woman I didn’t recognize asked.
 
   “No, I am fine.  I want to whip this whore’s back until I see blood.  Then she will know true discipline.”
 
   EMMA!  How could you?
 
   “Keep holding her still.” Emma demanded.
 
   CRACK!
 
   CRACK!
 
   CRACK!
 
   Three in a row – and the pain was so intense I saw stars.  Mistress held me still and I looked up at her with defeated affection.  Emma reached out and traced one of the welts she had left.  My back stung like a crazy.  The welt Emma traced felt like a giant cigar was being pressed against it.  Mistress held me still and I swooned and tried my best to endure it for her.
 
   “I think I can see blood now” Emma mused.
 
   “It’s still a bit faint princess.  Perhaps one more would be suitable” the strange woman replied.
 
   Nooo – please.
 
   “Yes, I believe your right.”
 
   Mistress held me extra tight and I waited with dread for the final blow.  All of my pores opened up and I began trembling again.  Emma kept me on edge – making me wait – enjoying my nervous anticipation.  My heart beat faster and I panted into my gag.  While waiting for the torturous blow my clit felt like it was going to be crushed under mistress’ hold.  It made my legs feel weak.
 
   CRACK!
 
   The final blow was too much for me and made me scream into my gag.  Mistress began massaging my clit helping me tolerate the blinding pain.  My back suddenly felt extremely cold and then a soft tickle ran down it.  Emma had drawn a single drop of blood and it ran slowly down into the crack in my ass.  
 
   Going in I would have guessed something so painful would have caused a tear to run down my cheek.  The strange part is, as I felt the drop of blood rolling down my back a drop of my own juices trickled through my inner lips and ran down to the space between my ass and pussy.  I couldn’t understand it – I only knew that my body was on fire.  Alight with new feelings and tangled emotions.
 
   I did it.  I endured it for my strong mistress.  
 
   I felt completely conquered and used.  Suddenly my attitude became extra submissive, extra compliant.  I had been broken.  
 
   “I’ll turn the reigns back over to you mistress” Emma stated handing her the whip.
 
   Mistress released her hold on my clit and I gasped longingly for more of her touch.  The two masked women stepped forward and turned me back around.  The nipple clamps were removed and I sighed with delicious relief.  
 
   “Un-cuff her and take her over to the operating table” she ordered the two woman.
 
   My wrist bindings were removed and my arms fell to my sides.  I had to struggle not to collapse and used all my strength as they walked me over to the exam table.
 
   I was stripped nude though I no longer had any shame.  My body belonged to others now and it wasn’t for me to question it.  They laid me onto the table and fastened my arms and legs to the straps until I was completely bound and unable to move.  
 
   The sound of a crank being turned filled the room and I felt the lower section of the table begin to separate.  My legs slowly began to spread open until I was fully spread eagled.  My pussy was perfectly vulnerable and at their mercy.   
 
   Mistress stepped back to a machine behind me and appeared again a moment later with a circular patch that contained wires running from it.  She fastened the patch over my left nipple.  A masked woman handed her another and she attached it to my other nipple.  The sticky patches clung firmly and I could feel a cool piece of metal in the center directly over my nipples.  
 
   Another wired patch was brought forward and affixed to my throbbing clit.  I swooned as it was attached – pining for any touch from mistress.  My breathing became shallower as I worried about where this was all heading.  
 
   I became more alarmed when a long stainless steel rod was held up between my legs.  The rod also had wires running out of the back and it was intimidating to look at.  
 
   One of the masked women placed her finger over my asshole and rubbed it firmly causing me to jerk against my restraints.  A cool sensation covered my ass and I realized she was spreading some type of lubricant over it.  An ominous fear nagged at me but I tried to remain brave for my stunning mistress.
 
   “Insert the disciple rod” Mistress ordered. 
 
   My ass?  Oh my… 
 
   The smooth metal shaft was pressed against my anus and I felt my tender opening stretch to accommodate it.  I had never been penetrated there and as it slipped inside it the increasing fullness forced me to grunt.  She eased the rod a good eight inches up my poor ass making me grunt the entire time.  It was a new experience that felt very intense, but also felt luridly sensual. 
 
   What is going to happen to me now?  I feel inhuman.
 
   Mistress stood over my face and began unfastening my gag.  When it was removed I took a deep breath and appreciated the freedom.
 
   “Now little slut, it’s time to turn you out.”
 
   She motioned to the girl standing at the control panel behind me.  Suddenly it felt like a million ants were crawling on my areolas beneath the patch and my nipples sprang to attention.  I could feel a gentle current starting to spread through my breasts.  Little shocks felt like they were nibbling at my nipples and my body stiffened.
 
   “Turn it up higher” Mistress demanded.
 
   “Gaha” I grunted as the current grew stronger.
 
   My breast jiggled under the force and a surging electric sensation spread across my entire chest.  
 
   “Wha, what is this all about” I stammered in literal shock.
 
   SLAP – Mistress struck me hard on my cheek, reminding me of my place.
 
   “Keep quiet unless spoken to.”
 
   “I’m so sorry Mistress.”
 
   “Mmm” Princess Emma cooed to the side of me, clearly enjoying the show.
 
   “Increase the power” Mistress ordered.
 
   The current grew even stronger and I whimpered, subconsciously afraid I had been so bad that she might not stop until I was electrocuted.  My torso began vibrating and I shook on the table beneath my new owner.  My breasts began to feel like they were expanding and started to ache and throb.
 
   “Turn on the anal probe.”
 
   Suddenly a tingling current began radiating deep inside my ass.  It felt as though it ran straight up my intestines and into my stomach.  My eyes bulged out and for a moment I considered crying out for mercy.
 
   Don’t do it Paisley.  Don’t disappoint mistress.  You have made it this far, she must really be pleased.  Being around her makes my heart feel warm.  I wonder if she would agree to seeing me in the outside world some time?
 
   As I wondered about it she called for more power to the anal probe.  An enduring shock started radiating up my ass and it clenched firmly around the probe causing the electrical simulation to intensify even more.  I looked up at the others overcome by it and realized I was grunting almost continually.  
 
   “Gah, grah ugh!” 
 
   I sounded like an animal.  The current worked itself right through my pelvis and into the back side of my clit, engorging it uncontrollably tight below the sticky patch.  Mistress stepped out of my view and Emma stood over me.  
 
   “You have become a submissive little slut haven’t you?”
 
   “Y,y, yes Eh Emma” I grunted.
 
   SLAP! – “It is Princess Emma you insolent little bitch.  Increase the current to the anal probe!” She demanded with scorn.
 
   “Yes princess” a voice called out.
 
   Emma!  How could you?
 
   “Wha wait” I begged.
 
   The humming grew louder and my ass began quivering around the intense current.  It rattled me all the way up to my chest where the electrodes made my nipples feel like rocks.  Moans began mixing with my grunts and I felt like a science project.  
 
   Emma looked up and smiled a wicked smile.  Mistress stepped forward wearing a large strap on dildo like one I had once seen in a naughty video.  Even in my terrified state the prospect of what it meant excited me.  She moved between my legs and I swooned at the thought of my new obsession fucking me with it.
 
   Take me I’m yours mistress.  Turn me out.  I wish that I could kiss you so much.
 
   She placed the tip of the dildo against my inner lips and they slowly parted on command – beckoning her to take me.  Lesbian or otherwise, I was about to lose my virginity to another woman.  That’s the way I felt.  My heart banged under the current and my moans grew louder.  
 
   “Swear your devotion to me” Emma demanded.
 
   “Aye swear my devotion to Mistress Marla” I managed to squeak out.
 
   “Full power to the anal probe” Emma hissed outraged.
 
   “Annnd, gua!  Tah-to Princess Emma” I grunted.
 
   It was too late.  The current in my ass grew stronger and I quivered on the table helplessly as my bowls cramped deep inside me.
 
   Mistress started easing the large dildo just past my inner lips, drenching the tip in my juices.  The feel of her penetrating me became the most important thing.  As the current surged through my body everything seemed both in slow motion and fast forwarded at once.  Time and reality felt warped.  All I could comprehend was the overwhelming current that rattled through me and the immense burning the dildo created against my pouting pussy lips.  
 
   Mistress gripped my breasts firmly and I swooned between moans.  My pussy lips were throbbing in a way I’d never imagined above the anal probe.  She eased the dildo a few inches inside and stated:
 
   “Initiate the lower current.”
 
   A buzzing feel enveloped my clit and that’s when it happened.  Somehow a surge of liquid shot out my urethra just below the patch over my clit.  I know it impacted mistress in the stomach and I worried that I had displeased her.  
 
   What was that?
 
   “Cool” I heard Princess Emma state.
 
   Extreme pressure seemed to be surrounding my entire crotch as I vibrated overwhelmed.  My vision blurred and I relied on touch to comprehend what was taking place.  
 
   Mistress squeezed my breasts firmer and plunged the dildo inside me, destroying the last shred of innocence I had.  All I could think of as it slammed into me was “garden of Eden”.  It seemed to make perfect sense to me and I whimpered in ecstasy.  
 
   Mistress is fucking me.  Thank you - a million times thank you mistress.
 
   I felt the dildo ease out and pound back into me and every nerve ending seemed to erupt.  An orgasm rushed through my clit and rippled up my body, dancing with the electric stimulation that possessed me.  I screamed unable to restrain it.
 
    “Ahh!  Ahh!  Ahh!” I cried out like the deflowered virgin I was.
 
   “Fuck the little slut hard” Emma yelled…and mistress did!
 
   The only recourse left to me was to scream continually and mistress fucked me hard and deep.  I was vaguely aware of Emma calling for more power to my clit but all I could feel was my strong mistress stretching my pussy and pounding my brains out throughout my climax.  In the moment I felt like she cared about pleasing me and my crush on her deepened.  
 
   I felt something against my face and realized Princess Emma was straddling it and demanding I eat her pussy.  I opened wide and sucked her clit into my mouth, not knowing what else to do.  After a moment I released her clit and my tongue darted between her lips.
 
   With my secret crush blissfully turning me out like a slut I tasted my first woman ever and swooned over my new discovery.  I wasn’t ignorant or naive any longer.  As I licked out of control drool ran down the side of my cheek and my body tried to convulse with pleasure against the restraints.  For a moment my convulsions mellowed and only the electrical current vibrated me.
 
   Mistress pounded me harder.  More pressure built through my innards and another jet of liquid gushed out of me pelting mistress violently as she lustily fucked me.  I heard her commanding voice moan passionately and I swooned at the sound of it.
 
   I made her moan.  She is attracted to me…I think?
 
   Her hips slammed into my thighs repeatedly and I continued to squeal after each thrust.  My sounds made Princess Emma grind her pussy against my lips trying to muffle me.  She was clearly getting off over using me more than from the amateur servicing I was providing to her royal snatch.
 
   With a powerful growl Mistress plunged into me and stopped, holding the dildo deep inside me and my climax reached an apex.  I screamed again and my orgasm began to softly fade.  The room suddenly grew quieter.  The humming of the machine stopped and the electrodes on my breasts and clit stopped.  It created a temporary empty feeling throughout my body and I pined for mistress to pound me some more.  Instead my orgasm ended.  
 
   The Princess climbed off my face and the others began removing the electrodes.  When mistress pulled out of me I groaned feeling extra vacant – like I was being abandoned.  The anal probe was slowly eased out of me and I groaned when it exited.  A melancholy feeling mixed with my exhausted satisfaction.  
 
   I miss being the center of attention already.  But I did it – I really did it.  I was intimate with other woman.  It was different than I expected…though it was incredible.  Will mistress let me talk with her now?  Does she have any attraction to me?
 
   I held my breath hoping mistress would take me in her arms and kiss me passionately.  My heart pounded with desire as I watched her remove the strap on and clean my ejaculation off of her toned stomach.  She was the perfect woman in my eyes.  
 
   “Times up – everyone clear out” A woman’s called out from the doorway.
 
   Everyone slowly disappeared leaving me alone and still strapped onto the table.  A lab assistant appeared and began unstrapping me.  
 
   “The experiment is over hun.  Get dressed and I’ll take you to the office to get paid.  Thank you for participating and helping advance the study on lesbian power dynamics.”
 
   I didn’t know what to say.  It had all ended so quickly and I was now possessed by a full on crush on Mistress…on Marla.  It would have never occurred to me at the start that a return to cordial treatment would be so depressing…so unwanted. 
 
   The lab assistant unstrapped me and handed me the clothes I had arrived in.  I took my time dressing, enjoying the last of the courageous exposure of my body to strangers.  I actually wanted the lab assistant to see me as I dressed. 
 
   She led me out of the room that had once terrified me and exiting felt bittersweet.  We walked out of the hallways and into the reception area where she motioned me to a door across the foyer.  Inside the door a stuffy woman handed me a check and thanked me again.  A moment later Emma appeared for her check.
 
   “Hey” she nodded.
 
   “Hey” I replied torn.
 
   “Did you learn what you wanted?”
 
   “I learned what your pussy tastes like, amongst other things.” 
 
   She laughed and patted me on the back.
 
   “You know that was all just a game, right?”
 
   “Well maybe next time I can be the princess” I mused.
 
   “I’d like that.  You’re gonna be alright kiddo.  You were beautiful in there and definitely won my respect.” 
 
   Her statement softened me and I believed her.  Her harsh treatment of me no longer outraged me.  She was right, I didn’t learn what I wanted to learn, I learned what I needed to.
 
   “By the way, your mistress was a hell of a woman.  Wow huh.  I’d love to submit to her.”
 
   “Well she doesn’t do Royal Princess’s.  She only does little sluts like me” I scowled jealously.  
 
   “You little tramp – you fell for her didn’t you?”
 
   I looked at the ground not wanting to admit it to her.
 
   “Well I don’t blame you.  Like I said she is a hell of a woman.”
 
   Another lab assistant greeted us.
 
   “Would either of you be interested in participating in phase two of this experiment in a week.”  
 
   We both said yes at the same time and then laughed together.  If nothing else, we had the experience in common and I felt a kinship with her.  We exchanged e-mail addresses and Emma left for home promising to contact me soon.
 
   I took my time, not wanting to leave so quickly.  Then it happened – Mistress walked down the hall in street clothes.   She wore tight leather pants that highlighted her long legs and a simple red tank top.  It was a stark contrast to her mistress attire but she was just as breath taking.  
 
   “Mistress Marla” I called out.
 
   She turned to me and smiled, “You may just call me Marla now sweetie.”
 
   I’d rather call you mistress.
 
   “Okay” I replied not knowing what else to say to her.  
 
   Instead I just stared at her awkwardly, wishing I had something important to talk about.  She seemed to know how I felt.  Her hand grabbed my shoulder and she walked me backwards into a doorway out of sight.  She leaned down and kissed me possessively.  I immediately became light headed and enjoyed the most wonderful kiss I had ever felt.
 
   All too quickly she stopped.
 
   “Will you participating in the next phase of the testing?” She asked.
 
   “Yes” I swooned.
 
   “Good.  Maybe I’ll see you there.  And remember, in your fantasies you will always be my little slut.”
 
   She winked and walked off towards the door.  I watched her leave, my heart pounding with each step she took.  I’d be back, and if I was the princess next time Mistress Marla would be the one in for a new experience.  
 
    
 
   * * *
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MY MISTAKE
 
    
 
   “That was a fantastic story Melissa” my husband Edward stated.
 
   I glared at him, and then at Melissa.   I had long suspected she was cheating with my husband at work.  They were partners in the same law firm with their offices right next to each other.  Many nights over the last few months he had needed to “work late” with Melissa on one case or another.  
 
                 Working late on my husband, aren’t you bitch?
 
                 “Didn’t you think that was a great story Constance?” He asked me, while swigging down his fifth martini.  
 
                 I looked around the room not wanting to answer.  We were hosting a party for the law firm and I had spent all week preparing our home to entertain thirty guests.  It irked me that Melissa would be one of them.  
 
   “It was an okay story, if you like that kind of thing” I replied disinterested.
 
   Edward put his hand on Melissa’s leg and informed the group that she is the best storyteller he has ever met.  I had enough of their fawning and got up to mingle with a different group.  While walking past Melissa I swayed my hip out discreetly and knocked the glass of red wine she was holding, spilling it all over her white dress.  
 
   Her dress looked horrendous, and I secretly rejoiced.
 
   “Oops, how clumsy of me” I insisted.  
 
   Melissa bolted to her feet and looked down at her dress in shock.   She asked me where the bathroom was and I begrudgingly offered to show her.  I led her to the upstairs bathroom and she slipped out of her messed up dress.  
 
   She is tall, standing five feet eleven, with long blond hair that billows down past her shoulders like a piece of fine silk.  Her toned arms and shoulders highlighted large breasts and a torso that angled down to a perfectly shaped ass.  I stared at her gorgeous body and hated her.   
 
   “Your dress looks really bad, I hope I didn’t ruin it.”
 
   “Oh don’t worry about it.  It’s a party and accidents happen” she replied.
 
   Just then Edward opened the door, a new martini in his hand, and asked if everything was alright.  He saw Melissa in her underwear and she grabbed the stained dress, covering herself with it quickly.  For a brief moment I thought that I noticed them give each other a secret nod, and my anger began to boil.  
 
   Edward excused himself and closed the door awkwardly.  Melissa sighed, and asked if I had anything she could wear for the rest of the evening.  
 
   “What was that nod you gave to my husband?” I inquired probingly.
 
   “What nod?  I don’t know what you are talking about.”
 
   “He saw you in your underwear.  The two of you looked at each other and secretly nodded.”
 
   “I really don’t know what you are talking about Constance.  I didn’t nod at him, and I sure didn’t plan on him barging in on us.”
 
   “I don’t believe you.”  My tone became more accusatory.  “Why do you stay late so many nights with him at work?   Am I supposed to believe you have so much important work to do together every night?  I am not that stupid.”
 
   “I never implied you were stupid” she responded.  “But I think you are being really paranoid about our relationship.  Fooling around with Edward is the last thing on my mind.  We are just good friends.”
 
   I felt sure that she was lying and became very angry.  I don’t like to be played as the fool.
 
   “Friends with benefits you mean.”  I scoffed.  
 
   “No, we are regular friends and I don’t like your accusations.”
 
   I lost my cool and slapped her home wrecking face, leaving a pink handprint on her cheek.  I proudly noted her beauty was tarnished by my vengeance.  
 
   “I can see you are confused so I will pretend that never happened.  But don’t ever come at me again.  By the way, keep your housewife dresses, they are not my style.  I’d rather spend the rest of the party in the stained dress.”
 
   “How fitting to remain in the red stained dress” I mocked as she slipped the dress back on.  She ignored my statement and walked past me and back to the party.  
 
   This is hilarious.  The skank looks ridiculous in that messed up outfit.
 
   I went back downstairs and noticed Edward looked very drunk now.   It was after midnight and many guests were gearing up to leave.  Melissa walked over to my husband and struck up a conversation.  A minute later they both burst out laughing.  
 
   They are laughing at me – I just know it.
 
   I stormed over to where they were standing and announced loudly, “This slut is fucking my husband so be careful ladies.  Keep your eye on your man when she is around.”  
 
   The room grew silent and everyone turned to look at us awkwardly.  Melissa began turned red.  These were all of her coworkers and now she had been exposed.  Edward staggered over to me and tried to clarify any misunderstanding I might have.  He stuttered and slurred making no sense, finally giving up and returning to the bar for another drink.  
 
   The party broke up quickly after that, people said their goodbyes and began exiting in groups.  After five minutes everyone had left except Melissa who helped my exceedingly bombed husband to a chair, where he passed out.  I walked over with an ‘all’s fair in love and war’ attitude and got in her face.
 
   “Shouldn’t you be leaving now bitch” I hissed at her.
 
   “You know what is funny?  I promised Edward that I would help you clean up afterwards.  I hated the idea of you being stuck with all this work.  I guess that was my mistake.”
 
   “You fucking made that offer to sneak into the shadows with him you whore.”
 
   “I have tolerated enough from you.  I am leaving just to get away from your crazy ass” she stated firmly.  
 
   As she walked past me I grabbed her hair and pulled it hard, craning her neck backwards before releasing it.  
 
   “Don’t touch me.  I won’t warn you again.”
 
   I slapped her in the same spot that I slapped her before while calling her a slut.
 
   She turned and slapped me back.   I saw red and my anger exploded.  I raised my hand to strike her again but she grabbed my arm before I could deliver the blow.  I tried with my other hand and she also grabbed that arm.  She was a foot taller than me and was able to hold me at bay, frustrating me immensely.  I struggled hard against her grip but she was too strong for me to break it.  
 
   I refused to admit she is stronger than me – or admit she is better than me in any way.  I kicked the point of my heel hard into her shin and she released me before buckling over in pain.  I used this moment to slap her across the top of the head and she look up pissed.  Before I knew what is happening she threw me down to the carpet and was on top of me.  She straddled my stomach and held my arms down forcefully.  
 
   Furious that this skank had gained the upper hand I fought with all my might against her hold.   She managed to keep me pinned and I dug down deep, mustering all the strength I could, and struggled harder.  I managed to slightly unpin my arms while calling her every filthy name that popped into my mind.  For a moment it appeared I might get free and I continued to struggle hard.  After a minute of this it became clear I could not escape and I was forced to stop struggling out of sheer exhaustion.  
 
   I rested my arms and she pinned them on the carpet over my head.  I was revolted at both her and my failure to escape.   With words as my only means of attack I started repeating “legal whore” over and over.  I could tell it was upsetting her and continued to repeat it mockingly.  
 
   Suddenly I saw stars.  I never saw it coming, but she slapped me hard across the face, and it lit my fuse again.  Before she could re-pin my hand I flailed my arm to slap her back, missing wildly.  She pinned the arm again and laughed.  I resumed my struggle and gave it everything I had, panting wildly, determined to escape no matter what.  My adrenaline surged - I fought and struggled using every muscle in my body until they were so fatigued I had to stop.  
 
   Melissa released my arms and slapped me again, burning my cheek.  I tried to hit her back but she easily grabbed my weary arms and pinned them.  My struggle this time was short lived.  I had no more energy to fight back and she knew it, my muscles had failed and I struggled to even lift my arms.  She released her hold on them and slapped my face unchallenged, humiliating me.  
 
   I lied there too exhausted to fight back and she slapped me again.  I tried to ignore the shame I felt over this situation.   But there was no escaping, she was stronger than me.
 
    
 
   
  
 

DOMINATED AND HUMILIATED
 
    
 
   Over the next few minutes she continued to mockingly slap my face and laugh at my helplessness.  The sting became too painful to bear.  My face felt like it was catching fire and I writhed beneath her in pain.  
 
   “Quit it” I growled when I could no longer handle it.  
 
   “Apologize for your behavior” she demanded.
 
   “I am not apologizing to you – you home wrecking slut.”
 
   “I haven’t done anything to you, bitch” she insisted.
 
   Again I felt like she was playing me for a fool and indignantly spat in her face.  Mustering all the muscle I could to lift my arm, I tried to slap her.  She pinned it back down easily and let me struggle some more.  I could no longer lift my arms at all, and lay there, an exhausted hump beneath her.  She laughed at my defeated posture and returned to slapping me mockingly.  I realized I had no more defenses and took the abuse without resistance.  I became overwhelmed by the pain.  Finally I pleaded, “Please stop Melissa.”
 
   “If you want me to stop then lick your spit off my face” she stated between slaps.
 
   I had no alternative but to respond “alright.”  A victory smile stretched across her face and she leaned down over me warning, “if you continue to attack me there will be no further mercy.”
 
   I believed her, and stuck my tongue out to lap my spit off her chin.  I tasted the foundation of her makeup as I lapped up my own spittle until it was all gone.  
 
   “There, is that good enough?” I inquired.
 
   “So, I am supposed to forget everything you did to me?  Those people that you humiliated me in front of are my coworkers.  In fact, they are your husband’s coworkers so you also humiliated him.”
 
   “The mention of her and my husband reignited my rage.
 
   “Forget about my husband you slut.”
 
   Melissa got off me and ordered me to stand.  I tried to struggle to my knees but my muscles were burning mush and I collapsed, still too exhausted.
 
   “You weak little entitled bitch” she scoffed.  Fine, you think Edward and I are having an affair huh?  Why would he bother with me – can’t you take care of him?”
 
   “Fuck you” I stammered.
 
   She rolled me onto my back and sat down on top of me – straddling me, and undid the top button of my blouse.
 
   What is she doing?
 
   “How dare you!” I stammered.
 
   She undid the second button, and the third, all the way down.  I was embarrassed but there was nothing I could do to stop it.  She pulled my blouse aside revealing my black satin bra – the most expensive one I own.  
 
   “So this is what you spend your husband’s money on.  Let’s see what you got that is so expensive” she stated unhooking the front.  
 
   “Quit it you lez” I growled.  
 
   This seemed to make her angrier and she ripped my bra open, tearing the stitching.  My modest breasts were revealed and she laughed teasingly.  They were much smaller than hers and she stuck her chest out mockingly as she laughed.   
 
   “You call these titties?” 
 
   She reached down and pinched both my nipples between her thumb and forefingers.  I struggled indignantly with what little strength I had left.  She slowly squeezed my nipples harder and harder - increasing the pain each second until I finally cried out for her to stop.
 
   “It’s too late Constance.  Whatever happens now – you earned it.”
 
   She pinched extra hard and I cried out again, but she refused to back off.
 
   “Edward!” I yelled out, hoping for a rescue, but he was passed out on the couch, dead to the world. 
 
   I barely had the energy to writhe as she stringed my nipples mercilessly.  
 
   “Say you are my little slave girl.”
 
   “I am your little slave girl” I screamed out desperately.
 
   She released her grip and I gasped in relief.  
 
   “Let me show you what a real woman’s tits look like.”
 
   I watched her slide the wine stained dress up over her head and toss it to the side.  Her strong lithe physique reminded me why I lost the struggle so badly.  She reached behind to unhook her bra and her large breasts burst free.  They were fully tanned and her nipples were brown and prominent.  
 
   God she is so much prettier than I am.
 
   “Feel them” she ordered.
 
   I feared disobeying her but struggled to raise my fatigued arms.  Melissa shook her head, grabbed my hands and placed them on her tits.  I had never actually felt another woman’s tits before and curiously squeezed them.  They did feel much different, much fuller than mine, and I secretly envied her.
 
   “From now on your name is ‘Dinky” she announced.  “Now Dinky, suck my tits.”
 
   “I am not into that” I replied alarmed.
 
   SLAP! – a hard slap stung my face.  I was about to submit to her request when another slap strikes the other side just as hard.
 
   “Please Melissa, please…no more.  I will do it.”
 
   Smiling she lowered her boobs down on my face.  I kissed the sides of them and attempted to get to the nipple but she began moving - shaking her breasts over my face and slapping me.
 
   “Suck them” she ordered still slapping me with them.  I flopped my mouth around trying to suck her tits as they slide back and forth, smacking against my face.  She began laughing at me.  I felt like a fool and continued trying.
 
    Finally she stopped and lowered a nipple down towards my mouth.  I latched onto it obediently and began sucking.  I smelled her musky perfume, which in an odd way made me feel important, and did my best to please the exquisite tit in my mouth.
 
   This is kind of interesting.  They are nothing like mine.   It kind of feels…good.
 
   Melissa softly moaned at my work and I decided it really did make me feel good pleasing her superior chest.  She tried to pull it back but I sucked continuously until another slap snapped me back in line, and I released the exquisite breast.
 
   “Now my Dinky slut – do the other one.”
 
   I realized by the way she was treating me that I was not going to get out of this easily.  She was going to collect on my bill until she was satisfied.  She fed me her other breast and I went to work on the nipple diligently.  As I sucked she put her hands on my sore nipples and massaged them, gently this time.  
 
   I can’t believe she has complete control over me. This is insane.
 
   I began to feel owned by Melissa – her obedient object.  As her hands worked my breasts it began to arouse me.  Somewhere deep down I was proud this amazing woman cared enough to bother.  Especially after all I had done to her at the party.  
 
   She arched up and looked me in the eye to verify I would release her nipple on command this time – which I did.
 
   “Making that announcement in front of my coworkers requires serious reparations – so stand up Dinky.  It’s time to pay the piper.”
 
   She got off me and I again struggled to get up, feeling like a giant wet noodle.  After waiting she became impatient.  She grabbed my hair and pulled me to my knees firmly.  I groaned as some of my hair ripped off in her hand.
 
   On the nearby coffee table sat a serving bowl of fondue on a hot plate.  Melissa drug me over to it, still holding me by the hair.  I watched as she picked up a large metal serving spoon and scooped up a steaming portion of simmering fondue.   
 
   “I didn’t get to try the fondue tonight.  It is a shame to let it go to waste.”
 
   She moved the spoon over to my right nipple and I felt the heat of the molten cheese.
 
   “Please don’t” I beg terrified.
 
   She slapped the spoon onto my nipple and held it there firmly.
 
   “Ahhhh!” I screamed out in pain.  She kept the spoon on my nipple tightly until the fondue slowly cooled off, with me writhing the whole time.  
 
   When she pulled it back the hardened cheese formed a falsie over my breast.  
 
   “What a great way to increase your breast size” she teased.  “But we don’t want you to be lopsided.”
 
   She scooped out another spoonful of hot fondue and brought it to my other breast.  I shivered with fear and braced for the burn.  She slapped it hard onto my breast and I cried out again, wishing I had the strength to resist.  
 
   “Are you hungry?” she asked ominously.  
 
   “No.”
 
   “Nonsense, you look hungry to me.”
 
   
  
 

AN ABUSIVE PENANCE
 
    
 
   She forced me to my feet, walked me three steps over to the hors devours table and bent me over it roughly.  She surprised me by feeling my ass through my skirt probingly.  Then she grabbed the skirt and pulled it down over my ankles, before hooking her finger through the waistline of my panties.
 
   “What you said about me was painful and humiliating.  Now it is your turn.”  
 
   She pulled the elastic on my panties and let them snap back before walking around the table and picking up the large wooden serving spoon.   Walking back around behind me she whispered, “You were wrong.  I have never touched your husband and never will.  You see, the truth is I am not into men.”   
 
   All at once I knew she was right.  My mistake suddenly became clear and I felt stupid for making the accusation.  The wooden spoon disappeared from my view and a sting hit my ass so hard I nearly climbed onto the table to escape the pain.  
 
   “Ouch!  I am sorry Melissa.  I truly am” I begged.
 
   WACK! – a second blow impacted and I screamed in agony, pressing my face into the table trying to hide my shame.  
 
   Melissa grabbed the large bowl of gravy to our left, pulled my head up by the hair, and placed the bowl beneath my face.
 
   “Keep your head up while I punish you” she stated sternly.  
 
   My face hovered over the bowl and I worried that in my exhausted state I would not be able to hold my head up for long.  
 
   WACK! – another blow with the spoon right on the same spot as the first.  The moment it hit, my eyes watered and my head drooped.   The tips of my hair sagged into the gravy bowl as I struggled to hold my head up.  
 
   Another hard swat landed painfully, followed by another and my face helplessly slumped into the bowl of gravy.  I turned my head to the side to breath as she brought three more painful blows down on my sore ass.  Gravy soaked into my hair and cheeks – it all felt so unreal.  I cried and whimpered after each blow, spraying gravy all over the side of the table.  Melissa had no sympathy.
 
   When the whipping stopped she grabbed the caviar and dumped it over the back of my head.  Then she took the shrimp cocktail and dumped it on my back, smearing it around with the wooden spoon leaving me feeling dirty and used.
 
   I felt her hand against the side of face and realized she was trying to feed me something.  It was a carrot and I opened my mouth obediently.  She pushed the carrot in and I chewed it up.  It had a sauce on it that I didn’t recognize but found somewhat delicious.  
 
   “Did you like that?” She asked.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “You look filthy – you should see yourself covered in the food you prepared.”
 
   I didn’t need to see myself to know she was right.  I was exhausted, in pain, humiliated, and ashamed of my mistake.  We both knew that I was hers now, to do with as she pleased.
 
   “Now let’s see what you are made of.”
 
   I felt my panties being pulled down around my ankles.  
 
   I am so ashamed already.  I hope my pussy meets her approval.
 
   Her hands began tracing my vulva and I spread my legs wider, letting her know I was hers to use.  She slid two fingers over my clit and clamped it between them.  My pussy contracted from the stimulation and gradually got more aroused.  She squeezed her fingers tighter causing me to moan continually as gravy ran down my neck.  
 
   “I must say Dinky, you are cute in your own slutty way.  But, are you my cute little slut?”
 
   She called me cute.  I am so grateful she thinks I am cute!
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Well then say it.”
 
   “I am your little slut Melissa.  I will do anything you want.”
 
   SLAP – a hard spank stung my sore ass.  “Your damn right you will do anything I want.  Now…let’s play.”
 
   “From now on you call me ‘your majesty.”  
 
   “Yes your majesty.”
 
   She released my clit and reached over to grab the olive oil.
 
   “Please don’t dump it in my hair.”
 
   A moment later I felt a gentle massage against my anus.  It was so sensual and unexpected I started swooning immediately.  Her finger rubbed olive oil all over my asshole, making it hungry for more stimulation.  
 
   She grabbed another baby carrot and I felt it press against my hungry puckered hole.  I pushed against it, trying to penetrate myself with it. She allowed me to take it and the carrot slipped all the way in.  Having it in my ass really ramped up my arousal and I moaned “oh ya” under my breath.  
 
   She grabbed another carrot and repeated the actions.  Again I took it into my ass on my own.  Edward had fingered my ass occasionally during sex but it had never been as full as it was with the two carrots.   My pussy started trickling with excitement and I couldn’t help pumping my hips - asking for more.  
 
   “What a horny little slut you are.”
 
   “Yes your majesty.”
 
   She picked up a piece of ham wrapped around cream cheese.  I felt her pressing it against my ass and I bucked back, taking it in.  She grabbed the whole platter and I felt another at my puckered hole.  I pushed back on it until it was inside and moaned loudly.  The next wrap she pushed into me before I could buck, causing me to grunt.  A second later she pushed another inside and I grunted louder.  She repeated this for the last three on the plate.  When she was done I felt stuffed.
 
   “Who does your ass belong to?”
 
   “You, your majesty.”
 
   I felt her hands on my back and a moment later against my asshole.  I bucked against it and she pushed at the same time, and something soft popped in.  This happened again and again until I realized she was picking the shrimp off me and inserting them into me.  With each shrimp I grunted louder, beginning to feel over full.
 
   This is intense.  I don’t think I can handle much more.
 
   “I don’t think I can take anymore your majesty.”
 
   She slapped my ass hard and I jerked, causing a shrimp to slip out of me.
 
   “How dare you lose one of the gifts I have so generously given to you” she shouted, and brought down several more spanks.  The welts on my ass stung so badly that with each spank I began to see white.  After the fifth spank I screamed in pain, sobbing audibly.
 
   “Please, no more your majesty.  I promise it won’t happen again” I pleaded through the gravy.
 
   “It better not” she hissed.
 
   Melissa picked the shrimp up, reinserted it and I struggled to keep it in.  
 
   “I have got them all now your majesty.”
 
   “Oh were not done yet bitch.”
 
   She grabbed the bowl of black olives and one by one I felt her jam them into my ass.  With each new one inserted I grunted like animal.  By the time she was done my groans were almost continuous.  
 
   I did it, I took them all.  I hope she is proud but please, no more.
 
   I watched with dread as she grabbed the bowl of cherry tomatoes.  
 
   “Do you like tomatoes Dink?”
 
   “Yes your majesty” I reply submissively.  
 
   I felt the first one at my stuffed hole, and gasped desperately, hoping to be able to handle it.  She forced it in and I let out an overfull shout.  That did not stop her and she inserted another.
 
   “You like that don’t you?”
 
   “YES” I shouted accidently from being too full.
 
   Edward murmured on the couch, and then rolled over still passed out.
 
   “Yes your majesty” I recovered in a more civil tone.  
 
   Her fingers massaged my clit some more and I moaned wildly, trying to keep the bounty in my ass secure.
 
   “You look like you need to be fucked.  Is that true?”
 
   “Yes your majesty.  But only by you.”
 
   “Good answer Dink.  You actually might earn my forgiveness yet.”
 
   She disappeared into the kitchen and I remained frozen, head in the gravy.  She returned holding a cucumber.   
 
   “You want me to fuck you with this?”
 
   “Yes your majesty.”
 
   “Beg for it.”
 
   “Please fuck me your majesty.  Fuck me like the unworthy slut I am.  Give it to me please.”
 
   “Alright, but if you lose anything out of your ass I will whip you silly.”
 
   Oh fuck, I don’t know if I can do that.
 
   “Yes your beautiful majesty” I groveled.  
 
   Melissa placed the cucumber of at the entrance of my pussy and lathered it in my juices.  My breathing became shallower and an occasional mouthful of gravy gagged me.  The cucumber pressed harder against my pussy and slowly penetrated me.  The moment it entered I wanted to fuck it hard, but kept my composure, not wanting to leak out my ass.  
 
   She worked it in deeper and I began moaning “yes” uncontrollably.  She laughed and massaged the welts on my ass.
 
   “Your arousal is actually making me wet Dink.”
 
   Yes!  Thank goodness I have done something that pleases her.
 
   She started slowing fucking me with the first few inches of the cucumber and I moaned uncontrollably.  It felt so good, and I was so proud to please her.  
 
   “Ahhhhg!” I yelled when she thrust it in deeper.  My ass twitched and I felt one of the tomatoes fighting to slip out.  I gripped it as best I could.  She must have been watching because she stated “Good girl.”  
 
   “I am your good girl, your slut, your whatever you want me to be your majesty.”
 
   “Why” she inquired sternly.
 
   “Because I am not worthy of you.  I am lucky just to be acknowledged by your majesty.  I am only as good as you make me.”
 
   All I want is to please her.  All I can think about is her.  I am completely in her power.
 
