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Taking Over Aubree

PREVIOUSLY

Mindy Short's sex adventures in lesbian domination began in “A Lesbian Orientation”, a 3-book series including:

	“Cara Tries to be a Good Example” 
	“Cara's Lesbian Seduction” 
	“Cara Becomes Her Roommate's Lesbian Pet” 


Mrs. Joan Greenway, Director of Housing and Student Orientation at Hilland College, placed Cara Lakeland to live in a dorm on campus with Mindy Short. 

Mindy is an openly lesbian freshman.  Mrs. Greenway was concerned Mindy sets a bad example to other young women attending the college.  She wanted Cara to serve as a good example to Mindy.

Mrs. Greenway is a good person who only interfered because she is highly protective of her one and only child, her daughter Emilia.  Emilia will be attending Hilland College the next year and Mrs. Greenway wanted to make it a morally safe environment for her daughter.

In exchange for a free dorm, Cara was to simply be a good example to Mindy Short by being her homecoming queen boy-magnet self.  It did not go as planned.  In fact, the reverse took place.  Cara fell prey to Mindy's bad example.

Mindy broke Cara down through trickery and deceit and manipulation. 

Mindy's powers of manipulation led Cara into having to be naked in their dorm room whenever the two of them were alone. 

This progressed to requiring Cara to get Mindy's permission in order to masturbate.  Then Cara was forced by circumstance to unwisely agree to Mindy telling her when and how to masturbate.  Cara had no idea how much her definition of masturbation and Mindy's definition would differ. 

Mindy engaged Cara in various forms of masturbation that were questionable at best and outright lesbian to most.  Such as the two of them masturbating each other when Mindy ordered it. 

Mindy obtained the right to spank Cara if Cara did not remember rules Mindy made.  Eventually that privilege progressed to Mindy being able to spank Cara at will whenever Mindy wanted.

Cara was also compelled to attend some of Mindy's classes for her and to do much of her school work.

Mindy took to calling Cara “Pet Cara” and treated her like a pet including having her perform pet tricks and exercises.  Mindy had Cara wear a collar and leash. 

In the end, Cara was even wearing a pet tail and eating real dog food out of a dog bowl. 

Cara avoided Mrs. Greenway like the plague especially when she was dressed up like an outward lesbian while attending Mindy's classes for her. 

Mindy Short's sex adventures in lesbian domination continued in “Teen Lesbians Taking Over Mrs. Greenway”, a 2-book series including:

	“Taking Over Mrs. Greenway” 
	“Taming Mrs. Greenway” 


Inevitably, Cara and Mrs. Greenway bumped into one another while Cara was on her way to attending one of Mindy's classes for Mindy.  Mrs. Greenway figured out at least some of what was happening.

Mrs. Greenway set up a meeting in her office possibly to force Mindy Short to quit attending Hilland College.

Mindy, forced by circumstance and driven by lust to dominate, met with Mrs. Greenway and entirely turned the tables on her despite Joan's authority, age differential, and even with Joan's home field advantage inside her own office.

With Cara's ordered assistance, Mrs. Greenway was seduced and thoroughly sexually dominated while having several orgasms.

Later that day, Mrs. Greenway was text-ordered by Mindy to come to their dorm room. 

At their dorm room Mrs. Greenway, horrified, learned Cara had been turned into some kind of lesbian pet for Mindy.  In a state of shock and some reluctant sexual excitement, Mrs. Greenway again fell prey to Mindy's sexual domination.

Mrs. Greenway was subjected to humiliation, spanking, verbal abuse, anal penetration, being treated like a pet, being ordered to eat and drink from dog bowls, and a golden shower from Mindy in order to “mark her territory”. 

Mrs. Greenway found that all of it turned her on despite her previous forty years as a heterosexual demanding equality in relationships.  In the course of the evening she had several more orgasms.

Mindy's text message orders to complete tasks inside her own home sometimes involved secretly victimizing her own daughter. 

Mindy's dominant visits to her office took over Joan's life and sexuality.  Mindy shared Pet Joannie with her friends as Joan became more and more compromised beyond return. 

Joan truly became “Pet Joannie” and a tool of Mindy's sexual will.

Then, while Mindy's friends Deb and Shan had Joan in an extremely compromising sexually dominated situation in Joan's office, Joan's lovely Administrative Assistant walked in on them....

Taking Over Aubree

Chapter One

Joan finished getting dressed and sat down in her office chair. 

How much longer would it be her office chair?

Joan worked her tongue around in her mouth.  Her mouth tasted like ass.  She'd said the same to herself figuratively in the past but this time she literally meant it.  Specifically, it tasted like her own ass.

Which only made Joan realize she was hungry.  Not for ass!  For real food.  It was now past lunchtime. 

Her Administrative Assistant, Aubree Pamphile, had gone to pick up lunch for both of them earlier.  When she left, Joan was at her desk fully dressed. 

When she returned, Joan was naked laying on the floor with one female student riding a mouth cock saddle thing on Joan's face and another female student was between Joan's legs fucking both Joan's pussy and her asshole at the same time with a double-dildo strap-on.

It must have been quite a shock to Aubree!

Aubree had yelled at them.  Then she was told one of “them” was her supervisor, Joan Geeenway.  Then Aubree was invited to watch – by those young “ladies”, not Joan! – but she left sometime after that.

Perhaps to go type her resignation letter.  Or to report the matter to her other supervisor, Tanya Wilkinson.  Or even to go to campus security.

Thus, Joan's worry over her job status.  And also why she was so hungry.  In all the hubbub Aubree never had delivered the veggie burger sandwich Joan had ordered. 

Once again, Joan felt like laughing but knew it would sound like a crazy laugh if she let it out.  She should feel more like crying!  Damn post-orgasm chemicals flooding through her system just made her too high on sex to cry.  Maybe by time she was escorted off campus by security....

There was a light knock on her door.

Was it campus security?

“Joan.  Can I come in?”

It was Aubree.

Joan cleared her throat and braced herself to look into Aubree's face after what Aubree had seen her do, “Come in, Aubree.”

Aubree came in and, surprisingly, it was she who struggled to make eye contact with Joan.  She carried a bag from the steak sandwich place.

“Um, here's your lunch.”  Aubree walked over and set it on the edge of the desk like she was scared to get too close to Joan. 

Then she stepped back and looked all around, everywhere except into Joan's eyes.  It was like she looked for any wreckage left behind from the sex storm she'd stumbled onto earlier. 

Nope, no dildos or masks laying around.

Aubree sounded nervous and tentative, “So, that was quite a surprise for me.”

“I'm sorry about that, Aubree.”

“I'm a little hurt.  I mean, I went to get us lunch and you knew I was coming back....”

“About that.  I didn't plan this.  I don't get to plan any of that sort of thing for myself.  It's planned for me.  You wouldn't understand.  But it wasn't on purpose and I'm sorry you saw what you saw.”

“Were those... people... students?”

“Yes.  But they are adults and, trust me, I don't take advantage of them.  It's the other way around.  Those two I'd never even met before they walked in here a little after you left.  Then they gave me orders and... I had to obey them.”

“Wow.  I don't get that at all.  That is just crazy, Joan!”

“I know you don't understand.  I just hope you won't say anything to anyone or hold it against me.”

“I won't tell anyone.  To each their own.  I guess.  Even their own sex I guess!”

Aubree left and Joan ate her veggie burger and fries in silence. 

Until her phone buzzed.  She was lucky she even heard it.  Or unlucky.

It was, of course, Mindy.

Heard you had an interruption.  Who was that chick?

Everyone was all up in Joan's business!  Joan couldn't help letting a little “tone” enter her text back.

She was and still is (for now until I'm fired) my Administrative Assistant, Aubree.  I have her every other day, so every Tuesday and Thursday. 

Of course Mindy wasn't done.

Will she be a problem?

Oh, so the overly wickedly confident Mindy could be worried about something after all!

No.  She won't tell.  I don't think she will.  We talked a bit.

Then Joan's cell vibrated hard with an incoming call.  Now Mindy was even calling her!

“Hello?”

“It's me.  Hey, you might be right that she wouldn't tell but you're definitely right she won't be a problem.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means you're going to seduce her.  Make problems into solutions I say.  This should not even be seen as a problem.  It is an opportunity.  An opportunity for you to seduce someone for me!”

“Seduce her!?!”  Joan yelled it and then slid down in her chair like she could hide behind her desk.  She looked guiltily at her office door.  She hoped like hell Aubree hadn't heard her yell.

“Sure.  Of course.  Just seduce her, Pet Joannie.”

“I would never do that!  I'm not a seducer or whatever.  I wouldn't know how.  Even if I did know how I would leave Aubree alone.”

“Deb says she a hottie.  Deb isn't all that discerning but she was pretty enthusiastic about her opinion and Shan thought so, too.  I trust Shan's opinion.  How about you?  Do you find her attractive?”

“What?  No.  I'm not....”

“You're not a filthy nasty submissive lesbo slut?  I beg to differ.  Or I would but I don't beg.  I leave the begging to subs like you and this new one, Aubree.”

“I can't.  I won't!  It isn't needed.  She won't tell anyone.  She told me.”

“She might.  She might tell someone.  Even if she was honest with you in the moment she could change her mind or let it slip.  There is only one way to be sure.  This is for your own good, Joan.”

Joan whispered into the phone and sort of cupped it with her hand for good measure, “Seducing my Administrative Assistant is for my own good?  You're insane!”

“Think about it, Pet Joannie.  You don't want our fun times to end, do you?  Not really?”

Mindy's voice was syrupy and was itself seductive.  The voice and the words in perfect step.  It was also seductive to contemplate all the “fun times” they'd had so far in their short time interacting sexually.

Truth be told... maybe Joan didn't want those times to end.

But, Aubree...!  That was just crazy!

She couldn't force Mindy to change her mind – ever – but she might be able to get her to change her own mind.

“Mindy, Aubree won't say anything right now.  But if I get in her space or act like some kind of lesbian slut towards her that could change.  It's an unnecessary risk.”

“Deb wants her.  Shan wants her.  That means I want her, too.  It isn't just that she's a risk.  She could make an excellent pet.  She will make an excellent pet.”

Joan shook her head even though she knew Mindy couldn't see her, “Mindy!  No!  Aubree is a mother with a two-year-old, almost two, and she's married!  She's an Army wife.  She adores her husband.  She can't be seduced!”

Mindy laughed, “These obstacles of yours don't sound like obstacles to me.  They sound like good reasons seduction will work.  A girl's pussy doesn't shut down when she has a baby or gets married.  Is that husband home every night or serving overseas somewhere?”

“Well.  He is deployed but that just means she misses him even more.”

“Which makes her even easier to seduce!”

“Not everyone is all sexed up all sex all the time like you.”

Mindy laughed again, “You mean like you and me, right?  This Aubree probably isn't at the moment but we can make her be that way.”

“I can't!  I won't.”

“Come on little choo-choo train just keep saying “I think I can, I think I can,” Mindy was laughing like she was having a grand old time.  “You can and you will.  You'll end up glad you did.  So, here's what you do.  Have her come in your office and sit her down next to you all intimate.  Tell her about your needs like your need to submit and to be humiliated.  Tell her how you love to be humiliated.”

Joan felt panicky.  Those things Mindy was saying about her weren't true.  Were they?  If they were true they sounded awful when stated matter-of-fact out loud. 

So humiliating.

Joan's pussy felt sopping wet.

It was true, wasn't it?

Mindy went on, oblivious to Joan's growing horror of self-awareness, “Tell her no one else will have you so you have to let these students have their way with you.  Tell Aubree you're desperate because you didn't get to orgasm today because of her interruption.  Tell her you're not allowed to orgasm on your own by order of your Owner who you tell her you worship and adore.  That you let your Owner do whatever she wants to you and you love it that way, so, you know, tell that truth.  Tell her you are only allowed to come at the hands of another person but it can be anyone.”

Joan burned with horrified humiliation at the idea of telling Aubree all those things.  Which meant the pilot light in the depths of her pussy lit up.  Actually, it was already lit.  It flamed higher.

“But Mindy, I did orgasm today when Deb and Shan, you know, fucked me.”

“Way I hear it, Aubree didn't stick around to see that.  So, just pretend you didn't and your pussy is weeping for assistance.  While you say all this stuff keep touching Aubree.  Nothing too grabby, just the thighs and shoulders and arms and such.  Once you've described your predicament I think you'll have a brave little volunteer there in Aubree who will want to help you out in an ever so intimate way.”

“Mindy... people aren't all... like that.”

“No, not all.  But Deb looked into her eyes, saw something there, and Shan said Aubree stuck around a bit longer than someone would if they weren't real curious in a personal way.  She left but she probably forced herself to leave.  Anyway, you are doing it.  Oh, and be sure to leave your phone on.  Maybe on a shelf.  I'm going to listen in and make sure you do it right.  If you mess this up I'll be having a little conversation with your daughter.”

“My daughter!?!”

“I think maybe I'll chat with her anyway no matter what.  Never said what we'll talk about but you know how to make sure she and I have a polite conversation that avoids the subject of her mother, don't you?  A young woman like your daughter Emilia... so beautiful... so much more sexy than she even suspects she can be... really needs to have a role model.  Someone to take her under her wing.  Especially with Mom so busy running around on all fours being a puppy.”

That's when Joan realized she was really going to do it.  Mindy really would do what she was saying she'd do and Joan really was going to do as Mindy told her to do.  She really would do her best to seduce Aubree.

Unforgivably, that realization caused a flood of more juiciness in her pussy and her nipples were suddenly hard again as well. 

“Oh, Mindy, you're just awful.... All right.  I'll try.... I'm setting the phone down now.”

Joan set the phone on her side of a pen cup and paper clip box that teamed up to form a little wall at one corner of her desk.  Then she pushed her office chair around so it was next to the visitor chair.

Then she went to the door of her office before she could chicken out or have second or third thoughts or any thoughts other than obeying her Owner, Mindy.

It was funny.  Just before she opened the door leading to Aubree's space she did a little physical self-assessment and realized her pussy felt as hot and needy as if it had gone without a needed orgasm and desperately needed one now.  Like an orgasm really had been denied her. 

It would help her be persuasive with her seduction story to Aubree.  It would motivate her and lend sincerity to her tone.

She felt guilty already of course.  But she was sure Aubree would turn her down.  Mindy would hear Joan give it her best try, hear her fail anyway, and be satisfied and wouldn't have cause to punish her Pet Joannie.

Even if Aubree somehow engaged in some... sexual interaction with Joan it would not really be a betrayal because it would just be the two of them and didn't mean Mindy would have her claws in Aubree. 

Mindy would be placated, everyone would be safe from being reported, and Joan would be even more sexually satisfied. 

So Joan told herself and tried not to poke any holes in her own assumptions.

She opened the door, “Aubree, would you come in here please?  We need to talk.”

Chapter Two

Of all the things Mindy had “made” her do so far this was possibly the worst.

Sure, she'd had lesbian sex every which way in the last five days. 

Sure, all three of her holes were used and plundered like she'd been attacked by lesbian pirates.

Sure, she'd had sex in her office risking her career and reputation.

Sure, she'd been treated like – and acted like – a sex pet.

Sure, she'd served salad with her pussy juice as dressing to her own young adult daughter.

But, to this point, it was always herself as the “victim”, even a somewhat willing “victim”.  A “victim” who had quite a few orgasms and quite a memorable time breaking boundaries. 

The only one harmed so far was herself, if that.  Well, certainly her dignity and self-esteem and some physical soreness from spanks and hard thrusting and the like. 

Even the salad incident with her daughter was relatively harmless.  Emilia hadn't known about it and what she didn't know didn't hurt her.  The video could maybe be used against her by Mindy but Mindy had given no indication of thinking along those lines. 

Besides... Emilia had liked how the salad tasted!

But this, here, now, seducing Aubree....

Aubree was married.  Aubree had an almost two-year-old.  She was a young mother who tried hard, worked hard, and was very good at her job as Joan's part-time Administrative Assistant. 

It wasn't Aubree's fault she walked in on Shan sitting on Joan's face and Deb pounding Joan's pussy and ass with a double-dildo!

At her request, Aubree came in, clearly a little nervous again entering the scene of where she'd seen Joan so thoroughly used by the two college student lesbian dommes.

As Mindy had “suggested” Joan sat her down in the very comfortable padded visitor chair semi-famous between them for overly relaxing visitors and Joan sat right next to her in her big swivel office chair that she'd pushed around her desk to get close to the other one.

Joan wasn't even sure who was doing this seduction.  Her or Mindy?  Mindy wasn't even there but Joan would be following her directions, her script, and Mindy was listening in on the other end of Joan's open cell phone set on her desk.

Joan patted Aubree on one bare knee and Aubree flinched involuntarily.

“Don't be stressed Aubree, I just want to explain earlier.”

“No, you don't have to, Joan.  That stuff is none of my business and, don't worry, I won't tell anyone.”

If only Mindy was also so sure!

Joan leaned forward and put each of her hands on Aubree's shoulders.  She noted Aubree did not flinch this time and that Aubree looked straight into her eyes politely and attentively, “Aubree, I've been lonely.  I know it must look strange and wrong to you.”

“Well, they are students.”

“They are adults and when it comes to what we do... it is more like I am the student.”

“I always thought you were uncomfortable about lesbians and gays.”

“My eyes have been opened you could say.  Or my legs, I guess.”

“Joan!” but Aubree did laugh.

Joan wondered what Mindy was thinking while she listened to Joan's performance.  Was she satisfied so far?  Proud of her Pet Joannie?

“It isn't just a matter of straight and lesbian, Aubree.  These students I have sex with, all of them are female, but they are dominants and I am a submissive.”  Hearing herself, her sincerity, almost made Joan believe she really was submissive.

“Dominant and submissive?  What's that all about?”

Joan thought Aubree's questions sounded like confirmation of Shan's observation.  That Aubree was curious about it in a personal way.

Joan moved her hands and began rubbing between Aubree's neck and her shoulders.  Aubree's auburn hair brushed on her knuckles.  Aubree made no objection to this massage.

So far so good!

“Aubree, dominants tell submissives what to do.  They make use of the submissive and the submissive does what they say and seeks to please them in any way ordered, any way possible.  Few limits.”

“No offense.  Sounds wacky.”

Joan sensed it was time to challenge Aubree and to draw her out, “You wouldn't understand.  You don't have needs and desires like I do.”

“Well, that's not true.  I'm horny all the time.  Especially with Curt overseas.  I miss him and I miss certain parts of him a lot if you know what I mean.”

“No, you don't get it.  It isn't just sex.  It's the way I'm treated.  Like a low down filthy slut.”

“That's awful!”

“See!  You don't get it!  You're in your safe little world unable to take risks.”

“I'm married!  And a mother!  End of risks!”

“I'm a mother, too.  I get it though.  You just want to be safe.  You'll never know or appreciate what it's like, what I go through, but what I get in the end.”

“You sound like a riddle.”

“I have more commitment than you do to Curt in some ways.”

“How do you mean?”  Aubree had a little frown of concern but her eyes were hooded from the effects of Joan's neck and shoulder rub.

Joan wondered.  Were her fingers really having such an effect or was Aubree somewhat playing it up?  Maybe even hoping for Joan to make a pass at her?  Or was it all a trick where she'd claim wrongdoing by Joan if Joan did make a move?

“Aubree, you have no idea how hard it is for me to be submissive but how I must do it anyway.  For instance, right now I am desperate for an orgasm.  So desperate I almost want to cry.”

“Well, geez.  Why don't you just, you know, go to the restroom and, ah, take care of things in one of the stalls?”

“I can't.  It isn't allowed.  Those students, actually one you haven't met yet, she is in charge of my sex life and my orgasms.  She makes the rules.  One rule is I can't orgasm by my own hand.  Unless she tells me to do it like in front of her as entertainment for her and her friends.”

“Oh my God!”  Aubree's eyes popped open, shocked.  “You can't let students run your sex life like that!”

“Too late.  I already do.  See?  I'm totally committed, maybe more than a person in a marriage.  She can order me to do anything and then... then I do it.  Sex stuff or otherwise.”

“Who is this evil monster?”

“Mindy Short.”

“Never heard of her.”

“She's a freshman.”

“A freshman!  Couldn't you at least find a senior or a fifth year student or a grad student to dominate you?”

“I didn't plan it out or steer to where I am now.  It just happened.  Hit me like a bug hitting a windshield.  Me being the bug of course.”

“You need saving!  Some kind of intervention!”

“What I need is an orgasm!  Which you ruined for me by blundering in.  Now I might have to wait a week or longer.”

“A week!?!  And you were on edge?  But... that wasn't really my fault.  I just brought you your lunch order!”

“That part wasn't your fault I guess.  But Deb invited you to watch and you rudely left.  They were so offended they left without letting me orgasm.  You fucked me over by not letting me get fucked.”

There, thought Joan, that will take care of that.  Mindy will have heard she gave it her best shot no matter how ridiculous the attempt.

Now Aubree won't take the bait – who would? –  and Joan could move past this and cross her fingers Aubree wouldn't say anything to anyone about what she'd seen.

Joan found her hands were somehow on Aubree's thighs and were massaging across the top of them through Aubree's dress.  Joan couldn't even remember moving them down there. 

Wow, she was really owning this seductress role.  Mindy couldn't see what her hands were up to so it wasn't like she was doing it for “extra credit”. 

Aubree's thighs felt great, soft but fit, firm but pliable.  It surprised Joan how much she liked touching them.  The last few days had obviously had some kind of bad, but definitely temporary, side effect on her.

It was also surprising Aubree wasn't saying anything about those hands on her thighs, wasn't pushing them away, and wasn't standing up to leave.

“I... should have watched?”

“Yes.  They took it as an insult you didn't.”

“Truth is... I sort of wanted to watch but was scared to.”

“You wanted to?”  Joan rewarded that revelation by rubbing very firmly on those sexy legs and by sliding her hands just a little higher on them.

“You know.  Curiosity.  Did that bigger girl have... was it... two... thingies... in you?”

“Two dildos.  Yes.”  Joan decided to make her talk a little dirtier, more graphic, “The bigger one up my pussy and the other one up my ass.” 

“Didn't that feel bad?  I mean, it hurts, right?”

“No, no.  I mean, yes, but in a good way.  A pussy fuck and an ass fuck are both great but, together – it's called double penetration – they are greater than the sum of their parts.  Or it would have been until you ruined it.”

There.  Aubree should get up offended at being blamed.  She should be pissed about that and angry at the hands working her thighs like dough.

Aubree didn't sound angry.  At all.  “I'm so sorry, Joan.  I didn't know.  I guess I should have stayed and watched.  If I knew you liked it and that my leaving would lead to maybe a week of orgasm denial for you I would have stayed.  I just... would have stuck it out.  I'm sorry.  I wish I could make it up to you.”

Joan could hardly believe Aubree was still right there letting Joan feel her up and still participating in the conversation and basically digging her hole deeper. 

Joan had a weird random trucker-lesbian style thought, “I'd like to dig deep in Aubree's hole”.  Joan shook her head.  Was she possessed or something?  That would explain a lot....

She wishes she “could make it up” to me?  Talk about your softball pitch.  Was this for real?  Well, she'd go ahead and try to knock it out of the park.

“Aubree, you can't make it up to me.  Not unless you can give me an orgasm.  That would be the only way.  Nothing else could compare.  It's the only way to relieve my suffering.”

Only an idiot would believe those lines!  Aubree was no idiot so she'll be leaving now, maybe in a huff, maybe politely with a nervous laugh, but definitely leaving.

“I guess I could.  You know, just with my hand.  What are friends for?  It is my fault.  It's the least I can do.”

The words spilled out almost like she was trying to justify it to herself.

Joan thought “Say no more”!  Aubree had committed herself at least for the moment.  Just get undressed and she couldn't back out!

Joan stood up and started whipping off clothes, the ones below the waist.  She wondered if Mindy was proud of her.  Maybe even impressed.

Joan was highly aware of how hot and wet her pussy was yet again.  It really was like she really did desperately need an orgasm.  It was like her own pussy believed her story hook, line, and sinker.

Aubree looked like a deer in the headlights of a semi.  She had apparently opened up Pandora's box.  Or, at least, Joan Greenway's!

“How are we going to do this?  I mean, you know, only my hand, right?  But where should we do this?”

Joan didn't want to risk speech.  Not yet.  She stepped close to Aubree who was still sitting.  Then she moved even closer so that one leg was between Aubree's legs. 

It couldn't go more than a few inches past the knees because of the tightness and material of Aubree's dress.  But she was more or less straddling Aubree's leg.  She was pretty much physically trapping Aubree. 

Now, Aubree could still get away if she wanted to but, psychologically, this was very unlikely now as she'd feel like she needed to use force.  Which was just not in Aubree's character especially in a circumstance she felt like she'd caused.  Caused by not watching earlier and caused by then being way too helpful sounding.

In addition to somewhat trapping Aubree physically and mentally, the stand up straddling also placed Joan's pussy very up close and personal with Aubree's face.  Aubree definitely noticed.  Her big green eyes were fixed on Joan's pussy in what looked like awe.

Joan figured the sight and scent might assist her seduction of Aubree.  She wondered if she could get Aubree to lick her pussy.  It didn't seem possible but then nothing had. 

Joan figured she owed it to Mindy to find out exactly what all was possible.  She didn't know why she “owed” it to Mindy but it felt that way. 

It felt like she should always give Mindy her best effort to carry out Mindy's will.  She'd have to think about that later.

Right then she had an Administrative Assistant to seduce!

Aubree lifted one hand but it stopped a few inches short of Joan's pussy as if she had no idea how to begin. 

Or was having second thoughts.

Can't have that!

Joan grabbed her hand and pressed it palm first with fingers pointed downward against her pussy.  That way Joan would feel if or when Aubree curled her fingers inward and took an active role.  A more active role.

Aubree gasped like she'd been burned.  Joan knew her pussy was hot but not hot enough to actually burn!

Joan “helped out” further by using her hand to rub Aubree's open palm up and down against her wet velvety folds.  She humped on the hand a little also, using her weight slightly. 

Aubree was just staring at her own hand.  A spectator.  Joan wanted her to be more active, more involved.  To really get her hands dirty so to speak in order to best compromise her.  Or at least one hand quite wet!

Now was the time for talk.  Dirty talk and dirty commands.

“Aubree!  Hand fuck my pussy!  Come on Aubree!  Get me off!”

Aubree looked startled and responded to the urgency in Joan's voice.  She ground her palm up and down on Joan's swollen vulva. 

Joan liked the instant response and went for more, “I need some fingers up there.  Aubree!  Stick fingers up my pussy!  Now!”

Aubree thought, “Geez, she sure does sound bossy.  Then again... she is my boss.”  Aubree pulled her hand only slightly away and just to afford herself room to slide two fingers up Joan.  They entered so easily that Aubree quickly added a third finger.  She worked them quickly in and out.

Aubree thought, “My fingers are in Joan's pussy!  My fingers are in another woman's pussy!”  Aubree felt like a rider in a car crash just after the spinning vehicles came to a stop.  How had this come to pass?

Joan liked being able to say anything now that Aubree was committed.  Joan also liked her strategy of getting Aubree used to being ordered around. 

She liked saying Aubree's name, too, for Mindy's benefit even though Mindy would know it had to be Aubree, “Finger fuck me, Aubree!  Finger fuck my pussy!  Get those fingers all the way in!  Fuck them hard, Aubree!”

This was a lot more intense than Aubree ever thought it would be if she'd thought about it at all.  This urgent nasty talk by Joan was also unexpected.  Aubree assumed she'd be quiet while Aubree helped her out. 

The dirty graphic talk... was sort of arousing.  Aubree's pussy certainly was flooding with wetness. 

This was all so overwhelmingly strange and new that Aubree was oddly grateful for Joan telling her what to do. 

All she had to do was do what she was told and it should hopefully work out to an orgasm for Joan and Aubree wouldn't need to feel bad about messing things up for her today.

Aubree already knew this wouldn't be the only pussy her fingers were up inside today.  She'd have to take care of her own business as soon as she got home. 

Damn.  That wouldn't be all that soon.  After work she'd still have to pick up little Melanie from her Mom's, give her dinner, and get her settled in later. 

Speaking of “dinner” for Melanie, Aubree could tell her breasts were tight with milk production causing that too-full stretchy ache.  In all the hubbub Aubree had neglected to pump like she usually did.  She kept her pumped milk in a little cooler stored during the day in one of the desk drawers and took it home to go with Melanie each following day when she was with Aubree's Mom.  She kept her pump kit in there next to it.

She'd need some relief for her breasts soon even before she picked up Melanie.  Besides aching they were starting to leak.  Her pussy was aching in a different way.  Aching for it.  Some kind of “it”.  Her pussy was also starting to leak.

Aubree wouldn't be able to take care of her own needs until fairly late.  Breast pumping after this encounter with Joan and then take care of her pussy after Melanie was in bed. 

Luckily this wasn't one of the nights she and Curt had scheduled for a long distance call.  Less delay.

It was also lucky she didn't have some freshman bitch controlling her and forcing her to wait like poor Joan did.  What would that be like?  Awful, right? 

Just the idea of waiting a few hours to get at her own pussy was quite frustrating let alone having to wait days or a week at the behest of some bossy little arrogant bitch and, even then, not being allowed to orgasm without permission and direction or help.

It was strange because, although she felt bad for Joan in her situation, and was thankful she herself was too smart and too well set up in life to fall prey to a nasty bitch like this Mindy was, Aubree actually sort of admired Joan for being unconventional, just going for it, and being so committed that she actually followed Mindy's ridiculous rule and rulership over her.

Aubree worked her three fingers vigorously in and out, up and down, and studied the effect.  Joan's pussy was so wet and so hot.  And it was so right in her face.  Geez, did Joan really have to stand so close?

It was barely over a foot away from Aubree's face.  She could feel steam from it on her cheeks – at least in her active imagination.

She was feeling that pussy, seeing it up close in all its pink blooming glory, and smelling it as well.  It smelled a lot like her own did when wet so it was a familiar smell but somehow all the more intimate and naughty. 

This was all so naughty!

She'd never seen a pussy so close up.  Not even her own.  Her eyes could only get just so close to her own and with a poor angle as well.  She'd never done the hand mirror routine. 

Right here was Joan's pussy so close and at the perfect angle of no angle at all. 

It seemed larger than life and closer than ever.  It was closer!  It used to be more than a foot away from her face and now it was barely over half a foot away. 

Aubree flushed as she realized she'd leaned forward towards it in studying its fascinating detail.  Well, she didn't want to jerk away and offend Joan like Joan had an ugly pussy. 

She'd just keep her face right there.  But no closer!  Of course!

It was taking a long time.  Aubree both wanted it to end and to keep doing it.  The whole thing was so strange and should have been awkward and, of course, getting poor Joan an orgasm was the mission at hand.

Definitely at hand. 

But this was also the most sexually interesting thing Aubree had done since... since ever.  It wasn't really sex or at least they were both pretending it wasn't but it was highly sexual. 

How many more times would she ever have her fingers inside another woman's pussy?  None, she figured.  This was it.  Not that she'd been pining away for this kind of opportunity or anything like that.  Like it a little or like it a lot this was her one chance.  So, if it took a while, that was all right....

The longer it took probably the better Joan's orgasm would be.  The longer it took certainly the dirtier Joan was talking.  Joan was saying stuff Aubree never would have imagined anyone saying let alone Joan Greenway!

It was sort of strange though.  If Joan was so close to orgasm earlier then Aubree thought it shouldn't take so long to get her back there.  Then again, those two lesbian students had those “tools” they used on Joan and all Aubrey had were her fingers.

Aubrey watched Joan's pussy with rapt attention but her mind's eye was picturing again those two students working over Joan. 

Geez, that double-headed dildo thing nailing both of Joan's holes at the same time!  Aubree had never taken anything up her ass and never would.  She had no idea how Joan or anyone would allow that let alone enjoy it.

That other student sitting on or more like fucking Joan's masked face....  That really was a lot of commitment by Joan.  She had a point.  It wasn't like Aubree would ever let her husband Curt do anything similar to her though in a man-woman way Aubree wasn't sure what manifestation that might take. 

Aubree realized in some way Joan was more committed, at least sexually, to these lesbian students or that one, Mindy, she talked about, to a far greater extent than Aubree was to Curt.  And she was married to Curt!  And they had lots of things in common! 

Unlike Joan and these students.  No way a forty-year-old could have much in common with those young punks.  Besides the obvious.  Everyone having tits and pussies.  Besides that commonality.  Those girls must not be more than a year or so older than Joan's daughter!

Aubree realized she was fascinated.  It was a puzzle she was trying to figure out. 

Aubree thrust her fingers in hard like the key to unlocking the puzzle was somewhere up inside Joan.  Her fingers were the key and they were in the keyhole wiggling around trying to unlock the lock. 

She didn't feel bad about doing it so hard.  Joan kept begging her to do it harder. 

It wasn't really begging though.  It was more like ordering Aubree.  Like those bossy lesbians were bad role models for Joan Greenway.  Aubree didn't mind.  At all.  The dirty talk was a turn on and the “orders” were a turn on to.  Being ordered was a turn on.

As long as it was pretend and just, like, on the surface.

Aubree could feel a droplet of pussy juice working its way down her forearm and then dangling from her elbow.  A moment later it fell away onto her dress.

Geez.

“Aubree, grab my ass with your other hand.”

Aubree was reaching to comply before it even occurred to her to question this order.  She paused her hand just rounding the curve of Joan's side.  Well, if it helped Joan orgasm....  Aubree's hand continued rounding the hemisphere and began rubbing up and down and across Joan's ass. 

This seemed to bring Joan's pussy closer to Aubree's face though whether it came towards her face or her face came towards it Aubree could not have said in the heat of the moment.  And it was a heated moment! 

For some reason feeling up Joan's ass seemed more sexual – more lesbian – than finger-fucking her pussy.  The fingering was functional and for a definite mission of mercy. 

The need to feel around on Joan's ass seemed less clear cut.  Less justified.  Sort of suspicious really that Joan would ask her to do it.

Joan's hands were on Aubree's shoulders.  For balance Aubree hoped.  They sort of pushed her torso down and forward. 

This did two things. 

It pushed her face even closer to Joan's pussy.  Joan didn't seem to mind or have any interest in avoiding this as she actually pushed her pussy forward even closer still.  If it weren't for Aubree's blocking/pussy-pleasing hand Joan would be rubbing her pussy right on Aubree's face.

The pressure also bent Aubree's posture which meant a resulting sharp increase in pressure on Aubree's breasts trapped in their bra.  This made them both squirt some milk which was enough to soak right through her bra and shirt.  More was coming out in lesser dribbles as the pressure came and went.

Between the errant breast milk and Joan's slippery pussy juice getting all over, Aubree felt like quite a mess.  And she also felt like quite a slut which was a very foreign feeling to her. 

Aubree thought this whole mission of mercy – or masturbation of mercy – thing with Joan was a great big mistake.  But not one that could be taken back or undone. 

The only way back was forward....

“Aubree, oh you dirty slut.  Grab my ass.  Jam those fingers up my pussy!  You slut!”

So... Aubree wasn't the only one who felt like Aubree was a slut.  A helpful well-meaning slut... but a slut.  Aubree was partly offended and partly in agreement.

To think she'd thought so little of Joan for having sex in her office – any kind of sex let alone that weird-style lesbian sex – and now here was Aubree an hour later pretty much doing the same thing. 

Aubree realized she was no longer thinking of this interaction as something innocent and helpful in nature.  It was sex!  It was!  Lesbian sex!  Her hand grabbed Joan's ass harder in reaction to that thought process.

Geez, only a slut would do this kind of lesbian stuff in a school office.  Therefore Aubree was a slut.  She really felt like one.  How could she not especially as Joan kept saying it like a fucking chant?

“Slut, slut, slut.  Aubree, you are such a little slut.  A slut who wants to make me happy.  A slut that wants to give me an orgasm.  A slut who wants to follow my commands.  The very best kind of slut.”

Aubree wondered if all that really was true.  Maybe most of it.  She did want to make Joan happy and did want “poor Joan” to orgasm.  That thing about the commands might be a little bit true within well-established limits....

It was then Joan went for it.  You could only dance around so long.  Or stand around getting finger-fucked for so long. 

It was nice but it wasn't enough.  Oh, it would be pleasant to get to orgasm but it wouldn't be a full seduction of Aubree.  It would not satisfy Mindy so it could not satisfy Joan.

It was now or never.  A mockery of an excuse and opportune insistence would have to be enough.

“Aubree, you slut, your fingers aren't good enough.  I'm used to so much more than that.  My pussy has high standards and great expectations.  You haven't been helping!  You've been making it all worse.  You want to help?  You really want to help?  Then fucking help, you slut!”

