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    Chapter One 
 
    Brookley gave Joy a mocking salute accompanied by her attempt at sounding like an Army sergeant, “Trophy wife reporting for duty, ma'am!” 
 
    Joy sighed tolerantly.  Not many Army sergeants looked like Brookley.  Not unless it was an Army of swimsuit models.   
 
    Brookley was a short blonde and very slim, with long hair, and a beautiful angular face.  Perfect teeth, eyes such a light bright green they almost seemed to glow.  She had the deep tan of a California swimsuit model as well. 
 
    They were in California but Brookley wasn't a swimsuit model.  She used to be one.  But a few years ago she became a “trophy wife”. 
 
    Joy smiled her tilted half-smile that often teamed up with a gentle shake of her head though not this time, “So we're really doing this?” 
 
    “Come on, fearless leader, don't tell me it was just the margaritas talking!” 
 
    “I think it was the margaritas.  You really want to patrol the neighborhood for bad guys?  You're wearing that?” 
 
    Brookley leaned back to gesture down at her body, “What?  My swimsuit? Why not?  Swimsuits brought me my successful career as a trophy wife.  Don't knock it.  Besides, it's a beautiful day and I can work on my tan while we patrol.” 
 
    Now Joy did shake her head.  Her “career as a trophy wife”?  Well, Brookley was always the most straightforward of them as far as being a trophy wife.  Her jokes about it were really more like factual statements.  Which drew nervous laughter from the rest of them because the whole trophy wife thing was close to true.   
 
    Or, well... maybe it just was the truth.  Not close.  The actual truth.  But thinking of being a wife as a career move was not cool.  It shattered the carefully pretended illusion that they married for love. 
 
    Their fantastic wooded and remote-feeling-despite-being-in-town neighborhood had five “houses” that were really mansions and four of them contained a trophy wife.  The fifth was currently empty. 
 
    Yeah, it was just random chance, Cupid's errant arrows, that led to the four of them marrying men that were average to below average looking who also averaged twenty-three years older than their wives.  
 
      Poor Prisha Mukherjee had the oldest husband at thirty-eight years older than her.  Ugliest too.   
 
    Joy was lucky in that her husband maybe wasn't good looking but he wasn't bad looking either and he was only fifteen years older than her.  He was just forty-two. 
 
    Brookley McSwain's husband was twenty-two years older than her but looked ten more than that.  He also looked like and ate like he'd be lucky to make it through the next decade without a heart attack. 
 
    Andrea Atherton's husband was practically her opposite.  She was the work-out queen of the neighborhood and he could be a model for a pastry product.  As in a living dough boy.  An old one.  He was a nice guy and all but made no effort to take care of himself. 
 
    Their husbands happened to be modestly rich and liked to take their trophy wives to various social and business occasions.  As arm candy that could only help their careers and reputations. 
 
    None of them had kids.  None of their husbands wanted kids either.  Kids took effort and nowadays kids did not help careers.  Might even hurt them.  Can't have that! 
 
    Yep.  Just random fucking chance. 
 
    “Brookley....” 
 
    “Come on.  It'll be fun!  I even went out and bought walkie-talkies last night.  Four of them, one for each of us and four chargers for them.  I have two fully charged for our patrol today.  I already delivered one each to Andrea and Prisha.” 
 
    Joy laughed, “Walkie-talkies?  You're kidding, right?  If we do this we're going to be right next to each other.  We won't need walkie-talkies.” 
 
    “Well, you know, one of us might need to hold a bad guy for the cops while the other one is chasing his henchman.” 
 
    “Very funny.” 
 
    “Aren't you bored, Joy?  All we do it sit around our homes or go shopping or be human decorations for our husbands at events.” 
 
    “Don't forget afternoon margaritas a couple days a week in Andrea's backyard.  Where someone cooked up this crazy idea yesterday.” 
 
    “Someone was right.  Someone is fucking bored.  Someone is also just a little worried about that creepy SUV with the black windows.  Someone also looks hot in a swimsuit and wants to share her hotness with the whole neighborhood before she one day becomes an old crone.” 
 
    Joy joked, “Brookley, or, I mean “Someone”, you won't be an old crone for at least another year, maybe two.” 
 
    “Ha fucking ha.  You're supposed to say I'll never be an old crone.” 
 
    “Oh beautiful “Someone”, ye shall never be an old crone.  Maybe an ancient hag.  Or a fossilized biddy.  But not an old crone.  No, never.” 
 
    “Watch out, Joy, you're a whole year older than me so you'll be scouting out those senior living homes for me.  Find one that's cool with swimsuits.” 
 
    “I'll get right on that.  That window is closing rapidly.  Only forty years or so, right?” 
 
    “Trophy wives like us get retired as soon as their husbands divorce them.  Which usually happens when we turn forty I'd say.” 
 
    “Don't talk like that!  Sometimes you sound like you mean it.” 
 
    “I might.  I don't know.  Maybe fifty.  I give a good blow job and I'll still be twenty-two years younger than him no matter how old he gets.” 
 
    “We'll stick together my fellow trophy wife.” 
 
    “Yes!  Like today!  Let's fucking patrol!  Go get a swimsuit on.” 
 
    “I'm not patrolling in my swimsuit.  What I'm wearing should be fine.” 
 
    Joy was wearing shorts and a sleeveless top.  It was another hot day. 
 
    “I'm going to win number one trophy wife in the neighborhood then.  You cudda been a contendah!” 
 
    Joy was fine with that.  She didn't lack in confidence anyway.   
 
    As pretty as Brookley was, she was a bit too thin, and her breasts were quite small.  Joy actually wished her own were that small.  But a trophy wife ought to have big breasts.  It was expected. 
 
    Joy had everything but the stereotypical blonde hair.  She was tall, athletic, had long legs even for her height, long hair, and big breasts – naturally big! – even for her height.  Nothing circus freakish but her breasts did get noticed.   
 
    Joy had dark hair, very curly, and Mediterranean brown eyes and facial structure.  She was adopted and knew nothing of her family but had taken one of those DNA tests from an ancestry website.  She wasn't sure if they could be trusted but it claimed she had Hawaiian and Chinese ancestry, not much, and then a bunch of European.  Western and Northern European, nothing close to the Mediterranean!  So... who knew. 
 
    It would be interesting to know who their husbands would choose via a theoretical secret ballet.  Brookley was the blondest and youngest.  Joy was the tallest and probably the smartest (but was intelligence a plus or a minus in a trophy wife?).   
 
    Prisha, even though she was the shortest, had the biggest chest.  That was literally the reason her brain surgeon husband married her.  How did they know that?  Because he told her that!  And told the rest of them the same thing at a neighborhood gathering!    
 
    One of the rare ones that actually included the incredible traveling husbands.  The four trophy wives had plenty of their own gatherings mostly just to fend off boredom. 
 
    Andrea was second in all categories.  Second most blonde.  Second tallest.  Second smartest.  Second biggest breasts.  Unlike Prisha's (1st) and Joy's (3rd) her breasts were not natural or, as Andrea liked to put it, were “enhanced”.  Andrea also had that sexy British accent.  She was at least number one in sexy accent.  Prisha was from India, technically, but had no accent.  She had fully Americanized herself.   
 
    If Joy remembered their margaritas-inspired plan they were going to patrol as teams.  One team being Joy and Brookley and the other Prisha and Andrea.  Joy and Brookley were the “All Americans” since they were born in America and Prisha and Andrea were “The Internationals” also because of where they were born. 
 
    Brookley slapped a walkie into Joy's hand and then showed her the features which pretty much consisted of the On/Off switch and then a panel button on the side you could press.  When that button was depressed it sent what you said over the air.  If you weren't actively pushing it down it popped back in place and then you could hear if anyone else talked into their walkie.   
 
    There was also a slide tab that could go over the depressed button and hold it in place.  That way you could keep sending audio while using your hands for other things. 
 
    “Like fighting bad guys trying to stalk the neighborhood!”  Brookley finished up. 
 
    “We're not going to fight anyone, Brookley.  We won't even see those guys.  Or that SUV.  We couldn't even see who was in there.  Could be guys, could be gals, could be one guy.  Could be a clown.  Or an alien.  Or a alien clown.” 
 
    Brookley didn't like that image, “Alien clown?  Protect me fearless leader!” 
 
    “Why am I the leader?”   
 
    But Joy knew why.  She was sort of setting up Brookley for what she knew Brookley wanted to say. 
 
    “You're the tall one, Joy!  Tall people are leaders.  I'm a short one.  Shorties like me are cute.  Cute people, sadly, are not leaders.  You can be short and ugly and lead but, alas, you cannot be as hot and as short as me and be a leader.  Besides, sidekicks are always shorter than the main heroine.  So, I'm your sidekick.  You decide where we go and you tell me what to do.  You're the boss.  Or the Captain.” 
 
    “Fine, Brookley.  Let's go fight crime that hasn't even happened, my faithful sidekick.” 
 
    They headed out which meant walking around the rich neighborhood on the sidewalks which looked more like enchanting country roads.  Contoured cement lined with fancy bricks.   
 
    The road looked like it was built for the traffic of an entire suburb.  The median had short wispy trees in the middle of it. 
 
    It was not a normal neighborhood.  The houses were gigantic mansions.  Of course, when you had a big mansion you had to have huge yards.  In fact, they were too big to be yards.  They had to be called “estates” or “the grounds”.   
 
    So then you had to protect your “estate” or pretend it was full of treasure so you had to have walls all around it.  Tasteful, thick, tall, stone walls.  Barbed wire was too gauche.   
 
    Besides there was no actual threat of intruders.  No more than anywhere else.  Actually, less than a run-down house in a poor neighborhood.  If anyone was actually targeting the rich there were still far better targets.  Basically, these walled mansions had about the least actual need for walls.  
 
    It was truly incredible, each house like a small hotel or huge bed and breakfast and each one with just two people living in it!  No kids!   
 
    Meanwhile, if you drove by a two bedroom house in a real neighborhood it likely had a family of six or seven in there with an elderly parent living there as well. 
 
    The biggest houses had the fewest occupants and the smallest the most.  Sort of like how the best-paying jobs were the easiest and the hardest work paid the least. 
 
    So a neighborhood that by land area might normally hold half a dozen roads and sixty houses only actually had five houses.  Five mansions.  The neighborhood was more or less set on a wooded hill.   
 
    All mansions were not created equal.  One was bigger than the rest.  It was much bigger, fancier, nicer, had more land, and even proportionally taller walls.  It was also the highest up, set on top of the crown of the small hill the mansions clustered on and around.  
 
    The wealthy just naturally went for the high ground.  The wealthier the higher, more or less, other than beach property.  That's why you always saw poor people flooded out of homes and rarely any wealthy fleeing for high ground. 
 
    The biggest mansion was also the emptiest as it was up for sale.  The Ferendts passed within six months of one another and their one son apparently had no desire to live there so it was for sale.   
 
    Of course, the four trophy wives had gossiped a bunch about who may move in there.  A movie star?  A rock star?  Someone with another trophy wife?  Would she be nice?  Would she fit in with the afternoon margarita binges in Andrea's back yard? 
 
    It was at one of Andrea's margarita get-togethers that the subject of the black SUV with the heavily tinted windows came up.  It turned out most of them had seen that same vehicle.    
 
    Joy and Prisha had both seen it at different times parked on the road winding through their tiny hill mansion neighborhood and wondered what it was doing there.   
 
    Andrea said it slowly followed her one day when she went for one of her runs.  Andrea was the fittest of them.  Joy was fit but Andrea treated fitness like it was her job.  Which, if she was a trophy wife, it sort of was. 
 
    Brookley said she saw it when she came out from grocery shopping and again when she came out from the mall and, again, at the hair salon.  All on the same day, always parked close enough to see her go in and out but not right next to her car.  Not obvious.  
 
    Someone suggested these “guys”  – it always had to be guys, right? – were maybe looking to burglarize the Ferendts place.  But it was empty and why would they follow Andrea and Brookley?  So, it was a mystery and it was a source of concern. 
 
    The best theory Joy had heard so far was that it was a private investigator hired jointly by Andrea's and Brookley's husbands to see if their trophy wives were having affairs.   
 
    That would sort of make sense.  Not because Andrea and Brookley were like that but Joy could see husbands with too much money making that kind of investment to give themselves peace of mind. 
 
    Brookley said if she found out it was true she'd wait until she wasn't watched and then go have an affair just to spite him.  That it would serve him right.  Which was pretty funny as long as Brookley was just joking about that. 
 
    They walked up and down the winding neighborhood sidewalks.  The sidewalks curved like snakes as did the roads and also tilted up and down.  
 
     That was a difference between the infrastructure of rich neighborhoods and that of poor neighborhoods.  Poor areas had straight and narrow sidewalks like every effort was being made to save construction material.  Rich neighborhoods?  It looked like they had extra cement, bricks, and cobbles they were desperate to lay.  They made everything wide and windy.   
 
    Brookley and Joy separated by a couple hundred feet to test out the walkies and they worked great.   
 
    It was quiet except for birds.  Great neighborhoods like theirs did not have drive by or drive thru traffic.  Which was one reason that black SUV had stood out. 
 
    Joy did not think they'd ever see that SUV again.  Whatever the driver was doing seemed done.  None of them had seen it for a week.   
 
    This whole neighborhood watch thing was just a lark.  Something to do.  Trophy wives were bored especially when their husbands all traveled so much.  One point of being a trophy wife was to not have to work but then you just got bored.  But if you weren't bored not working then you'd be bitching about working and boring everyone else. 
 
    Even the neighborhood watch thing got pretty boring pretty quick.  They decided to walk up to the Ferendt house.  See if it was being shown today.   
 
    They'd actually all been curious about that mansion.  It was much bigger than the others and none of the trophy wived had ever even been inside.  The Ferendts were old money, had not worked, and were from a different age than the other couples so social interaction was minimized. 
 
    The Ferendt place had a huge circle driveway that brought cars to the wide double front doors.  In the middle of the driveway area was a series of broad fountains and pools complete with huge Koi fish. 
 
    Halfway to the Ferendt mansion along came the black SUV with the black-tinted windows coming from the direction of Ferendt house!   
 
    It drove right past them without slowing.  Joy and Brookley stood there in surprise.  Seeing what they were looking for was pretty much the last thing they'd expected. 
 
    Brookley yelled as it pulled past, “Get the plates!  Get the plates!” 
 
    They peered.  It was pretty obvious they were looking at the rear license plate.  With those tinted windows they had no idea if the driver noticed them.  Then again, the way they looked, Brookley's bikini, the fact they were the only life on or near the road... yeah, the driver must have seen them. 
 
    It was a California plate.  Big whoop.  They were in California.  They could only get a partial plate number.  Useless.  Then again, what would they have done with a full plate?  Also nothing.  There was no reason to call the cops. 
 
    Still, it was exciting seeing their quarry and interesting it had been up to the Ferendt place.  Was the driver looking to buy it?  Were they going to have some creepy stalker type moving into the neighborhood? 
 
    They finished going up the hill. 
 
    There was one change in the Ferendt place. 
 
    The FOR SALE sign was gone. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    It was three weeks later when Prisha spotted the moving trucks – two huge ones – proceeding up to the former Ferendt residence.  Prisha used her walkie to call the others and notify them.  The trophy wives all crowded to their closest front window to look. 
 
    Joy shook her head and wore her lop-sided grin at her own expense.  Wow.  Gee. Moving trucks.  Never seen such a thing. 
 
    They hadn't seen a vehicle other than the moving trucks and hadn't seen the black SUV since that day the For Sale sign was taken down.  Still, someone had to be up there to let the movers in and tell them where to put stuff. 
 
    Everyone talked about baking something and delivering good wishes to the new neighbors.  Of course, the real reason was raw curiosity and not polite goodwill.   
 
    The trophy wives were nice and good people but so far the new neighbor was just a story in their head, not a real person or persons.  If there was a new trophy wife they would eventually do their best to incorporate her comfortably into their little group. 
 
    On the walkies they debated if they should all go up there as a group.  No, it would look weird.  Very us against them.  Too... intimidating.  But sending one might be too intimidating the other way.  Especially with that whole stalking us/watching us black SUV phenomenon.   
 
    Maybe two was the right number.  But which two first?  All American (Brookley and Joy) or International (Andrea and Prisha)? 
 
    But instead of them going up there it was the other way around. 
 
    It wasn't one new trophy wife.  It was two.  Sort of.  Two trophy... somethings.... 
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    “They were just at my place and I think they're going over to your place next!” 
 
    Joy was at her kitchen sink and the walkie was on the charger near there.  It was Prisha's excited voice on the walkie. 
 
    Joy picked up the walkie and depressed the button, “Prisha.  Who is “they” and who is “your”?” 
 
    “Your place, Joy, they are coming to you!” 
 
    “Who?  Jehovah's Witnesses?” 
 
    “No, our new neighbors.  Some of them I guess.  Two of them.  Just wait until you see them.  They brought me a fruit basket and I guess they have one for you, too.  Just wait until you see the fruits.” 
 
    See the fruits?  See what about them? 
 
    It was over a week since the new neighbors moved in.  They were probably mostly settled now.  Besides those moving vans there had been a series of other delivery trucks bringing who knew what.  Also delivery vehicles bringing restaurant food.   
 
    They had not seen anyone who lived there actually drive out and the four trophy wives had decided to politely wait a while and not push themselves on the newcomers. 
 
