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    Taming the Trophy Wives 
 
    Part II of Seduced Trophy Wives 
 
      
 
    In Part I of Seduced Trophy Wives, “Taking the Trophy Wives”, four trophy wives who are friends and neighbors to one another in an exclusive neighborhood faced a problem together.   
 
    Together at first with their neighborhood watch but then separate.... 
 
    United they stood, but, divided.... 
 
    Joy Tarver, Brookley McSwain, Prasha Mukherjee, and Andrea Atherton all noticed a dark-tinted vehicle creeping about the neighborhood and even stalking them from afar. 
 
    Soon after that a mansion for sale in their neighborhood was bought and moved into by a lascivious pair of women, Leila and Tiara, who look like escapees from a porn movie.  As shocking as they look they act even more shocking. 
 
    The pair mentioned they share the same lover, Ellerton, who owns the mansion but has not moved into it.  
 
    Brookley went to visit the new neighbors and was seduced by trickery.  They persuaded her into testing her oral sex ability with a device called the “Blow Job Evaluator 10,000”.   
 
    It was a rigged test that led Brookley into humiliating, painful, and orgasmic sex with Leila and Tiara who then claimed her as their sex slave telling her they are her new Mistresses.   
 
    Brookley is not yet so convinced of all that.... 
 
    During the encounter, the two newcomers used Brookley's own neighborhood watch walkie talkie to transmit Brookley begging to be caned.   
 
    Brookley had no idea they did this and the other trophy wives have no idea who was abusing their friend Brookley. 
 
    The following morning the two newcomers targeted Prisha for seduction, went to her home, and helped themselves to her sexually.  Prisha, kind and innocent, was completely unable to resist their advanced sexual wiles. 
 
    They claimed her as their slave slut and Prisha heard they have plans to seduce her friends.  Prisha thinks she should warn them but also thinks, unlike her, they would not succumb to Prisha's new Mistresses. 
 
      
 
    Chapter One 
 
    Joy was worried.  She also felt guilty even though she knew guilt was inappropriate. 
 
    Following what she heard on the walkie and the conversation with Prisha on the phone she had tried to contact Brookley. 
 
    Because she knew the voice she heard on the walkie was, in fact, Brookley.  There was no doubt in her mind.  Prisha had known it also.   
 
    After that illicit transmission last night, and after talking with Prisha about it, Joy tried calling Brookley about ten minutes later on the walkie.  No answer.  And then on the phone a few times.  No answers. 
 
    Joy wanted to know the deal.  She was concerned and curious.  But she also wanted Brookley to know her voice and begging cries for more... pain or whatever... had been sent out.   
 
    Who knew if anyone else had maybe picked it up.  Amateurs or fast food drive-thrus or whatever.  Brookley had a right to know even though she'd be embarrassed.   
 
    It could get back to Brookley's husband John.  What if they got divorced?  Joy would really miss having Brookley right there in the neighborhood.   Of course, the main thing was she just didn't want Brookley to be sad. 
 
    The reason Joy felt a little guilty was because she thought she was Brookley's best friend yet Brookley hadn't told her about any affair or whatever going on.  So, somehow, Brookley didn't totally trust her.  Maybe they were not as close as Joy had thought.  
 
    Brookley usually just put everything out there.  She didn't seem like someone you had to try to get information out of.   
 
    Whoever Brookley was having that nasty sort of sex with – it had sounded nasty! – must be someone she was ashamed about.  Still, Joy must not be approachable enough to Brookley. 
 
    She'd called Brookley all day today every hour and now it was after dinner time.  She was really concerned.  She kept debating whether to walk over to Brookley's house.  If she wasn't answering calls she may not answer her door either. 
 
    She called Brookley again and this time got an answer. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Brookley!” 
 
    “Yep.  This is Brookley.  Hi, Joy.” 
 
    Joy thought Brookley sounded distracted, “I was worried about you.” 
 
    “Oh.  Why?” 
 
    “I don't know how to tell you this, Brookley, so I'll just say it.  Your voice came over the walkie last night.  The others heard it, too.  It sounded like you were having sex.  Like in a spank or whip your ass sort of way.  To each their own, of course, but... I know John wasn't in town last night.  You might want to get in front of this or be ready in case it gets back to John.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “It was just your voice for like a minute.  You know... begging.  I guess.  No one could tell who you were with.  You know you can confide in me, right?  You can tell me anything and I can keep a secret.  I'm here for you.” 
 
    “Oh....  Thanks....  Sorry if you were worried or disturbed or anything.” 
 
    “Do you want to come over?  Or want me to come over there?” 
 
    “No, I don't have time... uh, I mean, I don't have time for a visit because I'm not feeling well.  Tonight.  I'm sure I'll be better tomorrow.” 
 
    “How about you stop by here tomorrow morning and we talk about it before the whole margarita thing at Andrea's?  Just get you ready for inquiring minds and all that.” 
 
    “All right.  I'll stop in at eleven or so.  Thanks, Joy.” 
 
    “That's what best friends are for!” 
 
    They said goodbyes and then Joy called Andrea's cell. 
 
    Andrea, “Joy!  I hear that “Joy to the World” ring tone, know it's you, and always smile immediately.  What news?  Track down Brookley?” 
 
    “Yes.  She's fine.  No real news though.  She's going to come over tomorrow before margaritas so I'll probably know soon enough.  Hey, don't ask any questions or put her on the spot tomorrow.  I already told her about what came over the walkie.” 
 
    “Fine and fine.  We'll make it a safe little haven for her.  That's what it's all about.  Relaxation.  Hey, though, she sure didn't sound relaxed last night, did she?” 
 
    “Don't make me laugh, Andrea!  Some guy whipping or maybe spanking her butt and her begging for it.  Wow.” 
 
    “Bonkers!  Can't be the milkman.  There is no milkman nowadays.” 
 
    “Don't know.  Some guy she met shopping probably.” 
 
    “Some store clerk?  You think?” 
 
    “I don't know.  Hard to picture a clerk whipping a butt.” 
 
    “Can you picture her poor little ass getting whipped?  I wonder if it left marks.  Maybe she won't be wearing her bikini for awhile.  Poor thing.  The shit we do for our men.  Even if the man in question is not her real man.  And her “real man” isn't really a real man anyway.  Life is so fucking confusing!” 
 
    “Hey, change of subject.  Are you going to invite those women at the Ferendt place?” 
 
    “The Sluts of Ellerton you mean?  I should for the pure entertainment of it.  Well, it would be safe.  They can't jump on our husbands.  They're all out of town until the end of the week if I've got it right.  The new neighbors left me their cell numbers.  I will invite them.  We can do a threat assessment.  Plus, it will distract Brookley from her situation.” 
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Brookley was riled up. 
 
    Just the mental and emotional debris from the... encounter... encounter of the slut kind... her domination... from the night before was plenty to be riled up about. 
 
    But there was a lot more now. 
 
    Now she knew that her closest friends Joy, Andrea, and Prisha knew at least something of what she'd done last night.  Sure, they only heard a minute but it was of her begging to be whipped.  Which was what had been done to her.  Or caned.  Something like that.  Whatever that stick thing was. 
 
    Apparently, her friends did not know who it involved and probably assumed it was a man.  Joy seemed to have no suspicion it was the two new neighbors who looked like stripper barbie dolls.   
 
    So, it could have been worse. 
 
    It also meant those bitches had intentionally set her up to send her begging voice over the walkie for her friends to hear.  Fucking evil bitches! 
 
    She wanted to beat them up but they were too big for her even one on one.  Brookley was no fighter anyway.   
 
    She thought she should definitely at least give them a piece of her mind.  Some colorful cursing.  Not that those two would give a damn.  Still, it would be something at least.   
 
    Those bitches told her last night to come over at eight o'clock tonight and it just about was eight o'clock.  Which put a knot of anxiety in her stomach.   
 
    Returning to the scene of her moral crime was bad enough.  Nerve wracking!  But knowing a confrontation awaited her, that she had to confront them on their home turf, just made it even worse. 
 
    She thought about not going.  No, she had to go.  She had to confront them now while she was angry.  Strike while the iron was hot.  The heat of her anger would give her a will of iron.  Something like that.   
 
    If she didn't go up there they might come strolling down the hill and be out there knocking on her front door asking her to come out and play.  What then?   
 
    Her friends might see the visit, wonder why she got an extra visit, and put two and two together.  That it was those two lesbian barbie bitches who punished Brookley's ass. 
 
    Damn it.  She really would have to go up there. 
 
    Her ass still hurt from last night.  Some abrasions and some discoloration also.  Who the hell got into this taking pain willingly thing?  Well... she had.   
 
    Not right while she took the pain.  But it earned her those orgasms and they'd been powerful.  Tens on the orgasm Richter scale.  She suspected the pain that preceded them had a lot to do with that. 
 
    Damn it.  Time for some more “house tour” as the evil Barbie's phrased it.  Except, not really, not this time.  No way, no how.   
 
    She wasn't going to do any more... sex stuff... with them anyway but, now that she knew how they fucked her over while they fucked her, there was absolutely no way. 
 
    This time she put on jeans even though the day was quite warm.  And a long sleeve shirt.  Maybe her clothing choice would send them a message that her own words would simply reaffirm. 
 
    One.  Tell them off for what they did with the walkie. 
 
    Two.  Tell them she regretted what happened.  Tell them that wasn't who she was. 
 
    Three.  Tell them none of that would ever happen again. 
 
    Four.  Tell them never to try it again or talk about it with anyone ever again. 
 
    Five.  Walk back home down the hill. 
 
    Six.  Drink like seven margaritas at Andrea's get-together tomorrow but keep her mouth shut other than for drinking down big gulps of margarita.  Tell the others nothing.  Let them assume their worst because their worst would be better than the truth. 
 
    There.  She had a good plan. 
 
    She just had to go carry it out. 
 
    She glanced out and made sure no one was out there to see her go up the hill.  Her house was actually furthest from the Ferendt place – or maybe they should start calling it Slut Mansion on Slut Hill – so she was going to have to walk past the other houses.   
 
    It was getting dark and it was still hot out and the other wives stayed inside usually or in their back yards.  Front yards were for hired gardeners.  She should be able, with a little luck, to walk up and back without being seen. 
 
    Just being seen walking up there could tip off her friends that her slutty begging over the walkie had something to do with those sluts of the hill.  The Sluts of Slut Hill.   
 
    She realized actually they all lived on the same hill so “Sluts of Slut Hill” would include herself.  She felt a sort of tremble or vibration down her back like she had cello strings strung through her vertebrae.  Yeah, she'd been the really slutty one last night, hadn't she? 
 
    Brookley headed out and made it past Andrea Atherton's, Joy Tarver's, and Prisha Mukherjee's residences in that order without being seen.   
 
    Good so far.  Luck was totally with her.  It usually was.  She was lucky by nature.  Yesterday was just an off day. 
 
    She went round the upwardly curving bend and the road darkened as she began the ascent of the last half of the hill.   
 
    She felt blood flowing to the muscles flexing in her ass which made her feel the remaining ache of that... ass-beating... she'd taken.   
 
    She was a fast healer and was definite she'd be healed up just in time for John's return home.  She wouldn't even have to hide any bruises or discoloration from him. 
 
    Brookley guessed that was one of the drawbacks – many drawbacks! – of being some kind of masochist.  If a person was one, which, of course, she was not.  
 
    The impact of the things that caused the pain then could leave a mark and more pains extending well outside the bedroom.  Or, instead of outside a bedroom, in this case it was outside the “special exercise room”.  It was like being haunted by a ghost of painful sex.   
 
    Just thinking about that “special exercise room” and the crazy stuff that happened there gave her a hot shiver.  Maybe not a “hot shiver”.  That sounded too... sexual.  A shiver on a hot day.  Yeah, that was it. 
 
    Well, she had to admit, she had gotten quite a bit of “special exercise” in the “special exercise room”.  In addition to her ass being sore the top of her throat hurt when she spoke and her voice was a little raspy as well.  
 
    Her tongue felt stiff and sore and it was still tired from its “special” work-out.  That crazy “Blow Job Evaluator 10,000”.  What the fuck? 
 
    Those crazy evil bitches.  The only one crazier than them was herself for letting them talk her into sucking one of its fake dicks. 
 
    On the dark wide sidewalk walking upwards to the new neighbors Brookley really couldn't help thinking about all those special exercises she'd done the night before.  She almost wished she could tell the others about it because it really was interesting.  If it happened to someone else.  Not her.   
 
    She supposed this was the kind of thing you felt awful about right after but sort of laugh at yourself years later.   
 
    If she was ever on an adult quiz show and they asked her about her sluttiest moment, last night would be it.  Like two thousand moments strung together.   
 
    She'd think of it right away but then give some other answer.  Even if the quiz show host in question was just her friend Joy asking her over drinks. 
 
    She almost couldn't keep track of everything that they'd done to her.  Or made her do.  Or whatever it was.  She may as well piece it together while she walked.  Get it in order.  Straight in her mind. 
 
    Let's see... 
 
    Those sluts got her sucking on a plastic cock on that Blow-Job Evaluator 10,000 thing. 
 
    She remembered that thing even had fake testicles. 
 
    They put a freaking collar on her! 
 
    It sure had been snug and she was almost helpless to move the way they used it to attach her to that machine while she sucked plastic dick. 
 
    Then she was even more helpless when they handcuffed her.  They had handcuffed her!  Not with fake furry adult store ones.  Real handcuffs! 
 
    They made her deep throat that artificial penis.  Brookley was strangely proud of that part.  She'd done it! 
 
    Brookley was much less proud of how Leila stuck a long finger up her ass. 
 
    Brookley also had no reason to be proud of Tiara sucking on her nipples. 
 
    Or how Tiara went down on her pussy.  Underneath her so when she went down she actually sort of went up on her pussy. 
 
    Then they hurt her ass with that stupid stick.  Made her hold still for it.  Made her push out her “bony ass”.  It wasn't “bony” dammit!  She was just... skinny. 
 
    Then they made her beg to be hurt and beg for an orgasm.   
 
    They even made her thank them for the punishment!  Outrageous! 
 
    Then having to call herself terrible things... in order to get fucked by that mean Leila.  What was she thinking when she totally cooperated?  Well... she hadn't been thinking....  Her pussy had done her thinking for her.   
 
    The final emotional insult was actually a compliment to Leila and Tiara.  Having to call them “Mistress”.   
 
    No more of that!  Can't happen again! 
 
    Brookley was no lesbian let alone someone who liked to give all power over to the other woman.  Or women.  She wouldn't even do that with a man.   
 
    It was temporary insanity.  That was it.  Had to be.  A long moment of weakness. 
 
    You never knew when temporary insanity would strike or how temporary that stay would be.... 
 
    Brookley could feel some insanity bubbling up right then in her pussy.  She was wet. How could she be wet?  Damn.  Why did she have to replay all those terrible (wonderful) awful events from last night in her mind's eye? 
 
    Not smart. 
 
    She walked faster up the hill.  She was sure she increased her pace because she wanted to get this ugly confrontation with beautiful women over with. 
 
    The gate to the circle driveway was wide open and she looped around on the cobbled walk to the front door. 
 
    There it was.  That golden door knocker.  A cock-knocker?   
 
    She felt a momentary eager dread. 
 
    She nearly turned back. 
 
    She had to do this.  Sooner or later she had to deal with this and sooner was a lot better than later.  Shut it down.  At least let them also know how pissed off she was about their walkie-talkie betrayal.  She couldn't just give them a free pass on that.   
 
    When you had to do something it was better to do it sooner than to let it linger. 
 
    She lifted the golden cock and let it bang back into place into the golden pussy. 
 
    Tiara answered the door, “Brookley!  Nice to see you but you're ten minutes late.  I think we forgot to tell you tardiness is one spank or whip strike or cane whack or whatever is the flavor of the day.  One per minute late.” 
 
    “Look, Tiara, no one is spanking my ass tonight.” 
 
    “You're right.  We're using a flogger today.” 
 
    Brookley felt a little distracted.  What was a flogger?  She was curious.  You know, just to know what she wasn't getting.  Because she didn't want it and would wisely refused it.  And she would.  Once she knew what she was refusing.   
 
    “What's a flogger?” 
 
    “It can be what you call a person who does the whipping but it is also a sort of whip.  Not really though.  It's a lot shorter with lots of leather strips that all hit you at once.  Sort of like a leathery painful gas station car-wash for your ass.  Or tits.  Wherever really.” 
 
    “I'm just here to tell you and your friend, Leila, a thing or two.  That's all.” 
 
    “Sure you are.  Come on in.  Leila is deep in the bowels of the house.  That's not the only bowels she's deep in!” 
 
    That made Brookley pause! 
 
    “It's... not just you two here?” 
 
    “More people, more fun.  Guess what?  We've got strippers!  Hired some of the best.  We have a lounge.  Like an in-home bar.  We even have a big disco ball!  We also have a couple stripper poles.  For exercise and for entertainment.” 
 
    Brookley stepped past the threshold, “So, show me this lounge, then, so I can talk to you and Leila at the same time.  Say my piece.” 
 
    Tiara closed the door behind her and Brookley felt like an escape route was sealed off even though it wasn't locked. 
 
    That was a silly idea.  These two new neighbors were lustful manipulative bitches but they weren't dangerous or anything.  They'd released her and let her go home last night, hadn't they? 
 
