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    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 was not yet so convinced. 
 
    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 had 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 had plans to seduce her friends.  Prisha thought she should warn them but also thought that, unlike her, they would not succumb to Prisha's new Mistresses. 
 
    In Part II of Seduced Trophy Wives, “Taming the Trophy Wives”, Brookley went back up to the mansion to clarify she was not going to be some lesbian slave.  Instead, Leila and Tiara clarified her. 
 
    Brookley saw Prisha was also seduced and the Mistresses made them have sex with each other.  Brookley gave in to her needs and recognized the two new neighbors as her new Mistresses.   
 
    In addition, the Mistresses took and tamed the two strippers they had hired.  The strippers temporary gig became a permanent one. 
 
    Joy sought to find out from Brookley exactly who they heard abusing her ass over the walkie talkie.  Brookley followed the directions of her two new Mistresses and, over at Joy's place, seduced Joy into taking a spanking and then into lesbian sex. 
 
    Brookley then got Joy, who'd had three orgasms, to agree she would lick three orgasms out of pussies.  Joy assumed this meant going down on her best friend three times.  Instead, Brookley let Leila and Tiara into Joy's house and Joy had to sexually service all three of them. 
 
    They got Joy to call them Mistress and began calling her “Mutt” based on her mixed lineage. 
 
    With Joy's husband coming back home that day they ordered her to skip Andrea's margarita get together and to deliver herself to them after that weekend. 
 
    The Mistresses have Brookley and Prisha under complete control, apparently, but have only begun to tame Joy and have yet to start on Andrea Atherton. 
 
      
 
    Chapter One 
 
    It was nearly noon when the doorbell rang the first time at Andrea Atherton's.   
 
    One o'clock was when all the guests were due to arrive.  So it was quite an early bird out there ringing the doorbell.  One o'clock was really more of a deadline, be here by then, than an actual time to arrive.   
 
    Andrea's home and heart were always open to the other trophy wives and they often arrived early to hang out or make token efforts to assist the minimal preparations needed. 
 
    An early bird from the trophy wives was quite welcome.  Andrea sincerely hoped the new neighbors would be fashionably late even if they had yet to show much clothing fashion.   
 
    Those new neighbors, Leila and Tiara, were just so brazen that Andrea would prefer not to be alone with them.   
 
    Also, of course, any unusual behavior by them should best be observed by multiple trophy wives from multiple angles in order to be best discussed by the trophy wives later after they left. 
 
    This margarita gathering had much more importance than usual.  Besides the possible threat to their marriages by these scantily clad new neighbors, Andrea wanted to get the scoop on Brookley from Joy.   
 
    Ever since that walkie talkie transmission from two nights before in which Brookley was heard begging someone to hurt her ass they were all intensely curious.  Who was abusing Brookley's poor little butt and why would Brookley let them? 
 
    They knew it could not have been her husband, John.  He was off traveling again like most their husbands did during the week. 
 
    Joy was meeting with Brookley casually one on one over at her place so she'd be in a comfort zone to reveal all.  Which Joy would then share with Andrea.  Which Andrea would then share with her faithful buddy Prisha. 
 
    It really was amazing these things happening in such temporal proximity to one another.  The weird sexed up new neighbors.  Brookley being into some kind of BDSM thing as part of some unfaithful affair.  
 
    Thankfully the first arrival was her best friend, her neighbor, and, jokingly, her sidekick, all wrapped up in the one and only Prisha Mukherjee.  Prisha was a golden soul and sort of Andrea's pet project as well.   
 
    She was married to that beast of a little shrunken ugly husband.  He was like the victim of a headhunter who decided to experiment and shrink the head and the whole body.  He actually wasn't that small but was so deeply lined that he looked shrunken.   
 
    Andrea once joked with Joy and Brookley that if that man was ever taken by headhunters and they shrunk his head down they wouldn't even notice a difference.  Sort of funny given that he was a brain surgeon. 
 
    Andrea always got Prisha to relax and open up and have fun. 
 
    The margaritas helped also. 
 
    Prisha came in friendly as always but looked on edge and maybe tired also.  Also usual, she was dressed very conservatively with much of her body covered despite the warmth of the day.   
 
    Andrea knew Prisha's husband was off traveling to some brain-cutting convention.  Other times he traveled to assist or advise in the most difficult of brain surgeries.  He was damn good at his job.  But still an asshole with how he treated Prisha. 
 
    All their husbands were traveling at the moment.  That was usually when Andrea had these gatherings. 
 
    Prisha hung out on the huge back bricked patio while Andrea put all in readiness.  Prisha seemed quiet, closing her eyes and basking in the sunlight.  Actually, she looked tired.  She must not have slept well.  Nightmares?  Maybe.  It couldn't be lack of sleep missing that nightmare of a husband of hers! 
 
    Andrea just adored Prisha.  Such a sweetheart!   
 
    As friends they were opposites in many ways.  Andrea the blonde Brit with some height.  Prisha, the Indian, with particularly dark skin.   They were both quite healthy but Andrea was athletic, constantly conditioning her body, and Prisha was soft and full, like a woman some jungle tribe would begin worshiping as a fertility goddess.  
 
    They were opposites in some regards by personalty as well.  Andrea was outgoing, social, organizational, talkative, confident.  Prisha was reserved, shy, a wallflower, diffident.  Andrea was a bit cynical and Prisha was optimistic and always thought the best of others. 
 
    But it worked.  They hung out more with each other than with the other two trophy wives.  Maybe because they came from other countries to live in America.  Together they jokingly formed the “International” team as part of the goofy neighborhood watch. 
 
    The hour before the gathering passed quickly with little talking between them.  They were always able to have comfortable silences due to their closeness.   
 
    Something did seem a bit off with Prisha but Andrea couldn't place what it was.  If it was something Andrea needed to know then Prisha would eventually tell her.  As far as she knew Prisha always told Andrea all that she knew. 
 
    Then, a little before one, Brookley showed up and she looked like she'd maybe jogged over as she was a bit sweaty and her hair was a mess.  Maybe the stress of knowing her begging for an ass beating went out on the walkie-talkie's was getting to her?   
 
    Brookley told them Joy wasn't feeling well and wouldn't be showing up.  Poor Joy.  Poor Andrea also because now Andrea would have to wait to get any Brookley news from Joy.   
 
    Joy was going to miss out.  It would have been so perfect if all four trophy wives were there to judge every move and every comment made by the two new neighbors.  If they even showed up.  Andrea had invited them and that Leila said they would be there but who knew how reliable they were or weren't. 
 
    Finally, about twenty minutes late, just borderline rude, the two new neighbors showed up.  Leila and Tiara.  Still platinum blonde, Andrea saw.  So they had not dyed their hair a new color in the past two days since Andrea met them!   
 
    No new tattoos either.  Still just those tramp stamps on their lower backs.  Pink butterflies?  Something like that.  Hard to tell since they usually faced her and were otherwise in motion.   
 
    They wore slut gear.  It especially was because they weren't wearing bras and Andrea could see no pantie lines.  They had on half shirts, tight shorts, and nothing else other than those tattoos! 
 
    To Andrea, their apparel alone was rude.  It was a hot day but, if invited to come to someone's home for the first time, they should at least wear panties and bras!   
 
    It wasn't like they were flat-chested either.   They had those big augmented breasts.  Their tits bounced and jounced in that overstuffed augmented way and they threatened constantly to poke out under their shirts.  The only reason they didn't was the tightness of the shirts, several sizes smaller than needed.  Which kept their tits from escaping but showed off their nipples prominently.  
 
    Andrea, of course, showed no indication of any reservations or offense.  She greeted them warmly.  She prided herself on being a wonderful hostess.  
 
    Andrea guided Prisha, Brookley, Tiara, and Leila to the back patio and made sure they were each comfortably seated around a marbled lawn table with a margarita pitcher and half a dozen margarita glasses, along with a plate of sliced limes, and a saucer of kosher salt.  There were also a few snacks even though it was right after lunch.   
 
    Andrea had no idea, none, that she was now surrounded by two slut slaves and two Mistresses and she was the only so called “normal” person at her own get together.... 
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    The chit chat started with the usual comments about the weather.  Normally comments – complimentary – would follow regarding what each of them wore.  Then they'd talk briefly about the husbands – blessedly briefly – but just to note and know where each was traveling or what each was up to professionally at the moment.  Then on to whatever subjects struck their fancy. 
 
    Clothing didn't really seem like a good topic as Andrea would not be able to compliment the two new neighbors on their clothes.  What could she say?  Good for you not wearing a sweltering bra on this baking hot day? 
 
    However, the new neighbors wanted to talk about clothing. 
 
    Leila turned to Andrea and spoke loudly so everyone heard, “Andrea.  Thanks for inviting us. That's a nice pool you have.  We should all be wearing swim suits.  Or, really, why bother?  We should just swim around naked and sun ourselves in the nude.” 
 
    Andrea's eyebrows were about as high as they could go, “We don't swim at our get togethers.  After lunch.  Margaritas.  You know.” 
 
    Andrea just wanted to glide right past that whole “in the nude” thing. 
 
    Leila did not, “What?  You think you're going to drown if you have a full stomach?  We wouldn't let you drown.” 
 
    Andrea frowned her eyebrows back down, “No.  Not that.  I wouldn't drown.  I'm a great swimmer.  It's the best exercise.” 
 
    Tiara licked her lips and bounced her own eyebrows in a Groucho Marx pantomime, “I do believe it's the second best exercise....” 
 
    Everyone but Andrea laughed but Andrea managed a weak smile. 
 
    Tiara straightened her face out, “Even if you did drown I'd give you mouth to mouth and revive you.  I give really really good mouth to mouth.  Everyone tells me so.” 
 
    Leila laughed, “Yes, I do tell her that.  I'm one of everyone.  Andrea, you should try it out.  You be the judge.” 
 
    Andrea wondered if they were just joking or not, “Uh.  No thank you.” 
 
    Leila went on endorsing Tiara's mouth to mouth, “If you're unconscious Tiara's mouth to mouth revives you but, if you're already conscious, her mouth to mouth really perks you up.” 
 
    Tiara nodded in mock seriousness, “It especially perks up nipples.  Makes non-perky nipples perky and already perky nipples even perkier.  As my tongue goes in the nipples pop out.  That's the secret of my mouth to mouth.  Use your tongue.  A lot.” 
 
    Andrea could scarcely credit her ears.  This conversation was completely off the rails.  For anyone, let alone between new neighbors.  Andrea was at a loss for words which was unusual for her. 
 
    Leila slapped one hand on the table, “Let's all get naked and swim in Andrea's pool!” 
 
    Tiara whipped off her top before she even stood and was pushing down her shorts by time Leila was pulling her own crop top over her head.  Andrea's mouth opened and closed again silently. 
 
    Brookley stood up, “I'm game then.” 
 
    Andrea was most shocked at that.  Brookley had never taken her clothes off at Andrea's place before and now she was just because the newcomers were!   
 
    Andrea looked at Prisha for support.  Prisha waved both hands in a demur, “Not for me, I think.” 
 
    There, at least someone was normal and discreet like Andrea!  Andrea could always count on Prisha for discretion.  Usually too much so but she'd take it right then.  Thank God for Prisha! 
 
    She looked back.  Yep, both the slutty new neighbors were already entirely naked.  They even went over and... physically helped Brookley get undressed!  Who did that?  Who let them do that?  They did and Brookley did, respectively.   
 
    One of the new neighbors pulled Brookley's shirt up over her head while the other one simultaneously pulled Brookley's shorts and panties down her legs.  Like they were in a race to get nude.  Like Brookley was a race car and they were changing her tires fast as they could to get her back on the track.  
 
    Brookley looked not at all uncomfortable.  Like this sort of thing happened every day. 
 
    What the hell was going on here?  These new neighbors – these no bra sluts – were practically commandeering her backyard and pool.  Help yourselves “ladies”! 
 
    Andrea looked at Prisha who just gave her a subtle shrug.  Prisha was far from assertive, poor girl.  Besides, it was Andrea's home.  If anyone would put a stop to this it was up to her.  But how and should she? 
 
    Leila, Tiara, and Brookley were already naked.  The toothpaste was out of the tube so to speak.  The slut was out of the tube top perhaps was a better way of putting it. 
 
    Ah, who cared?  Let them swim naked in the pool.  No one was around.  It was just them.   
 
    Everyone was naked under their swimsuit when they swam anyway....  
 
    The image of the those big fake bouncy slut tits on the new neighbors was already burned into her mind.  Quite the contrast with Brookley's dearth of tit.  Poor girl.  She was one who would be entirely justified getting a boob job with how superficial men, and thus the world, was.  But she already had her rich husband so she had no real reason to get one. 
 
    Andrea did decide, on the spot, that she would not invite these two back for future margaritas.  Plus, she would give Brookley a very hard time about this incident and tease her about it for the next decade. 
 
    Then a scene played out which even further boggled Andrea's mind. 
 
    Tiara said, “We are sisters in nakedness!  Totally naked!” 
 
    Brookley said, “I'm the only one totally naked.  At least you two have those tattoos covering some of you.” 
 
    Leila said, “Just our lower backs.  Did I ever tell you these are special tattoos?” 
 
    Brookley said, “They are?” 
 
    Tiara backed up Leila's claim, “They are special.  If you get them wet they change color.  Right now, you see how they are pink?  It's like a mood ring but in tattoo form.” 
 
    Brookley, “Wow.  I want to see that.  Jump in the pool.” 
 
    Leila said, “It has to be spit from a warm mouth.  Then we see the change in color and it tells us about you.” 
 
    “Really?”  Brookley's incredulity was so expressive it almost sounded fake. 
 
    “Sure,”  Leila turned around, bent over, and backed up towards Brookley, “Go ahead, neighbor, give it a try.” 
 
    If Andrea's jaw hadn't been physically connected to her head it absolutely would have fallen off and skittered across the patio.  That crazy no bra neighbor slut actually thought, what, that Brookley was going to lick her lower back tramp stamp tattoo? 
 
    Then... Brookley did! 
 
    She licked and licked and the licks seemed quite avid and quite exaggerated to Andrea.  As if... Brookley liked doing it....  Almost like... Brookley was playing it up for all to see.... 
 
    Of course, that tattoo never changed color at all.  There was no such thing as a mood tattoo responsive to warmth of saliva! 
 
    Andrea felt like turning away but felt herself walk closer.  To get a better look.  She couldn't put her finger on it but something was bothering her.  Like something moving in the corner of your vision you can't quite identify. 
 
    Now she was looking almost straight down on the licking. 
 
    Bloody blimey! 
 
    No fucking way! 
 
    That tramp stamp tattoo...! 
 
    It wasn't of some pink butterfly! 
 
    It was a tattoo of a pussy, in detail, one that looked wet and aroused! 
 
    And Brookley was licking away at it! 
 
    Brookley paused and rested her tired tongue.  Looked at the tattoo, “It isn't working.  It's still the same pink.” 
 
    Leila said with insinuation, “Well, it worked for me.  You must be on the wrong side.” 
 
    Brookley looked innocently puzzled.  Andrea wondered if she could really be that innocent or that puzzled.  What the bloody hell was going on? 
 
    Tiara bent over and backed her bare ass right up to Brookley, “Maybe hers isn't working today.  Here.  Try mine.” 
 
    Against all possible odds and expectations, Brookley said, “Oh.  Sure.  Thank you.” 
 
    Then she began licking Tiara's lower back tramp stamp which was a pussy twin to Leila's! 
 
    Andrea felt like she might almost pass out. 
 
    Andrea spoke stiffly, “Stop this.  Stop this at once.  You... three... are guests here.” 
 
    Brookley stopped and Tiara stood tall.   
 
    Brookley squinted at Tiara's tramp stamp pussy tattoo, “Yours didn't work either, Tiara.  Maybe I was doing it wrong.” 
 
    Andrea shook her head.  Brookley wasn't stupid.  She was pretty darn smart.  Why was she talking like an idiot? 
 
    All three of them casually went off to swim in a very relaxed, very nude way.  Tiara had Brookley by the hand and pulled her willingly along. 
 
    Andrea turned to Prisha, “Holy shit on toast!  Did you see that?” 
 
    Prisha looked wide-eyed, “Yes, Andrea.  I saw it all.” 
 
    “What is wrong with them?” 
 
    “I do not know, Andrea.” 
 
    “Did you see their tattoos?  Tattoos of pussies on their backs!  They wear them around uncovered.  It's-it's... obscene!” 
 
    “Yes, Andrea, you are right.  The tattoos are pretty though.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “They chose a pretty pussy to make into a tattoo.  One wonders if it is based on a real life pussy.” 
 
    Andrea did a double-take, “Get a grip, Prisha!  We have mega sluts in the backyard and Brookley is licking their pussy tattoos.  Say or do something helpful.” 
 
    “I certainly don't know how to help in this matter.” 
 
    Andrea knew Prisha had a point.  What really could be done? 
 
    They heard some bigger splashing going on and turned and looked at the three in the pool.  Andrea frowned.   
 
    The two with the big tits (Leila and Tiara) were alternating pushing the one with the little tits (Brookley) under the surface of the water.  Brookley would bob up and gasp for air, get some just in time for the next push under. 
 
    It looked to Andrea like they were bullying Brookley.   
 
    Andrea got up and walked fast to the edge of the pool, “Hey!  Hey!” 
 
    The three stopped.  Or, really, the two new neighbors stopped pushing Brookley under and Brookley sucked in air. 
 