    There was a knock on Joy's front door. 
 
    “I think they're here, Prisha.  I'll call you after.  Over.” 
 
    Joy went to her front door.  It was nice of the new neighbors going around introducing themselves.  Two of them Prisha said.  Must be a married couple.   
 
    If they had kids they must be old enough to leave alone back at their new home.  Might be nice to have some kids around.  Maybe it would plant a seed in Joel's head.  Joy had been thinking more and more about kids.  It would give her life meaning, a cause, motivation.   
 
    Joy opened the door and was surprised.  It wasn't a man and a woman.  It was two women.  Two blondes though it looked as if neither was a natural blonde.   
 
    They had huge fake smiles on their faces like those frozen beauty pageant smiles.  The ones that did not reach the eyes and actually looked a little painful after awhile.   
 
     Something else was fake other than their smiles.  Joy realized they both had large breasts.  Way too large to be natural.  They also didn't bounce in a natural way despite it being obvious they wore no bras. 
 
    The taller one – maybe Brookley was right about height and leadership – spoke first, “Hello, neighbor!  We just moved in top of the hill.  We're going around introducing ourselves.  I'm Leila.” 
 
    The shorter one added, “I'm Tiara.” 
 
    Joy was still nonplussed that it was two women.  Were they gay?  Maybe even married lesbians?  She thought she knew a way to find out, “So, are you two sisters?  You look so similar.” 
 
    Really, they didn't.  Different body and facial structure, different eyes.  They were both blonde but blonde out of a bottle.  Actually they weren't really even regular blonde.  More like peroxide blonde.  Their hair was almost white, sort of a platinum color.  It wasn't due to age.  They were both older than Joy but only around thirty maybe. 
 
    Joy thought her question could elicit some useful information to share with the other trophy wives.  She was right. 
 
    Leila put a hand on Joy's upper arm, “We're sisters in spirit only.  But we share more than most sisters.” 
 
    Tiara reached out and held Joy's right hand.  Not like she was shaking it but just holding it in a friendly way like they'd known each other quite a while and hadn't just met seconds ago, “We share a lot more!  We even share our lover!” 
 
    “Oh.  What?” 
 
    “Ellerton is our lover.  It's Ellerton's place but it's our place, too.  We share Ellerton.  With each other but, don't worry, any other woman also.  So, you know, if you and Ellerton ever want to have sex just go ahead and do it.” 
 
    “Wow!  That was... more information than you had to tell me.” 
 
    Leila leaned in a little, “You'll need to know these things sooner or later.  No reason to have sex with Ellerton and feel all guilty about it.  You may as well know that from the start.” 
 
    “Well, what can I say?  I guess I'll start with “No thanks, I'm married”.  See, I would feel guilty.” 
 
    Tiara tittered, “That's what they all say.  Right up until they stop saying it.” 
 
    Now Tiara held her right hand and Leila rubbed her hand up and down Joy's upper left arm.  It seemed too touchy-feely to Joy but she didn't want to back out of her own doorway or act hostile. 
 
    “Sooooo, when do I meet this Ellerton?” 
 
    Tiara giggled, “No.  Ellerton isn't here.  This is just one of Ellerton's places.  The newest but, still.  We may not see Ellerton for months.” 
 
    Joy didn't get it, “Why'd he buy it if he isn't going to live there?  Why aren't you with him?  Is one of you married to him?” 
 
    Tiara laugh was almost a titter, “There sure is a lot you don't understand.  Yet.  Ellerton doesn't do marriage.  Ellerton acquires women and also acquires properties like the one we moved into up there.” 
 
    Leila, “We're not married to Ellerton and no one is but our bond is stronger than marriage.  It's not a contest or anything but, for instance, our bond with Ellerton is much stronger than yours with your husband.” 
 
    “What?  You don't even know my husband.  Or me!” 
 
    “Would you do anything – anything at all – for your husband?” 
 
    “You mean like if there was a runaway truck would I push him out of the way and get run over instead?  Yes, I would.” 
 
    Leila's huge smile somehow got a little bigger, “Lots of people would do that for total strangers.  Nice people like you.  I didn't ask if you would give your life I asked if you would do anything.  It's different.  Here, I'll give you an example:  Your husband comes home and says it would turn him on if you walked naked around the neighborhood.  Would you do it?” 
 
    Joy frowned.  These two were weird.  “You mean to save his life?” 
 
    “No.  Fuck no!  Just because he wants you to.” 
 
    “No.  I wouldn't.  That... wouldn't make any sense.  There would be no reason to do it.” 
 
    “I told you the reason.  Just because he wants it.  See, that is a pretty easy thing when you think about it.  Even so, you wouldn't do it for your own husband.  We would do it for Ellerton.  We'd be happy to do that and absolutely anything else Ellerton wanted.  Any of Ellerton's women would.  See, our bond is much stronger.” 
 
    “Maybe your bond to Ellerton but it sounds like some kind of one way street called Ellerton's Way.  You said “Ellerton's women”.  How many “women” does this Ellerton have?” 
 
    “I think there are ten right now but we're the only ones at this place.  Ellerton wants to acquire more though so, don't worry, you still can get in on it.” 
 
    “I, ah, have no interest in being acquired.” 
 
    Tiara tittered again, “That's what they all say.  Right up until they stop saying it.” 
 
    Leila squeezed Joy's shoulder, “We're not as different as you're probably thinking.  You're married but we're not.  However, our bond, as we've proven, is deeper than yours.” 
 
    Tiara continued where Leila left off like they were a practiced duet, “You're obviously what is known as a trophy wife.  I'm sure you know how hot you are.  But I bet you're a little empty inside.  Not fulfilled.  Us, we are very fulfilled.” 
 
    Leila took back over the thread, “And often filled with cock.  Think of us as trophy sluts.  Same as you but much happier.  You gave yourself for money and comfort and we give ourselves for great sex.” 
 
    “I'm quite happy!  And-and, I love my husband.” 
 
    “But you could be even happier.  I'm sorry we've gotten off track.  We're just here to introduce ourselves and give you a fruit basket.” 
 
    Tiara let go of her hand and picked up a basket that was next to her feet.  She presented it with a flourish, “Ta-da!” 
 
    It was more than a fruit basket or it at least had more than just fruit.  There were strawberries, bananas, figs, sliced watermelon in plastic wrap, avocados, cherries, and pomegranates but there was also a bottle of honey, a jar of almonds, and several chocolate bars. 
 
    Joy accepted it with thanks, relieved the conversation had moved on but still quite curious.  She and the other trophy wives would have a lot to talk about at the next margarita afternoon gathering over at Andrea's. 
 
    They said goodbye and Joy could not help watching them as they crossed the street at an angle heading towards Andrea's house.  They didn't wear much but actually wore more than Brookley did that first day on “patrol”.   
 
    They were like living barbie dolls.  The slutty strip club version of Barbie.   That silvered hair was just a small part of it. Those augmented breasts were a bigger part literally.   
 
    Their midriffs were bare and she saw they both had tattoos over the small of their backs.  What were those called again?  Oh, yeah, tramp stamps.   
 
    Like their hair and breasts, the tramp stamps matched.  It looked like some kind of pink butterfly but Joy couldn't see the details. 
 
    Well... her husband Joel was going to love the new neighbors but Joy didn't think they'd fit in.  She actually wondered if they were a threat.  They appeared to be “loose” women and all of the husbands around there were pretty damn superficial and quite rich.  Prime and easy targets for vamps.    
 
    Joy closed the door and went to her walkie.  She called Andrea on the walkie and then on her cell but got no answer. 
 
    Prisha heard Joy on the walkie and called her on the phone. “Joy, did you get your fruit basket?” 
 
    “Yes, Prisha, I got it.” 
 
    “Did you notice something?  Everything in it is an aphrodisiac.  All the fruit, the chocolate, the honey, even the almonds.  It's an aphrodisiac basket!” 
 
    “No way.”  Joy looked at the items in the basket.  Yep, all of them were.  “That can't be an accident, right?” 
 
    “I'm sure not.  Wow, did you see how slutty they were?  We're going to have to lock up our husbands at night.” 
 
    Joy mentally thought no one but Prisha would go for Prisha's husband no matter how rich but didn't say it.  She felt bad.  So superficial.   
 
    He was also sort of an asshole, too, so she decided not to feel bad.  People had crappy little thoughts all the time.  The important thing was not to say them out loud. 
 
    Joy said, “They seem dedicated to that Ellerton guy whoever he is.” 
 
    “I know.  It's like some sort of slut cult.  He's rich, we know that from the mansion he bought.  But he must be super handsome too.  They said he has ten of them.  You know, ten sluts.” 
 
    “It's like a harem.  It should be illegal.” 
 
    “It's funny, polygamy is illegal but harems are fine.  As long as there is no marriage, no issues.  It isn't having multiple or a multitude of women that's a problem, it's throwing marriage into the mix that makes it illegal.” 
 
    “You don't sound as shocked as I would have thought.” 
 
    “Joy, it's interesting.  Think how much more interesting these people are than the Ferendts.  Night and day.” 
 
    “Interesting.  I'll give you that.” 
 
    “They may be sluts but the basket is nice and they said nice things about our kitchen and dining room.” 
 
    “Prisha!  You let them in your house?” 
 
    “Why not?  They're harmless.  They invited me to come see their place any time.” 
 
    “I wonder if Andrea is home and will let them in?  She really speaks her mind.  If they start talking about how they're just like us except they sell themselves out for sex instead of money – sex with just one guy and ten of them! – Andrea will give them both barrels.  A shotgun blast of words and opinions.” 
 
    “I think Andrea will like them.  Because they're honest.  They just put it all out there.  Hold nothing back.  Andrea is sort of like that.  You know, but not slutty.  I tried calling Brookley but I don't think she's even home.  She's missing out on the biggest reveal this neighborhood has ever seen!” 
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    Brookley had missed out!   
 
    Everyone else got a basket of aphrodisiacs but not her.  The new neighbors had left her a note with their number and an invitation for her to come up and visit them at their new place.  With a big smiley face.   
 
    The smiley face had a big tongue lolling out of its mouth.  With a teardrop of saliva dripping from it!  Weird shit!  It was sort of... suggestive. 
 
    She had to go get her basket.  Just had to.  Andrea and Joy and Prisha were probably all scarfing down those aphrodisiac foods or feeding it to their husbands (if any of them weren't traveling) and would be talking about it at the next backyard margarita gathering at Andrea's which was set for day after next.  They had a lot to talk about. 
 
    But not Brookley.  All she would have to talk about was how she missed out because she was out shopping again.  She was a bit of a shopaholic.  It was something to do and made her feel less lonely with John off to Texas again brokering beef purchases for various chain restaurants. 
 
    If she told John how she missed out he'd just make fun of her for shopping again.  The other trophy wives already were.  Gently but it was there. 
 
    Brookley knew how to turn it around.  The others met the new neighbors first and got to form their opinions about them first.  But Brookley could be the first to visit the old Ferendt place and see what it was like inside and see how the new neighbors behaved in their new home. 
 
    Then she'd have more to talk about than the other three combined. 
 
    Prisha seemed excited and invigorated by the new neighbors. 
 
    Joy seemed concerned. 
 
    Andrea was going with that “to each their own” and “don't judge others unless you want them to judge you” routine of hers.  Bullshit.   
 
    No doubt Andrea had her own opinions and judgments already and just wasn't ready to share them.  Fucking Brits!  They were some of the most judgmental people in the world right after the darn French. 
 
    Brookley had full reports on the new neighbor's apparel and demeanor and comments.  She figured the less clothes she wore the more self-confident she'd appear and the more accepting they would be of her.  On the surface they'd think she fit in with them.  She'd wear her bikini but with jean shorts over the bottoms. 
 
    She'd be the first to tour their place and hopefully the first to befriend them.  Then she could take them shopping with her in the coming days.  Then, after that, maybe she could save them from that whole unofficial harem thing.  Set them up as trophy wives for some of John's eligible rich executive co-workers! 
 
    John usually didn't even call most nights he was away.  She and John really didn't have much conversation even when he was home.  He didn't approve of all her shopping that she liked to talk about and she sure as fuck didn't like hearing about how many tons of steaks he purchased at under market value. 
 
    She wasn't going to tell the other trophy wives about her visiting up there.  Not until after.  She'd surprise them day after next at the gathering.  Just put that bombshell out there all casual like. 
 
    She hesitated and then decided to bring the walkie with her.  Who knew, that black SUV could still be creeping around.  A walkie-talkie was sort of dumb in the age of cell phones but it was fun to pretend and she could call all the other trophy wives at the same time.  That was the one and only real advantage. 
 
    Brookley headed up the hill and was happy to see none of the others were out in their yards to see her go.   
 
    The landscaping and lawn-care workers usually did their thing in the early mornings up until mid-afternoon and packed it in before dinner time.   
 
    None of the trophy wives had actual servants inside their mansions.  The husbands wouldn't put up with it since none of them worked.  They couldn't justify servants. 
 
    It was sort of outrageous that trophy wives still had to clean toilets though! 
 
    It was already getting dark and the dark red bricks of the Ferendt house looked more black than red.  Sort of ominous.  Brookley shivered in the warm air.  She wondered if that Ellerton guy was in there.  Ten slutty women?  Really?  The others said the two they'd met were real attractive.  How did this Ellerton get ten women to be his? 
 
    Shit, how did he remember their fucking names? 
 
    He must be quite a guy.  It would really be something if she got to meet him first.  She'd be the first to report on him to the others.  If he was there. 
 
    The knocker on the front door was big and golden.  Couldn't be real gold, could it?  It looked strange.  She peered at it.  It was even darker under the huge overhanging balconies and with the sun going down.   
 
    It was a big golden flower.  Was it? 
 
    The knocker part, the part you lifted and let bang back.... 
 
    Holy shit! 
 
    The knocker part was a golden cock complete with veins and a big mushroom head.  The “flower” was actually a very detailed, wide open, golden pussy! 
 
    Brookley laughed in disbelief and then lifted the golden cock and let it slam back into the golden pussy. 
 
    It was nearly fifteen seconds before the door was opened.  It was both of the peroxide blondes.  Was it weird they answered the door together? 
 
    It was definitely weird they were both nude!   
 
    Brookley couldn't help looking them up and down.  It was just automatic.   
 
    They were both tan all over so they must sunbath in the nude.  Made sense if they went around indoors nude.  Why put on clothes to get a tan?  It made their artificially almost white hair even brighter by comparison.   
 
    They were even more tan than Brookley and Brookley worked hard at it. 
 
    Their breasts were huge.  Too big for their bodies and the nipples looked like they belonged on much smaller breasts.  So, fake tits.  Well, it was California!  
 
    Brookley had read that something like one in twenty-five women have surgically augmented breasts and that over 300,000 breast augmentation surgeries are conducted in America each year.  These two had plenty of company. 
 
    Brookley couldn't help looking between their legs.  It must have been obvious since they were looking right into her face as she looked down at their pussies.  It wasn't her fault they were so naked!   
 
    More naked than usual as their pussies were both bare of any hair at all. 
 
    These two were like a couple stereotypical porn stars off set. 
 
    The taller one spoke first, “Hi Brookley.  I'm Leila and this is Tiara.” 
 
    “Hi.  Um, how'd you know my name?” 
 
    “Process of elimination.  Four neighbors and we've met the rest of you trophy wives.” 
 
    Brookley took silent offense to being called a trophy wife.  Only we can call ourselves trophy wives, she thought.  Just jokingly, even if it really was true by any objective measure.   
 
    These newcomers, these strangers, should have to attend at least a couple weeks of Andrea's margarita get-togethers and maybe go on a neighborhood patrol before they could join in on the joking around about being trophy wives! 
 
    “Leila, it's not really polite to call other people trophy wives.  You're supposed to do that behind their back.”  Brookley laughed a little at her statement.  It was true, wasn't it?  “Besides, we're not.  We all love our husbands and our husbands all love us.  True love.” 
 
    Tiara (still naked!) took her hand and gently pulled her inside while Leila (still naked!) threw an arm around her shoulders steering her further in. 
 
    Leila spoke with a mock conspiratorial tone, “Oh, Brookley, we can be honest with each other.  If you four were ugly none of your husbands would have married you.  If they were poor none of you sexy ladies would have married them.  Your husbands are superficial and so are you, just in different ways.  True love.  Hah!  As if!” 
 
    Brookley felt like she ought to be insulted.  But, really, it was true what this Leila was saying.  Also, she didn't want to be mad at the new neighbors.  They seemed so friendly.   
 
    Maybe too friendly actually.... 
 
    Tiara pulled her down a hallway, “Do you want a tour?  You want a tour, right?  Let's do a tour!  You're our first real guest!” 
 
    Leila agreed, “Our first real guest!  Let's make this super memorable.” 
 
    Memorable?  How memorable could a house/mansion tour be?  Did that Leila have a sort of... tone... when she said that? 
 
    Tiara suddenly stopped, “We forgot about the dress code!” 
 
    Leila agreed, “Damn.  You're right.  Ellerton will be pissed if we don't get on that.” 
 
    “Dress code?”  Brookley thought that didn't make sense.  These two weren't wearing anything! 
 
    Leila shrugged, “I guess we mean undress code.” 
 
    “You mean... take off my clothes?” 
 
    Tiara tittered, “That is what undress means.” 
 
    “Well... why?” 
 
