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PREVIOUSLY

In the series, “A Lesbian Orientation”, 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.  In her mind, if you're going to be a lesbian, you should be decent enough to be one in private only.

Mrs. Greenway's job is actually to help students adapt to college life and she overstepped her duties by trying to influence Mindy's sexual preferences.  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 next year and Mrs. Greenway was trying to make 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 slowly but surely.  Through trickery and deceit and manipulation she wore down Cara first 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 to unwisely agree to Mindy telling her when and how to masturbate little knowing how much her definition of masturbation and Mindy's definition would differ. 

Cara's seduction and submission progressed to Cara having to do more and more for Mindy. 

Cara had to perform a strip tease for Mindy.  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 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 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. 

Mindy enlisted the assistance of her young lesbian cronies Rosalie, Deb, and Shan to further tame Cara.  Rosalie's own live in dorm pet, Pet Mia, also assisted.

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

Mindy has made her into her total pet and Cara now agrees Mindy is her Owner.

Cara has been avoiding Mrs. Greenway like the plague especially when she is dressed up like an outward lesbian while attending Mindy's classes for her.

So far, Mrs. Greenway has no clue her plan has gone awfully awry....

Taking Over Mrs. Greenway

Chapter One

Early that week the inevitable happened.

On Tuesday, one of the two days Cara was required to dress like a lesbian while attending Mindy's classes for her, she turned a corner while traveling from one class to “her” next, and right there was Mrs. Greenway.  There was no avoiding her because she was already looking right at Cara. 

The look on Mrs. Greenway's face was priceless.  Or one of shocked horror depending on your perspective.

Which led to a conversation right there in the hallway.

Cara had no explanation for her choice of apparel.  She was not exactly glib anyways.  Too darn honest usually.  Then, when asked what she was doing in that particular building on campus, she blurted out she was on her way to class and then, when asked, was even honest about which one.

Which was one of Mindy's classes.

Turned out Mrs. Greenway had looked up what classes each attended so she knew right away Cara must be off to attend one of Mindy's classes.

Mrs. Greenway's statuesque body went rigid in anger and her face, chiseled like a Greek goddess, went cold.

She told Cara she knew what was going on and would meet with her and Mindy that Friday at ten in the morning in her office.  She said she would give Mindy the opportunity to “do the right thing”.

Cara wasn't sure what that meant.  But she wasn't going to ask.  Or say much of anything other than agree to be there.  If she couldn't stand up to Mindy – and there was no longer any “if” about that – then there was no way she could stand up to calm, cool, and collected Mrs. Greenway.

Cara worried about her run in with Mrs. Greenway and the coming meeting with her all day.  Was she going to be kicked out of school?  Was Mindy going to kicked out of school?  Expelled from Hilland?

Being expelled would be a disaster.  She didn't think Mrs. Greenway would do that to her.  Mrs. Greenway placed her in the situation that led her to become a lesbian pet!  But, even if she did not expel her, if Mrs. Greenway expelled Mindy Short from Hilland then... what would “Pet Cara” ever do?

For quite a while Cara had wanted to escape from Mindy.  That time, that feeling, was passed and in the past.  Now she felt dependent on Mindy.  Mindy filled her water bowl and filled her food bowl.  Mindy shoved that tail up her ass and Mindy put that collar around her neck when she didn't have to go out in public.  Mindy spanked her and kept her modest through humiliation.  Mindy kept her very well exercised.  Mindy taught her new tricks. 

Mindy gave her lots and lots of orgasms!

If Mindy was expelled, what would happen?  Would Mindy move away?  She would at least have to move out of the dorms.  Would she take Cara with her?  If she did then expelling Mindy would be like expelling Cara.  If not, then what would Cara do?  She felt like she would curl up and die without Mindy!

Back at the dorm room it fell on her to tell Mindy what was going on. 

The information was boiling to come out of her but Mindy shushed her and made sure Cara first took off all her clothes, donned her collar, and shoved her new tail up her ass.  Once she was kneeling on the carpet next to Mindy's bed she was allowed to speak.

Cara told her everything.  Not just about that day and the meeting on Friday.  She told Mindy all about Mrs. Greenway placing her with Mindy in order to be a good example.  Cara even told her Mrs. Greenway's motivation was to protect her daughter Emilia from Mindy's bad example.

She also told Mindy how Mrs. Greenway had Cara call her by her first name Joan like they were equals in the plan.  Cara also told Mindy about getting her dorm costs reduced down to nothing for rooming with Mindy and being a “good example” to her.

She felt bad for Mindy and felt like she'd let her down even though it was Mindy who forced her to attend those classes for her and Mindy who was so taking advantage of her.  She hadn't really minded cheating and doing all that extra work after her initial upset.  Once she became a pet she was very focused on serving Mindy.  Doing classwork for her was just one more way to help her Owner.  More of a privilege than a burden.

Mindy took all this news surprisingly well.  She wasn't even angry at Cara!

Mindy lay back on her bed with her hands cupped under her head and stared at the ceiling for about an hour.  But there was a little smile on her face.

Mindy finally spoke, “So this Joan Greenway is in charge of Housing and Student Orientation?”

“Yes.”

Mindy laughed, “That is so hilarious. Orientation!  Ha!”

Cara did not think it was funny at all.

Mindy remembered Mrs. Greenway, “I saw her at those student orientation meetings.  Hell, she even came over and talked to me.  She made some comment about the shirt I was wearing.  Whether it got caught on something and if that was how it got ripped.  Fucking bitch!  It's that shirt I had you wear one day, the black one with the open neck and the rips.  I pretended to cough while saying “fuck off” to her.  I'll tell you what, that went over like a fart in church.”

Cara did know the one.  Mindy had scissored off the bottom hem so it showed off the lower tummy.  The most important part of the shirt were the plain white letters across the front, in large print, saying, “Shush!  No one knows I'm a lez!”

No wonder why Mrs. Greenway singled out Mindy Short for her little “good example” project!

Mindy now spoke with hunger in her voice, “That wasn't the only reason I noticed her.  Greenway is a hottie.  I don't mean hot for being a MILF – you said she had a kid, right, and that's why she wants to convert me – or hot for her age.  She is just plain hot.  I looked at her ass as she walked away from me and I fucking licked my lips thinking about fucking that ass with a dildo.”

Yeah, Cara bet she did!  Mrs. Greenway was beautiful and Mindy Short was a lusty one.  Cara knew that by now for sure! 

Obviously, Mrs. Greenway was way way waaaaaaaaay out of Mindy Short's league though.  And, as the saying went, did not, in fact, play on the same team.  Just the opposite!

Mindy asked an odd question, “Tell me about her office.  What does it look like?”

Cara, mystified, told her.

“Now describe her desk.  In detail.”

Cara, mystified, did so.

“Does she have a secretary or administrative assistant or whatever the fuck they call them nowadays?”

“Not that I saw.  I guess there's a desk outside her office like in the outer office.  I think it's just for show.”

“That's good.”

“She wants me to do the “right thing”?  Is that what she said?”

“That is what she said.”

That was all Mindy would ask or say.  She did spend a bunch of extra time online but she wasn't doing any homework.  Just not the usual gaming.  Cara knew it wasn't homework because Mindy never did homework.  Cara did that for her.  Cara knew it wasn't online gaming because there weren't any explosions or laser blast sound effects.

As the next couple days passed Mindy seemed totally calm.  Things went as usual.  Usual being pretty unusual admittedly.  Cara still had to go to Mindy's classes and do her homework and papers.  Of course, the incredible total submission and nasty sex in their dorm room continued non-stop.

Cara guessed Mindy was just trying to make the best of things and get the most out of it.  To get it all in before it all came crashing down Friday morning.  Working on her sexual bucket list and humiliation-of-others bucket list as well.  More or less the same thing Cara guessed.

On Friday Mindy had Cara wear a real slutty outfit.  A dark brown leather skirt, tight, that barely came down to the bottom curve of her butt.  High-heeled leather skin tight boots.  A ripped half top.  Actually, that same one that made Mrs. Greenway note and approach Mindy Short in the first place.

Cara looked down at the writing on it:  “Shush!  No one knows I'm a lez!”  Mrs. Greenway was going to have a heart attack when she saw it on Cara!  Was Mindy trying to get Cara expelled along with her?  Maybe so.  Well, as long as Mindy took her with her wherever she ended up....

Also, no bra.  Why wear a bra when you weren't wearing panties?

Cara felt ready to go walk the streets looking for a “trick” who would pay for sex.  It made her hot.  She sure had changed.  She should be horrified.  She would have been horrified less than two weeks before this.  Now?  Wet pussy.

Cara figured this get up was Mindy's way to show Cara was totally under her control and also a silent “fuck you” to Mrs. Greenway. 

Maybe Mindy was intent that Cara be kicked out of school along with her so she could keep her pet.  That didn't need to happen though.  Cara knew that when Mindy was kicked out of school that if Mindy told her to quit school and come with her then Cara just would.

Mindy wore one of her usual “outfits”.  Black sleeveless shirt and worn out jeans.

They went together with Cara trailing several feet behind as Mindy had taught her to do.

Chapter Two

They waited on two plain uncomfortable wood chairs outside Mrs. Greenway's office.  That reception desk was there but no one sat at it.  It probably was just for show.  They waited only for two minutes as right at ten o'clock Mrs. Greenway opened her door and told them to come in.

They walked with Mindy having Cara go before her.  Mrs. Greenway was already sitting down behind her desk by time they entered.  Mrs. Greenway's desk was a large wood affair shaped like the letter U to anyone facing it.  There were sets of drawers on either side of it.  Mrs. Greenway sat up straight.  She had the posture of a Marine.  Pretty much the same demeanor as a Marine as well.

It was a large excellent office.  Mrs. Greenway could really stretch her legs in there if she wanted to.  Cara respected that Joan Greenway had done so well for herself.  She really wished she hadn't let Mrs. Greenway down at all or so badly.  Of course, she'd let herself down much much more.  All the way down to subhuman pretty much.

Mindy closed the office door behind them even though Mrs. Greenway hadn't asked her to.

Cara sat down but Mindy did not. 

Mrs. Greenway began speaking, “Ms. Lakeland and Ms. Short, the reason --”

Mindy cut her off, “The reason we're here is because you assigned Cara to my room because you wanted her to be a good influence on me.  Which you felt was needed because I'm a lesbian.  You didn't even know I'm a dominant I'm sure.  Tell me what you thought it was going to accomplish.”

Joan Greenway realized then that Cara had revealed all.  Well... she'd just have to explain herself, “I did it to help you.  Expose you to goodness.  You obviously had some bad influences in your life and-and, well, I just wanted to help and give you a chance to have a good influence.”

Joan knew an explanation was needed but immediately worried she'd said too much.  She stopped not sure what else to say.

Mindy had confidence in her tone, “Let's save some time.  I'm not here to listen to you.  You think we're in trouble but really you're the one in trouble.”

Mrs. Greenway sat up even straighter – which Cara hadn't even thought was possible because of her perfect posture – but paused saying anything as she saw Mindy walking forward.  And around her desk.  And around behind her....

Mrs. Greenway began to stand but Mindy clamped her hands down on her shoulders, “Stay still, Joan.  You seem to have a problem with lesbian acts or lifestyle.  I'm sure you'd think even less about domination and submission.  But you're supposed to be an educator, bitch.  To be a great teacher you need to be a great student.  You have learn before you can teach.”

Mrs. Greenway physically struggled to stand up and mentally struggled to believe Mindy could talk to her in such a way let alone that she was making physical contact with her.  That was totally inappropriate! 

She was taller and stronger but Mindy had the high ground.  Mrs. Greenway wasn't sure she could rise up against that grip and she sure didn't want to get into a physical altercation with a student.  That would look awful.  Even if it was in self-defense.  With no witnesses on her side, the shadow of what may or may not have happened in this office would loom over her.  That alone could ruin her career.

Mindy felt Mrs. Greenway's physical resistance relax.  For the moment.  She knew it was only for the moment.  Mindy knew what Mrs. Greenway did not know.  Mrs. Greenway did not know what Mindy intended and what lay in store.  If she knew or once she knew the likelihood of resistance would go way up.

Mindy used her hands to patronizingly massage Mrs. Greenway's shoulders which startled the woman and made her even more uncomfortable than anything else.  Much more.

“So, I'm a problem for you and you're a problem for me.  Someone has to win and someone has to lose.  Well, we could both lose.  You can try to kick me out of school even though we both know you don't have much, if any, evidence of wrongdoing.  Cara is my pet and will do and say what I want her to.  Which you'll soon find out.  And then I can put out there how you hate gays and try to muck with student's personal sex lives.  Not everyone will believe me – us, really –  but a lot will.  It would be pretty hard for this university to leave someone like that in place and in charge of housing.  Housing and – excuse my chuckle here – Student Orientation as well.  Pretty hard for any other university to hire you either if you were let go from here for something like that.”

“How... how do we resolve this, Ms. Short?”

“The easy way....”  Mindy dug her fingers into Joan Greenway's shoulders in a way that was both painful and muscle relaxing.  Joan's posture slouched just a little.  With defeat and foreboding.

Joan had a feeling Mindy's “easy” way was going to be hard for herself.  Easy for Mindy yet hard for her.

Joan's feeling was completely correct.

Mindy nodded at Cara who watched this confrontation with fascination.  Mindy was doing much better than she ever would have guessed!

“Pet Cara, crawl under the desk and show Mrs. Joan Greenway here some of the new skills you've picked up.”

Cara saw where all this was going now.  As usual nowadays, once she knew what Mindy wanted she hopped to it immediately.  She almost literally hopped from her chair down to the floor and scurry-crawled under the desk.

Nowadays Mindy Short had much more authority over her than did Mrs. Joan Greenway.  Much much much more.  Mrs. Greenway had her campus authority over housing and whether Cara received free housing.  Mindy Short had Cara's soul.

No contest.

Joan Greenway also saw where all this was going.  At least at that exact moment.  She used her feet to push on the floor trying to slide her rolling office chair back and away from the fast-arriving Cara.  Unfortunately, Mindy still stood firmly right behind the chair.

Joan Greenway was going nowhere.

Since Joan was thinking of escape more than defense her legs were tensed and slightly spread to help push, in vain, backwards.  As a result Cara was able to get between her spread thighs before they could close protectively.  Cara began pushing the fairly tight dress upwards on Joan's thighs.

“Wait!  Stop!”  Joan's voice was panicked.

“Calm down, Joannie.  This is how we resolve our issue.  You need to add to your experiences.  How can you judge women pleasing women or domination and submission from the sidelines?  You can't.  I know you don't want to be so ignorant like you are right now.”

Joan tried to squeeze her legs together.  No go.

No no no no no, thought Joan with panic.

Oh no, oh no, oh no! Joan thought with even greater panic.

Cara made good quick progress sliding that dress up.  Cara couldn't quite get the dress past Joan's panties but it was up enough for Cara's face to begin nuzzling into Joan's crotch.

Joan felt Cara's cheeks slap against her inner upper thighs!  Back and forth over and over!  Good God!  Cara's nose... her nose... it... it was... bumping and... and... sliding on Joan's silky thin panties!

Mindy spoke hotly into Joan's left ear, “You know, Joannie, a lot of times people reject something because they secretly crave it.  They are actually trying to reject their own wants and take it out on others in a misguided way.  Think that could be the case with you?  I do.”

Joan felt a lick – a lick! – from Cara across the surface of the section of panties directly over Joan's pussy.  Then Cara's tongue pushed and pressed the slick thin material into Joan's pussy until the material stuck to and molded to the folds and contours of Joan's pussy. 

Joan sucked in a trembling inhale of breath.

Should she yell?  Should she scream?

She doubted anyone would hear her.  And... what would it look like?  Two young ladies all over her.... One under the desk....  She'd still have this issue unresolved as well....

Lick.  Lick.  Lick.

Joan felt her panties getting wet quickly.  Lick.  Very wet.  Lick.  Incredibly wet.  Lick.

Her panties must be so wet so quickly because this girl Cara had so much saliva.  Lick, lick, lick.

What else could be getting her panties so wet?  Lick lick lick.

There was nothing else (lick) that could (lick) be contri-(lick)-buting any wetness (lick), was there?  Lick lick lick.

Joan tried to push back with her feet again but again Mindy was still there and the chair barely moved.  In fact, Joan's legs spread a little for her feet to get traction which only opened up her pubic area to Cara's oral exploits.  Cara lip-nibbled Joan's pussy right through those mysteriously wet panties.

Mindy murmured in her ear again, “Hmm, I wonder what's going on down there?  I bet you can tell me.  Go ahead.  Tell me.”

Joan would be damned if she was going to tell her anything!  Tell this awful girl Cara was licking at her down there?  Nuzzling her pussy through her panties?  That her panties were wet... and that the wetness may not be all... or even much... due to Cara's saliva?  How humiliating would that be to actually talk about it? 

Just the idea of talking about it... actually, it made her gush with more wetness....

Desperately, Joan lifted up and twisted to one side trying to fall over the wide arm of her deluxe office swivel chair.  Mindy pushed her right back down with a hand on each shoulder and then leaned her weight on the chair to totally pin Joan's upper abdomen against the edge of the desk.  Joan's hands were above the desk and out of the battle for her lower regions. 

She hadn't put her hands down there up to then because, frankly, she was afraid they would grab Cara's head and push her face against her pussy instead of pushing it away.

More hot moist Mindy whispers into her ear, “You have it easy, Joannie.  All you have to do is sit there.  Sit there and take it.  Take that licking.  Take it like a woman.  Like the submissive lesbian you really are.”

Lesbian?  Her?  No way.  Submissive?  Even more no way!

Joan's struggles had left her unguarded down low.  Cara was able to move a hand up and pulled Joan's panties to one side.  Just as Joan realized this she felt that cute little Cara Lakeland mouth sucking at her pussy and flickering a tongue between her unprotected pussy lips.

This was some kind of nightmare.  Either that or a dream come true.  Some dream not remembered until now from the deep dark middle of the night.

Joan calmed her struggles.  There was no point in them.  Even as she calmed in one way her excitement skyrocketed in another.  The sensations between her legs were stronger than she'd felt since... well... since ever!

Joan moaned and those moans got louder quickly.  She hadn't even realized she was going to moan.  She just did it.  She didn't even notice her own moans at first until they got too loud to ignore. 

Once she heard herself moan and then moan louder she stopped those damned moans through an effort of willpower.  For about four seconds and then she was back to moaning.

This pussy-licking phenomenon really was something else.  Joan could see why girls would do it for each other. 

It was starting to make sense to her even as she felt like she was losing her mind to lust.  That madness was why it made sense.

Mindy whispered away, “Yes, you love it.  I can smell your pussy.  All juicy for Pet Cara.  Isn't this a wonderful way to resolve our situation?  If you orgasm, scratch that itch, when you orgasm, I win.  So do you, in a way.”

An orgasm?  With a young lady's mouth on her pussy?  An orgasm because that young ladies mouth was on her pussy and doing much more than just being on it?  Her?  Joan Greenway?  Mother of a young adult daughter, and a Director at Hilland College?  That Joan Greenway?

Honestly... it suddenly didn't seem that far-fetched.  It didn't feel far-fetched.  It felt very very oh so very near-fetched.  It felt like Cara Lakeland may well fetch it with her sexy young tongue.

Joan Greenway knew, at this rate, she would end up in orgasm.  Knew it and no longer exactly dreaded it.  She had to have it in fact.  Had to. 

First, she needed to rationalize it.  It wasn't really lesbian.  It wasn't her choice and it was just... sensations down there.  Sure, she'd seen Cara crawl under there.  But then she got distracted trying to get away and also listening to those sultry Mindy Short whispers of wickedness. 

Cara could well have crawled out and been replaced by some man like that good looking janitor who'd asked her out one time.  Poor guy.  He was certainly handsome but his life status obviously precluded any sort of date with a Director at the college. 

If it was a man down there orally pleasing her then it certainly – obviously – was not anything lesbian.  Even if it wasn't, as long as it was plausible that it could be, then, whatever happened... just not lesbian!

Mindy droned in her ear like a hypnotist, “You're going to orgasm, Joan Greenway.  You're going to have a great big huge orgasm.  It will be the best orgasm of your sexually lame life.”

Now that that lesbian worry was settled within Joan's mind she was also desperate to negotiate the best possible outcome for this... unexpected situation.

Joan could barely gasp out words, “When I orgasm, I mean, I mean, if I orgasm... then it's over and I'll be hands off and you can go off and do as you please?”

“Oh, Joannie-woannie, you're part right.  I'll do as I please but it won't be over and you will be very hands on.  Very very hands on.  Hands on the floor as I fuck your pussy.  Hands on the floor as you lick my pussy.  Hands grabbing Cara's cute butt while you suck her pussy.  Even hands wearing big puppy mittens as you are exercised.”

Joan was mystified what the thing about the “puppy mittens” was about.  She had no idea what Mindy meant.  For some reason it still turned her on.  Whatever it was it sounded wildly humiliating.  Her pussy pulsed with need and released a small, almost orgasmic, flood of juices.

“If I don't orgasm, I mean, when I don't, what do I win?”  Joan felt an urgency to make the best deal but it was an urgency that could not hold a match to the flame of urgency in her pussy.  How did this Cara Lakeland get so good at pussy pleasing so quickly?

Mindy scoffed, “Really?  Even as you're about to orgasm?  As per you winning, let's just say we'll cross that bridge when we don't come to it.  Don't cum to it, get it?”

Joan did get it, barely, but she also got that she really would be cumming soon.  A dreadful worrisome outcome – out-cum – her pussy eagerly welcomed.  Wel-cummed.... 

Sweet Jesus, Joan felt like she was losing it.  All the its.  Her mind, her self-control, her lesbian virginity.

Mindy released her shoulders and Joan did not even notice.  The whorl of sensation spiraling from her pussy encompassed almost all of her attention.  She was swept up in its spinning tornado.

Mindy pulled off her loose T-shirt and fed one of her small tits to a dumbly surprised Joan Greenway.

Before she knew it her open gasping mouth was full of breast and she felt a hard nipple on the top of her tongue.  Seeking to close her mouth only ballooned the section of tit further into her mouth.

She had a student's boob in her mouth!

The expectation here was fairly obvious.  Feeling incredibly naughty, incredibly aroused, incredibly submissive, Joan sucked in the breast and pushed her tongue on the hard nipple.  She heard a grunt of appreciation for her efforts from Mindy Short.

Joan realized Mindy Short had just acknowledged Joan's lesbian act.  Her first ever lesbian act.

Why was she sucking on this breast?  Was it part of the deal?  She didn't think so but Mindy Short would just find some way to make her do it if she resisted so she may as well just do it.

Besides... maybe she'd always been curious.  Not consciously maybe but now it almost seemed like something she'd always wanted to try.  Just below the surface.

This lesbian thing wasn't bad at all Joan realized.  It was bad naughty but it was far from bad not-good-feeling.  Receiving so much pleasure and now also giving it.  How bad was it to give and receive pleasure?

Not bad at all as long as it remained in the privacy of her own office and no one else ever knew and it was only ever just this one time!  Because she had no choice!

Mindy had her switch back and forth between her breasts.  Cara stayed focused on Joan's pussy and Joan's pussy stayed oh so very focused on Cara's incredibly skilled mouth. 

Mindy used her now slick with saliva breasts to show Mrs. Joan Greenway who was in charge.  As if she didn't already know.  Mindy slapped her firm breasts back and forth on Joan's wet face.  She did it very hard again and again.  Mindy had hard breasts as breasts go. 

To Joan it was almost like getting slapped by hands only much more humiliating.  She was getting repeatedly bitch-slapped by boobs!  A bitch's boobs!

