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		Chapter One

		

	
		‘I am tenderly abused.’ Anna thought to herself. She recalled her wild performance with the beautiful black lady Betty, that left her unable to sit for weeks. And she was many years younger.

		Years had come and gone; memories etched in stone. The timing could not have been prevented, no matter who took control? She always knew Olivia cared. She thought she cared out of sanity and the desire to meet society’s classification of a normal person rather than the fact that she had been engaged in a long term sex triangle with her step mother Lena and Olivia. Maybe since Lena had died unexpectedly it made Olivia’s involvement with Anna more difficult, with all the past memories of the three of them.

		Anna’s heart wept with pain when Olivia finally showed up. If only she had known before, would she have been able to accept it? She was sure things would be different now. Anna did not have an answer. She pleaded her feelings to Olivia like a dam with no manpower. She explained how after Lena’s passing Anna saw Olivia as a figure to replace Lena in her life. Her tears came naturally as she bared her naked soul to her. Tears of Olivia’s own threaten to escape; Olivia is feisty enough to tell Anna this is not how she felt.

		***

		Stacy Layne, a twenty-five year old married woman with a taste for women and the submission to same. Was unaware she has broken up a long standing relationship with the mature Olivia and one of Olivia’s most ardent pussy slaves. The two had been together quite a while. Anna is the scorned woman and not taking it well.

		In addition to that, why would a twenty-five year old woman be standing in the hall of an apartment totally naked screaming at the top of her lungs, "Olivia, Please let me in!"

		.How many times had Olivia made Stacy undress in the hall and beg for her to let her in? All Olivia’s neighbors knew Stacy was her pussy slave. They would come out into the hall to watch Stacy beg Olivia to let Stacy in while she was nude.

		And how in the world did she get tangled up with this mature dominatrix in the first place. To Stacy is seemed so bizarre. She tried to put it out of her mind, especially in a situation like this.

		Stacy was crying in her embarrassment, and the neighbors were coming out of their apartment to see why a strange woman would be yelling so much. Some told her to shut up, but when they saw her standing in the hall with all her clothes piled around her feet, standing there holding her hands over her genitalia trying to cover herself as much as Stacy could, then they just stood there with their mouths open.

		They stood there hanging onto the banister rails as they stared with mouths open. Some just returned to their apartment in boredom or disgust. The rest stand there watching to see what the dike was making her latest toy do.

		Stacy was too adult to allow this woman to destroy her marriage like this. Stacy kept telling herself that she should pick up her clothes and leave before someone called the cops. Stacy was trying to rationalize to herself why she was here in the first place.

		It was because Stacy was drawn to women.

		Oh! Yes! Stacy was from mining family in northern West Virginia. Her father worked in the mines and worked hard to support their family. There was a large extended family of their relatives in the community. There was a lot of childhood incestual sexual exploration.

		There was even rumors that one aunt was molesting her children. As much as Stacy pressed her cousin, she never admitted that she did anything to her.

		When Stacy reached puberty Stacy use to go to the movies with boys from school and make out in the balcony. They would kiss and they would feel her up. Eventually, Stacy let some of them put their hands inside her dress and feel her naked breasts and put their fingers under her panties and probed her cunt.

		Stacy must have been about eighteen the first time Stacy got into the back seat of a boys old Ford and let him fuck her. It hurt a little, but other girls told her it got better. Stacy even sucked this guy's dick until he came in her mouth.

		Stacy never got the thrill, other girls bragged about. Stacy even tried it with several boys and even a couple of adult married men. Stacy thought boys just didn't know how to do it, but even adult men left her wanting. Stacy did have some climaxes but nothing to write home about.

		It was during this same time her older sister's girlfriend came over when her sister was out on a date. She told her she was lonely and didn't want to go home, so she followed her into the bedroom she shared with her sister.

		Miranda was a pale skinned redhead. She was taller than Stacy was, but of course most people older than her was taller then. She sat on the corner of her bed and talked about everything from school to dating. Stacy told her about going to the movies with boys there and make out in the balcony with them. Stacy even told her about fucking a few of them. Stacy admitted that they really didn't excite her all that much.

		Miranda told her she use to do the same thing. She told her that she did other things too! Stacy pressed her for information she had to tell her, but she simply told her that Stacy was probably not ready. Stacy begged her to tell her.

		She said, "If you have a woman's growth of pubic hair between your legs you may be old enough!"