    “Ellerton's house.  Ellerton's rules.  If you'd come by when it was still daylight out then it would have just been a change into lingerie.  But, night-time, so, if you want the tour you need to be naked.  You could always come back tomorrow.” 
 
    Brookley frowned.  Naked in front of strange naked strangers or wait... but then she'd have to wear lingerie anyway which was generally almost as revealing as naked anyway... and then maybe one of the other trophy wives would beat her to being first to get a tour.  Getting a tour while naked would add a lot to the story she could tell to the other trophy wives. 
 
    Fuck it. 
 
    Brookley took off all her clothes.  Under the watchful eyes of the new neighbors.  She didn't mind them watching.  Physically she was used to passing judgment easily.  She liked to show off and they were just girls like her anyway.  No big deal.   
 
    They did have big tits though and she sure didn't.  They would probably feel tit-superior to her.  So what. 
 
    She set her meager clothing on a nearby stand and was surprised when Tiara invaded her space and put a hand between Brookley's legs.  She tugged at a pinch of pubic hair, “Why do you keep this?  You shouldn't hide your pussy.  People would like to see it.” 
 
    “Ah, excuse me, personal space!” 
 
    Leila said, “Don't mind Tiara.  She doesn't care how hung up and insecure most people are about their bodies and sex.  She doesn't mean anything by it.” 
 
    Tiara gave her pussy hair one more tug – a friendly tug Brookley guessed – and then backed away, “Hey, Leila, let's take Brookley to the special exercise room first.  We can do the full tour later.” 
 
    “An excellent idea, Tiara.  Right this way, Brookley.” 
 
    Brookley followed Leila through a few different hallways.  She could not help but look at her ass.  It was beautiful, perfectly proportioned, full, and sexy.  Sort of muscular, too, like she often worked out.   
 
    At the same time, and it could have been her imagination, she could feel Tiara's eyes on her own ass.  They probably were because Tiara kept reaching out and making contact with her rear like Brookley had to be guided and herded even though she had no problem following Leila. 
 
    That Tiara sure was touchy-feely! 
 
    They arrived at a spot in a wide hallway that had one wall made up of glass panels.  There was a large room beyond set up like a small gym with exercise equipment.  Windowed ceiling as well.  Brookley sincerely doubted the Ferendts ever used it.   
 
    Leila led them through a door opposite the gym.  The room beyond had strange items.  Brookley wondered what kind of “special exercise room” this could be.   
 
    Wait a minute.... 
 
    Leila spoke, “We were actually in here exercising when you knocked the golden cock on the golden pussy.  That sounds like the next James Bond film, doesn't it?  Or maybe a porno adoption of James Bond.” 
 
    “This...,”  Brookley looked around with wide eyes, “...is like a torture chamber or something.” 
 
    “No, not at all.  Just the opposite.  Even those things that look painful – the whips and crops and canes, the clamps, that spiky thing, and so on – ultimately all lead to pleasure.  Great pleasure.  Greater pleasure than what you've ever known.” 
 
    Brookley wondered how to handle this.  It seemed ominous that they'd brought her straight here first.  Brookley wondered if these two goofy runaway porn-set bitches wanted to do some kind of sex torture on her.  
 
    Was it unfair to leap to that concern?  Shit.  She just realized either one of them alone could take her in a fair fight.  Still, if anything, they seemed overly friendly, not hostile. 
 
     Brookley decided to take a philosophical attitude, “To each their own I say.  But I don't work that way.” 
 
    Leila's voice had a certain tone to it, “As far as you know so far.” 
 
    “What?  You want to whip me or something?  Thanks but no thanks!” 
 
    “Actually we brought you here to show you one of our tools to make women into better lovers.  It could, for instance, make you into a better trophy wife.” 
 
    Brookley kept trying not to be insulted but they kept saying things that sounded like insults.  First, that she was a trophy wife and then that she wasn't the best possible trophy wife when everyone knew she was a great trophy wife!  
 
    Brookley kept her voice neutral and asked out of politeness, “How would that work?” 
 
    Leila said, “Your husband, let me guess, enjoys a good blow job, right?” 
 
    Tiara tittered, “All men love a good blow job!” 
 
    Brookley had to agree, “Well, sure.  Of course.” 
 
    Leila continued, “So that's one of your trophy wife skills.  In his mind it may well be your best skill.  No insult intended to you, that's just a guy thing.” 
 
    “I give a great blow job if I do say so myself.”  Brookley didn't mind bragging a little in general and already knew these two weren't offended by sex talk.  Usually she was considered the bold indiscreet one but she was a real wallflower compared to these two porn starlet imitators. 
 
    “Well, we'll see.  Come over here.  Check this out.” 
 
    There was a small table with two padded chairs next to it.  On the table was a sort of stand like a wooden body of a lamp, swollen at the middle.  From the top and also sticking out one from each side, a total of five, were... plastic dicks!  They had different sizes and shapes from realistic to “interpretive”. 
 
    Tiara did a little Price Is Right model presenting a possible prize to win impression with overdone arm movements, “A brand new Blow-Job Evaluator 10,000!” 
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    Brookley couldn't help laughing, “A bunch of dildos glued to a log?” 
 
    Leila said, “Don't let your eyes trick you.  They have sensors in them.  They measure level and degree and style of contact, even heat, and degree of salivation.  That top one is customized for Ellerton's particular likes and dislikes.” 
 
    Tiara added, “Well... likes, and more likes really.  You lick and suck and they even get harder – more pressurized – and will make a sound effect when you make it orgasm.  It grades you on pleasure given and time elapsed.  Quicker is not necessarily better.  So you may think you're good at giving blow jobs but do you really know?” 
 
    Leila agreed, “Yeah, how would you know?  Even a bad blow job the guy still likes it and still cums.  He would still want more in the future so it isn't like he'll tell you if you were shit at it.  Either way, this is a chance to get better at giving them.” 
 
    “Me?  Really?  Right now?” 
 
    “We're not suggesting for you anything we wouldn't do.  Where do you think we were when you knocked?  We were practicing right here.” 
 
    “Both of you at the same time?” 
 
    “Sure, there's five plastic cocks.  We only used two.  Just take one that isn't wet with spit.” 
 
    Brookley thought she should say no but... she didn't want to offend them.  And she was curious!  And it would be a shocking tale to tell the other trophy wives and add to her reputation within the group as being the daring one. 
 
    “Fuck.  I'll do it!  Are you going to be jealous if I do that top one?  The Ellerton dick?” 
 
    “No, we wouldn't be jealous but you can't suck that one until you are proven worthy.  Rules are rules and that is just one of them.  Once you can make each of the other cocks ring the bell that they came then you can have the privilege of sucking Ellerton's fake dick.” 
 
    Privilege of sucking someone's dick?  Let alone a fake dick?  It should be the other way around.  Blow jobs were a self-sacrifice, a treat to receive, not a treat to give.  Not a privilege.   
 
    These two were nuts!  Fine though, she'd suck one of the others.  Just the one this one time.  That's it.  Just so she'd know how this goofy device worked and where she scored and could say she'd done it. 
 
    It was easy to see which two were wet with saliva.  These two new neighbors really had been practicing blow jobs when Brookley knocked!   
 
    She saw the two they'd worked on were not on opposite sides but were right next to each other.  Leila and Tiara would have been cheek to cheek if they had the plastic dicks fully engulfed in their mouths! 
 
    Why did that image suddenly make Brookley wet? 
 
    Brookley leaned a little closer and could see the two wet ones were all the way wet from tip to base.  These two must have been deep-throating cheek to cheek!  What must it be like to share that much with another female?  It sort of made sense because they shared that Ellerton guy.   
 
    Brookley didn't think it was a lesbian thing.  They had Ellerton after all.  She supposed he must want them working in tandem to orally please his cock at times.  Why wouldn't he?  He was a guy. 
 
    Leila helpfully moved a padded chair around to the side nearest Brookley.  She was more hesitant now that it was time to do what she'd said she'd do but she felt pressure to do it.  These two were watching her intently.  They'd been doing it and if she backed out now she would look bad.   
 
    No big deal.  A piece of plastic in her mouth.... 
 
    Brookley sat down and quickly, overly quickly before she could back out, put her mouth on the cool, plastic head of the fake cock.  The one before her was realistic looking, with veins and all.  It was also drooping like it was only semi-hard.  As she licked at the head she could feel it expanding!  So this device could actually make these cocks more or less hard depending on oral performance!   
 
    That was sort of neat. 
 
    Leila and Tiara seemed way too close.  All up in her business peering at her every action.  Their faces were just inches away to either side.  It irritated Brookley but for some reason it also turned her on.  It was like they were teaming up on one cock and the two of them were waiting their turn.   
 
    If someone had asked her minutes ago if sharing a cock orally was a turn on or a turn off she would have stated with certainty it was a total turn off.  But now she knew it wasn't.  It was a turn on. 
 
    Brookley worked her mouth on the dildo cock and worked it deep in her mouth trying to impress her new neighbors.  The cock had inflated or filled or something but it still wasn't fully hard.  It was so real though she could feel a pulse inside it.  This device must be the premiere cock sucking trainer! 
 
    As she moved her mouth up and down she slid a little on the chair due to her shifting weight and realized one reason she slid was her own wetness.  Her pussy was leaking juice onto the soft slick leather.   
 
    The more aware of it she became the more the juice flowed.  The more she wanted it to stop the more it flowed.  She could even smell herself.   
 
    She realized the two new neighbors also could from their position or soon would be able to.  Their chins were practically on her shoulders! 
 
    It was embarrassing but she needed to get this plastic cock to electronically cum.  Otherwise they'd say she gave it robotic blue balls.  In fact, it did have balls hanging down from the base and up against the stand.  
 
    A little inspired and feeling daring she reached out and grabbed the fake balls.  They were soft, not hard.  They actually felt like real testicles and she could feel the inner artificial balls pushing around in the hairless fake scrotum.  Her touching them seemed to make the fake cock swell a little more. 
 
    She felt Leila running a hand up and down her curved back.  Why did Leila have to go and ruin her focus?  Except she really wasn't.  It was turning Brookley on a little to be touched like that while she did this and that arousal just made her more focused.   
 
    Her passion translated into oral performance.  That was probably why Leila was touching her.  To show her that effect.  Just scientific.  Not lesbian at all! 
 
    Leila's hand felt good.  It also felt naughty.  Both Brookley and Leila were naked after all and Leila was a stranger... and Brookley was sucking a plastic cock in the depths of their new mansion where no one knew she was. 
 
    Tiara pressed a bare breast against Brookley's bicep.  That must be accidental.  Brookley hoped so.  Tiara had those big breasts and probably couldn't help bumping them on people.  Just by accident.   
 
    Or maybe... maybe on purpose, but, still... just friendly.  Maybe too friendly but probably well-intended.  Probably. 
 
    Leila's hand rubbed firmly at the base of Brookley's back.  Really the small of her back.  Then more like the top of her ass crack.  Brookley was tilted forward with her back bowed in and her ass sort of sticking out.  She knew her ass crack must be opened up revealingly.   
 
    The position also put her pussy in greater contact with the leather chair.  It felt nice but it made her want to rub and grind her pussy against the leather.  She couldn't do that!  She couldn't! 
 
    It would be way too obvious this situation and sucking fake cock turned her on.  These sluts would think she was a slut!  She realized when she finally stood up the leather was going to be wet anyway.  Things were going to become obvious to these two sooner or later if they were not already obvious. 
 
    She just wanted to get this fake cock to cum, ring its bell or set off its alarm or whatever, get out of there, and Jill one off back her own house.  The sooner the better. 
 
    The fake cock was so realistic she thought it might really shoot something out when it did cum.  Milk or something.  Who knew.  That idea turned her on even more.   
 
    She really didn't like to swallow when she gave a blow job but, in this case, she'd make an exception.  She'd gladly drink this fake cock's fake sperm if it had any. 
 
    Leila spoke into Brookley's ear, “You aren't doing a good enough job.  You're not as great a cocksucker as you thought.  I see poor technique and a lot of room for improvement.  At this rate you might have to suck it all night long.  Here.  I'll help you.” 
 
    Leila slowly but firmly and with increasing force pushed on the back of Brookley's head.  Brookley's eyes bugged out but there wasn't much she could do.  The fake cock head bumped the back of her throat, bumped her uvula up out of the way, and slid bumping past her tonsils.  Still Leila did not stop though she paused briefly when Brookley gagged. 
 
    Leila kept talking, “Deep-throat that dick, Brookley.  Be all the cocksucker you can be.  Hug it with your throat.  Don't think about your own wants or comfort.  Please that dick.  That dick is your Master.  Give your Master his due.” 
 
    It was down her throat!  Brookley did take pride, though often just mock pride, in her cock-sucking but she'd never successfully deep-throated.  It was so uncomfortable and it really did not seem necessary.  
 
    Before.  Now it was necessary as she had no choice at all.  Brookley's throat convulsed and gripped around the invading plastic like it wanted to push it back out the way it came in.   
 
    Leila's hand on the back of her head held Brookley firmly in place though.  That plastic cock would not be pushed out as long as Leila held her.  Brookley felt her lips sliding around the base and pressing on the swollen  trunk of the device.   
 
    Brookley thought this blow job evaluator device looked a bit like a tree with dildo branches.  They could decorate it for Christmas! 
 
    It was all the way in her throat!  Brookley felt an odd swell of accomplishment.  This was really going to be something to tell the trophy wives if she ever dared.  Maybe day after next would have to be a five margarita afternoon. 
 
    Leila spoke, “Work your throat muscles like you're a big jungle snake trying to swallow your prey whole.  You'll get some major points for that.” 
 
    Brookley did as she suggested and realized she really could do that or something like it.  She could see how this would feel good to a guy.  It was like when she squeezed her husband's cock with her vaginal muscles except it was with her throat.  She could barely breathe with her nose mashed up on the device.  Flexing her throat muscles felt weird. 
 
    Brookley felt something else.  That Tiara chick was rubbing her nipples, both of them, from underneath her.  Helpfully?  Or was that lesbian? 
 
    If it was lesbian then so were her nipples because they were hard.  Maybe they were before Tiara's fingers arrived or maybe Tiara made them hard but, either way, Tiara's squeezing fingers felt all too good.   
 
    Leila spoke again, “I'll help you some more.  You want help, right?  You want to be a successful little cocksucker?” 
 
    Brookley made muffled sounds of agreement.  She felt like she did need help! 
 
    Leila did something.  She had Tiara pull one hand away from Brookley's tits in order to hold Brookley's head pressed in place.  Leila left just for a moment and then attached something to Brookley's neck.  It was tight so now Brookley felt pressure from the inside and from the outside of her throat.   
 
    Then Leila did something else under Brookley's throat. 
 
    Tiara's hand went back to Brookley's lonely tit with the eager to be touched again nipple.  Automatically Brookley tried to pull off and away from the plastic cock but she could not move an inch.  She was stuck. 
 
    Leila explained, “I've put a collar on you, slut.  Plus a very short leash attaching you to the Blow Job Evaluator.  You're in it to win it now.  You'll stay like that until you make it cum deep in your throat.” 
 
    She was stuck!  That bitch!  Also, who was that slut calling a slut?  This Leila sure wasn't a good host. 
 
    Leila sounded not at all smug, just matter of fact, “I neglected to tell you the plastic cocks can be set for different sensitivities which makes it easy or difficult to make them cum.  I set yours on the most challenging.  Think of a cock that has just cum four times in the last hour and now you're trying to make it cum a fifth time.  And the owner of the cock is drunk on whiskey.  That's about the current setting.  I figured you would like a challenge.” 
 
    Challenge?  That sounded impossible!  That bitch! 
 
    Brookley had no choice.  She could not plead her case with her mouth full and she was tied to the job now.  She worked her throat muscles and moved her inch or so allowed by the collar up and down the shaft.  
 
    Brookley was salivating and drool ran down her chin and ran down the side of the device.  That was embarrassing but not as bad as her arousal and the smell of her own aroused pussy.   
 
    Leila moved Brookley's hands together on the far side of the device and Brookley heard and felt handcuffs click together.  She could use her hands to support her weight but that was all. 
 
    Leila explained, “You don't want your silly hands to get in the way or to cause any problems.  This way they behave themselves.  A slut like you otherwise would probably try to finger fuck her pussy.” 
 
    How dare she say that!  She would not!  Not with them right there.  She wasn't some slut who couldn't control her urges. 
 
    Tiara tugged on her nipples, tugged and pulled, like they were tiny udders and Tiara was a milkmaid. 
 
    Leila's whisper was almost a hum in Brookley's ear, “I'm going to help you even more.  A guy loves a blow job when the slut is all turned on.  The more turned on she is the more effective the blow job.  So all I have to do to help you is get you as turned on as possible.  You want me to help, don't you?  Tell me you do.” 
 
    Brookley made a sound around the plastic cock but no one could really tell if it was agreement.  Not even Brookley. 
 
    Leila slid her hand into Brookley's ass crack and then rubbed at her asshole.  She massaged it like she was trying to make it loosen.  Which she was.  Brookley stilled and made a high-pitched questioning sound.  Which, of course, was ignored other than being enjoyed by the two new neighbors. 
 
    Leila did answer the question that she knew was on Brookley's mind, “Yes, don't worry.  Of course I will shove my finger up your ass.  I'm here to help.  I'm sure it will turn you on.  Such a slut.” 
 
