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The client was spreadeagled on the concrete floor of Monique's basement.

He was completely naked. He was lying face-up on a thin plastic mattress of the sort you might see in a high school gym. His arms and legs were stretched taut, secured at the wrists and ankles by manacles fastened to plates embedded in the floor. He couldn't move them more than half an inch in any direction.

His name was Brian.  I guessed him to be in his late thirties—about the same age as Monique and almost a decade and a half older than myself.  He wasn't bad looking. Kinda cute, actually.  Not strikingly handsome and not particularly tall.  But I wasn't going to have to close my eyes and try to blot out what he looked like.  He was lean and while by not particularly muscular at least looked like he might hit the gym a couple of times a week.  He had a crisp, narrow face, dark, unruly hair that would have spilled below his collar if he'd been wearing a shirt, and intense blue eyes mottled with just a hint of green. A tattoo of a sexy cartoon goth girl adorned one shoulder.  He looked more like an artist or musician than the owner and CEO of a mid-sized high tech manufacturing business.  I wondered if Monique had deliberately arranged for my first client to be someone relatively good-looking to help ease me into this strange new job.

Brian's wife was standing nearby. Her name was Melody. She wasn't much older than me. She had ash-blonde hair that came down to her jawline in a stylish bob and icy blue eyes.  She wore a short scarlet dress that showed off her ample cleavage and her pert round butt. She could have been a lingerie model.  In fact I think she was a lingerie model before she became Brian's trophy wife.

Brian had, I'm sure, been hoping for a submissive bimbo who would look the other way at his affairs. He'd definitely married the wrong girl.

Melody had “persuaded” Brian to undergo a month of “training” with us to make him a “better husband” after she caught him cheating. By “better husband,” Melody didn't just mean a husband who wouldn't cheat anymore. She wanted us to turn him into a submissive, willing slave. Someone who wouldn't even dare look at another woman, let alone contemplate sleeping with one. Someone who would drop to his knees and pleasure her on command, without expecting anything in return. Someone who wouldn't complain if she went out partying, or dare to object if she fucked anyone while she was out.

Brian didn't want to get divorced. If he did, he'd be pretty sure to lose half his assets to his wife, on top of having to pay out a small fortune in legal expenses. And he would almost certainly be on the hook for the rest of his life for massive alimony payments. There was a good chance he'd lose control of his business, a leading manufacturer of 3D printers.

And he'd lose his pretty trophy wife. It was obvious he was still smitten with her, despite his infidelity.

So Brian had agreed to submit to Monique's training. He'd signed the small stack of paperwork Monique had set before him without batting an eye. He'd taken all the rapid-result STI tests Monique had demanded, and passed them all.  And he'd paid for the entire month up front. In cash.

I suspected that Brian thought if he complied with everything Monique and I demanded of him,  and pretended to be obedient and submissive until his training was finished, things would eventually go back to normal.  And that he could resume having flings behind Melody's back, as long as he was more discreet.

Monique had dealt with men like Brian before. And wives like Melody. The wives who had come to Monique for help had not been disappointed.

“I'm Mistress Monique,” my friend and new boss introduced herself. “And this is my apprentice, Mistress Victoria.”

It was Brian's first time in Monique's basement dungeon. Monique had blindfolded him in the parlor upstairs and then led him down here and secured him in place before removing the blindfold.  It was also his first time seeing Monique in dominatrix attire. And his first time seeing me at all.

Our captive's eyes darted about the room.  His gaze lingered on a wooden pillory that looked like something from the days of the Salem witch trials, the X-shaped cross with its writs and ankle shackles, the throne-like facesitting chair, and the chains and cuffs dangling from the ceiling.  It roamed over the wide assortment of switches, cat-o-nine-tails, spanking paddles, nipple clamps, and other instruments of pain hanging on hooks and racks on the cinder block walls.  And the ball gags, hoods, chastity cages, and other restraints.  His eyes widened perceptibly when they reached the strap-on dildos, the largest of which was fourteen inches long and thicker than my forearm.  His eyes finally came to rest on a corner with a large vanity table surrounded by well-lit mirrors and several racks holding an assortment of sexy dresses, lingerie, pumps, and high heeled boots. And a rack with a multitude of lifelike fake breasts that were obviously meant to be worn, some of them bigger even than his wife's.  Brian's eyes turned back to us.  He was trying to be poker-faced, but I could sense the fear radiating from him.