   I felt her hand on my ass cheeks tenderly massaging them.  Then she reached across me, picked up a shish kabob skewer and removed the food impaled on it.  
 
   Oh my god what is she going to do with that?  Have I displeased her?
 
   She eased the cucumber into me three quarters of the way, took the skewer and drove it through the end of the cucumber.  Then she pulled the tablecloth forward on each side of me and impaled it over the ends of the skewer.
 
   “Let’s see if that works” she wondered out loud.
 
   Melissa released her grip on the cucumber and the hooked tablecloth kept it forced tightly into my pussy.  I felt so stuffed that I air humped the cucumber desperately.  
 
   “I need to get off Dink.  Would you like to eat my pussy?”
 
   “Yes your majesty.”
 
   “Say it.”
 
   “May I please eat your majesties pussy?”
 
   “I thought you would never ask.”
 
   Melissa grabbed my gravy soaked hair and lifted my head out of the bowl, then removed the bowl.  She walked around the table and forcefully pushed the remaining food aside.  She climbed onto the table in front of me and placed her crotch next to my face.  
 
   “Take my panties off with your teeth” she ordered.
 
   I moved my mouth forward, bit the edge of her panties and pulled back.  She eased her hips up and I pulled them over her ass, exposing her gorgeous pussy.  As soon as it came into view I resumed grinding my hips in anticipation.  I had never gone down on a girl before, but with Melissa I couldn’t wait.  
 
   She finished removing her panties on her own before spreading her legs before me.  She eased her crotch up to my mouth and I dove in.  I immediately recognized the flavor as the sauce that was on the carrot she fed me earlier.  It was divine and I loved the taste of it.  She grabbed my gravy soaked hair and held my face tightly in her crotch as I licked and sucked like the amateur I was.  I locked my lips on her clit and sucked gently, working my tongue over her swollen nub.  She began moaning consistently and her coos of pleasure sounded like heaven to me.  
 
   When I felt her tense up she pulled my head firmly into her crotch and climaxed.  Suddenly fluid was blasting all over my face and into my mouth as she screamed and squirted all over me.  I lapped at it hoping to catch as much of it in my mouth as possible, obediently servicing her every action.  She convulsed a little longer and then let out a long satisfied swoon.
 
   “Oh fuck that was great” she sighed.   “Good job Dinky.”
 
   “Thank you your majesty” I replied proudly.  “Have you forgiven me yet?”  
 
   “Almost - one more thing.”
 
   She eased back on the table and I was sad to see her beautiful pussy move away from me.  Melissa slid the bowl of gravy under her crotch and started touching herself.  She looked so fucking hot as she worked.  I watched enthralled, like she was my idol.  
 
   “Finger me Dink.” She whispered between heavy breaths.  
 
   The muscles in my arms were still shaky but starting to recover and I reached out and eagerly slipped a finger inside.  She felt heavenly and for a brief moment I wished I could fit my whole arm in – to become part of her as much as possible.  
 
   “Life up Dink – lift hard.”
 
   I rammed the finger in to the knuckle and lifted with all my strength.  Melissa let out a series of little screams and began cumming.    As she did a powerful jet of fluid squirted out of her into the gravy, slowly filling the bowl.  It was the most amazing thing I had ever seen a woman do during an orgasm.  She finished climaxing, breathing heavily and smiled at me.
 
   Now Dink, once you lap up the entire bowl you will be forgiven.  She scooted the bowl over to my face.  Like a hungry dog I began lapping it up.  It was an unusual flavor but it contained her climax which made me love it.  I licked and slurped, making no attempt at dignity.  She stroked the back of my neck as I worked and I moaned in appreciation.  
 
   When I got down to the last of it I continued licking the bowl, dutifully getting every drop.  Melissa got up off the table, put her panties back on, and then slipped into the wine stained dress.   She walked behind me and asked if I wanted to cum.
 
   “Yes please your majesty” I responded anxiously.  
 
   She put her hand on my ass and slid it over my packed hole.   I swooned from her touch.  Her fingers traced their way down to my sopping pussy and tapped on the cucumber.
 
   “You have paid your penance to me Dink, or should I say Constance.  But if you want to get off, get your husband to do it” she smirked slapping my ass.
 
   She walked to the front door and exited leaving me lying there stuffed, aching, and aroused.  I lay still for another minute digesting the events of the last hour.  Reaching my hand between my legs I touched my hungry clit, becoming orgasmic fast.  I lusted for a climax to rumble through me but something was missing.  I wanted to be fucked.
 
     Staying bent over, I unhooked the tablecloth from the skewer and drug a heavy antique chair forward until it was nearly at the table.  Placing myself between the chair and table I bent over again and the cucumber impacted the chair.  
 
   I went back to touching myself and bounced my ass against the chair.  Each time it impacted it pushed the cucumber into me as far as the skewer would allow.  I worked my swollen clit feverishly while making the cucumber fuck me from behind.  I imagined it being Melissa and climaxed violently, yelling all the way through it.  I made myself keep my ass load secure as the sensation pulsated through my body, still being obedient in her absence.  Waves of pleasure mixed with my burning nipples and ass.  I had never had an orgasm that felt like that and when it was over I collapsed on the table and rested. 
 
   I wish Melissa was still here.  I wish she could have seen me climax.  She would have been so pleased, I didn’t lose anything out of my ass.
 
   When I finally stood upright the skewer impacted the back of my thighs and food oozed down my back.  I eased the cucumber out of me and looked around.  The table was a wreck and the carpet would need to be cleaned.  
 
   I looked at the mirror across the room and hardly recognized my own reflection.  I looked degraded and used in every way possible.  I suddenly felt like I needed to use the bathroom, and food started falling out of my ass.  I squatted down and let it all out, right down to the first carrot.  
 
    
 
   I spent the rest of the evening cleaning the wrecked room and myself up.  Each piece of the mess held memories of my domination.  When I was done I got Edward to bed and retired to join him.  Even in my exhausted state I had a hard time falling asleep.  I couldn’t stop thinking of her.  Something had turned in me.  
 
   That night I dreamed Melissa came and made love to me in my bed.  I woke up the next morning still thinking of evening before.  I got Edward off to work and sat down on the couch to get off to Melissa, while pondering excuses to see her again.  
 
   Maybe I would host another party sooner than I thought.  And when I do, Melissa will be on the top of the guest list.  
 
    
 
   * * *
 
   
  
 

LONG TONGUE LIZ
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 THE PREY
 
    
 
   I ran into the hills above the lake feeling distraught and needing to be alone.  The guy I lusted after all summer didn’t care about me.  I wanted to cry but felt too frustrated to even attempt it.  My entire summer was spent flirting with this guy but in the end he chose my sister, and it hurt…a lot.
 
   I stopped at an outcropping of rocks and leaned against a tree, out of sight from the lake below.  The sun beat down on me, heightening my senses, reminding me how much I longed for romance.  My thoughts turned to him and I instinctively stroked my breasts.  The warm sun felt extra sensual and my mood began to change.
 
   Nobody is around.  Pull them out and feel the sun on them.  It might be the most fun you have this summer.
 
                 Leaning discreetly against the tree I pulled my bikini top to the sides exposing my breasts to the suns warmth.  I stroked them again and this time it was very soothing.  
 
   “Those look delicious” a voice rang out starting me.
 
   Not more than six feet away was a stunning girl in a lizard print bikini sunning herself on a rock.  She had been so motionless I hadn’t noticed her and felt ashamed of being caught.  I quickly pulled my top back in place.  
 
   Just my luck, the one time I’m naughty and I get caught.
 
   “Show them to me again” She asked sliding off the rock towards me.
 
   The bold request took me by surprise. 
 
   “I don’t think so.  I didn’t know you were there.  Sorry if I gave you the wrong impression – I’m not gay.” 
 
   “How do you know” she replied entering my personal space and pinning me up against the tree.  She descended on me hungrily, like a predator, and I felt too overwhelmed to reply.  She leaned in close until her warm breasts pressed against mine.  Her face hovered over my face.  I noted her skin appeared dry and cracked, but she was beautiful.  
 
   “What’s your name?” she asked.
 
   “Sandy.”
 
   “My name is Elizzzabeth” she hissed leaning her face in close to mine.  “But you can call me Lizzz.”
 
   She looked deep into my eyes, her piercing brown eyes making me feel lightheaded.   Her intense stare paralyzed me and I stood against the tree, frozen by her aggressive approach.  
 
   “How old are you?” She asked raising a hand to stroke my hair.
 
   “Eighteen,” I stammered confounded.
 
   “Me too-zz” she whispered softly.
 
   Her hand moved down from my hair and tenderly stroked my cheek.  A mixture of fascination and fear mingled within me.  I wasn’t comfortable with such an aggressive girl but she did make me feel attractive - something I’d longed for all summer.  Her high cheekbones flared dramatically – she was easily the hottest girl I’d seen during our family’s vacation at the lake house.
 
   Thank goodness she doesn’t hang out at the lake or no guy would have noticed me.  She is built like a goddess.  
 
                 “Show them to me again…Sssandy” she repeated.
 
                 She held her lips close to mine causing me to pull back as far as the tree would allow.  I couldn’t tell if it was fear or excitement, but my heart began beating faster.
 
   “I can’t.  You seem nice but I just can’t pull out my breasts in front of you.  I don’t do girls and even if I did, I hardly know you.  I am kinda shy” I informed her.
 
   “And kinda tasty” she whispered brushing her lips against mine. 
 
   My head was pinned against the tree and there was no more room to retreat.  My breathing immediately became shallower and I suddenly felt overwhelmed.  I wasn’t sure how I felt about it - but she was seducing me.  My breathing became even more labored at the thought.
 
   The sun beamed down hot on us as she leaned in on me.  A drop of perspiration formed on my brow and it felt like I needed some air.  Liz looked perfectly dry, seeming to bask in the hot sun as she stroked my cheek with her warm fingers.  
 
   I felt something poke me in the nipples – it was Liz.  Her nipples had hardened and were jetting prominently through her bikini top and poking mine.  She undulated her torso slowly back and forth, dragging her nipples against mine as she hovered over my mouth.  Her nipples were so hard, like steel, and her dragging was more than just a gentle sensation.  It felt like she was groping me with them.  My own nipples began to stiffen and I got scared.  I put my hands on her shoulders and tried to push her away, but she didn’t budge.  
 
   “Aye, I have to go” I stuttered trying to pull away.
 
   Her hand moved off my cheek and around the back of my head.  I felt her grip me by the short hairs on the back of my neck and hold me still.  A cold pit moved into my stomach offsetting the heat of the day.  Her lips softly kissed mine and I reflexively swooned.  She gently kissed again causing my face to flush, like I was falling into a daze.  I tried to resist her advances but a third kiss melted me.  I joined her lips and kissed her back tenderly.  
 
   What am I doing?  This is another girl!
 
   Her hand gripped the back of my hair tighter.  I felt her tongue slide between my lips and caress my front teeth.  It was the first time I’d had a girls tongue penetrate my lips and suddenly my pussy felt even hotter than the rest of my body.  
 
   “What are you doing to me?” I whispered.
 
   Her other arm wrapped around me and she pressed her hot flesh firmly against mine.  Her tongue eased deeper into my mouth and caressed my tongue invitingly.  My chest heaved passionately and I couldn’t restrain myself from stroking her tongue with mine.  
 
   She’s got me, she is taking me.  I don’t think I mind if she kisses me.  She is so hot.
 
   She continued to hold me firmly and I mildly trembled in her arms.  
 
   “Hold me” she cooed with her tongue still in my mouth.  
 
   She can speak clearly with her tongue out.  This girl is..?
 
   “Hooold mee” she implored again, stroking my tongue with hers.
 
   My hands, that only moments earlier tried to push her away, obediently wrapped around her.  I had never held another girl like this, but her tongue in my mouth was increasing my passion beyond my control.  No guy had ever seduced me like this.  
 
   Liz moaned passionately and I felt her tongue move deeper into my mouth.  It went deeper than I expected and caressed the very back of my tongue.  It was startling at first.
 
   Boy this girl has a long tongue.  This is crazy.
 
   To my surprise her soft wet tongue continued deeper into my mouth until it stroked the top of my throat.  It alarmed me even more.  I removed my hands from her and jerked, but she continued to hold me tightly, stroking the back of my tongue with hers.  Having a mouthful of her tongue was intoxicating and continued to arouse me against my will.  I couldn’t help it – it was the most intimate thing I’d ever felt.  Soon I was moaning from the sensation and my clit began to engorge.  As it swelled the woods around us faded into a featureless blob of color until there was only me and Liz.  
 
   Her grip tightened on me as her tongue moved deeper and began easing into my throat.  My heavy breathing mixed with an occasional moan as her tongue began sliding down my throat.  Sweat ran down my back and I stood in a molten trance, shocked by the deep invasion of my mouth.  I stood helplessly as her tongue continued down my throat and she moaned with me.  It stopped just at the tip of my esophagus, allowing me to continue my labored breathing.  I didn’t know how to react and my moans became little whimpers of lusty confusion.  
 
   Liz began working her tongue up and down my throat, deeper than anything I’d ever known.  The sensuality was overwhelming.  I could feel her thick tongue moving up and down my throat effortlessly.  I daintily licked the bottom of her tongue as she continued to throat fuck me.  My pussy drenched in whoosh, so much that I could feel a wet spot growing on my bikini bottoms.  I felt self conscious, overwhelmed…taken.  
 
   “You’re so beautiful” she was able to say as she fucked my throat.  
 
   I swooned from both the invasion and the compliment.  I began to feel dizzy and go limp.  My legs became weak and I wobbled in her arms.  Liz recognized this and held me up firmly.  Slowly I felt her tongue withdraw from my throat, dragging itself along my tongue, finally exiting my lips.   Even the feel of her pulling out was one of the most sensuous things I’d ever felt.  
 
   She released her grip on my hair and backed her face a few inches away from mine.  
 
   “You taste amazzzzing” she hissed again.  “I need more, show them to me again.”
 
   She resumed stroking my cheek.  
 
   “You’re tongue is really long” I stammered.
 
   Liz smiled again and stuck her tongue out a few inches.  The pink tip was unusual.  It wasn’t rounded, it was flayed in two sections – forked.  The very tip began wiggling up and down so fast it became a blur of motion.  I watched fascinated as it flicked at light speed in front of my face.  When it stopped wiggling it began moving towards me until it licked the front of my mouth.  Though her face was a good four inches from mine her tongue began penetrating my lips and moving into my mouth.  As she did she stared deeply into my eyes, holding me still with her gaze.  My own tongue instinctively met hers again.  I stared into her eyes transfixed as she frenched me from afar – her long tongue undulating across the space between us seductively.  I gently closed my lips around it and found myself gently sucking on her tongue. 
 
   She withdrew it from my mouth and her hand moved over my lips.  She eased two fingers into my mouth.  I sucked on them lustily and realized they were unusual.  Her finger tips stuck to my tongue and I had to jerk it away to get them unstuck.  
 
   I reached out my hand and took her by the wrist.  I withdrew her fingers from my mouth and inspected them closely.  The tips of her fingers had tiny suction cups.  They were barely noticeable and you had to look hard to spot them, but once you did it was easy to see they were covered in them.  
 
   What is with this girl?  She is not normal.  What does she really want from me?
 
   She boldly moved her wet fingers into my bikini top taking me by surprise.  Her fingers caressed my right nipple.  The wet cups on her fingertips gripped and tugged at my tender flesh as she stroked making her touch feel like an electric current.  
 
   A girl is feeling me up!  What am I doing?  I can’t do this.  
 
   “I need to taste them.  Ssshow them to me” Liz insisted.
 
   I was flustered and in a moment of clarity panicked.  Adrenaline surged through me and I pushed her away roughly.  
 
   “I can’t allow this.  I have to go.  I am sorry” I stammered and ran down the path back to the lake.
 
   “Sssandy – come back” she called from behind, but I couldn’t turn back now.  I was overwhelmed and need to resolve my feelings.  
 
   This stuff isn’t for me…is it?  But I loved it, why am I freaking out?
 
   Even if I wanted to turn back I was too ashamed of running off to attempt it.  I continued down the path confused.  My clit continued throbbing as I made my way back down to the lake, shaken by the seduction.  
 
   I couldn’t stop recalling our encounter or Liz the rest of the afternoon – her brown flowing hair, her high seductive cheek bones, her model beauty…and unusually long tongue.  I thought of her confidence and the way she effortlessly seduced me.  She bowled me over and swept me off my feet at the same time.  What girl would run from that?
 
   I’m not gay…am I?  Why did I run?  Does being attracted to her mean I am?
 
   One thing was for sure – I no longer thought about the guy I had pursued all summer.  My sister could have him.  I couldn’t think about anything but Elizabeth and wondered if I would ever see her again.  I wished I had met her earlier in my vacation.  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

MY BEDROOM WINDOW 
 
    
 
   The family dined together at our secluded lake house as the sun began to set.  We had been renting this house and spending our summers here since I was in sixth grade.  But it had never felt as enchanting as it did that evening.  My family talked, sounding like muffled drones in the background as I contemplated my experience with Liz over and over in my head.  
 
   After dinner my sister went out on a date with ‘him’, but I no longer cared.  I sat in my room fanaticizing scenarios in which I hadn’t run off from my predator.  When the sun set and the evening shadows grew a feeling of isolation overcame me.  My parents had each other, my sister had her guy – but I only had my imagination.  I looked out the window at the moon as it started to rise and wondered if Liz was watching it too.  I stripped and put on a nightshirt preparing to turn in early.  Perhaps for once I would give myself permission to fantasize about a girl – about her.  
 
   “Are you feeling alright hon?” My mother stated entering my room.  
 
   “Sure, what do you ask?”
 
   “You seemed a little quiet at dinner and showed no signs of wanting to go out tonight.  I was just wondering if something was bothering you.”
 
   “No I just wanted to have a quiet night” I lied.
 
   “Well your bed is a wreck. I swear sometimes I wonder if you girls have ever made a bed in your life” she scoffed, looking at the beds in the corner.
 
   As she began to straighten up my bed a light tapping sound caught my attention.  I looked over at the window and peering in was Liz, tapping lightly on the glass, still in the lizard print bikini from earlier.
 
   She is here!  God she looks beautiful - has she come for me?  How would I explain this to my mother – I can’t let her see Liz.
 
   “I want some fresh air” I stated casually.
 
   “Well don’t open it too much, without the screen bugs will get in.”
 
   My mother continued working on the bed and I hastily went to the window blocking Liz from her view.  I opened the window and Liz looked up at me anxiously.  
 
   “I am hungry for you Sssandy.  Come out.”
 
   “Shhh” I implored her.  “My mother is over there, how would I explain this to her.”
 
   “Explain what?” Liz replied resting her head on the window sill.  “Come out and see me beautiful Sandy – I need you.”
 
   Her words melted and shocked me at the same time.  I looked back over at my mother who worked diligently on the bed.
 
   “Can’t you wait until tomorrow, it’s a bad time right now.” I insisted.
 
   Liz stared at my nightshirt dangling in front of her face.  He tongue emerged a few inches and flickered up and down rapidly.  
 
   “I am so hungry for you, Feed me Sssandy” She urged.
 
   What is she talking about?  She is going to get me in trouble.  But every time I look at her my heart races.     
 
   I looked back at my mother, she was un-tucking and redoing the sheets.  I had no idea what I would tell her if she spotted Liz.
 
   “I’ll meet you tomorrow in the same spot we met today.” I offered.
 
   Liz looked disappointed.
 
   “Sandra!  What in the world” My mother stated.
 
   I stood up straight, worried she had seen us.  Instead she was just pondering some money my sister had stashed under her mattress.
 
   “That is Elaine’s.  I don’t know why she puts it there” I informed her relieved.
 
   I looked back down at Liz while still shielding her from view.  Her tongue stretched out and flicked the hem of my nightshirt and she looked up and stared me right in the eyes.  I watched her tongue stretch out further and slither under my shirt.  A moment later it daintily swathed my outer lips.  
 
   “Mmmm” she moaned hungrily.  
 
   I froze, worried we were already making too much noise.  I felt her tongue slide past my lips and trace the opening of my pussy.  It felt amazingly sensuous and my entire crotch heated up quickly.  I began to lightly pant while remaining completely still, continuing to shield Liz from view. 
 
   “Mmmm, you taste good” she cooed again.
 
   “Shh – keep it down or I have to close the window.”
 
    “Yessss Sandy.”
 
   I looked back - my mother was still changing the sheets.
 
   Her tongue moved up to my clit and a bolt of sensation shot down my legs.  She licked it slowly, deliberately, and my pussy began to get wet.  For the first time I felt a girl’s warm slippery tongue stimulating my clit and fought he urge to moan.
 
   “Get wetter for me Sandy” she whispered.  “Feed me.”
 
   My mother began humming behind me as she worked, oblivious to the unexplainable situation taking place at the window.  Liz continued to stroke my clit with her tongue and my juices began flowing.  When they did Liz started flicking the tip of her tongue over my clit at light speed.  It felt better than any masturbation I had ever done and an orgasmic feeling quickly swelled within me.  I bit my lip trying to stifle the soft moans that Liz was forcing out of me.
 
   I looked into her eyes as she worked on me, her long tongue stretching under my nightie.  I inwardly wished I could take a picture - because it was the most lurid and sexy thing I had ever seen or felt.  
 
   “You taste so amazzzzzing” she stated as she worked.  As she rolled the ‘z’ in ‘amazing’ an extra vibration rang through the tip of her tongue stimulating me close to a climax I knew I wouldn’t be able to handle.  Not with my mother so close by.
 
   I can’t believe she is eating my pussy with my mother in the same room.  How do I get into these situations?
 
   My legs began to feel like Jello.  Liz reached her hand through the window to stroke my hips and I immediately slapped them away.  
 
   “Please come out and see me Sandy” she beckoned still licking.  
 
   “Okay okay” I whispered throatily.  “Wait until she leaves the room and I will sneak out the window.”
 
   Her tongue began lapping at my juices while still flicking my clit – never missing a beat.  I couldn’t help moaning some more and knew it would get us caught.  I muscled up all my strength and pulled away from the window, then closed the shade quickly just as my mother was turning towards me.  
 
   “Are you sure you’re feeling okay?  I thought I heard you groan.”
 
   “I’m fine” I replied lightheaded.  “I just need some sleep.  I am going to turn in early tonight.  Thanks for redoing my sheets.”
 
   “You’re welcome but the next time you are going to have to do it yourself.”
 
   “No problem mom – I love you.”
 
   “I love you too sweetie, now get some rest.  I’ll tell your sister to be quiet when she comes home so you can get some sleep.”
 
   She walked over and kissed me on the head, then exited the room.  I hastily opened the blind.  Liz stood there waiting eagerly.  
 
   “Come out Sssandy.”
 
   “I’m coming, just let me put some clothes on.”
 
   “No, no clothes.” She insisted.
 
   “I am putting something on Liz.  I am not going to run around the lake in just my nightshirt.”
 
   Liz looked disappointed but waited patiently.  I went to my dresser and pulled out a pair of cotton sweats and slipped them on, then returned to the window.  I opened it wide and threw a leg over the ledge.  I bent down and started to arch through when I felt her grab me.  Liz had a very toned body but I would never have guessed how strong she was.  She easily lifted me and out the window, placing me softly on the ground.  
 
   She took my hand and led me down the dark path through the woods towards the water.  The smell of pine and humidity filled my nostrils as I escaped into the shadows with her.
 
   “Hurry Sandy, I am hungry.” She urged.
 
   I quickened my pace to keep up with her.  We arrived at an isolated patch of grass near the water.  The moon reflected off the lake illuminating us in soft glows of light.  Before I could speak she pressed up against me hard and kissed.  Her arms wrapped firmly around me.  Her legs twisted and coiled around mine.  She wrapped me up so tightly I began to feel constricted.  Then her tongue delved to the back of my throat.  The erotic feel of it filling my mouth made me groan salaciously as she entwined me in her desire.  
 
   The orgasmic feel from earlier retuned with a vengeance.  I kissed her back passionately, loving every moment.  Without me realizing it she had lowered us down to our knees on the grass.  I was getting drunk on her.  
 
   “Please feed me” she begged.
 
   “Take me Elizabeth.  Tonight I am yours.”
 
   Her hands desperately pulled my sweatpants down to my knees.  I trembled with desire and apprehension as she pulled them completely off.  
 
   I can’t believe I am going to spread my legs and give my pussy to a girl.  I can’t believe that I can’t wait to do it.  
 
   Liz effortlessly pushed me down on my back and positioned herself between my legs.  I breathed deeply, heaving in and out in anticipation.  I saw her soft beautiful hair in the moonlight cover my pussy and then felt the touch of her magic tongue.  I swooned shamelessly loud on the deserted patch of grass as it swathed my clit.  She didn’t flick this time, instead patiently working with steady licks all around my swollen nub.  I rocked my hips beneath her in ecstasy, getting closer and closer to climaxing.  
 
   A bolt of stimulation rang through me and I let out a small scream.  Liz had encircled and clamped her tongue firmly around my engorged clit.  She squeezed and slithered it back and forth as the tip curved back around and licked firmly.  I was overwhelmed by the sensation and moaned continually.  
 
   An early heave forced my body up letting me know that a giant orgasm was building.  Goosebumps rose along my arms and neck as I continued moaning under her control.
 
   “Oh fuck Liz” I sputtered.
 
   “Yes, yessss” she hissed.  “Get wetter beautiful Sandy.”
 
   My stomach started seizing and convulsing on the edge of climax, desperately pleading for ultimate release.  That sensation made me so wet juices began trickling out of my burning slit.  Suddenly her tongue unwrapped my clit and I convulsed in anxious desire.  
 
   “Please don’t stop Liz” I begged.
 
   A slice of heaven exploded through me as Liz thrust her tongue several inches into my pussy and moaned hungrily.  I arched my hips up for more and she forced several more inches in.  I was fuller than I had ever been, but she didn’t stop there.  He tongue delved deeper inside me until it finally caressed my cervix and I rolled my hips lustily around her face.  
 
   Her tongue began thrusting deeply in and out of me, fucking me better than I ever thought possible.  I moaned and grunted out of control as her ten inch tongue pumped my pouting pussy for all it could handle.  My onrushing climax reignited on a new level of pleasure.  He tongue arched up as it continually thrust into me, dragging along my G spot.  Even my clit felt like it was being massaged and she fucked me expertly with her tongue.  It was not longer a question of if I would cum – only a question of how long I could hold off.
 
   My juices were flowing freely now and she began gulping and moaning at the same time.  My body was tense with passion and I realized that as she fucked Liz was using her tongue to funnel my juices into her mouth and down her throat.  
 
   Holy crap, she is literally feeding on me!
 
   The tip of her tongue began doing the light speed flicking and my entire insides fluttered uncontrollably.  Like a snowball tumbling down a mountain my orgasm rolled up on me with force.  As it struck, everything but the bottom of my ass cheeks lifted off the ground and convulsed in a full body stimulation that blinded me.  The moonlight became a dim aura that seemingly existed on another plane of reality.  Nerve endings all over my body exploded ringing pleasure through every inch of me.
 
   “MMmmm” Liz moaned urgently, fucking and swallowing with abandon.
 
   Wave after wave of intense stimulation rocked through me dulling all my senses but touch.  I felt Liz’s wonderful tongue sucking the juices out of me, dining on my pleasure like a hungry animal.  Her continual rapid flicking tongue was relentless and prolonged my climax infinitely.  She really understood what she was doing, and my orgasm kept rumbling through me like a freight train.  
 
   After a few minutes of this overwhelming climax my feet became so cramped they began to hurt.  Liz seemed to know she was taking me beyond my physical limits and slowed her pace, still funneling as much of my juices as she could swallow.  As she slowed her pace my orgasm began to ease and I was able to lower my legs back onto the grass.  My climax gently rumbled through me and I grunted and groaned shamelessly.  
 
   Finally her tongue withdrew from me in one quick motion and just like that my orgasm ended.  I lay on the grass panting and exhausted, but beaming with satisfaction.  I had never known an orgasm could be like that.  
 
   “I can’t believe how great that was” I said when I caught my breath.
 
   She eased her body up over mine and laid down on top of me.
 
   “Thank you for feeding me Sandy.  I was so hungry.  I feel much better now.” 
 
   “I feel better too” I giggled under her weight.  “I loved it Liz.”
 
   “I love the way you tassste.” She assured me.  
 
   We were face to face and this time I arched up and kissed her delicately.  An almost shy smile crossed her face which I found very adorable.
 
   “You are so beautiful Elizabeth” I stated sincerely.  “I never imagined I would feel this way about a girl.”
 
   “I always feel this way, but its best with you.”
 
   “Have you always been gay” I asked.
 
   “What is ‘gay?”
 
   “You know, you like girls better than guys.”
 
   She didn’t answer and looked down at me confused so I changed the subject.  
 
   “Are you on vacation here with your family?” I asked.
 
   “I live at the top of the hill with my father.  We have always lived there, except in the winter when we go to our home in San Diego where it’s warm.”
 
   “It must be great being able to go to the lake whenever you want.  You must get tired of swimming.”
 
   “I never go in the water.  I only come near the lake to feed.  I stay in the hills away from crowds.”
 
   I ran my hand down her back and realized she felt cold.  I found it odd since she felt so hot during the day.
 
   “Are you warm enough, don’t you have any clothes?”
 
   “I hate clothesss.”
 
   I laughed out loud.  “I guess I hate them too sometimes.  But it can be fun to dress up.  Didn’t you ever dress up when you went to school?”
 
   She shook her head indicating she didn’t understand the question.  
 
   “You know school – with teachers and homework.  Where you learn about life.”
 
   “I learned about life in the hills from my father.  I never needed to school.”
 
   She has never been to school?  What is she a hillbilly?  Ah, who cares – she’s wonderful.
 
   “I live in Danburo, it’s about a two hour drive from here.  We are only at the lake for four more days.  Then I’ll be leaving.”
 
   “Don’t leave Sandy.  Ssstay here with me.”
 
   “I don’t mean I am leaving right now” I giggled.  “I am not going anywhere for another few days.”
 
   She leaned down and kissed me below my ear, sending shivers down my back.  She kissed her way across my face to my other ear and licked it gently.  
 
   “I’m not sure how to feel about it, but I like you Liz.  I like you a lot.”
 
   “I like you a lot” she replied resting her full weight on me.  
 
   Every question I had asked just created two more.  I struggled to find a way to approach my next question.
 
   “Liz, it felt like you were…you know, drinking me.”
 
   “Yes, thank you for feeding me.”
 
   “Do you like the way I taste?”
 
   “I like to taste delicious woman.  All parts of them, their arms, their titsss, their mouths – all parts.  They are so delicious.”
 
   “You are definitely a strange one Liz” I teased.  “I am going to have to go back soon or my sister will know I was out past curfew.”
 
   “Can I see you tomorrow?” Liz wondered.
 
     “I don’t know, I mean - I want to.  But tomorrow my family is having a big all day barbecue.  All of our friends vacationing in the area will be there.  It’s a big event and I can’t ditch it.”
 
   She looked hurt and it melted my heart.  This strange girl genuinely liked me.
 
   “Maybe I could meet up with you after breakfast and bring you to the barbecue.  I can tell everyone we just met and became friends.  Would you like to come to our barbecue?”
 
   “Yes” she replied eagerly.  “I would like to be with Sandy tomorrow, and always.”
 
   “Okay I will meet you at the spot where we met today.  Sound good?”
              “I will be there.” She replied happily.  
 
   “Good, now I must get back before someone becomes suspicious.”
 
   “Drink beautiful Sandy. Drink water and stay healthy.”
 
   At first is sounded like an odd comment but she was right, I suddenly felt extremely dehydrated and craved water.  She had drained me and I needed fluid quick.
 
   She got off me and we walked back to the lake house hand in hand.  That was when I could no longer doubt I was in a relationship with another girl…and I hated having to say goodnight to her.  
 
    
 
   
  
 

SOCIALLY INEPT 
 
    
 
   The next morning everyone was busy setting up for the barbecue.  I helped my mother and sister prep some of the food until we got a handle on everything.  Afterwards I snuck off and headed for Liz.  I rushed into the hills to the place that we had first met and found Liz waiting for me, still in the same bikini that she always wore.
 
   “Don’t you have any other clothes” I joked.
 
   “I washed this for you this morning.  Does it look dirty?”
 
   “No, it’s just – ah never mind.  Are you ready to meet my family?”
 
   She rushed into my arms and hugged me tightly, lifting me several feet off the ground.  
 
   “I am so happy to see you Sssandy” she gushed.
 
   “I am happy to see you too” I laughed.  “Now put me down.  How did you get so strong?”
 
   She clasped her hand around mine tightly and we walked off down the trail.  
 
   “Now remember, we just met and became friends.  No touching in front of my family okay?”
 
   “Okay Sandy, as long as we are together, but I will be able to feed right.”
 
   “Yes there will be plenty of food, but we can’t let anyone know about our special relationship.”
 
   “Yes, I understand secrets.  You just tell me when I can touch you.”
 
   She smiled at me and it literally made my knees weak.
 
   If I didn’t know better I’d think I was falling in love with her.  I don’t know how this is going turn out but I won’t be the one to stop it again.  
 
    We talked a lot on the way path down.  She told me about the forest and the creatures that lived in it.  She talked about the different types of trees and birds – and how they relied on each other.  She really knew a lot about nature which I found sexy.   
 
   “Have you ever been in love” I inquired curiously.
 
   “Yesss – last night.”
 
   “Are you trying to say you have a crush on me” I asked giddily.  
 
   “I love you Sandy.  I love you right now…and you love me.”
 
   “How do you know I love you?”
 
   “It’s in your eyes.  They tell me you love me.”
 
   “But how can you be sure from just looking at my eyes.  What if I said I didn’t love you?”
 
   She laughed with delight, like a child.  “You can’t fool me Sandy, we are in love this day.  We both can feel it.”  
 
   She removed her hand from mine and slipped it under the back of my knees.  She quickly lifted me up and put her other hand under my back.   Then she shocked me by raising me high above her head, balanced on just her hands.  It was scary to be held so precariously - but she didn’t waver.  I looked down at her beautiful Olympian body effortlessly holding me.
 
   “Sandy and Elizabeth are in love” she shouted victoriously, holding me up towards the sun. 
 
   “Have you lost your mind!  Put me down.”
 
   She laughed and set me back on my feet gingerly.  Then she moved in and kissed me.  Her skin felt hot, like it had the afternoon before, and it started to turn me on.
 
   “I do love you Liz – there, I said it.  Now come on, let’s go meet my family.”
 
   “Eating but no touching right?” She recited.
 
   “That’s right girlfriend.” I said playfully.
 
   We got to the lake house just as guests were starting to arrive.  When I walked up with Liz everyone looked at her.   As usual she was stunning in her bikini and every guy’s eyes followed her as we approached.  Knowing she had no interest in guys I relished their attention and felt proud to be the one she loved.    
 
   “Who’s your friend Sandra?” My father asked as when we entered.
 
   “Elizzzabeth” Liz replied warmly.
 
   “Liz this is my father” I introduced them.  “Liz and I met down at the lake and hit it off right away.  It’s okay if she spends the day with us, right?”
 
   “We’d be honored, it’s nice to meet you Elizabeth.”
 
   “I have never been to this house before” she mused looking around.
 
   “Liz is a local” I added.  “She has been teaching me about the area.”  
 
   About a lot of areas in fact.
 
   Liz caught sight of my sister and her eyes bulged.  My sister and I share some similarities and I knew Liz was noticing them.  Then her eyes moved to my sister’s friends who were also in bikinis and a happy expression lit up her face.
 
   “Well I hope you’re hungry Liz because we got a lot of food.” My father stated.
 
   “I am always hungry sssir” she hissed, and then added, “Except last night.”
 
   “Okay well let’s go sit down” I interjected grabbing her hand and pulling her away.  
 
   “I thought you said no touching?”
 
   “A little bit of hand holding is appropriate in this situation” I replied leading her to a table.  
 
   “That is your sister over there right?” She asked.
 
   “You noticed the resemblance huh.”
 
   “She looks delicious too.”
 
   I stopped in my tracks and turned towards her.
 
   “Liz, I don’t like that.  Are you trying to make me jealous?”
 
   “No Sandy, I just said she looks delicious.  I don’t love her – I love only Sssandy.  I’m sorry if I upset you, I won’t say it again.  I am not used to so many people.”
 
   She said that so genuinely sweet.
 
   “It’s alright, I know this is all new to you.  Besides, how jealous can I be when I am leaving you in a couple of days?  I just don’t want to share – and my sister wouldn’t understand.”
 
   We sat down at a picnic table and settled in.
 
   “Introduce me to your friend Sandra” my mother stated walking up.  
 
   “Mom this is Liz.”
 
   “Hi Liz, welcome to our home.”
 
   “Thank you beautiful Sandy’s mom.”
 
   I groaned, she really had lived a sheltered life and lacked many social graces.
 
   My favorite uncle Bob arrived and I got up to greet him.  I hadn’t seen him since last year and was happy he came.  I greeted him and as we talked I kept an eye on our table - and on Liz.
 
   My mother stood next to the table in a flowered skirt and bikini top talking to my sister.  I noticed Liz staring intently at the side of her chest, which was eye level to her.  Slowly Liz slid to the end of the picnic bench, close to where my mother stood, until her head was only five or sixes inches away. 
 
   To my shock Liz leaned her head forward a little and her tongue slowing emerged.  It stretched out and slid into the side of my mother’s bikini top - then pulled back into her mouth.  My mother jerked surprised and looked around.  Liz sat there casually looking away, her hands in her lap.  Fortunately my mother had no clue what happened and turned back around, swatting at bugs.
 
   Okay I gotta talk to her about that.
 