    Andrea continued, “No picking on my friends here!” 
 
    Leila had an innocent look on her face, “We weren't picking on her.  She liked it.” 
 
    Andrea said, “The hell she did!” 
 
    Tiara nodded with sage innocence, “Yes, it was clear she liked it Andrea.” 
 
    Brookley found her voice, “It was all good fun Andrea.  I did like it.  Thank you, Leila.  Thank you, Tiara.  I needed a good dunking.” 
 
    Tiara abruptly pushed both of Brookley's shoulders down until she was entirely under water.  Held her under. 
 
    Leila winked up at Andrea, “The thing with dirty sluts is that no matter how much you wash them they are still just as dirty.” 
 
    Was Leila calling Brookley a dirty slut?  She was!  Andrea couldn't believe these developments.  These were the worst guests ever.   
 
    Finally, Tiara let Brookley up and Brookley sputtered and gasped like she'd nearly drowned. 
 
    Tiara adopted that mock innocent tone, “Oh my, I nearly overdid it.  Poor thing is just about drowned.  I guess we do need my mouth to mouth skill.” 
 
    With that, Tiara went ahead and locked her mouth to Brookley's open gasping mouth.  Andrea saw Tiara's arm lock around Brookley's body pulling their nude bodies together. 
 
    Andrea had no idea what to do not least because she realized her pussy, for no known reason and certainly no good reason, was actually wet.  These crazy actions, the scene being played out, the shocks, were having some kind of mysterious illogical effect on her. 
 
    It looked for all the world like Brookley and Tiara were making out now.   
 
    Andrea saw Leila looking at her in a challenging defiant way.  Then Leila turned and swam behind Brookley.   
 
    She seemed to do something back there under the water.  Whatever it was it made Brookley gasp into Tiara's mouth and kiss Tiara harder.   
 
    Andrea couldn't see below the surface because there was so much thrashing going on and sunlight shone off the wavelets. 
 
    This just made Andrea's pussy wetter.  Andrea was completely nonplussed.  Surrounded by threats of some kind and with a traitor between her legs. 
 
    Andrea turned away.  She could not bare to look.  In large part because she wanted to keep looking. 
 
    She was just about back to Prisha when she heard the splashing of bodies emerging from the pool and heard Tiara call out, “Good news!  My mouth to mouth worked again.  Brookley lives!” 
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Things were a lot less Twilight Zone after that.  The three swimmers even put on their clothes.  Their shirts were so wet, though, that they looked like contestants in a wet T-shirt contest. 
 
    Andrea was cautious in her margarita drinking.  Apparently, she had to be ready for almost anything with the two new neighbors around.   
 
    Brookley sat in between Leila and Tiara.  Andrea saw each of the new neighbors place a hand possessively on the Brookley knee nearest them. 
 
    Later on she saw the hands were up to about mid-thigh on Brookley.  Brookley didn't seem to mind. 
 
    Again Andrea wondered:  What the hell was going on? 
 
    Then Leila needed a refill of her margarita.  Everyone knew it because Leila turned to Brookley, squeezed her thigh, and said, “Go get me a refill of my margarita.  Not too much salt on the rim.” 
 
    Then Brookley did it!   
 
    Andrea was pissed off for Brookley because Brookley couldn't seem to get pissed off for her own sake.  There was no fight in Brookley.  At all.  The two new neighbors somehow seemed to know this.   
 
    Very suspicious. 
 
    The first time Andrea, of course, wasn't ready so she said nothing as Brookley obeyed Leila's order.  Was it an order?  It had sounded like one.  It wasn't a request as there was no please included or “would you” or anything like that. 
 
    Then, when Brookley delivered it to the bitch – er, Leila – the bitch Leila didn't even thank her! 
 
    Brookley sat back down and those neighbor slut hands went right back to Brookley's thighs.  A few minutes later, Tiara also needed a refill.  She practically slapped Brookley's thigh, “Now go get me one, too.  Extra salt on mine!” 
 
    Andrea was ready this time, “Don't worry about it, Brookley.  I'm hostess here.  If you ladies want or need anything just ask me.  You know, politely.” 
 
    Tiara laughed, “Anything?  Anything at all?” 
 
    Leila got in on the taunting as well, “You want to take our orders instead of Brookley?  You want us to tell you what to do and when to do it?  You like it when people tell you what they want and then you fulfill their... needs?” 
 
    Wow.  These bitches were over the top.  Worst guests ever! 
 
    Andrea felt a little helpless.  Her own sense of propriety kept her tongue in check.  
 
    There was something about these two.  Like they knew how far they could push.  Like they knew what to do to get whatever they wanted.  Like they didn't care what she thought or what anyone thought. 
 
    Their ludicrous insinuating taunts made Andrea just furious.  But they had another effect as well.  Specifically, on her pussy.  It was all just so outrageous.  How they dressed.  How they undressed.  How they acted.  What they said. 
 
    Andrea went over and picked up Tiara's margarita glass.  It was disconcerting that the feeling she had approaching the smaller table in the shade that the three of them sat at was eerily similar to the feeling she had when approaching a cliff edge to peek over the side.   
 
    Andrea was scared of heights.  Was she really scared of these two bimbos also?  And why? 
 
    As Andrea picked up the glass she saw Leila staring straight at the crotch of Andrea's shorts. It was a hungry look and Leila's eyes seemed to light up.  Andrea turned away with the glass and wondered what Leila was looking for and what Leila had seen regarding the crotch of her shorts.   
 
    Back at the bigger table with her back to the new neighbors and Brookley she suddenly wondered if her pussy was that wet.  Which made her really acknowledge her pussy was wet and it was now just a debate as to how wet it was. 
 
    Could she have soaked through and now had a wet spot down there?  That idea mortified her.  They might laugh at her or think less of her.  They would know their nudity and rude behavior was somehow turning her on.  They might think she was some kind of lesbian! 
 
    She couldn't really be that wet, though, could she?  Wet enough to soak through?  Her back was to them and she just had to know so she furtively looked down.   
 
    She had to move her head forward like she was looking to be precise with the salt rimming of the margarita glass and even had to bow her pelvis forward a little to get an angle to see her own crotch in a discrete way.   
 
    Hopefully those two bimbos weren't looking at her.  From their behavior thus far, though, they were probably looking at Andrea's ass and licking their lips.  Whoops.  She realized she shouldn't even think about their lasciviousness because it made her pussy release even more wetness. 
 
    Her crotch looked innocently dry.  From the outside.  She knew different.  She felt slimy down there.  She felt like a mess in her panties and as a hostess. 
 
    Why had Leila been staring at her crotch.  She frowned thoughtfully as she slowly poured the margarita mix into the glass.  Was Leila checking to see if she was wet or was Leila trying to make her wet by looking at her down there?   
 
    Or trying to make her think she was wet?  Watching to see if she checked out her crotch for wetness... because it would be a sign she did have a wet pussy! 
 
    Had that bitch Leila just manipulated her? 
 
    Then Andrea saw Prisha sitting just a few feet away.  Prisha had been so quiet Andrea had somehow forgotten about her.  But Prisha was facing the margarita mixing table.   
 
    She'd had a perfect view to watch Andrea check out her own crotch.  She had watched.  Andrea could see it in her eyes.  Prisha's eyes looked a little surprised and... a bit aroused? 
 
    Andrea's face blazed with the heat of embarrassment.   
 
    Andrea delivered the drink.  Tiara, instead of thanking her, pointed out there wasn't enough salt and told Andrea to go do it again.  Andrea was so distracted by her embarrassment she couldn't refuse gracefully so she moved stiffly back to the mix table and fixed the drink.  She put tons of salt crystals on the lip and edges, almost a defiant amount.  Tiara seemed satisfied when she brought it back. 
 
    Seconds after she sat down it was Leila again, “Sexy Andrea, you're so good at taking orders, why don't you go ahead and top off my drink.” 
 
    Andrea thought, “Did she just call me “sexy”?”  That was a compliment, of course, but not appropriate for a second meeting.  It was a compliment that also felt like an insult.  Nevertheless it had that unwelcome/welcome effect on her pussy.    
 
    She had to make her pussy stop doing what it was doing or eventually she would soak through!   
 
    Andrea stood up and went over and saw the drink was still more than half full.  She looked at Leila questioningly. 
 
    Leila was looking straight at her crotch again and actually spoke towards Andrea's crotch, “I know I don't really need a refill but you looked like you wanted to be told what to do.  Like you wanted to make yourself useful.  So, for you, I'll let you top it off and freshen it.” 
 
    The eloquent Andrea just had no idea what to say.  It felt like once she started she'd end up losing her cool and yelling and ordering them out of her home.  Which would fuck up any possible good will for all time.   
 
    With the way Brookley was acting it might even cause Brookley to resent her and maybe even leave with them.  If she alienated Brookley then she risked her relationship with Joy as well because those two were close. 
 
    Andrea took the glass and went over to the mixing table.  She heard Leila tell her to put a nice juicy lime on the edge.  Then Leila, seemingly talking to Tiara and Brookley, said she loved sucking up juice. 
 
    A sneaky voice inside Andrea was murmuring in the background pointing out that if she did kick out the new neighbors then Andrea would hear no more insinuations, see no more of their bare skin, and take no more silly demeaning menial (de-menial?) orders from them.  And that she wouldn't want those things to stop like that.... 
 
    Andrea wanted to look down and check her crotch again but was aware of Prisha's eyes on her.   
 
    As she turned back with the full margarita she felt her nipples scraping around inside her bra as her body twisted.  Her nipples were hard also!  It should not have been a surprise because her nipples always hardened when her pussy got wet (or vice versa) but she just hadn't thought about it yet.   
 
    Now she had to worry about how obvious they might be.  Her bra today was a real filmy lightweight due to the heat.  Almost just a symbolic bra.  But she sure couldn't risk looking down to conduct a nipple check. 
 
    Andrea brought Leila her drink.  Leila took it without thanks, picked off the lime wedge, looked at it like it was a diseased worm, and tossed it into a nearby flower pot, “This lime slice sucks.  I want to suck on one that does not suck.  Go get me another one.  A big juicy one.” 
 
    Andrea felt so much anger her adrenaline kicked in.  The fight or flight response.  But she wasn't going to run from her own home and she didn't want a fight.   
 
    She didn't want to fight for good reasons like keeping the peace and being a good hostess but also for not so good reasons.  Like not really wanting these strange behaviors to stop.  Like the way her pussy felt secreting a lot more than what her adrenal glands were secreting. 
 
    Most of all, she felt like she would somehow lose any and all confrontations with these bimbos. 
 
    Andrea turned and went back and got a new lime.  She made sure to find the biggest juiciest looking one.  She ought to take that lime and shove it in that Leila's face!  Make her eat it all!  Make her swallow all of it including the bitter rind! 
 
    Andrea's nipples were so swollen it felt like they were pulling the tops of her breasts slightly downward.  Her pussy lips felt like they were swelling and pushing her skintight panties outward. 
 
    Andrea brought the drink back to Leila.  Leila took it without thanks and looked past Andrea's hip towards Prisha who she spoke to, “Prisha, go ahead and get a fresh drink.  Sexy Andrea here is happy to carry out orders.  She likes orders.  She likes being told what to do.  Tell her what to get you and you're doing her a favor.” 
 
    Andrea straightened.  What a bunch of bullshit!  It was... right?  Andrea knew she was wet and had been taking orders but did that really mean she liked being ordered around?  Well... scientifically... it would seem to....   
 
    No.  She could not bare to think about that.  This type of self-discovery was no blessing.  It was a curse.  She needed to find a way to achieve her ignorance back! 
 
    She looked at Prisha and saw eagerness and mischievousness in her eyes. 
 
    Oh no, don't do it, Prisha! 
 
    “Yes, Andrea, could you get me a refill.  I'd say please but, since you so like to serve, it should probably be you saying 'please may I' to me.” 
 
    That little wench!  Andrea would let her have it with both barrels.  
 
    Later.   
 
    Right now she needed to get Prisha her refill.   
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    She did it.  With all three guests having fresh drinks Andrea excused herself and went inside ostensibly to visit the loo.  Instead, she went first to her bedroom and fetched a thicker bra and a fresh pair of panties.  Started to leave and then grabbed a second pair of panties.   
 
    In the bathroom she took off everything, saw her undies were incredibly wet, put those and the thin bra into the hamper, and put on her new padded armor of thick bra and double set of panties, one over the next.  She couldn't put on fresh shorts though as it would be too obvious. 
 
    She had half a mind to quick rub one out just to calm the beastie but didn't think she had the time.  Poor Prisha was alone out there with the bimbos and doppelganger Brookley.   
 
    Andrea peeked out the narrow bathroom window as it actually looked out over the huge backyard, pool, patio, everything.  Just to check on Prisha.   
 
    That was a little curious.  The bimbo bitch named Tiara stood over by Prisha's chair while Prisha sat there.  Tiara was talking and Prisha was listening while looking up at her.  It was hard to tell what her expression was.   
 
    That weird bimbo Tiara.  What couldn't she say from ten feet away that she had to go over and literally talk down to poor Prisha? 
 
    Andrea decided she better get back out there to support Prisha. 
 
    The rest of the two hour margarita afternoon gathering went about the same but less so.  The two bimbos still made insinuations and innuendos.  
 
    Sometimes Leila and Tiara slouched in their chairs with legs spread wide lasciviously.... 
 
    When Brookley got up to go in to use the bathroom Tiara leaned forward and spanked while laughing.  Andrea could scarcely believe it but it was hard to make a big deal out of it because Brookley also laughed. 
 
    Then it happened again on Brookley's next trip to the bathroom – Brookley had a famously small bladder even for her size -- except it was Leila doing the spanking and it was a much harder spank.  It actually echoed off the trees in the backyard.   
 
    Brookley's laugh seemed a little more forced but she still did laugh. 
 
    Andrea was still trying to figure it all out.  The bimbos acted outrageous but no one did anything about it.  Least of all Andrea and it was really her duty to take action as this was her home.  But... she just couldn't... quite find enough cause to pounce.   
 
    It was a mystery why they treated Brookley that way, why Brookley put up with it, and why they only did the worst of it to Brookley.  Did they somehow know Brookley would put up with it but Prisha and Andrea wouldn't?  How could they know?   
 
    For that matter, would, in fact, Prisha and Andrea refuse to put up with it or would they go along to get along like Brookley?  Andrea had to wonder.   
 
    She knew she'd fight harder for a friend than for herself.  That was how she was.  Prisha was also selfless like that.  But here they were saying nothing as the two bimbos practically molested Brookley.  If they wouldn't say anything in Brookley's defense they may actually have even less righteousness in their own defense. 
 
    This line of thought, as Andrea occasionally hid somewhat behind her margarita glass taking long slow sips, really wasn't helpful.  It made Andrea put herself in Brookley's place and imagine what it was like for her....   
 
    Having your clothes pulled off by naked bimbos who had no permission to do so....   
 
    Licking pussy tattoos located just inches above naked ass crack.... 
 
    Swimming naked with those two naked bimbos....   
 
    Getting dunked repeatedly until you wondered if you would drown between them... even while ironically surrounded by the bimbo's four natural/unnatural flotation devices.... 
 
    Mouth to mouth “CPR” forced upon you.... 
 
    Guided to sit between them and then the two bimbos feeling your thighs up and down for more than an hour....   
 
    Forcing you to serve their drink and snack whims.  Andrea did not need to imagine that one actually.  
 
    Then being spanked rudely, even if only a single spank each time, right in front of long time friends and neighbors.... 
 
    It wasn't a productive line of thought unless you counted the production of pussy juice.... 
 
    Andrea comforted herself that soon the bimbos would leave never to be invited back again.  Then she could ask Brookley some questions.  Figure this out.   
 
    Prisha would help Andrea.  Prisha was Andrea's sidekick on the “International Team” as per their near-defunct halfhearted half-baked neighborhood watch.  They could team up to force doppelganger Brookley to reveal where she had the real Brookley stashed away.  That fantastical idea made Andrea smile despite the situation. 
 
    Andrea wondered if Leila and Tiara treated Brookley that way because Brookley was short and skinny and blonde.  Andrea was also blonde but she was athletic and muscular in a healthy slim runner's body way and quite a bit taller than Brookley though she couldn't match Joy Tarver.  Prisha was short but she had a well-framed body and was, of course, much darker than Brookley.   
 
    Maybe they treated Brookley that way just instinctively.  Just a natural bully urge. 
 
    Of course, a “natural bully urge” was completely unnatural this day and age and the two bimbos ought to know better! 
 
    She sure wished Joy wasn't feeling sick and had been here.  The two of them together with their moral sensibility and leadership ability combined would have set the matter right. 
 
    Finally, Andrea felt the gathering had gone long enough by half again.  She gave a few hints about how all the margarita was gone and then how she had things to do and so on.  Finally she had to actually tell them it was time to leave.  By which, of course, she meant Leila and Tiara. 
 
    When Leila and Tiara stood up they each had a grip on their nearest Brookley hand and pulled Brookley McSwain to her feet as well.   
 
    Tiara said to Brookley, “You're coming with us, Brookley.  The afternoon party will continue at our place top of the hill.” 
 
    She didn't ask Brookley.  She told her! 
 
    Brookley nodded cooperatively with a pleasant expression on her face. 
 
    Leila addressed Andrea and ignored Prisha, “See ya.” 
 
