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Deja Dominates the Daughter (and the mother)

Book 7 of the “Lactating Lesbian Dictator” series


Chapter One

Journee stirred.  For a second, she didn’t know where she was or maybe even who she was.  She blinked against the bright sunlight.  She was lying on a lounger under a pool umbrella and was well-shaded, but it was only an oasis of shade in the too-bright world.

She remembered.

She was in the heart of Africa in a tiny new country called Rambikku.  It was a matriarchal society.

She was behind the sprawling Ambassador’s Residence, by the huge pool.

She’d fallen asleep – or maybe passed out – from an abundance of sex.

Not sex with Travis, her “sort of” boyfriend.  He was back home in D.C., and he’d never made her pass out from sex. 

Lesbian sex.  With two women!  Black native girls!

“Lesbian sex” really did not properly cover it.  They dominated her and she submitted to them.  There was that part of it. 

They made her breastfeed off them!  Gross!  Weird!

So sexy….

Her tummy still felt full in a sexy way that made her not want to worry about anything, no matter how bad everything that happened.

They’d also made her squirt!  Holy shit!  She was a squirter now!  Journee had never squirted before.  From what the liaisons, her lesbian dominators, said, she squirted because of a fruit they’d fed her the day before.  Journee thought they called it Fika fruit.

Well, she’d have to avoid eating any more of that fruit.

Or….

Maybe she should go out of her way to find more of it.  Maybe she should eat it again but eat even more of it.  Maybe she could squirt further and for longer.  It had felt so weird to squirt.  So satisfying.  But also gross and alarming.

Everything was so alarming.  And so arousing, too.

She sure hadn’t expected any of this when she came here with her mother, the American ambassador, to Rambikku.  She’d expected the journey to help her finally live up to her name.  But there was another journey once she arrived.  A journey that gave her a bad name.

A journey from normal, decent, behaved heterosexual to abnormal, decadent, obedient lesbian submissive.

She had to shake this shit off!

Brinlee, her older sister, was lucky to miss this.  Or maybe not.  Maybe Brinlee was missing out by missing this.

Journee could not picture Brinlee getting dominated by African lesbians.  Except in her mind.  Journee could see it fine there.  It looked hot, as hot as the Rambikkun midday sun near the equator.

Jesus, since when did images, with or without her older sister, of lesbian sex look “hot” to Journee?

Since… yesterday, she guessed.

How long would it take Journee to shake off lesbian thoughts, images, and fantasies from causing arousal once she left Rambikku?  A few days?  Weeks?  Months?  Never?

Shit, was she going to be part-lesbian for the rest of her life?

Was she going to be all lesbian for the rest of her life?

That would be crazy but not the worst possible fate.  A worse fate that felt all too possible was that she might become submissive in all of her sexual relationships, whether with women or men.  Fuck, could Travis get with dominating her assuming she had the guts to ask him to do it?

She did not think it would work with Travis.  It wouldn’t be the same, even not counting the lack of Fika fruit and lactating breasts.  Travis would not dominate her in a natural way.  She’d know she asked him to do it and had control over him.  Where was the fun in that?

Travis wasn’t risky.  The African liaison bitches were extremely risky.  They made her risk her sexuality, her free will, and her reputation.

Those African liaisons! Jesus, Journee never knew what they were going to do to her or make her do.  And, if she had a hint and resisted, they did it to her anyway.  And made her like it. 

Travis would never make her do shit.  He hadn’t once made her do what she did not want to do, and if he somehow ever did, she damn sure bet he wouldn’t find a way to make her like it.

Where were her lovely dominating liaisons? 

Journee was worn out, but she had her youthful energy bouncing her back.  She could go for some more domination from those liaisons.  Who knew what the fuck they’d do to her next? 

There was only one way to find out….

Journee stood up.  She looked around.  The sun was pretty high in the sky, wasn’t it?  Had the liaisons left for the day?

Something pecked insistently at the back of her mind.

Two somethings.

Her mind found them.  Oh shit!  When was her mom due to return?  Christ, she was naked and covered in bodily fluids!

Where were Rhone and Pindpo?  Had they left her like this and completely left the Ambassador’s Residence or were they possibly talking to Journee’s mother right then, perhaps trying to buy some time for Journee to get dressed?

Where the fuck was her swimsuit?

Shit.  The liaisons had marched her out here straight from that nasty bath.  In the nude.  She had no clothes to put back on.  She’d have to run the Mom gauntlet to her bedroom.

Which made her think about another thing that pecked at the back of her mind.

Deja.  Her mom’s diplomatic assistant.  Deja wasn’t very diplomatic with Journee earlier when she spat on Journee.  Deja spit on Journee’s tit in the middle of sex with the liaisons!

Deja was a big a problem.  A huge one.  Journee knew Deja was a problem, but she wasn’t sure what kind of problem.  For sure, Deja was a problem simply because she knew about Journee’s slutty behavior.  Deja had watched the liaisons make Journee have a squirting orgasm!

Deja better not tell Mom!