Brian's eyes surreptitiously drank in Monique. Monique was gorgeous. She was, at five foot ten, taller than most women and many men.  Knee-high platform boots added another four or five inches.  She was gifted with the kind of slender but voluptuous body that most men go gaga over—full round breasts, long sexy legs, wide curvy hips, and a wonderful ass.  She had a beautiful heart shaped face, wide, full lips, and dark sultry eyes. Her long black hair was streaked with strands of crimson and fell down to her ass.  She wore a figure-hugging black latex miniskirt that didn't quite fully cover her ass cheeks and a see-through fishnet top with a lacy black bra underneath. A tattoo of a raven backlit by a full moon adorned one bicep.  Excitement replaced or at least overshadowed Brian's nervousness, and his up-til-now limp cock displayed signs of life.

Brian's gaze shifted to me.  I was several inches shorter than Monique.  I was also skinnier and not quite as voluptuous, but my tight ass and taut breasts never lacked for attention when I was on the street or at the beach.  I had shoulder-length natural red hair and green eyes.  I was wearing three-inch stilettos and a little black dress.  I wore a matching thong but no bra, as per Monique's instructions.  I wasn't used to being outside my apartment without a bra. I was conscious of the way my breasts sagged slightly beneath my dress.  And of my nipples poking against the thin fabric in the mild chill of the subterranean room.  Brian clearly liked what he saw. His cock continued to grow.

Monique allowed Brian to feel us up with his eyes a little longer. Then she abruptly asked “Did I give you permission to look at me and Mistress Victoria, you worthless fuck?”

Brian averted his eyes to the ceiling.

“I'll let it go this once. And only this once. If you leer like that at either of us again, you're going to be spending your first day here learning how to deepthroat a ten-inch cock.” Monique's gaze flickered to her daunting collection of strap-on dildos.

Brian swallowed nervously. He didn't say anything, perhaps fearing that this would further annoy Monique.

Monique smiled ominously.

“Alright then. It's time to get your training started.”

I met Monique two years ago in an online forum for sharing risqué adult jokes and memes on a popular social media site. Despite the difference in our ages, we really hit it off. Not just in having the same raunchy sense of humor, but in just about every other way too.

It turned out that we both lived in the same city.  We started meeting for coffee and lunches.  Within a few months she had become one of my best friends.

I learned early on that Monique worked as a professional dominatrix, or Domme.  I had never looked down on sex workers, nor really understood people who do. I felt sorry for those who were pushed into sex work by poverty or other circumstances. But Monique hadn't been pushed into sex work. She had embraced it. She used to work as a pharmacy technician, and could have spent the rest of her life earning a comfortable living from that occupation. But she had learned at an early age that she loved dominating and humiliating men, and after exploring this interest in several amateur Domme/sub relationships, she had decided to take the plunge and turn her passion into a career. She was selective about who she accepted as clients. And she limited herself to a maximum of one client per day, four or five days a week, to avoid burning herself out physically or mentally.  She made enough money from this to support herself comfortably and to be able to set funds aside for the future.

I had more than once told Monique that I envied her for having men at her disposal who would eat her pussy on demand and expect nothing in return. I had only been in one relationship, which had started in high school and ended only recently, so I didn't have a lot of experience with men. My boyfriend had been reasonably giving in bed, but always expected reciprocation.  I hadn't minded looking after his needs.  I enjoyed giving pleasure as well as receiving it. But there was something very appealing about having a stable of men at my beck and call who would service me whenever I desired without me having to worry about getting them off.

Most of Monique's customers wanted more than to just orally service her.  Some of them craved pain.  And though she wasn't by nature a sadist she didn't mind giving it to them.  Others wanted to be humiliated or abused in other ways, and here too Monique was happy to oblige.  Some of them liked her to fuck them in the mouth or the ass with lifelike strap-on dildos.  Others liked her to “force” them to lick her clean after she'd fucked one of the two or three “alpha male” lovers she occasionally bedded.  A number of them liked being temporarily transformed into women via clothing, makeup, breast protheses, and so on. One of them even habitually went out to dinner in female guise with Monique as part of their “dates”.  A surprising number of them wanted Monique to control their ability to have orgasms and to be “forced” to wear cock cages that would make it physically impossible for them to get an erection for days, weeks or longer.  Here too Monique didn't disappoint.