    Then... she winked at Andrea.  It was a saucy, suggestive, almost sexual, wink.  It was somehow... insulting.  Like Andrea was a dummy.  Which was how Andrea felt right then come to think of it. 
 
    The bimbos left... and they took their Brookley with them... and Andrea and Prisha said and did nothing. 
 
    Once they were gone, Andrea turned to Prisha right away, “Oh my God!  Can you believe them?  Can you believe Brookley?” 
 
    Prisha's face was neutral, “They are unique.” 
 
    “Unique?  Fuck that!  They're... bimbo monsters!  Why did Brookley put up with that behavior?” 
 
    Prisha frowned thoughtfully, “She wasn't the only one.  You put up with it, too.  Your place.  They had you waiting on them hand and foot like a nanny to spoiled brats.” 
 
    “I did that to protect Brookley.” 
 
    “Not really.  Brookley didn't seem to mind either.  She's an adult, right?  You could have said no, right?  Instead you willingly did as they asked and just kept doing it.” 
 
    Andrea pursed her lips.  Prisha had a point and it did not reflect well on her.  Best move on to something else! 
 
    “What was that Tiara saying to you?” 
 
    “When?” 
 
    “When I went to the loo.  I saw out the window she came over and talked to you.  What was that all about.” 
 
    “Oh.”  Prisha looked disconcerted.  “I don't know.  She asked about these margarita parties of yours.  How often they happen.  That sort of thing.” 
 
    “Nosy bitch.  Well, I sure as fuck all will not be inviting them again.  We should go visit Joy.  See how she's doing.” 
 
    “No.  No, let's not.  Let her rest.  You know what we ought to do?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Aren't you curious how they plan to continue the party up there at their place?” 
 
    Andrea sure was! 
 
    Andrea nodded, “Of course, but I don't want to attend their party.  Although maybe they should have the shoe on their foot and have to wait on us hand and foot while we make demands on them.  Turnabout is fair play!” 
 
    “No, that's not what I mean, Andrea.  We wouldn't really know what's going on with them and Brookley if they knew we're there.  You only get the real reality if people don't know you're watching them.  Otherwise it's all a show.” 
 
    Andrea was startled by how true and wise Prisha's words were.  That was sad but mostly true what she'd said. 
 
    Prisha continued, “Maybe what we heard Brookley saying on the walkie has something to do with these new neighbors.” 
 
    “What, you think one of those bimbos was whipping Brookley?  Come on.  She's no lesbian and that was, what, on the night of the first day they visited us and delivered those fruit baskets.” 
 
    Prisha had a sparkle of naughtiness in her eyes, “Maybe Brookley ate a few too many of those natural aphrodisiacs they put in those baskets.  Maybe that Ellerton guy actually is up there in that mansion.  Those two all alone up there in a newly bought mansion worth so many millions doesn't really make sense, does it?” 
 
    Andrea thought about that.  That would make some sense of the nonsensical.  Brookley wasn't a lesbian but maybe some rich guy....  No doubt this Ellerton was quite good looking if he really did have ten attractive female companions like Leila and Tiara.  If what those two stated the first day they visited everyone really was true.   
 
    Maybe a guy like that could have gotten Brookley to so quickly abandon her marriage vows.  Then to let him beat her ass as well.  He must be very good looking indeed! 
 
    It was like Prisha could read her mind, “Don't you want to see this Ellerton if he's up there?  See what he's like?” 
 
    Andrea laughed, “Yes, I would!  You caught me.  I am a curious one.  But we weren't really invited.” 
 
    “Which is good.  I've been doing some neighborhood watching on my own and I found a back way onto the Ferendt's property.  Let's say we sneak in there together, hide in the bushes, and watch their pool area, see what happens with Brookley, maybe get a look at this Ellerton.   
 
    No one will see us, I know a great hidden way all the way in near with thick brush so no one can see us from the house even if they look.  If we do somehow run into anyone we'll just tell them about our neighborhood watch and say we saw an intruder and followed him to see if it was a burglar.  Let's just wait down here for an hour so we see things in progress when we do go.” 
 
    Andrea thought the idea was inspired and was rather impressed with Prisha, “We'll do it.  The International Team will pull it off.  Brilliant!  You're absolutely brilliant, Prisha!” 
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    Leila thought Prisha was enough of a stupid slut that she'd follow her directions and that English bitch Andrea was stupid enough to fall for the ruse.   
 
    Stupid with too much confidence.   
 
    Andrea stupidly believed she controlled her own pussy and none others ever could.  Leila intended for her to find out quite different quite soon. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Andrea Atherton felt giddy with daring.  She and Prisha, the self-proclaimed “International” half of the neighborhood watch, were on their way to the old Farendt mansion to carry out their sneaky little naughty mission. 
 
    They waited an hour so as to really catch them with their pants down.  Not that those two ever wore pants.  Oh no, that was far too much clothes for them. 
 
    Andrea and Prisha geared up in not much clothing either.  In fact, Andrea had never seen Prisha wear so little.  Maybe the new neighbors were rubbing off on them.  Only a little of course. 
 
    Prisha had readily agreed with Andrea that they should wear Lara Croft Tomb Raider style outfits.  What a lark!  Tight black sleeveless shirts with brown rolled edge shorts and hiking boots.  They could have gone to Halloween parties dressed this way. 
 
    They were going to spy on the new neighbors!  Those bitches deserved a small loss of privacy in return for how they'd humiliated Brookley and Andrea earlier that day.   
 
    Andrea hadn't spoken up in her own defense even in her own home.  The beauty of this plan was that she wouldn't have to speak up at all.  Just the opposite.  Just stay quiet and see what all happens.   
 
    Pulling this off would help Andrea recover her pride and dignity even if it did involve sneaking in the shadows and bushes.  She would always know she'd pulled a fast one on them even if she couldn't brag about it to their faces. 
 
    It was also justified.  Checking on Brookley was a fine rationale for nosiness.  It sure seemed like Brookley was under their spell or something.  But she was no lesbian so maybe it was really this Ellerton the neighbor bimbos were so caught up with that had Brookley so starry-eyed.  He had to be quite the guy.  The two new neighbor sluts, according to them, were just one fifth of his women.  It was like some fucking harem! 
 
    Was Brookley becoming number eleven? 
 
    How curious.  How horrendous.  Whore-endous!   
 
    Prisha showed Andrea what might or might not be a path in the tangles on the hillside below the Farendt place.  They followed it jumping from mossy stone to mossy outcropping like they were members of a forest breed of mountain goats.   
 
    Andrea marveled that Prisha had gone off and found such a path on her own initiative.  The dear was much more daring than Andrea had ever given her credit. 
 
    They went up a grassy embankment and then into taller woods.  The shadows were thick in them.  They came to a brick wall.  It was the wall surrounding the actual yard of the Ferendt property.  The whole lot was too huge to entirely fence so only the yard was.  The yard being about as big as a football field anyway though the multiple connected buildings comprising the mansion took up a lot of the space. 
 
    Prisha showed her a spot were the ground was high against the wall.  It looked like the builders wanted to keep the wall a steady height and hadn't bothered trying to relocate the huge mound of earth.  They just tunneled the wall right through it. 
 
    Prisha and Andrea simply stepped upward onto the top of the wall and, from there, climbed down a nearby stout tree branch.  Easy-peasy.   
 
    Prisha led her to a rather excellent spot partly behind the mansion.  It was a bit far from the action, the action being a pool area – a much larger pool than the Athertons' – and general outdoor relaxation area with tables and a massive barbecue grill.  The kind that looked like its own grilling chef ought to come with it when you bought it.   
 
    They saw that Brookley and Tiara were, indeed, right there.  There were also two more attractive females, a redhead and yet another blonde.  No sign of Leila though.   
 
    It was hard to see what was going on.  The angle was poor and they were too far away to hear words.  But they had to be real quiet as a snapped branch or any significant sound could still be heard by the small group of women. 
 
    Andrea felt just too clever.  Good thing she brought binoculars on her waist belt! 
 
    Prisha and Andrea were behind some low trees with black bark and contrasting bright green leaves.  Some kind of non-native import.  The nearest tree branched about four feet off the ground with a huge crook like a seat at that level.   
 
    Prisha must have read her mind because she mimed that Andrea should climb the tree to get a better look.  Andrea went right up.  She almost laughed when Prisha pushed on her ass to help boost her into place.   
 
    The dark bark and her black sleeveless worked perfectly together.   
 
    Andrea braced her back on the tree.  She slung one leg down and dangled a foot to one side but the other was up on the branch sort of under her and this quickly proved uncomfortable.   
 
    She felt a tug on that boot and saw Prisha standing right next to the tree her face about even with Andrea's stomach.  Prisha pulled her boot to the side and Andrea, seeing what she was doing, cooperated.   
 
    Prisha pulled that leg off to her side so its booted foot also dangled down.  This meant Andrea was straddling the tree like she was riding a horse but with her back against the bole of the tree.  The bark of the tree was not a comfortable saddle. 
 
    Prisha risked a hushed whisper up to Andrea, her face just inches from Andrea's side, “I'm going to fix the laces on your boots.  Don't worry about it.  See what's going on.” 
 
    What was wrong with her boot laces?  Maybe they'd come undone.  Andrea raised the binoculars to her eyes even as she felt Prisha tugging on the laces of one of her boots.   
 
    There was an opening between sets of branches, the lower level of branches and the mid-level, and she was able to easily scan the whole back area with the binoculars.   
 
    Right away she saw matters were bizarre over there.   
 
    None of the four wore any clothes. 
 
    Not unless the strap-on dildo Tiara wore counted as clothing.... 
 
    Tiara lay back on a reclining pool lounger, a drink in her hand.  The two new women, nude, knelt on either side of her.  The blonde – an African-American “blonde” no less – was bobbing her head up and down on the dildo giving the dildo a blow job.  A dildo!  A blow job for a dildo!   
 
    Even as Andrea watched the blonde pulled her mouth off of it.  It was shiny with excess spit.  Then the redhead put her mouth over it and slid her mouth down the plastic pole looking like she was now trying to deep throat it. 
 
    Andrea could tell the red hair wasn't any more natural than the blonde hair on the black girl.  The shade of red, instead of being red-hair red, was more of a true bright red shade.  Andrea thought it an appalling color for hair. 
 
    Nude little Brookley squatted at the foot of Tiara's lounger and was, in fact, rubbing Tiara's feet. 
 
    Andrea's mind was completely bonkers over what she saw.  This was.... sex.  Basically.  Some crazy lesbian stuff.  Brookley was clearly involved.   
 
    Who, while naked, gave a foot rub, while two other naked chicks tried to orally please a dildo worn by a fourth naked woman? 
 
    Lesbians!  Only lesbians. 
 
    Right away Andrea thought her husband Ted would probably have a heart attack if he saw this.  The happy kind of heart attack.  Too bad she would never tell him.   
 
    She felt guilty suddenly for even being there.  The idea of sneaking around and seeing something crazy or interesting was a lot of fun but the reality was nerve-wracking.   
 
    Spy on someone barbecuing and it was no big deal.  Spy on them doing sex stuff and you were the bad person.  You invaded their privacy.  Andrea felt like she had transgressed much more than she'd ever intended. 
 
    Too late now!  She didn't want to dare move from the tree either until whatever was done was all done.  She didn't want to be found out before.  But that was just in a generic let's-not-be-discovered fashion.  Now that she'd actually seen... something... it was much more important to not be seen. 
 
    If she fell and made some crashing sound they'd soon be surrounded by four nude women... one of them wearing a strap-on dildo! 
 
    That thought made her pussy, returned to peaceable quiet until then, flood with fresh juices.   
 
    Damn it.  She was turned on again!  She couldn't help it! 
 
    All that tugging on her boots by Prisha sure didn't help.  Each little tug pulled her crotch ever so slightly down against the wide branch Andrea straddled.  She wished Prisha had waited and just told her to tie her shoes once she climbed back down.  Of course, who knew, maybe they'd need to run by then. 
 
    Stay focused, Andrea!   
 
    She peered through the binoculars and tried to figure out Brookley's role.  Brookley was looking right at the mouths – now both at once – trying to orally please that quite large dildo.   
 
    Andrea thought, with a smile she couldn't keep off her face, “Sorry, girls, you can do that all day but you'll never get it to cum, will you?” 
 
    Ted was at the other end of that spectrum.  He usually shot in under a minute.  For which Andrea was quite grateful. 
 
    So... was Brookley going to be sucking on that thing also?  Either way, she was involved.  She was naked and squatting and rubbing feet and looking straight at the action.  You don't give foot-rubs to lesbians getting a double blow job for their dildo without being “involved”.  That had to be a truism.  It was probably in the Bible somewhere.  Definitely old testament!   
 
    Andrea felt giddy and light-headed.  She was a little worried the sound that might give them away could end up being her own crazed giggling. 
 
    All the social stress from earlier and then the little hike, the risk-taking, and then seeing this.  It was making her mind find the humorous in everything.  She better not start laughing!  That would be a disaster! 
 
    Andrea zeroed in on Brookley's pussy.  She couldn't see her face as Brookley's back was to her.  She could see Brookley's pussy lips hanging down slightly.  Open air camel toe.  Andrea barely stifled a giggle.   
 
    Yes.  Once she zoomed in and steadied her hands she saw Brookley's pussy lips were wet!   
 
    Obviously, Brookley was aware of the dildo sucking happening right in front of her, but now Andrea knew she was turned on also.  Of course, Andrea was too.  Should she blame Brookley?  It wasn't quite the same, though, was it?  Brookley was there rubbing feet and Andrea was over here innocently spying while trespassing.   
 
    Putting it that way... factually... made Andrea sound bad in her own mind.   She had no right to ride a high horse while riding this branch like a sneak, did she? 
 
    Andrea just automatically leaned forward like getting a couple feet closer would help her viewing.  It didn't.  What it did do was press more of her pussy against the tree branch, almost bottom to top of slit pressing down through her panties and Tomb Raider shorts.   
 
    The lean forward made her open her mouth to gasp but she kept the sound in.  Just barely.  Her pussy was even more aroused than she'd thought.   
 
    Better not gasp.  No sound!  Plus, what would Prisha think?  Likely that she'd scraped a thigh or whatever but, once Andrea started gasping, maybe she'd have a hard time stopping and the whole thing would get out of control. 
 
    She should have probably gone to her bathroom and rubbed one out before this naughty mission but it would have been rude to leave Prisha alone so long on the back patio.   
 
    One thing was sure.  Andrea definitely intended to masturbate more than once as soon as she got back home.  She had one more night before Ted returned. 
 
    What was that Prisha doing with those boots and laces?  There sure had been a lot of tugging and tightening.  Which was fine, good to have them on tight, but weird because often the tugging seemed to be both boots at once somehow.  Now Prisha stood right next to her.  She felt Prisha's breath on her thigh.   
 
    Oh crap.  Andrea wondered if Prisha was going to smell her aroused pussy.  Andrea's pussy was only two feet from Prisha's nose.  Not good.  Especially because Andrea's pussy was getting wetter and wetter.  Ever so wet.  She wasn't even wearing two pairs of panties any longer.  When she went and quick changed she'd simply put on a new pair.  Fourth of the day. 
 
    Her pussy was getting wetter now, in part, just from thinking about how very close Prisha was and how naughty it was the poor girl had to breath in her pussy musk and how shameful if Prisha figured out what was happening with her pussy.  Andrea didn't know why but the fear of discovery, or the shame of it, somehow did turn her on. 
 
    Why did her legs feel so odd?  It was like they were hugging the tree branch more than before.  The sides of her knees were scraping hard on the bark with every little movement.  Andrea tried to adjust her position and move her feet wider to spare her knees. 
 
    It didn't work.  A very simple, almost just instinctive, position adjustment, but it just didn't happen.  It was like her feet were glued together under the tree branch.  Andrea felt a shock of panic. 
 
    Andrea leaned out to one side and looked at her feet.  The two boots were cinched tight, their laces pressed firmly into the leather tongue pulling the eyelets close to each other.  That explained why it felt so tight on her ankles.   
 
    But it was more than that.   
 
    Those shoelaces from each boot also wrapped around the other boot and tied tight in some double knot. 
 
    Andrea could scarcely credit what she saw.  Her feet were bound more or less.  She was stuck on this tree!   
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    There was no way she could lean far enough over and down to reach her boots.  The boots were tied right up against each other directly below the heavy branch she sat on.   
 
    She might be able to reach it with one hand but wouldn't be able to untie that knot with just one and would probably even keep rotating from the effect of gravity and end up slung on the branch upside down. 
 
    Stuck! 
 
    Andrea whipped a look at Prisha.  Prisha was grinning.  Andrea remembered to keep her voice low and under control despite her panic.  Getting discovered now by the mini-orgy participants would make everything worse.  Much worse. 
 
    “Prisha!  What the hell did you do to my boots and laces.” 
 
    Prisha adopted an innocent head-tilted look on her her face, “Made it so you can't fall out of the tree.  No way you can fall now.” 
 
    “Untie those laces!” 
 
    “Shh.  Quiet.  Now you have to finish the mission.  Your mission has some top secret parts to it.  Need to know.  I can't tell you about them until you really need to know.  Just keep watching.  I'll untie you when the time is right.” 
 
    She would but wasn't about to tell Andrea what conditions would make the time “right”.  Maybe more like “ripe” than “right”. 
 
    Andrea was torn between a need to watch what was going on, a need to stay quiet so they weren't discovered, and freaking out about being in such a helpless position.  Not really helpless but certainly hobbled.  She couldn't jump down and run if she needed to!  So now it was even much more important they stay quiet and were not discovered. 
 
