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Lesbian Slaves

Chloe and I got little or no sleep that night.  We were handcuffed together, arms behind our backs, ankles locked to each other’s necks, on the lounge floor.  Josh hadn’t even given us a blanket.  We were shivering, exhausted wrecks when he came through in the morning.  He just looked down at us both.

“Morning Slaves,” he said, “do I have to get my own breakfast this morning?”

I stammered a reply, “I’m sorry M . . . Master, I can’t move.”

Josh just laughed.  “Cold?”

Chloe replied this time, “Yes Master, f . . . freezing.”

Josh smiled, I didn’t like the look on his face.  From behind his back he produced a multi tailed whip.  I could see it from where I was, Chloe couldn’t.  I tried to shrink back, but I couldn’t move.  Instead I started to beg.

“Please Master, please no . . . please.”  It was to no avail.  Josh walked over, smiling. 

“This should warm you up then.”

He draped the tails of the whip over my body.  I was shivering from the cold but this was worse.  He raised the whip up and brought it down onto me and Chloe.  We screamed repeatedly, begging him to stop, but he carried on, blow after blow.  It hurt less than his belt, but he liberally covered our bodies from neck to toe.  He kept at it for five minutes.  When he put the whip down he looked at us both.

“Warm now?”

I wanted to scream abuse at him.  I was as submissive as they come, but I’m no pain slut.  I believe that a submissive should be punished if she fucks up, but this was different.  This was pure sadism coming out in him.  Chloe spoke first.

“I’m nice and warm now, thank you master,” she stammered.  Fuck, was this what she really wanted?  I thought I’d best speak as well.

“Thank you master, I’m warm now too.”

“Good girls.”

Josh took out a key and threw it at us. “I’ll be back about six, make sure you’re ready for me.  I fancy a curry for tea.”

And with that he was gone.  The key landed about a meter away from us.  Christ knows long it took us to move that meter – there wasn’t a clock that we could see from our position.  Eventually we made it over.  We talked as we moved, Chloe was insisting that this was what she wanted.  I wasn’t convinced but went along with her.  When we finally got to the key I managed to undo my hands on the fifth or sixth attempt.  Next I tried to release my legs from Chloe’s neck, but whenever I moved it made her choke, so instead I undid her arms.

“Thank you Kirsty,” she said.  She tried to release her legs but just choked me as she moved.  We discussed what to do next.  In the end we decided that the only thing we could do was bend and choke the other, otherwise we’d be stuck like that until Josh got back, and I didn’t dare disobey his orders.  If he treated us like this because he felt like it, what would he do if we disappointed him?

My arms were slightly longer than Chloe’s, and her legs shorter so we decided I should I try.  Chloe took a deep breath and held it.  I bent my legs and arched my back, reaching down.  I could just get my finger tips to her collar (we’d have removed those but they were padlocked in place and he hadn’t left the key).  I could feel the carabiner, but couldn’t get it close enough to release it.  I couldn’t do it and had to release Chloe.

She exhaled quickly and back in, she repeated this several times and then spoke.

“Kirsty, you’re going to have to really choke me,” she said, “get your fingers inside my collar and pull hard, then you can get it closer and you might be able to release it.”

“It’s going to hurt you.”
 

Chloe considered this, then said, “Far less than if we spend all day like this, don’t you think?”

I had to agree.  I got ready and Chloe took a deep breath in.  I arched my back and reached for her collar.  It took me several seconds before I located it and grasped it in my fingers.  I pulled it hard, Chloe choked and gagged but I kept pulling – better to do this once than have to repeat several times. My efforts made the restraint two or three inches nearer and I pulled and struggled with the carabiner for a few seconds before I managed to open it and slip the handcuffs from it.  I let go instantly and pulled away from Chloe.  I heard her exhale and drink in air.  Now I was free I could move and release her legs from my neck.  We sat up and hugged each other, not speaking.  I helped her stand and we went to her bed, climbed in to warm up and dozed until just after midday.

When we got up we bathed and got dressed.  Chloe was still maintaining that she loved Josh and the way that he treated her (and me).  There was no way that I was going to leave her alone with him so I went along with it.  I suspected that like me she loved the submission, but not the pain.  Our bodies had little red lines all over from Josh’s liberal use of the whip, and Chloe’s neck had a deep, wide red band from where her collar had dug in as I pulled on it.