Joan used her left hand to pull Aubree's hand and pussy wet fingers away and out from her pussy and used her right hand to grab auburn hair on the back of Aubree's head.  She leaned her pussy forward as she pulled harder than she meant to on Aubree's head. 

The thing was, she'd expected resistance and added a lot of force to account for it – she damn well wanted to at least be able to report to Mindy that she'd pressed her pussy on Aubree's face! – but, whether due to surprise or unconscious willingness, there was no resistance in Aubree.

Joan smacked Aubree's face so hard against her pubic mound that it would have bounced if the hand that made the collision happen hadn't also been firm in holding her in place.

Aubree was seeing stars and seeing pubic hair too close to her eyes to focus.

Aubree had no idea what to do.  This development felt shocking, and she was surprised, but it also felt somehow inevitable.  What to do was still a mystery.

Luckily Joan was there for her.  There to give commands that were so easy to follow.  Much easier to follow her commands than to try to think.

“Aubree, you dumb slut, don't be such an idiot.  Get that tongue to work.  I want it and you know you want it, too.”

Aubree obeyed.  She pushed her tongue out.  It was a push because her face was pressed so tight on pussy. 

Her tongue made immediate pussy contact on exiting her mouth and it seemed to her that Joan's pussy and her own tongue were equally wet, equally hot, equally soft.  But her tongue was much more muscular and stronger. 

Her tongue poked past the labial lips.  Uncertain, she flicked her tongue in and out.

“That's it you slut.  Tongue my pussy.  Eat me out.  You're an excellent pussy slut.”

Aubree felt like she must be doing something right no matter how wrong otherwise.  She liked that Joan was telling her she was doing well. 

She wondered what exactly a “pussy slut” was other than, apparently to Joan, herself.  Actually it was pretty self-explanatory but also not applicable to Aubree.  A pussy slut had to be someone who licked pussy often and at least liked it.  Not a one time unexpected – very unexpected no matter how inevitable – favor to a friend/boss.

“Get that slut tongue up my pussy.  All the way.  Stretch it out.  Now pull it in.  Taste me.  Taste me!  Now suck on my pussy lips.  Suck them up and down.  Nibble.  Fucking nibble them!  Just like that.” 

Aubree followed orders.  It seemed to be working out.  Maybe for both of them.  It was somehow just so nasty and so arousing doing this. 

It was a one-time thing because it had to be a one and done.  But she may as well get good at it to make this one and only just as good as it could be.  For Joan.

“Pussy-eating Aubree.  Licking and sucking.  You're really into it now.  You're eating pussy because you want to.  Like you can't get enough.  You're hungry for it.”

Aubree wondered why Joan was talking so much now.  It almost seemed to Aubree like Joan was narrating the pussy-eating as if for someone else like somebody other than them was in the room.  But, no, they were alone.

She figured Joan just liked to talk dirty.  Talk extremely dirty actually.

“Aubree slut, go ahead and shove a finger up my ass as you lick.”

Aubree did not want to do that.  To her an ass was just not part of sex.  Ever.  At least not the asshole itself.  She'd grabbed and fondled Joan's ass as ordered but had kept away from the crack except to quickly caress across it. 

“Aubree!  Shove a finger up my ass!  Now slut!”

Joan was suddenly the bossiest boss she'd ever had!

Aubree kind of liked having orders bringing order to the sexual chaos.  They removed doubt.  Told her exactly what she needed to do.  What Joan expected of her. 

She'd followed orders so far.  But now she was being told to do something she definitely for sure did not want to do.

Aubree was not a “sex with ass play” person.

Joan, however, obviously was.  Hadn't Aubree just seen a little while ago one half of a double-dildo inside the same asshole Joan was telling her to finger fuck?

So, what they wanted was opposite.  One would win and one would lose.  So, it was simply a matter of Aubree determining who should lose.

The answer was obvious.  Sluts were losers.  Sooooo.......

Aubree sought out Joan's asshole with the index finger of her left hand feeling around back there like a fearful alien tentacle just starting to explore planet Earth after a crash landing.

Aubree found Joan's asshole.  Her fingertip circled it's miniature alien landscape while her tongue, coincidentally, circled Joan's clitoris. 

Aubree hesitated again but then thought, “Well, I've come this far... halfway across the galaxy to planet asshole....” and went ahead and pushed her finger into Joan's ass. 

From Joan's grunts and moans and how she pushed her ass back on the finger Aubree knew something was going right.  She kept sliding that finger in and felt a sense of mission complete when she got it in all the way up to the knuckle.

Joan became highly descriptive for their “ghost” watcher, “You've got your finger all the way up my ass, Aubree!  You're an ass-fingering whore!  Finger fuck my ass, Aubree!  Do it!  Do it!”

Aubree began finger fucking Joan's ass as fast as she could.  She slid her finger easily and fast in and out, sawing it against Joan's outer ring. 

It was easier than Aubree thought it would be.  That dildo earlier must have really loosened up Joan.  To Aubree, her finger up Joan's ass felt very similar actually to a finger up a pussy.  Tighter, yes, but still smooth, wet, and soft.

Joan's arm snaked down between them and past Aubree's left cheek.  Aubree was able to keep licking pussy so she paid it little mind.

A moment later she paid it more attention.  What was that nipping sensation on the peak of her left breast?  It felt a lot like when little Melanie nursed....

Aubree realized Joan was feeling her up.  Feeling her and half way pinching at her nipple and aureole.  Which was all wrong in so many ways!

Aubree was just here to help Joan.  Aubree didn't need any “help”!

Joan feeling her tit... that was definitely lesbian!

Aubree was also embarrassed at how wet she knew her bra and top were.  They were soaked all around her nipple.  Because of Joan and Joan's crazy lesbian “orgy” in her office and all that excitement leading to Aubree neglecting to pump her breast milk and give herself some relief. 

It was Joan's fault!  But Aubree was still embarrassed to be a milky wet mess up top.

Joan avidly tweaking that nipple wasn't helping.  At all!  She was using a collection of her thumb and all her fingers, rhythmically squeezing a little below her aureole, and then rolling the pressure up.

As the rolling increased the pressure, as space was rolled up, milk evacuated from Aubree's breast.

Geez!  Joan was so easily squeezing the milk out of her because her breasts were way past overfull.  Each squeeze caused a little pulse of milk to squirt free.

It wasn't just effecting her breast either.  Her pussy was trying to imitate her breast.  It was running with liquid.  Pretending it was turned on or something.

Aubree could stop Joan or could at least for sure push her hand away but, to do so, she'd have to stop licking pussy and finger fucking ass.

Aubree really did not want to stop doing those things.

Aubree liked doing those things.

!

Wait, she was doing this stuff for Joan, not for herself! 

Joan would also want her to continue, she told herself....

Yeah.  No choice.  She had to let Joan continue to do as she pleased to her breasts so she could continue to please Joan.

She liked it, too.  There was no denying her nipples' hardness or the burst of sensation like miniaturized ejaculations each time Joan squeezed her tit and made her squirt milk.

Joan pulled her hand back up and Aubree felt disappointment that it was leaving.

It was good while it lasted!

Then Joan's other hand went down, this time next to Aubree's right cheek. 

Joan's right hand replaced her left holding the back of Aubree's head to keep her mouth in place.  Which really wasn't even necessary.

Aubree kept her mouth busy and productive with pussy licking and sucking.  Aubree licked pussy the same way she worked as an Administrative Assistant:  busy and productive.

Aubree realized Joan was going after the other breast!

Aubree was grateful.  She felt like her milk tanks were uneven, her ballast out of whack.  She wouldn't want to fall over sideways when she stood up so she guessed she just had to let Joan milk the other breast also....

Aubree continued to pay detailed attention by tongue and by finger to Joan's pussy and ass respectively while Joan gave Aubree's right breast all the squeezing milking the left one had already received.

Within minutes Aubree felt like she was soaking wet from her breasts down to her waist.  And soaking wet below the waist with a different liquid. 

Overall she felt like having an orgasm.  She wouldn't, of course, as she was no lesbian and this wasn't even sex, but... she felt like it....

The smell of breast milk and pussy juice were both strong.  So different, so naughty.  Aubree and Joan were both sucking in lungfuls of breaths, Aubree through her nose.  Her exhalations, sometimes, when she worked her mouth at the top of Joan's slit, ruffled Joan's pubic hair.

Joan still liked to give the play by play to some “pretend” audience, “I'm milking your milky tits Aubree.  You're some kind of milk slut, too, aren't you? You're fucking all wet with milk.  You should work on a dairy farm.  As a fucking cow!  You'd like that, wouldn't you?  Getting milked by someone else a few times a day in your stall.”

Woah, thought Aubree, this it waaaaay too nasty weird.  And... yes, at least the idea was somehow sexy.  Munching grass all day like a cow... or maybe munching pussy all day!  – and then getting milked.  Sweet relief after all the pressure built up in her tits.  Spraying it out into buckets on the floor below her while she was on all fours....

Ironically, it was Joan who broke the entanglement that Aubree was maintaining for Joan's benefit and to her own supposed detriment.

Joan pulled her hand up from Aubree's wet breast and pushed at Aubree's forehead while her other hand grabbed Aubree's wrist and pulled Aubree's finger from her ass.  She held that wrist very firmly and backed away slightly and pulled it around to the front between them. 

Aubree was disoriented.  Wait, what, was it over?  Did Joan orgasm and she missed it?

No and no.

Aubree looked up questioningly at Joan, her mouth open and a little slack, her face shiny with pussy juice.

Joan availed herself of this perfect opportunity. 

She bent down quickly and kissed Aubree.  She immediately slid her tongue into Aubree's mouth.  Once that tongue was in, there was nothing Aubree could do about that kiss. 

At least that's what she told herself.  She couldn't bite it, could she?  Besides... it felt good.  More than good.  The best kiss ever. 

Even if Joan's mouth did sort of taste like how ass smelled for some unknown reason.

That soon seemed like nothing to Aubree.  The reason being, Joan pulled away from the kiss with a final wet smack, and then replaced her mouth on Aubree's mouth by shoving Aubree's own hand into her face. 

Aubree pulled back because that hand was the one that had had a finger up Joan's ass.

Joan was having none of that.  She held Aubree's left “ass fingering” hand by the wrist and Joan brought her other hand over to specifically grab the base of Aubree's index “ass fingering” finger.  She then guided it to poke at Aubree's lips which were pursed in rejection.  Aubree's own fingernail felt sharp and painful as it poked hard at her soft reluctant lips.

No!  No, she was not going to take that finger in her mouth!  Not going to happen!

“Open your mouth you stupid slut.  Aubree, you will suck the taste of my ass off your finger.  Open up!”

Aubree thought, “I guess so....  If you say so....”

Aubree opened her mouth and Joan crammed the ass fingering finger into it.  Aubree licked and sucked.  She knew that's what Joan wanted so... that's what she did.  That ass taste was overwhelming.  How awful!

Joan supplied a little narrative and Aubree agreed to herself it was accurate, “You're sucking that ass dirty finger like a filthy ass sucking slut.   Because you are one now!  Ass slut!  Lick it up, swallow it down like a good little naughty ass slut.”

Aubree would have thought that taking it up the ass would make you an ass slut but maybe sucking your own finger that had been up an ass also qualified you as one.  Joan seemed to be the expert so who was Aubree to disagree?

It tasted bad but the taste soon lessened though with some aftertaste.  The wrongness of it, the humiliation, was the worst. 

Here she was trying to help Joan and Joan was making her lick and suck her finger that had been up Joan's ass.  It was almost as bad as making Aubree lick her asshole directly!

Being used, being taken advantage of, and doing something so naughty made a strange cocktail of submissive arousal in Aubree.

She really wished she had a cock right then.

Aubree wondered... did Joan have one of those dildos somewhere around?  Not that two-headed monstrosity of course but some other one.  One that could pound a pussy.  A certain very wet pussy with auburn pubic hair around it.

Joan pulled Aubree's now clean finger out of Aubree's mouth, “Stand up, lazy slut.  Take off those fucking milk rags you call clothes.  I want to see your milk jugs.  See them spray some of that milk.”

Aubree couldn't blame Joan.  She also wanted to see her “milk jugs” spray some milk.  They still ached.  Ached with need and overfill.  Releasing some milk could give her some sweet relief. 

Aubree didn't feel like a “lazy slut” but, then again, she had been sitting in this chair a long time now.  Maybe Joan had a point.

Either way, Aubree took off her clothes.  Only when she was down to her forlorn see-through pink panties – even more transparent due to wetness – did she think about how lesbian this whole situation was getting.

Well... she guessed there was a thin line between helpful and therapeutic on the one hand and going outright lesbian.  Who could see where that invisible line in the carpet was?

Since she munched carpet earlier she knew she was certainly past that line by then. 

She needed to get back across the line!  She was on the wrong side of the line!

“Get those wet undies off.  Totally naked, Aubree.  The natural slut state.”

That clarified what Aubree should do about those panties.  She took them off and set them on the chair behind her.

Naked.  A few feet from her boss.  This was definitely inappropriate.

Wait.  How was this going to help Joan get that orgasm she needed?

Joan showed her how.

First she spun Aubree around and then pulled her back against herself.  Joan brought both her hands up at once and encircled the bases of Aubree's breasts as much as she could.  Aubree just gasped and cooperated as well as she could.

No resistance.  Whatever happened was on Joan and wouldn't be her fault.  She was just trying to help!  She'd find out what that meant as things progressed.  She felt like she was just along for the ride. 

That she was there for a ride would turn out to be more true than she yet knew....

Joan squished her breasts hard working her hands from the base of each upward towards the nipples driving a tide of milk.

“Oh!”  Aubree couldn't help a cry of dismayed surprise as streams of milk shot out from her nipples.  The milk actually sprayed in multiple directions. 

Aubree learned when she began breastfeeding that milk did not come out of the center of the nipple as she would have expected but out of various milk ducts located all over each nipple. 

She had even tried to count them once.  She'd expressed milk out of each breast after Melanie had fallen asleep and milk built up.  Just out of curiosity.

As near as she could tell her left nipple had five milk ducts and her right nipple had eleven which seemed to be pretty typical numbers from what she read.

From that “research”, although she was surprised at Joan milking her, she was not surprised to see her milk shooting out in a multitude of directions.  Droplets sprayed onto Joan's desk, and milk ran down over Joan's fingers and milk arced out and down into the office carpet. 

Some even sprayed onto the guest chair Aubree had just been sitting on and onto her clothing including the wet panties she'd just been wearing that she'd set on the seat of the chair.

Geez.  Aubree realized her panties were now wet with pussy juice and breast milk.  Would she wear them or go commando?

Joan took one hand away and used it to push down on the back of Aubree's head while her other hand lifted up Aubree's left breast, “Taste it, slut Aubree.  Drink your milk!”

Aubree was shocked but quickly relieved as her mouth couldn't quite make it.  Her breasts were too firm and tight still.

Joan sighed in frustration but then had a thought.

Joan moved around Aubree and applied her mouth to that breast.  This also shocked Aubree but... it felt good... no, great... and it was better for Joan to drink her milk than Aubree herself to drink it.  Aubree wasn't sure why that was the case but it felt more right or not as wrong.

Joan nursed at Aubree's left breast and roamed her hands up and down Aubree's body.  Aubree knew she ought to say something about that but she didn't want to ruin Joan's moment. 

It was so strange feeling her suctioning the milk out.  So different from little Melanie.  Joan's mouth was strong and had no business on her breast.  That combination made it very arousing for Aubree.

Aubree admitted to herself she did like Joan sucking on her tit. 

She did make a lot of milk, maybe a little more than Melanie needed....

Would Joan want to make this a thing and do this again in the future, maybe even every day they worked together?  Surely she made enough milk for an extra suck every Tuesday and Thursday....

Aubree knew she shouldn't even be thinking about that, let alone considering it, let alone being turned on by the idea.

Joan's hands were getting up to mischief.  The right one was palpitating the breast Joan was suckling on and making it spurt milk into Joan's mouth and the left one caressed Aubree's ass. 

Aubree tightened every time Joan's hand skirted near her ass crack.  It made her feel so vulnerable.  But Joan seemed to make a decision and she suddenly slid the hand around to in front of Aubree and then... and then... Joan was sliding fingers up her pussy! 

Joan was finger-fucking her!

Aubree released a high-pitched moan, almost a squeal.  She rose a little on her toes and then, since those fingers easily followed, she went back down on her feet.

She simply stood still for it.  She didn't want to disturb Joan's mouth on her breast.  That milk feeding was so sexy and was such a sweet relief of the pressure as well.  She wanted Joan to suck down her milk.  She was... happy to let her... and grateful. 

Letting Joan drink her milk was the price to pay was letting Joan finger her pussy.  Or maybe it was the other way around.  Either way, it wasn't much of a price.  It was fine.  It was more than fine.

She'd fingered Joan's pussy.  So... why shouldn't Joan finger hers right back?  She didn't want to be a hypocrite, did she?

Plus, it felt fantastic!

This mission to give Joan an orgasm might veer off into Aubree having an orgasm!

Wait...

That... that really would be lesbian!

Aubree rediscovered some moral ground to stand on.  She was married!  She was loyal to her husband!  She was heterosexual!  It was wrong to have sex at work!  Joan was treating her like she was some kind of slutty lesbian office whore!

“Joan.  We have to stop.  Someone could show up.  Someone could walk in!”

Joan kept sucking away.  Joan kept fingering away.  Joan acted as if she hadn't even heard Aubree.

Aubree tried again but tried to add urgency in order to effect Joan, “Someone like your daughter could walk in on this!  She's visited before and she just walks in like she owns the place.”

No reaction from Joan.  Just steady as she goes tit sucking.

Aubree tried again, “Last time Emilia even said she was coming back to explore campus some more to get mentally ready for living here this summer and starting college early.  She could show up any moment!”

Joan frowned but not for the reason Aubree thought.  Odds of Emilia walking in on them were low.  Odds that Mindy was listening on her end of the open phone call and heard what Aubree just said were more or less one hundred percent. 

She didn't want Mindy to know Emilia was planning on attending Hilland College or to know anything about her.  Any more than she already did which was far too much. 

Didn't want her to know?  Damn, that ship had sailed.  All she could do now was be worried that Mindy did know!

Joan wondered if she should find some pretense to get her daughter to attend some other college.  Besides Mindy just being a general lesbian threat on campus there was also the real concern that with Emilia right on campus she really would be popping into Joan's office frequently and Joan's office had become pretty much a sexual playground.

She didn't want Emilia exposed to people like Mindy or, especially, to Mindy.  Obviously, Emilia would just turn away and reject any such lesbian advances were they to occur.  Emilia was beautiful, loved boys and they loved her right back.  In a wholesome natural way!

The real risk was of Emilia discovering Joan involved in these activities.  Lesbian?  Very bad.  Students?  Very very bad.  Her Mom a submissive pet?  Extremely terrible!

Emilia finding out anything about all this, even a hint of it, would be an utter disaster!

Joan would have to think about this later and come up with some kind of solution.  If there even was one.

When Joan failed to answer her concern, Aubree realized Joan had no intention of stopping her sucking and fingering based on anything Aubree said.

Aubree reached down and grabbed Joan's wrist and, with the element of surprise, was able to pull it away enough to get those fingers out of her pussy.

Joan felt the unexpected resistance and acted quickly to quell it by doing what she'd meant to do anyway but doing it sooner.

Joan sucked hard at Aubree's nipple in her mouth, very hard, and felt a good amount of milk flow into her mouth.  Then, her hand still locked in a standstill duel with Aubree's hand down by Aubree's pussy, she pulled her mouth off and brought her mouth up to Aubree's mouth.

Aubree did not see this move coming.  Suddenly, Joan's mouth pressed on her own. 

Aubree's mouth was lax and unguarded.  She was breathing hard due to the passion and the hand struggle.  Joan easily sealed her mouth to Aubree's, parted her lips, and released the mouthful of milk into Aubree's mouth. 

It was made even more effective because Joan was taller than Aubree so her face leaned down while Aubree's was sort of forced to lean up. 

Like a mother bird feeding her baby bird.  In this case, milk from the “baby” meant for the “baby's” actual baby.  Gravity made most the milk flow into Aubree's mouth.

Joan had wanted to make Aubree drink her own breast milk.  It was just so nasty and naughty and she just knew Mindy would be pleased by it when told. Or as she heard it if she figured it out over on her end.

Aubree wanted to get the milk out of her mouth.  She couldn't push it out because Joan's mouth was sealed against hers.  So she did it another way.  She just swallowed.

The whole breast milk in the mouth thing was a big distraction.  Aubree's hand relaxed its grip on Joan's wrist.  Joan's hand broke free and raced to plunge fingers right back up Aubree's needy pussy. 

Aubree's traitorous pussy welcomed them back with open access as Aubree even automatically spread her legs a little. 

Aubree released a “Ooerrrrm” sound of finger fuck welcoming.

Aubree's now free hand fluttered around uncertainly.  She had tried to stop the finger-fucking and now she knew for sure her pussy really wanted those fingers. 

Her stupid useless hand had failed!

Joan took her mouth off Aubree's and moved it down to her right breast which she hadn't yet sucked at and which was still too full with milk.  Her mouth vacuumed in Aubree's nipple and aureole and Aubree moaned in her breathless high pitched way. 

Aubree's uncertain hand finally came to a fluttering landing on the back of Joan's head and pressed Joan's mouth to her breast.  That added pressure made even more milk escape.

Suddenly, Aubree, who was always non-verbal during sex, actually wanted to say something.  It was like she was feeling too much to keep it all inside.  Or like she was taking over for Joan in narrating to the “ghost” because Joan's mouth was quite busy.

“Oh, Joan!  Suck my tit.  Suck out my milk.  Drink it up!”

Aubree was rewarded with a dramatic increase in suction.  She could feel more of her milk releasing, squirting free, filling Joan's mouth.

The right time or not, Aubree had taken all she could physically, emotionally, and mentally without actually coming.  She'd certainly come often in the past from far less passion and sensation.  Only her external and internal struggles had held the orgasm at bay.

“I'm coming!  Ahhhh!”

Aubree's whole body went rigid and a pulse of pussy juice sprayed down her thighs, pushed out by her orgasm-tensed vaginal muscles, and squirts of milk continued with each strong suck from Joan.  It felt like her pussy and her breast were both coming.

Aubree shook but stayed upright in part because of Joan's efforts to prop her up. 

There was a knocking at the door and Joan tried to be as quiet as possible.  Aubree was so caught up in her orgasm she didn't even hear the knocking.  After a minute it seemed like the unknown door knocker had probably left. 

Aubree's muscles were relaxed now and Joan had to work harder to hold her up.  She pulled her fingers out of Aubree's pussy and brought them straight to Aubree's mouth.  Aubree sucked them clean cooperatively with her eyes still closed.

Joan, feeling that level of obedience to her unspoken will, sucked up a mouthful of milk and once again held it in her mouth.  She brought her face up and held it a couple inches away from Aubree's face. 

This allowed Aubree to finish sucking her fingers very clean and allowed Aubree to see – her eyes had cracked open – exactly what was coming.  Exactly what Joan intended.  Aubree could see a droplet of milk on Joan's lower lip.

Joan wanted Aubree to drink her own milk.  She just wanted it.  Aubree already had, of course, but she'd been somewhat forced by Joan.  Joan wanted her to willingly do it. 

It was a nasty little turn on and it was also a Joan dominating submissive Aubree thing.  Joan forcing Aubree to do what Joan wanted even when Aubree did not want to.  Or, if she did want it, then she had succeeded in making the submissive want what the temporary dominant wanted.

Really, it was Aubree giving in to Mindy's will.  She just didn't know yet that this was the work of Mindy.

Joan pulled her fingers free of Aubree's mouth and then let her mouth ever so slowly approach Aubree's mouth.  She gave Aubree plenty of time to turn away or say something.  Aubree held in place and let her lips stay parted and ready.

Her lips were open and ready to cooperate.  Aubree could still barely think after that mind-blowing orgasm but she knew exactly what Joan wanted.

Joan pressed her mouth to Aubree's and Aubree completed the seal with her lips pressing and sucking.  Instead of Joan just opening her mouth floodgate and releasing the milk Joan waited.  Aubree's tongue tip traced Joan's lips.

Then Aubree's tongue tip tensed and poked and then poked more insistently right between Joan's lips, at the center.  Once Aubree's tongue asked for it like that Joan went ahead and opened up.

Aubree sucked in her own milk.  She did it because Joan wanted her to and because she had no resistance left in her but she also did it because she was hungry for it.  Hungry for the nasty naughtiness of it.

Aubree even played up her gulping swallows in order to best please Joan.  She gulped like a hungry baby bird even when most of what she gulped down was finally just Joan's spit.

Joan was thrilled!

Maybe she and Aubree could be a thing.  No one had to know.  Joan could still have great sex and could get out from under Mindy then.  Get “under” Aubree.  Or, more like, have Aubree “under” her.

But... did Joan even want to escape Mindy if it was possible?  No, not really.  She liked dominating this little slut Aubree – it still shocked her to think of good efficient Aubree that way – but Joan knew she wasn't really a dominant.  She enjoyed being dominated more than dominating.

Should or shouldn't had nothing to do with it.  It was all is or is not.  In this case, is.

Hmmm, thinking of “under”....

Joan released Aubree and lay down on her back on the floor.  Aubree stared, mystified.

“Aubree!  Sit on my face!  Get that slut pussy over here.  I'm going to eat your pussy.”

Aubree's mouth opened and then she closed it.  Joan was... brilliant!

What would have been a bizarre and obscene and wrong idea fifteen minutes earlier seemed like a stroke of genius now.  Aubree scrambled to get in place.

Aubree began to lower her pussy in such a way that she'd be looking away from Joan's feet or any other part of Joan below, say, her nose.  It seemed like the way to do it.  Otherwise she'd be putting her ass right into Joan's face, which seemed like it would be rude.

Joan grabbed one of her legs and motioned for her to turn around and try it the other way.

Aubree was usually pretty willing to do as told.  She was certainly finding that out!  If Joan wanted Aubree's ass pressing on her face then that was what Joan would get.  Joan was the boss.  Literally and in this sexual encounter.

Aubree would be able to look in detail all up and down Joan's fantastic body.

Aubree straddled Joan's face so that she could look towards Joan's toes.  Or, really, Joan's pussy.  Right away it occurred to Aubree that maybe Joan would want to sixty-nine with her.  Aubree never had done that with anyone but even the most inexperienced adult knew of the sixty-nine position.

Aubree felt Joan's tongue on her slack but highly sensitive post-orgasm pussy.  It took her breath away. 

Joan seemed so experienced and familiar with pussy pleasing.  Aubree figured those evil lesbian students must have really trained up Joan.  Poor Joan. 

Joan had been sort of mean to her and sure talked nasty but Aubree actually ending up liking that talk.  As far as Joan being mean maybe she liked that too somehow.  It seemed it was at least necessary to get Aubree to this point where she was riding to heaven on Joan's face.

Joan was maybe just mean because of how those other girls, who were really genuinely mean, had treated her.  So what Joan did to her was okay she guessed but what those girls did to Joan was not.

Aubree wondered again if Joan would want a sixty-nine and would expect her to put her own mouth to work.  Aubree wouldn't do this on her own initiative.  That would be wrong and slutty!  But she would have to do it if Joan ordered her to do it.  That would be right and slutty! 

Thinking back on it, almost with fondness, she hadn't really minded licking Joan's pussy earlier.  She liked to help.  What were friends for? 

If Joan ordered her to use her mouth to please her pussy now, in this position, then Aubree would be coming at it upside down.  A whole new angle.  She was curious about that.

Aubree was startled out of her reverie that was one-half tongued pleasure in her pussy and one-half cunnilingus contemplation by a sharp spank landing on her rear. 

She wondered if she'd ground her pussy too emphatically on Joan's face.  Another spank landed.  Then another.

Finally, Aubree figured it out and lifted her pussy up off Joan's mouth.  Would Joan give her the direction she secretly hoped for?

“Aubree, you dumb slut, put your slutty slut mouth to work on my pussy while I lick yours.  Really, Aubree, you're so fucking selfish!”

“Sorry!  I'm sorry, Joan, I thought you might want me to but I was waiting to be sure.”

“Stop talking.  Start licking.”

Aubree did so.  She rushed her face into Joan's groin and licked as fast as she could.  She was grateful to feel Joan's mouth go back to work on her own pussy. 

Aubree's ass still stung but she didn't mind.  There was much less pain than pleasure.  Actually the pain was part of that pleasure in some way. 

She figured Joan must have guessed that as well because whenever the stinging in her ass cheeks began to mellow Joan somehow knew to deliver another spank.  The severity of the spanks surprised Aubree every time. 

For whatever reason Joan was still spanking her.

Just spanking her for its own sake!

It wasn't even a punishment, fair or otherwise!

It was just... spanks!

Like Joan thought Aubree was some kind of masochist or something.  Sure, that pain did add itself to the pleasure or maybe multiply the pleasure.  Some kind of impossible yet functional sexual math. 

But a masochist?  Really?

Aubree wondered if she ought to be more offended at Joan thinking that about her or about the truth of it. 

It wasn't right being spanked while doing all she was told to do!

Fair or not, the truth was... and it hard to even think this and thinking it stung worse than the spanks... Aubree liked being spanked and did not want Joan to stop.

Joan was her boss....

It did mix in with the pleasures....

Were the spanks an undeserved punishment or were they a reward?

If it was a punishment Aubree figured she probably deserved it.  Joan knew best....

If it was some kind of reward... then it was working!  Joan knew best!

The spanks were so awful loud!  It made Aubree worry someone may hear it through the office door.  The office?  Oh God, they were doing this in the office!  At school!  The office door wasn't even locked!  Anyone could walk in!

Aubree decided to ignore all these risk factors.  What was she going to do, just get up and end this prematurely?  No way.  She needed to focus on pussy and hope for the best!

After a few hot blurry-minded minutes of mutual licking and pleasing, Joan climaxed. 

Joan's flapping tongue reacted to her orgasm and became clumsy and inaccurate.  Joan's body bucked around and Aubree sort of rode her body with Joan's head as her saddle.  Those physical sensations and the sense of having made Joan orgasm combined to bring Aubree to another orgasm as well. 

Then, when Aubree's orgasm started, in some instinctual inspiration, no conscious thought at all but somehow written maybe deep in her DNA strands, Aubree rose up on her knees and used her hands to squish her breasts which caused powerful squirts of milk to spray out. 

She shot milk while her orgasm shot through her.

Much of the breast milk landed on Joan's legs and feet that were writhing and flopping in the throes of her own orgasm.  Aubree then lost muscle control and sat down on Joan's gasping face.  Aubree bounced up a little and toppled forward onto Joan and Aubree's face slapped and slid on Joan's milk wet thighs.

Chapter Three

Afterwards they were such a mess they cleaned up what they could with tissues and then cobbled together the least dirty and damp ensemble from among their collective clothing and took turns wearing it to the nearby restroom to clean up further. 

After that, they stayed in the office and pretended they weren't there when any students stopped in.  They called and canceled the set appointments they had with any students they could reach.  The unwearable-for-the-moment clothing Joan set out on the radiator or near it to dry them.

All this was awkward for Aubree.  It really came home to her the things they'd done to each other. 

She'd cheated on Curt.  She had, right?  She was pretty sure lesbian encounters were still cheating.  Even if Curt probably would have loved to watch it if he gave permission first and wasn't overseas. 

Of course, that it was lesbian adultery would be even worse to some.  Aubree could imagine admitting, for instance, to her Mom a heterosexual adulterous encounter but never ever admitting a lesbian one.

At one point, when Aubree came back from the restroom, Joan acted nervous and was fumbling with her smart phone.  It struck Aubree as strange.

Then again, after what they'd done, Joan should be nervous talking to anyone about anything. 

Aubree knew she would be if she talked to anyone.  She was nervous right then just talking to Joan about work stuff let alone anyone not involved in all the naughtiness who might suspect it.  Or even if they didn't suspect it!

Later in the afternoon Joan asked her what time she had to go pick up Melanie from her Mom's.  Aubree told her it didn't matter because it was her Mom but when she ran late she texted just to let her know but it wasn't like it was a daycare with designated hours.

Joan then explained why she was asking.  Aubree looked a mess and her clothes were stained a bit.  She'd make quite sight for her Mom to see.

Crap.  Aubree hadn't thought of that.  Her face reddened.

Joan told her not to worry.  She said Mindy had extra clothes she could borrow and wanted to meet her anyway.

“What!?!”  Aubree was pretty much horrified.  “You mean that... that... student who mistreats you?  Why does she even know about me let alone want to meet me?  You didn't tell her what we did, did you?”

“Of course I did.  I have to tell her everything.  Especially about every orgasm.  When, where, how, who with.  I think I already told you that.”

“No, you didn't!”

“Well, now you know so, same same.  Anyway she wants to meet you and why not?  Plus, she has clothes you can borrow.”

“But do I want to meet her?  No.  I don't.”

“Aren't you curious about this girl that dominates and controls me?”

“No!”  Actually, she was curious but denial was the best choice. 

She was only curious because it was all so incredible, so unlike Joan.  Aubree would like to know what kind of young woman could exert her will and so much control over Joan. 

Control over Joan like making Joan deny herself needed orgasms, not letting Joan masturbate without permission, and it looked like she let other students make use of Joan's new sexual talents as well. 

Or even control like making Joan tell her everything!

It was a real mystery why Joan would put up with any of that. 

There were plenty of beautiful students.  It couldn't be beauty alone.  Joan could likely have sex with some student, even lesbian sex, without all that goofy domination stuff.

Meeting this Mindy would be sort of like going to a carnival freak show.  To see a sexual freak.  So, she was curious.

She shouldn't and wouldn't show that curiosity to Joan, though.  It could be misinterpreted as an interest of another kind.  A kind that would never be true of Aubree! 

Joan might misunderstand her curiosity especially after the things they did in Joan's office today.  Things that had never happened before and would never happen again and which Aubree already regretted.  With her mind.  Her body was still humming from it.

Once, at a sleepover during her high school years, a girl tried to get her to do stuff.  Lesbian stuff.  Aubree had shut her down like she was allergic.  Same thing at a college party on a lake.  Some girl whose name she didn't even know sat with her on the end of the dock and suddenly was kissing mostly drunk Aubree.  Even mostly drunk Aubree has immediately shut it down.  She'd gotten up and walked away.

Why now?  Was it because of Joan's authority or because she really wanted to help Joan?  Or because of what she saw earlier and how it made her feel seeing those two tough-looking female students so thoroughly using Joan?

“Aubree, just meet her.  It's important to me.  Plus, you need some decent clothes to go pick up Melanie.”

“No.  Nope.”  She felt like she couldn't trust Joan any more.  Joan's first loyalty was obviously to this Mindy character.  Even before her own self!  And Joan had told Mindy everything they'd done or at least the gist of it.  

Aubree did not want to look anyone in the face who knew what she'd done today, not even Joan, let alone some stranger who treated Joan so cruel.  It didn't matter if Joan seemed to welcome that cruelty.  Cruel was cruel.

“Aubree, I need you to.  Mindy ordered me to arrange a meeting.  She just wants to meet you.  But when Mindy doesn't get what she wants she is vengeful.  You have no idea what she'll do to me or make me do if I don't follow her order.”

Aubree almost told Joan to get a backbone.  But she didn't want to also be mean to her when Mindy was.  She wasn't mean like that Mindy!  No need to pile on.  That wasn't right.  Joan was a victim of that bitch. 

Aubree could go and give the bitch a piece of her mind or at least give her a cold stare.  Show that bitch not everyone would let her walk all over them. 

A sneaky little part of Aubree was adding in that this whole defend Joan, protect Joan, defy this unknown Mindy thought process was a great way to excuse going and satisfying her curiosity.

Just her curiosity!  Nothing else!

“All right.  I'll meet her.  But I'm going to tell her to leave you alone at the office.  That stuff effects me too.  I don't want these sorts of students walking in and walking all over you.  Outside of work that's up to you.”

“That's great, Aubree.  Thank you!  I'll let Mindy know.  I think when you meet her you'll be very impressed.”

Aubree knew she could point out to Joan that for fresh clothes she could just stop home before going to pick up Melanie from her Mom's.  But, what was the point? 

Right now Joan thought she was helping Aubree get some clothes while carrying out Mindy's will.  She'd let Joan feel helpful.

Besides, Aubree had to go now no matter what just so Mindy wouldn't take matters out on Joan who obviously would just let her do anything to her.