Four months ago my longtime boyfriend Nathan had ditched me for another girl.  I hadn't had sex since. I had been in a depressive funk for most of that time, and my normally hearty sex drive had all but disappeared.  Monique had been an unflagging pillar of support through that grim period   More than once I had literally cried on her shoulder.

Tentative rays of light had just started peaking through the dark clouds when I'd been abruptly laid off from my job three weeks ago. It had been the latest in a string of soul-squashing, poorly paying jobs whose only function was to keep a roof over my head.

Monique had suggested I try out being a Domme.

And I had said yes.

“For your first week of training, Mistress Victoria and I are going to teach you how to serve your owner properly with your mouth.  Mistress Melody tells me that you constantly expect her to get on her knees and suck you off—and that you expect her to fuck you on demand whenever you please—but that when she asks you to go down on her you always say you're tired or too busy. Or you quit before she comes. Is this true, slave?”

“Um...” Brian seemed to realize that there was no correct answer to this. Lying wasn't going to work. And confessing his shortcomings wasn't going to lead to a happy outcome either.

“If your cunnilingus skills are as inadequate as your verbal abilities, I can see why Mistress Melody is unhappy with you.  Mistress Victoria and I clearly have much work ahead of us.”

“It's not like I haven't tried to make her come,” Brian protested. “It's just that...she takes a really long time...and I run a business...I don't have a lot of free time....”

“Are you seriously telling me that keeping your wife happy is not your number one priority? That you're not willing to put in the time to ensure that she's satisfied?  Did I actually just hear you say that?”

Brian looked scared.

“I...um...obviously I need to do better....”

Monique glared at her hapless customer like a drill sergeant staring at a recruit who'd been caught with his fly open at morning inspection. Brian's discomfiture visibly increased.  He discreetly tugged at one of the manacles binding his wrists.  It held tight. He was completely at our mercy.

“Fucking right you need to do better!” Monique snapped. Then her features softened.

“Don't worry, Brian. We can train you to do better. We can transform you into the obedient, eager-to-please slave that Melody deserves. Would you like us to do that, Brian?  Do you want to become Melody's slave?”

Brian gulped nervously.

“Well?” Monique frowned.

“Yes. Yes, I want you to train me to be a good slave for Melody.”

“It's Mistress Melody to you, you useless cuck!” Monique slapped him on the face. Hard.

Brian was stunned by the sudden violence. But he didn't protest or use his safe word.  He had agreed, both verbally and in writing, that his “training” would include some physical punishment. The contract had clearly listed the activities this could entail, which included slapping. Perhaps Brian had assumed that this would only happen if he was recalcitrant or if he did something really bad.  Or maybe he expected that by “slapping” Monique had meant a playful swat that wouldn't really hurt.

I noticed that Melody's nipples hardened beneath her dress when Monique hit her husband. I was very glad that I was not Brian.

“Now tell me again, do you want us to transform you into a good, submissive slave for Mistress Melody? To make you worthy of her?”

“Yes,” said Brian shakily.

“Yes, what?” Monique's eyes wandered to a selection of cat-o'-nine-tails mounted nearby. Brian followed her gaze.

“Yes, I want to you make me a good, submissive slave for Mistress Melody.”

“Beg us to train you, slut.” Monique stepped over to the rack with the whips and ran her fingers playfully over the handle of a particularly large one.

“Please train me to be a worthy slave for Mistress Melody.”

“That's better.”

Monique stepped away from the rack. Melody looked disappointed.

“You're going to start by practicing on Mistress Victoria.  Mistress Victoria, would you care to sit on the slave's face?”

“Sure.”

I attempted a sultry smile. I was nervous. But also excited. I had never sat on a guy's face before. I'd only been intimate with a handful of men, and my one long-term boyfriend, Nathan, had been the dominant type. My heart was pounding in my chest.