    Tiara made a sweeping hand motion towards Brookley, “Just as soon as....” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Wow, sluts are supposed to be dumb but I thought you were smarter than average.  Clothes, dummy.  Take 'em off.” 
 
    “I'm not here to take off clothes or get spanked or floggered or whatever.  I'm hear to talk.  Not talk with.  Talk to.” 
 
    “Rules are rules, slut.  You were told them last night.  It's going to get old if we have to tell you again every twenty-four hours.  After dark no clothes shall be worn in this mansion.  Before dark, only lingerie.” 
 
    “What about your robe?” 
 
    “Whoops.  Forgot.  Just wore this to answer the door.”  Tiara slipped off the robe and let it fall to the floor.  She was naked underneath.   
 
    Fucking rules were fucking rules! 
 
    Brookley tried to emotionally shrug it off.  They'd seen her naked before.  Everyone was naked under their clothes anyway.  Yadda yadda.   
 
    Plus, the two bitches would see what they were going to be missing now!   What happened last night was always going to be a one-time thing – and should have been a never-time thing – but she would make it sound like that stunt with the walkie was the reason they were being shut down from future encounters.  
 
    She was going to do her best to make them feel their worst for how bad they'd made her feel!   
 
    Brookley took off her clothes and saw Tiara watch her appreciatively.  Well, she wasn't one of their hired strippers.  She did her best to divest her clothing in a rapid and functional way.   
 
    The things she'd done with Tiara the day before did keep running through her traitorous mind though.  Brookley couldn't trust her mind or her pussy now!  Who could she trust?  Not the two new neighbor bitches.  She knew that much. 
 
    Suddenly she felt Tiara's hands on her ass, “Don't touch me!” 
 
    “I'm just checking your owies.  Doesn't look bad.” 
 
    “What, you're a nurse now?  Feel bad about my pain?  Want to heal me?”  Brookley's tension released a little via sarcasm. 
 
    “No. Not at all.  Just seeing how much more you can take tonight.  Looks like no limits.  No reason to wait to get fully healed.  A good pain slut should really sport a number of marks from her fun and games at any given time.” 
 
    “I'm not a pain slut!” 
 
    “Could have fooled me last night.  Or maybe you're fooling yourself.”  Tiara switched to a mock Nazi accent,  “Vee have ze vays of finding out, darlink.” 
 
    “Fuck that, Tiara.  Take me to Leila.” 
 
    Tiara nodded, “Exactly what I meant by “vee”.” 
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Tiara turned and Brookley followed.  Brookley found her eyes staring at Tiara's ass as she followed.  Brookley felt a dizzying sense of deja vu.  Last night she'd ass-stared while she followed Leila.  Obviously the end results here would be different.  They had to be!  No way could she do that nasty crazy wrong stuff again.  For so many reason why not.   
 
    Tiara's ass really was a beautiful work of living art.  An evil beautiful work of living art.  Still.... 
 
    Her naked guide wound her up and down staircases, through doorways, down hallways, past pillars, past strange art both sculptured and painted.  
 
    Brookley would almost swear they'd been in some of the locations more than once.  Was Tiara trying to make her feel lost?  It was working.  She would need a guide to get back out.   
 
    She should have brought a ball of string or a loaf of bread to leave bread crumbs! 
 
    They made it to the lounge which Brookley thought (but was not sure by now) was more or less under the mansion.  If it was a basement it was a tall basement.  But there were no windows so it probably was underground.   
 
    There was a stage.  There was, indeed, a disco ball, spinning and sending shards of colored light all over.  There were even, indeed, a couple strippers wrapping and unwrapping themselves around each of the two stage-to-ceiling stripper poles. 
 
    Obviously the stripper poles were installed after the old Farendts sold the place.   
 
    One stripper had red hair which looked artificially colored and the other had blonde hair which looked artificially colored.  It was obvious because the shade of red on the redhead was totally unrealistic, almost a fire engine red, and the blonde was otherwise African-American.   
 
    Join the team, girls, thought Brookley with mean sarcasm.  Tiara and Leila both also had colored hair, the platinum color that didn't even try to make anyone think it was real.  Brookley thought she was the only person in the place wearing her true hair color.   
 
    The strippers seemed high quality.  They were well-built and quite beautiful.  If they worked at a strip club it must be one of the premium ones.  Cali had great strip clubs. 
 
    Brookley wondered how the strippers felt getting booked to entertain just a couple fellow females.  Hell, probably felt good about it, right?  Less risky than men? 
 
    Tiara nudged her and she realized she was staring at the strippers who were, of course, entirely nude if you did not count piercings, “Meet Share-On.  Like the words “Share” and “On” combined.  She's the redhead.  Redhead in quotation marks.  Maybe later we'll “share” her and be “on” her at the same time.” 
 
    There Tiara went making plans and assuming sex with Brookley!  She was in for a surprise. 
 
    Tiara continued, “The other one, the alleged blonde, is Sindi, spelled S-i-n-d-i.  Get it?  Sin for all the naughty things she's allegedly willing to do.  Seems like every third strip club has a stripper named Sin or Sindi.  Hint: that isn't their real names for either one.” 
 
    “Yes, well, I didn't think those were their real names.  Are they strippers or are they prostitutes?” 
 
    “Aren't they the same thing really?  They're prostitutes if you give them enough money, I know that.  But so is absolutely everyone almost.  Any difference is just quality, location, and price point.  Like any other product.  By the way, we got these strippers, in part, for you.” 
 
    “Me?  What the hell?” 
 
    “Sure, in a couple ways.  Not just to look at.  They are sexy, of course.  But you can learn how to strip and pole dance from them.  Pole dancing is good exercise you know.” 
 
    “So is climbing a mountain.  Doesn't mean I'm going to climb a mountain.” 
 
    Tiara waved at the strippers and Share-On and Sindi waved back with big smiles.  Brookley couldn't help herself and gave them a halfhearted wave.  More people seeing her naked! 
 
    Tiara pushed on her back gently, “You can talk with us later.  Go ahead, go up there and learn to pole dance.” 
 
    It almost sounded reasonable to Brookley.  Sure, learn to pole dance... then yell at the bitches until she got tired of it.  Then storm out.  That way she'd at least pick up a skill her husband would approve of. 
 
    Brookley dodged sideways from Tiara's pushing hands, “No fucking thank you Tiara.  Where's Leila?” 
 
    Tiara shrugged, “Suit yourself.  You'll learn later.  Once you're ordered you'll have to learn.  Leila is over here.  Come with me.  Then cum with me and her!” 
 
    Brookley suspiciously followed Tiara.  She had to be on guard against her, and Leila, and possible strippers, and against her own stupid urges.  Temptation was a bitch.  Maybe two bitches.... 
 
    She followed Tiara's swaying bare ass to a shadowy alcove to one side of the lounge.  The occupants in it were able to see the stage and not really be seen themselves until you got close.  There were a couple little tables and big soft luxury chairs.   
 
    There were two occupants in the alcove.  One was slung sideways over the wide soft arm of a huge fluffy chair with her face hidden pressed into where the seat cushion and the padded back met.   
 
    Her ass was high on the chair arm, her highest point, and the other occupant of the alcove, Leila, was taking advantage of that by working her strap-on dildo freely and rapidly in and out of the woman's ass. 
 
    Brookley stopped in her tracks. 
 
    She didn't need to see the ass-fucked woman's face or hear her distinct voice begging for more to recognize who it was.  She'd never seen her naked before but that short luxuriant body and the chocolate skin made identifying her easy. 
 
    Prisha! 
 
    Prisha Mukherjee! 
 
    Prisha hadn't seen her yet and Brookley heard Prisha's muffled voice from the crack between the couch cushions, “Fuck my ass, Mistress!  Oh, Mistress Leila, fuck it fuck it fuck it!  Yes, fuck my asshole!” 
 
    Leila saw Brookley had arrived but first addressed Prisha, “I'll keep fucking your butt hole but no more begging for a few minutes.  I need to have a conversation with another slut.” 
 
    Leila caught her breath for a few moments, “Don't shut your mouth though, Prisha Slut.  Just put it to a different use other than words.  Get your face deep in there and lick up whatever you find.  We've been eating crackers and chips in that chair and I'm sure there's stale crumbs and some lint.  No need to wear out the vacuum when we have your mouth already right there.” 
 
    Brookley's eyebrows rose.  Leila treated Prisha as bad or worse than they'd treated her last night!  It made her angry at them and even more angry at her own pussy flooding with juice.   
 
    She saw Prisha's head nuzzle in even deeper.  It looked like she was following Mistress Leila's orders!  That was terrible!  Totally disgusting!  Arousing! 
 
    Leila slipped the dildo all the way home and timed a smack to Prisha's ass to coincide with its deepest penetration.  Brookley marveled at how easily the big thing went in.  No resistance from Prisha's asshole and minimal effort by Mistress Leila.   
 
    So when Tiara earlier told her Leila was deep in bowels she'd meant exactly that! 
 
    It occurred to Brookley that Prisha called Mistress Leila “Mistress” when begging her to fuck her ass.  So she also called her that!  Brookley wasn't the only one. 
 
    She was no longer a lonely pariah.  She was a pariah with pariah company.  What would Joy and Andrea think of their two weak-willed sidekicks if they ever knew? 
 
    Brookley firmed up her will.  This scene with shy, sexually reserved, Prisha was a real shock but it didn't change her mission tonight.   
 
    Yes, Brookley had called Mistress Leila her Mistress last night and now here was Prisha doing the same.  But it was also different.   
 
    Last night was last night, tonight was tonight.  Last night Mistress Leila was Mistress Leila to Brookley.  Tonight Mistress Leila was Leila.  Leila.  Just Leila.  Leila, damn it!  Leila the evil bitch! 
 
    Leila kept ass fucking effortlessly but looked at Brookley with a frown.  Then she talked towards Tiara, “Why is that slave standing and not kneeling?” 
 
    “Oh.  That's right.  I forgot.  We don't have those strippers trained up yet so I got used to naked chicks actually standing near us.” 
 
    Leila gave a quick nod, “We'll get to the strippers soon enough.  Get that Brookley slave on her knees.” 
 
    Tiara waved a hand towards Brookley, “She says she has something to tell us.  I think she's going to chew us out.” 
 
    “On her knees is the best location to chew us out.  The kind of chewing without teeth.  That slave better not bite or I'll flog her ass for an hour.” 
 
    It was so bizarre for Brookley hearing these two talk about her like she wasn't standing right there. 
 
    Brookley intruded on their plans for her, “I'm not going to kneel.  I'm going to talk.  Yell actually.” 
 
    Leila kept looking at Tiara, “Oh, I think the slave is trying to communicate or something but who can tell.  Stupid slave doesn't even know how to address her superiors correctly.  Who will listen to it?  Not us.” 
 
    It?  It!?!  Did Leila just call her an “it”?  That bitch! 
 
    Tiara turned to Brookley, “She won't even listen to you no matter how loud you yell unless you do it proper.  On your knees.” 
 
    Brookley crossed her arms and silently fumed.  Damn and double damn.   
 
    The music was loud in there.  Mistress Leila was distracted ramming Prisha's ass.  It maybe was hard for Mistress Leila to focus.   
 
    Hell, Brookley was having a hard time focusing with some of her attention constantly being pulled towards what was going on down there in her pussy. 
 
    Fine. 
 
    Big deal. 
 
    A little time on her knees. 
 
    No big deal. 
 
    She was playing their game a bit already anyway.  She was naked.  They did have their rules.  No clothes and now this knees thing.  They thought she was their slave.  They thought they were her Mistress.   
 
    Honestly, that was partly her own fault.  Just last night she'd let them treat her like a sex slave and she had actively called them Mistress again and again. 
 
    She couldn't blame them for thinking it now.  Not until she clarified matters.  Broke it off.  To do that she needed to follow silly slave rules just a little longer.... 
 
    Brookley sank down on her knees.  It felt like there was a huge weight on her narrow shoulders helping her get quickly to the floor.  Then pinning her there in place once she was on her knees.   
 
    It was strange how rewarding something like kneeling in apparent submission could be.  Either an increase in arousal or the impact of her knees hitting the floor was to blame for a rush of liquid escaping her pussy.  Brookley hoped it was too dark in the lounge to see her wet excitement but the gleams from the disco lights probably accentuated it. 
 
    Brookley tried to rationalize it away so she wouldn't be so embarrassed and ashamed.  Two people she knew were having sex right in front of her after all.  One of them she'd known for years and had never seen like this.  The sex was non-traditional, to say the least, and therefore more exciting.   
 
    Plus, once she told off Mistress Leila and Mistress Tiara maybe they would think she was aroused at the prospect of setting them straight. 
 
    Then... she'd go back home... and masturbate she guessed.  Pretty boring.... 
 
    Mistress Tiara interrupted her distraction, “You're a little too far away, slave Brookley.  It is loud in here and you can see a lot more details of your neighbor friend Prisha Slut closer up.  You should knee walk forward very close.” 
 
    “Um.  Yes.  All right.”  Mistress Leila ramming that plastic cock again and again into Prisha really was distracting.... 
 
    “Wait a sec, slave Brookley.  Is that the proper way for you to address a Mistress like me?” 
 
    “Uh, well.  I guess not, Mistress Tiara.  I'm sorry, Mistress Tiara.”   
 
    It was so humiliating apologizing to one of the bitches she was here to tell off!  Why did she have to apologize just so she could get to a point where she could yell at them and they'd listen to what she had to say?   
 
    She guessed she didn't have to.  But she had.  What was done was done.  She just had to make sure it didn't become a habit. 
 
    Suddenly Brookley felt a strange desperation.  Like the next few minutes were going to determine the course of the whole rest of her life.  She had things to say!  She better say them and get the hell out of Dodge.... 
 
    Brookley knee walked forward and the view of Prisha's and Mistress Leila's lovely sexiness expanded in her view.  She could sense the two strippers, Share-On and Sindi, watching her as they hugged and slid down their stripper poles.  They were hanging on this moment harder than they were hanging on those poles. 
 
    Brookley got within two feet of the naked flesh slung over the recliner getting pummeled from behind.  Flesh?  That “flesh” was her friend Prisha! 
 
    Brookley realized she'd probably even gotten closer than she had to.  Well... better safe than sorry.  She wouldn't want the humiliation of being told to go even closer and she'd neatly avoided that by getting almost as close as possible.  She hadn't even planned that cleverness, it was just good instinct she guessed. 
 
    Prisha had yet to see her.  Prisha's face was deep down between those recliner cushions.  All the way down.  Brookley could see her throat working.  Flexing whatever she found and swallowed down to work it up her throat.   
 
    Fuck!  Brookley marveled.  Who knew what her friend was ingesting.  It was dark between those cushions in the dark lounge.  Even Prisha likely did not know what she was swallowing.  Unless she recognized the taste once it was in her mouth. 
 
    It was so nasty!  Mistress Leila treated poor Prisha so awful!  It was terrible.  It was... terribly interesting.   
 
    Brookley felt less ashamed of her own slutty behaviors.  She wasn't the only neighborhood slut now, was she?  She felt bad for Prisha but she was oddly relieved also.  Prisha was just as much or maybe more of a slut than she was.  So there! 
 
    She saw Prisha had a fantastic body.  So did Mistress Leila, of course.  Prisha's body was both soft and firm.  So full.  Guys would call her stacked.  Beyond stacked.  Prisha and Mistress Leila were like works of art in motion before her.   
 
    It took away her breath.   
 
    It took away her original motivation.   
 
    It took away her anger.   
 
    It took away her fear. 
 
    Not all the way.  Just in large part.  Somewhere those internal alarm bells were ringing as loud and as rapidly as they could... but they were hard to hear with that music blaring. 
 
    Brookley swallowed the spit in her mouth.  It seemed like she had an over-abundance of saliva all of a sudden.  Like she was supposed to do something with all that spit.  Put it to use... on some soft skin or a wet pussy, for instance. 
 
    She felt Mistress Tiara tousle her hair patronizingly and then grab a handful at the top which she casually jerked to and fro randomly.   That made it hard for Brookley to keep her eyes on the action in front of her.  Brookley's hands were free, of course, but they hung uselessly down at her sides.  They sure wanted to be active and do something but that something didn't involve pushing Mistress Tiara away. 
 
    It was weird.  Brookley didn't mind Mistress Tiara jerking her head around.  She sort of liked it.  She didn't even feel like it was inappropriate.  Her kneeling or Mistress Tiara taking liberties with her head... and her mind.  It felt quite fitting actually.... 
 
    Mistress Leila looked down on her.  The look on her face made it clear she looked down on her more than just literally.  She looked at Brookley the same way she might look at an unidentified substance stuck on the sidewalk.  
 
    Brookley couldn't really blame or resent her for that.  Not after how she'd behaved the night before.  Coming and coming and saying all those nasty things about herself.   
 
    Then also how she'd behaved so far tonight.  Going around naked just because they told her to.  Crawling on her knees.  Pussy dripping wetness.  Why wouldn't Mistress Leila and Mistress Tiara look down on her?  She looked down on herself! 
 