		Stacy had started growing hair when Stacy was about twelve-year old. Stacy had even experimented with shaving some of it and even shaving it clean one time. Right now Stacy had an even growth of brown hair. It was not bikini cut because it was winter. At her urging Stacy lifted her skirt and pulled down her cotton underpants. Stacy stepped out of them and dropped them on the floor.

		When she reached out and placed her hand on her crotch and her middle finger slipped between the crack of her cunt, and it touched her little nub of her clitoris, her knees went weak. Stacy sat on her left knee as she continued to stroke her cunt.

		She whispered in her ear, "Stacy discovered that girls and women can please a girl as much as a man can!"

		Stacy laid her head on her shoulder as if it had become too heavy for her neck to hold up. Her breath blew her bangs around as she talked. She was asking her if Stacy wanted her to continue with her education.

		Stacy begged her, "Please teach her everything!"

		With that she removed all her clothes and left them on her bedroom floor. Then she placed her on her bed with her head pointing towards the foot of the bed. She stood up and removed her clothes. She has on a charming outfit. She had on a tan virgin wool sweater over a white silk blouse. Her slip hid her bra completely. Her skirt was just above the knee and made of a pleated Steward Tartan.

		Her nylons were nude color variety. Her shoes were dark brown bumps with only two-inch heels. Stacy watched her remove them, item by item. When she was down to her bra and underpants. They were very fashionable natural color. The rose pattern embroidery was very attractive matching set. The panties were cut to ride high on the hip and scoop low enough in front to be very provocative.

		When Miranda removed her bra Stacy was very thrilled. Her creamy white breasts were smaller than Stacy’s were. She sure didn't need a bra and they were capped by very pink areolas that were smooth and her little nipples were hard. She left her field of vision when she moved to the foot of the bed.

		She crawled onto the bed and moved to her as she plastered it over her body facing her feet. Stacy wanted to kiss her breasts but she had other ideas. When her knees were on either side of her head Stacy was looking up at her pussy and it was covered with strawberry pink pubic hair her tummy was so white and the inside of her open cunt looked so pink. It looked like the inside of her mouth. Stacy was taking in the sight and smell of her, when Stacy felt her take hold of her legs and spread them open as she placed her mouth over her young mound. Stacy felt like Stacy was about to pee in her mouth Stacy was so excited, but Stacy didn't. Stacy would have been so embarrassed.

		Miranda started spreading her legs, lowering her cunt down to her mouth. Stacy could smell her perfume but it was not strong enough to hide the smell of her wet pussy. It had a strong smell almost like onions freshly pulled out of the ground. Stacy opened her mouth and ran her tongue through the candy colored hair and into the open valley of her cunt. It was so distracting trying to suck her while she was driving her crazy with her tongue.

		When Stacy climaxed and she licked up all the juice afterwards, she sat up and ground her cunt into her mouth. When she climaxed she rocked back and forth so much her pink anus was being scraped across her nose. Stacy was smelling her butt and it caused her to have another climax. When she was finished she turned around and lay next to her and gathered her into her arms and they hugged while they rested.

		After that Miranda and Stacy would date each other when her sister was not around. Stacy never even thought about asking if she was making love to her older sister. Years later Stacy wondered if they were lovers too. When Miranda went away to college Stacy lost her only female sexual outlet. Stacy was at a loss for a while.

		Stacy started buying magazines from the local newsstand and convenience store. Stacy looked at the titles for articles about lesbians. It didn't take long for the middle aged woman behind the counter to figure out what articles Stacy was buying. She would wink at her and when the store was empty she would point out ones she thought Stacy would like. Stacy learned her name was Margaret. Sometimes she would have some magazine behind the counter that she thought Stacy would like. When Stacy opened them they were marked with yellow Hi-lighter.

		One day she produced one from Denmark. It was written in Danish, so Stacy could not read it, but it was the first magazine Stacy had ever seen with actual pictures of women having sex with each other.

		

	
		Chapter Two

		

		One evening when Stacy stopped in to see if there was anything Stacy wanted to buy, Margaret's replacement was there checking out the cash-register as she was taking over. When Stacy walked out of the store Margaret was by the door and she asked her to ride home with her. When they got into the car, before she buckled her seatbelt she lifted her butt up enough to reach under her dress and pull her panties down and off her feet. She handed Stacy her panties, as she buckled up and started the engine. Stacy held the crotch of her panties to her nose and smelled the warm crotch. Her pussy got wet, knowing she wanted to have sex with her.

		She asked her where Stacy lived; it was only a few blocks away. She backed out of her parking space and drove down the alley to an empty parking lot. She parked her car in a carport and got out of her side of the car. She came around the car and opened her side of the car.