I pulled off my dress and folded it neatly on the floor. I slid my thong off and placed it on top of my dress. Brian watched intently. His hard-on had wilted when Monique slapped him, but was returning to life. The little fucker wanted me to sit on his face!

I stepped over Brian's head and lowered myself to my knees, straddling his face. It had been way too long since I'd had a mouth down there.  My all-but-dead libido flared to life as if a match had been lit on a blowtorch. The intensity of my lust took me by surprise.  It felt like my body wanted to make up for the four months that had been wasted.

I smiled. This time my smile was genuine.

I lowered myself further.

“Don't put your weight on him just yet, hon,” Monique instructed, placing a hand gently on my shoulder.  “Just lower yourself till you're about an inch above his mouth.  There, that's it.”

My shins were resting on Brian's arms, pinning him to the thin mat. I could feel his warm breath on my pussy. I was shaved except for a generous landing strip of flame-colored hair on my mound. Brian's breathing seemed to have gotten a little heavier. His cock had definitely gotten harder.

“Slave, over the next few hours, you need to make Mistress Victoria, Mistress Melody, and myself each come as many times as we want. Using only your mouth.  If you fail, I'm going to put a cock cage on you, and I'm going to keep it on you for the next week.  You won't be able to fuck or wank off or even get a hard-on.”

Monique didn't fuck around when it came to training subs.

“Do you understand, slave?”

“Yes.  Yes, I understand, Mistress Monique.”  The fear was palpable in Brian's voice.

“Good. Get to work. And go nice and slow. Don't just zoom in on Mistress Victoria's pussy. Give her lots of kisses all over.”

“Yes Mistress Monique.”

I felt Brian's lips on my inner thigh, where it joined the base of my abdomen. I almost jumped, startled by the intimate contact, even though I'd been expecting it. He trailed soft, sensuous kisses over my inner thighs and outer lips. I could feel the heat building down there. I resisted the urge to mash my twat against his mouth.

“How is he doing?” Monique asked.

“Good. He's definitely doing a good job down there.”

“He'd going to need to do better than just good if he doesn't want to spend the next week in chastity. Come on, slave! Put some passion into it! Show Mistress Victoria how grateful you are for the privilege of kissing her pussy!”

Brian's kisses became more enthusiastic.  I could feel myself getting wetter.  Brian's mouth wandered back and forth from one thigh to the other and from the base of my mound to the undersides of my ass cheeks.  It took all of my willpower not to plunk myself down on him and fuck his face.

“That's better,” Monique acknowledged, reading the arousal on my face. “But better isn't good enough.  You need to bring the goddess above you back to the heavens where she came from.”

Monique could lay it on a little thick sometimes.

“Lick her. Nice and slow. Savor her.”

Brian's tongue tentatively explored my groove.  I quivered.  Yes, it had been way too fucking long since I'd had my pussy eaten.  I leaned forward a little, bracing my arms on his chest, and lowered myself a little more, pushing his tongue deeper into my folds. His cock was completely hard now. Not just hard, but straining.

“Does Mistress Victoria taste good, slave?”

Brian paused long enough to say “Yes, Mistress Monique.”

“Would you like Mistress Victoria to come in your mouth?”

“Yes, Mistress Monique.”

His tongue became more confident. He slid it deeper as he moved it back and forth inside my cleft, then pushed into my core. A small gasp escaped me. I'm one of those girls who get really wet down there when I'm horny, and I'm pretty sure a little of my wetness trickled into his mouth. He probed deeper.  Holy fuck, it felt so good.  I knew that if I were to just touch my clit with my fingers I would gush in his face. But I forced myself to hold off. Monique had instructed me to last as long as I could before giving in to the pleasure. I felt like a raging river that was being blocked by a dam. A dam that wasn't going to hold much longer.

“Mistress Victoria, you may fuck the slave's face.”

I lowered myself further, pressing my cunt into Brian's face and driving his tongue even deeper. My ass was pressed against his forehead and eyelids.  His nose was pushed into the strip of flesh that separated my ass and my pussy. My cunt was covering his mouth.

