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Ashley’s Fate

Book Nine of “The Lesbian Shiv”


Chapter One

Tella and Pinky had fucked Ashley so hard and so often, she was surprised she still knew her name.

Wait, it was Ashley, right?

Or, ah, Ass-See?

Ashley felt like she was made up of three fuckable holes and they were her primary parts and best features.  She felt like her brain was about as important as her appendix.  Not really, not to her, but it might be how the Black Mistresses looked at it.

All three of her holes were visited and used by the Black Mistresses multiple times.  Her ass and her pussy in equal measure.  The Black Mistresses did not seem to have a hole preference between those two or any idea that the ass was not a sexual organ. 

Ashley’s mouth was sexually visited much more often than her pussy or her ass.  The reason for that was simple.  Any shiv visit to her pussy or her ass was always followed by the same shiv visiting Ashley’s mouth directly after the pussy or ass visit.  For cleaning.  Plus, sometimes they shiv-fucked Ashley’s mouth or used her mouth to please their pussies or their asses.  So her mouth was a thoroughly used orifice indeed.

They fucked her in multiple locations in her body and they fucked her in multiple locations in the apartment.  It was like a twisted version of newlywed new homeowners breaking in their home with a goal to have sex in every room.

In fact… Ashley scrunched her face up, trying to concentrate.  Thinking seemed harder and harder as each hour passed.  Or with each sexual act.

Ashley recalled her and Rich playfully saying they’d have sex all over the apartment.  They’d done it in the bedroom, of course.  And the shower.  And the living room.  One time in the kitchen.  And… that was it.

Four locations in fifteen months living here.

Tella and Pinky had utilized fifty percent more of Ashley’s orifices than Rich and she had and in more rooms as well.  In less than twenty-four hours!

They’d had sex with her in all the same places as Rich had.  The bedroom, the living room, the bathroom, and the kitchen.  But they’d also had sex with her in the vestibule, in the spare bedroom (a workout room with a treadmill and Rich’s weights), and the dining room.  Oh, and in the hallway.

The only place they hadn’t nailed her was the balcony!

Ashley craned her neck to look at the clock in the living room.  All this sex must have taken up a lot of time.

She was amazed.  It seemed time did not fly when you were having orgasms and eating black ass.  She would have thought it would fly!  Time flew when you had fun and an orgasm was a lot like concentrated fun times a thousand.

Incredible.  It was only a little after two in the afternoon!

Ashley rested her face back down on the living room carpet.  She’d had to crane her neck because Pinky was sitting on Ashley’s back facing towards Ashley’s feet.  That was, what, reverse black cowgirl on a bellyflopped white cowgirl?  Something like that?

Ha.  Ashley bet this one wasn’t in the Kama Sutra!

Ashley lay flat on her tummy now that she was done craning her neck to see the clock.  Pinky did more than sit on Ashley’s back.  She also worked a “shiv” in and out of Ashley’s all too receptive pussy.

Ashley was still horny.  She was worn out and dazed from orgasms but she was still greedy for more.  How many could she have before it was time to get these Black Mistresses out of the apartment so she could greet Rich like the loving live-in girlfriend she used to be and wanted to be?

It was only a little after two, so… she could probably get several more orgasms in!

She wished they would let her have her smartphone so she’d know if Rich called or texted.  He usually only did that, on days he was coming home, if he was delayed and would be late.

They weren’t the kind of couple that called each other every day if they were not together.  They trusted each other.  She was sure he’d never sleep around on her.  Why would he?  She was Ashley Evans!

Poor Rich trusted her, too.  Maybe in part because she’d never been all about the sex with him.  She viewed sleeping around as beneath her and sex as not worth risking, well, anything.

If he was late then she could get in even more orgasms before getting rid of these Black Mistresses she hated.  Yes, they were awful what with how that kept making her cum.  Who wanted that?

Ashley.  A little.

Okay, a lot.

Fuck, she was human, only human.  Some of her old boyfriends thought she was a goddess and Ashley wished she was.  But nope, she was all too human.  She knew it because of the dehumanizing way these Black Mistresses treated her.  How ironic!

She also knew it because of how fantastic it felt to have a miniature Black Mistress riding her back and shivving her pussy with a dildo.  She knew she was human, too human because the Black Mistresses treated her like she wasn’t human and because she still got off on it.

How the hell did these fake dicks they used on her feel better than Rich’s real dick?

They were bigger.  That was true.  Also, the Black Mistresses wielded them better than Rich used his real dick on her.  They fucked her with ferocity and confidence.  They acted like they didn’t give a shit how she felt and that made her feel so slutty and made the fuckings feel so great.

The fake dicks – the “shivs” -- didn’t go soft, either.  They weren’t one and done.  They were never done.  They were always ready.  Ashley felt always ready herself.  All last night and all day today so far.

Tella was in the bedroom or maybe in the workout room.  Ashley heard snatches of conversation as Tella talked on the phone.  She could tell Tella was talking with Kadeesha. 

She heard Tella say something was “going to plan.”  Was that about Ashley?  If so, what was the plan?  Fuck her death?  Then, yes, it seemed to be going to plan!

She also heard a snippet when Tella said, “…to come on over now.”  But it didn’t sound like Tella was inviting Kadeesha over.  It sounded like she was inviting Kadeesha to send someone else over.

Ashley hoped it was another white slut to mute the attention of the Black Mistresses.  Sharing was caring!  She sure as hell hoped it wasn’t yet another Black Mistress.  That kind of sharing wasn’t caring.  That would be a disaster for Ashley. 

Ashley wanted to reduce the number of Black Mistresses.  Down to zero!  Not increase them.

A fresh Black Mistress with Ashley in this state of lustful exhaustion?  There was no way Ashley could deal with her, endure her attentions, or get her to leave after just arriving at the apartment.

Tella ended the call and came into the living room.  Ashley could not see her from where she lay on the floor, face down, with Pinky on top of her.

She heard Tella mumble, “Don’t mind if I do… this white slut.”

Then Pinky, “What the fuck, Tella?  That hole already filled!”

“Just stick that in her mouth.  I’m going to get her primed.  You know for what.”

“Oh.  That?  Almost forgot.  Sure, go for it.”

What the hell were they talking about?  Ashley knew she should probably feel more alarm than she did but she was just too tired.  Or too aroused.  Both.

Pinky pulled her shiv out of Ashley’s pussy and quickly relocated it to Ashley’s mouth.  Ashley knew the drill so she immediately sucked it into her mouth like a hungry sea lion at an aquatic theme park.

Mmmm, pussy juice basted lesbian shiv!  Truly a delicacy… to a white slut.

Of course, she would have preferred the pussy juice was from a Black Mistress.  Of course.  That was like liquid gold compared to the liquid silver from her own pussy.

Ashley knew the drill, so she shiv-cleaned, even in her awkward position, enthusiastically like she was trying to prove her sluttiness to Pinky.

Speaking of “drill,” she felt Tella, on her knees between Ashley’s legs, lift her hips and drill her strap-on shiv into Ashley’s pussy.  It was wetly welcomed.  It was big.  Like Tella herself, her shiv was a lot bigger than Pinky’s.

Ashley felt filled!

Ashley felt slutty!

Ashley had learned to adore that feeling.  It was so sexy to be so slutty.

Ashley almost felt like she’d never had real sex before these Black Mistresses came into her life.  It was like when she went from making out with boys to having full sex with them.  Night and day.

Tella huffed, “Let’s shiv spit this hot bitch!”

“Let’s!” agreed Pinky maniacally.

Tella slammed her big shiv all the way in and held it there, deep inside Ashley, as she held Ashley’s waist up, her big fingers gripping hard in Ashley’s sides.  Pinky still sat on the middle of Ashley’s back.

On the other end of Ashley, Pinky pushed her shiv further into Ashley’s mouth and then just kept pushing.  There was nothing Ashley could do except take it and kept taking it.  The shiv was smooth and the white slut was weak with weariness and weak with lust.

Ashley’s chin was on the carpet.  If she were standing, she’d have been looking straight up at the ceiling.  Her throat was angled straight for shiv reception.  Her throat became a shiv holster.

The lubricated shiv slid right on in and over, inside Ashley’s throat.  All the way in until Pinky only held the very base of the shiv just outside Ashley’s mouth.  Ashley’s lips flexed like a caught fish in a boat trying to get air.

She was stuffed.  She was on the lesbian shiv spit.  Pinky’s weight on her back made it all the harder to breathe and her throat was shiv-blocked.

It felt intensely uncomfortable.  And dangerous like she might suffocate.

Ashley thought it was sexy as hell.  Damn Rich.  This was another thing Rich never did to her!  And couldn’t if he wanted to because there was only one Rich.  And she’d never let him do it anyway because she had control over him.

She had no control over these Black Mistresses.  Vice versa.  That’s what made it so sexy.

It didn’t take long for the situation and Tella’s slamming shiv to work magic on Ashley.

With a slutty high-pitched shiv gargling, Ashley orgasmed, thrashing like a swordfish on the deck of a sport fishing vessel, a swordfish with a little nude Black Mistress on its back.


Chapter Two

Tella surprised Ashley.  For once, it sounded like Tella cared what Ashley thought!

Ashley lay on her back on the living room carpet.  She was a wet nude mess.  Tella sat on the couch and Pinky sat in one of the padded chairs.

“Ass-See, I spose you still might be thinking you is meant for cock.  That you ain’t a lesbian white slut.  Dat ‘bout right?”

Why, yes it was!  Ashley was heterosexual.  She was sure of that.  No number of tremendous amazing best-ever orgasms from Black Mistresses would persuade her otherwise.  At least, not quite yet.

She croaked, her throat soar from Pinky’s vigorous shivving and her tongue floppy tired from all the licking she’d done today and last night, “Yes.  That’s what I think, Black Mistress.”

Tella nodded like it was the expected answer, “I understand.  It’s a choice.  We like to keep things real.  You don’t have to be a lesbian white slut if you don’t wanna.”

What a relief!  Ashley had almost thought it was too late for her!  Turned out not.  She was already having “the talk” with these Black Mistresses.  She’d get them out of here hours before Rich was due home.

Tella added, “Of course, white sluts don’t know what they really want.  That’s a fact.  That means what you say might be true and it just as much might not be true.”

Fuck.  Shit.  Now what?

“So you gonna need to prove it.  That’s all.  It gonna be simple.”

That’s all?  Prove it in some simple way?  What a relief!

Wait, prove it how?

There was a rapping at the door.

Tella acted wide-eyed fakey, “Oh, lordy, I wonder who that could be?”

Ashley wondered, too.  But she did not wonder if this was a good development for her or if Tella wasn’t sure who it was.  The big black bitch knew exactly who it was!  And in some way Ashley did not yet understand, she was sure this was a bad development for her.

Tella went to the door and opened it.

That surprised Ashley.  Ashley was naked!  On the floor!  Wet and obviously post-sex!  This was not a good time to open the front door.

She started to sit up but Pinky extended a little four-toes foot and jabbed at Ashley’s nearest shoulder with it.

Ashley lay back down on the carpet.  Oh well, she supposed it was another Black Mistress at the door and she’d have sex with that one also.

But she was wrong.

Tella exclaimed in a fake surprised voice, “Arnreesh!  Come on in, brother!”

Who--?

It was a man!  A black man!

What was a man doing in this newly christened den of black on white lesbian domination?

“What up, Tella?  You looking fine.  You want some of what I’ve got?”

“Shut your face, Arnreesh.  You know I don’t go sausage.  Come on in and meet this white slut over here.”

Now she had to meet this guy!  A black man in her and Rich’s apartment!  While she was naked!

Tella and the man came over.  Pinky took her foot off Ashley’s shoulder, allowing her to sit up on the carpet.  It wasn’t a big improvement in circumstance but she could at least see the newcomer.

He was tall and broad-shouldered, athletic and muscular but overall slim for a man.

He looked familiar yet Ashley was pretty sure she’d never met this guy….

He looked her up and down but she guessed it must be mostly down because she was down below him.  He looked seven feet tall from her position.  He sure wasn’t shy.  His feet were only inches from her bare skin and he wasn’t even blinking as he looked nearly straight down on her.

He grabbed the leather rabbit mask on her face.  He pulled it off roughly and threw it aside.  Her face was damp from sweating under the mask.  The Black Mistresses made her wear it almost all the time today, ever since Pinky produced it from her purse.

It was a relief to have to off but it meant her identity was no longer a secret.  Not that she knew this guy.

He looked at her hard.

It didn’t take him more than a few moments to make his judgment.

“I would fuck dat.  I will fuck dat.”

She had a name!  Though she wasn’t sure which one to give him.  Ashley or Ass-See?  She wouldn’t give him her full real name.  She needed to keep the good Evans name out of this messy mess.  Evans girls were not white slaves!  Not even for just a couple of days.

Her Black Mistresses might insist on her calling herself Ass-See.  She did not want to upset them.  She did not want to disappoint them.  But that name was terrible!  It was so humiliating!

It was best she not introduce herself at all.  Besides, this guy was wrong.  He seemed to think he was going to fuck her.  Uh, no!  Hello, Ashely already had a couple of Black Mistresses.  This white slut was taken.

Tella said, “You fucking her is the plan, Arnreesh.”

It was!?!  That was not Ashley’s plan!  She did not plan on doing that!  No way on God’s green Earth!

She had to speak up even if she couldn’t stand up, “Uh, about that….”

Yeah, she didn’t assert herself strongly.  She did not exactly verbally race out of the gate.  Hey, it was hard to suddenly be assertive after being fucked into submission over and over all night and all day.  You fucking try it!

Tella wagged a finger at Ashley, “You simmer down, Ass-See!  This man is here for you.  For you.  Doing you a fucking favor.  Yeah, a fucking favor.”

“I am not having sex with him!”

“You right.”

Thank God!

But then Tella continued, “Not yet you ain’t.  Answer gonna be different in a few minutes.”

“It won’t be different!”

“You mouthing off to one of your Black Mistresses?”

Oh-oh.  She was, wasn’t she?  But she had to!  She could not have sex with this black man!

“I’m sorry, but—”

“I’m sorry, what?  What you call me?”

“I’m sorry, Black Mistress.”  Oh, it was so humiliating calling her that with this strange black man right there hearing it!  It was so humiliating… that it made her horny all over again.

It was also humiliating to have to apologize to her.  The humiliations never stopped!

The arousal kept going….

When would she get enough?  She’d thought she’d have this out of her system long before now.  She hadn’t even known it was in her system at all until yesterday! 

Though maybe she had a hint of it a few days ago based on her complete fascination with the things Norah told her.  She had hung on every word Norah spoke as she described the way Kadeesha dominated Iris and then dominated Norah as well.

She’d wanted to know every little detail.  Then, after Norah left Ashley’s place, she’d kept thinking about those things.  Picturing them.  Imagining how it looked and even how those things felt. 

It had excited her.

Tella jabbed a finger at Ashley, “Here is what is going on, Ass-See.  I’m gonna tell ya or my name ain’t Tella.  You said you didn’t think you’re a lesbian white slut.  Is that what you said?”

Yes, it was!

“Yes, Black Mistress.”

Tella chuckled, “Ain’t she cute, Arnreesh?  She don’t think she’s a lesbian white slut but she calls me and Pinky her Black Mistresses.  Don’t make no sense, do it?”

Arnreesh laughed hard and slapped a leg.

Ashley frowned hard.  That wasn’t fair!  She had to call them Black Mistress!  They would punish her.

And they kept making her cum….

Tella then told her the deal and what a deal it was.  A bad deal!

“You say you ain’t a lesbian white slut.  I gots to be fair.  Maybe we made a mistake.  Don’t seem like it the way you go off like fireworks for us.  But, okay.  We’ll give you a chance to prove it.  Maybe you just cum that way, that quick, from any ole thang.  So we gonna see. We gonna find out.  You gonna prove your case, girl. 

“Arnreesh gonna fuck ya.  If he can’t make you cum quick and hard the way we do, then you is a lesbian white slut.  We gonna keep you forever and you only gonna get black pussy and lesbian shiv for the rest of your lesbian white slut life.  That’s only fair and that’s just the way it gonna be.  Onna other hand, if you fuck and cum with Arnreesh like you do us, then you ain’t no lesbian white slut.  There you go.  Now you got your chance.  This is it.  This is the only one you get.”

Ashley started to say something but then stopped. 

She could not have sex with this guy!  He was not Rich!  Even if she did not have a boyfriend, this guy Arnreesh was black.  Deal breaker!

Plus, he had some of those dull tattoos.  Prison tattoos?  Ashley did not have sex with ex-felons!  She weeded them out at her workplace!  It was her job, in part, to weed them out.  To protect employers from employing them.  Not to fuck them! 

But…

…it did sound like a way out of this.  She wouldn’t quite call it a convenient way to get out from under (often literally under) the Black Mistresses.  Letting an ex-felon black man fuck her was hardly convenient. 

It would betray Rich!

But she had already betrayed him, hadn’t she?

In a way, doing it would be for Rich.  It was a way of getting rid of the Black Mistresses.  Rich wouldn’t want them around underfoot.  Or around with Ashley under their feet (again, literally).

Still, she really shouldn’t….

Arnreesh had a goofy smile on his face, “I’m gonna help this slut make up her mind.”

Ashley did feel like she needed help.  It was nice this black guy was trying to be helpful.

Arnreesh dropped the loose shorts he wore.  He stepped out of them and only wore a tank top of a local team.

More importantly… Ashley saw a black cock in person for the first time in her life.

It was big.  It was semi-hard.  It was not legendary big but it was a match for Arnreesh’s tall body.  It sure was black!  It was not circumcised.  Ashley had never been with a man who was not circumcised. 

And she… still wouldn’t be?  Or was that about to change?

Arnreesh said, “You like this, slut?  You like what you see?  You want it?”

Uh.  Um.  Hmm.

She better not say she didn’t like it.  Tella and Pinky might take that as confirmation that she was a lesbian white slut.

So she better… tell the truth.  Because she did like seeing it.  Part was curiosity.  Part was her ongoing arousal that seemed to make everything magically sexy. 

But part was pure instinct.  She was a woman with a hot wet pussy.  There was a big long cock.  It was like peanut butter and jelly.  Meant to go together.  Meant to be in contact.  Meant to mix.

So she said it, “I like what I see.  It’s… ah… nice.”

“You want it?  Or are you a lesbian white slut?”

Were those really the only choices?