    Andrea fumed.  For a few seconds she just looked at Prisha.  Reproachfully as possible but now Prisha's face was a neutral blank. 
 
    This was so unlike Prisha.  Playing a joke like this at someone's expense.  Taking this risk.  What happened to reliable overly reserved Prisha? 
 
    Nothing for it now. 
 
    Andrea raised the binoculars to her eyes once more. 
 
    Now Brookley was sucking on one of Tiara's big toes!  Sure, her big toe was pretty little and pretty pretty but... it was a fucking toe!  A dirty nasty toe!  Sucking on a toe was about as personal and intimate as sucking on a sexual organ.   
 
    Besides, it was a female toe.  A lesbian toe! 
 
    Brookley moved slowly down the line of toes.  She'd moved a bit so Andrea could see her face and the toes now.  It was funny because she'd moved just perfectly for Andrea to see exactly what she was doing, to one side of Tiara, to her far side.   
 
    Andrea could not have asked for a better position reset had she been a porn director and the camera with zoom lens was right there with Andrea.  It was like Brookley telepathically knew where Andrea was.   
 
    It would be almost suspiciously good luck except, of course, Brookley could have no idea she was being watched at all let alone from this particular section of back yard. 
 
    The redhead was sucking away on the dildo and the “blonde” black girl switched back and forth between Tiara's big breasts.   
 
    Andrea felt something at her side.  Now what?  She glanced away from her viewing.  Prisha had the side of her face on Andrea's side and, even as Andrea looked, Prisha rested the point of her chin on Andrea's upper thigh.  Andrea's leg was stretched by weight and angle so she really felt that chin subtly dig in.   
 
    My God, thought Andrea, Prisha's mouth and nose are only inches from my pussy!  My wet pussy that's getting quite a bit wetter!  She almost has to be able to smell me now.  I can feel her breath on my leg.  What is she doing?  Trying to see what I'm seeing I guess. 
 
    Andrea could push Prisha away but that could lead to noise or losing her balance and, if she said something, that also ran a risk. 
 
    Truth was... it felt good having Prisha resting her chin there.  It was all in innocence.  Sure it was.  Had to be.  It would probably look weird if she did say something.  Then it would be obvious it effected Andrea. 
 
    Yes, better to not say anything, pretend to ignore it, and just secretly enjoy it.  In a non-sexual blameless innocent way of course.   
 
    Of course. 
 
    Andrea looked out at the action on the back patio again.  Now the unknown blonde African-American sat on Tiara, sat right on the dildo, fucking it.  She must have just gotten in position because the redhead was joining Brookley down by Tiara's feet.   
 
    Brookley stopped toe sucking and stood up so they were side by side. 
 
    Andrea wondered if the redhead and Brookley were just supposed to stand at attention and watch.  How boring.  Well, no, it wasn't, was it?  Andrea was also watching and she watched quite eagerly.   
 
    Maybe it was a good thing her boots were tied together making her legs hug the tree... and that Prisha's arm crossed over her belly now and held her just below her breasts even more firmly in place. 
 
    Still, Andrea was a little surprised that Tiara – since it seemed she could make those other two and maybe even Brookley do anything she wanted – didn't want them to continue the foot massage at the least.  After all, Tiara couldn't feel anything in that plastic dildo of hers. 
 
    Oh... wait a sec... apparently Tiara did want her feet to be massaged... by the redhead's and Brookley's pussies! 
 
    As the disbelieving Andrea watched, the redhead and Brookley simultaneously mounted Tiara's feet.  They led Tiara's sexy toes with the green neon nail polish up their pussies.  Then more foot.  Then more.   
 
    It was clear it was awkward and not at all easy for either of them.  It was also clear they loved it as their moans and groans along with the dildo-riding blonde's clearly reached Andrea's ears even across the distance. 
 
    Sound went both ways, of course, and Andrea stressed once again to herself the need for her to be absolutely silent.  No fuck ups! 
 
    It was good she was so conscious of that because she felt a sting on the tip of her breast right then.  Something stung her nipple!  She jerked and looked.  It was Prisha's fault!  Her hand had moved up and her fingers were pinching her nipple powerfully.  Prisha's fingers were like a tiny vice!   
 
    Andrea saw it must have been easy for Prisha to locate her nipple because Andrea's hard nipple poked obviously against her thin black top. 
 
    That nipple was way too prominent!  Deceptive, too.  Prisha was liable to mistakenly think Andrea liked what Prisha as doing.    Andrea couldn't blame Prisha for that mistake.  What was the girl supposed to think when she grabbed on to a hard nipple?  That the hardness somehow meant Andrea did not like it?   
 
    No, it wasn't Prisha's fault.  It was her own damn nipple's fault. 
 
    Not thinking this erect nipples phenomenon was going to be a problem again, she'd worn a thin wisp of a bra, a sort of almost symbolic bra, almost lingerie.  Her bad!   
 
    Now Prisha knew she had hard nipples and probably knew the scent of her aroused pussy and what it meant.  Now Prisha would think she was a kinky bitch!                 
 
    Damn, maybe she was a kinky bitch... but so was Prisha!  Pinching her nipple and feeling her up after tying her boots together.  Yeah, Prisha better not ever talk about her being a kinky bitch or turnabout would be fair play and in play.   
 
    Is this why she tied the boots?  She knew she was going to do this?  Is she doing it as some kind of joke or....? 
 
    Andrea decided to try to just ignore it.  That was hard to do because of all the sensation Prisha provided even just through that little pebble of flesh.  It also wouldn't be at all persuasive that her touches had no effect.  Andrea's nipples were too honest and clear on the matter. 
 
    Andrea just kept looking through the binoculars.  Hopefully Prisha would get bored with her nipple squeezing, pinching, and now pulling. 
 
    Brookley and the redheaded bounced their pussies up and down on Tiara's feet which achieved a pussy penetration more than half their length.  The other blonde continued to fuck down and grind on Tiara's strap-on cock.   
 
    The three women swarming Tiara were an amazing sight to Andrea.  Tiara fucked all three pussies at the same time.   
 
    A rare feat.  Or, perhaps... a rare “feet”.  Andrea felt giddy... and some other things.... 
 
    Andrea could only imagine what it must feel like over there.  If she were Tiara then the African-American blonde on top would not provide much sensation but she'd be quite a sexy sight flailing her hair like that.  Andrea supposed her weight writhing around on her would also be a turn on.   
 
    The feel of two pussies engulfing toes and feet, two hot wet pussies jamming down again and again... that must really be something.  One of those pussies belonging to her thin friend Brookley!   
 
    Shocking!  Arousing! 
 
    Andrea did not need to imagine the feel of Prisha shifting a bit so her right arm came up to cup Andrea's left breast and her left arm pulled away from Andrea's right breast and moved so that hand just happened to fall between Andrea's legs.   
 
    Right against the tightly stretched crotch of Andrea's shorts.  She wasn't going to... was she?  She wouldn't dare... would she?   
 
    Some casual breast feeling between close friends, even some nipple pinching, that was just... being playful....  Contact with a woman's pussy, even through shorts... that was a much tougher sell as “playful”.  That was quite beyond friendship!   
 
    Andrea could swear she heard herself think two distinct simultaneous thoughts.  “Don't do it, Prisha” right along with “Do it, Prisha!” 
 
    Prisha's fingers pressed down against the seam of her shorts.  A hot heavily damp area as it turned out.  Andrea was surprised.  She hadn't known until forced to know it by having her own wetness pressed back against her vulva.   
 
    Andrea felt the pressure cause more juice to flood out.  Andrea suddenly felt that somehow she was close to coming.  It couldn't be, but it was.  How did she get so close so fast?  Andrea didn't know which was more inexplicable, Prisha's behavior or her own reactions. 
 
    It didn't help – or did help depending on perspective – when Prisha leaned down and began licking – licking! – Andrea's thigh just below her pulled up shorts. 
 
    It was just licking bare skin on thigh.  Thigh.  Not even very close to her pussy.  But it was hot, wet, sexy licking.  Prisha had full soft sexy lips.  Andrea had always thought those lips were Prisha's best bedroom feature – you know, for her husband – even more so than her quite generous body.                 
 
    Andrea remembered joking in naughty fashion with Joy that Prisha's lips made her wish she had a cock for Prisha to suck.  She'd never said anything like that to Prisha.  Prisha was way too reserved to hear that kind of thing.  Was. 
 
    Andrea hadn't meant it.  She was just joking around.  Prisha having full soft sexy lips really had nothing to do with her! 
 
    Or so Andrea had once thought.  Not so much with Prisha now sucking – sucking! – on her thigh.  She was going to give Andrea a hickey.   
 
    How would she explain that to Ted?  Easy.  She wouldn't.  No problem.  It was so easy to avoid having sex with him. 
 
    The thought of Ted did make her feel guilty. 
 
    Fleetingly. 
 
    She wasn't doing anything.  She was just sitting here!  Let Prisha do whatever she wanted and Prisha could feel guilty if she wanted.  Not Andrea!  Andrea was doing nothing wrong! 
 
    Andrea tried to take her mind off what was happening with her by looking again at the group of four beauties on the back patio.  It was getting hard to focus her eyes.  After a moment, she saw they were all still at it as before. 
 
    Brookley and that redhead literally fucking those feet. 
 
    Brookley was a foot fucker! 
 
    At the moment Andrea could hardly blame her.  She sort of wished she had a nice sexy little foot to fuck right then.   
 
    The sucking on her thigh seemed to connect via wormhole to her pussy.  It felt like Prisha was licking and sucking at her pussy in addition to her thigh.  Of course, those insistent Prisha fingers may have had a lot to do with that.   
 
    The thumb and index finger of Prisha's right hand tugged at Andrea's left nipple.  Pinching and tugging.  Pinching and tugging.  
 
    The sensations from that tiny piece of flesh were profound.  
 
    The sensations were all adding up. 
 
    Andrea gave no thought any longer to stopping what was going on.  Why stop it?  Was there some reason to try to stop it?  Andrea simply could not remember if there ever was one or what it could be. 
 
    Andrea still worried about sound but now, instead of worrying about saying anything that the watched might hear way over there, she worried about crying out when she climaxed.   
 
    She knew it wasn't if she climaxed but pure unadulterated adultery when she climaxed.   
 
    Fuck it.  She'd have plenty of time to feel guilty and uncertain later.  Right now she needed to cum.  Up a tree and boots tied, it didn't matter.  Actually, those factors added to it. 
 
    She tried to look through the binoculars again but her eyes wouldn't focus.  So her left hand held onto them at her side and her right hand just automatically went where it was needed most.  To the back of Prisha's hand at her crotch.  Andrea pressed down on Prisha's hand and also ground her butt downwards on the branch. 
 
    She was already so close that this increased sensation and the feeling of naughtiness from assisting Prisha in molesting her pussy drove Andrea over the edge and she came.  Andrea shook and her mouth opened wide but silent.   
 
    Andrea controlled her desire to cry out but unthinkingly thumped the back of her head against the tree trunk.  Not just once.  Twice.  Hard each time.  She saw stars but may have been seeing them even before the first head thump.   
 
    Her legs wanted to spread wide but couldn't and that helplessness added to the orgasm's power.  She wanted to cry out.  She snapped her mouth closed and then used her upper teeth to trap and crush at her lower lip to keep from making any more noise than a tiny wounded bird. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    She ended up with closed eyes laying back on the trunk.  Her whole body went limp except for occasional aftershocks.  She depended on Prisha to hold her in place but felt Prisha balance her and leave for a moment. 
 
    Then Prisha must have come back because she opened Andrea's mouth wide.  Andrea left her eyes closed.  She was so spent.  She didn't really even think but just felt like Prisha was going to kiss her.  Which actually did not make any sense as Andrea's lips were way too high for Prisha's mouth to reach. 
 
    Andrea felt something rough and hard slide between her upper and lower sets of teeth, push down her tongue, and push back her cheeks at the corners of her mouth.  What the-- ?   
 
    Her head was tilted forward and something happened at the back of her head.  A tightness.  Extremely tight.  Her cheeks even hurt now. 
 
    The pain and the oddness of what was going on forced Andrea to crack her eyes open. 
 
    It was awkward to look down at her own face but the taste helped make obvious what her eyes were barely seeing.  There was a small thick bark-covered branch, about half a foot long, in her mouth.   
 
    Some kind of wide rubber band, not like a normal rubber band but stiff and hard, stretched back from each end of the branch.  Stretched back to meet together behind her head. 
 
    She was gagged!  Gagged with a piece of wood!  Some stinky rotten branch that fell off a tree! 
 
    There was Prisha looking up at her with wild expectation in her eyes.  A sort of eagerness but with a hard edge.  Prisha's hands rubbed Andrea's thighs. 
 
    Two other hands cupped and massaged Andrea's breasts from behind. 
 
    Other hands! 
 
    Whose hands were those!?! 
 
    Andrea reached up towards the piece of wood but Prisha caught her hands, almost gently.  One of Andrea's hands was passed back around Andrea's right side to whoever was behind Andrea and Prisha guided the other hand around Andrea's left side. 
 
    Andrea felt them get tied together behind her.  Andrea let it happen.  It was too much to take in so she just took whatever was done.  Now her feet were tied together via thick hiking boot shoelaces, her hands were bound, and she was gagged.   
 
    All while up a tree. 
 
    She was up a tree without a paddle!  Unless that branch in her mouth counted as a paddle.... 
 
    After tying her hands together behind her, whoever it was returned their own hands to Andrea's helplessly undefended breasts.  The actions were dismaying but the hands felt great on her breasts.  Those hands helped themselves and worked Andrea's breasts deeply and freely.   
 
    Those hands on her breasts and Prisha's on her thighs effected Andrea.  More than a minute passed and the hands stayed where they were but they shifted Andrea's priorities.  Turned them on their head. 
 
    Keeping those hands on her was what she wanted.  Not off.  On. 
 
    An orgasm sometime soon seemed like a good idea again. 
 
    Why not?  That whole I'll-never-orgasm-up-a-tree thing was already out the window, wasn't it now? 
 
    She'd never made any such vow, of course.  Never would have thought she needed to. 
 
    The hands released her breasts and their owner came around the trunk and Andrea saw her.   
 
    Andrea's eyes widened in alarm.  
 
    Leila!  It was that Leila bitch! 
 
    Oh shit! 
 
    Leila's mouth widened with a big smile but her eyes narrowed like she was determined to hit a moving target, “Andrea!  You hosted us at your place and now you are determined to right away have us host you and show you our hospitality at our place.  Just couldn't wait for an actual invite, could you?” 
 
    Andrea tried to talk.  Of course she did.  But it wasn't easy with that big stick in her mouth. 
 
    Leila appeared to listen patiently, even nodding thoughtfully on occasion in response to Andrea's wet spitty airy sounds.   
 
    Then she repeated back to Andrea to make sure she understood her correctly, “So, you're telling me you sneaked onto our property without permission.  What did you call it again?  Trespassing, yes, that's what you said it was.  Followed by invasion of privacy in order to judge judge, judge.  Does that cover it?” 
 
    That bitch was putting words in her mouth following on the heels of putting a stick in her mouth! 
 
    Andrea looked desperately at Prisha for help.  Prisha knew the cover story.  Time to spit it out!  Andrea sure wished she could spit out the story herself.  It and the stick! 
 
    At least she had Prisha here to represent! 
 
   
  
 

 Even if it wasn't believed the could still hide behind the cover story.  Andrea made some sound effects at Prisha which were her attempt to say “Tell her how we followed that suspicious guy.” 
 
    Prisha listened with a furrowed brow and then turned to Leila, “She confesses she sneaked in here to spy and judge.  She says she forced me to come with.  She says she had an orgasm already but wants as many more as possible and will do anything to get them.” 
 
    Leila put a hand on her chin, “Hmm.  I don't know.  We do like to be good hostesses even if the guest is a naughty uninvited guest.  Certainly nothing is more welcoming than an orgasm.  Except, of course, more than one.” 
 
    Andrea squealed into the wood bit, saliva squirting out of the corners of her mouth and dribbling down.  Then she tried to carefully state words but it didn't make them any clearer.   
 
    They damn well knew what she was saying anyway!  This joking around was mean.  It was time for them to stop! 
 
    Leila looked doubtfully at Prisha, “I'm not sure, Prisha Slut.  Are you sure she's saying she wants as many orgasms as possible?  Sometimes the way she sounds with that stick in her mouth it almost sounds like she's saying she doesn't want them.  Which makes no sense!  Who doesn't want orgasms?  Should we perhaps take out the gag and ask her to clarify?” 
 
    Andrea mumbled and slurped words into the stick trying to make them vibrate through the wood.   
 
    Prisha shook her head, “No.  She says she is quite adamant.  She wants the gag to stay in her mouth.  She just loves it.” 
 
    Leila tapped a finger on her mouth, “I would not want to be rude to a guest, even a rude guest, and we must respect her wish that the gag remain in place.  Still, if she will not clarify then we really must verify.” 
 
    Prisha nodded eagerly, “That's a great idea, Mistress Leila.” 
 
    It was only then, so tardily, that Andrea Atherton fully appreciated that Prisha was not on her side, was totally on their side, and had somehow been tamed or enslaved or whatever it was at some previous point unknown to Andrea. 
 
    All of which added up to a conclusion of “Oh oh”. 
 