Then Mindy let her go back to dutifully licking and sucking those same breasts.

As Joan settled down to licking the pleasures in her pussy skyrocketed.

Joan squealed out a breast-muffled orgasm.  It was such an extended orgasm she had to squeal over and over to get all the way through it.  A single squeal could not last as long as that orgasm!

Afterward Mindy pointed out not everyone had orgasmed yet.  That Joan had some work to do.  This seemed fair to Joan by then. 

She agreed to help fix that situation.  She did not verbally agree.  She was not ready for that.  In her mind she was still “reluctant”.  She agreed by not protesting.  Lack of “No” meant “Yes”. 

Joan could see this was how things worked.  That if you did not actively resist Mindy Short then you were agreeing to her plans whatever they were.  If you did protest, your objections were crushed or bargained away until you ended up carrying out Mindy's will anyway.

Joan marveled.  How she'd set up Cara to live with Mindy in order to somehow alter Mindy.  What the hell was she thinking?  She was very too quickly getting to know Mindy Short and now her attempt to change her into a heterosexual baby-maker seemed ridiculous.

Next thing she knew she was a naked Mrs. Joan Greenway.  Mindy pulled off some of her clothes and Cara pulled her panties down and off but, once Joan realized the goal, she herself pulled off most of her own clothing.

Maybe it was naughty helping them take off her clothing.  But, really, who was she kidding?  It was going to happen one way or another and Mindy for sure would have wrinkled her blouse and skirt.  That crew-cut young lady couldn't know much about fashion and delicate materials that needed special care and cost quite a bit.

Cara was also naked by then.  She lay down on her back on top of Joan's desk.  Why?  Because Mindy told her to.

Mindy moved a cooperative Joan up on top of Cara and thus on top of her own desk as well.  Why?  Because Mindy told her to do it.

Joan thought none of this was her fault.  Or Cara's either.  It was all on Mindy Short.  She made all this happen and she'd just have to live with the consequences!

So this was a sixty-nine!  Joan had always been secretly curious.

Continuing education!

Joan's field of vision filled with Cara's oh so young pussy.  It filled her vision and it filled her world for the time being.  Suddenly Joan wanted to get her mouth close to Cara's bare pussy.  As close as possible....

Cara's inner pussy lips were such a bright pink!  It was so wet!  Could she bring herself to lick it?  Why not?  Besides, she guessed she had to anyway.  This Mindy didn't seem like she'd put up with any disobedience to her wishes.

Putting her tongue on that pussy would be getting as close as she possibly could, wouldn't it?

Joan took the plunge tongue first and clumsily mouthed at Cara's wetness.  She was not displeased with the taste.  Forty years old and still finding a new experience.  Well, it was more like it found her.

Joan was so focused on pleasing Cara's pussy that she forgot to lower her own down to Cara.  Mindy pushed down on her butt and then Cara wrapped her thin arms around her waist to keep her in place for convenient licking.

To Joan it was more than convenient.  It was a revelation.  Pleasure rippled up and down her spine.  Right and wrong receded in importance.  A tide of lust rolled through her.  Her concerns – office, students, lesbian, career – eroded away.  Pussy juice erosion.

Joan began mashing her pussy across and onto Cara's adorable face.

Joan chewed at Cara's pussy lips.  Causing pain was not her intent, it was pure enthusiasm, but pain was the result.  But it wasn't all pain, there was a good mix there with pleasure, so, instead of minding, Cara was almost happy to welcome the pain.  Just as long as it brought pleasure through the door with it.

Revenge or reward or copycat inspiration, Cara chewed right back on Joan's labial lips.  The pain joined the pleasures in Joan and created something savage.

The sixty-nine on the desk was the entire world for Joan and Cara for some time.  Lick, chew, nibble, lick, suck, tongue, nibble. 

As they approached mutual orgasm their world was intruded on.

Mindy's voice was a surprise to Joan as she'd forgotten she was even in the office, “Joannie, I can't see your face well enough.  Take a second to stop sucking and licking Cara Lakeland's young pussy and look at me.”

Joan, clueless, barely capable of thought, did as suggested.  Resistance was gone from her for the time being.

When Joan looked up, her chin and lips shiny with pussy juice, she saw Mindy was now naked.  Naked and holding a camera.  There was a click and a flash.

After getting her clothes off Mindy had taken quite few photos with the little digital camera she fished out of her back jeans pocket.  Flash-less one.  But none of them had a good view of Mrs. Greenway's face.  Joan's body was great, incredible really for a forty year old, but who would recognize her body anyway? 

So Mindy set the camera on flash since she wasn't sure how many photos she could manage and wanted the best quality in the somewhat dim office.  Mindy still wasn't sure exactly how much control she had over Joan Greenway.  The lady could go nuts with anger at any moment for all she knew. 

Now Joan's unquestioning cooperation had rectified that little problem of needing her face in a compromising photo.

Mindy took a series of photos.  The camera had a setting for taking half a dozen shots in less than two seconds so you could later choose the best.  The flashes were like cheap fireworks in the office.

Mindy knew all of these photos were good shots and knew all of them showed a bare wet pussy under Joan's dripping chin.  A few might have Joan blinking her eyes closed due to the flashes but she would still be recognizable. 

The office was also recognizable in the background.  Mindy even got a shot with porno Joan and her degree hanging in a frame on the wall behind her.  It had that embossed golden seal of verification.  Mindy figured it would show up great in the photo.

A little shocked sense returned to Joan Greenway at this latest development.  She could not extricate herself from Cara.  She could physically but... she couldn't bring herself to do  it.  No matter what, she needed that orgasm.  But she could comment on her awareness of her overall situation.

“Fuck!”

Mindy giggled, “Oh my, Joannie, you have a potty mouth.  Figuratively so far but maybe we'll work on that.”

“You little bitch!”

“Sure am.  Anyway, I've got some great shots and some panoramic ones also that show all this taking place in your own office.  I know you want to get back to eating that pussy so you go ahead.”

Joan turned her face down to hide it and in shame and sank down a little in defeat all of which put her mouth inadvertently right back on that delectable Cara Lakeland pussy.

Well... she may as well....

She was totally and entirely compromised beyond redemption now.  She may as well get what she could out of it. 

Joan went back to work on that pussy.  Hers needed an orgasm and so did Cara's.

Mindy knew she had everything the way it needed to be now.  Normally there would be the tiny risk she could get distracted and Mrs. Greenway might get her hands on the camera.  Mrs. Greenway was tall and in great shape and Mindy Short did live up, or, in this case, down, to her name.

Luckily the entire campus was outfitted with free internet access with connectivity everywhere but the Southeast corner which didn't have much that was important anyway.  The internet helped the students study.  It was the real library.  The real library was symbolic. 

This connectivity helped the student Mindy Short in a different way.  It helped her preserve and protect her compromising material.  Once the photos were taken, and with Joan Greenway obliviously rooting around in Cara's pussy, Mindy was able to upload the photos in mere moments.  That free campus WiFi was high speed! 

Mindy didn't plan to actually use the compromising photos because she didn't think she'd need to.  Joan Greenway already seemed to be “into” becoming a submissive lesbian.  Joan Greenway's tongue was certainly into Cara's young pussy!

Mindy couldn't yet know for sure if Joan Greenway was a submissive but, if she kept acting like one like right then, sooner or later she would became one.  Mindy felt like submissives could be born and submissives could be made.  Either way with Joan Greenway was fine by Mindy.

Mindy looked at Joan with her face in Cara's pussy like a piggie in the food trough. Yeah, the old bitch was taking to it like a fish to water.  Or a pig to the sty. 

Still.  Better safe than sorry.

She also emailed the digital photos from the camera to Rosalie, Shan, and Deb as well.  Just in case Mrs. Greenway stood up and choked her to death.  She knew she could trust them and she knew they would respect her for taking down Joan Greenway.  And she knew they'd want a piece of her as well so they may as well have the leverage from the start.

Mindy planned to keep Joan Greenway very busy in a very intense way for a very long time and she couldn't do all that hard fucking and dominating all by herself.

She had big plans for Mrs. Greenway.  This was an incredible opportunity. 

Mindy put the digital camera where Joan could see it once the sixty-nine was over.  She was interested to see if Joannie made a grab for it before they left.  See how much spine she had left and how much work lay before them in the moral makeover of Mrs. Joan Greenway.

Mindy sat in Mrs. Greenway's big office chair to watch the sixty-nine up close and personal.  The cushion of the chair was still warm from Mrs. Greenway.  That surprised Mindy a little considering the amount of time that had passed but then she grinned thinking of how hot her pussy must have been.  Maybe she shouldn't be surprised by this residual heat!

She didn't have to watch long before both Mrs. Greenway and, seconds later, Cara orgasmed.  Cara had obviously held her orgasm back until she knew she'd gotten Joan to orgasm.  Good girl. 

Yeah, Cara was at the point of not only doing as told, and liking anything done to her, but also to even anticipating her Owner's will and working to make happen what her Owner wanted.  Not because she herself wanted it but just because she knew her Owner did.  That was exactly how a pet should be!

After their climaxes calmed Joan Greenway and Cara Lakeland lay in pose like a single creature with eight arms and legs.  The kind of bug that had a tail that looked like the head so predators couldn't tell which direction it was going and mistimed their kill leaps.

But predator Mindy knew exactly where these two prey were headed and had, in fact, already timed her leap perfectly.

After the throbbing mass on the desk calmed its breathing, Mindy had it divide itself like a single-celled organism reproducing by splitting into two. 

“Joannie, get down here and show me what you learned about pleasing pussy.  Apply your education to my pussy.  I hear an old dog can learn new tricks.  Let's find out.  Come come, Joannie-woanie.”

Joan, disbelieving the outrageous demand of this monstrous girl and disbelieving herself as well, quite simply just did as ordered.  She got down, clumsy with sexual weariness, and knelt between Mindy's spread legs.  She saw Mindy's pussy was different.  More red, less pink than Cara's.  Like the girl it belonged to, it looked angry.  And it had quite a pubic bush as well.  Even the aroma was different.

Then she found out the taste was different, too, just a little.  She gave it a little taste test and then licked.  Faster and faster.  Deeper and deeper.

Joan knew Cara was only a pawn and did not really resent her for the role she played.  Of course, that fantastic orgasm Cara gave her may have something to do with the forgiveness she afforded her.  That had been Joan's best orgasm since... since ever.

Joan resented Mindy though.  Resented the Hell out of her.  Nervy pushy mean little monster.  She knew Mindy now had her in the palm of her hand.  Everything was up to Mindy.  Joan had never felt so helpless, so out of control.  Why did that idea send tingles out from her pussy?  Who could like this situation in any way?  Her, apparently.

Mindy's pussy tasted different but still very like Cara's.  Joan admitted she had liked Cara's taste.  So, just being honest, that meant she liked Mindy's taste too.  Even if she did hate this girl!

She flicked a look up Mindy's body and saw Mindy looking down at her with pleased triumph.  What a bitch!  Somehow that condescending victorious look from Mindy turned her on. 

Everything was upside down!  What was wrong with her?

Joan's pussy was hot for it again already.  She marveled.  Her dormant volcano wanted to erupt yet again as soon as it could.

Her feeling of helpless submissiveness became even worse – and even better – when Mindy grabbed each of her ears with one hand and used the ear handles to guide and steer her mouth.  And to mash her face into Mindy's wetness.

It hurt but Joan put up with it.  What choice did she have?  Besides, she could tell Mindy really needed to orgasm and it was clearly up to her to make it happen.

It became Joan's mission of the moment.  Please Mindy.  Make her orgasm.  Don't worry about anything else.  All that other stuff was not really too important in comparison.

She licked, sucked, slurped.  Again and again.  She tried to learn what Mindy liked based on her grunts, moans, and ear pulls.  Joan wanted to do her best to please the arrogant young bitch.  If Joan was going to do something – whether spreadsheets, taxes, or pussy-licking – she was going to always do the best job possible. 

You had to do your best to be the best.  That was her personality.  Joan Greenway was a go getter.  Right then it just so happened she was going and getting that Mindy Short pussy....

Behind her she felt Cara moving into place.  She realized her wet pussy was sticking up and pushing up against air in renewed need.  Cara must have seen that and moved in to fill the need.  To fill the gap with her face.

Joan marveled at her own lust and Cara's hungry mouth application.  This Cara Lakeland was going down on her pussy for the third time though each time was from a new angle.  Already!  It wasn't even lunchtime... except maybe for Cara and for Joan who were both lunching away.

Joan thought that Cara was absolutely voracious in her appetite for pussy.  But so was her own pussy in its need for more, more, more.

Feeling that mouth applied to her own juicing pussy while she tasted Mindy's musky delightful oh-so-wrong-for-a-woman-to-taste taste and feeling all the heat burning through her body Joan Greenway felt like she had, after forty years, stumbled onto some sort of ultimate sexual experience.

Minutes later Mindy orgasmed and Joan realized she'd been holding back her own orgasm in anticipation of Mindy's.  First things first.  Mindy was in charge and needed an orgasm. 

So she'd held back, somehow, and, as soon as Mindy began to orgasm, she released her own floodgate.  More or less literally as she even felt streams of pussy juice slipping down her inner thighs to pool around her knees.  So powerful was this sexual release that for a second it felt like she was urinating.

Mindy practically ripped off Joan's ears as she twisted and handled them with insistent carelessness to grind Joan's face on her pussy.  Joan's nose was full of curly pubic hair and pussy scent as her nostrils were squashed sideways and rubbed back and forth.

When Mindy finally released Joan after Mindy's own orgasmic release Joan was so exhausted she flopped down to the floor on her chest with her legs splayed with her knees popped out.  She looked like a long pale naked frog frozen in swimming motion on the floor.

Joan's cell phone and her office phone were both ringing.  So was Mindy's cell phone, chiming with repeated incoming texts (which sounded like cymbals clashing) as well as phone calls (her ringtone was some kind of maniacal clown laughter).

“You better start answering all these calls, Joannie, or people might start to think you're whiling away your time licking student pussy and vice versa.  Oh, by the way, I've got your cell number now.  Keep that cell on you at all times.  If I call or text, you better answer within five minutes or you will be punished.”

Mindy dropped Joan's smart phone next to her on the floor.  “Keep it next to you starting now.  Oh, yeah, I added a special ring tone for my calls and my text messages.  I'm sure it will sound familiar to you.  But even more familiar as time goes on!”

Joan weakly scrabbled for her cell phone.  She didn't know what Mindy was talking about and was sure from Mindy's tone she wouldn't like the answer when she finally did know.

Mindy got busy with her own smart phone while Cara got dressed.  Tones and beeps and clown laughter and more clashing cymbal sounds.  It was a little festival of digital sound effects.

Mindy made a steady stream of comments that did nothing to put Joan at ease about the coming future, “Deb loves your photos.  Would like to see you up close.  Shan has some ideas on some things we can do with you.  Oh, that one is a bit much... but... what the Hell, why not.  Rosalie sends her congratulations.  To me, not you, of course.”

Joan stood up, nude and unsteady.  Should she cover herself or just stand there embarrassed?  She had no modesty left to protect but she did need to get her clothes back on before anyone else showed up.  She stumbled into her clothing and yearned for a shower.

Cara and Mindy walked out but then Mindy stuck her head back in, “You might also – who am I kidding – you will also, get texts from Deb, Rosalie, and Shan, and who knows who else.  Whoever texts to you a photo of your face dripping with pussy juice you have to do what they say.”

Mindy grinned and winked, “You have to answer in less than five minutes every time.  Politely in the way I or they want you to answer.”

Then Mindy said in a musical sing-song, “Don't forget, Joannie!”



Chapter Three

Outside the building Cara had to get going to her classes.  Then a lot of study time at the library in the study room.  Mindy had another paper due.

Cara felt disbelief and relief.  She was just amazed at what they'd done. 

She'd never gone down on such an old pussy.  What the heck was she even thinking?  Thinking like she was some long time lesbian.  Some experienced pussy version of a wine taster.  But all this was new to her.  New and totally wild. 

Mrs. Greenway's pussy was, what, only her sixth pussy?  Mindy, Rosalie, Pet Mia, Deb, and Shan before her.  Wait, not Mia.  The Owners had yet to let her (order her?) to lick Pet Mia's pussy.  One pet pleasing another.  Maybe the Owners saw no real purpose in that. 

Pet time was maybe somewhat precious.  There were two Owners for every one pet.  Not enough pets but maybe Mrs. Greenway would also become one.  However, even after all that had transpired just now it was very hard to ever picture Mrs. Greenway as a pet slut.

Mindy Short just impressed Cara more and more all the time.  The way she dominated that super-intimidating Mrs. Greenway.  Just took control of her and never let go.  Still hadn't really!  And the way she used Cara as a tool of her sexual will. 

Cara couldn't fault Joan Greenway for being dominated by Mindy.  Join the club!  But she could be impressed by Mindy and she was.

She also could not fault Mindy for dominating her or Mrs. Greenway and totally taking advantage of them both.  That was just Mindy.  She would get away with anything and everything she could and shame on you if you let her.  Yep, Cara was quite sure her own situation was her own fault.  As was Joan Greenway's hers as well.

Cara did feel a little guilty for being so useful to Mindy in Mrs. Greenway's downfall.  But, what could she do?  She was just a sex tool, like a human dildo, being used.

Cara had a long day ahead but she was relieved to be able to have that long day.  No expulsion.  In a way, Mindy was her heroine.  Or anti-heroine.

Her anti-heroine and her Owner.



Chapter Four

Mindy was giddy with triumph.  She'd been pretty sure she could pull it off but she also would not have been surprised at falling flat on her face.  Nothing was guaranteed.  Or, at least, it hadn't been.

Now it was guaranteed Mrs. Greenway was going to become her bitch slut.  Not just hers.  Everyone's.  If she did it right.  Step by step.

What was that Chinese proverb?  A journey of a thousand miles begins with one step?  She doubted it was actually “miles” in that proverb.  Surely the Chinese had some other unit of measure.  Joan Greenway had started on her journey but it would progress step by step.

The ideas for ways to use Joannie were pouring in from her dominant lesbian contemporaries but they were shooting for the moon.  Easy for them to say.  Or text.  Probably even easier to text than to say!

She texted Rosalie, Deb, and Shan to cool their jets.  No pouncing on the sexy older bitch until Mindy gave the green light.

She sat thinking about it as she ate a sandwich and snack and soda at the campus cafe.  She made her purchases with Cara's credit card which Mindy now simply kept in her own back pocket.  Why not, she used it much more than Cara now.  Much fucking more. 

Hell, now Cara had to ask Mindy for permission to use her own credit card!  Sometimes Mindy even said no.  She wasn't worried about the total mounting debt.  Why should she be?  That was Cara's fucking problem, wasn't it?  Or maybe her parents as well.

Mindy just liked to mind fuck Cara as an accompaniment to physically fucking her.

Mindy figured the next step in expanding Joannie's horizons further, progressing her experiences, was much less important than simply repeating some of the lesbian domination.  It wasn't so much the exact what you did as the type of what you did.

Joannnie would probably try to write off what happened as an exception, a one time event, and due to the element of surprise.  Find any of a number of excuses or combine them and shake them up in an excuse blend.  A smoothie excuse that would go down easy on the mental digestion. 

Joannie would think of what happened as “not herself” when it was really totally like herself.  Her inner core submissive slut self.  If that wasn't the core of her being now then Mindy vowed it soon would be.

A repeat of some sort was much more important than making Joannie do new tricks.  Maybe some little new tricks but those could mostly come later. 

Mindy had some interesting plans and neat tricks planned for Mrs. Joan Greenway.  All in good time while having a good time.

So, when to repeat?

Hmm, strike while the iron is hot....

Maybe that would hold true with striking while the pussy was hot!




Chapter Five

Joan Greenway cleaned up her office.

Then she cleaned it again.

The cleaning supplies were in a drawer in the desk of the outer greeting area.  Normally her Administrative Assistant would do a menial task like this cleaning.  But Aubree Pamphile was only there on Tuesdays and Thursdays.  She was split between Joan and Tanya Wilkinson, the Director of Campus Activities and Events.  A cost-cutting move by the campus making them split one assistant.

Cleaning let her think because it was such a simple task. 

Gee, what would she think about?

Everything she'd just done a little while ago with that awful Mindy and that Cara Lakeland....

None of that was like Joan Greenway!  Not the Joan Greenway she knew across four decades.  She liked to think she knew herself.  All that stuff with them was not anything she ever would have thought she'd do.  In fact, if she were in judgment of someone else doing those things she knew she would quickly and confidently condemn them.

It had all been just so surprising!  She hadn't been ready for anything like that.  She wasn't ready to deal with it.  She had not seen it coming.  How could she have?

Everyone makes mistakes.  Did things they regret.  That's how we get wiser.  Learn from your mistakes and don't let them happen again!

One time, shame on you.  Twice, shame on me.

Just... don't let it happen again.  Then she didn't need to feel any guilt.  It was all just shame on Mindy.  Joan was just a victim.  Don't blame the victim!

No way, though, would she let Aubree clean up her office after this.  Or even see it.  Or, really, smell it.  There wasn't much mess to see but pussy hung heavy in the air.

 Aubree wasn't sexually active with her husband serving overseas but she could probably still recognize the smell of pussy.   Aubree looked at her with such respect.  Joan would hate to lose her respect.  She no doubt would if Aubree even suspected any such things may have happened. 

Aubree was an excellent Assistant and did a great job juggling what Joan needed against what Tanya Wilkinson needed her to do.  A great job putting up with two supervisors and running around completing tasks for both and keeping both of them organized even without taking into account the fact she had a two-year-old who stayed with her Mom during the day.

Yes, Aubree was very competent and very organized and she would write a very well-written resignation letter and clean out her desk in a very organized way if she had any idea of what Joan had participated in today.  Joan wouldn't blame her either!

Joan was still a bit angry every time she thought about how Tanya got Aubree for three days a week and she only got her for two.  Everyone knew the Director of Housing and Student Orientation was a much more important position than Director of Campus Activities and Events.  Everyone.  But the arrangement wasn't Aubree's fault and Aubree did a great job staying out of any tug-of-war for her time between Tanya and Joan.

If Aubree ever suspected and ever said anything to Tanya... or even if she quit because of it....  She'd hate for Aubree to quit but it may be worse if Tanya knew.  Aubree was a class act.  She'd just resign.  Tanya?  Tanya would come after Joan and try to make her lose her job.  It wouldn't be hard if she could prove any of what happened with Mindy and Cara.

Well.  Joan wasn't going to let anything like that happen.  That's exactly why she cleaned.

Joan shook her head with nausea.  This was so sick!  All that had happened!  But not all of her felt sick.  Her pussy, somehow, someway, for some reason, was still itching for more.  It was like now that it was finally activated again it was wanting to make up for lost time.

That better be the reason.  Any other reason was... unacceptable.

Spraying scented deodorizer did more to cover up her transgressions than wiping down all the surfaces with germ killing cleaners. 

Lavender.

Damn.  Lavender would now be ruined for her forever.  If she ever smelled it somewhere she'd think of this private humiliation.  Cleaning up after herself after sexually succumbing to a dominant lesbian girl half her age.  Two girls actually whose combined age probably did not equal her own.

Good Lord!  They were only a year older than her daughter!

Once the cleaning was done she began returning calls.  There weren't actually as many as she'd thought.  No emergencies. 

She got done with those calls and sat there for minute.

What to do?  How to fix it...

Why did she still smell pussy?

She looked around and then rubbed her face.  That's right.  Now she remembered.  Her face was pretty much shellacked in dried pussy juice.  She needed to go wash it off.

Just then her smart phone scared the hell out of her. 

It was making a very human orgasmic cry... one that sounded just like Joan!