Fuck.  Whatever.  She was under some time constraints here.  She needed to fuck this guy, cum as fast and as hard as she could, and get all these black people out of the apartment before Rich got home.

“Yes.  I want it.”  Her answer sounded a lot like a question.


Chapter Three

Arnreesh’s tone took on some iron like he was a male version of a Black Mistress, “Course you do.  I fucking knew it.  You lucky I’m willing to fuck you.  But I don’t put up with rude bitches.  White or black.  You better ask me fucking nice to fuck you.”

Jesus, ask him to do it?

Time was of the essence.

Also… he was rubbing that black rod and it was stiffening and lengthening.  She was staring at it.

As it grew, her temptation grew.

“Will you fuck me?”

Her voice sounded so timid!

He jacked his black rod and demanded, “You better do better than that.”

“Will you please fuck me?”

“Beg me.”

Beg him?  A strange black man?  In her own home?

Well, she better if she wanted this to be her home and not Tella’s and Pinky’s.

Also, his cock looked fully hard now and it was pretty damn amazing.  Begging did seem appropriate.  She wasn’t the only one who felt that way.  Her pussy felt the same way.  So strongly.

Begging was humiliating but it was also a turn-on.  She’d never begged anyone up until the day before yesterday.  It had turned her on massively.  She would do it.  It was required by this guy she’d just met and it was hot.

“Please fuck me!  I need that black cock in my white pussy!  I’m so wet for it!”

“Whatchoo gonna do to make me wanna stick my dick in you?  Whatchoo going to do for me?”

Did he want money?  Did she have to pay him?  But then she realized what he wanted.  Her body had realized before her mind because her mouth was watering as much as her pussy.

“I’ll suck it!  I’ll suck your cock!”

“You gonna suck it like a slut?  Take it down your throat?”

“Yes, yes, yes!  I’ll do it!  I’ll lick it all over!  You can fuck it down to my stomach!”

“What about my big black balls?”

What about them?  Ashley was clueless for nearly two seconds.  Then she understood or thought she did.  Hadn’t she heard about that kind of thing?  She had never done it or thought about doing it but she had heard of it.  She never thought she would do it.  But now she knew.  She would do it.  In certain circumstances.  Like when she was surrounded by black people and she needed to prove she wasn’t a lesbian white slut.

“I’ll lick them, too!  I’ll suck your balls!”

“Say it again!”

“I’ll lick and suck your big black balls!”

“Go ahead then, bitch.  Prove it.”

Oh.  Here?  Now?

Three sets of brown eyes watched her intently. 

Was she going to do this?  Her mouth wanted to do it.  It was salivating more than ever.  For black balls. 

Really? 

Really.

They already thought she was a slut anyway.  Tella and Pinky thought she was a lesbian white slut.  This guy, Arnreesh, at best thought she was a bitch.  They already thought poorly of her and she shouldn’t care what they thought anyway.

She had to admit she also thought poorly of herself.  Sometimes, maybe often now, she also thought she was a slut.

But a slut would not lick and suck black balls in order to get rid of Black Mistresses, selflessly protecting her boyfriend, Rich, from them.  Right? 

So… she should lick and suck those black balls… like a slut… to prove to herself she was not a slut… and proven to the Black Mistresses that she was not a lesbian white slut.

Did it make sense?  Not really.  But there she was, naked and wet and aroused while down on the floor surrounded by black people. 

She was hungry for those black balls.  She had to close her mouth to keep from drooling.

Arnreesh saw that look on her face.  She supposed he’d seen it before. 

Arnreesh pulled his cock up and spread his legs.  His balls hung down.  They sure were big!

Ashley decided she had to prove it.  Prove something.

Ashley decided she wanted to prove it.  Prove something.

She got on her hands and knees.  She felt herself trying to move and act sexy.  But it wasn’t really acting.  She was feeling it.

Ashley had always liked being the center of attention.  She sure was right then.  The black people were on all sides of her. 

She crawled towards the uncircumcised black cock with the big balls dangling beneath it.  She allowed her hips to sway.  She moved a little haltingly so that her breasts swayed to and fro.  She put on a show.

For all of them.  She wanted the Black Mistresses to see what they’d soon no longer get to grab and suck.

They sure were going to miss her!

And her them?  A little?  Or a lot?

She arrived at Black Balls Central.  At Black Testicles Junction.

What she had to do, the thought she’d do it, was intimidating and darkly exhilarating.

One more humiliation.  One more time.  This was it.  The final humiliation.

Foolish white slut!

Ashley licked Arnreesh’s balls.  Up and down and all around.  She coated them in her saliva.

“Suck ‘em, bitch!”

Sometimes this guy had good ideas.  Ashley wanted to suck them.  She felt so naughty and so humiliated and incredibly turned on. 

Now she might argue with him if he tried to stop her from sucking them.

She sucked them.  One and then the other.  And then back and forth.  She got each one all the way into her mouth and then pulsed her cheeks on them, sluicing her saliva around them.  They were big.  Each one filled her mouth.

Arnreesh groaned.  She must be doing a good job!

A good job of being a slut who was betraying her boyfriend….

Arnreesh’s voice was strained, “Damn!  She can suck a ball!  Two balls!  The way she do it, I don’t think this one is a lesbian white slut.”

Damn right!  Or was it even more accurate to say damn straight?

Pinky said, “We’ll see about that.  Sucking on black balls don’t prove nuttin.”

Tella guffawed, “Nuttin?  She sucking on his nuts don’t prove nuttin?”

Arnreesh protested, “How about how she be frigging herself?  Do a lesbian do that when sucking on black balls?”

Was she… oh, she was!  She was rubbing her pussy.  It felt fantastic.  She hoped it didn’t make her Black Mistresses angry.

The Black Mistresses did not answer Arnreesh.  Ha!  So there!  Ashley sucked ball harder and rubbed her pussy harder.  That would show those black bitches!

Arnreesh spoke down to her, “Your mouth got my swimmers motivated, bitch.  My balls want to bust their nuts.  What else can you do with your mouth?  Show your Black Master what else your slutty mouth can do.”

Wait, what?  This guy was a Black Master the way Tella and Pinky were Black Mistresses?  These black people were full of themselves!  She almost could not blame him, though.  After all, her mouth was full of his left testicle.

But not for long.  It was time to prove what else her mouth could do.  Not only what else she could do to him, for him, but what else besides lick pussy and lick ass as she’d done so much of with the Black Mistresses. 

She pushed his testicle out of her mouth.  She’d sucked them both all over.  She’d done a thorough job. 

It was time for her to put her slutty mouth to work in a different way.  She thought he had that right.  She did have a slutty mouth.  She knew that now.  She agreed.r

But it was not a lesbian white slut slutty mouth!  She needed it to be as slutty as possible in order to prove that.

He no longer held his cock and it still pointed more up than out.  It was so erect it had no room for veins.  They were roped all around it like vines on a tree.  His cock jerked and bounced a little with his heartbeats.

She licked up from the middle of his scrotum to the base of his cock.  She licked up across the underside of his cock, slowly and firmly, not shy but like a slut.  She pressed her soft tongue into his hardness.  She licked up to the foreskin. 

She hesitated.  Foreskin.  Gross.  Ashley thought boy babies were supposed to get that removed.  Wasn’t it a cleanliness issue?  But her mouth was there and the foreskin was there and she needed to get at his cock head.

She pulled it down with lips pressed together.  The head of his cock was revealed.  It was big.  Almost as big as one of his testicles.

She knew what that meant.

It meant she could get it in her mouth.


Chapter Four

She saw there was precum smeared on the head of his cock and welling up from the piss slit.  That was… should be… disgusting.  Before the last few days, she would have wiped it away with a tissue.  Who was she fooling?  Herself?  A few days ago, she wouldn’t do oral sex for a man at all other than in rare situations or as a special reward.

“Get it in your mouth, bitch.”

She guessed she better get it in her mouth.  She could quickly wipe away the precum but that didn’t seem important.  Ever since these Black Mistresses came into her life – because she knocked on their door -- she was someone who swam in bodily fluids with all the pussy eating she’d done. 

And it wasn’t gross in comparison to the ass-eating she’d done.  Especially when ass-eating was no longer gross to her.  It was something she adored.  But she only liked the asses of black women.  Or white women if they were also white sluts and the Black Mistresses wanted her to eat their ass.

Only for the Black Mistresses….

Was that lesbian?  Was she a lesbian white slut?

In denial, to fight back against the idea, and in lust, Ashley engulfed Arnreesh’s moist cockhead with her hot mouth.

Arnreesh groaned with pleasure.

There!  Was this lesbian?  Ashley sucked at the cockhead.  She sucked and licked.  She put enthusiasm into it.

But she did have to admit it wasn’t as good as burying her face in a black pussy….

No!  Take that back!  She would not admit that!  Not even to herself!

“Get on down that cock, bitch!  Swallow my fucker.  I’m gonna fill your stomach with cum!”

Ashley was not a deep-throater.  Until then.

It was time to add a new skill.

That made her think of something.  The Black Mistresses kept saying she was a white slave.  And she kept adding skills like ass eating, pussy licking, and now she’d add deepthroating.  Didn’t they say slavery was good for the slave because it helped them add skills?  Didn’t someone say that?

Ashley guessed they were right.  Maybe all white people should become slaves so that they could learn some useful skills.

Ashley went about learning her new black cocksmith trade.  She opened her mouth wider, straightened her neck, and pushed her face into Arnreesh’s pubic hair, getting as close to him as possible so his cock would get as far down her throat as possible.

It wasn’t easy.  New skills could be hard to learn!  That’s why you needed slavery to keep you motivated, she guessed.  Probably many skills could not be learned unless you had slavery helping out the learning process.  Why was slavery abolished?  People didn’t like being slaves?  Sounded selfish.

But, uh, not just anyone should be a slave.  Not a good Evans girl.

Was she still a good Evans girl?  The rest of the Evans probably would not think so.

Her throat wanted to reject the big foreign presence.  But each time she felt like she had to gag, she let Arnreesh’s cock go back a little, recede from her throat like a black cock tide sliding back into the ocean.  Then she swallowed her gooey saliva and whatever Arnreesh’s cock had added to the mix, reset, and tried again.

She felt her drool and no doubt some of his precum streaming down her chin and spattering her breasts and upper thighs.  Oh, she was getting so messy and it was so sexy slutty.

Arnreesh encouraged her.  If it could be called encouragement.  It did sound like he was trying to motivate her.

“Swallow that cock, bitch.  You a lesbian white slut or not?  Swallow it.  You want it.  Gonna shoot straight into your white tummy.  Fill you up on black man cum.”

It was rude and crude and yet it did motivate her.  Or maybe her hand on her pussy drove her motivation high.  On her next attempt, she ignored the urge to gag and paid attention to her urge to be a good slut who acquired a new skill.

She kept going and would not accept failure. 

It was in!  His cock was far in as it could go!  She felt it!  The bulging cockhead was past her throat!  It was in her upper chest!

Arnreesh called out, “That’s a good bitch!”

Yes!  She was a good bitch!

“I’m just gonna stand here.  You work that slut throat up and down on my cock.”

Okay….

She tried it.  It worked!  She was throat fucking him.  She guessed it was like her throat was an extended vagina, hugging all sides of his cock.  It was like when the man lay there and she fucked him from on top, riding him.  She did the thrusting when she was on top.  Up and down.

She bobbed, bobbed deep, on his cock.  She bet she looked goofy and used and demeaned and like a total slut. 

Ashley Evans with a long black cock down her throat and big black balls jostling her chin.

She bet she looked great. So sexy!

The Black Mistresses sure were going to miss her!

Arnreesh sounded intent, “I’m gonna fill your tummy!  You stuffed right now with cock and then you, after I cum and pull out, you gonna look stuffed cuz your tummy gonna bulge out!”

He couldn’t cum that much, could he?  No.  His balls were big.  But not that big! 

Still, she was hungry for it.  She wanted it.  She was so turned on.  She wished he would fill her tummy.  So slutty!

Being slutty felt like the best thing ever to Ashley.  She wished she’d been this slutty the day she turned eighteen.  She’d lost out on half a dozen years of slutty action!

She would have encouraged him to shoot his load in her tummy but her mouth was more than occupied.  It was cock-bypassed.

But someone else did not encourage him.

Tella sounded a little pissed, “What in the fuck are you thinking, Arnreesh?  What about the fucking plan?  How ‘bout that, huh?  Kadeesha did tell you!”

Plan?  What plan?  Ashley rubbed her pussy furiously and tried to think as furiously.  Wasn’t the plan for her to prove she wasn’t a lesbian white slut?  Wasn’t she doing a great job of that?  She was swallowing a cock!

Arnreesh issued a frustrated moan, “Yeah, yeah, yeah.  My sister told me.  Alright, fine then.  White bitch, pull off that cock.  I’ll give it back in a minute in a different way.”

Wait, Kadeesha was Arnreesh’s sister!?!

That explained why he looked familiar when she first saw him.  He was tall and muscular yet slim, just like Kadeesha.

His sister….

Her brother….

She had sex with Kadeesha!  Yesterday!  And now she was having sex with her brother.

Everything was so demented!

Arnreesh forcefully pushed her away causing her to lean backward over her legs.  He pushed her free of his cock more than he pulled free of her mouth and throat.  His cock bobbed and scattered strings of thick drool from deep in her throat.

Ashley wiped at her face and tried to clear her head as well.  But her other hand kept rubbing her pussy.  She felt so needy and so slutty.  She couldn’t stop!

She did try to think.

There was a plan.  Kadeesha was involved.  So, she’d sent her brother over here to have sex with her?  Kadeesha set up her brother – Arnreesh looked like he must be her younger brother – to have sex with the same white woman, Ashley, who Kadeesha had sexually dominated.  That was nasty crazy.

What was this plan?

Why was Tella winking at Arnreesh?

“Arnreesh, we been fucking her all over this place.  In the interest of objectively proving maybe she ain’t a lesbian white slut, you got to fuck her somewhere new.  There be only one place left.”

Ashley was momentarily confused.  She did not think she had any holes that had yet to be fucked.

Tella cleared up Ashley’s confusion, “The fucking balcony.”

Oh, Tella meant location in the apartment, not location on Ashley’s body.

Ashley blurted, “I can’t have sex on the balcony!”

She wasn’t protesting the sex.  She knew she had to have sex with him and not only to prove she wasn’t a lesbian white slut.  She needed it so badly now.  She wanted the sex for the sex itself.  It was a means to an end but it was also the be-all and end-all in her head.

Tella spread her arms in a big shrug, “Sure you can.  Or do you want to quit with this and admit you’re a lesbian white slut?”

“I have neighbors!  People will tell my boyfriend!”

“Oh, that parking lot looks pretty empty to me.  Your neighbors are out at work or wherever the fuck.  But who knows?  I get you.  Simple solution to dat problem.”

A solution?

Suspiciously quickly, Pinky was there holding… a black garbage bag?

Pinky put it on Ashley’s head!  Ashley could not help jerking her head and starting to protest.

Oops, she forgot Black Mistresses did not allow disagreements!

She was sitting with her ass on her calves.  That must be why Pinky slapped Ashley’s breasts instead of spanking her.

Slap!

Slap slap!

Slap slap slap slap!

Youch!  Those tit slaps hurt just as bad as spanks!  Worse!

They worked just as well as spanks.  Ashley stopped her struggles and her urge to protest.

If Black Mistresses wanted to put a garbage bag on your head, then you were going to wear a garbage bag on your head.  One of life’s great truths.

Pinky used the plastic cinches on the bag but it was still relatively loose on Ashley’s head.

Great.  Just great.  Now her head was in a bag.  It was almost immediately humid and steamy inside the bag but there was enough air because it was so loose around her neck. 

Tella declared, “There.  Another problem solved.  Now you and Arnreesh can have sex on the balcony.  If anyone comes home or walks by the balcony, all they’ll see is a sexy white body with a bag onna head and a tall long-cocked black man giving her what for.  All good!”

It wasn’t all good with Ashley.  No one liked having their head in a bag.  More humiliation!

But she did have to admit it was good no one would recognize her.

And…

…she also had to admit she was glad it allowed her to get back to having sex. She needed it!  It was her thing now.  Sex.  No matter how rough or nasty.  Or especially if it was rough and nasty.

She felt like she was meant for this.  Sex and more sex. 

Crazy weird sex?  Fine by her. 

Eat an ass?  Sounds great!

If she hadn’t been born in this age and to the fine Evans family (not at all wealthy but balanced and moral) then she probably would have made a great prostitute.  Hopefully high-end like a call girl but, if not, then she could have been the best of streetwalkers.

She heard the sliding door to the balcony open. 

It was go time.

Go out and fuck on the balcony time.

This was crazy!

It was so slutty.  It was such a turn-on.

And, she reminded herself, a great opportunity to prove she wasn’t a lesbian white slut.  Yes, she was betraying Rich but it was constructive betrayal, a betrayal that served a purpose.  She was doing it for him!

A little.  Mostly she did it for her pussy.  And for her Black Mistresses.  And this rude black guy she’d just met.  The brother of another black woman Ashley had had sex with.  Whose ass she’d eaten out!

Pinky told her, “You don’t have to crawl right now.  Stand up and be counted.  As a lesbian white slut or not.”

Ashley stood up, her hands feeling around because she could not see with the bag on her head.

Smack!

A spank from a tiny hand! 

Pinky spanked her and kept spanking her as she used her little left hand on Ashley’s left arm to guide her out onto the second-floor balcony.

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

By then Ashely was out on the balcony.  She felt the slight breeze, the change in temperature, and the difference in footing from carpet to cement.

She was naked outdoors!

With a bag on her head.  She wasn’t sure if that was a plus or a minus.  It hid her identity, but it was humiliating.  And it was moist and stuffy inside the bag, especially with how hard she breathed.

Pinky said, “You two have fun.”

Tella said, “We gonna lock this door until we see some orgasms.”

Ashley heard the door slide closed and then heard the lock flip.

They were locked out of the apartment!  Naked!

Arnreesh told her, from behind, “Gonna fuck you for the world to see, Bag Face.”

Great.  Another nickname.

“I better ask you something.  Cuz I fuck bareback.  You on the pill?”

Ashley hadn’t even thought about that!  He had a good question!

“No.  I’m not.” 

She always had Rich wear a condom and pull out.  Can’t be too cautious!

“Where’s your cycle at?  You safe from pregnancy or what?”