We skipped classes all day and in the afternoon went shopping. We talked as I cooked all afternoon.  As six neared we were both nervous, what would Josh do to us that night?  We were naked of course and took our submissive positions by the door 15 minutes before six, not wanting to give him a reason to hurt us when he came in.  As soon as I was kneeling down, legs apart waiting for him the thrill returned and the fear left – this was what I was looking for, the submission of serving another person as their slave.

When he came in he smiled, loving the way we both looked.  He removed his jacket and hung it up, he didn’t speak, just walked past us.  We got onto our hands and knees and followed him through to the lounge.  Without an order Chloe assumed position as his footstool and I removed his shoes, taking them in my mouth by the laces and crawling to the hall to put them away.  When I came back I started to rub his feet, he relaxed straight away and closed his eyes.  I massaged his feet for about 15 minutes before he spoke.

“What have you cooked for me Kirsty?”

“Master, we have made a Chicken Korma for you,” I replied.

“Sounds great.  Kirsty, make the rice and the naan, stick some chips in the oven.  Chloe, set the table for one please.”  He removed his feet from her back and she rushed to obey him.  We went to the kitchen and I started with the chips and rice, the naan would only take a couple of minutes.  Chloe came back and forth a few times and then left me to the cooking.

After 25 minutes or so I came through with a full bowl of Korma and another with rice & chips in it.  Josh was back in the chair, playing with his phone. He had his legs wide apart and Chloe was gently sucking his cock.  I guess she’d been doing that the whole time I’d been cooking.  20 minutes of it, her jaw would be sore.  I put the food on the table and went back for the naan, when I got back I knelt in front of Josh.

“Your evening meal is ready master.”

Josh pulled Chloe’s head off his cock and stood, walking to the table.  He sat down.

“You two, under the table.  Suck my cock, ass and balls while I eat.”

“Yes Master.”  What else could we do?

We crawled under the table.  To give Chloe’s jaw a rest I moved to one side of him and took Josh’s cock into my mouth and sank it straight down.  I heard him moan as I started to suck, moving quickly up and down.  Chloe got between his legs and stuck her tongue up his ass, this elicited a further moan of pleasure from him.

Josh spoke, “Slowly slaves, I don’t want to cum yet, not while I’m eating.”

We didn’t speak, I just slowed down and Chloe licked his ass, rather than jamming her tongue in and out.  We could hear him eating.  It took Josh about 20 minutes to eat, we swapped places twice to give each other a break.  At one point Chloe had a finger up his ass, I was wanking him slowly and we each had a ball in our mouths.  Josh really seemed to like this.

When he’d finished eating he grabbed us both by our hair and pulled us away gently. 

“Take this through to the kitchen, don’t throw the food away though.”

I looked at the table, he’d eaten about half the food.  Josh sat in the chair as we tidied up.  We loaded the dirty plates into the dishwasher and put the uneaten food to one side.  I was desperately hoping we’d get fed, we didn’t get any breakfast and had just eaten a little for lunch, unsure if we were allowed to or not.  When we’d completed our task Josh ordered us to kneel in positions, legs spread wide, arms behind our backs and he went to the kitchen.  He came back a few minutes later with two bowls of food.  He placed some curry and rice into the bowls and placed them on the carpet.

“Eat, but don’t use your hands.  And if you get any on the carpet you’ll suffer.”

“Yes master,” we replied.  This was more like it for me, this was what I loved about submission.  Being given a task and there being consequences if I failed in my duties.  This was exciting me.  I tucked into the food, I’d never eaten like this before but this was degrading and humiliating.  Every time either of us leant forward our breasts moved and swung.  I could feel myself getting wet, thinking about how I was eating.  Josh let us eat the whole contents of the bowl.  Judging by his erection he was enjoying this as well.

When we’d finished I was proud of us both, we’d eaten everything and not got any on the carpet.  Josh smiled at us both.  He stood up and walked towards us, leaned over and picked up the bowls. 

“Well done, but you’ve got food all over your faces.  Why not get it off each other?”

We turned to face each other and started to lick and kiss to get the food off.  Josh knelt down next to us and slipped a hand over our asses, pushing his it under our butts and onto our cunts.  He started to rub my clit and by the looks of Chloe hers as well.  This felt incredible.  I was kissing my best friend and my dominant was playing with me. 