		She told her to sit on the floor, so she could get in. Stacy lowered herself down onto the carpet as she stepped into the passenger seat as she place her left leg over her body. When Stacy turned around to face her, she lifted her dress and draped it over her head.

		Stacy was under the blue tent of her dress and looking at the brown hair of her cunt. She had been on her feet for more than eight hours so her cunt smelled strong. Stacy went right to work sucking her cunt. She placed her hands on top of her head and guided her as she made her rub her face between her legs.

		When Stacy made her cum, she pulled her out from under her dress and kissed her lips. She told her that Stacy could visit her home when Stacy she was not working.

		She gave Stacy her address before she put her panties back on and got back under the steering wheel, to drive her home. Stacy became her sex toy for a few years. She eventually moved out of town and they lost contact with each other.

		***

		That fall it was off to the State College where Stacy met her husband. They had a fairly good relationship. Much to the chagrin of Margaret. When Stacy didn't get pregnant after a few years they saw the doctor and found out he was sterile. They accepted that there would be no children. Stacy devoted all her energy to her job and they planned on early retirement.

		Then there was a transfer of an Assistant General Manager from the central office to make room at the home office to make another male eligible to become General Manager when the present one retires.

		The woman that came to their office was a competent manager, named Christina. She was in her fifties with graying hair and a stocky woman with large breasts concealed behind her tailored suits.

		When Stacy had occasions to bring in reports for her to look at Stacy would stand next to her, so she could respond to her questions quicker. Stacy noticed that she would sometimes place her hand on the back of her leg as if to pull her closer and leave it there. When Stacy started just standing so close to her that Stacy was touching the side of her body her hand started working its way up the inside of her thigh.

		Stacy opened her legs to give her full access to anything she wanted to touch. She soon was rubbing her wet panties. The next time Stacy had to bring her a report Stacy made a stop at the women's lounge and removed her panties and put them inside her bra.

		When Christina felt her wet pussy she smiled at her and pushed her chair back and indicated she wanted her to get under her desk. When Stacy backed under her desk she moved back into place and hoisted her skirt up to reveal that she had no panties on either.

		Stacy put her face between her legs and went right to work sucking her cunt. She kept her there all afternoon. Stacy lost count of how many times Stacy sucked her off. When quitting time came, her secretary poked her head in and said, "Sorry ma'am Stacy thought you had company, Stacy was just going to ask if there was anything else you needed before Stacy leave?"

		Christina said, "Thank you Betty I will lock up when I leave. Have a good evening!"

		When they were alone she had her lay face down over her desk while she selected a plastic object from her desk and shoved in into her cunt. She leaned over her back and pressed her breasts into her back as she masturbated her until Stacy was climaxing all over her desk. She told her to come to her apartment if Stacy was interested in becoming her sex slave.

		So, here Stacy was begging her to let her in while she was asking her if Stacy was naked. Stacy assured her that Stacy was. The door opened and she allowed her to pick up her clothes and enter the room.

		She told her to leave her clothes by the door and they went into her living room. She sat down and told her to sit on the floor at her feet. She had her give her a pedicure while Stacy was looking at her naked pussy under her negligee. When Stacy was done she told her Stacy could kiss her pussy. Stacy did everything she asked. Stacy was spent by the time she let her go home. ***

		A few days later Stacy got a call on her office phone to come to her apartment after work and buy sleeping blinders on the way and put it on before ringing the bell. Her panties were wet wondering what she was planning.

		When Stacy rang the bell the door opened and Stacy heard her say Stacy hope you cannot see. Stacy assured her that Stacy could not see anything. She led her into her living room. She told her to undress her. Stacy felt around and did as she told her. Then she told her to remove her clothes and waited for her next command.

		She told her to kneel in front of her and kiss her cunt. Stacy did as she asked. She rubbed her cunt on her nose and tongue until she came. Then she turned around and stuck her ass into her face and told her to clean her asshole with her tongue. Stacy did as she asked her. When she was satisfied with her job she allowed her to stand up and she fed her one of her tits. While Stacy was sucking on her tit, she untied the blindfold.

		At first her eyes were blurry; all Stacy could see was her tits and face. Then Stacy took in the room. There were four other women sitting on the couch and facing chairs. They were all older women in a variety of body types.

		The first one was a tall slim woman with bleached blonde hair. She didn't have very big breasts. She sat back and spread her long legs and ran her finger between her legs as they made eye contact.