    Leila worked her long index finger in with more difficulty than she would have thought.  Looked like this trophy wife hadn't been doing much or maybe any ass-fucking.  That was all going to change big time if Leila got her way. 
 
    Brookley grunted and made a series of muffled moans as the finger journeyed in and then a dismayed sound when Leila didn't just hold it up there but began fucking it in and out. 
 
    Tiara got under Brookley like a mechanic getting to work on the underbelly of a car.  She went right to it like it was routine.  Which it was.   
 
    Tiara sucked on each of Brookley's nipples until they were even harder, as hard as they could get, and then released each in turn with a sucking smack. 
 
    Then Tiara slid down.  She pushed away the chair but Brookley held her position as she was hooked on Leila's finger and collared to the device as well.   
 
    Brookley wasn't able to bring her legs together as Tiara was between them.  So she was in a sort of crab-like position with bent knees which was uncomfortable especially with her throat impaled on plastic cock. 
 
    Tiara moved her face between Brookley's wide open skinny thighs.  A heartbeat before tongue contact Brookley realized what Tiara was going to do but there was nothing she could do about it other than make a muffled sort of squeal. 
 
    Tiara licked and nuzzled like a pro.  Like licking pussy was her mission in life.  Leila moved a hand to one of Brookley's breasts to make up for Tiara's departure from them.  Leila was rougher than Tiara.  She pinched and jerked on the nipple. 
 
    All these sensations vied for Brookley's attention.  All of them felt powerful, all of them felt critically important.   
 
    Leila spoke to Tiara, “Don't let the little bitch cum yet.  She has to earn it.” 
 
    Even though the words were not directed at her Brookley mentally embraced them.  Yes, she wanted to cum.  Yes, she needed to cum.  Yes, she had to earn it.  
 
    She was determined to earn it.  It was her cause.  She no longer, for the moment, cared about shopping or climate change.  An orgasm.  That was what was important! 
 
    As minutes passed Brookley kept getting close to orgasm.  But her new neighbors always knew.  Tiara stopped licking and Leila stopped nipple pinching.  Leila even stopped fingering her ass.  She just let her finger sit in there motionless.  Brookley tried to fuck on it but Leila just moved her finger easily with her so Brookley couldn't get any in and out motion from it.   
 
    When Brookley tried to push her pussy against Tiara's face Tiara pulled her face even further away. 
 
    Brookley couldn't achieve that end satisfaction.  It drove her crazy.  She wanted the orgasm before and even thought she needed it.  But now she knew she needed it and knew they wouldn't let her have it.  She found herself wishing she could beg them even though she knew these two mean bitches would ignore her pleas other than maybe laughing at her.   
 
    She still wished she could beg. 
 
    She definitely wished she could rub her own pussy with her hands and fingers but the cuffs said no.  She knew she'd be doing it if not for the cuffs.  So maybe she was a slut.  The slut needed an orgasm, damn it! 
 
    Brookley finally put all of her frustrations into sucking the plastic cock which, to her, by then, was just as real as a real cock.  She found herself wanting to please that cock.  Wanting to satisfy it.  Needing to meet its unspoken demands.  Willing to do anything for it.   
 
    It made a real difference in her performance.  Of course, Leila pushing a button on the special remote she hadn't let Brookley see or know about made much more of a difference in the artificial cock's reactions.  That fake dick's orgasm ding never would have dinged if not for her discreet button push. 
 
    Brookley felt the fake dick expand and convulse in her mouth and heard a distinct electronic ding like a small bell. 
 
    She'd done it!  Brookley actually felt victorious. 
 
    Leila unbuckled Brookley from the device though she left the collar on.  She took off the handcuffs, too.  She could see Brookley was all cooperation and zero resistance right then because of the orgasm she wanted. 
 
    Leila tossed the handcuffs aside but cautioned Brookley, “Don't you dare touch that slut pussy of yours.  I have plans for it.” 
 
    Brookley barely kept her hands from diving into her pussy.  The firmness of Leila's order gave her the strength she needed to obey. 
 
    Leila slapped Brookley's ass, “Climb up on that chair, tits over the top of it, feet off the ground, stick your skinny bony ass out.” 
 
    Brookley clumsily rushed to obey.  Her only thoughts right then were whatever ones Leila put in her head.  She climbed up on the big stiff-back leather chair, her knees on the seat, her feet dangling off the leather cushion, her ass way out, her tits pushed over the top.  She felt exquisitely vulnerable. 
 
    Now Leila asked her, “Do you think you earned an orgasm?” 
 
    “Yes!”  Brookley's answer was much more enthusiastic than she intended but it was exactly how she felt.  It was a very honest answer.  A very honest wrong answer. 
 
    “You're wrong, slut.  You don't earn anything by sucking cock.  You're a slut.  You want to suck cock.  It's what you do.  It isn't a favor you give or a task you complete.  You don't get a reward for it.  Sucking cock is its own reward for sluts.  But you can still earn an orgasm.  Do you want to earn an orgasm, slut Brookley?” 
 
    “Yes!  Yes!  I do!  Please!”  Again, much more enthusiastic than she intended but it was honest enthusiasm.  She wasn't able to hold anything back or control the degree of her responses.  All she could do was answer quickly and honestly and with her actual emotion attached. 
 
    “One way – the only way we'll give you right now – is to take some punishment like a good slut.  Maybe one day Ellerton will want to fuck you and, of course, deal you some pain before, after, or during that fuck.  Let's find out if you can stay still for it.” 
 
    “P-punishment?” 
 
    “You'll know it when you feel it because it will hurt.  But it will hurt good.  I'll make sure of that.  All you have to do is hold still and take it.  So easy even a dumb slut can do it.” 
 
    Brookley watched nervously over her shoulder.  A stick!  That Leila went and got some kind of stick.  But it was really bendy and sort of flopped a little.  Leila's hand gripped the handle tightly.   
 
    Leila swung it back, behind her and off to one side, as she wound up to strike.   
 
    Part of Brookley was screaming to move, to get out of the way, to flee.  That must have been her foggy mind.  Part of Brookley was telling her she knew she had to hold still to earn her orgasm.  That was her pussy talking. 
 
    Her pussy did not necessarily win against her mind but they did stalemate each other from taking any action.  Which left her in her already perfect position to take an ass beating. 
 
    Leila lashed the whippy stick across Brookley's ass striking both ass cheeks equally. 
 
    Brookley rocked forward a little and her mouth opened in a sort of silent yell. 
 
    The whippy stick slashed back in reverse and struck nearly the exact same spots. 
 
    Brookley wanted to yell.  She even tried but it was like she had no air to make a yell. 
 
    Another slash! 
 
    That was it for the moment.  Three was a lot from something like that switch.  Especially when used on a novice. 
 
    Leila thought Brookley showed excellent potential.  Their evaluation of her seemed right on.  Somehow she'd held still and hadn't even screamed.  Pretty amazing for a novice actually. 
 
    Leila wasn't done causing pain for the night but she knew she had to gradually work it up over time and a number of sessions.  There were some natural masochists out there but most were made, not born.  The ones you made had to be made carefully and slowly.   
 
    Gradual.  Like slowly boiling a frog to death.  Before it knew what was happening the frog was dead.  Like that.   
 
    No one willingly became a masochist.  They only realized that was what was happening to them after they were already made into a masochist.  It had to be done that way or they'd just run. 
 
    Time for some positive feedback!  Negative feedback was crucial when breaking in slave sluts.  Break them down to break them in.  But some positive kept them guessing.  It made them work harder to please because they knew it was at least possible to get a kind word.  She had literally just used the stick on her.  Now it was time to use the figurative carrot. 
 
    “You did well, Brookley.  Such a good slut.  You held still for your sweet pain.  Do you still want that orgasm or has the need passed?  Did the pain make it go away or did it actually add to your need for it?” 
 
    “I still need to cum.  I do!  Please!”  Brookley realized that was true and it might even be that she felt an even greater need now.   
 
    That pain.  Was it the contrast?  Was that why?  Or did she really feel like she earned it?  Her ass was still blazing with pain but it didn't distract from her desire to orgasm.  It fueled it even more! 
 
    “Don't worry, Brookley.  We'll make that happen.  You and me both.  And Tiara, of course.  Here's how it's going to work.  You're going to ask me to beat your ass, hit your ass, smack your ass, hurt your ass.  Words to that effect.  Each time you ask or you beg I'll give it to you.  After a little of that you're going to beg, and I mean beg with all your heart, for the privilege of being allowed to orgasm.  Then I'll make you orgasm.  Simple.” 
 
    Brookley blinked moisture out of her eyes.  More pain?  But then she'd get the orgasm? 
 
    It would be worth it!  She'd do it! 
 
    Leila told her, “Make sure you face the wall.  No looking back.  If you look back, no orgasm.  Hold that ass in position.  Oh, and after each time I make you hurt be sure to thank me.  Say what I did as best you can and thank me.   Then ask for the next.” 
 
    Brookley heard Leila say something very quietly to Tiara and it sounded like Tiara left. 
 
    There was a wait of more than a minute and the one time Brookley looked behind her Leila scolded her and told her if she looked back again she'd take that as a sign Brookley did not want an orgasm. 
 
   
  
 

 That was great motivation to not look behind again! 
 
    Leila watched to make sure Brookley faced the far wall and meant to stay that way.  Tiara returned with Brookley's walkie-talkie Leila had sent her to retrieve.  Leila motioned for Tiara to bring it over.   
 
    Brookley was faced away in dedicated fashion so she had no idea they had her walkie-talkie. 
 
    Leila announced, “Begin now, slut Brookley.”  Then Leila hurried to set the walkie on broadcast with the button depressed.  She moved the slide tab to hold the button down and handed it back to Tiara who knew to be quiet at this point. 
 
    Brookley paused to figure out what to a say, a pause that was convenient to Leila's plan, “Um, will you, please, hurt my ass?” 
 
    Leila lashed that excellent little slut ass. 
 
    Brookley held her position and her voice was thick with emotion and pain, “Thank you!  Thank you for hurting my ass.  Please.  Do it again.” 
 
    Shwipt!  Again the whippy stick struck. 
 
    “Oh!  Oh, that one hurt so bad!  Thank you.  Thank you for hurting my fucking ass.  Do it.  Do it more!” 
 
    Shwipt! 
 
    “Uoogh!  My ass!  My ass is on fire!  Thank you!  Do it again!” 
 
    Shwipt! 
 
    “It hurts.  It hurts!  Keep doing it!” 
 
    Shwipt! 
 
    Ohhhh!  Keep getting it!  Thank you!” 
 
    Shwipt! 
 
    “Ooooeeeee!  Thank you, thank you!  Get my ass again!” 
 
    Shwipt! 
 
    “Auuuough!  It hurts so bad.  Keep hurting my ass!  Whip my ass!” 
 
    Shwipt! 
 
    “Oh, my God!  It hurts!  I need it!  Thank you, thank you, thank you!” 
 
    Leila stopped.  She'd actually struck her more times and harder than she'd intended.  Slow and easy.  Boil that frog she reminded herself.  Make that frog into a masochist.   
 
    You could do it on one encounter.  Maybe.  But it was a huge risk.  She was already worried she'd gone far too far. 
 
    It was because of the way Brookley fully participated.  Her cries and words of thanks and pleas for more.  They were so enthusiastic and so genuine sounding.   
 
    They actually were genuine, Leila thought, and not all following orders.  But Brookley could well later reject how she'd felt.  Block it out or excuse it.   
 
    Instead of bringing her back to be used by the new neighbors it could keep her away.  That was not the plan.  If you made progress but then lost that progress it meant you made no progress.   
 
    If a patient did not succumb to the “illness” that patient could build up immunity and reject opportunity for more “progress”. 
 
    Still, Brookley's eager words reporting the effects and asking and begging for it and thanking for pain received had served a purpose.   
 
    Leila turned off the sending button on the walkie and also turned it off completely.  She didn't want any of the other trophy wives calling Brookley and asking what was going on.   
 
    Let them think about it, puzzle on the mystery of exactly who and what they'd heard.  Let then stew in it and maybe get excited.  Open their minds to new possibilities they'd maybe never considered before. 
 
    It also made it more difficult for Brookley to attempt to go back to a situation normal.   
 
    Now, for some more carrot, “Brookley, you adorable slut.  You have definitely earned an orgasm.  Sluts love to orgasm and we love our sluts to orgasm.  You just stay right there.  Tiara, suck her off.” 
 
    Brookley held her position.  An orgasm at last!  It had all been worth it.  At least that was how it felt right at that moment.  
 
    Tiara came up behind Brookley and pushed her face in so her mouth could lick and suck Brookley's pussy and her nose rubbed around in Brookley's ass crack.  That forbidden feeling just added to Brookley's immediate surge in naughty sensation.   
 
    Leila moved to one side of Brookley and gave her further instruction and motivation.  All designed to take her further in the journey to becoming a slut.  They wanted Brookley acting like a slut, feeling like a slut, and recognizing she was a slut.   
 
    Sluts were diamonds.  Non-sluts were not so much coal as they were uncut diamonds.  Leila and other devotees of Ellerton were practiced at cutting and polishing those rough diamonds into something perfectly slutty. 
 
    Leila knew what to have Brookley do next, “Brookley, Tiara is going to lick a fantastic orgasm out of your pussy.  You've earned it.  Such a good slut.” 
 
    Then with the motivation to cause Brookley to make a choice that would further entangle her, “But you can also have a bonus orgasm.  I'm happy to fuck a slut like you.  I'll wear a strap-on and ride an orgasm out of you better than your husband ever could.” 
 
      Leila paused, surveying the passion damage Tiara was working on Brookley.  Yep, her eyes told her this slut's pussy was full of nerves and Tiara's mouth knew how to bring them all alive. 
 
    Leila continued, “Sluts need to earn orgasms.  While Tiara licks, you call yourself what you are, a slut, and all sorts of nasty names and nasty things you would do if anyone asked you to.  Be specific and be graphic.  If you do it well enough I will also fuck an orgasm out of you.  That bonus orgasm.” 
 
    Brookley heard all the words but the ones that really stood out, the ones that compelled her, were “bonus orgasm”.  She was so aroused one orgasm, imminent as it was, just did not seem like enough.  That bonus orgasm was a new goal and all the hoops and requirements were just a road map to get to it.  Calling herself names or talking nasty seemed like no price at all to pay. 
 
    “Yes!  Fuck me!  I want it!  Lick my pussy and then fuck me like a slut!” 
 
    Leila saw Brookley was in that say-anything do-anything question-nothing state of mind.  Lovely.  Time to over-extend her even more, “Oh, and when you talk about what a slut you are and what you want to do and have done to you, be sure to call me Mistress.  Tiara is also your Mistress now.  Do you understand your new but forever more Mistress?” 
 
    She'd get her calling her Mistress first and explain the relevant rules later.  It made it an easier and more sure transition. 
 
    “Yes... Mistress.  I understand, Mistress.  Fuck me, Mistress.” 
 
    “More.  Say more.  Be nasty.  Be yourself, your true self.” 
 
    “I'm a slut.  Mistress, I'm a filthy nasty stupid slut.  I need it so bad.  I want to be fucked like the slut I am, Mistress!” 
 
    “What's that Mistress Tiara doing to you, slut?” 
 
    “She's licking my pussy, Mistress.  Mistress Tiara is eating out my... my cunt!” 
 
    “Your slut cunt?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.  My slutty slut cunt.  She's....” 
 
    Brookley went rigid in her orgasm.  Tiara unleashed a flurry of tongue flutters right on Brookley's swollen clitoris.  To Brookley it felt like her clit was a pleasure grenade exploding with pleasure.  Brookley shook so fast and hard her whole body vibrated. 
 
    Leila silently enjoyed the show.  No reason to distract the little slut right in the middle of her orgasm.  
 
    Making the new slave talk dirty seemed to help bring on the orgasm. 
 
    She doubted Brookley would have been able to form thoughts leading to words at the moment.  It was fine though.   
 
    Brookley was complying with every request, every command, every mission, every goal set for her.  Her obedience was leading to pleasure which, in turn, would lead to more obedience.   
 
    Brookley's toleration of pain and insults and anything else just kept paying off for her.  Lots and lots of positive affirmation.  Reinforcement to Leila's slut enforcement. 
 
    Leila had purposely waited until after her game with the walkie to get Brookley to call her Mistress.  Let those other trophy wife sluts wonder if Brookley was sleeping around with a guy or playing with the neighbors or if Ellerton might be on the premises.  Let them wonder.  Let them think and think.  Let them imagine.  Let them get their panties wet. 
 
    When Brookley's orgasm calmed, Leila told her stand while Leila sat.  Leila had the strap-on securely on by then.   
 
    Tiara knew what Leila wanted and she moved the wilted but cooperative Brookley until she sat on Leila's lap.  Leila raised her a little and then targeted the dildo in and up Brookley's juicy center.  
 
    Leila pulled Brookley down to sit on the dildo making Brookley grunt, a sort of welcoming sounding grunt.   
 
    Leila decided to give her a slow powerful orgasm.  She jiggled her hips and only let Brookley rise and fall a few inches at a time instead of full thrusts.  Tiara licked Brookley's little tits and rubbed at Brookley's pussy. 
 
    After three minutes of this, Brookley was ready to orgasm.  In fact, she was so full of passion she'd cursed herself and spoken dirty a few times before grabbing Tiara and initiating a kiss on her other Mistress.   
 