   Before I could Liz’s tongue came out again, slower this time and then darted into my mother’s top, swathed her nipple and retracted quickly into her mouth.  Again my mother turned around alarmed.  Liz still sat innocently looking the other way.  My mother was clueless as to what was bothering her and discreetly tried to shake any bugs out of her top before continuing her conversation with my sister.  I knew I needed to talk to Liz immediately and tried to end the conversation with my uncle quickly.  
 
   My sister dropped her bracelet and my mother bent to pick it up.  I saw Liz’s eyes glued to her ass, and the space between her thighs.  Her head moved in closer and I bolted over to her.
 
   “Liz, sorry I left you alone so long.”  Then I whispered, “What are you doing?  Have you lost your mind?”
 
   “I just wanted to taste - I told you I like to taste.  I am so hungry Sandy, I couldn’t resist?”
 
   “Just don’t lick anybody else, do you understand?  No-more-licking.”
 
   “You mean I can’t lick you?
 
   “Well…ya, you can lick me.  But nobody else.”  
 
   “Okay Sandy.”
 
   She turned her back to the crowd.  Her tongue darted out and licked my ear lobe.  It startled me and I looked at her with contempt.  She stared back so innocently that we both laughed.  I grabbed and hugged her, making sure it was only a ‘friend’ hug.  
 
   “I thought no touching?” She inquired.
 
   “Well this time I couldn’t resist.  I want you so much.” I whispered.
 
   “Lunch is served”, my father announced from behind, delivering two plates of food to our table.  I was starving and it looked tasty – a burger, potato salad and a green salad.  I dug in but Liz ignored her plate.  
 
   “Aren’t you going to eat” I asked.
 
   “I can’t survive on this stuff, I am not a child.  Drink lots of water Sandy and I’ll eat later.”
 
   “Don’t you eat regular food?”
 
   “When I was younger that was all I ate.  After my body changed and my breasts started growing that food wasn’t enough to keep me healthy anymore.  My body craved real food.  It makes me strong and keeps me healthy.”
 
   “Are you very hungry now?”
 
   “Yesss - and not just for food, I am hungry too touch you.”
 
   I picked up my water bottle and chugged it down.
 
   “We’ll sneak off after I eat.”
 
   “Okay Sandy.”
 
   I continued eating and drinking as much as I could handle.  Liz ate a bite or two, which I guessed was only to please me.  When I was done eating I escorted Liz to our house.  I took her by the wrist and led her down the hallway and into the laundry room.  It had a door that bolted and would be very private.  
 
   Once the door was locked I became the aggressor, grabbing Liz and plunging my tongue into her mouth.  She moaned with satisfaction and coiled her tongue around mine.  I ran my hands across her toned back.  I moved them down her back and for the first time squeezed a woman’s ass lustily.  
 
   “Show them to me” she whispered with my tongue still in her mouth.
 
   I withdrew my tongue and asked “Do you mean my breasts?”
 
   “Yesss.  I need to taste them.”
 
   The sincerity in her tone made my breathing quicken. She really knew how to make a girl feel desired.  I pulled the string on my bikini top and let it unravel in front of her.  I removed it completely and relinquished my breasts to her.
 
   Her hands eagerly cupped each breast and the suction of her fingers dug in.  She fondled them for a minute occasionally kissing my neck.  Her electric fingers closed in on my nipples and she squeezed them delicately.  She began kneading the tips of my nipples between her fingers, the suction cups tugging and shocking them to full erection.  
 
   She stared me in the eyes as she kneaded and I felt myself being provoked into a lusty trance.  My breathing got heavier and heavier as my nipples were made rock hard.  Soon I was lightheaded and panting under her touch.  She opened her mouth - her tongue stretched out and swathed my left nipple forcing a soft moan out of me.
 
   “God I love you so much” I swooned.
 
   “You taste so wonderful” she hissed.
 
   While still pinching with her fingers the tip of her tongue started its lightning fast flicking on my nipple.  The stimulation was much more intense than anything my breasts had ever experienced and I continually winced from overstimulation.  My pussy got wet and my clit began to swell simultaneously.  
 
   “Get wetter beautiful Sandy” she cooed.  
 
   “You could actually make me cum from just working my tits” I stammered.
 
   “It’s because I love you Sssandy.”
 
   “Oh God, fucking take me Liz.  I am yours.  Feed on me.”
 
   She removed one hand from my chest and grabbed the waist of my cotton shorts, pulling them and my panties down below my vulva.  Her hand moved over my clit and squeezed, imitating the action her other hand was doing to my nipple.
 
   “Oh!” I screamed lightly, then cursed myself for making so much noise.  
 
   My pussy drenched and my inner lips pouted in anticipation of her tongue.  She removed her hand from my breast as my shorts dropped down around my ankles.  I fell into a lusty trance, not realizing she had set me on the washing machine and was laying me back, spreading my legs.  I closed my eyes and felt her tongue lapping at my entrance.  It rotated between my lips and clit, teasing me until I was writhing and pleading for more.  
 
   Her tongue eased an inch inside me and she let out a soft “Mmm”.  She slid it deeper sending shivers up the back of my neck.  For a moment she pumped four or five inches into me, causing me to become even wetter.  
 
   “Ahh!” I grunted and she thrust her tongue deep inside me.  When she reached my cervix she began her feeding motion. Her tongue ground against my G spot as it fucked in and out of me, funneling my juices down her hungry throat.  Her fingers went to my clit and gently played with it - bringing my orgasm closer.  I thought it would build slowly but Liz had a different idea.  She began flicking the tip of her tongue as she fed, overwhelming me, and my climax rushed through my hips and into my clit.  
 
    When my orgasm hit it felt like I had stuck my clit into a light socket.  It caused all my hair to stand on end and a bolt of stimulation to fire through me.  I whimpered loudly, unable to control my reaction to the intensity.  I wanted to shout ‘I love you’ but was already worried about the noise I was making.
 
   Next time we gotta go some place I can be as loud as I need to.  
 
   My orgasm rumbled through me as Liz fucked and fed hungrily.  When my orgasm began to pass my torso couldn’t stop spasming - and Liz wouldn’t stop fucking.  
 
   “Stop Liz – that-is-enough” I sputtered between spasms.  
 
   “No, not yet, more” she replied.  
 
   She continued feeding and my contractions wouldn’t end.  My stomach started cramping and I heard voices in the hall.
 
   “Sandra, are you in here” my sister’s voice called out.  
 
   I struggled to remain silent as Liz continued on frenzied.  
 
   “Lizzzz, please stop” I begged.
 
   “Hello” my sister voice called out at the laundry room door.  
 
   “Just a little more” Liz whispered.
 
   Suddenly her tongue lifted up hard and a bolt of stimulation shot through my bowels.  My body contracted and a small stream of fluid shot out of me.
 
   Holy crap, I am squirting.  I didn’t think I could.
 
   Liz’s mouth opened wide and sucked the jet of fluid down moaning with pleasure, still thrusting into me with her tongue.  Another orgasm lined up quickly and I closed my eyes unable to stop it.  Liz’s tongue increased its pace and I bit my knuckle trying to remain silent.  The orgasm struck and washed over me as I heard my sister walking down the hall and out the back door.  Liz slurped loudly during this orgasm, the sounds of her sucking filling the room.  
 
   Just as my climax was ending she withdrew and I collapsed in a heap on the washer.  She began rotating kisses between my pussy lips and clit, cleaning them thoroughly.  I laid there feeling like a cross between prey and a princess.
 
   “I love you everywhere Sandy.  You are my delicious.”  
 
   “I don’t know what I am going to do without you” I stammered.
 
   Liz finally stopped servicing me and I sat up.
 
   “I have only got three more days before I have to go – but I don’t want to leave you.” I said melancholy.
 
   “Stay with me Sandy.  Stay with me always.”
 
   “I want to Liz, but I have a life back home.  I don’t know if I could just abandon it.  Plus, how would I explain it to my family?”
 
   “If Sandy leaves I’ll be so sad” she replied sullenly.  
 
   She stood up and hugged me, our hot flesh molding into each other.
 
   “I still have a few days.  Let’s make them memorable.”
 
   “Okay beautiful Sandy.”
 
   “By the way, did you get enough to eat?”
 
   She laughed and then I laughed to.  Even she thought it was a funny question.
 
   “I ate enough to last me weeks.  Thank you.”
 
   “I can’t believe you made me squirt.”
 
   “It’s easy once you know how.  I’ll do it better next time.”
 
   I looked at her astounded.  “Are you for real?  What did I do to deserve you?”
 
   “I don’t understand Sandy?  I am as real as you.”
 
   “You’re definitely full of surprises Liz” I giggled.  
 
   I got off the washer, put my clothes back on and we exited the laundry room.  When we returned to the barbecue my sister Stacy confronted us.  
 
   “What were you two doing in there?”
 
   “None of your business” I replied calmly.
 
   “It sounded like you were moaning.” She pried. 
 
   “Did it?”
 
   “Ya” she stated looking at both me and Liz closely.  Liz just smiled back warmly.
 
   I didn’t care what my sister thought.  I was quickly losing interest in caring what anyone but Liz thought.  I was continually becoming more and more proud to be with her.  She was one of a kind - and she loved me.
 
   “Well, what’s it to you?” I scoffed.
 
   My sister pulled me aside and whispered “Let’s cut the BS.  Were you two fooling around in there?”
 
   I felt my eyes flare and smiled replying, “Yesss…and it was amazzzing.”
 
   I grabbed Liz by the wrist and we walked down to the lake to sun ourselves in privacy, making sure to grab a bottle of water before leaving.  
 
    
 
   * * *
 
   
  
 

WICKED SISTERS: BRITISH HOLIDAY
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EVANGILINE –TUESDAY’S CHILD
 
    
 
   I rushed for the Hollinwood train and boarded just in time, heading for the Artzu Gallery in Manchester proper.  I had an art history paper due on Monday and as usual I had waited until the last moment to begin.  It was a short trip and I decided not to take a seat, instead choosing to stand in the back and review my notes.
 
   As I flipped though my notes I felt something against my side.  A soft hand moved over my right breast and squeezed it.  I looked up alarmed and felt another hand squeeze my other breast.  I turned around shocked to find two young attractive girls, a blond and a brunette, openly stroking my breasts.  Before I could remove their hands they pulled them away.  I looked around the train – nobody had noticed.  
 
   “Please give me some space” I informed them.
 
   In response their hands returned to my breasts.  I couldn’t fathom it – nothing like this had ever happened before.  
 
   “Do you mind” I stated outraged.
 
   “Not at all” the blond cooed back.  “In fact I quit enjoy it.”
 
   I looked around again.  Everyone’s face was buried in a book or phone.  Nobody had any idea I was being groped in the back of the train.  Their probing hands felt unnervingly sensual which flustered me.  They knew how to touch a girl.  
 
   “I value my personal space and don’t fancy you invading it.  Please remove your hands from my chest.”
 
   “She doesn’t fancy it” the blond laughed boldly, “I love Britain already.”
 
   Their hands remained steady.  The girls turned towards me, cornering me against the wall and shielding me from view in the back of the train car.  Each girl continued to massage her appointed breast probingly, boldly exploring every contour of my private breasts.  They stared at me hungrily and I found their attention to be most disconcerting.  
 
   “I am not gay.  Unhand me this instant” I stammered.
 
   They only giggled and their hands zeroed in on my nipples.  Both girls squeezed them firmly until it became painful.  When I winced their eyes flashed wickedly, never leaving my face.  They held me in their stare – raping me with their eyes as they pinched.  There was something ominous about these girls.  Even through their smiles there was something about them that made me nervous.  They were beautiful but much too confident.  
 
   “Pixie blond hair, tiny little frame – she is so cute” the brunette said in an American drawl.
 
   “Just like a British version of Emily” the other agreed.
 
   “That is exactly what I was thinking.  I miss Em so much.”
 
   “Me too, I wish she could have came with us.  But she has her responsibility to the team. What’s your name girl?” The brunette asked me squeezing my nipples to the point of agony.  I looked at her in shock and heard myself squeak out:
 
   “Evangeline, but most folks call me Eve.”
 
   I came up in the rougher section of town and always acted tough on the surface, but deep down I was a wimp.  All bark and no bite.  A few painful squeezes to my nipples and I became submissive immediately.  
 
   “How adorable, my name is Brandi, and that is my sister Macy.  We are on vacation from the states” she replied easing up on my nipple.  
 
   I sighed with relief as she loosened her grip.
 
   “And you are the best sight we have seen so far” the brunette added.
 
   I must admit, though my stomach was becoming cold from nerves her odd compliment flattered me more than I would have expected.  Their hands began massaging my nipples more sensuously and my breathing became deeper.  
 
   What is happening to me?  Am I day dreaming?
 
   I shook my head to snap out of it but this was no dream.  They continued groping me like I was their property and I continued to be frozen by the assault.  My nipples were very stiff and alive now.  I usually didn’t put much stock into my breasts being touched but this was unusually arousing.  I was being used right under the noses of the other passengers.
 
   “Why are you doing this” I asked feeling lightheaded.
 
   “Because you look like a good way to spend our vacation” the blond whispered into my ear.  “I bet you have a tight pussy that needs to be stretched…and loved.”
 
   I gulped at her words.  It was true I was a virgin, though I was not gay.  But there didn’t seem to be any resolving the pleasure that was heating me up.  Why must I be so weak?
 
   They had me fully blocked off from the rest of the train now and I felt there was no escaping them.  
 
   “Unhand me or I’ll scream for help.”
 
   It was my last defense.
 
   Wham – they pinned me against the wall and their hands pinched my nipples so firmly I did let out a squeal.  
 
   “You’re going to scream anyways.  But if you do it on the train we will make things much-much worse on you.”
 
   “Ya relax Eve – we like you.  If we didn’t things would already be much worse.  Your body belongs to us now.  Be a good girl now and don’t fight it.  You belong to us.”
 
   I stood writhing under their pinching, arching my back trying to get relief.  My hands came up to intercept them and immense pain radiated through my breasts.  They had dug in their nails and were pinching with a searing hold.  I grunted loudly overcome by the pain.
 
   “Put your hands down little Eve” Macy whispered sweetly.  
 
   I was starting to shake from the pain and my hands lowered obediently.  
 
   “Please don’t hurt me anymore” I grunted.
 
   “There’s a good girl” the blond whispered in my ear mockingly.
 
   They removed their nails and I sighed with relief.  Their hands went back to massaging my sore nipples roughly and I writhed helplessly between them.  Their other hands went down to the hem of my dress and began raising it up.  
 
   “No” I stated with alarmed modesty.
 
   The nails returned, searing me to the core and I shut up immediately.  
 
   Wack! – to my shock the blond slapped me hard across the face stinging it immensely.  
 
   Wait – did she just strike me!  
 
   I couldn’t believe it.  I had never been slapped before and looked at them in shock.  My face flushed and the full realization of what was happening finally sunk in.  These girls were serious and not afraid to prove it.  
 
   Their hands went back to raising my dress - over my knees, past my thighs, until it finally crested my pink panties.  I felt embarrassed being exposed on a public train and looked at the ground in shame. 
 
   “What do you want from me?” I inquired.
 
   “You’re going to be our little slut” Macy whispered in my ear.
 
   “A tasty little piece of British property” the blond added in my other ear.  
 
   A mixture of dread and intrigue mingled within me.  Everything was so far out of hand now.  I am just a poor naive Northern girl and was unprepared to deal with what seemed to be American lesbian rapists.  
 
   But they are quite beautiful.  I have become so used to being overlooked that they make me feel attractive…special.  This is crazy - I must escape.  
 
    Macy pointed at the row of three empty seats next to us.  
 
   “Take the middle seat Evangeline” she stated sternly.
 
   Her tone sent shivers up my spine and I didn’t bother debating.  I slid into the middle seat and she sat down beside me.  The blond, Brandi, took the seat next to the window and I felt trapped between them.  Macy raised her hand and ran it through my short hair and I instinctively pulled away.  
 
   “What’s the matter Eve, afraid of a little affection?”
 
   She placed her hand above my knee, just below the hem of my dress and rubbed it familiarly.  I recoiled, flustered by her continued forwardness, but she wouldn’t remove her hand.  Instead the brunette placed her hand on my other leg while still stroking my hair.  
 
   They surely won’t take this much further.  I have to stand up for myself.
 
   My heart pounded and I stammered for something to say.  As I did each girls hand moved up my leg and under my dress.  Their hands slowly stoked the inside of my thighs, easing their way up towards my crotch. 
 
   “Unhand me” I stated nervously. 
 
   Not a very impressive stand.  
 
   The brunette stopped stroking my head and grabbed the back of my hair firmly. 
 
   “Today is your lucky day Evangelslut, we fancy you” she whispered.  
 
   The situation felt unreal.  I looked around the train but the only other passengers were several rows in front of us.  A nauseated feeling took over my stomach.  I worried I was too meek to stop any further harassment and changed my approach, trying to appear the harmless lamb. 
 
   “Please let go of my hair, I haven’t any quarrel with you.  You seem like nice girls.  I am just a modest Northern girl.”
 
   “Kiss me” Macy insisted, “Kiss me and I will let your hair go.”
 
   Oh my god.  This has gone too far.  I can’t kiss a girl - I won’t! 
 
   “It wouldn’t be proper for us to kiss.  I am not that type of girl” I replied timidly.
 
   “Well then it wouldn’t be proper for me to let go of your hair” she replied.
 
   She tightened her grip on my hair until it became painful.  I let the discomfort show in my expression hoping that would satisfy her abuse.   But she just smiled back wickedly and continued stroking my inner thigh along with her sister.  The warmth of their touch spread up my thighs and into my pussy.  Each tender stroke on my thighs softened me a little more.  It felt like their hands were chopping down my resistance and soon I would tumble helplessly at their feet.
 
   I panicked and thrust my legs together thwarting their advancing hands.  Their expressions grew serious – they were clearly displeased by me. 
 
   “Eve you are beautiful and we tried to be gentle, but you clearly require an attitude adjustment” the blond stated.  
 
   SLAP! -  her free hand rang down hard on my cheek and for a second I saw stars.
 
   Oh no – not again. 
 
   My face stung hot where she had struck me.  As I struggled to digest the situation I felt each girl loop an ankle around mine.  They began to pull my legs apart.  I flexed my legs struggling to hold them off but they were bigger and much stronger than me.  I sat there helplessly as my legs were pried open wide by these wicked sisters.  My cheek burned and I became desperate.  
 
   “Please let me go, I won’t tell anyone about this.  Please.” I begged.  
 
   The sisters just laughed at me, increasing both my fear and desperation.  I hated to admit how aroused they were making me and went into denial.  
 
   “Let me go or I will call out for help” I threatened again.  
 
   SLAP! -  another blow landed in the same spot as the last and my face stung intensely.  
 
   “What did you say” Macy hissed.
 
   “Nothing, I didn’t mean it.” I pleaded.  “No more”
 
   SLAP! -  “that is for struggling and being disobedient” Brandi whispered in my other ear.
 
   My cheeks were ringing from the slaps and the shame of being slapped around.  I felt like a hostage which made what happened next so unusual.  A strange arousal began growing between my legs.  The sisters persistent massaging was starting to heat me up against my will.  But there was also something more – something about being treated like a possession was creating an unfamiliar feeling deep within.
 
   They value me.  In their wicked way they make me feel important, even kind of sexy.  But they scare me.
 
   “Please don’t slap me again.  I will be good” I caved.
 
   “Say I am a little lesbian fuck slut” Brandi whispered back.
 
   “I’m not a lesbian” I corrected her.
 
   She raised her hand and I quickly pivoted.
 
   “I am a little lesbian fuck slut.” I stated.
 
   “But are you Macy and Brandi’s little slut?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Say it!”
 
   “I am Macy and Brandi’s little slut.” 
 
   It was odd, something about saying it out loud made it feel true.  It confused me and I struggled to identify my feelings.  Just then the train pulled into Deansgate station.
 
   “This is my stop” I informed them relieved.
 
   The continued to wrap my ankles firmly.
 
   “No it’s not” Macy leered.  “We are going to London - and so are you.”
 
   “I can’t go to London!  If I am not home by five my parents will be furious with me.”
 
   “So?”
 
   They intend to abduct me…and I don’t think I can stop it.  
 
   “But I don’t have a ticket.  When the porter checks my ticket I will be in big trouble with her” I insisted, desperately trying to make a case.  
 
   The sister’s hands moved up to my panties and traced the elastic around the leg holes.  A shiver of unwanted pleasure rippled into my pussy.  Though I was a virgin I had been fingered once, but I had never been touched in that region by another girl.  My breathing became shallower and the full weight of their intentions began to sink in.  They intended on molesting me like a toy.  
 
   “Ladies, I can’t go to London.  Please let me go.  I’ll give you all the money I have on me.”
 
   “We came all this way to see the princess.  Don’t you want to see the princess?” Brandi asked.
 
   “Eve is quit a princess in her own right, a tiny little tasty blond princess” Macy replied.  
 
   “She kinda looks like a tiny version of their last princess, the real one” Brandi observed.
 
   “She does – doesn’t she?” Macy agreed.  “She is our slutty little princess.”
 
   I couldn’t help but feel flattered by the comparison.  These American sisters were truly wicked – but they had an odd way of manipulating my emotions.  Something inside me was encouraging me to submit to their lurid desires.  As their fingers traced the edges of my panties my clit began to swell.    
 
   I guess it could be worse – they are quite beautiful.  
 
   “Unbutton your dress” Brandi whispered sternly to me.
 
   I knew if I didn’t comply she might slap me silly.  I had no choice – they had me and I was beyond help now.  But still – I tried to get out of it.
 
   “I can’t, I am not wearing a bra” I informed them rationally.
 
   I felt their ankles spread my legs as wide as the seat would allow.  Brandi’s hand moved over my crotch and sensuously drug across my pussy.  A moan came out of me like a heavy breath.  Macy repeated the motion with her hand.  Then Brandi took her turn again.  They rotated stroking my heated pussy and it started becoming wet.  Over and over they took turns rubbing it – sharing my privacy between them.   My arousal grew and I cursed myself for liking it so much.
 
   “Unbutton your dress” Macy restated gently.
 
   “I can’t – not in public” I stammered.
 
   The delicious pleasure they were bestowing on my pussy suddenly mutated into pain. 
 
   “Owha” I cried out loud.
 
    Each sister had buried her fingernails into the soft flesh of my inner thighs and dug them in painfully.  The transition was so abrupt my pouting pussy seemed to get hotter from the immense pain radiating below it.  
 
   “Un-button-your-dress-slut” Macy scowled digging her nails in harder than I could bear.
 
   “Okay, okay – no more” I pleaded.  
 
   “Were waiting” Brandi replied still digging in.  
 
   I knew they wouldn’t release me until my dress was unbuttoned and I shamelessly began unbuttoning it without consideration of who might see.
 
   I had five buttons down the front and I quickly got the first two open while writhing under their grip.  As I fumbled with the third one my hands trembled – it was the button of no return.  Once it was undone my nipples would be visible to anyone who looked.  The pain was so intense that I hurriedly finished the last three buttons and then pulled the sides together to cover as best I could.
 
   The train was getting ready to depart.  The sisters each grabbed a side of my dress and pulled it open wide revealing my entire nude torso including my pink panties.  My modesty was being robbed as we sat there and my face flushed further.  
 
                 I might be a tiny woman of just eighteen, but I have nice shaped “B” sized breasts and I considered them one of my best features.  But this was something entirely different – I was exposed.
 
                 Three passengers had boarded at the stop and made their way down the aisle towards us to the rear car.  A man passed first and gawked openly at my exposed body.  I looked down at my lap in shame.  A woman passed next and I refused to look up.  My pussy began simmering warmer knowing strangers were seeing my hidden treasures.
 
   The next person stopped next to where we sat.  I looked up to see an elderly woman looking down at me sternly.  After a few moments she smirked, “Nice rack dear” and continued through the door to the rear car. 
 
   Thanks!...I think?
 
                 Brandi reached down and for the first time I realized they had a bag with them.  She reached inside and pulled out a large cucumber as her hand resumed stroking my heated box with her sister - rotating turns groping me.
 
                 Oh my goodness, they are going to use that on me.
 
                 “Is that what I think it’s for?” I stammered throatily.  
 
                 “Yes.”
 
   Again my pussy quivered in anticipation against my will. 
 
                 “Can’t you take me somewhere else to do it?  I promise I won’t run.”
 
                 “I think right here is fine - don’t you?  Besides, we are already comfortable.  Now ask to be banged by it like a good little slut.”
 
                 “I’ll let you – but not here” I pleaded desperately.
 
                 SLAP! SLAP! – each sister took a turn slapping me and my cheeks felt like fire.  What was I thinking?  I should have known better than to argue with my new owners.  I determined from now to be completely obedient.  
 
                 Brandi drug the thick organic rod up my leg stopping just before my captured pussy.  I heard a flicking sound - Macy had produced a lighter from her bra.  
 
                 “We can’t have these panties obstructing your big moment” she smirked.
 
                 With one finger she pulled down the crotch of my panties exposing my pouting pussy to them.  I watched in shock and she lowered the lighter, lit it and set the crotch on fire.  I looked on in terror as my panties burned and I fought the urge to panic.  I squeaked nervously as the fire burned through my panties and they popped open.  Macy quickly snuffed it out as a whaft of smoke drifted up.  My panties were literally toasted.  She pulled them up roughly over my stomach and out of the way.
 
                 “Ask me to bang you beautiful Evangilslut” She mocked.  
 
                 “Bang me Miss Macy” I heard myself say submissively.  
 
                 “Mmm, I like that.  From now on you will address both of us as ‘Miss.”
 
                 “Yes Miss Macy.”
 
                 She smiled and for the first time I felt like I had pleased them.  The feeling was intoxicating.  They controlled me now, and when I pleased them a feeling of importance washed through me.  I couldn’t deny how much I loved it.  I had truly become their slutty possession.  No longer my own girl – I was owned by them now.  
 
                 Brandi teased my drooling pussy lips with the cucumber and I swooned with pleasure.  She vibrated the tip at my entrance threatening to penetrate me and I moaned eagerly.  Something about their confidence and control merited my obedience.  I caved and fully submitted to them.  
 
                 “Beg for it” she ordered.
 
                 “Please bang me with your large shaft Miss Brandi” I pleaded.  
 
                 “Who do you belong to?”
 
                 “I am the property of Miss Macy and Miss Brandi.  My pussy is theirs.”
 
                 “Oh man I like this hot little girl” Macy cooed to her sister.
 
                 “Me too – do you think we could fit her in out suitcase?”
 
                 They both laughed wickedly and Brandi eased the intruder inside me an inch.  I’d never had anything that large in me before and luxuriated in the lurid feel of it stretching me.  It seemed important that they violate my pussy.  Once they took me with it, it would be official – I would be purchased by their control.  I resigned myself to them as my clit raged and I hump against the massive vegetable shamelessly.  
 
                 “I can’t wait to feed this slutty princess my pussy” Brandi stated lovingly.  “You want to eat my pussy right princess slut?”
 
                 “Yes Miss Brandi, I would love to.”
 
   I have no experience at that – but for them I would.
 
                 She beamed approvingly at my words and slid the cucumber several inches deeper causing my legs to stiffen from the force.  Macy reached into the bag and pulled out a rubber coated object I did not recognize.  She placed it against my leg and when it began vibrating I realized what it was.  She hovered it over my clit and waves of sensation vibrated through my hips.
 
                 The large shaft inside me felt unusually sensual.  I eagerly anticipated taking more of it, lost in my growing lust.  
 
                 Violate me girls, whatever you want.  God this feels good.
 
   I finally felt like I belonged somewhere, and I craved the cucumber much deeper inside me. 
 
   The sisters tightened their ankles around mine and spread me open to the max.  Macy held the vibrator over my engorged clit and let it hover there, its humming barely perceptible to my wanton clit.  I hungered for better contact and bucked my hips against it.  As I did Brandi buried the cucumber as deep as she could.
 
   “Ahhh!” I moaned, but nobody turned to look.
 
                 The stimulation of the vibrator combined with the stretched fullness was heavenly and my orgasm began simmering to the surface.  I’d never been so full and never felt so possessed in my life.  I was anxious to climax under the control of my new owners.  
 
                 The sisters continued to work on me, teasing deliciously with care and dominance.  All of my senses felt heightened under their control.  Macy pulled my head to the side and kissed me deeply.  I used to think kissing another girl would be revolting but with her I kissed back passionately.  I felt her tongue force its way past my lips.  I opened my mouth obediently and sucked it in.  She cooed with appreciation and stroked my tongue with hers.
 
                 Brandi pulled my face away and over to her side.  She smelled like flowers as she brought her lips to mine and I gave her full access.  She continued grinding the organic dildo into me as she sucked on my willing tongue.  I couldn’t submit enough to them for my liking and needed more.  This was too intimate – the pain was what made me feel special.  
 
                 “Squeeze my nipples again” I begged her.  “Be rough, make me suffer.”
 
                 She complied taking a sore nipple between her fingers and pinching it hard.  The pain was heaven.  I groaned lustily under her command and humped the dildo.  The simmering in my clit became a rolling boil and my climax rushed upon me.
 
                 “I am going to cum” I announced.
 
                 The sisters leaned forward and took a sore nipple each into their mouths.  As my orgasm struck they bit down roughly stinging my chest through the waves of pleasure - reminding me who I belonged to now.  Macy pressed the vibrator firmly onto my clit and Brandi pumped the huge invader in and out of me forcefully.  I grunted and screamed as I fluttered between them, no longer concerned with what the other passengers might think.  Several looked back to check but I was in too much ecstasy to care.
 
   What did I care, I didn’t know these people. 
 
                 “First things first, we have to pay a visit to a certain Lady” I heard Macy announce through my pleasure.
 
   The train rushed onward as I climaxed across the countryside on my first trip to London.  A trip I will always remember.  I was now theirs for as long s they wanted me.  We sped off towards the big city and someone named Lady Whocow.
 
    
 
   
  
 

LADY WHOCOW
 
                 
 
                 Dammit!   That ignorant maid left spots on the mirrors.  Why are good servants so hard to find.  One would think it was a hard job or something.  It’s not like I am trying to find a rocket scientist.  Damn my breasts are full.  I have got to go expel right now before I leak and ruin my new gown.
 
                 My husband and son were off on a weekend stalking trip on royal land.  I knew he had agreed to take our child just to show him off to his friends since one year olds don’t have much interest in hunting or fishing.  But I was glad to have some time to myself and a break from the nannies.  
 
                 I am never having a child again.  If I must I will insist he hires a wet nurse next time.
 
                 It was beyond a year since the birth of our son and yet my breasts were producing more milk than they ever had.  The doctor told me I had a rare condition where I overproduce milk, especially if I drink a lot of fluids.  But he assured me it should fade in a month or two.  I rushed towards the loo and my tired overworked breast pump but on the way the butler stopped me.  
 
                 “There are guests at the door madam claiming the doctor sent them.  They claim it’s important that they see you right away.”
 
                 The doctor – maybe they are going to run the blood work we talked about.  Damn I better wait to expel until after I give blood.  
 
                 “Show them into the library.  I’ll be waiting there Johns.”
 
                 “They are already there waiting.”
 
                 “Fine, that is all Johns.”
 
                 “Very good madam.”
 
                 I rushed to the library to get this over with as soon as possible.  My breasts were so full they were beginning to ache.  I loosened my gown a bit to give them some extra room before entering.
 
                 “Are you here for the blood work?” I asked entering the library.  I was surprised to find three nurses waiting for me.  They appeared younger than most nurses and not dressed in whites which I found peculiar.  Upper end nurses were becoming too trendy for their own good.
 
                 “Why yes, as a matter of fact we are” A beautiful brunette announced smiling.
 
                 “Very well, where do you want me?”
 
                 Her eyes flashed wildly which made me feel awkward.
 
                 “Why don’t you sit right here” she said motioning me to a large overstuffed office chair.  
 
                 I made my way to the chair and sat down abruptly, feeling my milk beginning to ooze through my maternity bra and onto my precious new gown.  
 
                 “I hope we find something to fix this” I implored.  “It’s come to the point where I need to expel every three hours.  It really is quite the imposition.”
 
                 “Oh don’t worry I am sure we will find something” the tall blond nurse mentioned grabbing my arm and feeling my pulse.  
 
                 “American are you?”
 
                 “Why yes, thanks for noticing.  Aha, I think I have found something.”
 
                 “What?” I asked concerned by the tone in her voice.  
 
                 “Well we can’t be sure but it might be important.  We are going to need you to pull your gown down so we can access your breasts unobstructed.”  
 
                 The very short blond who hadn’t spoke went to close the library door to give us some privacy.  After she did I reached back for my zipper and unzipped the shimmering gown.  I slid it down over my shoulders and past my maternity bra which was starting to soak through.  
 
                 “Will you be needing the bra off as well?” I inquired.
 
                 “Why yes that would be helpful.”
 
                 “I need help with the strap.  Do you mind helping?”
 
                 “Not at all” the tall blond replied.
 
   She reached back and unhooked the ridiculously large bra.  My aching overfull breasts flopped free.
 
   “As you can see they become full very quickly.  I expressed last not more than two hours ago.  I really need some help clearing this up.”
 
   “Aha, I think I see the problem” the brunette interjected.
 
   “What is it?” I asked thrilled to be making progress.  
 
   “You may have Heifer syndrome but we must be sure.  The first thing we need to do is draw some blood.”
 
   “Heifer syndrome?  I am not familiar with that.  Is it serious?”
 
   “It could be, but let’s not jump to conclusions.  We are going to need to secure your arms before we can draw the blood.  It is of the utmost importance that you remain still.  The first thing you need to do is drink this glass of water”
 
   She handed me the water and I groaned – it would only make things worse.  But I followed their instructions obediently, hoping it would help.
 
   When I had downed the glass she pulled out a wad of long scarves and began fastening my arms to the chair.  It seemed a little odd but I was very concerned about the diagnosis.  I wasn’t familiar with Heifer syndrome but I sure didn’t want it.  
 
   “Please hurry nurse, as you can see I am bursting here.”
 
   “Yes I can see.  Don’t worry Lady Whocow we will take care of you.  By the way, you can call me Nurse Macy, and this is my assistant Nurse Brandi.”
 
   “Yes, yes, nice to make your acquaintance” I muttered anxiously.  
 
   When both arms were fastened securely to the chair she insisted the legs also be secured.  She rolled my chair back and Nurse Brandi began tying my legs to the base- spreading them sharply as she did so.
 
   “The legs too?  Are you sure?” I asked desperately.
 
   “Don’t worry love – it’s just protocol.”
 
   When she was done I was secured quite tightly and felt strangely vulnerable.  The three nurses walked around in front of me and observed my heaving breasts.  The brunette reached down and stroked her hand down it tenderly towards the nipple.  The sensation was electric and coerced a drop of milk out of the nipple.  
 
   “My goodness, I have never seen such a full breast” she remarked.
 
   “Please hurry nurse, I need to drain now.  They are murdering me.”
 
   “We can’t rush.  The procedure must be done appropriately.”
 
   What is it with nurses and their anal routines?  Quit fooling around and get on with it.
 
   “Nurse Brandi will you hand me the clamps”
 
   The blond nurse reached into a bag and pulled out a handful of clothes pins.  
 
   “Now the first thing we need to do is stop the leak” she mused.
 
   “Stop the leak?  What on earth are you talking about?”
 
   She grabbed my overly sensitive nipple firmly sending waves of stimulation right through to my back.  She tugged it hard, stretching it out from the base of my areolas.  Then with one quick motion she clamped the clothes pin to the base of my nipple.  A shocking pain rang through my swollen mammary and I cried out from the sting.
 
   “Ow!” I shouted.
 
   “Shah, now miss.  Don’t forget you are a lady.”
 
   “Yes of course” I agreed trying to resolve my pain.
 
   Nurse Macy grabbed my other nipple, pulled it out firmly and clamped another clothes pin on a similar fashion.  Now both breasts began stinging like bees and I struggled to maintain my composure.
 
   Show them you are a lady.  I didn’t get this title for nothing – oh wait – yes I did.  But they don’t have to know that.  Appearances – remember appearances.
 
   “Will it be much longer” I grunted through the pain.
 
   Nurse Macy held up a small vice like contraption.  Each nurse grabbed a hard nipple and slid the contraption over them all the way to the base.  They turned little screws and the vice clamped down firmly on the base of my nipple.  The sting hurt but they continued until it was tightly clamped on.  The sting bit me sharply.  It was too much for me to handle and a small ladylike scream chirped out of me.
 
   “Is this really necessary” I stammered in agony.  
 
   “Yes it is and it requires you remain still.  Please don’t sully the procedure.”
 
   “I’m sorry, it’s just a little…shocking.  Carry on nurse.”
 
   My breasts were crying to be drained and my nipples were begging for relief from the pain.  I could feel the clamps sealing off my milk and wondered how long I would need to endure them.  I sat anxiously as the nurses continued the test, hoping it wasn’t indeed Heifers syndrome.
 
   The blond nurse, Brandi, reached into their bag and pulled out a flyswatter which I found unusual.  She walked over and stood in front of me stating, “Now hold still.”
 
   Whoosh – she swung the flyswatter impacting my left nipple painfully and I cried out in shock.  The blow made my nipple feel like it was on fire as milk sloshed inside it.  
 
   “What in the devil was that for nurse” I cried outraged.
 
   “Hold still lady Whocow.  It is important that we test the verve of your nipples.”
 
   “The verve of my nippl”…Whoosh - Smack!
 
   She swung the flyswatter hard into the other nipple and a similar pain rang through me.  I writhed in the seat unable to maintain my dignity.  My breasts sloshed as I rocked back and forth trying to sooth the sting.  I struggled against the binding dyingt to massage relief into my stinging breasts.  My breasts were clipped firmly, not allowed to leak a drop, and each breast was literally swelling and becoming stiff with milk.  
 
   “Please nurse, is this really necessary?  Cant I at least expel before we continue?”
 