Joan grabbed her phone, fumbled it around.  A text from Mindy.

Now she knew what Mindy had been talking about when she said she'd set up a ring tone for calls and texts from Mindy or her cohorts.  Joan had meant to look up in the lists of those housed who this Rosalie, Deb, and Shan may be.  So she could avoid or target them as the case may be.

Joan also now knew what Mindy had meant when she said the ringtone would sound familiar to Joan.  Her own cries of orgasm.  That bitch! 

Joan remembered now that her smart phone had a feature for audio recording.  Looking through her sent and received texts she saw one from Mindy with an attached audio file.  So Mindy had recorded with her own smart phone that must also have an audio recording feature and then forwarded that to Joan's phone.  Then opened her own message and installed it as the new ring tone for her and her friends' calls. 

That clever bitch!

Joan realized ruefully that she really should have set up a password for access to her phone.

She figured Mindy probably did it when Joan and Cara were sixty-nining on her desk.  Joan's face had been buried between Cara's lovely perfect thighs for quite a while.  Plenty of time for Mindy to pull off her ring tone sabotage.

Joan fumbled around but couldn't even figure out how to change ringtones.  These students nowadays knew so much more than her about the electronic, digital, and internet.  She was able to set the phone to vibration though.

Finally Joan went back and read the text from Mindy.

There was the picture of her wet face hovering irritated looking over Cara's pussy.  Irritated from being interrupted from eating pussy and not yet scared and furious at being photographed.  Joan felt a pulse in her pussy.  A tensing of arousal.  Thinking about that Cara Lakeland pussy made her hungry for it.  Which was totally wrong!

That photo was a nice angle on Cara's pussy.  Nothing hidden.  So revealing.  Such a wonderful shade of pink.  Like the girl kept a beautiful sunset between her legs.

Damn!  She had to stop staring at that Cara pussy!

With the picture was a text.

Joannie, come to our dorm room tonight at six o'clock.  I'm sure you know which room it is.  We're going to “resolve” some more tonight!

Damn.

What to do?

She was already tired and off center.  She just wanted to go home and take an hour-long too-hot shower.  The kind that would leave her skin red for fifteen minutes after it was over.  Burn away any trace of the pussy juice.

Well.

She'd have to go to their dorm room, wouldn't she?

Once there she shuddered to think what would happen.  What would be expected.  Maybe more of a shiver than a shudder.  She was chilly.  She must be.  Which logically explained her hardened nipples....

Suddenly, she remembered she was supposed to answer a text from Mindy always within five minutes.  Was she past the deadline?  What would happen if she was? 

It was so unfair.  Five minutes was so little time.  She could be in a meeting or talking with someone or, well, in the shower taking an hour-long too-hot shower for instance!

She texted back with shaky fingers.

Six o'clock.

There.  That was as terse as she could make her text while indicating compliance.  And it couldn't be used against her later.  Which made her feel good until she realized Mindy Short would have no need for Joan to implicate herself via text messages.  Not with those photos.

Then she texted her daughter Emilia and told her she had to work late and Emilia should make her own dinner.

She tried to muster her moral strength.  Her courage.  She was a Director!  A successful woman!  She was confident!  She tried to say things to herself that sounded like a self-help program.

She tried to make herself strong but whenever the image of that young bitch Mindy intruded in her mind – and it kept barging it! – she still got weak in the knees.



Chapter Six

Six o'clock came way too soon.

An entire afternoon of anxious thought produced no clue how to extricate herself.  None.

Normally, she always left by five o'clock.  Four forty-five actually if she didn't expect one of the few people at Hilland College with greater authority than her to come by. 

That was all right because it took almost fifteen minutes to drive home anyway and, on the way, she thought about work and planned out her next work day.  So, really, it was work.

So, in her extra hour at work, she sat at her desk.  Like some zombie waiting to be activated.

She tried to think of some clever way out of this ugly mess.  However, she actually spent more time picturing how the things Mindy and Cara did and how Joan reacted to them would have looked to a fly on the wall in her office.  If the fly had watched with its compound eyes, seeing each act a hundred times over and yet all at once.

It was like she was the fly.  Watching herself. 

The damn fly got a wet pussy!

Joan mentally watched her recent past self over and over licking pussy and having her pussy licked.  Sometimes both at the same time!  It was like it was all right there in front of her.  Like those ghost sightings where the ghosts all did the same thing over and over, a few seconds start to finish, then reset and repeat.

Joan Greenway was, indeed, haunted by the events of the day.

Haunted and... fascinated....

Joan tore her mind away from the mental reenactments.

Even if she convinced Mindy to let her off the hook the photos were out there now in the “cloud”.  At least three others had them.  By now it could be three million for all she knew.

For all she knew her daughter could be seeing them emailed to her social media accounts by now!

Convincing Mindy seemed impossible.  Unless she got leverage on her.  But if she got her for some kind of sexual blackmail Joan would still be ruined and her daughter would still know everything in the end.  Emilia was her only daughter, her only child, and they were particularly close ever since Emilia's father walked out on them six years ago when Emilia was only twelve.

A girl like Mindy, no job and no money, apparently comfortable or even cocky – how ironic – in her dominant lesbian lifestyle really had nothing at stake to lose.

Besides... it really wasn't blackmail, was it?  Not for money certainly.  Mindy hadn't even said do this and do that or else.  She had said she'd punish her if Joan did not answer a text or call within five minutes but, even that depended on Joan cooperating and allowing Mindy to punish her.

Mindy had disarmed her with the truth of what Joan had tried to do.  Just by talking about it.  It really wasn't blackmail.

It was funny how she'd been impatient with waiting and yet also wished this moment never arrived.  Almost six o'clock.  Time to go.  She couldn't not go.

She felt butterflies in her stomach like a grade school girl going to her first dance.

Zombie Joan activated, stood up, locked up her office, and walked across campus.

So there she was outside their door at six o'clock.  Joan Greenway was a punctual person and did not want to offend Mindy by being late and only make matters worse.

Worse?  It was almost hard to believe it could get worse.

But she was about to learn it could indeed get worse....

A few young ladies passed her in the hallway as she hesitated.  No one seemed to pay her much mind.  Most would not know her.  Anyone who noticed her might think she was a mother coming for a visit.  Most.  Still, this visit, whatever it was, better be a one time thing.

A Director of Housing and Student Orientation spending evenings in the student's dorms?  It would not look good at all.

Why was she even thinking about all that?  This was a one time visit.  She'd set Mindy straight.  Well, as “straight” as possible.  She felt a giddy urge to laugh.  What was wrong with her?

Joan knocked and she knocked hard.  She hoped it scared Mindy.  Mindy needed a good scare.  And a good punch to the face.  And a thorough beating.

Joan embraced her fury.  It was welcome after a morning of strange humiliations and an afternoon of fear and uncertainty.  Anger was much better.

Mindy opened the door wide and waved an arm indicating Joan should walk on in.  Mindy was dressed like a lesbian who did not care about her physical appearance but at least she was dressed. 

Joan walked in cautiously feeling like she was walking into a trap.

No sign of Cara but she could be in the bathroom because the door was mostly closed.

The door behind her closed hard.  She jumped a little.  Maybe Mindy was trying to scare her with surprise noise just like Joan had just tried when she knocked on the door so hard.

“Joannie, go ahead and sit wherever.”

Joan looked around.  An unmade bed with too many blankets.  Another bed with no blankets but rumpled sheets that looked old.  Two little swivel chairs at little study desks.  The chairs almost looked like they weren't made for adults.  Cara and Mindy were both small and slim so maybe they fit well in them but Joan had a fuller grown woman figure. 

She'd been humiliated enough!  She wasn't going to cram her ass into one of those chairs and she'd be damned if she would even touch one of those beds!

“No.  I'll stand.  Why am I here?”

“Suit yourself, Joannie.”

“Stop calling me that.  Call me Mrs. Greenway.”

“You know what they say, Joannie.”

Joan gave an angry sigh, “No, what do they say?”

“They say if it isn't broke, don't fix it.”

Joan was confused, “What does that mean?  How is that relevant?”

“Well, Joannie...”  Mindy drew out her new nickname mockingly, “... this morning you had all those nasty hot lesbian orgasms while I was calling you Joannie.  So.  Not broke.  No need to fix.  You will always be Joannie to me.  Get used to it.”

This girl just drove her to fury!  No respect!  She was an awful creature.  Joan knew she couldn't win this battle though.  She could not force Mindy to address her properly.  She just had to put up with it.  So she held her tongue.

What was that talk of “always”?  That was an intimidating hint of future entanglement.  This Mindy had plans for her beyond this one night!  That was not going to happen.  She wasn't sure yet how it was not going to happen but there was just no way.

No fucking way!

“So, Joannie, do you like our two-person dorm room?  I'm sure it's a fine model of the student housing you are in charge of.”

Joan looked around.  It was a basic model room.  Some of the rooms in the oldest dorm, Swenson Hall, actually had arched ceilings, and the ones in Wendt Hall had the occasional support beam in the middle of a room and low slanting ceilings on the top floor.  But this room was a basic box-style room with an attached mini-bathroom.

Mindy was looking at her like she expected her to see something and react.

Joan saw a pennant hanging over one bed, flesh-colored, with the single word “Boobies” on it.  She saw several racy posters of women on the walls.  These things were not rule violations but they certainly were inappropriate!  Actually, they probably were appropriate for a dorm room occupied by Mindy Short.  However, they were in bad taste!

“Joannie, does everything look up to standard and in compliance with campus regulations?”

Joan looked around again, just moving her eyes.

A mini-fridge.  That was fine.

Candles.  That was against campus housing policy!  They were a leading cause of fires and university insurance insisted they have a policy against all candles.  Perhaps now was not the time to scold and confiscate though....

There!  That must be what Mindy wanted her to see!  That was such a huge violation!

At the foot of the bed with the blankets were two big bowls.  Dog bowls!  One was empty but the other had water so they were currently being used.  Big bowls so it wasn't just any dog or a doll-size dog.  From the size of those bowls it must be a big dog!

Mindy and Cara were keeping a pet up here.  A dog in the dorms!  With candles you might plead ignorance but pets, everyone knew pets were not allowed.

Joan mentally grasped at this golden straw.  Was this a chance to turn the tables?  Could she somehow use this violation to kick Mindy and Cara off campus?

No.  Probably not.  Definitely not.  No matter what, Mindy still had the goods on her.

Maybe she could curry favor and mercy by showing tolerance?  Maybe if she let little – and big – rule violations go Mindy would be satisfied and leave her alone.

Joan certainly regretted ever messing in Mindy's business no matter how well-meaning she was.  That regret alone should be enough for Mindy.  She hoped so.

“I see you keep a pet in your dorm room, Ms. Short.  A rule violation but I can let that go.”

“Oh, you can, can you?  How thoughtful of you, Joannie.  Does that mean I owe you now?  Not!”

Joan saw Mindy wasn't going for her let-her-off-the-hook routine.  Mindy also wasn't changing her demeanor to match Joan's politeness in titles.  But she could still try to get Mindy to look at her differently by acting friendly or at least not hostile.  No need to set herself up as a target of Mindy's animosity or formidable attentions.

“I love animals.  Is it a cat or a dog?  Can I meet him?”

“Well, Joannie, it's a female bitch, and actually you already have met her.  Pet Cara!  Our guest of no-honor is here.  Come on out!”

Chapter Seven

Joan's incredulous eyes beheld the bathroom door opening apparently via ghostly telekinesis until she saw Cara on hands and knees down low sliding the door open with her nose.  Her nose!

Once the door was open, Cara scampered on all fours into the dorm room.

She ran in a circle briefly.  She was naked!

She skidded her knees to a halt and then came over sniffing at Joan's shoes.  Joan saw she wore a pink collar with fake diamonds on it.  A thin leash trailed behind her.

Joan had no idea what to say.  Or do.

Should she go ahead and have a heart attack?  Drop dead?

Unfortunately she was too young for heart disease and took great care of her body.  She ate nutritiously at all times.  No heart attack for her.  She'd have to get past this revelation somehow.

Mindy's hands grasped her upper arms on either side.  How had Mindy gotten behind her?  She was so shocked by Cara's antics she hadn't noticed.

“Joannie, are you happy so see Pet Cara again so soon after the lovely time you had with her this morning?”

Joan said nothing.  Mindy damn well knew her answer to that question!  No.  She was not happy to see Cara.  She felt intensely guilty.  She'd put Cara into this situation to be a good influence on Mindy and now, instead, here was Cara... acting like an animal!?!

She had erred in her estimation of Cara.  Clearly the girl was not a strong young person.  Turning into a lesbian and some kind of human pet told Joan that.  Let alone that it happened in less than two weeks rooming with Mindy!

Unbelievable!  Some people!

She'd thought she'd seen some of herself in Cara.  The straight A's, the straight posture, the quiet confidence.  She was like a living time capsule of Joan at that age.  Or so Joan had thought.  Obviously she'd erred in her judgment and actually Cara was not at all like her and had none of Joan's own strength.

Why would Cara let this happen to her?  She could see, of course, why Mindy would want this.  Cara was a beauty.  Her skin glowed with health.  Her blonde hair shown under the fluorescent room lights.  Her arched ass was perfect.  Her shaved pussy looked wet.

Joan could see exactly why someone would like to have Cara as their pet.  If they were into that kind of thing.... 

Fuck!  Now that she thought of it, Joan realized putting Cara in a dorm room with Mindy was like throwing raw meat to a hungry tiger.  A dominant lesbian tiger! 

Joan felt intense guilt suddenly.  This wasn't all about her and her difficult situation.  It could be much worse.  Look at poor Cara!

Joan kept looking at Cara.  Naked Cara.  On all fours.  Wearing a collar.  Wearing it... well.  She was really owning this pet routine.  She looked... cute.  Really cute.  Not teddy bear cute.  Sexy cute.

Yeah, Joan could kind of see it.  Kind of feel it.  Why a little monster like Mindy might want to turn someone like Cara into a sex pet.  In fact... who wouldn't?  You know... if they were some kind of lesbian.

Joan looked at Cara and she had a hard time looking away.  Even with Mindy rubbing her outer upper arms.  It wasn't a sexual area but the way Mindy rubbed somehow was sexual.

Mindy rubbed her arms up and down firmly and pressed her chest into Joan's back but Joan was too flummoxed to take any action or even speak.

“Pet Cara, sniff around and make sure you recognize Joannie here as the real Joannie.  You know how.  We can't be too careful who we let into our home.”

Cara went from sniffing at Joan's shoelaces to sniffing up her legs.  Between her legs.  Her nose kept bumping Joan's inner legs, calves then thighs, on her way up and sometimes her tongue flickered out lightly.  Joan shivered in horror.  It was so unspeakable she could not speak!

Cara's head got up under her dress and continued upward. 

Snuffling....

Joan had to do... what?  Nothing.  Kick at poor Cara?  Resist Mindy, she who one could not defy?

No.

The only “play” here was to act immune to this crap.  Like it didn't effect her.  Like she was cold to it.

Which should be easy.

Should be.

That nose!  That Pet Cara nose!  It was bumping against her panties now.  It was bumping on her clitoral hood through the panties!

It was outrageous!  It was so wrong!

Mindy spoke, her voice an intrusion, “Pet Cara, have you verified this is truly Mrs. Joan Greenway?  Have you smell I.D.ed her?”

Cara's slightly muffled voice came out from under Joan's dress.  Joan could feel the sound waves lapping at her pussy!  “Yes, Owner, this is Mrs. Greenway, Director of Housing and Student Orientation.”

Owner?  Well, that made a sort of sense if Cara was Mindy's pet....

“That's nice, Pet Cara.  Was her scent hard to pick up or easy?”

“Um, easy, I guess.”

“Stupid Pet Cara, what I meant is whether or not she's all hot for it.”

“Oh!  Sorry!  She's super wet right now.  Her panties are soaked.”

That little liar!

She was not wet!

Was she...?

Fuck.

She was wet.  Her pussy felt all slippery slidy with wetness even as Cara continued to snuffle and nose bump.  Her panties did feel wet.  Cara's steamy breath didn't exactly help but... it was true, Joan knew she was wet actually.

When had that happened?  Just since entering this room of sins a minute ago apparently.

Joan was sure it hadn't helped sitting in her office for an hour replaying in her mind their activities earlier in the day.  That was a mistake!

Still, she hadn't been nearly this wet when she arrived.

Why had she gotten so wet now?  That was a much better question with no quick and easy answer.  Not one that was at all comforting. 

The problem with correct answers was the truth they held!  Back in the day, Joan Greenway had always gotten A's.  A students didn't get many answers wrong.  Not enough in this kind of circumstance!

Mindy's hands on her arms was reminiscent of how Mindy's hands pressed down Joan's shoulders earlier that day when Joan was stuck in her office chair.  Cara at her pussy now was reminiscent of... well, of Cara doing that same thing earlier that day.  Reminiscent to Joan's mind and reminiscent to Joan's pussy....

“Joannie, you want Pet Cara to go down on your pussy.”

“What?  No.  No!”

Mindy laughed lightly in her ear, “Oh, Joannie, I wasn't asking.  I was pointing out the obvious.”

“I'm not – I'm not --”

“Yes, you are, you are.  Pet Cara, go ahead and lick that pussy.  Eat it up and I'll give you your bone after.”

Cara went to town on that pussy.  Right away she pawed Joan's panties down her legs and then joined her mouth up against her pussy at an angle Joan would not have thought was possible.  If she were capable of thought at the time.  Which she wasn't.  Her mind drained away and pleasure flooded in.

Mindy played with Joannie's nicely sized breasts while Joannie was eaten out.  First she played with them through Joannie's blazer and shirt and bra.  Then through shirt and bra once she got that ugly blazer off her.  Then through the bra alone.  It was like a fucking old lady bra so Mindy got rid of it also.  She would have done that no matter what, but, still, she made a mental note that Joannie here would need a new wardrobe.  She was sure the old bitch had plenty of money stashed away for that and anything else needed.

Mindy made free with the tits trapped in her strong little hands.  Years of constant online game play had strengthened her phalanges to athlete level.  Joannie was feeling that athleticism now while being felt up.

Mindy loved these breasts.  Why had Joannie been hiding them?  They should be shared with the world!  Big and soft but they didn't hang down.  Apparently those old lady bras did their job pretty fucking well.

Mindy worked both nipples like they were little cocks getting tiny hand jobs.  They were big nipples even relative to the large breasts.  She already had big plans for those big nipples.  But not today.  There were other things on the schedule for today.

Mindy pinched the hard nipples hard enough for Joannie to feel it even through her cloud of pussy pleasure.  Her groan of pained pleasure gratified Mindy.  These nipples were big and sensitive.  She kept pinching them.  She wanted to see how much they could take.  The more she pinched their hardness the harder they got. 

Joannie kept grunting and groaning acknowledging each painful pinch having no idea her vocalizations were just spurring on more of the same.  Had she known she may not have stopped them.  She may have grunted and groaned even more loudly.

Joan Greenway discovered she rather liked her pleasure spiked with pain.

Cara's arms around her legs and Mindy's arms around her chest made Joan feel like she was bound and helpless.  She was helpless to move much or escape the big pleasure and smalls pains.

The four arms wrapped around her body made her feel like a mummy wrapped in flesh instead of rags.

Joan still stood but she lay back on stout little Mindy while Pet Cara worked industriously at her pussy.  The blonde collegiate was voracious for pussy and it just amazed Joan.  The sensations were too much.

In a very short time span of licking and nipple pinching Joan was already coming.  For the fourth time of the day!

But not for the last time.  Not even close.

Cara kept licking and sucking all the way through Joan's orgasm.  Joan shook and trembled but was easily held in place by Mindy up high and Cara's hands on her legs down low.

As her orgasm receded Joan had a brief moment of being able to string coherent thoughts together.  She wondered when Cara was going to stop licking.  She was so sensitive down there!  She couldn't take it any more!

She took it more.  She took it a lot more.

Joan automatically reached out to stop the too-much pleasure once she had enough strength to do so.  But Cara's head was under her dress and the dress blocked Joan's hands.  And then Mindy got a hold on her wrists and pulled her arms back to her sides pinning them there.

She stopped resisting at first because it couldn't work.  She had to take this tongue lashing.

Then she no longer resisted because the too-much pleasure morphed into just-enough pleasure.  Even though it didn't really change.  Her perspective did.  Her body got with the program.  Reject it?  She needed it.

She almost came.  But Mindy wanted to add an element.  Something extra.  Something to take Joan Greenway down yet another notch – how many notches did she have left? – but that would also turn her on and make her even more attuned to physical pleasures. 

“Pet Cara, stop for a moment and come out from under.”

Pet Cara did as ordered.  Joan stood dazed and dismayed, her legs still set wide apart, not wanting things to stop, wanting Pet Cara to get back under there.

“Give Joannie a big smooch.  Give her a taste of her own pussy.” 

Oh God!

Pet Cara did as ordered making sure to push her tongue as far back in Joan Greenway's mouth as she could.  Joan could not help but taste herself on Cara.  She didn't want to but it wasn't that bad.

It didn't taste as good as Cara's pussy had that morning.  Or even as good as Mindy's.  But the humiliating act, doing this nasty thing just because Mindy wanted it, that somehow made it even better than anything that morning.

The worse the better.  Joan wondered how and why this situation worked that way.  The worse the better....

After the very long, very intimate, very wet, very intense kissing session with Cara, Mindy moved Joan to the end of the bed with no blankets.  Joan felt like a mannequin being molded as Mindy pushed and prodded and shaped her into the form she desired.  No, not a stiff hard mannequin.  More like sexual clay. 

She was bent forward until her hands, released by Mindy, reached out to the mattress to support herself.  Joan's head drooped until it was only a little higher than her pussy.

Mindy pulled off Joan's skirt and panties.

Joan realized she was naked other than her footwear which not that long ago Pet Cara had been sniffing at like a dog on the hunt.  Apparently a successful hunt which resulted in one treed pussy.

Mindy had Cara, “Pet Cara”, hop up on the bed and roll over onto her back.  Mindy had Pet Cara slide back underneath Joan but upside down to Joan so her own back was on the mattress, her head hung off the end of the bed, and her face looked straight up to where Joan's legs nearly joined at her pussy. 

Mindy ordered, “Get that tasty treat, Pet Cara!”

Cara attached her mouth to Joan's pussy and held Joan's waist to keep herself locked in place.  She went right back to work on that hot pussy.

Mindy said, talking in a tone saved for pets, “That's a good girl, Pet Cara.  That's such a good girl!”

Then Mindy stroked a hand down the center of Joan's back and then back up to her neck where she obtained a handhold and pulled Joan's head up and back at an awkward angle.

Mindy brought her face close to Joan's but above it in a superior position, “You're also being a good little girl, Joannie-woanie.  See, you love what happens when I control you and tell you what to do.  Good girl!  Good girl!”

She was so damn humiliating!  Joan could barely stand it and also could barely stand as she barely withstood the pleasures Pet Cara's tongue pushed into her pussy.

Joan's pussy so appreciated Cara's renewed efforts to please her.  Her lovely chin nodding up on her clitoris, her nose on Joan's perineum, her tongue fucking in and out of Joan's slit.  Very successful efforts.  It was like a small miracle between Joan's legs.

Mindy fondled her body up and down its length.  Tits, belly, sides, ass, back of thighs.  Joan held position.  She felt like that was her job and about all she could do anyway.

Mindy felt differently, “Joannie, you slut, I want you thanking Pet Cara.  In fact, keep saying what she's doing and keep thanking her for doing it.  Pet Cara, as long as she keeps thanking you every once in a while, keep up your pussy licking.  If she stops then you stop.”

Joan tried to compute this development.  Was she back in control?  She could put an end to this?