    The two Mistresses knew what they were doing though.  Brookley may have earned the bonus orgasm but that didn't mean they had to give it to her right away.   
 
    It wasn't what Brookley wanted that was important.  What was important was what the Mistresses wanted.  
 
    So they teased Brookley and held back and soon had her begging her two new Mistresses.  Not because they told her to beg and not because they had to tell her to call them Mistress.  She did it on her own.  
 
    On her own... combined with orgasm denial.... 
 
    With the added begging they relented and let her finally have the bonus orgasm.  Once the orgasm began Leila released her hold on Brookley's hips and let her bounce her pussy on the dildo at her own pace which was quite furious.   
 
    It lasted for nearly a half-minute before the speed of Brookley's bouncing dramatically decreased and she wilted even more than she had after the first orgasm. 
 
    They would have liked to keep her longer but too long of a first session could cause avoidance.  Too much of a good thing could be just too much.  Too overwhelming.   
 
    It might already be.  They'd made her do a lot more than she ever had before. Plus, made her try a lot of new things and say some pretty crazy stuff.  Crazy to Brookley.  It was more everyday to Leila and Tiara.   
 
    So they told her to get dressed and took down her cell number and gave her theirs.  Brookley seemed almost drunk from sensation overload. 
 
    Leila told Brookley to come back the following night at exactly eight o'clock for “some more house tour action”. 
 
    Brookley blinked stupidly. 
 
    Stupid blinking was not quite the response Leila wanted, “Or we can always just come down there and you can give us a house tour at your house if you prefer.” 
 
    That got through to Brookley.  Her two new Mistresses coming down to her own home for “house tour action”?  Better not! 
 
    “Mistress Leila, I will come to you tomorrow night at  exactly eight o'clock.” 
 
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Prisha was full of excitement.  That voice on the walkie!  It was Brookley, wasn't it?  Maybe.  Probably.  Almost had to be. 
 
    First, it had sounded like Brookley.  Granted, Prisha had never heard her talk like that or talk when she was truly as aroused as she'd sounded.  Still, it had sounded like her.  Hard to imagine but hard to deny. 
 
    Second, a simple process of elimination.  It hadn't been Prisha!  She'd never talk like that.  Ever.  No matter what.  That slutty talk sure was interesting but she would never do it. 
 
    Only four of them had access to the walkies not counting their husbands and it obviously was no “husband” talking like a dirty slut.  Prisha could eliminate all but one of them.  It wasn't her, it sure wasn't Andrea.  Andrea's British accent would have given her away.  It wasn't Joy, either.  The idea of Joy saying that stuff was ridiculous but her voice was also quite different than Brookley's higher pitched voice.   
 
    Prisha had also called Joy right away by phone.  Prisha had not even wanted to touch the walkie based on the nasty dirtiness emitting from it.  Like it was maybe contagious.   
 
    Joy had also heard the dirty talk on the walkie.  It was over then so technically Joy could have said those things and still answered the phone but, come on, Joy's voice was steady and she wasn't out of breath.   
 
    Joy sounded as mystified as Prisha but she also sounded more worried than Prisha felt.   
 
    To Prisha this dirty talk on the walkie was interesting beyond measure.  Her structured marriage had few genuine emotions attached.  Lots of comfort and money, no love, though she figured her husband was probably fond of having her.   
 
    Prisha felt bad because she thought she hurt Joy's feelings when she pointed out that Brookley was Joy's “sidekick” and therefore Joy ought to know what was going on with her.   
 
    Was it an affair?  Did it have something to do with the new neighbors?  Had that “Ellerton” guy actually moved in despite what his women said and then somehow got into Brookley's pants? 
 
    Joy thought Prisha was making up some kind of elaborate conspiracy theory.  But, was it?  The same day those two new neighbors went house to house visiting and now this?  Those two seemed so sexual and here they now had sexy slutty talk on the walkie by one of their fellow trophy wives. 
 
    It had to be Brookley.  Why now?  It must have to do with the new neighbors! 
 
    It hadn't sounded like a joke either.  Brookley was a prankster but the emotion was too genuine, too urgent.  She'd sounded so full of passion.   
 
    Prisha wasn't sure if she should feel sorry for Brookley, who was obviously getting whipped and hurt during the brief transmission, or jealous because she'd sounded so aroused, so close to orgasm. 
 
    Prisha had never actually had a good lover among her few partners.  Her husband thought she had no experience before him but that was not the truth.  Still, those experiences hadn't been much different than her ones with her husband.  All about the guy's pleasure.  And too fast.   
 
    Those guys were better looking than her husband but, then again, who wasn't.  It hadn't made the sex much better. 
 
    Prisha had had plenty of orgasms in her life but none with another person there for it.  Her fingers were her best lover! 
 
    She felt like she needed her best lover right then.  Ever since hearing that nasty talk she'd been touching herself, usually unconsciously, and even while she spoke with Joy on the phone.  What a slut Joy would think she was if she'd known!   
 
    Actually, Prisha knew Joy was a tolerant and understanding person and not at all uptight about things like that or anything really.  She was always calm and confident.  She and Andrea really were the leaders of their little group of trophy wives.   
 
    Of all of them, Joy seemed the least like a trophy wife.  Who knew, maybe she and her husband really did love each other just for each other and money had nothing to do with it.  It was nice to think so. 
 
    Prisha's husband was in bed.  Thankfully he'd been upstairs when Brookley's begging voice suddenly sounded out from the walkie.  He already liked to say Brookley was a slut because of how she dressed and because of how much she spent shopping.  Her blonde hair probably didn't help either.  He was so sexist and unfair.   
 
    Now Prisha lay on the couch with the television muted.  Her mind went naturally to what she'd heard Brookley say and her hand went naturally to her pussy.  External wasn't enough so she slipped her hand into her pajama bottoms and under her panties.   
 
    She always had to wear full pajamas at night even during hot summers.  Her husband insisted in case anyone looked in the windows.  He pointed out the house was always the same temperature because of the air conditioning so there was no reason to wear less in the summer.  But, of course, that meant she couldn't open up any windows.   
 
    Her husband wanted to be the only one to ever see her even partially clothed.  It wasn't enough to have free access to her charms, tactile or visual.  He wanted to be sure to be the only one.  
 
    Prisha replayed in her mind the voice from the walkie.  Brookley's voice.  Asking, no, begging, some guy to whip her.  Prisha had even heard what sounded like whip strikes to flesh.  Brookley hadn't just begged, she had thanked whoever was whipping her, thanked them again and again.   
 
    She wasn't sure why Joy was worried about Brookley.  Brookley had obviously liked it.  Like was quite the understatement! 
 
    Prisha worked her fingers up and down her pussy lips like she was playing a musical instrument.  Music of the Gods! 
 
    She pictured some guy, some really handsome guy, whipping Brookley like she was the dirty slut she claimed to be on the walkie.  He ass vulnerable and struck over and over.  Her cute little ass getting redder and redder but Brookley, instead of begging the man to stop, begging him to keep whipping her slut ass. 
 
    Prisha couldn't wait.  Her wetness was soaking her panties and pajamas.  She found her clitoris and rubbed it.  She began cumming.  Her legs went wide and her ass bounced on the couch like it was trying to fuck the couch. 
 
    Her other hand was in her mouth and it needed to be there.  Usually she had no problem staying quiet during an inevitably self-induced orgasm but, this time, she made a wailing moan and it was fortunate she was practically chewing on her hand. 
 
    Her legs hugged at her hand after the orgasm.  She couldn't fall asleep this way so she forced herself to get up and get changed and cleaned up. 
 
    That orgasm was so fast!  It was like some kind of new personal record! 
 
    Prisha really wanted to find out more about Brookley and her lover with the whip.  Like, for instance, obviously the “whip” would have to be some fake thing, maybe a giant feather or something else that didn't actually hurt.  Maybe Brookley would talk about it.  She could live vicariously through Brookley's experiences. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    “We should have put her down in the dungeon for the night.”  Tiara opined while putting on make-up. 
 
    Leila was slapping on generous amounts of make-up right next to her, both of them looking in the huge master bedroom mirror, “No, we should not have.  What if people noticed she was missing and called the cops or something?  Also, when we did release her this morning she'd take off for the hills.  Don't worry, we'll get plenty of dungeon play in with her and the others.  All in good time.  Good times in good time.  Or, you know, naughty times.” 
 
    “Maybe.  A night in a dungeon, though, makes them so pliable and obedient.  When it works, I guess.  So what's the plan for today?” 
 
    “The English bitch and the tall one look like the tougher nuts to crack.  Let's go get that Indian princess.  Did you see what she wore and how she looked at us?  She's been all cooped up sexually all her life and is ready to do anything.  She just doesn't know it yet.  She would have been my first choice if that Brookley hadn't delivered herself on a silver platter last night.” 
 
    “I want her, too.”   
 
    Leila continued, “Take out the weakest ones first, erode support for the stronger ones, then use the weak ones as allies.  Even the weak can be strong if they are ordered to be by someone who dominates them.  Can't be strong on their own for their own good but in obedience to a stronger will they can be.” 
 
    “Sounds good to me.  The Indian looks tasty.  What was her name again?” 
 
    “Prisha.”  Leila knew that Tiara damn well knew Prisha's name.  Tiara just liked to act dumb. 
 
    It was late morning but they were sure Prisha would be home.  The two of them had spent enough time in that black SUV studying the occupants of the neighborhood.   
 
    They knew who shopped a lot (Brookley), who had trophy wife social gatherings in her back yard (Andrea), who was looked at with respect and for leadership by the others (Joy), and who was practically a dark-skinned Rapunzel trapped in her tower of marriage servitude (Prisha).   
 
    It was just so ironic that their observations from the black SUV – most of which were not detected by the trophy wives – actually caused the trophy wives to make that half-assed neighborhood watch.   
 
    Their stalking caused Brookley to go buy walkie-talkies (they watched her from the store's parking lot).  Which were then used against the trophy wives in general and Brookley specifically last night when they used her walkie to send out her pleas for ass abuse.   
 
    What was purchased for protection had been used to plant some seeds for their downfall.  And, of course, to embarrass the hell out of Brookley and maybe push her away from the others. 
 
    Leila and Tiara enjoyed the wonderful heat as they traipsed down the hill straight to Prisha's. 
 
    The knocked with expectant confidence. 
 
    Prisha answered quickly and with a smile.  But Leila could see a question in her eyes.  She thought Prisha had heard Brookley's begging on the walkie or had at least heard about it from the others.  She must have the new neighbors in her head as at least possibly involved. 
 
    Caution wouldn't help a social weakling like Prisha. 
 
    They more or less invited themselves in saying they were there to get to know Prisha better.  It was a true statement.  They planned to get to know her much better.  Prisha looked surprised but not worried when they brushed past her into her house. 
 
    The huge living room was to the left.  A great big open space.  With a small chandelier!  Pretty fancy but it really could not compare to their own new place top of the hill.  Prisha would see that when they got around to giving her a tour.  For now, they wanted a tour of Prisha! 
 
    They didn't wait for Prisha to invite them to sit.  Tiara jump-sat on one end of a big sofa and Leila took the other end.  Leila thumped her hand a few times on the cushion in between her and Tiara.  She was telling Prisha where to sit. 
 
    No matter how their actions may seem rude they wouldn't be enough to make anyone feel justified in they themselves being rude.  Let alone a shy nice think-the-best-of-others woman like Prisha.  So, even though it was her own home, Prisha sat where Leila basically told her to sit.  She did not want to offend her guests by acting like they had some disease. 
 
    When Prisha sat Tiara leaned forward and looked at her.  Leila on Prisha's left also seemed to be studying her.  Leila was immediately so close Prisha could feel Leila's warm breath on her cheek.   
 
    Tiara looked down at Prisha's outfit like it was armor and she was looking for weaknesses in it.  That was how it felt to Prisha and actually that feeling was exactly right. 
 
    Prisha wore a sort of heavy thick robe, a sort of casual functional robe, with her pajamas still on underneath.  She often left her pajamas on until after lunch.  The robe was stiff and thick which was good because it contained her big breasts and somewhat hid them from the world – as her husband would wish – when she did have to answer the door. 
 
    “So, uh, welcome to my home.  And to the neighborhood of course.”  Prisha wasn't sure how much she'd have in common with these two but, then again, she'd managed to fit in nicely with the other trophy wives and they were all different from her and different than each other not counting being trophy wives and attractive.   
 
    Leila put a hand on Prisha's thigh.  Her upper thigh!  The inside of her upper thigh!  “We're so happy to be here.  It's such a beautiful neighborhood so full of beauty.  Beauty everywhere.  Everywhere you look.  Everywhere you touch.” 
 
    Leila punctuated her statement with a firm squeeze through Prisha's thick robe. 
 
    “Oh.  Well....”  Prisha wasn't totally sure but that sure had sounded like some innuendo. 
 
    Tiara leaned close to her cheek and made an exaggerated sniffing sound, “You smell delicious.” 
 
    Leila asked, “Do you also taste delicious?  I bet you do.” 
 
    Tiara licked Prisha's earlobe, “We have a lot in common.  I also taste delicious.  You should try me.” 
 
    Prisha's eyes were so wide they were round.  Were these two... talking about or suggesting... oral sex? 
 
    “Hey, ah, guys....”  Prisha just barely started to rise up but Leila's hand on her thigh clamped down and pushed down and, just like that, she was held in place.  Prisha's chest was big but the rest of her was small.  Prisha knew right away she wouldn't be getting up until the larger American allowed her up. 
 
    Tiara said, “First, taste my tongue.”  Tiara then sealed her mouth to Prisha's and Prisha just did not even try to resist.  She was no fighter and all this was just so surprising.  Her first instinct was always to cooperate and get along.  Tiara easily pushed her tongue right into Prisha's mouth.  Tiara had expected resistance and had made her tongue a rigid pink spear but it met no resistance at all. 
 
    Prisha had no idea what to think and was having a hard time thinking at all.  This Tiara was really taking liberties with that tongue in her mouth.  In Prisha's own home!  Her husband's “castle”!                 
 
    Leila was also taking liberties, greater liberties actually, with her hand now pressed up against the seam of Prisha's pajamas, pushing her pajamas and panties inward which made them soak up a lot of pussy juice.   
 
    Wait, what?  A lot of pussy juice?  Prisha realized her pussy was flooding with juice.   
 
    That Tiara tongue kept darting.  Thrusting hard but never actually leaving her mouth.  Prisha wanted to say something.  Set this right.  Of course she did!  But she couldn't bite the poor girl.  That would be the height of rudeness!   
 
    Prisha had to wait until such time as Tiara stopped Frenching her and took her tongue back out.  Whenever that was.  It didn't really seem like Tiara intended to give her any chance to talk. 
 
    Tiara definitely did not intend to give her any chance to talk!  Not until they could be confident any such talking would be nasty and begging for more.   
 
    Leila had Prisha's covered pussy literally in the palm of her hand.  She rubbed firmly and constantly, so firmly she continuously lifted up on Prisha but it wouldn't help Prisha get away.  Not with Leila's shoulder also knocking into Prisha's overly generous chest. 
 
    Prisha felt it physically and also fully realized it mentally.  This Leila was masturbating her!  In Prisha's own home!  Her husband's “castle”! 
 
    Prisha couldn't communicate other than by her reactions.  The only message she could send to stop was to show she didn't want it.  Very simple.  All she had to do was not kiss back and not react down below.  So what if they kissed and rubbed her?   
 
    Silly Americans.  Everything about sex.  Animals.  Even they would understand eventually if she just did not react.  Sooner or later they had to stop what they were doing and sooner or later know Prisha was not like that, was not like them, and did not like it.   
 
    Then she'd make it even more clear, say something, see them out, wish them a fine day, and there would be no future issues once things were completely understood. 
 
    There was only one problem with Prisha's plan.... 
 
    Prisha moaned like a tortured soul and sucked on Tiara's tongue. 
 
    Prisha ground her pussy onto Leila's palm. 
 
    Prisha's crotch was so soaking wet she felt like she was wearing a diaper full of pussy juice. 
 
    While they kissed, Tiara's hands worked to free up Prisha's breasts.  It wasn't easy.  The thick robe was tightly belted, and then the giant buttons on the pajama top, and then the thick industrial strength bra.  One barrier after another.  Prisha wriggled and twisted about, though more with an excess of sensation than any actual resistance.   
 
    As Tiara got the robe unbelted and loosened Leila used her free hand – the one not holding a hot wet cloth-covered pussy – to haul it down and off Prisha's back.  Once Tiara had the buttons on the front of the pajamas undone, Leila hauled that down also.  The bra was practically a contraption out of the dark ages but the two new neighbors eventually found the catch, two catches actually, at the center of the back. 
 
    Prisha, lost in the moments, and full of sinful sensations, abruptly startled to the realization they were going to free her breasts.  Free them and see them! 
 
    Prisha never even wore a swimsuit and never went swimming in public because the details and dimensions of her breasts would be too obvious.  Her husband had made clear to her those breasts were his and only his and for him and only him.  Others should not even know about them if it could be prevented.   
 
    At least that they should not know about them from her.  Sometimes he liked to brag about them to others especially when he was drinking.   
 
    It was an unreasonable expectation for her to hide her breasts from the world but she always did her best to restrain and camouflage them.  Especially her nipples!  There was never to be a hint of them at all.  If anyone noticed her breasts they should think they had no nipples at all! 
 