She tried to think.  She’d had her period a little less than two weeks ago, so….

Shit!

Wow, good thing he asked!

“I’m fertile right now.  We can’t fuck.  That doesn’t mean I’m a lesbian white slut!  I’ll suck you off.  Like before.”

“No.  We got to fuck.  But I can pull out before I cum.”

Ashley recalled all that precum leaking steadily out of Arnreesh’s cock. 

“That’s way too risky!”

“Life is risk, bitch.”

It was.  She knew that now.  Like how you thought all was well and then suddenly you were eating the ass of not one, not two, but three different Black Mistresses.  And the ass of another white slut who was a coworker.  Life was like that.

But this risk was so unnecessary!

She’d have to tell him—

She felt herself bent over the balcony railing.  She yelped, feeling like she was falling. 

Then she yelped again as Arnreesh pushed his cock into her. 

She was wet but his cock was big and long.  He kept one hand on her neck and gripped her waist with his other hand.  He leveraged his cock thrusting again and then again, each time making her yelp.

She knew her yelps were not helpful.  They could attract watchers.  But the sensation of penetration was too powerful.  It didn’t hurt.  She was as lubricated as lubricated could be.  But she had never felt so penetrated by any man.  Arnreesh had a bigger cock than she’d ever taken, by at least half again. 

He kept banging away and she couldn’t resist.  She was too turned on, too wet, too bent over, and too helpless.

It was in!  It was all the way in!  She felt his big balls, the ones she’d licked and sucked, swinging against her inner thighs.

Those big balls.  They were so full of cum.  And she’d gotten him all fired up with her ball-sucking and deep-throating.  He probably had a huge load he needed to unload!

Could he control himself and keep from cumming inside her? 

Was he still leaking all that precum?  Could it impregnate her?

It didn’t matter.  It did, but it didn’t.  It would matter later on.  It would matter a lot if she got pregnant.  There was no explaining away a black baby.

But it didn’t matter right then.  He was inside her.  She felt herself already pushing back, like a slut, wanting that cock in her, wanting to make it happy, wanting her orgasm.

She was so damn needy for an orgasm.  Even the slap heat from her breasts and the spank heat from her ass turned her on. 

She just wanted to fuck.  It was more important than anything.  If he asked her, now that he was in her and making her feel so slutty, to choose whether he should stop fucking her, bareback, while she was fertile, she would tell him immediately to keep fucking her.

It was good he was going to pull out, though.  Based on the size of his balls and all the work she’d put in sucking on them and arousing him, she bet he’d spew three times as much cum as a regular Rich-fuck-after-seven-minutes load.  And with no condom to catch all that cum!

Ashley marveled.  There was a black cock inside her!  She never ever thought this would happen.  Not to her.  Not to Ashley Evans.  Not to any Evans.  Ever.

She hated the fact but loved the feeling.  She thrilled as he drilled.

She should not want this….

She wanted it!

It didn’t matter what she wanted.  He wouldn’t listen to a voice coming out of a garbage bag.

There was something he might listen to.

“Fuck me!  Fuck my white pussy with your big black cock!”

She bet he heard that.  She sure felt his big black cock.  He speeded it in and out of her like he was in a hurry to cum.

He better not need to cum and pull out and cum all over her without her getting an orgasm!  That would be the worst-case scenario, worse even than if he came inside her fertile pussy.  Like he said, life was risk.  But she did not want to risk losing out on her orgasm!

Ashley fucked back.  She thought she fucked him as much as he fucked her.  She thought she better be careful and listen and feel (but not watch, not with a bag over her head) for when he was cumming so that when he did pull out, she let him and did not keep fucking her pussy on him.  Otherwise he might try to pull out and still end up cumming inside her.

Oh, she hoped he could last a few more minutes.  She was so close and so needed an orgasm. 

She worked her body back on his and worked her mind to bring herself closer to orgasm.  The situation was as arousing as the physical sensation of his pounding deep-diving cock.

So slutty!  On the balcony!  In public!  Fucked by a younger black man!

Was she breaking a law?  She must be.  Public exposure or indecency or some such.  How slutty!

Of all the people to fuck in public, it was some black guy she didn’t know.  He was the worst choice for a public fucking.  Thank God for the bag on her head!

What would she tell people if they told her they saw a black man fucking a woman with a bag on her head on Ashley’s balcony?  Easy.  Burglars!  She’d say it must be burglars.  Interracial exhibitionist burglars.  Life was crazy like that.  She’d grin and shrug and shake her head. 

No one would dare to think that she, Ashley Evans, could be the woman wearing a bag on her head.

No one put a bag on Ashley Evans’ head.  She was too beautiful!

No one except dominant blacks….

“You like this?”

Dumb question!

“I love it!  I love your big black cock!  Fuck me!  Fuck me hard!”  Oh, she answered so quickly.  The speed of the answer was almost as slutty as the answer itself.

“Are you my white slut?”

Should she answer that?  She had to.  She did not want him to take his cock away.  Not until, of course, he was about to cum.  Then she would want him to take it away.

She couldn’t say no.  That would ruin the slutty public fuck mood.  So she just had to say yes.

“Yes!  I’m your white slut!”

Saying that, to him, a black man, like this and in public, did something to Ashley.  It was like she felt a physical twist inside her mind and in her guts.

It was so slutty hot that she had to cum!

She had to tell him and the world, “Your white slut is cumming!!!”

And she did.  He moved his other hand from her neck to her hips so both of his hands dug into her waists.  He jacked hard into her. 

He no longer had to push her neck down to keep her in place.  Even with his neck-pushing hand gone she maintained her bent-over position.  She was wilted over the balcony railing, drooling into the bag, jamming her pussy back at him.

She came and came and saw stars inside the black bag.


Chapter Five

She wasn’t self-aware for some unknown time period.  She was still wilted over the railing.  It was more than stuffy inside the bad.  It was like having her head in a warm shower.  The air was thick.  As she breathed the bag pulsed in and out of her open gasping mouth.

She heard sounds from the parking lot.  A vehicle pulling in.  Also, there were thumps and scrapes from almost directly below the balcony.  Like maybe residents were carrying something out.

Great.  Just great.  At least one neighbor was seeing her or soon would.  Whoever had pulled in.  Maybe more than one if they weren’t alone. 

The neighbor or neighbors below her might not see her.  Were they moving stuff out to a vehicle or maybe to the back dumpsters?  Maybe.  They might be too busy moving stuff to look up.

She was worried and disappointed to be seen but she knew it was always too much to hope for that no one would see her.  Being seen was always a foregone conclusion.

She couldn’t go back inside the apartment either.  The door was locked and Arnreesh still had her on the end of his cock.  She was stuffed and stuck.

Maybe the driver of the arrived vehicle wouldn’t look up?  If he did and saw her, what were the chances he’d stand there and stare at the show?  Very high if it was a man.  Probably fairly high if it was a woman, too.

A call to the police was also a possibility.  Good thing this was Charlotte, NC.  The police wouldn’t get around to it for hours.  Or maybe they’d come right away if they wanted a show.

All she could do was be quiet.  Try not to attract attention.  She hoped to keep as quiet as possible to avoid attention.  But that hope was shattered.  Or rather, smacked.

Smack!  Smack!  Smack!

Damn it!  Arnreesh was spanking her!  She heard the spanks echo back at them from the building across the parking lot.  It was like Arnreesh wanted people to see them!

What kind of guy was an exhibitionist?  Ashley had always thought many women were exhibitionists and many men were voyeurs.  Some kind of match.  That both men and women had various levels of both instincts but they each had their greater specialty.  But it seemed like Arnreesh might be quite an exhibitionist.  And a spanker!

Smack!  Smack!  Smack!

All the spanks landed on her right ass cheek.  His left hand gripped her waist on the other side.

Arnreesh spoke and talked far louder than he had before, again like he was trying to get attention from the parking lot.

“You want me to make you cum again, slut?”

Damn it.  Did he expect her to answer? 

Screw that. 

Maybe not the best phrase for the situation.  Or maybe exactly right.

Arnreesh stopped his thrusting and held still.  It drove her near crazy almost immediately.  She needed more fucking!

Arnreesh loudly said, “I feel your white pussy hugging on my black cock.  I know you want it, slut.  Tell your Black Master what you want.”

Fine.  Be that way.  Would whoever was in the parking lot recognize her voice?  Hopefully not through the garbage bag.

It was true anyway.  She wanted that cock.  She already had it in her pussy but she wanted it thrusting again.

The precum it leaked was worrisome.  Extremely worrisome.  That was in her mind again now that the first orgasm has calmed her just a little. But she still wanted that black cock inside her, leaky precum and riskiness and all.

You had to take risks in life.  Calculated risks like possible pregnancy in order to get an orgasm or another orgasm.  Yes, she’d already had one, but that didn’t matter.  She still wanted another one.  Wasn’t a possible bun in the oven worth it for a few moments of orgasmic joy?

Was a few seconds of supreme joy worth the risk of nine months of pregnancy and the rest of her life as the mother of a mixed race baby?

Yeah, no, but yes, fuck it, fuck her.

She would say it.

“Fuck me, Black Master!  Fuck your white slut’s pussy!  Fuck it hard, Black Master!  Please!”

Arnreesh went back to fucking her and he fucked hard.  Just the way Ashley wanted it.  Now she didn’t care if anyone was watching.  Let them watch!

Even though he was back to fucking her and she was back to fucking back on his cock, she still said more, wanting to fully embrace the sluttiness.

“Fuck me!  Your black cock feels fucking great!  You can fuck me anytime!  Fuck my slutty pussy!  I’m your slut!  You’re my Black Master!”

She was going to cum again!

“I’m going to cum for you, Black Master!  You’re making me cum again!  You’re the best fuck I’ve ever had!  By far!  You can fuck me anytime, anywhere, any place, any hole!  I’m your white slut!”

Arnreesh grunted, “One of them….”

Such humiliation!  She was only one of his white sluts.  She, Ashley Evans, was not a special snowflake to him…!

Ashley orgasmed, twisting her shoulders back and forth like her whole body was saying no.

Her body shook and her eyes fluttered open and closed.  But it didn’t matter if her eyes were open or closed.  It was dark inside the black garbage bag.


Chapter Six

He was still fucking her!

It still felt great.  Maybe it felt even better than before.  The second orgasm seemed more powerful than the first.  Which made her wonder what a third would feel like….

Her pussy kept spasming hard on him and he kept groaning.  But he still hadn’t cum.

Thank God.  He hadn’t cum.  But he must be like a volcano building up pressure.  The longer the pressure built, the bigger the explosion when it did blow.

She should make sure to get this cock out of her as soon as possible….

She was dimly worried about how much precum he was leaking into her.  There was risk even without him shooting a load into her.  It only took one sperm to fertilize an egg!  She was fertile and, if she recalled health class, she was pretty sure precum could have sperm in it.

When she’d licked his cock and deepthroated him he was leaking precum at an incredible pace.  In five minutes of leaking, it might add up to more than Rich shot when he came.  Was Arnreesh still leaking that much?

Despite the dim worry about Arnreesh’s precum, and over the risk of him cumming inside her, she was more worried about his lack of cumming. 

By now, he should have pulled out and shot his load all over the place. 

Preferably on her.  She was such a slut!  Now she was.  She’d always stopped guys who wanted to shoot their cum on her.  She wasn’t a porn starlet, dammit!  She wouldn’t even let them spray their load on her tummy after pulling out.  She made them pull out and keep the condom on.

This time was different.  She was different.  This wasn’t the kind of sex she was used to.  Sex to her used to be something that was not all that.  She was used to sex not for its own sake but because it was an expectation or as a reward for her partner. 

This sex was nasty.  This called for cum spraying all over.  It made her want what normally disgusted her.

She heard some talking from the parking lot.  Maybe the vehicle that arrived had more than one person?  Or maybe a pedestrian stopped to watch the show and was talking with the driver?

She didn’t care.  There could be a thousand people watching and she’d gladly keep fucking.

“Fuck your slut!”

“I’m fucking you, white bitch.  You got a fine pussy.  No doubt.”

If it was so fine, why hadn’t he cum yet?  She felt like she could not feel fully satisfied until he came.  And until she had a third orgasm.

“Are you…. Are you almost ready to cum?”

“Worried about me pulling out?”

She knew she should be but she was more worried about him cumming at all.  Yes, she needed him to cum, maybe, to prove she wasn’t a lesbian white slut.  But mostly she just wanted to make him cum. 

“I want you to cum!”

“Inside your white slut pussy?”

Jesus.  She almost said, “If that’s what it takes!”  But she stopped herself in time.

“No, not there.  But I want you to cum.”

“On your face?”

“Yes!  Cum on my face!  Shoot your load all over me!  Or in my mouth.  I’ll drink it down!  Please!”

She felt desperate for him to cum.  It felt more important than another orgasm for herself.  It felt like her slut duty to successfully please her Black Master.  Sluts were there to please others, right? Maybe not all sluts but she was the kind of slut who wanted to please more than she wanted to be pleased.

She’d never felt so unselfish in her life.  It took sluttiness to bring that out.  She had to be bad and had to be treated badly for that kind of unselfish good to show up.

Arnreesh surprised her by speaking so low it was nearly a whisper.  She thought he must not want the watchers in the parking lot to hear what he said.

“For me to cum, I need you to do more for me.  I got this thang.  It turns me on.  It makes me cum and cum hard.”

Sure!  Whatever!  She’d do it no matter what it was!  She’d eaten four female asses recently.  Obviously, she’d do anything.

She whispered too, since he seemed to want to keep it ‘on the down low,’ “Tell me and I’ll do it.”

“The idea of putting a black baby in a sexy white bitch turns me on.  I need you to beg me to cum inside you.  Not only dat, to make you pregnant.  I need ya to beg for that.  Beg to have my black baby.”

That was… kinda weird.  But maybe it wasn’t.  The idea of him cumming in her also turned her on.  The idea of him putting a black baby inside her also turned her on.  Not that she really wanted it.  But the concept was massively arousing.

She’d never admit that to anyone.  She could barely admit it to herself.  She guessed Arnreesh was more honest about his turn-on than she was.  But they were both turned on by the same thing.

She would do it.  She’d let him think she did it for him.  But it turned her on, too.  She was certain it would make her orgasm again and faster.

Both what she begged for and that she begged at all.  She was Ashley Evans.  She was not a beggar.  But now she was a sexual beggar.  Like how she wasn’t a slut, and soon never would be again (?), but she sure was one right now.

She was not going to “only” beg him for sex.  She was going to beg him to impregnate her.  And she’d do it in front of some kind of small audience.  In public.

All the naughty wrongs compounded and multiplied and made her want to do it.  For itself.  For the sheer slutty nastiness of it.

“Please fuck your white slut, Black Master!  Please, oh please, shoot me full of your cum!  I want to make a black baby for you inside me!  Fill me up with baby batter!  I want your black baby!”

Arnreesh huffed and thrust faster.  It was working!

“Knock me up!”

Arnreesh, loud again now, “You want me to black you, bitch?”

She didn’t know what that was exactly but she caught the gist.  She knew she wanted it, “Yes!  Black the fuck out of me!  Black the black baby into me!”

“You wanna have my baby?”

“Yes, Black Master!  Knock me up!”

“You gonna be proud to carry my baby?”

This sure was getting detailed….

And really intense.  Begging for a black baby was the biggest turn-on she’d ever felt. 

“Yes!  I’ll be proud!  I’ll be fucking grateful, Black Master!  It would be an honor to have a baby for you!”

“You ain’t gonna adopt him away, are you?  I say him because all my babies are boys.  ‘Cept for only one girl.”

All his babies….

Was this part of the act, the fantasy, or was it true?  He was so young.  Younger than Ashley!  How many babies could he have?

“I won’t give him up for adoption!  I’ll be the best mother ever!  Your baby deserves the best white slut mommy ever!”

Arnreesh fucked her hard for half a minute.  She didn’t know who was breathing harder, him or her.

Arnreesh told her, and the parking lot audience as well because he talked so loud, almost a yell, “I’ll let you be another one of my baby mamas.  You gonna be number twelve.  That’s not how many babies I got.  The baby mamas always want more.  Your baby gonna be number twenty-six.”

Surely he was exaggerating…?

But he sure was detailed.

It was hard to believe but his big cock and hard fucking sure were easy to take.

Then he loudly huffed out, “It depends on that twenty-six.  I’ve got five baby mamas pregnant right now.  I’m just assuming your black baby will pop out last and no one else I blacked gonna have no early baby.”

Arnreesh had such a detailed fantasy.  He had numbers and timelines and all of it.  It was so… real….

She thought he probably did have eleven baby mamas!  And twenty kids with five more on the way!

Just the idea of that….

“Fuck me, Black Master!  Fuck a black baby in me!”

“Gonna feed him tit milk?  None of that formula?”

“No formula!  Ever!  I’ll let him suck on my tits!”

“For how long?”

“As long as he wants.  I’ll never turn him away!”

She must sound so slutty and so demented to the people in the parking lot!

He huffed and humped.  He puffed and pounded.  She panted and pumped pussy back on his big cock.

Something unwelcome occurred to her.  If Arnreesh had so many babies at such a young age, then pulling out was probably not his “thang.”  It didn’t seem realistic to think it was a part of his sexual repertoire. 

He might not intend to pull out….

Even if he did mean to, he sounded more and more carried away and sounded so close to orgasm….

He might not pull out!

She was fertile.  He must be extremely fertile to have so many babies.  He was probably at his peak fertility and his peak load of cum.  She’d sucked on his balls!  For quite a while!  And then deepthroated him!  For quite some time!  And he’d fucked her to two orgasms already.

All that time with his cock in her pussy, his black cock in her white pussy, and his big balls slapping against her inner thighs.  He must have so many millions of sperm cooked up and lined up, waiting to blast off into her pussy.  Ready to storm her womb and surround her egg.

She should… probably….

“You want my black baby in you?”

“Yes!”  Wow, she sounded so certain.  She sounded so convincing.  Her own words were starting to convince her.

She bet the people in the parking lot were completely convinced she wanted a black baby.  She had almost convinced herself.

It might be more convincing – for those parking lot people – and a bigger turn on to her Black Master – she meant Arnreesh – if she begged for it again….

“Fuck that black baby into me, Black Master!  It will be my honor to give birth to your baby!  And to breastfeed him!  Knock up your white slut!  I’m begging you!”