No.  She was not back in control.  Her pussy was in control.  The idea of Pet Cara stopping what she was doing was not a good one.  Not good at all!  Fuck control!  She would do what Mindy wanted.

“Cara.  Yes.  Thank you.  Thank you.”

Mindy spanked Joan's ass three times wickedly harsh and Joan did not dare alter her position.  Any action she took would lead to the loss of that tongue on her pussy.  If she had to hold still for a spanking to keep that tongue working away then that was what she had to do.

Still, the spanks were shocking.  The pain was nothing compared to the mouth pleasuring her but just being spanked was breathtakingly humiliating.

Mindy told her, “Pet Cara has no idea what you're thanking her for unless you're specific.  Thanking alone is not good enough.  Be specific and make it real naughty you bitch.”

Bitch!  Joan thought that was a terrible thing to say!  Mindy had just spanked her, not the other way around!  Mindy was the bitch. 

At least Pet Cara was still licking away non-stop.  Joan's failure to properly thank had not caused her to weaken her efforts.  That was one hell of a consolation.

Joan's response came stumbling out without a plan other than obedience, “Thank you, Cara.  Thank you for licking my pussy!  Thank you for going down on my hot cunt.  Please.  Please don't stop, Cara!”

Even Joan could hear the sincere urgency in her own voice.  She hadn't meant to sound so... damn earnest about her begging!  Mindy laughed behind her, obviously enjoying the sexual desperation she'd driven Joan to.

This went on for several minutes.  Every fourth of a minute or so Joan would speak words of thanks and was always specific she was thanking Cara for licking her cunt.  Whenever Joan needed reminding Mindy would spank her ass three times quick and harsh.  Even fearing these spanks Joan often forgot to thank while trembling in pleasure and earned more spanks.

Joan began to approach orgasm and that's when she felt Mindy doing something at her ass crack.

She was spreading it slightly apart with one hand!

Something was making contact with Joan's asshole!

A finger, Joan thought, though she'd never actually felt one there before!  A finger tip....  What was going on back there? 

Still, the attention on her pussy ruled her world.  She had to hold still for that tongue to do its fine work.

Which meant she held still for Mindy's finger as well....

Joan felt pressure on her anus.  Then more pressure.  She tightened it.  It was purely reflex.  She had no real interest in defying Mindy's will.  What that Mindy wanted that Mindy got.  Joan was learning that.

Illogically, Joan looked down and back, pressing her chin to her chest, to try to see what was going on.  She looked across the upside down front of her body.  Which was silly because she could only see her wet pussy.  She'd need wraparound vision to see the details of what was happening to her ass crack.

Mindy may not have even noticed that Joan's asshole tightened instinctively.  No muscular reflex would deny Mindy.  Pop.  Her finger slid right in. 

Joan made a sort of groan/moan.  She immediately wished she'd been silent.  That groan/moan sounded far too passionate.  Like she liked a finger up her ass!  Which she did not!  At all!

Mindy spoke, either to keep Pet Cara in the know, or, more likely, just to humiliate Joan, “Joannie.  I've got my finger up your butt.  Surprisingly tight up there.  I can feel your ass muscles.  They're hugging my finger like they love her.  Which I'm sure they do.”

What?  They did not!  Joan forced her ass muscles to relax. 

As soon as Mindy felt that she rapidly jammed her finger in and out finger fucking Joan's ass. 

It was a trick!

Joan allowed her ass muscles to re-tighten.  This caused Mindy's fingernail to catch and scrape painfully on the inner wall of her rectum.

That finger kept pumping anyway so Joan had to find a happy medium – happy being a relative word – and forced her ass to relax at least some.  Enough for Mindy to push in and out with little interference.

More spanks.  In all the excitement she'd forgotten to thank Pet Cara!

“Thank you, Cara, for sucking and licking my naughty pussy.  Please don't stop.”

More spanks arrived unexpectedly.  Already.  She had thanked Cara!  She had!  Hey, that wasn't fair!  It wasn't right for Mindy to spank her.  Wasn't it enough she had her finger up Joan's ass?

Mindy clarified while ramming her finger deep, “Pet Cara isn't doing all the work now.  I'm sure there's someone else you want to be thanking.  Specifically, might I add... or I'll add another finger.”

Oh.  That made twisted sense.  Mindy was certainly, um, participating.  And Joan sure didn't want another finger up her asshole!

“Thank you, Mindy.”  She paused.  It was hard to say this, “Thank you for fingering me.”

More spanks, “Joannie, Joannie, the hidden audio/video will have no idea what you're talking about.  Specifics!”

What?  Was there?  Joan peered around a little with misty eyes but she didn't see anything.  Of course, thus the term “hidden”, right?

She was pretty much at the point where no more compromising material was needed or was even possible.  Didn't Mindy know she totally and completely had Joan Greenway now?  Joan Greenway realized she herself now knew it.  Really knew it for the first time.  That finger up her ass was really tamping home that understanding.

About no more compromising material even being possible she was actually quite wrong.  Much more incriminating material was certainly possible.  More in quantity and more in extremity.  So early in her descent yet Joan believed she'd already struck bottom.  She was not even close.

More spanks, “Such a slow learner.  Such a poor role model.”

“Role model”?  Obviously a jab at her effort to use Cara Lakeland as someone for Mindy to model herself after.  A verbal jab accompanied by a simultaneous particularly vicious finger jab.

Joan felt determination to prove Mindy wrong.  She wasn't a slow learner!  She was a one-time A student, a college graduate, who went on to become a Director!  She was a damn fast learner and was determined to prove it to Mindy.

“Thank you for shoving your finger up my asshole.  Thank you, Mindy, for fucking my butt-hole with your finger.”

Her own dirty talk had an effect on her.  Or was it Cara's mouth?  Or, heaven forbid, the Mindy finger plundering her?

“Please don't stop, Mindy.  Keep finger-fucking my shit-hole!”

Joan almost meant it.  The finger up there was wrong and felt weird but also... she guessed she did mean it!  She wanted Mindy to keep finger-fucking her ass! 

That finger was going in and out fast and harsh and suddenly Joan wouldn't have it any other way.

Thinking that made her orgasm spill over.  It rolled through her body and made flashes of light appear behind her tightly closed eyelids.

For a long minute she barely remained standing on legs that trembled like a kid on stilts.

Joan felt reborn.  Renewed no matter how morally blemished.

It was like she walked into this dorm room one person and now she was someone else even though it was still her.

The wet slurping of Pet Cara's mouth as she tried to suck down as much of the released pussy juice as she could was very arousing to Joan.  It was disgusting... really... but she wanted Cara to suck down all she could get.

Joan felt Mindy pull her finger out.

She wondered if Mindy would try finger-fucking her ass with two fingers at once next time....

Next time!?!

There wouldn't be a next time, would there? 

Actually... why wouldn't there be?  Mindy wasn't going to stop, was she?  Joan couldn't make her stop, could she?  It wasn't like Joan could bow out gracefully or otherwise.

Joan could feel every intimate nuance of Cara's licking on her inflamed, swollen, again hyper-sensitive, post-orgasmic pussy. 

Joan could swear she was getting hot all over again.  Which made her want to swear.  Fucking Christ on crutches, how many orgasms were these two little bitches going to make her have!?!  How many orgasms could she even have in one day? 

She had a feeling, a sexual ominous foreboding, that this Mindy Short was going to help her find out.  Help her?  Force her to find out actually.  Well... force her and help her maybe...

Mindy came around beside her, “Look up, Joannie, you lesbian ass whore.”

Lesbian ass whore?  Was that the most accurate term for Joan?

If it wasn't, it was about to be.

Joan looked up, still shaking, still hot with lust.  Mindy pushed Joan's hair out of her face, swept it back, and then used it as a convenient hold, “Here.  This is for you.  Clean it.”

Joan's eyes focused on a finger Mindy held up.  Was that... was that the one...?

Mindy brought it to Joan's lips and Joan knew it was “the one” even before it arrived based on the smell.  Her lips pursed in reflex just like her asshole had.  The outcome was also the same.  Mindy's dirty nasty shitty finger popped right in just like it had her asshole.

Nothing for it now.... 

Trying to look resentful and even hurt and trying even harder not to appear at all turned on Joan rolled it on her tongue, her mouth filled with saliva, and she sucked on that evil finger attached to the evil lesbian bitch.

About seven seconds in she could no longer help herself and her eyes hooded with passion and she moaned around that finger, working her mouth up and down it with passion like it really was a tiny cock.

Joan was all in now.

Mindy released her hair and patted her on the head while Joan continued to suck with bizarre enthusiasm, “That's a good little Joannie-woanie.”

That was so patronizing!  So humiliating!  Such a turn on!

Mindy continued, “You're doing soooo good.  I think you deserve a treat!  Do you want a treat?”

Joan just knew, knew, this “treat” was something bad.  But Mindy wanted her to say she wanted it... and she actually did want her “treat”.  No matter what it was!

Still sucking at the now fully cleaned finger – every speck – she looked up soulfully at Mindy and nodded her head in treat affirmation.

Mindy pulled her finger out and stripped.  Then she lay over on the other bed, the one with the blankets, apparently hers, and reclined propped up a little with her knees spread.

Mindy snapped her fingers – actually snapped her fingers! – and told Joan, “Come get your treat between my legs.”

Oh, so that was the treat.  Joan's mouth unexpectedly watered.  For some reason it really did seem like a treat to her.  A treat... and an honor....

Cara stopped licking and Joan began walking over.

Mindy corrected her, “Approach your queen on your hands and knees, Joannie.  Hands and knees!  Like a fucking animal.  A fucking fuck animal!”

Well then.  Joan dropped down to her knees, then forward onto all fours.  How strange.  It felt so strange and odd.  Naked.  All fours.  Turned on.  Off to get her “treat” between the legs of one girl and in the dorm room of two girls whose combined age could not add up to her own age.

It was a very short distance actually to Mindy but it felt like quite a trip down the evolutionary ladder.

Mindy made it clear, “Now you're walking like a good pet.  Pet Joannie!  That's a good girl!  That's a good girl!  Wag that tail!”

Lord help her, Joan did actually shake her ass to and fro as she walked on all fours.  This was the first time Mindy had called her a “pet” or that she'd acted like a “pet”.  It gave Joan a sinking thrill.  Mindy didn't want her to be a pet like Pet Cara did she? 

It just wasn't possible.

No matter what Mindy wanted.

Or even if Joan somehow wanted it also.  Just a little bit.  A little so far but the notion was growing in strength.

Joan got there and Mindy spread her legs even wider to accommodate her.  Joan went to work with a vengeance.  It was like sitting down to food and discovering she was starving after she began eating.  She licked and sucked and did the best she could.  Joan didn't think she was very good at pleasing pussy.  Not yet.  She needed to get better at it.  She was determined to get better.

Practice, practice.  Practice makes pussy-pleasing perfect Joan thought in a lightheaded moment of unreality.

She heard Mindy say something, “Pet Cara, go get your bone.”

Joan wasn't sure what to make of that.  Did Cara literally chew on a dog bone?  Gross.  And... why did that concept turn Joan on?”

A few moments later after some knee scraping and rustling behind her Mindy spoke again, “Suck that bone, Pet Cara.  Get it nice and wet.”

No, it probably wasn't an actual dog chew bone....

Joan heard sucking and slurping behind her in duet with her own sucking and slurping.

Mindy, “Now get that bone wet the other way, with your pussy.”

So it definitely wasn't an actual dog chew bone... hopefully....

After a minute, Mindy issued a new directive, “Pull it out and shove it right up Joannie's old pussy.”

Joan felt a little insulted.  Just one more insult taken that she couldn't correct or reject.  Her pussy wasn't so old!

A second later something long and hard, wet and smooth, slid easily right up Joan's wore out pussy.  It wouldn't be relaxed for long. 

Joan finally knew for certain it was not a chew bone.

It was a dildo.

Yay!

Joan's pussy loved it so Joan loved it too.  That was her new system.  Her new life plan.

Cara worked it in and out, in and out, evenly and with steady dedication.  Cara's wetness on it mixed with Joan's in place pussy juice and made the thrusting nearly friction-less.  Joan didn't have to push back with her pussy even though she felt that urge. 

She needed to focus on Mindy's pussy.  It was like a small world to her.  The ridges and valleys, furrows, wetter areas, soft flaps, rough curly pubic hairs, and that all-encompassing heated up pussy smell.  If she wore her glasses instead of contacts she was sure they'd be all steamed up.

Poor Mindy!  Hot all this time while Joan had orgasms.  Joan felt a need to make it up to her.

Mindy spoke nasty to her but the nasty talk was somehow interpreted as welcome compliments by Joan's mind in dysfunction.

“You fucking slut, Joannie!  You're such a lap-lapper!  I'm feeding your pussy hunger.  I'm giving you what you want, you lesbo!  You fucking slut lesbo pet!  That's a real good pet!”

All this talk of “pet” made Joan very uncomfortable and very hot for it.

Joan licked, sucked, and lapped.  Lap-lapper.  Yeah, she really was a lap-lapper, wasn't she?  Was that why a lap was called a lap?  Sort of dirty when you thought about it. She'd never heard the term lap-lapper before and it was probably an insult but Joan latched onto it like a badge of honor.

Mindy clamped her thighs hard to Joan's ears and climaxed yelling “Fuck” repeatedly.  She bounced her ass on the bed and Joan's trapped face bounced with it.

Mindy held her in there as Mindy recovered.  It was nearly suffocating.  Cara kept ramming the dildo in Joan's pussy.

In a couple more minutes Joan came yet again. 

Chapter Eight

Joan was wore out.  So wore out she even passed out or couldn't comprehend her surroundings.  Moments later she came back to herself.  She found that Mindy had let go of her and she'd slid to the floor and was laying there naked.  Except for her feet still wearing footwear.

She sat up and then stood up.  She wobbled over to the bed with no blankets and sat heavily.  She heard a lapping sound.  This time it wasn't her!  She looked over and saw Mindy studying her with amusement.  But she was alone on her bed....

Then Joan located the lapping sound.  It was Cara on her hands and knees lapping water out of the doggie bowl filled with water.

Joan's eyes widened.  Those things weren't just for show!

Cara made an urgent whining sound and Mindy stood up, fetched a box of sugary cereal with marshmallows in it, and dumped a goodly amount in the other bowl.

Cara stuck her face right in and began eating like she was a starving wild animal.  Well, Joan supposed the girl had worked hard sexually since Joan arrived at the room.  No matter how much pussy you ate it wasn't filling.

Mindy returned the cereal box to its shelf and went back to her bed while again looking at Joan.  Gauging Joan's reactions.

Joan couldn't take her eyes off Cara.  She couldn't imagine what life must be like for Cara living like a sex pet.

Turned out Joan didn't need to imagine!

“Joannie-woansie, you're a naughty pet.  Sitting on the bed.  Shame on you.  Shame shame.  Get back on the floor where you belong.

Joan, her face burning with a rediscovered ability to feel embarrassment, complied and slid down to the floor.  Her face wasn't all that was burning.  Her pussy had reignited.  She kept her eyes on Cara.  It was... so fascinating.

“Feeling hungry for some yummy yum yum.”

“Ah, no, thank you.”

Turned out it wasn't a question!

“No, I insist, Pet Joannie.  It is time to eat something other than pussy.  Crawl over there and eat your yum yum.  Drink some water, too.  I don't want you getting dehydrated.  I'm a conscientious Owner.”

Owner?  Owner!?!  But... Mindy was Pet Cara's Owner not....

Many people had more than one pet, didn't they?

Feeling like she was having an out of body experience even while feeling so many so real sensations in her body, Pet Joannie crawled over to the matching bowls.

She lapped at the water.

Pet Cara sidled off and made way for Pet Joannie at the food bowl.

Pet Joannie found the top layer of cereal a little wet from Cara's saliva or, she supposed, drool would be a better term.  She ate the top layer and kept eating.  She really wasn't hungry but she knew Mindy wanted to see her do this.

What Mindy wanted Mindy got. 

Even if she wanted a new pet.

Joan ate and ate.  Mindy came over and stroked her ass like she owned it.  Goose bumps rose on Joan's bare ass cheeks.  This girl could now do anything to her.  She knew it and so did Mindy Short.

She could caress her ass and what would Joan do about it?  Nothing obviously.  She already was doing nothing about it.

Mindy could spank her, cause her pain, and what would she do about it?  Nothing.

Mindy could even stick a finger up her ass.  Or two next time.  What would she do about it?  Nothing.  Not a thing.

She'd probably even orgasm or something if Mindy did those things long enough and talked all nasty to her.  Joan really felt like a low down filthy whore.  It was like she could see herself through Mindy's eyes and it wasn't pretty.  Sexy, yes.  Complimentary, no.

When she finished the doggy bowl of food Mindy stated simply, “Let's get you cleaned up.  Follow, Pet Joannie.  Heel.”

Mindy walked to the bathroom and Joan crawled rapidly on all fours to keep up with her.  She wasn't really dirty from the food but she did feel dirty from the sex.  Dirty on the inside and on the outside.  She knew she smelled, too.

She guessed it was a kind gesture by Mindy to get her cleaned up before she went home.  She didn't want to be all sweaty and smelling like pussy when she arrived home and was greeted by her daughter!

Her daughter....  Emilia would be so disappointed if she knew the things her Mom had done today.  Shocked and disappointed.

In the bathroom, Mindy told her to hop into the tub.  She did wondering if this was going to be a bath or a shower.

It was going to be a shower.

Mindy told her to lay on her back so, of course, she did.  It surprised her when Mindy stepped into the tub as well with her feet on either side of Joan's chest, between Joan's arms and her breasts.

She looked up at Mindy questioningly and saw a cruel little smile riding up there on her face.

“Pet Joannie, do you know how animals mark their territory?”

“Do they... scratch on trees?”

“Are you fucking kidding me?  Haven't you ever watched a fucking nature show?”

“Not really.”

“You should.  Pick up a few tips on how to behave going forward.  Anyway, most animals mark their territory with urine.  How it works, basically, is if they piss on it they claim it and it's theirs.  Convenient system leaving no uncertainty.  Since that is what an animal understands – and pets are animals – that is a way that an Owner can make their claim clear to the pet.”

Joan had her “Oh no!” moment and her eyes shifted from Mindy's faraway face to her much nearer pussy mound.  As her eyes found it a stream shot out and splashed down across a wide area.  There's a reason girls sit down to pee.  Accuracy standing up was no forte. 

The pee was accurate enough to suit Mindy.  She wanted a good spread.  After all, all of Joan Greenway was to be her territory.  She would mark as much of it as she could.

Joan tried to get up, flailing and sputtering a little.  Of course she did.

Mindy ordered, “Lay back down, Pet Joannie!”

Joan Greenway lay back down.  Of course she did.

The pee went everyone.  Where it didn't land it flowed and trickled to fill the lowest areas.  Mindy moved around a little to spatter a greater area.  Then she held back her stream.  Cut if off with her bladder not yet empty.

“Pet Joannie, open that potty mouth of yours.  Wide fucking open!”

Joan knew.  Of course she did.  She also knew she could just do as ordered or be made to do it anyway.  She opened her mouth wide.

A wave of... something... came over her.  A certainty.  She deserved this.  She had always deserved this.  She was finally getting what she deserved.

Joan stretched her mouth even wider open, so wide it hurt.

Mindy squatted down.  Now accuracy would be good.

Mindy began peeing again, spraying almost all of it right into Joan's mouth.  Some of what missed went up her nose.  Joan's mouth quickly filled with pee.  It began to get close to overflowing!

Joan had no idea what to do, what was expected.

“Swallow it you dumb puppy slut.  Even the insides of you is my territory!”

Joan swallowed what she could.  Her mouth was so full that when she went to close it a lot of the pee gushed over the sides of her lips.  Still, it was a huge gulp of the sour nasty piss.

Then Mindy said, “Open that fucking muzzle of yours again, Pet Joannie.”

Joan opened up wide again and found out Mindy had a little more pee for her.  It was her last reserve.  It didn't come close to filling her mouth this time but it would be enough.

“Don't swallow it, Pet Joannie.  Not yet.  First you fucking gargle it.  That's right, fucking gargle my piss you piss slut puppy.”

Joan gargled the piss.  Kept her mouth open while on her back as she did.  It made tiny droplets spray out which landed on her cheeks, neck, and in her ears among other places.  After about twenty seconds of gargling Mindy told her to go ahead and swallow it.  So she did.

Mindy laughed, “You know, they say there's only two kinds of people in this world.  Those who don't drink piss and those that do.  You just moved from one group to the other one and you can never go back the other way.”

Mindy leaned down and clapped the palm of her hand heavily on Joan's piss wet cheek, “You're my territory now, bitch.”

Then Mindy told her, “Stay!”

Mindy got out of the tub and washed her hands.  Then she told Pet Cara to bring the “bone”.  She had Pet Cara fuck Pet Joannie with it while Joan lay on her back in the piss.  Pet Cara knelt next to the tub and worked steady and hard guiding the bone smoothly in and out of Joan's pussy.  Joan's pussy was wet and only some of it was Mindy's urine. 

After ten minutes Joan came and, though the orgasm was welcome it made her feel even lower, even more like a slut, even more humiliated.  Climaxing while covered in urine!  Who did that?  Only a total piss slut.  Herself!

In a single day she'd gone from respectable mother of one, a confirmed heterosexual only, to a low down filthy mother of one lesbian slut.  A piss slut!

Oral sex given and received, sex in her office while on duty, sex with students, sex with young women less than half her age, nude photos In Flagrante Delicto, insults, spanks, treated like a human pet, finger up her ass, and pissed on.  All in one day!

Accompanied by half a dozen orgasms....

The End

of Part 1

TAMING MRS. GREENWAY

Chapter One

Joan Greenway drove home like an automaton.  A robot.  By the time she got home she couldn't recall a single street or traffic light but knew she'd obeyed all the laws.  After all, she always did.

She sat in her car in her driveway for a minute.  She and her daughter lived in a nice home in a nice neighborhood.  Being a Director at a private college paid well.  Especially important since Joan's ex-husband was no longer around to help out financially.  It was just her and Emilia and it was all on Joan to guide Emilia and financially support her.

But not for much longer.  Emilia would soon be going to college starting that summer to get her a little head start over the other freshmen.  Joan would still guide and financially support Emilia, of course, but they'd live apart. 

Emilia would live in a dorm even though they lived in the same town as Hilland College.  That was so that Emilia could “fully experience” college life as she put it.  Joan made good money and offspring of staff got fantastic deals on housing so there was no financial argument against Emilia's plan.  Joan had agreed to it.

Emilia had been accepted easily and immediately by Hilland College.  Her grades alone and her extracurricular activities would have led to acceptance.  If she'd had bad grades then her mother being on staff at the college would have assured acceptance anyway.

Oh.  Fuck.  Going to the same college Joan worked at....

The same college that was the scene of Joan's recent... indiscretions....

Attending and living at the same college....

The same college a creature like Mindy stalked like it was her hunting grounds....

Damn.  Damn.  Damn.

Joan wondered if Emilia was still up.  It wasn't that late.  Should she maybe talk to her about attending some other school?

Joan looked at herself in the rear view mirror and saw smears of... something... on her face.  Especially on her cheeks and around her mouth.  She rubbed at it but she still looked awful.

She recalled Mindy had her go down on Pet Cara before Joan was allowed to leave.  Mindy had also crushed up some cereal and stuffed it into Cara's pussy like stuffing in a turkey.

Then Mindy had had Joan eat the wet sugary cereal right out from Cara's pussy while urging Joan to do it quickly before the cereal got “too soggy”.  Joan, or, really, Pet Joannie, had complied with strange eagerness.  At some point in there Cara climaxed.