		The second one was close to being grossly overweight her belly hung over her waist so much that her crotch was hardly visible. She winked at her pinched the nipple on her big breasts.

		The third one was hard looking. She looked like she could handle her own in a street fight. On her left tit was a tattoo of a sectioned rattlesnake with "Don't Tread On Me" inside the sections. She had an unlit cigarette dangling from her lips.

		The fourth one was a tiny little woman that was pretty enough to have been a showgirl in her youth. She had a warm smile on her face that gave her the feeling that she wanted to be her mother.

		Christina told her, "I want you to service all of them Bitch!"

		The fat one was closest, so Stacy knelt in front of her. She fed her one of her big tits to suck on. Then she had her suck on the other one. When she pushed her head down Stacy was forced to put her face between those overwhelming thighs. Her smell was terrible. Stacy almost threw up when she started sucking her cunt. Stacy felt strange hands pinching her nipples and probing her cunt and asshole. When she came Stacy was relieved.

		Stacy was pulled by the hair on her head, over to the tall skinny woman. She was cleaner and Stacy was enjoying sucking her pussy. She lifted her long leg up and stuck her big toe into her wet pussy. The dike looking woman was pinching her nipples, until Stacy thought they would be pinched off. Stacy was still lapping up her juice when the dike pulled her off the skinny woman.

		What she wanted Stacy had only done a few times with her husband in the past. She had a clear silicone rubber dildo in the shape of a cock that was at least eight inches long. It had a clear scrotum that was filled with a creamy liquid. The thing straps attached that allowed her to strap it around her waist. She squeezed the scrotum and some liquid squirted out the head of the dildo, and she coated the shaft of the dildo with it.

		Then she had her bend over the coffee table and she lubricated her asshole with her wet fingers. She knelt behind her and guided the shaft into her anus. Stacy wanted to pull away, but there was no place to go. Stacy was pressed tightly against the table. She fucked her ass until she climaxed. She squeezed the scrotum and her ass was filled with liquid. When she pulled the dildo out of her, liquid oozed out of her ass and ran down the inside on her legs.

		The last woman was right there with her sweet face between her legs. She was licking up the liquid from her legs and began reaming her anus with her tongue. She moved around in front of her and held a beer class to her pussy and pissed in the glass until her bladder was empty. She held the warm glass to her lips and held her nose until Stacy opened her mouth and drank her pee.

		Stacy wanted to throw up.

		Then Stacy caught her breath she knelt in front of her as Stacy lay face down on the coffee table and the sweet looking old woman kissed her mouth. While she was doing that Christina was behind her. She was reaching around the sweet little old lady shoving the dildo deep into her cunt. She was telling her only sick mothers make their babies drink pee.

		Stacy felt so used and cheap. At the same time she knew she would be back anytime Christina wanted her to visit. Feeling used, abused, and cheap, seemed to go with the territory if one was involved with Christina. She was a master, or mistress of just such a reaction.

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		“Who did you say you were again?” Anna said mockingly at Olivia.

		Anna prayed to have Olivia erased from her mind. It is the only way she knew how to cope, the memories denied. She wanted them gone forever! Lust and desire were what she had thrown at her. They stung like grains of rice thrown on her wedding day.

		Her body glistens with sweat as it tried to contain itself. Everything was laid out and opened, like a virgin at her prom. Hours later, Olivia’s fears, not Anna’s stamped across the possibilities.

		Anna admired her nerve; Olivia politely ask Anna to stay with her always. Just as a friend, by her side for all eternity. Anna smiled and told her that her behavior disgusts her. Was she happy to see Anna or thoughts of moments she shared with her linger like an intricate spider web? Anna was honest and said she did not think she could do this, to settle for second place to this new younger girl.

		No matter the options, Anna calculated and tried to embrace. It was of no use and a waste of her time. With the cards Anna could shuffle and play, the solution to this formula is the same. She loses. If she stayed, she would have moments of ecstasy and moments of pure strangulation. If she left, the times that were addictive will disappear quicker then she will have time to shower off the filth. She will be left with suffocation and bitterness that will drive Anna to the bottom of the earth.

		This place is completely foreign to her. Anna put it to Olivia straight. She laughed; she was jealous. Olivia told Anna her new lover did not want Olivia to see Anna anymore. It was absurd really. A clear sign of where Olivia’s loyalties were, with another younger girl. She understood Olivia hurt. She wished she could put her arms around Olivia and be there, just so she knew that someone did love her.