Brian moaned a little as I settled my full weight on him. I'm fairly tall for a girl.  Not as tall as Monique, or even quite as tall as Melody, but at five foot seven I'm certainly not petite.  I wasn't sure if Brian could breathe.  But he didn't use his safe word. Or rather his safe gesture, which was to be used when he couldn't speak and consisted of clenching his right hand into a fist.  I couldn't see his hands, as I was facing the wrong way, but Monique was monitoring him.

Melody was watching raptly.  I'm pretty sure if it were up to her we wouldn't stop even if Brian used his safe word.  That bitch was a little scary.

I ground myself against Brian, fucking his face and tongue with my cunt. A soft murmur escaped me. My clit was aching to be touched, but I forced myself to ignore it. I moved slowly, almost in slow motion. I didn't want to come just yet.  I didn't want to disappoint Monique.

Brian's cock twitched, vainly seeking attention. It would not be getting relief any time soon. Knowing Monique, Brian would be lucky if he was able to jerk off tonight when this first “training session” was over.

“Fuck that loser's face hard, girl!” Melody urged. Monique nodded discreetly, confirming the order.

I picked up the pace, sliding back and forth over the outstretched tongue of the man pinioned beneath me, then mashing my twat against his face and thrusting as if I was a guy fucking a girl's pussy. Brian moaned and grunted as I used him. I was moaning too. I'd quit trying to keep quiet. I could feel the delicious tension of an orgasm building in my lower body.  It was going to be a big one.

“Fuck him harder, Vicky! Pound that cheating little weasel's face into the mattress!”

I increased the force of my thrusts.  I had never pounded a guy's face like this before. It felt good to be the one on top. The one doing the fucking, instead of the one being fucked.

Brian squirmed and tugged against his restraints. But he didn't use the safe signal. His struggling, to my surprise, turned me on.

I was getting close to the finish line. I tried to hold back. To draw the process out longer, like Monique wanted.  But I couldn't stop it. I gushed in Brian's face. I'm a squirter. I don't think anyone warned Brian about that.  He made a choking, gargling sound as my hot female cum filled his mouth.  An aftershock hit me, and then another, causing me to flood his mouth even more.  He swallowed. He didn't really have much choice. My body shuddered with more aftershocks.

“Lick her clean,” Monique ordered when I had stopped quivering.  I raised myself slightly, and felt Brian's tongue lapping up the mess between my legs. When he was done, I reluctantly stood up and stepped back.

“I'm next.” Monique slid her skirt and panties off. She had a full, thick bush. She straddled Brian's head on her knees, facing toward his feet as I had done, then plunked herself down on his face as casually and carelessly as if she was settling down in her favorite armchair. She was curvier and taller than me, and Brian let out a faint umph as she sat on him.

Monique didn't give Brian a chance to warm her up as he had done with me. She started face-fucking him immediately.  To my surprise, Melody slid a hand under her dress and started jilling. Monique pounded Brian's face as if it was a dildo that she was aggressively fucking herself with. His body twitched and trembled from the force of her thrusts.

I kept an eye on Brian's hands, watching for the signal that he wanted us to stop. Part of my job was watching for this when Monique was occupied with him. He never gave the signal. But his face—the little I could see of it—was turning red.  I wondered if I should call a halt. Monique, as if reading my mind, raised herself enough to allow him a few gasping breaths. Then she slammed her cunt and ass back down and rode him harder than ever.

Melody's fingers sped up.  Monique halted a couple more times, ensuring that she didn't inadvertently smother her subject. Brian's cock danced like a pigeon on an electric grid. Pre-cum dripped from its engorged tip.

It took Monique a while to come. But at last she did.  She let out a throaty sound midway between a gasp and a groan as she creamed in Brian's face.

As Monique was lifting herself off Brian, Melody pulled her dress up around her head and let it drop to the floor. She wasn't wearing any underwear.  She stepped over Brian's head and lowered herself onto his face. She sat facing forward, carefully planting her cooch squarely over his mouth. Her trim bush was the same pale shade of blonde as the hair on her head.

I knew that Melody had never sat on her husband's face before. She'd asked him a couple of times, but he'd always brushed away her request, apparently considering it undignified or unmanly.

Melody smiled. Her self-centered husband wasn't going to be brushing her off this time.

“It's your turn to satisfy me.” Melody's voice had become husky. “From now on, it's going to be all about me, not all about you. Your days of using me as your personal fuck toy are over.”