    When she wore outfits that did not have thick enough material to suppress the nipples she always made sure to duct tape them down.  Her little secret.  One she'd never even told any of her friends. 
 
    They were freeing her breasts!  No!  They needed to stay captive in their bra prison!  If air touched them in the bare with guests in the house she was a total slut!  A whore! 
 
    Prisha made a high-pitched hum of panic.  Her honor was at stake!  Her husband's honor was at stake!  
 
    She brought her hands up but then realized she hadn't.  She'd only tried to bring them up!  The robe and pajama top were pushed down her arms but not off them.  The thickness of the robe, normally protecting and hiding her breasts, now made it impossible to protect and hide them.  It was like her hands were cuffed to her sides. 
 
    With the catches undone, the bra loosened in back and Tiara grabbed it by the middle front and hauled it up, off, and away.   
 
    Tiara felt triumphant as she tossed it behind her and it landed almost in the huge fireplace.  She wished it had landed in there and that there was a fire actually burning in it.  This Prisha bitch should burn all these hulking bras.  Fucking share her tits with the world.  Fuck!  If you've got it you had to flaunt it was Tiara's motto. 
 
    Prisha had it and, whether she wanted it or not, it was now flaunted.  Each tit was about ten times the size and weight of one of Brookley's titties.  What a contrast between the lighter skinned blonde with the tiny tits last night and now this dark-skinned Indian beauty with the massive mammary glands.  Opposite ends of the slut spectrum. 
 
    Leila gasped when she looked down at Prisha's chest.  She'd known her breasts were big but these were ridiculous.  They were huge!   
 
    Even though Prisha was young and had utilized bras constantly, sheer gravity had its say and the tits slouched down past her solar plexus.  The nipples pointed at a forty-five degree angle downward.  And what nipples they were!  They looked big even on the big breasts, were as dark as dark chocolate, and extended more than an inch.  The aureole was quite large and almost as dark, as dark as milk chocolate.    
 
    Tiara and Leila both had the same thought:  they had to suck on these beauties.  Only Leila could though as Tiara knew to keep her mouth sealed to Prisha's and her tongue digging down to the top of Prisha's throat.   
 
    There were times Tiara could swear her tongue was flicking Prisha's tonsils.  She had her mouth sideways to Prisha's in order to get the best seal and the best tongue depth.  Tiara had a long tongue in part thanks to all the extensive extending it did in its sexual workload.   
 
    Leila's own tongue flicked a Prisha nipple and it made Prisha squeal with horrified delight.  Prisha tried to pull it away but she had little room to move and Leila's face followed as fast as Prisha retreated.  
 
    Once Leila got her mouth wrapped around the whole peak of Prisha's breast, nipple, aureole, and more, and then pressed in her teeth the brief avoidance skirmish was over.                 
 
    Prisha did not want to be bitten.  Her resistance drained away.  That was it.  Her breasts were just going to get sucked on.  The new neighbors already knew it and now she did too. 
 
    Prisha felt like such a weak terrible whore.  Her whore pussy and her whore tits loved the attention.  Externally she felt great and internally she felt terrible.  But her lust was wiping away thoughts including the negative ones and leaving only pleasure in the moment. 
 
    Leila applied tremendous suction to the crest of Prisha's breast.  The top of Leila's tongue rubbed hard back and forth across the big stiff nipple.  Maximum wet friction.   
 
    Leila had a muscular tongue, also thanks to all the extra hard work it did sexually, and that muscular tongue inflicted its will on Prisha's nipple and, through that, Prisha's melting mind as well. 
 
    Tiara couldn't suck a breast so she did the next best thing.  She easily found the big dark nipple nearest her and squeezed it with her fingers.  It was so long and hard she actually pinched the tip, then the middle, and then the base, each in turn, and then repeated that up and down again and again.   
 
    Prisha grunted with each pinch and reacted by opening her mouth wider.  This provided no increase in air, just easier and deeper access to Tiara's tongue.   
 
    Prisha had a hard time getting enough oxygen.  Her mouth was sealed and her nose sometimes bent from Tiara's face and partially closing her nostrils.  At times air whistled in and out of her nostrils.   
 
    The new neighbors also pressed against her.  This compressed her lungs.  The sensations and her emotions were also literally and figuratively taking her breath away.  It all made her feel lightheaded in a sex-drunken way. 
 
    Prisha's nipples had never felt so hard and so full of sexual sensation.  They had always been sensitive and had so much more surface area anyway but the way she'd had to keep them protected, almost even from contact with open air other than bath time, meant they were kept much more sensitive than other women's nipples.   
 
    Now these almost strangers – women! – were working on her nipples in tandem.  One pinching thoroughly up and down and the other sucking like she was going to turn that breast inside out. 
 
    The sensations from her nipples were almost as strong as from her pussy still being palm-massaged by that Leila. 
 
    Then the sensations in her nipples was as strong as those coming from her pussy.... 
 
    Then the sensations in her nipples were roaring like white noise and were suddenly far stronger than the powerful pussy sensations.... 
 
    Prisha climaxed.  She nearly bit Tiara's tongue.  Would have but Tiara, sensing an epic orgasm cresting in her seduced trophy wife, pulled her tongue out just in time.   
 
    Prisha's mouth snapped closed and she made an angry humming sound as her body went rigid.   
 
    Leila jammed her hand harder, as hard as she could, for the home stretch.  Prisha jammed her pussy right back at it.  Her pussy contracted from the orgasm and pushed out a flood of juices into her already soaking wet panties and pajama bottoms. 
 
    Tiara released the nipple she'd worked on and watched Prisha put on her orgasm show.  Leila pulled her mouth off her own Prisha nipple with a final hard suck and leaned back to watch Prisha writhe and toss in place, her tits slapping back and forth, including against each other, like brown waves carrying storm-tossed nipples. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Tiara wasn't worried at all now about what Prisha might say once the orgasm passed.  Because, she wouldn't say anything, would she?  She damn well couldn't say she hadn't liked it.   
 
    No, it was probably going to be all cooperation from now on.  Maybe some hesitation or reluctance or a few bumps but otherwise a smooth road with this one. 
 
    Tiara and Leila looked at each other and nodded knowingly.  Got one.  Got one more. 
 
    Leila and Tiara stood up but continued to watch Prisha who kept grinding her pussy down on the sofa cushion.  Her pajama bottoms were so wet with pussy juice that there was a dark stain all over her crotch and thighs. 
 
    Prisha wound down and eventually fell back and slid down a little on the couch. 
 
    Leila didn't like slave sluts to get much of a break.  Best to keep them busy.  Tired?  So what?   
 
    She also thought now was a good time to get Prisha conditioned to following verbal orders.  Eventually it would be automatic but it was good to start when they were weakest, most tired, most vulnerable. 
 
    Leila made her voice firm, almost harsh, “Prisha Slut!  Stand up!” 
 
    Prisha wobbled to her feet with her robe and pajama top around her waist and her lower arms still caught in them. 
 
    “Prisha Slut!  Take off all your clothes!” 
 
    Prisha blinked without emotion like she was waiting for an interpreter to interpret the words. 
 
    “You understand English, slut!  Do it!  Now!” 
 
    Prisha gave one more heavy blink, eyes closed for nearly a second, and then began obeying.  Slow at first and then faster and faster. 
 
    There was a look on her face and she kept glancing from her untangling clothing to her new lovers watching her intently.   
 
    That look on her face.  Leila knew what it was.  Arousal.  Eagerness.  Quiet and hidden but it was there.  The little slut wasn't just obeying an order.  She also wanted her clothes off.  She wanted them to see her fully naked.   
 
    All her physical secrets bare and revealed. 
 
    Soon, Prisha was totally naked though she almost had to peel off her pajama bottoms and pluck some of her panties out from between her pussy lips.  She straightened and Leila saw she straightened tall and sort of stuck out her chest.   
 
    She knew Tiara and Leila liked her tits and she was showing them off for their benefit!   
 
    Leila loved it.  What an eager to please slut.  She'd been an easy taking but that made her no less valuable.  She was a sexy treasure and Leila knew she'd find many uses for her.  Uses that would make Prisha shudder in dread but, once enacted, would make her shudder from orgasms. 
 
    “Prisha slut, walk back and forth.  You little show off.  Go ahead.  Show off.” 
 
    Prisha's eyes glowed as she walked five feet to one side and then ten feet back the other way.  They saw her body in profile and saw she had a great ass.  No hidden or unknown defects they hadn't been able to detect.  She was a real Indian princess from a sex figure perspective.  Not actual royalty but, if royalty was decided on by hotness, she'd be the fucking queen of India. 
 
    “Stand still but squeeze those tits.  Both at once.  Like they're fucking dough and you need to make a pizza.” 
 
    Prisha did it! 
 
    Prisha was past questioning or resistance.  She obeyed and awaited each next order to obey.  The orders made her wet.  Her obedience made her hot.  Being on display and treated like a slut – the slut she was! – brought her arousal storming back. 
 
    She did not want to resist these two or any orders they may give.  She looked forward to more and more of them.   
 
    She suddenly hoped they would order her around all day every day.  Part of her knew this was all wrong and she would feel very differently once she was away from them but, for now... it was true. 
 
    “Prisha Slut, show us that hot wet slut pussy.  Show us your pink.  Pull those pussy lips out hard.  Don't worry if it hurts.  That's fine.  Get them out of the way.” 
 
    Prisha's wet springy labial lips slipped out of her fingers a couple times so then she really pinched them so she could pull them out hard and wide.  She moved her feet apart and displayed her pussy like an exotic captured jungle butterfly.  She'd never spread them so far out ever before, not even alone and experimentally.   
 
    It did hurt but she remembered that Leila told her not to worry about that.  So, she didn't.  She pulled them out even harder. 
 
    “Good, Prisha Slut, good.” 
 
    Prisha felt energized by Leila's approval and by her wanton display and even by the minor pain.   
 
    “Next, Prisha Slut, pinch your little clitty.  Instead of not worrying if it is painful you should worry to make sure it is painful.” 
 
    Prisha had a momentary look, like why would she do such a thing.  But Leila's and Tiara's faces told her they really expected her to do it.   
 
    Two against one.  Majority ruled.  In fact, to Prisha, in a one against one situation whoever the other “one” was would win.  She could maybe turn them down if she had a friend here to back her up.  A strong friend like Andrea or Joy.  The thought of her friends seeing her like this was awful though. 
 
    Prisha looked down and found her slippery clit with her fingers, hesitated, and then pinched at it.  She moaned and her legs wobbled. 
 
    “Good, Prisha Slut.  You didn't do it quite right though.  When a slut like you is given an order she should acknowledge it verbally.  Let's try it again.  Prisha Slut, pinch your clit.” 
 
    “Yes, um, yes, I will.” 
 
    Prisha pinched her clit.  Harder so it hurt worse this time.  Why had she done it even harder?  It wasn't all pain though.  She was full of lust as well. 
 
    “Still not quite right, Prisha Slut.  What does a slut call her superior?  What does she call the person or persons who dominate her and tell her what to do?  What does she call the person or persons who she dedicates all her obedience, all her time, all her work, all her efforts, all her thoughts, all her soul to?” 
 
    Prisha had no idea.  What theoretical slut was that Leila talking about?  Prisha felt like a slut, was acting like a slut, and had to acknowledge, after this, maybe she was a slut.  But she wasn't dedicating her life to these two, was she? 
 
    “I-- I don't know....” 
 
    “You can call Tiara and I Mistress.  You lucky slut you now have two Mistresses.  So, let's do this again.  Prisha slut, pinch your clit.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.  I understand, Mistress.” 
 
    Saying it felt like a commitment.  It felt like she verbally signed a contract selling her soul forever.  She really was such a slut!  Maybe these two really were her Mistresses.   
 
    It was a horrifying and exciting thought.  Pinching her clit yet again and harder yet was painful and just as exciting.  She nearly came.  
 
    Leila saw her shake with a near orgasm, “There will be many rules for you to learn.  One is no orgasm unless given permission or as ordered by your Mistress Tiara or your Mistress Leila... or someone we've maybe loaned you out to for sexual use.” 
 
    Loaned out for sex!?! 
 
    Wow, Prisha realized she really must be a slut to go have sex with persons unknown just whenever a Mistress told her to.  It made her pussy flood with fresh juice.  Like it was getting ready for lots and lots of future use and abuse.  Getting ahead of itself. 
 
    It made Prisha wonder if they were going to loan her to other Mistresses or to some men as well or give her to that Ellerton guy of theirs.  She knew it was a waste of time to think about it.   
 
    First, because she was just in the moment and they were maybe even just pretending.  It was all too shocking to be real.   
 
    Second, if it really was going to happen and she really did let it happen and did whatever they told her to do then she had no say and would just have to find out who she fucked as she went along. 
 
    “Now, Prisha Slut, stick a finger up your pussy and tell us what you are.  You have two new Mistresses.  What do you think that makes you?  What have you today become?” 
 
    Prisha slid a finger easily into her welcoming heat.  She wished her finger was as big a giant cock, “It makes me... maybe... some sort of... slut?” 
 
    Tiara tittered and Leila laughed.  Prisha realized that wasn't the right answer.  Of course, she was a slut obviously but these two Mistresses wanted something else. 
 
    Oh no.  Prisha realized what they probably wanted to hear.  That was terrible!  And it couldn't be true.  Could it?   
 
    Well, they were waiting and weren't laughing any more.  She guessed she had to say it.  Then, later on, she'd have to figure out if it was for sure true.   
 
    If it was she'd have to figure out a way to get out of it.  She'd probably need help! 
 
    “Mistress Leila... and Mistress Tiara... I'm... I'm your slave, right?” 
 
    Leila smiled and Prisha was infused with the warmth of knowing she was right and had pleased her Mistress, “Correct, Prisha Slut.  A reward for you.  Finger yourself to orgasm.  Use as many fingers as you want.” 
 
    A reward!  An orgasm!  Doing as a Mistress commanded seemed to have definite benefits.  Prisha happily got two more fingers to join the first in her pussy and began thrusting them with her legs spread wide and her nude body on full display for her two new Mistresses. 
 
    Tiara gave her input.  She wanted Prisha Slut to get used to taking and carrying out orders from her as well, “Be sure to take the thumb of your other hand and shove it up your ass while you diddle that hot cunt.” 
 
    Stick her thumb up her ass?  That almost sounded like the worst thing yet to Prisha.  The ass... so dirty.  The ass and sex had no business together!   
 
    The other trophy wives had all mentioned anal sex in passing – turning down husbands or doing it when drunk or being forced to do it to please their husbands but only because their husband wanted it.  That sort of thing.   
 
    Prisha had the oldest and least good-looking... okay, most ugly... husband but at least he never ever messed with her ass. 
 
    Prisha realized her familiar parameters and boundaries were gone.  Gone like morning mist in a strong wind.  Like they never really existed. 
 
    Prisha worked the thumb of her free hand up into her ass.  It felt weird and the thumbnail hurt a little.  It felt supremely humiliating.   
 
    She saw Mistress Tiara smiling and knew she'd pleased her.  It didn't really feel that bad.  If it pleased Mistress Tiara it was the least she could do.  Now it was giving them both very different kinds of pleasure. 
 
    Prisha suddenly felt like an obedient slave slut.   
 
    A slutty slave who obeyed.   
 
    She was doing something she'd never done and had not wanted to do purely because her Mistress – one of them! – wanted her to do it.  Only an obedient slave slut would do that.  Thus... Prisha knew she was an obedient slave slut.  It was just... logic.  Just... common sense. 
 
    It was that feeling coming home to roost like a dark raven that was mostly to credit for her sudden and powerful orgasm.   
 
    It was so strong Prisha could not hold her position and she stumbled a little around her own living room with her fingers still up her clenching pussy and her thumb still up her tight ass.               
 
    Leila and Tiara loved the show.  What a fantastic acquisition.  Prisha was so easy and yet such a treasure.  A keeper as they say.   
 
    Tiara really enjoyed humiliation of others.   
 
    Leila was a bit more into dominance and stretching boundaries.  Their differences were not too distinct but they were there.   
 
    Tiara had a particular flare for humiliation that was made all the more shocking by her innocently blank eyes, “Slave, cleanliness is important, and we should not waste water or soap on a slave.  Lick and suck clean your fingers and then your thumb.” 
 
    Prisha looked ill as she brought her dripping wet fingers up in front of her.  Refusal was not an option.  She saw that on the faces of her Mistresses.  She'd never done this!   
 
    What a slutty thing to do!  Well... she was a slut.... 
 
    Prisha jammed all three fingers into her mouth and sucked on them.  She felt a buzz of nasty lust.   
 
    She acted like she liked the taste and really played it up.  For them.  For her new Mistresses.                 
 
    Suddenly, she did like it and was glad she was ordered to lick up her own juices.  Did they order that kind of thing often?  How awful!  She hoped they did. 
 
    Once done, she brought her thumb up and felt ill again but more ill, like she might actually vomit.  But she still felt horny.  Her lust and that putrid feeling combined into some strange foul internal cocktail. 
 
    She looked at the Mistresses for confirmation it wasn't some sick joke but, of course, they watched her in a steadfast expectant fashion.  Not a sick joke.  Sick truth. 
 
    Yes, they really did want her to do it.   
 
    Those two didn't joke around about making you do what you didn't want to do.... and quite often making you like it. 
 