Absolute power corrupts absolutely and this Mindy had absolute power over Joan.  The young had such active and wild imaginations.  Who knew what this Mindy could come up with to do to poor Joan. 

Aubree shivered but it was a hot shiver, not a cold one.  Why was it that she wished she could see Mindy doing some of those “wild” things with Joan? 

Normal human curiosity?  Concern for Joan like needing to know as much as you could about your enemy?  Or... some other reason...?

Aubree was also concerned because this “thing” with “that” Mindy seemed to even effect how Joan went about her work.  Not just the two of them hiding out in the office avoiding students.  They had reason for that.  They had to do that.

But in the late afternoon, not long after their conversation in which Aubree somehow found herself committing to meeting “that” Mindy when she didn't  – or shouldn't – want to, Joan had her make entries in the dorm tracking system and formally notify two students in Mason Hall they had to move to other rooms because of an infestation issue.

It was Tuesday and the students needed to move out by end of day Friday.  That was a little weird, just that.  Normally, if an infestation was bad enough to make them have to move they were moved immediately.  Which meant a hotel until the end of the school week and then moving into the new dorm room that Saturday and Sunday when it didn't interfere with classes.

Now, that would be appropriate if there was a pest issue.  Like rats or mice or bugs.  Once they even moved half a floor due to a bee swarm living in the walls themselves. 

This was the first Aubree had heard of this pest issue.  If there was a pest issue normally they would call an exterminator.  That was just automatic.  Otherwise the pests multiplied and the problem spread.  But Joan did not have her call an exterminator.

Even weirder, or at least as odd, was that there were no reported issues between the two girls who lived in the room but they were being moved to different rooms.  That might happen if there were no open dorms but there were slots open in rooms already partially filled.  But there were actually at least a dozen open dorms.  One girl was going to one of them and would be living alone. 

The other, a Lauri Hayward, Joan told her to move to Karnough Hall and specifically to room #825.  This was normally a three person dorm room.  It currently had two occupants so Hayward would fill the ranks so to speak but normally a student who has paid to be in a two-person dorm room, if you had to move them, would go to another two-person room or, failing that, a single, both of which were available. 

In effect, the Hayward girl would be getting less than what she'd paid for.  Maybe Joan would give her a refund later but then that meant the college was screwed out of some funds.  So, it made no sense.  Someone had to lose financially there, Hayward or the college.

It was also odd that this Hayward girl had to go specifically to #825.  It was clear Lauri Hayward had not asked to go to that room by choice when Aubree spoke to her on the phone that afternoon to tell her of the necessary move. 

Or was it a “necessary” move at all?  Ms. Hayward had sounded mystified.    

Not only that but the previous third person in room #825 had dropped out of school and wrote a vague complaint that one of her roommates, not the class load or anything else, was to blame.  It wasn't clear if Joan knew of this complaint but, if she did, it would make the move even more strange.

Was Joan just off her game so to speak or was this somehow part of this other stuff?  How compromised morally was Joan? 

Aubree thought she was thinking too much though.  How could a change in dorm rooms for a couple students be part of this crazy stuff with Joan?

Aubree mentally shrugged it off.  She just worked here, right?  She had enough to worry about, stress over, dwell on, and, maybe, later on, fantasize about.

Chapter Four

Aubree felt like she was pretty far out on a pretty thin limb.

Joan and her, their work day ended, were now entering a dorm.  Mindy's dorm!

Aubree had assumed Mindy was coming to meet them at Joan's office to meet her and supply her with clothing.  That would seem to make sense.  Especially since the change of clothes were needed for Aubree to avoid embarrassment and walking all over campus partially defeated that purpose. 

It was pretty obviously just an excuse to meet Aubree because a girl like Mindy would not be the helpful sort.  Aubree knew that but she was braced for it as well.  Forewarned is forearmed and she had forewarned herself by golly. 

It was just a student anyway.  Just a freshman actually!  Still, it was a little disconcerting this meeting would be inside this Mindy's dorm room instead of the office.  It was like it gave this Mindy girl home field advantage.  It did.  Literally! 

It also felt like walking into the den of a wolf.  One thing to be hunted by a wolf out in the woods.  Shit happened, right?  But no one should be so foolish as to voluntarily walk into the known den of the wolf!  Yet, here she was....

It wasn't that inexplicable though.  One reason she agreed to meet Mindy was because she sort of thought it was unavoidable.  She could not just leave the office area and, if Mindy was going to show up, well... she would have to meet her.

She hadn't actually thought of that at the time she first agreed.  She decided to meet with mean Mindy based on not wanting Joan to get in trouble with mean Mindy. 

Later, as she began to get very cold feet indeed, the idea that Mindy was coming there anyway and she couldn't leave anyway so her agreeing whether or not to meet her meant nothing kept her from saying anything. 

Why try to avoid the unavoidable?  Agree or not agree, this mean Mindy would just show up.

But Aubree has assumed wrong.

Late in the work day she thought Mindy was a no show and she would get a reprieve from meeting her when Joan told her it was time to go to Mindy at her dorm room. 

The switch flipped from reprieve to condemned in that instant. 

Aubree couldn't stop herself from going along.  Joan expected it and Mindy expected it and a cancellation with so little notice might incite her anger.  Which she would take out on Joan or maybe find a way to target Aubree. 

Also, she had agreed to meet Mindy and Aubree was a woman of her word.

That's what she told herself.  But she was also so tired and also was just a go-along-with-it person who did not like confrontation.  Suddenly refusing to meet Mindy might have caused a verbal confrontation with Joan.               Disappointment at the least.

It was just easier to go along and go there.

She'd been embarrassed the whole way over by her condition but the students they saw paid them no mind at all.  Unless you knew to look for it or smell for it there was nothing about Joan and Aubree that stood out to the casual observer.

That embarrassment even so rose up and added itself to her previous humiliation at what she'd done with Joan and then further combined with her nervousness about meeting this Mindy. 

Mindy and Mindy's rules and demands and freakish expectations had built up to almost legendary proportions in Aubree's mind.  She found it ironic that a girl whose last name was Short would stand so tall in her mind's eye.

She just had to get this meet and greet over with, get Joan off the hook for any possible consequence of not getting Aubree to go meet Mindy, then pick up Melanie, get home, get clean, and get some rest.  She needed to re-calibrate and get herself back to situation normal:  faithful wife, heterosexual, steady boring safe life.

She hid from Joan that she resented her for getting herself into this situation which then resulted in Aubree getting involved as well.  Though only this one time and just on the periphery!

She had definitely lost respect for Joan.  The way she let herself be treated!  The way she in turn treated Aubree! 

Aubree did admit to herself that Joan was really good at sex.  At least Joan was getting something useful out of her use and abuse at the hands of these “ladies”.  Useful how-to sex knowledge via hands-on trial and error. 

Joan just needed to get out from under them – literally, Aubree pictured – and put those new skills to work on a good man.

Aubree, trying to be fair, did point out to herself that Joan did not have a man and so was more susceptible to being preyed upon.  Loneliness could lead to desperation which others could take advantage of. 

Aubree was lucky that she had a good husband who was, you know, still alive and all. 

Curt was away from her and Melanie but he was definitely coming back unlike Joan's ex-husband out on the West coast with some other woman. 

Joan had some excuse for what she had allowed to happen.  Maybe that betrayal by a man made her go seek out more or less the opposite.

A female instead of a male.  Someone much younger instead of someone older like her ex-husband.  Someone who was up front about their betrayal instead of sneaking around and betraying her behind her back.  Someone who betrayed in the way they treated her instead of someone who betrayed in the way they treated someone else.

Yeah, Joan was in a whole different situation than Aubree.  Aubree figured she really shouldn't judge.

At the door to this Mindy's room Aubree's tension skyrocketed.  Her tension was so high and she felt so tired from everything that happened that day that she actually felt light-headed.

Joan knocked and Aubree heard a muffled, “Come in, bitches.”

Aubree guessed they were expected.  What way was that to greet anyone?  Kids these days. 

They stepped in and it was a typical double occupancy dorm room.  Basically a square box with an attached bathroom.

Aubree had the silly urge to keep the door open and not let it close behind them.  She didn't want her escape blocked. 

It was a silly thought because she was here to change clothes and do this stupid Mindy meet and greet and she wouldn't want to change clothes with the door open and other students passing in the hall. 

It was also silly because there was nothing to “escape” from.  It wasn't like this Mindy could bend her to her sexual will like she had Joan.  Aubree was totally different and totally not into that.

The door closed and Aubree saw one student sitting on the bed to the left but she didn't see this Mindy anywhere.  Maybe she was in the bathroom whose door was closed.

The student on the bed made a kissing smooching sound, a call like Aubree had seen people do with their dogs.  The student also slapped her hand on her jean-clad thigh just like a dog-owner might do to call their dog.

Aubree thought her eyes were going to pop out of her head when she saw Joan drop to her knees and then sort of clumsily run scamper over on all fours to the student.

The student tickled Joan under her chin, “Have you been a good girl, Pet Joannie?”

Joan was panting from her short exercise or maybe from something else as well, “Yes, Mindy.  I've been very good.  I did everything you told me to do.”

Holy fuck!  Aubree suddenly realized that this very plain very short girl with the crew-cut was Mindy.  The Mindy!  How had Joan ever fallen under this one's spell? 

She wasn't ugly but she sure wasn't anything special.  Aubree had expected either a rare beauty so beautiful Joan just couldn't resist or some Amazon who couldn't be resisted physically.  But this Mindy, the real one, was neither.

That's why she'd thought Mindy was in the bathroom.  She just assumed there was no way this student could be the legendary - in Aubree's own mind – Mindy.

Mindy was paying all her attention to Joan, “Does that mean that Joansie-woansie took care of moving that Hayward girl where we told her she should be moved?”

Aubree saw Joan glance nervously back at her and then look soulfully up into Mindy's face, “Yes, Mindy.  She'll be moving Friday to room #825 in Karnough.  She's been informed.”

Mindy smiled a crooked smile.  Aubree could see the girl needed some dental work, “Good girl, Joannie!  I'll text Rosalie later.  She'll be so pleased to have all that access to the Hayward girls ass-ets.  Get it?  Ass-ets?”

“Yes, Mindy.” 

Mindy was patting Joan on the top of her head and Aubree could have sworn Joan's “tail”, her ass, was wagging a little as she knelt on the floor in front of Mindy.

Aubree's suspicions were confirmed.  That move was bullshit!  It was part of this weird sex thing!  That Lauri Hayward was being set up for, what, seduction?  Aubree figured so. 

Aubree was a stranger to evil plots and such but that seemed like the direction it was taking.  This Mindy really was evil!  Whoever Rosalie was she must be just as bad as Mindy.  There were two of them that evil? 

Aubree felt a vibration of dread through her whole body.  That was dread, wasn't it?  A tremor up and down.  Some kind of perpetual motion tremor.  It just kept going!

Wait... there were two girls taking advantage of Joan... or sexually “enjoying” her at lunchtime.  Aubree couldn't remember their names – Joan had mentioned them – but she was pretty sure neither was Rosalie.  So there were four of them!  

That was a lot for poor Joan to handle.  Maybe it was good this Lauri Hayward might get seduced or whatever.  Make things easier on poor Joan.  Split up the sex load.

Wait, what she even thinking?  That was a crazy thought process.  This Lauri Hayward should not be involved at all and Joan should get out of this.  Look at her over there being treated like a dog.  Acting like a dog, too!

Aubree decided then and there that she would go back into the dorm system assignments and move Lauri Hayward to one of the many open rooms and call her and tell her the new room to go to.  Aubree would foil this evil plot!

Mindy continued to pay attention to Joan and ignore Aubree, “Pet Joannie, it really is unnatural a pet like you wearing all that clothing.  You must be so uncomfortable.  Take off everything.  Except the collar of course.”

“Of course. Mindy.”

Did Mindy say collar? 

Joan stood up but only to extricate herself from all her clothing.  Once everything was off she dropped back down onto her knees.  The whole time Aubree felt awkward and anxious.  Like she was intruding and seeing something she shouldn't. 

Aubree just stood and watched.  She couldn't leave.  Could she?  Maybe she could but then poor Joan would be all alone at the mercy of Mindy. 

Plus, Aubree hadn't really done that meet and greet thing with Mindy.  Not formally.  She didn't want to piss Mindy off.  She'd take it out on Joan.

This Mindy girl had barely even looked at Aubree!  Like Aubree hardly existed or wasn't important!

Didn't Mindy know Aubree was here specifically to meet her?  Hadn't Mindy asked Joan to set that up?  Why was Mindy paying all her attention to Joan instead of her? 

Aubree felt... almost a sort of jealousy.  Something like that.  It couldn't actually be jealousy!

Mindy attached something to the collar around Joan's neck.  Aubree had barely noticed the collar during their sexual encounter because she was so... preoccupied.  She remembered Joan had worn it then.  It had jingled with some sort of tags on it.  She just thought it was a decorative choker.  It was plain black and not very wide. 

It didn't really seem like a collar until Mindy called it one. 

Then, it did.

Aubree saw now, once she stepped closer to see better, that the collar was simple, a hard black circle, and there were two tags on it that looked like the tags dogs wore. 

They couldn't be that!  Maybe they were military dog tags like what Curt wore.  Maybe a heirloom from someone in Joan's family who'd been in the military....

Aubree took two more stealthy steps forward.  Those little tags were shaped like doggy footprints.  They really were tags like the ones that showed your dog had gotten it's rabies vaccination!

Aubree couldn't help thinking humorously to herself, “Good, at least I know Joan doesn't have rabies!  Nice to know after our exchange of bodily fluids today!”

It was a leash Mindy attached to that collar.  A fucking leash!

Mindy patted Joan's head again and then moved her hands to each of Joan's breasts and worked them firmly, pushing them together and apart, together and apart, like they were waves of tit running into each other.

Mindy spoke to Joan but her eyes moved to Aubree, “Pet Joannie, I hope you're hungry.  I have a special din-din planned for you and Pet Cara... and perhaps one more pet.”

Now Mindy pinched and pulled at Joan's hard nipples.  Joan sat up for it, straight-backed and still.  Mindy pulled the nipples toward her, stretching out the nearby breast flesh, holding the nipple extended for a time, and then released them to return the nipples to their natural position and the breasts to their natural shape.

Mindy looked sideways at Aubree but kept treating Joan's breasts the same way.  Aubree thought it must hurt what Mindy was doing to Joan's nipples.  Even so, she wondered what it felt like.  Could her own nipples stretch so far?

“So, Aubree,”  Mindy drew out Aubree's name like she was making fun of her, “I heard you had a wonderful time today.  Orgasmic even.”

Why did Joan have to blab?  Aubree flushed.  Her complexion tended to redden easily. 

“Don't worry, Aubree, you're in a no judgment safe place.  I mean, look at your supervisor Joan.  She can be a good little puppy here.  You feel comfortable being a puppy here, don't you, Pet Joannie?”

“Yes, Mindy.”  Aubree wasn't sure if Joan meant that.  She didn't look “comfortable”.  Not unless the meaning of comfortable was “to pant like a dog and be aroused and humiliated while your subordinate witnesses it”. 

Mindy went on, “Here in this room or, you know, any other room I go in, it is a no judgment safe place where women can be pets or Owners.  I'm an Owner and Joannie, well, we don't call her Pet Joannie for nothing.  Joannie probably hasn't mentioned it but there is room for more pets here.”

Aubree decided to be flippant but to also make things clear, “Yeah, well, good luck with that.  Me, I've never been a dog or a cat person – any which way it can be meant.”

Mindy nodded her acknowledgment of Aubree's attitude but her tone and her nipple plucking did not change, “Go ahead and take off your clothes, Aubree.”

“What!?!  No!”

“You're here for a change of clothes, aren't you?”

Joan turned her face towards Aubree, “Don't be rude, Aubree!”

Aubree felt bad.  She had come here for a change of clothes.  At least, supposedly.  She'd forgotten and assumed Mindy wanted something else.

Aubree looked around, “Where... are the clothes you're lending me?”

Mindy wore a little smile, expecting this response from Aubree, “All in good time.  I need to see what will fit you.  I need to see your body.”

Aubree knew that was ridiculous.  That's why there was the size system.  A gal knew her size and stated her size and someone borrowing them clothes either had the size or not.  And it wasn't even some kind of perfect fit needed situation like for a wedding gown. 

Mindy could see her resistance forming ranks, “Aubree, don't be ashamed of your body.”

Joan chimed in, “We're all just girls here, Aubree.  No big deal.”

It was a big deal!  It was a big deal if one or more others in the room was some kind of lesbian!

It was the same as getting naked in front of a guy.  Guy or lesbian, both would look with lust.  It was an especially big deal when one of those lesbians was some kind of dominant who sought to prey on other women!

A dominant lesbian who was plucking nipples on your nude boss who knelt submissively before her even as she was telling you to take of your clothes also!

Mindy's voice was silky, “Aubree, I listened today to you and Pet Joannie playing.  Playing with each other.  It was hot.  Pet Joannie was a good pet and followed her Owner's directions and left her phone open to let her Owner listen.  I'm pretty sure what you two did is your biggest secret now.  If you have some bigger secret it must be a real doozy.  The secret of you and Joan playing lick the banana split is not a secret from me, though.  I don't like secrets other than my own, of course.  I don't like secrets kept from me.  Once I know them?  Well, I can be good at keeping them.  Or not.  Pet Joannie here doesn't keep any secrets from me now.  She tells me all just like a good pet should.”

Aubree was flustered.  She really didn't like anyone knowing about what Joan and her did today let alone a someone like Mindy.  Joan purposely left her phone open with a call to Mindy connected expressly to let Mindy listen in on them!?!  Aubree felt even more betrayed by Joan.

Mindy sounded a little smug, “Now, knowing what I know, you should know that showing me your sexy body is just nothing compared to what I know about what you did with that body.”

Aubree was angry but her reaction surprised her, “Fine!”

She was suddenly taking off her own clothes! 

As requested but somehow in defiance?  Maybe?  She was going to show her by... showing her everything? 

Well... she did need to take off her clothing to put on the new set anyway.  Who cared if this student saw her in the nude.  Even if she was a lesbian.  She could get her jollies.  Good for her.  Who cares?

Truth was, everyone cared. 

Mindy liked that Aubree was doing as she was told and looked forward to committing her body to memory... at the very least.  

Joan was glad because Aubree, if she went much further, wouldn't be able to throw stones in her nice new glass house so to speak. 

Aubree cared too.  She must.  Her pussy was getting hotter than her cheeks that were so hot with embarrassment.  She wasn't some lesbian but she guessed stripping under the lustful watch of a lesbian was not much different than stripping for a man.  She knew someone was eating up each little reveal.  Someone who doubtless would like to do certain things to her....

Aubree tried to do it like she was not so conscious of being watched.  Like it wasn't a big deal.  She specifically just looked at herself and the clothes coming off and a few other places in the room but totally avoided looking at Mindy and Joan. 

Mindy's dark eyes were too dark and hot to look at and what they were doing over there, what Mindy was doing to Joan, was also too hot to look at.  Aubree certainly did not want her pussy to look aroused to anyone once she got her clothes off.  Especially if it was!

The looking away thing was why she was surprised when she was finally naked and looked over towards them.  She hadn't heard any command or anything but... Joan was humping Mindy's leg!

That was such a dog-like thing to do!

Mindy still had her jeans on but she had both feet on the floor and sat on the edge of the bed.  Joan humped at Mindy's left leg, the one further from Aubree, and that one was stretched out creating an angle.  The leg ran straight without knee bend but downward from Mindy on the bed to her hiking shoe on the floor.  Joan was sliding her pussy up and down on that angle. 

Her bare pussy scraping on those jeans!  What must that feel like?  Bad, right?  Again, Aubree was very curious to find out.  She'd really like to know.  But the cost of that knowledge was just way too high.

Aubree could see Mindy's tight jeans, quite faded, were getting damp where Joan rubbed up and down on them.  Joan's pussy juice was darkening the denim.  Now Aubree could hear Joan moaning and huffing.  She must have been doing that the whole time Aubree got undressed and somehow Aubree hadn't heard it.

Mindy took note of Aubree taking note and her eyes sparkled with naughtiness, “Don't mind, Pet Joannie.  She's so happy to see me she just needed to hump my leg.  Pets do that sort of thing.  What do you think?”

“What do you mean “what do I think”?”  Geez, what was Aubree supposed to think?  That this was bizarre, that Joan was not the woman she thought she knew but actually some slut, that Mindy had some pretty strange expectations?

“Do you ever feel so happy to see someone you just want to hump your dirty nasty bare slut pussy up and down on their leg?  And keep doing it until you come and then still keep doing it?”

Geez, why did she have to talk that way, so graphic and with that sexy tone?

“No.  I don't!”

“I can help you with that.”

“I don't... need help.”

“Look at Pet Joannie here.  Look how much she loves it.  Look how hot she is.  I think she's going to orgasm soon.  Don't you like orgasms?”

“Of course I like orgasms.  With a man.  A certain man.  My husband.  Only then.”

“Naughty Aubree, lying to me.  There you are naked telling a naked lie.”

“What?  I'm not lying!”

“If you really believe that then you're lying to me and to yourself.  I spent a pleasant hour this afternoon fingering my snatch listening to you enjoying the fuck out of those orgasms with Pet Joannie.”

Damn.  She did have a point.

“Instead of living within that lie of yours you should come over here.  After all, I do have two legs....”

For a second Aubree could even picture it.  Riding that leg side by side with Joan riding Mindy's other leg.  It felt so real.  It felt like it had already happened in another life.  It felt like fate.

Aubree ignored the feeling, “No, thanks.  I'll pass.”

“Come over here.”

“No.  I told you no.  I'm just here to meet and greet and get some clothes.”

“You can't “meet and greet” way over there by the door.  And I can't decide what clothes will be good for you way over there.  I need to... make some close observations.  Are you scared you're going to turn into a lesbian or a human puppy if you get too close?”

Mindy laughed and it was such an arrogant and condescending laugh that Aubree had to prove to her she wasn't scared.  And maybe, just a little bit, prove to herself also that she would not somehow be transformed.

She was already walking forward very slowly but it didn't help when Joan turned to her while still leg-humping and spoke with passionate urgency, “Aubree, you dumb slut, don't be rude.  You're a guest here.  You're making me look bad.  Get your dumb bare ass over here.  Now!”

It was so weird Joan being in such a submissive role but talking in such a demanding way.

Even weirder was Aubree's overwhelming desire to obey.  Yes, she'd already decided to go closer but she knew if she had decided against it that this order from Joan would have overridden her internal decision.

And Joan was obviously not even top of the pecking order here!

Geez, if Joan was a humping puppy but somehow above her then what did that make Aubree?  She was curious if there was anything lower than Joan's current status but also hoped that question would not be answered.  Ever.

Aubree stopped on her short way there when she saw Mindy had Joan get off her leg and then stood up herself.  She popped the buttons on her jeans and pushed them down.  Joan, on her knees, helped pull the jeans off.  The panties followed immediately.

Mindy sat back down in the same position as before but now naked below the waist and Joan eagerly hopped back onto her leg.

Mindy motioned Aubree to come forward, “I didn't want you to be uncomfortable being naked with me wearing all my clothes.  See, aren't I a good host?”

Aubree did see.  Far too much!  Mindy's legs were spread wide.  Her pussy was obviously wet and crowned by quite a bit of pubic hair.  Aubree would not have thought a young woman her age could even grow that much pubic hair let alone fail to trim it down when it did become so bounteous.

Aubree walked up close to the humper and the humpee.  Mindy motioned her even closer.  She edged closer.

Mindy reached out with her right hand and Aubree edged back.

Mindy rolled her eyes, “I need to touch your skin.  Clothing has texture and so does skin.  I need to understand your skin texture so I can know what to have you wear.”

Now Aubree rolled her eyes, “That is a just a pretense.”

“You're so uptight and tense Aubree.”

“Your pretense is making me tense.”

“Ha ha.  I think my pretense could actually end up relaxing you.  A fucking lot.”

The sights and sounds and heat this close were as intense as being on the lip of a sexual volcano.  Aubree wanted to get out of there before... well, just before!

“Let me touch you, Pet Aubree.”

Aubree felt heat roll up her body and begin roasting her mind.  That term “Pet Aubree”....  Two words that should never ever go together! 

She would have thought she'd laugh or be angry but instead... it just made her so hot!  Is this what Joan felt when Mindy called her “Pet Joannie”?  Just astounding!

Twinning with those thoughts was the feeling, one of grudging respect, that this Mindy sure was bold.  Far bolder than Aubree could ever be and Aubree was roughly 50% older than her!

“Now!”  The loud shock of Mindy's demand made Aubree just purely react.  She stepped right up to Mindy and her right knee even bumped past – past! - Mindy's knees.  Aubree found herself standing with one leg between the young woman's bare legs with Joan's hot sweaty body bumping along her right side.

Aubree looked down nervously at her leg between Mindy's legs.  She hadn't meant to step this close! 

She tried to keep her leg perfectly centered between Mindy's so it didn't get too close to either one.  Her leg was like Odysseus and his ship full of men and Mindy's knees were like Scylla and Charybdis, two monstrous dangers awaiting them.

Mindy's right hand touched her arm.  Aubree stood still.  A touch to her arm.  No big deal.

Mindy's right hand drifted to Aubree's side and stroked fingers across her belly above her belly button.  Not... too big a deal.... 

Aubree felt goosebumps from the sensation as well as what could only be understood as sexual fear.

She had two very large “goose bumps”, one at the tip of each breast.  Large and hard and throbbing “goose bumps”.  She knew Mindy could not help but see her nipples were erect. 

Maybe, though, Mindy would assume it was an effect from Aubree currently breastfeeding her daughter.  Aubree wasn't sure if Mindy even knew she was lactating but, then again, fucking tell-all Joan Greenway so maybe. 

Wait, all that stuff Mindy must have heard Joan and her do today when she listened in on them!  All that talk by Joan about Aubree's milk! 

Aubree felt humiliated embarrassment and betrayed outrage at the same time.  That was why it sounded like Joan was narrating the sexual events!  Because she was narrating the sexual events!  To Mindy listening in on the other end of a phone call.

Mindy's finger veered upward quickly and made contact with the top of Aubree's left breast including the nipple.  Aubree sucked in a breath shocked by the act and shocked by the jolt of pleasure. 

Despite this way too intimate and way far inappropriate contact Aubree feared moving.  She was afraid of Scylla and Charybdis down there, Mindy's two knees.

Fudge and Geez, she couldn't just let this punk flick her sensitive nipple again and again like she was doing right then.  Say something?  It wasn't like this one would listen!

That was it.  She had to get away.  Her nipple had no loyalty!

She started shuffling cautiously backward to get out from between Mindy's legs.  She had to go slow though because the last thing she wanted was to lose her footing and end up on her knees on the floor at the feet of this wicked young woman. 

Or to make any contact with her bare skin against this girl's bare skin.  It was like that game “Operation” except with flesh.  Careful, careful, slowly....

Her caution in moving backward gave Mindy plenty of time to grip her by the elbow, “Hey, calm down, Pet Aubree.  I'm just getting your textures.”

That “Pet Aubree” term again.  Yep, same effect as before.  Just hearing it seemed to narrow her field of vision and slow the speed of her thoughts.

Mindy squeezed her elbow firmly.  Aubree felt like a wild horse being calmed by the cowboy who meant to tame it....

“Bend down so I can feel the texture of your hair.”

Aubree couldn't think to question why the hell Mindy would need to know the texture of her hair or how that could possibly effect her choice in loaned clothing. 

Aubree was suddenly operating on some foreign physical logic:  Mindy had her by the elbow and thus she had to do as Mindy said.

Aubree leaned down from the waist like she was doing a formal Japanese bow.  She didn't think it out but this kept her pussy furthest away from Mindy.  However, it also made her breasts swing down free and heavy. 

Aubree's breasts swung back and forth.  Aubree couldn't hear any sloshing but she certainly felt the heaviness of too much milk inside them.  She was, yet again, past time for a good pumping session.

She was so preoccupied with her breasts stretching down, her hard nipples pointing towards the floor, that she self-consciously looked at them and failed to react in a timely fashion as Mindy got a handful of auburn hair above Aubree's left ear and twisted her hand twice to thoroughly wind that hair around her fist. 

Mindy made a tight inescapable hand hold in Aubree's hair.

Just like that Mindy pulled her down, down, down, until Aubree was forced to allow her knees to buckle and she then landed on those knees even a bit forward from her standing spot and so quite intimately close to Mindy's tilted leg right between her legs.

Mindy at some point had straightened her right leg so it was as straight as the left one but angled down from her bed to her hiking shoe on he floor.

Mindy's voice was suddenly harsh, “You dumb slut!  Here to “meet and greet” are you?  Well, let's get to it.”

Mindy used her perfect inescapable handhold to pull Aubree's face forward.  Aubree tried to resist but trying to hold where she was just meant her whole upper body tilted forward instead of just her head and it made her even more helpless.  Her face crashed just shy of Mindy's pubic mound.

Mindy sounded harsh and self-satisfied, “Meet my pussy you dumb bitch.  You better go ahead and “greet” it with your slut tongue.”

The tiny amount of space between Aubree's face and Mindy's pussy rapidly disappeared as Mindy wound her in by her hair.  Aubree sucked in a desperate breath like a swimmer knowing the shark is pulling them under the water for a deep dive that they may not resurface from for quite some time.

Aubree's nose ground on wiry pubic hair and she felt silky wet heat from her upper lip to the tip of her chin.  Mindy did a few tiny bump and grinds on Aubree's face.

“Show me what you learned today.  Do it, Pet Aubree.”

That term again.  Pet Aubree.  It really did something to Aubree.  To Pet Aubree.

Pet Aubree licked out and up and in, suddenly trying to dig her tongue as deep as she possibly could.  Even as she greeted Mindy's pussy Mindy's pussy greeted her efforts with a flow of wetness. 

Even in her not-thinking clearly state Aubree noted Mindy smelled muskier than Joan had and yet tasted tangier. 

Minutes passed and each of the three women produced their own distinct sound effects.

Joan gasped and moaned while making the occasional wet sound as her pussy rubbed Mindy's leg.

Aubree licked and slurped and gasped for air when she had to.

Mindy sometimes moaned and constantly called them names.  Demeaning.  Insulting.  But neither of them felt insulted by the insults. 

It felt like compliments when Mindy called them bitches, sluts, whores, and cunts as the case may be.  It was the way she said it.  With deep horny appreciation.  She was obviously glad they were sluts so they were also.

When Mindy climaxed she jerked painfully on Aubree's hair and accidentally jammed her thigh up into Joan's pussy.  Joan began coming as well and hugged at Mindy's leg with both her own legs and rode it hard.  Aubree tried to suck in and swallow down as much of Mindy's flood of juices as her mouth could obtain.

After a while, Mindy unwound the hair in her hand and told Aubree to ride her leg but to face away from her while doing it.  She told Joan simply to keep sliding and riding right where she was.

Aubree stood and wiped the back of a hand across her mouth.  Her slutty mouth was wet with pussy juice.  She felt like a sexual animal.  Not like Aubree.  Just... a woman having sex.  A woman dominated by a lesbian and loving it.  Not Aubree.  Somebody else who looked like Aubree.

Aubree felt weird no longer in Mindy's grasp and control.  She saw Mindy's dark shark eyes.  Then she felt it.  She was still in Mindy's grasp and control.  It just wasn't physical but it was real and it was there and it was assured.

It wasn't a matter of whether or not to do what Mindy had just told her to do.  It was just how to obey her as quickly and completely and as pleasingly as possible. 

Aubree stepped one foot over Mindy's leg, rotated her body, stepped the other foot over to the other side.  There.  Faced away. 

Then she lowered down onto Mindy's rising leg.  When her pussy bumped Mindy's leg she felt a sexual jolt and released an “ah” sound.

Mindy lay back on the bed with her ass and legs over the side, each bent knee now forming an acute angle with her knees a little higher than the rest of her body. 

Mindy breathed deeply and relaxed enjoying the sensual feel of pussies sliding up and down her thighs in opposite directions.  Joan leaned way forward like a jockey to keep the full length of her pussy sliding evenly.  Aubree slid up-slope lifting up a little with her legs and the relaxed down to slide down-slope. 

Mindy didn't bother to call the two filthy nasty slut pets any names for the time being.  They knew what they were!

Aubree and Joan sawed their pussies back and forth.  They didn't question what they did.  What was to question?  Mindy had told them to do it, hadn't she?

Aubree felt like she really needed an orgasm.  Needed it and deserved it.  She'd done a good job pleasing Mindy after all.  She should get an orgasm! 

Aubree wanted to touch her throbbing little clitty.  She wasn't sure if she should.  Mindy had not told her she could.  So she better hold off.  If Mindy wanted her to touch her clit Mindy would tell her. 

Mindy must have a plan for her orgasm.  Mindy seemed to always know what to do.

Joan and Aubree looked at each others hot sweaty bodies sliding pussy on leg.  The sight of one another just turned them on more.

Mindy saw them watching each other, “Stop, bitches.  Grind in place.  I want to see you two kissing mouths and then taking turns sucking nipples.”

New instructions!

Joan and Aubree immediately complied.  It was really just as wonderful a feeling to grind their pussies in place on Mindy's thighs but with the added bonus of deep sexy tongue in mouth kissing. 

Joan and Aubree kissed as passionately as reunited lovers.  Which they were but it was just that it had only been a few hours since their last sexual encounter.

Joan eventually broke the kiss and leaned down to suckle at Aubree's left breast, the closest one to her.  Aubree's nipples ached and her breasts felt tight again from milk production without any pumping since earlier in the day when Joan had sucked milk out by mouth. 

Joan sucked strong and hard after getting a seal that encompassed the nipple, aureole, and some more breast.  It was obvious she was after the milk.  She got what she wanted.  Milk squirted readily into her mouth.  She vacuumed it up and swallowed it down with a gulp. 

Aubree was embarrassed by the gulping sound.  She hoped Mindy wasn't interested in her milk.  For some reason – probably the nasty things they'd done with the milk earlier – Aubree was quite self-conscious about her lactation. 

Hopefully Joan could just drink it up, Aubree's tight discomfort would pass, and Mindy would be oblivious to it all.  Of course, all that loud swallowing by Joan, who just kept gulping, was certain to remind Mindy that Aubree was in milk.  Maybe, hopefully, she'd be grossed out by it.  Aubree was worried what kind of strange mischief Mindy would get up to if she wasn't grossed out. 

Aubree felt guilty because this milk was meant for Melanie.  It was like Aubree was letting Joan steal it and she was enjoying the theft at the expense of her daughter.

Joan swallowed down a few more hard sucked gulps and then filled her mouth with the largest amount of milk yet.  She pulled her mouth free.  She had only leaked a few drops which ran down and blended in with Aubree's milky pale belly.

Joan brought her mouth up to Aubree's face with a naughty glint in her eyes.  Because Aubree's back was to Mindy Joan's milk-filled cheeks were not visible to her. 

Joan pressed her lips to Aubree's and, by now, Aubree knew exactly what was expected of her. 

If she tried to hold out and kept her lips sealed there might end up being a big milky mess.  More importantly, Aubree didn't want to hold out.  She had already crossed that line, if it even was a line, and she didn't mind the taste. 

She also didn't want to disappoint Joan.  It already felt like whatever Mindy or Joan wanted was far more important that what she wanted.  Finally... it was just a turn on to be so naughty and a turn on to obey the desire of another.

Aubree opened her mouth up and helped complete a good seal between the mouths.  The milk passed from mouth to mouth with only a single thin trickle of milk running down Aubree's chin.  Aubree held the milk in her mouth for a second like a wine tasting and then swallowed it down.

Aubree then sucked at Joan's nipples while both of them ground down.  Aubree made the nipples even harder and shiny with spit.  Aubree found herself crazily wishing Joan's tits would also produce milk. 

She wasn't sure if it was more naughty to drink her own milk or another woman's but both were naughty so both interested her.  Aubree had never thought of herself as some kind of sick slut but she was starting to.

The door to the room opened and that startled both Aubree and Joan.  They froze guiltily in their grinding and Aubree stopped sucking as if a lack of movement would render them invisible.

It was Cara Lakeland returning from a long day attending her own and Mindy's classes followed by several hours of intense studying in the library.  She needed a break.  And an orgasm.  And she was hungry.

Cara came home to the right place to fill her needs.

Chapter Five

Cara took a second to take in the scene.  Then she remembered to close the door behind her before any other students walked by.  She commenced to taking off all her clothing as she knew Mindy expected. 

She was pretty sure it was Mindy laying on Mindy's bed though the two older adult women blocked view.  One of them was Joan Greenway, the Director of Housing and Student Orientation, but Cara had no idea who the beautiful redhead with that milky skin was.  