    Brookley watched Prisha's ass flesh ripple and bounce with each thrusting impact from Mistress Leila.  Brookley saw the physical rippling from the middle of Prisha's ass where Mistress Leila rammed into Prisha each time, could see the actual ripples roll up and across to blend in and disappear at the small of Prisha's back and Brookley could imagine and sympathize with the ripples then of pure sensation that continued right up Prisha's spine transforming from pure sensation to foul thoughts and needs rolling through Prisha's mind. 
 
    Brookley was torn between feeling sorry for Prisha and being jealous of her.   
 
    Prisha whined and pumped her ass up the little she could to receive each shafting.  Brookley thought it might feel great to her right then but Prisha would be sore tomorrow.   
 
    But that soreness would only remind Prisha again and again of the pleasure and make her aroused and ready all over again.  
 
    Brookley knew this was true because she still felt her own soreness from other causes.  That soreness in her ass from the whipping had come full circle to a readiness for more.  A need for another ass beating.   
 
    Mistress Leila startled her, “You had something to say, slave Brookley?  I'm not sure if I really care what you have to say when you aren't saying what you've been told to say by your betters but, this time, I'll indulge you.  But then you owe me for spending my valuable time hearing you out.” 
 
    Owe her?  Betters?  Owe Mistress Leila for letting Brookley talk?  Mistress Leila and Mistress Tiara were better than Brookley?  That meant Brookley was inferior to them!   
 
    Which she supposed a slave was to a Mistress.  After all, they sure weren't equal, were they?  But, little did Mistress Leila know, Brookley was not a slave and not a slut and it had all been a case of mistaken sexual identity.  To be fair, she would need to let her Mistress Leila know that.   
 
    You had to do your best to keep your Mistress fully informed.  Even if she was not your actual Mistress! 
 
    Brookley felt a strange emotion for the moment.  Gratitude.  She was grateful Mistress Leila reminded her to speak and so reminded her of her mission tonight.  Otherwise, she may have just kept watching Prisha taking that ass pounding and licking up fuzz balls and old stale crumbles of snacks from the depths of the recliner cushions.   
 
    Or maybe even somehow gotten involved when she was there to do the exact opposite.  She had to get herself uninvolved!   
 
    Just the idea of getting “involved” again made her pussy tense and squish around her oily secretions.  Made her aware of how hard and sensitive her nipples were, too.  That was how dangerous it was! 
 
    So Brookley was grateful Mistress Leila gave her this chance to speak her mind freely.  Mistress Leila was giving Brookley some of her precious time even while she was doing important things like ass-fucking Brookley's poor little friend Prisha. 
 
    Brookley found her voice, almost reluctantly, “Well... Mistress Leila....” 
 
    Brookley felt her face flush even more.  This wasn't starting right especially because every time she called one of these bad women “Mistress” it made her lust pulse.   
 
    Made her just want to lay back and spread her legs as wide as she could.... 
 
    She noticed Prisha's body stiffen and her motion pushing her ass back nearly cease.  Even her throat stopped like she was no longer licking and swallowing down there in the cushion crevice.   
 
    Brookley thought maybe Prisha was having her orgasm but no one could hold that still and that quiet for that long while having an orgasm.  Then Brookley realized what must have happened.   
 
    Prisha heard Brookley's voice and recognized her friend and neighbor was actually there just feet or even inches away from her naked ass-plundered self. 
 
    No wonder why Prisha froze!  She was still aroused though and her lust won through her shock.  Brookley observed her get back up to speed shoving her ass up and back to meet the dildo. 
 
    Brookley began again, “Mistress Leila, I'm sorry but I'm upset.  Upset at what you did to me.” 
 
    Brookley was horrified at herself.  She had just apologized to her Mistress for being upset!  She was here to get an apology, not make one.  She had every right to be upset!   
 
    Mistress Leila smiled down at her but not in a nice way, “Upset with too many orgasms?  Upset at the best sex of your life?  Upset at finally finding your true self, your correct role?  What silly idea has slut slave Brookley gotten into her silly little tiny brain?” 
 
    Brookley blurted out, “You made me beg.  You know, beg for... things.  You made sure the walkie broadcast my voice begging!” 
 
    There, she had said it!  That was what she came here to say!  It was a relief to get it out.  Mistress Leila hadn't wanted to hear it but she'd said it anyway.  Brookley felt a surge of adrenaline.   
 
    Brookley expected a denial.  A claim it was some sort of accident.  Everyone always denied wrongdoing.  But she knew the truth no matter what Mistress Leila tried to claim.  She just would not believe her and Mistress Leila would know she had no credibility with Brookley McSwain. 
 
    Mistress Leila nodded, “Yes.  You're right.  You begged to have your ass beat and I made sure your begging went out over the airwaves.  Now, you are just a slave so I really should not need to justify anything I do to you.  The ways of a Mistress are a thing of mystery to slaves and none of their fucking business.  A slave obeys.  It is not proper for a slave to question unless it is to get clarification on an order in order to better obey it.” 
 
    Mistress Leila stopped talking as Prisha went into an obvious orgasm.  Her face pulled out from the cushions, all damp and sweaty, something dark on one lip and wet lint plastered to her chin.  Prisha's mouth opened wide in an orgasmic cry.   
 
    Mistress Tiara used her free hand, the one not in Brookley's hair to shove Prisha's face right back down between the cushions.  She wasn't gentle about it either.  The orgasmic cries were muffled then but not silenced. 
 
    Mistress Leila used both her hands to grip Prisha's wiggling hips and really pounded into her.  
 
    Brookley marveled.  Prisha came big!  Prisha was going to have such a sore ass tomorrow!  Maybe even more than one day!  Poor, lucky, Prisha.... 
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    Brookley watched the orgasm in respectful silence.  Or aroused silence really.  Now was obviously not the time to talk.  Mistress Leila would just ignore her and Brookley would be distracted from the show. 
 
    She didn't just watch the orgasm.  She could smell it.  She could almost feel it. 
 
    It made her want to orgasm, too.  So bad!  She wished she could instead of wasting time like she had so far. 
 
    Brookley's right hand twitched forward and a little to the inside a few times but she caught herself each time and made her hand retreat from her pussy. 
 
    Fingering her pussy... in front of everyone... without a Mistress giving her permission.... obviously would not be appropriate. 
 
    The orgasm calmed and Prisha's body wilted, deflated of energy, and her orgasmic sound effects simmered down to a sort of muffled whimper.  Mistress Leila delivered one last all the way deep spearing of the dildo and left it planted deep in Prisha's ass. 
 
    Once Mistress Leila caught her breath she spoke once again to Brookley, “Mistresses are cruel.  It's part of what we do.  Slave sluts love humiliation even if they don't want to admit it or try to keep themselves unaware of it.  These things alone would justify what I did though I need no justification.” 
 
    Mistress Leila delivered a sharp slap to Prisha's ass and Prisha gave no reaction at all.  Then she continued to talk, “Also, it was part of a larger plan.  Your begging was useful.  Prisha Slut here told us it turned her on when she heard it.  Which made her easy game for Tiara and I.  In fact, you wouldn't even believe how easy she was.  A real cakewalk.” 
 
    Mistress Leila nodded down at Prisha Slut's ass, “Look how satisfied she is!  Thanks to your begging or, really, thanks to my idea to put your begging on the airwaves.” 
 
    Brookley frowned.  Brookley tried hard to think.  Should she feel guilty about Prisha?  Thinking was getting harder all the time, “Now my friends will look at me differently.” 
 
    Mistress Leila shrugged, “It was going to get to that point anyway.  You can't be a total slave slut in a partial way.  Total means total.  Sooner or later they would know.  They can't criticize you anyway.  Not for long.  Look at Prisha Slut.  Do you hear her criticizing you?  No, you do not.  Those other two, the tall one and the English bitch, they're slave sluts also.  They don't know it but they are and they will be.  They won't be able to criticize you either.” 
 
    Brookley was truly curious, “Why do you think they're slave sluts?  Because, I really don't think they are.” 
 
    Mistress Leila laughed, “Says the slave slut who did not even know she herself was a slave slut!  I know they're sluts because they're trophy wives.  Trophy wife is one step away from being a slut.  Just like being a stripper is.  The difference is that strippers are more honest and work for a living.” 
 
    “That....”  Brookley struggled for words, “That's not a fair thing to say!” 
 
    Mistress Leila laughed, “Fuck fair.  I take accuracy over fair.  None of you four would be married to those guys if they drove taxi cabs or whatever.  You sold out yourselves for their money, for the life of comfort and ease.  Come down to it, sex for money.  Formalized long-term prostitution is what it is.” 
 
    Well... Brookley had certainly never thought of it that way and sure wished Mistress Leila had never pointed it out. 
 
    She looked up at Mistress Leila and saw her nodding, knowing the effect the words had on Brookley. 
 
    The music suddenly stopped as the song ended.  Brookley heard Prisha's exhausted heavy breathing.  Mistress Tiara called over to the two strippers and told them to come over.   
 
    Brookley heard the two strippers coming up to the alcove.   
 
    Mistress Tiara told them to wait and watch, that that might learn something.  That comment by Tiara to them gave Brookley a delicious shiver of dread.   
 
    What were those two strippers, likely experienced in all sorts of unusual wickedness, going to learn from watching the two Mistresses deal with Brookley?  The possibilities were intimidating.  Brookley felt like shrinking away but it felt like her pussy was blossoming outward.  Ready to be pollinated by evil. 
 
    Brookley saw Mistress Leila's mind was made up that the four trophy wives were sluts and she saw how Mistress Leila justified thinking that.  But she felt she needed to make at least a token effort to defend her friends, “Even if they are sluts, if they were, if we are what you think, it doesn't mean they're slaves.  Or I am.  Slave sluts I guess you call them.  Us.” 
 
    Surprisingly, Mistress Leila agreed, “You're right.  For now.  A slut they are but a slave must owe allegiance, absolute obedience, to someone.  Right now, the tall one and the English one are sluts in the wild.  Untamed.  Once they are tamed, voila, slave sluts.  Like you and Prisha Slut already are.” 
 
    Brookley murmured, “I'm not a slave slut.” 
 
    It was nearly just a mumble with no confidence.  Like she felt she had to say it but hoped her Mistress would not hear it and get angry at her. 
 
    Mistress Leila looked over the top of Brookley and past her, “Stripper ladies, Share-On and Sindi, normally you get watched but right now you get to watch.  As you watch I want you to try to feel it.  Empathize.  Put yourself in the role of this slave slut on her knees in front of me.  Her name is Brookley Slut by the way, not that a name is of much importance for a slave slut.  Are you watching closely?” 
 
    “Yes.” said one of them. 
 
    “Yes, ma'am.” said the other. 
 
    Their voices sounded like forced professionalism but there was underlying emotion there.  Intimidation?  Curiosity?  Fear?  Excitement?  Maybe all of that and more. 
 
    Mistress Leila looked back down at kneeling Brookley, “I have something for you.” 
 
    Mistress Leila had something for her?  For her? 
 
    Mistress Leila slid some of the dildo out from Prisha's ass, “It's a gift only a genuine slut would want.  A gift only a slave would accept just because her Mistress wanted her to.” 
 
    Mistress Leila entirely extricated the plastic cock from Prisha's ass and Prisha made a moan of loss like she didn't want it to leave. 
 
    Mistress Leila turned and walked a step, the only step, to Brookley.  The plastic cock bobbed and waved just inches from Brookley's nose.  Brookley's eyes widened in surprised panic.   
 
    There was a definite smell. 
 
    Brookley tried to lean back but Mistress Tiara still had a handful of her hair firmly in hand.   
 
    Brookley tried to rise up but had no leverage.  Mistress Tiara shook Brookley's head through her handful of hair, “Brookley slut, no Mistress gave you permission to stand.  Did we?” 
 
    Brookley settled down.  Yes, that was true.  She had no Mistress permission or order to stand.  So... she stopped trying.   
 
    Focused again, literally, on the plastic cock inches from her nose tip.  Tried.  It was so close it was hard to get it in focus.  It looked impossibly huge this close.  How had Prisha taken it up her ass?  How had it felt?  Would Mistress Leila stick it up her ass also? 
 
    Now that Mistress Leila had Brookley Slut's full attention, she continued, “Here's my big always hard sometimes messy gift for you.  It needs a slave slut to clean it.  Your Mistress Leila needs a slave slut to clean it.  Only a slave slut can clean it and only one slutty slave way of doing it is acceptable.  Are you ready to please your Mistress and accept your new reality as her slave slut?” 
 
    No.  Oh no.  Brookley wasn't ready for that.  Never that.  That was so totally wrong.  It was asking too much.  Surely she could please her Mistress some other way.   
 
    Brookley realized she was calling Leila “Mistress” in her own mind.  Thinking of her as Mistress.  Not just as a Mistress.  Her Mistress. 
 
    Mistress Leila really was her Mistress!  Which meant... she, Brookley, really was a slave slut. 
 
    Which meant she should do whatever her Mistress wanted her to do.   
 
    That was her new life mission.  A mission that would never be fully complete, only temporarily for the time being complete.  A vital mission that suddenly felt more right and more important than any previous aim in life. 
 
    Brookley Slut arched her neck up and captured the big mushroom head of the plastic cock in her mouth. 
 
    It was still warm from Prisha Slut's ass! 
 
    Brookley slobbered on it awkwardly.  The taste was strong but she did not let that deter her.  The will of her Mistress was acting through her and she knew her Mistress was strong.   
 
    Even Brookley's salivary glands obeyed the will of Mistress Leila.  Saliva flowed freely from Brookley's mouth. It dripped down Brookley's chin and spattered her little tits and tight tummy.   
 
    Brookley's pussy also drooled.  Brookley couldn't tell whether her mouth or her pussy produced more fluids.  Couldn't tell and didn't care.  She just tried to get as much plastic cock in her mouth as she could and tried to get it as clean as possible.   
 
    She was sure Mistress Leila expected a thorough job.  She was not going to let her Mistress down! 
 
    Brookley heard Mistress Leila talking to the strippers Share-On and Sindi, “Stripper ladies, do you know how I pay my slut slaves?” 
 
    “Um.  No.” 
 
    “No, ma'am.” 
 
    Mistress Leila jammed the plastic cock hard in Brookley Slut's mouth, bouncing it off the top of her throat, and then laughed cruelly, “I pay them via ATM.” 
 
    Brookley Slut frowned, still trying to accomplish her dildo cleaning task.  ATM?  Mistress Leila hadn't paid her.  Slave sluts didn't get paid money, did they?  She was a slave slut, not a prostitute! 
 
    Then Brookley realized what Mistress Leila meant.  ATM did not mean “Automated Teller Machine” to her.  Instead, it stood for “Ass To Mouth”.... 
 
    Mistress Leila said something else to the strippers, “Which one of you wants to lick her pussy?  Go ahead.  You'll owe me a favor, of course.  Which one wants to lick and suck that pussy?  See how dripping hot it is?” 
 
    “Well, I guess.” said one of the strippers. 
 
    “No.  Don't do it, Sindi!  You don't have to do it.  We weren't paid for that kind of thing.  Stripping only.  We aren't whores, let alone lesbian whores.”  
 
    “I know.  Look at that Brookley Slut's pussy though.  It needs a good licking.  Poor thing!  I just feel bad for her.  I want to help.” 
 
    “I don't trust these bitches.  Look at how they treat the two, you know, the two slave sluts.  We can't trust them!  Plus, she said something about owing a favor.  Don't do it!” 
 
    “I'm going to do it.  A pussy in need is a friend indeed I say.  You can leave if you want.” 
 
    “I'm not going to leave you alone with these two.” 
 
    “Then you should make yourself useful and lick my pussy while I'm down there.” 
 
    “What-what?!?” 
 
    Brookley felt an approach to her rear that had to be Sindi.  Brookley knew what she intended and what she wanted.  She wanted it too!  Much more importantly, it was what Mistress Leila wanted.   
 
    Brookley moved her knees apart which lowered her a little and made it more difficult to suck plastic cock but it allowed Sindi access to slide in on her back like a car mechanic.   
 
    Brookley felt Sindi's delicate shoulders crowd her knees and then felt Sindi's mouth on her sex.  It was a soaring relief to get the attention her pussy so desperately needed. 
 
    “Oh, Sindi....”  The other stripper sounded dismayed. 
 
    Mistress Tiara issued what sounded much like the kind of order one would give to a full-fledged slave slut, “You, other stripper, get your hot ass over here and help out your friend.” 
 
    “I'm not... I mean, I don't --” 
 
    “You didn't before but you do now.  Get your butt over here.”   
 
    Brookley assumed that Share-On was not following the order from Mistress Tiara.  But she was wrong.  The assured self-satisfaction in Tiara's voice as well as her words told just the opposite story. 
 
    “Good, that's good, but on your knees now.  Now just walk on your knees.” 
 
    Brookley thought it was incredible how these two Mistresses just got women to do what they wouldn't do or hadn't done before.   
 
    For this Share-On part of it must be the fact Tiara and Leila were her employers at the moment or clients or customers or whatever.  And peer pressure since the other stripper was doing as she was told to do.  So was Share-On then.   
 
    Herd mentality.  A two-stripper herd.  
 
    Mistress Tiara's seductive voice again, “All right, time to help your friend.  Do you know what the best way is to help your friend?  It's not what you think.” 
 
    Brookley heard what sounded like a miniature scuffle behind her.  It was the sound of knees scraping on carpet and harsh intakes of air. 
 