		Anna tried to rush by her side; Olivia stopped her in her tracks. Olivia do not want Anna to be here for her. She wanted space and no trace of Anna. Olivia denied their friendship because of a few carnal moments with her. Olivia’s cookie started to crumble. Anna tried to reason. If Olivia went into this younger woman’s arms she will forbid their friendship.

		Olivia had denied Anna to be with the younger woman Stacy. It was a forensic lie to fabricate a fantasy. Anna was on a cliff and waited for a moment that would change her life for eternity. Olivia would put her arms around Anna and they would walk away together. Or Olivia would throw Anna off the cliff and watched as she fell.

		Ecstasy was Anna’s to grasp briefly. She was sad and hurt. Olivia walked away from her. Anna was angry there was a chance that Olivia might give Anna up at all. Not just for the new woman or for the next one, but generally for anyone or anything at all.

		Was Liar her middle name? After all they had been through. What a fool Anna was to believe Olivia’s meaningless words that declared her unconditional love for her. Anna poked a hole in the silence that was spread like a consummation blanket before them.

		Anna just wanted to hear that she cared, she confirmed and then silence. Olivia stood up with tears in her eyes, Anna sat in silence. If she looked at her and said one word or moved, she would crumple to the ground. Anna did not want Olivia to see her weakness.

		Olivia walked over to Anna, her arms embrace Anna, and her tears start. Olivia said nothing; blessed her sweet lips on her neck. Olivia let go, turned, and walked away. Anna picked up a shovel and plunged it into the earth. It was time to start digging.

		***

		Olivia singled the woman out and stood in front of her. She loved her new business. No longer working for someone else and engaging D/s scene part-time, her new enterprise, ‘The Conformitorium’ was a boot camp for girls wishing to become better submissives to their mistresses.

		"Stacy Layne– correct?" she said. "At least five people in your life want you to change. Not including your husband. Five or more people you've worked with, lived with, interacted with who want you to come out of this ‘Conformitorium’ a changed woman. And that is what we do here!"

		The women shifted angrily and crowded Olivia menacingly. Olivia was nonplussed. “I’m looking around at your pathetic, silly faces, and want to puke! You think the world belongs to you and everyone in it owes you something."

		Suddenly, a garage like door lifted on one side of the large gymnasium and a matching number of larger, athletic, determined woman stood at its entrance staring down at the smaller more feminine collection of souls.

		"I repeat: You are here to eat pussy. You will learn to love pussy. You will be able to think of nothing else except how to serve pussy."

		Olivia stepped aside and the women by the door pounced on the weaker women. The air filled with screams as the little women ran in all directions away from the determined hoard of Amazons. Chasing them around the large room, one strong woman, about twenty-seven caught up with and yanked the long brown hair of one of the girls dragging her down to the floor.

		The larger woman immediately circled around the girl on the ground and dropped onto her, pinning the youth with her body. Releasing the girl's hair, the woman took hold of the girl's head with both hands and mashed her lips to the girl's mouth.

		As the girl struggled under the weight of the woman, she opened her mouth in protest. The older woman then saw her opportunity and plunged her tongue in the girl's mouth. Locked in a reluctant embrace, the two writhed.

		One blonde woman with short hair wrapped her arms around another girl from behind and dropped onto her back. The girl struggled all she could to get away, but the larger woman was too strong. The Amazon then wrapped her legs around the girl's thighs as she tore at the girl's shirt, ripping away her dainty blouse.

		The girl had no bra. The blonde clutched the smaller girl's breast with one hand and used her other hand to force the girl's head to the side – mouth to mouth where she similarly sank her tongue inside the girl's oral cavity. The same happened to all of the bitches as each were dominated by a lesbian trainer.

		Figures squirmed in all corners of the gymnasium: All larger women were locked to a smaller femme mouth clamped together, arms and legs secured. The Amazons were under strict orders to only get to first base, second if they so desired, but that was it for the introductory lesson.

		Besides, some of the girls fought back harder than others and needed to be trained properly. Olivia noted watching Mary and her captive, Brooke; Brooke had spit in Mary's face, but Mary only smiled and forced her thumb under the back of girl's jaw forcing her mouth open.

		Slowly Mary let a large gob of saliva form on her tongue and hung it over Brooke's open mouth. The girl tried to fight it but could not move her skull an inch in any direction. Mary's thick saliva ran down into the back of Brooke’s throat, slowly followed by Mary's tongue as their lips met for another round of tonsil hockey.