   “No that would be disastrous” Nurse Macy assured me.
 
   “It would lead to Heifers for sure” Nurse Brandi interjected.  
 
   I heard the tiny nurse laugh behind them and wondered how much longer I had to wait.  Nurse Macy bent over and observed a tender clamped nipple and shook her head grimly.
 
   “Aha, I see the first signs of Heifers.  We have to act fast.”
 
   “My heart sank and panic began to set in.”
 
   Oh my goodness, I might have it.  My worst fears are being confirmed.
 
   “Help me nurse.  What can I do…it’s not too late is it?”
 
   “Not if we act right away.  We caught it just in time” Nurse Brandi reassured me.  “First drink this glass of water quickly.”
 
   She handed me another glass and I groaned.  I could already feel the last glass adding to the swell in my bloated agonizing breasts.  But I did my best to follow their instruction and drank it down.  I began to worry it was too late to cure.
 
   “Now what nurse?  Please, in the name of the crown – help me.”
 
   “An enema” Nurse Macy announced.  “If we get the enema inside soon it will stop the spread in its tracks.”
 
   “An enema?” I pondered as she untied my wrists and stood me up. 
 
   Nurse Macy pulled my gown down to my ankles which were still tied to the chair.   She then grabbed my frilly panties and ripped them down roughly revealing my entitled crumpet to them.  
 
   It’s for medicine – no need for shame…
 
   Nurse Brandi pulled out a two foot rubber shaft and held it up.  It was a good two inches thick and bent in her hand as she held it, flopping to the side.  
 
   “Where is the medicine?”  She called to the third nurse who had most been observing to this point.  The nurse ducked into the bathroom and came back with my husband’s tube of menthol cream.  She handed it to Nurse Brandi who nodded approvingly at it.  My overloaded breasts were sagging at record levels and I could practically feel the Heifers advancing in me.
 
   “Hurry Nurse, I think it’s becoming more severe.”
 
   Nurse Brandi smeared the menthol cream all over the long rubber shaft and walked over to where I stood.
 
   “Bend over the table please” she instructed me.
 
   I bent over and felt her rubbing the end of the enema against my exposed puckered bottom hole.  As she rubbed it began to immediately warm up and I felt a little better.  She slid the tip of the rubber rod a few inches into my bum roughly, causing me to grunt from the force.
 
   “You’re pushing a bit too forcefully” I informed her.  
 
   Suddenly my bottom hole felt hot, unbearably hot, and the heat was spreading with the enema.  The burning inside me radiated throughout my innards alarmingly.  
 
   “It’s very very hot” I announced gritting my teeth.
 
   “Yes that is part of the cure.  Now hold still and take your medicine like a good Lady” she lectured.
 
   The enema was forced up several inches higher and I grunted louder from the force.  The heat continued to spread with the enema which I hoped was a good sign.  She continued sliding the long enema inside me until I felt stuffed.  Nothing had ever been in that region before – and certainly not that deep.  She carried on and I groaned loudly as she eased it in deeper inside me.  
 
   When she pushed on the enema again I felt it curving around my intestines to parts of my body that I have never felt before.  The burning advanced deep within my bowls and I could barely tolerate much more.  It was more than I could handle.
 
   “Only ten more inches to go” Nurse Brandi stated.  
 
   “Ten more inches!  My god – I cannot take it.  Are you sure?” I grunted overfull.
 
   She ignored me and pushed the enema harder.  A huge decidedly unladylike grunt exploded out of me as my precious bum was violated deeper than I could imagine.  Heat began radiating out into my stomach and organs.  Even my tender flower warmed up shamefully.  My body began to break out in a sweat and my boobs were literally killing me.  
 
   “Please nurse, can’t I drain some milk out now?  Please.”
 
   “Not yet” Nurse Macy scolded me.  “We have to get the enema all the way inside.”
 
   “No, I can’t take any more of it.  Isn’t there some other way?  Please let me expel my breast…Please?”
 
   “Lady Whocow, don’t make me have to voice my disappointment in your manner.  Now we need you to keep a stiff upper lip and endure this like a Lady.  It’s for your own good love.”
 
   I am embarrassing myself.  I just can’t take anymore.  Who would have thought I had Heifers?
 
   “Very well Nurse Macy.  Please excuse my outbursts.  I am a tad nervous about my condition.”
 
   The enema was pushed up higher and I screamed out like a little girl, unable to restrain the overwhelming fullness.   
 
   “I can’t get it in any further” Nurse Brandi announced.  “It’s stuck.”
 
   “We’ll have to sit her down on it” Nurse Macy suggested.
 
   Before I knew what was happening they were easing me back into the chair, holding the enema upright for me to sit on – but I couldn’t take another inch.
 
   “I can’t take any more of it” I groaned.
 
   “Sure you can, just sit back.”
 
   Nurse Macy forced my weight into the seat.  Gravity took over and as I sat down my own weight forced the last few inches of the enema deep within me.  My entire torso felt on fire and was slick with perspiration.  My intestines burned as I sat on the long enema feeling overwhelmed by the treatment.  
 
   Nurse Macy began retying my wrists to the chair as I writhed in my seat.  I wanted to back away from the enema but my weight continued forcing it deep inside.  My poor breasts pleaded for release, throbbing my entire chest and I feared the Heifers might be taking over.  
 
   “I…can’t, I-can’t-take anymore.  How much longer nurse?”
 
   Nurse Macy motioned to Nurse Brandi who unbuttoned her top and pulled it open.  She pulled a gorgeous breast out of her bra and squatted down in front of me.  She held her breast over my face and I looked around puzzled.
 
   “Now madam please suckle Nurse Brandi’s nipple into your mouth.”
 
   “What!  What on earth is that going to accomplish?”
 
   “We need to test the difference in viscosity and make sure it’s not something in your saliva.”
 
   I thought it was insane but desperately wanted to finish and had little choice.  I gingerly sucked my first ever nipple into my mouth and it swelled between my lips.  Nurse Brandi moaned appreciatively as I suckled.  I was dying to expel and sucking on this young nurse’s breast only made it worse.  I began sucking harder, subconsciously hoping it would drain my own breast – but it was still clamped tightly closed.  Nurse Brandi moaned from the urgent ferocity of my nursing.  
 
   Imagine if someone saw me, Lady Whocow, suckling another woman.  Modern medicine is becoming too complicated.  
 
                 My bottom was on fire and I felt so full I could barely tolerate it.  I needed relief from my swollen breasts and the massive enema.  I pulled my mouth away from the nurses nipple and shouted, “my bottom is a raging inferno”.
 
                 Nurse Macy grabbed the office chair and wheeled it backwards.  
 
                 “We have got to mix the medicine around better” she informed me.
 
                 She began wheeling me around the massive library heading for a flight of stairs.  When she reached them she turned my chair around and began dragging me up them.  
 
                 Bump! – the chair went as she pulled me up the first step.  The jolt made the enema radiate throughout my insides and I writhed against my bindings.
 
                 Bump!- she went up another stair and the jolt nearly made me pass out.  The burning enema was just too deep.
 
                 “No more stairs” I begged.
 
                 “We must, it’s for the best.”
 
   Bump! – My innards radiated and I whimpered helplessly.
 
   “Ahhh” I shouted overwhelmed.
 
                 She drug me up several more stairs until my bum was screaming for mercy.
 
                 “That’s it!  No more.  I can take anymore” I ordered them.  “Release me this instant.”
 
                 Nurse Brandi walked up the stairs with a wicked smile on her face.  
 
                 “I don’t think so bitch.  This is just too much fun.”
 
                 “How dare you address me in that manner?  I’ll have your license revoked by the end of the day.  Now untie me this instant.” I demanded.
 
                 The two nurses just laughed and turned my chair around.
 
                 “What goes up must come down” Nurse Brandi mused.
 
                 Bump! Bump! Bump! Bump! – they drug me forcefully down the stairs making sure each step landed as hard as possible.  I screamed loudly, overcome by it all.  My breasts jiggled painfully under their weight and the red hot enema drilled into me with every step.  The next step forced the enema completely into my ass and my tight anus closed around it.
 
                 Bump! Bump! Bump! – By the time we reached bottom I was drooling and writhing.
 
                 “Untie me this instant you yank tarts.”
 
                 “Hmm, not very ladylike” Macy smirked.
 
                 “Perhaps we should revoke her title” Brandi observed.
 
                 “How dare you suggest such a thing was possible?   I’ll send your yank derrieres to jail for this” I threatened them – jerking against my bindings in vain.
 
                 Slap – my face stung and I struggled to comprehend what had happened.
 
                 This peasant just slapped me.  I don’t believe it.
 
                 “How dare you!”
 
   Slap – A second slap stung me across the face blurring my vision.  It hurt immensely – both my pride and my face.
 
                 “You don’t threaten us you entitled whore.  How much cock did you suck to get that title anyways?” Macy scowled.
 
                 “I think it’s time she showed us how talented she really is” Brandi added.
 
                 The evil nurses tipped my chair over and I banged to the ground onto my back.
 
   My head knocked against the mahogany floor hard and I felt dazed.  
 
   I can’t intimidate them – what now.  They don’t respect my title.  Oh my goodness what are they going to do to me?
 
   I saw Brandi pulling her red panties down and off.  
 
                 “If you don’t satisfy my pussy like the slutty Lady you claim to be then we will slap you into next week.  Am I making myself clear to your entitled sensibilities?”
 
                 “Yes” I stammered nervously.  “But please unclip my breasts. Please.”
 
   She ignored me, straddled my face and knelt over it.  I must admit, for such a wicked girl she had a cute little flower.  Though I had never tasted another woman before, I was too afraid of disobeying them now.  They had complete control over me and I became terrified.  
 
   She ground her wicked snatch onto my mouth and I tried to do a good job.  But I had no experience and was too overwhelmed by the pressures inside me to focus.  She stood up a moment later and scowled, “She is terrible at this.”
 
   “Let’s whip her” Macy replied and they stood the chair back up.
 
   My body was pleading for relief at both ends and I sat there in a daze, no longer able to defend myself.  I needed to ease the pressures that were exploding through me.  They untied me from the chair but I was too overcome to struggle and they led me across the room like a ragdoll.  They pushed me roughly over the desk and the nipple clamps clanked loudly against when they impacted.  
 
   “Please…please milk me” I begged.
 
   “Bring that here Eve” Macy said to the little blond nurse.
 
   She went over to my husband’s favorite riding crop that was mounted on the wall and removed it.  She walked over and tried to hand it to Macy.
 
   “No Eve, this is your chance to negotiate with the ruling class.  Whip her all you want.”
 
   The small peasant girl’s eyes flashed and a smile as wicked and the others crossed her face.  She raised the crop high and brought it down with force.
 
   SMACK! – the blow burned my bum like a candle and I cried out in agony.
 
                 “No, please no” I pleaded to the dirty peasant girl.
 
                 SMACK! – the sting rang though me and I could only squeak out groans.
 
                 SMACK! – this blow was so hard it echoed through the large room.  I screamed in agony with my body pleading for release.
 
                 “Please little girl.  You don’t have to do this.  I’ll get you a job in my kitchen if you like.  I promise.” 
 
   SMACK! 
 
   SMACK! 
 
   SMACK! 
 
                 She whipped me mercilessly with a delighted look on her face.  My ass was killing me and I whimpered in distress like a child.  Then each of the nurses took a turn kissing the tiny blond and I knew these lurid woman had no boundaries.
 
                 “Pleeease, in the name of all things holy – let me express my breasts” I begged.
 
                 Macy grabbed me by the hair and roughly stood me up.  My ass was welted like a peasant and I felt inhuman.  
 
   “Whip her pussy Eve.  It’s all yours.”
 
   SMACK! – the crop impacted my vulva and pain shot straight up to my uterus.  I closed my eyes and screamed out as she whipped several more times.
 
   SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 
 
   My flower petals felt like a lit cigar was being held against them.  To my great shame I became wet from the whipping.  My heaving breasts felt like they were going to explode as a flood irrigated my sore flower.  
 
   “Would you like to get some relief from your breasts?” Macy asked.
 
   “Yes, please, anything.”
 
   “If you want to be drained you better agree to do exactly what I say.  If you struggle we can whip you all day.”
 
   “I understand…anything…please hurry.”
 
   She whispered something in Eve’s ear and Eve left the room.  She returned a short time later with the maid staff.  The six maids entered the library with shocked expressions on their faces.  Embarrassment washed over me but I was too overwhelmed to speak.
 
   “Does the little cow need to be milked” Macy stated loudly.
 
   “Yes” I said on front of my staff ashamed.
 
   “Prove it, moo like a cow.” She mocked slapping my welted bottom.
 
   “Mooo.  Mooo” I stammered completely humiliated.
 
   “That doesn’t sound like a cow.  If you want to be milked you better be more convincing.”
 
   “Merreagh, mrrrr” I tried desperately to mimic a cow.  
 
   My maid staff just stared with shocked expressions.  Brandi lowered the whip between my legs and rubbed my tender nub with it.  
 
   “Keep mooing Lady Whocow.”
 
   “Mreeerr” I grunted.
 
   I heard the maid staff start to giggle and felt even more humiliated.  
 
   Finally Macy grabbed the clothes pin on the tip on my right areola and unclamped it.  The sting eased and I sighed with minor relief.  
 
   “Please hurry” I begged.
 
   “If you stop mooing again I will stop as well.”
 
   “Merroo” I repeated on continually as the maids laughed with delight.  
 
   My heaving naked breasts dangled in front of them and they pointed and made fun of the cow lady.  Brandi continued to stroke my nub with the riding crop tingling my hot flower intensely.  
 
   “Merroo” I continued shamelessly, begging for relief.
 
   “Macy loosened the vice at the base of my nipple and lingered over it for a moment.  I mooed extra hard to convince her to continue and she finally un-fastened it.  Milk began squirting several inches out of my utter…errr nipple, and landed on the desk soaking it.  Extreme relief set in as that breast began draining.  I swooned as waves of pleasing relief echoed through me. 
 
   The jet of milk began to slow down as the massively swollen breast slowly drained.  It was ecstasy and my snatch heated up excitedly.  When the stream quit the breast was still very full and I begged for them to drain it all.
 
   “Please drain it further” I pleaded.
 
   Instead Macy clipped the clothes pin back onto it and I groaned.
 
   “Keep going little cow” she stressed. 
 
   “Merroo”  “Merroo” 
 
   The maids roared anew.  Macy loosened the clamps from the other breast and a similar jet of milk covered the table.  The maids laughed some more, delighted by my predicament.  Releasing the pressure was heavenly and I moaned between moos as Brandi stroked my flower.
 
   When the breast was no longer full enough to squirt Macy pushed my face down in the pool of milk on the desk and ordered me to lick it up.  I had no other recourse than to lap it up like a hungry dairy cow. After a minute of my feeding Macy called the maids in close.
 
   “Those of you that want a tip may now nurse at the cows nipples.  Are there any volunteers?”
 
   The two youngest maids stepped forward eagerly, laughing and daring each other.  Macy stood me up, lifted each heaving breast in one hand, and offered them to the girls.   At this point I didn’t care, I was dying for relief and stood erect to give them the easiest access, still mooing desperately like a good cow.
 
   “Merroo.”
 
   As each girl latched onto a nipple the stimulation rippled through my body and I moaned loudly.  The other maids gathered in close, their eyes flaring deviously.  It would be a day for them to remember.  
 
   The girls starting nursing and intense stimulation echoed throughout my body causing me to moan uncontrollably.  It was what I had been dying for.  An orgasm started to build quickly in my tender nub as my faithful maids gave me the relief I was aching for.  
 
   “Nobody said stop mooing” Brandi hissed, striking my flower with the crop.
 
   The pain of the blow mingled with a growing orgasm I could not stop.  The relief they nursed out of me was heavenly.  I converted my moans to moos obediently.
 
   “Moohhhooo” I stammered much to the maids delight.  
 
   Brandi grabbed the end of the enema and started jerking it around in my bum and the climax struck like a tsunami.  I convulsed out of control as the maids continued their work.  They suckled me firmly, draining my dairy and causing a pressure release that was scrumptious.  One girl became full and was replaced by the eldest who I had recently scolded.  She took the nipple and bit down cruelly as she sucked.  
 
   The riding crop tapped my hungry nub and wave after wave of climax washed over me.  Brandi continued wanking the burning enema and my vision blurred.  I convulsed wildly with the girls at my breasts, draining their Lady admirably.  
 
   My climax became too intense and I could no longer moo.  Horse groans forced their way out of me while stimulation electrified every nerve in my body.  The library began to blur as the angels drained my milk hungrily.  I was so grateful even the older maids biting didn’t bother me.  
 
   My legs seized up cramped and the maids released me.  I collapsed on the table in a pool of my milk, still fluttering in ecstasy.  The climax finally began to slowly ease.  It had been so intense even its remission was a relief.  I felt Brandi tapping my nub with the crop my bottom convulsed expelling the tip of the enema.  
 
   She began pulling the enema out of me.  My orgasm returned with a vengeance and cramped my stomach firmly.  I felt every inch of the enema’s long journey out of me – like a snake slithering through my bowels.  I whimpered helplessly as the climax pulsated through my innards and my greatly relieved sore breasts.
 
   With a ‘pop’ the enema finally came out.  My climax again subsided and I sighed with relief.  Macy instructed the maids to give us some privacy.  They exited the library gossiping amongst themselves and I felt the full shame at what had taken place.
 
   How am I going to explain this?
 
   Macy pushed me down firmly in the chair.
 
   “We hear you have tickets to the benefit the princess is throwing tonight.  You’re going to get us inside so we can meet her.  If you don’t agree to help we will start over on you.  Do you understand you entitled little useless bitch?”
 
   She slapped me hard again and I felt truly defeated.
 
   “Yes” I stammered submissively. 
 
   “Hey, she is not completely useless.  She makes a good cow” Brandi mocked.
 
   I knew I had little choice but to cooperate.  Until my husband could return I was at their mercy and agreed to get them in to see the princess.  What they had in mind I couldn’t guess.  But had little doubt it would be something wicked.  
 
    
 
   * * *
 
   
  
 

LESBIAN IMPOSTOR
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THE IMPOSTOR
 
    
 
   A sharp woman sliced through the crowd in the lounge like a knife cutting through butter.  Her expression screamed confidence and beauty demanded respect as she moved across the room.  
 
                 She looks so worldly and adventurous.  She probably has more excitement in one day than I’ll have the entire year.
 
   I watched her mildly jealous, lamenting my own dull life in my head.  After three years of marriage my life sometimes felt mundane so today I slipped out to the lounge at the airport - just to break my routine.  
 
   The sharp woman sat down next to me and confidently ordered a Manhattan.  She pulled out her phone and checked the massages before setting it down on the bar and surveying the scene.  
 
   The phone beeped and she picked it back up to read the message.  She shook her head and set the phone down on the bar clearly lost in thought.   After a moment’s contemplation she got up and sliced a path back out of the lounge leaving the phone behind.  I considered calling out that she had left it, but somehow didn’t feel worthy of addressing her - even if I was just trying to help.  
 
   I am not in her league.  A boring housewife like me has no business poking around a sophisticated woman like that.
 
   It sounds sad – but I was feeling so small at that moment.  Like a frumpy shrew who was doomed to a boring life of tedious duty.  And worse – maybe that was all I deserved.  My hand stroked the rim of my wine glass and it softly hummed under my finger when the abandoned phone beeped again.  I looked around for the sharp woman but she was gone.  It beeped again and my curiosity grew.
 
   What kind of messages does a woman like that get?
 
   I looked around one more time but nobody paid me or the phone any mind, so I reached over and grabbed it.  My thumb casually moved over the messages and called them up.  A single text message popped on screen.  It read:
 
   “Meet at the bottom of the escalator near the North entrance.”
 
   I considered texting back the phone had been lost but something stopped me.  Perhaps it was curiosity, or maybe even jealously.  But something inside me wanted to learn more – to at least get a glance of what I was missing.  
 
   What harm would there be just checking on who she was meeting?  It’s not like I am hurting anybody.  
 
   Sliding off the bar stool the wine hit me, spreading a wave of warmth through me and lowering my inhibitions.  I discreetly straightened out my tired old skirt and gazed at the thick black tights beneath them.  It was no comparison to the sharply dressed woman whose phone I now possessed.  
 
   I exited the lounge, following a sign that pointed towards the north entrance.  As I approached the escalator I noticed two smartly dressed women in business suits scanning the area.  
 
   It seems like they are looking for something.  Could it be the woman whose phone I have? What are they up to?
 
   I considered approaching them but a feeling of inadequacy seeped into my thoughts.  What would I, some forgotten nobody, have to say to them?  I surely wasn’t who they were expecting.  
 
   Still, the thought of seeing what would happen if I tried was more exciting than anything I had felt in a long time.  My heart raced and my curiosity grew.  In a moment of haste I backed into one of the stores that lined the edges of the terminal.  It was a shoe store and the urge to upgrade my shoes before approaching the women suddenly made sense.  
 
   New shoes always increase my confidence.  
 
   I quickly browsed the store and selected a nice pair of black heels that went with my frumpy skirt.  I purchased them and changed out of my flats, leaving them on the bench in the store.  When I exited I did feel a new surge of confidence and bursting with curiosity made my way back towards the two women. 
 
   They stood across the terminal, waiting with cool, casual expressions.  As I walked towards them my adrenaline surged and my knees shook more with each step.  They noticed me approaching and their eyes scanned my body up and down, openly evaluating me.  
 
   They are so cool looking and sleek.  Who are they?  Are they models, business woman, spies?  What do women like this do with their free time?  
 
   Are you sure you know what you’re doing Janice?  If they find out I am an imposter there could be trouble. 
 
   I stopped a few feet in front of them and stood in silence waiting for them to make the first gesture.
 
   “Are you Candice” one asked.
 
   They don’t know who I am.  They have never met the sharp woman.
 
   “I received you message” I replied holding up the phone.
 
   The taller of the two looked me up and down with amusement.
 
   “Are you sure you’re Candice?  Your attire is different than most in your profession.”
 
   They are going to catch me.  Quick, act cool.
 
   “I wanted to try something different this time” I replied sternly.
 
   “Very well, do you accept the terms of the offer?”
 
   “Yes” I heard myself reply, wading deeper into the deceit.  
 
   “Alright then, follow us.”
 
   They led me to the top of the escalator and then towards a set of elevators that connected to the hotel.  I followed behind them, my nervous excitement increasing dramatically.
 
   I am really doing this.  I hope I don’t regret it.  This is so thrilling, where could we possibly be going? I feel like a secret agent.
 
   Inside the elevator they hit the button for the penthouse and the taller of the two demanded that I open my mouth.  I tentatively opened and she forced her fingers between my teeth and pried my jaws wide, examining me like a horse.  
 
   “Arh” I grunted, surprised by the act.
 
   When she was done she released my mouth, took out a notepad and wrote something down.  I stood nervously in the corner of the elevator hoping what she saw didn’t reveal me as an imposter.  The two women nodded at each other and one took an envelope out of her pocket.
 
   “You get twenty five percent now and the rest when the job is complete” she stated passing the envelope to me.  “Accepting this verifies your compliance with the arrangement.”
 
   This envelope is heavy.  I wonder how much cash is in it?  I could really use this money.
 
   “This is your last chance to back out” the other added.  “But going by your reputation I know you won’t.”
 
   “No, of course not.  Once I make a deal I don’t back out” I announced trying to sound convincing.  I casually placed the envelope in my purse dying to know how much was in it.
 
   “Good, you are now under contract.  When we reach the penthouse the job will begin and we expect you to be compliant.  Any failure to play your role and the down payment will be all you receive.  Is that clear?”
 
   What am I getting into?  Stay cool Janice.
 
   I nodded confidently, trying to stay in character.  When the elevator reached the top floor the doors opened into a posh hallway that led to the entrance of the penthouse suite.  I knew immediately that I was way over my pay grade and my imposter heart beat a little harder.   I took a deep breath and braced myself for whatever it was I had consented to.  When we were all out of the elevator the two women turned to me.
 
   “Now strip bitch” one sneered.
 
   Gulp – did she just say strip?
 
   “You mean right here?”
 
   The two women looked at each other with knowing gazes and then descended on me like hungry wolves.  One grabbed my purse and tossed it on the floor beside me while the other grabbed the back of my hair.
 
   “Save your disobedience for Venus” she scowled.
 
   On my god.  What have I done wrong?  I better do as I am told.
 
   One woman pulled hard on my blouse and all of the buttons went tumbling onto the floor.  She began tugging it off me roughly as the other yanked my skirt down to my ankles.  Then both women ripped at my thick tights tearing them off me.  My heart pounded as violently as their ripping and I tried not to gasp out loud.  Suddenly I was standing in just my bra and panties feeling self conscious in front of the two sleek women.  
 
   “Hands behind your back” one announced.
 
   I complied, obediently placing my hands behind me and my wrists were handcuffed together, binding them securely.  I wanted to struggle but tried to remain calm and not reveal my true scardey cat nature.  
 
   The taller of the two women opened her briefcase and removed a leather strap device.  The other grabbed my hair firmly and held my head up straight as the tall girl fastened a leather collar around my neck.  When it was secure she attached the leather strap to the collar and yanked on it.  I was forced forward and she led me by the leash to the door of the suite. 
 
   What the hell is this?  I am on a leash!  This is more than I can handle - maybe I should try and get out of this.  It’s too late, I accepted the envelope.  Oh shit…I do want that money but heaven knows what is going to happen to me now.
 
    
 
   
  
 

PREPPING THE TOY
 
    
 
   The tall woman knocked on the door.  A few moments later it opened and a woman wearing only a man’s tie around her neck waved us in.  The woman in the tie bowed as we entered and I realized she was some type of servant.  
 
   The tall woman pulled me into the lavish suite on the leash and the next thing I knew I was standing in the middle of a large room that overlooked the airport.  My leash was tied off to a metal handrail that divided the room leaving me trapped where I stood.  
 
   What have you done Janice?  What have you fucking done.  I hope you are happy.  I shouldn’t have ordered wine.  
 
   The two sleek women walked to a large set of double doors.  The tall woman pressed on an intercom and spoke: 
 
   “The product is secure and ready to be prepped for Venus.”
 
   A voice on the other end confirmed and the tall woman turned to stare at me.
 
   “You’re much plainer than I was expecting Candice.  But I must admit there is something mysteriously alluring about you.  You really are different than the others.  I can see why there is such a demand for you.”
 
   You can – why?  I am dying to know.  I’ve never been described as mysterious in my life.  Janice is boring…but I am not Janice right now – I’m Candice.  God I hope I can live up to whatever my reputation is.
 
   I naturally admired the two sleek women.  They were confident and looked so powerful in their business attire that I found myself worried about disappointing them.  I secretly felt the need to impress them. 
 
   The door swung open and a heavyset older woman in a long flowing silk dress walked in with two younger girls trailing behind.  She motioned the two younger girls over to me while looking me over thoroughly.  The young women started taking my measurements with sewing tape and writing them down.  They measured my hips, shoulders and chest, swirling around me like two buzzing bees.  
 
   When one of the girls measured the inseam of my crotch her wrist bumped against my clit and I jerked with alarm.  The large woman laughed at my modesty and I felt my pussy warming underneath my panties against my will.
 
   “Remove her panties” she instructed.
 
   The two young women stopped what they were doing and knelt down in front of me.  Each girl took a side of my panties and pulled them down.  Slowly my pussy was revealed to the room and my embarrassment swelled within me.  Nobody except my husband had seen my pussy in several years.  
 
   The large woman sidled up to me and gripped one of my breasts possessively.  I struggled to remain calm as the first woman to ever grope me took her time.  Her hand squeezed my breast firmly, evaluating me like an animal.  When she released it I could feel my breast throbbing luridly where she had held it.  The unexpected twist made my nipple slowly elongate in front of the room and my face grew warm.
 
   “Venus is going to like her new toy,” she smirked.  “And she is in an eccentric mood today.  Remove her bra.”
 
   The two young waifs began removed my bra as I stood frozen by the continuing exposure of my body.  When my chest was revealed my other nipple hardened in shame matching its sister.  
 
   “Bring them to full length” the large woman ordered.
 
   The two waifs immediately leaned in and took a nipple into their mouths and my breathing stopped.  
 
   Girls are sucking on my nipples.  Is this really happening?  It feels so naughty, but sensual.
 
   As the girls nursed my nipples to full length my pussy was growing warmer over the attention of other females – something I never considered possible.  When their mouths finally released my chest I found myself oddly disappointed.  
 
   That was really kind of luxurious.  I am not gay…am I?  No, don’t jump to conclusions.  It just felt good.  
 
   What I had always expected to be very off putting, even gross, turned out to be just the opposite.  It felt wonderful, something my heating pussy confirmed.  It had been a long time since anyone had genuinely aroused me and I became flustered and confused.
 
   The two waifs gripped the nipple they had been sucking on and tugged them, stretching them out gently and I couldn’t restrain moaning.  The large woman held up what looked like a narrow strip of tape, except it shined in a metallic way.  It was only about a quarter inch wide and she looped the tape around one of my stretched nipples, affixing it tightly with her fingers.  Once it was firmly stuck to me the waif let go and this was repeated on my other nipple.
 
   I stood with the metallic tape around my nipples forcing them to remain elongated.  My breathing deepened and my nerves flashed through me again.  I tried not to think about where this was all heading, but it seemed clear my body was what had been contracted and I felt helpless to question it.
 
   “She is coming,” the tall sleek woman announced looking at her phone.
 
   The two women that had brought me here moved to the front door and stood alongside it obediently.  The large woman’s expression became more serious and the room fell silent.  The front door rattled and opened and I watched with baited breath for what had caused the change in everyone’s mood.
 
   A tall striking woman entered wearing black leather from head to toe.  She wore a black skirt that just covered the tops of thick black stockings and a tight black leather top which her shapely breasts struggled to burst free from.  Four inch black heels completed her outfit but it was her face that I couldn’t take my eyes off of.  It was strong and beautiful and her expression conveyed authority.
 
   That is a queen bee if I have ever seen one.  She is stunning but what are her intentions with me?
 
   As she entered everyone except me dropped to their knees and a cold wave of nerves gripped my stomach.  I was finding myself further and further over my head.   She walked towards me, her heels clicking authoritatively with each step.  I couldn’t help being intimidated and tried to appear friendly.
 
   “My name is Candice” I offered trying to sound cheerful.
 
   There was a collective gasp and the striking woman looked at the large woman accusingly.  
 
   “I am so sorry Venus.  I haven’t had time to completely prep her.  But her tits are done, here is the phone.”
 
   She held out a phone to Venus who took it with an unforgiving sneer.  I couldn’t help noting that even when she was angry she was stunningly beautiful.  This woman was a one in a million alpha female and I began to feel small in her presence.  But I must admit deep down the thought that she was there because of me made me feel valuable.  I was the center of her attention and couldn’t resist being flattered.  
 
   “This is the second time you have failed” she scowled at the large woman.  Then she turned and pointed at me, “Up against the wall, now!” 
 
   My leash was untied from the rail and the two young waifs grabbed my arms and walked me to the wall, forcing me roughly against it face first.  My adrenaline surged and I struggled against the handcuffs. 
 
   “Her too” I heard Venus say behind me.
 
   Suddenly the large woman was forced against the wall next to me, a look of dread on her face.  
 
   “I didn’t mean to offend you,” I called out to Venus.
 
   SMACK!
 
   White light flashed in my eyes and I grunted in shock.  Suddenly a stinging pain echoed out of my right butt cheek and burned its way across my entire ass.  I writhed against my cuffs in agony.  I had never been spanked so painfully in my life.
 
   Oh my goodness this is way too much to bear.  
 
   SMACK!
 
   Another loud blow rang out and my body tensed before realizing it was administered to the large woman next to me.  She groaned in agony and continued pressing her face against the wall.  
 
    “You have failed me for the last time you rotund hippo.  From now on you will be punished for your failures.”
 
   “Yes mistress” the heavy woman stammered.
 
   Venus approached me and I felt her hand tracing the welt that was rising where she had spanked me.  Her fingers made the hand shaped welt burn harder as she drug them across it.  My deep, frightened breathing increased and I reflexively swooned under her control.
 
   I felt her other hand grip my leash and heard her say, “bring me the slut seat.”
 
   I closed my eyes as she held the leash taunt.  I could sense the two waifs standing next to me and peered out one eye.  One of the waifs was smearing some type of fluid on a black dildo looking device.  
 
   What’s happening?
 
   A moment later something impacted my pussy lips and I jerked with alarm.  
 
   SMACK!
 
   Another agonizing blow to my ass made me squeal in pain.
 
   “Hold still you disobedient little slut or I will get my bull whip.”
 
   “Okay, I’m sorry, please don’t be mad.”
 
   SMACK!
 
   “Who gave you permission to speak?”
 
   Another blow rang out against the large woman and I heard her groan in pain.  I fought to remain perfectly still and quiet as I waited for whatever was going to happen.  There was pressure against my pussy lips and I felt them begin to stretch.  
 
   I am being penetrated!
 
   Something forced its way past my inner lips and I felt the mysterious rod penetrate me a few inches.  I bit my lip trying to remain obedient and felt something pressing against my tender virgin asshole.  
 
   No, not my butt!  I can’t handle anything in my ass.  I am just not that kind of girl.
 
   My innocent anus was stretched until something popped past the entrance and eased inside me.  I grunted loudly, unable to control it, and heard Venus coo with delight.  She was clearly enjoying my overwhelmed situation, but that was just the beginning. 
 
    Both of the violating rods were pushed further into me and I groaned overcome by the fullness.  I could feel them dragging against each other as they penetrated me deeper and deeper.  My body tensed and I fought to urge to grunt.
 
   Just when it felt like I couldn’t handle another millimeter I felt something impact my hips and they stopped.  A strap was looped around my waist and fastened, securing the duel violation deep inside me.  I felt stuffed and my poor ass wasn’t used to being so full.  I whimpered feeling like a mounted animal and a drop of drool dripped out of my mouth.  
 
   Before the drop could hit the floor I became aware of something else.  My pussy was drenching wetter than it had ever been.  It was much fuller than I was used to and it shamelessly began aching to be banged.  As I noted the feeling my clit swelled tightly with anticipation and nerves.
 
   Still holding my leash, Venus pulled me away from the wall and ordered me to my knees.  I knelt down before her, nervously willing to follow any commands she would give and hoping not to displease her.  One of the waifs undid my handcuffs as the twin violations rubbed together deep inside me.
 
   Venus walked over to the bar dragging me by the leash.  I crawled on my hands and knees trying to keep up with her.  Crawling while double penetrated made me feel owned – like a toy.  The dildo in my pussy ground against my G-spot causing my pussy and clit to throb with each move.  Whenever I would fall too far behind she would jerk the leash demandingly, making me feel like a disobedient dog.
 
   She reached the bar and poured herself a drink as I knelt at her feet.  When she was done she held the glass while looking down at my embarrassed face.  I averted my eyes not wanting to challenge her.  
 
   “Look up at me slut” she scowled.
 
   I looked up and she turned her glass upside down dumping it on my face.  The drink splashed against my eyes and mouth and cascaded onto the floor.  It was humiliating and I panted softly hoping I had not upset her.
 
   “Clean it up little slut” she demanded.
 
   I looked around for something to clean up the mess with.  She leaned down and jerked my leash firmly.  
 
   “I don’t mean with a towel.  Be a good doggie and lick it up.”
 
   She pulled the leash harder forcing my face down to the floor.  I leaned down and tentatively licked the liquor hoping to please her.  My mind reeled with humiliation, fear and…arousal.  It was an odd time for it to happen and maybe it was the wine, but the throbbing in my clit grew stronger creating a desire to climax.  One thing was for sure - I was under her control and licked obediently for my one in a million stern, beautiful new owner.  There was no challenging it.
 
   I really want this woman to like me.  No…I need her to like me.  God this is humiliating but I’ve never felt anything like it.  One thing is for sure – this isn’t a typical Janice afternoon.  
 
   Perhaps I was just grateful for some excitement – any excitement.  Something inside me began worshipping my new mistress.  An emotion I would have never guessed would happen.  I was feeling more attracted to her than anyone I had ever met.  
 
   I obediently lapped up the drink and continued cleaning the floor at her feet, not caring about my own well being and desperately trying to impress her with my devotion.
 
   “Good little doggie” she complimented.  “Bring tubby over here.”
 
   The two waifs lead the large woman over to me and forced her to her knees.  Another drink was dumped and Venus ordered her to lick it up as I had done.  Venus pulled me upright on my knees and placed her strong hand on my head as we both watched the mature woman clean.  
 
   When the woman was done Venus ordered her to lay face down on the marble floor while pulling me over to a carpeted section of the room.  
 
   “Bang her with a tequila bottle,” she ordered the waifs.  “See what happens when you don’t do your job tubby.  Maybe I pay you too much.  The next time the package isn’t prepped and disciplined when I arrive you will be fired.”
 
   “Yes mistress Venus” the heavy woman panted.
 
   The two waifs took the bottle and positioned it to bang the heavy woman and Venus pulled the leash making me look up at her.  She held up the phone she had been given in front of my face.  Her expression was serious and my stomach grew cold.
 
   “Do you know what this phone does?”
 
   I nodded ‘no’, too afraid to speak out loud.
 
   “It controls your obedience collars.  You see little slut, when I press this button.”
 
   Her hand pressed the digital button on the touch screen.  Suddenly a powerful jolt rocketed through both of my nipples and I screamed in agony.  
 
   “Gah!” I cried out.
 
   The jolt surged into my chest making my already stretched nipples harden firmer than they have ever been.  An electric sensation echoed through my chest and my nipples stung intensely.
 
   I looked up at her with obedient shock, terrified of another jolt.  She saw the fear in my eyes and smiled.
 
   “Who do you belong to little doggie?”
 
   “I belong to you Venus.”
 