“Tell it to the world, white bitch!”

One of his hands left her waist.  He roughly jerked the garbage bag off her head and let it drift away down off the balcony.

She blinked at the bright light.  It was early evening but the balcony faced the sunset in the West and the sun wasn’t down yet.

She blinked rapidly, trying to adjust to the light.

Wait….

It was evening?  The sun was setting?

But that couldn’t be!  The clock in the living room….

Had accessible hands… and the time could be changed easily….

Those black bitches! They took her smartphone and then changed the time on the one clock in the apartment!  They’d fucked her every which way, kept her up most of the night, let her sleep in, and fucked with the clock while she slept.

That had to be what they did.

It wasn’t midafternoon.  It was late evening!

Rich could come home at any moment!

In a panic, she looked down at the parking lot.

Oh no!

Rich’s car!  Rich!

His maroon Camry was in his usual spot on the far side of the little lot.  The parking spots were not actually assigned and the lot only had room for sixteen vehicles, two per apartment.

Rich was halfway between his car and the two-story apartment complex.

He stood motionless and slack-armed.  His mouth was open and his eyes were wide open.  He was staring up at her on the balcony.

Tella and Pinky were on either side of him.  Tella had one finger mashed against his open lips, like a warning to keep him from talking.  But he looked shocked speechless.

Pinky wasn’t touching him but her mouth was opening and closing.  Ashley could not hear her but it was clear Pinky was keeping up a steady stream of talk.

Ashley could easily imagine what Pinky was telling Rich.  That Ashley was a lesbian white slut.  That she adored eating black female asses and had done it to three black asses and one white ass so far.  That they’d had sex with Ashley all over the apartment Ashley and Rich shared.

Pinky was so cruel that she probably even told Rich a terrible truth.  That Ashley orgasmed over and over and came like gangbusters for her Black Mistresses.

Such a terrible truth!

Poor Rich!

Ashley had a hard time seeing details because her eyes were too dilated from her time in the bag.  And because Arnreesh was fucking her so hard.  Her breasts were swaying from the fucking.  They swayed towards the parking lot, like an offer to the watchers, and then slapped back towards her tummy, bouncing back and forth. 

Arnreesh’s hard fucking made it difficult to see.  And hard to concentrate, even now, because of how damnably good it felt.

But she noticed something else.  Some of Rich’s stuff was in the parking lot.  All over the lot, with a few items near him.  Little piles of his clothes.  A laundry basket full of his dirty clothes (they kept separate laundry baskets).  His game controller.  His weights from the second bedroom converted into a workout room.  His laptop was askew on the ground and looked scratched up!

Those black bitches!  While Arnreesh was fucking Ashley, they moved Rich’s stuff, whatever they could identify as his, out to the parking lot.  Then, when he arrived home – as they’d known he would and had planned this entire display for his homecoming – they’d intercepted him in the parking lot.  They made sure he saw Ashley on the balcony.  They’d forced him to watch.  They’d also kept him from interrupting the ongoing display of sluttiess.

It was all a set-up!  They set it up!  They set her up.

Rich was about as close as he could be in the parking lot while still having a full view of sexual events up on the balcony.  And he had to have heard everything Arnreesh and she said, everything that was above a whisper.

He’d seen Arnreesh spanking her and calling her names.

He’d heard her answering like a slut.

He’d heard her begging for a black baby!

He’d seen Arnreesh fucking her hard.  He was still seeing it right then!  Rich was still watching even as Arnreesh kept fucking her.

He’d seen her cumming on Arnreesh’s black cock….

If he kept staring, he might see her cum on that black cock again.  She felt like cumming again!

Arnreesh shifted his hands higher on her torso and then pulled her back until she was in a standing position.  He kept fucking his cock smooth and hard right up into her. 

Ashley knew she was even more recognizable now but she also knew Rich had already damn well recognized her.  The cat was out of the bag because her head was out of the bag.  Even leaning over the railing her face had mostly faced towards the parking lot.  When she saw Rich he certainly saw her face.  He was staring.

But now that Arnreesh had pulled her into a stand, Rich could see her nudity much better.  Not only her tits but also her pussy and the black cock plundering in and out of it like a black pirate quickly transferring pussy juice treasure from the good ship Ashley.

Ashley had no idea what to say or do.  She knew what her instinct told her to do.  To fuck fuck fuck.  Fuck hard. 

Arnreesh reached his left hand up to grip her breast.  He squeezed hard at the base, making her breast bulge.  Her erect nipple ached with enlargement from blood flow having nowhere to go.  He gripped it like he was offering it to the parking lot.  Like he wanted Rich to see how hard her nipple was.

Or maybe he wanted Rich to see what great tits she had.  The tits Rich was losing out on.

Arnreesh murmured in her ear, again like he did not want the tiny audience in the parking to hear, “Tell it, slut.  Say you want my black baby in your belly.  Say it loud.”

Oh, God.  She’d said such awful things already.  Rich had heard them!

She did not want to say them again.  Before, she hadn’t known Rich was there listening.  That was slutty but it was on these black people for setting them up and getting her into a state where she’d say that kind of thing. 

She’d said it in ignorance!  She had not known she was hurting Rich!

She would not say it now when she knew Rich was right there and when he knew she knew he was there.  She’d said it in slutty ignorance before.  Saying it now would be something else. 


Chapter Seven

Arnreesh knew the fresh white bitch needed more encouragement.  Uptight white!

Damn.  Her pussy was still tight after all this time fucking it.  It was obvious she’d never taken a real cock in her young life.  Even though she was several years older than Arnreesh.

This uptight tight-pussy white slut was a fucking prize.  Arnreesh had fucked a lot of hotties.  His other baby mamas were all hot.  But not like this one.  This one was like one of those swimsuit models.  She was bragging rights. 

Tella and Pinky had shared this white bitch with him and he looked forward to sharing her with his friends.  Pass it on, right? 

He’d share her with his landlord, too.  That was such an easy way to take care of the rent.  Give the landlord fresh white pussy.  You could get a lot of things in exchange for hot hottie pussy.  Hot and willing.

He had this one softened up.  His hard cock was pounding her softness into repeated orgasms.  An orgasmic slut was a willing and obedient slut.  She’d now do all sorts of shit she’d never normally consider.

The thing with hotties was that they usually had a man.  This hottie was no different.  So, you needed to get rid of that man.  Take him out.  No, not by killing.  That wasn’t cool and there was no need anyway.

You had to make the man not want the hottie.  Which sounded hard.  What man did not want to keep the hottie they already had?  Lord knew, Arnreesh fully intended on keeping all of his myriad hot baby mamas.  And add to them as well!

It sounded hard to make a white man not want his own white hottie but it wasn’t that hard as long as you were willing to pull some shit.

Like setting clocks back.

Like putting a bag on the hottie’s head and fucking her out on a balcony in public.

Like getting her to beg for a black baby, beg for it while her man looked and listened.

Okay, that last one wasn’t hard at all.  It was just plain fun.

Even when Arnreesh wasn’t trying to get rid of a white man, he still made them beg for him to knock them up.  It was hot as fuck!  Plus, once they were preggers he liked to point out they fucking begged for it and all he did was give them what they wanted.

That was fun also.  And fucking funny.

Arnreesh’s sisters, Aleesha and Kadeesha, liked to yammer about slavery and making things even one white slut at a time.  He was cool with that but he thought making them into baby mamas was as good or maybe even better than making them into white slaves.  They were still white, they were slaves to raising the child, and, boom boom, there was another black child in the world.

Arnreesh viewed a half-black as the same as a full black.  He believed the dominant genes rose to the top and made the kid black.

The white man down there looked like someone ripped out his guts.  He must be about done with the hottie though he probably had questions.  Probably had some vague thought his girlfriend was in trouble and he needed to save her.

It was time to get him to hit the road and take his shit with him.

Arnreesh could not persuade him directly.  Well, not without threats and there was no reason to stoop to that.  An honorable man like Arnreesh got his bitches to do things for him.  Bitches, white bitches, should serve the black man.  This one would.

The white slut would persuade that white man.  But not nicely.  She’d humiliate him by making her willingness apparent.  He’d scurry away from the painful humiliation even as the humiliated white slut hugged up on Arnreesh’s black cock for the same reason.

A little more persuasion.  That’s what the slut needed.

Arnreesh’s right hand slid around her hip and to the top of her pussy.  Easy to reach with her now nearly fully upright.  He rubbed at the top of her slit, generously, all the wet slick flesh there, knowing her lubricated clitoris would get it from all sides.  Hot wet soft contact.

She made a choking sound.  The sensation of him rubbing her clit after a couple orgasms and with a big cock deep in her made it so even taking breaths was a tough chore.

Yeah, it wasn’t easy being a white slut.  Too bad for them.  Arnreesh didn’t have much sympathy for them.  That’s what they were.  So what if he helped make them that way?

“Tell the world.  Tell everybody that you want me to put a black baby in your tight white tummy!”

By “world” he meant her white boyfriend.

“Do you want a black baby growing in your white belly?  Tell the truth!”

He knew the answer.  She knew the answer.  It was what she wanted.  Right then.  At that moment.  It wouldn’t be what she wanted if she got it.  It would not be what she wanted just a little time after she got it.  Maybe only seconds or minutes later but certainly when she started showing off a baby bump.

“Say it nice and loud, bitch.  Make sure they can hear it clear.”

“They” being her white man.

It was hard for a woman to resist saying what Arnreesh wanted them to say.

It was impossible for a white slut to resist saying what he wanted them to say.  Especially when his black cock was inside them.

“I want a black baby in me!  Fuck me!  Cum in me!  Knock me up!”

She said it!  Fuck yes!  Take that white man as your former white woman takes the black cock!

“I’m a slut!  I’m your white slut, Black Master!  I want to have your black baby!”

Arnreesh knew what was going on inside her head.  He understood white sluts.  She was debasing herself as a sort of social masochism.  She was way way way overcommitting.

She sensed it was probably impossible to make amends and fix things with her boyfriend.  So she was amputating the boyfriend’s arm so to speak.  Doing more damage to do less damage in the long run.  Or maybe to face less hassle for herself.

Put another way, the white slut was cutting the cord with the boyfriend… in anticipation of cutting an actual cord in about nine months.

“Put a baby in me, Black Master!”

See?

He was pretty sure she was looking right at the boyfriend as she said it.

The boyfriend looked like his head was about to explode, like that old-time horror movie.  Arnreesh had never seen a boyfriend’s or husband’s head actually explode but maybe there was a first time for everything.  He’d like to see it!  Now that would be a claim to fame!  It might even make the news!

“Please cum inside me, Black Master!”

“I don’t know.  Wasn’t I supposed to pull out?”

“No!  No!  Don’t pull out!  Cum in me!  I want to have your baby!”

“Okay then.  But you owe me.  Here’s how you can start to repay me.  Always obey.  Make money for me however I say.  Never ask me for no money.  Fuck that child support!  That’s what the mama is for.”

“I understand, Black Master!  Yes!  I agree!  Please put a black baby in me!”

Arnreesh liked to have things like child care, breastfeeding, and no monetary support from the baby daddy all ironed out before he planted his seed.

If the slut didn’t agree to any of his requirements?  Then fuck it, literally, because he still wanted to put a baby in them.  It was his calling card!  Paper free!  Save the trees and propagate the human race!

Arnreesh had great self-control.  Two-way self-control.  He could keep himself from cumming and he could make himself cum at will.  Within some limits.  He had to at least be hard and aroused.  Which he just generally was except, for some reason, on rainy days. 

Rainy days he needed whatever bitch slut he was with to work his crank with her mouth sometimes up to two minutes before he was fully hard.  It wasn’t much of a burden.  All his bitch sluts gave oral.  Or else.  But they loved it.  They’d happily suck his dong from morning to night.

Since he could cum whenever he wanted and the particulars of childcare and such were now ironed out, he only had one more thing he wanted before he released an absolute torrent into this just-about-baby-mama. 

Got to give his future baby mama’s boyfriend an excellent goodbye show.

He pressed hard at the top of Ashley’s pussy and planted his seed spreader as deep as possible.

Then he ordered the white slut to cum, “Cum on my black cock, slut!  Do it!”

It turned on white sluts when he ordered them to cum.  They wanted to be told what to do.

She quickly obeyed.  She sucked in a long breath of air and froze up, not even breathing.  He felt the deep shaking and felt her pussy grip his cock like a politician enthusiastically shaking hands.

He went ahead and rewarded her.

Here you go.  You get a black baby!

He let loose.  He hosed his jism into her.  And kept hosing, pulse after squirting pulse.

She felt it.  The bitch felt it.  She knew it.  She knew she was becoming a baby mama for a black baby.  She knew she was her Black Master’s twelfth baby mama.

The white bitch released a long, almost inhuman, haunting groan of submission and acceptance.

Arnreesh thrilled to all of it.  He thrilled to the white boyfriend down there looking like his face was melting, like his jaw would drop off and bounce on the black tar of the parking lot if it hadn’t been attached to him.

Arnreesh thought the dude might pass out.  Maybe he would have but Arnreesh saw Tella and Pinky turning him around and guiding him back to his maroon Camry.  They pushed him right into the driver’s seat but did not close the door.

They came back to pick up his shit.  They went back and forth stowing the stuff in his back seat. 

Once his eye contact with events on the balcony was broken, the dude never looked again up at the balcony.  He sat bent over, face nearly touching the steering wheel.

The whole time the white bitch came and came.  It felt like her pussy was trying to wring out his cock, like her pussy thought his cock was a thick black rag soaked with sperm she was trying to squeeze out. 

It felt like it worked.  He kept busting nut in her.  He always came a lot but never like this.  He was cumming so much, such a steady stream, that it felt like he was pissing into her instead of cumming in her.

He was pretty sure he wasn’t pissing.  He hoped not.  Piss wouldn’t knock the bitch up.


Chapter Eight

Ashley was in some kind of altered state.

That was about right.  She was altered.

She’d lost a live-in boyfriend.  She had maybe loved Rich?  She used to think she did but had a lot less confidence in that feeling now.  With good reason!

She’d lost Rich.  Cup half empty.

But she’d gained a black baby!  (Probably.)  Pussy all the way full of black man cum.

Everything felt too late.  It was too late to protect Rich.  Or keep him.  Or preserve her good reputation.  Or to keep her egg from being fertilized.

It was too late for her to go back to her previous life.  Her entire life would be so different now.

It was too late in large part because those damn black bitches changed the time on the clock, making it seem much earlier than it really was.  Then they’d fucked her and kept fucking her all day.  All the while knowing Rich would arrive and planning on it.  Probably laughing at her all along!

The black bitches set the time earlier and thus made it too late for Ashley!

The thing with Arnreesh.  The challenge.  The bag on her head.  All planned out.

She guessed they were playing chess while she was playing checkers.  Maybe not even that.  She hadn’t used her mind well.  Maybe she was playing tic tac toe compared to their chess.

Oh well.  That’s what she got for being such a dummy.  A black baby.  An uncertain future.

Rich was gone.  They had loaded up his car with some of his stuff, but not all of it.  Ashley guessed that anything in the apartment that was not clearly his was assumed by the Black Mistresses to belong to Ashley.

Ashley did not think Rich would come back for his other stuff.  She might not ever see him again.  After this, she hoped she didn’t see him again.

Pinky and Tella said some final words to him.  Who knew what.  Then Tella slammed the driver’s side door. 

He’d driven off hunched over his steering wheel, never looking in her direction.  She bet he was a less safe driver than a drunk.

Poor Rich.

Poor her!

She felt bad for him and for herself.  But what happened clarified things for her.  Simplified them.  She no longer had to worry about Rich. 

That pretty much left her with unadulterated lust.  Ironic because of how adulterous she’d acted.  She wasn’t married to Rich but it was pretty much the same thing.  She had behaved adulterous and her lust was unadulterated.

After she saw Rich drive away, she slipped into a strange state of mind.  An altered state.  She felt emotionally hollowed out from seeing Rich and understanding (she thought) her situation.  But her body throbbed with pleasure.  Her body was so satisfied after those orgasms.  She felt so well-fucked even as she understood she was situationally fucked.

And her mind.  It wasn’t only full of thoughts of Rich, of her humiliation, of this bizarre situation.  It buzzed with lustful thoughts.  Images of how she must have looked getting fucked by Arnreesh.  A blur of confused images, but highly arousing, of what she’d done in the last two days. 

Rich was gone.  He was the finish line in her mind.  It was her goal to get rid of the black bitches before he arrived home.  Whether she succeeded or failed in that endeavor, she’d thought he would at least kick them out and drive them away.  Sure, then maybe he’d kick her out after that if he had found out about her sexual submission to them.  But either way, even then, she’d be free of the black bitches.

But the deadline was fake.  It wasn’t real.  The goalposts were moved.  No, not moved.  They were gone.  There were no goalposts.  No deadline.  There wasn’t an ending point.

Ashley could not end how she felt, how submissive and lustful she felt, so she could not end these… interactions… with these black people.  And now her knight in shining armor, Rich, would not save her.  She could not end this and neither would anyone else.

The scariest thing, the thing that forced her to pay attention to how much she’d changed, was that she felt no impulse, no need, to get away from these black people.  She had no desire to separate from the bitches and asshole who made her feel so much desire.  Not right away.  Not like she should feel.

As Rich drove away and her bloodstream continued to pulse and surge from her third orgasm on the balcony, she felt like she was on autopilot.  She could think, she could be disturbed by events and her circumstance, but it did not affect what she actually did.

Very quickly, she realized she had it wrong.  She was not on autopilot.  She was not under some deep automatic instinctual control.

“New baby mama, clean your Black Master’s cock.”

No, she was not under her own control, conscious or instinctual.  She was controlled by others.

Arnreesh pulled out and it felt like a plug was jerked out of her pussy.  She felt liquids flowing down her inner thighs and heard spattering on the balcony concrete.

“Bitch!  Don’t waste my seed!  They got a mission.  Press that white slut pussy closed!”

Oh.  That was a really bad idea.  She should get his sperm out of her, not keep it in.  But she would do it.  As soon as she understood what he wanted, her Black Master, her hand was moving.  She pressed her pussy lips closed.

There.  His remaining cum inside her – what felt like ten times more cum that Rich ever shot in a single load – would stay inside her. 

Like he said, they had a mission.

Keeping all that cum inside her was such a bad idea.  But that had nothing to do with whether she would obey.  She obeyed no matter what.  In fact, most of the orders she obeyed were a bad idea to obey.  She still obeyed.