It didn't matter to Cara, at least when it came to obedience, whether that was Mindy over there or not.  She knew darn well Mindy expected her to get naked as soon as she returned to the dorm. 

It wouldn't matter if Mindy was there to “catch” her if she disobeyed the direction to be nude inside the dorm room.  What mattered was not avoiding being caught, what mattered was pure and total obedience.

Mindy noticed Aubree and Joan stopped their masturbating against her legs and she was not pleased.  She rose up on her elbows and saw Cara, “Pet Cara, once your clothes are off get the food bowls down.  Just the food bowls, no water bowls needed.  Yours and Pet Joannie's and also put down the one Pet Mia uses when she comes over.  Our sexy guest, Pet Aubree, can eat out of that one.”

Aubree was mystified.  Mindy was going to feed them?  It was dinner time but Aubree really needed to go pick up Melanie. 

Mindy then addressed the humpers who were not humping, “You two dumb sluts, who told you to stop?  No one.  Even if they had if it wasn't me it doesn't count.  Stupid shits, you need to do as you're told and keep fucking doing it until you are told differently.  Is it really so fucking hard?”

Joan, trained to obey, and Aubree, partly trained and afraid of making Mindy angry, went right back to humping, perhaps even a bit more vigorously than before.  Mindy and their own pussies all agreed this was the thing to do.

Mindy wasn't really pissed but it was a good excuse to crack a verbal whip.  Which made Mindy think about getting an actual whip.  Would that be something she might like to do?  Whip these submissive bitches when she felt like it?  Why, yes it was!  She'd need to look into that.

It would be an expense and it would be a pretty embarrassing purchase – to some people, not Mindy – so Mindy decided if she found a good whip for sale online she'd just have Joan buy it.  And make sure it was delivered to her house! 

Oh, and maybe there was even more she could do to really put Joan on the spot....  What if she made sure Joan's daughter, Emilia, opened up the package with the whip before her Mom could?

What fun!

For now, Mindy's hand would need to do.  Time to see that it did, “Pet Aubree, I want you to lean down so your hands are flat on the floor.  Make sure you're humping my bony kneecap.  Make sure your ass it high because I'm going to spank it.  Stopping humping?  Such a stupid slut.  This will help you learn not to stop until you are told to stop.”

Aubree sensed correctly there was no appealing her sentence in the Court of Mindy.  It wasn't wrong what she did!  She didn't know!  Now she knew not to ever do that again!  She didn't need a spanking!  All true and all arguments that would not work.

Spanked!  She was a grown woman!

Aubree made a forlorn protest just to try to make Mindy at least know she wasn't stupid, “Us stopping didn't interfere with your pleasure.  It delayed ours.  By a couple seconds is all!  That is no reason for a spanking.  You're just using that as a premise to spank me!”

Mindy felt like laughing.  They were thinking alike even while at different ends of the stick, Aubree had the short end of the stick, of course, “Premise for the promiscuous.  Or perhaps I am premise-cuous!  Just so you know, I don't care what you think or that you think at all.  When you think keep your thoughts to yourself unless I ask for your opinion which I won't.  When I fucking do want your opinion I will first tell you what it is going to be.  Now, get in position, slut puppy.”

Aubree stifled any response.  Mindy enjoyed seeing her muscles tensed with protest and indignation.  Then she enjoyed feeling Aubree's resistance drain from them in resignation. 

Really, it was much more delicious to Mindy this way with Aubree showing she was fully aware this was a premise of convenience to her detriment and then still getting her to submit to it.  It showed Mindy's blossoming control over Aubree to everyone including Aubree herself.

It was good.  Get this redheaded bitch used to total unfairness.  What did she expect?  To be treated like an equal?  Treated like a human?  Mindy needed to stomp that kind of expectation out of her and she was determined she would.

Aubree slid and shifted and stretched until she was in the ordered position.  That hard square knee was a very different feeling on her pussy but she could make it work.  It was still contact which is what she really wanted and needed. 

Geez, she thought Mindy kind of had a point.  Why had she ever stopped rubbing anyway when her pussy wanted this so much? 

Some stranger had walked in and saw them engaged in fairly oddball sex.  So what.  Big deal.  That kind of thing probably happened all the time in this Mindy's room. 

Who knows who all Mindy would show off Aubee's body and her passionate reactions to in the future?  She needed to just get used to it.

Wait...

Wait a minute...

This was only this time.  This crazy once.  That's all.  She was too... involved... to leave but that didn't mean she was ever coming back!

Aubree's hands were on the dirty carpet and her head was lower than most of her body so blood rushed to it.  All the blood seemed to be going to her head and to plump up her needy pussy.  She felt a drip of sweat roll down the center of her back.

Her ass felt very exposed.  She realized she was about to get her first spanking since... since ever!  Her parents had never spanked.  Curt had done it with playful single spanks on rare occasions and maybe one or two boy friends before him.  But, a real spanking?  Zero.

This... girl!... she had only just met... met and then did a “meet and greet” with... was now going to spank her!?!  Joan and this other student would also see it all happen!

The spanking began.  Aubree knew not to protest or to stop her grinding on that knee.  She did grunt with each impact.  Sexy little grunts she tried to muffle even though she had no idea they turned on everyone in the room. 

Aubree swiveled her pussy like she was trying to screw it on and then off the knee in the hopes her ass rotating back and forth may somehow decrease the spanks or their severity.  Maybe Mindy would miss. 

No such luck.  Not really. 

The spanks were hard and louder than she ever would have thought.  Mindy was quite accurate!  The few times she “missed” she still struck Aubree's leg or lower back and would mutter, “That one didn't count.”  So Aubree's efforts, if anything, worked against her.

In some moment of strange rational thought Aubree wondered if Mindy did have a designated number of spanks she intended to deliver.  If so, why hadn't Aubree been told?  Didn't she have a right to know?

Guess not!

It was also much more painful than Aubree ever conceived.  It was awful!  It got worse, too, as it went along.  It wasn't something you got used to.

But... after a while... it did change.  The pain continued to increase but it was pain with an asterisk.  Her body chose the pleasure in her pussy as the more important sensation to focus on but the pain could not be ignored.  So somehow it was crammed into that same box as part of the pleasure.

Which seemed to catapult that pleasure.

Which finally catapulted her pussy into an orgasm.

Her ass hopped and bounced in random convulsions and her slamming pussy missed Mindy's knee.  The miss caused her to only just graze the knee at the top of the knee.  That supplied too much sensational scraping contact with her clitoris. 

Aubree's arms went weak and were unable to support her.  Aubree went face first into the carpet and her pussy ended up sliding right down Mindy's bony shin until she was kneeling on her knees but with her face and shoulders planted in the carpet.  As Aubree shook from her orgasm her ass bobbed and shivered.

At some point later she came partially back to herself and heard cries of pain above her.  She peered up and saw Joan was still riding Mindy's thigh but Mindy was chewing on her breasts.  As in really biting them!  Thus the cries of pain from Joan. 

Aubree figured this was how Mindy decided to punish Joan instead of spanking her for stopping her humping.  Maybe her hand got sore from spanking Aubree's ass. 

Even as Aubree watched Joan's cries changed tone and took on a warble and then she came all over Mindy's leg.  Joan's thighs clenched at Mindy's leg and Mindy's leg bounced and jammed against Joan's pussy driving the orgasm to a higher level.

Mindy held Joan in place until her orgasm was nearly over and then simply pushed her off and away and Joan fell on her back onto the carpet.

Mindy snapped her fingers twice at Aubree, “Up up.”

Aubree stood up.

“Pet Aubree, do you do much ass play at home?”

“Ass play?  What -”

“Never mind.  I can see the answer must be no.  Time to change that.”

“I don't -”

“Wrong tense.  You meant to say “didn't” as in “I didn't before I met you, Owner Mindy”.

Owner?  Owner!?!

“I've got a couple things for you.  Come close.”

Aubree felt intimidation and a bad premonition.  The last time Mindy told her to come close Mindy had grabbed her and thoroughly used her sexually.  As in, just now.  Grabbed her hair, pulled her down, forced her to ride her leg, be spanked, and to fuck on her kneecap. 

Also, forced her orgasm....

Well... it had kind of worked out in the end, hadn't it? 

Aubree did come closer to Mindy.  Of her own “free will”.  Somehow resisting Mindy now seemed unimaginable no matter how necessary.  Whatever was “necessary” was a heck of a lot less necessary than how necessary it was to obey Mindy.

Mindy took a collar out of a bed-stand drawer.  Aubree saw Mindy had about half a dozen of them in there.  Just... ready.  Holy crap.  How many women did this Mindy intend to dominate and collar?

It looked the same as Joan's except without any tags.

Mindy thought about that also it seemed, “Don't feel left out, Pet Aubree.  I'll have some tags made for you.  So anyone will know I'm your Owner.  And that you don't have rabies.”  Mindy chuckled.

Aubree stood wide-eyed but cooperatively still as Mindy placed the collar around her neck and secured it.  She thought about running.  She knew she should.

She was weary.  Trying to get on her clothes and run seemed like a lot of bother. 

That wasn't why she didn't run.

She did not want to run.

She was intrigued.

How would that collar feel?  The feeling of the collar and all those crazy expectations that came with it?  What would that be like?

She could feel Mindy's breath on her bare wet breasts.  Aubree felt something emotional as well.  A change.  A shift.  Once the collar was on she felt... captured.

Captured and... domesticated.

Mindy petted her damp auburn hair straight back with a firmness one might reserve for a pet.  It wasn't the kind of hair-stroking past lovers or Curt had done to her.  It wasn't gentle.  It was brisk.  It was more like... being groomed!

Mindy seemed to confirm that impression, “I want to take good care of all my pets.  For instance, lots of healthy exercise.  We all know sex is the best exercise.  I'm going to see to it you are well-exercised.”

Aubree didn't have anything to say to that.  It sounded bad and good at the same time.  Ominous and yet almost like something to look forward to....

Mindy continued, “My fucking bitch of a Mom, may her ashes float in peace in the pipes of the toilet I dumped them, never let me have a pet.  Not one.  Not even a fucking goldfish!  I'm probably more of a betta fish girl anyway but no betta fish either.”

Aubree thought, “Wowzers, she flushed her dead Mom's ashes down a toilet!?!  She probably murdered her, too!  This girl is evil!”

The resentment in Mindy's voice eased off suddenly, “Anyway, now I'm on my own and I've got three pets.  Three!  Two dogs and a little dairy cow.  Not many girls get to have their own dairy cow.  I guess I'm making up for lost time.”

Aubree thought with sarcasm and fear, “Yeah, glad I could be of assistance to you getting past your Mommy issues.”

She sure didn't say that though!  Mindy wouldn't want to hear it.  Aubree knew that if Mindy didn't want to hear it then she better not say it.  What was the phrase?  It was best to let sleeping dogs lie there? 

Of course, this sleeping dog was treating them like dogs.  Dogs and a cow.

Mindy sure seemed serious about this pet thing.  It didn't seem like it was a momentary deal at all or just part of what happened tonight.  What was Aubree's first clue?  The dog bowls or that Mindy had collars and leashes at the ready?

Aubree knew that pets ran away sometimes.  That could be a part of the whole pet ownership experience.  Aubree thought she'd need to find a way, quicker the better, to expose Mindy to that valuable pet owning life lesson.

Mindy finished “grooming” Aubree.  Her auburn hair was swept straight back and sort of cemented down from various patches of moisture and steaks of dampness. 

Once Mindy even reached down and wiped her fingers in Aubree's pussy like she was getting some more hair gel and applied it to a strand of hair that kept sticking out over Aubree's ear.

“Now, your bonus little training gift.  Become my pet and you also get this free added bonus!”  Mindy reached into the drawer all the way to the back and drew out a plastic cylinder about four inches long and an inch thick that narrowed sharply at one end before flaring into a wider plastic base. 

“A brand!... new!... butt!... plug!”  Mindy said in an exaggerated carnival barker/salesman voice.

“No, I mean, I can't.  I don't!”

“You do!  Yes, you do now!  Now, turn sideways and lets get it in you.”

Aubree turned sideways.  Her body was already obeying before her mind could make up its mind.  Obedience was becoming a bit automatic.

Aubree felt Mindy put the tip of the butt plug at the entrance to her exit.

Aubree actually hid her face in her cupped hands.

Mindy held her hip with an arm wrapped around her waist.

Aubree felt a horrible sense of dreadful anticipation like she used to get before getting a shot at the doctor's office only much much stronger.

Right as she was thinking, “Just get it over with” she felt it pushing in.  Mindy twisted it to and fro as she worked it in and up.  She got it all the way in within seconds.

Aubree felt a strange backwards fullness and admitted to herself it hadn't been near as bad as she thought it would be.

Mindy slapped her ass and then jerked down on one of Aubree's arms.  Aubree picked up on Mindy's expectation that she go to her knees and hurried to comply.

Once on her knees, Mindy patted her head in condescending fashion and spoke the same way, “Good, little girl.  Good little pet.  I'm so glad I decided to adopt you.”

Adopt her?  Fuck that!  But... Aubree wouldn't say that to Mindy's face.  She just had to get out of here and then she'd know better than to ever come back.

“Listen up, Pet Aubree, and listen well.  Focus your little tiny mind on what you need to do to obey your new Owner.”

Tiny mind!  What a bitch!  Aubree was an intelligent woman and had scored very well on her SAT thank you very much.  But that was book smarts.  She did feel pretty dumb about somehow getting into this mess.  Plus, it felt like all the hot sex had burned up quite a few brain cells. 

She just wasn't feeling so smart right then.  So... maybe Mindy was accurate... for the moment.  Aubree forgave her for thinking she was a stupid slut.  Mindy didn't know her SAT scores or grades in college or that she had graduated magna cum laude. 

“Pet Aubree, you leave that butt plug in.  Except when you have to go poo of course.  Otherwise, I want that plug up your ass all the time.  At night when you sleep and when you come to work, too.  All the time.  I'm getting that ass ready for a hard ass fuck.  I have a very very very big strap-on dildo I'm going to nail your ass with.  The butt plug will help you be ready for it.”

No way would Aubree ever let her do that!  But... Mindy didn't need to know that.  Not right then.  She'd spank Aubree!  As soon as Aubree got out of here or, at least, as soon as she got home, she was going to pull that thing, that foreign object, out of her butt and throw it away.  Wrapped in double garbage bags including a black one so the garbage men had no chance of discovering it!

Mindy rubbed her back and shoulders.  But it wasn't comforting.  It was patronizing.  It was like she was trying to physically work in with her fingers the nasty crazy concepts she was speaking, “Now, whenever you do take out your pluggy-wuggy you have to clean it with your mouth.  That's just the way it's going to be.  Also, no more orgasms for you unless I give you permission.  I'm talking about masturbation.  You'll be able to call or text me.  I'll give you my number.  Joan already gave me yours.  Isn't Joan just the best most helpful pet?”

Aubree supposed Joan was but she had no intent to follow Joan's path downward.  Or... further downward.

Joan was a great pet to this Mindy the Owner, mean Mindy, but she was shit for a friend and boss!  Hand over your friend and employee to your dominant?  Not cool!

“You'll call or text for permission.  I'll usually even give it.  I'm a kind Owner.  I know you're going to need to masturbate.  Your little noggin will be thinking about all the things you've done.  You'll want to masturbate.  You'll need to masturbate.  That's fine.  That's good.  You're just a little sex animal.  It's expected.  So, if you don't call or text for permission then I'll know for sure you aren't following directions.  Maybe just too stupid.  Then, trust me, you will be punished.  Until you learn to ask for permission.  Is this clear enough for your little mind to grasp?  Graspy-waspy?”

So fucking patronizing!  Patronizing little monster!  All that talk of Aubree being stupid. 

It was like advertising though.  No matter how untrue, after a while, it sort of seemed true.

“I, ah, graspy-waspy just fine.”

Damnation... maybe she was stupid!  She'd sort of meant to sound sarcastic but that came out nervous and in a child-like voice.  All this agreeing with Mindy was rewarding the little lesbian cunt's bad behavior but Aubree couldn't stop agreeing with... just whatever Mindy required her to agree to!

Mindy kept stoking her hands all over Aubree and Aubree knelt still for it.  It did feel good....

“Pet Aubree, have no fear, you will have many many opportunities to be a best most helpful most obedient pet just like Pet Joannie and Pet Cara.  All thanks to your lovely Owner.  I'm an understanding Owner.  Tonight I already give you permission to masturbate at your home so you don't need to text or call for permission until after midnight.  I know you'll want to.  You'll be thinking about all the things you've done and how much you want to do them again.  Just go ahead and do them in your mind as you masturbate.  Replay every single little thing.  Then think up new things.  Things you didn't think you want but do want when your hands are on your pussy.  Then you can tell me all about those naughty thoughts sometime.  When you orgasm make sure to picture my pussy like you're eating me out.”

No.  Way.  Aubree was obviously not going to be doing any of that.  Too fucked up and she was too tired anyway and who could masturbate with a butt plug up their butt?  But, of course, it wouldn't even be there because she was going to take it out as soon as she could.

Right?

Of course.

She realized one of Mindy's hands was on her right breast tugging at the nipple, then encircling her breast, and then squeezing it, rolling the pressure towards the nipple.

Oh no!

A small squirt of milk was emitted and some ran down over Mindy's fingers.

Aubree looked at Mindy feeling almost guilty.  Like she'd been caught hiding something from Mindy.  Naughty.  Like she was the one who rudely made the milky mess.  Naughty.

Mindy gave her a slow smile, “Worried I'm going to drink your milk?  Don't be.  I like my milk pasteurized.  Breast milk... gross.  Pet Cara, fill those bowls with din-din.”

Aubree turned and watched Cara.  Cara got a box of... was that corn flakes?... off a shelf and dumped a goodly sum in each of three dog bowls she'd lined up. 

Aubree peered more closely.  Geez, did one of them say “Pet Joannie” on the side of it?  It did!  The other two were labeled “Pet Cara” and “Pet Mia”.

But there was no “Mia” here so that third bowl....

Cara, and now Joan, knelt down next to the bowls but apparently waiting for permission to eat.

Mindy talked low and seductive to Aubree.  It seemed like she was trying to sound seductive and Aubree thought she succeeded.  It did sound seductive, “I'm not going to be drinking your breast milk but I never said no one would be.  Cereal needs milk and you have some.  Bring your two leaky cereal solutions over there and get those corn flakes all milky.  Pets need their yum-yum.”

It sounded humiliating and dehumanizing to Aubree and also sort of sensible even though it shouldn't.  It was that silky voice coming from the girl you could not refuse.  Ever.  Cereal needs milk. Aubree had milk.  Problem meet solution.  Pets did need their yum-yum. 

Mindy slapped her ass hard, “Go on, Pet Aubree.”

Aubree walked forward.  She was getting away from Mindy physically but it was no actual escape.  Doing what Mindy required her to do would only involve her more and bind her more tightly to this awful craziness.

Mindy's angry voice made her freeze her progress.  “Pet Aubree!  What the fuck?  On two legs?  That's not how a pet walks!”

Oh.

Aubree sank down onto her knees and then “walked” on her hands and knees with her ass sporting a fresh red hand-print on top of the general redness from her spanking. 

The black base of the butt plug was prominent in the center of her ass.  Aubree wasn't aware of how the butt plug looked but Mindy enjoyed the view.

Mindy just loved how dramatically Aubree's pale body marked up from hard contact.  She bet that milky skin would show off bruises quite prettily as well.  That would be sexy as fuck!  She planned to find out someday soon.

Aubree arrived at the three bowls and was unsure of how to progress.  Or she just didn't want to start. 

Of course, she'd started when she began towards them or even started much earlier when she began to lick at Mindy's pussy once Mindy used her hair to reel her in to press her mouth to Mindy's pussy. 

Or maybe it began when she agreed to come to this dorm room from Hell.  Or maybe when she let Joan seduce her into sex in the office.

Whenever it really began Aubree had a heavy forlorn feeling it would end no time soon.  If at all.  Ever.  This girl had her hooks in and only she could take them out.  And... why would she give up her new person puppet?  Her newly adopted people pet.

What kind of Owner would give up a pet they had just adopted?

What kind of Owner would give up a pet ever?  Maybe if they had to live in an apartment and that apartment would not allow pets.  But Aubree was human so rules like those would not save her.

The thought was awesomely intimidating.  A pet to this... girl... this evil girl.  Aubree guessed she was now... domesticated... for her Owner, Mindy.

Unless she ran away!  Geez, she'd have to find some other job.  She'd probably have to find somewhere else to live.  A different house in a different town.  Joan Greenway had her address in the employee files.

How would Aubree ever explain that move to Curt?  It would be a big change and they were supposed to always talk through big decisions.  But he might say no unless he knew the real reason.  If he knew the real reason then it defeated the whole reason for moving and he may not even want to stay married to her!

Pet Cara and Pet Joannie saw what needed to be done and acted knowing it was what Mindy wanted.  Some small occasional initiative in line with serving Mindy's known desires was allowed and even encouraged. 

They each moved their bowl under one of Aubree's breasts.  Then they steered her down so her shoulders were almost on the floor and her nipples were not too far above the corn flakes.

No need to waste any milk!

Pet Cara wrapped both hands around Aubree's right breast and Pet Joannie did the same to her left breast.

Then... they began milking her.  Like dairymaids.  Exactly like dairymaids.  Tightening, twisting, jerking down.  Repeat.

Aubree's breasts were overly full still so the pressure made the milk shoot out in hard pulsing streams aided by gravity.  Squirt, squirt, squirt. 

Pet Joannie and Pet Cara got into a steady seesaw rhythm with one squirting milk down while the other brought her breast back up to start over.  Aubree was nearly squirting nonstop!

The milking felt totally different to Aubree than when Melanie suckled.  This milking was thorough, functional, and all-encompassing. 

Each spray caused the corn flakes to settle, adjust, and crackle.  Some small droplets bounced back up to speckle Aubree's breasts, chest, and tummy, Joan's and Cara's hands, and sprayed to the sides of the bowls to dampen Joan's and Cara's nearest thighs.

Aubree made little “uh” sounds with each milk squirt.  Mindy thought that was sexy as hell.

Mindy walked up behind Aubree and cupped her pussy.  Fondled it.  Helped herself to it.  She noted it was very warm and quite wet.  She could tell that something about this, despite everything, was turning on this woman.  This part woman/part pet. 

Aubree was getting something sexual out of the milking and most likely out of Mindy's orders and her own obedience to Mindy.  Submission was drugging her mind.  Good.  The last thing Mindy wanted was a clear-headed pet!

Mindy jammed several fingers into Aubree and worked them hard and fast.  The heat and fluid in Aubree's pussy increased quickly and dramatically.  Cara and Joan noted to themselves how Aubree's nipples hardened and the milk escaped in narrower squirts but under greater pressure. 

By the time the bowls had an adequate amount of milk Aubree was very near to orgasm once again.  Her breasts felt sore but in a wonderful used sort of way.

Mindy told Pet Cara and Pet Joannie to take their bowls and to “enjoy their yum-yum”.  They pushed their bowls a short distance away and just stuck their faces in, mouth first, and began munching and slurping in a messy way.  They both looked really hungry for it. 

Hungry in the normal way and hungry for a new twisted humiliation.  They looked aroused.

Mindy slapped Aubree's pussy in an upward hand swing and so hard it made Aubree's eyes water, “No orgasm yet, little cow.  Get those udders over to that other bowl.  Your milking isn't done yet.  Get over there and work those udders.  You're going to be a self-milking little cow when I want it.  Shit, I bet dairy farmers would pay a bunch for self-milking cows.  Maybe I'll look into that.”

Aubree knee-walked the short distance, felt the carpet burn on her knees, the spank burn on her ass, and her pussy burning from the pussy spank and burning with need. 

It seemed like some sort of prelude to the fires of Hell she figured she'd one day be burning in.

Aubree bent over awkwardly.  It was hard to get close to the bowl but necessary as she wasn't sure if she had enough milk left and didn't want Mindy displeased if her corn flakes were not soggy enough. 

Aubree realized she also needed to get her ass and pussy high up.  So that Mindy would take the hint and go back to fingering her pussy.... 

Mindy did take the hint.  She hadn't needed it.  She slid three fingers home and then began machine-gunning them in and out.  Aubree matched Mindy's frenetic pace by squeezing her own tits harshly, almost savagely.  It turned out she had plenty of milk left when she gave her tits the proper motivation.

She felt like she was going to orgasm soon! 

Dammit, she needed to get that bowl full of milk, as much as she could at least.  Aubree severely pressed her tits against one another, pushing each hand against the side of a breast to make them join and squish together in the middle under her.  This seemed to help deeper milk emerge and milk dribbled from her nipples like water from a leaky shower-head.

Soon the bowl had enough milk.  Not as much as you'd normally add to cereal, of course, but enough that all the flakes were at least quite damp.

Mindy used her free hand to push on Aubree's back.

For a second Aubree thought Mindy was trying to push her out of the way but in a not very effective way as she might accidentally spill the bowl she'd just filled if she moved forward over it.

Mindy clarified, “Eat up, dumb little cow Aubree.  Fucking eat it all.  Eat it and I'll keep doing this and you'll have your first orgasm as a dairy cow.”

What Mindy was saying was so awful.  She couldn't previously imagine or currently agree to eat and drink her own breast milk soaked up in cereal.  She just couldn't!  

She felt stupid about it.  Who had she thought was going to eat this mess?  Mindy? 

She could not have ever thought of doing something like this even jokingly let alone actually doing it. 

It seemed so much worse than someone else drinking her breast milk.  Of course, she already had swallowed down her own breast milk today.  Because of Joan.  But that was forced and then, the next time, it was in the heat of the moment.

Eat up cereal soaked in her own breast milk?  Making an actual meal that included her own milk?

So much worse than just swallowing some of her own milk while in the throes of passion.  Like, how it was fine, even expected, necessary, to lick up pussy juice during lesbian oral sex but it would be way twisted and so very wrong to use it in a meal. 

Like if you did something totally insane like using it as, say, a dressing on a salad.  No one would ever do that, now would they, so why should she consume breakfast cereal with her own breast milk in it?

But...

...she also couldn't let those fingers leave her pussy and leave her hanging.  So something had to give.

The decision was surprisingly easy.

Mindy's offer, her command, was one Aubree found she could not refuse. 

Aubree shoved her face into the wet cereal and wolfed in a big crunchy dripping mouthful.  It was an added bonus that this made her pussy rise even higher and opened her up even wider to Mindy's exploitation. It was like a reward for obedience!

She ate faster and Mindy rubbed faster and rubbed harder and ended up sliding four fingers vertically into Aubree's slit.  The faster Aubree ate the faster Mindy finger thrust.  So Aubree ate faster and faster and faster.

Aubree came about three fourths of the way through the bowl.  She fell over on her side and then rolled onto her back and continued to orgasm and hump air because Mindy had immediately pulled out her fingers.  Aubree's pussy spasmed emptily against itself.  She found herself, even while orgasming, yearning for more.

Mindy wiped her pussy juice slick fingers thoroughly in Aubree's auburn hair.

After Aubree more or less recovered, Mindy had Aubree dress up in a pretty damn plain and pretty damn shitty little lesbian outfit.  Frayed jean shorts with a charcoal gray T-shirt that had one sleeve ripped off and sported a cartoon figure of a naked chick in neon pink.

Aubree recalled Mindy's need to look at her body naked and then to feel her texture all in order to figure out what to give her to wear.  What a crock of cow-pie!

Mindy told Aubree and Joan to leave and chortled as they opened the door to the dorm and she told them how much her friends were going to love saving on their milk expenses.

Geez, no way, thought Aubree!  If it were true Aubree might have to wean Melanie just so she could provide milk for these bitch students!  So... no way!

Aubree almost stumbled out the door thinking, “This isn't done.  This is not all said and done.”

Mindy shut the door thinking, “I'm not nearly done with that one.  There's so much more to do to her before I'm done.”

Owning Aubree

Chapter One

Walking away from Mindy's dorm Aubree said nothing to Joan.  She was so mad at her!  Joan, whether she picked up on that or not, did not try to converse with Aubree.

They'd been so used sexually up in Mindy Short's dorm room that they were practically stumbling to the administrative parking lot.  Of course, the fact they'd spent much of their time up there on all fours – like fucking animals! Aubree mentally screamed to herself –  might have something to do with their poor coordination on two feet.

Walking up on their parking lot Aubree saw that big yellow sign “Administrative Parking Lot, Hilland College, Administrators ONLY”. 

It really underscored or highlighted or whatever the fudge storm that she and Joan were two of the college's administrators – Joan was a Director! – and here they were in dark of night retreating from a dominant lesbian student's room where they'd been sexually used and abused.  And dehumanized!  Made to act like animals!

Aubree's face especially burned against the cool night air when she recalled being milked.  Milked like a cow!  Milk that was meant to go to her little baby girl.  That horrible Mindy Short had even gotten Aubree to milk herself.  Into a bowl of corn flakes!  And then... made her eat it!  By mouth, no spoon!

Oh, and, ah, she'd had an orgasm while doing so, hadn't she? 

She wasn't just mad at Mean Mindy and Traitor Joan.  She was even more mad at herself.

That best part was the worst part.  Or the worst part was the best part.  That orgasm while eating corn flakes soaked in her own breast milk hadn't been the only orgasm that day, had it?  Not by a long shot.  There were a couple orgasms before that in Mindy's room and a few more earlier in the day in Joan's office.

Everywhere Aubree went she was called names and made to do crazy weird wrong stuff.  And she'd orgasm!  Over and over!

Aubree had never ever felt like such a despicable slut.

She'd never had so many orgasms in a single day.  Not even half as many.  Perhaps a third as many?  Had she one time had two orgasms in a single day?  She couldn't remember if she had.

If she couldn't remember having more than one in a single day then that meant it must never have happened.  Right?  She would have remembered that. 

So why had she had so many orgasms today?  It was a mystery she did not want to solve.

Joan Greenway, walking next to Aubree Pamphile, sort of felt bad for Aubree and did felt guilty but those feelings were dwarfed to insignificance knowing Aubree was no threat to Mindy and so no threat to her either and also knowing Mindy was pleased with her.  Had to be!

There was the added bonus that now she wouldn't always have to eat her pet food cereal dry....

Aubree gave Joan one last cold look, as cold as she could manage with her face so hot, and then got into her small car.  Joan.  Her boss.  Tricked her into sex with her in the office.  Which led Aubree down a tunnel of decisions that brought her to Mindy's room.  Where... all that... happened. 

Joan had known!  It had looked like it was all old hat to her.  She knew what she was getting Aubree into!

Sitting in her car in the lot after seeing Joan drive away, Aubree texted her Mom apologizing and saying she'd be there soon to pick up baby Melanie but that she had got very hung up at work. 

She shook her head.  Very very hung up.  Hung out to dry and then rode hard and hung up and put away wet.  Very wet.  All over.  One place in particular though....

Aubree drove home first.  No way could she go to her Mom's in this outfit.  The whole excuse to get her to that dorm room from Hell was to get a change of clothes so she'd look decent.  She looked far from that. 

That Mindy, her alleged “Owner” now (as if!), had dressed her in a weird casual lesbian outfit of frayed jean shorts and a T-shirt with a neon pink cartoon figure of a naked woman.  Like she could ever even wear that over to her Mom's place!

She only needed new clothes because the others were wet from Joan's and hers sexual activities in Joan's office.  A seduction she had no doubt Mindy put Joan up to. 

Oh, yeah, and then how she fell for Mindy telling her to get naked to see what size clothes to give her, then to come closer, then that she had to touch her to know what clothes would feel right on her.  All bullpucky!  The T-shirt was like three sizes too big! 

She had just gobbled up every hook Joan or Mindy cast in her direction.  Even hooks with little or no bait!

Aubree felt resentment building.  She'd been a fool.  An idiot.  She got betrayed and played.

Still was being “played”.  It wasn't really over at all.  Not just the overall situation either.  Tonight's sexual extravaganza was still going.

Why?  Mr. Butt Plug was why.  Mindy had put it in her ass and ordered her to keep wearing it.

It was still in there!  It made her feel odd indeed.  She had walked funny to the parking lot.

That butt plug was even more uncomfortable as she sat on the dang thing in her car.  She could hardly wait to get home and take it out.  Take it out and throw it out.

Did she want to take it out?  If she did she had to clean it with her mouth and that was disgusting! 

Wait.  Wait.  She wasn't thinking clearly.  If she rebelled and took it out and threw it away against Mindy's instructions why would she obey her other instruction to suck it clean every time she removed it temporarily?  That made no sense!

She'd get home, take it out, throw it in the trash.

Aubree drove home.

In her bedroom she took off Mindy's ill-fitting ill-looking fashion zero clothes.  She was curious so she turned and arched around and looked at the base of the butt plug sticking out of her butt.

Not too sexy looking but, then again, neither was an asshole.

She guessed the sexiness was in how it felt.  Did it feel sexy?  She felt full in a backwards way and very very conscious of her ass and how her movements made the butt plug push and shift.  She guessed it was kind of sexy... if a person was into that sort of thing.  Not her!

It was also sexy as a humiliation.  She never would have thought that before this long day.  Humiliation had some weird sexiness to it.  She felt extremely humiliated by everything that had happened that long day. 

She'd had those incredible orgasms and she still felt sexy.  It wasn't just that she'd had more orgasms than ever before.  These orgasms were so much stronger than any others she remembered.  One of them was worth ten of her usual ones.  Which really were not all that “usual” at all with Curt away.

Aubree felt like a sexy... creature.  A sex animal. 

All that humiliation and all that sexiness were all entwined with no way to separate them.  A sexual Gordian knot that could not be untied.  She needed to be like that Alexander the Great guy.  Just cut the knot!  As in cut it out.  Cut out giving in to these urges and those commands.

It was also sexy to obey the will of another.  That one in particular struck a chord in her.  Or a cord.  Obeying made her pussy thrum and hum.  Even just thinking about it.  It made her mind vibrate somehow also. 

She was always eager to please others, not just supervisors, almost leaping into action to make the ideas and suggestions of others into reality at work or at home or with friends.  These things with Joan and then Mindy were like that but on a sexual level.  And on steroids!

So... take it out?

She decided she didn't have time.  Melanie was waiting for pick up and she was already way late.

It would take, what, at least several seconds because she had to take it out careful so it didn't hurt or scrape or whatever.  Right?  Yeah... no time for that.

She changed and then, in the car on the way there, she thought again about the butt plug still in her.  How much time had she saved by leaving it up her ass?  Five seconds?  It was just ridiculous she'd left it up there.  She decided she'd take it out as soon as she got back home. 

She couldn't take it out while driving!  Too dangerous!  If texting was bad while driving how bad would be pulling out a butt plug?  Much worse!

Her Mom was a little concerned by her lateness or really more like just curious and Aubree made an excuse which she realized was a lie.  So now she was lying to her Mom because of that arrogant bitch Mindy!  Mindy was forcing her across all sorts of lines she hadn't crossed.  Like lying to her own innocent mother! 

If she tried to make a list of all the invisible lines Mindy had made her cross she knew she'd already accidentally leave some off the list and it had only been a few hours.  She couldn't even keep track!  She did not want to keep track!  But she also knew lying to her Mom was one she'd need to put on that list.

How many lines were there left to cross?  How many more did she want to cross?  How many more would she cross?  That the answer to the last two questions may be very different was frightening.

In a single day of sexual debauchery she already felt like she no longer knew herself.  Or had changed and was no longer the same person.  Or never had been who she thought she was at all.  Something like that.

When she got home and after she got Melanie settled for the night she went to her bedroom.  It was time to get that ass invader off her ass planet so to speak.

She stripped below the waist but again went to the mirror and turned and looked at it....

Why not?  This was the one time she'd ever had or ever would have a butt plug up her ass.  Why not look?  A girl can be curious....

She started pulling it out and her ass gripped it seeming to not want to give it up.  It was hard, especially at that angle and with slippery plastic, to get the wider bottom part past her sphincter.  She finally pulled it past that grip and it slid out an inch and the result was an unexpectedly strong sensation.  A strong sexual sensation.  Her pussy was moistening madly. 

Geez.  Her pussy was a slut!  Her pussy was an ass slut!

Aubree paused with the butt plug a couple inches out, so halfway out.  She was here to remove it, of course, but that sensation was strong and good.  Just take it out and give up the sensation?  That didn't seem like a recipe for satisfaction!

She wondered what this whole ass-fucking thing was about.  She'd never burned with curiosity about it, just the opposite, but she did now.  Her pussy was burning with curiosity. 

