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All events
depicted in this work of literature are totally fictitious. Any
resemblance to actual persons, places, or events is coincidental.
The text and everything it describes owes its entire existence to
the author's twisted and corrupt imagination.

 


(i)

 


Nothing is permanent in this big bad world, and nothing is
perfect. Even my domestic situation had its tensions; despite it
being as close to perfect as any man has a right to expect given
the fickle nature of chance and destiny. Eventually, those tensions
tore us apart.

We three - my two domestic slaves,
Jennifer and Samantha, and myself - were an item for the better
part of a year before it all came crashing down.

I can still remember the day
Samantha had followed me
home and, after some rather nasty sex, had decided to stay.
Jennifer, my girlfriend at the time, understandably left me when
she came home from work one night to find a trussed up and naked
woman on the kitchen table. Thankfully, her perverse lust dragged
her back soon after. Unfortunately, there was no chance of that
happening this time because she's taken the object of her perverse
lust with her - the voluptuous and submissive Samantha.

It all began, as things like this often
do, while I was away. A distant cousin of mine had died and, owing
to the fact that my comfortable lifestyle depends on the generosity of my family, I felt
honor bound to attend the funeral. I was gone a scant three days -
leaving on the morning of the first and returning in the evening of
the third - but it was enough for the weeds of disharmony to spoil
my perfect domestic garden.

To say that we have an unusual domestic
situation is to miss the opportunity to use the word perverted in a
domestic setting. At our home, I was undoubtedly the top. Everybody
else fell into line with what I wanted, and there were punishments
aplenty for those who disobeyed.

I ran a very tight ship, which is just the
way everyone liked it, not that what they liked or disliked swayed
my desires. There were three roles in the house. The first was the
absolute mater, which I filled at all times. The second was the
role of subservient spouse, and the third was the role of family
pet. Jennifer and Samantha alternated on a weekly basis filling the
two lesser roles.

On the rare occasions that I was away from
the house, the individual who was filling the role of submissive
spouse was left in charge, which meant that the individual filling
the role of family pet had to submit to the spouse's every whim.
Now, as is the case with all power vacuums, the lesser players tend
to jockey for position, and this is exactly what happened while I
was at the funeral.

During the time I was gone, it was
Jennifer's turn to play the part of the dog in our little domestic
pantomime. She was to do as Samantha instructed, regardless of what
those instructions were. I was aware that Jennifer didn't enjoy
being subservient to other women, which is why I forced her to do
it as often as I could. However, I had no idea that once my authority was gone, she
would rebel and reverse the situation.

I was aching for home by the time I got
off the plane from interstate. The cab ride was long, the cab
driver insane, and the traffic was terrible. My relief at seeing
the family home was overwhelming, but it evaporated
the minute I walked in
the door after my trip. I knew that something was amiss because
Samantha was doing the dishes naked, her buttocks glowing red from
a recent spanking and a butt-plug tail jammed between them.
Jennifer was sitting at the dinner table, her skirt around her
waist and her legs wide. She was massaging her clit with one hand
and smoking a cigarette with the other.

'Harv,' she said, waving with her damp hand,
'you're back. D'ya want a drink?'

'Yes,' I said, with a disapproving look on my
face.

'You heard that, slut,' Jennifer said
looking towards Samantha, then she turned back to me and lowered
her legs, but didn't bother to adjust her skirts to hide her very
wet cunt. 'Have a seat,' she said.

'What is going on here!' I roared. 'I'm
gone for a few days and return to find the dog in charge and my
wife with a butt plug up her recently beaten ass!'

'Keep your pants on,' Jennifer said, 'unless
you want a spanking as well.' She smirked. 'I'm sorry to say, Harv,
but the slut and I are going to leave in the morning.'

Samantha brought over a tumbler full of
whisky, which she handed to me.

'Heel! Slut!' Jennifer barked, and Samantha
dropped to her hands and knees and crawled over to where Jennifer
was sitting. She presented her ass to the seated woman, who slapped
it twice, then pointed to her feet.

'I'm in charge of this slut now,' she
said, pointing to Samantha who was dutifully licking her boots. She
looked up at me with my stony expression, and slowly her smirk
faded. 'I, I didn't mean it, about spanking you,' she
stammered.

'Samantha, get your ass to the dog house,' I
yelled. 'I'll deal with you later.'

The busty woman kept licking Jennifer's
boots.

'I'm sorry Harv, but she's mine now.'

The funeral had sapped me in a strange way and left me
feeling tired and strangely defeated, otherwise my initial reaction
to this pathetic display of perverse power politics would have been
totally different. I suppose the sight of someone my own age that I
vaguely remembered from my youth, lying dead





















































cover.jpg
Master

3
0

ofa
Broken H