No one forced her to do it but she had to.  He’d only told her to do it.  That was all that was needed.  She did it.

“Wake up, new baby mama!  Clean my cock!”

She was so shellshocked – or cockshocked or cumshocked – that she hadn’t moved right away when he withdrew from her pussy.  Not besides clasping her hand to her pussy.

She knew he didn’t really want her to wake up.  He wanted her in this sexual sleepwalking state. 

She didn’t think she wanted to wake up from it, either.  She was in a darkly magical land of nasty sex.

She knelt.  She took his cock in her mouth.  She cleaned it.  She tasted herself and tasted his semen.  Her mind delighted in the taste.  Her body shook in what felt like a mini-orgasm. 

She was eating up a black man’s cum!  A really nasty young black man!

She could taste the naughtiness.  It made the hand on her pussy press and rub.  She couldn’t move it too much.  She needed to keep the Black Master’s cum inside her pussy.

There was, what, some tiny chance her egg wasn’t fertilized yet?  She knew what the Black Mater wanted and that made her want it, too.  She’d lost her freedom.  She’d lost Rich.  At the very least, she needed to get a black baby in exchange.

She cleaned Arnreesh’s cock.  She felt such naughty delight.  She again felt so incredibly slutty and she welcomed the feeling.

Arnreesh told her, “Keep it going.  I held that last cum a long time.  Filled you up.  Gave you a baby.  Now I need to nourish that baby.  I got plenty more in my big balls.  Deepthroat me, bitch.  I’ll fuck a load down your throat and give you a cum meal.”

It was so naughty, so bad, and was such a turn-on.  She sucked his long cock in and quickly got it down her throat, fully inside her head and body.  She was doing it like a slut! 

No, not like a slut.  She did it because she was a slut. 

She heard Tella and Pinky reentering the apartment.  Those bitches! 

They unlocked the balcony door and came out on the balcony.  She kept bobbing, sucking at the root of her Black Master’s cock, feeling the cockhead way down her throat.  Just because the black bitches were there was no reason to stop pleasing her baby daddy. 

It was more reason.  Them watching her turned her on.  Look at her.  Look!  She was a slut!  They’d made her into a slut!  She hoped they liked the sight of her sluttiness.

Oddly, she really did hope that.  And it turned her on.

Those damn tricky bitches with their clock manipulation and plan to destroy her and Rich’s relationship… and her whole life….

But she still wanted to turn them on with the sight of her.  She would not stop deepthroating Arnreesh’s cock.  She did not want to.  But it wouldn’t matter if she did want to.  She did not have permission to stop.

No, she was not on autopilot.  She was piloted by these black people.  She was theirs to do with as they wanted. 

She was their white slave.

Well, Arnreesh’s.  She’d certainly proven she was not a lesbian white slut!  Tella and Pinky may as well enjoy the sight of her now because soon they’d have to leave. 

She guessed Arnreesh would leave her here at this apartment, and let her work her same job, with a baby growing inside her.  With so many baby mamas, Arnreesh probably wouldn’t be able to hang out much.  It would just be her with a swelling belly and then later, her and her black baby.

It didn’t sound that bad.

No more worries about whether Rich was the right guy, or if she should marry him or some other guy, when was the right age to get married, or when she wanted to have her first baby.  All that was settled.

Rich was not the right guy.  Instead, the very wrong guy was the “right guy.”

No marriage for her!

First baby in about nine months!

Even the number of babies was somewhat decided.  It sounded like Arnreesh wanted multiple babies.  However many he wanted, he would decide, not Ashley.  What a relief!

All she had to do was obey.  And suck.  And fuck.  And cum.  And pop out babies.

Whatever happened to Arnreesh pulling out?  She guessed the way she begged for him to cum in her and knock her up changed his plans.

Or did it?  Arnreesh had so many babies.  He must be running around trying to impregnate women.  And succeeding fantastically.  He’d succeeded with her.

When she let him fuck her pussy, she’d already accepted pregnancy risk with the way he was leaking precum and because she knew she was fertile.  The risk simply increased more and more until she was begging for it instead of avoiding it right up until it became a near certainty.

She had asked for it.  She had begged for it.  She had wanted it.  It had turned her on.  The thought of him cumming deep inside her, deeper than any man ever before (the few she’d allowed to cum in her or accidentally failed to stop because they came prematurely), and the possibility of pregnancy had filled her with lust.  It still did. 

The idea of pregnancy turned her on.  Some animal instinct to propagate.  But it turned her on ten times more thinking she’d now have a black baby.

She had wanted it.  And she got it.

She bobbed faster on his cock, just a little, so the uncut head slid to the top of her throat, to the back of her tongue, and then plunged back down her slick welcoming throat.

“Swallow it down, baby mama!”

Arnreesh came.  His cock swelled and then she felt pulsing waves pass through it and down her throat.  Despite what he said, she did not need to swallow.  His cockhead was already swallowed and his spray of cum was already swallowed the instant it erupted.  Before that even.

He gripped her head tightly as he came but that wasn’t needed.  She knew to hold still and let her Black Master fill her tummy.

She kept pressing on her pussy.  It felt good and it kept the Black Master’s sperm in her.

She was getting so turned on again!

He released her head and stepped back, withdrawing his spitty cock.

He pointed at the floor of the balcony, “Don’t waste that cum, bitch.  Go get it.”

Cum?  Oh.  Oh!  She saw it.  A small puddle had escaped her pussy earlier.  And spatters all around it.

Ashley thought her Black Master had a good point.  Black Master cum should never be wasted!  Luckily, most of it was still inside her pussy, going about competing to accomplish its mission.  But the rest should not be wasted.

Ashley was already kneeling but she went down on all fours.  Except not.  It was all threes.  She only put one hand on the cement.  She kept the other one on her pussy.  She appendage-tricycled over to the small white pool.

She carefully suctioned up all the hot cum she could get.  It was hot not only from his and her bodies but from baking a few minutes on the sunbaked cement of the balcony floor.

There she was, licking and sucking up half-cooked jism off the concrete.

So slutty….

She kept her hand pressing firmly on her pussy but was able to jiggle her cupped pussy lips.  It felt so good to be so slutty.

Tella and Pinky laughed and laughed.  What did those black bitches think was so funny?  Hadn’t they ever seen a just-impregnated white woman sucking up sperm off concrete?


Chapter Nine

Tella said, “Arnreesh, you see that white boy’s face?”

Pinky laughed, “I thought he was going to throw up!  Stupid fucker.  He needs to get a woman who ain’t a white slut.”

Tella agreed, “Sure enough.  But remember, any and all hot white women are white sluts waiting for activation.  He needs to go get hisself an ugly.”

Pinky snickered, “You see how I smashed his laptop inna his car?  He need to go get hisself a new laptop while he be off getting a new woman who is ugly.”

Ashley felt a blaze of resentment.  Those two had the nerve to talk about other women being ugly? 

It made her angry that they were laughing at Rich’s expense.  She was so glad they wouldn’t be her Black Mistresses any longer.  Maybe getting black bred was a steep price to pay but at least she’d still have her place and wouldn’t have to serve them as a sexual white slave.  Instead, she’d be a slave to single-parent parenthood.

It was probably arguable which was worse.  But Ashley bet at least four, maybe even five or six days a week it would just be her and the baby once the baby was born.  Then, maybe a year later, she and the babies, plural.

Would she look forward to her “baby daddy” coming to visit his baby and his “baby mama?” 

She liked to think she wouldn’t.  But she was pretty sure she’d end up wanting Arnreesh to show up and do to her what he did to her today or things like it.  Fuck her hard.  Fill her with black cock and then with his sperm.

She was a slut.  She would need slut treatment.  She knew now that Arnreesh knew how to treat a slut.  He’d embarrassed her, humiliated her, debased her, made her cum over and over, and made her his baby mama.

But then she heard what Arnreesh said as she tongue-scoured hot cum off the hot cement.

Arnreesh said, “I’m taking off.  Take care of my new baby mama.  Lots of orgasms be good for the baby.  I think.  Keep that white bitch cumming.”

Was he leaving?  Wait, shouldn’t the black bitches leave?

Ashley sat up on her heels, one hand still pressing on her pussy.  She licked smears off her lips.

Pinky noticed her, “Look at this shit.  Look to me like Ass-See gonna say something.”

Tella widened her eyes, “The fuck?  Did we fucking tell her to say something?”

Pinky frowned angrily, “We sure did not!”

It was like they still thought they were her Black Mistresses!  And it seemed like Arnreesh thought they were staying at Ashley’s apartment!

There was no room for these black bitches here.  Especially with a baby likely to arrive in nine months!

Arnreesh was getting dressed.

She should say something?

Why was that a question?  Probably because it sounded like the black bitches did not want her to talk. 

Arnreesh was fully dressed now.  It hadn’t taken long with his loose summer day clothing.

“Been real.”

“Real?”  No, it had been totally unreal and she wished it wasn’t real.  But she knew it was.  Her lust was real.  It was still there.  The cum inside her was real.  It kept trying to ooze around her fingers.

Ashley felt such a need to say something.  To make things clear.

She was distracted from her need to say something by another need.  Two of them.  Her needy pussy for one.  She kept rubbing it while cupping her vulva to keep all of the Black Master’s cum inside her. 

Her Black Master had worked hard, sweated a lot, to plant all that seed in her. 

It was her job as his baby mama to make sure it fertilized her egg.  She wouldn’t take any chances with the riskiness of pregnancy.  She’d make sure it happened!  That way it was risk-free!  It was certain!

It felt so good, so slutty, to jerk on her swollen vulva while knowing she was filled with black man sperm.  It felt too good for her to focus on saying anything.

Besides, her Black Mistresses – that is to say, to think, those two nasty black bitches – did not want her to talk.

Arnreesh left!

She was alone with the… with the… black bitches?  Not Black Mistresses.  Not her Black Mistresses.

Or were they?

Tella narrowed her eyes in appreciation of the spectacle of sweaty, kneeling, masturbating Ashley, “Lookee that.  She getting a nice all-over tan while she rub that slutty pussy and the black baby in her start multiplying cells.  We can bring her out here, nude of course, every day that’s sunny.  Get her that vitamin D.  You know, for the baby.  We’ll just have her crawl out here, keep her on the low so the public don’t see her nakers.  No free shows!  We can talk about the paid shows.”

Pinky spread her hands, “What’s to talk about?  Making money off the hard work or sluttiness of sluts is always a good thing. We definitely gonna have her put on shows.”

“What about when she gets the baby bump?  And then a swollen belly?”

“All the better.  People pay extra for that.  A knocked-up white slut is sexy as fuck.”

Tella gestured at Ashley, “You got a free hand, Ass-See.  Put it to work.  Pull on dem nipples.  Make ‘em longer.  Get ‘em used to action.  Baby gonna want big nipples ready to pour out the milk.  Work those nipples, Ass-See!”

Ashley obeyed and wondered why she obeyed.  These black bitches were no longer her Black Mistresses.  She no longer needed to obey them.

Right?

It felt like she needed to obey them.  She even… almost… okay, she did want to obey.  That wasn’t good.  That couldn’t be healthy.

That did not bode well for her future.  They kept wanting to give her orders and she kept wanting to obey.  So when would it end?

She cupped her pussy, sat on her heels, and tugged at her nipples back and forth.  She only had one free hand and two nipples so it went back and forth tugging and pinching.

Pinky went inside the apartment.

Ashley’s arousal grew.  It didn’t matter all the sex she’d already had.  It didn’t matter that she was stressed the black bitches had yet to leave.

Pinky returned.  She had the leather rabbit mask.  She came over and tugged it onto Ashley’s head and over her eyes until it was fit back onto Ashley's face.

She was right back to being a fuck bunny!  But this wasn’t right.  She was going to be a baby mama.  And she no longer had Black Mistresses.

Did she?

Pinky said, “There you go.  Always wear the fuck bunny get up.  It’s so sexy!”

Tella said, “We need her to start hopping more than crawling.  Otherwise she gonna look like a lamed-up or injured rabbit.  She gots to hop.  It gonna look sexy, too.  Her tits gonna flop and shake with each hop.”

Pinky grinned, “Them white titties gonna get bigger now.  To feed that little one.  Gonna fill up with milk!”

Ashley thought her nipples were going to get longer also if she kept jerking on them.  They were hard and her jerks on them hurt and felt great at the same time.  She bet she’d do this every day even with the Black Mistresses out of her life.  The baby, her Black Master’s baby, deserved big suckable nipples that let down lots of milk.

Tella said, “We gonna find out if the hopping makes milk spray out.  Won’t that be something?”

“Kinda messy.”

“Nut-nough.  She only got to lick it up after each hop.  That’ll keep our new place even cleaner than otherwise.  Lick up them milk drops and the lint atta same time.”

Fuck!  They did plan to stick around!  They still thought the apartment was theirs!

Ashley rubbed her pussy and tried to rub some brain cells together at the same time.

This was intolerable.  They were not her Black Mistresses any longer.  They could not stay.

It was absolutely intolerable!

But not as intolerable as how hot and aroused her pussy was and how much she needed yet another orgasm.  Now that was intolerable!

These black bitches needed to either leave or make her cum.  Whichever.  Something.  Both?

Ashley jiggled her pussy and plucked her hard nipples and finally managed to moan out, “You have to leave.  I’m going to be a baby mama now.  I proved I’m not a lesbian white slut.”

Surprisingly, Tella readily agreed, “You right that you ain’t a lesbian white slut.”

Pinky also agreed, “You proved it.  You did.”

So… what was the problem?  Why were they still here?

Before Ashley could ask, Tella explained, “Listen you dumb childbearing cracker.  You did prove you is not a lesbian white slut.  They be the sluts what only do lesbian stuff and only cum all over from the lesbian.  All that fucking and cumming with Arnreesh and being his baby mama means is that you is a plain old vanilla white slut instead of a lesbian white slut.”

Pinky snickered, “Vanilla…!”

Tella went on, “So, instead of lots of lesbian sex, you gonna gets lots of lesbian sex and lots of sex with black men.  You good with all of it.  You proved that with Arnreesh.  You been cumming like you never gonna be going.”

“Thas right!”  Pinky waggled her raised open-palmed spread-fingered hands like she was at a church revival.

Tella ordered, “Now get over here and lick your Black Mistress’s big black pussy.  Tell me you understand how things gonna be.  You know how.”

Ashley did know how.

But….

No.  She was helpless.  Against herself more than she was helpless against them.

There was no but.

“Yes, Black Mistress.  Right away, Black Mistress.  Thank you for letting me eat your black pussy.”

Ashley knee-walked on the hard cement of the balcony.  It hurt but she was sure pain was part of being a white slut.  And there was no way she’d take her hand off her pussy or let her other hand stop plucking her nipples.  She had orders!  She had to obey!

Understanding she was in their grip and always would be was oddly welcoming.  Like sinking into a bath that was too hot but continuing to sink in and liking it even though it was uncomfortably hot. 

She arrived at Tella and licked pussy.  She dug her tongue into Tella’s pie and kept rubbing her own pussy and jerking on her nipples.

Pinky said, “What about me?”

Tella grunted from oral pleasures, “Don’t be dumb.  Fuck her ass.  That way a dumbass fucks her dumb ass.”

“Very funny, Tella!”

But she must have agreed because two minutes later she was behind Ashley and was fucking Ashley’s ass with a strap-on.

And two minutes after that, moments after Tella came on Ashley’s face, Ashley had another orgasm.  She kept her hand clamped on her pussy, tightly squeezing her slippery pussy lips.  Her jerking hips gave Arnreesh’s babymakers a wild ride.

Emerging from the mental fog of passion and orgasm, a truth shown like a lighthouse light on a cloudless night.

It all made a twisted sense.  She wasn’t a lesbian white slut.  Not at all.  She was a do-anything any-hole vanilla white slut.

She could and would serve black women and black men.

Oh, and black babies!

The End

…of Book 9….

Book 10 will conclude the series!

What awaits the lovely ex-interns at Kadeesha’s new place? 

Hint: Not what they think!

What does Kadeesha have planned for Norah, Katherin, and Juliana?

It’s dark.  Very dark.

The Black Mistresses have a long-term plan for white sluts.  One that will make your mouth fall open!
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“The Lesbian Shiv” series: 

THE LESBIAN SHIV 

Kadeesha, wants in on the white slave action. She wants both Iris and Norah! She has a big sexual appetite… though she likes to make others do the eating….  Norah tries to defend Iris from sexual abuse by Kadeesha but Iris is completely submissive and when Norah is exposed to lesbian domination and submission she is intensely aroused against her will.  She wants to protect Iris but she should focus on protecting herself!  She has no idea how susceptible she is to sexual domination.  But Kadeesha does!

THE TROUBLE WITH INTERRACIAL LESBIAN DOMINATION

Norah’s roommate, Iris, was released prison and her cellmate’s sister, Kadeesha, showed up at their door to take up sexually dominating Iris where Kadeesha’s sister had left off.  Iris is all too willing to submit.  But Norah isn’t!  No way!  Not at first, but then….  Kadeesha wants to make Norah into her personal white submissive, a matching set with Iris.  Kadeesha likes to wear a “lesbian shiv.”  Will she use it on Norah?  In what way?  Not the way you expect! 

SEXUALLY COMPROMISED

Norah has a big problem.  A big tall dominant African-American lesbian problem.  Norah isn’t a lesbian but you wouldn’t know it from what Kadeesha makes her do!  Norah feels her resistance transforming into a need to obey.  But obeying a dominant ex-con black lesbian can’t be wise! Norah’s submission is spreading from her home to her workplace!  And now there are more than one Black Mistress to obey and please!

BLACK ON WHITE LESBIAN DOMINATION

Ashley Evans is knocking on the door to her friend’s apartment, concerned about Norah’s tales of lesbian domination at the hands (and feet) of a big-breasted ex-con black woman.  She wants to help.  And, secretly, she wants to get a look at this mysterious dominant woman.  What Ashley does not know is that she is also knocking at the door and on the precipice of her own submission to the Black Mistress.  Can Ashley save Norah and Iris from the domineering Black Mistress?  Or will she fall prey also to the sexual predator?