Joan's mind wandered and she wondered what it would have felt like to Cara Lakeland if her pussy had been stuffed with some kind of cereal that went snap, crackle, and pop when it got wet.  Joan wondered if it would have made Cara orgasm more quickly, bigger, or longer....

Joan shook her head.  Get a grip woman! 

Which made her think about how she gripped Cara's perfect little ass while she ate her out.  Literally ate her out as she ate up the cereal. 

Joan also thought about Mindy gripping her ears and jerking them around to guide Joan's mouth where needed in licking at her pussy.  Joan's ears were still sore from that!

Joan still smelled like piss as well.  Mindy had not let her shower.  She'd said the piss needed to soak in to properly claim territory.  A lie since they both knew Joan was now her “territory” with or without piss on her.  Some of the drying piss had dampened her clothes when she finally was allowed to put them back on.

Maybe she'd throw out the clothes instead of washing them.  But that wouldn't change anything.

Joan deliberated if she should risk going inside the house to go straight to the downstairs bathroom to wash up.  Emilia was probably up in her room anyways watching a show on her bedroom television.  If she was home at all.  She may be out with friends.  She had a lot of good friends and a near-boyfriend level male interest and it was a Friday.

No.  Not worth the risk.  Any risk was too much risk.

Joan started her car, backed out of the driveway, and decided to drive around town for a couple hours until she could be sure Emilia would be asleep.  She stopped at a gas station and filled up. 

She shook her head.  Why hadn't she thought of that?  She went into the gas station bathroom and washed up.  Did the gas station attendant look at her strangely?  Fuck her.

Now she could go home finally.

Her mouth still tasted like cereal though.

Chapter Two

Joan Greenway woke up Saturday morning and started her day very differently than normal.

The night before when she'd gotten home Emilia wasn't even home and still wasn't home by time Joan finished showering off the literal and symbolic stink of her sexual activities. 

She went to bed early and didn't worry about Emilia being out late.  Her daughter had a great head on her shoulders and, at eighteen, had Joan's blessing to stay out as late as she wanted and come and go as she pleased.

Joan did worry about herself though.  Her situation.  Her reactions to the situation.

Just crazy.

Exhausted, she'd slept like a rock.  It was quite the price to pay for a good night's rest.  Ironic she had to do so much bad in order to sleep good.  She tried not to beat herself up too much emotionally.  Really, she had not done bad things.  Bad things were done to her by that bad bad wicked evil super-bad Mindy Short.

Mornings she normally got up and got a brisk start to her day.  But not that Saturday morning.

She lay in bed and her mind spun through the events of the previous day.  Why had she sat still at first for Cara licking her pussy in her office?  Oh yeah, Mindy holding her shoulders.  Holding her in place.  Still, she should have struggled more.  Tried harder. 

Well, she tried pretty hard at getting Cara to orgasm with her own mouth when they sixty-nined.  On top of her own desk!  So... she'd tried hard all right, just at the wrong things. 

That desk belonged to the school!  So did the office!  She was supposed to be working... not sticking her tongue up a girl's cooze.

Then what had happened?  It was a jumble in her mind.  She ate out Mindy and Cara licked her again.  How awful.  Well, technically, the orgasms had not been awful.  They were great.  Mysteriously great. 

The definition of orgasm was pretty much the exact opposite of awful, wasn't it?  It was hard to argue they were awful.  Everything else but not the orgasms.  But the overall experience was terrible, right?  Right?

If only there was a way to have the tremendous orgasms without all that humiliation and crappy treatment.  There should be!  Those things should have been a drag on the orgasms.  Instead... they were like fucking catapults!

Like anyone, Joan, of course, had masturbated to orgasm.  She could do that usually at will if she had enough time and focus.  But those orgasms... were nothing like those ones yesterday.  If they were as good as the ones yesterday, hell, Joan thought she'd be masturbating three times a day.  Maybe more!

It wasn't just those orgasms either.  Almost the whole time in both encounters she fell a hum.  A buzz.  Not physical.  It was emotional.  Some underlying strong buoyancy of arousal.  It was like being turned on but it was much stronger than that.

Joan didn't know what the hell that emotional hum was but she could feel it to a lesser degree whenever she thought about what they did.  Or what they might do in the future.  It felt strongest when she thought about the supposed “worst” of what happened.

The worst... was the best...!  Now that was fucked up!

How many times did she orgasm in her office?  How many for Cara and how many for Mindy?  You knew there were a lot of orgasms when you weren't sure what the final total count was.

Joan thought for awhile about the differences between Cara's and Mindy's pussies.  Shape, texture, color, whether there was pubic hair, smell, and taste.  And how they differed from her own pussy.

Her own pussy!

It was hot and wet!

All over again!

Was it for sure? 

She better check. 

Joan slid a hand down, delved between her panties and skin, sorted through the pubic hair, and found hot wetness.

She was wet.  And hot!

Just on the surface?  Or deeper also?

She better check!

Joan slid a finger in and pushed it in as far as it would go and then really pressed hard while angling her pussy upward in order to go even further than “as far as it would go”.

Yes.  Really really wet in there.

Her right hand needed a witness to support its claim so she brought her left hand down and its fingers agreed on the wetness and heat findings. 

Pretty soon fingers of her right hand were rubbing her clitoris while her left hand had three fingers going in and out continuously rechecking her pussy for wetness.  She just kept finding it.

Her explorers discovered the wetness and the heat were both increasing.

How wet and hot could she get?

Inquiring mind needed to know.

This was just scientific experimentation.  Seeking information thru trial and error.

Her information-seeking fingers did not feel like a trial and it didn't feel like they were making any errors either....

Imagine – and she did – doing this while, say, licking Mindy's pussy... with Mindy jerking on her ears... and those ears hearing Mindy call her “Pet Joannie”....

Orgasm!

Joan lay in bed recovering from the orgasm.

She never did that!  Masturbation in the morning.  Who had time for that even on a weekend?

She had just showered last night and now she had the sex stink back on her already.

Joan admonished herself that this weekend was supposed to be a time of recovery, introspection, and coming up with some kind of genius plan to extricate herself from the unholy influence of Mindy Short.  Not laying around masturbating!

Joan realized she was sucking on the fingers of her left hand.  When had she brought them up to her mouth?  They'd been covered in her pussy juice.  Disgusting.  And she'd sucked it off.  Disgusting. 

She looked at her hand.  She had missed a spot, or streak, along the outer edge of her palm.  Oh well.  She licked it off though she could barely taste anything.  Joan believed in finishing tasks once you started them.

All right.  That was done with.  Out of her system.  Now she had the whole weekend to recover and reestablish her equilibrium.

That was when she heard her cell phone vibrate.

A text.

Thank God she'd turned down that ringtone of her orgasmic cries all the way to vibrate.  Otherwise if Emilia had been walking by her bedroom and heard that electronic cry she may have thought... her Mom was in here masturbating or something!

Can't have that!

Joan wondered who the text could be from.  Not Mindy as it was the weekend.

Wrong.  It was Mindy!

Pet Joannie.  Start your day with a finger bang!  Get it?  Masturbate that old pussy of yours.  Send me an “After” picture close up of it.  You know I'll recognize it by now.

Joan was nervous, dismayed, and a little gratified by the text.

Nervous at even receiving such a message.  Anywhere anytime let alone inside her own home.

Dismayed that no, this weekend would not be a weekend off from Mindy and her games.

Gratified, somehow gratified, that Mindy was obviously thinking about her that morning.  Mindy could be getting, well, anything she wanted from that Pet Cara but here she was texting Joan Greenway and giving her a sexy personalized order.  That was sort of a compliment, wasn't it?

Of course, she supposed she might still be having Pet Cara do “anything” like getting her pussy licked and still text her.  They weren't exclusive.  But Mindy was thinking about her!

Mindy had plans for her....

Joan trembled in nervous ominous excitement.

Joan shook her head.  No, no, no.  This was too much.  It was bad enough Mindy had sexually invaded her work space.  And her mind in her own home earlier when Joan masturbated.  But now... giving her orders on what to do at home on one of her days off?  Were there no boundaries with this girl?

No, maybe not.

What to do...?  Well... her current “strategy” was to cooperate until she found an opportunity to get out from under.  She had not yet come up with any new strategy.  Wonder why if she was laying around masturbating all morning?

Now even more masturbation.

Joan wondered if she ought to text that she'd already carried out that order on her own initiative?  No.  That would be far too humiliating.  She would not acknowledge doing that.  Mindy would think it was because of her and because she liked this crap Mindy was putting her through.  No way could she do that.  Most especially because Mindy's conclusions would be more or less accurate.  The truth was far too dangerous.

Oh shit.  She saw the time on the text.  It was sent twenty-six minutes earlier.  Joan hadn't heard it because she was probably breathing too hard while masturbating.  Also, her phone was on vibration and over in the small pile of yesterday's discarded clothing.  She hadn't put them in the laundry hamper as she had yet to decide if she'd throw them out.  Or burn the damn things!

Joan hadn't answered Mindy's text within five minutes!  That meant a spanking or some kind of punishment!  Well, maybe Mindy wouldn't enforce that....  Oh fuck, who was she kidding?  That little scoundrel would for sure enforce it!

Just then another text came in from Mindy.

Naughty Pet Joannie.  No answer in five minutes!  Bad girl!  When your lazy ass wakes up, still finger bang but, while you do, think about the long hard spanking I'm going to give you on Monday morning in your office.  How many students will hear it through the door as they walk past?

Shit.

Oh well.

Joan masturbated.  Again.  She thought about not doing it but remembered her temporary strategy of cooperation.  Fortunately her pussy was still hot and needy.  Still?  No.  It was these awful text messages.  Her pussy had been satisfied but then those damn texts...!  They just... did something to her.

So did thinking about that spanking she'd get on Monday morning.  Probably naked.  In her own office.  Bent over Mindy's knees.  What a bizarre sight that would be, tall forty-year-old Joan Greenway bent over taking smacks to her bare rear from young little Mindy.

It would hurt.  Maybe she would even cry. 

Then maybe Mindy would stroke and caress her red and tender ass.

Then maybe Mindy would stick fingers up her pussy.

Or one in her asshole.

Joan climaxed, furiously rubbing at herself.

Joan remembered she needed to take and send the photo of her hot wet post-orgasm pussy. 

She wasn't sure why but she used one hand to stretch her pussy lips wide to reveal her inner pink delicacy.  Once she did it she did acknowledge she knew why.

Mindy would like it. 

Mindy would like seeing her pussy all hot and wet. 

Mindy would appreciate that little extra effort of Joan holding her pussy open like it was ready for a big dildo Mindy wore on a strap-on to slam into it. 

Mindy could look at the picture as much as she wanted.  She would probably show it to friends....

Joan wasn't going to forget to send it and earn another spanking!  She was too smart for that!

Joan sent the photo right away without any attached comment.

It made her feel hot and very naughty and quite humiliated and compromised to take and send such a photo.  Now her pussy was in the “cloud” of electronic information out there. 

Her pussy was out there.  Her pussy was “outed”.  Her heterosexual pussy was “outed” because of a nasty co-ed lesbo!

Even Joan couldn't help laughing a little.

She was so fucked!

Even when all she did was masturbate!

That made her short laugh return as a giggle.  A little hysterical.

Only after she sent it did it occur to her she could have just taken a photo right away when she'd read that first text and sent it without masturbating all over again.  Mindy never would have known.

That thought did only just occur to her after. 

She was pretty sure it was after and not before....

Chapter Three

Joan tried to go about her weekend routines and relaxations.  Both failed.

Toting that phone around with her, nervous she would miss a text from Mindy.  Nervous if she left the phone unattended Emilia might look at the sent messages or photos taken and see a close up of her Mom's pussy.  That was not a legitimate worry because Emilia wasn't nosy and never looked at her stuff and didn't seem to care.  Joan still worried though.

Joan figured out how to erase the photo and the sent texts.  She'd never had to do that before.  It was easy but it showed Mindy had successfully changed something about her lifestyle and thought process.  Now Joan had to keep something hidden.  A big something.

Joan worried about missing a text from Mindy but also worried somehow Mindy had texted again but she hadn't received it.  Had she texted?  Would she text?  If no, why not?  Joan had nothing to do anyway....

Normally she tried to spend some time with Emilia who always kept herself busy because she was in demand.  All those friends!  Time with her was at a premium.  But Joan found herself actually avoiding Emilia and relieved that weekend when Emilia went to her bedroom to hang out alone or when she left the house.

Joan knew there were no outward changes but still felt like her transgressions were written all over her.  Haunting her.  She could sense those ghosts so why couldn't others?

Another text from Mindy came in just before noon.

Nice pic.  I think I've been a neglectful owner.  I forgot to feed you this morning.  You must be starving.  Do you have a big see-through salad bowl?

What now?  Feed her?  What did that mean?  As far as she knew Mindy was still over at campus.  Joan fed herself!  She was a grown woman.

She shrugged.  She'd answer her question – within the five minutes – and see where this was going.

Yes.  I have a big glass salad bowl.  Why?

Waiting for Mindy's next text she went and looked at her huge glass salad bowl.  She'd only used it a couple times when a large number of guests were over.  In fact, the last time was six years ago when there was plenty of family, her husband's and her own, in town. 

Four months later Donald left them.  Moved West.  He said he needed a change.  That was it.  He called maybe twice a year and only wanted to talk with Emilia when he did call.  She and Emilia agreed it was only some lame sense of fatherly duty that made him call at all.  Some woman from the gym where Donald used to work out was living with him out there on the West coast.  She was, apparently, the “change” he needed.

Fucker.

The huge bowl had some dust on it so Joan went ahead and cleaned and dried it.

She felt her phone vibrate with a text received.

Time for your feeding, Pet Joannie.  (Past time)  Put some cereal in the bowl.  Make sure it is sugary cereal.  Add milk if you want.  Set up your smart phone to video you through the bowl.  Then eat it all up and send me the video.  If the video is not clearly showing your face then you will have to eat a whole second bowl full to the top and do it all over.  Better get it right.

Joan stood stunned for a second.

That little monster!

Joan suddenly realized she could sink even further than she already had.

Could and apparently would.

Even from miles away Mindy could and would inflict her will and humiliate and dehumanize Joan.

That Mindy was controlling when she ate, what she ate, how much she ate, how she ate, and making her document her obedience!

Joan looked at the boxes of cereal.

Saw a fruity sugary one.  So unhealthy.  Her daughter's cereal.  None of her own were sugary like Mindy wanted.

She pulled it down off the shelf and felt an electric surge in her pussy.

She guessed she was doing this.

Worried about Emilia, she smuggled the huge bowl and the box of cereal up to her bedroom.  Locked her door.  She was grateful it had a lock.

For a minute she was preoccupied with setting up the scene in compliance with Mindy's wishes.  She set her cell at an angle on some balled up clothing on her dresser.  Then she poured about a normal sized bowl of cereal worth into the huge bowl.  Then she made sure the view of the bowl was through the glass and would show her face.

Then she paused.  Filming herself eating like an animal.  Sending it to an evil girl she could not trust.  Not wise at all.  But refuse and, what, get more spanks, anger her enemy, and be forced to do it anyway or face much worse consequences?

It was evil being done to her.  She should not cooperate.

But it was the lesser of various other probable evils.

She barely heard her cell phone vibrate with a new message.

Taking too long.  Now you have to do it naked and make sure to get a nipple in your home video.  In fact, suck on your own nipple to end the show.  Send to me in ten minutes or... I'll think of something.

Joan thought that Mindy thinking up “something” was the very last thing she wanted!

Joan took off everything above her waist.  Then shrugged and took off everything else.  Fuck it.  She didn't want to get her clothes messy, did she?  Also, she didn't want Mindy to somehow sense she had not fully obeyed the order to be naked.  That girl was unearthly! 

She knew another reason was that all of this was making her hot.  Just a fact.  She'd think about that mystery later. 

She pressed the button to start the recording.

Then she pressed her face into the cereal at the bottom of the huge glass bowl.

She ate and ate, crunching big mouthfuls.

Conscious of the view of her munching face through the glass of the bowl. 

Conscious of her tits swaying back and forth.

Conscious Mindy would soon be watching all this and getting off on it.

Conscious she, Joan, was herself getting off on it.

Conscious Mindy may show the video to friends or who knows who all.

Conscious that idea, that all sorts of strangers with ill intent would watch it, made her pussy squeeze itself involuntarily.

She got down near the bottom and had to resort to licking up the sugary cereal pellets and, finally, licking up the cereal dust as well. 

For a second she could picture the view of her tongue slapping and smearing the side of the bowl.  Then she pictured, so clearly it felt more like a vision, Mindy playing that part of the video back and pressing the lower part of her phone to her pussy so it looked like Joan was there licking her pussy....

Joan nearly came... just from that wicked vision... without even touching herself!

Joan almost forgot, but luckily remembered just as she was about to shut off the recording, what else she needed to do.

That's right.

Lick her own nipple.

That's so wrong!

She'd never done that before but she tried to think of it as no big deal.  Surely she'd done much worse in the last day and half.  But it was still humiliating.

She moved the glass bowl, leaned her face down, and bent her body to put this act in view of the phone, and then applied her lips to her nipple.

It felt good.  Obviously.  Just a fact of life. 

She licked and sucked.  Licked and sucked some more.  Then actually suctioned at it like a baby feeding.  Sensations skyrocketed.  Awareness sunk.

She wasn't sure how long she was supposed to do this... but... best to be on the safe side....

She kept sucking, licking, and suctioning.  She knew the video she was shooting also had audio so she made some nasty dramatic slurping sounds.  Really played it up even if she didn't want to think about why on Earth she would do that.

She was just in the moment.

Including her right hand, the one not holding her breast up, which slid down her body and sneaked two fingers into her slit.  It's fingers were both in the moment and up in her pussy.

Mindy wouldn't be able to see what her fingers were doing to herself so... that meant it was all right to do it.  What Mindy didn't know couldn't hurt Joan.  In fact, it felt great!

This amount of physical sensation should only have aroused her.  Only just started her on a path to eventual possible orgasm.

But the circumstances...

The nasty wrong humiliating circumstances...!

Orgasm!

She stood and shook, fingers working at her pussy, and her mouth inadvertently chewing at her own held up breast.  Pleasure spiked with pain.

When she recovered, the first thing she recognized was her propped up cell phone still recording away.  It had a view of her chest and not her pussy area.  Still, from her face earlier and the sounds she'd made the fact she'd had an orgasm would be obvious.

She reached for it with her pussy wet hand and suddenly stopped with her hand in midair halfway there.  She felt an insane impulse.  That her pussy juice should not be wasted.  That Mindy would definitely enjoy seeing her lick it off her fingers....

No, no, no!

Her own thoughts seemed nearly as insidious as Mindy herself.

Joan grabbed up the smart phone and shut off the recording mode.  She thought she ought to erase it and redo the scene without any indication she liked being demeaned.  But she did not have enough time and... she was just too full to eat more cereal.

Feeling like she was betraying herself – because she was! – she texted the video to Mindy.

Thinking about it in the long minutes that passed right after, she realized she was totally and completely compromised beyond repair.  Her job, her daughter's respect, everything hung by a thread.  That thread was Mindy's mercy and Joan's minuscule trust that Mindy would do what was right.

She hung on a cliff's edge of destiny.  She would just have to see if or when Mindy would push her off, where she would land, and how hard.

Awaiting the eventual outcomes was all that was left.  Averting those outcomes... was just no longer possible.

The phone vibrated with a text she knew would be from Mindy.

Nice show you put on there, Pet Joannie.  Above and beyond.  You don't mind if I share it with Deb, Shan, and Rosalie.  (hint:  wasn't a question)

Joan tensed with anxiety.  Did Mindy have to share everything they did with everyone?  Was nothing sacred?  This was... their private time.  Their business. 

Didn't Mindy realize that these three females she shared with could ruin everything they had?  Ruin it?

Joan realized she was thinking a bit strangely.  What “they had”?  They didn't have anything!  It was Mindy just making her do awful things and... and... and making her have too many orgasms that were far too strong....

Should she text Mindy back?

Fuck that horrible girl!

But... not literally....

Joan furtively sneaked the big glass bowl back down to the kitchen and hurriedly washed it and put it back in place. 

She hoped Mindy was done with this goofy feeding-time-for-Pet-Joannie phase.  Mindy had had her jollies (and, admittedly, Joan also) but now it was time to put it behind them.

Joan hoped wrong.

Chapter Four

A little before five there was another text from Mindy.  It vibrated in Joan's front pants pocket.  She'd decided that was the best place to keep it just in case Emilia was ever around when a Mindy text arrived so there would be no chance of her seeing anything.

What is for dinner, Pet Joannie?  Or maybe, what was going to be for dinner?

Damn that horrible Mindy Short.  Was she going to have to eat more of that unhealthy sugar cereal of her daughter's?  From an oversize glass bowl?  While masturbating or sucking her own tit or lord knew what else?

The distinct twinge in her pussy indicated that her entire body was not fully on board with how that scenario playing out again was somehow a bad thing.

She knew she better answer.

We were going to have salad and vegetarian burgers.  Please, Mindy.  I hate cereal and everything about how you make me eat it.

Joan liked her answer.  It put on record she was an unwilling participant.

Mindy would have none of that.

On the video you sent to me it was painfully obvious how much you hated it.  Not!  Who is this “we” you speaketh of?

Oh crap!  Why had she even alluded to not being alone! 

None of your business.

The reply to that came very quickly and it wasn't a surprise.

Everything about you, your time, what you do, everything is now my business.  No secrets.  Who is the hot date?  (No dates without my permission so I will need to spank you even more.)

Joan sighed.  She guessed it was a good thing it wasn't a date. 

She hadn't accepted any since her husband left.  She was a looker so she'd had quite a few offers.  Good ones, too, but she decided that she'd wait for that sort of thing until Emilia was out of the house.  Which was only a few months away as Emilia had insisted on living on campus and having her freedom as part of college.  A compromise to Joan insisting Emilia attend the college she worked at so she could somewhat look over her.

Her daughter was attending her mother's college so that Joan could protect her but, now, with Mindy, Joan's “protection” was actually moral endangerment! 

Emilia must never know these things that she and Mindy did or what Joan was forced to do with Cara.  It would disillusion her poor daughter.  If she was going to some other college Emilia would be much safer from the truth.  Joan's own motherly protective urge was coming back to haunt her!

She thought about trying to minimize her answer but then Mindy would still get it out of her with texts back and forth.  She remembered her silly strategy to cooperate.  Like she really had some choice here.  Her “strategy” was not really a strategy at all. 

Maybe Mindy would give her a break for her daughter.  Mindy would know that they needed to be discrete and she had to stop keeping her friends informed.  Keep a lid on it.  It could motivate Mindy to leave her alone at night and on the weekends.

Not a hot date.  My daughter and I have dinner together every Saturday we can.  Our little tradition.  Our Mother-Daughter time.  Please.  Just let me eat dinner with her.  I'll eat the cereal tomorrow morning if you want.

Joan waited for a return text.  It took longer than she expected.  Maybe Mindy was busy.  She wasn't sure if she should start cooking the burgers and making salad or if she should sneak the cereal up to her bedroom and tell Emilia she was feeling ill and had to bow out of their planned dinner.

The phone vibrated from the answering text.

Yes.  Emilia.  Eighteen and a beauty like her mother.  Congrats, you passed my test.  You were honest.  If you'd lied then your punishment would have been awful.  Amazing all the things you, or, in this case, I, can find out via social media nowadays.

Mindy knew about her daughter, even knew what she looked like, and found her attractive!  Not good!!

Another text came in quickly.  That Mindy sure was a fast texter.

I am a kindhearted Owner.  You can have your dinner with Emilia and eat what you've planned.  However, my advisers Deb and Shan say I need something out of this also.