    Mistress Tiara spoke again, “There, now I have two slave sluts by the hair.  As I was saying.  The best way to help your fellow slave slut buddy there is not by pleasing her pussy.  It is always best for slave sluts if their Mistress's pussies are fully satisfied.  So let's just get this cute face of yours in there.” 
 
     A little more scuffling.  But not much. 
 
    “There.  That's it.  I'm rubbing it all over your face.  Marking my territory.  You'll be my stripper slave slut.  Mistress Leila can have your little buddy.  Don't worry, we share back and forth.  It'll be just like you have two Mistresses.” 
 
    Brookley felt, through her gripped hair, the way Mistress Tiara worked her hips and thus her pussy around.  Grinding her pussy onto Share-On's face.   
 
    Brookley heard licking and sucking and Mistress Tiara's pleased moans.  Clearly Share-On was getting with the program. 
 
    Brookley got the whole plastic cock clean.  In a hurry.  She wanted her task done and done correctly before her orgasm walloped her.   
 
    She wanted to earn her orgasm and she did.  By time she was done she could no longer smell Prisha Slut's ass on it though Brookley was sure anyone could smell Prisha Slut's ass on her own breath. 
 
    Mistress Leila used both her hands on Brookley Slut's face to make her look up and meet her eyes, “You and your slave slut neighbor friend Prisha Slut are going to have the privilege of helping Tiara and I take and enslave your other neighbor friends.  What do you tell your Mistress Leila about having that privilege?” 
 
    Mistress Leila stared into her eyes and Brookley Slut felt like her Mistress Leila wanted her to think about it and picture it and not just answer right away.  So Brookley Slut thought about it. 
 
    Brookley Slut's mind filled with images of Joy Tarver and Andrea Atherton in sexy pose after sexually used pose, getting dildo-fucked and ass fucked, licking pussy and having their pussies licked.  Images of how beautiful the two “wild” sluts would look as they became tamed slave sluts... as they had repeated orgasms.... 
 
    “I say... Mistress Leila, thank you Mistress Leila for allowing this slave slut the privilege of helping her Mistress!” 
 
    Mistress Leila wanted more.  She wanted to pull Brookley Slut even further in beyond repair.  Inhibit her ability to secretly disagree and secretly self-repair her betrayal to come. 
 
    Mistress Leila verbally pushed, “Do you think that mutt Joy and that Brit Andrea will make wonderful slave sluts?” 
 
    Based on the images in Brookley's mind there was only one good answer, “Yes, Mistress Leila, they would be wonderful slave sluts.” 
 
    Leila noticed the “would be” instead of “will be”.  That was to be expected but it was a little shy of total commitment. 
 
    “Brookley Slut, do you think Mistress Tiara and myself should seduce and tame and enslave your friends Joy and Andrea?  If it was left up to you?  If I were to ask your advice?  Would you give it your endorsement?  Your blessing?” 
 
    Now was Brookley's chance, she thought, to maybe get Joy and Andrea off the hook of having to deal with an attempt at seducing them.  And herself off the hook embarrassing herself trying to help seduce them. 
 
    This was also... a chance to ingratiate herself to her new Mistresses.  They obviously wanted more and more sex slaves.  Hell, they'd just pulled in the strippers Sindi and Share-On.  Literally pulled Share-On!  So... they wanted more... and Joy and Andrea were certainly sexy as could be.... 
 
    That Sindi's mouth on Brookley's pussy felt like a miracle.  The pleasures were making Brookley squint and blink. 
 
    Brookley Slut loved pleasing her Mistresses.  It was her new best thing and it felt like it might never get old.  Pleasing them with her body and her obedience were just two ways of pleasing them. 
 
    Telling them what they wanted to hear was another. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Leila, you should make them your slaves.  Like you have me.  They should be your sexy slave sluts.  Joy Tarver and Andrea Atherton should be yours and Mistress Tiara's!” 
 
    Brookley Slut realized she now really felt that way!  Once she knew what her Mistresses wanted it was automatic knowledge of what she then had to want. 
 
    She could picture Joy and Andrea kneeling on their knees to either side of her waiting for commands to please.  It turned her on! 
 
    That turn on was a powerful teammate to Sindi's fantastic oral attentions. 
 
    Mistress Leila spoke triumphantly, “Good answer, Brookley slut.  You may cum.” 
 
    Brookley only then realized she'd been waiting for permission.  She must have been because she immediately went into her orgasm, flooding juices straight down onto Sindi's mouth and face. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    Once her orgasm passed, Mistress Tiara's orgasm began and she cursed at Share-One between her legs all the way through it. 
 
    After that, despite momentary weak verbal resistance from out-of-breath Share-On, the two strippers were put in a sixty-nine with each other and kept there until each had three orgasms.  The third one while they were being flogged. 
 
    Afterwards, Share-On and Sindi both expressed concern they would not be able to work at the strip club for a few days with the marks the flogger left on them.   
 
    Mistress Leila told them that was no concern because they wouldn't be going back to the strip club.  They would be moving in with their Mistresses and would not need to worry about earning money by stripping. 
 
    There was a conspicuous silence at this news.  Brookley watched the two strippers look at each other. 
 
    Sindi flapped her hands on her nude sweaty sides, “Well, it is a nice place, Share-On.” 
 
    “Sindi....” 
 
    “Fuck, Share-On, when was the last time you had that many orgasms in such a short time?  Have you ever?  I fucking haven't and you know how much sex I get!” 
 
    “It's true.  What you said.  It is a nice place.  I have been looking for some kind of change.  Not this obviously.  I never would have thought....” 
 
    “Come on, Share-On, you wouldn't leave me all alone here, would you?” 
 
    “No.  I won't.  I can't do that to you.  Or maybe I don't want to miss out.  Whichever.  I'll stay, too.” 
 
    Share-On turned to the Mistresses, “I'll stay but you have to promise no more whipping or flogging or any of that painful stuff.” 
 
    Tiara and Leila barked laughter and Tiara spoke, “We don't “have to promise” anything.  Not to a slave slut like you.  In fact, we promise the exact opposite.  Stay and we will whip and flog you and cause you any and all pains we feel like causing you.  That I do promise.” 
 
    Share-On had a helpless stuck look on her face.  She was stuck.  She'd indicated to Sindi she wouldn't leave her alone.  More, it was clear she wanted to stay.  She'd caught the bug.  Lesbian submission had made one hell of an impression on her.  An orgasmic impression. 
 
    Her demand for a promise was just an effort to bargain.  But it was bargaining after the deal was already closed.  Too late.   
 
    Share-On's bluff was called.  All that was left was to fold. 
 
    “I understand, Mistress.  Whatever you want to do.  I'll stay.” 
 
     Mistress Leila was the least sexually satisfied woman in the mansion and that situation could not stand.  She took off the strap-on and had Share-On eat her pussy and had Sindi eat her friend Share-On's ass while Mistress Tiara stood with flogger in hand ready to flog any flagging in strength by either.   
 
    Share-On's and Sindi's tongues flapped with dedicated effort.  It was clear both were really into doing what they'd been told to do and were not just following orders. 
 
    Of course, Mistress Tiara still flogged them as they licked.  Just not as hard as she would have if they'd done a less than stellar job.   
 
    Why not?  They were slaves and slaves were for flogging.  Or for anything and everything else a Mistress may see fit to do to them. 
 
    Mistress Tiara particularly delighted in flogging Share-On after she tried to bargain / demand the concession for no flogging.   
 
    Everyone seemed to delight in it.  Not just the two Mistresses.   
 
    Sindi's eyes, peering above Share-On's ass cheeks as she dug her tongue up Share-On's asshole, were lit up with pleasure at seeing the flogger land on Share-On's vulnerable back. 
 
    Mistress Tiara took a time out from the flogging to engage Prisha Slut and Brookley Slut in sexual activity since they were standing there clearly also enjoying the abuse of Share-On. 
 
    Slaves should be kept busy! 
 
    Mistress Tiara maneuvered Prisha Slut onto the floor on her back in a wet spot left by Brookley Slut's previous orgasm and then got Brookley Slut on top of her in another sixty-nine. 
 
    It was the fourth sixty-nine in the dark alcove in a little over an hour.  Which added up to two-hundred and seventy-six.  Or eight orgasms when all was said and done depending on the counting system. 
 
    Both Bookley Slut and Prisha Slut were extremely aroused at eating out a long time friend / newly minted lesbian slave.   When Brookley Slut and Prisha Slut climaxed Mistress Leila also climaxed, nearly simultaneously, on Share-On's now eager to serve mouth.  
 
    The night had officially begun.... 
 
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Brookley was acting chipper but Joy thought she looked quite tired. 
 
    They were having their one on one meeting before Andrea's early afternoon backyard margarita chill out.  A chill out that might not be too chill this time around.   
 
    There was the ongoing drama of how Brookley's voice had come over the airwaves on their walkie talkies purchased for a lark for their pretend neighborhood watch.   
 
    Brookley's voice had pleaded for an ass beating and gave thanks to each strike of the whip or whatever it was that hit her ass.  On the walkie you could hear that awful whistling whipping sound and the sound of struck flesh.  You couldn't hear the other person say anything and conjecture was all over the place as to who it was with Brookley. 
 
    This margarita get together would also be the first to include their new neighbors, Leila and Tiara.  Or maybe those two were guests of the actual new neighbor.  The lines were blurry.   
 
    Some guy named Ellerton bought the mansion at the top of the hill, the old Farendt place, but no one had met him and apparently he was off living in one of his other mansions while two of his... women... stayed at this one.  Supposedly he had ten women! 
 
    Leila and Tiara dressed and acted friendly but slutty.  An example?  It was super friendly how they personally went to each of the other four mini-mansions in the mini-neighborhood to introduce themselves.  But it was sort of slutty how they dressed, how they behaved, and how they delivered a fruit basket that was made up entirely of aphrodisiac foods.  Who did that for new neighbors you'd never yet met? 
 
    The four trophy wives, all beautiful and none of whom worked, had a threat to their lifestyle.  The new neighbors could conceivably seduce or entice their husbands.   
 
    That Ellerton had ten women and each of their husbands had just the one.  It could be seduction and relationship realignment just through a sort of social osmosis! 
 
    Then, bad timing and an odd coincidence, right after the new neighbors moved in, Brookley had some sort of affair or sexual encounter of the BDSM variety obviously.   
 
    Her husband, like most their husbands on any given weekday, was out of town at the time so the other trophy wives knew it was someone else with her. 
 
    Brookley had yet to open up about it even with her best friend Joy though Joy had notified her of the accidental walkie transmission that revealed so much.  
 
    Now she had Brookley over to get ready for the get together but really to try to get more information out of her.  How could Joy help her friend if she didn't know what was going on?   
 
    As a friend she had to know.   
 
    As a human being she was damn curious. 
 
    As a trophy wife she was slightly concerned.  Brookley breaking her marital vows obviously meant she could conceivably be willing to break other people's marriage vows.  Such as the husbands of the other trophy wives. 
 
    Strategically, Joy thought any such unlikely event would be most likely to involve her own husband.  He was the youngest and best looking of the husbands even if he was still fifteen years older than Joy and pretty average looking on a good day.  Obviously, if Brookley was in some kind of slutty sleep around mode then Joy's husband Joel would be a top target.  Just by process of elimination within the neighborhood. 
 
    Prisha Mukherjee's husband was practically ancient at thirty-eight years older than her.  Plus, he was a loathsome toad.  On the outside and on the inside.  No way would Brookley – or anyone – go for him.  He was a rich brain surgeon but all their husbands were rich. 
 
    Andrea Atherton's husband was seventeen years older than her.  He was rich also and a nice guy actually but his drawback was obvious.  He weighed more than twice as much as the oh so fit Andrea Atherton and it was all bad weight.   
 
    What muscle he had was developed supporting and moving his fat.  If he weighed more than twice as much as Andrea it meant he might triple the weight of skinny Brookley.  It was hard to imagine Andrea and him having sex let alone him and Brookley. 
 
    Poor Andrea.  When they met people as a couple and she introduced Ted as her husband they sometimes thought she was joking.  How horrible!   
 
    Joy really admired Andrea's loyalty to him despite his weight.  She never spoke ill of him, always quickly defended him, and had once mentioned, under the influence of too many margaritas, that she always gave Ted at least two blow jobs a week.   
 
    Brookley had later privately joked with Joy that Andrea's blow jobs for Ted were probably out of self-defense to keep him from laying on top of her in the missionary position.  If he died of a heart attack during sex it might be lights out for Andrea no matter how fit she was.   
 
    Andrea worked out every day more than once a day like she was trying to make up for Ted's failure to do so. 
 
    Brookley's husband John, the great buyer of mass quantities of frozen meats for restaurant chains, wasn't much but replacing him with Ted would still be a sharp downgrade. 
 
    Joy felt bad for thinking so strategically.  Brookley was a great friend and a fun little darling who meant no one any ill will. 
 
    Right then, Brookley sat across from Joy at Joy's place and she looked tired.  She looked like she'd been up all night.   
 
    Joy supposed Brookley must be stressed out with embarrassment over what happened.  Anyone would be. 
 
    Joy took a sip of her coffee and decided to go ahead with trying to get Brookley to open up, “So, Brookley, maybe we should talk about what we heard you say over the walkie-talkie the other night.  You know you can tell me anything.” 
 
    Brookley tilted her head, “You think I can tell you anything?  Anything?” 
 
    “Brookley, everyone has secrets, even things they are not proud of, but it can be helpful to talk about them with someone you can trust.  You know you can trust me.  What happened that night?  Who were you with?” 
 
    Brookley took a sip of her own coffee and Joy saw her red-rimmed eyes narrow in thought.  Or, actually, it looked more like determination, “Let's talk about secrets, Joy.  Let's do that.  Let's share.  Have you ever done any BDSM?” 
 
    “Well, no, not exactly.  Not at all, I guess.  You know, no judgment zone here, but I haven't.” 
 
    “You've never even been spanked?” 
 
    “Oh, my parents didn't believe in that kind of thing.  It was all lost privileges and no treats.” 
 
    “Not your parents or when you were a kid, Joy!  I'm talking about having your ass spanked by a lover.  Or whipped.  Or pain elsewhere as part of sex.” 
 
    “No.  No, of course --”  she had almost said “of course not” but realized that would sound like she condemned the practice which she sort of did.  But she wanted Brookley to be in a comfort zone.  “I mean, I just haven't.  It hasn't come up.” 
 
    Brookley nodded and it looked more eager than her voice sounded, “See.  I really can't share with you what happened or why.  Obviously, from what you heard, you know it involves BDSM though, believe me, what you think you know is such a tiny part of it.  Anyway, I already know you won't understand and will judge me badly and think less of me.  Why tell you anything that is clearly just going to hurt me in your eyes?” 
 
    “Brookley, I just want to make sure you're okay and maybe give advice if I can.  I'm really here to help but you have to let me.  It's like a doctor.  You have to actually tell him what's wrong before he can fix it.” 
 
    Brookley sounded angry now, “Did I tell you something was wrong?  At all?  See.  You assume it because you have no understanding.  You have no concept.” 
 
    Joy verbally struggled to regain lost ground, “Just to carry the analogy a little further, sometimes people think nothing is wrong, go to the doctor, get checked out, and then the doctor discovers something wrong.  Then the doctor is able to help them fix what is wrong maybe.” 
 
    “So, first you have to tell the doctor what is wrong for the doctor to fix it and now you need to just let the doctor know everything and make judgments as to what is or isn't right.  Is that right, Doctor Joy Tarver?” 
 
    “Brookley, the BDSM, whatever, who cares.  But I know John was out of town so it had to be someone else.  That's already “unhealthy” in Doctor Tarver's book.” 
 
    “Joy, you are literally unable to comprehend.  Telling you would do no good.  You'd have to at least first know the power, the attraction, how compelling BDSM can be.  As is, with you advising me, it would be like a virgin trying to tell a prostitute the dos and don'ts of sex.” 
 
    Joy wondered how she could succeed in her quest for information.  A blind appeal to trust?  “Brookley, you just have to trust me.  Trust my judgment.  Trust my good intentions.  If I sound ignorant or clueless you can always ignore what I have to say.” 
 
    Brookley set down her barely touched cup of coffee, “Trust has to be a two-way street.  You want me to give you all my trust but none from you is needed in return.” 
 
    “Well, I don't have anything, you know, going on right now.  There's nothing I can tell you that you don't already know.  Right?” 
 
    “Then we have to create a secret.  One that requires trust and leads me to trust you because we both know something maybe embarrassing about each other.  Which guarantees we will shut up about it to anyone else.  Or else, right?” 
 
    “I guess so, but I don't know what --” 
 
    “I do!  Like I said, you literally know nothing about BDSM.  You're a BDSM virgin and you also know nothing about infidelity.  You're a virgin that way, too.  Here's what would make me feel comfortable opening up to you and telling you every single detail and answering every single question you may have.  Come over here and lay on my lap and I'll just spank you.” 
 
    “Spank me!?!” 
 
    “No big deal.  Just a spanking.  A little bit of pain on your ass so you can empathize with the pain I had on my ass the other night.” 
 
    “Brookley!  I'm not having sex with you!” 
 
    “A spanking isn't sex.  Some parents do it to their kids, right?  Not sex.  You just need to understand how it feels, not just the pain, but the humiliation and the helplessness.  Then you imagine combining it with some kind of good sex and you'll get the idea.” 
 