“Feel free to play with each other’s bodies as well girls,” Josh said. 

We both unfolded our arms and reached for each other’s tits.  Chloe was cleverer than me, she only placed one hand onto my tits, with her other hand she grabbed Josh’s erection and started to wank him hard.  I started to move my hips, to get Josh’s hand into the best place.  My breathing was speeding up, my tongue entwined with Chloe’s.  From where I was I could see Josh, he was almost in a trance watching the scene unfold in front of him. 

Chloe was getting close to orgasm, I could sense from the way she moved.  Josh partially awoke from his trance.  He looked at Chloe, he could sense it too.

“Cum with me girls, cum when I do,” he ordered.

We didn’t speak, Chloe was grinding away, holding her orgasm back, she was taking short, sharp breaths and begging for a release.  I wasn’t far behind.  I started to beg.

“Please master, please let me cum master, please.”

Josh ignored me.  I broke off the kiss and leant over, sucking Chloe’s nipples.  Josh loved this, I could see his cock start to twitch and he grunted, “fuck, yeah . . . YESSSSSS” as he started to cum.  That was enough, Chloe and I both released our orgasms and started to cum as well, and cum hard.  Chloe was screaming in pleasure, I was lost in ecstasy.  I closed my eyes and held my breath to drag out the orgasm.  If you’ve ever been on edge and denied yourself release you’ll know how good it feels when you are finally allowed to cum.

When the initial release was over Josh pulled his hands from our pussies and offered them to our mouths.  I sucked Chloe’s pussy juices from his hand and she sucked mine.  When he removed them he didn’t need to ask, I automatically started to lick his cum from the floor as she sucked his cock, then we resumed kissing, making sure he could see that his cum was being exchanged between us.

When he gave permission we swallowed and thanked him.  Josh slapped our asses hard and ordered us to the kitchen to complete the tidy up.  We were back within 20 minutes and resumed our submissive positions.  He ordered us onto the sofa next to him and we watched the TV together until bed time.  In bed he had us suck his cock until he fell asleep.  We were both exhausted and fell asleep straight after.

I slept straight through, I imagine Chloe was the same.  When I woke in the morning I started to suck Josh’s cock, thinking about the relationship.  When he acted as he did last night it was perfect.  I had the control I wanted in my life, submission with a great looking guy and my best friend as my submissive slave sister.  When it was like it was on Sunday I hated what I was getting into.  I thought about it as I sucked.  I’d have to see which way Josh went – dominant or sadist?

When Josh was fully hard I saw Chloe move, she climbed on top of Josh and I slipped his cock into her pussy.  I started to lick his balls as they fucked, then remembering last night I pushed a finger up his ass.  With my other hand I pushed a finger into Chloe’s ass.  They both gasped when I did it.  I sucked his balls, taking one into my mouth.  It wasn’t long before he came. I don’t think that Chloe did.  When she climbed off him I took him into my mouth to clean his cock, then climbed over him to eat his cum from Chloe’s pussy.  It wasn’t long before I heard her beg to cum, this time Josh allowed her to cum quickly.

When I climbed out from under the covers Josh ordered me to get breakfast ready, he was cuddling and kissing with Chloe.  We ate together then he got dressed, just before he left he looked at us both.

“Remember I said you had to be naked in the flat?”  We both nodded, “Well I’m extending that.  You’ve got to be naked anywhere in the building, unless I explicitly tell you otherwise.  OK?”

A thrill went through me.  I knew most of the people in the block, and I’d have to be naked in the communal areas.  “Yes Master,” we both replied and I added, “Thank you Master.”  And I meant it.  I remembered Josh telling Chloe that once she left the flat she wasn’t allowed to hide – I was almost certainly going to be seen naked at some point by someone else who lived in the block.

Josh picked out some clothes for us.  “I’ll put these behind the bins,” he smiled and added, “and I’ll take the keys, OK girls?”

Josh left and we tidied up.  Our first lecture was at 11, normally we’d leave 20 minutes before it began.  We needed to catch up so we left early.  I picked up my bag and Chloe did the same.  She was far more worried about what was about to happen than me. 

“Ready?” I asked.

Chloe nodded slowly, “Ready.”