		After several minutes, Olivia walked around the room at a leisurely pace inspecting every reposed couple. She came up to Jeanie; strong and beautiful woman with long brown hair tied back into a ponytail, the woman had Stacy Layne underneath her. Each time Jeanie would break her kiss and snuggle her face in an exploration of Stacy's facial features, or languidly suck on the smaller girl's neck, Stacy would strenuously curse and insult her captor in an uncontrolled manner.

		Jeanie didn't pay her any mind: She continued her gentle homosexual snog, nibbling on Stacy's ear lobe, tasting her skin, and returning to a deep, passionate, open mouth kiss. Olivia bent down and lightly stroked Stacy's hair as Jeanie's tongue probed the girls mouth, "You're doing well, Stacy. Jeanie here really likes you. You both make a good couple."

		Stacy had a mortified look in her eye. IF she ever found out who had her sent to this nightmare there would be hell to pay. It seemed like something Miranda might have done in her day. Or maybe Christina. Yes, she was very jealous of Stacy for getting married.

		No. That couldn’t be right though.

		After ninety minutes, the spoiled women were thoroughly tamed. Some even seemed to enjoy the session as they were not a stranger to at least some lesbian ways.

		But Olivia pushed her point. Hoping that the minx Stacy was paying attention. Olivia knew she was the pick of the litter and Olivia has further plans for her once the training was complete.

		"Keep in mind ladies: Some of you might think this will be easy. I suspect some of you are already secretly between a woman's legs and no stranger to loving a woman..." Olivia looked down at a couple by her feet, Helen and little Lila staring into each other's eyes, kissing freely, and holding one another intimately, willingly. "... but do not think this is our goal. We are not here to simply make you gay. Our goal here is to transform you all into pussy slaves. Falling in love with a woman will only be a secondary result. Primarily, your goal is to fall in love with pussy..."

		Olivia watched Lila look up at her, embarrassed, but still slipping her hands in and out of Helen's sweat pants, caressing the larger woman's round ass. Helen maintained protocol though, only massaging her captive's chest and sensuously kissing her.

		Olivia moved on."... You will eat many vaginas. You will swallow female ejaculate. Pussy is your girlfriend; Your lover; Your wife. You will be in every sense a living female cum bucket. We will marry you to pussy. And you will be in love with your bride!"

		Stopping at Lisa and Marlene; Lisa, holding Marlene's head steady with her arm circled around the smaller woman's head – Lisa peacefully exploring her captive's ear with her tongue - Olivia bent down and wiped a tear from the corner of Marlene's eye with her index finger.

		Putting the fingering her mouth, Olivia looked at the frightened woman, "You'll be okay, honey? You may not know it by looking at me, but I've been eating pussy since I was real young. You will be surprised at how good it tastes. Besides, I'll bet the thought of becoming a homosexual has you wet right now..."

		Olivia put her hand between Marlene's legs, with the passive aid of Lisa turning her leg like a pry bar opening the smaller woman's thighs enough for Olivia to slip her hand inside Marlene's panties. After a few seconds, Olivia pulled her wet hand away.

		"Oh, yes..." She then sniffed her glistening fingers. "... you'll be eating pussy in no time." She said with a smile and then one at a time, dipped each finger into her mouth, cleaning them of the woman's pleasure-goo.

		Marlene couldn't help but watch Olivia’s decadence until finally Lisa returned her lips to the newcomer's.

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		Standing, Olivia continued to patrol the relaxing crowd. After several hours, soothing instrumental music sounded softly, increasing in volume. The Amazon's gently withdrew from their prey and returned back to the small room from which they came; the large door dropped down until they were gone.

		The captive woman groggily woke themselves from the lesbian introduction enough to slowly stand and follow Olivia through the gymnasium exit. As the dominant woman passed, she gave Stacy on last long look. She knew she had her eye on the right prospect.

		Looking back, Stacy realized she should have seen this all coming down. Oddly, the head mistress Olivia had taken a special interest in her. Stacy couldn’t not explain it.

		***

		Stacy got a real shock when Olivia called her up at work and told Stacy to stop on her way home. She had some final details to go over since her training was finished. Stacy called her husband to tell him I would be late getting home and for him to plan on getting his own dinner or eat out.

		At quitting time she drove her car to the suburb of St. Paul, West Virginia. She parked her car on the street and entered the apartment building

		Today Stacy knocked on the door, she was surprised when Olivia opened the door and greeted Stacy right away. She flung the door open and let Stacy in. She closed the door behind Stacy. She grabbed Stacy by the back of her neck and kissed Stacy on the mouth. She could taste pussy on Olivia’s mouth, so she knew she was not alone.