    Joy was not sure about all of that.  She was sure she didn't want to be spanked!  What a crazy idea!  She knew she didn't have to experience a spanking to know she wanted no part of one.   
 
    It was just common sense.  Primordial cave woman sense really.  Pain bad.  Avoid pain. 
 
    Brookley carefully observed her hesitation, “You're supposed to be oh so open-minded but, when it comes to returning trust with trust, turns out it's an illusion.  Isn't it?” 
 
    Joy had never seen this side of Brookley.  She was so challenging and defiant.  Almost hostile! 
 
    Joy straightened, “That's an awful thing to say!  I was just... thinking.  I'm your friend.  Your best friend I think.   If you need to spank me in order to trust me....  Fine.  I'll do it.  Or, you know, you can do it to me.” 
 
    Was there a victorious gleam in Brookley's eye?  There was.  Joy didn't care.  Brookley won this little verbal debate or struggle or confrontation or challenge or whatever it was.  The truly important thing was that it would enable Joy to maybe help her friend. 
 
    Brookley patted a bare knee below her rolled up shorts, “Come on over, Joy.  You've been naughty, haven't you?” 
 
    “Oh God, do you have to do the nasty BDSM talk too?” 
 
    “Yes, I do.  We do actually.” 
 
   
  
 

 “We?” 
 
    “Oh, yes, you'll be talking very naughty quite soon.” 
 
    “Yeah, sure.”  Joy frowned, a bit troubled now.  Hopefully Brookley was just joking around.  She must be.  She had to be.  Joy suddenly thought she knew what was going on here.  Brookley was trying to get her to back out so that she would not need to hold up her end of the bargain!   
 
    Joy wasn't going to fall for that.  She was going to help Brookley no matter if Brookley didn't want help right then.  What were friends for? 
 
    Joy, with new confidence and determination, got up and walked over to Brookley.  She began to lay down on Brookley's lap and couldn't help giggling a little.  It was so silly!  Brookley couldn't hardly hurt a fly and was more than half a foot shorter than her and skinnier.   
 
    Brookley made a tutting sound, “Sluts get spanked on their bare skin.  Take off everything below the waist.  Except socks I guess.” 
 
    Slut!  Was that something this mystery BDSM guy called Brookley?  That was terrible!  No woman should be called a slut.  Except, of course, actual sluts.  Maybe then but, even then, just to be polite, they should only be called sluts behind their backs and not to their faces. 
 
    It seemed like taking off clothes was going too far.  They were both females and obviously both heterosexual – they were both married to guys, weren't they? –  but it still seemed quite a bit too much to have to be bare down there.   
 
    Again, Brookley, tired but alert, noticed her hesitance, “See, this is how I can trust you.  How you prove it.  I know you won't tell my secrets to anyone when you know I could tell them about you taking off your pants and taking a spanking across my lap.  And you know I'll never tell anyone about it as long as you keep my secrets safe.  This can be our secret and, believe me, we will be much closer after this than we are now.” 
 
    It was all Brookley could do to keep insinuation from dripping off her spoken words.  What she was doing seemed so obvious to her that it staggered her mind that smart Joy seemed so unsuspecting.   
 
    It surprised Brookley how well this was working so far.  Mistress Leila had told her to utilize this line of twisted logic, this seemingly obvious excuse to get Joy playing along, and Mistress Leila seemed confident it could work.  Still, it was amazing it was working.  So far.   
 
    Brookley knew there were bumps in the road ahead but she remembered the other instructions Mistress Leila and Mistress Tiara gave her.  Hopefully those would work as well. 
 
    Brookley herself nearly stopped the proceedings when her feelings of friendship and closeness and goodwill towards Joy bobbed to the surface of her tired obedient-state mind.  Was she really going to do this to her long-time great friend just because those two new neighbor bitches ordered her to do it? 
 
    She was.  Those bitches weren't just bitches.  They were her Mistresses.  They took priority over anything and all others now.   
 
    They'd gotten her to betray her husband, commit adultery, and break her marriage vows.  They got her to put her marriage at risk.  They damaged her reputation at least among her friends in the neighborhood.   
 
    They made her engage in her first serious lesbian sex.  That high school stuff hadn't even counted in Brookley's mind.   
 
    Now this.  Making her betray her best friend.   
 
    Horribly, it wasn't all the Mistress's orders to blame.  She wanted to obey and please them and felt quite trained to do that after just two days exposed to them.  Brookley felt like such a weak-willed slut!  It should have taken at least, what, a month to sign over her soul?    
 
    There was a part of her that wanted Joy to join her in these violations of social norms.  So Joy wasn't better than her.   
 
    A part of her looked forward to seeing... things... done to Joy and Joy's reactions to those... things.  There was some reptilian part deep in her mind that was licking its chops. 
 
    Unsuspecting, Joy thought Brookley had a good point about mutual secret keeping.  Plus, she could just see them joking around about this whole spanking thing and laughing together as they said “Remember that time...”  It probably would make them closer. 
 
    Joy wasn't worried about any pain anyway.  She was tough.  She worked out a lot.  Not as much as Andrea but, who did?   
 
    When she was sore from a long run, the next day she went right back out there and ran through the pain in her thighs and calves.  She could see how some pain could impact delicate sweet Brookley dramatically but it would obviously work differently with her.  She wouldn't like it, of course, but it wouldn't effect her either. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Joy shed her pants and panties and tried to act casual and confident.  Yeah.  No big deal.   
 
    Tight short-sleeve shirt and socks and nothing in between.  No big deal.   
 
    About to be spanked.  No big deal. 
 
    Joy walked over and noticed in the few steps it took she walked slower and slower like she was plunging into quicksand and trying to forge ahead.   
 
    She realized that when she took off her clothes she'd divested herself of some confidence as well.   
 
    She suddenly dreaded the spanking and the humiliation of laying half-naked over her friend's lap.   
 
    Joy felt adrenaline making her heart pump faster like she was just about to run a race.  She went, for whatever reason, to Brookley's left side and bent to lean over her but Brookley tutted and made a swirl motion with her finger and pointed to the other side of her legs.   
 
    Joy was confused for a second and then realized that on the other side Brookley could use her right hand to spank Joy.  Brookley was right-handed. 
 
    That was when Joy knew for sure that Brookley was serious about this spanking.  She wanted to use her more accurate, stronger, dominant hand.  The idea of a dominant hand about to spank her, dominant in two ways, almost made Joy smile through her sneaking dread.  
 
    Well... one thing was sure... they'd remember this day for a long long time.... 
 
    Joy moved over to Brookley's other side and lay across Brookley's lap.  It was so awkward in part because she was so much bigger than Brookley.  And also because Joy was so inexperienced at getting spanked, of course, and totally inexperienced at laying across someone's lap.   
 
    Joy felt the fabric of Brookley's shorts scrape on the front of her left thigh and pelvis.  But, worse, she felt the bare skin on her right side on the bare skin of Brookley below her shorts.   
 
    Worse yet, she felt her pubic mound and patch of pubic hair bump into the curved side of Brookley's leg. 
 
    On the other side of Brookley, past her left leg, Joy's large breasts hung down despite her bra and the bottom breast curves slid against Brookley's other thigh.  They were covered but the sensation was there. 
 
    Joy's eyes, hidden from Brookley, widened when she realized her nipples were hard and swollen, pulsing with sensation, though still trapped safely in her bra.  That was way too sexual for Joy's taste.   
 
    She would keep those nipples hanging over space and make sure they did not make themselves known to Brookley.  That Brookley, mischievous elf, would tease her in private maybe for years, about that kind of thing.   
 
    It was crazy how hard her nipples were and how quickly they had hardened.  Slutty.  But Joy decided to forgive herself.  It was a weird unexpected situation after all and, if not sexual, it was sensual, especially with taking off some of her clothing and laying across Brookley's lap in such a vulnerable way. 
 
    She wouldn't even be able to see when Brookley was about to spank down on her ass.  That thought made her flex and tighten her ass in some instinctive effort to somehow protect it.   
 
    Then she thought it was putting on a show for Brookley and felt embarrassed.  Not only could she not tell when Brookley was about to spank, she also had no idea where Brookley was looking. 
 
    Somehow Joy had not fully appreciated how intimate and humiliating a spanking from her best friend would be. 
 
    Joy felt Brookley push her shirt up and up until it was bundled around her solar plexus just below her breasts, “Here, Joy.  You wouldn't want this shirt to get in the way.” 
 
    Actually, she would!  She wished she had a set of butt armor covering her rear.  Something taken off a knight's suit of armor.  Let Brookley spank hammered metal, not her soft sensitive ass!   
 
    She even wished she had butt armor that had some of those metal spikes sticking out as well.  Let Brookley spank them!  Serve her right.   
 
    Joy felt panicky resentment over Brookley maneuvering her into this situation. 
 
    Brookley ran fingers down Joy's spine and Joy felt a shock as it somehow felt just like those fingers were caressing the tips of her nipples.  Her damn nipples!  Always so sensitive.  Too big even for her large breasts and with a sensitivity to match.   
 
    Brookley's other hand caressed Joy's wealth of deep brown hair.  Joy felt the spine-tingling hand lift up. 
 
    Brookley's voice was sing-song when she spoke, “I'm going to spank your naughty ass.  You naughty slut.  I'm going to make that ass hot as an oven.  You're going to cry like a little baby.” 
 
    There was a second of heavy suspense.  Joy actually wondered if there was time to quick say something and call this off.   
 
    Maybe she didn't need to know what Brookley got up to the other night.  Maybe she didn't want to help Brookley this much.... 
 
    The first serious spank of Joy's twenty-seven-year-old life landed.  Even though the spank was expected it was still somehow a surprise.  It's loudness was surprising as well.  The pain most surprising of all. 
 
    Another spank landed and Joy's body stiffened.  The second spank hurt worse than the first! 
 
    A third spank landed.  Joy could feel little flesh waves bounce out from each impact like one hell of a big rock had been thrown into her ass pond.  The fleshy waves seemed to carry a wave of pain as well and the pain continued rolling and slopping through her body long after her ass flesh stilled. 
 
    A fourth spank landed.  If there was doubt before, there was none now.  Brookley was really spanking her.  This wasn't pretend.  This was a real spanking! 
 
    Spanks five, six, and seven landed.  Each spank made Joy stiffen, straighten her back and kick out her legs a little, before collapsing back into place bent over Brookley's skinny legs. 
 
    The level of pain was a total shock to Joy.  She never would have thought it could be so bad.  Some parents did this to their kids?  How awful!   
 
    Spanks eight, nine, and ten landed.  In addition to the back-straightening, body stiffening, and leg kicking Joy made sounds as each spank landed. 
 
    Whines of spank reception.   
 
    Spank felt loud and clear.   
 
    Joy's whines got louder.  As each whines began to die down the next spank landed and turned the volume right back up.   
 
    She couldn't seem to stop making the sounds even once she became aware of them.  Even though she felt ashamed of her weakness. 
 
    Spanks eleven, twelve, and thirteen landed.  The background continuous pain expanded slowly like the orange glow of flame of a lit stove burner.   The pain burnt like fire. 
 
    Spanks fourteen, fifteen, and sixteen landed.  Joy was past questioning when the spanking would end.  Now it felt like it would go on forever.  She was stuck in a time loop on the umpteenth spanking ring of hell. 
 
    Spanks seventeen, eighteen, and nineteen landed.  Only Brookley counted them.  Joy was no longer capable of counting.   
 
    Joy no longer whined.  Joy cried.  Her snuffles were muffled by the angle of her body but it was definite crying.  Tears ran down into Joy's eyebrows because her head hung so low. 
 
    Brookley felt a surge of guilt and a spike of power at the same time.  That hungry power... was that how Mistress Leila and Mistress Tiara often felt?   
 
    No wonder why they treated slave sluts the way they did.  Brookley knew right away this feeling was not one suited for herself most of the time.  It was fine when carrying out the will of a Mistress though. 
 
    With an extra emphasis, spank number twenty landed. 
 
    The first stage of Joy's first ever spanking was over. 
 
    The first stage. 
 
    Joy began to gather herself and tried to wipe away at the tears and snot on her face.  She was a mess.   
 
    She thought it was over and tried to slide off Brookley's lap but Brookley held her firmly.  Joy was weakened by the experience, weakened physically and in morale, and she had terrible leverage.  Even a shrimp like Brookley was able to handle her and keep her in place easily. 
 
    With her left hand pressing down between Joy's shoulders, Brookley moved her right hand, the heated spanking hand, right between Joy's unguarded legs.  In dealing with the spanks and pain and not suspecting Brookley would try to touch her pussy, Joy's kicking legs had spread apart carelessly.   
 
    Brookley's right hand slid down the crack of Joy's ass, across her perineum, until it reached the lowest part of her slit, spread her pussy lips, and pushed firmly but shallowly up the entire slit. 
 
    Brookley rapidly sawed her three gathered fingers back and forth while pressing them inward to maximize friction. 
 
    Brookley discovered quite a bit of wetness already there.... 
 
    Joy didn't even react for several seconds.  Still recovering from the spanking, these new sensations and their cause simply did not compute in Joy's mind.  Two plus two was thirty-eight.  Or maybe fifty-nine. 
 
    Finally the correct answer, after trying and rejecting others, clicked into place.  Two plus two equaled four!  Four, damn it!  Brookley was handling her pussy!  Brookley was masturbating Joy's pussy! 
 
    Joy's overwhelming urge was to make it stop immediately.  No time for asking or demanding or reasoning or pleading.  It had to stop right away!  It never should have begun! 
 
    So, instead of any talking, Joy tried to slide off Brookley's lap, off her knees and away from Brookley.  But Brookley would have none of that.   
 
    Nonsensically, Joy tried to move forward as if she could crawl across Brookley's lap.  Which she couldn't, not with Brookley's legs in the way and her left hand pressing down between Joy's shoulders.  Then Joy tried to back out and away but could get no traction with her feet and her efforts only made her press her pussy against the hand she wanted to reject. 
 
    Joy paused and forced herself to give up physical escape. 
 
    She had to do something quick.  That hand... those fingers... were doing something to her!  Something not right.  Something that felt way too good. 
 
    Fuck.  She liked it.  She shouldn't be liking it.  Joy knew it was wrong to like it.  Joy also knew it was true. 
 
    The pleasure was so welcome after the pain.  It wasn't really even after the pain.  Her ass still hurt like hell.   
 
    The pleasures flowing also did not dwarf or replace the pain.  They added themselves to the pain.  They became a new sexual mixture.  A terribly powerful concoction. 
 
    Joy resorted to words.  She resorted to verbal reasoning.  She was that desperate! 
 
    Joy yelled more than spoke and her tone wasn't rational sounding, “Brookley!  Don't!  Stop!” 
 
    “Don't stop?  All right, I won't stop.” 
 
    “No.  Do stop.  Stop with your hand... what it's doing!” 
 
    “Take my left hand off your back?  It's just helping you stay where you need to be.  That hand is a helper hand, Joy.” 
 
    “The other!  The other hand!” 
 
    “Don't you worry about that hand, Joy.  The pussy juice all over it won't hurt it at all.” 
 
    Joy gave up for a second.  Seemed to consider her options.  Brookley sawed her fingers up and down keeping Joy's pussy lips split wide.  The tips of her fingers rammed on and around Joy's clitoris. 
 
    Brookley felt Joy's muscles tensing.  She wasn't sure if she was tensing with sensation appreciation or perhaps gathering strength and preparing to buck and thrash her way free.   
 
    Maybe Joy was about to orgasm! 
 
    Brookley wasn't sure, but thought Joy might be able to escape if she really wanted to and gave her all. 
 
    She also thought it was a little too early for Joy to be getting to an orgasm though every woman was different and circumstances and techniques could dramatically alter pace of orgasm. 
 
    Brookley acted preemptively.  She took her right hand off Joy's pussy.  This also served to pause Joy, whether it be her resistance or her orgasm.   
 
    Joy thought perhaps her plea had worked.... 
 
    Brookley gripped the far side of Joy's naked waist with her quite wet hand.  Then she tilted Joy's body so her shoulders were further from her and her waist still in tight.   
 
    This allowed Brookley to pull her left leg out from under Joy.  Without the support of that leg, Joy tilted forward at a greater angle, her ass higher, and slung over just the one leg.  Joy's hair brushed the floor.   
 
    Then Brookley swung her left leg back over Joy's back, her foot on the ground on the far side of her.  Brookley's ankles wrapped and locked together making her legs pincer hug around Joy's narrow waist.   
 
    The widening of Joy's womanly hips and the size of her heavily puffing chest meant she could not move more than a little forward or backwards with Brookley's skinny legs scissored around her narrow midriff.   
 
    The effect was that Joy's ass was her highest point though it was far from pointy and her head and feet were at equal levels, her eyes now looking at her own scrabbling for purchase toes.   
 
    As helpless as Joy was before, she now was even more helpless.  Joy was completely and totally trapped.  She had less leverage and now a whole leg was pinning her upper body down and Brookley had both her own hands free.   
 
    Brookley used her left hand to replace her right on Joy's far hip and then brought her right hand right back where it needed to be. 
 
    At Joy's pussy! 
 
    Brookley sawed those fingers freely back and forth again and again and yet again.  Brookley had even greater access now and Joy felt even more helpless.  
 