We listened at the door, we couldn’t hear anything and opened the door.  The cool air from the communal stairway hit out naked bodies.  I stepped through and Chloe was right behind me.  She slammed the door closed.  The Yale lock would hold it closed, if not fully secure. We stood naked on the landing for a moment before descending the stairs.  We had three flights to go.  We made it to the bins without seeing anyone and dressed quickly.  This was more like it.

The rest of the day passed as a normal day.  Josh texted to tell us he’d be back about seven.  He expected us to be waiting for him.  We discussed what to do, no way were either of us stripping in the bin shed and going to kneel outside our own door for fuck knows how long.  Instead we came up with a plan.

When we got back we stripped and hid behind the bins.  The bin cage was in the dark but we had a good view of the lit passageway to the street.  When we heard someone coming in we peeked out – the first two people were others that lived in the block.  Third time lucky – we could see it was Josh.  We ran out from our hiding place and hit the stairs before he did.  We got into position outside the front door, kneeling as we’d been trained.  Josh didn’t run up the stairs.  When he saw us he laughed.

“Well done girls, I didn’t know what you’d do.”

He opened the door and we crawled in.  We were cold and shivering, we’d been outside naked for about half an hour waiting on him.  When we were in position in the lounge he came in, armed with the whip.  I was afraid again, would he whip us to warm us up?  Or had we disobeyed him?  He swung it hard, several times close to our bodies.  I held firm, poor Chloe moved a little.  Would he hit her for moving?

He just laughed and put the whip down.

We cooked and served him before the three of us fucked in bed, before sleeping.

In the morning Chloe blew him while I cooked breakfast.  He fed us by hand which was incredibly erotic for me.  Again, he took clothes for us when he left and we dressed naked behind the bins.  It was only a matter of time until we got caught.  That evening he was back before us and we posed naked outside the flat, after ringing the bell.  It took him a good five minutes to answer the doorbell.

When he let us in I was surprised at what happened next.

“Get showered and dress like you’re looking for some action tonight OK?”

“Yes Master,” we replied.  We showered together, the warm water bringing life back to us.  We dressed together, we both wore skin tight jeans and tight shirts, top 3 buttons open to show a hint of cleavage.  We did our hair straight and applied makeup.  We each wore knee length boots to complete the look.  It took us about an hour to get ready.

When we were done we went to find Josh.  He’d ordered take-out. 

“Looking good girls, looking good,” he said, eating some Thai.  He allowed us to sit and we joined him eating.

“It’s darts night girls, so you two will also be going out.”

I was confused, what did he mean?

“There’s a pub in town, in the gay district.  Vanilla?  Do you know it?”

Chloe spoke, “Yes Master, I went to it once on a pub crawl.”

“Well on Wednesday its single lesbian date night.  When you go in you’ll be asked how desperate you are to score, and they give you an arm band.  Green and you’re not looking for anything.  Amber – maybe, if the right girl comes along.  Red – you’ll shag the first thing you see.  You’ll both ask for red.  But make it clear you’re a pair, just looking for a third girl for some fun.  After you score you’ll come back here to your room Kirsty.  Try to find someone dominant – you’ll have more fun.  And make sure I’d like her.  Any questions?”

Chloe and I looked at each other. 

“Master,” I said, “Please can you remove our collars?  Before we go out?”

He looked at me – had I gone too far?

“Yes.  Good idea.”

Josh ordered a taxi and we waited for it.  When it arrived we kissed him and left, heading out into the night, ready for something new.

“Make sure your date cums more than you.  See you tomorrow girls,” were his last words.

The taxi ride took about 20 minutes, dropping us very close to the bar.  We held hands as we went in.  As Josh had told us a woman at the door asked us what colored bands we wanted.  She was surprised when we asked for red.

“You two not together?” she asked.

“We are, sort of, just looking for something . . . ” my voice tailed off.  She looked at us and nodded slowly. 

“I think I understand girls,” she said, handing us red arm bands, “I hope you find what you’re looking for,” she added, smiling.  She checked our IDs and let us in.  We went to the bar and grabbed a couple of stools.  I looked round the room, there were maybe 40 or 50 women in there, ages ranging from similar to us right up to 50 plus.  We ordered a couple of glasses of wine and started chatting to each other.  Chloe was adamant that she was enjoying her new life.

We’d been talking for about 10, 15 minutes when a striking woman with long red hair walked towards us.  Chloe couldn’t see her coming.  She walked past Chloe and stopped, turned towards the bar and edged between us.  She extended her arms and slapped us both gently on our asses, then held her hands there.  If a guy had done this I’d have told him to fuck off, but this was different, and I was wearing an arm band advertising my availability.