   She pulled my head closer to her crotch.
 
   “Now you’re going to eat my pussy and if you don’t do a good job,” she held up the phone.  “Then the bad doggie gets more training.”
 
   Am I really going to eat my first pussy?   Please don’t press that button again.
 
   “Yes mistress Venus” I answered subserviently.  
 
   She now owned my mind and my body and I found myself anxious to begin pleasing her.  She reached down and raised her skirt past her stockings exposing a perfectly shaved panty-less pussy.  The leash pulled me close until I was inches from it and I knew what was expected of me.  I was an amateur but I was eager to do my best.  Just thinking about pleasing her made my own clit throb harder over my stuffed holes.  
 
   I daintily licked her clit first and her increased breathing encouraged me.  I took her whole nub into my mouth and felt it expanding against my tongue.  A soft swoon emanated from her lips filling me with pride.  I was pleasing my temporary new owner, something I wasn’t sure I could accomplish.  
 
   In the background I heard the large woman groaning as the waifs banged her ass with the bottle.  She howled and grunted but he waifs continued on unflinchingly.  My lips released Venus’s swollen nub and my tongue glided down between her inner lips giving me my first taste of another woman.  An olive oil taste spread through my mouth, a flavor I wasn’t expecting.
 
   Venus is obviously special in many ways.  God she is so sexy.  I can’t even believe I am thinking that about a woman.  
 
   JOLT! 
 
   “Ahh!”
 
   Another stinging shock was sent through my nipples and into my chest causing me to pull back and squeal in pain.
 
   “Back up to the clit little puppy.  You were doing just fine.”
 
   “Yes ma’am,” I answered subserviently.
 
   My chest throbbed as I tried to manage the tingling aftershock.  I got back to work feeling different than I ever had before.  Every time she referred to me as a dog it humiliated me, but that was becoming less and less.  I felt a strange affection each time she said it to me.  My identity was being stripped and it excited me.
 
   I continued nursing her clit and using my tongue to stimulated the tender inner nub and she swooned with satisfaction.  The longer I worked the more her legs began tensing up as she stood over me.  
 
   She is actually going to cum.  I am succeeding.  Hooray!
 
   “Work faster or I’ll push the button” she warned in a throaty voice.
 
   My nipples tingled harder at the threat making me double down on my work and Venus did indeed climax in my mouth.  She grabbed my head and held my face close to her as she convulsed in orgasm moaning dominantly.
 
   Even her moans reek of authority.
 
   Venus shivered over me, petting my hair, until her climax faded and she let out a long sigh.  Her hand grabbed my hair and pulled my head back.
 
   “Good puppy” she cooed down at me.
 
   “She looked like an amateur” the large woman interjected.
 
   Venus released me and turned on her with venom.  The woman had just been allowed to stand again and even I knew she should have kept her mouth shut.
 
   “How dare you interject your opinions during the obedience training you insolent whore.”  She turned to the two waifs and growled, “Collar her nipples.”
 
   “Wait Mistress Venus – no.  I didn’t mean…”
 
   The two waifs descended on the large woman and fastened obedience collars around her nipples in the same way that had to me.  When it was secure they cuffed her wrists behind her back.
 
   “You don’t have to do this” the woman begged.
 
   “If you protest one more time you’re fired and can pick up your final paycheck.  Is that what you want…little piggy.”
 
   How cruel.  Venus doesn’t tolerate any disobedience.  She is so stern. 
 
   “No Venus I am sorry, I’ll behave.  Please don’t fire me.”
 
   “You’ve gotten fat, lazy and complacent.  You are long overdue for this lesson piggy.  I’ve come to realize that if you don’t know how it feels how can I expect you to prep future pets?  It’s time for you to get an education.”
 
   Venus held up the phone and the woman’s eyes widened with fear. 
 
   “I promise I won’t be disobedient any more Venus.  I worship you, please” she begged harder.
 
   “This little piggy went to the market” Venus sneered circling her finger around the button.   Piggy shook her head in disbelief, an expression of terror on her face.
 
   “This little bad piggy stayed home.”
 
   “Please Venus, your scarring me.” Piggy pleaded.
 
   “You weak piggy.  Challenge me one more time you will be unemployed.  Now – this little piggy had roast beef…and you little piggy had none.”
 
   ZOLT! 
 
   Venus pushed the button and held it.  A continual jolt shot through the woman and her nipples stiffened longer than I would have imagined possible.  Piggy jumped up in the air and wailed a loud scream as the current surged on.  After a few seconds Venus released the button and Piggy hopped around whimpering in front of us.  Venus turned to me and smiled.
 
   “And that little piggy went ‘wee wee wee’ all the way home.  Now do it Piggy.”
 
   “Whee!  Whee!” The large woman squealed writhing in agony.  
 
   “Don’t think you’re out of the woods yet Piggy.”
 
   “No Venus, I would never second guess you.”
 
   She stared at the floor in shame and mistress turned back to me.  My leash was pulled and I was drug to my feet.  Venus leaned in and gently kissed my cheek.
 
   “Who’s my good little puppy?”
 
   “I am,” I replied.
 
   “Does my little puppy want to help mommy teach piggy a lesson?”
 
   Oh shit, what do I say to that?  She is clearly pleased with me.  I better not disagree with anything she says.
 
   “Yes” I stammered.
 
   The extra long jolt she had given to piggy scared me.  My nipples were already tingling maddeningly and I knew couldn’t handle a longer jolt like that.  
 
    
 
   
  
 

GOOD PUPPY – BAD PIGGY
 
    
 
   “We are going to try something different today” she informed the waifs.  “Attach the dominator to the good puppy.  She deserves a snack.”
 
   The waifs disappeared and returned a minute later with what looked like a strap on dildo.  Only it had wires running out of it.  The waifs strapped it onto my already full hips.  I could feel them adjusting and attaching it to the dildos that were inside me.  When they were done they stepped back and I had a fat eight inch silicon erection protruding from my hips.  
 
   “Sit down on the table Piggy” Venus demanded.
 
   Piggy sat down on a table near the middle of the room and the two waifs spread her thick legs.  Venus drug me by my leash between Piggy’s legs and ordered me to fuck her.  
 
   “She is all yours my sweet little puppy.  Fuck her brains out.”
 
   Gulp!
 
   I knew I had no choice as the waifs positioned me closer between Piggy’s legs.  Her pussy was hairy but looked tight, like it hadn’t seen much action.  The head of my fat dildo was placed against her pussy lips and I was ordered to penetrate her.
 
   Am I really going to do this?
 
   I leaned forward and my hips pushed the fat head of the dildo into her pussy causing us both to squeal.  When I had pushed the dildo it caused my twin dildos to withdraw inside me and I realized the two devices were somehow connected.
 
   I humped it in a little deeper and groaned.  The dildos inside me fucked in and out of me like they were on a crank.  Every bit of pressure on my strap on caused my dildos to fuck in and out of me – only I was being double penetrated.  I no longer worried about being too rough with Piggy’s tight pussy.  Compared to me she had it easy.
 
   I pushed the dildo all the way in causing Piggy to grunt loudly and my rig to fuck in and out of me in one complete rotation.  I had to stop and catch my breath.  The feeling of my anxious pussy being stroked was nice but I was not used to my ass being banged and it overwhelmed me.  When I eased the strap on back out it happened again and this time I moaned.  The dildo in my ass was too much and when it fucked me I could feel the sensations all the way into my stomach.
 
   “I have got my finger over your button as well puppy girl.  If you fuck her hard like the insolent slutty Piggy she is I might not push it.  But if you don’t you will be shocked beyond your wildest fears.”
 
   The tone in her voice let me know she was not bluffing.  I plunged back into Piggy’s tight pussy and she squealed overwhelmed as my own rig pumped me deep.  The lurid scene had my pussy soaked and I struggled to understand why.  My clit tingled and I swooned as I long stroked the tight pussy.
 
   “Harder puppy dog – fuck the bad piggy hard!”
 
   I started a firm and steady stroke, barely able to manage my own penetration.  Each time I thrust into Piggy my dildos fucked in and out of me in one full stroke.  The same happened when I withdrew.  I was being fucked at twice the speed.  It felt like I was fucking two people at once – and one of them was me!  I began fucking my disobedient partner overwhelmed and my clit throbbed for relief.
 
   JOLT!
 
   Piggy and I screamed in unison as the surging electricity tortured both of our nipples.   Venus had pressed both buttons at the same time and I whimpered as I fucked myself and Piggy.  
 
   “I said harder!” She scowled at me.
 
   I slammed into Piggy causing us to both grunt and I started pounding her…us hard.  It was too much for me, especially the ass fucking, and I had to stop and catch my breath again.
 
   JOLT!
 
   Another sting from the nipple collars surged through my chest and I wailed in agony.  But this time Venus held the button a moment longer and I writhed in pain.
 
   “I ordered you to fuck her hard.  No stopping!”
 
   My teeth clenched together and my nipples stung and burned like crazy.  I forced myself to pound the dildo hard into Piggy afraid of more jolts.
 
   I didn’t waste any time trying to recover and began pounding Piggy hard.  Piggy began continually grunting as I stretched her little pussy to the max, but I knew I had to fuck us both hard and kept on thrusting mercilessly.  Piggy’s breasts jiggled wildly as I pounded her and the room filled with the sounds of our fucking and grunting.
 
   “That’s not how a piggy grunts.  Squeal like a piggy – Piggy.”
 
   “Weee!  Wheee!” Piggy squealed and my clit throbbed harder over the outrageous sound.  
 
   The more I fucked her the better it felt, and the more she squealed the more urgent my own need to climax became.  Emotions raced through me faster than I could process.  I felt ashamed, aroused, powerful, helpless, predatory, and important.  Venus watched it all with a smile, her eyes flaring with delight.  She was definitely a different sort of woman - one with lurid appetites.
 
   I began to realize I was whimpering quite loudly as I fucked.  My double penetration pumped me continually as I stroked and my clit was throbbing harder than ever.  Each squeal from my helpless partner excited me more and I realized my orgasm was coming on strong.
 
   “Oh, I am so sorry,” Venus remarked to me.  “How could I be so inconsiderate?  Doggies don’t screw in this position.”
 
   The waifs pulled me backwards and I slipped out of my mount.  They rolled Piggy over onto her stomach across the table and forced me back inside of her with a grunt.  I wasted no time returning to my hard stroking, only in this position her round ass made my rig fuck into me further and I whimpered overcome by the deeper penetration.  
 
   “Isn’t that better little puppy?”
 
   I was grunting too much to respond and focused on drilling my helpless Piggy as hard as possible.  The doggie position also made my contraption bang against my throbbing clit as I pounded.  The pumping inside my ass caused me to feel nauseous - but in an orgasmic way and the hair on my arms stood up stiff.
 
   If I cum it’s going to be like nothing I have ever felt.  Oh my god this is insane but it feels so intensely sensual.  Take it Piggy – take it hard!
 
   An early convulsion rippled through me causing me to whimper harder.  I grabbed Piggy’s bound wrists like reigns and used her leverage to pound into her/us even harder.
 
   “Bark like the horny dog you are puppy.”
 
   “Ruff.. ah!...ruff” I yelled between whimpers.
 
   My vision began to blur and I knew it was about time for my overactive clit to explode.
 
   JOLT! – Venus sent my nipples another stinging jolt.
 
   “Gahhh!  Ruff!” I cried.
 
   The surge of pain caused my climax to pop in a tiny flash of pleasure, and then ease back a little, lingering on the edge – making me wait.  I wailed and barked obediently, hoping I wasn’t being a bad doggy as Piggy squealed submissively below me.  
 
   Venus climbed up on the table and spread her legs around Piggy’s face and ordered her to eat.  She looked across at me with fire in her eyes and I barked extra loud, hoping to avoid her wrath.
 
   “You better not cum before I do puppy – or there will be hell to pay,” she threatened.
 
   Oh no.  I can’t keep fucking so hard and not cum.  Please Piggy, hurry and get her off.
 
   Piggy snorted between Venus’s legs and I knew she was trying her best.  I continued drilling her/us and struggled to restrain my own building orgasm.  
 
   “Ahhh! – wheee!” Piggy cried out and I knew she had been jolted again.
 
   Her wounded cries encouraged me to plunge into her with abandon, and she wailed even louder.  
 
   “Wheeeeah!  Whee!” She screamed.
 
   The sounds caused my climax to rush up on me and I prepared for an ultimate release when:
 
   JOLT!
 
   “Ya-you better hold ah out until I’m done pu-ppy” Venus stuttered, clearly close to losing it.  “Now, howl for me doggie.”
 
   My pulse pounded in my temples matching the maddening throbbing of my clit.
 
   “Ohw-oooh!” I howled like a wolf, fucking like a man.
 
   My persistent need to orgasm returned and I struggled to hold back fearing another jolt - but pining to give in.  The only thing I could think to do was fuck my chubby squealing piggy as hard as possible, making it harder for me to resist my own orgasm.  
 
   “Ohhh fuck – good piggy” Venus stammered and convulsed in climax.
 
   As she did she pushed the button jolting Piggy mercilessly.  Piggy wailed in agony and my clit erupted stimulation like a volcano.  It flowed over me and seemed to bolt straight up my intestines and into my stomach.  I matched Piggy’s wails with loud screams that I couldn’t contain.  Venus sat there rolling in climax, smiling wickedly at me.  
 
    My climax felt as good as it promised and I found myself exhaustively fucking Piggy harder, extending my own orgasm at her expense.  She squirmed and squealed beneath my hard strokes as I shook in a full body orgasm that possessed me.  
 
   This went on for an undeterminable amount of time.  I became woozy under the stimulation and suddenly felt myself collapse.  My strap on slipped out and I tumbled to the floor in exhaustion as the last twitches of my orgasm shimmied through me.  I lay paralyzed on the floor staring up at the ceiling, my strap on pointing straight up, panting heavily…like a dog.  
 
   Venus stood over me, straddling my hips between her black pumps.  She squatted down and grabbed my silicon erection and started tugging it up and down.   The twin dildos fucked my exhausted orifices harder than ever as she tugged.  She made sure to press the strap on against my clit on each down stroke and another orgasm welled up within me quickly.
 
   “Cum for me doggie.  Let’s finish this right.  You’re going to have an orgasm like you have never experienced.”
 
   She increased the speed and power of her jerking and both dildos reamed me hard.  My whimpers became one long whimper as my climax rushed up on me.  I looked into her eyes as she played with me like a toy.  Her expression was devilish, yet her face remained beautiful.
 
   “Hold her down” she ordered the two waifs.
 
   I realized my body was rocking up and down to the rhythm of her work.  The two young girls pinned my shoulders to the carpet as Venus reamed both of my holes for sport.  My engorged clit began ringing with stimulation and a climax flooded over me.  I closed my eyes and welcomed the delicious stimulation.
 
   JOLT!
 
   When my spasms began Venus pressed the button and held it.  My nipples raged with current that shot through my torso.  My pussy and ass seized around the violators that were pumping them continuously.  The excruciating sting in my nipples was offset by the waves of ecstasy that flooded out of my clit.  It was heaven and hell and I babbled like a drunken fool, overwhelmed by the duel sensations.
 
   Gahh!  I have never felt anything like this.  My body feels like a torch of pleasure and pain.   Venus…is out of this world.  
 
   The waifs continued to hold me down as my nipples raged in shock.  My teeth clenched and drool came dribbling out of my mouth as wave after wave of orgasm pelted me.  The endless jolts to my nipples made me feel woozy.  One extra powerful burst of pleasure washed out of my clit and draped over me.  My vision blurred, everything went black, and I passed out.
 
   When I woke I was lying on an overstuffed sofa.  The dildos that were strapped into me were gone and so were my nipple collars.  I felt drained and weak, like a giant wet noodle.  One of the well dressed women that had brought me stood over me and tossed another envelope at me.  It landed on my belly and she ordered me to get dressed.  
 
   I sat up and noted my clothes and purse were next to me.  Grabbing my purse I stuffed the second envelope in and began dressing in my old frumpy clothes.  There was nobody else in the room besides the two sleek women and I wondered what had become of Venus, Piggy, and the rest. 
 
   They have gone back to their world I suppose? 
 
   When I was dressed they motioned for me to follow them and led me to the door.  Just to the side of the door was a gagged Piggy in a makeshift pen.  Apparently she still had more atoning to keep her job.  She looked at me like someone who had violated her and I quickly turned away.  We walked out the door and into the elevator.
 
   “Remember Candice, you will tell nobody what occurred this afternoon.  Don’t upset Venus – she has a way of finding people who betray her.”
 
   “I won’t tell anyone” I assured them.
 
   When the elevator stopped in the lobby they motioned me out and I exited a free woman.  I quickly opened my purse and inspected the contents of the two envelopes.  The first one had two thousand dollars in it and the second had ten.  I had earned twelve thousand dollars to be used like a dog.  
 
   Is this what it’s like for the sharp woman whose phone I took?  It was interesting but it was also lunacy.  Maybe my plain life isn’t so bad.  The pay was amazing though.  I wonder how much Piggy makes per day?
 
   I stuffed the money back into my purse and walked out of the airport.  The excitement I craved was satisfied beyond my expectations.  If there was one thing I took away from the experience it was that maybe I didn’t have to feel so frumpy.  I decided to wear sexy clothes at least once a week.  If my husband didn’t appreciate it – my self esteem would.   
 
   I considered throwing the phone in the trash but stopped myself.  In the end I decided to keep it in case there were any more messages.  After all - a girl has got to leave her options open.  Even a plain housewife like me.  
 
    
 
   * * *
 
   
  
 

CONQUERED BY COURTNEY
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THE STRAWBERRY ABRASION 
 
    
 
   New neighbors had just moved in next door and my parents invited them to spend the day with us barbecuing and getting to know each other.  I was excited about it because they had a daughter my age who I hoped to become friends with.  By the time they arrived I was lounging by the pool stretched out in my bikini.  Our parents mingled while their daughter Courtney kept her distance from everyone – including me.
 
   At first I was anxious to meet Courtney.  But she was a strange girl, a loner who avoided me, even at the pool barbecue.  She was beautiful, standing six feet tall with blond hair cascading across her sculpted body.  But something about her was ominous.  I hoped to become her friend but that was very unnerving.  
 
   After lying in the sun for a long time I wanted to go in for a dip in the pool.  I got up and walked over to the pool house for a towel and to my surprise Courtney got up and followed.
 
   Finally she is going to actually speak to me.  I hope she is not as weird as she acts.
 
   “Hi, wanna go swimming” I offered.
 
   She walked up without saying a word, stopping right in front of me.  Before I knew it her hand shot into my bikini bottoms and squeezed my clit tightly between her fingers.  I was shocked and looked up at her outraged.  She smiled and leered at me while squeezing my sensitive clit firmly between her fingers. 
 
   “Stop it” I managed to stammer.
 
   She just nodded ‘no’ and continued pinching unwavering.  I looked over her shoulder across the pool – our parents talked on, not noticing us.  My adrenaline raced and my heart pounded.  I looked down at her hands invading my bottoms dominantly.  My clit began throbbing and my pussy started becoming wet.  I never considered myself gay but I couldn’t resist the arousal that was being forced on me.  I’d never been treated this way.
 
   I gave her another look questioning her intentions.  She moved her face close to mine as if she was going to kiss me.  To my amazement I craned my neck and offered her my lips.  Her face moved closer and I closed my eyes.  Suddenly I felt her hands on my shoulders and she pushed me down forcefully.  I flew backwards and crashed down hard on the cement.  My ass was scraped severely and I writhed in pain.  From across the yard our parents noticed my accident and called out to see if I was alright.  
 
   “Belle, are you okay?”
 
   Courtney glared down, ordering me to keep quiet with her eyes.  
 
   “I’m fine” I called out.  “I just tripped.”
 
   Courtney laughed to herself and walked back over to where she had been lying.  I stood up slowly and felt my aching ass where it impacted.  The fall had left a large strawberry road rash barely hidden by my bikini bottoms and it stung painfully.  I gingerly pulled my bottoms up and observed the abrasion.  Many layers of skin were scraped off and tiny bright red dots were visible throughout the strawberry rash.  I looked over at Courtney – she sunbathed oblivious to my suffering.  
 
   She did that on purpose.  How cruel.  And what was with grabbing my clit?  What is her problem?
 
   My clit still throbbed from her pinching and my ass continued to sting.  That’s when I realized my pussy was becoming even wetter.  My short experience with her had turned me on and hurt me at the same time.  I couldn’t understand it – but wanted to.  This was very unusual and it didn’t make any sense to me. 
 
   I was always naive about sex but felt no need to rush.  People sometimes called me prissy or prudish but I didn’t mind.  I wasn’t trying to be anything particular.  I just acted the way that made me comfortable.  It wasn’t until I recently turned eighteen that my interest in sex became more serious.  
 
   I looked over at her again.  She had the body of a goddess and could easily get any guy she wanted.  
 
   What are her motivations with me?  
 
   The thought kind of scared me.  My clit throbbed, my ass stung, and curiosity began eating me up.  I needed answers.  
 
   My legs trembled as I walked over to where she was lying.  I timidly sat down next to her trying to be friendly.  I couldn’t understand it but the closer I got to her the harder my clit throbbed.
 
   “Why did you do that?” I whispered lying on my back next to her.
 
   She turned her head away ignoring me.  
 
   Why won’t she talk to me?  What are her secrets?
 
   “I was hoping we could be friends” I continued.
 
   She looked back over at me and leered.  Then smiled and sat up.  Her hand reached out and pulled my bikini top off my left nipple.  I looked around urgently hoping nobody could see.  Her other hand came down fast, slapping my little tit hard.  Pain shot through it and I grunted.  Then she pulled the nipple out roughly and jabbed it with her fingernails before quickly covering it back up with my top.  Pain seared through my chest and my other nipple hardened sympathetically with the other.  I looked around for someone else to join in my outrage, but nobody had noticed.
 
   My gaze went back to Courtney and I stared at her in disbelief struggling for something to say.  She looked down at my stiff nipples and smirked rudely.  My breathing became deeper as she stared at me.  Part of it was anger but part of it was a feeling I could not resolve.  I felt an attraction to her.  I am not sure if it was sexual but I had never met anyone so brazen – so confident about controlling me.  
 
   She stood up and dove into the pool and I immediately felt the urge to follow, though I didn’t think she wanted me to.  
 
   She has hurt me twice.  Why do I feel the need to follow her?
 
   My curiosity and the throbbing in my clit answered that question.  She had done something to me – something more than just assault me.  She was strong and self assured which drew me to her.  I found myself admiring her and wanted to know why she was the way she was.  Rolling onto my back and the strawberry on my ass began stinging causing me to roll over quickly.  
 
   Should I go in the pool?  I want to but who knows what she will do.  But isn’t that is why I need to go in the pool – to find out.  Her confidence has to be an act.
 
   I waded into the pool at the opposite end from her and drifted casually across – trying not to appear like I wanted to approach her.  I turned my back to her pretending to be doing my own thing.  
 
   A sharp pain bit me in the ass and I jerked in agony.  She had reached under my bikini bottoms and scratched the strawberry rash with her nails.  It stung wildly and I danced around in the pool in agony as she watched with an amused expression.  
 
   Why am I taking this shit from her?  Why does it excite me – I’m not even into girls…except this one.  Damn she is so different, so…stern.  
 
   My pulsating clit reminded why I tolerated it.  She excited me in a way I’d never known.  I felt genuinely turned on by her and couldn’t stop thinking about it.  For a moment I considered sneaking to my room and getting off, but I worried she’d be gone when I came back.  
 
   The chlorine stung my rash as I climbed out of the pool, reminding me of her hand down my bottoms.  Every time the rash stung I felt used by her – dominated by her.  I was growing to both fear and crave more of it.  Something dangerous about her continued to draw me in.  
 
   Courtney had gone to dry off next to her parents and I went back to the spot where we had be lying together.  The cement was too hard for my rash so I moved my towel over the grass on the far side of the pool, secretly hoping she would join me.  I lay down and stretched out in the sun.  The warmth made the continual throbbing of my clit intensify.  
 
   “Look out” she ordered and spread her towel down next to me.  
 
   She has come to join me - Yes!
 
   “We have never really met formally.  My name is Belle” I offered.
 
   She ignored me again and pulled out a plastic bottle of something I didn’t recognize.  It had a long neck like the beer my father drank.  I tried to read the label but it was in another language.
 
   “What is that?” I asked.
 
   “Sun tan lotion” she answered opening the top and dumping some into her hand. 
 
   She rubbed it on her Spartan legs until it soaked in.  
 
   “I have never seen sunscreen like that.”
 
   “It’s French” she grunted sounding put out.
 
   “Oh, that is pretty cool.  Have you been to France?”
 
   She ignored the question and continued applying the lotion.  When she was done she looked over at me and her eyes flashed wickedly.  
 
   “Your back looks a little pink.  Would you like me to put some of this on you?” 
 
   I froze unsure of what to say.  My pulse raced as both fear and excitement wrestled in my mind.
 
   She is going to touch me.  Mmm.
 
   I couldn’t tell if she was trying to be nice or if it was another excuse to be cruel.  But deep down I immediately knew my answer would be yes.  Any attention she offered would be greedily accepted until I could resolve my feelings and her mystery.  
 
   “Okay” I stammered nervously.  
 
   I rolled onto my stomach and stretched out, pulling my hair out of the way.  The strawberry stung in anticipation of her touch and my clit throbbed harder.
 
   What is she going to do?  I hope she doesn’t scratch my rash again – but I can’t wait for her to touch me.  How strange is that?
 
   My heart pounded harder when I heard the sound of her opening the bottle and a shiver ran down my back.  I secretly braced for what was to come.  Her soft strong hands touched my back feeling cool with lotion.  I swooned softly, unsure if it was from the cool lotion or her touch.  She spread the lotion across my back and began to massage it in sensuously.  As she worked my breathing slowly became more labored and stilted.  
 
   She massaged me expertly, working the tension out of my neck and shoulders.  It was exquisite and I began loosening up.  Her hands massaged their way across my back and it felt wonderful.  The lotion made them slide easily across my muscles, soothing and relaxing me.
 
   “That feels great” I whispered.
 
   “Good” she whispered back.
 
   Her hands continued down to the small of my back and she rubbed the tension out of it.  Soon I started feeling like a giant ball of jelly under her touch.   As she worked, one hand would occasionally drag across my ass which got my attention, but her massaging felt too amazing to worry about it.  
 
   One of her hands began massaging my neck while she rested the other hand directly on my ass.  I hoped nobody could see but didn’t speak out against it.  
 
   Is she coming onto me for real this time?
 
   My neck relaxed under her massaging and my eyes closed blissfully.  Her hand on my ass squeezed and I allowed it.  After a second squeeze her fingers began stroking the crack of my ass sensuously.  
 
   Okay that is a little weird.
 
   The more she stroked the better it felt, like she was teasing my asshole to life.  It was a completely new experience to me and I lay still soaking it in.  
 
   Her hand slipped into my bottoms and a lotion soaked finger stroked my tender anus luridly.  I jerked briefly before relaxing again and my breathing instantly became deeper.  My ass began to warm up sensuously.  I’d never realized stimulation there could feel so good.
 
   “What are you doing” I had to ask.
 
   “Shhh” she whispered, “Just lay still and relax.  I know what I am doing.”
 
   Her words sent goose pimples up my spine.  She was an expert at making me feel good.  While one hand soothed my neck her fingers danced around my puckered hole, stimulating and mildly embarrassing me.
 
   I never thought I’d like another girl touching me and I sure never thought I would like someone doing that to my ass.  She is amazing.
 
   Between her massaging and ass stroking I couldn’t stop from softly moaning.  Soon I was rolling my hips and hoping nobody noticed, but her body shielded my ass from their view.  Something inside me was craving more.  Her finger gently stroked tiny circles around my puckered hole sending waves of unfamiliar pleasure rippling through the region.  
 
   “Hou” I moaned.
 
   “Do you like that” she asked softly.
 
   “Yes” I had to admit.
 
   Suddenly she grabbed both of my ankles and held them firmly.  I looked over to see if anybody was watching but they were oblivious to us.  She dragged me on my stomach across the grass until we were behind the brick retaining wall, out of sight of our parents.  
 
   My stomach was scratched and grass clung to the places lotion was drying.  In a flash she sat down on my back facing my ass and pinning me tightly.  I felt my bottoms being jerked over my ass, exposing the sensitive region.  Before I could speak something was pressing against my asshole.  I struggled beneath her in vain and felt cool lotion spewing out onto my puckered hole.  
 
   “Wait” I stammered.
 
   “Keep quiet” she demanded, pressing on the lotion bottle down firmly against my asshole.
 
   The tip of it slid in and I felt my ass stretch widely to accommodate it.  I stiffened from the violation and groaned in shock.  She pushed it an inch deeper and I grunted feeling my ass stretch.  I felt her squeezing out more of the cool lotion inside me and panicked.  
 
   “Stop” I said louder than a whisper.
 
   Searing pain began radiating out of the strawberry rash and I whimpered.  
 
   “I said keep quiet” she hissed, scratching it.
 
   Courtney continued pushing the bottle deeper into my ass, which slid easily on the river of lotion she had created.  She continued penetrating me until the entire neck of the bottle was inside.  
 
   Oh my god what the heck is going on?  This can’t be happening.  
 
   I grunted deeper, completely overstuffed by the deep penetration.  My ass felt overstretched and overfull and parts of my body I’d never felt before began tingling deep inside. 
 
   I was trapped, completely under her power as she ground the lotion bottle as deep as my tight ass would allow.  Our parents chattered on in the distance unaware of the assault taking place across the yard.   
 
   Nobody is going to stop her.  I am at her mercy.
 
   She began slowly sliding the bottle in and out of me.  I grabbed a hand full of grass and groaned overwhelmed.  She started pumping faster, openly fucking my virgin ass with the bottle.  I couldn’t help grunting loudly which upset her.  Her free hand reached back and pressed my face roughly into the grass stifling my groans.  
 
   She started giggling and thrusting the bottle much harder.  Stimulation overwhelmed me until it began to feel very…good.  Suddenly every stroke felt stimulating in an orgasmic way.  My ass came to life and embraced the intruder as it sent waves of pleasure through my bowls and hips.  Slowly my groans became deep moans.  She was turning me out like the naive virgin I was, and I was getting a lesson in kink.
 
   “Your tight little ass belongs to me bitch” she whispered confidently.
 
   “Oh” I sputtered.  
 
   A round of laughter erupted from the parents circle as just beyond the wall she used me like a toy, overwhelming me with her violation.  With my face pressed into the grass their laughter sounded a million miles away.
 
   Please don’t anybody catch us – I could never live this down.
 
   Even through my shame her fucking continued to feel better.  I began wanting it harder, wishing she’d fuck me forcefully with the plastic bottle.  
 
   “Harder” I heard myself grunt into the grass.
 
   “You want it harder?” She asked.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   She rammed the bottling in and pushed hard.  My ass stretched and the wider body of the bottle began penetrating me.  I was not expecting this and let out a small scream into the grass – it was too big!  She continued violating me with the bottle deeper as I floundered underneath her.  Once the thick section of the bottle was mostly in I was locked in one long continual grunt.  
 
   “Ahhhh - That’s too big” I stammered alarmed.
 
   She held the bottle in place and grabbed my bottoms, pulling them up over my ass, securing the bottle in place.  Then she stood up and walked away leaving me there grunting and overstuffed.  
 
    
 
   
  
 

THE BELLE RINGER
 
    
 
   I stiffly reached back, pulled my bottoms down and grabbed the tip of the lotion bottle.  As I pulled it slowly out of me I could feel every inch of it sliding out - making it feel like it was three feet long.  When it finally popped loose I sighed with relief.  I pulled my bottoms back up and felt my ass leak lotion into them.  
 
   How embarrassing, what am I going to do?  It’s clearly visible in my lavender bikini.
 
                 I decided to discreetly jump in the pool and snuck over to the end of the retaining wall.  When the coast was clear I jumped in with a splash before anyone could see my soiled bottoms.   To my dismay a white cloud of lotion began forming around my hips.  Courtney stood by her mother watching me and smiling.  Her smile was deviously beautiful and lit up her face.  The smile held me possessively and I swooned lightly to myself.  Even when she mocked me I desired her.  
 
                 I want her to want me.  How am I going to get this girl?  Who would have thought I’d ever be wondering that?  But she is so perfect – I need to be close to her.  
 
                 I swam around and tried to remain active to dissipate the lotion, secretly loving that it held Courtney’s attention.  However, as much as I desired to be close to her she did make me more apprehensive.  A girl that was bold enough to hold me down and cram something up my ass was intimidating.  Who knows what she was capable of doing.
 
                 So much mystery about her.  That only draws me in more.  I wonder what kissing her dominant lips would be like? Could she ever like me that much?
 
                 I made for the stairs at the other end of the pool.  When I reached them she was standing at the top walking down towards me.  My heart rate picked up, I wasn’t expecting her to come at me here.  As she walked down the stairs I backed up into the pool again.  She continued straight towards me with a wicked look in her eyes and I continued backing away nervously.  
 
                 “Where you going” she smirked.
 
                 “Nowhere, just swimming.”
 
                 “It looks like you are running from me.”
 
                 “No” I replied unconvincingly.
 
                 “Come here little chicky chicky” she teased.
 
                 She’s calling me to her.  Does that mean she likes me more than…?
 
                 I stopped and she continued forward until we were only inches apart.  I looked over at the parents – we were in full sight.  I should be safe from any abuse.  
 
                 “What did you think of our session on the grass little chicky” she whispered.
 
   I didn’t know what to say.  I was far too modest to say ‘it felt great when you violated my ass’, or scratched my nipple, or gave me any attention what so ever.  I couldn’t say that I was addicted to her mere presence for reasons I couldn’t understand and didn’t care about.  Instead I just kind of froze. 
 
   “Uh huh” was all I could get out.
 
   “Uh-huh what?  What’s the matter girl, don’t you talk.  You were chatty enough earlier.  Does the cat got your tongue…or does little Belle need to be rung?”  
 
   She pushed me further into deeper water, out over my head and I treaded water as she continued forward smiling devilishly.  I treaded water backwards trying to keep my distance.
 
   “I am going to ring your Belle little chicky” she hissed.
 
   I treaded back to the edge of the deep end, below where our parents were talking.  She glided menacingly towards me, pinning me against the wall.  The ledge of the pool was a good foot and a half above us and we were hidden from their view below it.  I tried to swim away but she put her arm out and stopped me.  
 
   “Where you goin?”
 
   I tried to swim under her arm and she grabbed my hair and pulled me back.  She pinned me against the wall, her breasts luridly pressing against mine.  The feel of her soft flesh against mine was heavenly and I softened.  She undulated her body intimately against me and a swoon forced its way out of my lips.  
 
   “Its time to ring the Belle” she whispered ominously.  
 
   “What do you mean ring me?”
 
   Her hand went up to my face and she slapped it lightly while giggling.  
 
   “You want to eat my pussy don’t you little Belle.”
 
   “No, I don’t know why you say that” I stammered, secretly wondering about the possibility.
 
   “Don’t lie, you can’t stay away from me.  You can’t even stop staring at me.  You’re like a stalker.”
 
   I haven’t been fooling her.  Fudge she smells good.
 
   “Aye…I was just wondering…”
 
   I was too modest to say it out loud.
 
   “Wondering what little Belle?”
 
   I shook my head trying to drop the topic.
 
   SMACK!
 
   Her hand slapped me hard across the cheek and I jerked my head back knocking it against the cement.  I couldn’t believe she had done it – that was a real slap.  I’d never been hit by anyone.  
 
   “Wondering what little Belle slut” she restated sternly.
 
   My face burned and everything seemed to drop into slow motion.  My stomach grew cold at the thought of what she might be thinking about me.  Just as my humiliation was taking me over:
 
   SMACK!
 
   A second slap hit in the same place as the first and I looked at her with big eyes.  My stinging cheek throbbed and shame filled me.  I felt embarrassed for letting her get away with hitting me.  But worse, I felt ashamed for disappointing her in some way.
 
   Maybe she thinks I am not worthy of her?
 
   “I’m waiting” she hissed.  “Just wondering what?”
 
   “I was wondering what it would be like to kiss you” I whispered.  
 
   Her wicked smile mutated into her beautiful smile and she leaned her face in close to mine.  Her lips brushed against the side of my burning cheek before stopping over my lips.  My breathing became shallower as the possibility of kissing her became real.  I parted my lips enough to offer them to my dominant new obsession.   
 
   SMACK!
 
   The hardest slap so far knocked my face to the side and stung me like a match.  My cheek burned and I felt guilty for displeasing her.  Her lips returned to mine and brushed them lightly.  I swooned wantonly.  
 
   SMACK!
 
   For a moment I saw stars this time.  My cheeks hummed painfully and I didn’t know what she wanted from me.  Every time I thought she was going to kiss me I got slapped instead.  I desperately wanted to kiss her and searched my mind for a way to make her like me more.  
 
   “Please don’t slap me anymore Courtney.”
 
   “You’re a big slut” she whispered in my ear.
 
   “No, I’m not, honest.  I’ve never had sex” I tried to reassure her.
 
   SMACK!
 
   “Yes you are, say ‘I’m a big slut” she demanded.  
 
   My cheeks stung and humiliation increased with each slap.
 
                 “Say it” she demanded.
 
                 I gulped and said it out loud.
 
                 “I am a big slut.”
 
                 “You’re a big lesbian slut that needs a good slapping – say it!”
 
                 “I am a big lesbian slut who needs a good slapping” I repeated.
 
   SMACK!
 
   “Is your Belle ringing yet slut?”
 
   “Yes, its ringing.  I’ve had enough.”
 
   “Ask to be slapped again” she ordered.
 
   I was lost in her, owned by her like a possession.  Whatever she wanted – I would give.  My heart beat with an excitement that made me shiver.  I could hear our parents talking above us but it sounded like distant white noise coming from another world.
 