Her smile widened as she watched the apprehension in her husband's eyes. There was no warmth in that smile. It was the smile of a conqueror subjugating a foe.

Melody gripped Brian's hair roughly with one hand and began humping his face. Her other hand slid over her big breasts. She let out a sultry moan as she stroked and pinched her engorged nipples. Brian's hips thrust in the air, vainly seeking release.  He moaned in frustration. Pre-cum was dripping onto his belly. Melody gripped his head with both hands and pummeled his face like a gangbanger fucking his first cooch after ten years in prison.

Melody's breathing grew heavier. Her head tilted back, and her body tensed.  She shuddered and let out a long, lascivious moan. I'm pretty sure it was the most intense orgasm she'd ever experienced with Brian. It might have been the most intense orgasm she'd experienced in her life.

“Not bad, slave,” Monique conceded, as Melody was rising to her feet. “You might just escape that cock cage tonight. But you're going to have to give all three of us a few more of those if you want to be allowed to play with yourself after we're done with you.”

“Please,” Brian begged. “I can't take any more of this.  I need to come!”

Monique silenced him with a scowl.

My mentor and best friend took my hand and positioned me so that I was standing astride Brian's head, with my stilettos on either side of his face. She leaned down and kissed me on the lips. Deeply.

Monique had warned me that Brian's “training” would involve some girl-on-girl action between myself and her. And possibly between myself and Melody. I had agreed. I'd never been intimate with another woman before. But I'd long been curious. I no doubt would have explored that side of myself years earlier if I had not been with Nathan for so long.

Monique's firm breasts pressed softly against my own as our mouths became one. Her hands slid down to my ass and cupped my cheeks.  I was getting wet again.  I didn't want her to stop.  I wanted to feel her mouth on my breasts. On my stomach.  On my cunt.  I wanted to taste her.  To make her come.

Monique gently pulled away from me.  Her hands glided up to my shoulders, and gently pushed me down onto our shared slave's face. I was facing forward this time. His nose nudged my mound. My clit was pressed against his lips.

“Would you like Vicky to suck your cock, slave?”

I glanced up uncertainly at Monique. She had assured me that I would not have to suck or fuck any of the clients.

Brian moaned affirmatively, unable to believe his apparent good fortune.

“Good. Suck Mistress Victoria off the way you wish she was sucking you off. Suck her clit like it's a cock.”

Brian groaned in frustration.

“Or would you rather she put on a strap-on and make you suck that?”

I already had a lady boner from kissing Monique. Our slave wrapped his lips around it and started sucking.  I nearly came on the spot.

“That's it. Make Mistress Victoria come.”

Brian continued sucking. I'd never had someone suck my clit before. If this is what it feels like for guys when we give them head, I can see why they love it so much. The pleasure was more than I could take. I gushed in Brian's face.

“Now you're going to suck me off, slave. And you're going to do it on your knees.” Monique started undoing Brian's manacles as I rose, a little unsteadily, to my feet.

“Grab those handcuffs, Vicky.” I retrieved a set of handcuffs from a peg on the wall and brought them over. Monique grabbed Brian by the hair and hoisted him to his knees.

“Fasten the slave's hands behind his back, so that he can't play with himself while he sucks me and Mistress Melody off.”

“Please, I need to come!” Brian was almost babbling. The head of his cock was purple.

Monique slapped him across the face.

“If you say one more fucking word without my permission, I'll be fucking your ass with a twelve inch strap-on instead of letting you suck my clit. Do you understand?”

Brian nodded meekly.

Monique was still naked from the waist down, aside from her boots.  She stepped in front of Brian and pulled his face to her cunt.

Brian clearly found the right spot.  Monique exhaled softly and gripped his head with both hands.  Melody came over and stood beside her, so close that one of her breasts grazed Monique's arm. She gazed down contemptuously at her husband as Monique started thrusting in his face.

“Use that cheating hoe hard,” Melody encouraged. 

Monique used Brian hard. The reluctant slave grunted and groaned as she humped his face.  His fingers semi-clenched and unclenched, but never formed the fist that would signal that he wanted to stop.  Melody started playing with herself again.