Joan pictured these two unknown young women laughing and making wild suggestions.  Being let off the hook on missing dinner and eating cereal was a good thing but Joan suspected the price would be severe.

She suspected right.

Why was it whenever she “hoped” then she hoped wrong but whenever she “suspected” then she suspected right?  Mindy was why.

Here came the anticipated/dreaded follow-up text.

My something is real easy, Pet Joannie.  Extra flavoring on that salad you plan to serve.  First, use the same bowl as earlier today.  Make as big a salad as you want but everything in it – lettuce, carrots, fucking croutons – must be put up your pussy and marinated for a minute first.  Don't do the whole salad all at once!  Ha ha!  Set your smart phone to video the marinating and then move it to watch over dinner with Emilia.  I want to see her face when she takes a bite.

This was clearly too much!  Way too much!  It could never happen!  Joan texted back vibrating with anger.

Forget it.  I'll go eat the cereal.

But that didn't resolve the matter at all.

No longer an option.  You WILL serve yourself and your daughter that salad with your “light dressing” on it, nothing else.  Your owner commands you, Pet Joannie.

What to do?  What to do?!?

What to do when you just can't do what you just have to do?  It was like a twisted sex version of the unstoppable force meeting the immovable object.  Mindy, of course, was the unstoppable force.  Joan was the immovable object.  Except... was she really?  She'd been pretty damn movable the last day and half!

But this... this was different.  It involved her daughter. 

Another vibration, another text.  This one was an added thought by Mindy.

If you are of French or Italian lineage you could call it French or Italian dressing I guess.

Thanks a lot, Mindy, Joan thought sarcastically.  Mindy was out there somewhere laughing her ass off while Joan was struggling to avoid this wrongful request.  Request?  Fucking order!  That wench!

If you just can't do....

Joan had an idea.  She texted.

My smart phone won't video that long.  Can't do it.

Mindy's answer was quick.

Bullshit.  But we'll roll like it's true.  Go get your digital camera with the record video feature.  Use it to record yourself “marinating” the salad.  Then another of you and your daughter eating it.  Then email them to me tonight.

Joan realized she did have a digital camera that could record video.  Did Mindy really know that or was she just guessing?  She always seemed to know so much....  Joan remembered when they got the new camera Emilia had taken a picture of it with the old camera and posted that picture to social media talking about their new ability to shoot home video.  They never actually did many.  Mindy probably did know they had one.  She was some kind of computer whiz and had obviously mined Emilia's social media for information.

If she told Mindy it was busted then Mindy would probably make her go out and buy another one.

Stuck.

She had no moves to make.  Obey or rebel.

If only she had more time to think.  Wait.  She didn't have to email it right away.  She could obey and then maybe think up a way to avoid sending it.

Hell, if she was lucky Mindy would drop dead of a rare medical condition between now and then!

She texted back.

Doing it.

And, lord help her, she did do it.  She went and got the digital camera and set it on a counter in the kitchen and started it recording.

She got out the ingredients and dropped her pants and panties but kept them around her ankles ready to pull them back up if she heard her daughter approaching.

What to start with?

The cucumber?  Yeah, the cucumber.  She'd heard about women using cucumbers as dildos.   Kitchen sluts.  Now she would be one of those women.  Joan the kitchen slut.  She was stuck between feeling like giggling and feeling like throwing up.

She would pop that cucumber in, take it out, and then slice it up.  That might minimize the pussy juice on it and would make the task quicker than slicing before “marinating”. 

She leaned back against a kitchen counter.  She pushed her pussy out knowing the camera had a great view.  The cucumber was certainly bigger than she would have purchased had she anticipated this use.  She had a hard time getting it in.  She even stopped with it a third of the way in and rubbed at her clitoris vigorously.

That felt good but she really began to juice up thinking about how she  looked, what she was doing, how slutty is all was, how Mindy would enjoy watching her do this on the video.

Soon she was able to get the cucumber just about all the way in.  In truth she felt like continuing to fuck herself with it.  She was supposed to marinate it for a minute but she compromised that order with her newfound need and went ahead and cucumber-fucked herself for a minute.

Then she reluctantly extricated the cucumber and sliced it up.  She dumped the slices into the big glass salad bowl.

What next?  Carrots.

She crammed a handful of baby carrots up her pussy and held them in with one hand.  The other hand played with her clitoris.  She got a little involved and ended up doubling the marination time.

Then... she sort of gave birth to the baby carrots and dumped them into the bowl.

She was so wet by now she was able to take the big leaves of romaine lettuce and simply wiped them each up and down her slit.  Once she treated them all this way she tore them up by hand into more easily eaten sizes.  Which made her picture Emilia eating them which made her feel really really guilty.  And a little....

Trying not to think about it, Joan went through similar processes with banana peppers, red pepper, onion, purple lettuce, two kinds of cheese, mushrooms, and a few other veggies.  Depending on size and amount she either wiped them up and down to get them as wet as she could or she inserted them and kept them in her pussy for at least a minute.

The peppers burned a little so she kept their marination to minimum.  It probably would have been worse if she hadn't been so wet and releasing so much moisture.

She grated the cheese after marination, not before.  Critical!  Joan wondered how many cheese graters in the whole world had pussy juice on them right then.  Probably just hers.

Joan heard Emilia call down the stairs, “How long until dinner, Mom?”

Joan froze guiltily with a dozen button mushrooms up her pussy.  She managed to stop tweaking her clitty so she could compose her answer and make her voice matter-of-fact, “Ten minutes, sweetheart!”

“Good.  I'm starving!”

The croutons were, by far, the worst.  Dry and hard.  Not so dried pretty quickly but then they crumbled.  After she got them out – she needed to use a wooden salad spoon to paddle them out – she looked at them in the salad bowl.  They were dark with saturation and rounded from “pussy juice erosion”.  To her, it was pretty obvious they'd all had a trip up Pussy River but she knew Emilia would have no idea.

She used tongs to tumble the entire mixture.  No dressing other than her own natural additive which she could smell though perhaps some of the smell was from the source itself. 

Was she really doing this?

It was... terrible... but... sort of harmless.  It wasn't poison or toxic.  The croutons were probably less healthy.  Actual real salad dressing might be bad for you.  This was healthy in comparison.  It couldn't hurt Emilia and, if Emilia never knew about it, no harm could come from it....

She carried it out and put it on the middle of the table.

Walking around she could feel crouton crumbs irritating her pussy. 

Now she'd been “croutoned” by Mindy.  One more thing the evil devil-spawn could add to her list of accomplishments. 

She went back and got the recording camera and decided to keep it recording as she took it out to the dining room and set it next to a basket of fake flowers on a high display shelf.  She tilted it down a little so it would show the whole table.  That way Mindy would know she hadn't somehow secretly swapped the pussy juiced salad for a normal one.  She didn't want Mindy to have any excuse to demand some do over.

But she was going to think up a way not to sent the video right?  Right?

The damn thing had a little red glowing light on the front of it.  There was no hiding that light.  Emilia likely wouldn't look up and over at it and wouldn't spot it at all even with the light.  Joan sure hoped she didn't.

She finished the burgers and set the table with plates and silverware.

She called down Emilia.

Joan was nervous and wished she could hide at the bottom of a mine shaft for a millennium or two.  She was also horny and wished she could go masturbate and maybe reclaim some kind of composure.

Emilia came down dressed very casual and, as always, looking stunningly beautiful.  She was the type of maiden Greek Kings would have fought wars over.  Long dark curly hair and with alert intelligent eyes.  She was always so vibrant.  Her personality was even more attractive than her physical appearance. 

Emilia reminded Joan of herself at that age except she was a much improved version of herself.  Even more beautiful and smarter, too. 

Joan always fed her the best most nutritious food.  Emilia's one indulgence was that sugary cereal but even that she only ate a couple times a week.

Good nutrition was one advantage Emilia had over Joan's upbringing.  Joan's mother was more of a triangle meal or straight-line meal kind of Mom than a square meal Mom let alone knowing anything about nutrition and vitamins.  She hadn't been the best mother when it came to diet.

On the other hand, Joan doubted Mrs. Eileen Greenway ever fed her daughter Joan anything soaked in her own pussy juice!

Joan wondered if her Mom was looking down on her from some afterlife right now.  Or maybe looking up.  Probably looking sideways while looking sideways.... 

`No, whether up above or down below or anywhere else Eileen Greenway would definitely be looking down on her daughter Joan.

Joan found herself praying there was no afterlife.  Then her Mom couldn't see this shit and she herself would not be held accountable in a lake of lava for eternity....

What about if her former husband ever found out about this?  That actually wasn't too concerning.  Embarrassing, yes, but he'd just stay in California.  It wasn't like he wanted Emilia and would try to get custody.  Hell, he couldn't.  She was eighteen.

Emilia sat down at the table after getting them both glasses of milk.  Joan had forgotten them in all the... excitement.

Emilia began dishing salad tong-fulls from the big bowl and onto her plate.

Joan felt like saying something.  Should she say “bon appetit” or a “hope you enjoy it”... or the more traditional “Don't-eat-it-Emilia-it's-soaked-in-my-pussy-juice”?

She said nothing. 

Joan chanced a look at the digital camera in it's out in plain sight hiding spot.

This was so unfair.  There was no way Mindy could get off on this enough to justify Joan's discomfort!

Joan felt a seething anger.

Emilia just automatically dished salad onto Joan's plate.  It looked wet and glistened.  Emilia put two big tong-fulls on Joan's plate.

That was... nice of her.

They always ate their salad first and then progressed to the meal.

Joan couldn't help staring as Emilia stirred her big portion of salad.

Emilia frowned, “No dressing?”

“Oh.  Ah.  It's got a special dressing.  Special oils.  Nothing else.”

“Mediterranean?” 

Joan had some Italian lineage, “Yes.  I think so.”

Emilia stabbed a few items onto her fork and put it all in her mouth.  Began chewing....

Joan just stared.  She couldn't help it. She also couldn't help that funny feeling in her pussy.  Like a tickle that could never be itched or a laugh that could never be laughed.

Emilia chewed it up and took another bite.

Then Emilia spoke with her mouth full of pussy-juice coated salad, “What?  Why are you looking at me that way?”

“Oh.  Nothing.  Just... do you like it?”

“This dressing is very very subtle.  But I like it fine.”

“Oh.  That is good.”

“Aren't you going to try yours?  Or are you waiting to see if guinea pig Emilia dies?”

Joan produced an awkward scoff, “Of course I'm going to, my little guinea pig.  Poison would have worked by now, right?”                                                                                                                                                                                          They both laughed but only Emilia's was a natural laugh.  Joan ate some of her salad.  She could taste her pussy on it but only because she was aware of it.  She doubted Emilia could detect the taste or would even know what it was if she did.

After all, Emilia had never gone down on some girl like her mother had, had she? 

This caused a certain forbidden image to appear in Joan's mind.  How awful!  How arousing anyway!

Also, it wasn't like Emilia up in her bedroom late at night experimented with masturbation and had maybe tried... licking her fingers after?

Joan's pussy clenched and she felt a squish of wetness.  What was going on with her?  She was such a slut.  Such a bad person.  Such a bad mother!

That image of beautiful Emilia sucking her own pussy juice off her fingers... it was just so erotic.

Well, if Emilia had, then maybe she would have been able to identify, or at least suspect, the true source of the “Mediterranean” “dressing”.  But she showed no signs of that.  In fact, she wolfed it down.

Joan also wolfed it down.  She wasn't totally sure why.  Well, she loved salad.  Right or wrong, well, wrong, it tasted good.  She had liked the pussies she'd tasted so far.  Mindy's.  Cara's.  Her own.  It really did dress up the taste of the salad.

Maybe she ate so much so quickly to keep her daughter from eating quite as much.  Minimize the moral harm? 

Where once Joan had seethed in anger now her pussy seethed with heat and wetness.  If she couldn't control herself pretty soon Emilia would be able to smell her pussy even over the too-similar smell of the salad.

They ate all the salad.

They didn't usually eat all the salad....

About halfway through the burgers and the rest of the meal Emilia saw the digital camera and saw the recording light was on.  She frowned and asked Joan about it.

Joan stumbled for a good answer but found one, “Oh.  Sorry, sweetheart.  I just wanted to document our Saturday dinner tradition.  You know, for posterity.  When we're, ha ha, famous someday.”

“Why didn't you tell me?”

“I meant to but maybe it's good I didn't.  That way it's all natural at least from you.”

“All right.  Whatever Mom.  Kinda weird.  I don't think anyone wants to see us eating food including us when we get old.”

The rest of the meal went pretty much as usual.  Joan was amazed at herself that she could act and converse in such a normal seeming way even as her daughter's stomach processed salad she prepared with the additive of her pussy juice.

Emilia put the plates in the dishwasher and went upstairs for some studying before going out with friends.

Joan purposely delayed standing up, pretending to be contemplative.  After Emilia left she stood up and looked.  Yep, wet spot on the chair.  Her rampant pussy juice had soaked through her panties and her pants.  She was such a slut!

She stopped the recording and took the camera with her to her own bedroom.  She needed to change these clothes.  Get into comfort mode of sweats... and no pussy juice wet spots!

She changed and then sat in front of her computer with the memory card from the digital camera slotted into it.  Ready to import the video onto an email to send to Mindy.

Joan wondered.

How was she going to not send this video to Mindy?

She realized she was not going to not send it.

Which meant she was going to send it!

Sending it was scary but it turned the flame back on in her pussy.

Joan mentally said, “All right, pussy.  If you say so.  Good enough for me.”

She attached the audio and it took a long time to import.

Her hands brought herself to orgasm even before it was done importing.

She sent it.  Appropriately, it was a hand wet with pussy juice that moved the mouse to move the cursor and a finger wet with pussy juice that clicked send.

What Mindy wanted Mindy got.

Chapter Five

Joan spent a lot of time thinking about her situation but it wasn't productive time.  There was no solution. 

Now she was even more entrapped due to her own cooperation.  Bad enough Mindy got incriminating material on her on her own.  Enlisting Joan to incriminate herself... well... that was just plain wrong!  More wrong!

Those texts she'd sent were compromising but she could always have claimed to have lost her smart phone.  Or something.  Maybe.  But now Mindy had her sending video to Mindy on email.  It would be hard to claim someone hacked her email and also got her phone.  She had not thought of that before sending it.  She'd been too... caught up in the heat of the long series of moments.

Not only that.  It occurred to Joan that what Mindy now had could be used not only against herself but also against her daughter.  What if it was ever posted online?  Joan would be ruined in every which way by every definition of ruin but what would it do to Emilia?  On the internet eating pussy salad... let alone whose pussy had flavored it.

However, by Monday Joan was refreshed and felt tentative hope.

The source for both was the same.  Mindy had left her alone all of Sunday.  It was truly like a day of rest.  Joan spent a lot of time sleeping and reading and generally loafing and distracting herself.

The “day off” was refreshing and gave her renewed hope.

Perhaps Mindy was tired of her or had pushed her as far as she could and was done now.  She'd found some other interest to fill her Sunday at the very least.

Mindy must know these crazy antics with a forty-year-old woman had to end.  Would end.  Either ugly or easy.  Easy like now just leaving that forty-year-old woman all alone.

Joan could hope.

And Mindy could crush that hope.

The hope-crushing arrived in the late morning. 

This was one of the days that Joan had no administrative assistant so she always left her office door open to see if anyone was waiting to see her with some issue or another.  Usually problems getting along with a roommate and wanting to be moved.  Or problems adjusting to campus life away from friends and family.

In walked Mindy.  One second she wasn't there and the next Joan looked up and Mindy was standing there.  Looking at her with that glint in her eye, both eyes actually, hands on her hips, legs spread a little.  Wearing that lesbian uniform of tank top and worn jeans with holes all over them and hiking tennis shoes that were about one half boot in footwear DNA.

Joan could barely swallow.  Her mouth was suddenly dry.

The moisture from her mouth must have traveled to her pussy because her pussy was instantly wet.

“Pet Joannie, how was your weekend?  I mean the rest of it after you fed that pussy-dipped salad to your daughter.”

What was a good answer to that?

“It was fine.”

“Most my classes are on Tuesdays and Thursdays so I'm pretty busy those days.  I thought I'd stop by and visit you today and, well, probably Wednesdays and Fridays also.  Here in your office.  It's getting close to lunch time so, you know, that means I'm fresh out of bed and what better way for me to start my day and you yours than you eating out my pussy.”

Joan opened her mouth to list better ways to start ones day and why Mindy's view was off target.  But then Mindy slammed shut Joan's office door.  Which made Joan jump in her chair.  The closed door meant Joan was even more all alone with Mindy.

Just the two of them with no interference or no help depending on viewpoint.  One of them who went from defeat to defeat and the other who always got her own way.

Mindy snapped her fingers and pointed at her crotch.

Joan stood up and began walking around the desk.  She had some vague but instant idea to do this as quickly as possible.

Mindy frowned, “I know you're not that stupid.  Pets crawl.  If you insist on being a pet you should make it as accurate as possible.  Crawl, Pet Joannie.”

Joan sunk to her knees.  They were suddenly as weak as her moral backbone.  She almost felt above her station walking on all fours to Mindy.  Maybe she ought to be slithering on her stomach.

Mindy, seeing ready compliance, kicked off her shoes, and took off her pants. 

Joan arrived, already feeling like a bitch in heat, and it was she who pulled down and off Mindy's panties.  Mindy grabbed her head by the hair and jerked it backward severely, making Joan arch back and back until her head and shoulders were pointed at a far ceiling corner of the office, one above her desk.  Then Mindy sort of mounted Joan's face so her pussy came down vertically onto Joan's upward turned mouth.

Joan's mission couldn't be more clear.  She commenced to licking. 

Joan closed her eyes and let her other senses enhance themselves with the departure of sight.

Her nose was tickled by Mindy's pubic hair as she sucked in air and scent.

Her tongue tasted sweet tangy musk in Mindy's pussy.

Her ears listened to the lust and intensity and truth in Mindy's words as she bestowed insult after insult down on Joan.  Old whore.  Daughter traitor.  Animal.  Slut.  Sex beast.  Cunt critter.  Official cunt taster.  Dirty bitch.  And more.  So many more. 

Joan would never be able to remember them all.  She could only agree.  She wouldn't even remember all the terrible thing she mentally agreed that she was.

Joan also listened for any sounds from the outer office.  The door was closed but not locked.  Joan did have a job she was supposed to be doing.

The idea someone may discover them made her anxiety go off the charts but, against her own best interests, it turned her on too.  Someone would come in here never ever expecting graceful intelligent Mrs. Joan Greenway of the very highest standards, mother of one, to be bent like a deformed pretzel down on her office carpet desperately trying to orally please a lesbian less than half her age.

She really did want to please Mindy.  There was nothing strategic in that. 

She felt almost relieved that Mindy still wanted her and had not become bored after all. 

She felt like Mindy deserved this oral pleasure for dominating Joan the way she did.  Joan agreed it was quite an accomplishment.  Everything Mindy had made her do. 

Perhaps so many things ahead accomplished as well.  They weren't yet done but, in a way, they were already accomplished.  Joan knew she would do them.  Whatever they were.  All of them.  So... they were already accomplished.

Mindy grabbed Joan's head and pulled it up for the firmest contact while bucking her pussy down on Joan's face.  It went from oral pleasuring to face-fucking lesbian style.  It wasn't cunnilingus, it was face-alingus.

Joan worried her neck would break.  Probably not.  She'd know once Mindy was done with her.  She'd at least have a crick in her neck.

Mindy climaxed and pussy fluids streamed down Joan's cheeks and chin.  Mindy ground her pussy back and forth, up and down.  Joan dimly felt the hair above each of her ears dampening.

Mindy released her carelessly and Joan toppled backward.

Mindy staggered a couple steps away and then looked back at Joan with an orgasmic grin on her face, “We students cram for tests and Mrs. Joan Greenway, Director of Housing and Student Orientation, crams her face in pussy.  We all have our cross to bear.”

Joan wiped at her face as well as she could.  Her blouse was also wet somehow from something.  Pussy juice?  The blouse would dry and hopefully would not leave a stain.  Good thing pussy juice was clear.  But would it leave water marks or the equivalent? 

She was going to need to store some clothes in her office if Mindy was going to be showing up here for service every Monday, Wednesday, and Friday. 

Mindy got dressed.  Joan felt disappointment even though she knew she ought to be glad this was over.  What about her?  What about her pussy?

Mindy, fully dressed, went to Joan's office chair behind her desk and sat down.  Patted her lap.  “Get over here, Pet Joannie.  Your spanking awaits.”

Joan almost stood but caught herself and crawled around the desk.  That's right.  The spanking.  She'd forgotten about that.

Joan tried to lay across Mindy's lap but Mindy shoved her away, “What the fuck, Pet Joannie?  I'm not going to spank you through your clothes.  Give me a break!  Take off everything below the waist.”

Joan hurried to obey.  She hurried a little because she did not want to risk the wrath of Mindy.  But she hurried a lot because she wanted – wanted! – to be spanked.  Pleasure spiked with pain.  Or just pain with no pleasure though she was extremely aroused by then.  Whatever. 

She deserved a spanking as a punishment for being such a shameful slut. 

She deserved a spanking as a reward for doing such a good job on Mindy's pussy.

It was a long and severe spanking.  So severe that Mindy, afterward, while still holding Joan across her lap with one arm, brought her spanking hand to Joan's face and had her lick it softly and comfortingly because Mindy's hand stung so badly.  Not one tenth as bad as Joan's poor ass but pain in Joan's ass was of no consequence to either of them in comparison to poor Mindy's hurting hand.

While licking softly at Mindy's hot hand Joan wondered if she could get the university to somehow pay for soundproofing her office.  That spanking had been so loud!  If they were going to keep doing this kind of thing precautions would need to be taken.

If they were discovered it could all come to an end!  And... and also... she could lose her job!

Mindy then rewarded her.  She kept Joan on her lap but fingered Joan's pussy from behind and between her legs.  Cupped it, massaged it, worked it, jammed three fingers in and used them like team cock.

Joan, ass still stinging terribly but pussy humming much more strongly than that, orgasmed and thrashed in the throes if it until Mindy couldn't hold her any more and Joan spilled to the floor a wet mess.

When she recovered she was laying on the floor behind her desk.  She peeked above the desk top.  Mindy was at the office door.  It was open but no one was in the waiting area.

Mindy waved, “Come by tonight to the room after work.  Let's say six o'clock.  I've got some new tricks to train you to do.”

“But-- “

“Bingo.  Some of them.”

“But I'll need to get home and make dinner.”

“What, pussy du jour?  Ha, your daughter sure did like that pussy salad, didn't she?  Fuck that little bitch.  She's fucking eighteen.  She can feed herself.   Meanwhile, tonight I'll feed you.”

Mindy left.  As she did, Joan was strangely gratified to see a dark wet stain near the knee of Mindy's jeans.

After all the effects Mindy had had on her at least Joan had left some mark on her!

Chapter Six

As the day passed Joan felt her anticipation build.  What would happen this time in that room of sexual deviancy that Mindy and Cara shared?

Joan had to admit she was not exactly reluctant to find out.  She felt like almost anything could happen and that, in the end, she may end up liking whatever that almost anything was. 

It was a relief to be in the world of the campus and at least away from her home.  She'd really like to keep them both separate. 

Maybe she and Mindy could establish some healthy boundaries in which Joan did what Mindy wanted weekdays on campus and then Joan was left alone when home at night and on weekends.  That would work great.

Joan, being honest with herself, admitted she did not want this “relationship” to just end.  She felt like some kind of freshly minted sex addict and she did not want to go cold turkey.  Ever. 