   “Slap me again” I squeaked meekly.
 
   SMACK!
 
   “Again” she demanded.
 
                 “Slap me again.”
 
   SMACK!
 
                 I couldn’t believe it.  She had me pleading to be struck.  My face was stinging more than I could handle.  Our parents chattered away only six feet away as Courtney abused and took me over right beneath them.  
 
                 “Say it again” she insisted.
 
                 “Please no more Courtney.  I can’t take it.”
 
   SMACK!
 
                 “A-GAIN!”
 
                 “Slap me again” I stammered.
 
   SMACK!
 
                 My face reeled to the side and rung from the singing.  I was conquered and no longer had any will to resist her.  Pleasing her became the only thing that mattered.  
 
                 “I need to eat your pussy” I stated sincerely.
 
                 Her hand went back to the light mocking slaps. 
 
                 “I knew you did you little slut” she smirked.  “Are you my slut?”
 
                 “Yes” I answered obediently.
 
                 “Tell me so.”
 
                 “I am your slut Courtney.  My body is owned by you.  I will do anything you tell me to.  I am your personal whore.”
 
                 “You better be telling the truth or I will never look at you again.”
 
   No!  Don’t say that.
 
                 “I am, I promise.  I mean every word of it.  I am yours Courtney.”
 
                 I could scarcely believe my own words – or how much I meant them.  I was in full obsess mode over this girl and would do anything to be with her.  She had defeated me and I loved her confidence, controlling manner, and goddess body.  
 
                 “I am going to test your loyalty, if you pass, I won’t throw you away.  But if you fail I will never look at you again…ever.  Now follow me” she stated and swam to the pool ladder.  I followed close on her heels like a dog.  
 
   We got out and went to sit with the parents.  Courtney asked for some orange juice and my mother happily poured us each a glass.  
 
   “Belle your cheeks look a little pink” she mentioned handing me the glass.
 
   “I think I just got too much sun” I answered protecting my dominant obsession.
 
   Courtney was pleased with my fib and patted me on the leg.  It was the first time she showed approval without abusing me and I glowed happily.  I watched her take a napkin and dip it into her orange juice and soak it through.  Then she discreetly moved it down by my ass.  
 
   “You better act completely normal.  Show any signs of distress and we are through” she whispered to me.
 
   I wondered what she was up to.  When nobody was looking she pulled back my bottoms and smeared the napkin over my rash.  With a snap she released the bottoms and the juice soaked napkin clung to my strawberry rash.  
 
   The sting from the orange juice struck immediately.  It shot through my wound like a bee sting and vibrated painfully down my leg.  I struggled to maintain my calm as the sting continued to radiate maddeningly.  
 
   “So it seems like you girls are hitting it off” her father stated.
 
   “Ya we are finding lots of things in common” Courtney answered.
 
   The burning sting caused perspiration to form on my forehead as I fought to sit still.
 
   “That is great”, my mother interjected.  “It must be wonderful to have a good friend right next door.”
 
   “Oh it’s definitely going to be interesting” Courtney assured her.  “Don’t you think Belle?”
 
   I bit my lip trying to remain strong and meet the standard she had set for me.
 
   Stay strong for her Belle.  Don’t lose her now.
 
   “Ya it’s good” was all I could manage.  
 
   The stinging pain continued to grow stronger as the citric acid burned my wound.  
 
   “It’s good, is that all you have to say about me” Courtney joked to me.
 
   “Courtney seems like a really special girl and I feel lucky to have her right next door” I replied.
 
   It took all my willpower to remain still but I managed it.  Courtney smiled and nodded at me approvingly.  She sat back for a while longer listening to their conversation and waiting for me to writhe in pain.  It was hard not to, but every time I felt the need to squirm I looked at her stern beauty and was reminded why I was tolerating this.  She was the reward I suffered for, and there was nothing I wanted more.  
 
   After ten minutes of agony she got up and walked all the way across the yard to the pool house.  She turned and gave me a look that summoned me.  I mustered up all my strength and got up casually to follow.  The rash stung like someone was holding a match to it but I strolled across the yard as if I hadn’t a care in the world, trying to impress my tall mistress.  
 
   “Would you like to come next door and see my room” she asked.
 
   “Okay” I replied thrilled by the offer.
 
   We walked around the house to the side yard.  Once out of sight I whimpered in pain and gave her a distressed look.
 
   “Can I remove the napkin?” I asked eagerly.
 
   “Wait until we get to my room” she said sternly, “and get that pained look off your face.  You are not done until I have you safely in my room.”
 
   “Okay” I replied obediently.
 
   She is taking me to her room.  This has to be a good sign that she likes me.  Maybe she will kiss me.
 
    
 
   
  
 

MY NEW MISTRISS
 
    
 
   She led me into their house and down a long hallway to her room in back that had a hand written sign on it: “Keep out – this means you”.  
 
   She really is a loaner.  Maybe she just likes privacy?
 
   I was anxious to see what her room looked like but when she opened the door I stopped in my tracks.  The walls were painted red and black, it was dimly lit and intimidating.  A sheet was strewn over her curtains blocking out even more light.  Hanging from the far wall were two thick ropes with wrist bindings dangling from the ends.  An outline of a person was painted on the wall beneath the ropes and posters of tied up woman hung on the wall over her bed.  
 
   A nauseated feeling crept into my stomach and for a moment I forgot about my stinging rash.  
 
   “Come in little slut, we have a lot of work to do.”
 
   What does she do in here and what have I gotten myself into?
 
   While struggling with my fear she grabbed me by the short hairs on the back of my neck.
 
   “I said come in” she scowled dragging me into her room.
 
   She marched me over to the wall with the ropes and pushed me against it.  
 
   “Put your arms up” she ordered.
 
   I complied submissively and she grabbed each wrist and bound it to the ropes.  She grabbed a third rope next to me and pulled it hard.  It raised my arms higher until I was helplessly stretched out across her wall.  She tied the end of the rope off securing me in this vulnerable position and it suddenly felt like I was in danger.
 
   “Courtney I’m scared” I stammered.
 
   “Good, you should be” she smirked.  
 
   She pulled the string on my bikini top and it unraveled and fell off bearing my breasts to her.  Her hands moved down to my bottoms and she roughly pulled them down around my ankles.  Standing there stretched out and naked in front of her I began to tremble.  
 
   She ignored it, going to her closet and pulling out a long leather belt.  
 
   “Let’s go over this one more time.  Who is your owner?”
 
   “You are” I squeaked.
 
   “And what are you?”
 
   “You next door neighbor.”
 
   WHIP!
 
   She brought the belt down hard across both nipples and I cried out in pain.  The sting seared my nipples and echoed through my chest.
 
   “What are you?”
 
   I searched my mind in a panic before remembering how simple the answer was.
 
   “I am your little slut” I stammered.
 
   “Aw, you look afraid.  Would the little slut like to go home?  Is that what you really want?”
 
   “No, I want to stay.”
 
   “Why”
 
   “Because I want to kiss you.”
 
   WHIP!
 
   She rang down another blow painfully across my chest.  It stung so badly my eyes watered and I writhed in agony against my bindings.  
 
   “I want to eat your pussy” I whimpered.  “Please don’t whip me anymore.  I’ll be obedient.”
 
   WHIP!
 
   WHIP!
 
   She whipped forcefully causing me to scream loudly and flailed against the wall.  
 
   “You never tell me when to stop bitch.  I’ll whip you all afternoon if I want and you’ll thank me for it.”
 
   WHIP!
 
   Another blow landed across my nipple and I cried desperately as the pain surged through my chest.  
 
   “I’m sorry” I pleaded.
 
   “Scream all you want slut.  Nobody can hear you back here.”
 
   Extreme submission washed over me.  
 
   “Please let me eat your pussy Courtney.  I need to, please let me.  I can’t wait another moment to taste you.  Whip me more if you want but please let me taste it.”
 
   She threw the belt on her bed and reached round her back.  In one motion her top came off revealing her breathtaking breasts to me.  They were large but not huge and stood out straight.  Hard nipples protruded from them, pointing at me accusingly.  Her hand went into her bikini bottoms and pulled them down.  Her perfectly shaved pussy came into view and I swooned submissively.  
 
   “From now on you call me mistress.”
 
   “Yes mistress.”
 
   Her hands went to my sore nipples and stroked tenderly.  Tiny waves of delicious sensation rumbled through them.  She continued doing it, demonstrating just how well she knew my body and soon I was swooning wantonly.  She massaged and groped both breasts like they belonged to her making me feel overly subservient.
 
   “I’ll do anything for you mistress.  I am your slut.  Please let me prove myself worthy to stand before you.”
 
   She rubbed up against my stretched out body and hugged it.  The feel of her soft flesh against mine made my clit swell.  She brought her lips to mine and gently, barely perceptively, kissed me.  It made me moan and a flood gate opened in my pussy.  I began panting heavily as she pulled her head back.  
 
   That kiss was so amazing and she barely touched my lips.  She is a frigging goddess.  I am so lucky to be hers.
 
   “Are you ready for some lunch little fuckslut?”
 
   “Yes mistress.”
 
   She grabbed the rope on the side of us and loosened it until my arms came down.
 
   “Get on your knees” she demanded.
 
   I dropped to my knees in one motion which pulled my arms back above my head.  She tightened the rope until my arms were stretched above me again.  Her long legs took a short step towards me until her pussy was in front of my face.  She grabbed my hair again and forced my face into warm snatch.  
 
   She eased her pussy over my mouth and I licked her slit getting my first taste of another woman.  It was a flavor I had never tasted, different than mine, sweeter.  It was divine and I loved the taste of it.  She held my face tightly in her crotch as I licked and sucked like the amateur I was.  
 
   I wish I could hold her ass while I sucked.  Maybe someday she will let me.
 
   I locked my lips on her clit and sucked gently, working my tongue over her swollen nub.  She began moaning consistently and her coos of pleasure filled me with pride. 
 
   “You’re going to report to me every morning to do this.  Do you understand” she moaned.
 
   “Yes mistress, thank you” I gurgled around her engorged clit.  
 
   I sucked and licked hard, doing my best to make her cum.  When I sensed her legs tensing up I went wild, adding moans to my frenzied work.  
 
   “Mmm, umm” I cooed around her.  
 
   “Eat that pussy little fuck slut.  Yes, like that!” She moaned making me proud.  
 
   A moment later she heaved in orgasm and her wet pussy ground her juices into my face.  As she convulsed she smeared her passion all over my face and I rejoiced in my accomplishment.  I hadn’t disappointed her and my heart leapt with success.  My rash stung and my clit began throbbing for an orgasm of my own.    
 
   I did it.  She will keep me around – I’m hers’ for sure now.  
 
    When she had finished she forced my head back and looked down at my cum covered face.  
 
   “I think you have earned a reward little fuck slut.”
 
   She untied my wrists and I was free.  
 
   “Crawl over to the bed and bend over it” she demanded.
 
   I crawled on my hands and knees over to the bed and bent over it waiting eagerly for her next move.  I could smell her odor on her bedspread and loved being there.   
 
   She is going to get me off.  Oh god this is exciting. I wish I could spend the night in this bed.
 
   She opened a drawer on her nightstand and pulled out a thick dildo with a bunch of straps attached to it.  She weaved the straps through her legs and around her hips attaching them.  When she was done the dildo jutted out like a guys cock and I realized she was going to fuck me with it.  
 
   My pussy pouted in anticipation.  I couldn’t wait to feel her filling my pussy and working to please me.  Her hands grabbed my hips and I felt the rod stroke my drenched pussy lips.
 
   “You ready to get fucked now little fuck slut?”
 
   “Yes mistress.”
 
   “Beg for it.” She growled sternly.
 
   “I am your fuck slut to use mistress.  Please fuck me.”
 
   I could barely comprehend that I was begging this girl who I’d only know a few hours to fuck me.  I wasn’t a slut until she turned me into one – and I realized that I loved it.  It was the most exciting feeling I had ever known.  She gave me a sense of purpose that was addictive.  
 
   “Is this what you need” she asked dragging the dildo across my dripping snatch.
 
   “Yes, please give it to me mistress.”
 
   She continued dragging it over my lips, pressing the tip against my clit making me swoon.  She teased but never offered penetration.  I couldn’t take it and begged even harder.
 
   “Fuck me like a slut.  Fuck me like your own personal whore. My pussy is yours – take it.  Please mistress, please, pleeeease drill me hard” I pleaded lost in lust.  
 
   I felt the tip of the dildo slide between my pussy lips.  I maneuvered my pussy onto it and forced the first inch inside, unable to wait any longer.  She gripped my hips tighter and plunged the dildo further into my virgin pussy.  
 
   Oh fuck that feels intense.  I wonder if it excites her?
 
   She began thrusting the dildo deeper and I moaned in ecstasy.  
 
   “You do have a nice little pussy bitch” she hissed.
 
   Her compliment drove me wild and I started humping back against the dildo hungrily.  With one hard thrust she buried it to the hilt, her hips slapping my ass forcefully.  
 
   “Oh fuck I love it” I yelled in lust.
 
   She started long stroking me which sent me over the edge of passion.  I felt so possessed, so controlled, so valuable that it made each stroke intensely stimulating.  
 
   “Hooo fuck!  Hooo fuck!” I repeated after each stroke like a whore.
 
   Courtney started slamming into me, fucking me hard.  
 
   “Take it hard you little prissy little slut.  I am going to fuck your brains out.  Your pussy is mine now and it will be forever.”
 
   “Ohhh” I cooed in heaven.
 
   As she fucked me hard I felt an orgasm welling up deep inside.  I had fingered myself a few times while masturbating but never felt anything like the penetration climax that was building.  It was going to be massive.  
 
   “Thank you mistress – thank you” I moaned lustily.  
 
   The room was filled with the sounds of her fucking me deep with the strap on – and the sounds of my out of control moans.  Courtney began grunting each time she trust into me and my orgasm rushed up on me.  Just before my climax struck she pulled out abruptly.
 
   “No” I quivered on the bed desperately.  “Please don’t stop mistress.”
 
   “I didn’t give you permission to cum” she leered.  “From now on, no matter where you are, you don’t cum without my permission.  Is that clear.”
 
   Courtney is so powerful and demanding.  I think I’m falling for her.
 
   “Yes its clear mistress.  I’m sorry.  May I please have your permission to cum?” I begged.
 
   “No you may not little slut.  You still have a lot of training before I will allow that.”
 
   “Yes mistress.  Forgive me for being so greedy.”
 
   She left the room and returned a short time later with a wet wash cloth.  She knelt down and began gently dabbing the strawberry rash, washing the citrus off it.  Finally the stinging rash stopped raging and I sighed from the delightful relief.  
 
   When she was done tending my abrasion she grabbed me by the hair, pulled me upright and sat me down on her bed.  The wash cloth came up to my face and she started cleaning her dried juices off me.  She was so tender and considerate that I couldn’t restrain smiling.   Suddenly she became this nurturing considerate girl who made me feel valuable.  
 
   It made me crush on her even more and I realized something.  I was gay.  That was why sex never interested me that much.  I had been running from the truth and her stern abuse forced me to face it.  It all made sense now and I felt so lucky to have discovered it with such a gorgeous girl.
 
   “Now we are going to have to get back to the barbecue.  You will never tell anyone about what happened today – none of it.  Am I clear?”
 
   “Yes mistress I understand.  I wouldn’t know what to say even if I wanted to.”
 
   “There, your face is beautiful again” she said pulling cloth back.
 
   She called me beautiful!  She really likes me.  Yes!
 
   My heart soared as we stood up and started to put our bikinis back on.  My chest had marks from the belt across it so she gave me one of her old cheer tee shirts to wear.  It smelled just like her and I relished wearing it proudly.  
 
   “Mistress, if you don’t mind my asking.”
 
   “Once we leave this room, don’t call me mistress anymore” she interrupted.
 
   “Yes mistress.  But I was wondering, when will I be allowed to come?”
 
   Courtney smiled and pulled me close.  She kissed me and her tongue pressed its way into my mouth.  I joined her eagerly and enjoyed kissing my first girl for real.  Our tongues swathed each other lovingly and the kiss meant more than anything else we had done.  By the time it ended I was no longer concerned with climaxing.  The kiss was satisfying enough.  
 
   “Little fuck slut, you will be allowed to cum”…she slapped the strawberry rash firmly, stinging it once again, “when that rash completely heals.”
 
   “Yes mistress, thank you.”
 
   I knew that meant I wouldn’t be touching myself for a long time but didn’t care.  If it meant pleasing my mistress it would be worth it. 
 
   “Now let’s go, the food should be about ready and I’ve worked up an appetite.”
 
   I was hungry too – oddly enough craving strawberries.  She took my hand and locked her fingers around mine possessively.  Then she led me back to my house like nothing had happened.  But we both knew better. 
 
    
 
   * * *
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THE THIRD MEETING
 
    
 
   “All I am saying is that if I had Heath he would not be getting much sleep” Rita said to the rest of the group.
 
   “What would you do with him Rita?” 
 
   “Probably tie him to the bed and force him to be her slave” I joked. 
 
   “No he’d be the one tying me to the bed” Rita replied with a wicked grin.
 
                 It was the third meeting of the Heath and Brandi book club and after two weeks we were already becoming intimate friends.  We all share a common interest in romance/erotica books and met during a discussion group about the provocative book Eternity Cove.  That is when we discovered ‘Heath and Brandi’, and all of us immediately fell in love with them.
 
                 Heath and Brandi is an ongoing story about their torrid love affair that is released weekly on Kindle.  The first two segments have been so steamy it’s become all we talk about now.  The five of us meet at Rita’s house every Tuesday afternoon to download each story segment when it’s released and read them together.  Then we discuss our feelings about the hot story, what we would have done differently, etc.  It’s been great fun for me to share my secret love for erotic writing with others who share my interests.  
 
   The third installment of the saga was about ready for download and we were all excited to learn what happens next.  And by excited, I don’t just mean anxious to know what happens next.  Heath had taken over all of our fantasies.  His character was so arousing and magically written.  We yearned to find out what he would do next and how Brandi would react.  We could feel the electricity in the air while we waited for the download.
 
   “I don’t think Brandi deserves a guy like Heath” Sandy mentioned.  Sandy is the quiet one who usually listens from the sidelines and says the least.  She is a soft spoken blond - very Sandra Dee like, all prim and proper.   Being only nineteen she is also the youngest in our group.  
 
   “All of us deserve a guy like Heath” Maria added.   
 
   “At least for one night” Rita chimed in.  
 
   I just love Maria.  She is the sweetest girl in the group and never has a bad thing to say about anyone - unlike Rita.    She talks like a sailor and is built like a blond Amazon.  Rita has a self confidence that I really admire, maybe even envy.
 
   “Sandy you wouldn’t know what to do with a guy like Heath” I joked.
 
   “Well we can’t all have your age and experience’ Fawn jabbed.
 
   That was true.  At thirty two I was the elder in the group of early twenty somethings by a long shot - the ‘mom of the group’ so to speak, as I am the only one with a child.  But the girls were great and treated me like one of them.  So much of my time is spent being a wife and mom that I have grown to really appreciate the escape and conversation of the group.  I looked forward to this banter all week.
 
   “Girls, take it from an experienced woman, you don’t ever want to compete with me.  I might be a little less firm but I am twice a crafty” I bragged, which wasn’t true.  In reality I had only dated three guys in my life.
 
   “I think you’re beautiful Elaine” Fawn stated sincerely.  Fawn was very mysterious.  She was probably the best looking one in our group and always had a smoldering look behind her eyes that made me wonder what she was actually thinking.   She always reminded me of the good girl with bad girl eyes.  Never the less I loved the compliment.  
 
   “It’s up!” Rita announced urgently and we all rushed to download it to our kindles, anticipation building with every curser flash.   
 
   “Why don’t we read this chapter out loud”, Maria suggested, “That way we can all be on the same page at the same time.  
 
   “I hate reading out loud” Sandy scoffed nervously.
 
   “I can do it” I offered.  
 
   To be honest I kind of like the idea that I would be center stage – the one delivering our Heath and Brandi fix.  It might sound strange but the thought made me feel closer to Heath.  
 
   “Sounds good to me,” Maria said, “I usually reread it again before bed anyways.”
 
   “Okay Elaine will lead us in story time” Rita joked.
 
   The club sat in an intimate circle, Rita and Fawn on the couch and the other three in chairs so I wouldn’t need to project my voice very much.  I called up the cover page and began reading out loud.  
 
   “Heath and Brandi – A Revolutionary Love Story, Part Three.”   
 
   The others sat back to listen comfortably and I did kind of feel like a school teacher reading to her students.  That is, if school teachers read torrid erotic romances to their class.  
 
   I read the first few pages of the story and everyone listened greedily.  Even I could feel the warmth spreading between my legs as the scene got hotter and more lurid.  Beyond the chit chat - this was what we all had come for.  
 
   “Please just take her now” Maria interrupted.  The group laughed because we all felt the same.  Heath was such a tease.  Even we couldn’t stand it any longer.
 
   “He is going to bend her over the rail of the lighthouse and the silhouette of them fucking is going to flash across the entire coastline” Rita smirked.  Again we laughed and I became flushed at the thought.  
 
    “Heck if it was me I would have taken her already.  I can’t stand the tension”, Fawn insisted, “Its killing me.”  
 
   “I need to get fucked for real.  It’s been way too long” Rita sighed.  
 
   “You?  I figured you got it every night” Maria kidded.
 
   “Nah, I act forward but I have high standards.  No players and no wimps…unless they are hot” Rita added.
 
   “Ladies please don’t interrupt.  Elaine is reading” Sandy interjected.  Sandy was a quiet one but her arousal was always the most obvious.
 
   Sandy always looks like the most turned on one at the club meetings.  
 
   “Are you ready for me to continue” I asked, and they all agreed.
 
   I read on, Heath was teasing the breath out of Brandi’s lips and she was swooning with desire.  He kissed and stroked everything except what she needed stroked the most.  The more he teased Brandi the more he teased our group and we swooned also, just less audibly.  He stripped her clothes off in front of the light and then did something so lurid – so Heath - that I cannot mention it without feeling like I’d betrayed him.  I read on, riveted by the unfolding story and getting more and more excited.  
 
   God bless the story that can get me this wet.
 
   At the paragraph break I was flustered and took a short pause to catch my own breath.  Out of the corner of my eye I noticed the sweater Rita had draped over her lap was moving.  
 
   “Are you touching yourself Rita?” Maria asked probingly.  
 
   Rita’s eyes had been closed and she opened them realizing she was caught.
 
   “Oh fuck it.  Yes I was diddling the skittle – thanks for noticing” she replied haughtily.  “I haven’t had an orgasm since after last Tuesdays meeting.  I can’t handle Heath’s teasing any longer.  Just ignore me girls and enjoy the story.”  
 
   “Keep reading Elaine.  I am hanging on every word” Fawn implored impatiently.
 
   “So am I” the others stated.
 
   I continued on.  Heath became more devious and I pined to be Brandi.  I pressed my thighs tightly together to get whatever stimulation I could while reading.  This segment was going to be a heck of a tale to discuss afterwards.  When two hunky sailors entered the lighthouse my vision steamed up from the tension.  I took another paragraph break and surveyed my audience.   Maria discreetly had her hand on her crotch and was rubbing herself through her jeans.  Fawn had her hand inside her jeans rubbing, matching Rita and Maria.  All three of them had their eyes closed, lost in the story.  Sandy, who wasn’t touching herself, looked the most orgasmic of the group.  
 
   I wasn’t expecting this.  I guess we really are getting to be close friends.
 
   I was mildly jealous at their courage.  I felt the urge also, but was much too traditional to consider it.   Besides, I felt like I had to be the mom.  
 
   I went back to reading and focused on the story.  Suddenly Sandy moaned out loud and convulsed in her chair.  Nobody else seemed to notice that the one who wasn’t touching herself was climaxing.  
 
   It’s always the quiet ones who are the most hot blooded.  Damn I wanna get off too.
 
   Heath had Brandi in a frenzy and I read every word like it was crack, vaguely aware that the group was handcuffed to the lighthouses in their mind, and enjoying every sentence literally.  Heath was finally going to take her – or was he?  The rogue played with her passion driving her out of her mind.  
 
   The bulge in Rita’s sweater was going crazy.  She let out a squeal and convulsed in orgasm.  Maria’s pants rubbing went into overdrive.  Her cute dimples crinkled up and she climaxed with soft little chirping squeals.  Fawn was holding out longer and thrashing on the couch, holding herself on the edge.  I was becoming more envious of their pleasure.
 
   “Keep reading” Fawn insisted and all four of them stated in unison “ya keep reading!”
 
   Oh screw it.  Everyone is having fun but me.  They are your friends, quit acting like mom.
 
   I held my kindle with one hand and returned to the story.  I moved my other hand under the waistline of the skirt and gave myself the stimulation I hungered for.  The other girls were also back at it, except for Sandy who looked aroused enough already.   
 
   The story got more torrid and now we all were cuffed to the lighthouse in our minds.  My awareness of the group faded as my orgasm built.  The air in the room was thick with hungry desire.  I read onwards, only interrupted by the occasional moan from the group.  
 
   Heath finally gave Brandi the stimulation she begged for, the scene was blistering and I struggled to speak clearly through my passion.  All at once the other four girls started moaning and convulsing.   Surrounded by their passionate climaxes I could hold out no longer.  I allowed the kindle to fall to my lap, closed my eyes and let my orgasm rush through me.  The sensation was intense.  I had never come in front of anyone except my husband and combined with Heath’s sexiness my orgasm was amazing.  Wave after wave washed through me and I made no effort to control it, allowing it to gain whatever momentum it could.  I loved it.  
 
   When I was done I opened my eyes.  We were all staring at each other with the same look of naughty satisfaction in our eyes.  For a moment we just looked, verifying nobody was judging us, and then we all smiled devilishly.  It was clear we could trust each other.
 
   “That was great” Maria said astounded.
 
   “I needed that so much you guys” Rita added.  
 
   “I can’t believe I just did that”, I mused, “But it was amazing.” 
 
   “Is everybody okay with what just happened” Rita asked.
 
   “I am but I think we should keep what happened to ourselves” Sandy mentioned.
 
   “Geez Sandy you’re the only one that didn’t do anything” Fawn responded laughing.
 
   “I enjoyed it.  I am just different than the rest of you.”
 
   “It’s called being Catholic” Rita sniped.
 
   “Easy now ladies, there is no obligations here,” I reminded them. “Sandy your fine” 
 
   “Sandy looked more turned on than you did Rita” Maria added.  
 
    “Let’s all make a pact now as book sisters to never tell anyone what happened” Maria suggested.  
 
   We discussed the situation and agreed what happened in the heat of the moment between friends was to be our secret.  In a way the experience bonded us closer.  We had another thing in common, a secret, and it felt very liberating…and satisfying.  We spent the next hour discussing the story in our usual way before heading off our different directions until the next gathering.  
 
    
 
   
  
 

THE FOURTH MEETING
 
    
 
   That week between meetings I re-read part three of Heath and Brandi every afternoon, occasionally getting off to it.  The ending was such a cliffhanger I couldn’t wait to get the next installment.  In the meantime I did my usual routine, taking care of my two kids (ages 6 and 8) and spending whatever time I could with my husband Jake. 
 
    He was in the midst of building a new company and was working long hours.  I was very proud of his efforts and spent as much quality time as I could with him.  Beyond that I counted down the days until the next installment of our beloved story.  
 
   I woke up on Tuesday with anticipation and took my morning shower with fantasies of Heath really being Jake.  Time seemed to drag on until our two o’clock meeting.  When I got there I was the last person to arrive.
 
   “Alright, how many of you got off to part three a few more times this week?” Rita asked. 
 
   “I did” I mentioned enthusiastically.  Then felt somewhat embarrassed by my enthusiasm, but that faded quickly.  These girls understood – we had a pact.   The rest of them also admitted to using the story a few times.  
 
   “I did three more times that night” Rita smirked.  
 
   “Me too” Maria said, feigning surprise at her admission.
 
   “What about you Sandy?”
 
   “I got off more than three times” she stated embarrassed.   
 
   “Ohhhh” the group replied in unison. 
 
   “You better go to confession this week” Rita teased.
 
   “No it’s perfectly normal.  Good for you Sandy” Maria encouraged her.  
 
   Sandy returned a meek smile and asked, “Is the download available yet?”
 
   I checked Amazon and verified it was not up yet.  “The suspense is killing me” I admitted.    
 
   Rita went to the kitchen and returned with our customary pot of coffee.  Everyone got a cup and we sipped in eager anticipation - where would our beloved story go now?
 
   “I didn’t bring my kindle today because I figured that Elaine would be reading it out loud again.  Will you be?” Fawn asked.  It was the question we had all been avoiding - and secretly knew the answer to.
 
   “Sure, I’d be happy to read it out loud again.”  
 
   A giddy murmur ran through the group and Maria clapped excitedly.  
 
   “I love story time with mom” she cooed.
 
   “Don’t call me that” I gruffed.  “I am just one of the girls here”.
 
   “I know”, she said putting her hand on my knee and adding, “I meant it in the best possible way Elaine.”  
 
   “Can you imagine you’re mom reading you this story?” Sandy asked and we all laughed - even me.  It really was a funny notion.
 
   “It’s up” Rita shouted.  A charge ran through the group and I made haste getting to the download screen.  My excitement was so great my hand shook while trying to click on the purchase button.  “It’s downloading” I announced.  Everyone sat back and prepared to give their imaginations over to the rogue that authored Heath and Brandi.  When the download was finalized I sat back and began reading out loud.
 
   “Heath and Brandi – A Revolutionary Love Story, Part 4.    Brandi woke up the next morning sore, and confused by Heaths absence…”   
 
   I read on, Heath had made a scavenging run behind enemy lines and returned with a mystery bag.  As soon as he revealed what was in the bag our excitement leaped into arousal.  
 
   “I can’t believe it!  Is he seriously going to attempt that with her” Fawn asked.  
 
   He was…and he did.  Slowly at first like the expert tease Heath was, then becoming more persistent.  I could feel my own body temperature rising along with Brandi’s – all of us could.  
 
   “God that is hot” Rita said snaking her hand between her legs.  She didn’t bother with a sweater to conceal her actions this time.  Fawn and Maria soon followed and I prepared for some one handed reading of my own.  Sandy again withheld but already looked like she was in the throngs of desire.  
 
   “Screw these jeans” Rita exclaimed and stood up.  She unzipped her jeans, pulled them off and sat back down in her panties.   “We are all friends here – right?”
 
   “Yep” said Fawn who stood up and removed her jeans also.  “If we are going to do this we might as well do this right.”
 
   Maria was in a skirt and simply hiked it up over her waist.  “What about you Elaine? She asked.  “I mean - I don’t expect Sandy to, but you..?”
 
   The group looked at me waiting for an answer.  
 
   “I can reach my hand inside my dress without any obstructions” I replied.
 
   A good natured groan ran through the three girls sitting in their panties and I felt awkward.  I feared if I don’t do it they might think I am too old and stuffy for the group, which was ridiculous, but at the time it seemed realistic.
 
   “But then again, we do have a pact right” I announced.   I was in a one piece dress and stood up, unzipped it and allowed the entire thing to fall to the floor.  The girls were impressed by my courage.  
 
                 I am down to my bra and panties.  That’s right – this is how the big girls do it.  Let’s see them call me out now.
 
                 “Read on” Rita instructed getting comfortable on the couch.   
 
                 I started reading again and all of their hands were in their panties in no time - and oh, this scene was hot.  Heaths bag of tricks was shockingly kinky and spinning a delicious fantasy.  I switched to one hand and joined my young secret sisters in pleasure, and from the first touch pleasure washed over me.
 
    This time the group began climaxing at their own pace and every few minutes a different girl would launch into a moaning shudder.  It appeared none of them were going to settle for just one orgasm as they all got back to work after a brief rest.   I held mine back letting it build with the story until just before he penetrated her and I lost it.  Both Fawn and I climaxed at the same time and the others had to wait for me to finish for the story to continue.  Sandy looked like she was climaxing just from watching me which added to my excitement.  It was at that point I realized how much I liked being watched.  When I was done climaxing Rita scolded me to continue in lusty frenzy. 
 
                 “Continue on” she ordered throatily.  
 
   “Yes please” Maria added with urgency in her eyes.  
 
   I started reading again…“Heath positioned himself between the machine and her hips and placed his swollen cock over her anxious loins.”
 
   “Oh God somebody finger me” Rita pleaded looking directly at Fawn.  Fawn immediately got down between her legs and placed her hand below Rita’s stroke hand.  I tried to continue reading while stealing glances at Fawn and Rita and going back to work on myself.  
 
   “Oh fuck” Rita shouted as Fawn penetrated her with two fingers.   Rita jerked and fell into a violent orgasm.  Maria, watching the scene, followed suit and both girl’s moans filled the room.  Sandy, hands at her sides, also looked in ecstasy and started moaning.  I couldn’t hold off any longer and a whooshing orgasm took over.  This time it was so intense I bucked and moaned louder than any of them.  Being the last to climax I knew they were all watching and I loved it.  I shamelessly allowed myself to convulse as hard as necessary to keep this orgasm flowing - feeling like the naughty teacher coming in front of her students.  When I was done a wonderful satisfaction settled within me.
 
   “I really love you girls” I stammered while recovering.  
 
   “You looked really hot” Fawn replied.  “Don’t you think so girls?”
 
   “Ya, I mean we all looked hot, even you Sandy” Maria said.  “I’d rather see Heath though”.
 
   “By the way Fawn, thanks for your help” Rita spoke up.  “I hope I didn’t weird you out.”  We all agreed it was no big deal and added it to our pact of secrecy.  Then Fawn made her confession.
 
   “I am bisexual” she stated, emboldened by or tolerant atmosphere.  
 
   “You’re gay?” Rita asked curiously.
 
   “No I like guys, but I also like girls.  I like both” she stated sincerely.  “That is not going to me a problem with anyone is it?”
 
   “Well that sure opens up the possibilities” Maria laughed.  
 
   “That sounds way too complicated for me.  I have a hard enough time with just guys” Rita joked.  
 
   “That’s why you asked me to finger you right” Fawn shot back.
 
   “Hey, that was in the heat of the moment.  You could have been anybody.”
 
   “Anybody?” the group heckled.  
 
   “You tramp” I kidded her.  
 
   “No seriously, in my mind it was Heath fingering me.”
 
   We all had similar feelings and all of us knew what she meant.  
 
   “I am not lezzy, but I liked watching it” Sandy admitted.  
 
   “You little slut” Fawn turned to her snickering.  “You don’t even touch yourself and are probably the biggest pervert of us all.”   We all laughed - including Sandy.  
 
   “Am I the only one who notices how good we feel after we are done?  There is no shame or regret.  But I feel invigorated” Maria stated.  
 
   “It’s like I feel cleansed” I agreed, “Like all of the stressful baggage I carry around has been dumped.” 
 
   “Ditto for me, it’s much more satisfying than doing it alone” Fawn agreed.
 
   “We owe it all to Heath and Brandi” Rita stated wryly, and then shot a look at Sandy.  “No offense to God Sandy.”
 
   “I understand” Sandy replied.  “Just because I am not as forward as you all doesn’t mean I don’t enjoy it as much as the rest of you.”  
 
   We got dressed and talked about the story until it was time to break up, agreeing we couldn’t wait until the next installment.  
 
   
  
 

THE FIFTH MEETING
 
    
 
   The next week went much like the previous.  I enjoyed my family whenever possible and overall felt happier than I had in a while.  I also re-read Heath and Brandi, Part Four, several times.  Sometimes when I got off to it I would image the girls watching me.  I decided it was the naughtiness of exhibitionism that made it so spicy to me.  But I also imagined Fawn fingering Rita a few times.  In the heat of the moment it was exciting to witness.  
 
   I like to be watched…and to watch others.  I am such a pervert.
 
   I laughed to myself at the thought.  Though I was more relaxed and happier the wait until next Tuesday seemed like forever.  I greatly anticipated the next chapter in the story and spending more time with my secret erotic sisters.  It certainly made me feel younger, and I wondered how it made them feel.
 
   The next Tuesday we were all at Rita’s apartment early.  She wasn’t home and the four of us stood on her porch waiting for her to arrive.  
 
   “Did everyone have a good week?” I asked.
 
   “I had a great week.  In fact the last few weeks have been great – think that has anything to do with the book club?” Maria asked.
 
   “Ya” Sandy and Fawn replied in unison.  We laughed - understanding that it might be true.  And even if it wasn’t true it was turning out to be a fun secret to have.  
 
   After waiting a few minutes Rita pulled up, her tall blond frame squeezing out the car and giving us a waive.    
 
   “Did you girls have a good week” she asked.
 
   “I did but the best part is always Tuesday” Fawn answered as we went inside.  
 
   “The download should be up in the next five minutes.  I’ll make the coffee now.”  
 
   We took our usual seats and waited patiently.  
 
   “I didn’t bring my kindle again” Maria noted.
 
   “No problem girls.  I love reading the story out loud to you all.” I assured them.  “When we left off they were hiding in the back of that munitions truck trying to sneak across the border.  I can only imagine what Heath has in mind.”
 
   “I had a dream last night that I stopped to pick up a hitchhiker and it turned out to be Heath…and he had his bag of tricks!”  Maria stated excitedly.  We all cooed at the fantasy.  
 
   “Could you imagine?” Rita asked.
 
   “Nah, fantasy guys are so great because they are fantasy guys” Sandy interjected. 
 
   “Boo” the group responded.  
 
   “Don’t rain on our parade Sandy” Fawn quipped.  
 
   “Oh Sandy probably gets off to Heath every day” Rita smirked.
 
   “Ya, I do” Sandy admitted.  “But it is just a fantasy.” 
 
   “Well so was my dream” Maria responded.
 
   “The story is up” I announced, and we all took our seats.  
 