“So girls, what’s the score?  What are you two looking for?”

I put down my glass and looked at her.  She was about 30, long red hair, good body.  She was wearing a tight white blouse, opened low at the neck revealing ample breasts.  I was attracted to her.  Chloe spoke first.

“My girlfriend and I are out for a night and we . . . ” her voice failed.  I took over.

“And we’re looking to spice things up a little, maybe add a third person.”

The woman didn’t speak.  She caught the barmaid’s eye.

“Hi, bottle of Sauvignon Blanc please Jane – you do like Sauvignon Blanc don’t you?”  We both nodded, “great.  My name’s Lynda by the way.”

“I’m Kirsty,” I said, “and this is Chloe.”

She smiled at us both and took her hands off our butts.  She opened her handbag and took out her purse, handing over a credit card.  After she’d paid she picked up the bottle and her glass.  Lynda looked round the bar.

“Follow me girls,” she said and walked away from the bar.  I watched her ass as she walked away, it fitted snuggly into a tight short black skirt.  I looked at Chloe, who smiled at me.  We stood up and followed her to a booth.  We chatted as we drank the wine.  Lynda worked for a bank in town, she was married at 23, divorced at 26 when she accepted she was a lesbian.

“Well,” she said, “majority lesbian anyway.  I still find some guys attractive.  So how about you two?  What’s your story?” 

I took the lead, telling her how we’d met in our first year and now lived together.

“And we just want to experiment,” Chloe added.  She picked up her glass and swallowed it all.  The wine had been making her brave, Chloe extended a hand across the table and took Lynda’s hand in hers.  Lynda picked up her glass, downed it and smiled back at Chloe.  She put her glass down and picked up the bottle.  It was empty.

“Ready for another girls?”

“I’ll get this one,” I said.  Lynda tried to get it but I wouldn’t let her.  I came back ten minutes later with another bottle of wine.  Chloe and Lynda were still holding hands.  They made a very attractive couple.  When I sat down I sat next to Lynda, across from Chloe.  Lynda saw what I was doing and extended a hand onto the seat and I sat on it.  She let go of Chloe’s hand and took the wine from me, topping up each of our glasses.  When she put the bottle down she turned to me and spoke.

“So Kirsty, Chloe.  Is this going somewhere or should I stand up and keep looking?”

I looked at Chloe and put a hand up to Lynda’s face, held it to her cheek for a moment and then leant in towards her.  I paused when our lips were about an inch apart and waited.  It only took a moment for her to finish the move and our lips met.  I opened my mouth and we kissed for a few seconds.  When she broke it off we pulled back and smiled at each other.  Chloe slid round the table and I watched as they kissed each other.  I took this as a sign and removed the band from my arm.  Chloe did the same and Lynda smiled at us both.

“This is my lucky night,” she said to no one in particular.  We chatted and drank the rest of the wine.  When it was finished Lynda pulled out her phone. 

“I’ve got work tomorrow girls.  Your place or mine?”  My flat was nearer, but only just – maybe a 15 minute walk from where Lynda lived.  I remembered that our orders were to return to our flat so we decided on that.  Lynda ordered an Uber and we left the bar about five minutes later.

We talked in the taxi, but kept our hands off each other.  When we got in I was relieved that Josh was still out – I wasn’t sure if he’d be back or not – he’d said he’d be out for the night, but you can never be sure.  I locked the door, then after a moment’s thought I put the chain on too.  If he came back I’d deal with the consequences in the morning.

We went to the lounge where Chloe got us all a glass of wine.  I wasn’t used to drinking this much on a night and my head was already spinning, which was probably for the best.  Lynda complimented me on the flat, she said it was much nicer than the one she lived in.  We made small talk as we drank, just putting off the inevitable.  I was very nervous – a glance at Chloe convinced me she was just as nervous as me, if not more so.  When we’d all finished Lynda stood up.  She seemed to be the confident one. 

“Where’s the bathroom Kirsty?” she asked.

“Across the hallway Lynda,” I replied.

While she was gone I spoke with Chloe. 

“Are you sure you want to do this?”

“I, we have to,” she replied.  She was right, we did.

“But,” I added, do you want to?”