She already dreaded what would happen when Mindy graduated.  Well, Mindy wasn't a very good student so maybe she'd never graduate....

Joan frowned.  How did she become a pawn of a dummy like Mindy?  Joan was supposed to be smarter than ninety percent of everyone she met!

Smarter, better, quicker-thinking.  Like a bionic administrator!

If she was this vulnerable to Mindy Short....  Joan was suddenly a little surprised no one else had ever done these things and made her do all those other things long before Mindy came along.

Joan felt, what was the word for it?  Easy.  Maybe that was the right word.  Or vulnerable or defenseless or... just plain a slut.  Thing was, she'd never known about her own weakness and apparently no one else saw it.  Maybe Mindy was too dumb to notice Joan wasn't an easy slut thus leading to her bold discovery that Joan was an easy slut!

That evening, standing outside Mindy's dorm, she felt those butterflies in her stomach.  And she felt their little soft wings flapping all up and down the inside of her wet and ready pussy.  Gathering on her slit, too, nibbling at her pubic hairs, and landing on the tip of her clitoris.

She went inside the dorm feeling guilty but, luckily, none of the students in the hallways paid her any attention.  If they knew her they probably thought she was inspecting the dorm which she really did do sometimes.  Those that didn't know her probably thought she was a parent visiting her daughter especially since this was one of the dorms for freshman girls.

Still, it was a risk of some sort going to their room.  Someone might catch on to something. 

She wasn't sure which was more risky actually; coming here to have sex in their room or Mindy coming to her office to spank and finger her and face fuck her.  There wasn't an entirely safe way to have an affair with a student.  Especially a dominant one like Mindy.  Mindy was the opposite of discrete.

When she knocked she adopted a let's-get-this-over-with attitude but she knew that was just to try to fool herself and others.  Just beneath it was an I-am-so-fucked-so-I-hope-I-at-least-get-a-good-fuck attitude. 

Cara opened the door and it was almost strange to see her wearing clothes.

Once Joan stepped in and Cara closed the door Cara right away took off those clothes.  They were just for door answering. 

What Joan saw made her feel a huge spike in anxiety.  She'd expected Cara, of course, and Mindy who called out “Pet Joannie” in welcoming.  She had not expected two more females in the small dorm room!

One was sitting next to Mindy on her bed.  A big blonde girl who had shoulders like a linebacker.  She looked at Joan with hard appraising eyes that reminded Joan of Mindy's eyes though otherwise the two looked very different. 

Joan knew right away that one must be a dominant like Mindy.

The other was a little dark-haired girl.  Very pretty.  She looked like a freshman.

She also looked like a slut pet or pet slut, Joan wasn't sure which was the correct way to say it.  The little dark-haired girl was naked and on all fours wearing a collar.  And she had some sort of tail with glowing little lights on the end of the strands!

That tail.  It... was planted into the girl's ass!  Like a carrot in the ground the “root” of the tail was buried up the girl's ass!

Joan heard a sound behind her.  She saw Cara was down on the floor.  So that whole standing thing seemed to only be for answering the door.  With her clothes off Cara was down on the floor sitting back on her haunches, mouth open, tongue slightly out and to the side looking for all the world like a stupidly eager dog.

Joan wasn't sure what to say or do.  Luckily Mindy was there for her, “Too much clothes, Pet Joannie.”

So... she needed to get naked.  Hardly a surprise, but... now more people would see her naked... and see her do whatever Mindy would make her do.

Joan took off all her clothes.  While she did, Cara and the dark-haired girl scooted around on all fours like two dogs playing.   Trying to sniff each others tails. 

Joan noted at some point when she wasn't looking Cara had added a tail to herself.  Which basically meant she'd fucked one end of it up her rear! 

Poor Cara!  Cara didn't seem to mind at all though.  Which meant she must have lost her young collegiate mind!  Somehow she seemed completely used to having something up her ass.  Like it was normal.  Like she might say to someone, “Yeah, sure, I've got a tail up my ass.  What's your point?”

Joan wondered if maybe she'd been mistaken about Cara.  Maybe Cara was just a slut.  Cavorting like a puppy with a “tail” up her ass!  What kind of young lady did that?  None was the answer. 

Cara was no lady.  Which meant Joan shouldn't feel bad about putting her into her present circumstance even if it was unintended. 

Maybe a girl like Cara just had that kind of destiny.  Maybe even Mindy shouldn't feel bad.  Which didn't matter because whether Mindy should or should not feel bad Mindy just wouldn't.

Once Joan was naked Mindy told her to come over and stand in front of her and the other girl.  Joan complied.

Mindy looked very self-satisfied as she spoke, “Introduce yourself and your title to my friend Rosalie here.  By the way, that other one is Rosalie's roommate and pet, Pet Mia.”

Joan tried to stand with as much dignity as she could muster.  Naked before a couple students.  She wasn't able to muster much of that rare-nowadays dignity, “I am Joan Greenway, Director of Housing and Student Orientation.”

Rosalie laughed and laughed and slapped a hand on Mindy's shoulder, “You really didn't make it up!  “Student Orientation”!  For real!”

Mindy laughed also, “Yeah, she can now be a real icon of submissive lesbian sexual orientation.”

“Hands on and how to!  Hands on the floor and how to lick pussy!”  More laughter from both.

When they calmed, Rosalie had a more serious question, “So, in this Director position of yours you control the dorms?”

“To some degree.  I manage them.”

“Like who lives where?  Who is allowed in the dorms?  Who is roommates?”

“Yes.”

“Can you move someone in the middle of the school year from one dorm room to another?”

Joan couldn't see where this was going so she just answered all the questions honestly, “If there was a dispute or unsolvable complaint between roommates it can be done if there is an opening elsewhere.”

“What if there was no dispute.  If the roommates got along?”

“Well, there would be no reason, so, no.”

“But you could?”

“No.  Not without reason.”

Rosalie thought for a moment, “You're in charge of dorm safety too then?”

“Yes.  Being up to fire code, rule enforcement, health code.”  It felt so disconcerting to Joan to talk about these work things while standing naked.

“What if you thought you saw rats or mice or something.  Could you have students move until the health code threat was resolved.”

“We don't have rats.  But, if I did see some, then, yes, for their own good.”

Rosalie looked pleased, “Excellent, nude Director.”

Joan was mystified why Rosalie was so pleased and why she'd asked those questions.

Mindy sounded pleased as well, “Guess what, Joannie?  You just saw some rats over at room 207 in Mason Hall.”

“I did?”

Rosalie agreed with Mindy, “You did indeed!  As a result you simply must transfer that hot little hard to get minx, Lauri Hayward, to Karnough Hall, room 825.  There just happens to be an opening in that three-student dorm room.  I know because I and Mia live there.  And we're a little lonely.  Me for a new pet, Mia for a companion pet she can curl up with.”

Joan was horrified and speechless.

Mindy explained a bit further, “The other one in room 207 of Mason Hall do what you want with.  No one wants her ass.  Rosalie really appreciates this little hook up you're going to do for her.  She's been after that Hayward chick the last couple weeks and Hayward won't give her the time of day.  Solution?  Close quarters where Rosalie can't be ignored.”

Joan had to at least try to stop this from happening, “I can't do this.  Technically maybe but morally no.  Set up this Hayward girl to be, what, turned into a lesbian dorm pet like Mia?  No way!”

Mindy was not open to persuasion, “You're doing it, bitch.  Now, are you going to do it the easy way or do it with a red ass you can't sit down on for days.”

Well... she had tried....  This Hayward girl was an adult.  She could fend for herself!  Joan needed to fend for her own self.  Fend for her ass in this case.

“Fine.  I'll do it.”

“Good girl, Pet Joannie.”

Joan hated it when Mindy called her “Pet Joannie”.  Even if it did make her wet!

“I think Rosalie has something for you as your reward.”

Rosalie stood up, took off all her clothes below the waist, sat back down on Mindy's bed, and spread her legs.

Joan looked at Mindy for help.

“Go fetch your reward, Pet Joannie.  Oh, and no more standing for you until this little orgy is over.”

Joan dropped to her knees.  Demoralized.  Orgy.  Now she was going to participate in an orgy.  She never had before.  Disgusting.  All those germs mixing from more than two people.  Disgusting!  Not just any orgy either.  A lesbian orgy!

Joan was convinced she'd accidentally wondered into an alternate reality. 

She crawled between Rosalie's legs. 

Yet another pussy to lick and suck.  Her third!  Third in four days!  Rosalie wasn't nearly as cute as Cara or even Mindy.  Nearly?  She was not at all cute.  She looked like a young women who would grow up to be a lunch lady working at the cafeteria when she was fifty.  Or a female Republican member of Congress.  One of those two.

No wonder that Lauri Hayward didn't like her.  Joan wished Ms. Hayward good luck in her coming predicament.  She'd already done what she could to save Lauri all that trouble, hadn't she? 

Yes... she had ponied up that weak plea and then heroically caved in right away....

No time for guilty thoughts about that.  She had other things that demanded her guilty attention!  She was going down on the stranger named Rosalie. 

Actually, it was worse than going down on a stranger.  From her short conversation with Rosalie she had immediately disliked her and knew Rosalie was obviously a bad person plotting trouble for the other girl.  So it was worse than eating out a stranger.

Who was worse, this Rosalie or Mindy?  Who could tell?  Joan called it a tie.

That flavor.  Rosalie wasn't nearly as tasty as Cara and Mindy.  Joan wished she was going down on Mindy instead.  Rosalie had that “Pet Mia” girl, didn't she?  Shouldn't this “Pet Mia” be licking Rosalie's pussy? 

Why was Mindy just sitting there watching?  Didn't she want Joan's face between her legs?

Shit.  Did she just think of Mindy's pussy as tasty?  Just wished she had her face in it instead?

Joan knew Rosalie and Mindy were both looking down on her, literally and figuratively, and it made her self-conscious.  But that was pretty much a given anyway when eating a pussy.  Watched or not watched Joan would be self-conscious.  How long would that last?  All semester?  Lord, would she be eating student pussy next semester as well?  All the way until summer break?

Still.  Self-conscious or not, once Rosalie's pussy heated up, so did both Joan and her own pussy, and things tasted better.  Maybe she had just needed to make Rosalie freshen up with new releases of pussy juice.  If a pussy doesn't taste good, just keep licking until it does!

It was rewarding giving Rosalie so much pleasure.  Joan knew she was no expert cunt-licker but she was sure she was getting better.   Rosalie also did a good job tugging her hair and getting her mouth to areas that needed attention.

Long hot minutes went by.  Hot in fact and hot in passion.  Like Rosalie or dislike Rosalie, heterosexual or, yeah heterosexual, pretty sure, Joan Greenway could not remain neutral and emotionless while delivering on this intimate act.

When Rosalie climaxed she yelled, “Suck it down, bitch!  Suck it down!”

Joan wasn't sure exactly what Rosalie expected but she went ahead and kept applying suction power to suck in and swallow down as much of her girl juice as she could manage.  Based on the pleased drawn out grunts from Rosalie that was, indeed, exactly what Rosalie had expected and wanted from Joan.

When Joan surfaced for air, face all wet, Mindy reached over and patted the top of her head, “Good licking, Pet Joannie.  Rosalie here has my permission to make use of you as she wishes.  Not just tonight and not just when I'm around.  Do what she says at all times.  There will be others also.  Anyone who shows you a picture of your true naughty slut self on their phone you must do whatever they say.  Sex stuff, not sex stuff, just whatever.  Do it.  Understand?”

What else could she do?  Joan nodded.

Mindy put a collar around her neck.  Joan didn't really see it but she heard some aluminum tags tinkling on each other.

“This is your collar now, Pet Joannie.  You must keep it on at all times.  It looks nice, professional, black so it goes with anything, and you can always slide the tags to the back.  I had them made at a local pet store.  One has your name and the other has my name and phone number.  You can physically take it off but not unless you have my permission.  You don't have my permission right now or unless I specifically give it in the future.  If you need it off you need to ask me and I'll let you know.  If you ever take it off without asking me then I will know, trust me.”

Mindy left out the part about the special feature she'd purchased.  A “Never Lose Your Pet” tracking device for those who got the heebie-jeebies over under-the-skin implants in their pets.  She could log on to her laptop or her smart phone and see exactly where Joan Greenway was at any old time. 

She didn't expect to make any discoveries.  She just liked having this over the woman.  Plus, she could call and text with references to Joan's current location and utterly mystify the bitch.  Make her think she was being followed.  Which Joan would be but not in the way she'd look for.

Joan immediately resented the collar.  Mindy was taking this pet thing too far.  It was almost like she thought Joan could become a human sex pet like Cara or that Mia girl! 

Chapter Seven

Mindy stood up, “Time for your feeding, pets!”

She went over and got a box of that sugary cereal with the marshmallows. 

Joan felt her stomach grumble.

Well... she was hungry.  It was dinner time.  It was only natural....

Mindy dumped goodly portions into three different bowls.  There were also three bowls topped off with water.

Three sets of bowls?

Well... there were three of them acting like pets.  At the moment.  But it was only for the moment!

Cara and Mia scampered into place, shoved their faces into bowls, and went to crunching.

More tentatively, Joan crawled forward on all fours.

The remaining bowl had a name on it.  Her name!

PET JOANNIE.

It finally came home fully to Joan that Mindy looked at her as a sex pet like she did these others and that Mindy had no intention of letting her go free any time soon.  If at all.

She looked over her shoulder at Mindy and Rosalie sitting side by side on the bed again.  They were both looking right at her.  With confident smiles on their faces.

She shuffled forward and ate up the cereal.  She was hungry for it.  It filled her.  Her pussy had a different kind of hunger and wanted a different kind of filling and her pussy remained hungry.

She was almost resentful about her need.  She'd licked Rosalie to orgasm.  She'd given in to hers and Mindy's demands to fuck over some girl, that Lauri Hayward, who she didn't even know but for whom she was responsible due to her position.  Now she was eating cereal out of a bowl with her new name on it because that, too, was what they wanted.

Shouldn't she at least get an orgasm?

Once they were all done eating – Joan was last but not by much – Mindy stood up and issued a command, “Dog eat dog!”

What did that mean?

Joan found out.

Beside her, Mia planted her face into Cara's pussy.  Mia also arched her own pussy up and towards Joan as if in invitation. 

Joan made a face.  Did Mia really think she was going to go down on her?  Mia wasn't Mindy.  Or Rosalie.  Or anyone with compromising photos of her.  Did Mia think Joan was some kind of lesbian slut who would lick any pussy pushed towards her face?

Joan felt Cara's hands on her pulling her closer and rotating her body a little.  What was going on?  Cara's mouth was getting way too close to her pussy.  And Mia's pussy was bumping her chin.

Joan looked at Mindy for direction.  Mindy waved her hands like telling her to get on with it.

Oh.  That was what “Dog eat dog” meant!

Well, that was different then.  If Mindy wanted this then she'd do it.

What Mindy wanted Mindy got.

Joan would not defy the will of her Owner.  What her Owner wanted Joan suddenly also wanted.

Owner?  She was getting too involved in this game!

Joan grabbed Mia's young little ass and pulled her pussy into place on her mouth.  She also opened her legs and scooted on her hip a little to afford Cara full access.

Mia's pussy gave her a flood of flavor that washed away the sour aftertaste of the cereal.  Cara's mouth gave her a flood of pleasure and she was sure her own pussy juice was also washing away any cereal aftertaste in that girl's mouth.

They each lay on their right side in a triangle of flesh.  All struggled, successfully, to keep their mouths and tongues accurately pleasing while taking on the pleasures received.  It was hard to stay focused no matter how close the pussy was in front of them.  No matter how “in your face” that pussy was the mind kept wandering to ones own pussy and the pulsing sensations from it.

They didn't all come at the same time but they did all come.

Afterwards they had very short races.  The room was just so small.  They could barely fit shoulder to shoulder between the two beds and then had to race to the door and the walls on either side of it. 

Pretty much by time they got up to full hands-and-knees speed they arrived.  They always arrived in a messy tangle.  Falling, grappling, shoving. 

Mindy's and Rosalie's laughter told how much they enjoyed the show.  They did not discourage bumping or even shoving of opponents.  Joan felt competitive.  She was older and bigger.  She ought to win these races! 

She wasn't sure what she'd get for winning.  Maybe nothing.  Nothing except Owner approval.  If Mindy somehow took pride in her... then that alone was cause to race hard.  Even to cheat a bit!

Often the winner ran into the door or wall head first causing quite a loud boom as well as booming laughter from Mindy and Rosalie.  You just couldn't afford to slow down if you wanted to win.  Actually, usually all three ran into the wall head first.  It was just that one of them boomed their head first.

Mindy and Rosalie yelled out the winner each time though they often disagreed.  They talked about how they needed to get one of those race track finish line cameras.  Then they could also watch the wall collisions in slow motion.

Someone in the next dorm room pounded on the wall trying to get them to quiet down.  Rosalie bellowed for them to “Piss off”.  No more wall pounding.  Rosalie was big and looked big but she also sounded big.

After a short two-Owner conference the Owners announced there would be a reward for the overall winner.  Starting from then.

The pets raced even harder after that because the first one to win a total of ten races – each race only took just over a second while in progress – won “the golden bone”. 

Which wasn't a bone and wasn't golden either.

It was a mighty fine big fat dildo.

So Joan thought later from what Joan could see of it up Cara's pussy as it went in and out.  Unfortunately, Joan had lost almost all the races. 

Cara's and Mia's youth, energy, stamina, and quickness had defeated Joan's better size.  The three times she won she'd pushed them each to the ground to do so and felt bad about that. 

She'd cheated and still lost!  She hadn't even lost with honor!  But who was she kidding?  Racing nude on all fours like a puppy to amuse dominant lesbians had zero honor in any way from the get go.  Cheat or don't cheat, the total honor was still nil.

Still.  She'd keep pushing in mind as a useful strategy in the next races whenever they took place.  That big dildo... did look like quite an experience.  The “Golden Bone” even had a huge set of fake testicles hanging down.  She never would have thought lesbians like Mindy and Rosalie would want something so anatomically accurate.

Win the “Golden Bone” and you win an orgasm is really what it was.

Joan thought she better get out to the gym on a more regular basis and have longer work-outs.  She was in good shape but she could be in better shape.  If she trained hard she was sure she could defeat these skinny coed pets in the future.  She vowed to do it. 

She could picture Mindy's smirking proud face as Mindy slid the golden bone into Pet Joannie.  In the future.  Joan knew she needed to work for it.  Work for that reward.  That privilege.  Really earn it.

Joan watched Cara on all fours taking that boning.  Watched enviously.  Mia was the one driving it in and out with one hand while her other hand was in her own pussy.

The winner of the Golden Bone – or Golden Boning really as they didn't get to keep it (pet's don't have property turns out) – got fucked while second place got to do that fucking while at least masturbating.

Third place, Joan, was not allowed to touch herself to bring herself to a needed orgasm.  She found that out when she started fingering her pussy while watching the Golden Boning and Mindy called her a “bad doggie”.  So she had to stop.

She wasn't even allowed to rub her pussy up against anything, like the floor or the edge of the bed.  She found that out the hard way.  Spanks from both of those Owners.  Well then she'd just have to sit there, watch and wait, and feel jealous and left out.

Why oh why hadn't she raced harder?  Pushed those girls down harder or done whatever it took to win?

If only she'd known how very important it was to win!

All the pets were surprised when, as Cara's orgasm approached, Rosalie came over and squatted down behind her.  It wasn't just for the view. 

She spoke back at Mindy, “Wait until you see this.  Fucking great.  It's why I brought the golden bone.  It's because its got golden nuts, too.  Watch this shit.”

Nothing happened for a minute as Cara's orgasm continued to approach even though her nervous looks back at her own rear revealed she was worried about what Rosalie was up to back there.  Her tail made it even more difficult to see but she could tell Rosalie had wicked intentions. 

Her concern slipped away in the riptide of orgasm.

At which time Rosalie shoved Mia aside and took over administering the Golden Bone.  Rosalie reached her other hand out to the huge fake plastic testicles hanging down from the dildo and crushed them in a squeezing fist.

Which blasted out at high pressure the contents of those plastic testicles which were actually hollow and filled.  Filled with... something....

Cara produced a surprised roller coaster shriek and everyone else's wide eyes saw white liquid squirting out from Cara's pussy right past the dildo on all sides, spraying down on her legs, streaming down her inner thighs.

Joan marveled.  Was that... sperm?  Did Rosalie somehow get a hold of a huge supply of sperm like from a sperm bank or a glory hole or something?  And then put it all in the Golden Bone's fake testicles?

Joan, out of the corner of her eye, noted Pet Mia furiously frigging herself.  She also noticed Rosalie grinning proudly.

Grinning like a proud Momma or Poppa, however she might see herself....

Good lord, thought Joan, had they just bred their bitch, Pet Cara!?!

It was a horrible thought.  And one that made her pussy pulse with need.  Would they breed her also?  Why was that thought not as horrible as it was tempting?

She was too old to have... puppies.  A puppy?  A baby.  Was she too old?

How would she ever explain that to Emilia if these bitches – the real bitches – got her pregnant?  Tell Emilia it was an immaculate conception? 

Cara recovered a little and looked down and back at the dripping whiteness with dismay.

Mia was climaxing under her own handiwork.

Rosalie spoke to Joan, “You came in last so you have clean up duty.  Lick up that mess.”

Refusal wasn't an option so....

Joan figured at least this wasn't really lesbian.  How could licking up sperm be a lesbian act?

Except... turned out it wasn't sperm.

It was milk.  Warm milk.  Various things may have warmed it including Cara's pussy.

Joan felt relief for poor Cara and wished she could tell her it wasn't sperm.  But pets shouldn't talk unless told what to say or asked a direct question.  Cara would figure it out.

Joan was also relieved that she wouldn't be subject to a sperm deluge in the future.  But, then again, who knew?  Each time they competed for the privilege of the Golden Bone they wouldn't know what was loaded in those big fake testicles.  Might be milk.  Might not.

Somehow Joan knew, just knew, no matter what she did or did not know she would compete hard to get that Golden Bone so she could experience a Golden Boning.  She actually wanted to know what it felt like to take that huge blast of whatever liquid up her pussy during a climax.  There was only one way to know what that was like.

Joan licked and mostly sucked up all the milk off Cara and off the floor as well.  And out of Cara's pussy.  It would join the cereal already in her stomach and her stomach would be none the wiser the strange journey cereal and milk had taken to finally meet in her stomach.

After that there was the Golden Bone itself to clean which, of course, had to be cleaned up close and personal and lovingly by Mrs. Joan Greenway's mouth.  Cara's taste was very strong on it despite the milk residue.

Joan wanted to try putting it up her pussy but Mindy and Rosalie – who was back over next to Mindy on one bed – were watching them too closely.

Then they played fetch.  Mindy or Rosalie tossed the Golden Bone somewhere in the room or sometimes by ricochet into the bathroom and then all three of the pets scampered to fetch it. 

They could only use their mouths.  It was pretty intense.

Sometimes two of them would have their teeth in it and there would be a tug-of-war.  Whenever that Pet Mia was in one of those oral tug-of-wars that sweet-looking little girl even growled like a doggie!

The two who most often recovered the bone were the winners.  Joan was thankful to be one of the winners this time.  Ferocious little Mia was the other.  Cara was probably too tired from the shafting of the Golden Bone and stressed distraction thinking for five minutes she may be full of baby batter to give the fetching her best effort.

As winners they got to go down on Mindy and Rosalie.  Mia was the real winner and got first choice but luckily chose Rosalie.  Joan had already tasted from Rosalie's pussy and had a hunger to reunite her mouth with Mindy's pussy.