BLACK MISTRESSES DOMINATE

Ashley comes back to her senses after mind-blowing orgasms.  She’s in a den of Black Mistresses!  There are three Black Mistresses: a tall one, a big one, and a tiny one.  But only one has dominated her so far.  If two out of three isn’t bad, then one out of three must be pretty good.  Ashley is still practically a lesbian virgin!  But, uh, she better get going before that changes.  But has Ashley come back to her senses?  She knows she needs to leave, but….

TOO MANY BLACK MISTRESSES

Sometimes a girl gets dominated by a Black Mistress.  Or by several.  It happens.  The important thing is to then get away as soon as possible.  Ashley tries.  Time to be good.  But the Black Mistresses don’t want her to be good.  They want her to obey.  And give them her money.  And her apartment.  And her body.  And her mind. And her soul.  They want it all!  Something has to break.  Will it be Ashley?

BRING YOUR BLACK MISTRESS TO WORK

Her brand spanking new Black Mistress, the one who does the spanking, shows up at Norah’s workplace!  Why is she there?  She wants more beautiful white women to submit to her!  She isn’t satisfied with Norah and her roommate, Iris, and their friend Ashley.  She wants more!  She wants a lesbian harem!  She poses as a “trainer.”  Two pretty interns have no idea what the Black Mistress intends to train them to do.  But they’re going to find out!  They’re going to love/hate it!

ROUGH SEX INTERRACIAL THREESOME

Ashley wakes up with problems and a deadline.  Two of the problems are Black Mistresses, a big one and a little one.  Tella and Pinky are in her apartment, claiming it is now theirs and claiming so is Ashley after a long night of hard lesbian sex.  Ashley needs to “evict” the Black Mistresses before Ashley’s live-in boyfriend returns home that evening.  Can she get them to leave and give up their sexual control over her or will she reluctantly orgasmically spend the day submitting to them in shocking new ways?

ASHLEY’S FATE

Ashley’s live-in boyfriend, Rich, is returning home within hours.  Ashley needs to get the Black Mistresses out of the apartment and out of her life.  The problem is, they think the apartment is now theirs and they think Ashley now belongs to them.  They think they own Ashley!  While Ashley is planning on getting out from under, the Black Mistresses have their own plan to drive her so far under that Ashley will spend the rest of her life submerged in submission.  The plan is shocking and diabolical.  Will Ashley allow herself to be black bred?  Will Ashley end up having both Black Mistresses and a Black Master?

“The Lesbian Orgy Next Door” series: 

ATTACK OF THE LESBIAN LASS NESS MONSTER 

Helena Pipkins and her two adult daughters, London and Sydney, move into a new lake home that seems too good to be true.  It is too good to be true.  Their one neighbor has lesbian orgies on the beach next door to them.  London enters the jaws of the new neighborhood's dominant lesbian’s mansion to get her to stop the outdoor orgies.  She does not suspect she will soon be at the mercy of a different set of jaws, allegedly belonging to a mythical lake creature Robina calls the Lass Ness Monster. 

DOMINATED BY LESBIAN NEIGHBORS

London has fallen!  Robina intends to keep her down while making London’s lust soar.  London can leave Robina’s mansion but she cannot leave her submission behind or get it out of her head.  Will it take her over?  Will her reluctance or will her arousal rule her?  Will she be foolish enough to return to the mansion full of dominant lesbians?  If she does go back, what new sexual limits will they, cough cough, stretch?

ATTACK OF THE LESBIAN REALTOR

Helena’s realtor, Sheila, invites herself over to verify the lesbian orgy issue by watching an orgy with Helena.  What Helena does not know, but all too soon will know, is that Sheila is a dominant lesbian in on the orgies and intent on sexually dominating Helena.  Helena also does not know and would be shocked to know, that one of the masked submissive women she watches having sex on the beach is her oldest daughter, London!  Helena Pipkins will face the Attack of the Lesbian Realtor while unwittingly watching her daughter’s lesbian sexual submission!  Can Helena resist seduction?

CRAWLING FOR LESBIANS

Helena is still in Sheila’s clutches.  What will Sheila do with her and make her do and can Sheila make a reluctant Helena love it?  They watched a lesbian orgy on the neighbor’s beach.  Little did Helena know that one of the star attractions was her oldest daughter, London!  The dominant neighborhood lesbians have London and they aren’t done with her.  They intend to make London perform and to make some dramatic changes to London’s body!  By the time an altered London finally straggles home, Sydney, her younger sister, is home. What might a still horny, bold and prowling Sheila accomplish with a Pipkins girl other than Helena? There’s an aggressive domme on the loose in the house!

LASCIVIOUS LAUGHING LESBIANS

Can London save her mom?  Spoiler alert:  The answer is no.  She can’t even save herself!  London is in the hands of Robina’s laughing lesbian submissives and London is partly in the mouth of the lesbian Lass Ness Monster who returns for another taste.  Meanwhile Robina and Sheila are laughing it up at Helena’s expense.  Helena doesn’t think it is any laughing matter! She’s never done anything like this before!  But she’s done for and she knows they will do her any way they want.

CAGED BY LESBIANS

Sydney decides to go over to her neighbor’s to put a stop to her outdoor lesbians orgies.  But, uh….  Her neighbor, Robina Walker, does not want to stop the orgies.  She wants to grow them in size by adding Sydney as another submissive along with Sydney’s mother and sister.  Sydney is a heterosexual with a boyfriend but Robina doesn’t care about that.  She has her ways and she thinks she can have her way and get her way with Sydney.  Robina thinks she can trick and seduce Sydney into full participation.  Can Robina pull it off and get Sydney’s clothes pulled off?

THE LESBIAN ORGY NEXT DOOR

Sydney is stuck in a cage in the neighbor’s mansion, the one that holds lesbian orgies.  She is in a sticky situation and is literally sticky from her reactions.  Sydney is now part of one of the orgies she set out to shut down!  So are her mom and her older sister!  At least it can’t get any worse or any more wicked. Right?  Wrong!  Can the neighbor dominatrix get Sydney to cruelly break up with her longtime boyfriend?  Can the lesbian dominants make Sydney into an adult “little girl” willing to do very adult things?

The “New Nude Neighbors” series: 

A SHOCKING LESBIAN SLEEPOVER 

Scarlett Hartley and her adult daughter, Sapphire, are relieved when the creeper next door moves away.  Except it soon turns out the newcomers, Francine and Felicia Sorrelson, might be worse.  The Sorrelson are dominant lesbians.  They’ve moved from Ohio with an eye to acquiring a sexy mother and daughter submissive team in Tennessee.  Why not?  Tennessee is the volunteer state and the Sorrelsons have strong ideas on what they will make the Hartley women volunteer to do.

SO NAUGHTY WITH THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER

Sapphire is stuck in her bedroom with the weird neighbor girl and things are getting more hardcore sexual by the minute.  It’s a lesbian nightmare for heterosexual Sapphire.  Except for all the amazing orgasms.  Sapphire is no lesbian but Felicia is breaking her down and working her over and changing her to suit Felicia’s whims.  Felicia also has her eyes on Sapphire’s mom.  Felicia’s diabolical dominance leads to the most alarming and arousing breakfast of Sapphire and Scarlett Hartley’s life.

TWISTED LESBIAN TEAM UP: MOM AND DAUGHTER

Now that Felicia had a sleepover at the Hartley’s house, a sleepover with little sleep but a lot of lesbian domination, it’s time to return the “favor.” Sapphire has no choice but to go for a sleepover at the Sorrelsons’.  She thinks she’ll have to / get to have more sex with Felicia.  She’s not wrong, but now she’ll also need to satisfy Felicia’s mom, Francine!  Who is more twisted, Felicia or her mom?  The answer is both!  Francine, an experienced manipulator, also plans to involve Sapphire’s mom!

NEW NUDE NEIGHBORS

Scarlett had twisted phone sex, by accident, with her new neighbor.  She did not know her daughter was sexually pleasing her neighbor at the time.  She sees her neighbors and her daughter nude in their backyard.  How terribly wrong and how incredibly naughty can it get if Scarlett goes over there to save her daughter?  Will both Hartley women, mother and daughter, end up at the mercy of the merciless Sorrelson mom and daughter?

ESCAPE FROM LESBIAN DOMINATION?

Can the Hartleys turn their submission around? Can they escape the clutches of the Sorrelsons? Even if they do physically escape, the Sorrelsons are still neighbors living right next door. The Sorrelsons never take no for an answer and have complete disregard for reluctance or morals. Has submissiveness and lesbianism already infected the psyches of the mother and daughter Hartley? How will the Sorrelson women overcome the Hartleys reluctance?

MOM AND DAUGHTER DOMINATE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER

Scarlett and Sapphire Hartley, beautiful Tennessee blondes, think they’ve gotten out from under the lesbian domination of their new neighbors from Ohio, Francine and Felicia Hartley.  But they think wrong!  Their own submissive natures and recent events weaken their willpower despite thinking they’ll have nothing more to do with those wicked neighbors.  The twisted Sorrelsons have a new plan to divide and sexually conquer the Hartleys.

NAUGHTY NASTY NEIGHBORS

The wicked dominant lesbian new neighbors from Ohio, the mother and daughter Sorrelson, have yet again had their way with the beautiful heterosexual blondes from Tennessee, the mother and daughter Hartley.  But Scarlett and Sapphire are still reluctant and still want to be good normal man-loving women. They do not want to succumb to Francine and Felicia’s domination.  Any more.  If they can help it.  If they don’t get too turned on….

THE FINAL MOTHER AND DAUGHTER DOMINATION

The mother and daughter Sorrelson force Scarlett and Sapphire Hartley to go on a seemingly harmless “friendship date” to a drive-in theater.  Where they intend to get extremely friendly indeed!  If they can have their way there, they will bring the passionate reluctant mom and daughter back to their home and take complete advantage of them in ways most could not conceive.  All questions answered!  All fates are sealed!  Brace yourself for a shocking surprise ending!

The “Lactating Lesbian Dictator” series: 

LACTATING LESBIAN DICTATOR 

American Ambassador and hot MILF, Margot Parrow, and her adult daughter are stranger’s in a strange land where all the adult women lactate constantly.  The Queen of the Rambikkuns chooses which diplomats other countries, desperate for Rambikkun mother’s milk, send to her.  She chooses only sexy MILFs and requires that they bring their beautiful adult daughters with them.  The Queen wants an international lesbian harem of mother and daughter breastmilk gulpers.  The Queen cares nothing that these women are straight heterosexuals.  Soon many of these female ambassadors will also care nothing about their heterosexuality….

SEDUCING THE AMBASSADOR’S DAUGHTER

With her mom busy getting her tummy filled during a visit to the Queen, Journee is back at her new temporary home, the Ambassador’s Residence.  Two young adult African women are assigned to “liaison” with her.  Well, it turns out the plan to “liaison” her right into a state of sexual submission.  Journee is home alone with the two horny and arrogant African girls.  Can Journee resist them?  If not, in what perverted ways will they make use of her?

SEXUAL DIPLOMACY IN THE LAND OF THE LESBIANS

American ambassador, Margot Parrow, is a redheaded MILF is stuck in the land of lesbians, a tiny new African country with an extremely valuable resource: breastmilk that makes children grow up to be geniuses.  All the countries are competing for this resource but the competitive expectations involve a lot of lesbianism and Margot is heterosexual.  Worse, her young adult daughter is with her in this land of lesbians. They are all dominant lesbians and they are targeting both Margot and her daughter!

FORCED TO SQUIRT

Journee is the youngest daughter of the American ambassador to Rambikku and Journee has problems, two of them with two lactating African beauties.  The first problem is that these two “liaisons” sexually dominated her yesterday.  The second problem is that the two giggling dominants are back this morning to overwhelm and dominate her again!  They plan to dominate her much worse than they did yesterday.  They have a new trick to make Journee’s body perform.  Journee may never be the same! 

“WHITE SAVAGES” IN THE LAND OF THE LESBIANS

American ambassador, Margot Parrow, has to revisit the Queen for another “diplomatic” meeting.  The Queen made heterosexual and confident Margot into an eager lesbian submissive during their first meeting.  Ah, the power of diplomacy!  Margot hopes the news lusts stirred up in her are temporary.  But she worries this second meeting will be much like the last one when the Queen forced her to breastfeed from the Queen and brought Margot to orgasm with her skillful hand.  The good news? This meeting will not be as bad or have as much sex.  The bad news?  This meeting will be worse and will have a lot more sex!

YOUNG ADULT LESBIANS DOMINATE THE AMBASSADOR

Her daughter’s African liaisons have sexually dominated Margot’s daughter and they intend to do the same thing to Margot!  They know just the way.  It involves a traditional bath, a tradition the Queen just made up and made official. They intend it to be the naughtiest, wickedest, sexiest, nastiest, most intense, and most orgasmic bath Margot has ever taken.  And they’ll have Margot take it with her daughter only yards away!

DEJA DOMINATES THE DAUGHTER (AND THE MOTHER)

The Parrows expected one kind of adventure and are in the middle of a sexual adventure instead.  They expected to command respect from the third worlders but instead have to take commands and are humiliated and are treated like “white savages.”  Even Margot’s diplomatic assistant, Deja, a black woman from America, wants in on the Parrow family.  She wants to dominate both mom and daughter!  Will Margot let her assistant dominate her?  Will her daughter Journee?

BRINLEE COMES TO THE LAND OF THE LESBIANS

The dominant lesbian African country of Rambikku want to seduce and dominate as many beautiful MILF ambassadors and their daughters as they can literally get their hands on.  But they also want to nail all of their daughters if there is more than one.  Margot Parrow, the American ambassador, has another daughter back in America, her eldest, the blonde beauty Brinlee.  They’ve conned Brinlee into coming to Rambikku.  Brinlee has no idea what she is in for.  They want to add Brinlee to their collection of American hotties.

LESBIAN TAMING AND TRAINING A WHITE SAVAGE

Brinlee struggles to maintain her free will and is uncertain how to handle Zurica’s demands and commands.  She wants to obey and she wants the cums to keep coming.  But she shouldn’t!  Zurica isn’t at all uncertain.  She wants this sexy American blonde beauty to be her sexual plaything and she wants Brinlee humiliated and obedient.  She plans to tame and train the white savage and to force her to admit Zurica is her black superior and her Mistress.

TRAPPED IN THE LAND OF THE LESBIANS

Ambassador Margot Parrow and her lovely adult daughters, Brinlee and Journee, are now all in Rambikku, a tiny African country dominated by dominant lesbians.  The question is whether they can ever leave.  Queen Muunu and her crew of crafty cronies have extremely dark plans for the Parrows, but they require the Parrows to betray themselves to fulfill those nasty plans.  Can they pull it off as easily as they pull off the Parrows’ clothing?

“The Hole in the Wall” series: 

THE HOLE IN THE WALL 

Best friends Maya and Cora go to a new nightclub for a fun time.  But they’re in for a lot more “fun” than they ever thought possible.  Their strange sexy flirty server, Kammy, takes them into the hole for a sexual adventure they could never have anticipated and are reluctant, at first, to participate in.  Kammy is a dominant lesbian.  Maya and Cora are independent straight young women.  But Kammy is confident she can make Maya and Cora be the way she wants them to be. 

HANDCUFFED TOGETHER

Their hair is braided together with each other and they are handcuffed with their arms around each other!  Kammy plans to change Maya and Cora, to forcibly adapt them to what she wants them to be. They don’t want to be changed but they are feeling incredibly submissive suddenly.  Kammy-induced orgasms do that to a girl!  What more will Kammy do to them?  What else will she make them do and make them like? Can they escape?  Will they still want to? 

RETURNING TO THE HOLE

Should a straight woman submit to a lesbian Mistress?  Of course not!  But that doesn’t mean it won’t happen.  Maya is about to return to the hole in the wall inside the nightclub The Hole in the Wall, the scene of her reluctant lesbian seduction and domination.  The reason she thinks she’s going is perhaps quite different than the real reason.  What will happen when she confronts Kammy in hopes of getting her fired?  Surely Kammy the psycho server can’t sexually dominate Maya again when Maya is alert to Kammy’s danger and so angry with her….

SUBMITTING TO THE PSYCHO MISTRESS

Cora is haunted by memories of her unexpected and shocking sexual submission to Kammy the psycho server inside the hole in the wall in the nightclub called The Hole in the Wall.  She was determined never to go back, but after several days of wild self-pleasuring, she is returning.  She just needs a quick answer.  She returns for the answer.  But not to submit!  Never that!  Never again!  Never might not be as long as she thought.

“The Black Masters” series: 

Book 1:  HER DAD’S FIANCEE’S BLACK MASTERS 

Hannah comes home from exploring Europe to find her newly widowed wealthy father already engaged to be married.  His fiancée, Olive, is beautiful, blonde, and big-breasted, just like Hannah.  But they are different in almost all other ways.  Little does Hannah know, but Olive has plans, a dark conspiracy, to turn Hannah into a lover and obedient submissive to black men. Can Olive’s evil plan work? Can she make Hannah behave so naughty and nasty that her dad will disown her?  


Book 2:  HANNAH’S DAD’S FIANCEE DOMINATES HER 

Rich young heiress Hannah Hill saw her dad’s fiancée having sex with black workers at the estate and witnessed her call one of them her “Black Master.”  She wants them off the estate.  But they know she watched and know what she did as she watched.  They want all the Hill money and need to seduce and dominate Hannah to get their wicked way.  Will Hannah win out over her potential stepmother, or will she also betray her father, but in a very different way?

Book 3:  THE SUBMISSIVE HEIRESS

Olive wants to get Hannah’s dad to disown Hannah so that Olive will eventually collect all of the inheritance.  How?  By getting Hannah pregnant with a black baby and by making sure the father is a disreputable ex-con.  Hannah plans to get out of her situation and make Olive go away and take the four black laborers with her – well before the laborers can make Hannah go into labor!

Olive has plans also.  She plans to dominate Hannah in new ways, severe and savage, and intensely arousing ways.  She plans to transform Hannah into a do-anything submissive. 

Book 4:  HANNAH GETS ADULT BABYSAT

Hannah is trying to keep her head above water but keeps finding her head instead between Olive’s thighs.  Blonde on blonde domination and submission. And Hannah isn’t even a lesbian!  Or she wasn’t….  Olive develops the perfect plan to break down Hannah. Force her to be an adult baby babysat by none other than the neighbor girl Hannah used to babysit, a neighbor girl whose grown into quite a slut herself. 