    Prisha was calling Leila “Mistress”!  Prisha had betrayed her!  Andrea was only here because Prisha had the idea.  So it wasn't even Prisha's idea.  It was a set up by Leila and Prisha was following her Mistress's instruction.   
 
    Wait.  What were they doing now!?! 
 
    On either side of her each felt a nipple though her tight shirt and bra. 
 
    Hard nipples. 
 
    Leila looked across at Prisha, “Are her nipples hard or is it because of her bra?” 
 
    Prisha frowned like she was working a puzzle, “I really don't know, Mistress Leila.” 
 
    Leila nodded as if she suspected as much, “No choice.  We have to get her out of that bra.” 
 
    Andrea felt disbelief. 
 
    But her disbelief could not stop what was already planned. 
 
    Her disbelief could not save her. 
 
    Leila and Prisha worked her shirt up over her breasts.  The thin black top was so tight it easily stayed in place newly out of place.  Then they unsnapped her bra.  Andrea's sweaty breasts were uncovered.  
 
    Leila looked appreciatively at Andrea's bare breasts crowned by hard nipples.  Andrea's nipples were a bright red against her milky white breasts.  The nipples looked like cherries on top of whipped cream. 
 
    Leila lipped her lips lasciviously and Andrea felt both panic and lust. 
 
    Andrea stopped protesting.  The noises she'd been making were only effective at embarrassing her, nothing else. 
 
    Andrea wondered why her nipples were still so hard.  Usually they lost their hardness by now after an orgasm.  The breeze caressing them only made them harder if anything. 
 
    Then the fingers.  Prisha's and Leila's.  They made those nipples even harder.  Or kept them as hard as could be.   
 
    Leila and Prisha each brought a hand up to the nipple nearest them. 
 
    Those skillful fingers.... 
 
    Those insistent fingers.... 
 
    Andrea saw Prisha staring at the nipple she was alternately rubbing and tugging on.  Staring at it like she was watching a miracle. 
 
    Andrea looked at Leila and saw that while Leila was rubbing Andrea's other nipple Leila was looking up and watching Andrea's face steadily.  She examined every flash of emotion on Andrea's face.   
 
    That embarrassed Andrea because Andrea suspected Leila was good at gauging the effects she had.  Leila must see how aroused Andrea was and that her arrow of arousal was pointing up up up. 
 
    Leila spoke with mock scientific objectivity to Prisha without looking away from Andrea's face, “Are her nipples hard or does Andrea have those always hard nipples?  She's your buddy.  Do you know anything about her nipples, Prisha Slut?” 
 
    “No, Mistress Leila, I just don't know.  Whatever will we do now?” 
 
    “Let's give them a good suck.” 
 
    Despite having given up protesting Andrea took up the protest flag again and did release a spontaneous squeal of protest.   
 
    Leila and Prisha bent in and practically inhaled Andrea's nipples simultaneously.  It made Andrea make a different kind of squeal with zero tone of protest.  They sucked and nursed and suctioned some more at those nipples.   
 
    Their tongues flicked hard on the nipple's undersides like they both attended the same school of nipple sucking. 
 
    The nipples didn't get any harder.  Because they couldn't.  They were as hard as they'd ever been.  Andrea thought her nipples felt four times their normal size, bigger than she knew possible.  They felt that way but she sure couldn't see them.  Not with her nipples about halfway across their tongues and inside their mouths! 
 
    Andrea didn't know what to think.  It was hard to think at all. 
 
    Maybe just one orgasm, one more orgasm, and then try to sort things out after that? 
 
    Good plan? 
 
    Two solid minutes of nipple sucking and flicking and nibbling passed and then Leila and Prisha conferred once again.  Andrea thought she'd nearly cum again already.  Those two had stopped just in time or too soon, one of the two. 
 
    Andrea breathed hard, sucking in air past the stick.  She looked down and saw droplets of spit dangling off the ends of her nipples.  
 
    Leila and Prisha, on either side of Andrea, worked in tandem to slowly rotate Andrea on the branch until she was no longer sitting on it. 
 
    They soon had her dangling upside down!   
 
    It was hard on Andrea's legs.  It was especially painful to her knees scraping that black bark. 
 
    “Prisha Slut, let us use a different technique to verify this is exactly what she wants.  That I am spending my time wisely on her.  That she really is a total slut just like you.  That she so wants to be my slave also.” 
 
    Slave?  Slut?  A new technique? 
 
    “I'm just sure she is, Mistress Leila.” 
 
    “Verify always.  Slave sluts must be willing.  When they cannot or will not talk with their lips they still can with their body.  For sure their other lips will always tell the story true.” 
 
    Other lips?  Other lips?  Andrea thought she knew what that meant! 
 
    Oh crap.  She needed to find a way to dry out her pussy within the next few seconds. 
 
    But... that was impossible! 
 
    Especially with Prisha tugging at the button on her shorts and pulling down the zipper by pulling it up.  All while Leila cupped Andrea's sex right through the shorts. 
 
    Andrea wasn't getting any drier.  She was getting wetter. 
 
    Leila commented, “She soaked right through her shorts.  I thought this material was moisture resistant but I guess it can't resist pussy juice.  Still, it could be a spill of some sort.  We need to do a better job of verifying.  A much better job.” 
 
    Andrea closed her eyes tight.  This was all going in the wrong direction.  Everything was upside down in more ways than one.  Her head was filling with blood and she was getting dizzy. 
 
    They pushed her unzipped shorts up her legs to where her knees met the tree branch.  Then they pulled at Andrea's panties and the panties reluctantly pulled free from Andrea's wet pussy. 
 
    She was mostly naked and entirely helpless hanging upside down from a tree while a supposed Mistress and her traitor best friend had full access to her body!  She might not be technically naked but she was naked for all intents and purposes. 
 
    Prisha, “Mistress Leila, her pussy looks so wet.” 
 
    Leila agreed, “It sure does.  Still, one can't be too sure.” 
 
    Andrea felt fingers work her swollen folds and delve into her pussy. 
 
    Leila again, “This Brit sure feels wet as can be.  Feels fresh.  Still, one can't be too sure.  Give her pussy a good sniff, Prisha Slut.” 
 
    Andrea felt a deep inhale right next to her pussy.  Having a face that close under these circumstances was a huge turn on.   
 
    Prisha reported back, “Smells fresh.  You know, in a British sort of way.” 
 
    Leila laughed, “I just love this upside down reversal.  Didn't those British colonize your country and you had to unleash Gandhi on them?  Let me guess, this Andrea cunt always went around treating you like you were second best and she was somehow “helping you”.  From her position of higher status than you.  Just how the British always treated their colonies.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Leila, now that I think about it, that was how it was.” 
 
    Andrea thought, “It was not!  Was it?” 
 
    Leila sounded like she was smirking, “Tell you what.  Go ahead and colonize her pussy with your tongue.  Turnabout in general and turnabout while upside down especially are fair play.  If not, who cares?  Tongue that pussy.  Verify it is hot for it and keep verifying until you make it and her cum.  After all, an orgasm is ultimate verification of arousal.” 
 
    That sounded good to Prisha. 
 
    It sounded good to Andrea also. 
 
    Prisha's mouth and tongue found their way to Andrea's eagerly defenseless pussy.  Andrea thrashed and wobbled on the branch but not at all to escape.  It was purely reactive. 
 
    Andrea already thought this was the craziest best sex she'd ever had and it wasn't near to being over.  It was maybe just getting started. 
 
    Andrea focused on Prisha's tongue.  Never had she thought that tongue would wind up in her own pussy.  It was a revelation.  Prisha's mouth seemed so skillful.  These new neighbors must have taught her some tricks, thought Andrea.   
 
    Useful tricks!  Wonderful tricks! 
 
    After a wonderful minute of Prisha delivering cunnilingus with shocking expertise Andrea was startled to see a totally naked Leila down on hands and knees level with Andrea's head.   
 
    Leila undid the gag and plucked out the branch from Andrea's mouth.  Andrea worked her mouth and tried to get it ready to talk.  What would she even say?  She wouldn't say stop.  Not now.  She was more likely to tell Prisha to tongue colonize her pussy than she was to call a stop to things. 
 
    Leila told her exactly what to do, “No talking.  The only input we want from you is your tongue input up my snatch and your nose input up my asshole at the same time.  Tiara said she'd have you do that and I'm sure you will for her later.  But, first, me.” 
 
    No way!  That was Andrea's reaction.  Internally. 
 
    She remained silent and watched as Leila lay down on her back and then crab walked forward towards Andrea's dangling face.  Andrea's face was close to the ground with her blonde hair actually brushing the leaf litter.  Leila's knees passed to either side of Andrea's upside down cheeks. 
 
    Most of Andrea's attention was demanded by her demanding pussy.  That tongue.  Colonizing it so well.  Settling in and establishing control.  Classic colonization on a small scale.   
 
    That small occupying force known as Prisha's tongue made it impossible for Andrea to make any appeal to Leila.  For or against. 
 
    Andrea thought that must be why she didn't say anything – not one word – as that bitch Leila scooted her pussy closer and closer. 
 
    Leila's lowest most intimate parts bumped into Andrea's mouth and she realized how awkward it would be to do what Leila wanted.  To lick Leila's pussy.  Obviously that part about sticking her nose up Leila's asshole was just hyperbole. 
 
    Andrea's mouth was upside down so the very bottom of Leila's slit was closest and the top with the critically important clitoris seemed too far away to even reach without a lot of effort for Andrea.  She'd have to lift her head above Leila's legs and then twist her head sideways almost far enough to be the possessed in some Exorcist remake. 
 
    Andrea wondered why she was thinking so hard how to do what Leila wanted and almost not at all about not doing what Leila wanted.   
 
    If she didn't do what Leila wanted would Leila tell Prisha to stop licking her?  That possibility was a game changer.  That justified doing whatever Leila wanted.  That was it.  She had to do it. 
 
    Andrea clumsily swiped her tongue on Leila's pussy.  Then again.  Then some more.  She could taste her.  She was able to split the folds and find more juiciness. 
 
    She was doing it! 
 
    Why did defeat feel like victory? 
 
    Leila called her dirty nasty names.  Slut.  Whore.  Cunt.  Bitch. 
 
    Why did insults feel like compliments? 
 
    Why did she think those insults were wrong and unfair but like they also hit the nail right on the head? 
 
    Why the hell did it sound so true when Leila called her a dirty fuck doll?  Andrea didn't even know what a “fuck doll” was.  But it sounded exactly right.... 
 
    Wait, what was Leila saying now? 
 
    “Now get that narrow pointy royal-looking nose up my asshole.  Don't worry about my pussy.  I'll use my fingers on it.” 
 
    Andrea arched her back to pull her head away to try to give Leila a disgusted look of refusal but she was too low or Leila's hips were too high as she raised them to give better access to her asshole.  Andrea saw Leila move one hand to her own pussy to rub her clit with a finger tip. 
 
    Andrea was going to say something but she could only arch away for an instant and then her face collided back with Leila's intimate region.  Andrea's nose rammed Leila's perineum the first time. 
 
    Leila chimed in, “Close but not quite.  Come on you stupid bitch.  Nose fuck my ass!  Please your Mistress!” 
 
    Her Mistress?  Like hell!  But Andrea really couldn't get any words out.  The awkward position.  Prisha's too-good tongue.  Leila's will.   
 
    Andrea's sudden wilting of will....   
 
    Her will just wasn't made to withstand this passionate climate. 
 
    Where did all her willpower go?  Hell, she was somewhat known for her determination and leadership among the other wives. 
 
    Poof.  Gone.  Like it had just been an illusion. 
 
    Andrea stopped flailing and flexing her body.  She bounced to a rest and Leila moved her body so Andrea's nose tip rested against her asshole.   
 
    Andrea guessed Leila wasn't kidding about wanting her to nose fuck her asshole. 
 
    Well... her nose was already right there.  And... it didn't look like she'd be going anywhere anytime soon.... 
 
    She had been trespassing, hadn't she?  That was rude. 
 
    Of course, nosing an asshole was rude in a whole different way.  Rude gross. 
 
    One thing was sure.  Thinking was no fun.   
 
    Maybe doing.... 
 
    Andrea rubbed and nuzzled her nose on Leila's ass ring.  She did her best to nose fuck it.   
 
    He nose tip bounced and scraped around like a very small very ineffectual cock.  Andrea pressed hard but her nose just squashed and she couldn't get any traction while hanging upside down. 
 
    Then Leila told her to lick it wet.  So she did.  She tried to ignore the taste.   
 
    She tried to get her nose in but her nose still couldn't get in.  It was just crazy but her inability to get her nose tip inside Andrea's asshole frustrated Andrea.  Disappointed her.  If you're going to nose fuck somebody you should at least do it right! 
 
    Leila abandoned her own clit for a moment to reach under herself with both hands and spread her ass cheeks which stretched open her asshole. 
 
    Finally, Andrea was able to get her nose in partially.  She could not thrust it as she had too little to thrust and feared losing her toe-hold which was actually a nose-tip hold.   
 
    She rotated her head a little each way, back and forth, twisting her nose.  Pretty quick she got some good friction going especially the bottom edge of her nostrils against the ridged ring of sphincter muscle. 
 
    It worked great.  She knew it did for sure a few minutes later because Leila, a finger back at her clit rubbing furiously, had an orgasm, and pussy juice ran down even into Andrea's nostrils. 
 
    Moments later, Andrea had her own hard-earned orgasm with her own juices running down her taut fit tummy. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    Prisha and Leila untied her.  They did it so quickly that Andrea was still having her orgasm, at least the aftershocks, as she lay on the ground.  Soon she felt less dizzy but weaker. 
 
    Prisha pulled off Andrea's boots and socks and then took off her shorts and panties. 
 
    Naked, but what did it matter? 
 
    They stood her up and Prisha and Leila each held one of her hands.  They pulled and tugged her along and she had no resistance.   
 
    She couldn't lay around that leafy twiggy dirty ground all day.  She knew that much.  Best to just cooperate. 
 
    They brought her to the patio area and she felt a spike of embarrassment as Brookley – Brookley! – and Tiara, the blonde black girl, and the redhead looked at Andrea standing their in naked disarray.   
 
    Then she felt humiliation as Leila, in uncomplimentary fashion, told them about the “intruding trespasser” who spied on them and had an orgasm up a tree.  Two actually. 
 
    Did everyone really have to know she was nosy and a slut?  That internal question made Andrea fervently hope Leila would not reveal how this nosy slut used her nose in such a slutty fashion. 
 
    The worst was how Leila kept calling her “the British Slut”.   
 
    Leila also kept saying she would be “the British Slut's” main Mistress.  “Main Mistress”?  Thought Andrea.  She did not think she had any Mistress let alone a “main” one.  She didn't.  Did she?  Maybe the very idea of her, Andrea, having some kind of Mistress was the actual worst. 
 
    Or maybe the worst was how Prisha's free hand spread Andrea's pussy lips wide so that they could see what Leila called her “tasty pink”.   
 
    Or maybe how Leila hefted each of her breasts in turn and said their would be some “cool stuff” they could “do” to them. 
 
    Or maybe the worst was how Brookley looked at her.  Like she was a slut.  A sexual creature there to be used.  Like Andrea was just like Brookley and Prisha.  That bad! 
 
    Or maybe the worst was how Andrea was still turned on.  Still aroused and getting more aroused as she was handled physically and verbally. 
 
    Andrea's “Mistress” asked her a question with an obvious answer, “Brit Slut, do you agree you deserve to be punished?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Leila's voice sounded dangerous in a silky snake-in-the weeds way, “Brit Slut, your Mistress Leila thinks you need a nice thorough punishment.  Now do you agree you deserve to be punished?” 
 
    That sounded like a whole new question that needed a whole new answer! 
 
    “Yeah.  I guess so....” 
 
    Leila told her to lay over the back of a patio chair.  For some reason Andrea did it. 
 
    Leila told her to get her ass up nice and high up.  For whatever reason... Andrea did it. 
 
    Leila told her everyone would take turns spanking her.  Because Andrea deserved it and so they each could learn how well a Brit could take a spanking.   
 
    Even though it certainly did not seem to be in her own best interest Andrea held her position with her naked ass high and her pussy on display as well. 
 
    Andrea got more and more nervous as the other females decided the order of who would spank first.  Andrea was worried about getting these spankings.   
 
    How bad would they feel?   
 
    How hard would they spank?   
 
    Were they really even going to do it?   
 
    How would she herself behave when spanked?   
 
    Could she hold her position like her Mistress – er, um, Leila – wanted her to? 
 
    Would they respect her less for allowing the spankings or if she tried to get out of them?   
 
    Would they still not respect her in the morning? 
 
    Leila intruded on her thoughts, “Brit Slut, you agree you deserve a spanking.” 
 
    “I don't know about that now.” 
 
    “I wasn't asking you.  I was telling you what to do.” 
 
    “Oh.”  That was different then.  “I agree I deserve a spanking.” 
 
    As soon as Andrea said it she actually felt it to be true.  It just struck her as exactly right.  Honestly, she did feel like she needed to be punished.  For lots of things. 
 
    She had been trespassing.  And nosy.   
 
    She did orgasm a couple times like... like... like some kind of... lesbian slut. 
 
    While betraying her husband.  Poor Ted! 
 
    The spanking “punishment” didn't work very well.  It did hurt though.   
 
    The redhead had a strong arm she claimed was a “stripper pole arm”.   
 
    Turned out the African-American “blonde” girl also had a “stripper pole arm”. 
 