    Wasn't there some quote about if you had to do something you didn't want to do it was best you did it quickly?  Prisha jammed her dirty stinky thumb into her mouth and began swirling her tongue to clean it.   
 
    It was actually worse than what she imagined it would be.  So bad her tongue slowed and tried to stop and she felt her gag reflex kicking in.  No, she couldn't vomit!  That was just gross but, even worse, these two... Mistresses... would probably make her lick it up.   
 
    They were terrible so... she better not let them down.... 
 
    She got it clean.  All clean.  Even sucked any remnants out of the crevices where her thumbnail met her skin.  It made her resent them but it made her think even less of herself.  She was so weak.                 
 
    They just came into her own home and took her.  She'd been faithful to a husband it was very hard to be faithful to for nine years and the second day after they introduced themselves they both took her sexually and broke her marriage vows.   
 
    Lesbian acts were just as bad as heterosexual betrayal.  Actually, worse! 
 
    She lost respect for herself but had a hard time staying resentful towards them.  They just were what they were.  In fact, the worse they treated her, the more they got away with, the more they took advantage, the more she felt a strange respect for them.  Almost awe really. 
 
    She also didn't want to stay resentful because she knew they would be disappointed in her resentment.  
 
    She was sure they wanted their slave to think highly of them, like they were living goddesses.  She was, indeed, beginning to think that way.   
 
    Goddesses or demons, it didn't matter.  She was in their control now.  She was theirs.  Didn't licking her own shit off her own thumb just because they told her to prove it?  She thought it did. 
 
    Not thinking about it, just going on instinct, now that the thumb was clean, Prisha sucked it like she was a big baby and then worked her mouth up and down it like it was a cock.   
 
    Mistress Tiara and Mistress Leila looked pleased so Prisha felt her arousal flowing.  Literally, flowing in her pussy and down her legs. 
 
    Leila issued instructions, “Prisha Slut, go brush your teeth and use mouth wash also.  Then come straight back here.” 
 
    Prisha left and went upstairs to the bathroom off the master bedroom.  The bathroom was bigger than most people's bedrooms and the bedroom was bigger than many people's entire homes.   
 
    Prisha was happy to clean her mouth after what she'd done with it.  There was still an aftertaste like a stain on her soul.  She knew she could brush and gargle away the taste but the stain on her soul was there to stay. 
 
    Leila's instruction was both functional and experimental.   
 
    They were definitely going to want Prisha Slut to please each of their pussies with that slutty slut mouth of hers and they wanted the slut mouth clean for that. 
 
    The instruction was also useful because now Prisha Slut was off following her instructions outside of their presence.  It was a test of sorts.  Would her current slavish mental state remain firmly in place or would her former standards, expectations, morals, and self-respect come creeping back? 
 
    Prisha Slut returned in a time reasonable to the task and with a cowed command-waiting demeanor that was just exactly right and exactly the same as before.  Good stuff.   
 
    Leila thought then was a good time to obtain information from the unguarded, unthinking, Prisha, “Are their any video cameras, like security, in this place?” 
 
    “No, Mistress.”   
 
    Good, no cameras and Prisha Slut hadn't forgotten to call her Mistress. 
 
    “Does your husband come home for lunch or at random times?  Anything for us to worry about?” 
 
    “No.  He flew to a conference on the East coast.  He won't even be back until Friday night.” 
 
    What a wide open window of opportunity!  Leila kept excitement off her face.  What a fool Prisha Slut was for revealing so much.  Of course, she had no idea what could happen and now would happen.   
 
    That husband left town with one Prisha at home and would come home to whole new, totally different, changed Prisha, a Prisha Slut.   
 
    But he may not even know the difference depending on various factors the Mistresses would be working on and how they ended up ordering Prisha Slut to conduct herself. 
 
    “Anybody else going to show up and intrude on us?” 
 
    Prisha looked more aware and embarrassed now, “Sometimes one of the other wives in the neighborhood just stops in.  I mean, they knock, but they don't call first.  We're all pretty close.” 
 
    Leila nodded, “We don't mean to intrude on your closeness.  Not at all.  In fact, we'll have you all much closer than you're ever been before.” 
 
    The leer on Leila's face and the wicked grin that popped onto Tiara's face confirmed the suggestiveness of the statement. 
 
    Prisha thought that wasn't going to happen.  Sure, she was, it turned out, a slut, but Andrea was quite confident and Joy was like an icon of heterosexuality in a woman. 
 
    Brookley was wild but purely focused on guys.  Too much into guys, if anything, but she'd always been loyal to her husband despite the occasional wild talk. 
 
    Prisha wasn't going to disagree out loud with one of her Mistresses but she couldn't help thinking sarcastically – and sarcasm was a rarity for her – “Good luck with that, Mistress Leila!” 
 
    It either is a Chinese proverb or it should be to never wish your enemy good luck.... 
 
    Tiara spoke up, “Walk over there to the far side of the room.  As far as you can away from us.” 
 
    Mystified but obedient, Prisha did it.  She thought maybe they wanted to look at her still nude body moving around or perhaps talk to each other with her out of hearing.  It was a huge living room.  You could even hear a little echo in it at times. 
 
    Once she was on the far side of the room Tiara called out to her, “That's fine.  Get down on your knees and crawl over to us on all fours.  Make it real sexy.  Just think about how you're going to eat each of our pussies once you crawl all the way over here.” 
 
    Crawl?  It didn't really seem that shocking or that unrealistic.  She was so low in so many ways now, why not also be literally low?  She got down on her knees and then her hands and knees.   
 
    This would be much more humiliating if her pride hadn't already been thoroughly crushed with that whole thumb-up-her-ass masturbation event. 
 
    She crawled under the judgmental and not-too-impressed eyes of her two new Mistresses.  Like they saw this kind of thing all the time.  Maybe they did but it was certainly a first for Prisha. 
 
    A first on her way to another first.  Pussy-licking!  That was going to be a first.  That she was going to do it was beyond question.  She'd already proven she'd do whatever they told her to do.   
 
    The pussy-licking ahead of her wouldn't just be a first.  It would be a first and a second because Mistress Tiara made it clear she'd be going down on both Mistress pussies! 
 
    Prisha swayed her ass side to side and her big tits swayed also in a synchronized way.  Her body was full and sexy like a crawling slim-waisted Earth goddess figure. 
 
    Prisha Slut added more to it than just her sexy appearance.  She purposely swayed her assets and put a sexy look on her face. 
 
    The show was not artificial.  Prisha Slut felt the way she looked.  Sexy and slutty as hell.   
 
    As the carpet scraped her knees her knees heated up and she felt even more heat from the fire between her legs.  Her pussy acted like it thought it was about to be licked. 
 
    Prisha arrived at the Mistresses and crawled between Mistress Tiara's spread thighs.  She didn't know which one was in charge or the boss Mistress but Mistress Tiara had given the most recent order.  
 
     However, just half a foot from Mistress Tiara's admittedly lovely pussy – it did strike Prisha as quite lovely - Mistress Tiara pressed a hand on Prisha's approaching forehead and halted her. 
 
    Mistress Tiara made a clucking sound, “No, no, no.  First kiss and lick my feet all over.  Then lick Mistress Leila's feet.  Do a good enough job, and you damn well better do a good enough job, then we'll let you lick up to my pussy and lick and suck and tongue it until I cum on your face.  Then the same thing to your beloved Mistress Leila's pussy as well.” 
 
    Prisha Slut felt silly.  The feet!  Of course!  Why hadn't she started there?  She'd had no way of knowing, of course, but Mistress Tiara's tone made her feel foolish and she really did feel foolish.  She was just too eager to taste and please that Mistress pussy.  So selfish!  Mistresses come first! 
 
    When Prisha licked across the top of Tiara's foot her whole body shuddered in an aborted orgasm.  Her emotions were so powerful at her humiliation that obeying the order alone was nearly enough to make her orgasm. 
 
    Prisha swept her tongue up and down across the top, then sides.  She licked across the top of the toes.  There was a smell but not too bad.  Tiara must have showered relatively recently.  Still, the feet had been cooped up in socks and tennis shoes.   
 
    Prisha angled her head down and under and Tiara lifted her foot to enable her.  It was crazy, she was doing this for Mistress Tiara, she didn't even want to do it maybe, but she felt like thanking her Mistress for making it a bit easier to lick her foot! 
 
    She applied gentle suction in kiss after wet kiss on the sole of Tiara's foot.  She heard the Mistresses talking.  She felt her own pussy dripping like it was the one being licked and kissed. 
 
    Leila, “So what kinds of things do you want to do to that British slut?” 
 
    Tiara, “Well, ride her face of course.  Maybe have an orgasm with her nose up my asshole while the skinny blonde slut sucks on my clit.   The Brit has a strong regal nose, like a fucking queen.  What better use for it than up my ass?” 
 
    Leila, “Makes sense, Tiara.  Maybe you should be lead Mistress on her.  I'll take that tall Oriental with the big breasts.” 
 
    “I think they prefer to be called Asians.  Are you sure she's not Italian or something?” 
 
    “Oooo, I love Italian food!  But I love oriental food, too, so I win either way.” 
 
    Now Prisha licked at Tiara's toes, flicking them with her tongue, making them offset one another like little piano keys.   
 
    Prisha could scarcely believe how these two talked!  So... evil!  They obviously had bad intentions towards her three friends.  Well, it made sense.  They'd had bad intentions towards her, hadn't they? 
 
     Tiara returned to her point after a little giggle, “If you call her Oriental to her face she might get offended.” 
 
    Leila laughed, “Like I care if I offend her.  I'll wait until after she's my slave and then call her Oriental.  No, wait, that's too good for her.  She's some kind of mix obviously so I'll name her 'Mutt'.” 
 
    Tiara said, “Everyone's a mutt nowadays.  The great worldwide melting pot.” 
 
    Leila laughed, “I'll melt something for her in my pussy pot.” 
 
    “Everyone is a mutt.  You have a mutt treat for anyone right there between your legs.” 
 
    Leila disagreed, “Not the English bitch, though.  She's not a mutt but I'll give her my treat.” 
 
    Tiara, “Well, not everyone is a mutt, but, yeah, the Brit is certainly a mutt.  Your classic Brit is a mix even at the start of Anglo and Saxon, and then the Normans, and then you've got those Romans who visited and got as many Anglo-Saxons pregnant as they could, the Welsh, Scottish, Irish.  Some fucking druids, too.  The English are some of the muttiest mutts in the world.  Although not as mutty as us Americans, of course.” 
 
    Leila sighed, “Just like me, you're smarter than you look.  Still, that Joy is more like an obvious mutt.  She'd be a great pet to have.” 
 
    Tiara laughed, partially a giggle due to the tickling of Prisha's tongue on her toes, “That's perfect!  Let's get a Frisbee and play fetch with her.” 
 
    Leila agreed, “A house is sort of empty without a good pet.” 
 
    Prisha wasn't sure if Tiara wanted her to suck every single toe?  Did Mistress Tiara want her to lick in between them?   
 
    It was gross, she'd like to assume Mistress Tiara did not want her to, but, even more than her own personal wants and not wants, she didn't want to let her Mistress down in any way. 
 
    Tiara noticed her hesitance, “Prisha Slut, suck each toe like its a very little cock.  Be sure to lick between the toes.  I just hate it when toe jam builds up.  Don't you?” 
 
    Prisha Slut knew that was a rhetorical question so she didn't answer.  Besides, it was probably addressed to Mistress Leila and not a lowly slut like Prisha Slut.  Prisha went straight to obeying.  She felt grateful for Mistress Tiara's guidance.  Now she could do a good job pleasing her Mistress! 
 
    Yes, thought Prisha Slut, everyone hated toe jam.... She better get it out of there and lick it all up.  Swallow it down.  No longer a smelly problem once it was down in her tummy.  Such an easy solution!   
 
    What a uniquely bad taste it was.  She wondered if different people's toe jam tasted different which also made her wonder if pussies tasted different.   
 
    Prisha realized she was going to be able to compare toe jam and then pussy taste between these two Mistresses.  Was that just gross or was it gross and intriguing? 
 
    Tiara was satisfied with Prisha's instant effort so she turned to Leila, “You could get that mutty one – her name right now is Joy – you could get her a dog bed and a collar.” 
 
    Leila sounded thoughtful, “She's pretty tall.  I think she'd make a great guard mutt.  You have to keep those outside in the yard.  Keep them hungry and alert.  Teach them to bark if anyone shows up.  We could have her nipples pierced and chain them to a tie out.” 
 
    “What if it rains?  What about the sun burning her?  I love that soft silky skin.  I will if I get to touch it all over.  We don't want it to get all leathery.” 
 
    “That's why we'll get a dog house for her.  There.  Problem solved.  It's practically a done deal.” 
 
    Prisha marveled at their evil and their over-the-top confidence.  Their sexual ambitions were monumental.   Done deal?  They obviously didn't know Joy Tarver.  Or Andrea Atherton for that matter.  They were not sluts like Prisha Slut.   
 
    Still, Prisha knew she'd have to find a way to warn her friends, including Brookley McSwain, to be on guard against these two.  She wondered how best to do that without revealing her own predicament.   
 
    It was one thing for Mistresses like these two to know she was a slut but she could not bare the idea of anyone else ever knowing.  Her Mistresses would understand that she hoped.  They could get together maybe once a week or so.  If they were careful, none of her friends and, especially, her husband, would ever need to know. 
 
    Prisha completely cleaned both of Mistress Tiara's feet.  Mistress Tiara told Mistress Leila that Prisha Slut did a pretty good job and this foot cleaning should be a daily ritual.  Before any baths or showers of course. 
 
    Daily ritual?  That concerned Prisha greatly.  Apparently the Mistresses had not yet gotten her telepathic memo that it could be no more than once a week.   
 
    Prisha was willing to add to her sexual life but not at the cost of ruining all of the rest of her life.  That would make no sense at all! 
 
    Tiara used the sole of her foot pressed on Prisha's left cheek to push and steer her head over to Mistress Leila's feet.  They were there ready for a licking.  They smelled like they needed it.   
 
    Prisha slut put her newfound experience from Tiara's feet to work and did an even better, even more complete, job on Mistress Leila's feet.   
 
    Her toe jam did indeed taste different.  Worse.  But worse was somehow better.  It made Prisha's slutty pussy absolutely drip. 
 
    In fact, Prisha wanted to touch her own pussy again.  Finger it while she licked feet.  She wondered if the Mistresses would want her to do that.  Probably, but she was too embarrassed to do it or to ask to do it.   
 
    If they really wanted her to she was sure they would just tell her to.  They were certainly in a comfort zone bossing her around. 
 
    She did, though, do something to try to put the idea to “make” her do it into their heads.  She kept moaning and gasping around Leila's toes.  Really communicated her lust.  But... no luck. 
 
    Once she'd thoroughly cleaned all four Mistress feet Mistress Leila told her to go wash out her mouth with mouthwash after fetching and delivering drinks for each of them.  Prisha followed the instructions quickly and to the letter.   
 
    Her pussy was still boiling.  She looked forward to what was next.  She knew she'd go down on each of them.  Was there any chance they would lick her... or finger her... or let her masturbate? 
 
    Prisha realized whatever came next held no dread for her.  She was eager.  Her pussy led her around like there was a magnet inside it and Mistress Leila and Mistress Tiara were magnets of the opposite pole. 
 
    When she returned from cleaning her mouth she saw the two Mistresses sitting on the couch enjoying the masala chai tea she'd served them.   
 
    Tiara held the fluted wooden vase from the dining room table.  It was the centerpiece of the dining room table and normally held two lotus flowers, her husband's favorite.  Of course, they were fake flowers. 
 
    Now, though, the vase was empty.  What was Mistress Tiara doing with it?  Why had she taken it from the dining room table? 
 
    Prisha walked up to the two Mistresses.  Leila rolled her eyes and shook her head, her platinum blonde hair swaying, like she was silently disgusted.  Then she pointed to the floor.   
 
    Oh, she got it now, she should not approach too close while standing.  Maybe especially while the Mistresses were sitting.  Prisha quickly sank to her knees.   
 
    A slave towering over a Mistress wasn't right.  Even with them sitting she was so short she couldn't really “tower” over them but she got the idea. 
 
    When she sank to her knees it felt right.  Like fitting an electric plug into a socket.  She even felt a surge of electricity and anticipation ripple through her body.  She was plugged into submission and ready to be used as the Mistresses saw fit. 
 
    Tiara handed her the vase.  It was made out of Indian Rosewood from their homeland.  It had a wide bulging rounded base with complex designs around the fat middle and a very narrow fluted stem that flared at the top like one of those old blunderbuss guns from the days of pirates. 
 
    Prisha accepted the vase, her own vase, mystified. 
 
    Tiara explained, “We're going to let you have the privilege of going down on each of our pussies, mine first.  Tell us how you feel about that.” 
 
    Prisha thought she knew what the Mistresses wanted to hear.  Whatever they wanted to hear was, of course, the right answer.  Even if it wasn't true.  “I thank you for the privilege of... you know... what you said.” 
 
    Leila spoke, “It's important that a slut talk like a slut.  You're our slave now and a total slut.  No reservations.  Nothing held back.  Now talk dirty like the nasty walking hole-cushion you are.” 
 
    Prisha wondered if a “hole-cushion” was anything like a pincushion.  The holes must be her mouth, pussy, and asshole.  Her body was cushioned, especially her chest.   
 
    She saw the Mistresses watching her expectantly.  Oh, that's right, she better talk dirty!  
 