    Which unexpectedly turned her on.... 
 
    She'd never felt so helpless or such panic. 
 
    Which should be a bad thing.  Should be.... 
 
    Brookley talked with some self-satisfaction in her tone, “Now your pussy is going to know what it's like to orgasm with some BDSM and, once your pussy knows, you will too.” 
 
    Joy couldn't argue that.  She was out of breath and out of ideas and, she supposed, like it or not, or, you know, love it, Brookley was certainly correct. 
 
    Brookley used her advantageous position to finger penetrate Joy.  It was not hard at all getting three fingers in and then a fourth.   
 
    Brookley had small fingers.   
 
    Joy had a fairly large pussy.   
 
    Joy's fairly large pussy was thoroughly lubricated. 
 
    Joy moaned a little as each finger entered one by one. 
 
    Once the fingers were firmly in, Brookley worked them fast and hard.  She jammed them hard downward and into Joy's pussy.   
 
    There was no real resistance from the wet pussy.  Brookley easily got all four all the way in to her knuckles each time she pushed them in.  Brookley thrust her fingers so hard only for effect. 
 
    Brookley pretended this was just a slave slut's cunt and not her best friend's pussy.  In truth, she thought they may be one and the same thing.  
 
    Joy totally gave up any struggling.  Just useless.  Physically, her struggles no longer made any sense.  Why was she trying to get away from what felt so great? 
 
    She just couldn't keep track.  Who knows what she'd been thinking a minute ago.  Something about getting up or getting away or stopping this.  She decided not to let herself be distracted from the pleasure. 
 
    Joy's body from head to waist was nearly vertical.  Her face, neck, and shoulders pressed down on the floor with much of her weight crushing them down.  The balance tilted even more and her toes left the ground.   
 
    She did not try to bring her legs together.  There was no point.  It felt too good.  Her long legs dangled and flopped like broken branches in a strong wind. 
 
    The only active parts of Joy were her lungs sucking in air but never getting quite enough and her pussy flexing on Brookley's four fingers and releasing ever more pussy juice. 
 
    Now that resistance was past, Brookley recalled further Mistress instructions and her own verbal foreshadowing to Joy.  It was time for some name-calling.   
 
    With Joy's mind mushy with pains and pleasures, and new feelings like humiliation and helplessness, her previous views of self were no longer accurate or appropriate.  Something had to fill that vacuum.   
 
    As the Mistresses explained, a slave slut could and usually did fill that vacuum just fine if left to their own thoughts.  They would call themselves names and think less of themselves and the separation of respect differential between what they had for themselves and what they had for their Mistress or Master would become a vast gulf as one went way down and the other pointed sharply up. 
 
    That natural process could be firmed up and sped along with some verbal abuse and instructional defining especially in the heat of sexual arousal. 
 
    Brookley believed them because that's exactly what they'd done to her!  It had totally worked on her!   
 
    Even once she knew what they'd done and how they did it in a calculating and manipulative way, Brookley found it still continued to work on her.  
 
    Awareness was no solution.  Not when Brookley didn't want to solve the problem.  
 
    She felt exactly the same as she did before she learned she was a subject to this technique.  She still thought so little of herself and so much of the Mistresses.   
 
    She was a slave slut.  She knew it.  They were her Mistresses.  They were her betters.  It was natural and right to do anything and everything they told her to do. 
 
    Brookley tried to sound severe and confident like the Mistresses but could not keep her enthusiasm out of her tone, “Look at this wet sloppy slut cunt taking almost my whole hand!  A slut cunt connected to the slut body of the naughty slut sometimes called Joy.” 
 
    Joy huffed for air with her mouth sliding wetly on the floor.  The wet sounds of Brookley's four fingers jamming up and down, in and out, were surprisingly loud and arousing.  Arousing to both of them. 
 
    “Joy is a slave slut.  Slave to her nasty hungry pussy.  Spank her and she gets so wet.  Joy knows she is a slave slut.” 
 
    Joy's dimmed mind struggled to decipher the information.  Did she know she was a slave slut?  No.  She tried to deny this knowledge.  Sure, she was, but, by God, she was ignorant that she was!   
 
    She'd had no idea and wished she still had no idea.   
 
    “Joy Tarver is such a slut she gets off on pain and being treated like the scummy piece of shit she is.  She is so slutty she wants to be spanked again before she has her nasty slave slut orgasm!” 
 
    Joy didn't want that! 
 
    Did she? 
 
    Joy was so confused.  Only her pussy was certain.  Her pussy was firmly set on More, More, More mode. 
 
    Brookley stuffed her fingers into Joy's pussy and stuffed her words into Joy's mind, “Ask to be spanked again.  A polite slave slut asks politely for her spankings.  Ask me.  Ask me to spank you.  Beg me to spank you.” 
 
    Joy felt torn.  She was being told what to do and had little will to make up her own mind on anything right then.  Asking to be spanked sounded all wrong, like driving through a red light.  Part of her wanted to do as told and part of her wanted to be defiant. 
 
    Blood had rushed to Joy's head and rushed to her sex, plumping her labial lips.  Some blood obeyed gravity and some defied it.  That was how she felt about this direction from Brookley.  She wanted to defy her.  She wanted to obey her. 
 
    One thing was certain.  She was so full of sensation and emotion she definitely felt like begging for something.... 
 
    Joy split the difference.  She'd beg, but not for a spanking.  No way for a spanking!  Never that! 
 
    “Please.  Finger fuck me.  I need it.  Please keep doing it.” 
 
    Of course, Brookley immediately stopped hand-fucking her pussy.  She just let her wet hand rest lightly in top of it. 
 
    Joy tried to fuck up on the resting fingers but it was totally ineffectual.  Leaving her orgasm hanging like this was worse than any spanking.  It forced her to think.  
 
    She knew what Brookley wanted.  Brookley had told her what she wanted.   
 
    She would have to give Brookley what Brookley wanted.  She felt even more helpless.  Hadn't she just told herself there was no way she'd beg for a spanking? 
 
    “Brookley!  Please, fine, I'm begging you to... spank me.  Go ahead.  If you want to.  If, afterwards, you'll help my pussy.” 
 
    “That is some real half-assed begging if I ever heard it.  But what I see before me is a full lovely vulnerable spank needy ass, not a half-ass.  I think you need to resolve that inconsistency.  Beg real slutty.” 
 
    “Please!  Please, Brookley!  Will you please spank my... naughty... ass?  My slut ass needs to be spanked.  Please, please, please spank me!” 
 
    “Since you insist.  But now you owe me for doing this for you.” 
 
    A flurry of spanks landed and kept landing.  Joy could not have counted them if she wanted to.  They hurt, boy did they hurt, but they weren't unwelcome.   
 
    They would lead ultimately to an orgasm, hopefully, but it was more than that.  Maybe it was the begging, maybe it changed perception in her mind because it was hard to beg for something and then think badly of receiving what you begged for, but... those painful spanks... felt... great...! 
 
    Joy did not try to escape and did not even wiggle.  She held still and steady.   
 
    Part of that was due to her defeated will.   
 
    Part was knowing she was only getting what she'd more than asked for.   
 
    The largest part of all was her acceptance of the pain.  She welcomed it in.   
 
    The heat all over her ass and the heat all the way down deep in her pussy were all one and the same and indistinguishable.   
 
    Brookley made a devilish announcement, “Only a total pain slut would orgasm while being spanked.  So, should be no problem with you.  I'll just keep giving you what you begged for until you orgasm.” 
 
    Joy felt more panic then.  That would never happen!  It wasn't even possible!  If it did happen it would mean something awful.  She lost no matter what! 
 
    The spanks increased in speed and ferocity and now every third landed on her pussy.  Her poor pussy!  So awful!  So unfair! 
 
    She was going to be spanked all day!  They'd miss Andrea Atherton's margarita get together! 
 
    She was never going to orgasm while being spanked! 
 
    Spanked like a helpless naughty filthy slut whore! 
 
    Joy climaxed and made a whooping sound of disbelief and overwhelming sensation.  She was practically standing on her face and her ass twisted like it was trying to screw in a light bulb.  Juices flowed down her abdomen and thighs. 
 
     
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Sometime later, when she came back to herself somewhat, she felt Brookley's hand fucking her pussy again.  Her sore eager pussy.  She made a welcoming moan.  She wanted Brookley to know the attention to her slut pussy was most welcome. 
 
    Soon she made more and more moans and groans of appreciation and approaching satisfaction. 
 
    Joy came again. 
 
    Joy was barely aware after her second orgasm eased up but felt Brookley move her body again.  She was still nose down to the ground but felt herself spun ninety degrees.  She realized this placed her pussy up and facing Brookley's face less than a second before Brookley's face joined it and swept her tongue up and down Joy's now hyper-sensitive pussy. 
 
    Brookley's tongue delved deeper and explored. 
 
    Joy began emitting floor-stifled “Ah, ah, ah, ah, ah” sounds. 
 
    Minutes later, the groaning Joy had another orgasm with her face sliding around in a pool of her own drool. 
 
    Brookley lay back a little.  Licked her lips and then wiped her face with the back of her hand.  Looked at Joy.   
 
    Joy's body was slack and so was her face down there on the floor but she was blinking so Brookley knew she was conscious.  Sort of conscious. 
 
    What else was Brookley supposed to do?  It was hard for her to remember.  Brookley felt as wore out as Joy looked.   
 
    The Mistresses kept her and Prisha Slut busy most of the night before.  Technically, morning also.  Busy busy.  Busy little beavers in more than one meaning. 
 
    Brookley was pretty sure she was supposed to get Joy to go down on her now.  Or maybe the Mistresses had wanted to be Joy's first?   
 
    Brookley wasn't even sure but it didn't matter.  Just looking at Joy, she could tell Joy wasn't up for it.  Not just from a willingness standpoint.  She was wore out and no good for sexual use. 
 
    Brookley didn't think the Mistresses took into account how sensitive Joy's body was.  Brookley had forgotten, and hadn't known personally, but Joy had mentioned it a few times, her hyper-sensitivity making sex almost too much to bare.  Her nipples in particular if she remembered correctly. 
 
    Should she tell the Mistresses?  If she did she had to wonder if they would use that knowledge to show Joy mercy or if they would use it against her.  It didn't take much consideration.  She knew they would exploit it.  
 
    Of course, as things were set to go now and were going now they would find out for themselves anyway. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    The things slave sluts did for their Mistresses. 
 
    Like serving their best friend up on a silver platter to them. 
 
    Was it her fault for obeying their orders or only their fault for giving the orders? 
 
    How much, if any, free will did Brookley even have at this moment in time? 
 
    Brookley disentangled from Joy and then helped Joy up.  She guided her, stumbling a bit, to her own bedroom.   
 
    She had her lay down on her bed on her stomach and told her to put her hands together behind her back.  
 
    Joy did it right away without any questions.  Like she knew.  Or like she wasn't capable of thought. 
 
    Brookley locked a pair of handcuffs, provided earlier by Mistress Leila, around Joy's wrists.  Even after the first one was on and the second was not yet on Joy did not move or question.  Her will was totally capitulated for the time being.   
 
    Brookley whispered in Joy's ear, “I'll be back in just a little bit.  While I'm gone you stay on this bed.  Don't you dare get up.  Just think about the things we did and what a slut you really are and how much you love being a slut.” 
 
    “Oh.  Brookley.  What about what you were going to tell me?  About the other night?” 
 
    It almost made Brookley laugh.  Joy was too exhausted to question anything or resist being handcuffed but she was still curious about Brookley and what she'd done the other night.   
 
    Curious Joy.  Always wanted to know everything.  Said she was open-minded and didn't judge people but why be so eager for information if you weren't going to judge it?  So maybe Joy did judge away and just kept her judgments to herself. 
 
    Brookley kept any sign of amusement out of her voice, “You've made progress earning that knowledge but showing is always better than telling, isn't it?” 
 
    Joy didn't answer but was probably frowning in a concerned way down into her king-size comforter as Brookley departed. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    Brookley stepped outside the Tarver residence and looked around furtively.  No sign of Andrea who was the only real concern now left in the neighborhood.  Other than the husbands, of course, and they were all away. 
 
    As previously instructed, Brookley texted Mistress Leila and Mistress Tiara.  She knew to text them both at the same time.  Always.   
 
    Apparently the two Mistresses were quite dedicated to the idea of being equals and sharing everything including slaves and knowledge.  
 
    Texting information to one but not the other, even if Brookley thought they were with each other, would be a breach of their agreement.  No doubt leading to punishment of Brookley. 
 
    Brookley still had mixed feelings about punishments from them.  You were supposed to try to avoid them obviously.  The Mistresses knew how to put the pain on you. 
 
    The worst was ending up liking it so much.  That was the real reason Brookley still wanted to avoid punishments.  Not the pain.  It was the liking that was really so awful. 
 
    It even seemed like she liked it more each time.... 
 
    Brookley texted that Joy was “ready” for the attentions of her new Mistresses.  Though, of course, Joy herself did not yet know that. 
 
    After ten minutes of waiting, instead of an answering text, there came the two Mistresses down the wide winding path from the top of the hill where their new place was.   
 
    Their platinum hair gleamed and shown in the bright sun.  As usual they did not wear much more than required by law. 
 
    To Brookley, both Mistresses looked hungry.  They'd been up most the night using Brookley Slut and Prisha Slut and those two strippers, Sindi and Share-On, and here they were eyes bright with sexual greed. 
 
    Brookley wasn't sure if she should be a little scared, a lot worried for Joy, or just plain impressed. 
 
    The Mistresses joined her on Joy's porch and got the full update from Brookley.  They seemed pleased so Brookley was happy and a bit relieved. 
 
    Leila and Tiara were, in fact, looking forward to the continued taming of Joy Tarver.  Brookley had carried out the initial most difficult part in ideal fashion.   
 
    Normally that might make Leila begin to think Brookley had a possible future as a Mistress herself somewhere down the line.  But Brookley was so little, so short and skinny.  Damn cute but little cute people were almost never good leaders.  Except for maybe the mayor of Munchkinland or the President of the Lollipop Guild. 
 
    What was a Mistress anyway but an over-the-top going-too-far leader anyway?  A leader in the bedroom.  Or anywhere else actually. 
 
    A slave slut like Brookley could only take a prospective slave slut like Joy just so far down the slave path.  It took a Master or a Mistress to complete and finalize the journey. 
 
    Ultimately a slave slut needed to be dedicated heart and soul to one or two Masters or Mistresses.  Otherwise they could not qualify as being a slave slut.   
 
    A slave slut being dedicated heart and soul to another slave slut, like Brookley, for instance... well, that would just be silly. 
 
    The Mistresses knew Prisha would be following instructions and distracting Andrea so they felt perfectly comfortable walking brazenly straight over to Joy's place.               
 
    Leila was amused by Brookley.  The filthy little slave slut was all proud and excited over doing so well following her Mistress's orders and selling out her best friend.   
 
    Yes, in the end it was all fair and these slave sluts got exactly what they deserved.  Brookley deserved her slavery.  Not that what was or wasn't deserved really mattered to the Mistresses.   
 
    Deserve it?  Slave!   
 
    Don't deserve it?  Slave! 
 
    They followed Brookley into Joy's unlocked house.  Once they told her to lead them in obviously. 
 
    From Brookley they knew Joy was handcuffed upstairs in her bed.  They gave Brookley new instructions and waited downstairs for them to come to fruition.   
 
    They had to do this right but still be conscious of time passing.  Prisha Slut would delay the English bitch but not forever. 
 
    Brookley went upstairs and found Joy laying on her bed, now on her back, clearly rather uncomfortable laying on her cuffed hands.   
 
    Brookley was relieved to see her best friend was just fine.  She both dreaded and looked forward to what she was going to do to her.  Fuck her body and fuck her mind basically.   
 
    Brookley's eyes shot to Joy's naked pussy with the wealth of curly red-tinged brown pubic hair surrounding it.  Brookley could hardly believe her mouth was watering.  She'd eaten that pussy once already, not too long ago, and she'd love to taste it again. 
 
    Brookley thought those two bitches had made her into some lustful lesbian creature!  The old Brookley she'd thought she knew so well... was just gone. 
 
    Now those bitches wanted her to help them do the same thing to poor Joy! 
 
    She... wanted to.  She wanted to please them.  She wanted to obey their whims.  The way they used and abused her last night and the night before that had transformed Brookley.   
 
    She was a creature of sex now.  Sex and submission.  She wanted more and more. 
 
    Joy sat up clumsily, “Brookley.  Thank God you're back.  Can you get these cuffs off?” 
 
    Brookley nodded, “I can.  But there's no hurry.  Let's just keep them on a while.  After all, they turn you on.  Nothing wrong with that.” 
 
    “What?  No.  They don't turn me on.  They're damn uncomfortable.  And-and-and... I've got things to do.” 
 
    “Yes, you do have things to do.  Like lick my pussy.” 
 
    “What?  No.  Brookley, whatever happened before--” 
 
    “Joy, I don't think you understand yourself or what you should do.  I'm here to help you with that.  First, you say being cuffed and helpless doesn't turn you on.  But you were helpless over my lap and you sure had a nice orgasm.  Actually, orgasms.  Plural.” 
 
    “Well... being helpless wasn't all that was going on....” 
 