    Even Brookley's spanks hurt as she put a lot of enthusiasm into them.  
 
    Leila and Tiara's spanks were, by far, the most painful.  They targeted particularly soft vulnerable areas like the very bottom of Andrea's bottom.  Their accuracy was how Andrea knew for sure the times their spanks landed on her pussy were no accident.   
 
    The reason the spankings didn't work well as a punishment was because Andrea just got more and more turned on.  It wasn't all her fault.  While one spanked another would sort of hold her in place and at least one more would fondle all over her body but, in particular, her naughty bits. 
 
    The spankings just kept going on.  Once each was not enough.  When an arm tired another took over but then the arms recovered and were soon ready to spank again. 
 
    The purpose wasn't to give everyone a try.  The purpose was to break Andrea.  They knew it and she knew it too.   
 
    Andrea was curious.  Would they break her?  Could she be broken?  Was she already?  She already just did whatever they told her to do.  What more did they want? 
 
    Andrea began to feel like having another orgasm but obviously wanted to wait to have it.  While being spanked simply wasn't the right timing.  They would think she liked being spanked!  Then they'd want to spank her all the time!   
 
    It would be against her best interest to orgasm while being spanked and totally indecent as well. 
 
    Andrea could only hold it off for just so long and the spankings went on and on and on. 
 
    Andrea gave up fighting it.  Leila must have been able to tell when she was really broken or about to be broken because she took over behind Andrea when it wasn't her turn.   
 
    Andrea needed something.  She didn't know what but she knew she needed it.  Maybe she needed more spanks.  Or to cry from the pain and humiliation.  Or to orgasm. 
 
    Leila had waited until she saw that look come and stay on Andrea's face.  That desperately needy look.   
 
    “Brit Slut, time for you to acknowledge I am your Mistress now and you will always and forever do anything and everything I tell you to do.  No matter what.” 
 
    Andrea thought that was one hell of a big ask!  She didn't want to make any commitment to that bitch let alone such a total and irrevocable one. 
 
    Leila definitely noticed her hesitation, “You can say it.  It is the truth now.  Or you can hold that position with your red ass wagging in the air while for the next few hours the five of us have sex all around you.  You also won't be allowed to touch yourself.  Make your choice.” 
 
    How ridiculous!  Andrea knew she could just straighten, get her clothes, get dressed, and walk on home. 
 
    She knew it... but she didn't feel it.... 
 
    Somehow leaving seemed more wrong than doing wrong. 
 
    Obviously she'd miss out on... all sorts of stuff. 
 
    She'd go home and have this needy pussy and a sore ass with nothing to show for it! 
 
    “You can be my Mistress.  For today.  Just today.” 
 
    Everybody except Andrea laughed.  It was definitely laughter at Andrea and not with Andrea. 
 
    Leila recovered from her laughing, “You think you'll only like the things I do and make you do, some of them I've already done and made you do, today and not tomorrow or the day after?” 
 
    Andrea realized Leila made a decent point.  But it was a decent point about a whole lot of indecent activity! 
 
    “Look, I'm married.  I have a husband.” 
 
    “I know you're married and I know your definition of marriage.  Being married is your current situation.  Being a submissive slut is who you are.  It is your nature.” 
 
    “I can't.  I can't... do this.  I mean... I have done some things but I can't do this to Ted.” 
 
    “You already have.  Now, try it on for size.  See if it fits you.  Call me your Mistress.  Ask your Mistress to spank you.  See how it feels.” 
 
    Andrea thought she'd play along.  Get past this.  Give Mistress Leila – Leila – what she wanted and maybe Leila – Mistress Leila – would give her what she needed.  She damn well needed something! 
 
    “Mistress Leila, will you please spank me?” 
 
    Andrea's normally strong voice sounded weak and simpering. 
 
    Like someone entirely different than herself as she knew her had said it. 
 
    Someone entirely different from her previous self had said it.... 
 
    The feeling was profound and overwhelming.  It took Andrea's breath away.  Just calling Leila “Mistress” this one time made her feel utterly submissive and utterly owned.  It filled her with lust.  She felt like she'd just committed herself.  She'd gone through a one-way door and that was it, no going back. 
 
    “You want your Mistress to spank your naughty ass?  You'd be so grateful if your Mistress spanked your hot naughty adulterous trophy wife Brit ass?  Tell me.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!  Please spank my naughty British ass!  I wish you will, Mistress!  I'll be so grateful that I will thank you afterwards, Mistress.” 
 
    Leila was quite pleased with Andrea using the proper term three times in just three sentences.  Which was one more than the examples Leila had provided her.  The Brit Slut was going above and beyond expectations!  Or below and beneath depending on perspective. 
 
    Leila spanked with ferocity and Leila fiercely held her ass aloft and in place.  Leila spanked and spanked.  Andrea held it all inside.  She did not even whimper.  But Leila knew.  There was plenty of emotional activity swirling around inside Andrea.  Like a chemical reaction taking place. 
 
    Once Andrea was on the edge of orgasm Mistress Leila felt the time was right to make Andrea beg her to spank her pussy. 
 
    “Brit Slut, beg me to spank your Brit slit.” 
 
    Her slit!?!  Her pussy!?! 
 
    Well, if that was what she wanted....  In this case Andrea thought “she” could refer to Mistress Leila or to herself equally. 
 
    “Please spank my Brit slit!” 
 
    “Come now, Brit Slut, you know how to ask with proper manners.” 
 
    “Oh!  Please, Mistress, please spank my naughty Brit slit.  Your Brit Slut begs you to do it, Mistress.” 
 
    “That is so much better.  You've really proven you're a good slave slut for your Mistress.” 
 
    Had she proven that?  That was a bad thing... maybe. 
 
    Andrea had begged Mistress Leila to spank her pussy.  She'd begged hard even as she wondered why she'd beg for what she did not want.  But now that she had begged she realized she did want it.  Having her pussy spanked sounded just perfect in that moment.  
 
    Calling Leila “Mistress” seemed perfect and made her pussy wetter.  Actually, her pussy convulsed a little every time she said it.  If she said it over and over she'd probably cum just from saying it.   
 
    For the moment only, of course.  It could not always be such a powerful emotional elixir.  Surely, she would regret this begging and Mistress acknowledging.  Soon.  Later. 
 
    Of course... the only way she could know for sure if the effect would wear off would be to do it again.  Tomorrow.  Maybe a few more times that week.  Maybe a few times a month.  Just to know for sure... that it wasn't for her. 
 
    Have these... interactions... with the new neighbors and their friends and her friends who were their “friends”.   
 
    These bitches already had Brookley and Prisha tamed.  Now they wanted Andrea as well.  What would Joy think of them?  Andrea could not bear the idea of Joy knowing what a weak slut she was. 
 
    A shockingly hard spank landed on Andrea's pussy.  Even swamped with pain she felt her pussy juices spray in fine droplets on her inner thighs. 
 
    It was so painful!   
 
    Her pussy loved it! 
 
    Maybe it was for her!   
 
    The second spank on her pussy started Andrea's orgasm and the following spanks on her pussy just raised the power of the orgasm more and more. 
 
    The orgasm, finally and at last, made Andrea cry out.  A mixed cry of victory and defeat.  A cry repeated over and over.  The continued spanking kept raising the volume of her orgasmic cries.  It was just a sound but to Leila it was the very definition of “submissive conversion”. 
 
     To Andrea that orgasm felt like a long series of orgasms.  Like the orgasm couldn't finish and kept restarting with each spank on her pussy.   
 
    The orgasm finally finished with Andrea still somehow clinging to the patio chair like it was flotsam from her own shipwreck. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
    Andrea was then “invited” to participate in a “taste test”.  One after another after another she ate pussy.  On her knees on the hard patio tiles every time.  Tiara, the blonde whose named turned out to be Sindi with an S like some stripper, the redhead whose name was a pun and who also sounded like some stripper, then her friend Brookley, and then her friend/betrayer Prisha.   
 
    It really put her on the spot to go down on her friends and neighbors.  The backyard margarita gatherings would never be the same again!   
 
    They kept her constantly aroused during the pussy licking.  Touching and caressing and fingering her.  She felt like a low down slut.  It felt admittedly great. 
 
    Then it was time to go down on Mistress Leila.  Her mouth was so tired but Mistress Leila made it clear she should make her best efforts always to please her Mistress.  That any amount of pain or discomfort or trouble was worth it if it might add ever so slightly to her Mistress's pleasure.   
 
    That sounded, by then, reasonable and true to Andrea.  She threw herself into the effort and, once Mistress Leila finally cum on her mouth, she patted the top of Andrea's head and told her she'd shown fine slutty enthusiasm. 
 
    That insult felt like a huge compliment. 
 
    Everything was upside down for Andrea.  Insults were compliments.  Females instead of a male.  Many instead of one.  Pain brought pleasure.  The one she most disliked, Leila, was somehow now her Mistress.   
 
    Even her own behavior was upside down.  Her independence and leadership replaced by meek obedience.   
 
    Talk about upside down!  She'd even had an upside down orgasm earlier! 
 
    Mistress Tiara – she now understood she was also to call and think of Tiara as her Mistress – had her on all fours next to her lounger.  Facing away.  While they talked about the weather and Brit Slut this and Brit Slut that.   
 
    Mistress Tiara caressed Andrea's pussy with her bare foot.  With her foot!  Andrea held eagerly still for this.   
 
    Mistress Tiara told the others to be sure to watch.  Then Mistress Tiara inserted her toes and slid them up and down Andrea's slit.  Then pushed them further in while Andrea held herself firmly in place. 
 
    The last thing she wanted to do was to ever get away from those toes! 
 
    Andrea worked her pussy back on them to get them even further in. 
 
    Andrea thought, “I'm a foot fucker also, just like Brookley.” 
 
    Andrea proved it to herself and everyone there a few minutes later by having an orgasm with Tiara's foot halfway up her pussy. 
 
    Andrea slept then for awhile on one of the loungers.  Slept or passed out.  One of those. 
 
    When she woke up they had her right back at it.  She had to get Mistress Tiara off with her tongue up Mistress Tiara's pussy and her nose in Mistress Tiara's asshole.   
 
    Mistress Tiara lay on her stomach on the lounger with her legs spread wide.  Andrea had much better leverage without being tied up a tree and did a better job of it than she had with Mistress Leila.  She ground her nose into Mistress Tiara's asshole and worked her tongue when she could up into Mistress Tiara's hot slit. 
 
    Mistress Tiara came and Leila had Andrea lick up Mistress Tiara's spend from the lounger.  
 
    Then they had her serve them drinks and clean the patio area.   
 
    They told her it was time for her to have a real job. 
 
    As their maid. 
 
    For a dollar a week.  Contractual, not hourly.  It nicely avoided any sort of violation of minimum wage laws Andrea guessed. 
 
    They said they would be quite demanding of her and she believed them.  How could she not? 
 
    They said she would need to be a multi-faceted maid and would need to develop extra skills. 
 
    So the redhead, Share-On, and that Sindi taught her how to strip and work a stripper pole in that underground lounge. 
 
    She got quite good at it in just one night even. 
 
    Showing off her body and her sluttiness to the tiny audience was hugely arousing. 
 
    The Brit Slut stayed all night but the next day she had to go back home.  Ted was coming home.  She wasn't eager to go home or to see Ted.  She wanted to stay with her Mistresses. 
 
    They assured her they'd have lots of things for her to do soon and would call on her as needed.  That she should be a good little wife for the coming weekend and then come back to the hilltop mansion for more fun on Monday when Ted flew out again. 
 
    They asked a lot of questions about where Ted was going that week and why and the exact times of his flights.  Andrea did not tell them it wasn't their business.  Everything that was her own business was, of course, also now the business of her two lovely Mistresses.   
 
    Slaves kept no secrets. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
    The neighborhood was quiet by all appearances that weekend. 
 
    Underneath the calm waters Brookley, Prisha, and Andrea all just looked forward to when their husbands flew out again.  Monday for Prisha's and Andrea's husbands and Tuesday for Brookley's.  Their three pussies almost bubbled with juicy anticipation. 
 
    Joy Tarver's pussy also bubbled but she was not emotionally calm about what Monday would bring.  She was hardly resigned to her fate or happy about it.  Her mind was in constant turmoil. 
 
    Joy ranged wildly from knowing for sure there was no way she'd go up to that hilltop mansion or ever answer her door if it was Tiara and Leila knocking all the way to knowing, absolutely knowing, she would go up there.  Until fifteen minutes later each time when she changed her mind back to undecided.  She was determined to resist.  Sometimes.  She was too fearful of the effects of cooperation.  Sometimes. 
 
    Were they really her Mistresses now?  Was she really some kind of slave?  Could she live like that?   
 
    Could she now live without that excitement? 
 
    Joy had no idea what she would do Monday once Joel left the house.  Part of her knew she must never succumb like that again.  She sensed it could become a habit.  A part of the fabric of her being.   
 
    Part of her thought it already was.  Part of her thought if she did go up there, delivering herself to them, that there was no way she could avoid falling under their spell.   
 
    Resisting them on their home ground seemed, at best, wildly optimistic after what they'd already done to her in her own home. 
 
    Up at the hilltop mansion it seemed quiet, and was on the outside, but inside plotting and planning took place.  They knew that Mr. Ted Atherton was flying to Baltimore Monday thru Wednesday.  They knew Mr. Joel Tarver was flying to Tempe, Arizona Monday thru Thursday.  Mr. Reyansh Mukherjee would be down in Sacramento to help assist a difficult brain surgery situation involving multiple operations and was expected to be gone from Monday at least until Wednesday if not longer.  Mr. John McSwain was buying beef in Oklahoma in lot purchases from Tuesday thru Friday.   
 
    As a result, they scheduled flights for Share-On Sunday night out to Baltimore and then from Baltimore to Oklahoma on Wednesday.  For Sindi they scheduled flights to Sacramento Sunday night and then from Sacramento to Tempe, Arizona on Wednesday. 
 
    They figured Mr. Atherton and Mr. McSwain, whose wives were blonde, would probably like a change of pace so they sent the redheaded Share-On for them.  They figured Mr. Tarver and Mr. Mukherjee, used to darker haired wives, would enjoy a blonde so they sent Sindi to them.  Sure, she wasn't a real blonde but, why not? 
 
    The windows of opportunity may be narrow or even non-existent.  It could take several weeks for everything to fall into place.   
 
    Luck was on their side and Share-On and Sindi were willing to fuck even if a guy wasn't attractive.  They could just close their eyes and imagine Mistress Tiara or Mistress Leila was fucking them with a strap-on.   Share-On and Sindi were good at looking great.  Expert at dressing to attract sexual attention.   
 
    They were also quite determined due to the fringe benefits they could accrue.  Namely, the appreciation of their lovely Mistresses.  They were eager to please them. 
 
    They would come back tired but exuberant.  Jet-lagged but triumphant. 
 
    Of course, back in Cali, other events with the trophy wives took place first.   
 
    One in particular. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
    Monday. 
 
    Joel was gone.  Temporarily in Tempe.  Tempe-rarily? 
 
    Now what?  That was the question in Joy's mind.  Funny how you could go all extended weekend from Thursday afternoon to Monday late morning with one decision to make, do as told to do or don't, and still not know which to choose. 
 
    She could go up there as “Mistress” Leila had ordered her to do.  Or she could stay in her house.  Or, yes she could leave the house and still not go up there. 
 
    Pros and cons.  If she went up there she'd be following orders Leila gave as “Mistress Leila”.  Who followed the orders of a Mistress?  A slave slut apparently.  Doing as instructed was a sort of acknowledgment or at least gave the same appearance.  If she did not go up there it might just piss off “Mistress Leila”.  Joy did not want to make her angry. 
 
    If she did not go up there then Leila and Tiara might come down to Joy's place.  Even if Joy left for a while she'd be sweating it constantly when she returned.  What if Leila and Tiara showed up when Joel was back home? 
 
    It would be better to get this cleared up well before Joel's return.  Settled and then let the dust settle as well.  If she offended them by refusing them then they'd have days to calm down.  Anything rash would happen before Joel came back. 
 
    Making things clear to the new neighbors was a daunting task because it wasn't truly clear to Joy.  How do you tell people you didn't like it when they gave you fantastic orgasms?   
 
    It wasn't like there was some line she would not cross.  Maybe there had been.  Before.  But now she was across it.  She couldn't argue she would never do the things she'd already done.  Or allowed done to her.  Whichever. 
 
    Things like pussy licking.  Given and received.  Over and over.  Three different pussies.  In a naughty private moment she even asked herself which pussy she liked the most.  Answer?  All of them!  
 
    Also, things like being handcuffed.  And spanked.  And called names.  Humiliating names.  And Joy calling another human being her “Mistress”. 
 
    Not cool.  But... hot. 
 
    There were other considerations.   
 
    Brookley was totally theirs.  She did everything they told her to and she seemed to love it.  Did that mean Joy and Brookley couldn't be friends any more if Joy did not participate as well?   
 
    What kind of conversations would they have if Brookley continued with the new neighbors and Joy did not?  Joy talking about Joel's latest improvements in efficiency at locations he visited across the country and Brookley talking about how many pussies she'd licked to orgasm in the previous twenty-four hours? 
 
    Joy could also admit to herself, but not out loud to anyone else, the events of Thursday had not satisfied her curiosity.  They only incited it.  Her pussy was hungry for more of the same and more different new things.   
 
    Stupid pussy. 
 