Book 5:  HANNAH’S BIG BLACK DATE

Hannah’s dad’s fiancée, Olive, wants total dominion over Hannah, and Olive knows how to deepen Hannah’s submissiveness.  Olive wants a do-anything human sex toy, and she’s chosen beautiful blonde Hannah.  Olive expects Hannah to go on a date with a dangerous black ex-con parolee!  With Olive and another big black man as “chaperones.” Hannah thinks the chaperones may be as bad as her date and have just as much intention to have sex with her.  Three against one.  So unfair!

Book 6:  HANNAH WANNA

Hannah’s dad’s girlfriend, rival to Hannah’s rich dad’s inheritance, has dominated Hannah sexually but that isn’t enough for Olive.  She needs Hannah’s dad to disown Hannah and she thinks the best way to make that happen is for Hannah to get pregnant with a black baby.  Olive has a nasty ex-con lined up to impregnate Hannah but can she make the reluctant Hannah all too cooperative, and induce her to succumb?  Will Tivon add Hannah to his urban harem?  Will Hannah wanna?

“She’ll Take All Three Sisters” series: 

Book 1:  SHE’LL TAKE ALL THREE SISTERS 

Three sisters and one dominant Mistress.  Kennedy Klein, newly discharged from the Army, learns from her older sister, Carter, that their younger sister, Reagan, is incommunicado in the big city of Denver, Colorado.  An attempted visit reveals that Reagan is a submissive in a lesbian relationship with a much older woman. Kennedy and Carter go undercover at a lesbian strip club to save Reagan. But Mistress Sadie knows!  Can Mistress Sadie dominate all three sisters?

Book 2:  DOMINATED AT THE LESBIAN STRIP CLUB

Two heterosexual sisters, one lesbian strip club, and dozens of horny groping and grabbing lesbians!  Carter and Kennedy are trying to save their little sister, Reagan, from lesbian BDSM domination by an older woman.  They are undercover at one of the dominant woman’s strip clubs, trying to find evidence to put her in prison.  But they’re not as undercover as they think and they’re not as covered with clothing as they’d like.

Book 3:  HETEROSEXUAL SISTERS FORCED TO BE LESBIAN SISTERS

Two Klein sisters, Carter and Kennedy, seek to save the third Klein sister, Reagan, from hardcore lesbian submission to a much older domme.  They’ve gone undercover at the domme’s strip club but not all is it seems with their trainers.  Both trainers have huge breasts, wide streaks of cruelty, and far too much understanding and experience with the female body.  They want to continue lesbian training the sisters long after closing time.  Could Carter and Kennedy, instead of saving Regan from lesbian submission, end up each submitting themselves?

Book 4:  EXTREME LESBIAN ADVENTURES FOR THE SISTERS

The two independent still free heterosexual Klein sisters, Carter and Kennedy, are deep under water (and other fluids) getting seduced and dominated by lesbians.  They want to save their little sister, Reagan, from a much older and far too controlling domme but they may need to adjust their goal to simply saving themselves!  Little do the Klein girls know but their trainer at the lesbian strip club, the lesbian dominant spanking them into shape, is the very same dominatrix they seek to save their sister from!

Book 5:  THE SISTERS FACE LESBIAN DOMINATION

The two older Klein sisters, married Carter and ex-Army Kennedy, are undercover working at a lesbian strip club in Denver in hopes of acquiring evidence of illegal activity by their youngest sister’s new lesbian domme, who owns the club.  But they do not know they’ve been set up not only to fail but to be lesbian seduced and dominated.  The domme, Sadie Clark, wants all three sisters, and she is also undercover as one of the women training the older Klein sisters and making them jump through nasty and compromising sexual hoops.

Book 6: OLDEST SISTER TAMED AND LESBIAN TRAINED

Does Mistress Sadie have a nasty plan to lesbian impregnate one of the Klein sisters?  The two older Klein sisters, married Carter and ex-Army Kennedy, are undercover at the Denver lesbian strip club, Juicy’s Big Box, trying to save their youngest sister, Reagan, from lesbian domination.  Reagan’s Mistress, Sadie, is all too aware of their plan and undercover herself as the sister’s trainer at the club. This can’t end well for the Klein sisters!

Book 7:  MIDDLE SISTER TAMED AND LESBIAN TRAINED

Can the final beautiful young Klein woman avoid a fate of total submission to a cruel and clever domme?  Dominant lesbian businesswoman Sadie Clark has tamed and lesbian trained two out of three sexy blonde Klein girls.  She has the youngest, Reagan, and the oldest, Carter, in states of complete and utter sexual submission.  Can she nail the final Klein sister, Kennedy?  The middle sister could be the biggest challenge. She’s sexy but tough and an Army veteran.  As they say, sexually conquering two out of three Klein girls isn’t bad but three out of three is even better. 

“Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard” series: 

Book 1:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 

Bellamy must protect a rich young predatorial lesbian seductress whose “social activities” are the seduction of straight women and making enemies!  Dorothe is ravenously hungry to seduce as many women as she can and is delighting in making more enemies, seductions Bellamy will have to witness and enemies she will have to battle.  Dorothe’s mother warns Bellamy that Dorothe will try to seduce her as well.  Sometimes forewarning doesn’t help….

Book 2:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 2

Bellamy Wood, ex-cop private detective, reluctantly persuaded to be a personal bodyguard, is on a year-long contract to guard a spoiled young adult socialite, bratty Dorothe Gerbach.  The problems are many:  Dorothe’s many enemies, Dorothe’s penchant for making more enemies, and Dorothe’s passion as a predatory lesbian seductress who wants to add Bellamy to her stable of submissive women who will do anything for her.

Book 3: LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 3

Wealthy spoiled socialite, Dorothe Gerbach, has seduced and dominated her new lovely bodyguard, ex-cop Bellamy Wood.  Can Dorothe keep Bellamy submissive?  Can Bellamy break free from Dorothe’s willpower, or will she succumb further, losing more of her independence while increasing her orgasms significantly?  What new seductress ploys will Dorothe unleash on Bellamy to tame her to make her perform new sexual tricks?

Book 4:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 4

Ex-cop and current bodyguard, Bellamy Wood, is under rich young heiress Dorothe’s sexual spell.  Bellamy’s younger-than-her Mistress orders Bellamy to seduce and dominate the new sexiest female police officer in the Philadelphia Police Department, Rosetta Wright.  Dorothe wants a second submissive bodyguard!  Bellamy genuinely likes Rosetta Wright and Rosetta’s hero is Bellamy.  Will Bellamy do Ms. Wright wrong?

Book 5: LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 5

Bellamy Wood, ex-cop and current submissive bodyguard, reports back to her young adult Mistress, heiress, Dorothe Gerbach, after her successful seduction of a lovely police officer.  Dorothe intends to reward Bellamy in three ways.  The catch is that her rewards often seem like punishments. Dorothe lucks into an opportunity to seduce and dominate a heterosexual mother and her adult heterosexual daughter, back and forth, simultaneously! Can she pull it off? 

Book 6:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 6

Dominant lesbian seductress, Dorothe, and her newly subservient bodyguard, Bellamy, survived a deadly attack by Noelle who was trying to protect her little sister from Dorothe’s sexual dominance. Noelle is badly wounded and under house arrest.  Dorothe decides it is time to seduce and dominate Noelle as well. Noelle won’t be so dangerous if Dorothe can add her to Dorothe’s lesbian harem!  Will Noelle’s little sister, Lara, betray Noelle and assist in Noelle’s seduction?

Book 7:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 7

The dominant lesbian seductress dominated and took sexual advantage of the sexy Bulgarian maid and now she wants a second helping of her favorite Bulgarian dish. Will Ekaterina be just as vulnerable or even more susceptible?  Can Dorothe make Ekaterina and Bellamy work together for orgasms?  What happens when Ekaterina’s beautiful American supervisor investigates and intervenes?  Can Dorothe turn her good intentions into absolute submission?

Book 8:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 8

Mistress Dorothe has big plans, and her newly tamed and submissive bodyguard, Bellamy, is a star in those plans whether she wants to be or not.  The Lesbian Seductress plans to add to her lesbian harem the hard way by deceiving a black giantess Mistress who hates her and stealing away her top sub, Mistress Dorothe’s “the one that got away,” Flower.  Can Mistress Dorothe pull off her plan?  Can Bellamy submit to new dark sexual delights?

Book 9:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 9

Newly and reluctantly submissive bodyguard, Bellamy Wood, wakes up after hard sex at the BDSM party and seems stuck with a new giant black mistress, Mistress Charanda, bigger and crueler than Mistress Dorothe.  Charanda intends to keep Bellamy and her little friend, too, Emily.  Bellamy intends to get away but, if she can, will it only move her from the sexual frying pan into the sexual fire of further submission to Mistress Dorothe?

Book 10:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 10

Mother’s Day is just a couple days away and Mistress Dorothe knows exactly what she wants to give her mother.  Or who. She’s decided she wants her mother to have a live-in sex maid who will serve her entire life pleasing Dorothe’s mother and laboring for her in both the most twisted and the most menial of ways. The young woman she’s chosen doesn’t know her fate yet and sure hasn’t agreed to it.  Can Mistress Dorothe compel the sweet and sexy Bulgarian Maid, Ekaterina, to give up all her freedoms just to please Dorothe’s mother who she has never met?

Book 11:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 11

Mistress Dorothe wants to lure pretty redheaded police officer, Rosetta Wright, into her web of lesbian domination.  She wants a new member for her lesbian harem and she wants Rosetta’s total sexual submission!  That isn’t what Rosetta wants so only one of them can get what they want.  Who will it be?  Rosetta comes to Mistress Dorothe’s honeymoon suite in the hotel for her second interview to become a high-paid bodyguard for the lesbian seductress.  Her idol, Bellamy Wood, is Mistress Dorothe’s first bodyguard and Bellamy will conduct the interview.  It will be unlike any interview ever done before!

Book 12:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 12

A sexy young adult police officer, redheaded Rosetta walked into Mistress Dorothe's honey trap honeymoon suite for her second job interview to become a female bodyguard for the wealthy socialite. Since walking in, she’s done very little walking!  Well, not on two feet….  Exactly how, cough cough, in-depth is this interview?  Mistress Dorothe is about to make her grand entrance!  What does Mistress Dorothe intend to do to her? To her body, to her mind, and to her soul?

Book 13:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 13

Police Officer Rosetta Wright comes back to her senses in the honeymoon suite honey trap of Mistress Dorothe.  Or does she?  Mistress Dorothe is not done with her and Rosetta is far too aroused and submissive and cooperative for her own good.  Mistress Dorothe wants her to commit to signing a contract.  Can Rosetta resist committing herself to a life as Mistress Dorothe’s second submissive bodyguard?  Mistress Dorothe likes to have multiple irons in the fire and she has scheduled the new maid, Josefina, for seduction and domination. Can Mistress Dorothe dominate another maid?

Book 14:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 14

The new maid, Josefina, succumbed once to Mistress Dorothe’s advances and what a once it was!  Terrible and wonderful at the same time.  Josefina isn’t even a lesbian!  If she was, she would not want to be a submissive one and would want nothing to do with a racist.  But it is what it is.  It happened.  Now what?  Mistress Dorothe no longer has the element of surprise and Josefina has no intention of submitting again.  However, Dorothe has many other elements other than surprise on her side….

Book 15:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 15

An extra-long extended book to cover all the nasty action!  Dominant lesbian temptress, young Mistress Dorothe, has another wicked seduction plan in motion.  She seduced and dominated the new maid, lovely Josefina, and now she wants a second maid.  Where can she get another sexy subservient maid?  She assumes Josefina has a beautiful friend she can force Josefina to trick into walking into Dorothe’s trap.  She assumes right but a big surprise is in store!

Book 16:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 16

Mistress Dorothe’s plots to give a human being as a gift to her dominant lesbian mom.  Will sexy Ekaterina, the gift in question go through with it? Mistress Dorothe has her new subby maids, Josefina and Valeri, report for rough sexual duty.  They are required to go become strippers at a nasty lesbian strip club.  Sending them to try out and be tried out at the strip club clears the way for Mistress Dorothe to have Josefina’s mother seduced!  On Mother’s Day!

Book 17:  A FRESH NEW SEXUAL DOMINATION

Will publicly and pubic-ly shamed Philadelphia Police Officer Rosetta Wright show up to serve as nude bodyguard for her spoiled young Mistress?  What will her police family do about it now that they know their beloved daughter and sister is a dominated submissive?  There is a possible obstruction in the form of the new lovely member of hotel management.  When Mistress Dorothe runs into a problem like her, she smashes it into submission.  Can she make the problem beauty into a sexual asset?

Book 18:  THE FINAL SUBMISSION

Mistress Dorothe intends to make the mother of a different sex maid become yet another sex maid for her.  Bringing mothers and daughters closer together, that’s Mistress Dorothe’s idea of altruism.  Will Regina follow her daughter, Josefina’s, path into submission? Everyone’s ultimate fate is revealed and sealed!  A big, long, savage, sexy, surprising, orgasmic, nasty, arousing, kinky, wicked, bizarre, passionate, character-driven, action-packed grand finale to the series.

“Seducing the Mother and Daughter House Sitters” series: 

Book 1:  SEDUCING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 

A beautiful mother and her pretty coed daughter agree to house sit at the island mansion of the daughter's new college friend, Bella.  It seems like a dream come true but then Bella's twin sister, Stella, shows up.  She is arrogant and demanding and intent on seducing both the mother and the daughter.  Can she turn the mother and daughter into full service anything goes servants? 

Book 2:  TEMPTING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 

Stella, the bratty young heiress, has the mother and daughter, Angie and Eliza, off balance and beginning to serve her will.  All that Angie and Eliza want is to finish the mansion sitting job on the beautiful island.  All Stella wants is to be their sexual Mistress for life.  Can Stella enforce her will on the mom and daughter and make them want what she wants? 

Book 3:  DOMINATING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 

Angie saw her daughter, Eliza, sexually pleasing Mistress Stella on the speed boat before it went out of view. But Stella had seduced Angie that same morning!  What is Mistress Stella up to?  What really happened on that boat trip?  Most importantly, who does Mistress Stella like the most, the mom or the daughter?  Mistress Stella can't have both!  Can she...? 

Book 4: CONQUERING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 

Angie Klauson and her daughter Eliza were sexually dominated by the rich adult brat Stella and it certainly caused a new family dynamic.  It's good to share but maybe not sexually. Now Stella's twin, Bella, is coming to the island. Is she different than Stella or will she have the same outrageous expectations? Do they want her to be different?  What is the awesome fate of the mother and daughter? 

“Tramp Pauline” series: 

Book 1:  TRAMP PAULINE

Pauline is a responsible young shift manager at Fine Burgers. She tries to help a female coworker, Valentina, who is getting dominated every shift by a lesbian coworker. When domme Melody learns Pauline is trying to take away her submissive girl she decides the perfect consequence is to turn the attempted minus one into a plus one. Can Melody be a Mistress for her own Shift Manager?

Book 2: TRAMP PAULINE TRIES TO BOUNCE BACK

Pauline was sexually dominated by a girl she supervises, her new Mistress Melody, who gave her the nickname Tramp Pauline.  Pauline does not want to live up to that name but Mistress Melody wants her to live up to it in every way including bouncing naked on a trampoline for her coworkers. Pauline wants to be a good girl and Melody wants her to be a tramp.  Can they compromise at “good tramp”?

“Black Dominatrix Neighbor” series:

Book 1: BLACK DOMINATRIX NEIGHBOR

Zahra is a middle-aged overweight black woman who has no business seducing and dominating her new young sexy white neighbor girl. Unless she makes it her business. Domination suits Zahra fine but is sexual submission right for Lainey? Lainey tries to be a good neighbor and tries to be friendly with her much older African-American neighbor lady. Maybe Lainey tries a little too hard....

Book 2:  TOO BAD TO BE TRUE

Zahra thinks she has sexual control over Lainey but Lainey thinks differently.  Lainey still thinks she is heterosexual, not submissive, and that interracial sex is not for her.  The nerve of some young and pretty white women!  The apartment building it buzzing with rumors about Zahra and Lainey. Lainey has a plan to deny and defuse the rumors.  Zahra has a plan to confirm them.  And to share Lainey!

Book 3: SEXUAL REPARATIONS IN THE BIG CITY

Lainey tried to free herself of one Black Mistress only to find herself serving three much older Black Mistresses.  All of them older than her Mom!  They have all sorts of new duties and bizarre orders for Lainey. Including to have her best friend, Mallory, come visit her and to set up Mallory to be brought under their control!  Lainey is a loyal friend... but maybe these new duties would be easier shared....

Book 4: MALLORY'S INTERRACIAL LESBIAN DOMINATION

Zahra found Lainey's brunette friend, Mallory, very attractive. Mallory does not like Zahra though even without knowing how she treats poor Lainey. Zahra would like to make Mallory eat her smarty-pants words and eat something else also. Maybe Lainey and Mallory could both be sexy goldmine earners for Zahra.  Can Zahra against all odds, make that happen?

“Impossible Seduction” 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 dyke photographers actually have a contract and a plan to seduce and tame them all in order to supply them to Saudi harems in return for riches.  The plan takes shape and progress is made.

2.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION TWO:  PEEKING MOTHER AND DAUGHTER DOMINATED

Megan watched what happened with Naomi's daughter Abigail.  Now we find out what Naomi saw when she watched over Megan's daughter, Kaia.  What will the bull dyke Lydia do with Kaia? Is there anything Naomi can do? What will the dominant dyke team of Gretchen and Lydia do with Abigail who they now have in their clutches in the privacy of their home for hours?

3.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION THREE:  A TALE OF LESBIAN TAMING TWO MILFS

The dominant dyke team of Gretchen and Lydia investigates who made the noise that ruined Lydia's final seduction of Kaia.  It was two of the MILFs!  They see that Megan peeped at Gretchen and Naomi peeped at Lydia and even had the nerve to interrupt her!  They also see how aroused the MILFs became watching. Now it is their turn to experience lesbian domination!

4. IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION FOUR:  JANELLE VS. REDHEAD MOTHER AND DAUGHTER

Janelle, a once famous model and now the sexual pawn of the dominant dyke team of Gretchen and Lydia, must carry out their assignment to separately seduce both Brooke and Bridget Finn. Janelle must do it to avoid a dark fate but finds she likes it.  Brooke also finds she likes it on the other end of things.