While they orally pleased the two of them side by side Mia and Joan were allowed to finger each other and freely did so.  Joan thought it was a nice gesture and a good reward from their Owners.

That was to say, by Mia's Owner Rosalie and also by Mindy....

Joan did not mean to eavesdrop but, of course, could hear what Rosalie and Mindy talked about.

Rosalie wanted to know if Mindy had yet had Joan sleep over.  Mindy said no because Pet Joannie always had to get home and had a daughter that would ask difficult questions.  Rosalie opined that was too bad because sleeping on the floor like an animal, curled up on some pad meant for a pet, went far to make a woman into a sex pet. 

Joan wanted to scoff but her lips were full of pussy lips.  Besides, she sort of believed what Rosalie was saying.  She was already acting like and feeling like a sex pet.  How much more so would she if she had to maintain that role for longer periods of time and even sleep like a pet?

Rosalie also asked about “pet decorations”.  Joan quickly picked up that these were tattoos and piercings. 

That was a young kids game, thought Joan, and it had nothing to do with her.  She thought Rosalie obviously meant decorations on Cara's body.  But she was wrong. 

Mindy talked about Joan by name – Pet Joannie -- as she discussed it would need to be decorations that could be kept hidden under clothing so that Pet Joannie could continue to do her job.

Rosalie pointed out that limited little other than facial tattoos and facial piercings.

Joan vibrated with outraged dread.  Her needy pussy grasped at Pet Mia's welcome fingers.  Joan's mouth continued to work very hard to please Mindy.

Mindy somewhat lamely pointed out she didn't have much money.

Rosalie very accurately and mercilessly pointed out Mrs. Joan Greenway had plenty of money and should damn well pay for her own decorations.

That was about where they left it.  Like the decorations would happen at some point in the future.

Then the two young co-ed dommes were coming all over Joan's and Mia's hard-working tongues.  Primary mission fulfilled Joan and Mia finally came on each others grasping pussy-digging fingers.

Gasping to recover her breath Joan had to wonder.

Could she escape before she was instructed to mutilate herself with decorations?

Did she even want to?

Chapter Eight

The following day, Tuesday, was a return to normalcy for Joan.

At least, it was at first.

She'd slept very well, physically, mentally, and emotionally exhausted.  She fell asleep and woke up strangely content, fulfilled, and with little anxiety.  She figured this was just a physiological aftereffect of the orgasms. 

She knew orgasms released chemicals.  The type of chemicals that kept women going back to and staying with bad boyfriends and husbands even if they were abusive.  Seemed like those chemicals might also work with Directors of Housing and Student Orientation going back to and putting up with or even embracing college student lesbian dommes.

Sure seemed like it.  Joan was much less troubled by all she'd done and that had been done unto her.  She was much less concerned about what was to come.  She gave barely any thought to how she could escape the situation.  Not that thinking about it had helped at all so far but before she was always spinning her mental wheels at least trying.

Not any more.  At least not on that particular Tuesday. 

She was well-rested and back at work.  She even came in half an hour early feeling guilty about the extended “break” she'd had in her office the day before when Mindy had her go down on her and then spanked her as well.

She thought she might get a text from Mindy at some point telling her to show up at the dorm room that night.  Maybe, maybe not.  But at least for the day she was able to be her normal work self without fear of Mindy appearing and making demands. 

Aubree, her shared Administrative Assistant, showed up right on time like always.  She was a treasure!  Aubree zipped around full of positive energy, chatting a bit about her weekend, hers and her two-year-old's. 

Honestly, they were always boring weekends – not much you can do with an almost two-year-old on your hip – and Aubree was always the first to say so, but Aubree found ways to make it all sound interesting.

No matter how descriptive or funny Aubree made the details of her weekend sound it could not compete with Joan's in the field of “interesting”!

Joan found ways to minimize talk of her own weekend and the day before.  She'd never talk about those things she'd done (and that were done to her) but she hated to lie and it was hard to fill up those days with talk of things that did not happen.  So she just asked Aubree a lot of questions about her last four plus days since they hadn't seen each other since the previous Thursday.

Joan was astounded when she secretly thought about all that she'd done just in the last few days.  Just shocking.

It really was serendipitous that Mindy was too busy on Tuesdays and Thursdays to bother Joan in her office because those were the days Aubree was there.  Joan and Mindy could never get away with doing... those things they now liked to do.  Well... those things Mindy liked to do.  Mindy!  Joan put up with them... and her pussy really really really put up with them.

There was another reason it was supremely fortunate Mindy wouldn't show up on Aubree's days.  Aubree was very attractive and Joan could easily picture Mindy taking a shot at her.  Which was almost ludicrous as Aubree was married and had that nearly two-year-old girl she still breast fed.  But Mindy would have no idea of those types of commitments or how classically “straight” Aubree was and might try something and make a mess of everything.

As Aubree in her animated fashion described their trip to the local zoo and her little daughter's reactions to the big tortoises and white swans Joan looked at Aubree through the lens of how Mindy would probably look at her.

Young and slim.  She did not look like a married mother of one.  She had long auburn hair.  She told Joan that she used to be called Auburn Aubree by friends in school.  It hadn't been mean or a bad memory so every once in a while Joan called her Auburn Aubree as well just as a way of further bonding. 

She sure hoped Aubree liked her more than she did that bitch Tanya.  Tanya Wilkinson, Director of Campus Activities and Events.  The school should just do away with the Director of Campus Activities and Events position.  Seriously, who would even notice if you didn't have one?  Other than Joan who would get a full five days out of Aubree Pamphile.

Right now, though, she was happy she didn't have Aubree for Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays.  Yeah, if she was around those days Aubree, alert and helpfully attentive, would certainly pick up on something amiss after maybe one visit by Mindy.  Mindy hitting on her, the sound of spanks coming from Joan's office, the smell of pussy in the air in Joan's office after Mindy's visits....  Yeah, the secret would not have lasted long!

Their morning hummed along.  Joan met with several students with issues in their living arrangements and one who hadn't been allowed to join a campus club.  That was part of the “Student Orientation” aspect of Joan's job.  Aubree finalized a really sharp spreadsheet on dorm population showing the demographics in each building and comparing it to past student populations.

Joan was astonished at herself.  Just last night she'd been acting like an animal, some four-legged sex animal, and now, really just hours later, here she was doing her job just as excellently as she always had.

It seemed she really would be able to balance her work with her, ha ha, extra-curricular activities.  Or maybe those activities were more like (cough cough) “Continuing Education”.  Good or bad, she had certainly learned a lot in recent days!

Near lunchtime Aubree said she'd go get lunch for them if Joan would like.  This was a little tradition of theirs.  They ate together in Joan's office and chatted.  For Joan it helped her further bond with Aubree.  For Aubree it was a financial break as Joan always insisted on paying for both their lunches.  Joan made one hell of a lot more than Aubree so she didn't mind at all. 

Aubree took her order for a nearby steak sandwich restaurant and headed out.  Of course, Joan ordered their vegetarian sandwich.  Even steak places served vegetarian meals nowadays!

Whenever Aubree wasn't there Joan kept her office door open to see anyone who arrived unexpectedly.  Otherwise they might wait out there a long time.

She saw two students she didn't know yet walk into the outer office.  Two young ladies.  One was pretty heavy and the other had super short hair.  Joan remembered later on how she thought the second one looked like a buddy of Mindy's.  That she'd thought that humorously.

Joan was going to get up to see how she could help them when they just walked straight into her office.

The one with the very short hair asked Joan, “Are you Joan?”

The hefty one immediately nudged her, “Shan, don't be a dumbass.  You recognize her!”

Joan wondered what was going on here.

The fat one pulled out her smart phone and showed the front screen to the one named Shan but in such a way it did not block Shan's view and acted as a split screen where she could look at Joan and what was on the screen of the smart phone.

Which Joan realized must be a picture of herself.  A very compromising picture.  One that Mindy had sent to these girls.  One from last Friday after Mindy first used or “tamed” Joan or whatever you wanted to call it.

The one named Shan agreed with the overweight one whose name turned out to be Deb, “Yep.  You're right, Deb.  That is her.  So then, Joannie Greenway, time for you to get naked.”

Joan stood up.  Began to protest and then stopped herself.  Shit.

Deb said, “Do we really need to do show and tell or can we just get on with our day starting right now with some fantastic sex?”

Well, when she put it that way....

Aubree would be gone for at least twenty-five minutes if she only stopped at the restaurant and they had her order ready to go with no waiting in line.  It would probably be forty-five minutes actually.  Show and tell really wasn't needed.  She knew what they would show her and she knew what Mindy would tell her if consulted.  Do it whatever “it” was.

The sooner they started the sooner it would be over.  She'd get them out of there likely well before Aubree returned.  When next she saw Mindy she'd explain about Aubree and how Mindy and her friends could not stop by at her office at all Tuesdays and Thursdays each week.

Joan began undressing and Shan went and closed the office door.  She couldn't lock it except from outside with a key but no student would just walk in uninvited.  Other than Shan and Deb and their ilk.

In a minute, under the appreciative gazes of Shan and Deb, Joan was fully undressed.  Naked again.  In front of strangers again. 

She did still have on that awful black collar of ownership Mindy had placed around her neck.  Did she still qualify as naked?

“Crawl over here,”  said Deb.

“Let's see how good you are with that sexy mouth of yours,” said Shan.

Even though it was what they expected Joan still flushed with embarrassment as she sunk down and then crawled on all fours to them.  She wasn't sure which was the leader so she wasn't sure who to go down on first.  She wasn't even sure if the leader should be first.

When she arrived and looked up she saw the one named Shan had pulled up her short skirt and wore no panties.

So... question answered.

Joan licked up the girl's right leg thinking this Shan might like that approach.  She left quite a big wide snail trail of saliva on that leg because her mouth was salivating so much. 

All this was wrong and terrible and she would have ended it if she could.  But, that said, she was hungry – or was it thirsty? – for new ready pussy that needed pleasing.

Her mouth arrived at Pussy Central right on time and within minutes the short-haired girl began breathing like a train chugging uphill.

Her whistle blew about ten minutes later....

Shan was almost unintelligible with spent lust, “You did... it... you lovely slut.  Your fucking tongue nailed my clit.  To the... fucking wall!”

Joan had been flicking Shan's clitoris with her tongue tip.

Shan's feedback certainly sounded positive!

Deb was undressed below the waist by then and seemed impatient sitting in one of the too-comfortable visitor chairs.  Everyone wanted to take a nap in them once they sat down.  Except not Deb, not right then.

At her signal, Joan crawled on over.  This girl's pussy was more intimidating if a pussy could be intimidating.  Thick light brown pubic hair not just on the mons but all over even growing tall on the top of the fat girl's thighs and nearly up to her belly button.

This Deb had more hair on her groin than the other one, Shan, had on her whole head!

Good grief, thought Joan, trim anyone?  Just her luck to have to go down on a virtual below-the-waist female Bigfoot!  Bigpussy?

It wasn't too mysterious or elusive once her tongue worked its way through the pubic hair.  The smell and taste of pussy by now was no stranger to Joan.  More like a close friend.  A very very close intimate friend.

Deb used one hand to press down and grind Joan's face into her pussy and, in turn, ground her pussy up into Joan's face.  It was like Deb's pussy was the mortar and Joan's face was the pestle grinding Deb's thick pussy lips.

Deb was more verbal and dominant in her talk than Shan, “Get your tongue up my snatch, fucking slut.  Eat me.  Eat me!  You slut!  I wish I was a man so I could shoot a load down your neck!”

Joan kind of wished that also....

Perhaps due to watching her please Shan or because she sat in a more comfortable position in the chair Deb orgasmed in about half the time that it had taken Shan.

Deb ground Joan's faced down so hard and bashed her pussy up so hard that when Joan was finally released, after Deb's wet release, Joan was stunned and wondered if her nose was broken.

She was soon collected enough to self-congratulate a little.  She'd made them each orgasm, which for some reason did make her feel warm and tingly instead of resentful, and she'd done it in plenty of time to get these two out before Aubree made it back with lunch.

She learned she'd spoken or thought too soon.

Shan was digging around in her backpack that she'd set down earlier after walking on into the office uninvited.  Deb's backpack was also laying on the floor over there.

Shan came up to her and put something on Joan's head.  On her face.  In her mouth.  It was like a mask.  A mouth mask?  There was a hard plastic “saddle” that curved down over her chin and across her cheeks.  Some big plastic knob was in her mouth jammed between her tongue and the roof of her mouth.  A big long... fake plastic penis?!? – extended out from the approximate location of her mouth.

She'd heard about these things.  Well, not heard about it.  She'd never converse with anyone about such a thing.  She'd seen it (by accident!) on her computer one time.  It was for face-fucking in a penetrative way.

She was in for it now.

She also had no way to communicate she had an Administrative Assistant who may be returning with lunch in hand soon.  Disaster loomed!

Shan pushed Joan onto her back.   She stood up and straddled Joan's head.  She lifted her skirt and aimed her pussy which was still quite wet from Joan's earlier oral efforts. 

Joan had a moment to see Deb pulling up a strap-on cock which was far larger than the one mounted on Joan's face.  She was standing over her now open backpack so it must have come from there.

Wait.  There was something weird about that dildo other than its sheer size....

It was two plastic cocks!  A huge one bigger than any real cock and then another one under that which was smaller than normal cocks.  Like the too-small one balanced out the too-big one or vice versa.

Deb freely confirmed what Joan had intimated and instantly dreaded, “Going to double-penetrate you, slut Joannie.  Not sure how you'll take it but we're going to find out.  Oh, and I can keep it up all day.  Don't try to work against me.  We won't be done until you orgasm.”

Fuck!  “All day”!?!  Time was of the essence!

Shan sat down on Joan's face letting the dildo slide right up her.  Then she bounced up and down working her pussy on it.  She kept her bounces controlled and Joan appreciated Shan didn't crush her.  She was thankful it was the thinner one riding her face and not the big girl.

However, the big girl rammed the double cocks in without much care.  Joan's body rejected entrance based on size alone as well as a poor angle.  But Deb tried and tried and tried again.  One difficulty was that when one dildo stopped penetrating either in her pussy or up her ass it stopped in place the other one as well.  It was gonna be both or neither.

However, pussy juice flowed, pussy juice leaked down to Joan's ass crack and to her asshole supplying lubrication in the end to both holes.

Deb was also a strong girl and a determined girl who paid no notice to groans and cries of pain from the likes of Joan.  She ignored Joan just like a good domme should.

It may have taken ten minutes to fully accomplish but Deb, in the end, got both plastic cocks up both of Joan's lower holes.

To say Joan had mixed feeling about this accomplishment would be quite an understatement.

It felt like she'd been stuffed and would burst at the seems.  It hurt.  But it hurt in sort of a good way.  It was like nothing she'd ever felt because she'd never done anything like it.  Which made it sort of an accomplishment.  Which sort of turned her on.  Picturing herself double-impaled with Shan riding her face was admittedly hot. 

Joan was extremely anxious Aubree might arrive soon.  Which meant she was glad Deb had gotten both those cocks all the way up her holes.  It was clear Deb would not have given up.

Now Joan remembered she needed to orgasm.  With a dildo up her ass and a girl riding her cock face!  Humiliating.  Which meant she had a chance to make it to orgasm as she seemed to now feed off humiliation.

She got close but worry about Aubree kept her orgasm just out of reach.  The reason she really wanted to orgasm as soon as possible was making it hard to actually orgasm!

Joan never felt so helpless before which was saying something considering the events of recent days.  That very frustrating helplessness was yet another turn on.

Almost.

She was almost there.

Almoooooooost....

“Who are you people!?!  This is an office!  You do not belong here!  How dare you!?!  Get out now!”  Aubree had never sounded so angry.

Joan didn't think she had ever heard Aubree raise her voice.  She was always so calm and friendly and under control other than maybe when telling a story in a happy animated way.

Fuck fuck fuck!  Aubree seeing her this way.  Or maybe not.  With Shan riding her face and wearing that dildo mask Aubree hadn't even recognized her!  Aubree had said they did not belong here and not anything like “Get off Joan Greenway”.  So maybe Joan had a chance here to stay anonymous.

Shan kept riding up and down despite Aubree's outraged yelling and Deb kept ramming both cocks into Joan.  Joan realized the two dommes were pretty damn determined.

Aubree yelled again, “You stop that.  I mean it.  I will call security!”

Deb stopped her thrusting for a moment and, through the dildos, Joan could feel her twist around to address Aubree, “Look, Red, I don't think you want to be calling security on the Director of Housing and Student Orientation.  But you're welcome to stay and watch.  Feel free to Jill-off, too.”

Aubree gasped loudly.  Joan wasn't sure if it was because of Deb's obscene suggestion or because she now realized it was Joan under the two students.

Joan was angry Deb had outed her.  That bitch!  Her anger dissipated quite a bit when Deb went right back to plunging plastic cocks into her pussy.  They felt so good!  They were what was important. 

Aubree, her job, her reputation... all those things took a back seat to Deb nailing both her holes and gifting her an orgasm.  Those other things would have to take care of themselves.

Speaking of “to take care of themselves” Joan could not help but picture Aubree actually taking Deb's direction, lifting her cute office skirt, and fingering herself while watching Joan be taken.  Shame on Joan for even picturing it and shame on her for being turned on by the image.

Aubree was conspicuously silent but Joan knew she couldn't be masturbating.  She must just be standing there trying to figure out what to say or do.  Maybe trying to figure out if Joan was willing or not.

Well... Joan didn't want her calling security... and didn't want poor Aubree to be confused....

Joan bucked up to meet Deb's hard thrusts.  In case that didn't make the situation clear enough she also reached up with both hands to cup Shan's butt and pull her even faster up and down on her face cock.

That was the best Joan could do to let Aubree know she was willing.  And enjoying it.  Loving it.  But only because she was forced to!

Did Aubree find her performance arousing?  Was she getting wet?  Was she starting to think about touching herself? 

Joan's line of thinking was so unlike her and so wrong.  Knowing that just turned her on more.  She felt like she would, right then, do anything ordered, asked, or even just suggested.  She felt game for anything. 

She felt like Shan and Deb were the most beautiful people in the whole world... and so was anyone else who wanted to have sex with her.  At that moment she would not have refused anyone.

The thrill of exhibition, the thrill of discovery, the thrill of double penetration, or the thrill of what she fancied Aubree could be doing... one of them or all of them together brought her to a massive orgasm.

Shan rode her face and heavy Deb lay on her between her splayed thighs both pinning her down like unconventional paramedics holding down an epileptic.

Joan's vibrating body and orgasmic yells, muffled by the face-cock saddle, served to bring Shan to orgasm as well.

Shan sort of fell sideways off her and Deb pulled both cocks out quickly like ripping off a band-aid.  Joan, laying there watching Shan start to get dressed, felt post-orgasm dreaminess.

Joan suddenly thought of Aubree and looked over at the doorway.  No Aubree.  She hadn't stayed to watch.  Joan felt an odd disappointment. 

She wished Aubree had never seen anything but, once she had... it almost would have been nice if she had watched.  If she had seen how aroused Joan got and how big her orgasm was maybe then she would have understood how much Joan needed this kind of treatment.

Which is when Joan realized... she needed this kind of treatment!  Or at least wanted it desperately.  She felt like an addict admitting her new addiction.

She saw that not only had Aubree left but she had closed the office door as well.  That was considerate.  Joan wondered if Aubree was in the outer office area or had run for the hills.  Or to security.  Or to tattle to that bitch Tanya.

Joan began to come back to her senses and felt extremely worried.

Deb came over and shoved plastic double-cock in her face, “Clean these off.”

Her too!  All these domme lesbians made you clean off dildos with your mouth.  So humiliating.  Of course, that was why they did it, probably.

Joan leaned forward and completed the task.  She started with the big one that had been up her pussy and finished with... the other one.  The big one bending against her cheek while she sucked on the smaller one just made it all the more humiliating. 

Was her pussy heating up... again!?! 

It was.  She felt like such a submissive slut.  Just “felt like” or...?

Deb took it off and got dressed while Joan finished licking and sucking it clean.  Once it was off she was able to access the harder to reach joints.  Which was where certain organic materials had gathered during the sexual melee.

Deb, dressed, walked up to her, “The answer is no.”

Joan looked up questioningly with half a dildo in her mouth.

Deb pulled the dildo out and shoved it in her backpack, “No, you can't keep it.  But I'm sure you'll see, and feel, it again real soon.  Probably tonight.”

Shan and Deb began to leave and Joan scrambled desperately to locate her clothes and get them on.  She didn't have enough time but luckily Shan closed the door behind the two of them. 

Joan still worried whether Aubree was in the outer office.  She hoped Aubree was still out there.  She never wanted to face her but it could be worse if Aubree had gone off somewhere. 

Sooner or later she had to face Aubree and sooner would be better than later.  Maybe.  Hopefully.

What might Aubree have decided to go and do, even if well-intentioned, while Joan was having her face ridden and her pussy and ass simultaneously penetrated?

A terrible and naughty but funny thought occurred to Joan.  She giggled like a psychotic school girl and stumbled nearly falling trying to get her dress pulled up. 

What if Aubree had gone off half-cocked while Joan was getting double-cocked!?!!             

The End

Mindy Short and friends, Joan Greenway, and Aubree Pamphile

continue their sexual adventures in “Taking Over Aubree”

Part III of the Teen Lesbians Taking Over series

NOW AVAILABLE

Available Books

“Three Mothers and Six Daughters” series:

1.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION ONE:  VOYEUR MOTHER AND DAUGHTER SEDUCED

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 lesbian 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:  PEEPING MOTHER AND DAUGHTER DOMINATED

Mother 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 lesbian Lydia do with Kaia?  Is there anything Naomi can do?  What will the dominant  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:  LESBAINS SEDUCE TWO BEAUTIFUL MOTHERS

The dominant lesbian team of Gretchen and Lydia investigates who made the noise that ruined Lydia's final seduction of Kaia.  It was the Moms!  They see that Megan peeked at Gretchen and Naomi peeked at Lydia and even had the nerve to interrupt her!  They also see how aroused the Moms became watching each other's daughter be dominated.  Now it is their turn to experience lesbian domination!

4.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION:  JANELLE VERSUS REDHEAD MOTHER AND DAUGHTER

Janelle, a once famous model and now the sexual pawn of the dominant  team of Gretchen and Lydia, must carry out their assignment to seduce the mother and daughter pair, Brooke and Bridget Finn.  Can Janelle, under the excuse of trying on clothes to get them comfortable modeling, keep them separate and go back and forth between then arousing and seducing them both simultaneously?

5.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION:  SEDUCED VIA LESBIAN HOME INVASION

Janelle has left the Finn home with the Finn girls, mother and daughter, 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 another mother, Megan Reynolds.

6.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION:  MOTHER AND DAUGHTER AND THE EROTIC EVIL CONSPIRACY

The plotting lesbian dominants Gretchen and Lydia plan to drive seductees further down into submission beyond the ability to help themselves or seek help form loved ones.  Megan Reynolds wants to escape the gated community before any of three beautiful blonde daughters can be subjected to submission.  But Megan will first need to make it past the lustful black lesbian guards....

7. IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION SEVEN

Megan Reynolds had to get past the black lesbian prison parolee “security guards”....  Now their leader has spoken a key phrase, one which Megan's new Mistress instructed her meant that she has to do whatever that person then tells her to do!  Will her submissiveness rule her and make her submit to a new Mistress?  Janelle, the disgraced former supermodel learns her dark fate.

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 goes on the hunt to drag down Anne-Marie into sexual submission.  Her stalking reaches new levels of extremity.  She also wants to establish total control over her neighbor Tina. Rosalie has a plan for that and a plan to stop Tina and her roommates from complaining about the sexual noises in her 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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