   “Time to get ready” Rita replied shedding her skirt in record time.  
 
   Fawn and Maria went next.  I again had a full dress and let it hit the floor just as the download was complete.  I took my seat and anxiously began to read.
 
   “Heath and Brandi – A Revolutionary Love Story, Part 5.   The truck tumbled down the dirt road and vibrated so heavily that Brandi couldn’t help”…Part five took off like a rocket and we were steamed up with our hands moving towards our panties in record time when Rita interrupted.
 
   “I think we should take this a little further.  No panties” she stated standing up and removing them.  Fawn quickly followed suit and the two of them looked towards Maria and I.  We both paused for a moment surprised by the new rule.
 
   “Oh fuck it” Maria said and whipped hers off, her cute dimples flashing a wicked smile.  Now they waited for me.
 
   “I have my whole dress off.  Last time I was only in my underwear while the rest of you kept your tops on” I stammered self consciously.  I was excited by the idea but a little self conscious.  I was ten years older with two kids.  I was intimidated by how firm and beautiful they all were.  And they were all clean shaven – I only shaved my pubes into a tight trim.  The bald look was not my style and I worried about not fitting in.  
 
   “Come on Elaine, you have a beautiful body.  We are all sisters through Heath and Brandi.  You have nothing to be ashamed of with us.”  
 
   The others agreed and coaxed me forward.  Privately excited to be watched I stood up and slipped my panties off - and then to show them I was the elder, slipped my bra off too.
 
   “Woohoo” the group chided my forwardness.  
 
   “You have a sexy body Elaine” Maria reassured me.
 
   “Total MILF” Fawn added.
 
   I gushed from the compliments and sat down to continue the story.
 
   “Wait a minute” Rita interjected.  “I think it’s time Sandy joined the group – don’t you guys?”  
 
   “I don’t want to.  We agreed there were no obligations” Sandy stated turning red.
 
   “What are you afraid of Sandy?  We are all practically nude in front of you.  Don’t you want to be part of the group?” Rita pushed.  
 
   Maria came to her defense.  “She is part of the group.”
 
   Sandy looked really embarrassed and I felt bad for her.
 
   “I sort of like that one person stays dressed and watches us.  It makes me feel kinda naughty” I added.  
 
   “Okay then just her top.  She has to do something.  We are all in this together” Rita persisted.  
 
   Sandy always wore sundresses.  Her hands noticeably trembled when she unbuttoned the top buttons.  She slipped the dress over her bra revealing cute perky breasts but kept her eyes on the ground in shame.
 
   “You look gorgeous Sandy” Maria added patting her leg much the same as she did for me a week earlier.  The rest of us agreed and slowly Sandy loosened up.  
 
   “Good job Sandy” Rita stated, “Don’t let your shyness distract from a good orgasm.”
 
   “No it won’t distract my orgasm” Sandy answered sincerely.  
 
   “Being watched improves my climaxes” I admitted in a moment of solidarity.  
 
   Everyone got comfortable and I launched back into the story.  Part five was kinky and hot.  Sometimes we prefer romance and seduction – but sometimes when the kink is just right it is delicious.  This was one of those times and the girls were busy by the end of the first page.  Two pages later, so was I and the occasional moan rang out as I read.  Health had Brandi tied nude to a cannon in a munitions bunker and was stroking her passion slowly.  A man entered the bunker catching them and seeing Brandi nude.  
 
   “…Heath looked over at the man and recognized him as his brother.”
 
   We stopped masturbating long enough for our jaws to hit the ground. 
 
   “Oh my goodness what a twist” I exclaimed.
 
   “A brother!”  Maria yelled, “Can you imagine…both of them together”.
 
   There was group swoon and we all got back to work with feverish zest.
 
   “Keep reading” they demanded urgently. 
 
   I must say the story got very kinky after that and orgasms started making their rounds amongst the group.  After Fawn climaxed she got down between Rita’s legs again and offered her fingers.  Rita spread invitingly and Fawn eagerly got to work.  
 
   “Use three fingers” Rita grunted on the edge of climax.  Fawn complied and Rita bucked in violent orgasm causing the excitement in the room to elevate.  I could feel the other girls orgasms teetering on the edge.  
 
   “Do me too” Maria stammered breathing heavily.   That caught me by surprise.
 
   Maria, Miss ‘do good’ wants to be fingered?
 
     Fawn swiftly moved over to Maria, grabbed her ankles and spread her legs wide.  As she positioned her fingers for entry she leaned in and took Maria’s clit into her mouth.  Maria’s passionate moan resonated with the group.  I struggled to read, caught between the heat of the story and the inferno growing in the room. 
 
   It was clear by Fawns loud slurps that she was sucking hard as she penetrated her fingers deep inside.  Maria’s eyes closed and she let out a long guttural grunt, then shook like a leaf in a hurricane.   It was so fucking hot I had to stop reading and watch her amazing climax unfold before my eyes.  My juices were dripping now and I was lightheaded from lust.  As if it came from somebody else I heard myself say, “Do me next Fawn”.  Fawn turned to me with a look of pride on her face.  
 
   “I thought you would never ask.”
 
   She scooted over between my legs and forced them open wider.  I gave myself over submissively, allowing Fawn free reign and closed my eyes to imagine Heath.  I felt her finger slip inside me confidently.  If felt good – really good and was just what I craved.  Fawn knew what she was doing and I was ready to cum quickly.  I felt her other hand grab my wrist, stopping my feverish stroking and confounding me for a moment.  Then I felt her soft wet lips on my swollen clit and everything clicked.  I shuddered and saw white as my orgasm overtook me.  It continued for nearly a full minute and delighted in my exhibition. When it finished I was exhausted, but even more aroused than when we had started.  When Fawn removed her mouth I knew one orgasm wasn’t going to be enough.  I was on fire and opened my eyes to see the others watching me - approaching their next climaxes.  Moans and grunts now continually filled the room and the smell of our combined feminine musk perfumed the air.  
 
   “I need more Fawn.  Will you give me three fingers too” I moaned.
 
   I twitched as her fingers traced my lips and three fingers entered causing me to tense up from the sensation.  She put her mouth back to work and I started to swoon.  It felt wonderful and another climax was quickly building.
 
   “Fist her” Rita quipped lustily going back to work on herself.  
 
   The other girls moaned at the suggestion and watched me intently.   I couldn’t imagine the look on my face at that moment.  As my climax built I felt Fawn’s pinky squeeze into me, and I tensed up again.  
 
   “Just relax gorgeous” she whispered between licks.
 
   I lay my head back and gave myself over to this younger girl.  Her penetration got more intense as her knuckles eased their way into me - so intense that my orgasmic buildup slowed as I adjusted to the sensation.  There was pressure on my outer lips as her thumb melded to the rest of her hand and tried to slip in.  I spread my legs as wide as I could to help her.  She applied more and more pressure until her thumb finally eased in.
 
   “Holy fuck” I grunted and the audience went crazy on themselves.  Maria climaxed again and Sandy had her look of silent climax.  Fawn gently conditioned my pussy stretching it tenderly.  The fullness of her hand felt unbelievable.  It stroked my G spot firmly as my canal gripped it and my juices flowed harder.  
 
   It was becoming overwhelming but Fawn persisted, adding more pressure and sliding her hand deeper.  I felt my lips contract as she slid all the way in to her wrist and I could not restrain myself from continually grunting loudly.  The sensation spread throughout my bowls lighting me up like a candle and every time my G spot was stroked I groaned louder.
 
   Now she went back to work with her tongue.  It took a few moments before my climax began to build again, but when it did I realized it was going to be special.  I imagined it was Heath between my legs filling me to the max and stroking my G-spot.  After a few more moments I shouted “oh” several times and began climaxing spastically around her hand.  This triggered a chain reaction of orgasms to ripple through the group. 
 
   “Give it to her deep Fawn” Rita sputtered as she came. 
 
   Fawn worked me like I had never been worked and the seizing wonderful orgasm ended far too soon.  As it waned I breathed heavily, deeply satisfied.   
 
   “Take it out” I grunted to Fawn who gently eased her hand out. 
 
   “You were really sexy” she whispered to me.
 
   “Thank you.  That was really great” I whispered back in a daze. 
 
   “If everyone else is done I think I will go wash up” she said excusing herself.
 
   Everyone was worn out from the action and we hadn’t even finished the story.  
 
   “I guess we will finish this segment ourselves tonight, eh girls” I offered.  
 
   “You mean get off to it tonight” Rita added.
 
   “I will probably get off to fisting Elaine” Fawn mused smiling at me.
 
   “Been there – done that” Sandy chirped sarcastically and I laughed out load.  
 
   Did I really just let a twenty one year old fist me…in front of three other people?
 
   The reality of it, the loving friendly atmosphere, it all felt so natural - so wonderful.  I was shocked that I had allowed it to happen, but not in a bad way - just very surprised.  I would have never in my life guessed something like this would have been possible.
 
   “Am I the only one who thinks we are getting a little lezzy” Maria pondered out loud.
 
   “Not so much that it matters” Fawn replied.
 
   “Says the gay girl” Rita interjected.
 
   “Says the girl who keeps asking me to finger her” Fawn shot back.
 
   “That - well, like I said, in the heat of the moment.”
 
   “…And loves it” Fawn jibbed louder.
 
   All of us ‘oohed’ at Rita who smiled sheepishly knowing it was the truth.  
 
   “How do you feel about the girl play Elaine?” Sandy asked.
 
   “Personally…I have no room to talk.”  Everyone snickered and I added “I could use a glass of wine.”
 
   “She liked it, we could tell” Maria insisted.
 
   “You were such a slut Elaine” Rita teased.
 
   “Mom the slut – I love it!” Fawn shrieked giddily.  
 
   “Okay, okay, that’s enough” I said holding up my hands while they laughed.
 
   Rita grabbed Fawn and wrestled her down on the couch.  
 
   “You were the slut servicing everyone.”
 
   “That’s right, you jealous?” Fawn smirked while wiggling to escape.
 
   “Nah I am more of a pitcher than a catcher anyways.”
 
   “That’s a guy on guy term” I interrupted.
 
   “Well I am using it in a girl-girl way.”
 
   “Okay but you should know pitchers…don’t win the wrestling match” I mused. 
 
   “Be Quiet! - before someone loses a fist in you!”
 
   The group broke into hysterics and everyone doubled over laughing.  There was nothing left for us but humorous teasing - it was almost as fun as the climaxes.  We had made peace with our choices and bonded even stronger.
 
   “This was the best meeting yet” I stated sincerely.  
 
   “That means it’s going to be a great week” Maria assured us.  
 
   Maria’s statement made sense to us and we believed it.  We left the meeting loose and refreshed, our minds filled with the kind of hope a person gets when they have something good to look forward to.  
 
   
  
 

THE SIXTH MEETING
 
    
 
                 The next week did turn out to be a great week.  Both of my kids were excited about school projects and we had fun working together on them.  Jake got a small break from his busy schedule and we were able to sneak out for two private dates, which were a ball. 
 
   I finished Heath and Brandi on my own and traded off between climaxing to the story and my new experience at the last meeting – and then combined the two fantasies.  The day before the next meeting I was in such a happy place that I blew Jake before he left for work and when he got home.  He loved it, I loved it, and our happiness was at an all time high. 
 
                 That Tuesday it was raining and I decided to wait in my car in front of Rita’s house to let the current downpour lighten up.  I saw Maria arrive, her curvy frame and big dimples hustling up to the front door.  
 
   “Wait for me” I yelled and rushed up to join her.  The others were waiting for us when we entered.
 
   “What time is it” I asked removing my coat and shaking off the wet.
 
   “It’s after two – it should be up anytime now” Fawn assured us.  
 
   Maria and I joined the others in the circle and waited anxiously.   The upload was late today and we had finished most of the coffee before it became available. When it finally showed up I downloaded it to my Kindle and rushed to the title page.  Rita went to the kitchen and came back with a potpourri candle to create the mood.  She lit it as the rest of them sat back for story time, and what we knew was to come after Heath turned us on.  
 
   “Heath and Brandi – A Revolutionary Love Story – Final Chapter” I read aloud – and our hearts sank.
 
   “Final chapter?” Fawn repeated grimly.
 
   “I can’t believe this is the end” Sandy gasped.  “This can’t be the end, can it?”
 
   “All stories end” Rita chimed in.
 
   “Well let’s see what happens before we freak out” I informed them and started reading.  
 
   The final chapter was a sizzler.  They were hidden in some bushes on the battlefield doing all manner of hot action.  We steamed up quickly and it wasn’t long before Rita stood up and removed her pants and panties signaling the rest of us to follow suit.  Fawn and Maria were both in skirts today and they shed them with two quick motions while Sandy pulled her dress down over her bra.  I felt like I needed to show some sophistication this time and had worn a garter and stocking under my dress.  The others were quiet impressed and I loved their probing eyes surveying my look.  
 
   I returned to reading and the others closed their eyes.  Four pages in and all of them were working their hungry buttons except Sandy, and even she was slightly grinding her hips.  I switched to ‘one handed reading’ and continued.  
 
   Sandy was the first to moan – and the second.   She seemed to be even more turned on than the rest of us this time.  
 
   On this day our first orgasm seemed to be on the same schedule.  We twitched and moaned at the same times.  We were all building up toward climax and the same rate.  
 
   “Hurry up and cum Fawn” Rita encouraged her.  
 
   “I don’t want to rush” she offered back throatily.    
 
   Rita looked over at Sandy mischievously.  
 
   “Sandy it’s time for you to catch up to the rest of us. Now take that damn dress off” she ordered.
 
   Sandy opened her eyes and nodded ‘no’.  Rita got up and grabbed the side of her sundress and the rest of us stopped working.  “Help me with Sandy, Fawn.”
 
   Fawn got up and joined Rita in front of Sandy who looked very frightened.
 
   “Haven’t we already been over this” she replied.
 
   Fawn grabbed the other side of Sandy’s dress and they tried sliding it down over her hips.  
 
   “It’s okay Sandy” Fawn softly reassured her, “You’re so beautiful we just want you to be involved like the rest of us.  Stand up so we can get this off.”
 
   Sandy started to panic.
 
   “I thought we could trust each other.  Why are you pressuring me?  I really don’t want to take my clothes off” she stated becoming hysterical.  
 
   The two girls standing there bottomless had little sympathy for her explanation.  
 
   “You know we like you a lot Sandy, in this room we are all sisters.  We want to help you get past this” Rita soothed tugging at her dress.  “Now stand up.”
 
   “No!” Sandy squealed, her voice cracking with emotion.
 
   “Lighten up Rita, let her do it how she wants” Maria spoke up.
 
   “It is going to be a good experience for her” Fawn retorted.  
 
   “I agree with Maria.  Let Sandy do it however she wants” I added.  
 
   Rita used her strong frame to lift Sandy to her feet and she struggled.  I was unsure what to say, the rare division within the group had created some confusion.  Rita and Fawn grabbed the edges of Sandy’s sundress and pulled it down to her ankle.  Sandy turned beat red and stammered “no” again.
 
   We looked at the scene in front of us.  Sandy was wearing white granny panties and there was something else.  There was a bump in her panties above her vulva.  
 
   “What is this” Rita asked curiously.  
 
   Sandy started to cry and the other girls lightened up.
 
   “I was born like this” she stated looking at the ground, tears running down her cheek.  
 
   “Born like what” Fawn asked, “What is the problem sweetie” she asked tenderly.
 
   “Don’t make me do this” she pleaded, and cried some more.
 
   As Sandy stood there crying I felt terrible for her.  But I must admit I was dying to know what was going on with her, so I held back coming to her defense.  
 
   “You can trust us Sandy.  We will like you no matter what your problem is, wont we girls?”
 
   Rita and I said ‘ya’ but Maria suggested we leave it alone and get back to our usual business.  
 
   “I’ve gotta know” Rita insisted.
 
   “So do I” Fawn agreed.
 
   Each of them grabbed a side of her panties and started sliding them down while tears flowed down Sandy’s face.  As the cotton panty slid over her crouch something sprung free and Sandy groaned in embarrassment.  We all looked on stunned.
 
   “Oh my God!  Is that what I think it is” Fawn gasped.  
 
   Sandy has a clitoris that protrudes out several inches, five to be exact.  It was so large it looked like a hot dog sticking out of her.  I mean, it wasn’t a polish dog or anything that big but certainly thicker than an Oscar Meyer.  It pointed out erectly in front of our shocked eyes as Sandy wept in shame.  
 
   “What?   I mean…how?” Rita stated in shock.   “You were born this way?”
 
   Sandy nodded ‘yes’ but refused to look up at us.
 
   “It has been like this my whole life.  It was smaller before I went through puberty.  Then it became this.  I am a freak” she stuttered and cried some more.
 
   “No you’re not a freak Sandy”, I assured her, “we all have weird things about us.  You are a great kid and a beautiful girl” I tried to reassure her.
 
   Holy smokes look at that thing!   I feel bad for Sandy - but that is freaky.  
 
   “How are you guys weird” she squeaked.  
 
   All of us were in too much shock to respond immediately but finally Rita chimed in, “Well, Fawn is bisexual.”  
 
   “And so is Rita” Fawn responded glaring back at her.
 
   “Umm, alright, I like getting it up the butt.  I mean, I like a lot.  More than regular sex” Maria confessed turning red.
 
   “That is not freaky either” Fawn replied.
 
   “Ya it’s just sleazy” Rita joked.
 
   “How are you weird Elaine” Sandy asked timidly.
 
   “Well, I go to this book group on Tuesdays…”
 
   Everybody jeered at me and the mood began to lighten.  
 
   “Seriously Sandy, we don’t mind.  You don’t have to make a big deal out of it here – we won’t” Rita insisted.
 
   “You don’t know what its like” she responded meekly, “When I was in high school my first boyfriend, my only boyfriend, told the entire school.  I was ostracized and teased regularly.  No girls would be my friend, no guys would date me.  When you get called a freak enough you start to believe it.  I can’t tell you how much it hurt.  That is why I never want to show anyone” she sputtered starting to cry again.  
 
   Rita and Fawn stood on opposite sides of her and both of them gave her a warm hug.  Maria and I got up to join them stating “We don’t care about it Sandy.  You will always be one of us.”  When the hug ended Sandy seemed to be a little more confident.
 
   “I gotta know, what’s it like” Rita asked the question we were all wondering.  
 
   “It’s hard” she answered.
 
   “I can see that,” Fawn stated laughing.
 
   “No, I mean it is different than what you probably experience.  There are two kinds of this affliction.  One kind has the nerve endings in one centralized location and the other kind has nerves all around the shaft of the clit.  I am the second kind, which means I am usually over stimulated.”
 
   “What exactly do you mean by over stimulated?  Sounds great to me” Rita asked.
 
   “It might sound great to someone who doesn’t have it, but it is not always that fun.  I have orgasms from just walking, or anytime it brushes against my panties too much.  For example, I had two orgasms before we ever started to read the story today.”
 
   “Two?” Maria inquired, I didn’t notice anything.”
 
   “I climax so often I have gotten good at controlling it.  As long as it’s not a big one I won’t convulse too much.  When you need to function in society you get good at hiding it.  You know how you all build up to your climaxes up before coming?  I live on that built up edge all day long.  I can’t even touch it while getting dressed without climaxing.  The only time I get any relief from the stimulation is in the tub.”  
 
   “They say a woman has ten thousand nerve endings in her clit while a guy only has two thousand in his entire penis” I mentioned. 
 
   “Well I must have a hundred thousand in mine” Sandy replied grimly.
 
   “Or a million” Rita added her breath.
 
   “This is amazing” Fawn spoke up.  “You aren’t a freak Sandy – you’re amazing!”
 
   “It’s not so amazing when everyone teases you, and you are too embarrassed to have a boyfriend.”
 
   We saw her point and felt her struggle.  She is such a sweet beautiful girl it was hard to imagine.  Nature had a cruel way of throwing a wrench into things.
 
   “We accept you just as you are” Maria assured her.  
 
   “That’s right” I added, “You are one of us Sandy and nothing is going to change that.”
 
   “I want to touch it.  Is it okay if I touch it” Fawn asked looking deep into Sandy’s eyes.
 
   “Come on Fawn, settle down” Maria kidded.
 
   “Touching it is too much for me to handle - ohh”
 
   Fawn gently took her clit between her fingers and watched Sandy’s eyes roll back.  Surprisingly it got even firmer and pointed up like a firm erection.  
 
   “Wow it is really super soft” Fawn announced.  “Is this alright Sandy?”
 
   Sandy stood shaking with far off look, perspiration forming around her forehead.
 
   “Sandy?” She repeated – no response.   
 
   Fawn released her and Sandy slowly came back around.  
 
   “Please, I can’t handle that” she stammered.  Touching is too much stimulation.  It makes me climax so hard I can’t speak or function normally.  I become helpless” she informed us.  
 
   Fawn looked at her like she was a rock star.  In fact, we all did.  
 
   “Well I admit to getting a few girls off in my time, but I have never gotten anyone off that easy. Did you enjoy it?” Fawn asked.  
 
   “Ya” she replied shyly, “Since you were so gentle.  But I wasn’t ready for it.  You have to be careful - and I’d rather be sitting down.  Can I pull my panties up now?  I want to be one of you but I think I need to ease into it slowly.  I am not used to people being accepting about it like you all are.  It is hard not to be self conscious.”
 
   She bent down to pull her panties up.
 
   “Wait, I have gotta try this” Fawn stopped her midway.  She got down on one knee as the rest of us watched perplexed.  Fawn took the first few inches of her clit into her mouth shocking us all.  Sandy groaned loudly and she fell into her seat which yanked it out of Fawns mouth.  Fawn was back on it in a flash, taking all of it into her mouth.  Sandy could not hide this climax and she bucked and moaned louder than any of us had.  The other three of us watched frozen, transfixed by the unusual scene in front of us.  Fawn was giving her a sensual blow job which was clearly overwhelming to Sandy.  
 
   I can’t believe this…Fawn is blowing Sandy and she is out of control. 
 
   A feeling of raw lust grew in the room.  The unusual kink unfurling in front of us made me dripping wet and I remembered my own desire to climax.  I wasn’t alone – Maria was already touching herself.  I put the Kindle aside and got to work.  Fawn withdrew Sandy from her mouth long enough to announce “This is like the most amazing cock I have ever sucked.  It is so firm but so soft - and pulsating”, before taking it back into her mouth.
 
   Rita kneeled down next to Fawn and stated touching herself.  “I want to try it.”
 
   Fawn removed Sandy from her mouth.  For a brief moment control reentered Sandy’s eyes, then Rita engulfed her and her coherence again faded.  Rita sucked the giant clit curiously, slowly.  Maria let out a deep guttural moan and began climaxing.  Sandy was flopping out of control in her chair, climaxing continuously.  Rita stopped sucking and stated to Fawn, “Help me lay her on her back”.  
 
   I knew what was going to happen and understood they were taking liberties with Sandy that she hadn’t given permission for – but I the lust in the room made me have to watch what would happen next.  I couldn’t stop it.  
 
   The two girls eased Sandy out of her seat as she was becoming coherent again.  “Wait I…” she started to say but Fawn gingerly grabbed her enormous clit and her eyes clouded back up in climax.  They laid Sandy on her back and Rita mounted her.  Fawn helped guide Sandy’s massive clit to Rita’s drenched slit.  Rita eased herself down onto it and Sandy grunted loudly.  Watching in disbelief my orgasm hit hard.  It continued to wash over me as I watched Rita begin fucking Sandy.   Rita’s moans started matching Sandy’s loud grunts and even Maria began working again.  Feeling like I was on fire – so did I.
 
   Rita reached her hand between her legs rubbing her own clit as she bucked on Sandy’s.  Soon she climaxed violently humping extra hard on Sandy.  When her orgasm passed she slumped down on the hard clit inside her but Sandy continued onwards with her climax.  Fawn pushed Rita off and mounted Sandy, guiding herself to the mark.
 
   “Oh fuck ya” she squealed taking her inside and starting to hump it.  The look of lost ecstasy on Sandy’s face was pronounced.   I tried to imagine what she was experiencing which caused my climax to strike.  Rita reached over and started rubbing Fawn’s clit.  Fawn went wild fucking Sandy’s sensitive pole for all she was worth.  Sandy’s grunts got louder and her body flailed up and down on the floor uncontrollably. 
 
   Fawn climaxed with a yell and forced all of it inside her, grinding as she came.  When she was done she eased off Sandy who rode the rest of her climax out before then gasping and curling up in a ball.
 
   “Jesus you guys” she panted between breaths.  
 
   Fawn put her hand gently on her back.  “Didn’t you enjoy it?”
 
   “No…I mean ya I enjoyed it but you can’t just use me like a rag doll.  I am not an object.   It can’t handle that much contact – that much stimulation” she insisted.
 
                 “I am sorry Sandy” Fawn apologized softly.  “You are so sexy we lost control a little.”  The rest of us reassured her that was what it was.  
 
                 For the first time since we sat down Sandy smiled.  It must have been a very long time since she felt so desirable to another person.
 
                 “Well from now on nobody touches it without my permission – okay?” She announced.
 
   We agreed Sandy was right and apologized again.  
 
                 “At least you’re not embarrassed about it anymore.  And you know we like you as much as we ever did” Maria encouraged her, and Sandy smiled again. 
 
   Rita poured everyone another cup of coffee and we smoothed out between our climaxes.  Lust was still in the air and before long we decided to get back to Heath and Brandi.  To be honest my arousal was far from satisfied and I couldn’t wait to climax again.   
 
   Everyone took their seats and prepared for more of the hot storyline - and their next climax, though Sandy put her panties back on.  This time I started out reading with one hand, ready to rub my anxious button at first kink.  Within the safety of our group I discreetly spread my legs wider just to be more obscene, more in view, and I realized I wanted Sandy to see me.  My clit swelled more at the thought.  
 
   By the third sentence everyone was touching themselves which was unusual because the story was in between sex scenes.  Moans began filling the room by the end of the first page.  Between paragraphs I caught myself looking over at Sandy.  She was back to her usual controlled arousal and listening intently to the story.  My desire swelled from my fingers work until I felt ready to burst.  Each stroke I gave myself was like a massage of ecstasy.  
 
   While turning the page I heard myself say: “I need Sandy to fuck me.”  It half embarrassed me, but I meant it.
 
   Silence filled the room for a moment and everyone looked at Sandy.  
 
   “You want to ride me like the others” she asked timidly?
 
   “No, I want you to fuck me” I responded rebelliously.  
 
   “I can’t control myself enough to fuck anyone under that type of stimulation.  I am not trying to reject you Elaine – it is just the way it is.”
 
   “We’ll help you” Rita broke in, “We’ll keep you stable”.  
 
   “That much simulation is too intense for me to handle.”
 
   I looked at Sandy hungrily, no longer trying to sooth her.  
 
   “I need it Sandy” I insisted continuing to rub myself.  
 
   A cross between compassion and pride entered her face and I knew she was going to agree.  
 
   “Alright, but go easy on me everyone.  And don’t make it last too long or I will lose control…and have a heart attack or something” she half joked.  
 
   I agreed and she stood up and pulled her panties down, her gorgeous clit springing back into view. 
 
   “You have to suck on it first like Fawn and I did” Rita insisted, “That is the rule.”
 
   Sandy shot Rita a look that questioned her rule making authority, but agreed stating “very gently though”.  I hadn’t thought about that possibility but had no problem agreeing.  There was so much lust in the room I would have sucked any of them off at that point.  
 
   “Please suck softly” Sandy cooed again, “And no hands.”  It was apparent she was aroused by me and what we were going to do.  I felt a certain pride of my own, being desirable to this innocent young woman and smiled warmly at her.  
 
   Rita guided Sandy next to my seat and her clit pointed toward my face invitingly.  I looked down at it unsure how to begin, finally moving my mouth onto it and sucking it like I did my husband.  Fawn was right, it was warm and soft to the touch, softer than any man I had ever felt, yet very firm.  I could feel Sandy’s climax rumbling through her as I gently sucked.  It was an amazing feeling of power.  My free hand was still busy working and it was hard not to break into an enthusiastic wild blow job, but I somehow restrained myself and kept it slow and sensual.  
 
   When Sandy’s grunting got loud I stopped.  Rita was steadying her to keep her upright.  
 
   “Sit on the couch with your hips over the edge” she instructed me.  
 
   I did as I was told and spread my legs before them.  Sandy was just coming back around when Rita and Fawn knelt her down and positioned her for entry.  Sandy looked at me lost in arousal and took me by surprise, placing her hands on my breasts.  I am not gay but at that moment I was literally on fire.  
 
   Rita moved Sandy’s hips close and she slid inside of me.  Sandy grunted her overwhelmed grunt and I moaned deeply.  Fawn took over working my swollen clit as Rita pushed against Sandy’s ass until she was buried all the way in me.  
 
   That feels as good as my husband, maybe better? It pulsates continually.  I can’t believe I am doing this.  Fuck me Sandy.
 
   With one arm around the front of her chest and the other on her ass Rita began thrusting Sandy into me.  Every stroke was another electric step towards orgasm.  
 
   “I love it!” I yelled. “Fuck me hard Sandy”.  
 
   I was out of control with lust.  Sandy was grunting and moaning in her own world and started to grip my nipples and squeeze them forcefully.  Her grip was a little painful but it added to my arousal.  I could understand why she did it and could only imagine what she was going through.  Rita continued making her fuck me as hard as she could – which was pretty hard.  The others were all breathing heavy and I knew it was arousing them seeing the elder getting fucked by the youngest.  My moans soon became grunts.  I closed my eyes and felt woozy when my orgasm arrived.  
 
   “She is coming, make sure she is getting it hard” I heard Maria say.  
 
   Yes, good girl.  Fuck the mom hard.
 
   Rita thrust her into me hard and I quivered in a strong orgasm that clenched me deep inside, gripping my stomach with force.  I fluttered in ecstasy on the couch as Rita helped Sandy fuck my brains out.  The minute of climax was like a minute in heaven and I never wanted it to end – but it did.  When it was done I bucked back and off of Sandy who collapsed in Rita’s arms.   
 
   Maria began moaning on verge of another climax.  
 
   “Hold on” Fawn said to Maria.  “You wanna take Sandy up the ass Maria?”
 
   Maria stopped touching herself and sat there breathing heavily.  She looked at Sandy who was started to become coherent again, then looked at Rita drunk from her own desire and nodded ‘yes’.  
 
   “No, that is too much contact for – ah.”  Fawn grabbed Sandy’s clit and stroked it gently, silencing her.  Rita took Maria by the hand and led her to the couch. 
 
   “Get on your knees and bend over the couch.  I will get some lube” she informed her.  With a lost in lust look Maria did as she was told and Rita was back in no time with the lube.  She massaged it around Maria pink hole as Fawn stroked Sandy, keeping her climaxing and docile.  
 
                 I sat up to get a better look at what was happening, understanding that they were again using Sandy without her permission.  Part of me wanted to point that out – but I couldn’t resist seeing what would happen next.  I loved Sandy but after all, how often do you get to see a gorgeous young girl with a giant clit fuck everyone’s best friend up the ass?  I confess it was so lurid I had to watch without stopping it.  
 
                 Fawn had one hand holding Sandy and the other tenderly stroking Maria’s hole, making her hips twitch.  This time Fawn and Rita flanked Sandy on both sides and held her up together.  Fawn guided her clit to the puckered entrance.  Each girl had one hand holding Sandy under an arm and the other on her ass.  They guided the tip of it in.  
 
                 “MMMMM” Maria swooned in delight.
 
                 The girl really does like it up the butt.
 
                 Sandy yelped through her grunts and convulsed as they slowly eased it inside. 
 
                 “Take my place” Fawn instructed me, “So I can get to her clit.”
 
                 I got off the couch and kneeled down taking Fawns place, and she reached around to stimulate Maria’s clit.
 
                 “Fuck me” Maria moaned throatily.  
 
                 From our respective sides, Rita and I kept one hand on Sandy’s shoulder and the other on her ass cheeks.  We started pumping Sandy in and out of Maria’s ass, developing our own rhythm as we thrust her.  Sandy began groaning between her grunts and convulsing spastically.  It looked like every muscle in her body was trembling.  Maria’s moans got more urgent and she was on cloud nine, panting in pleasure.
 
                 “Harder, please harder” she begged.  “Fuck me like its Heath!”
 
                 Rita and I began plunging Sandy hard in unison deep into Maria’s butt.  We matched each other’s rhythm and went faster and faster, like we were rowing a boat and Maria’s moans turned into little yelps.  
 
                 “Faster!” Rita yelled and we increased our speed, thrusting Sandy’s hips as hard as we could.  Sounds of Sandy’s hips smacking against Maria’s tight ass filled the room and they each made the same sound at the same moment - a loud fading yell that indicated “the pleasure is overwhelming”.  
 
                 “I don’t need my clit worked - finger me Fawn” Maria grunted just before she came.  
 
   Fawn moved her hand lower and worked to penetrate Maria as we forcefully thrust Sandy repeatedly into her.  
 
   Slap – moan – scream.  
 
   Slap – moan – scream.   
 
   The group was out of control, operating on lust and raw instinct.
 
   I looked up from my work - into Sandy’s face.  Drool was streaming out of her mouth but she was oblivious to it, overwhelmed by her own stimulation.  
 
   “Use two fingers Fawn” Maria screamed urgently.  
 
   Maria started to come and her ass must have clinched because Sandy started screaming and went into overload.  Rita and I continued pumping her hips relentlessly through Maria’s orgasm causing her screams to compete with Sandy’s.   The room was filled with animalistic screams as we used Sandy to fuck Maria hard all the way through her climax.
 
   When it was over Maria went limp on the couch which signaled us to stop.  Sandy was still screaming as we eased her back out and held her up steady - she continued to shake, moan and whimper.  We eased her down and she collapsed on the floor still in deep climax.  We all watched amazed as she continued on.  When she finally finished the coherent look in her eyes returned and she stammered, “You bitches are fucking crazy.”  She was still mildly convulsing and twitching.
 
   We all sat down beside her and Fawn began stroking her back.  Rita grabbed one of her feet and started massaging it - I took her other foot and did the same.  Maria grabbed a hand and started rubbing it.  
 
   The four of us sat on the floor around Sandy massaging and stroking her tenderly.  We felt some guilt for what we had done without her permission and wanted her to know that we loved her.  And - we wanted her to forgive us.  We continued massaging for a long time - slowly she became like butter in our hands and began to lighten up.  
 
   “Was it good for you” she joked sarcastically.
 
   “Are you alright hon?” I asked.  
 
   “Ya, I am all right now, not so much ten minutes ago.”
 
   “It was very good for me” Maria said appreciatively, stroking her hair.  
 
   “It was wonderful for me as well.  Thank you” I added.
 
   “These meetings are getting harder and harder” she smirked, half seriously.  
 
   We laughed together and continued stroking her a few more minutes.  Then we helped Sandy up, led her to the bathroom and we all cleaned up.  
 
   “I think I am going to be walking funny tomorrow” Maria mentioned.
 
   “I was walking funny last Wednesday” I noted.
 
   “This will be a little different” Maria snickered and slapped me on the ass.  
 
   “Walking funny is walking funny, regardless of how it happened” Fawn chimed in.  
 
   “Could anyone use another cup of coffee” Rita inquired.  
 
   “I could use a glass of wine - for real this time” I stated.
 
   “I think we all could” Maria added.  
 
   “I am not old enough to drink wine” Sandy worried.
 
   I looked at her intently, she was so innocent and beautiful.
 
   “Kid, if you are old enough to handle what just happened I think you have earned a glass of wine.”
 
   I put my arm around her and we adjourned back to the living room.  Rita brought out the only wine she had, a cheap Chardonnay, and poured us all a glass.  
 
   “Guys, it just occurred to me.  Heath and Brandi really is over.  What is going to happen to our group?” Maria inquired.  
 
   The realization jolted us back to reality.  For the first time in weeks there was melancholy in the room.  It felt like watching an old friend packing up to move away.   
 
   “Do you all still want to have our meetings?” Rita asked.  
 
   “We all have each other’s e-mail.  Why don’t we search for our next ‘new favorite story’ and when we find one we can agree on, then we can reassemble.  
 
   “It won’t be the same without Heath” Sandy stated sadly.  
 
   “True, but it might be even better.  Sometimes when you lose a good thing something even better comes along” I said.  
 
   “Not very often though” Rita mused.
 
   “Well, let’s give it our best try” Fawn insisted, and we agreed.
 
   “In the meantime we can always re-read Heath and Brandi as much as we want.”And there is always a return to Eternity Cove” Maria reminded us.  
 
   “Good ol Eternity Cove – where would we be without it?” I wondered.  “We wouldn’t have even met.”
 
   “You know, they say the story you like best in Eternity Cove says a lot about what kind of lover you are” Fawn quipped.  
 
   “Whose ‘they”?
 
   “You know – ‘they’ - the nameless, faceless masses” I laughed.
 
   “Didn’t we already have this conversation when the club started” Sandy added.  
 
   It was true, we were back to square one.  Continuing to meet over random books just wouldn’t be the same.  It was not how our private club thrived.  Before leaving we agreed to scour Amazon for our next erotic addiction.  We would share our findings until we all agreed on one.  
 
   Walking to the door with my secret sisters and hugging them goodbye was a sad but warm experience.  “This isn’t ‘goodbye’.  It is just ‘until next time” I offered.  
 
   Rita watched us walk down the drive together to our respective cars.  She waived goodbye and we waived back.  I watched Sandy and Maria tear up and hug some more before entering their vehicles and driving off.  Though we were heading in four different directions I drove home with an eye towards the future – and a hopeful smile.  I knew that one day, be it next week or next year, the one handed book club would once again come back together - in every way possible. 
 