She realized this was actually a sort of opportunity.  She could find out more.  In private.  Alone.  Who knew, maybe sometime she'd let Curt do it to her.  For a special occasion like when he finally came home in about four more months.

Aubree slid the butt plug back in and it felt way better than she ever would have thought.  Spiced with naughtiness.  She began fucking it in and out and got into a rhythm.  She had to keep the thrusts very short as the butt plug had little length to it. 

Still, it was hitting the spot.  Some spot up her ass she had not known existed and some spot in her mind she hadn't appreciated.  The spot that wanted to be treated like a sex object.  Or worse!  A sex animal!

A part of her that wanted to be some kind of ass slut.  Just for the moment.  Just for play.  Just this once.

At least she was fucking herself instead of some college punk fucking her.  She was taking herself back by taking it up the ass.

Baby steps, baby steps!

It was uncomfortable standing so she moved the rolling stand-up mirror over to the bed and then got up on the bed and got on all fours.  For some reasons she wanted to not only feel but also see the effect of what she doing to her ass with that butt plug.

She realized she was now on all fours in a very animal-like pose.  Wouldn't Mindy be turned on and proud!  She herself was turned on.  But not proud.  Ashamed!  As she should be doing this on the bed Curt and her shared. 

She twisted her head around straining her neck and was able to see her hand working that butt plug in and out.  It did look sexy somehow in a very wrong way so she could understand why Mindy required it. 

Well... she hadn't actually required her to fuck her own ass with it!  But here Aubree was doing it!  Was that better or worse?  Doing something naughty just became Mean Mindy ordered it or doing something naughty without even having an order to justify it?

It felt too good so it wasn't her fault she kept doing it.  She figured Mindy would love to see this and would be quite pleased.  If she ever told Mindy she bet Mindy would pat her on the head.

Aubree felt humiliation pour over her and felt her pussy turning to liquid.

Aubree knelt up on her knees so she had both hands free.  The movement caused her ass channel to tighten dramatically on the butt plug.  Her plugged ass looked sexy as could be in the mirror.  Maximum sexiness achieved!  Her secret?  Just penetrate one's ass with a butt plug....

Aubree used one hand to jiggle thrust the butt plug in and out and moved the other to her needy pussy.  Touching her pussy lips upset delicately balanced droplets and pussy juice spattered on her bedspread. 

She hooked two fingers into her pussy and curled them up inside each time at the same time as she slid the butt plug back up her ass.

She felt like Mindy was really missing out.  Too bad for her.  She guessed maybe she could do this act for Mindy sometime if Mindy wanted her to.  Or, wait, no, she couldn't.  No more Mindy! 

That was the plan.  It was a good plan!  It was a vitally necessary plan.

Right then, though, fucking her ass and fingering her pussy was at least as good a plan and felt at least as vitally necessary.  That's how it felt.

She looked at herself in the mirror and then she pictured herself in her situation.  She was masturbating just like Mindy had told her she could.  It hadn't been an order.  It was just that Mindy gave her permission to do it tonight.  So she wasn't really “obeying”. 

That was her excuse and she'd stick to it.

She had permission to masturbate, to have an orgasm, without asking for permission from Mindy.  Gee, wasn't that nice of Mindy?  Fucking bitch! 

That Mindy was out of her mind.  Out of her mind but very much on Aubree's mind.

Did she really think Aubree, or anyone else, would ask for permission?  Would obey the direction that they had to ask?  Mindy couldn't even enforce it!  How would she ever know?  So, why do it?

No one would ever ask like that just because Mindy said so!  Mindy had no authority.  She didn't even have a job!  She was just barely even an adult!

Aubree had a sudden image of Joan, perhaps with the same direction from Mindy, furtively calling Mindy and whisper asking for permission.  Maybe from her office with Aubree out at the greeting desk.  Or maybe from her home with Emilia in the next bedroom over, just a wall separating them.  Asking, begging, Mindy for permission.

Joan, that slut, probably did obey Mindy!  So would that Pet Cara girl obviously.  Probably whoever that Pet Mia girl was as well.  Maybe Mindy wasn't so crazy thinking some people, some slut pets, would ask her for permission.  Only crazy to think Aubree was one of them!

She stuck that butt plug up her ass and stuck her fingers deep inside her pussy.

For whatever reason, having pictured Joan shamefully asking Mindy for permission to fulfill her basic private needs really turned on Aubree.  Aubree would never do it but it was sexy as all get all thinking of Joan doing it.

Aubree felt the sensations in her pussy and the ones in her ass mixing and joining and teaming up.  They were becoming greater than the sum of their parts.  Their parts were her parts. 

Geez, if it felt like this from a butt plug she had to wonder how much greater it would feel with an actual cock or maybe a big cock-like dildo.  Maybe Mindy had a strap-on....

Aubree knew she should try to picture Curt's face but she just couldn't.  Anytime she closed both eyes the rolling slot machine of her mind popped up Mindy.  Staring at her with arrogance and snide humor but also with lust.

She knew this was what Mindy wanted her to picture while masturbating.  She reasoned maybe it was good she was picturing that freshman mini-monster. 

If she ever ran into Mindy again Aubree would be able to honestly tell Mindy that she masturbated while picturing Mindy.  As Mindy had ordered.  That would please Mindy to know that.  That alone seemed like a good reason to tell her.

Oh, fiddle dum, why was the thought of the humiliation of telling Mindy something like that making her ass squeeze that butt plug and her vagina hug at her fingers?

If Mindy ever did ask her about it.  If she lied Mindy would probably know.  She was so clever!  Aubree felt like she probably couldn't keep any secret from her.  She could lie but Mindy would just somehow know it.

Aubree wasn't a good liar at all because she so rarely lied.  Aubree bet even a hardcore liar would be discovered by that Mindy.  Better to always tell the little bitch the truth....

The things Aubree had done that day ran through her mind rapidly and boosted her arousal again and again with every image, every dirty thought. 

That, also, was what Mindy had told her to do.  She was obeying that bitch even when she wasn't around!  So totally wrong and such a damning turn on!  The thoughts of what they'd done and her long distance obedience to Mindy were both doing a number on her.

Aubree imagined Mindy was behind her using a strap-on to ass fuck her.  She could so see it and she could almost feel it like the butt plug was suddenly much larger.

Aubree climaxed and it was good no one other than sleeping Melanie was in the little house as she released a shaky cowboy-like whoop.

When she came back to herself she felt very guilty and very fulfilled.  She had slammed the butt plug back home in her ass.

That was lucky.  She'd never taken it fully out so she didn't have to clean it by mouth.  Better just to leave it in overnight.  See what that was like.  Also, of course, if Mindy asked her about whether she obeyed she wouldn't have to lie to her!  She could honestly report her obedience.


Chapter Two

Joan Greenway's Wednesday was quiet and boring.  Maybe too quiet.  Maybe suspiciously quiet.

Aubree wasn't there that day as Joan only had her on Tuesdays and Thursdays.  And, boy, had Joan ever had her that Tuesday! 

Joan was torn about that.  Guilty, of course.  Nervous about looking Aubree in the face the following day or about anyone somehow finding out. 

What if Aubree guiltily blabbed it to Curt?  He'd probably go AWOL and bring his gun home with him.

On the other hand... everything they did was so damn sexy!  Those orgasms!  How could you really regret them?  Should she feel bad for Aubree or should Aubree be thanking her?

Joan resented her own guilt a little.  Like it was actually Aubree's fault.  Aubree was an adult, wasn't she?  If she let herself be seduced and turned into some pet for Mindy, some human dairy cow or whatever, that was on Aubree, not Joan! 

She, Joan, helped Mindy in doing that, but Aubree let it all happen to her.  Fucking slut!

Should she feel guilty about little Melanie not getting some milk, maybe missing a few feedings?  Joan knew from her own mothering experience that milk production increased in response to need.  The more sucked out the more produced.  Aubree's breasts just needed to kick into overdrive to satisfy Melanie and whatever milk needs Mindy put Aubree to.  Aubree's boobs needed to step up! 

If not, Melanie was really a toddler now anyway.  Wean that girl!

Nope, nope, not going to feel guilty! 

Joan remembered swallowing down quite a bit of Aubree's milk the day before....  Well, maybe she should feel a little guilty....

Aubree's new involvement in this whole... situation... was a blend of consequences good and bad.  Sort of convenient because Joan could get used now on Tuesdays and Thursdays during her work day as well.  Joan had to admit, by now, she was liking being used.  She even looked forward to it! 

The longer without use the more the anticipation built.  It was almost – almost! – like she needed it instead of just wanted it.

Which actually made her a little jealous of Aubree and a little concerned it would cut into her own time.  Owners only had just so much time to “exercise” their pets! 

It now seemed a lucky and clever thing that Mindy had that Cara Lakeland going to classes for her and doing her homework and papers for her.  That gave Mindy more time to exercise her pets.  So, good move!

To think Joan had once contemplated having Mindy Short expelled for that if she did not volunteer to drop out!  What had Joan been thinking?  Well, that was before Joan also became a pet....

Of course, they could also be exercised together like last night.  That had been amazing in a surreal sexy way.  Aubree was real sexy, too.  Way beautiful.

Joan decided not to worry.  There were four Owners anyway and, what, four pets now?  A one to one ratio and these college lesbian Owners were so highly sexed up.  A one to one ratio was probably more than Joan could handle.  Ha, they probably needed more pets!

Joan's day was also little too quiet because it gave her mind time to work.  A functioning mind.  Not always a good thing! 

She felt like she was better off not thinking.  All her best times recently she hadn't been thinking at all, just obeying and living in that moment as a pet.  Then, when she got back to thinking, it was no fun at all.  Shame, guilt, worry, doubts. 

Who needs thoughts like those?  If only Joan could just be a mindless orgasmic pet all the time.

Youch.  That was an awful thought.  Awfully wrong.  On so many levels.  Primarily, of course, her daughter Emilia counted on her for help and guidance.

Joan had gotten a lot done today already including packing in meetings with students whose appointments were moved from the afternoon the previous day and others who were turned away by the closed door. 

Joan's open door policy had some new limitations.  Not open during sex in the office for instance.

Joan's day was also too quiet because... well, because she felt like she needed a fix.  It hadn't even been twenty-four hours since her last orgasm.  Barely over half that.  But it wasn't just the orgasms, was it?  She could close the door and quick masturbate.  It just wouldn't do the trick even if she did orgasm.

Mindy pushed her limits.  Broke her limits.  Broke the hymen of her limits.  Made her do things she never otherwise would have done.  Humiliated her.  Dominated her.  Made her abandon her morals.

That.  That stuff.  That is what she needed.

She was nervous about getting what she needed.  She thought Mindy was out there somewhere, maybe in class or maybe being lazy while Cara attended her classes, but likely thinking of some new awful wonderful something to do to Joan or to make her do.

Hopefully she was....

Late afternoon her office phone rang and she answered it in an efficiently polite way.

She was surprised to hear Mindy's voice.  It wasn't loud but it rolled through her body like a physical shock.  It vibrated inside her, “Afternoon, Pet Joannie.  How's your pussy?  Give me an answer I want to hear.”

Joan looked around her office furtively.  The door was open but no one was around.  What was it Mindy might want to hear.  The truth?

“Ready.”

Mindy laughed with delight, “Good answer, bitch!  Hey, I'm going to be busy today.  A lot busy the rest of this week actually.  An online gaming competition for one.  Also, we need to get that new bitch Lauri Hayward settled in over at Rosalie's on Friday and across the weekend.  She'll have a lot to get used to.  I'm sure you can empathize.  She'll need some taming and training.  You know how it is.  First hand.  Rosalie might need my help.”

Joan felt a wave of disappointment and jealousy.  Disappointment at Mindy being too busy for her.  Was Mindy getting bored with her?  Had Joan given in too easily?  Should she have resisted more but still in a wonderfully failing way?

But what Mindy said made sense.  That was a good reason.  Needing to give Lauri Hayward “some taming”.  Made sense.

Joan felt more guilt.  That poor girl was in that situation because of Joan.  Because Joan was spineless.  Joan had made up a story in order to transfer her from a room and roommate she liked into the sexual hornet's nest of Rosalie's dorm.  Because Joan was Mindy's bitch now!

See!  That was why Joan didn't care for thinking any more!

“I understand, Mindy.”

“You better.  Don't worry, I've got some things for you to do.”

Joan felt eagerness.  What could it be?  “Yes, Mindy, anything.”

Joan cringed to hear her own simpering tone.  How she had fallen.

But not all the way.

Not yet.

“Pet Joannie, I heard on the phone yesterday during your seduction of Aubree – good job, by the way, in case I didn't get around to saying that last night – that your one and only precious daughter Emilia is actually coming to this college and is going to live on campus.  This coming summer!  Tell me its true.”

Oh, she better not.  She better not tell her it was true!  It was true but obviously it had to change now.  She would need to get Emilia to go to some other college.  Find some excuse.  Any excuse.

But... she couldn't lie to Mindy!  Not only would she know right away – the girl was uncanny – but it just did not feel right.  A pet lying to her Owner?  That was too fucked up!  She had to avoid lying to Mindy.

“Mindy, she considered this college...,”  not a lie so far, “...and she will be going to another college.”

Also not a lie!  She'd done it!

“Not so fast, Pet Joannie.  That wasn't what I heard.  You know I can just check with Aubree anyway.  You know you don't want to lie to your Owner.  You want to be a good pet.  You want to tell your Owner everything.  Never keep secrets from your Owner!  Now, tell Mindy the truth, Pet Joannie.”

That sexy demanding seductive voice.  Her Owner.  Pet Joannie could not stand lying to her and letting her down.  Suddenly, she was just blabbing truth with no other plan than pleasing her Owner, “Emilia is set to attend school here.  Right now.  It's not set in stone.  She'll live on campus.  If she comes here.  She wants to be close to me and I wanted to be able to... watch over her and protect her.”

She was already failing to protect her!

Mindy's voice was a purr that belied the obvious ill intent, “Let's make sure she does come here.  Just like you, I also want to watch her.  Watch over her.  Like from above.  Let's make sure you cum also.  You do want to cum right now, right?”

Joan was off-balance from the sudden change in conversational direction.  She realized she did want to cum.  She had wanted an orgasm, not just any orgasm, a nasty orgasm, even before Mindy called but Mindy's throaty voice had boosted the want into a need situation.

Mindy's teasing insinuations about her daughter were doubtless just to get her goat.  Joan's concern for her daughter was an unnecessary distraction.  Mindy's question needed an answer and it better be honest!

“Um, yes, Mindy.  I do.”

“Do what?  Say it, Pet Joannie.”

“I do want to cum.”

“Put your hand down on your pussy.  Your left hand.  You might need your right to point and click your mouse while we talk.”

Joan was mystified but she furtively moved her left hand into position.  Her pussy welcomed the contact through her clothing.  It made her take a shaky needy breath of air. 

She kept an eye on the open door.  No students but she better pay attention.

“Where's your left hand now, Pet Joannie?”

“On my pussy.  On top of it.  Through my clothing.”

“Okay.  Now rub it.  Rub it.  Are you rubbing it?”

“Yes, Mindy, I'm... I'm rubbing my pussy.”

“Good.  That's good, Pet Joannie.  Now, rub it harder.  Harder!  Faster!”

Joan worked her hand furiously against her pussy through the clothing.

Mindy purred along verbally on a new route, “I think we can agree college is all about new experiences.  And tolerance.  Don't forget tolerance, Pet Joannie.”

“I guess so.”

“You know so!  So Emilia is starting this summer to get a little head start over the other freshmen.  A real go-getter to give up her summer!  Let's give her even more of a head start.  Let's work together to expose her to new experiences.”

Joan hated the sound of this.

Her hand rubbing up and down her pussy felt great.

Mindy, hearing some pretty heavy breathing over there in Joan's office, went on, “I've been wanting one of those bigger three person dorm rooms.  I was thinking it would be one person, me, and one pet, Pet Cara, and we'd have lots of extra space.  But Pet Cara isn't even allowed to sleep in a bed anymore.  Hate to waste that bed space.  Or the floor space depending on how things go.  And we might get lonely.  You know, the more the merrier.”

Joan really did not like how this was sounding.

Joan pressed her hand hard and rubbed it fast all over the general area of her upper slit and clitoris. She really jammed her dress and panties inward and they sucked up moisture.  Joan could feel the growing wetness in her clothing.

“You'll move Cara Lakeland and I to one of the three-person dorms, won't you?”

“I shouldn't.”

“It's your job to move students around!  As needed.  It's needed by me.  Do your job.  You do it all the time I bet.  I bet you even have a name for it.”

“Room appointment reallocation.”

“Ha!  Yes, perfect.  Do it.”

“Yes, Mindy.  No problem.  I'll do it right now.”

“Such an eager Beaver.  I bet you have an eager Beaver down there between your legs, don't you, Pet Joannie?  Tell me.”

“Yes.  I do.  I... have an eager... hungry... Beaver.”

“Are you still petting your wild Beaver, Pet Joannie?”

“Yes.  Yes, I'm petting the Beaver.”

“Are you ready to set this up?  Is your computer at the right spot to place us?”

“Yes, it is.  I'll place you wherever you want.”

“Yes, you will.  Karnough Hall, eighth floor works for us.   That way we can be on the same floor as Rosalie and Pet Mia and, of course, that Lauri Hayward hottie.”

Bringing up the Hayward girl reminded Joan once again what dominants like Mindy and that Rosalie would try to do to roommates.  No way could Emilia ever be roommates with people like them!  Or on the same floor!  Or even in the same dorm!  Or at the same college!

Really, Emilia shouldn't even go to the Hilland College with them but, obviously, now Mindy was expecting that Emilia would attend Hilland College so some other college was no longer an option. 

Mindy knew now.  If she got Emilia to go to some other college Mindy would feel betrayed.  She would know she was the reason for the change.  Mindy would be so disappointed. 

Joan could not stand or withstand disappointing her one and only true Owner.  Mindy might punish her!  Or, even worse, Mindy might reject her and pay her no attention at all!

Still, what was the dorm most distant to Karnough?  Mason Hall.  She'd make sure to place Emilia over in Mason Hall.

Joan clicked rapidly through screens and menus.  She wanted to quickly please Mindy so the evil bitch would be satisfied and not think up other plans.

“Mindy, room #833 is open end of second semester.  I've approved you and Cara to move there start of summer school.  It's reserved in your names.  It's done.”

Mindy wanted to mind fuck or, more like, mind fuck-over, Pet Joannie, “Pet Joannie, you're a problem solver.  This concern of mine about possible loneliness for Pet Cara and I.  How do you think we could solve me and Pet Cara maybe getting lonely?”

Joan Greenway saw where this was going but was determined not to say what Mindy wanted her to suggest.  “Rosalie and Mia will be down the hall from you.  You won't be lonely.”

“Oh, but I might.  After bedtime too.  Poor Pet Cara and me all alone in our big three person room.  So sad.  We just can't have that.  What to do about it, Pet Joannie-woanie?”

“Maybe you could find some other girl to move in with you.”

“Now you're talking.  What a great idea!  Gee, do you know any who are going to need a room on campus?  Someone starting this summer so we don't need to wait all lonely all summer long.”

Joan knew exactly what Mindy was driving at!

Joan's fingers continued to rub at her clitoris, almost frantically.

Joan had a great idea, “Mindy, Emilia can't.  She already has made arrangements.  She'll be in a two-person dorm for one thing.  And she already has a roommate.  Her best friend from high school.”

“Is it that blonde?”

Charlotte was blonde!  How did Mindy know?

“Well, yes, she is blonde actually.  How did you -”

“Social media is a wonderful thing, Pet Joannie.  Emilia and that Charlotte sure love to take lots of pictures and post them.  Lots of tandem selfie's too.  Cheek to cheek.  Gives me some ideas.  Too bad none are nudes.  Food for thought.  What's this Charlotte bitch's last name?”

“Queensberry.  Charlotte Queensberry.  But, anyway, Emilia and Charlotte will be roommates together this summer.”

“No.  No, they won't.  Due to your magical powers as Director of Housing and the power of your index finger on your mouse.  You'll just let them know there's been a change of plans.  A housing situation if you want.  Pests.  Worked before so it can work again.”

“I can't.  Emilia and Charlotte would be so sad and I already told them they were set to room together.”

“Sounds like you lied, Pet Joannie.  Just didn't know it at the time.  We won't let them be sad.  We have ways to cheer them up.  Making new friends.  That's what college is also about, isn't it?  Are you feeling up your pussy right now?”

Joan sounded as guilt-ridden as she was, “Yes, Mindy.”

“Tell me.”

“I'm rubbing my pussy.  With my left hand.  It's wet.  I mean, my pussy is wet.  Actually my pussy and my hand are both wet.”

She'd slid her dress up to her waist and was rubbing through just the panties now.  She didn't even remember getting the dress out of the way but she was glad she had.  Physically ecstatic.  Her panties were soaked, her fingers were wet, and she knew her seat must be wet now as well.

She felt like an actual mess even as she tried to deal with this other mess that Mindy was putting her though.

The confession to Mindy that she was wet, the acknowledgment to herself that she was all wet, and the fact of giving in to Mindy's request for a pussy status report made her pussy fire blaze higher. 

Her fingers stoked and stoked that fire.  Her fingers were like tiny dry fast-burning logs thrown into that wet fire.

“That's good, Pet Joannie.  Now you pinch that clitty for me.  Pinch it hard.”

Joan's painful gasp told Mindy she'd done as instructed.  She'd found it quickly even through her clothing.  Mindy figured Joan must have a very swollen and erect clit right then. 

Mindy had gotten Joan to hurt herself physically.  It gave Mindy a little thrill of triumph.  Time to get her to hurt herself in other ways.

“Pet Joannie, you'll put Emilia in my care in my room.  No worries, I'll take good care of her.  Just like she's my pet.   Exactly just like that.  This blonde Queensberry bitch, put her in with Shan and Deb over in Dilner Hall.  Room #152.  They've been so jealous of my blondie Cara and they were so envious to learn Rosalie is getting gifted the Hayward blondie bitch.  Now, they get their own blondie.  It's like a special breed, the Blondie.  You'll make them so happy.”

Joan felt her horror compounded.  By trying to save her daughter with that lame paltry obviously ineffectual excuse of Emilia already having a roommate she'd inadvertently doomed Charlotte to exposure to and probably much worse from these young dominant lesbians. 

She liked Charlotte!  She loved Charlotte in a wholesome way almost like Charlotte was a second daughter.  They even joked, her, Emilia, and Charlotte, that Charlotte was her “honorary” daughter and Joan was Charlotte's “back-up” mother.  She was such a great pal to Emilia. 

She should have just given Emilia to Mindy.  One instead of both.

Wait.  No.  She had to stop this. 

“Mindy!”  Joan welcomed the strength of conviction in her voice.  Where had that been hiding?  Welcome back backbone!  “Stop.  Just stop.  I'm not doing this.  You know I have done and will do all sorts of things for you.  With you.  But everyone has limits.  You found mine.  Just be happy with me.  I'll do all the stuff you need.”

“Yes, you will do all the stuff I need and right now I need you to make certain room assignments as I have told you.”

Didn't Mindy get it?  Didn't she hear it in Joan's voice?  Her strength and determination?

After a couple seconds silence, Mindy spoke into the lack of response.  She chose a slightly different subject, “Joan, are you still rubbing that old naughty super wet pussy?”

As a matter of fact, she'd stopped.  In order to muster and focus her determination. “Not at this moment.  Not right now.”

“Naughty, Pet Joannie!  Your pussy needs your fingers!  Your pussy needs your hand!  Your pussy needs attention!  Help that pussy.  None of that through-the-clothing messing around.  Get your hand inside your panties.  Get those fingers inside your pussy.  Your pussy has a need, Pet Joannie.  Take care of it, slut.”

Joan was so set for confrontation but it suddenly didn't seem necessary.  All Mindy wanted was for Joan to masturbate her pussy.  Joan wanted that, too!  That was fine!  Mindy could order her to do that any old time and she'd be happy to oblige.  She'd be happy to obey!

Joan's hand scrambled to get around her binding dress and into her panties.  Still no students out in the hallway as it was about halfway through class-time.  Everyone already was wherever they needed to go.  So were Joan's fingers.

Her fingers worked easily into her depths.  She got three in there and then, inspired, pushed a fourth in.  Even though it was awkward in a sitting position, with her clothes on, and with an open office door. 

She wasn't even totally sure she could pull them all out in time if someone appeared out in the hall.  That risk didn't even turn her off.  If anything, it turned her on more.  Just that possibility of humiliation!

She felt like she owed it to Mindy to get as many fingers inside her pussy as she could.  Owed her for going in this much more positive direction.  So damn positive!  She hooked her fingers upward and jiggled them as a secret reward to Mindy for letting her off the hook.  It felt highly rewarding to her as well!

“Pet Joannie, how's that finger-fucking going?  You're breathing so hard it sounds like it's going great.”

“It-it is.  It's great.  It's really... going so great.”  Joan thought her pussy reacted to all this the same way her mouth did when she bit into something sour.  A flood of juices released to wash it away.  But she couldn't digest this lust.  It was too big to swallow.  That pussy could not wash away her fingers and it didn't really want to.

“What kind of pussy do you have, Pet Joannie?”

“A slut pussy!”

“Who owns that pussy?”

“You do, Owner Mindy!”

Joan Greenway suddenly felt like she would say anything and do anything for her Owner.

Mindy got that sense from her also.

“Pet Joannie, I own your eyes, arm, hand, and finger also.  Not just the fingers up your pussy right now.  All ten of them.  All mine.  Choose one of those fingers to click that mouse wherever you need to click to place Charlotte and Emilia in those rooms as I've told you to do already.”

“N-n-no.”

“I think you meant to say “Yes, right away, Owner Mindy, and is there anything else I can do for you?”  That is what you meant, right?”

“I can't.”

“You can, you must, you will.  Listen to me, Pet Joannie, and don't you dare let those lazy fingers stop working your slut pussy.  You can listen and masturbate at the same time easily.  The listening can even help the self pleasuring.  Are you cramming fingers?  Hard?”

“Yes,  Mindy.  Owner Mindy.  I'm cramming them as hard as I can.  It feels... really good!”

“Yeah, I bet it does.  See the great things I give you?  How I let you use my sexy fingers all for your happiness?”

“Yes, yes, thank you.”

“Now, let's talk about your sexy daughter and her sexy blonde friend.  Why wouldn't you want them to live with me and my friends?”

“You-you know why.”

“I think I do.  Sure.  How do you think Cara's parents would feel about how you moved her in with me to be a “good example”?”

“Not good.  I guess.  If they knew.”

“You know they wouldn't feel good about it.  No guessing needed.  So, let me get this straight – cough, cough – you don't want your daughter rooming with me but you're fine feeding someone else's daughter to me?”

What a way to put it!

Joan tried to put her fingers as far in as possible.  What a way to put them!

The flesh between her thumb and index finger of her left hand bumped and rubbed so sexily on her clitoris.  Her clitoris had bounced back more sensitive than ever from that clit pinch.  Fluid pushed and slid all around down there.

“Think about it, Pet Joannie.  Would Emilia be a good example to me?  Would she be an even better example than Cara?”

Well... that Cara had turned out to be quite a slut.  As slutty as Joan herself!  In fact, Cara had turned into Pet Cara.  Obviously, Emilia would be a better example to Mindy than Cara had been.  It was a no-brainer.  How could she not be a better example?

“Emilia is... a fine young lady.  Very smart.  I'm very proud of her.”

“So she has good common sense and is an A student and so ladylike and all.  So, she's a perfect role model more or less?”

“Well... no one is perfect.”

“Course not.  But, is she some kind of slut like Cara?”

“No!  Not at all.”

“See then, there is no harm.  If you'd send someone else's daughter into battle you should be willing to send your own.  You don't want to ever be a hypocrite, Pet Joannie.  Like those Republican senators with their young adult children out golfing all day while they send other people's children into combat.  Don't be like them, Joannie!”

Mindy paused and let that soak into Joan's mind.  She figured Joan's fingers were also soaking up pussy juice.  After a few seconds and hearing that heavy breathing over there continue she also continued,  “You also don't want to give up.  Don't give up.  You sent the wrong good example before.  Cara was a slut example.  A slut sample.  You sent the wrong one.  Now, do the job right.  Send in your elite.  Elite Emilia.  Her and champion Charlotte.  You know what they say.”

“What... what do they say, Mindy?”  Joan found it was hard to focus, almost hard to speak, with the deep plundering of her own fingers.

“If you fail, try, try again.”

Joan was practically panting.  Her thumb was trying to join the party in her pussy.  Her hand was trying to get all of itself up inside her!  Her hand?  Mindy's hand!

“Oh.  Ohhhhhh?”

“You don't want to fail, to quit, to give up, do you?”

“I... don't?  Uhuhuhoooh.”

“Pet Joannie, go ahead now, make that finger on your mouse useful.  Charlotte Queensberry to Room #152 in Dilner Hall starting this summer session.  Ms. Emilia Greenway to Room #833 in Karnough Hall.”

Mindy's voice was just so incredibly sexy telling her what to do.  Why did she sound so sexy?  How could this monstrous betrayal of her own daughter and her own honorary daughter sound and feel so damn sexy?

Her hand was still avidly working at her pussy and it just wouldn't stop trying to get all the fingers up inside her.... 

She wished she could stop.  Her hand's handiwork made it hard to think. 

It also made it hard to feel all that guilty.  The mind or body could only really focus on one thing at a time.  It was such a strong physical feeling overwhelming the emotional feelings.  The positive was stronger than the negative and getting stronger.  It was pulling the negative into it and adding it, combining it, making the negative into even more positive.

“Pet Joannie, have you clicked the right buttons and made the needed room assignment corrections?”

Joan panted and tried to think.  Damn fingers just wouldn't stop.

“Sometimes, uh uh uh, sometimes the system won't allow it.”

Would Mindy buy that? 

Could she get her whole hand up her own pussy? 

Probably not her own hand.  But... it was Mindy's hand.  Mindy's hand was smaller.  She thought it could fit!

“Bullshit.  Do I need to come over there or have Aubree do it?   Because I will but I'll be pissed and I won't take it out on you I'll take it out on Emilia once she gets here.”

Fuck.  Mindy had not bought it.  That bitch just wouldn't accept anything that did not line up with her will.  Maybe if she made an appeal as a mother or some sort of bargain.

“Mindy.  I'll do anything.  Anything else.  I can put anyone else in your room.  There's lots of beautiful girls on this campus.  You can have anyone.”

“Anyone?  Then I want Emilia.  I already know you'll do anything.  You know it too.  Today is proving it, isn't it?  Don't try to “give” me what I already have.  Do as you're told, Pet Joannie.”

“Mindy.  Mindy.  You must understand.  I'm her mother.  She's my daughter.  She's the most important person in my life.”

“Wait one fucking minute, Pet Joannie.  You forgot about me.  You're taking me for granted.  Now, who is really the most important person in your life?”

Joan knew what Mindy wanted to hear.  It was true her life and actions and thoughts were consumed by Mindy nowadays.  But... more important than her only daughter?

“Mindy...”  Her fingers of her left hand jabbed furiously up into her pussy while her right hand rested on her computer mouse and she kept the phone to her ear by pressing it between ear and a raised shoulder, “You are.  You're the most important person to me.  I just... I also feel responsible for Emilia.  I can't.”

“Oh, Joannie-woanie, this is a good thing.  You can and you will.  Tell me, do you think your daughter is a submissive lesbian slut like her Mom?”

“No.  No, of course not.”  Joan felt like correcting Mindy about being defined as a submissive lesbian slut but she had no evidence she wasn't and plenty that she was.

“Do you think lesbian is a disease Emilia can catch if in proximity?”

“Well... no.”

“So there seems to be no risk here.  You please me, you save yourself a punishment, Emilia makes new friends, gets exposed to some new ideas.  She can condemn them if she wants.  Time for her to leave the nest, Pet Joannie.  Maybe I can help her find a new nest she wants to nuzzle up to.”

“But I wouldn't be able to come over there to your new dorm if she lived there.  We couldn't do... you know... the things we do.”

“Maybe or maybe not.  We'll always have your office and I can loan you out bunches to Rosalie and Deb and Shan.  Don't worry.  We won't let your pussy dry up.”

“You know I'd do anything for you, but--”

“Prove it.  Make those “room appointment reallocations”.  Do it now.  Once you click them in and they are saved you are allowed to orgasm.”

One hand worked her pussy and the other hand used the mouse and clicked the boxes.  She felt the one hand and watched the other, her eyes going back and forth from the computer screen to the hand on the mouse.  It was like the hand had its own will.  Like it was Mindy utilizing it.  Which Mindy was.

She moved her “honorary daughter” Charlotte Queensberry first.  Like the slight delay in moving her own daughter might save her daughter from being moved at all.  But with a few clicks and entries Charlotte was reassigned.  She was going to be so sad not rooming with Emilia! 

Even sadder when Deb and Shan made her into their pet over there in Dilner Hall.  If.  If they did, she reminded herself.  Charlotte wasn't a slut.  Not everyone was a slut like Joan.  Not everyone was cut out to be some kind of human sex pet!

So then that left Emilia.  Well, she couldn't stay in a room all alone and on her own....

Charlotte was no longer available to room with Emilia....

Poor Emilia would be lonely on her own... if she was on her own....

Rosalie and Pet Mia – Mia Respess – did have an opening in their three person dorm room....

It was campus housing policy that these openings be filled, whenever possible, before unused dorm rooms were given out....

As the Director of Housing and Student Orientation she really should follow all campus policies and recommendations....

Joan clicked.  Joan typed.  Joan pressed “Enter”.

Joan told herself it was for the moment.  She could always go back in the system and reverse the changes.

But she knew she wouldn't.

Mindy would never give her permission to do that....

The changes were complete.

Joan climaxed with the phone clamped in the crook of her neck, groaning like a tortured captive in a dungeon, shaking, making the big swivel office chair bounce and creak.

Mindy listened on the other end and grinned a victory grin.  She knew damn well Pet Joannie had made the demanded entries.

Chapter Three

Aubree was having a quiet Wednesday as well.  At first.  Other than her thoughts.  Her thoughts were a jabbering argumentative tempest.  But, outside her head, everything was quiet and uncannily normal.

Well, her ass wasn't normal.  Not with that butt plug up there.  She hadn't made a decision about that thing yet.  Technically, she had made a decision she guessed.  She'd decided to leave it up her ass.  She just had not decided to take it out.  But not taking it out was still a decision.

It was strange.  She'd slept well despite her troubled thoughts and the foreign object up her ass.  Well and deep.  When she woke up she was, at first, strangely calm and matter-of-fact. 

She thought about her deep sleep and shook her head with a wry little smile.  The deeper the butt plug the deeper the sleep....

It was like the events of the day before left a physical effect on her, left a physical residue of... no other word for it, satisfaction... while her mind avoided the stress of it by acting like it was a dream.  Just a fantasy.  Nothing to be worried about.  Let the memory fade like a dream when you woke up.  How those dreams evaporate in the light.

But, it was real!  It really had happened.  All that stuff.  “It” after “it” after “it”.  All of “it”.

If she had any doubts as to whether “it” happened they were removed when she'd gotten out of bed and became fully aware of that fully inserted butt plug. 

Those doubts were further removed as she recalled she was not supposed to remove that butt plug.  Recalled that and obeyed.  Obeyed and knew she was obeying what someone else wanted of her and not what she wanted. 

Thinking of obedience to the will of another made Aubree's pussy tighten with flexed muscles even as in another way it felt like it was loosening.  Getting ready.  Wanting action.

That morning, standing next to her bed with pussy moistening and her ass gripping at that butt plug she nearly lay back down to masturbate.  She couldn't take out the butt plug – she did not have the willpower – but she thought maybe she could eliminate her lust by satisfying it.  Feed it until it went away like some wild animal.

Then she remembered she needed this Mindy Short's permission to masturbate.  It was well after midnight now.  Her masturbation carriage had turned back into a masturbation pumpkin like the most twisted Cinderellla ever. 

Permission!  She needed that Mindy's permission to even masturbate?  She wasn't ready to defy her even in private.  She had to think that out.  The best way out even while she could not take out that cursed butt plug.

So... she couldn't just do it.  She'd have to ask Mindy for permission.  Call her or text her.  But, no, she never would.  Never ever ever.  She'd already decided that the night before.  Doing something like that would be crazy.  She never would.

Even just the thought of having to do that and then actually obeying that wrong stupid order... having to ask... even that did a number on her pussy.  Like her pussy liked this mind-game sex game torture by that Mean Mindy.