5.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION FIVE: SEDUCED VIA LESBIAN HOME INVASION

Janelle has left the Finn home with Brooke and Bridget in disarray. Gretchen and Lydia saw on their hidden cameras how aroused and ready Bridget is and they mean to take full advantage. But, to do so, they'll need to engage in some lesbian home invasion.  Fine by them!  Plus, more psychological manipulation and domination of Megan Reynolds.

6.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION SIX: THE EROTIC EVIL CONSPIRACY

The dominants Gretchen and Lydia invite Abigail over and its an invitation she cannot refuse.  She isn't sure if she wants to.  They seek to isolate her further and make her ever more dependent on their demanding orders.  Megan wants to escape the gated community.  She thinks so. Pretty sure. But she needs a permission slip from the dominants to leave.  What must she do for it or because of it?

7.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION SEVEN: WICKED MANIPULATION BY DOMINANT LESBIAN NEIGHBORS

Megan, mother of three lovely blonde daughters, decided to leave the gated community that is feeling like a prison. But she had to get past the black lesbian prison parolee “security guards” to escape. They know the phrase that means Megan must obey them.  Janelle, the disgraced former supermodel learns her dark fate.  Brooke serves the dominant lesbian neighbors.

8. IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION EIGHT:  DOMINANT LESBIANS DOMINATE REDHEADED MOM AND DAUGHTER

The cruel wicked dommes Gretchen and Lydia seek to complete their control over the redheaded all-female family, the mother and daughter, Brooke and Bridget Finn.  They want to drive them apart from each other while driving them further in to the grip of submission, so submissive that they cannot escape. More than that, they want to train both of them to orgasm from pain!

9.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 9:  DOMINANT LESBIANS TARGET THE FINAL PIERSON GIRL FOR SEDUCTION AND DOMINATION

Evil Gretchen and Nasty Lydia have more seducing to complete.  Harmony is still innocent.  Her mom and her little sister have already fallen and are submissively following the twisted bizarre orders of Gretchen and Lydia.  Will Harmony join her mom and her little sister in submissive servitude?  Can Gretchen and Lydia complete an oh so dirty “clean sweep” of the Pierson family?

10.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 10: SEDUCTION AND DOMINATION AND SUBMISSION AS THE DOMINANTS GO AFTER THE BLONDE DAUGHTERS

Gretchen and Lydia, the evil lesbian dominants, have blonde mother Megan Reynolds under their control.  Now they want her three daughters!  They decide to make the mother help out!  Can Megan resist or will she cooperate?  Megan and Janelle also need to keep sexually satisfying the much younger black lesbian guards. What is planned for Megan's daughters Lilliana, Julissa, and Kaia?

11.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 11:  TWO OF THE BLONDE DAUGHTERS ARE IN THE HOUSE OF THE DOMINANTS.  CAN THEY ESCAPE WITH THEIR LESBIAN VIRGINITY?

Dominant lesbian Gretchen had the middle blonde daughter right where she wants her.  Right between her legs!  Julissa still struggles for independence and against her own arousal.  Meanwhile her older sister, Lilliana, is in the basement with the other photographer, the oh so dominant Lydia.  Lilliana is older than her sister and Lydia is even less attractive than Gretchen. Will it matter?

12.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 12: YOUNG ADULT KAIA'S INTERRACIAL LESBIAN DATE WITH DARK SUBMISSION

Of the three mothers and six daughters, only Kaia has not been seduced, dominated, tamed and trained.  Kaia, the youngest blonde daughter, is the final hold out. Kaia's compromised mom forces her to go on a “friendship date” with Quiesha, one of the ex-felon black lesbian guards.  Quiesha has expectations for this date to be a very friendly “friendship date” indeed!

13.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 13:  KAIA'S INTERRACIAL DATE BECOMES A THREESOME AND SHE SUBMITS TO DOMINATION FROM MISTRESS LYDIA

Young adult Kaia, still only a teenager, is in the middle of “friendship date” with a black girl that had gotten far too friendly. Her own mom set her up for this dark seduction and Kaia was defenseless.  Now, after having submitted to dominant Quiesha, Kaia has a new Mistress and she is even more defenseless!  Quiesha intends to share her with the giantess Ladonne and wicked Lydia.

14.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 14:  NEW LESBIANS TAMED AND TRAINED BY NEIGHBOR MISTRESSES, BLACK LESBIAN DOMINATION OF SUBMISSIVE BLONDES

The entire blonde all-female Reynolds family are stuck in a submissive sexual fog that keeps getting thicker and more compromising.  Megan Reynolds and her youngest daughter, Kaia, are both being sexually used inside the black lesbian guards' house.  Megan's two eldest daughters, Lilliana and Julissa, are stuck in the house of the dominant photographers just a few houses away from them. 

15.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 15:  YOUNGER AND OLDER LESBIANS, DOMINATION AND SUBMISSION, MOMS SUBMIT SEXUALLY 

The grand finale conclusion of the Impossible Seduction Saga!  Not all the submissives really think they are submissive!  Also, the dominants require more and more and go to further extremes. Could they go too far and spark a rebellion?  Can the dominants keep all three all-female families entirely under their sexual control? Will the mothers have sex with each other's daughters? 

“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?

6.  TAKING OVER TANYA'S STEP-NIECE

When the dominant teen lesbian coeds learn about Tanya's step-niece, Takira, and see how lovely she is, they decide to expand the herd!  They trick her into moving in to “The Ranch” they've turned Tanya's house into.  Can Takira resist their dark plans and their sexual racism?  Can Takira save Tanya from domination?  Or will Takira be sexually domesticated like her step-aunt? 

7. TAKIRA'S NEW WHITE MISTRESSES 

The white Mistresses want to make permanent a dominant hold over Takira.  Can they pull it off with Takira is on her guard?  Can Takira resist?  The dominants have a plan. So does Takira!  Only one plan can win.  Takira has nothing in common with them. They are her opposites in all things including skin color. But dominants and submissives are opposites and opposites do attract one another....

8. ADDING CORAL TO THE CORRAL

The dominant teen lesbian coeds, Deb and Shan, are gluttons for lust and greedy for domination. They want more and more!  Will Butterscotch help them sexually trap her friend's daughter?  Can the doms tame and train Coral before she leaves for college?  Can they really just keep getting away with making independent heterosexual women into obedient lesbian sex ponies?  Can they add Coral to the corral?

9. TAKING OVER TAKIRA'S MOM

The teen lesbian coed domination team of Deb and Shan have Takira under their sexual control as a sex pony.  They sure would like to have a mother and daughter team working together in tandem.  The young white dommes have the perfect secret weapon in the conspiracy of seducing and taming Takira's mother.  Her own daughter!

10.  CORAL GETS FULLY CORRALLED

Lovely blonde coed Coral ran into a tough situation. Dominant hillbilly lesbians that wanted to make her into a sex pony! They tricked her and took full advantage of her.  They even claimed they were her Owners and renamed her Coral Corral!  Coral totally disagrees with this assigned fate and has decided to put a stop to the craziness.  The Owners, however, have very much decided to put a continuation to it!  Owned by them! Forever!

11.  TAMED AND TRAINED BY LESBIAN HILLBILLIES

The African-American mother and daughter pair, Kalindi and Takira, have been seduced, dominated, and tamed by two white coed lesbian hillbillies. They've been treated like sex animals, a donkey and a pony, and have learned to be addicted to it.  Now the dommes want to take them even further!  Why not have them betray two of Takira's lovely friends who can also join the growing herd of lesbian lust?  Kalindi and Takira are reluctant to do that but the hillbillies are experts at overcoming reluctance.

12.  SEDUCING AND TAMING NALA

Takira and Kalindi Bushrod invite Takira’s longtime friends, Nala and Atasha, to come live with them at The Ranch. They think the Bushrods are being altruistic.  The mother and daughter, conflicted but newly obedient to their white hillbilly Owners, actually intend to help seduce, tame, and lesbian train the two young cuties.  Can Kalindi Bushrod overcome their age gap and Nala’s understandable reluctance and take her for a wild orgasmic ride?

13.  RIDDEN HARD IN THE BACK YARD

The two lovely young adult friends, Nala and Atasha, have moved in with the African-American mother and daughter pair, the Bushrods, who they thought were being kind but actually have wicked plans for them at the behest of the Bushrods’ white Owners.  Daughter Bushrod is out to seduce Atasha but, can she do it in public out at the mall? Mother Bushrod seeks to cement her new sexual control of Nala by taking her for an after-midnight ride in the back yard.

14.  DOUBLE SEDUCTION DOUBLE DOMINATION

The mother and daughter team, Kalindi and Takira Bushrod, are reluctant black seductresses controlled by white hillbilly lesbian dommes. They must obey their sexual Owners and seduce and dominate their lovely passionate friends, Nala and Atasha.  Now they have to do it at the same time in the same house and they must be more seductive and more dominant than ever before.  Can they ensnare their friends despite reluctance, make them sexually submit, and make them ready to be sexual servants to whites?

15.  TEEN LESBIANS TAKING OVER 15

The mother and daughter pair, the Bushrods, have seduced and sexed best friends Nala and Atasha but noW the Owners are arriving! The white hillbilly coeds want fresh mounts! Will the mother and daughter Bushrods continue to cooperate with the Owners against their beloved friends? Will Nala and Atasha fall for it all and fall right into the same interracial sexual trap that the Bushrods are stuck in?

16.  TAMING AND TRAINING A NEW MOTHER AND DAUGHTER

Owners Deb and Shan have wicked plan to bring a new mother and daughter in range of their dominant lesbian clutches. Margot Dillon and her daughter, Kinsley, have a new landscaping contract at The Ranch. Little do they know who they’ve contracted with. A contract with dominating lesbian hillbillies is as bad as a contract with the Devil himself. Can Deb and Shan seduce and dominate the mother with the daughter nearby? Can Deb and Shan seduce and dominate the daughter with the mother nearby?

17.  KINSLEY’S KINKY LESBIAN THREESOME

The lesbian hillbilly coeds hatched a new plan to turn a mother and daughter lawn care business team, Margot and Kinsley Dillon, into obedient mother and daughter lesbian Owned servants. Deb and Shan decide to cut one of the Dillons out of the two-person mother and daughter herd. Divided, the Dillons are vulnerable. Together, the hillbillies are nasty and demanding unstoppable dommes.

18.  DOMME ON THE MOM

A night of sexual punishment and ruthless sex addicted Kinsley and forced her to give up her freedom. She has agreed with dark eagerness that the hillbillies Own her but may not really know what that means.  Kinsley also hopes to keep her mom from finding out about her daughter and has no idea her new Owners are targeting her mom.

“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.  Rosalie hunts her down and brings her down in the campus library! Rosalie also wants to establish total control over her neighbor Tina.  She first took sexual control over Tina in her own room and now she goes for a repeat in Tina's home territory. 

7.  LESBIAN STALKER'S EVIL TRAP

Anne-Marie has escaped Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker but it is a Pyrrhic victory.  A few more like that and she'll be a lesbian pet!  She can't seem to get Rosalie out of her mind. Meanwhile, Rosalie has a plan to stop Tina's roommates from complaining about the sound of loud female orgasms emitting from Rosalie's dorm room.  The plan is to make them just as guilty!  No such thing as too many pets!

“Lesbian Seduction Conspiracy” series:

1.  CONSPIRACY TO SEDUCE

Mindy Short is obsessed with seducing and taming Emilia. Emilia, set up by Joan who is Director of Campus Housing and Student Orientation, will have to live in a dorm with Mindy. Before then Mindy worries Joan may warn Emilia.  Can she totally compromise Joan?

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.  They want them to be human pets! Dominant lesbian roommates know how to trick Charlotte into intense lesbian experiences.  They have a plan to make her into a new variety of sex pet.

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?

“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 holdout 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.

2.  LIKING IT WAY TOO MUCH

The blonde sisters, Maddy and Bailey, are stuck in the interracial lesbian massage parlor from Hell.  They are also trapped enjoying the shocking and sensual sexual acts they are drawn into by the African-American masseuses and the older Asian dominatrix.  The three minority members are dominant lesbian seductresses determined to make the blondes obey and like it.

3.  PURSUED BY INTERRACIAL LESBIAN SEDUCTION

The blonde sisters, Maddy and Bailey, have been dominated by black and Asian lesbian seductresses at a run-down massage parlor. But... all good things must come to an end.  Or... will they?  Maddy and Bailey are pursued by memories of exquisite yet foul pleasures. More than that, they discover that they are literally pursued!  Wicked Lai Ping decides to pay the sisters a special visit at their places of work.

4.  SUBMISSION TO HER BLACK MISTRESSES

Maddy the blonde bank teller was seduced and dominated at the massage parlor from Hell. Now the muscular black masseuse, Luella, who claims to be Maddy's Mistress, has texted her demanding that she come over to Luella's place to meet some of Luella's friends. Maddy knows an interracial lesbian orgy is in the works.  Maddy can't go!  She's engaged to be married! But... she also can't not go....

5.  SEDUCTION AT THE INTERRACIAL LESBIAN ORGY

Maddy foolishly thought she could avoid being drawn into the orgy of domination and submission. Not so! Instead, she found the black women also seduced several of Maddy’s bridesmaids! Now all the loud orgasms and spankings are causing too much noise and a pretty Hispanic woman comes over to complain. That can’t go well for the newcomer!

6.  CATFIGHTS AT THE INTERRACIAL LESBIAN ORGY

The interracial lesbian orgy is in progress with black on white domination and submission.  Mariana, the seduced and dominated Hispanic ex-con who made the mistake of complaining about the noise, discovers her darkly tempting fate. Maddy and the Caucasian females must fight in the nude.  They fight to inflict orgasms.  Will Maddy fight her own little sister?

7.  BAILEY’S ORGASMIC CATFIGHT

The interracial lesbian BDSM orgy is raging.  The Black Mistresses are juggling the white submissives and keeping them quite busy with white-on-white catfights.  Little does Maddy know that her little sister, Bailey, was invited and compelled to come over.  The sisters are both at the same interracial lesbian orgy!  But what has her little sister, Bailey, experienced at the interracial lesbian catfight, and how do those experiences intersect with Maddy’s?

8.  THE SISTERS GET DOMINATED

The blonde sisters, Maddy and Bailey, are caught and tangled up in the interracial lesbian orgy but so far neither knew the other was present at the same orgy. That lack of awareness is about to change!  The sisters are about to learn more about the plot against them.  They are also going to get used sexually, individually, in brand new sexual acts neither ever could have conceived of participating in.

9.  TOTAL LESBIAN DOMINATION

The blonde sisters must report to their new owner – none other than Maddy’s mother-in-law-to-be.  Or, now, not-to-be.  Mistress-to-be for both of them! They learn their dark fate and begin to learn to like it.  Maddy’s four sexy white bridesmaids think they can leave now that the interracial lesbian orgy has wound down.  They think wrong! Big Ola and Big Luella decide they are keepers and divvy them up fairly, two each.

10.  SUBMISSION MANSION

The sisters, worried and secretly darkly eager, were ordered to the estate of Maddy’s mother-in-law-to-be, where they learned she intended to keep them.  They were collared and separated. Their fate is to be sex maids linked to the family mansion for the rest of their lives!  How will they adjust to their new loss of status?  Will they hate it like they should, or will circumstances work on their minds and souls?

Stand Alone books:

ANYTHING SHE WANTS

Juliana goes undercover for a newspaper story as a maid for a rich older woman, Ms. Einhorn. She is told that her mission is to document abusive treatment by the wealthy towards their servants. Juliana she is to obey Ms. Einhorn and do anything she wants in order to draw out Ms. Einhorn’s nasty behavior. Juliana takes on the opportunity with enthusiasm but is shocked by Ms. Einhorn’s true expectations, Ms. Einhorn’s wickedness, and by her own growing submissiveness.

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!

HER BROTHER’S NEWLYWED DOMINANT WIFE

Paige’s bother, Lincoln, has gotten married and she wasn’t invited to the wedding!  She wants to get to know Lincoln’s newlywed wife, Myna, and understand the dark influence she has over him.

Be careful what you wish for! Myna is a mine, mine, mine person.  She even wants to make other people, the attractive ones, hers!  She already has Lincoln whipped in every sense of the word.  Can she complete her collection of the brother and sister? 

KEEP YOUR PANTIES ON, WHITE GIRLFRIEND

Three black women invite themselves into Haley's home.  Opal and Dereka target Haley's friends, Rachel and Sandy, for lesbian seduction and domination. Destiny?  Destiny wants to completely change Haley's destiny.  Destiny wants to make herself Haley's new Destiny. Can Haley save her friends from... what they seem to be liking? Might Haley also like what she should not like?

LESBIAN LUST AT THE CASH REGISTER

Mave thinks Julie is really a submissive. But how to make her submit? It's hard to get alone time with Julie so Mave decides on a bizarre way to seduce her.  Suddenly Julie's underling is under her at the cash register!  Mave decides she will pull off the seduction and domination of Julie while the store is open and customers are in the store!  That's not all she'll “pull off”.

LESBIAN LUST AT THE CASH REGISTER

Cadence has to supervise a problem employee but she has no idea how big of a problem beautiful Mave really is. Mave thinks that her problem is being horny and she thinks pretty Cadence it the solution to that problem.  When they close the store together Mave decides she will become Cadence's new Mistress.  Cadence sure will be dismayed! She doesn't even know she's a lesbian! Or a submissive!

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?

TOO CURIOUS ABOUT HER ADOPTED LESBIAN SISTER

Hope is sent home from college to check on her trouble-making adopted lesbian sister.  Ruthie the Ruthless!  Ruthie has tried to dominate Hope in the past so Hope brings her funny friend Aspen who just happens to also be an orphan and to be a near lookalike to Ruthie.  Ruthie has diabolical plans for Hope and Aspen.  Surely, they can resist since it's two against one.  Surely!  Right?

SOMETHING THAT BELONGS TO ME

Louisa's heterosexual roommate, Heidi, brings home from the bar a tall slim woman with dyed red hair. Klara is bold, arrogant, and sexually hungry. Klara is making Heidi do all sorts of crazy sexy things and Klara just won't leave their place.  Klara also seems to have plans and expectations for Louisa's involvement!  She wants Louisa to also submit to her in every way possible.


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

Visit me, my blog, my list of available books with detailed descriptions, free lesbian seduction fiction and be able to read For Free an ongoing never-before-published book at:

lesbianseductionfiction.com
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