    
 
   * * *
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IN THE DARK
 
    
 
   I drug myself into the classroom and found a seat while still rubbing the sleep out of my eyes.  It was a Saturday seminar on Women’s History that I needed to take for the credits.  I had spent too much time playing this semester and without these credits I would be dropped from the university.  It was likely that most of the freshman attending this seminar were in a similar boat.  It was a good trade off – a one day seminar to make up for a lot of fooling around.  
 
                 The class was nearly full and when eight o’clock struck two surprisingly young women, a blond and a brunette, entered carrying a large sack and sat down at the instructor’s desk.  I was surprised to see them as usually Mrs. Sternberg taught this class.  But I figured she must be busy and hoped they could offer a younger, fresher take on the subject.  After organizing their bags the brunette stood up to address the class.
 
                 “Good morning ladies and thank you all for being on time.  My name is Professor Macy Friend and this is my assistant Dr. Brandi.  We will be your instructors for this course.  I realize a lot of you are here to make up credits so please pay attention.  This isn’t a free ride and there will be a test at the end of the day.”
 
                 As she spoke the brunette set up a video monitor behind her.
 
                 “Women’s history is a complex subject.  To get to the heart of today’s lesson we have prepared a short video introduction.”
              The blond doctor clicked the lights and a movie started up.  The first scene of the video was a beautiful young woman being tied to a tree by a group of older women.  When she was securely bound one of the women ripped the girl’s white dress off and her firm breasts were exposed.  This grabbed the entire class’ attention, but that was just the beginning.  
 
                 Another woman stepped forward holding a wooden switch that looked like it was cut from one of the tree branches.  She raised the switch and whipped the girl firmly across the chest and the girl winced in pain.  A gasp and a murmur ran through the classroom - but none of us could turn away.  The girl was whipped repeatedly and winced in pain after each blow.  We viewed it in shock, riveted by the scene.  None of us could stop watching.
 
                 The video flashed to another girl bound and gagged at the feet of a woman dressed in shiny leather.  A third woman was moving something between her legs and the gagged girl looked like she was on the edge of a climax.  Her expression grew more and more intense and we all watched on the edge of our seats.  
 
                 The video flashed again, this time to two young girls making out.  It was sultry, passionate and easy to tell they loved kissing each other.  After a moment the video flashed back to the girl tied to the tree.  She was whipped some more as the others stood around her in a group watching.  Welts were rising across her chest and she looked terrified.
 
                 I felt bad for the girl…but I also felt something else.  My clit was swelling as I watched.  I couldn’t help it.  Perhaps it was because I had to rush to class and didn’t have time to touch myself before leaving.  I couldn’t say for sure, but my arousal bubbled to the surface in the early morning class.
 
                 Apparently I wasn’t the only one who was moved by the video as the sound of heavy breathing began to fill the room.  On the screen they stopped whipping the young girl who cried submissively against the tree.  A woman wearing a prominent strap on dildo stepped into the shot and approached the young girl.  My eyes widened and were glued to the screen.
 
                 Suddenly the video switched off and the lights went back on.  The class looked around at each other, clearly hoping we didn’t recognize the arousal the film had started within us all.  It felt wrong – but it happened.  I for one didn’t want to admit what I saw had made me wet.  
 
                 Professor Macy stood up and spoke:
 
                 “The history of woman is wrought with abuses and neglect.  Not just from men – but also from other woman.  It is up to us, each woman individually, to embrace their sexuality in the face of our challenges.”  
 
                 “How did viewing the video make you feel?” Dr. Brandi interjected.
 
                 “I felt sorry for the girl tied to the tree” a girl next to me admitted.
 
                 “Me too” I added.  
 
                 Much of the class seemed in agreement with our sentiment.  
 
                 “Ah, but how do we know the young girl wasn’t enjoying it?” The doctor asked.
 
                 “She was crying and seemed like she was in pain” one girl replied.
 
                 “And she had marks on her from the whip” another student replied.
 
                 “Did that arouse you” Professor Macy inquired.
 
                 Yes – don’t ask me why.  I am not a sadist. This question doesn’t apply to me because I didn’t have a chance to get off this morning. 
 
                   None of the class would answer her question and I felt dirty, like I was the only one that got aroused by it.  The lights switched back off and the video came back on.  Now the group of older women were untying the punished girl and laying her down on a large tree stump.  One woman each grabbed an ankle and spread her legs and the woman with the large strap on stepped between them
 
                 Holy shit, she is going to fuck the young girl.  I can’t believe they are showing this in school.
 
                 The rest of the women had the young girl pinned down, holding her arms and legs out as the woman with the strap on placed it against her pussy.  The expression on the young girls face was urgent, desperate, maybe even a little aroused.  I felt my own pussy heating up below my skirt and panted softly hoping nobody heard me.  
 
                 “I want each of you to put your hands in your panties while you continue watching” Professor Macy’s voice called out.
 
                 “Remember, you’re grade will be weighted heavily on participation” Dr. Brandi reminded us.
 
                 In the dark room it felt fairly safe and I didn’t hesitate to slide my hands into my skirt and panties.   I shut out the rest of the class and daintily stroked my taunt clit as I watched the wild scene.  
 
                 Discreetly touching myself to the video while surrounded by other students was intensely stimulating - much more intense than usual.  It was a naughty feeling, like I was getting away with something.  I worked my clit slowly, softly.  It was one of those times where it felt so good there was no need to rush – getting there was half the fun.  
 
                 I wonder if I’m the only one actually doing this?  What does it matter – they told us to.  Fuck this is so devious – so wrong.  I can’t believe what those women are doing to that girl.
 
                 The lights switched back on and the movie turned off.  Hands jerked out of their panties all around me, and I followed suit self-consciously.  
 
                 “Nobody told you to stop” Dr. Brandi stated sternly.  “Unless you want an ‘F’ that is.”
 
                 A round of nervous laughter emanated throughout the room.  
 
                 “If you can’t handle it than drop the class” Professor Macy added.  “This isn’t high school and we expect you to behave like adults.  Please follow our instructions or leave.”
 
                 “You can count on us” a short blond in the front row announced, and her hand went under her cheer skirt.  
 
                 She had set the tone and the rest of us were put on the spot.  If a cheerleader was game how could we say no?  None of us wanted to look like the lame one in class.  There was an awkward pause but one by one each girl’s hand started going back into their panties.  I followed along, dying to continue, but far too embarrassed to actually try to get off.  
 
   We were all still sleepy and confused but I wondered how many of them were as turned on as I was.  I looked around at everyone.  It was so strange to be in the middle of a group of girls who were teasing their clits while trying to pretend they weren’t.  
 
                 I wish they would turn the light back off so I could continue for real.
 
                 I got my wish – the lights turned back off and the movie started again.  The strong older woman with the strap on was pounding the young girl hard and she was clearly screaming.
 
                 In agony or ecstasy?
 
                 Other women were groping her firm breasts and pulling on the nipples, stretching them out as she got drilled.  My hand went back to work in earnest and my panties started to get soaked.  A strong desire to climax began to grow and I tried to resolve my feelings about it.
 
                 How embarrassing it would be to convulse in the middle of class.  But fuck I am getting so turned on…just the thought of climaxing in my seat is turning me on more.
 
                 I began to touch myself faster, no longer teasing myself – lost in lust.  I would do my best to mask my orgasm…but I wanted it badly.  It began feeling necessary – like my day would be ruined without one.  
 
                 Click – the lights turned back on and the movie switched off.
 
                 FUCK!
 
                 Alarmed, I jerked my hand out of my panties and looked around ashamed.  Several girls around me were panting and had urgent looks in their eyes.  Clearly I wasn’t the only one going for it for real, which relieved me some.  
 
                 “How do you feel ladies?” the professor asked.
 
                 “Embarrassed” one girl answered.
 
                 “Awkward” another added.
 
                 “I wish my boyfriend were here” a third interjected.
 
                 The professor nodded.
 
                 “Throughout the ages women have been forced to hide their arousal.  Not unlike many of you are doing right now.  In response there have been a number of devices created to use for feminine pleasure…as long as it was done in secret.  Dr. Brandi, if you will.”
 
                 Dr. Brandi reached into their sack with both hands and pulled out a large device.  It was rounded into a half barrel shape on the top and flat on the bottom.  A power cord ran out from the back and up to a little box.  She cleared the teacher’s desk and set the device down on top of it with the rounded side up.
 
                 “How many of you know what this is?”
              I have no idea.
 
                 “It’s a sybian” the blond cheerleader in front called out.
 
                 “Very good.  This machine can help a woman stimulate herself without the need for a real partner.  It can remove the guilt society places on feminine pleasure.”
 
                 “How does it work?” The short cheerleader asked.
 
                 “Would anyone like to come up and demonstrate how a sybian works?”
 
                 The class shuffled nervously and nobody volunteered.
 
                 “How about you?  Come up here please” the professor announced.
 
                 I looked around before realizing she was pointing directly at me.
 
                 “Me?” I asked pointing to myself.
 
                 “Yes, please come to the front of the class.”
 
                 My stomach grew cold and my heart pounded wildly.  Every girl in class was staring at me intently.  I was on the spot and felt like I had to live up to it.
 
                 Don’t look like a scared child in front of everybody.  Pretend is no big deal.
 
                 “It’s okay sweetie.  We are just going to do a dry run to show the class how it works” the doctor insisted.
 
                 I breathed a sigh of relief and stood up in a daze.  My knees shook as I approached and I tried to mask my fear as much as possible.  
 
                 “Now climb up onto the desk and sit across the sybian dear.”
 
                 I can’t believe they are actually making me do this.  How embarrassing.  Can’t we just switch off the light and watch some more of the movie?
 
                 I climbed onto the desk and spread my knees, mounting the sybian and making sure my skirt covered my panties.  
 
                 “Good, the girl straddles the sybain like so.” The professor said pointing to my mount.  “Attached to the sybian is a control box that once plugged in, makes the sybian vibrate at different intensities.  Please write this down, it will be on the test.”
 
                 She held up a box with knobs and buttons on it while the professor plugged the machine in.  I could feel the eyes of the entire class watching me as intently as I had watched the movie and felt very self-conscious.  When I sat against the sybian the wet spot in my panties made me feel naughty – like a pervert.  Nobody knew about it, but a strange shame made me feel like they did.
 
                 “Now let’s try it out.”
 
                 What?
 
                 The blond doctor pushed a button and the machine whirred to life beneath me, surprising me and causing me to arch up off it.  The smooth rounded top of the sybian vibrated gently against my legs and I understood how it could be pleasurable.
 
                 “What is your name dear?” The professor asked.
 
                 “Faye” I squeaked embarrassed.
 
                 “Now Faye I need you to sit back down on the sybian to continue the demonstration.  Make sure your bottom is firmly against it.”
 
                 I knew she was instructing me to vibrate my clit.  Everyone’s eyes were glued to me and it felt like I had no choice.  I eased my hips down until I was sitting, my clit pressed firmly against the vibrating machine.  The whirring vibration lit my clit up and quickly spread throughout my hips and legs.
 
                 “Oh” I moaned, ashamed of letting it slip out.
 
                 The class shifted in their seats anxiously and I felt like a lurid sex display.  
 
                 “Right now the sybian is gently massaging Faye’s tender clit.”
              Don’t tell them that!
 
                 “And she doesn’t have to do a thing.  This model is built to feel like a tongue swathing while it vibrates” the doctor stated pushing a button.  As the machine vibrated a ripple below me swathed my clit back and forth and I had to restrain moaning again.  
 
                 “How does it feel Faye?”
 
                 “It feels…different” I replied afraid to give an honest description.  
 
   I was far too modest to state that it felt orgasmically incredible and instead tried to be cool about it – like it was nothing at all.  In the meantime the machine was literally drenching my panties.  
 
   “Good, now let’s try another speed.”
 
   The professor turned a small dial on the control box and the vibration grew stronger.  It tingled my crotch until my clit pulsated under the relentless stimulation.  I fought to restrain more moans and my breathing grew heavier.  
 
   The class watched me intently, big eyes all around.  I spread my skirt more making sure nothing was viewable to the audience.  As I looked at them through my stimulation it felt like they had begun viewing me like a guinea pig.  Like there was an expectation that I perform for them.  
 
   However, I wasn’t alone in my arousal.  I noted several girls had developed hard nipples while watching and others shifted restlessly in their seat.  Suddenly it felt like I was the porn movie.
 
   Is this really happening?  Do they expect me to cum in front of all of them? No way – I’d never live it down.
 
   Shame made me ease away from the sybian.  Dr. Brandi caught me and was not happy about it.
 
   “Back down on it Faye.  If you can’t follow simple instructions I’ll fail you right now.”
 
   The class mumbled at her threat – but we all believed her.  She put her hand on my shoulder and forced me back on the vibrating saddle.  The stimulation bolted up through me and I felt helpless to stop it.
 
   “Common Faye.  Quit fooling around” the blond cheerleader called out making me feel obligated to obey.  Deep down I knew the class just wanted to see what would happen next.
 
   I struggled to manage my arousal as the professor spoke.  My face was flushing red and the first stage of a building climax spread throughout me.  I barred down and tried to resist the forced arousal that was publicly, outrageously, stimulating me.
 
   “Another important attachment to the modern sybian is the dildo.”
 
    She pulled a large red dildo out of her bag and held it up in front of class.  The students shifted in their seats, fascinated by the unfolding scene.  
 
   “There is an attachment beneath Faye’s heated pussy” the doctor informed them.  “The dildo attaches there.”
 
   I couldn’t believe she used the term pussy, but before I could consider it she held the dildo between my legs against my skirt.
 
   “It attaches just back from here” she mused as the dildo stuck up embarrassingly between my legs.  “Now let’s go ahead and attach it so Faye can give us a demonstration.”
 
   What?  Wait – no!
 
   Humiliation suffocated me when she said it…and a wave of pleasure rocketed through my clit.  I began to feel light headed.  I was trapped between my shame and arousal and they were feeding off each other.  I was too ashamed to admit being aroused and I was so ashamed that it made me more aroused.  
 
   “No, this is as much – I can’t” I stammered.
 
   I climbed off the sybian alarmed and humiliated.  A look of disappointment stared back at me from the class.  They no longer viewed me as having rights.  I was there for their amusement – and they hungered for more.  
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

PUBLIC DISCIPLINE
 
    
 
   Professor Macy walked up to me slowly, a serious look on her face.
 
   “You know, you’re right Faye.  I think now would be a good time to go over some of the historical punishment rituals women have had to endure.  Do you mind helping?”
 
   “Your grade depends on it” Dr. Brandi added.
 
   “Okay, sure” I offered relieved.
 
   Thank god I am not going to have to mount the dildo in front of my classmates.  
 
   Brandi reached into the doctor’s bag and pulled out a leather strap that was shaped like the number eight.  She held it up before the class.
 
   “In seventeenth century Britain this oppressive wrist cuff was commonly used to bind and control woman.  It works like this.”
 
   Professor Macy turned me around, pulled my arms behind my back, and the doctor crammed my wrists into the holes of the binding.  It tightened snugly around them and just like that my arms were restrained behind me.  An ominous feeling crept over me as I stood helplessly bound in front of the hungry audience.  My breasts jutted out vulgarly and my nipples hardened from nerves.  
 
   The doctor stepped forward and held something up that I couldn’t see.
 
   “A traditional ball gag” she announced.  “Because women weren’t allowed to complain or even have a voice in public.”
 
   It felt like slow motion when she turned and grabbed me by the hair.  I looked the doctor in the eyes as if to verify that she was serious.  She was, and I felt the ball gag being forced into my mouth.   She forced it passed my teeth until it was firmly lodged between my jaws, stretching them wildly.  Professor Macy took the straps that dangled to the sides and fastened them around my head securing the gag tightly in place.  
 
   When she was done I grunted into the gag with alarm.  The class all marveled at how well the gag worked and seemed to enjoy my helplessness.  I was pulled around to the side of the desk and bent down over it roughly.  Everything felt out of control as I was laid across the desk in shock.
 
   “In Victorian times they used a variety of devices to punish woman.  Let’s have a look at a few of them.”
 
   The class buzzed anxiously and my adrenaline shot up.  My heart banged nervously and the hair on my arms stood up stiff.  I closed my eyes for a moment, too embarrassed to look at my classmates.  
 
   Are they really going to demonstrate punishment on me – for real!
 
   A long wooden paddle was pulled out of the sack and held up to the class.
 
   “The wooden paddle was one of the original repression inducing punishment tools.  It works as you would imagine.”
 
   Out of the corner of my eye I saw the doctor raise the paddle out of my view and tensed up.
 
   This is a bluff.  It’s surely just a pretend demonstration.  
 
   You could have heard a pin drop as the class watched intently.  That was when I noted the lust in their eyes – a collective lust that implored the doctor to punish me.  Everyone seemed to be in favor of spanking me and I began questioning if this really was a bluff.  
 
   SMACK! – the paddle struck my ass so hard I couldn’t help screaming into the gag, shocked and stung by the firm blow.  The class rustled anxiously and leaned forward in their seats.  Before I could get my bearings:
 
   SMACK! – an even harder blow stung me and I squealed in pain through the gag. The burn in my ass stretched all the way across both cheeks and stung painfully.
 
   OW!  
 
   SMACK! – another hard blow caused me to squeal in agony and the class literally gasped in unison.  The stinging was murder and I shifted from foot to foot dying to rub my sore bottom.  Searing heat spread across my ass and into my crotch.  While writhing in my helpless state I must admit, my pussy and clit began throbbing anxiously.  
 
   “As time moved on new punishment devices were relied upon.  When raising cattle became more prominent ‘the disobedience whip’ came into style.”
 
   The doctor pulled a large black leather whip out of the bag and I whimpered just looking at it.  I shook my head no and tried to stand but with my arms bound behind my back I had no leverage.  I arched up but the professor easily pushed me back down over the desk.  
 
   “Hold still for the demonstration Faye.”
 
   “How does the disobedience whip work?” The blond cheerleader inquired.
 
   “Patience, we will demonstrate it but first we should check on the subject.”
 
   The professor leaned over me and patted my sore ass.  Her touch caught me by surprise and I stiffened with embarrassment.
 
   “You doing alright Faye” she cooed softly.
 
   I shook my head ‘no’ but as I did her hand dropped down and firmly rubbed my pussy.  It immediately drenched and I swooned, utterly shocked at how good it felt.  A new feeling started to spread through me.  A strange need to be an obedient good girl gripped me and I stopped protesting.  
 
   “I think she is doing fine.  Continue with the demonstration doctor Brandi.”
 
   The doctor did a few practice swings in front of the class, causing the whip to snap loudly each time.  Everyone sat watching with their mouths agape.
 
   Shouldn’t it be somebody else’s turn?   This is getting scarier.  Please don’t whip me with…
 
   CRACK – the whip hit my ass so firmly it went numb for a second, then an unbearable sting shot through me so powerfully that I whimpered desperately into my gag.  Another gasp echoed through the room and every girl’s nipples were now raging against their tops.  They were all aroused by my punishment.  For a moment I felt extreme humiliation and then:
 
   CRACK – and even harder blow stung me.  My vision saw only the color white and my ass hurt so badly I tried to slump off the desk to escape.  Professor Macy grabbed me and forced back into position.  Then she leaned down and whispered in my ear.
 
   “We still need someone to demonstrate the sybian properly sweet Faye.  Won’t you reconsider?”
 
   The thought of shamelessly riding the sybian in front of the class terrified me and again I nodded ‘no’ while still whimpering.  
 
   “Fine, I guess we will have to continue.”
 
   Professor Macy pulled away disappointed.  
 
   “Is it hard to use the whip” the short blond cheerleader asked.
 
   “What is your name” the doctor asked.
 
   “Emily.”
 
   “Come up here Emily and give it a try.  I’m sure Faye won’t mind.”
 
   “Goodie” Emily chirped and bolted out of her seat to the front of the room.
 
   Oh no…
 
   “How hard do I swing it?” Emily asked.
 
   “Well let’s ask the class” the professor stated.  “How hard should the next blow be class?”
 
   For a moment I felt relieved that someone might speak up for me.  But I was wrong.  They viewed me as an object for their amusement now.  
 
   “Really hard” the girl who sat next to me yelled.
 
   The class seemed to agree.  They wanted to see me whipped hard and my hopes for mercy faded.  My ass was still a raging inferno and I could feel a welt from the last blow rising below my panties.  
 
   “It’s hard to aim with her skirt in the way.  Is it possible to move it” Emily asked.
 
   “Your right, a beginner should have a clear target.”
 
   The doctor grabbed my skirt and yanked it down around my ankles.
 
   Oh no!  
 
   “And the panties too” the professor interjected.
 
   The doctor gripped my pink bikini cuts and pulled them down to my ankles.  My well guarded pussy was now exposed.  Fortunately the class was viewing me from the side and only my punishers could see my exposed lust.  The blond doctor leaned towards me.
 
    “You could end this if you would ride the sybian” she muttered under her breath.
 
   Oh fuck.  I am caught between a rock and a hard place.  What should I…
 
   CRACK – the whip impacted my bare ass like a flame.  I squealed in agony and writhed on the desk helplessly.  
 
   “Cool!” the cheerleader cooed giddily.
 
   “That was a well delivered blow” the professor complimented her.
 
   To increase my shock Emily placed her hand on my pussy and traced my inner lips tenderly.  It felt alarmingly good and a feeling of submission towards her crept into my mind.  She was so confident that I couldn’t resist respecting her.  In the past I had felt disdain for cheerleaders.  But something about her small yet powerful demeanor made my heart flutter.  I suddenly began to feel like I was her property…and I liked it.
 
   “She is really wet” Emily announced to the class and I groaned with shame.
 
   “She likes it.  Whip her again” a girl from the back called out.
 
   “Do you like it gorgeous?” Emily asked softly.
 
   “Uh-huh” I replied shocking myself by the admission.
 
   I couldn’t believe it.  As my ass burned something deep inside me wanted to submit to the cheerleader – to roll over and become her possession.  I was not gay, but in the moment I worshipped her.  My nagging clit throbbed powerfully below my welts.  Her cute little face and cheer outfit attracted me in an unusual way.  Perhaps not in a sexual way, but a need to please her overtook me.  I would have done anything my confident cheerleader asked.
 
   “You’ve got her Em!” I heard the professor whisper discreetly.
 
   “Do you mind if I whip you again” Emily asked in front of the class.
 
   I nodded no, and I meant it.  Emily beamed in front of the other students, proudly displaying her dominance over me.  Even that made me want to submit to her more.  The punishment was mixing up all my emotions.  I was suddenly wetter than I have ever been in my entire life.
 
   “You belong to me now Faye” Emily stated with authority.  “Say it.”
 
   “I lelog tu ooh” I stammered through my gag.
 
   The jaws of the class literally hit the floor when I admitted it and anxious ruffling rippled through the crowd.  They couldn’t understand what was happening to me anymore that I could.  I only knew the feeling was real…and it was intense.
 
   “Okay Faye, hold still like a good girl” Emily instructed.  
 
   CRACK!
 
   CRACK!
 
   A double shot rang down on my ass and I froze in agony.  My eyes welled with tears and my ass begged for mercy.  Burning welts began to rise up through my skin and I pined for Emily to touch me again.  Her hand reached for me and traced a welt across my seared ass making me swoon submissively.  
 
   “Wow she is drenched.  Is it normal doctor for the bad girl to get this wet?”
 
   “Yes it can be – under the right circumstances.  I think it’s a good lesson for the class.  Everyone come up here and observe Faye’s condition.”
 
   Oh please professor - no.  These are my school mates. 
 
   Girls quickly exited their seats and formed a group behind me, all getting a clear view of my modest pussy now.  Through my shame it began heating up as hot as the welts on my ass.  My modesty was in tatters but my pussy didn’t care.
 
   “Feel it” Emily encourage our classmates dragging her finger across my flooded slit.  I swooned with submission and disbelief.  
 
   A tall girl in blue jeans stepped forward and I felt her finger between my inner lips.  It forced me to moan and her finger slipped into me up to the first knuckle.  Pleasure radiated out of every spot she touched me and I moaned louder.  When she pulled it back out I groaned in wanton shame.  
 
   Another girl stepped forward and slipped her finger into me.  
 
   “Wow, I have never been this wet” she mused.
 
   Again it felt so intensely stimulating that I could restrain swooning.  She stepped aside and another girl took her place, making me start to feel like a sex toy.  I had become the community pussy to study and observe – and a need to get fucked hard, once and for all, began raging inside me.  I began to feel like an object – the class slut.
 
   This is so embarrassing yet I am dying for one of them to bang me hard.  Treat me like the slut I feel like.  Imagine if Emily did...
 
   It seemed like every girl took a turn feeling my pussy and by the time they were done the lips butterflied open on their own – pining for more.  Offering my most well guarded secrets up to whoever wanted it.  
 
   “Do you mind if we look at your tits…beautiful Faye?” The much shorter cheerleader asked me.
 
   Strong Emily called me beautiful!  Swoon.
 
   I nodded ‘no’, unable to resist any of her requests.  The doctor and professor stood me up and unbuttoned my top.  Emily pulled it aside revealing my pink bra to all.  With one quick motion she unhooked the front and my tits were on display for everyone.  
 
   “This is the perfect opportunity to discuss nipple clamps” Professor Macy informed the class.  
 
   My top and bra were pulled around my back and down my arms to the wrist bindings, completely displaying my body.  The class went and sat back down, except for Emily who remained next to me.  The professor stood next to me and began speaking.
 
   “There are several types of nipple clamps.  For example something as simple as a clothes pin can be used.”
 
   Doctor Brandi pulled out a handful of wooden clothes pins and gave one to Macy.  She grabbed my left nipple firmly causing me to jerk self consciously.  She guided a clothes pin around the nipple and clamped it.  Searing pain immediately shot through the nipple and up my chest.  For a moment I stiffened in pain until Emily ordered me to remain still.  
 
   My submission kicked in and I focused on remaining obediently still for my demanding cheerleader.  My nipple stung wildly and a drop of my juices forced their way out of me, rolling to the place between my pussy and ass.  
 
   “Here, you try one Emily.”
 
   Emily took a pin and grabbed the same nipple, pulling it out painfully.  She clamped the pin on the outside of my areola and the stinging spread further.  I groaned but fought to remain strong for my short new…mistress?
 
   I don’t know why I have such strong feeling towards her but I love the way it makes me feel.  How am I ever going to face the class after this?
 
   My nipple cried for relief and I felt woozy sanding naked in front of my classmates.  
 
   “Metal clamps came into vogue in the early twentieth century during the industrial revolution” the professor stated.  “By day Rosie was a riveter, but by night she was clamped by her coworkers.”
 
   Doctor Brandi held up a set of two thin metal bars connected by a chain across my nipples.  She turned a little knob on one of the bars and it separated in two like a vice opening.  The vice was placed over my right nipple and then she began tightening it down.  As it began clamping down on my nipple a throbbing echoed through my chest.  Tighter and tighter it got and more and more it stung.  When the nipple was squeezed tightly I groaned from the crushing pain but she continued on.  
 
   “Ride the sybian you slutty little cowgirl” she whispered to me as she worked.
 
   She turned the knob a few more times, tightening the vice around my poor nipple until my body began writhing.  My nipple radiated the crushing pain maddeningly throughout my torso.  After it she was done she pulled the chain firmly and placed the other bar over the clothes pinned nipple.
 
   “You’re going to do the pinned nipple also” a girl in the front row asked shocked.
 
   “That’s right.  This is how it was done.  Woman back then had to endure all kinds of punishment.”
 
   The second clamp was positioned over the other nipple in front of the clothes pin.  The professor tightened it down in the same manner as the first and when she was finally done I was writhing on the edge of my limits.  The doctor grabbed the chain attaching the two clamps and tugged on it.  The pain increased and I squealed into my gag like a little girl.  Even through all of my suffering I still managed to feel self-conscious.
 
   I still can’t believe I am standing in front of the class naked.  They are punishing my dignity right out of me.  I wish Emily was in charge.
 
   “The chain between the clamps can act as a type of leash, allowing us to lead the bad girl around wherever we choose.  She tugged harder, imploring me to move and my nipples cried out for mercy.  I had no choice but to step forward and be lead behind her like a dog.  
 
   She walked me around the edge off the class showing everyone how it worked.  She pulled me along and I followed obediently behind her.  The tall girl asked if she could try it and the doctor turned over the reins to her.  Tall girl eagerly grabbed the chain and pulled, parading me back around to the front of the class as I fought the urge to squeal.  All the girls leered at my degraded state with arousal.  
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

ALL DIGNITY ASIDE
 
    
 
   When the tall girl had walked me up to the front she turned the chain over to Emily and my pussy began throbbing harder.  Emily could lead me anywhere she wanted. As she tugged on the chain the pain in my nipples became a badge of honor for my short cheer mistress.  
 
   Emily turned to me and put her hands on my tortured nipples and massaged them probingly.  She was so short her face barely came up to my breasts and I secretly longed for her to take one into her mouth.  As she felt me up I started panting with anticipation – of what I don’t know.  Something was building deep inside me.  She leaned closer whispered up at me:
 
   “You want to make me happy don’t you little Faye slut?”
 
   “Uh-huh”.
 
   “I need you to ride the sybian for me in front of the class.  I know you need to get off.  Won’t you do that for me?”
 
   She had me - there was no way I could have declined her dominating request and I nodded ‘yes’.  
 
   She smiled proudly at me and my heart raced over her approval.  
 
   “Faye says she really wants to demonstrate the sybian for us” Emily announced to the class.
 
   A spontaneous round of applause erupted and I knew there was no turning back.  
 
   “Very well Faye, let’s get you back up on the desk” Professor Macy noted.
 
   The three of them guided me back onto the desk until my knees were again straddling the sybian.  A small latch opened between my legs and the doctor fastened the large red dildo to it.  When she was done it stuck up between my legs vulgarly.  Humiliation rose up in me once more and my pussy pouted for attention.  I had become so aroused my nudity no longer concerned me.  
 
   The two instructors took an arm each and raised me up until my aching pussy was positioned over the dildo.  When the tip of it hit my lips it was immediately soaked in my juices and primed to penetrate me, hard and without prejudice.  
 
   The class leaned forward on edge, waiting for me to be penetrated.  They bit their lips and shifted in their chairs, anxiously waiting to see me lose the last few shreds of dignity I had left.  It was almost as if they were obsessed with it. 
 
   Oh my god…I am the girl in the movie now.
 
   The realization made me moan even before they began pushing me down onto the dildo.  When it penetrated me an inch I moaned even louder and goose bumps rose all over my body.  I noted a girl in the back row had stuck her hand into her shorts and was clearly using my situation to get off.  
 
   The first few inches of fat dildo eased into me. My pussy stretched – I had never taken anything that large.  I looked out at the class in disbelief.  I couldn’t bear their penetrating eyes so I focused on Emily and relaxed more.
 
   “Take it all you little whore” the tall girl called out.  
 
   I waited for the instructors to scold her but they just continued to force me down deeper onto the hard rod.  My lips stretched wider to accommodate the fat intruder.  I could feel every millimeter of it against the throbbing walls of my pussy.  The deeper it went the better it felt.  
 
   When I was completely impaled on it my clit was pressing hard against the smooth rounded sybian.  The doctor pushed the button, the vibration started, and ecstasy washed up my body.  
 
   “Ahhhh” I groaned through my gag.
 
   Girls throughout the room began breathing heavier and another girl put her hand inside her jeans.  Apparently I was putting on such a hot display she couldn’t resist, and in an odd way I felt a sort of slutty pride.  
 
   My pussy throbbed with wonderful stimulation and I realized that without thinking about it I had begun humping up and down on the dildo – fucking myself shamelessly in front of everyone.  It felt too overwhelming for me to worry about the audience any longer.  My thoughts became completely focused on the orgasm that was building with monumental intensity.  I hungered for it and fucked the dildo faster.
 
   “She is fucking it like a little slut” Emily announced.
 
   The class paned harder and leered at me anxiously.  The vibrating sybian continued to send my clit into overdrive every time I took my hard new lover deep.  Soon I was moaning nonstop, unable to restrain it.
 
   “Everyone, hands in your panties right now” Professor Macy ordered.
 
   I collected myself enough to notice every girl in the room moving their hands into their clothes and using my lurid situation for their own pleasure.  
 
   “Fuck it harder” Emily demanded.
 
   Oh fuck yes Emily.  You know just what I need.  I think I am crushing on you.
 
   I began fucking myself hard, impaling my pussy up and down on the large dildo.  Wide eyed girls stared at me – their hands going crazy in their panties.  The sensuality of it was only matched by the pride I felt from following Emily’s orders.  I wanted her to know she was secretly in control of me – and I think she did.
 
   “You belong to me now bitch” she leered at me.
 
   Oh yes.  It’s true.
 
   I nodded to Emily urgently and she smiled.  When our eyes met we shared a moment of understanding and I swooned under her confident gaze.  She lifted up her skirt and showed me her red cheer panties.  An early convulsion surged through me at the site of it.  My heterosexual self was inexplicably hot for this short girl’s pussy.  When she reached her hand inside her panties and gave her clit a stroke I pounded myself down on the dildo and grunted loudly, like an animal.  
 
   Feeling like I was owned by Emily gave me a sense of purpose, like I was necessary, important to someone that I would never have imagined.  
 
   Moans began ringing out from various places throughout the classroom.  My tightly engorged clit was going crazy, dancing on the edge of an explosion.  I pined to be able to free my hands and touch it.  I was at the sybians mercy but it wouldn’t be long now.  My back was tensing and my feet were twitching uncontrollably.  Pleasure radiated out of my clit and up the walls of my pussy along with the dildo.
 
   “Be my good little slut” Emily whispered to me.  “Cum for me now.  Do it!”
 
   I was possessed by the stimulation.  Beads of perspiration formed all over my body in unison.  Waves of pleasure rolled through my chest and my breasts felt like they were cracking under the clamps.  I couldn’t taste any saliva in my mouth and my moans became passionate growls.  
 
   Other moans continued rising up throughout the room and I realized other girls were starting to climax while watching me.  It felt like they were a million miles away.  I was in another reality –somewhere between awake and dreaming – filled with stimulation.   A hot spark of sensation ran up my back and all at once I erupted.  
 
   Like a dam breaking an overwhelming wave of pleasure gushed out of my clit and surged through my body.  I convulsed harder than I ever had on top of the sybian as endless ripples of intense stimulation radiated throughout me.  My vision blurred and my body felt so good I wondered if it all really was a dream.  
 
   It was no dream and I continued to grunt and rock on display in front of the class.  The dildo felt extra big inside me as I shook and the base of the sybian was soaked with my juices.  Suddenly my nipples rang out extra painfully.  Emily had gripped both nipples and was squeezing them between the clamps while smiling wickedly at me.  My heart glowed with submission and my climax pelted me more violently.  
 
   I shook so hard I nearly collapsed but Emily held me up, keeping my orgasm on maximum intensity.
 
   Thank you mistress Emily.
 
   Girls were moaning and shaking all over the room and the entire class started to feel like a madhouse of lust.  I was their object, their tool, and they were all using my suffering to climax.  Emily continued to torture my nipples and my orgasm became another measure of my endurance.  I looked at her obediently, telling her with my eyes that she could do anything she wanted to me.
 
   Just as the last of the class was climaxing my orgasm began to fade.  I caught my breath and immediately became aware that I was still nude and on display.  But that wasn’t as troubling to me since that class sat exhausted by their own orgasms.  We all had something to hide now.  
 
   While I collected myself I felt Emily untying my wrist bindings.  The instructors started to remove the nipple clamps while smiling at me deviously.  When Professor Macy removed my gag she whispered.
 
   “You were a good slut.  I have a procedure or two I’d like to do to you in private.”
 
   I nodded submissively, knowing Emily would want me to.  
 
   “Now let’s get you off this sybian.”
 
   I arched up and felt the dildo sliding out of me.  Emily helped steady me as it slipped out and I climbed off the desk immediately reaching for my clothes.  
 
   “I want to meet you tonight alone in the quad.  Be there at seven.” Emily discreetly instructed me.
 
   What should I say?  I do still want to submit to her but I’m not gay…or maybe I’m bi? Whatever, I can’t say no.  I gotta take this further.
 
   “I’ll be there” I muttered grabbing my skirt.  
 
   She flipped her short blond hair and smiled confidently.   I couldn’t help thinking how cute she looked in her cheer outfit.  An odd satisfaction filled me.  
 
   A cheerleader is hot for me. It’s so flattering.    
 
   “Everyone may take a fifteen minute break.  Please be back by ten” Professor Macy announced.  “We still have a lot more to cover.”
 
   The dazed class collected themselves and began staggering out.  Nobody was speaking and nobody dared look at each other.  None of us needed to be told that what had happened would be our collective secret.  We all instinctively knew it.
 
   Emily grabbed my hand and I allowed her to lead me out of the room.  We lagged behind the others and when we passed a vacant doorway she pushed me into it.  Though I was much taller than her she seemed to be able to control me easily.  
 
   “Rub my pussy” she begged and I realized she hadn’t gotten off with the others.
 
   I guided my hand under her cheer skirt and stroked her pussy through her red panties, admiring how hot it was for me.  She was on fire and in under a minute she climaxed under my touch while leaning against the wall.  When she was done fluttering she grabbed me by the hair and stated:
 
   “You are mine now Faye.  From now on when we are together you do whatever I say.  Do you understand?”
 
   “Yes Emily.”
 
   “Good, now let’s go get some fresh air.”
 
   She released my hair and led me outside, to a fresh new beginning, and assuring me I would get full credit for the class.  
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   MORE FROM I.M ROGUE:
 
    
 
   CONQUERED BY COURTNRY: COMPLETE
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   LESBIAN EDUCATION – TAKEN BY SURPRISE
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   LONG TONGUE LIZ: COMPLETE
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   ALPHA LESBIANS – LESBIAN DOMINTION
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   For new releases follow me on my author page:
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   You are irresistible in your own unique way.
 
   Thanks for reading. 
 
   I.M Rogue              
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