So she couldn't just masturbate and she would never ever ask for permission so she was stuck.  No masturbation.  Not until she knew the right time and the right way to rebel.

What was the problem?  She'd sometimes gone weeks without masturbating!  The day before she'd had like half a dozen orgasms.  She should be good to go for a month or more, right?  Wrong!  Her pussy felt like a bottomless pit of sexual need.

Little Melanie saved her from any chance that she might have crumbled and texted Mindy for permission.  Not that there was any such chance.  She never would!  Melanie cried for her morning feeding and Aubree had kicked into mother mode.

Then, later, she'd been quite conscious of the butt plug when dropping little Melanie off at her Mom's, Melanie's grandmother.  Geez, if Mom were to ever know.   Her daughter, sleeping with a butt plug, driving around town with a butt plug up her butt, at work with a butt plug.  Soon she'd need to go pump milk from her breasts.  With a butt plug up her ass! 

That was the thing.  When you had a butt plug up your ass everything you did you did with a butt plug up your ass.  Everything.  Which made every little thing sexually twisted.

Walk anywhere?  The butt plug twisted and worked around, just a little.  Her asshole would tighten on it like it was trying to keep it from sliding out yet she knew it couldn't anyway because of that wide part and then super narrow part near the end.

Bend over to pick something up?  You were practically ass fucking yourself then!

Aubree thought, “This must be how a Popsicle feels” and nearly laughed out loud.  They had a stick up their ass, too, didn't they?

Dang!  It wasn't funny!  She had a foreign object up her ass and had since the evening before.  With no end in sight!  No “end” in sight because she couldn't really even see it without a mirror.  Not well at least.

She tried looking at it earlier in the bathroom stall.  Twisted around a little like a cat chasing her tail.

Why did she try looking at it?  Because it was just so hard to believe!  Seeing is believing.  She guessed awkward ass discomfort and that ready feeling in her pussy maybe also was some believing.

Aubree's cell phone chirped an incoming text.  Probably her Mom.  She hoped Melanie was fine and hurried to check the text.

She was a little shocked to see it was from Mindy.  A lot shocked.  Then she remembered Mindy telling her in that dorm room of sexual sin she ran that Joan Greenway gave her Aubree's cell number.  Aubree had never given Joan permission to do that and she never would have! 

She did have to admit that had Mindy asked her directly she would have given it to the girl.  She hadn't refused that girl anything.  The idea she let Mindy use her every which way sexually but that she would have refused to give her the cell number was a ridiculous one. 

Joan had given it to Mindy and had failed to even warn Aubree, though.  Boy, had Aubree ever been wrong about her boss Joan.  That fucking slut!

How's your milk production today, little cow Aubree?

Aubree hated her!  Sure, Mindy had said that kind of stuff to her last night but that was in the heat of the moment.  Or whatever.  But this!  It was premeditated!  It was an electronic record!  How should she answer?  Should she ignore it?  If she ignored it was Mindy going to come traipsing in here?

Aubree looked nervously into Tanya Wilkinson's office.  Tanya looked preoccupied with paperwork.  Tanya was possibly more demanding than Joan.  Well, for sure, at least before this other stuff started. 

Throw yesterday into the equation and Joan was more demanding.  Tanya, unlike Joan, had certainly never demanded Aubree give her an orgasm by Aubree's own hand!

Tanya was also sixty percent of her supervisor.  Tanya did get Aubree three of her five days each week.  It was more important to stay on her good side even than Joan's.

Fiddlesticks!  She'd better text an answer to Mindy even though answering such a question, in and of itself, was pretty damning.

Fine.

Was that all Mindy wanted or wanted to know?  Aubree doubted it.

Moments later her doubt was confirmed.

No pumping until and unless I give you permission to pump.  At least for today.

Aubree felt stupefied.  Permission to pump milk?  No way!  That was expecting way too much and for no good reason. 

Needing to have Mindy's permission to masturbate... well, she could almost see that.  See why Mindy would require that and maybe, just maybe, seeing herself complying. 

Maybe.  Totally never but also just a little bit maybe.  Maybe one Aubree out of ten thousand alternate universe Aubree's.

No!  Actually not!  Never!  How strange it would even occur to her that she might.  Obviously, her mind had meant she could see other people, not good people like Aubree, complying with that Mindy order.  Not herself!

Pumping her breast milk though?  That was a regular bodily function.  What next?  Permission needed to go pee?

What right did this girl have to try this kind of wrong with her?  Aubree's fingers trembled as she texted back. 

No.

A moment later, there was Mindy's response.

Yes.

Head to head.  Two wills opposed.  Fiddlesticks.  Aubree knew Mindy had the upper hand.  Not the “high ground” certainly but, yeah, the upper hand.  It wasn't good to contest that girl. 

Aubree really didn't feel like contesting her.  Not due to any consequences or due to tiredness or confusion or, at least, not just for those reasons.

Aubree had an honest feeling like she just did not want to deny Mindy anything.  Like she wanted to enable whatever Mindy wanted.  Like she wanted to be... useful, she guessed... to her.

Darn!  Aubree knew she was way to eager to please others.  In general and here now in this despicable lesbian sex pet situation.

All right, if she couldn't defy Mindy – yet! – then she'd just have to persuade her.  She sent Mindy a text.

I must pump every few hours or my milk production will go down.  My daughter is getting big and needs a lot of milk nowadays.  I can't not pump.  I need to pump more in the mornings.  That's when I make more milk than other times.

There.  Let Mindy chew on that.  Chew on it like a cow chewing a cud of grass.  Mindy could be the darn cow for once!

Mindy's answer.

No worry, Pet Aubree.  We won't let your milk production decrease.  Fuck, we're going to dramatically increase it!  We'll take care of that milking you need before long.  All you need to do is text me when you're too full.  Ask me for permission.  Not hard.

It was too hard!  Texting itself wasn't but the humiliation of asking...

Aubree's pussy felt wet and hot.  Loose.  Needy.

When had that happened?  When, when, when?  Why, why, why?

Aubree chose not to send a text back.  She kept looking at her phone nervously but no calls or messages came in.  Mindy was leaving her alone at least for the time being. 

Aubree's breasts already felt pretty full.  She'd fed Melanie that morning but dropping her off, driving to Hilland, and morning office duties gave them time to build up milk supply.

She knew it wouldn't be long before her breasts began to ache and then outright hurt.  She'd left her pump at home by accident one day and it had been hellish.  She'd thought she could make it but, a bit after lunch, had to beg Joan to let her take a second lunch to drive over to her Mom's and feed Melanie.  She'd felt like crying.

When it got that bad again, today, and she knew it would eventually, was she going to text Mindy for “permission”?

Darn.  She felt like she would.  How humiliating having to ask to do what they both knew she had to do!  Compromising, too.  That text would be “out there” in the cloud of electronic information.

Aubree's pussy felt wetter all the time.

Aubree wondered what the Russian hackers would think of her text asking for permission to milk herself.  She felt like laughing.  She felt like crying.  She did neither.  She kept the laughs and the tears inside.  Just like she was keeping her milk inside....

Hear this special announcement, bodily fluids.  All bodily fluids shall, for the time being, remain inside.  This includes you, tears and pussy juice!

Aubree covered her mouth with one hand for a second to keep from laughing.  She was sure it would sound like a crazy woman's laugh.  Maybe even because it was!

Aubree distracted herself by looking at the weekly planner on her desk.

Aubree was relieved she didn't have to go work with Joan for at least one more day.  She had to get her own head screwed on straight.  Emphasis on “straight”. 

Aubree was pretty sure Joan would try something with her tomorrow on Thursday.  She would and then probably Mindy or one or more of those other mean lesbian students Mindy would show up and try something also.  Some things. 

They would expect sexual favors from Joan and probably Aubree next time, too.  Probably?  More like for sure.

Aubree wasn't entirely sure how she would handle that.  Of course, she couldn't “participate”.  Not again.  But how to go about refusing with enough strength and clarity that her wishes would be respected?  That was the question. 

Aubree was also on edge with that butt plug up her ass.  You just really couldn't get too comfortable with it.  Especially when you sat on the thing.  It pushed in new directions the body did not want it to go.  It made her feel like pooping all the time!

She hadn't been given permission to take it out once and for all.  She was too embarrassed to ask for permission from Mindy to take it out, and she didn't want to play her game or acknowledge Mindy's command over her.  She also dreaded defying Mindy.  Her will was so strong and Mindy knew so much.  Aubree just hoped Mindy would forget about her. 

If she didn't hear from Mindy about it in maybe a week or so she'd take the butt plug out permanently and not just for certain bathroom functions.  That said, she still had not decided for sure one way or the other if she would lick it clean as Mindy had directed she do whenever she took it out.

She really felt so unready to defy that girl.  Just in case of her own obedience and she decided that she couldn't defy Mindy she'd brought her toothbrush and a little unopened travel tube of toothpaste in her purse inside a zip-lock sandwich baggy.  She should label it “In case of ass breath from oral butt plug cleaning”.

Again, that urge to laugh.  She better not.  If she started laughing she might not stop.  Ever.

It made Aubree nervous wearing the butt plug around campus and the office.  It had to be a violation of some campus code.  Was it sex in the workplace?  Was it sex?  It was sexy.  Was it sexy?  Well, it was to Mindy she guessed.  That was why Mindy wanted her to wear it.  Must be. 

Obviously, most guys and a lot of women would find it sexy to see it sticking out of Aubree's sexy ass or if they saw it getting shoved into her ass.  Yeah, she never bragged or anything but she knew she had a sexy ass.

It had looked sexy in the mirror the night before when she kept fucking it in tiny short strokes in and out of her butt-hole.  It had also felt sexy.  Extremely.

She'd checked in the mirror at home after she got dressed and it didn't show against the back of her dress.  She knew she wasn't quite walking how she usually did though.  Just a little off and a bit slower. 

You can't have something fairly big up your ass and have no tells at all!  She tried to just stay in her chair whenever Tanya was around.  Of course, that seemed to press it further in and to press her inner flesh more firmly against it....

She shifted in her chair to reach across her desk and it poked at a new angle, pressed on one side of her rectum and caused the most uncanny dreamy ticklish I-need-to-poop feeling. 

Aubree found herself often reaching across her desk.  For a pen from the pen holder.  For a different pen.  For a paper clip.  For another paper clip.  For the stapler.  For staples for the stapler.  The stapler wasn't out of staples but, you know, just in case.  For the yellow highlighter.  She didn't need it now but she might later. 

Another pen.  She should try to use each one every day so the ink didn't get dry.  She wasn't sure if ink in pens ever got dry nowadays.  Better safe than sorry! 

She reached to the in-box for papers again and again.  Then still did when nothing was in there.  No harm in checking! 

Better check that out-box also.  She knew she hadn't put anything in there but maybe someone else had.  Nope, nothing there.  She'd check again in a few seconds.  Just to be sure!  Aubree prided herself on thorough attention to detail.

Aubree found she was practically rocking back and forth, sitting in her chair, sitting on that big butt plug, each rocking movement to reach what she didn't need giving her a sensation she did need.

Aubree forced herself to stop.

Later in the morning her breasts felt engorged.  Tight and painful.  When Tanya went to the restroom and no one was around Aubree popped a button and looked down on her breast cleavage sticking up from her bra.  Her breasts were so full they looked all shiny and tight as a drum.

Darn!  She saw the front of her blouse was a little wet at the top of the each breast cone.  She was leaking!  Damn that Mindy girl!

Aubree agonized.  Literally and figuratively.  Should she text for permission?  Was she really going to?

A girl's got to do what a girl's got to do....  Aubree texted and felt a surge of arousal from her pussy.  So humiliating!  Why was this humiliation doing this to her?

May I?

Mindy answered quickly like she'd been waiting.  Good thing she wasn't in class!  Cell phones were not allowed in class.

What?

Aubree knew Mindy knew what and knew Mindy knew she knew.  What a bitch!

Aubree knew, just knew, Mindy wanted her to be specific and to have that text to crow over and show to friends.  She was debasing Aubree!  On purpose!

Why did Aubree's pussy feel so hot?  It was so wet you'd think the wetness would cool all that heat.  Stop it pussy!

Aubree texted.  She gave Mindy what she knew Mindy wanted.  She gave in to that youngster.  So awful.  Such a... turn on.  Yes.  It was a turn on.  Being defeated.  Giving in. 

Aubree even gave her text a little extra.  A bit more than she absolutely needed to include.  Which gave her a bit more also in return.  A bit more pussy juice released.

Mindy, may I pretty please pump milk from my breasts?

Oh God!  She was such a slut!  Letting this young adult dominate her over the phone.  By text!  Why had she put “pretty please” in there?  She knew why.  She did it for Mindy.  For Mindy's enjoyment.  Double-darn herself for a fool!

We are not on a first name basis.  We are far beyond that and getting further all the time.  What should you call me?  Why is it you need to ask my permission for this bodily function?

The hole was getting deeper and Aubree felt herself emotionally falling in.

Aubree could sense no bottom to this hole. 

She was falling into a bottomless hole!

Aubree looked nervously towards Tanya's office and then sighed.  It wasn't a normal sigh.  Certainly not one of boredom.  It was sort of a sexy squeaky sigh.  She texted back.

Owner, my Owner, may your milk cow please, pretty please, pump milk from her tits?

Aubree felt like she was going to orgasm.  She sat very still on that butt plug.  She knew if she started rocking on it, starting reaching for things all over her desk that she did not even need, that she would not be able to stop and would end up cumming.  End up cumming in about ten seconds.

I'll think about it.  By the way, where are you M, W, and F?  When you're not with Pet Joannie.  So where are you right now?

Why the fudge did Mindy want to know where she was?  Crap doodles!  She decided not to answer.

Another Mindy text came in a few minutes later.

Works out great, Pet Aubree!  I like to spank your ass and it seems you like to have it spanked.  You now have a thorough spanking coming to you.  Tell me where you are RIGHT FUCKING  NOW or I will go out and buy a whip to use on your ass.

Even then Aubree thought about not telling her.  Mindy possibly coming here with Tanya around?  No way could that ever happen!  Seconds later another text came in.

By the way, genius, I could just call and ask Pet Joannie.  You know she'd tell me.  But I want it from you.  Straight from the horse's mouth.  Or, in this case, the cow's text.

Jumping Jehoshaphat!  It was true, Joan would just tell her.

Time to give blind stinking stupid cooperation a chance.  A ghost of a chance....

Wilder Administrative Center.  Third floor.  Office 3-L.

Mindy responded.

Wilder Third, huh?  They must love your boss.  No wonder she gets you three days and Joan only gets you for two.  Maybe I'll stop by sometime.  See how you're doing.  Get a tour.  Maybe you'll show me the office too.

Huh?  Wouldn't she see the office during the tour?  What else could you see on a tour...? 

Fiddlesticks on fire!  Was Mindy being suggestive?  Like a “tour” of Aubree herself?  Darn it, she'd already gotten that tour!  No way could any sex stuff go on anywhere in Wilder, especially the third floor.  The Dean was on the same floor!

Aubree settled her anxiety.  Mindy was obviously just trying to rattle her.  No way would she come to Wilder Administrative. 

Even though it was the brain of Hilland College students really didn't belong here.  They visited, of course, to come meet with various officials for various reasons.  But they sort of stuck out like sore thumbs also.  In their casual wear while all the real adults wore suits or at least ties and the females were dressed up to the hilt. 

Aubree was convinced that was one reason Tanya seemed to enjoy more respect and had a nicer, better-located, office than Joan Greenway.  Tanya was an impeccable dresser.

After lunch a text came in. 

Shan says she wants to try some breast milk.  I told her she can.  Can she come by now?

Aubree was angry and upset.  It showed in her text.

The milk is for my little one.  Her and no one else.  No, she can't come by or have any!  How dare you offer my milk to others!

It wasn't long before her phone beeped again with a text.  She saw Tanya look up and tried to give her a casual smile.

No one else?  We both know that's not true after last night.  I looked it up on the internet.  The more is sucked out the more the body produces.  Within limits.  We'll find out those limits.  I'm your Owner now.  I own you, your time, and your milk or anything produced by your body.  I'll tell Shan to come over and milk you.

This was... a disaster!  Aubree felt sheer panic.  She kept making spelling errors in her text back.  Corrected them and then worried Shan may already be on her way.

No!  I'm not alone!  I have a boss besides Joan and she is right next to me!

Pretty much right next to her in the connecting room.  If Mindy asked her to leave in order to go to them or to go to this Shan person she was ready to text that she couldn't. 

Instead, Mindy took a turn in her text conversation.

Tell me all about this other “boss”.  What's her name, what is she like, everything.

Aubree decided to make Tanya sound much scarier than she was in real life.  In real life Tanya had high expectations but was actually quite caring.

Her name is Tanya Wilkinson.  She is the Director of Campus Activities and Events.  She is a real no nonsense hard-ass.

Mindy probably wouldn't respect that title – wasn't Joan also a Director?  – but she may wish to steer around a rock in the river if the rock sounded immovable enough.

Hard-ass?  Sounds like a challenge.  I'd ask you what she looks like but I can't trust a cow's judgment or the word of a cow.  You go take a cell phone pic of her face and take another of her body from behind.  I want to see that “hard ass”.  Send them to me.  Get this done in the next fifteen minutes.  If you don't Shan and I are coming there to milk you.

Double fiddlesticks!

Geez.  Aubree couldn't help shaking her head a little.  Deep down she'd considered the possibility she may have to continue these activities.  Whether due to Mindy or to her weakness and her own needs. 

But even then she'd comforted herself it would only be two days a week and she was safe the other days.  Mindy just didn't want to give her any space!

She couldn't let them come down here.  So.  She had to take those pictures.  Somehow.

Aubree set her cell phone on silent mode.  She was glad she remembered to do that.  Otherwise it  made a fake electronic snapping photo shutter sound.  If she sneaked a photo and then Tanya heard that it would be hard to explain. 

She figured out she could keep the cell phone on her waist phone holster, slide it a bit to the front and it would look inactive but all she had to do was press a side button.  The view window poked above the holster.

She went into Tanya's office and asked for a clarification on something, a clarification she didn't really need.  When Tanya looked up helpfully she casually moved her hand to the cell and pressed the side button taking a photo she hoped would be good. 

Tanya was taller than her so, for the next photo, she asked Tanya to reach something for her.

“Tanya, you've got those long volleyball legs.  Can you reach something for me?”

“Volleyball legs?  These here are basketball legs, Aubree!  Sure, I can.  Show me what you need.”

Aubree showed her over in her work space, “I need a fresh note pad for when you're listing things or giving me directions and its stored up there.  Sorry.”

It was on the top shelf of a section of built-in shelving.  It was there because she'd just a minute before quick tossed it up there.  She was relieved Tanya didn't ask why it was so high or how it had even gotten there.

As Tanya stretched and reached up – it was pretty high even for her – Aubree tilted the phone at her side and took a shot she prayed included Tanya's ass. 

Tanya really did have a nice ass.  Trim and tight, especially for her age.  Her whole body was strong yet so very feminine.  Like some kind of female ideal.  Especially that ass.

Aubree could hardly believe the way she was thinking about a woman's ass.  Like a teenage boy!  But she was a heterosexual and a married mother!  She was!  She was!

Tanya was almost as old as Joan but Aubree thought Tanya could likely run faster than most women a decade younger.  Aubree was a decade younger and she knew she'd never be able to keep up with Tanya in a race or any other physical competition.

Tanya went back to her desk and Aubree moved her cell between her legs and under her own desk and surreptitiously prepared a text for Mindy.

Then she paused.  Should she send these?  Obey Mindy?

No... but she couldn't disobey her either.  So, she shouldn't but she had to.  She felt like she was crossing a line though.  Betraying Tanya.  Then again, not really.  Tanya wouldn't know. 

What was Mindy going to do, come over and seduce her?  Not likely!  The idea was a laugh.  Tanya would eat her for dinner.

That phrase had the unfortunate side effect of somehow making Aubree picture Tanya down on her knees going down on Mindy.  Said side effect producing yet another side effect in Aubree's crazy disobedient ignorant pussy getting wet.  Wetter actually.

Fiddlesticks!  Geez!

Aubree checked the photos under the lip of her desk.  They had turned out perfect actually.  Tanya really was a beautiful woman and the light from the window on her upturned, expectant, helpful face made her look just as attractive as she really was. 

Aubree sent the pictures in two text messages with no attached comment.

Aubree felt breathless and excited.  She'd felt like some secret agent sneaking those photos.  Seeming like an inconspicuous ally but really a plant.  What did they call them?  A mole!  Her mouth wanted to smile just a little.  In less than twenty-four hours she'd gone from a human to a cow and now to a mole....

Mindy texted back.

O!  Tanya W. is a black lady!  Interesting!  I want one!  A new breed of pet!

What a sick joke!  She wanted one, did she?  Just like that?  She gave her a bit of a smart ass answer.  Aubree was nice but she could be a smart ass especially when backed into a corner.

Nice racism.

Mindy texted right back.  That girl had quick little thumbs.

Not racism.  You're all various breeds to me.  White, black, whatever.  Bunch of fucking animals.  I'm very fair.  I treat you all like slut animals.  I'd like to treat her the same.  Don't stand in the way of her equality with you in coming to be my unequal.  What next, genius?  Am I racist against white people because you're my pet?

Huh.  Mindy made sort of a good point in a mad mad world sort of way.  What it really meant was that Mindy was worse than a racist.  She was a... a... a de-humanist! 

It wasn't like Aubree would be able to change Mindy's dysfunction though.  She texted.

Whatever.  Tanya don't play.  She'll never be anyone's pet.  Good luck with that. 

Of course, she didn't really wish her good luck.  It was just sarcasm. 

She knew Mindy would fail if she tried anything with Tanya but her coming around trying it, that alone could cause problems especially if she seemed to know Aubree let alone said anything about her.  It was just best to make the situation clear to the little monster so that nothing at all took place.

Mindy texted back.

Save that luck for yourself.  How are your tits?  Big milk balloons?

Aubree so hoped Mindy would finally give her permission to pump!  She composed her message back in as pleasing a way as she could hoping it would garner the needed permission.  It was such a submissive message it made Aubree's ongoing issue with pussy wetness worsen – or better – dramatically.

They hurt bad, Owner.  Will you please please let me milk them.  I will be so grateful!

She tapped her feet nervously.  Well, not just nervous.  It was getting hard to stay still when her breasts felt so uncomfortable. 

Chapter Four

A few minutes later a text finally arrived.

Look down the hallway towards the women's restroom.

Mystified but with a stab of worry, Aubree got up and walked over to the open doorway.  She poked her head out and looked right.

Geez. 

Mindy was standing down by the door to the restroom and another girl with very short hair, not much longer than Mindy's crew-cut, was with her.  Mindy had come up to Third floor Wilder Administrative!  Mindy was so bold it was enough to anger Aubree.  It was also enough to make her afraid.

Mindy was grinning a huge grin at her from down there.  She nudged the other girl, that girl located Aubree with her eyes, and then she grinned in similar fashion.  Mindy made a show of pressing a button on her phone and a fraction of a second later Aubree's phone chirped the text had arrived.

Aubree looked, not wanting to see it, but knowing she had to look.

We're curious students in need of knowledge.  Bring your breast pump down to the ladies room and show it to us.

Aubree stood still for a second while her mind raced.

This did not bode well.  If she didn't do it, though, they might come into the office and ruin her workplace, ruin Tanya's perception of her.  At the very least.  At least they had not yet come to the office so maybe Aubree was actually lucky.  The only way to maintain that luck was to do as told.

As commanded.

By that wicked young adult girl who thought she owned Aubree!

Aubree went back to her desk, saw Tanya was busy on the phone and distracted so no explanation was needed, and gathered her breast pump case.  She brought it to the ladies room.  No sign of Mindy and the other girl outside it.  She knew they'd be inside then.  It wasn't like they'd just show up and then wonder off.

They were inside the restroom.  Waiting for her.  She knew it.

Aubree took a breath and entered the ladies restroom.

There they were, leaning on sinks.

Mindy said, “Let's go into that big handicap stall.  Lots of room for all three of us.”

Aubree said nothing.  She did not trust her voice.  She did not know if she could keep calm.

The restroom was fairly small, only two other stalls besides the handicap one and the doors stood open so Aubree knew it was just the three of them.  For the moment. 

Not many of the administrators used this restroom.  Most of them used the larger ladies restroom in the Southwest corner of Wilder.  There was a good chance no one would enter this one any given half hour time period.

They crowded into the handicap stall and the other girl swung the door shut and bolted it.

Aubree felt a sense of resignation come over her.  Then it weakened and something else overtook it.  A sense of anticipation.

“Gimme that.”  Mindy didn't wait.  She just grabbed the breast pump case.  Then, surprising Aubree, she took off her backpack, unzipped it open, and shoved the breast pump case in.  Zipped it back closed.

Mindy stood back up but left her backpack on the floor, “I'm going to take it to show and tell.”

“What?”  Aubree felt suddenly stupid.  Like she could not understand anything until told by someone else.  Why was Mindy taking her breast pump?  They were expensive!  Mindy had no possible use for it.

Mindy grinned, “Just kidding.  I will take good care of it though.  It occurred to me that a weak-willed pet like you, a dumb cow really, may not be able to obey and not pump out her boob juice.  Ruled by instinct and all that.  Even though I know you want to obey me, maybe you would not be able to.  So, I'll hang onto it during your work days.  You'll deliver it each morning and I'll bring it back or tell you where to get it each afternoon or evening.”

She couldn't go all work day without pumping!  Aubree felt anger, real anger, a rare feeling for her.

Mindy went on, “You may not even need it any more.  If Shan here takes a liking to your booby juice, and maybe Deb and Rosalie, you won't need to pump.  Then I'll just keep this pump up on a shelf collecting dust.  You can see it and reminisce whenever you're over at my place on all fours getting milked into puppy bowls full of cereal.  Won't that be nice?”

“Mindy, you can't.  I have to pump every several hours.  Geez, I have to pump now.  Right now.  Really bad.”

“No worry, Pet Aubree.  Although I think sucking down boob juice is disgusting my contemporaries do not.  Shan, Deb, even Rosalie.  They all want to suckle.  Big babies!  They'll give you the relief you need and, with their hard sucking, we'll really get that milk production up to speed.  Hell, you'll probably be texting them at night to come over to your place and suck suck suck.”

The hell Aubree ever would!

Mindy had her breast pump now.  For today.  Aubree wasn't going to wrestle with her for it!  Once she got it back she'd keep it safe.  Maybe in a little safe.  Aubree vowed this was the only time Mindy would get a hold of it.

“Take off that shirt and bra, little cow.  Let's get this party started.  Shan's hungry.”

Aubree was filled with disbelief.  Disbelief and... submissive obedience.

Aubree took off her shirt and bra.  Hung them carefully on the coat hook on the middle inner door.

That other girl, Shan, pressed Aubree back into the cold painted cement blocks of the wall.  Lowered her mouth.  Latched on.

Oh geez.  Another adult sucking milk from Aubree's tits!

It took a minute but Aubree's breasts were so tight.  Despite her anxiety she let down her milk.  Feeling it flow, feeling that incredibly strong suctioning from this Shan girl... felt almost orgasmic.  Aubree shook. 

Her nipples were hard which made flow more difficult but Shan also squeezed each breast she mouthed at, timing the squeezing with her sucks, and each squeeze/suck combo made a powerful squirt of milk shoot out. 

Like when a river narrows and the water then flows faster as a result.  That was the effect of her hard nipples.

The effect of Shan's sucking as minutes passed was disconcerting and discombobulating.  Overwhelming.  Wonderful.  Too good to be true. 

Aubree wished it wasn't true but knew it was.  An adult... female... lesbian... student... she didn't even know... was sucking milk from her breasts and... Aubree loved it.

It was similar and yet totally different than when she fed Melanie.  The sucks were so much more powerful for one thing.  That was the main physical difference.  That and her breasts being so needy for relief.  Another difference was that she was, somehow, even though she should not be, extremely aroused and her pussy was hot and wet and her vulva felt about as swollen as her breasts were.  The physical sensations down low just naturally teamed up with, combined, and blended with the powerful sucking milk-releasing sensations up top.

Then there was the naughtiness of it.  This was so wicked!  So risky!  With students in the bathroom!  Someone could walk in.  Would Shan stop or would she suck away and treat whoever entered the bathroom to the sound of her feeding on Aubree?

Through hooded eyes she saw Mindy staring at her like at a bug under a microscope.  Aubree couldn't keep the passion out of her eyes or off her face.  She also couldn't keep quiet.  Little moans and little groans grew up to become big moans and big groans.

Mindy nodded like an lab technician seeing the expected experimental results come to fruition.

Mindy watching made it all the more humiliating.  Which, for no good reason, made it all the more arousing to Aubree.  Her pussy was so wet.  She felt like she'd fuck... well... anything right then.  A strange man.  A dildo.  A dildo too big for her pussy.  A fucking bull!  Anything!

Mindy lowered down onto her knees and crawled between Aubree's legs and pushed her head up under Aubree's dress.

Aubree could guess what she was up to.  Which was exactly why she held still for it.

Mindy pulled down Aubree's panties.  They were soaked.  She handed them up to Shan's hand.  Shan released the nipple from her mouth, “What the fuck?”

Mindy's voice under the dress was slightly muffled, “Put 'em on her head, over her face.  That way she won't forget them in here.”

Aubree thought, “That is so... unnecessary!  I won't forget!  Geez.”

Shan put them over Aubree's face and Aubree burned with humiliation.  Not her face.  Her pussy.

Aubree's panties were so wet they shaped themselves to her face.  They were draped at a diagonal across her face with the waistband running from under her right ear to above her left and around the back of her head.  Like the naughtiest hair net ever!  The crotch covered her nose, narrowed between her eyes but not enough.  Her vision was mostly obscured.

She felt Mindy's mouth, her lips, and, an instant later, her tongue.  On her pussy!  A student's mouth was on her pussy!  A girl student's mouth!  She'd done it for Mindy the night before but it seemed more naughty to receive that same pleasure in return. 

Taking seemed worse than giving.  It felt a dang wagon-load better though!

Shan began vigorous sucking on Aubree's right breast.  She'd greatly depleted the milk supply in the left one already.  Aubree felt her milk flow freely from her right breast. 

Mindy's tongue stabbed rapidly at Aubree's pussy hole and her nose ground insistently against Aubree's clitoris.

They were draining her of milk and filling her with tongue!

Seconds later, just that fast, Aubree went into orgasm.  It was so strong it felt more like going into cardiac arrest.  They held her hot body against the cool painted cinder blocks.  Other than holding her up a bit neither girl altered their actions.  Mindy licked away at Aubree's pussy and Shan sucked and sucked on Aubree's right breast.

Aubree eventually roused out of her sexual stupor only to quickly fall back into it as the sensations continued and began to strengthen again.  Aubree knew these two girls weren't satiated yet and neither was she.  Everyone wanted more. 

Aubree breathed rapidly.  It felt like she couldn't catch enough air.

Just about there....

Mindy pulled her damp head from under Aubree's dress, “Shan, what's the level of those milk tanks up there?”

Shan pulled off an Aubree nipple with a hard lingering nipple-stretching suck, “I don't know.  They don't feel like they're about to pop any more.  My thirst is quenched.  For now.”

Mindy then squinted up at Aubree, “Is it enough?  Pain gone?”

Aubree realized they actually wanted her to speak.  Words.  Imagine that.  It seemed to take her a moment to recall how to talk, “Yes.  It's enough.”

Mindy stood up, “Get your shit back on and go back to work.  Remember you need to text when you need a milking.  Also, take those soggy panties off your head.  Your boss wouldn't recognize you.”

Aubree doubted she'd recognize herself.  In a mirror or through introspection.  Who was she?  Aubree?  Pet Aubree?  A slut?  A human cow?

Wait a minute!  She needed that second orgasm!

Someone had to bring this to their attention.

Who?

Geez, it had to be her.  No one else was there to do it.  So humiliating!

“Mindy, I need, I still need, I mean, I was almost about to, you know....”

“Pop your cork?  Orgasm yet again like a slutty subby lesbian human dairy cow?  Yeah, I already know that.  Be happy with one for now.  I'm keeping you on edge to help you with... an added duty later on.  Now, get your shit together and get back to work.”

She wouldn't exactly say she got her “shit together”, emotionally or physically with damp clothing, but she did go back to work.  She watched Mindy Short and Shan traipsing down the hallway past the office, wearing those backpacks – one with her breast pump kit in it! – and chatting like they didn't have a care in the world. 

They never even looked over at Aubree.

Chapter Five

Aubree actually got some work done after that.  A little.  Not as productive as her usual but, you  know, more productive than getting milked by a lesbian student in the handicap stall of the ladies restroom....

Aubree also ate her packed lunch.  She and Tanya didn't have the same shared lunch time meals as her and Joan did. 

Tanya was a bit more of a separate worlds person.  Some would think she didn't want to mix with a commoner like Aubree.  Some, but not Aubree!  She respected Tanya.  Not everyone was as engaging and friendly as Joan Greenway.

Yeah, of course Joan had turned out to be way too engaging and way too friendly.  Now Aubree thought it was good Tanya was such a workplace professional.  Tanya would never seduce and lead her subordinate into a student lesbian domination submission thing, would she?

No.

As it turned out, however, someone perhaps thought that the opposite could be true, with Aubree entangling Tanya....

About three in the afternoon, with Aubree's breasts again feeling tight and uncomfortable with milk supply, a text arrived from Mindy.

You're going to soften up Tanya for me.  Soften up that “hard-ass”.  You go seduce her.  Doesn't have to be anything dominant.  It can be sweet and equal if you want.  But you go to her and get her involved in sex.  Go all the way.  Do that and we'll make sure you get another nice orgasmic milking.

Aubree sat very still.  The wheels of her mind spun uselessly.

Another text.

I'll need proof.  Proof of honest effort.  Call me when you're ready and you'll leave the call connected while you seduce her. 

Aubree had to wonder about Mindy's intentions.  Was she trying to get Aubree fired?  What had Aubree ever done to her?  Nothing.  She'd done everything requested, ordered, demanded.  

No, Mindy had no reason to want Aubree to get fired.  Other than being evil.  Which maybe she was. 

Maybe Mindy really did “want one” of Tanya Wilkinson.  Did she want her because she wanted more and more women or did she really want one of her, whatever, lesbian harem, specifically to be an African-American woman?

Who knew what went on in that twisted Mindy mind.

It didn't matter.  She'd have to try to seduce Tanya she guessed but she couldn't see that working. 

Tanya was no lesbian.  She was actually somewhat asexual though beautiful.  Not at all asexual in looks.  Tanya was all woman, built like a beauty pageant winner.  In fact, some said that was the reason she was so well-regarded.  But not Aubree.  She knew Tanya was a hard worker and people-wise as well.

That was just the thing though.  Tanya didn't date that Aubree ever knew or heard.  She was all about her job, her role in life, making a difference on the larger scale.

Even if Aubree was, say, a handsome dude who was not Tanya's subordinate, and did not bring risk to job status, and simply asked her to a movie, Aubree kind of thought Tanya would pass on the offer.

So, seducing Tanya?  What a joke.  Mindy just had no idea but Aubree knew not to even try to persuade her.

Poor Tanya!  She'd have to put up with Aubree's lame attempt to seduce her.  Poor Tanya might even have to fire Aubree and would probably feel terrible even while doing it. 

Even if it were to happen Aubree reasoned it would mean Tanya liked that sort of thing.  So... it wouldn't really be a betrayal.  Just some kind of destiny.

Aubree didn't think she needed to worry about succeeding.  Only about the consequences of failing.  Aubree just could not picture success.  Tanya.  Being seduced.  By anyone!   It could never happen. 

Seduce Tanya Wilkinson?  She didn't think Mindy could do it and Mindy was some kind of seduction savant!  What chance would Aubree have?

Was she really going to try it?

Did she really have a choice?

But why did Mindy want her to try just to end up failing?  That little foolish lesbian girl must somehow think Aubree could do it.

If she tried and failed she could lose her job depending on Tanya's reaction.  Could.  But if she didn't try then Mindy and maybe friends of hers would be down here making her do stuff.  In which case she would definitely lose her job. 

The best outcome was to try to succeed but fail.  Try her very best, weak as that would probably be and as unwelcome as that would be to Tanya, and Mindy would be satisfied she'd done her best.  She didn't have to worry about trying “too hard” because success wasn't even possible.

As far as Tanya, if she didn't act too crazy in her seduction attempt or too offensive she was pretty sure Tanya wouldn't fire her.  Once refused and likely admonished she could tell Tanya it was due to loneliness for Curt and that she'd been confused. 