Monique abruptly tensed, then shuddered and groaned. This orgasm was longer and more intense than her earlier one. When it was over, she pulled Brian's head away from her engorged clit, pushed him slightly lower, and then brought her pussy back to his face.

“Clean me, bitch.”

Brian set about mopping up the mess between Monique's legs with his tongue.  Monique let him work on her for several minutes, then pushed him away.

“That will do for now, slave. Melody, it's your turn again, darling.”

Melody grinned and grabbed Brian by the hair. She pulled him forward, forcing him to shuffle on his knees beside her. She led him to the nearest wall.

Monique gave Melody a querying look. “I need to brace him against something,” Melody explained.  “I'm going to fuck his face hard.”

Monique nodded her approval.

Melody pushed Brian, who was still on his knees, against the wall and stepped in front of him.

“Suck my clit, bitch!”

Brian began giving his wife head.

“That's it. Suck it like a cock. Suck my cock.”

Brian grunted in protest when Melody referred to her clit as her “cock”.  But he didn't stop what he was doing. He didn't dare.

Monique stood to one side, watching for the safe gesture.  I was further back.  I had a great view of Melody's perfectly rounded butt tensing and relaxing as she slowly ground herself into her unfaithful husband's face.  My own arousal stirred back to life.

Melody took her time with Brian. She slid her clit back and forth between his lips as if it really was a cock. Her movements very slowly increased in speed. And in force. Brian's head was ground against the concrete wall with each thrust. Melody's fingers curled in his hair, nearly pulling it out by the roots. I could see most of his kneeling body through the V-shaped gap between her legs. His cock was twitching and flailing, still vainly searching for something to fuck.  Droplets of Melody's nectar were dripping onto it and over his folded legs and the surrounding floor.

Brian's grunts and groans grew louder as his wife's motions grew increasingly frantic. She was emitting one long, drawn out moan after another. Her eyes looked out of focus, as if she was lost in some waking dream. She had referred to her clit as her cock earlier, and I wondered if she was imagining that her clit really was a cock. I got a little wetter.

“Oh God, fuck yes!” Melody screamed, pounding her man harder than ever as she let go in his face.

As soon as Melody stepped back, Monique grabbed Brian by the hair and drew him away from the wall.  He was again forced to shuffle on his knees. His mouth and chin were smeared and dripping with Melody's sticky girl cum. His cock was drooling pre-cum. I had never seen anyone look like they needed to come so badly before. He pleaded with Monique with his eyes, but found no mercy.

Monique led Brian back to the mat. She removed his handcuffs. She gestured for me to come over. She had me stand in front of Brian, with my feet on either side of his folded legs and my twat about an inch from his face.  My ladywood was aching for some more attention after watching Monique and Melody use him.

“Give Mistress Victoria some more head,” Monique commanded.

Brian brought his mouth back to my clit.  I let out a gasp as he encircled it with his lips and started sucking. 

“Massage Mistress Victoria's ass while you suck her off.”

Brian's hands circled to my ass cheeks. His touch was hesitant at first, but only for a moment. He squeezed and kneaded my ass. This added a new dimension to my pleasure. I felt myself going over the edge and coming in his face. Monique was still gripping him by the hair, holding him in place.

“Keep going, slave. Nobody told you to stop.”

Brian continued sucking my clit and massaging my ass, sending more ripples of pleasure through me.  I came twice more.

I was well on my way to my fourth orgasm when Monique abruptly ordered Brian to stop. To both my and Brian's surprise, she raised one of her legs over Brian's shoulder. She then did the same with her other leg, seating herself on his shoulders with his head between her thighs. Monique was taller than Brian, and I could see that her weight was a strain on him, though he managed to stay upright and didn't complain.  He was still kneeling in front of me, his face close enough that I could feel his breath on my cooch.

“Okay, slave, get back to work.”

Brian resumed eating me. His hands returned to my ass. I would later realize that Monique had freed his hands not only so that he could play with my ass but so that he'd be able to signal to us by making a fist or if necessary by tapping us if it became too much. Monique could be brutal on her subs, but she was a pro, and always made sure that they had some way to signal her that they needed her to stop.