    “True.  Here.  Let's settle this.” 
 
    Brookley walked right up and stuck her hand between Joy's legs and found a very wet pussy. 
 
    Joy's mouth opened but no words came out.  Like she suddenly knew quite well the slickness Brookley felt down there.   
 
    Truth to tell, right away she felt more like moaning than speaking.  But Brookley fingering her... it couldn't be happening again! 
 
    “Brookley... I'm just... from before... that's all.  It's not from these cuffs!” 
 
    “I might believe you if your nipples weren't hard as they can be.” 
 
    Joy looked down at her big pokies.  Guilty as charged.  Joy looked away and said nothing. 
 
    Brookley kept rubbing her there.  Inserted a couple fingers up her pussy. 
 
    It was happening again.... 
 
    Soon Joy was gasping.   
 
    Then she was moaning.   
 
    Then she was biting her lower lip while moaning and groaning.   
 
    Then she was bouncing onto Brookley's inserted fingers and surrounding hand and the mattress bounced and flexed with her.  She bounced like she was riding a blow up pool toy. 
 
    Joy almost bounced herself right into an orgasm.  Almost. 
 
    Brookley plucked her hand out from between Joy's legs. 
 
    Brookley spoke coldly to Joy's hot mind, “It isn't up to you if you get to orgasm.  Sluts don't make final decisions on their orgasms.” 
 
    Joy was past questioning rules and just wanted to find ways to best follow them.  The prospect of an orgasm was her guiding light, “Yes, you're right.  I'm sorry.  Brookley, may I please have an orgasm?” 
 
    “You certainly may, naughty slut.  But first you have to earn the privilege.” 
 
    “Earn it?” 
 
    “You've been a selfish slut so far, haven't you?  In life in general, keeping your sluttiness to yourself, wasting it on just one guy, only fucking that dumb-ass Joel, and no one else.  A slut who only fucks one guy is not much of a slut.  You've hardly reached your slut potential.  I'll help you with that.  Today you've had orgasm after orgasm and now you want another one.  How many orgasms have you given in return?  None.  Zero.  See.  Selfish.”               
 
    Brookley saw that Joy was trying to think and starting to look angry.  Brookley thought that was going in the wrong direction. 
 
    Brookley plunged her hand right back to Joy's pussy and worked it hard rubbing it up and down.  At first Joy was motionless though she at least did not try to talk and say the wrong thing.   
 
    But the effect was inevitable.  Joy was close before and it was under a minute since then.  Brookley's hand felt like the greatest lover in the world to her.   
 
    In about a minute she was nearly cumming.  She even tried to hide it fearing Brookley would pull her hand away.   
 
    But Brookley saw.  And pulled her hand away. 
 
    Brookley wiped her wet hand across Joy's face.  Maybe it would gross out Joy or maybe it would turn her on.  Brookley knew Joy needed to get used to this kind of thing.   
 
    Sluts did not have sterile boring sex.  Sluts did not have sex so infrequently it was like a sparse twice a year rain in a desert.  Sluts had lots and lots of sex.  The nastier the better.  The slut world was a wet and humid hot zone environment. 
 
    Brookley had moved to that environment and now she was trying to persuade Joy to move in next to her. 
 
    Joy didn't seem to notice her own pussy juice smeared across her face.  She seemed totally wrapped up in wanting an orgasm. 
 
    “Please, Brookley!  Please!  Let me cum and then... then... I'll rub you if you want.  Just take off the cuffs and then I can rub your pussy.” 
 
    “You already had three orgasms this morning.  Not.  One.  More.  For.  This.  Naughty.  Slave.  Slut.  Pussy.” 
 
    With each single word Brookley pronounced she followed it with a light slap against Joy's pussy.   
 
    The smacks were wet with sound and likely hurt a lot worse due to Joy's own pussy juice and how swollen her pussy lips were.  Their plumping up just exposed more and more nerves.  Nerves which expected gentle sexy sensations and were shocked to be getting nailed with slaps. 
 
    Brookley worked her hand again across, around, and then a bit into Joy's pussy.   Joy's knees were well apart and Brookley noted that the whole time she'd spanked Joy's pussy Joy hadn't tried to close them or pull away.   
 
    Yes, this slave slut was coming along nicely. 
 
    Brookley felt totally evil.   
 
    Why feel too guilty though?  Joy was so sexy and doing this to her was so sexy.   
 
    Brookley pulled her hand away before Joy could orgasm, “A good nasty naughty slave slut doesn't just rub a pussy.  Not usually, unless there is an order to do that.  A good nasty naughty slave slut does all she can best she can.  That means mouth and tongue.” 
 
    “You mean...” 
 
    “Of course I mean suck pussy, lick labia, tongue twat.  You had three orgasm so far.  You probably owe six but you at least owe three you selfish slut.  Do you agree?” 
 
    Joy pursed her lips.  Going down... on a pussy.... Her best friend's pussy.  That would be too crazy! 
 
    “Brookley, I'm not a lesbian.  I can't even.  I mean, I've never done it, I'd be no good at it, you don't want me to.  Look, I can, I can just, you know, masturbate you.” 
 
    “No.  You can't.  You'll do it with your mouth.  Three pussy-licking orgasms given.  Then we can come back to your orgasm.  No one gives a shit if you're a lesbian because you are a shit.  You're a shitty slave slut.  Slave sluts have sex.  A lot of sex.  They have a chance to serve and please and they do it.” 
 
    Joy felt a little hurt by Brookley's harsh words.  A little hurt and a lot turned on.  She was so fucking aroused and orgasm needy.  Somehow being overwhelmed like this by Brookley, spoken so awful towards, and kept helpless, it was all a huge turn on. 
 
    Suddenly Joy thought she totally got it.  The whole BDSM thing.  How being dominated and even being hurt could be a turn on.  Because... it was.   
 
    How could she deny it at this point or claim or even think it did not apply to her?  She couldn't. 
 
    “I'll do it.  You know.  I'll go down on you.” 
 
    “Three pussy-licked orgasms given?  Do you promise?” 
 
    “Yes.  I promise.” 
 
    “However and whatever pussy I say?  Promise?” 
 
    Joy thought that was a strange way to phrase this pussy pleasing commitment.  It was just the two of them and it wasn't like Joy could go down on her own pussy could she?  Brookley must just be talking for effect.  Getting Joy to overly commit.  Just for effect.... 
 
    “I promise, Brookley.  I'll do the best I can.” 
 
    “You'll do it like a real slave slut?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Because you are a real slave slut?” 
 
    Joy didn't really even know what all a slave slut was but, whatever it was, she sure felt like one! 
 
    “Yes, Brookley.  I'm a filthy fucked up stupid dumb nasty slave slut.  Please let me lick your pussy.” 
 
    “Lay on your back, Joy the slave slut.  I'm going to ride your face.” 
 
      
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
    Joy lay back awkwardly but quickly.  She cooperated as best she could.  It was uncomfortable laying on her cuffed hands but that was how it had to be.  It made the middle of her body her highest point.   
 
    She spread her legs wider than needed.  It struck Brookley as a hopeful eager-for-pussy-attention gesture. 
 
    Yes, Brookley would stimulate that slave slut pussy Joy kept between her legs.  Finger it while Joy licked.   
 
    Just not so much that it would make Joy orgasm. 
 
    Brookley climbed on, straddling Joy's head and facing her feet.  She tilted forward so she could best observe and reach Joy's pussy.  This pose also tilted her own pussy so Joy would be better able to sweep its length with her tongue. 
 
    Joy felt caught between lust and propriety.  She could hardly believe this was happening.  She saw Brookley's pussy above her.   
 
    Joy thought it was quite the intimate and rare perspective.  She was uncertain if she should feel disgusted or privileged.   
 
    She supposed Brookley's pussy looked pretty good... for a pussy.  Sort of tasty looking actually....  
 
    She saw Brookley's pussy was quite wet.  Was she still so wet from earlier downstairs or from just now handling Joy's pussy?  It certainly looked needy. 
 
    Brookley's pussy lowered and Joy held her place.  The pussy came to rest lightly and wetly on Joy's lips. 
 
    Joy guessed she had to do this.  Her own pussy sure thought so.  If she did it maybe Brookley would touch hers again.   
 
    Maybe even lick it again!  She really wanted to feel that mouth on her pussy once more.  Or a hundred times more.  Something like that. 
 
    She supposed Brookley really did deserve it.  Joy really should give some back.  She really did not want to be a selfish “slave slut”.  Better to be a giving unselfish “slave slut”, right? 
 
    Joy opened her mouth and shot her tongue upwards into Brookley's pussy with much more confidence than she actually felt.  
 
    She worked it in and out like a cock.  If in doubt... fuck the pussy with your tongue.  Like a much faster, much slicker, but much smaller cock. 
 
    She felt Brookley poking at her pussy but she already knew Brookley wasn't going to let her cum.  Even so... she liked it and was glad Brookley was keeping her on edge.   
 
    It really did make her lick and tongue harder.  Almost like she liked doing it.  Which, of course, she did not.  She wasn't a lesbian!  But, why be miserable about something you just had to do? 
 
    She had to admit she enjoyed hearing Brookley gasp and moan.  It was her turn to sound passionate and Joy was making it happen.   
 
    Joy felt a satisfaction in that.  Quiet but profound satisfaction.  Or maybe slut pride was a more correct term. 
 
    She couldn't seem to catch all that Brookley pussy juice on her tongue or in her mouth.  It was getting all over the place especially Joy's jaw and cheeks.  Some even got down into her ears. 
 
    The idea Brookley was quite turned on was seemingly confirmed when she had a quick orgasm.  Quick coming but long lasting.  She pumped down on Joy's face rapidly and gave a long rising moan.   
 
    If there was any possible doubt the release of juice which flowed down and freshened the wetness in Joy's ears totally confirmed the orgasm. 
 
    Joy feel almost triumphant.  She'd done it! 
 
    Now she just needed to do it two more times.... 
 
    Brookley lay her sweat damp body down the length of Joy and applied her mouth to Joy's pussy.  Licked through the pubic hair, dividing it and laying it down in place with saliva.   
 
    Joy was physically and emotionally excited.  Brookley was going to give her an orgasm already after all! 
 
    No.  She wasn't.   
 
    It was just more edging.  This time to the very edge of the cliff.  Joy, for a moment, even thought she'd made it to her orgasm, that it was just starting, but she hadn't quite.   
 
    Brookley stopped and Joy made a sort of sob sound.  Should she beg?  She would if she thought it might work.   
 
    She'd begged when ordered to beg so she may as well beg to get an orgasm for herself.  Either you were a beggar or you weren't... and she already was. 
 
    “Oh, please, Brookley!  Please finish me!  I need it so bad.  Please!  Just a few more licks!” 
 
    “I don't know.  Are you a filthy nasty stupid slave slut?” 
 
    That was so mean but Joy felt such a powerful need.  Was this how crackheads felt? 
 
    Brookley's words gave Joy hope the way a mirage made near death traveler's in the desert pick up their pace dramatically. 
 
    “Yes!  Yes, I am!  All those things!  What you said.  Nasty and filthy.  And dumb!  I'm such a stupid slut.  Just... please!” 
 
    “I'm just fucking with you Joy.  I like the begging but you were never going to get an orgasm just yet.  You've got plenty more earning to do before then.  You still have to lick out two more orgasms.” 
 
    Brookley dismounted from Joy and then from the bed.  She left the bedroom. 
 
    Joy bounced the back of her head on the bed.  Damn.  How could she lick out two more orgasms when Brookley took her pussy out of the room and well out of tongue reach?   
 
    Less than a minute later she heard an approach in the hallway. 
 
    It sounded like... more than just Brookley...! 
 
    Was that... whispered conversation?  Was it...!?! 
 
    Who on God's green Earth was Brookley bringing to her bedroom? 
 
    Brookley came in first... and then those two new neighbor bimbo sluts!  What were their names?  Leila and Tiara!   
 
    Into her bedroom uninvited!  At least, not invited by Joy herself.   
 
    Now they were seeing Joy mostly naked and handcuffed. 
 
    They were seeing her quite wet.  Pussy and face.  She'd literally been ridden hard by Brookley with her own face acting as the saddle.  Ridden hard but not yet put away wet.  Ridden hard and still wet and waiting to be put away. 
 
    Joy had a twirly spiral down awful sinking feeling. 
 
    Joy thought it may be quite a while before she was put away and that she'd be much wetter by then. 
 
    Yep.  They were taking off all their clothes.  They obviously had... expectations.... 
 
    Brookley sounded matter-of-fact while looking nervous at the two new neighbors.  Like what she said was really for their benefit and she hoped to please them with her words.  Those two were important to Brookley.  Not her best friend Joy               
 
    “Joy, you know how you promised to lick three orgasms from a pussy so you could get another?  You gave me one so you have two to go.  Mine is tired so, considerately, to help you fulfill your promise and get you to your orgasm, I have brought you two more.” 
 
    “Brookley, this is... so awful... and so wrong.  I don't even know these... people.” 
 
    Brookley shook her head sadly, “You don't understand yourself or what you are now.  You're a slut.  You've said so again and again over and over.  Quite frankly, I totally agree with your self-assessment.”   
 
    Leila, completely nude already as she'd had little clothes on to begin with, added, “To a slut what pussy or what cock just does not matter.  Sluts are like that one mountain climber.  You know, why did he climb the mountain?  Answer:  Because it's there.  Why does a slut like Joy suck a dick or slurp a pussy?  Same fucking answer.  Because it's there.” 
 
    “Brookley!”  Joy focused on Brookley for assistance but did not even know how to formulate a plea that could be persuasive to this new alien Brookley.   
 
    It was also distracting how Leila and Tiara, both nude, climbed up on the bed on either side of Joy.  Distracting and ominous. 
 
    Joy saw Brookley's face blocked by Leila's, like an eclipse of who would now be sexually using her.  Leila answered Joy's plea for Brookley, “You know that Ebenezer Scrooge story they play every Christmas?  How he had the ghosts of Christmas past, present, and future?” 
 
    Joy did know that movie, probably multiple versions, but didn't see what it possibly had to do with nude neighbors approaching ever closer.  Someone better tell her soon before they smothered her with their big fake breasts! 
 
    Leila did continue and the two new neighbors even paused their dual approach, “Think of Brookley Slut as pussy past.  You already took care of hers.  Tiara is going to be next.” 
 
    Tiara waved with mock bubbly cheerfulness, “Hi, I'm pussy present.  Present and accounted for.” 
 
    Leila made a show room model motion with her hands motioning on either side of her pussy as she knelt on her knees on the bed inches from Joy, “Mine will be last.  The last pussy to visit your mouth today.  Well, maybe the last.” 
 
    Somehow, even though she had those important protests to make, Joy could not help but look at Leila's pussy.  So close and and in such detail.  So easy to see every detail because there was no pubic hair at all.   
 
    It was... interesting.... 
 
    Leila motioned with her hand and made Joy look up at her face.  She had a hard look in her eyes, “Hello, I'm your pussy future.  I'm going to be your main Mistress.  Your top top is another way of putting it.” 
 
    Joy knew she better say something now.  Now or never!  Something eloquent.   
 
    It might be her last words for awhile.... 
 
    Tiara was already swinging a leg over her face and centering her pussy above Joy's mouth.... 
 
    “Mistress?  You think I'm going to be your slave?”  Joy tried to sound like she was scoffing at the idea but it came out pretty weak and flat.  Uncertain and questioning.  Waiting for the right answer. 
 
    Leila sounded very sure of herself, “Yes, of course, my slave.  One of them.  But don't feel all lost in the shuffle.  You will be a very special slave.  You are going to be my pet Mutt.  In fact, I'll even call you “Mutt”.  So be sure to answer to that when you hear the call.  Or, you know, a whistle.” 
 
    Joy wanted to say something like “What the fuck!  Will not!” but who could talk with the ghost of pussy present encompassing your mouth? 
 
    She hadn't had time to shut this down.  To say no.  Now her mouth was shut with pussy.  Tiara wobbled her pussy around on Joy's mouth but kept it firmly planted.  No chance for Joy to talk.   
 
    These fucking bitches obviously knew it was easier to get forgiveness than permission! 
 
    Oh, Joy made lots of “Mmmmmm”-type sounds like she wanted to talk but Tiara acted like Joy was adding vibration just to please her pussy, “Oooo, Joy Slut, I mean Mutt, keep doing that.  That's some good pussy pleasing.  I just adore it.” 
 
    Mutt?  Mutt!?!  If she were going to be a slut – and, of course, she wasn't – she'd at least demand a better nickname or code name or... pet name... than that!  Mutt wasn't even a name.  If you found an actual mutt and adopted it you'd at least have the decency to give it a fucking name! 
 
    “Come on, Mutt, get that tongue in there.  Come on, Mutt!”  Tiara bounced around and worked her pussy on Joy's face. 
 
    Well.... 
 
    These bitches did have their expectations, didn't they? 
 
    May as well.... 
 
    Joy opened her mouth and inserted her tongue.   She just... followed instructions. 
 
    Tiara kept the others informed and it was embarrassing to Joy.  Even if she already was nude, cuffed, and verbally abused.  Even, supposedly, not caring what these near strangers thought of her, it was still terribly embarrassing. 
 
    Tiara, “Hey, you two, the new slave slut is getting with the program.  Knows her place.  At least her tongue does.  She has it inside my pussy!” 
 