The confused part would certainly be true.  Tanya would probably let it go.  After all, if she made a pass at Tanya, welcome or not, at least it was a sort of a compliment.

If she failed and it sounded like Tanya was going to have her fired then she'd tell Tanya everything and maybe Tanya could help her or at least look the other way about this thing with Mindy once she understood Aubree's new circumstance. 

If she succeeded....  Tanya was a beautiful strong woman.  Aubree had always admired and respected her.  As a Director and as a woman. 

Now that Aubree had crossed that line, lesbian sex was actually quite intriguing.  She'd have to look at it as just something separate and not cheating on Curt.  Even though it was.  Her three days with Tanya would still be “safe” from Mindy and her crew but just not sexless. 

Sex with Tanya wouldn't be bad.  At all. 

Aubree was feeling naughty.  Aubree was getting more turned on by the moment. 

She pictured that contrast of their two sets of skin colors up close and personal.  Contrast in contact.  Aubree had that super white skin.  She just couldn't catch a tan.  She only burned and peeled if she tried too hard.  Tanya, obviously, was black.  Not the blackest of blacks.  Still very dark compared to Aubree.

She was a bit curious and worried about something.  What if she did get Tanya engaged in sex but the sex wasn't as good? 

Right now she thought of what had happened with Joan and Mindy as a learning experience.  And Cara and that Shan girl too!  Learning she enjoyed lesbian sex.  Honestly, she liked it more than heterosexual sex with her own husband!  Or any other guy from before him. 

But it was more than just lesbian sex, wasn't it?  There was all that humiliation, name-calling, dehumanizing.  Being dominated.  What if those were the real causes that made the sex so good?

What if Aubree was some kind of submissive?  Who enjoyed being dominated by someone, man or woman?  That would suck!

If she had sex with Tanya and it wasn't as good then she'd know it wasn't really the lesbian aspect that did it for her.  It would mean being dominated was her thing!  Just awful!  To end up wanting what you don't want. 

She'd be like one of those old-style movie robots saying “Does not compute, does not compute” before bursting a gasket or whatever robots had, shooting some sparks followed by smoke and then shutting down.

It would maybe make a kind of sense though.  She'd always been the follower type with friends, at work, even in the bedroom. 

Shit! 

Whoops.  She'd meant to think “Fiddlesticks!”

She'd never seduced anyone before.  She had no idea how to do it.  She couldn't be dominant.  Just couldn't.  She couldn't even be crafty or clever about it.  She was smart but not with this kind of thing.  She had no sense of manipulation.

She thought she just better make an honest presentation to Tanya.

She scoffed at herself.  What, make some PowerPoint slides and a “pie” chart?

No.  But there were other kinds of presentations, weren't there?

She knew if she just offered sex to Tanya the answer would have to be no.  Just automatically.  But if Tanya Wilkinson saw something that maybe turned her on a little first maybe the answer, when finally given, could be yes. 

Or maybe there would be no real question, no verbal question or verbal answer but only a physical answer.   An opportunity made clear and then, perhaps, an opportunity taken by Tanya.

Aubree called Mindy.

Mindy obviously recognized her number, “You ready to seduce a boss, cow pet?”

After a hesitation Aubree said, “As ready as I'll ever be I guess.”

“Leave this call connected so I can hear your technique and progress.  Got get her, tiger!  Oops, I meant go get her cow.”

Aubree put her cell phone with the call connected into her waist phone holster.

This was crazy!

Before she could lose her courage – which was really fear of Mindy – she stood up, went into Tanya's office, and closed the door behind her.  She locked it.

Tanya looked up puzzled.

Aubree stood about five feet short of Tanya's desk so that Tanya would be able to see most of her.  “I'm taking a break.”

“In my office?”

“Sometimes a girl needs a special break and these special breaks should be in private and not shared with the world.”

Tanya's facial expression was one of confusion.  Like trying to solve a fortune cookie fortune that made no sense.

Aubree kicked off her shoes and pulled off her pants and panties.  She was careful to set them on a chair with the cell phone on the belt facing up so the audio would not be muffled.

She turned back to Tanya wearing nothing below the waist.

Tanya's expression was... well... you can imagine.  Flabbergasted.

Aubree spread her legs a little and moved both hands to her pussy.  Her fingers plunged through the sparse red-brown pubic hair.  She began masturbating.  She tried to make it as passionate, as entertaining, as possible.

It seemed like Tanya could not look away though it wasn't clear if this was due to simple shock or something more.

Aubree's pussy was already wet.  Very.  This risk, this outrageous behavior, this exposure, this obedience to Mindy's will from afar, all combined to form a powerful cocktail.  A cocktail that then seemed to pour out of her pussy!

Tanya found her voice, “Aubree, I'm not even sure what to say about this.  The phrase “wildly inappropriate” comes to mind.  This is really not like you.”

Aubree expected resistance.  She would do her best and hopefully Mindy would agree it was her best, “Tanya, relax.  My pussy is on fire and I need to deal with it.  You wouldn't want me doing this in the outer office, would you?  Just relax.  You can watch.  That's okay.”

This made Tanya conscious she was watching.  Staring at that auburn framed pussy actually.  It was the scene of the action obviously.  Just because she was looking at it didn't mean anything.  Tanya knew no one could hold that against her.

“Can you stop, Aubree?”

“As a matter of fact... I can't stop.  This pussy needs to orgasm.  I'm just going to keep going until I get there.”

Tanya's wide eyes watched Aubree's wet fingers working in and out, “Aubree.  This isn't like you, Aubree.  Are you all right?”

“Look at me, Tanya.  Look at my hot pussy.  I'm better than all right.  I feel fantastic.  You do this, too, don't you?  Finger your pussy?  Rub your clitoris?”

“Well... if I do, I do it in the privacy of my own home.”

Two voices kept speaking up in Aubree's brain.  First she'd think, “I can't believe I'm doing this!”  But then she'd sort of snip back at herself with, “This is nothing – nothing! – compared to all those other things you've done.”

Aubree rubbed her pussy with the fingers of one hand and now used the other to spread her pussy lips in a pink fan.  It gave Tanya a very detailed view and it exposed Aubree's clitoral hood for ease of access.  Aubree even spread her legs a little more and leaned her pussy forward a bit, popped it out, just a little closer to Tanya, to make all the pussy detail all the more clear. 

This was her presentation.  Her pussy presentation.

Aubree tried to rub not too fast and not too slow.  She had to stay away from coming for awhile and keep her wits about her.  But she felt like the more she fired up her own pussy the more fired up Tanya might get seeing it.  If her seduction had any chance at all of working.

Tanya was clueless as to what to do.  Call campus security?  Threaten poor Aubree?  Both ludicrous.  This... behavior... was unacceptable, of course.  Aubree really didn't seem to be in the right state of mind just then to understand that.  She wasn't stopping. 

She just... kept fingering that hot-looking needy-looking wet-looking pussy.  Her inner pinks were some amazing shades....

“Aubree, please stop.”

“No, Tanya.  No reason to stop.  It feels good so, why not?  In fact, why don't you go ahead also.  Just pull that dress up a little and give it the attention it wants.  Your pussy.  I'm sure it would like the same things mine does.  You can copy all the stuff I do and then, later, I can copy what you do.  We'll play follow the leader.”

Tanya scoffed at the idea.  She was trying to put a stop to what Aubree was doing, not join her!

“I'm sure you mean well, Aubree, but I'm fine.”

“I bet your pussy doesn't agree with you.  Why won't you give it some attention?  What I'm doing feels great.  I'm sure your pussy works the same way.  You know, if you're not sure how to do this I can come over and do it for you.”

Aubree almost held her breath.  Would that porn movie lame line maybe somehow work?

“Aubree!  Really!  That is totally unacceptable and way too personal.  I know perfectly well how to masturbate.”

“Oh, so you do finger your pussy and rub your clitoris!  Tell you what.  Go ahead and show me how you do it.  We can maybe learn some techniques from each other.”

Now, would that porn movie lame line maybe somehow work?

“No,”  Tanya gave a short laugh of disbelief, “No, I will most definitely not be sharing any of my masturbation secrets nor will I be giving you a tour of my pussy.”

Aubree thought maybe she could challenge Tanya a little, “So you're just a one way street then?  You like to look at my pussy but won't let me see yours?”

Tanya had been staring at Aubree's spread pussy.  It was perhaps natural to look at it as it was the basic subject of their conversation.  Even so, it looked bad to be staring at it. 

Tanya looked nervously away.  Far away.  She wasn't sure what to say so she stayed quiet for the moment.

Aubree sensed she'd scored a point.  Sort of had a tiny bit of the upper hand.  Even with her actual hand low on her pussy.  Maybe she could press this advantage.  While she pressed her clitty with her thumb pad.

 “Don't look away, Tanya.  It makes me feel ugly.”

Tanya looked back, trying to keep her eyes up on Aubree's face, “You're not ugly.  You know you're not ugly.  You're a beautiful young woman.  I'm just --”

“You just think I have an ugly pussy?”

“What?  No!”  Aubree's intentional false accusation made Tanya look down at her pussy again.  Her eyes went to it and her eyes stayed on it.

To Aubree, it didn't seem like Tanya was doing it as a way to prove she did not think it was ugly.  She thought Tanya's eyes stayed on it because she was fascinated.

Like Aubree, up until about a day before then, Tanya had probably never seen another woman's pussy this close or, even if she had, had never seen one this close and this aroused at the same time. 

Aubree decided to keep things as they were for awhile.  She thought that as long as Tanya was staring right at Aubree's pussy probably her own pussy was moistening in sympathy which would morph into empathy. 

Aubree liked how her pussy, when rubbed fast, made slick wet sounds.  She thought maybe these sound effects could also work some magic on Tanya.  Drag Tanya's hearing in with her sight.  Maybe get closer, or, if she did this long enough, involve Tanya's sense of smell as well.  Once those three senses had a solid majority of compromised senses it might not be too hard to pull in those last two.

The fourth sense.  Touch.

Then...

The fifth sense.  Taste!

Indeed, Tanya's face and body had gradually relaxed and her head now tilted slightly to one side.  Almost like she was unconsciously trying to get on the same level as Aubree's pussy.  An idea Aubree found very exciting.

What if she ended up having both her supervisors go down on her and she on them in the span of twenty-four hours?  That would be so wrong but so incredible!

Aubree was so aroused by her risk-taking exhibitionism that she had to slow down her rubbing so she didn't orgasm.  She did not want to orgasm too quickly from masturbation.  She did not want to orgasm from masturbation at all!  She would prefer Tanya's mouth.

Totally in a heterosexual way of course.  Of course.

Suddenly Tanya cleared her throat like the sights and sounds had caused it to tighten even as perhaps another part of her loosened.  She sat up straight, “Aubree.  You're being... very naughty.  This has to stop.  This is a place of work.  Students may need our help at any time.”

Aubree used a sultry voice she did not even know she had, “I'm not leaving until my pussy is coming.  The door is locked.  This is all our little secret.  No student needs any real help from us.  Not really.  If there's an emergency they need to call 911.”

“I mean it, Aubree!  If you don't stop you could face disciplinary action.”

“You think I'm “naughty” and you want to discipline me?  Sure sounds like a spanking is in order.”

Aubree came around the desk.  Tanya rolled her chair back in a small retreat and waved both hands in tiny panicked wave offs trying to communicate that wasn't what she meant.  She depended on gestures because Aubree's proposal – or it's effect on her pussy – had rendered her momentarily speechless.

Aubree couldn't dare to touch Tanya.  At least, not yet.  But she could definitely intensify the experience and move this seduction along. 

As Tanya rolled back Aubree pretty much took her previous position.  Except standing there with no chair.  And with her ass now facing Tanya as she turned her back to Tanya.  Which, for a brief moment, meant Tanya could not see her pussy.  But Aubree corrected that by simply bending over further forward, putting both her wet-fingered hands on Tanya's desk, and sticking her ass out and up.  This brought her shoulders and hips in horizontal alignment on an equal level and revealed her slit in reverse between her legs. 

It was even more revealed when she spread her legs like she was going to be frisked.  Which was more or less what she hoped for actually.

She could hear heavy breathing coming from Tanya behind her.  She looked over her shoulder with smoky eyes, “Go ahead.  Spank me.”

Nothing.  No reaction.  Just wide eyes and heavy breathing.

Aubree tried to convert Tanya's inertia into action.  Aubree would need to be her external force to change Tanya's state of rest into motion.

“Tanya, go ahead and spank me.  Discipline me.  You said you would.”

Tanya was a bit dazed. 

Had she said she would?  She didn't think she had. 

Should she?  She didn't think she should.

Aubree's ass looked soft.  It did look spankable.

Aubree seemed to really want this “discipline” so it probably wouldn't be much of a punishment anyway.  Unless Tanya spanked very hard for a long time.  Maybe then....

“Tanya, either spank me or right now I'll come over there and check and see how wet your pussy is.  I bet it is wet.  I know it's wet.”

Tanya was far stronger than Aubree and she knew she was far stronger.  But she didn't feel stronger.  She felt weak.  Weak in the knees.  Weak for having such a wet pussy.  She felt too weak to stop Aubree from checking her pussy if she tried.

She could not let Aubree check her pussy for wetness!

One, so inappropriate!  Tanya was the supervisor so whatever happened would be her fault.  The buck stopped with her.

Two, Tanya realized what Aubree would find if she did check her pussy.  Wetness!  Hot and wet.  Shameful!  No way could she let Aubree discover that.  Tanya needed to keep her secret.  Keep it right there down between her legs.

Would Aubree really dare to come over and check Tanya's pussy?  Tanya didn't know.  She felt like Aubree was suddenly a stranger to her and no more predictable than an absolute unknown person who walked into the office.

Tanya did not call Aubree's bluff.  She made her choice.

The sound of the spank was music to Aubree's ears.  The jolt of pain was welcomed by her pussy.  Each spank built the pain but not beyond levels that were not welcomed by Aubree and her pussy.  She held the desk edge and held position.  Her body rocked a little forward or side to side with each impact but she always got back to her original spot before the next spank could land.

She looked back once at Tanya.  Tanya's face belied her powerful spanks.  Her face looked weak with fascination.  She stared at Aubree's rear and didn't even notice Aubree look back at her.

Suddenly everything was amazing to Tanya.  This amazing situation.  Aubree's amazing ass.  How amazingly bright red it got from the spanks.  How amazing it was that Tanya was spanking another adult human being, a woman!  Her Administrative Assistant! 

It was amazing how wet her own pussy was now.  She was worried if she moved much there would be a sloshing sound.

The spanking went on a long time.  Neither thought or worried as to what might be heard outside the office.  It went a long time because Tanya didn't know how to stop. 

Tanya didn't want to stop, partly because she found she liked spanking that perfect soft but firm Aubree rear and partly because she was worried what would happen when she finally did stop.

In the end the spanking had to stop.  Aubree's ass outlasted Tanya's arm.  Tanya's arm was weak as a noodle after this unexpected non-traditional exercise.

Aubree held position and Tanya wondered why she just stood there legs apart with her hands on Tanya's desk.  The spanking was over, right?  What was Aubree waiting for?

Tanya noted wetness running down Aubree's slit, licked her lips, and then burned with embarrassment at awareness of her lip-licking.  She only did that because her lips were dry, right?  Which then made her think of one way to moisten her dry lips.  A very naughty way she would never ever ever do.  Pretty sure....

Aubree took a deep breath to take all the still flaming pain in and to brace for a critical moment in the seduction of Tanya, perhaps the critical moment.

“Tanya, I was a naughty girl.  Thank you for punishing me.”

Tanya cleared her thick throat again, “Why are you still standing... like that?”

“I told you.  I won't leave until I orgasm.”

“So... are you... I mean... are you going to....”

“I can't.  Catch-22.  If I do, then, according to you I'm “naughty” and need “discipline”.  My poor ass can't take any more spanks.  You hurt it so bad.  But I also can't orgasm then.  I'll just have to stay right here right like this.  All day.  Unless you can think of... a solution.”

“I won't.  Spank you.  So, you can.  You know.  Touch yourself.”

“I just can't trust you Tanya.  Could be a trick.  Wait, I have an idea!  I have a solution!”

Tanya knew, just knew, what that solution was going to be.  She swallowed.

“I can't do it.  But someone else could.  You're the only other person here.  It has to be you.”

Well.  That was sound logic, right?  That Aubree!  Using that logic on her! 

Tanya's right, spanking hand, was just too tired.  She was no lefty but she'd need to use her left hand.  If she did use it. 

She couldn't make Aubree leave all unsatisfied.  She really couldn't.  Aubree wasn't moving and nothing Tanya said would make her move.  Tanya could see that.  Hell, she could smell that!

Tanya couldn't have Aubree standing at her desk half-naked all day long, could she?

The alternative was to report Aubree.  Get her in trouble.  But Tanya really liked Aubree.  Also, this kind of thing... people would talk about... and, even without doing anything wrong Tanya knew some people would wonder and associate her with this event.  No matter what she did.

Even if she could somehow make Aubree leave without... what she so clearly needed.... Look at that poor hot and bothered Aubree.  Just look at that so hot and so bothered and so needy pussy.  Even if she could make her leave, it almost... wouldn't be fair to Aubree.

Aubree did want this.

The door was locked.

No big deal.  The less of a big deal it seemed the better she could feel about it.  Tanya chose an efficient managerial no-big-deal and just-do-it attitude.

It would be like masturbating her own pussy.  Except.  Just.  It would be Aubree's pussy.

Tanya's hand cupped Aubree's pussy from below.  Right away her hand was wet.  She had to agree that Aubree really did need to cum. 

Tanya marveled.  If anyone saw this!  If anyone else ever knew about this!

Aubree sure made Tanya's hand felt welcome by arching back and sort of bouncing down on it to increase contact. 

Poor thing, thought Tanya.  Just needed an orgasm.

Tanya rubbed back and forth with firmness and Aubree gasped from sensation.  She began riding that hand while her own hands, still slick from pussy juice, slid a bit on the glass top over the wood of Tanya's desk.

Aubree really wanted to come and she could if she allowed it.  But she knew it wouldn't be quite enough as far as her seduction of Tanya.  She had to do more. 

Mindy had expectations.  If she let Mindy down she let herself down.  Once she had an orgasm she might be too tired physically or mentally to carry further seduction forward if Tanya was still resisting it even a little.

Aubree turned around, grabbed Tanya's wrist, and put Tanya's hand right back to work on her pussy.

She waited and watched.  Watched Tanya's face for the right time.  Tried to hold her orgasm at bay.

She saw what she was looking for.  She wanted some kind of signal and wasn't sure what it might be.  Tanya stared at Aubree's pussy and her own hand working that pussy.  Aubree saw Tanya lick her lips.

There!

Aubree moved closer toward Tanya.  There was already so little space between them.  Tanya's hand trailed down from Aubree's pussy.  It was pushed out of place by Aubree's movement towards her.

Tanya had no idea what was coming.  She was in a reactive state.

Aubree brought her left hand around the back of Tanya's head and moved to Tanya's right side right next to her chair.

She brought her needy pussy closer and pulled insistently on Tanya's head.

Tanya had no resistance in her.  She watched the pussy get quickly closer, gaining in detail, and then losing detail as it got too close. 

Tanya's mouth joined with Aubree's wet pussy.  Taste and liquid flowed into her mouth.

Aubree could no longer hold back.  It was too good and too naughty and she'd held off so long already.  The knowledge she was rubbing her pussy on her supervisor's mouth drove her over the edge she'd been on so long.  Aubree came and ground her pussy against Tanya's lovely heaven-sent face. 

Aubree just naturally yelled, “I'm coming!”  By now she had totally forgotten Mindy was listening.  She didn't do it for her benefit. 

Tanya was cooperative.  She let Aubree move her head around, wipe pussy juice all over her face, and pull and jerk at her bunched hair.  She even licked and sucked, instinctively wanting to maximize Aubree's pleasure and swallow down the liquids Aubree released.

“Keep licking.  Don't you stop.”

Aubree kept Tanya licking after the orgasm receded.  After all this she wanted as many orgasms as she could get.  She felt like she deserved it for such a successful seduction!

Even though Tanya was already doing everything Aubree wanted and Aubree wasn't normally much of a talker, Aubree did urge Tanya on, “Lick me, Tanya.  Lick my pussy.  Suck up my juice.”

The naughtiness of the words and actions turned them both on.  The firmer licks and tongue thrusts told Aubree Tanya liked the things Aubree said.  So Aubree kept up a steady rain of nasty talk, some of it quite demeaning, calling Tanya a lesbian slut, a cunt-licker, a sexy bitch. 

It was so unlike Aubree but she knew she'd been doing all sorts of things that weren't like her.  But maybe they were like her and she just hadn't known it before.

After a few really going-too-far comments by Aubree – like that Tanya was a lesbian pussy whore – Tanya tried to back her mouth away like she wanted to say something.  Probably to disagree or “clarify”, a word Tanya was quite fond of. 

Aubree simply did not let her back away her mouth far enough.  Each time Tanya tried to get some space to speak Aubree arched her pussy harder on Tanya's face and pressed her face into her pussy by pushing on the back of Tanya's head.

Tanya stopped trying to desist from her pussy licking and then, a few more nasty comments later, Aubree would swear to it that every time she said something naughty Tanya actually licked harder!  Even harder!  Like the words turned her on or she wanted to reward Aubree for her dirty talk or probably both.

It was like Tanya was coming to agree with the crazy unfair things Aubree said about her!  Soon Aubree would be cumming again on that agreeable Tanya tongue!

Aubree kept one hand on the back of Tanya's head and moved the other to Tanya's blouse and chest.  It wasn't easy but she got two of the upper buttons undone. 

Tanya didn't seem to notice or mind that but began reacting when Aubree's hand went inside the blouse, searched for a front catch on Tanya's bra, found none, and then flipped the bra up off the breasts though it took some strong jerks to get it over. 

Tanya had large breasts, even bigger than Aubree's milk-filled ones but still entirely fitting to her taller, longer, a bit wider body.

Tanya made a muffled distressed sound and began to pull back from Aubree's pussy.  Clearly she felt like getting her body involved receiving lesbian attention was a whole new line she did not want to cross.  Giving was an act of sexual mercy.  Receiving... well, that would be slutty!

Aubree was having none of that.  She locked that face back in place with her hair grip and tried to give Tanya some “clarity” which was another one of Tanya's little catch words she used as often as possible, “Lick lick, lick, Tanya.  You're a pussy-licker now.  Don't you stop.  There's nothing you need to say right now anyway.  I'd just ignore it if you did say anything.  I'm checking out your tits, Tanya.  Seeing how hard those nipples are.”

Aubree felt like Mindy Short was speaking through her.  She was Mindy Short's puppet of seduction!

Aubree was thrilled that Tanya immediately settled down and put her mouth and tongue back to work.  Clarity really worked great apparently.

Aubree dug around inside Tanya's open shirt and around Tanya's uncovered tits.  She found that Tanya's nipples were already pretty hard but she was able to get them even harder by rolling and pulling at them.  Tanya had big breasts.  Even bigger than Aubree had thought. 

She felt them up freely and enjoyed their soft malleability.  Geez, thought Aubree, maybe I am a little lesbian.  Ya think?

Aubree felt like Tanya should also be naked.  She knew it was what Mindy would want.  Being able to tell Mindy that she'd gotten Tanya entirely nude would be quite a feather in her cap.

Aubree backed away from Tanya's swirling tongue, “Get up, Tanya.  This angle isn't good enough and I want all your clothes off.”

“Oh, Aubree, I'm going to keep them on.  This, this is just --”

“No.  Take them off.  No reason I should be the only one naked.  That isn't fair, is it?  I mean, you know, not fair to you.”

Tanya sort of had to agree.  She didn't want to argue with Aubree either.  It was a compliment maybe that Aubree wanted to see her naked. 

It was hard for Tanya to do anything halfhearted.  She was an all-in give-it-her-all achiever type though previously she only would have thought that about non-sexual subjects of interest.  But this unexpected sexual adventure was her current subject of interest.  Great interest.

Tanya stood up and took off all her clothes.  Talking about fair she saw that Aubree still wore all her clothing above the waist.  So getting entirely naked wasn't really so fair after all but Tanya was not going to ask Aubree to take off the rest of her clothing.  That would sound... improper!

“I'll just lay right over here and you can get between my legs.  It'll be more comfortable for both of us and your tongue can get deeper.”

Aubree lay on a section of carpet and spread her legs.  Tanya saw Aubree was right and her tongue would be able to get deeper.  It wouldn't be more comfortable for Tanya than sitting in her chair had been so that part wasn't true but... she was all in now.

Tanya was surprised that she really wanted to get her tongue back to work on Aubree's pussy.  She was starting to feel like she was getting good at this. 

The way Aubree had come was so sexy.  Since she was doing this crazy thing she thought she'd like to see her come again.  That orgasm had looked and felt like a good one.  If one orgasm was good then two would be, well, better obviously.

Tanya crawled between Aubree's legs with her ass up.  But this position had a hidden benefit to sexually shy Tanya.  It pretty much kept Aubree's view of her to top of head, shoulders, and back.  The top of her ass maybe depending on how flat Aubree lay. 

Tanya had a great body, knew it, and worked out all the time to keep it that way.  Although her working out was really only about health and good energy for getting lots of work done.  It wasn't to hone her appearance. 

Even knowing she had a great body she was very self-conscious.  She'd been out of the game for years now.  Totally career-focused.  It had literally been years since she'd been naked around another human being.  Tanya was glad Aubree could no longer see all of her.

Tanya was glad to put her mouth back to work and did so with exuberance. 

Tanya was somewhat relieved Aubree hadn't tried to lick her pussy.  Obviously... inappropriate.  Or maybe not considering the circumstances thus far.  Certainly Tanya knew her pussy was asking for attention.  Leaking a little down her leg it was so wet. 

She supposed the ideal would be Aubree at least offering and then Tanya politely turning down her offer.  If Aubree didn't offer then it would be like she didn't like the looks of Tanya's pussy or something.  If Tanya didn't turn her down then it would be like... Tanya was some kind of lesbian!

Tanya was quite sure she was not a lesbian.  Nope.  No way.  Not at all.  Not even worth thinking about.  Especially since it was so distracting. 

She needed to focus on digging her tongue as far up Aubree's vaginal canal as it would go.  The tongue didn't just do that all on its own.  You had to try hard!

There was a loud knock on the door and Aubree froze in the middle of a grinding on Tanya's chin and Tanya stopped all activity with her tongue stretched far out and surrounded by hot muscular pink. 

They froze in place but they both felt oh so hot.

They held still.

Pounding at the door.

Chapter Six

Tanya wondered who would knock so damn loudly.  Then she worried it must be campus security.

Aubree had no idea who it could be.  They'd go away pretty soon probably.

“Open up, bitches!”

“Who is that?”  thought Tanya.

“Fiddlesticks, it's Mindy!” thought Aubree.

Aubree pulled away from Tanya and stood up.  Tanya had no idea what she was about to do so she put a finger to her own juice wet lips to urge Aubree to be quiet.

Aubree, still naked below the waist, walked straight over to the door. 

Mindy had given a command. 

With Mindy's commands you could either follow them right away or you could try not to, face terrible consequences, and then do them anyway a bit later.  Mindy telling her to open the door and Tanya indicating she should not open the door was no contest.  No contest at all.

Tanya's eyes just about popped out of her head as she watched Aubree going to the door and unlocking it.

“No, Aubree!”  Tanya scrambled to her feet frantically looking for her clothing knowing she was going to fail to get dressed in time.  She didn't even have time to put on her panties let alone anything else!

Aubree opened the door, stepped aside, and a small parade of young women Tanya guessed were students came in.

It was Mindy, Deb, Shan, and Rosalie.

Deb, last through the door, closed the office door and Mindy made a shooing then pointing motion at Aubree indicating she should retreat back over next to Tanya.

Mindy saw Tanya trying to hook a foot into her panties, “Don't bother putting anything on Tanya Wilkinson.  We can already see all of you.  To which, let me just say one thing.  Me like.”

Tanya paused, bent forward, with only one leg hooked into her panties and up to the knee only.  She realized even if she didn't know this young woman, the young woman seemed to know her.

Mindy sounded smug yet delighted, “Go on.  Take off those panties.  You're not done here.  Just starting really.”

“Look, I don't know who you are but this is my office --”

“Exactly.  Exactly, Ms. Tanya Wilkinson.  This is your office.  You and your assistant alone and naked in your office.”

“We were... talking about clothing.  Sizes.  Shopping.”

All four of the new entries laughed.

Mindy recovered from her laughter, “We're not your typical gullible students.  Oh, and we sure don't respect authority either so don't try that routine with us either.”

Tanya stopped talking.  Not even aware she was doing it she dropped her hold on her panties and they slipped down her leg to pool at her ankle.  She slowly straightened into a helpless stand.

Mindy stepped closer while the other three stood with arms crossed like they were enacting judgment on Tanya, “Ms. Wilkinson, you don't mind if I call you Tanya, do you?  Of course you don't.  Tanya, we laughed because that pussy juice on your chin disagrees with the story coming out of your slut chin's neighbor, little miss slut mouth.”

Tanya reacted by swiping at her mouth and chin, rubbing quickly at the wetness.  This caused more laughter.

“Tanya, we listened to your lesbian show but we are far past the days of radio.  Hearing was nice but it just wasn't enough.  So now we're here to watch in person.  By all means, get back to it.”

Tanya didn't want to say out loud that she didn't want to go back to having sex, now in front of them, because it would be an admission.  Even though it was clear these young women all somehow already knew.

Had she and Aubree really been that loud that they were heard through the walls?  It just wasn't possible!  How did they know?  How to control this damage?

“Look --”

“Oh, we are going to look.  We're going to look as you go down and cunt munch your lovely Administrative Assistant's lovely pussy.  Yes or no, you decide.  Yes, and we are all chummy together right here inside your nice safe office.”

Tanya tried to tabulate....

There were four witnesses right there in front of her.  That didn't even include Aubree.  Aubree seemed to be on their side, too.  Aubree had unlocked the damn door and let them in!  Somehow these girls already knew what was going on in this office.  It really was as simple as yes or no. 

Obey this girl's directions or rebel.

Naked, horny, confused, outnumbered, worried, and off balance, Tanya was not ready to rebel.

Aubree saw an opportunity to make some brownie points with Mindy.  She came over to Tanya and put her hands on her bare shoulders, “Tanya, lay down on the floor.  It'll be a great position for us.”

Aubree tried not to feel too guilty.  She was doing this for Tanya also.  Wasn't it best Tanya learned to cooperate and just do anything and everything Mindy ordered?  Wasn't it best that Tanya learn to do that the easy way?  By just getting used to doing it and experiencing the pleasures that submissive obedience to Mindy could bring.  To learn it without undue punishment?

Tanya was so uncertain.  Aubree gently pushed down on her shoulders.  Tanya sank to the floor looking at the threat of the four young women but they weren't moving any closer.

Tanya lay back on the carpet fully stretched out.  She decided she just wasn't going to look at those girls.  She tried to rationalize that it didn't really matter.  They already knew.  They were listening and now they would be watching.  It wasn't much different.

Suddenly Aubree's pussy was approaching.  Aubree squatted over Tanya's face with her own face towards Tanya's feet.  Moments later Aubree's pussy and thighs and ass eclipsed Tanya's view of the four intruder girls.

As Aubree's pussy and Tanya's face locked together Tanya wondered why they hadn't just gone back to their previous position.  These intruders had not asked for this new position.  As far as pussy access both positions gave Tanya's mouth complete and total access.

In a way, Tanya, inexperienced as she was, thought this position was better for her.  Aubree was between her and them, sort of a first line of defense, and Aubree's body also concealed most of Tanya's face. 

If they'd gone back the other way then Tanya's ass would have been up in the air swaying as her mouth pleased Aubree.  So perhaps Aubree had them take this position in order to protect Tanya.

Trusting inexperienced Tanya didn't think of Aubree as someone she needed protection from.

Tanya went to work on the pussy above her face with steady dedication.  Just get it done and over, she thought. 

Within minutes the other four receded from her mind and she focused on the heat and wetness and scent of pussy and couldn't help but delight in Aubree's passionate reactions and the way she twisted down on Tanya's face like she was trying to screw her pussy onto it.

Tanya's pussy was hot and wet in empathy.  

Tanya felt Aubree lean down and forward a little and she put each of her hands on each of Tanya's breasts.  For support? 

Well... it felt good, too.  Tanya reasoned there was nothing she could do about that with her mouth so busy.  Besides, this way Aubree's hands covered Tanya's breasts keeping those, now that she thought about it, lesbian-looking girls from being able to see how very swollen and hard Tanya's nipples were.

Then, a little later...  Aubree tilted further forward.  Further.  Tanya's mouth followed Aubree's pussy a few inches and she had to lift her head to keep a good angle for tongue penetration.  Tanya was really focused on that, the continuation of pussy pleasing.

Hey, the only way to get this done with was to do it!  It wasn't like she liked tonguing pussy.  Not really... that much.  Not usually.  Or ever before.  Right now, for some minutes, loving it... but that was so little time in the big picture. 

No.  No.  Not lesbian.  Clearly.  It was always good to clarify, thought Tanya.  Everyone needed clarity.  She usually gave it to others but it was fine to give herself some clarity as well.

Tongue thrusting in a wet pussy?  Not lesbian.  Just not.  Clarified!

Tanya felt something at her own pussy!  Aubree... her mouth was on her pussy!  Aubree was licking her.

It felt unbelievably good.  Tanya's legs spread of their own accord to give Aubree fuller access to do this fine work. 

Tanya thought Aubree always did such fine work.  As an Administrative Assistant and now during sex also....

Tanya was momentarily disturbed to think those four students were watching and would know Aubree was licking Ms. Tanya Wilkinson's pussy.  But as the pleasure waves washed through her she suddenly thought, “Let those bitches watch!  They can eat their heart out while Aubree eats my cunt!”

Tanya would never normally even think the word “cunt” but these were far from normal circumstances and she was feeling extraordinary. 

Time was meaningless but, at some point, both Aubree and Tanya were quite close to orgasm.  It was then that Mindy and her crew, master tacticians, pounced.

Tanya heard movements and excited whispers and felt contact that was definitely not just Aubree. 

For instance, Aubree needed her hands to support herself as she was not actually laying on Tanya but was on all fours above her.  So how could both her hands be on Tanya's breasts so accurately pinching nipples while her body stayed above Tanya?

Tanya felt helpless as she concluded the students were feeling her up.  That it felt good did not make it good.  It wasn't good!  It was wrong!

She was supposed to be leading and representing and even protecting these students.  Not taking advantage of them! 

Truthfully, it sure felt more like they were taking advantage of her.

Then she felt a hand between her pubic mound and Aubree's chin.  That also could not be Aubree's hand.  That hand was much pushier about things.  It knocked aside Aubree's chin, swept aside pussy lips with two fingers and flicked at Tanya's clitoris using a thumb fingernail like a guitar pick.

Tanya's arousal blasted off the charts.  The sheer physical pleasure and the sheer outrage that these young women she didn't know – didn't even know their names! – were doing this to her was a potent mix. 

She might like to say something or to put a stop to this but she definitely liked how it felt.  She told herself she was too busy pussy licking to try to do anything else.  Yeah, that sounded right.

Tanya's hips were bouncing her butt on the carpet.  This was no escape attempt.  This was helpless reaction.  She tried once to stop it but her ass just ground around on the carpet probably getting carpet burned. 

It didn't pause the fingers and thumbnail or Aubree's mouth at all.  It did not displace them.  Which was good.  Tanya didn't want to get them off her.  She wanted them to get her off!

Tanya kept bouncing her ass around but it didn't last.  Other hands grabbed hold of her upper legs on each side, calmed her bouncing, splayed her legs outward, and then Tanya felt an object entering her pussy.  It felt like a cock but it was harder and much bigger.  Bigger, at least wider, than anything she'd ever taken.

That was it.  Even only part way in, Tanya, already riding such a sexual high when it first entered, began coming. This didn't stop the thing penetrating her or any of the hands or Aubree's industrious mouth. 

Tanya rode the orgasm and they rode her.  They rode her right into another strong orgasm.  And another.  As soon as one ended it seemed the next began.

Aubree came on her face.

Aubree fell to the side or was pulled away.

Tanya's eyes were tightly clenched in yet another orgasm.

Tanya was surprised – but her surprise was a small thing worth no attention – when she felt a pussy again on her face, on her mouth.  From the sheer weight she knew right away this was not Aubree's pussy.  But that knowledge also did not seem to have importance. 