    Joy told herself there was a middle path.  She could go up there now, yes, as instructed, but not as some kind of ridiculous slave thing.  They were expecting her and she did not want to be rude.  No reason to piss them off either.  Go up, tell them thanks, but, no thanks.  Tell them her life and marriage were too important to her. 
 
    That's what she decided to do.  But she admitted she did not know how this would go or if she would be successful.  In the worst case, she thought wryly, she could not break her marriage vows as they were already broken. 
 
    When she got right down to it she realized her worst case scenario involved giving and getting some incredible climaxes.  That was the worst case so why be so scared? 
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
    Joy arrived at the old Ferendt residence out of breath.   
 
    Leila was pleased to see it on the security camera.  Joy's breasts rose and fell as she took deep breathes waiting for the door to be answered.  It was quite a steep incline up the hill and the day, as usual this time of year, was already hot. 
 
    Leila tried to take every possible advantage all the time, little or big.  You never knew what may tip the scales and make the difference. 
 
    First advantage:  Letting Joy stew in her own juices for four nights.  No doubt she replayed events in her mind's eye.  Which meant stewing in her own juices may not be just a turn of phrase. 
 
    Second advantage:  Controlling the time and location of their next encounter.   
 
    Third advantage:  Said location being on Leila's home field and, even better, that Joy had no familiarity with it. 
 
    Fourth advantage:  Joy coming here was obedience to Leila's order.  She may not mean to continue to be obedient but so far she was.  Slavery was habit.  Habit had to begin before it could continue. 
 
    Fifth advantage:  Out of breath and a bit tired.  Already!   
 
    Leila watched the door open and Joy Tarver literally take a step back when she saw it was Prisha, entirely nude, who opened the door. 
 
    Sixth advantage:  Element of surprise.  More like element of shock.  It was more than that though.  It was a distraction emotionally and mentally.  Joy would have to wonder how this had come about.   
 
    It also lent a sense of inclusive permission.  Like a trend.  Everyone else was doing it so it's all right.  “It” being becoming a slave slut made that “style” a hard sell but, still.... 
 
    Leila watched the silent video as Prisha told Joy what Prisha had been told by the Mistresses to say.  What all guests were told on arrival.  Rules of the house.   
 
    Since it was daytime, Joy had to wear lingerie.  In order to get in to see Leila and talk with her.  To obey Mistress Leila's orders or to try to shut down Leila.   
 
    Either way; lingerie.  Leila was pleased to realize that rhymed.   
 
    Leila saw Joy reluctantly agree.  She stepped inside and stripped while Prisha watched her and then donned a loose-fitting pink two piece. 
 
    Seventh advantage:  Dictate apparel.  Take her out of her comfort zone.  Make her uncertain.  Make her embarrassed or at least self-conscious.  Maybe even turn her on through exposure.  Many women had a wide streak of exhibitionism.   
 
    On the way to Leila and Tiara who was right next to her, Prisha, as she'd been instructed, took Joy to the Exercise Room.   There Prisha told her Joy would have to wait until the Mistresses had time for her.  Whereupon Prisha left to come see Leila and Tiara and let her know Joy was there.  She had no idea Leila and Tiara already knew. 
 
    Eighth advantage:  Making them wait.  Showing them that what was convenient to the Mistresses was more important than their own time. 
 
    Joy wasn't the only one in the Exercise Room.  No doubt to Joy's incredible shock, there was Andrea Atherton, her neighbor and long time friend.   
 
    Andrea was in training.  Pussy pleasing training.  Thursday and into Friday she had already learned a lot but she still had more to learn and, more importantly, her lips and tongue needed a lot more power and endurance.   
 
    And so. 
 
    Andrea was on her hands and knees on top of a big long table.  Laying in front of her on “her” back was a female looking mannequin.  Andrea's face was between the mannequin's legs and over “her” pussy which was quite detailed.  It looked realistic.  It even had fake pubic hair.  The mannequin was a redhead. 
 
    Joy stood still while staring at Andrea licking away at the mannequin pussy. 
 
    No doubt Joy was trying to decide what to do.  She could not leave to afford Andrea privacy.  Joy was a guest deep inside a strange house waiting for the occupants to come get her.  Looking away wouldn't be much help what with the wet sounds Andrea was doubtless making.   
 
    As far as privacy, Joy had already seen what Andrea was up to and there was no unseeing it now. 
 
    Joy kept watching.  Unaware her face was being watched her expressions were unguarded.  Along with the shock on her face rose more and more indications of curiosity.  Then avid interest. 
 
    Andrea licked and used her nose to nuzzle the mannequin clitoris as well.  From time to time her tongue plunged in deep.   
 
    Behind Andrea, mounted on the table and connected to it, was another mannequin, or, at least the top half of a mannequin.  It was leaned forward a bit and the face met with Andrea's pussy.  There was movement there.  Leila knew Joy could probably see it or even hear it as the mannequin's “tongue” licked away. 
 
    The two mannequins communicated with each other via wireless.  As one received oral attention the other provided an approximation of same.  The first mannequin's pussy and Andrea's pussy were in different positions respective to the real and fake mouth working on them but the more Andrea worked, the harder she worked, the more sensation she got in return. 
 
    This was Andrea slut's third hour that morning of “performance expansion”.  They called various things that because they were exactly that.  No doubt Andrea's tongue and mouth were tired.  
 
    They'd ordered Brit Slut to come up before dawn.  The fool had been honest Friday when she told them how early her husband always flew out. 
 
    Despite it being her third hour licking fake pussy and being licked by a fake tongue, Brit Slut wouldn't get bored.  No one was ever bored by orgasms and Andrea had had several so far.   
 
    Leila and Tiara were quite free with orgasms for their slaves.  The more orgasms they had the less likely they were to ever try to walk away.   
 
    Their mind gave them doubt and stress.  Their pussy gave them orgasms.  Who won that tug of war was no surprise. 
 
    Leila figured the fact Brit Slut had already been there for quite a while would be obvious to Joy based on the sheen of perspiration on Andrea's body.  The orgasms would be obvious as well.  The room probably smelled like a pussy swamp on a sweltering day. 
 
    The set up actually had a third element, one not obvious to Joy from that angle. 
 
    Joy was on the monitor walking closer to Brit Slut and saying something. 
 
    This made Andrea look up and to her left at Joy. 
 
    Bam.  There it was.  The third effect. 
 
    Andrea's movement stiffened and her face froze.  Her body seemed to vibrate.  Most likely she also made an uncontrolled moan of some sort or some other cry with her throat muscles locked up for two seconds. 
 
    Joy stepped back like a deer at the edge of water who saw a crocodile peering at them from the shallows.  After the two seconds Andrea the Brit Slut immediately turned her face back to the mannequin pussy and went back to furiously licking it without trying to talk with Joy. 
 
    Andrea had a rather nasty butt plug up her ass.  It also utilized wireless communication with the mannequin pussy.  One way reception.  The mannequin pussy sent a signal when it went without contact for longer than a second.  Whereupon the butt plug delivered a severe anal shock.  It locked up muscles and caused quite a bit of pain.  This kept the slave experiencing “performance expansion” understandably focused on the task at hand.  The task at mouth and tongue actually. 
 
    In Leila's and Tiara's experience observing this type of “performance enhancement” the submissives quickly learned to avoid all shocks by simply obeying the order they'd been given.  To just do their best to please that plastic pussy.   
 
    What pain they did get in no way interfered with the ultimate goal.  Not with that other robotic mannequin tongue working away.  Any avoidance of that tongue – if the robot sensed and electronically reported a lack of contact – also caused a shock delivery through the butt plug.  The contrast between the pains and pleasures provided just made the orgasms stronger.  
 
    The butt plug was firmly planted and could not be shaken free accidentally.  The Brit Slut knew better than to try to remove it herself.  Her Mistresses had made that clear to her. 
 
    So Brit Slut could not talk with Joy or answer any questions.  Brit Slut's seduction and enslavement would, however, be obvious.  She was one of the leader trophy wives so this just made Joy's own possible enslavement more acceptable.   
 
    In their way, Leila and Tiara were giving Joy inspiration to go ahead and become a slave.  Monkey see, monkey do.  Subtle “permission” but every little bit helped.   
 
    Women were always comparing and contrasting themselves with those they knew and especially the ones they respected.  No doubt the respect Joy had for Andrea would now be at low ebb.  Would Joy think now that she was better than Andrea or could she content herself with being as bad, as slutty, as much of a slave as her friend and co-leader?    
 
    Would Joy seeing what Andrea was put through horrify her and close off her mind or would it excite her?  Brit Slut was quite a sexy passionate spectacle. 
 
    Joy now knew that Brookley, Prisha, and Andrea had all submitted to the new neighbors.  All her neighboring wives, all her fellow trophy wives, her three closest friends.  Instead of fearing rejection by any of them if she submitted she now had to fear rejection, or at least a lack of togetherness, if she did not submit. 
 
    Ninth advantage:  Taking out their support pillars.  Fear of missing out.  Fear of loneliness.  Fear of losing friends. 
 
    Joy had to know by now that what she'd done on Thursday and what they'd done to her was only a beginning.  This was not a matter of whether to do more of the naughty same.  It was now whether or not to go much further down that path. 
 
    It was a big pill for Joy to swallow.  A dildo-sized pill.   
 
    Leila pictured sliding a dildo-sized dildo down that Joy's lovely throat.  Making her try to suck it off for hours and hours.  Making her slobber on it until her tongue could no longer move.  Then turning her around and fucking her with that same dildo all slick with her own saliva. 
 
    Leila and Tiara really wanted Joy.  The fourth and final.  A clean sweep.  The sexiest prize of them all possibly. 
 
    Joy stood and watched.  She was waiting and had nothing to do.  There was nothing else going on other than the spectacular “performance expansion” of Brit Slut. 
 
    Tenth advantage:  Use their own empathy against them. 
 
    Leila knew Joy would have to consider what it all felt like for Andrea and thus how it would feel for her if she ever were in the same awkward, uncomfortable, tiring, sexy, arousing, situation. 
 
    Empathy.  Fuck them over or get them to fuck through their own empathy.  Make that asset into a great big detriment.  Make their empathy asset into an asset for their new Mistresses. 
 
    Joy walked closer and closer, sometimes just a few inches at a time.  She changed her angle of approach as well and certainly obtained a view of the electric shock inducing butt plug sticking a little out of Andrea's ass.   
 
    Now Joy was almost standing over her friend and could see the real tongue and the fake tongue working on the fake pussy and the real pussy respectively. 
 
    Leila and Tiara knew for sure that Joy was turned on by what she was seeing Brit Slut do and have done to her.  They knew because several times Joy's right hand drifted towards her pussy only to be jerked back to her side once Joy became self-aware.   
 
    One time Joy's hand even made it all the way to her pussy before being pulled back like she'd touched a hot oven.  Which she had.  A hot pussy oven. 
 
    A few times Joy looked over at the door she'd arrived through.  She did not look impatient for someone to arrive.  She looked worried they would arrive while she watched. 
 
    Joy wanted to watch what was going on.  She did not want the spectacle to stop. 
 
    After a while it become clear Joy was not going to start masturbating right there and then.  She was curious and aroused but she still had self-control.  So they had Prisha Slut go back and get her.   
 
    As per their orders, Prisha Slut went right over to Brit Slut and fondled her breasts dangling down.  She fondled them rough but sexy for about fifteen seconds.  All while Joy watched, wide-eyed but silent.   
 
    It had to be a shock seeing Andrea's “sidekick” best friend helping herself to Andrea's assets. 
 
    What was Joy going to do?  Tell Prisha to leave Andrea alone?  Not while Andrea moaned so appreciatively at Prisha's fondling. 
 
    Then Prisha Slut brought Joy to them. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
    Joy, led by naked Prisha Slut, walked into the sun room where they had decided they wanted to take her and make her their complete submissive creature.   
 
    It was a gigantic sun room so maybe sun gymnasium would be more accurate.  Leila gauged Joy's posture, pace, and the look in her eyes. 
 
    The posture was straight but not breast sticking out.  She wasn't trying to show off.   
 
    The pace was a little hesitant with the steps by those long legs shorter than normal.  Worried or scared a bit then.  No surprise. 
 
    The look in Joy's eyes was not angry at all.  Or, even worse, determined.  Determination was a bad thing.  No one was determined to give in and be a slave.   
 
    The look was more like awe and wonder. Like opening a closet and finding it led to some other world.  That look was not due to the majesty of the sun room. 
 
    Leila and Tiara lounged mostly naked in big soft chairs with thick curled arms of padding.  They looked out on the vast back yard.  The video monitor was put away now so Joy would not have any idea they watched her progress throughout the mansion. 
 
    Leila spoke without turning, “Come over here, Mutt.  Stand before your Mistress.” 
 
    Eleventh advantage:  Set the terms of address.  You could not be called a name again and again without it becoming part of your identity.  You could not call someone Mistress without meaning it for long before you did come to mean it. 
 
    Joy did not protest.  She came over and stood in front of them.  Again, doing as instructed.  Again, cooperating fully. 
 
    Once standing there in that loose lingerie she waited to be spoken to.  Excellent.   
 
    Joy wasn't taking any initiative at all.  She waited for events to unfold.  Waited to be told.  Just like a good slave.  Her behavior thus far was almost exactly like what a full slave would do.  All they had to do was keep her on that path and not do anything to make her leave it. 
 
    Since Leila spoke first it was time for Tiara to speak.  To make it one versus more than one.  
 
    Twelfth advantage:  Outnumber them.  Make “democracy” work against them.  When two out of three expected something it was hard for the third to fully consider it that wrong and unusual no matter how wrong and unusual it was. 
 
    It might not come to a confrontation at all.   
 
    Leila and Tiara had not planned this part out fully.  They did not need to.  Tiara knew to join in and make it a team effort.   
 
    Tiara said, “Mutt, we'll start this day with you licking my pussy.  Your friends are getting real good at it and you need to catch up.  You know what they say.  If you're not lead dog the view never changes.  That said, lead dog or not, your view will often be pussy or ass.  So that isn't really a good phrase for your circumstance.” 
 
    Leila added, “I'm sure being such a Mutt you'd really like to suck on our toes as well.  You'll get to that.  Our pussies first though.  Then our feet.” 
 
    Tiara continued, “After that, your real Mutt training will begin.  You're our Mutt but will need to earn your keep.” 
 
    Joy finally made herself say something, “Look, the reason I'm here--” 
 
    Leila cut her off, “Is to serve your Mistresses.” 
 
    Joy tried to continue with her thought, “No, that's not it.  You need to understand--” 
 
    Now Tiara cut her off, “We can't even listen to you if you don't address us correctly.  You know what to call us.  You addressed us correctly the other day when we gave you so many orgasms and, more importantly, gave you the honor of giving us orgasms.” 
 
    Joy pursed her lips for a second, “Fine then.  Mistresses, I want to talk with you about what's happened and what isn't going to happen in the future.” 
 
    The Mistresses noted that Joy did not seem upset at their bossiness or interruptions.  Just thoughtful of how to get her message across.  Staying calm and trying to utilize persuasion on her part was very much in their favor as it kept the advantages of home field and outnumbering her in effect. 
 
    Tiara spread her legs and Joy couldn't help looking at her pussy.  She looked and kept looking.  Tiara's shaved pussy was beautiful. 
 
    Tiara shifted forward and slid down a little.  Her legs widened out and her pussy flowered open.  Joy saw the delicate sunrise shades of pink were wet with dew. 
 
    Joy sensed Leila stand up from the other chair and walk around behind her.  She knew she should probably say what she'd come here to say or at least keep track of what that wicked Leila was up to.  But she really didn't want to look away from Tiara's pussy.   
 
    Leila spoke in her ear from behind her and the soft warmth of her breath made Joy tremble with uncertainty, “Mutt, maybe we can listen to your little Mutt ideas later.  First things first.  Pleasing your Mistresses.  There's no way your Mistresses could listen to your Mutt words and try to puzzle out your Mutt notions until our pussies are satisfied.” 
 
    For some unreasonable reason what Leila said made perfect sense to Joy.  She was probably lucky they were willing to listen to her at all.  She probably should need to earn the privilege or at least show her respect. 
 
    This was her first time here.  She should be a good guest.  The hostesses needed her to do her part. 
 
    Leila's tongue flicked on Joy's earlobe, just once but with profound effect, and then she ever so gently pushed on Joy's lower back.  Just to get her moving.  On this cliff's edge the tiniest movement could cause the desired avalanche. 
 
    Joy found herself, under her own power, moving forward and down.  Forward and down.   
 
    Joy's mouth arrived at Tiara's pussy and it was a surprise to her even though she knew it was her goal.  It seemed like she got there so quickly.  It was a relief as it also seemed like it took a long time to make it to Mistress Tiara's pussy. 
 
    Joy kept that lovely pussy waiting some fractions of a second longer than it really should have had to wait.  Maybe Joy could find a way to make it up to Tiara.... 
 
    Joy licked and licked and, the more she licked, the wetter her own pussy became.  Watching Andrea in the horribly sexual situation had primed her up.  Joy felt her emotional tension draining away like a plug pulled in a filled bath.  It was replaced with a wonderful flexing tension in her pussy.  A need.  A need that guided her.  A need to be fulfilled. 
 