    Tiara pumped her pussy some more on Joy's face, “It feels great!  This Mutt has long legs and a long tongue!” 
 
    Leila ran a hand firmly up and down Joy's legs while Joy ran her tongue up and down Tiara's pussy.  That Leila's hand went higher and higher.   
 
    Joy knew damn well she should want that hand to steer way clear of her pussy.  She should be angry at its approach.  But should be and reality were two very different beasts. 
 
    She wanted that hand.  Her pussy wanted to eat up those Leila fingers. 
 
    The Leila fingers arrived and explored Joy's wet folds.  But too lightly and with too little depth. 
 
    Joy realized Leila knew the score.  No orgasm for Joy.  Pussy servicing first. 
 
    Her fingers certainly did inspire Joy's performance.  That or her own hunger.  She didn't mind licking out Tiara any more.  If she ever really had. 
 
    Either Tiara was pretty sexually tuned up before arriving at Joy's or Joy was getting pretty good at pussy pleasing because it really wasn't that long before Tiara was also cumming on Joy's face, her slightly sweeter juices flowing and mixing with the ones Brookley left before. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
    “Me next, Mutt.” 
 
    Now Leila got into place with her pussy hovering over Joy's wet mouth.   
 
    Joy did not want to please her.   
 
    Brookley was her best friend at least and Joy had felt a debt that needed paying for all the pleasure Brookley had given her.  Granted, pleasure she hadn't asked for and with painful spanks as well that made her cry but, still, three orgasms.   
 
    Three orgasms!  It was very hard to argue against three orgasms.  Or even one.  Orgasms were winners.  Orgasms settled the debate if there was one.   
 
    Tiara, well, was a stranger but she was hot and was sort of adorable.  Sure, Leila was hot also but she had that calculating look in her eye like she had plans for Joy, plans she wouldn't share until they came to fruition.  Joy bet Leila wouldn't share them because she knew Joy wouldn't like them. 
 
    Leila was also the one talking high and mighty and so unrealistic about being Joy's Mistress.  About being “Mutt's” Mistress actually.  What a bitch!  Wanting to call her Mutt!  It was an outrage.   
 
    The problem with licking Leila's pussy – besides Joy's poor tongue being so worn out – was that it seemed like it would be an endorsement of Leila's misguided ideas for Joy and her bizarre concepts regarding Joy the Mutt. 
 
    Joy thought licking pussy had to be considered more than mere agreement.  Way more.   
 
    She had to avoid it. 
 
    Of course... she also had to have an orgasm.... 
 
    This was a tough one.... 
 
    Made much easier when Leila's pussy arrived on her mouth.  As it settled on Joy's mouth it also settled the furious debate inside Joy between her mental worry and reticence and her pussy need. 
 
    Oh well.  Nothing for it now.  Gotta lick that pussy.  She'd sort out the rest with this alleged “Mistress” right after or maybe some other time. Clarification could wait.  Pussy licking could not. 
 
    Like Tiara, Leila mounted Joy's face while herself facing away from Joy's feet.  She worked and ground her pussy on Joy's mouth in a slow confident roll.  She did not worry about ordering Joy to do anything.   
 
    She'd taken this one's measure.  Another weakling.  So fucking weak.  She had a backbone literally but not much of one figuratively.   
 
    This one might confess to anything with a single waterboarding.  Leila was currently pussy-boarding her.  Or pussy-aboarding her.  Whichever. 
 
    Yep.  There it was.  Mutt's tongue poking out like a prairie dog.  Cautious.  Tentative.   
 
    Now, more bold.  Curious.  Extending.  Rigid with prairie dog alertness.  Extending more.   
 
    Wow.  It really was quite the long tongue.   
 
    Yes, Mutt would make a fine acquisition. 
 
    Still, a girl should play hard to get. 
 
    Leila rose up on her knees, thighs vertical so she was suddenly off Joy's mouth.  Even off that long tongue.   
 
    The tongue remained extended momentarily like it was waiting for the sequel, Return Of Pussy.  Then Joy pulled it back in.   
 
    Leila looked down pointedly until she had full eye contact from Joy, “Mutt, I gave you a taste of my treat.  Mutt's love tasty treats.  But Mutt's need to do their tricks correctly or they get no treat.  Even a Mutt like you can be polite.  You should ask me for my pussy and, if you do and I give it to you, you must always do your best to please it, and thank me afterward.” 
 
    Mutt's eyes widened.  Possibly with some defiance.  Leila waited.  A droplet of pussy juice fell onto Mutt's upper lip.  Mutt's eyes rolled to take in Brookley and Tiara also waiting expectantly.   
 
    Mutt's voice sounded like someone who was painfully shy forced to speak, “May I... please... lick... and please your pussy?  Please?” 
 
    Now that Mutt was distracted with self-conscious humiliation and feeling the pressure of the moment, Leila could pounce on her and get her to say or do things she would not normally do.  Not when she wasn't fully trained yet.   
 
    In this case, get her to say something she never thought she would and was probably determined not to say just moments before. 
 
    “Mutt, nice ask and all, but a slave slut should always address her Mistress properly.  What do you call your Mistress?” 
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    “That's such a smart Mutt!  Good girl!  Now, ask nice and call me your Mistress all proper and all true.  Mistress now and Mistress forever.  I'm your pussy future.  I have the pussy you most want to please.  You're going to adore being my personal slave slut.  It's easy.  Just do every single thing I tell you no matter what.  Easy.” 
 
    Joy thought that silky too-crafty voice could not be trusted.  The words and ideas were crazy, and bizarre, and against Joy's self-interest.   
 
    Crazy talk to anyone.  Except maybe Joy right then.  Joy felt passion-drunk.  What Leila told her should sound so crazy but somehow didn't.... 
 
    So what if she did call Leila “Mistress”?  It would satisfy Leila, leading to Joy being allowed to physically satisfy Leila, leading ultimately to Joy's own satisfaction.   
 
    Should she give up her own self-interest for that selfish reason? 
 
    But sooner or later the passion drunk would wear off.  She'd sober up with one hell of a moral hangover.  Then, that would be it. 
 
    Fine.  Let the “Mistress Leila” have her moment and get her rocks off on it.  As long as it led to Joy also getting off.  Just... pay the price... even if it wasn't in her budget. 
 
    “Mistress Leila, may I please lick and please your pussy?” 
 
    “Sure thing, Mutt.”  Leila plopped her pussy onto Joy's pouting lips.  Joy's lips and Mistress Leila's lips ground and slid against each other.   
 
    Joy's tongue went right back up the hole pushing Leila's outer lips and inner lips aside to delve as deeply up as she could get.    
 
    The little delay had been emotionally grueling to Joy but it did help rest and restore her tongue to enable her to give her best efforts. 
 
    Mistress Leila spoke to the two attentive watchers like a professor giving a presentation but her voice did reveal the strain of great pleasures, “So, there you have it.  You heard.  This one is now my slave slut.  She'll do any old thing I say.  Or any old man or woman for that matter if I say so.” 
 
    Mistress Leila bounced hard on Joy's face twice like she didn't care if she broke Joy's nose, “Just rub the surface and discover underneath a total slut.  She now belongs to me and I will be her Mistress for life.  Funny thing is, you two know it and so do I, and she is it, but she probably still doesn't really know it.  Not yet.  It's such a big change for little Mutt she simply can't comprehend it.” 
 
    Can't comprehend it?  What a bitch, thought Joy.  I can too comprehend it!  That is, she could if it was true.  But it wasn't true!   
 
    Not true.  Not true.  Not true!   
 
    She kept thinking that and she kept licking and tonguing like it was her life's devotion to do so. 
 
    Not-lick-true-lick-not-lick-true-lick-not-lick-true-lick-not-lick-true-lick.... 
 
    Trying to keep her breath, Leila continued her lecture interspersed with gasps and moans, “The thing is... I'm always honest with a slave slut.  First of all, why bother lying to the filthy low down sluts?  Sure, trick them, sure, deceive them.  But I never lie.  That way they know everything I say to them is the truth.”   
 
    Leila held two handfuls of Joy's beautiful brown hair and twisted the handfuls back and forth while rocking on Joy's face, “Everything else before and after I tell them they are my slave slut and I am their Mistress is true so it is just logic for them that it is all true.  Even that.” 
 
    Leila leaned forward gasping with sensation but still able to talk, “Ultimately, in their mind, it comes down to their word, their opinion, versus that of their Mistress.  Just like here and now, the will of the Mistress defeats the will of the slave slut.  Because they are a slave slut and I am a Mistress and, because I label each as they are, they come to believe what is the truth.” 
 
    Leila bounced her pussy with extra energy on Joy's face like she was pussy punctuating her remarks, “Being a slave is entirely dependent on belief.  It doesn't matter what they think they know or what they do know.  All that matters is what they come to believe.  Look at me telling you all about this even as I ride Mutt's face.” 
 
    Leila had to stop talking then.  Joy's mouth and her own wicked perspective filled her with overwhelming lust. 
 
    Leila fell backward across Joy's body and shuddered in orgasm.  It was clear talking about enslaving Joy played a role in powering her orgasm. 
 
    Leila's ass slid down until it was a crushing neck-brace on Joy and Joy's tongue, rather humorously but impressively, flopped about on her pussy juice wet chin still trying desperately to reach Leila's pussy. 
 
    Tiara made a furious little golf clap, “Good job, Mutt!” 
 
    Joy's eyes closed tightly and then opened like she was hoping the long blink would change things, “Um.  Thank you.” 
 
      
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
    Tiara tweaked one of Joy's nipples squished out to the side from under Leila's shaking body, “Leila is your main Mistress but always remember to call me Mistress also.  Otherwise you need to be punished and you don't want that.  Or, maybe you do.  Fine by me.” 
 
    Tiara twisted the nipple much harder and it forced Joy to speak, “Yes, Mistress!  I understand. Mistress!” 
 
    “You're a good Mutt.  I'm glad we're taking you in.” 
 
    Joy turned her head sideways and saw Brookley.  Brookley looked excited but guilty, awestruck by what took place right in front of her, but uncertain what was next.   
 
    Joy understood.  She felt most those same feelings herself. 
 
    Priorities, thought Joy.  First things first, thought Joy.  What about this orgasm she must have earned by now? 
 
    “Can I....  Please, Brookley, and-and Mistresses... can I have... an orgasm now?” 
 
    Leila climbed off her, “Up at our place later.  We need to get going.  We have things happening.  We have a schedule.  Get dressed.  Not much but enough so you don't get arrested on the street in the unlikely event a cop drives by.  The three of us are going over to your friend Andrea's margarita bash.  You stay here.  You're in no condition.  After Andrea's party we'll come collect you.  Then we have all the rest of the day and all night to give you that orgasm and many more and, even better, even more of a treat for our little Mutt, you get to give us more orgasms.” 
 
    She wasn't going up there!  Not into their evil lair!  It made no sense to go there.  Look at what they'd done to or with her in her own home.  How much... more... could they do in their own home? 
 
    In fact, even if she wanted to (and, yes, a part of her, maybe even a voting majority, really did want to) she absolutely could not.  Joel had called the night before and he was coming home a day early.  She had to pick him up at the airport in just a few hours. 
 
    Joy, politely and with lots of “Mistress” this and “Mistress” that, explained the situation to the new neighbors / new Mistresses.   
 
    Leila's eyes narrowed like she was suspicious and like she was ready to direct her anger into certain activities.   
 
    Joy's words stumbled over each other as she offered to prove it because Joel had also texted his return flight info. 
 
    Leila had Brookley help Joy to her feet and had her take off the handcuffs.  Leila told Joy to bring her the cell phone with her husband's text message on it. 
 
    Joy did and it was there of course.  Joy wouldn't lie!  It made Joy angry that she had to prove herself. 
 
    Leila gave her the phone back, “Fine then.  Does your husband travel next week?” 
 
    Joy wondered if she should be telling her.  “Yes.” 
 
    “What days?” 
 
    “Monday morning through Thursday evening.” 
 
    “Where's he going this time?” 
 
    Why would she want to know that?  May as well tell her.  This Leila always seemed to get whatever she wanted whether it be Brookley's obedience or Joy's pussy licking or information on Joy's husband.  “Tempe, Arizona.  It's a suburb of Phoenix.” 
 
    “What's he up to out there?” 
 
    “Well, he's “up to” doing his job.  I guess one of the company's shipping depot's efficiency is way down.” 
 
    Leila looked at Tiara like she was making sure Tiara heard all that, then back at Joy, “All right then.  Looks like you need to be a good wifey for the time being.  You pick him up and have your unbuttered white bread weekend with hubby.  Monday, after you drop him off at the airport, come up to our place.  For three days and three nights you get to be Mutt, our sweet sexy Mutt.  Three days and nights of serving your Mistresses, three days and nights of orgasms given and orgasms received.  We'll even get your training started on your Mutt duties.” 
 
    “Training?”  It was a mumble from Joy.  Even though she was taller than Leila she was thoroughly intimidated by her and cowed by her own earlier weaknesses.   
 
    Joy's legs trembled with weariness and need for an orgasm.  This... Mistress... was making all these plans but Joy felt unable to derail the train that was leaving the station.  It would have to wait.  She'd make things clear some other time.  Monday she guessed. 
 
    Leila surprised Joy by cupping her sex, still bare and still quite wet between Joy's legs, “Mutt, you animal, you've got this animal between your legs.  A hungry little animal.  Keep it hungry.  No orgasms for you until Monday when you come up to our place.” 
 
    “Iffffffff...,”  It was hard to talk with those skillful fingers sorting through her wet folds, “Um, I, ah, don't come up there.  If I, ah, have other plans....” 
 
    Joy let her voice drift off and wet sounds came from between her legs. 
 
    Leila knew Joy was looking for, asking for, almost begging for, some kind of threat.  So that she would be “forced” to come to them on Monday.   
 
    That wasn't how Leila operated though.  And, make no mistake, this whole thing was an operation of military grade planning and precision. 
 
    Leila did not make threats.  Not that kind at least.  She was not above pointing out reality though, “Just a recap, Mutt.  You've gone down on three pussies in less than two hours.  With enthusiasm and you've shown real talent.  You made us all cum and so quickly as well with that long Mutt tongue of yours.  I understand you've also had at least three orgasms in the same time.  None of them involving a dick, real or plastic.  You are going to tell yourself some lies after we leave but you need to recognize them as lies.  The orgasms?  Those were real.” 
 
    There was a moment while the words sunk in and Leila's fingers sunk deeper into Joy's hot pussy. 
 
    Leila spoke over the slippery sounds, “You already know you can't have any orgasms until you come up there.  I'm sure you want orgasms.  Most importantly, your Mistress Leila, moi, would be slightly disappointed if her new Mutt she had graciously decided to take on did not show up panting eagerly at her doorstep.  A slave slut like you wouldn't want to disappoint her Mistress, would she?” 
 
    “No.  No, Mistress!”  Joy was almost vibrating with need to climax and found herself thoroughly agreeing with Mistress Leila.   
 
    She did not want to disappoint Mistress Leila!  Not even a little bit!  That would be terrible!  She never wanted to disappoint Mistress Leila! 
 
    Mistress Leila nibbled her ear and Joy very nearly came, “When you come up there Monday I'll have you over my knee and I'm going to spank you.  As a reward.  Then I'm going to make you cum.  Then you're going to spend the day licking pussy and cumming over and over and just totally getting fucked including fucked up in your little fucked up head.  You're going to be such a happy dedicated Mutt once I have you all trained to do exactly what I want.  Everything that I want will be all that you want.” 
 
    It sounded awful, and evil, and wrong, and scary, and amazing.  Joy's dread was no match for her eagerness. 
 
    As soon as she started pumping her pussy on Mistress Leila's hand the hand was pulled away. 
 
    Leila, Tiara, and Brookley got dressed and arranged their clothing.   
 
    Joy watched and her breath caught when she saw the butterfly tattoos on the lower backs of Leila and Tiara were actually tattoos of pussies. 
 
    Maybe she would have seen this coming if she had properly watched them leaving that first time they visited and introduced themselves! 
 
    Brookley told her, “You need to rest a while.  You're no good for the margarita get together at Andrea's.  I'll tell everybody you're not feeling well.” 
 
    Just before they left, Mistress Tiara put one finger against Joy's lips and one finger against her own and made a shushing sound, “Shhhhhh.” 
 
    The message was clear.  Tell no one anything of this. 
 
    Laughable.  Who would she tell?  Joel?  Never.  
 
    The other trophy wives, Andrea and Prisha?  Tell them what?  “Hey, you know those new slutty neighbors, well, guess what, turns out I'm the slut.” 
 
    Or, “Hey, neighbors, I slept around on my husband but it was all just lesbian stuff so, you know, is that better or worse?  Yeah, one wasn't enough so I licked three different pussies in less than half a day.  Don't worry about me hitting on your husbands, just worry I may hit on you.” 
 
    Nope.  No way.  Never going to tell anyone.   
 
    Plus, of course, she would not want to disobey her Mistress Tiara, would she? 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
    Continued in Book III of Seduced Trophy Wives, “Training the Trophy Wives”, 
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    Available Books 
 
      
 
    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 Take 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? 
 
    “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  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    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: 
 
      
 
    lesbianseductionfiction.com 
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
Jordan Church