		She stood back and told Stacy to get undressed and leave her clothes right there in the hall. There as a pang of déjà vu in Stacy’s mind as she complied with her request, she could not take her eyes off Olivia. She was a forty-five year old women, all of five-feet eight or nine-inches tall. She must weigh at least one hundred and fifty pounds. She has a full size 36-D bodice. Her butt and thighs were thicker than she would like them to be. Middle age spread was catching up. At this moment she had them covered up with a gray business suit, a lavender blouse, shiny gray patent leather pumps and four strands of twisted fresh water pearls.

		When Stacy was standing before her completely naked, she led Stacy into the living room by the hand. She never knew what to expect. She had heard Olivia would have other women there that she would have a girl like Stacy service them like a slave.

		This time when she entered the living room there was an older woman sitting in the Lazy-boy chair with a teenager sitting on the floor at her feet. Olivia introduced the older woman as Ivanna. When she stood up to greet Stacy, she was a tall women. She was at least five-foot nine or ten.

		She looked like a 34-C top.

		She wore a white blouse.

		Stacy could see her silver dollar sized areolas and the very large nipples. She had on black leather jeans. They were so tight they looked like skin. Her hips were wide. The belt around her waist was chrome-plated links on metal like rows of chains held together in front by a turquoise buckle in the shape of an eagle.

		She took her hand and shook it, as she introduced the teenager still sitting at her feet. Ivanna tugged on a leash around the girl's neck. The girl stood up and Ivanna told Stacy that this was her slave and her name was Piper.

		Stacy was so captivated by the sight of this dominating woman and this sweet looking teenaged schoolgirl; she had forgotten that she was standing there totally naked.

		Piper stuck out her hand, but rather than reaching for her hand she cupped her vulva and slipped her middle finger between the lips of her cunt. Piper was a slim girl about five- foot four. Her brown hair was pulled back into a tight ponytail with a nice evenly cut bangs. She was dressed like a schoolgirl. Her pert breasts didn't have a bra on them or need one.

		Olivia told Stacy, "Make yourself useful, undress Piper for us!"

		Stacy looked at Ivanna, for her approval. She simply nodded her head. So she reached for Piper's blouse. Olivia was standing behind Stacy with her hands resting on her butt. Her fingers moved to the crack of her ass, to stroke the warm valley. When she opened Piper's blouse to expose her conical shaped breasts, she saw very smooth pink areolas with raisin sized nipples perched on the tip of those pink tits. Stacy wanted to taste them, but knew she better finish her job of undressing her first.

		Olivia said, "Now the skirt!"

		Her skirt was hardly more than a cheerleader's costume. She did not have nylons on her creamy smooth legs. When she unbuttoned the skirt, it fell to the floor. Piper was standing there in white thong panties. She stepped out of her white pumps.

		Stacy knelt before this sweet looking girl and pulled her panties down to her knees, so she could step out of them. Her pubis was shaved into a narrow strip of dark brown hair, just on her vulva for a couple of inches. As she lifted her legs one at a time, Stacy was eye level with her pussy.

		Her labia were not very large and it was very pink and the shin of her labia hooded her clitoris. The most exciting thing was that her clitoris was as large as a very large seedless grape. Stacy wanted to kiss that sweet looking cunt so badly that I was sweating.

		Olivia told Stacy, "Now undress Ivanna. You cunt sucking bitch!"

		Stacy turned her attention to Ivanna, as she stood up. Ivanna tugged on the leash, Piper sat back down on the floor, like an obedient puppy. Ivanna lowered her arms and offered no resistance or help, as Stacy undressed her.

		Ivanna impressed Stacy, she was tall. She had on a white blouse and her very dark areolas with large nipples were showing. Stacy removed the blouse to reveal that her breasts sagged a little. The skin sagged and was not as supple as it was in her youth.

		Stacy unbuckled the eagle belt buckle and unzipped the leather jeans. She knelt in front of her to remove her riding boots, so she could remove the jeans. She had on full panties that were a light blue. This close to her vulva Stacy could smell the pungent odor of her cunt and the warm leather. Stacy reached up and slid her fingers into the waistband of the panties and pulled them down for her to step out of.

		Ivanna's skin sagged below her navel and inside her soft thighs too. The pubic hair was thick and a light brown. She obviously shaved the creases between her legs to keep a wandering hair from sticking out of her panties.

		When she sat back down in the chair and told Stacy, "Stacy, I want you to place Piper on the coffee table and make her climax with your mouth."