Monique's legs wrapped around mine, drawing me closer to her. Her arms slid around me. Her big boobs pressed against mine. She leaned down and kissed me. Brian continued to suck me off as Monique and I embraced.

I came as Monique's tongue slid between my lips.

I put my hands on Monique's waist, then slid them down to her ass and pulled her a little tighter. This of course mashed Brian's face more snugly against my twat and drove my lady boner a little further into his mouth, causing me to come yet again.

Monique and I continued necking. Our shared slave continued sucking.  I lost count of how many times I came.

Monique broke from our kiss and slid off Brian's shoulders. We swapped positions, so that I was sitting on his shoulders and Monique was standing in front of him.  We resumed necking as our slave gave Monique head.

Monique's hands roamed over my boobs, squeezing and pinching them.  I reciprocated.  Although I am lighter than Monique, I sensed that Brian was struggling to stay upright beneath me.  I could tell that Monique noticed this too, but she continued necking with me as if she hadn't a care in the world. She liked to push her slaves to their limit.

Monique moaned into my mouth as an orgasm struck her. She continued necking with me, and made Brian keep eating her. I'm not sure how many more orgasms Monique had. Perhaps four or five. At last she pushed Brian's head away and stepped back.

I was about to slide off Brian's shoulders, but Monique stopped me with a subtle gesture. She took Melody by the hand and guided her in front of Brian. Melody's boobs brushed my own. Our eyes met. One of Melody's hands tentatively slid around the back of my head and drew me gently forward. I was nervous. But I didn't want Melody to stop.

Brian groaned as his wife shoved her cunt into his face. Melody ignored him. Her lips brushed mine with butterfly lightness. Despite all the orgasms I'd had, I was getting horny again. Melody's tongue licked the groove between my lips without pushing its way between them. I raised my hands to her face and drew her a little closer. Her breasts pushed more firmly against mine. Her free hand came to rest with the same butterfly gentleness as her lips on the small of my back, then trailed down to my ass. She cupped one of my buttocks and squeezed hard. I gasped softly. The sound was muffled by her lips, which were still covering my own.

I parted my lips slightly, allowing Melody's tongue to slide between them. I was melting inside. I gripped her head more firmly, holding her tightly in place.  Her other hand slid down and grasped my other cheek.  She drew me closer against herself, squashing her husband between us. He groaned more loudly. Neither of us paid him any attention. His hands clutched my shins and calves, clinging to them like a drowning man trying to hang on to a life preserver in a storm. But he didn't use the safe signal.

Melody's hands released my ass and gripped my hips. She pulled me back and forth against her, pounding her husband's face against her twat with each forward pull. She continued necking with me as she did this. Brian's grip on my legs tightened.

Melody she let out a sultry groan that went on and on as she was wracked by her most intense orgasm of the night. She continued making out with me and fucking her husband's face until she'd had at least three more.

When she was at last sated, Melody drew away from me and stepped back. Brian sank to his hands and knees with me still astride his shoulders. I slipped off his shoulders and rose to my feet.

“I'm impressed, slave. You did well enough to avoid the cock cage. This time.”

Brian was visibly relieved.

“You may thank us for today's training now, slave.”

The expression on Brian's face was comical as he realized that Monique expected him to thank us for the abuse we'd subjected him to.  He seemed to be wondering if she was serious.

“Well, slave? Believe me, it's not a good idea to keep me waiting.”

“Um...thank you for the training, Mistress Monique.” He hesitated, then thanked me and Melody too.

“That's better.  Tomorrow we'll be continuing your oral training. We went easy on you today since it was your first day. But tomorrow will be more demanding. A friend of mine, Mistress Beth, will be joining us to help with your training. Mistress Beth is a little on the heavy side. Well, more than a little on the heavy side. She loves sitting on slaves' faces, but it can take her an awfully long time to come.”

Brian looked from Monique to Melody, apparently hoping that his wife would show some mercy and intervene. Melody just grinned.

“You can take your slave home now, Mistress Melody. We'll see you both here tomorrow.”

“You can count on it.”

Monique clipped a leather collar with a long chain around Brian's neck and handed the leash to Melody. He would be allowed to dress in his street clothes in the parlor upstairs.

For the first time that I could remember, I was looking forward to coming to work tomorrow.
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