    Mistress Leila petted her and caressed her back.  Mistress Leila was so helpful!  She even helped take off Joy's lingerie, easily sliding off the loose outfit.  The loose lingerie shorts went straight down her legs and Joy was able to lift each in turn to allow Mistress Leila to get them past the knees and Joy kept her mouth active on Mistress Tiara's pussy while doing it.  She hoped the Mistresses were pleased with her effort.   
 
    Her borrowed loose pink lingerie top was easy to remove as it only had two oversize buttons at the front.  Joy was easily able to keep her mouth working on Mistress pussy as Leila slid her arms out of each side of the sleeveless top.   
 
    Joy was glad the lingerie was off her.  Pink was not her color!    
 
    Then Joy was able to concentrate on Mistress Tiara's pussy. 
 
    It frustrated Joy that no one was touching her pussy but she knew she probably had not earned that kind of privilege.  She put all her effort into pleasing.  Pleasing likely equaled earning.  She wanted to earn an orgasm but, strangely, the most powerful feeling in her was an absolute need to please Mistress Tiara.   
 
    The only remaining confidence she felt was that if she did everything the Mistresses told her to do then sooner or later they would know when and how to best give her an orgasm. 
 
    Ten minutes later, Mistress Tiara came on her mouth and Joy did her best to lick up all her spend.  She thought Mistress Tiara would not want her to waste her precious Mistress pussy juice.  She knew her thought was right because Mistress Tiara graced her with a patronizing pat on her head accompanied by a huge compliment. 
 
    “Good little Mutt.” 
 
    It did not matter that Joy was quite a bit taller than Mistress Tiara.  She felt smaller than her.  She felt very small and unimportant in general suddenly. 
 
    Mistress Leila whistled and then called “Mutt!  Here, Mutt!”  
 
    Joy heard Mistress Leila slap her thigh further reinforcing the command. 
 
    They were treating her like a fucking dog! 
 
    They were calling her a dog name!  
 
    Joy was so turned on she almost didn't know what to do with herself. 
 
    The command, no matter how demeaning, was welcome.  It gave her direction.  It gave her purpose.  It filled the vacuum of her uncertainty. 
 
    Of course, Joy knew to crawl on her knees over to Mistress Leila sitting legs wide apart on a chair.  After all, if you were treated like a dog by Mistresses you should obviously act like a dog as well. 
 
    She knew what to do once she got there as well.  Please that Mistress pussy.  She went to work on it and appreciated how Mistress Leila petted her hair and kept calling her a good Mutt Slut.  That was nice of the Mistress. 
 
    Joy's pussy was still ever so needy.  She really wanted to touch it herself since no one else was.  She was pretty sure that would be some kind of breach of slut etiquette.  A failure to live up to Mistress expectations.  Thus, no touchee the furry. 
 
    Mistress Tiara and Mistress Leila still thought they were her Mistresses so, until she corrected that verbally and made everything clear, she needed to be the slave Mutt Slut they expected.  Anything else, especially in the Mistresses own home, well, that would just be rude.   
 
    Joy was not a rude person and Mutt was not a rude sex puppy either.  Whoever she was, either way, she needed to please them and do as she was told. 
 
    She made Leila cum eventually with all her best efforts.  She licked up as much of her pussy juice as she could.  She was thirsty for pussy juice.  It felt like she could never ever get enough let alone too much.  An unquenchable thirst. 
 
    The image of Andrea licking that fake pussy came to mind.  Poor Andrea!  No pussy juice! 
 
      
 
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
    Then the Mistresses were kind enough to let her lick their feet and toes.  They seemed to think she'd love that kind of thing just because she was a Mutt.  Joy was surprised to learn they were exactly right about that. 
 
    Licking feet was so demeaning.  It really set her apart from the Mistresses.  She did feel like an animal. 
 
    The foot licking made Joy adopt an even lower position and it made her feel completely subservient.  It was literally as low as you could go on the human body. 
 
    The foot licking went on a long time, back and forth between them.  When one was done for the time being they'd push her with a foot to get her moving to the other Mistress and even lightly kick her rear to make her move quickly like their toenails were spurs. 
 
    Back and forth, back and forth.  Lick, lick, lick.   
 
    Joy was perfectly content doing this other than the wet fire in her pussy.  She felt like she could do this forever.  She dreaded it ending and having to have “the talk” with the Mistresses. 
 
    It was pretty nervy of her even thinking of telling the Mistresses they were wrong or what they could or could not do.  Rude, really.  It suddenly seemed outrageous that she planned to talk back to them and tell them what to do.   
 
    You didn't tell Mistresses what to do!  It was the other way around.  Someone like... Mutt... telling the Mistresses what to do was just... unnatural.... 
 
    Mistress Tiara put a collar around her neck.  It was tight and wide and had some device attached to it that pressed on Mutt's vocal cords.  They put thick padded leather mittens on her hands.  They were bound at the top so she could not even pull them off with her mouth.  Not that she tried. 
 
    They told her to heel and follow.  Mutt knew to stay on her hands and knees as she scampered behind them and barely kept up. 
 
    They led her out into the yard and around to one side of the front yard.  There was a hedge next to the front half circle driveway that prevented seeing that part of the yard unless you walked near to it.  They walked right over there.   
 
    Mutt saw a very large dog house.  So big she'd be able to fit in it with room to spare.  Painted in bright colors and with a comfy looking dog bed in there.   
 
    Two big bowls, the kind with wide heavy bottoms so they wouldn't tip over.  One had water.  The other had... something mushy and stinky.  Food?  Her food? 
 
    There was a chain wrapped around a strong tree.  Mistress Tiara clipped the end of the chain to Mutt's collar.  They did not even lock it in place.  Just clipped it there. 
 
    Yeah, Joy supposed, with her hands in those heavy padded mittens they really did not need to put a lock on the clip connecting her to the chain.   
 
    Nor with her eagerness to do as she was told.  Obviously, they weren't going to tell her to take the chain leash off so, obviously, she could not take it off even if she could have used her hands. 
 
    Mistress Tiara and Mistress Leila took no prisoners so to speak but, also, they took no actual prisoners either. 
 
    Mistress Leila spoke down towards Mutt, “Oh, right.  Mutt Slut, was there something you wanted to tell your Mistresses?” 
 
    Mutt furrowed her brow.  There was, wasn't there?  “Was” being the correct tense she now realized.  She decided to tell them she changed her mind and started telling them. 
 
    Mutt was shocked and they were amused when the sounds she produced were loud barks.  Almost deafening barks.  The words still came out but were completely dwarfed in volume by the barking the device on her neck made. 
 
    Mutt experimented a few times.  Every time she said anything a bark boomed out.  Constant barks until she stopped talking.  It made her sound like a real scary guard dog. 
 
    If she opened her mouth but made no sound then there was no bark.  Mutt thought that was a good thing.  Who wanted to hear barks if Mutt was licking their pussy?  Or their feet? 
 
    Mistress Leila told her, “Yeah, I didn't think you had much to say to us anymore.  Here's the deal.  You're our guard Mutt.  Watch the front gate and driveway here.  If you see someone who belongs here come out of the house bark once in greeting.  You know, just say hello and you'll make one bark.  If someone new shows up yell and yell an alert so you just keep barking.  The louder you talk or yell the louder you bark.” 
 
    Mutt blinked.  Really? 
 
    Mistress Tiara, “There's a real nice bone for you in your little house.  A big dildo attached to the back wall.  You'll be able to face out and see anyone coming up to the house while you fuck back on the dildo.  You get just as many orgasms as you want while on guard Mutt duty.” 
 
    Mistress Leila, “Go ahead and try it out.  We'll watch you.” 
 
    Mutt did as ordered.  It was like her own pussy gave her the exact same order.  How could she not do it? 
 
    She backed in.  Her pussy bumped into the huge dildo sticking out from the back inner wall of the dog house.  She almost slammed back on it.  She felt great eagerness.   
 
    But something nagged at her.  Once that dildo was in her she'd lose herself in the lust for a while.  Before that happened she needed to know something. 
 
    She spoke and words came out as well as deafening barks but the Mistresses understood what she was saying perhaps due to lip reading.  Joy was concerned about what was going to happen with her and also with her husband. 
 
    Mistress Tiara cupped her chin and Mistress Leila petted Mutt's mane of hair.  Mistress Tiara gave the details to put Mutt's mind somewhat at ease, “You'll be out here during the days.  We have burglar alarms and infrared sensors for nighttime.  At night you'll be inside.  While your husband is away.  Whenever he is away.” 
 
    That wasn't really the whole story but they thought maybe Mutt wasn't ready for the full story.  She would be soon.   
 
    Four days as yard Mutt and three nights as bed warmer Mutt should do the trick. 
 
    Mutt showed her understanding and acceptance by driving her pussy back on the dildo and fully impaling herself on it under the watchful pleased eyes of the Mistresses. 
 
    It was a relief and a revelation.  This.  This was what was important. 
 
    When she made moans and groans as she reared back on the dildo the device on the collar emitted growls and whines.   
 
    Mutt made a discovery.  Her volume also effected the dildo.  The louder she was the more it warmed up and vibrated.  Mutt realized the collar device and the dildo must have wireless communication as well. 
 
    A few minutes later, when she had an orgasm under the watchful appreciative eyes of her Mistresses, Mutt discovered the wireless communication between the dildo and the collar was two way.  When the dildo felt the crushing pressure of orgasm-convulsing pussy walls it detected Mutt had an orgasm.  It then sent a signal to the collar device which caused the collar to emit a yowling howl of epic proportions. 
 
    Like a wolf howling to the moon.  Orgasms were Slut Mutt's moon now and that moon was always going to be full. 
 
    Leila and Tiara watched watched with eager anticipation as Mutt's orgasm built and crashed.  This was the first real test of the device.  At least how well it worked on Joy.  In theory, as orgasms differed, it may not work well with some.  No problem with Mutt Slut!   
 
    Ha, she was practically foaming at the mouth! 
 
    As the orgasm began so too did a keening howl.  It was incredibly loud.  They'd be able to hear it inside the house.  Good thing they weren't planning on keeping Mutt out here at night.  That howl would wake up everyone.   
 
    They realized they'd need to get Mutt Slut some ear plugs to preserve her hearing. 
 
    Whenever Mutt had an orgasm from the dog house dildo her howl would notify the world of it.  The howl was actually loud enough to be heard at all the houses in the neighborhood.  Mutt's day orgasms in the dog house would be known to all. 
 
    Tiara suggested they call the dog house the “Mutt Hut” and Leila agreed. 
 
    It was tempting to change Mutt's name to Howler.  But anyone with this collar could be made into a Howler.  Not everyone was as much of a Mutt as Mutt.  Maybe they'd train up some other slave slut to occupy the dog house at night with the device volume turned way down during sleeping hours.  Then the new one could be called Howler.   
 
    Muffled howls would not make for much of a “Howler” though, would they?  Maybe they'd just put another slave slut guard dog on the other side of the half-circle driveway.  Then it could have a full-throated howl and live up to the Howler moniker. 
 
    Mutt Slut would have a territory defined by the length of the chain.  Mutt Slut could crawl far enough from the dog house to urinate and defecate freely without it getting near her food bowls.  They'd get Mutt used to cleaning up her own poo at the end of each shift as guard dog. 
 
    They would have to wait to pierce Mutt's nipples, or maybe her labia, and utilize chains on them to tie her out in the yard.  Wait until Mutt Slut no longer had to pretend to be a good wifey. 
 
    They'd wait until such major changes like piercings would not be noticed by a husband who was no longer around to notice. 
 
    As soon as possible they would put up a sign that said “BEWARE OF MUTT”. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
    Mistress Leila and Mistress Tiara knew by Wednesday late that night that all their plans had come, or for sure were coming, to fruition.   
 
    As far as the four neighbor wives totally submitting it was more like further confirmation.  They watched happily and near-triumphant as all four trophy wives sucked avidly on realistic looking plastic cocks sticking out from the Blow-Job Evaluator 10,000.   
 
    A little superstitious, the Mistresses had each false cock facing one of the cardinal directions.  Prisha Mukherjee sucked on North.  Andrea Atherton licked at East.  Brookley McSwain slurped on South.  Joy Tarver suctioned on West.   
 
    They all looked at each other often and their lips touched at the base of each plastic cock when they deep-throated it which they often did.  Seeing each other do this and knowing they were seen in return just turned on the four sluts all the more. 
 
    So there they were, all four, doing whatever the Mistresses ordered them to do.  Doing it in an eager to please way.  Right in front of one another.  Good.  Perfect. 
 
    The other part of their plans coming to fruition were the calls they'd received from Share-On and Sindi.  Each had two missions, each reported two successes.  Smooth as melted ice cream. 
 
    Between the two former strippers they'd seduced all four husbands, two each.  Easily.  No issues.  The sex was simple and traditional but that's all they needed.  The former strippers had done well video taping the encounters via purse video recorders provided by Leila and Tiara. 
 
    What next?  A bit of a hassle but mostly easy.  They could afford good lawyers. 
 
    Each trophy wife would be made aware of their husband's wrongdoing.  Each would make her husband aware they knew.  None would hint or admit any wrong on their part.  Divorce would follow and the lawyers would get paid. 
 
    When the dust settled the four trophy wives, now trophy slave sluts, would belong to Leila and Tiara.  Them and all their new sole ownership possessions. 
 
    They hadn't lied about Ellerton.  They had let the trophy wives deceive themselves through their own assumptions but they hadn't actually lied.   
 
    Of course, to be fair, they'd known exactly how the trophy wives would deceive themselves and had consciously allowed them to.  Even played into it. 
 
    Ellerton really had had ten women.  Had.  Past tense.  Thing was, Ellerton up and died on them.  Death.  Everyone's ultimate Master or Mistress.  
 
    Their talk of sex with Ellerton referred to following Ellerton's instructions on sexual activities.  Ellerton was with them in spirit.  Their talk of meeting Ellerton was the same. 
 
    Ellerton was an inventor.  That's how Ellerton got rich.  Mostly mechanical items in the oil industry.   
 
    As a hobby Ellerton also invented sexual devices such as the robotic mannequins helping the trophy wives improve their pussy licking, the collar that Mutt Slut wore, and, of course, the Blow-Job Evaluator 10,000.  Many other such items as well.  
 
    The ten of them knew what Ellerton wanted them to do once Ellerton was dead because Ellerton told them.  Take more slaves and make money.  Five sets of two women sent out to take on the world of sexual normalcy.  Ten little sexy teaspoons facing the world-wide tidal wave of common boring. 
 
    Ellerton told them how to take more slaves and make more money.  Trophy wives were hot pretty much by definition.  Also by definition, trophy wives were connected to big money.  Extract the trophy wife.  Extract the money also, at least much of it. 
 
    Like extracting oil from shale, according to Ellerton. 
 
    Compromise the wives but keep it private.  Compromise the husbands and make it public.  Use it against them. 
 
    Thus paving the way to generous divorce settlements.  The husbands would agree to terms and the slave sluts were less likely to have sentimental fondness for the husbands.   
 
    The houses or mansions, other property, a nice vehicle or two, and some years of Alimony.  All of which would go directly from the former trophy wives cum trophy slaves to the newly minted out of necessity Mistresses.   
 
    Pretty good deal.  For the Mistresses. 
 
    It wasn't quite a set for life situation just from that.  But there were further options.   
 
    Sell those other houses.  The vehicles also.  Slave sluts did not need their own homes or transportation.  What a silly waste that would be.   
 
    The strippers could teach them to strip and to be earners that way as well.   
 
    Eventually, they might send out a pair or even two pairs to recreate everything they'd done in a new location with a portion of those huge earnings returned to Leila and Tiara.  Like a pyramid scheme.  A domination and submission version of Amway. 
 
    Maybe send these trophy wives cum trophy sluts out as the “All Americans” and “The Internationals” like they had organized themselves with their ineffective neighborhood watch. 
 
    The fact Ellerton was actually no longer living was not the only way they allowed the trophy wives to deceive themselves through assumption.... 
 
    Leila moved behind Prisha Slut on the North side of the Blow-Job Evaluator 10,000 and slammed the plastic cock she wore home into Prisha Slut's needy slut pussy.  Leila reached over and managed to get four fingers up Mutt Slut's wet cunt over on the West side. 
 
    Tiara moved behind Brookley Slut on the South side and managed with some difficulty to get the plastic cock she wore up Brookley Slut's tight little ass.  Tiara reached over and unerringly found and pinched at Brit Slut's clit over on the East side. 
 
    Leila and Tiara grinned at each other and then looked at the fifth plastic cock on the Blow-Job Evaluator 10,000.  The one that rose up from the center. 
 
    The one that Ellerton used to like to wear on her strap-on.... 
 
    As the four slave sluts, one after another, climaxed like a string of human fireworks, Leila and Tiara looked up at the huge oil painting portrait of Barbara Ellerton hanging on the wall on the East side, facing Brit Slut's ass. 
 
    They had hung up the life size portrait the night before and clarified the new slave's mistaken assumptions.  It made no difference to the slave sluts.   
 
    They were bonded with their Mistresses Leila and Tiara, not Barbara Ellerton. 
 
    Their past mistakes were behind them.  All they had to do now was obey and any mistakes were not their own. 
 
    Leila and Tiara nodded respectfully to the painting of their deceased Mistress. 
 
    She would be proud of them.  They were carrying out her legacy. 
 
    They sure hoped the other eight of Barbara Ellerton's women were having as much success taking, taming, and training trophy wives as they were! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The End 
 
     
 
     
 
     
 
     
 
     
 
     
 
     
 
     
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    
  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    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 
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