As she continued from come to come Tanya licked furiously.  She wanted to pay back this pleasure.  It wasn't because of the mean jerks on handfuls of her hair.  Or the mean slaps on her breasts.  Or how the giant cock-like object was banging at the end of her vaginal channel like a drunken ex-boyfriend at two in the morning looking for a bootie call.

She wouldn't say those things did not matter.  They did.  But they were not distractions or negatives.  In a new kind of math all those minuses added up to a big plus.  Tanya felt gratitude at an orgasmic level. 

Her oral efforts paid off after some minutes.  The pussy on her face came, releasing a tiny flood of juices like a wet pink cloth being wrung.

A new pussy mounted Tanya's face and she rolled out the red tongue carpet for it.

Tanya's mouth got so tired she just left her tongue stuck out and let the pussy push and squish it against her face.  Soon this pussy was also coming and more juices flowed down Tanya's face. 

The person who owned the next pussy rode Tanya's face like it was a rocking horse.  Tanya didn't mind.  The way she kept climaxing she didn't mind anything.

The cock thing was pulled out and Tanya was sorry to see it go... though she still hadn't actually seen it.

Eventually the pussy on her face also came like the others had.

Tanya opened her wet eyelash eyes and saw the one just now rising off her face was the leader of the pack of girls.  The one with the crew cut who'd done all the talking.

She wasn't sure if it was from the orgasms or due to the female thighs pressing the sides of her head but she suddenly realized she hadn't been hearing anything.  She only realized now because the hearing returned.

The leader one nodded down at her matter-of-factually, “You're my bitch now.  All of ours bitch but number one mine.  You'll do as I say, as we say, when and where and what we say.  From now on and forever.  We're going to make you do all sorts of shit that's going to shock you.  But, guess what?  Just like today, you're going to love it.  You will love being an owned lesbian slut.”

Tanya thought that wasn't true.  Couldn't be true.  But... was it going to be true?

The leader stepped off her and looked behind her, “Go ahead, Rosalie.  They need to learn as soon as possible to clean up after themselves.”

“Don't I know it, Mindy.  I don't want a dirty strap-on in my backpack.”

Tanya turned her head and saw a much bigger girl, blonde, with really big shoulders, moving towards her.  Wearing a gigantic plastic cock strapped on.  Tanya realized that was obviously what had invaded her pussy.  Invaded it and conquered it.  Rosalie the Conquerer.

The one named Rosalie brought the plastic cock over to Tanya and knelt next to her.  Tanya didn't bother asking or objecting. 

She damn well knew what they wanted.  She wasn't stupid. 

She damn well knew she'd end up doing it even if she tried at first not to.  She wasn't stupid about that either. 

Tanya sucked the giant plastic cock clean.  It wasn't quick or easy.  There was a lot of surface area and it was hard to get into all the angles.  Those damn crevices.  At the base of the plastic cock was a ring of some kind of churned up foam or something from her pussy. 

It was slightly solid, definitely not pure liquid.  Tanya's tongue swept up the pussy foam.  Up, in, and down her throat.  She brought it back to home base by a different route.

The things she was learning about her pussy!  Like, for instance, her own pussy tasted just as good as the other three she'd tasted.  But tasting her own felt both more naughty and more humiliating. She had to admit it also felt even more sexy. 

She felt less like Tanya Wilkinson and more like a sex creature all the time.

The one wearing the strap on, Rosalie, spoke but obviously to Mindy and not to her, “I need to get going.  That Lauri is moving in some of her stuff early even as we speak.  She said she was going to after classes and I need to manage the pace at which she discovers her new role.  Mia is there to let her in but she could set off alarm bells.  I told her to keep her clothes on today when she got back from classes but who fucking knows if she'll remember.  She's book smart but life stupid.”

Mindy spoke back, “Well, she is just a puppy.  You need to have realistic expectations.  But I totally understand.  Thanks for helping put this one in her place.”

Tanya imagined Mindy poking a finger or thumb in her direction.  She kept her eyes closed and focused on sucking the big plastic cock.

The young these days speaking in lingo that sounded like code.  Like calling that Mia girl a “puppy”.  Was that a term for a bookworm nowadays or something like that?  She hadn't heard that slang before.

She picked up on something odd.  She knew she was making inadvertent slurping sounds on the big fake cock.  But it seemed like she was hearing more slurps than she was making. 

Once Rosalie was satisfied with Tanya's obedient hard cock-cleaning work she patted her cheek and stood up.  The suck-smacking sounds did not entirely end even though Tanya's own had.

Tanya looked towards the source of the sound.  Aubree stood entirely nude now with her back pressed against the heavy bound textbooks on one of the built-in shelves in Tanya's office.  There was a young woman on either side of her. 

Each one held an Aubree arm against those books though Aubree did not seem to be struggling or at all unwilling.  Each one was sucking, suckling really, on an Aubree breast.

Tanya remembered that Aubree still breast fed her toddler daughter.

Tanya realized these two adult lesbians were sucking milk out of Aubree's breasts.

Like fucking milk vampires!

Tanya felt ill.

Tanya felt a tingle of lust vibrate from her toes to the top of her head.

These girls may not be vampires but they were monsters!

Tanya wondered what Aubree's milk tasted like.

Tanya was sure she'd never try to get a taste.  How awful.  Human milk! 

Tanya knew she'd never get a taste on her own initiative.  She could never bring herself to.

These four aggressive assertive girls though... they seemed like they had lots of initiative!

Tanya wondered if she would get a chance to taste Aubree's milk.  If they would make her.

Tanya wondered if it would even occur to these four students to have Tanya drink some.

Tanya wondered if they would be willing to share.

Tanya wondered if there was enough milk to go around.

Tanya didn't wonder for long.

The leader, the one whose name was “Mindy”, saw where Tanya was looking, “Don't be jealous.  Shan and Deb were real curious about the whole lactation thing.  Me, I'm not into that, but it looks like they like the taste.  I'll make sure they leave some for you.  Shit, you are her boss.”

“What?  No, I wasn't --”

“And I wasn't asking.  I am telling.  Go get it.  I hear milk is refreshing after, like, a dozen orgasms.  Maybe not a dozen but you had a fuck of a lot of them.  You go find out how much Aubree's warm nourishing all-natural boob juice refreshes you.”

Mindy actually grabbed Tanya's hand and pulled her up.  Tanya was startled to find she towered over the girl, by about a foot.  She had her basketball frame.  Mindy had seemed much larger at first. 

She guessed Mindy towered over her in other ways though. 

Tanya looked around and saw that Rosalie getting dressed to leave.  Maybe one less to see her drinking milk from her Assistant's breasts?  Didn't matter.  Tanya felt compromised beyond repair.  May as well get more compromised.  She doubted there really was a “more”, just different.

Tanya was wrong about that.  She wouldn't learn how wrong just yet.  Not that afternoon.

Mindy pulled Tanya over to Aubree.  She tapped one of the other girls' shoulders – Tanya didn't know which one was Deb and which one was Shan – and the girl made way for Tanya.  Aubree blinked at Tanya, not from tiredness but from passion.  Her now free hand that the girl was holding before remained up above Aubree's head pressed on the books.

Mindy gave Tanya a little push on her lower back to get her moving the final distance, “Go have a suck Tanya.  Oh, make sure to use a hand on Aubree's pussy at the same time.  You have to keep sucking until you make her orgasm.”

Tanya moved in.  She just felt totally controlled by this Mindy.  It was puzzling how it could be true but it wasn't a matter up for debate.

Tanya saw Aubree's aroused tender pink nipple wet from the other girl's saliva.  And, Tanya guessed, breast milk as well. 

That nipple looked like it wanted the attention of Tanya's mouth.

Tanya saw Aubree's trembling excitement caused a bead of milk dangling from Aubree's nipple to slide down the lower curve of her breast, widen it's path, run down Aubree's tummy a little before the milk blended in indistinguishable with Aubree's milky white skin.

Tanya quickly lowered her mouth to Aubree's nipple.  She guessed she dove in so quickly because she felt like Aubree's milk shouldn't be wasted.  After all, didn't her little daughter need that milk? 

Somehow, in Tanya's sex-clouded mind it made sense that she capture escaping milk in her mouth all for the good of the little girl.  And to obey this short leader lesbian student at the same time.

Tanya sucked in the nipple and was surprised how she went immediately to sucking hard.  Not much milk came out so she moved her right hand to squeeze the breast from the base on up towards the nipple again and again.  She didn't know anything about breast-feeding but it just stood to reason if you squeezed the whole breast you could maximize the release of milk. 

Maximize was another favorite word Tanya liked to use often, one of her special leader power words.  Now she'd found a way to apply it in the middle of this situation.  As a total follower.  As she applied her mouth to Aubree's breast.

Her left hand went to Aubree's pussy which was very hot and wet.  Tanya realized she better suck hard and constant if she wanted much milk.  Aubree would orgasm again soon.

Tanya realized she did want the milk.  She wasn't sure why.  She was suddenly hungry for it but not in a physical way.  In a sexual way.  

The milk was as warm as Aubree's pussy juice.

Aubree vibrated with passion and gasped and groaned.

Tanya heard Mindy talking to her, “I want to see your cheeks filled with milk.  Bulging out and then see you swallow it down.”

It was strange.  Tanya wanted to do it.  It wasn't easy getting enough milk out.  That other girl had taken so much.  But, of course, Aubree's breasts still had some deeper down and she was producing more as well.  Tanya had to hold each minuscule squirt in her mouth and then still suck in more.  This was tricky and some trickled down her throat and some more trickled down her chin.

Eventually she had a fairly good mouthful and just used air intake from her nose to make her cheeks bulge in a way she hoped pleased Mindy.

Just then Aubree climaxed with bird-like cries coming from her mouth.

Tanya backed away and turned to show her inflated cheeks to Mindy.

Mindy was videotaping her with her smart phone.

Tanya froze.  She better make it clear that no video was allowed.  These girls would own her with that.  Really own her.  If it got out then Tanya's career would be over.  Her career was her life!  She had no husband and no kids.  She'd always been focused on her career and helping other people's adult kids.

Unfortunately, in order to say something she had to swallow down the milk as she'd been instructed and she was so caught up in her concern she didn't even avert her face.  It was a perfect up close video of her.

She took a deep breath and then another, trembling, recovering her breath to somehow address this circumstance and that was all the time it took.  Mindy was tapping at her now lowered smart phone, “There.  Shared it with my buddies.  Instant classic.”

Tanya swore inside her head.  That goddamn campus-wide wireless and that damnable social media phenomenon!  Shit, she'd even spoke in favor of funding the wireless.  Now it was going to be her downfall!

“You!  You've ruined me!”

“Far from it, Tanya.  My friends are very discrete.  They don't want to ruin a good thing and neither do you.  I haven't ruined you.  I've made you.  Made you into my pet.  Given you an Owner.  Me.  No need to thank me.  Just keep doing what I tell you to do, keep coming to work, and, of course, keep coming!”

“This can't go on.”

“Can and will.  You can't seriously tell me with your pussy dripping pussy juice from your latest orgasm that you want this to stop.  I've got your number.  More ways than one.  If you get a text from me or my friends – all of us own you now – you will do as told.  Or if we show up in person.  You will do as you are told.  We get what we want and you get what you want.  Orgasms.  Lots of orgasms.”

Mindy was getting dressed.  So were the other two.

Tanya said nothing.  She didn't feel like she had a good foundation for correcting the way in which Mindy was thinking wrong. 

The orgy was clearly over.  Tanya realized it was an orgy.  Her first one ever!  But, without a single man....

The three students left and Tanya turned and looked at Aubree, naked and crumpled into a sort of sitting position at the base of the book case.

“Aubree, get some clothes on.  Have some self-respect.”

Tanya realized what a hypocrite she was when she felt the chill of cooling bodily fluids on her skin.  She also needed to get dressed.  And find some self-respect, too!

Chapter Seven

Aubree got home early that day.  Tanya had told her to leave early.  It was clear Tanya didn't want to look at Aubree or be looked at by her either.

Aubree felt the same way.  So used.  So shamed.  So... satisfied?

No, not satisfied!

How could she be “satisfied” in her present circumstances?  Damp, sweaty, musky, sore, confused, drained of milk by strangers and her supervisor, and with a butt plug still up her ass?

Also... how could she be “satisfied” when her pussy felt so dang needy?  Still or even more now. 

She'd left campus a full hour early and picked up Melanie from her Mom's.  She told her Mom she got off work early because of the late night the night before.  Which was actually sort of true!

She'd fed Melanie at home, Melanie seemed to notice the shortage of milk supply, and now Melanie was resting in her crib.

Curt was supposed to call later.  Supposed to meant he would.  Curt was incredibly reliable. 

Aubree normally always looked forward to his calls from overseas.  Almost held her breath for them.

This one she dreaded.  She'd have to chit chat and act all normal.

Nothing was normal.  So her behavior would be a lie. 

She had to go to the bathroom.  She had to go number two.

In the bathroom she stood there, nonplussed.  So... she'd have to remove the butt plug.  That was a given obviously.

Mindy had told her she had to clean it by mouth every time she took it out.  She had given that direction.  No denying it.

So.  Simple.  Just take it out.  Take care of business.  Put it back after or even don't put it back in.

Which would be disobeying Mindy.

She had to decide.  Obey or don't obey.

She could always pretend later like she did obey.  If she had to.  Of course, she'd know.  She couldn't keep it a secret from herself!

That was the thing.  She felt zero confidence she could keep a secret from Mindy either.  If she knew then Mindy would know.

Then what?  Punishment is what.  Aubree thought of Mindy as Mean Mindy for a reason.

She wasn't just mean.  It was advanced meanness.  A whole other level.  Geez, look what she did to tough confident Tanya Wilkinson!  Mindy had sexually dismantled her and put her back together in a whole new form.  Turned her inside out.  From leader to follower. 

Geez.  Less than a follower.

Mindy was scary.

Aubree replayed the whole scene with Mindy showing up and bossing around helplessly aroused naked Tanya.  Forcing her to bend to Mindy's will.  It was a terrible disaster in the life of Tanya and obviously a big win for Mindy. 

Whichever side you were on it had been sexy as all get out and it was still sexy now picturing it.  Aubree liked to think she was on Tanya's side.  Tanya was her supervisor and sort of a friend. 

Of course, if Aubree was so much on Tanya's side then why did she betray her and involve her like that as Mindy demanded? 

So... maybe she was on Mindy's side.  Not as an equal!  Like... some pet.  She was sure that was how Mindy would see it.

She needed to stop thinking about all those things Mindy made Tanya do!  Even against the guilt and worry it was turning her on way too much.  Dangerously!

She thought again about the puzzle of the butt plug.  That smooth cylindrical puzzle piece sure fit inside her ass!  The question remained.  Would she actually stoop to licking it clean?

It was crossing a line.  Yet another.  Maybe not a well-defined line but still some kind of line.  It was awful though certainly not as awful as betraying Tanya.  It was as dehumanizing as being milked like a cow.  Humans did not eat their own poop!

It wouldn't be much but there would be some.  Aubree thought ahead and thought that sooner or later Mindy would have her pull it out when they were together and make her clean it by mouth.  A fatalistic feeling settled over her like a drop cloth. 

It was not at all whether she would do this thing.  It was only a matter of when.

If Mindy had her do it for the first time in front of her then Mindy would be able to tell she hadn't done it before and would know Aubree had defied her....

Aubree, with more difficulty than she would have thought, pulled the butt plug free.  What a smell.

There is was.

There it was closer now....

Yeah, now might be a good time to take a good look at it....

Just to know what was up her own ass all the time....

A girl should know....

Why did it keep getting closer?

Closer....

Was it... was it because... was she actually going to....

The pointy end of the butt plug went into her mouth.  It went in easily.  It was so easy because her mouth was so wide open.

Way wide open.  Like all sides of her mouth were trying to avoid contact by stretching in every possible direction away from that intruding butt plug.

She better take it back out.

She had to take it back out.

She had to take it back out before....

Too late!

Aubree's mouth closed over it.  Encompassed it.  All four inches all the way in and the tip bumped and rubbed on the back of her mouth, really the top of her throat.  It tickled back there.

It stank.  With it filling her mouth and her mouth closed over it, preventing it from leaving even if it wanted to leave, Aubree had to breath through her nose.  The base sticking out from between her lips was plenty stinky. 

Now she sensed the taste as well.  It tasted awful.  It tasted as bad as it smelled.  Her mouth was filling with saliva.  It sensed something big that needed to be dissolved.

“Good luck with that!” thought Aubree.  Saliva is not going to melt this butt plug.  But it would help clean it.  The problem that the saliva activated taste.  In moments it seemed every part of her mouth was tasting that darn thing.  Tasting what was on that darn thing.

So first Aubree was reluctant to start with the cleaning.  Then she took the plunge and thought she'd clean it just as fast as she could.

Then, a few moments later, she realized she was going slow.  Rolling her tongue around it.  Using her hand to slowly spin it and then to push it in and out like she was fucking her mouth with it.

Why was she going so slow?

Why wasn't she done yet?  It must be clean already.  It was just smooth plastic.  Why did she keep on cleaning – ever so slowly – what must already be clean?

Why was her pussy so wet?

Why was her other hand rubbing her pussy?

How could she be this close to coming in such a short span of time?

She stopped all movement.  Not because it didn't feel good and not because she did not want to just keep going.

She'd forgotten something and now she remembered it.

Masturbation.  She needed permission from Mindy.

She whined in forlorn frustration.

She couldn't.

She could not ask.  Just couldn't.  Hadn't she already vowed not to?  She'd been so determined.  Where was that determination now?

No where.  Just pffft, gone.

She wouldn't do it of course.  Doing it would be caving in.  Asking permission to masturbate from afar and leaving an electronic record of it....  There would be no coming back from that!

But... there would be cumming....

No.  No.  That Mean Mindy.  She'd totally have the goods on Aubree.  She'd have Aubree forever.

She'd own Aubree.  Aubree knew it.  Aubree knew that was bad.  Bad for her, bad for Curt, bad for little Melanie.

Nope, nope, nope.  Not gonna.

Aubree kept feeling up her pussy and sucking on the butt plug like it was a giant alien pacifier.  The suckling slurping sounds were a turn on.  She rubbed her pussy so rapidly it, too, made small random slick sounds.  Overlaying those sounds came her moans and groans and little tiny whines.

Aubree wondered if what she was doing right now was already masturbation.  It was, wasn't it?  It was still masturbation before your orgasm if you self-pleasured, wasn't it?  It wasn't like it did not turn into masturbation unless you actually had an orgasm.

Crapdoodles!  She had already defied Mindy's order then!

It gave her a tiny surge of triumph and then a wave of fear.  Mindy would know.  She couldn't know.  But, somehow, it felt like she definitely would know.

Still pussy rubbing and with the butt plug still being sucked voraciously by her hungry mouth Aubree went and found her cell phone.

Not to call or text Mindy!  Fudge no!

It was good, though, to know where it was and to keep track of it.  Just to know.  Just in case.

Just in case... someone were to change their mind.  Which they wouldn't.  At all.  But it was nice to know that cell phone was just right there and charged up and all ready.  In case of emergency.

Aubree rubbed and sucked, rubbed and sucked, and her legs began to tremble and shake.

Aubree looked at that cell phone.  She felt like shoving it up her pussy.  She ought to fuck herself with it!  But... she probably needed Mindy's permission for that also.  Using a cell phone like a really crappy dildo?  Yeah, qualifies as masturbation.

If she did change her mind... not that she would... it would be convenient to have the text all ready to go.  Typed and ready. 

She wouldn't send it.  She wouldn't. 

But... it would be nice to know it was ready if needed....

With a shaky pussy juice wet finger, while still sucking on the butt plug, Aubree typed in a text message ready for sending.  She decided to make it so compromising and so humiliating that she would never ever send it. 

Owner Mindy, this is your cow pet Aubree.  I'm sucking clean my butt plug and want to rub my slut cow pussy to orgasm.  May I please, please, pretty please give this cow an orgasm?

There.  That did it.  She would never send that!

Aubree rubbed and rubbed.  Sucked and sucked.  Aubree squatted down because her legs trembled so bad.  This effectively opened up her pussy to easier and more complete exploration and exploitation by her hand.  She felt juice dribble past her fingers.

She really needed an orgasm.  She needed it!

The way she must look.  She bet watching her would really turn on that Mean Mindy.  Mindy would be so full of lust and so proud of herself for bringing Aubree to this point.

Too bad for Mean Mindy she didn't even know this was happening.

It really was too bad....

It was almost... unfair... to Mean Mindy.

Here she was having this sexy time all because of Mean Mindy and then keeping it a secret from her.  Here she was masturbating without permission.

It wasn't right.  Aubree knew she was such a naughty slut.

She couldn't fix her naughty slut nature... but maybe she could try to make amends to Mean Mindy.  Let her be involved just a little bit after the start.

Better late than never!

Aubree stabbed a shaky finger onto the “Send” button on her cell phone.

The text sent.

Aubree froze hotly.  Fiddlesticks on fire!  What had she done!?!

She waited.  Not all of her.  Not her hand or her mouth.  They rubbed and sucked away.

She'd done it.  She really had.  Now it was just a matter of seeing what she got out of it.  Her life.  Her soul.  What would they earn her?

Five long tortuous minutes of squatted self-pleasuring went by.  Aubree went quickly from worry at having sent that damning text to worry that Mindy wouldn't get it or would ignore it.  That somehow it wasn't good enough.  Finally, a text chimed in.

It better be Mindy!

She had no time for that guy Curt.  Fuck Curt!  Please let it be Mindy!

It was Mindy!  Not Mean Mindy.  Miracle Mindy!

Little cow Aubree.  No.  No orgasm for you.  Are your fingers already wet with pussy juice?  I bet they are.  If not, get them as wet as you can.  Lick those naughty fingers clean and tell me when you have.

Aubree made a choked stifled wailing sound.  This was too horrible to be true!  She'd totally compromised herself and wouldn't even get an orgasm in return?

Aubree felt like crying.  She pulled the butt plug out of her mouth and replaced it with her pussy juice wet hand.  She licked her hand clean.  Her sweet nectar seemed to taste bitter, either from the ass aftertaste or from Mindy's text. 

Then she did feel a few tears run down her face.  She wiped at them with her hand and then licked off a mixture of tears and pussy juice.

She texted then as Mindy had ordered her.  Why not?  How couldn't she?  Mindy owned her now.  Mindy had given her a command.  She had to obey her Owner's command.

I licked my fingers clean.

A return text.

Good, Pet Cow Aubree.  I was just fucking with your little mind about the orgasm.  We'll give you one.  First, how full are your milk jugs?

Aubree answered.

Not very.  Melanie fed about half an hour ago.

Mindy responded.

That's OK.  We won't need much.  Go get a glass.  Fill it with an inch of your boob juice.  However much you can.  Tell me when you have.

As bizarre as all this was Aubree didn't even question it.  Not even to herself.  She just did it. 

She got a clear tall heavy glass, brought it back to the bedroom, and, by God, just milked herself right into it.  Her beasts had more than she'd thought and the glass was fairly narrow.  She got the level up to two inches within three minutes of harsh merciless squeezing.

She was both the cow and the dairy maid!

Her tits and nipples felt sore from her own harsh squeezing.  Those poor cows had it rough!

Aubree texted.  Eagerly.  The more she did as Mindy ordered the closer she had to be getting to an orgasm.  Just had to be.  That idea was just about the only thing that made sense right then.

Did it.  About two inches.  Ready.

Aubree wondered, “Ready for what?”  She really didn't know.  It was how she felt though.  Ready.  Ready to obey.  She felt confident Miracle Mean Mindy would know what orders to give.

Yeah, she did know.

Shove the butt plug back up your ass.  Then hold the cup of boob juice with one hand and fingerfuck yourself with the other.  When you start to cum drink all the milk.  Drink it all before your orgasm finishes.  Text me you understand and show in your text you understand who I am to you.

Aubree slid the saliva-moist butt plug up her butt.

Aubree texted Mindy.

I am doing all that you ordered, Owner.  Your cow obeys.

There.  That must show her understanding!

Aubree picked up the glass with her breast milk in it.

Aubree shoved three fingers up her pussy and began working them frantically.  Harshly.  Almost like she wanted to cause herself pain as much as she wanted to cause herself pleasure.

Squatting on her knees, humping her hand, jamming her pussy, holding her glass of breast milk, her own breast milk, she could really feel that butt plug bouncing a bit and threatening to pop back out despite its narrowed base because of her pop-a-squat wide open stance.

Aubree suddenly realized she'd taken that darn butt plug out in order to go poo but never had gotten around to it and she still needed to go....

She was going to have to suck clean that darn damn fucking plastic thing all over again!

Aubree went into an orgasm. 

Her body wobbled and her voice warbled.

Somehow she managed to get the glass of breast milk up to her lips.  She tilted it while trying to stay still.  She poured it into her openly gasping mouth.  She felt milk pour down her chin, neck, and chest, trickle across her tummy, then reach her rubbing fingers and some even worked its way into her pussy and her fingers jammed droplets in there.

She thought, '”Some of my breast milk is up my pussy.”

That thought strengthened her orgasm and extended it.

Most the milk went down her throat.

As she swallowed the last swallow of it the orgasm increased in pitch just from that understanding, that she'd successfully guzzled down her own breast milk in obedience to a mean lesbian punk. 

Aubree fell back on the carpet at the foot of her marital bed covered in a variety of wetness. 

The pet cow Aubree writhed about randomly on the carpet.

Totally owned.

The End

The fifth book in the Teen Lesbians Taking Over series is:

“Taking Over Tanya... and her Neighbor Too”.

NOW AVAILABLE!

Available Books

“Impossible Seduction” series:

1.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION ONE:  VOYEUR

Three beautiful all-female families are moved into a secluded gated community for a unique opportunity to model together.  However, all is not as it seems.  The two bull dyke photographers actually have a contract and a plan to seduce and tame them all in order to supply them to Saudi harems in return for riches.  The plan takes shape and progress is made.

2.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION TWO:  DOMINATED

Megan watched what happened with Naomi's daughter Abigail.  Now we find out what Naomi saw when she watched over Megan's daughter, Kaia.  What will the bull dyke Lydia do with Kaia?  Is there anything Naomi can do?  What will the dominant dyke team of Gretchen and Lydia do with Abigail who they now have in their clutches in the privacy of their home for hours?

3.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION THREE:  A TALE OF LESBIAN TAMING TWO MILFS

The dominant dyke team of Gretchen and Lydia investigates who made the noise that ruined Lydia's final seduction of Kaia.  It was two of the MILFs!  They see that Megan peeped at Gretchen and Naomi peeped at Lydia and even had the nerve to interrupt her!  They also see how aroused the MILFs became watching.  Now it is their turn to experience lesbian domination!

4.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION FOUR:  JANELLE VS. REDHEADS

Janelle, a once famous model and now the sexual pawn of the dominant dyke team of Gretchen and Lydia, must carry out their assignment to separately seduce both Brooke and Bridget Finn.  Janelle must do it to avoid a dark fate but finds she likes it.  Brooke also finds she likes it on the other end of things.

5.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION FIVE:  SEDUCED VIA LESBIAN HOME INVASION

Janelle has left the Finn home with Brooke and Bridget in disarray.  Gretchen and Lydia saw on their hidden cameras how aroused and ready Bridget is and they mean to take full advantage.  But, to do so, they'll need to engage in some lesbian home invasion.  Fine by them!  Plus, more psychological manipulation and domination of Megan Reynolds.

6.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION SIX:  THE EROTIC EVIL CONSPIRACY

The dominants Gretchen and Lydia invite Abigail over and its an invitation she cannot refuse.  She isn't sure if she wants to.  They seek to isolate her further and make her ever more dependent on their demanding orders.  Megan wants to escape the gated community.  She thinks so.  Pretty sure.  But she needs a permission slip from the dominants to leave.  What must she do for it or because of it?

7.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION SEVEN:  WICKED MANIPULATION BY DOMINANT LESBIAN NEIGHBORS

Megan, mother of three lovely blondes daughters, decided to leave the gated community that is feeling like a prison.  But she had to get past the black lesbian prison parolee “security guards” to escape.  They know the phrase that means Megan must obey them.  Janelle, the disgraced former supermodel learns her dark fate.  Brooke serves the dominant lesbian neighbors.

8.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION EIGHT:  DOMINANT LESBIANS DOMINATE REDHEADED MOM AND DAUGHTER

The cruel wicked dommes Gretchen and Lydia seek to complete their control over the redheaded all-female family, the mother and daughter, Brooke and Bridget Finn.  They want to drive them apart form each other while driving them further in to the grip of submission, so far they cannot escape.  More than that, they want to train both of them to orgasm from pain!

The Mindy Short Teenage Lesbian Domination Books:

“A Lesbian Orientation” series:

1.  CARA TRIES TO BE A GOOD EXAMPLE

Cara agrees to live with Mindy Short in order to be a positive example to her regarding the benefits of heterosexuality versus Mindy's lesbian nature.  Instead of Cara having a positive influence on Mindy, the opposite occurs, and Mindy begins to influence Cara in dark negative sexual ways.  What can Mindy change about Cara?

2.  CARA'S LESBIAN SEDUCTION

Mindy's influence over Cara expands as Mindy completes her lesbian seduction of the former prom queen.  And more!  Mindy doesn't just want Cara's submission.  She wants to show her total control by making Cara become her human sex pet!  Can Cara keep her humanity?

3.  CARA BECOMES HER ROOMMATE'S LESBIAN PET

Mindy has decided her little “good example” Cara should be kept naked, wear a collar, even wear a “tail”, and act like a doggy.  She also has decided to share Cara with others for sex.  What does Cara think about that?  And... does Mindy care?  Will Cara admit Mindy is her Owner?

“Teen Lesbians Taking Over” series:

1.  TAKING OVER MRS. GREENWAY:

Mrs. Greenway discovers that Cara, who she sent to influence Mindy Short, has instead been influenced.  Mindy discovers it was Mrs. Greenway, that sexy MILF, who set up Cara to live with her.  Mrs. Greenway wants to kick Mindy out of school.  Mindy wants to sexually take over Mrs. Greenway.  Who will win?

2.  TAMING MRS. GREENWAY

Mindy wants Joan to be another sex pet for her, to be her little “Pet Joannie”, another human doggy.  She also wants to make Joan do lots of things, wicked things, even things involving Joan's lovely young adult daughter.  Will Joan stand up to her... or stay down on all fours?

3.  TAKING OVER AUBREE

Aubree, Joan's lovely administrative assistant, has come across Joan in a compromised position.  Mindy orders Joan to seduce Aubree to protect the young dominant lesbians on campus.  Will Joan do it?  Will she succeed?  Will Aubree escape or... like it?

4.  OWNING AUBREE

Aubree is a young mother who still breast feeds her little daughter.  Mmm, breast milk!  The teenage lesbian dominants are fascinated.  They have naughty plans for Aubree.  They already have a few sex pets, all of them human doggies.  How about a pet human cow?  Can Aubree avoid a fate of extreme submission?

5.  TAKING OVER TANYA... AND HER NEIGHBOR TOO

Mindy likes the idea of owning a sexy African-American woman.  Tanya, a Director on campus, would be perfect!  Mindy wants to take her over sexually and give her to her friends as a pet.  What kind of pet?  Tanya has a big backyard perfect for a horsey!  One horsey is not enough.  Maybe they should tame Tanya's neighbor also?

“Lesbian Stalker's Pets” series:

1.  LAURI'S LESBIAN STALKER BECOMES HER ROOMMATE

Mindy uses her control over Joan Greenway to force her to reassign Lauri Hayward to live with Mindy's dominant lesbian friend Rosalie.  Rosalie has been stalking Lauri.  Now with Lauri conveniently forced to live with her can she seduce and dominate the beauty despite Lauri being a brown belt in jujitsu?

2.  LESBIAN STALKER'S PET ROOMMATES

Rosalie has entrapped Lauri into losing a bet meaning Lauri, like the third roommate Pet Mia, must be her sexual pet.  For twenty-four hours.  Rosalie wants to Own Lauri body and soul forever!  Can Rosalie get Lauri to agree to be her pet for longer, much longer?  Will Lauri like being submissive to her bully stalker?

3.  LESBIAN STALKER PET TRAINS HER ROOMMATE'S BEST FRIEND

Lauri has a close friend, Francesca, living close by and has been in secret contact with her.  Rosalie finds out and also finds out how beautiful the Italian immigrant is.  Mindy and Rosalie concoct a crazy plan to use Francesca's caring good will and loyal friendship against her.  Can Rosalie manage to seduce this incredible hottie?

4.  LESBIAN STALKER STALKS AGAIN

Anne-Marie, the rules enforcing authority on the dorm floor, receives a noise complaint about Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker's dorm room.  The sound of loud sex!  Anne-Marie investigates thinking where there's sex there must be boys violating dorm code.  Anne-Marie sure won't find any boys... but she will find lots of sex....

5.  LESBIAN STALKER ON THE PROWL

One of Rosalie's neighbors, Tina, hears the noise of loud female orgasms from Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker's dorm room causing her to lose sleep. When Tina takes matters into her own hands will Rosalie take Tina into her own Owner hands?  If she can “handle” Tina what kind of sexual human animal will she have, literally, on her hands?

6.  LESBIAN STALKER HUNTING

Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker took her neighbor Tina but now needs to complete and finalize her control over the young lady.  Tina does not want to be a human sex piggy but it is what Rosalie wants that is important... to Rosalie.  Still obsessed with Anne-Marie, Rosalie also goes on the hunt to drag down Anne-Marie into sexual submission.  Her stalking reaches new levels of extremity and success. 

7.  LESBIAN STALKER'S EVIL TRAP

Rosalie has a plan to get revenge on her dorm neighbors who reported her noise disturbances.  She already has Tina under her thumb but wants to sexually control her two lovely roommates as well, Hispanic Wendy and farm girl Julie.  Rosalie plans to permanently stop Tina and her roommates from complaining about the sexual noises in Rosalie's dorm room.  The plan is to make them just as guilty!

“Lesbian Seduction Conspiracy” series:

1.  CONSPIRACY TO SEDUCE

Mindy Short is obsessed with seducing and taming Joan Greenway's young adult daughter, Emilia.  Emilia, set up by her reluctant mother, will have to live in a dorm with Mindy.  Before then Mindy worries Joan may warn Emilia.  Can she so totally compromise Joan that Joan will give Mindy her daughter to become a sex pet?

2.  THE TRAP

Emilia Greenway and her best friend, Charlotte, arrive on campus but are forced to dorm apart not knowing they are each rooming with dominant lesbians who have dark plans for them.  Can their friendship and working together save them from a fate of sexual submission and keep them from becoming human set pets?

3.  TAKING OVER CHARLOTTE

The teenage lesbian dominants are seducing Emilia Greenway and her lovely friend Charlotte too.  Divided they fall!  Seduction is not enough.  Domination is not enough.  They want to Own them both.  A very conflicted Mrs. Joan Greenway gets a ring side seat to what is happening to her daughter and her honorary daughter.

4.  TOO TOGETHER

The teenage lesbian dominants want Emilia and Charlotte to be their sexual pets forever and always.  But... will they give in to the domination and their own submissiveness?  If they do, what kind of pets will they be made into?  Will this shared submission actually bring them closer together?  What will Mom think?

“Seduced Trophy Wives” series:

1.  TAKING THE TROPHY WIVES

Four trophy wife friends living in the same neighborhood notice a suspicious vehicle following them and then bizarre strangers move into the mansion for sale near them.  These two look like escapees from a porn movie!  The new neighbors have lesbian seduction in mind for the four married friends.  Can they resist?

2.  TAMING THE TROPHY WIVES

The strangers are making inroads into breaking up the friendships of the four trophy wives, turning them against one another, and turning them into obedient subservients for the dominant lesbians.  Can the trophy wives stop the dominoes from falling since they are the dominoes?

3.  TRAINING THE TROPHY WIVES

The stranger dominant lesbians' dark plans for the trophy wives are coming closer and closer to fruition.  Can those seduced recover their dignity in time?  Can the last hold out of the trophy wives stay faithful to her husband?  What exactly do the two dominant lesbians plan to do to and with them?

“Gift Cards For Lesbian Seduction” series:

1.  MOTHER-IN-LAW'S GIFT CARDS FOR LESBIAN SEDUCTION

Maddy's bitchy mother-in-law to be gives her and her sister, Bailey, gift cards for a free “Ultimate Massage”.  When the two beautiful blonde sisters go to the massage parlor they find it run down and operated by a stern Asian woman and two huge black masseuses.  It turns out the “Ultimate Massage” involves bondage and domination but Maddy and Bailey learn that too late to avoid their awful fate.

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

Follow me on Twitter at:  https://twitter.com/JChurchAuthor

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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