Chloe thought for a moment, “Yes, yes I do.”

As soon as Lynda opened the door she looked at us both on the sofa.

“I’m going to bed now girls.  Coming?”

We stood up and joined Lynda, she held one of my hands and I directed her to my room.  I put the soft lights on and we sat on the edge of the bed, Lynda in the middle.  She turned to Chloe and kissed her.  Without thinking I started to kiss her neck and reached a hand up her front, placing it on one of her large breasts.  Lynda lifted a hand up and placed it on top of mine, gently massaging my hand into her breast.  Lynda broke off from kissing Chloe and turned to me.  As we kissed I watched Chloe place a hand on Lynda inner thigh and start to slide it up her leg, towards her pussy.  I’m pretty sure if a guy had tried this on a first date she’d have put a hand out to push him away.  Instead she just opened her legs, inviting Chloe’s hand further.  Chloe took the opportunity and pushed until I couldn’t see her hand.  Lynda broke off from kissing me and gasped.  She turned to Chloe and smiled.

Lynda took her hand off mine and instead placed it Chloe’s wrist, holding it in place as Chloe fingered her pussy.  I started to undo Lynda’s blouse, when all the buttons were open I slipped it off her shoulders and pulled her arms though it, throwing it to the floor.  I paused to admire her breasts, then tongued my way down her neck, sticking my head into her cleavage.  Lynda put her other hand onto my head, holding it in place.  I reached behind her back and undid her bra.  I could hear Lynda panting, she was enjoying our attentions.

I pulled her bra up over her shoulders and down her front, throwing it to the floor as well.  I pulled my head out and we started kissing again, then I leaned over to Chloe and kissed her, before Chloe and Lynda kissed.  This was very sensual and exciting.  Lynda lay down onto her back, her legs still on the floor.  Chloe got off the bed and onto her knees.  I pulled Lynda’s skirt up to reveal she wasn’t wearing panties.  She had a small line of red public hair.  Chloe smiled up at me and buried her head into Lynda’s pussy.  I watched Lynda as she did, she tilted her head back and opened her mouth wide, lost in ecstasy. 

I climbed onto Lynda and sat astride her waist.  I undid my own top and bra, throwing them away, then bent down to kiss her.  She put her arms round me and started to run her long nails down my back, eventually sinking them into my skin.  Our breasts were rubbing together as we kissed and she started panting deeply – she was close to cumming under Chloe’s tongue.  I felt her hands tense on my back, she stopped breathing, her tongue stopped moving and her chest moved rapidly – she was cumming, and cumming hard.  I couldn’t move as she held me tight.  After a few moments she released me and our heads separated.

“That was incredible ladies,” Lynda said.  I got off her and lay on my side next to her.  Lynda released Chloe from between her legs and Chloe stood up and smiled.  She bent over Lynda and they kissed, before Lynda licked her own pussy juicy from Chloe’s face.  When Chloe straightened up she quickly stripped off, Lynda and I admiring her body as she removed her clothes.  A soon as she was naked Lynda and I got off the bed and removed our remaining clothes.  When we were all naked Lynda put her hand onto Chloe’s neck, she must have seen the red marks from Sunday night.

“What happened here Chloe?” she asked, looked accusingly at me.

“Nothing,” she replied.

“Bullshit,” her voice was stronger, “Did Kirsty do this to you?”

Chloe look at me, “Yes, but it’s not what you think.  I . . . I wear a slave collar most of the time.”

Lynda paused, then added, “Oh.”  She looked at me.  “Into kinky stuff are you then?”

I blushed, thinking quickly, “Yes, but I’m submissive as well, and well, we needed someone a bit more dominant to play with us.”

Lynda looked at us both, “You should have mentioned this in the pub.”

“I’m sorry,” I replied.

Lynda walked towards the door.  When there she turned to us.  “Get on the bed.  Sit down, legs on the floor, hands behind your necks.”  Chloe and I looked at each other, then started to move as Lynda barked “Now” at us.  We didn’t think, we just moved to sit on the bed and placed our hands behind our heads.  Lynda pulled up a chair and sat in front of us.

“Eyes closed girls,” she ordered.  Then she proceeded to interview us, asking all sort of questions.  She went for a walk round my room, opening the drawers and inspecting the wardrobes.  She quickly found the bondage gear and spent a good few minutes inspecting it.