		Stacy was thrilled at the idea that she wanted Stacy to make love to this sweet girl before Stacy. She helped her up and placed her on the table as requested. The table was small enough that with her head on the edge, her butt was barley on the table.

		At Ivanna's instructions, Stacy kissed and sucked Piper's breasts and nipples. The girl reached for her cunt and stuffed two fingers deep into her pussy. Stacy almost climaxed from her touching her. Ivanna told Stacy to move to the other end of the table and apply her mouth to Piper's cunt and asshole.

		She did as requested and knelt at the end of the coffee able between the long legs of this girl. She was mesmerized by the girl's cunt. If it were not for the quarter-inch-wide little strip of dark brown hair, she would have thought her pussy belonged to a child. When her clitoris was full of blood the hood of skin rolled back exposing the pink grape. Stacy put her lips around it and sucked on it. Piper was moaning and rotating her hips in a delicious dance of tortuous ecstasy.

		Ivanna told Stacy to lick her asshole. She did it with pleasure. She moved her mouth down to her pink puckered anus and licked her. She only pressed the tip of her tongue into the hole a little. Then it opened up and allowed her tongue to enter with ease. She was sweating from the excitement of tongue fucking the ass of this sweet looking girl.

		Ivanna told Stacy to mount the girl in a 69. She got up and moved around the table to get up on it on her knees. She had a knee on either side of her head and lowered her cunt to her mouth. She enjoyed the feeling of the wanton girl licking her cunt. This girl enjoyed what she was doing, judging by the noise she was making as she sucked Stacy.

		As she put her mouth on the sweet clitoris again Stacy looked up and saw Ivanna helping Olivia lift her skirt and pulled her panties down enough to insert the strap-on dildo in between Olivia's legs.

		Ivanna was getting the shaft wet by inserting it in Olivia's cunt. When Olivia was completely naked she put on her favorite strap-on dildo. She watched them as they approached them. Olivia disappeared behind Stacy as Ivanna stepped between Piper's legs.

		Ivanna took hold of Piper's ankles and lifted her legs up and placed Piper's heels on her shoulders. She felt Olivia spreading her ass as she prepared to enter her ass too. Ivanna placed the tip of her silicone latex rubber dildo against the opening of Piper's asshole. She watched as the opening allowed the head to slip into the hole. She felt her own ass stretched to accommodate Olivia's dildo too. She watched as the transparent red shaft disappeared into Piper's asshole. As She felt Olivia's tummy press against her butt.

		Stacy didn't know if she climaxed from Olivia fucking her ass or Piper sucking her cunt, but she did climax so strongly that she collapsed on top of Piper as she started climaxing too. She lost control of her bladder and pissed in her mouth. Piper drank what she could and the rest leaked between the crack of her ass to wash the shaft of the dildo as Ivanna pulled it out of the girl's ass.

		Olivia led them into her bathroom where she washed both Ivanna and Olivia as they sat in the tub facing each other. When she finished drying them, they watched as Stacy washed Piper.

		She was told to get in the tub and let Piper wash Stacy too. When she turned her back to Piper, Piper reached for her breasts and washed them with her hands. Then she washed her pussy with her hands. When she was told to get to her knees Piper washed her asshole with her fingers too.

		When they got out of the tub Stacy was told to sit on the toilet and let Piper dry her. Piper dried Stacy then sucked her cunt like her Aunt had taught the little slut to do and even tongued her sore asshole too.

		As she was allowed to dress to go home she saw Ivanna return to the Lazy-boy chair and the leash was back in place around Piper's neck. As Ivanna spread her legs Piper was on her knees and Ivanna had hold of the ponytail pulled the girl's head against her cunt.

		Olivia walked Stacy to the door and kissed Stacy good bye, with the promise to call Stacy in a couple of days. She had a twinge of jealousy as she left, because she knew that Olivia was going to return to the living room and make love to Ivanna and Piper without Stacy.

		Stacy couldn’t have been more wrong. Olivia was going to swiftly dismiss her guests and keep her much dreaded appointment with Anna. She just knew it was going to be a huge mess. She just had to explain to Anna it was time to move on. Somehow she knew Anna would never, ever understand that. Never, ever!

		

		

		

		Epilogue

		

	
		Driving home Stacy hoped that her husband would not want to fuck her sore cunt or asshole tonight. She knew they were both swollen and inflamed to a red color. Her labia and asshole normally have a brownish gray cast to them.

		Stacy hoped he would not be in the mood because if he tried to fuck her ass tonight he would feel just how lose her sphincter still was.

		END
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