    “Thank you, Mistresses, for letting me lick and suck your pussies.  I can't wait to get my tongue up your cunts.” 
 
    She tried to put a little enthusiasm in her words and found out she didn't have to fake it. 
 
    Leila patted her on the cheek, “Mistresses don't have cunts.  We have lovely pussies or quims.   I think your British friend Andrea will want to call ours quims and think of them as quims as her tongue is deep in them.  Slave sluts have pussies but they can also be called, for them, cunts or snatches, or any other term for that matter.  Doesn't really matter for a slave.” 
 
    Prisha nodded, “Got it.  I have a nasty cunt.  Mistresses have beautiful pussies.  Thank you for letting me put my tongue up your pussies.  May I do it now, Mistresses?” 
 
    Leila smiled, “Almost, my eager beaver.  Oh, by the way, you can call a slave pussy a beaver but not ours.  And only if the pussy hasn't been shaved bare.  Beavers have fur after all.” 
 
    Tiara slid her hips forward until her butt was off the edge of the couch and then spread her legs.  Prisha looked at one of her new Mistresses' pussies with a sort of awe and wonder.  She also felt anxiety as to whether she would do well pleasing it. 
 
    Tiara traced one finger up and down her own damp slit.  It made Prisha's mouth water.   
 
    Leila spoke and Prisha found she could not look away from Tiara's pussy, “Prisha Slut, as kind Mistresses, we know how aroused you are and you will also be allowed to orgasm.  In fact, we order you to orgasm but only in the way we want.  Take that vase and shove the top of it up your beaver.  Then sit on it and hump it while you lick pussy.  You can cum on it or in it as the case may be as many times as you want but don't let your tongue get lazy.  Our pleasure is always your first priority.” 
 
    Prisha almost said something.  She was to fuck the antique vase from her homeland?  The one that was always in the middle of her dining room table where she and her husband ate dinner every night that he was at home?   
 
    Prisha held her tongue.  She wasn't even sure if she would have protested or would have thanked the Mistresses for the wicked order.  It would have been a contest between what society expected of her and what the Mistresses expected.  Once she thought of it that way she was pretty sure she knew who would have won that contest. 
 
    She'd hold her tongue... and preserve its strength... for what was important.  Licking pussy! 
 
    Prisha tore her eyes away from Mistress Tiara's pussy so she could set the vase and aim her pussy down on the wide-top stem.   
 
    The flared top really pushed on her vaginal walls as it scraped upward into her sex.  The stem was about six inches, not too excessive, but the wide top was much harder and wider than the mushroom head of any penis in existence.  Her outer labial lips came to a squishing rest on the bulging middle of the vase. 
 
    Maybe it was because she was so tuned up already or because it was so naughty, but Prisha Slut loved it and her arousal rocketed.  She loved that the Mistresses watched her do this to herself.  They ordered it and she obeyed.  There was something beautiful and right about that. 
 
    Prisha Slut rocked forward – the vase tilted easily with its nearly rounded bottom – and eagerly began licking Mistress Tiara's pussy.   
 
    She was doing it!  She was licking pussy!  It tasted slightly sweet.  She could get used to doing this but hoped she'd never get used to it.  She wanted to always treasure the privilege.  
 
    Prisha Slut licked and sucked and tongued.   
 
    She'd held her tongue before when she was about to protest but she did not hold her tongue now! 
 
    Prisha Slut ground her cunt down on the wooden vase and wobbled her lowered ass around and around to increase friction and to make the flared top push and scrape at new more severe angles.   
 
    It felt crazy.   
 
    She felt like she was going crazy.   
 
    She felt like a creature of lust.  Like her own body was a flesh vase filled with liquid lust. 
 
    She imagined her vaginal oils flowing down inside the vase.  She wondered how much would be in there later.  Especially if she had an orgasm.  If she had an orgasm?  When she had an orgasm!  One was on its way already.   
 
    She'd never been multi-orgasmic and had already had a few orgasms that day but she was suddenly certain she was going to have another orgasm while vase-fucking.   
 
    She was so grateful these Mistresses had come into her life.  Even if they took over her life!  Especially if they took over her life! 
 
    Prisha Slut came before Mistress Tiara did.  In fact, by the time Tiara came Prisha Slut was very close to another orgasm.  It was almost like the first orgasm never really ended but just simmered down and simmered back up nearly to a boil. 
 
    When Mistress Tiara pushed her away Prisha Slut wobbled and scraped the vase over between Mistress Leila's legs and kept the vase neck firmly up inside her while she did it. 
 
    What little ability to think Prisha had was soon used to think she was doing a better job pleasing this Mistress's pussy than Tiara's.  She was learning.  She was getting better already.   
 
    She wanted to be the very best possible at pleasing pussy.  For her Mistresses.  They deserved all the best and all her best. 
 
    Prisha Slut climaxed again while pussy licking.  It took her awhile to get her tongue coordination back.  By the time she got Mistress Leila to orgasm Prisha Slut had yet another orgasm and it felt like a gusher. 
 
    After everyone mostly recovered the Mistresses had her take the vase back to the dining room table with instructions not to clean it.  She saw the two plastic lotus flowers laying there so she slid them into the vase. 
 
    She looked around furtively but the Mistresses were in the other room.  She pulled the fake lotus flowers back out.  Almost the whole vase was wet with pussy juice.  She sniffed the top of the vase.  That was her scent.  But it smelled fuller and more wild than ever before. 
 
    She put the fake flowers back in and centered the vase on the dining room table.  The pussy juice on the outside would dry quickly but she thought the inside might stay wet for days.   
 
    She suddenly knew she would sneak a smell every day.  She was such a slut and it would make her feel like even more of a nasty slut.  She realized she liked feeling that way.  It was just so... honest. 
 
    She went back to the mistresses, dropping to her knees ten feet away, and knee-walking the final distance. 
 
    Leila patted her cheek, “Keep that vase on that dining room table.  Don't clean it.  Look at it every day and especially when you and your ugly husband have dinner.  Think of us and get wet.  Maybe we'll have you freshen and supplement that fake flower preservation solution from time to time.” 
 
    Riding that vase again!  After three orgasms from it that day alone Prisha Slut could not help but look forward to that. 
 
    But she had to wonder: how did Mistress Leila know her husband was ugly? 
 
      
 
    The End 
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    Available Books 
 
    “Three Mothers and Six Daughters” series: 
 
    1.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION ONE:  VOYEUR MOTHER AND DAUGHTER SEDUCED 
 
    Three beautiful all-female families are moved into a secluded gated community for a unique opportunity to model together.  However, all is not as it seems.  The two bull dyke photographers actually have a contract and a plan to seduce and tame them all in order to supply them to Saudi harems in return for riches.  The plan takes shape and progress is made. 
 
    2.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION TWO:  PEEPING MOTHER AND DAUGHTER DOMINATED 
 
    Mother Megan watched what happened with Naomi's daughter Abigail.  Now we find out what Naomi saw when she watched over Megan's daughter, Kaia.  What will the bull dyke Lydia do with Kaia?  Is there anything Naomi can do?  What will the dominant dyke team of Gretchen and Lydia do with Abigail who they now have in their clutches in the privacy of their home for hours? 
 
    The Mindy Short Teenage Lesbian Domination Books: 
 
    “A Lesbian Orientation” series: 
 
    1.  CARA TRIES TO BE A GOOD EXAMPLE 
 
    Cara agrees to live with Mindy Short in order to be a positive example to her regarding the benefits of heterosexuality versus Mindy's lesbian nature.  Instead of Cara having a positive influence on Mindy, the opposite occurs, and Mindy begins to influence Cara in dark negative sexual ways.  What can Mindy change about Cara? 
 
    2.  CARA'S LESBIAN SEDUCTION 
 
    Mindy's influence over Cara expands as Mindy completes her lesbian seduction of the former prom queen.  And more!  Mindy doesn't just want Cara's submission.  She wants to show her total control by making Cara become her human sex pet!  Can Cara keep her humanity? 
 
    3.  CARA BECOMES HER ROOMMATE'S LESBIAN PET 
 
    Mindy has decided her little “good example” Cara should be kept naked, wear a collar, even wear a “tail”, and act like a doggy.  She also has decided to share Cara with others for sex.  What does Cara think about that?  And... does Mindy care?  Will Cara admit Mindy is her Owner? 
 
    “Teen Lesbians Taking Over” series: 
 
    1.  TAKING OVER MRS. GREENWAY: 
 
    Mrs. Greenway discovers that Cara, who she sent to influence Mindy Short, has instead been influenced.  Mindy discovers it was Mrs. Greenway, that sexy MILF, who set up Cara to live with her.  Mrs. Greenway wants to kick Mindy out of school.  Mindy wants to sexually take over Mrs. Greenway.  Who will win? 
 
    2.  TAMING MRS. GREENWAY 
 
    Mindy wants Joan to be another sex pet for her, to be her little “Pet Joannie”, another human doggy.  She also wants to make Joan do lots of things, wicked things, even things involving Joan's lovely young adult daughter.  Will Joan stand up to her... or stay down on all fours? 
 
    3.  TAKING OVER AUBREE 
 
    Aubree, Joan's lovely administrative assistant, has come across Joan in a compromised position.  Mindy orders Joan to seduce Aubree to protect the young dominant lesbians on campus.  Will Joan do it?  Will she succeed?  Will Aubree escape or... like it? 
 
    4.  OWNING AUBREE 
 
    Aubree is a young mother who still breast feeds her little daughter.  Mmm, breast milk!  The teenage lesbian dominants are fascinated.  They have naughty plans for Aubree.  They already have a few sex pets, all of them human doggies.  How about a pet human cow?  Can Aubree avoid a fate of extreme submission? 
 
    5.  TAKING OVER TANYA... AND HER NEIGHBOR TOO 
 
    Mindy likes the idea of owning a sexy African-American woman.  Tanya, a Director on campus, would be perfect!  Mindy wants to take her over sexually and give her to her friends as a pet.  What kind of pet?  Tanya has a big backyard perfect for a horsey!  One horsey is not enough.  Maybe they should tame Tanya's neighbor also? 
 
    “Lesbian Stalker's Pets” series: 
 
    1.  LAURI'S LESBIAN STALKER BECOMES HER ROOMMATE 
 
    Mindy uses her control over Joan Greenway to force her to reassign Lauri Hayward to live with Mindy's dominant lesbian friend Rosalie.  Rosalie has been stalking Lauri.  Now with Lauri conveniently forced to live with her can she seduce and dominate the beauty despite Lauri being a brown belt in jujitsu? 
 
    2.  LESBIAN STALKER'S PET ROOMMATES 
 
    Rosalie has entrapped Lauri into losing a bet meaning Lauri, like the third roommate Pet Mia, must be her sexual pet.  For twenty-four hours.  Rosalie wants to Own Lauri body and soul forever!  Can Rosalie get Lauri to agree to be her pet for longer, much longer?  Will Lauri like being submissive to her bully stalker? 
 
    3.  LESBIAN STALKER PET TRAINS HER ROOMMATE'S BEST FRIEND 
 
    Lauri has a close friend, Francesca, living close by and has been in secret contact with her.  Rosalie finds out and also finds out how beautiful the Italian immigrant is.  Mindy and Rosalie concoct a crazy plan to use Francesca's caring good will and loyal friendship against her.  Can Rosalie manage to seduce this incredible hottie? 
 
    4.  LESBIAN STALKER STALKS AGAIN 
 
    Anne-Marie, the rules enforcing authority on the dorm floor, receives a noise complaint about Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker's dorm room.  The sound of loud sex!  Anne-Marie investigates thinking where there's sex there must be boys violating dorm code.  Anne-Marie sure won't find any boys... but she will find lots of sex.... 
 
    5.  LESBIAN STALKER ON THE PROWL 
 
    One of Rosalie's neighbors, Tina, hears the noise of loud female orgasms from Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker's dorm room causing her to lose sleep. When Tina takes matters into her own hands will Rosalie take Tina into her own Owner hands?  If she can “handle” Tina what kind of sexual human animal will she have, literally, on her hands? 
 
    6.  LESBIAN STALKER HUNTING 
 
    Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker goes on the hunt to drag down Anne-Marie into sexual submission.  Her stalking reaches new levels of extremity.  She also wants to establish total control over her neighbor Tina. Rosalie has a plan for that and a plan to stop Tina and her roommates from complaining about the sexual noises in her dorm room.  The plan is to make them just as guilty! 
 
    “Lesbian Seduction Conspiracy” series: 
 
    1.  CONSPIRACY TO SEDUCE 
 
    Mindy Short is obsessed with seducing and taming Joan Greenway's young adult daughter, Emilia.  Emilia, set up by her reluctant mother, will have to live in a dorm with Mindy.  Before then Mindy worries Joan may warn Emilia.  Can she so totally compromise Joan that Joan will give Mindy her daughter to become a sex pet? 
 
    2.  THE TRAP 
 
    Emilia Greenway and her best friend, Charlotte, arrive on campus but are forced to dorm apart not knowing they are each rooming with dominant lesbians who have dark plans for them.  Can their friendship and working together save them from a fate of sexual submission and keep them from becoming human set pets? 
 
    3.  TAKING OVER CHARLOTTE 
 
    The teenage lesbian dominants are seducing Emilia Greenway and her lovely friend Charlotte too.  Divided they fall!  Seduction is not enough.  Domination is not enough.  They want to Own them both.  A very conflicted Mrs. Joan Greenway gets a ring side seat to what is happening to her daughter and her honorary daughter. 
 
    4.  TOO TOGETHER 
 
    The teenage lesbian dominants want Emilia and Charlotte to be their sexual pets forever and always.  But... will they give in to the domination and their own submissiveness?  If they do, what kind of pets will they be made into?  Will this shared submission actually bring them closer together?  What will Mom think? 
 
    “Seduced Trophy Wives” series: 
 
    1.  TAKING THE TROPHY WIVES 
 
    Four trophy wife friends living in the same neighborhood notice a suspicious vehicle following them and then bizarre strangers move into the mansion for sale near them.  These two look like escapees from a porn movie!  The new neighbors have lesbian seduction in mind for the four married friends.  Can they resist? 
 
    2.  TAMING THE TROPHY WIVES 
 
    The strangers are making inroads into breaking up the friendships of the four trophy wives, turning them against one another, and turning them into obedient subservients for the dominant lesbians.  Can the trophy wives stop the dominoes from falling since they are the dominoes? 
 
    3.  TRAINING THE TROPHY WIVES 
 
    The stranger dominant lesbians' dark plans for the trophy wives are coming closer and closer to fruition.  Can those seduced recover their dignity in time?  Can the last hold out of the trophy wives stay faithful to her husband?  What exactly do the two dominant lesbians plan to do to and with them? 
 
    Stand Alone books: 
 
    THE SUBMISSIVE CHEERLEADERS 
 
    Penny is a college graduate but stuck in a waitress job and stuck with oversize breasts she'd like to have reduced.  Her submissive roommate lets her in on an opportunity to be a cheerleader.  This semi-pro team expects their cheerleaders to be submissive.  Totally submissive!  Will Penny allow herself to be dominated? 
 
    CHEERLEADER IN TROUBLE 
 
    Addison it worried about a cheerleader on her team.  Unfortunately, she goes to the wrong person for help:  her dominant older lesbian cheer coach.  As it turns out the assistant dominating the other cheerleader is the cheer coach's son.  As it also turns out the cheer coach and her son would also like to dominate Addison! 
 
      
 
      
 
    Now Available! 
 
    In Audiobook format! 
 
      
 
    All three books of the “Seduced Trophy Wives” series 
 
      
 
    Taking the Trophy Wives 
 
      
 
    Taming the Trophy Wives 
 
      
 
    Training the Trophy Wives 
 
      
 
    Narrated by the incredible voice talent 
 
    Samantha Stroker 
 
      
 
    Samantha's amazing vocals relate every word  (and lots of gasps and moans and groans!) of these book, unabridged, in lovely perfect detail.   
 
      
 
    Samantha has a unique voice for each character and is true to the personality of each one.  Every character has their own tone, pacing, emotional content, and even accents true to the character. 
 
      
 
    Listening to Samantha Stroker narrate “Taking the Trophy Wives”  
 
    is a beautiful experience.  She is the Michelangelo of voices and narration! 
 
      
 
    You can listen to it FREE with a 30-day trial of Audible 
 
      
 
    Here is the link to take advantage: 
 
      
 
    https://www.audible.com/pd/B07X1V1K9B/?source_code=AUDFPWS0223189MWT-BK-ACX0-162576&ref=acx_bty_BK_ACX0_162576_rh_us 
 
      
 
      
 
    Questions, complaints, or suggestions? 
 
    Feel free to contact me:  jordanchurch@mail.com 
 
    See what I have available and my author bio (such as it is) and photo (such as it is) at amazon.com/author/jordanchurch 
 
    Sign up for my newsletter to be notified of new releases as they occur.   
 
    No waiting and wondering, just waiting!   
 
    http://tinyletter.com/Jordan8Church  
 
      
 
      
 
    Follow me on Twitter:  https://twitter.com/JChurchAuthor 
 
      
 
      
 
    Visit me, my blog, my list of available books including samples of every one, and be able to read For Free a never-before-published book, “Mother-In-Law's Gift Cards For Lesbian Seduction” at: 
 
      
 
    https://lesbianseductionfiction.com/ 
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