“There’s another reason I left my husband,” she said, “I could have tolerated the fact he’s a man, but long term I wanted to dominate him, and he just wasn’t up for it.”  She stood there, holding a huge double ended dildo, “Maybe long term I can dominate you two?  But maybe not on a first date, I wouldn’t want to overdo it.”  Lynda smiled.

She walked round the back of the bed and climbed on, waving the dildo around.

“On your backs, turn your heads to each other.”

We lay back and faced each other. Lynda placed the dildo on the bed between Chloe and I.  Chloe didn’t wait for any instructions, she moved her mouth towards it and took the end into her mouth and started sucking.  I followed suit and started on the other end.  Chloe and I took more and more into our mouths until eventually the whole thing disappeared into our throats and our lips met.  I looked up, Lynda was playing with her pussy.  When we separated Lynda placed a hand on the dildo and pulled it out of our throats.  She climbed onto my face and I started to suck on her soaking wet pussy. I heard her speak to Chloe who slipped off the bed, I felt her hands on my knees, pushing them apart.  Chloe didn’t waste time, she started to suck on my clit.  Next thing she inserted the dildo into me and started to fuck me with it.

I put my hands onto Lynda’s ass so I could move my head more easily.  She was panting hard, I felt her put her hands onto my tits and start to squeeze gently – this was much better than the abuse Josh dealt out.  She took my nipples between her fingers and pulled then softly, it was a fantastic sensation.  I took my hands off her ass and reached up to return the favor.  Her breasts felt incredible, they were so much bigger than mine or Chloe’s.

I could feel her deep, fast breaths and hear her moaning.  She was close to cumming again.  She tightened her grip on my nipples, I did the same.  Judging by the noises she was making she liked a little bit of pain.  I squeezed hard and felt her push down onto my face – she was cumming on my face.

“Yes, Kirsty, fuck YESSSS”

My face was covered in her moisture.  Lynda climbed off me and edged backwards – she leaned in and we started kissing.  She was licking her juices off my face.  My excitement was rising, I was close to cumming.  Lynda extended her arms and put her hands back on my tits.  She edged down over my body and licked my nipples – her breasts were over my mouth and I raised my head to suck them.  I loved the full size and I took as much of one as I could into my mouth.  She pushed down, smothering my mouth and nose with her breast.  I couldn’t breathe.  I started to buck my hips as I got closer and closer.  Chloe was fucking me for all she was worth with the dildo.  She inserted a finger into my ass and that drove me over the edge. 

I felt Lynda start to lift up, I didn’t want to be freed yet so I put my arms round her and pulled her down closer.  I came more intensely than I ever had, I couldn’t make a sound or breathe, I was bucking my hips, squeezing my legs together as I came.  Chloe stopped licking me, she just held her tongue still on my clit but she kept fucking me – this was torture.  I hadn’t finished cumming when a second orgasm came over me.  I loved having two women pleasuring me, the sensations were incredible.

My chest was rising and falling rapidly, I needed to breathe.  I released Lynda and she rose up.  Instantly I started panting, breathing hard.  I looked up, Lynda’s red hair was blinkering my vision and all I could see were her face and eyes.  She was smiling down at me.  We kissed again before she spoke.

“Chloe’s missing out.”

She was right.  Lynda and I sat up, we looked at Chloe who was on her knees, smiling up at us both.  I put out my arms and we held hands.  I pulled Chloe up onto the bed and arranged her so she sat on my face.  I licked her slit and she let out a low moan.  I maneuvered her slightly so her ass was over my mouth, then pulled her down onto her back, exposing her pussy.  Rachel climbed on top of me, our breasts touching and she started to lick Chloe’s wet cunt.  I pushed my tongue up into her ass and we could hear Chloe moaning and groaning.  I knew she would love this.  I felt something on my chest and Chloe let out a long slow “Fuck” – Lynda had pushed the dildo into her pussy and started to fuck Chloe slowly with it.  It didn’t take long with a dildo in her, a tongue up her ass and another on her clit.

“I’m cumming, fuck, Lynda, fuck I’m CUMMING,” Chloe yelled as she climaxed.  I kept licking her ass as soft torture but Lynda stopped fucking her.  Chloe came down slowly.  When she was relaxed Lynda arranged us on the bed, she lay in the middle, an arm round both of us, our heads on her shoulders and each of us had a hand on one of her ample breasts.  We lay their talking.  Lynda was interested in how submissive we were.  I took the lead, explaining that we were new into this, keen to explore and learn.

“So,” Lynda asked, “would you say you were submissives, or slaves?”

I thought about it but Chloe spoke first.  “Slaves.”  There was a long pause before Lynda spoke again.

“Interesting,” she said.  She pushed us off and sat up.  “Kirsty, get me a glass of water.”

I got out of bed and went to the kitchen.  I got a glass and filled it, then paused.  I took a lemon and cut a slice, squeezing some into the water.  Next I added some ice and took it back.  When I got into the room Lynda was still sitting up in the bed.  Chloe was on the floor, kneeling as we would before Josh.  I put the water on a coaster on the bed side table and knelt next to Chloe. 

Lynda picked up the water.  “Chloe was just telling me – mmm, nice touch with the lemon, good girl – about your experiences so far.  As I said, not on a first date for me.  So, what are your limits?”

Good Girl, that excited me.  I thought about it but Chloe spoke first, “No limits, as long as we’re together.”  She put a hand out and I took it.

“Interesting, interesting,” she said.  Lynda drank her water whilst watching us, but not speaking.

She was clearly lost in thought.  When she’d finished the water she gave me the glass.  She ordered us both to use the bathroom and get into the bed with her.  We resumed our positions in the bed and went to sleep.

Lynda’s phone burst into life at 6:30am.  She turned it off quickly.

“Get me a coffee Chloe,” she ordered.  As soon as Chloe was out of the room she turned to me and said, “So Kirsty, tell me about your experiences.”

Shit.  What had Chloe told her?  I told her about my experiences as a young girl, how I’d been interested in the lifestyle since I could remember, how we’d lived together.  I skirted round Josh, wondering what Chloe had told her.

As soon as Chloe was back she drank the coffee and picked up her phone.  She played with it for a while.  When she’d finished she spoke again.

“Go down on me Chloe, eat my pussy.  Kirsty, kiss me.”

We both moved to obey, Lynda opened her legs under the duvet and I started to kiss her.  She broke it off quickly and took a deep slow breath as Chloe’s tongue found her soft, smooth pussy.  She put a hand on my head and pushed me down onto her breasts.  I started to lick them, starting at the edge and moving in towards her nipples.  I lifted my tongue off just before I got there, playing with her, teasing her.  I moved from breast to breast, holding them together.   Lynda was taking deeper and deeper breaths as Chloe worked her pussy.  When I finally relented and took her nipple into my mouth she moaned loudly.  I sucked hard on the sensitive bud, getting rewarded as it grew in my mouth.

Lynda had my hair in her hands.  She pulled me up, raising her head to mine and our lips met, our mouths open wide as we kissed passionately.  I had my hands on her breasts, working them hard as she got closer and closer.  It wasn’t long before she tilted her head back.

“I’m cumming girls, fuck YESSSS I’m cumming.”

She let out a long loud grunt as she came, pushing my head between her breasts.  I licked for all I was worth, wanting to extend her orgasm for as long as possible.  When she released me we kissed again as Chloe worked her way up.  I kissed Chloe first, loving the taste of Lynda’s pussy on her lips.  Then Chloe and Lynda kissed.  Lynda let go of us both and we lay down next to her.  After a few minutes she got off the bed.  From the doorway she told us not to speak to each other.

We lay there, listening.  She took a shower and was back within 10 minutes, her long wet red hair looking amazing.  She got dressed as we watched in silence.  Lynda picked up her phone and kissed us both.  She walked out of the room, I heard the front door open and close and she was gone.  Would we see her again?

We got out of bed and talked about our night.  We both wanted to see her again – the idea of serving a woman was exciting.  Once we had established that she wasn’t in the flat I went to the bathroom.  Lynda had written her number on the mirror.  I smiled and copied it into my phone.  Then to make sure I wrote it down on a piece of paper and hid it, just in case Josh scrubbed my phone later.  We showered, ate and got our clothes ready before leaving the flat naked.  We got dressed behind the bins and went out for the day. 


Thank You

I hope you’ve enjoyed reading this.  If you’d like to read what happens next do get in touch at paige.bond.author@gmail.com and let me know.  I love getting feedback.

If you enjoyed this check out my other books here:

https://www.amazon.com/author/paige.bond 

cover.jpeg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