Deja might be a worse problem than that.  She’d treated Journee with such disrespect.   The spitting, the nasty comments.  Journee didn’t trip out on respect, but it was shocking.  Deja was so eager to please before and so very helpful, but earlier today, it was like she was a different person. 

Journee wouldn’t normally care if a coworker of her mom’s respected her or not.  Who cared?  But this was not normal.  This was severe aggressive disrespect.  What if Deja kept acting that way?  What if she did it in front of Mom?  Deja probably wouldn’t spit on Journee in front of Mom, but she might make mean comments or give Journee dirty looks.  Something like that. 

Mom would be upset and ask questions.  Questions might cause Deja to reveal what she saw.

Could Journee lie and deny convincingly?  She hated to lie to Mom, but sometimes lies were better than the truth.

But there was a worse scenario than Deja blabbing.  Deja had actively watched the liaisons have sex with Journee.  She’d kept watching.  She’d watched them dominate Journee.

Deja had watched with interest.  Not a normal shocked interest or a gossipy interest.

Deja had watched with sexual interest.  Journee wasn’t completely sure about that, but she thought so.

Deja had spit on her tit.  You didn’t spit on someone’s tit unless you wanted to have sex with them.  Right?  Journee wished she had access to one of those sex counselors.  Gee, what’s your insight here, lady?  She spit on my tit, so she wants to do more than that, am I right?

What if Deja tried to lure Journee into having sex with her?  Now that would be awkward!

Journee, just two days ago, wouldn’t have thought it was possible that Deja would try something with her or that any female would.  Sure, she knew there were lesbians and she knew she was pretty.  But it had to be obvious she was heterosexual. 

Deja being interested in having sex with her would not even have crossed her mind when she first met Deja.  A woman who was a decade older than her, a woman, one who worked with her mom, a black woman, wanted to have sex with her? 

Journee knew, in all likelihood, she’d run across many women who secretly wanted to have sex with her.  The differences were that she was unaware of them or their desires, and there was no way they’d thought they could actually pull it off with her.  If they had thought that, then they would have made a pass at her.  No one ever had until the liaisons overwhelmed her.  Even then, it took two of them!

Deja had had quite a look in her eyes as she watched Journee engage in sex.  It was a look of aggressive desire.

It felt like Deja might actually try to get Journee to have sex with her!  Journee might need to turn her down.  Journee might have to have a talk with her and set some boundaries.

Like maybe tell her, “Gee, Deja, I’m totally not interested in you sexually.  Nothing personal!  It’s because I’m not a lesbian.  Oh, and another thing: if you come across me having a squirting orgasm with a couple of other women, please don’t spit on me in the future.”

Yeah, that turn-down was imperfect, wasn’t it?

It would be so awkward to turn down a sexual advance from Deja.  It was Deja’s looks, or lack of looks, that made it awkward.  If Deja was beautiful, then, hey, it was simply because Journee was not a lesbian.  No matter how much lesbian sex Deja saw Journee participate in!

It would be almost insulting to have to turn down Deja.  It might come across as, “You’re not good enough looking for me.”

Which was actually true.

Deja wasn’t a looker.  It should be obvious to someone like Deja that Journee was not a match for her. 

If Journee wanted to have sex with a woman, it would be with someone her own age. 

If she wanted to have sex with a black person, it would be a man. 

If she wanted to have sex with her mom’s coworker, it would be someone higher ranking than her mom, not lower ranking.

And, most of all, man or woman, black or white, they fucking better be attractive!  And fucking treat her with respect!

Since when was treating her like shit a successful come-on?  That should have been Journee’s first thought.  If she had sex with an older, black, lower-ranking female coworker of her mother’s, they fucking better be sweet as pie to her!

Jesus, you let two young black African lesbians sexually dominate you, and then any old black lesbian thought they could dominate you, too?

It wasn’t that easy.  And neither was Journee!

But it probably wasn’t true that Deja would make a pass at her.  Deja had stayed on the sideline out by the pool.  She’d probably stay in her lane, so to speak.  She better!

Journee knew she couldn’t hang around all day under this umbrella by the pool.  It was heavily shaded even on a bright day, but her nudity would still be obvious to her mom if her mom came out here. 

The longer she waited, the more likely it was that her mom would return to their temporary home.

She had to make a dash for it.

Feeling like a streaker because she was technically a streaker, she ran towards her mom’s and her’s section of the Ambassador’s Residence.  There were four large buildings connected to one another, and she and her mom stayed in the biggest.  Deja was in one of the others, and the last two were empty.  The American Ambassador’s Residence was built for future occupancy.

She made it inside and slid the glass door closed behind her.

“Ain’t you looking sexy.”

Journee nearly jumped out of her skin.  She had no clothes to jump out of. She spun and saw Deja sitting on a soft couch.  This room was a sort of informal lounge, possibly for those who wanted to view the pool area but stay out of the sun or rain, as the case might be.

“Oh, uh, hi, Deja.”

“And hello to you, too, birthday suit girl.”

Journee felt the instinct to cover herself with her hands but knew Deja had already seen all that she had.  Deja had more than seen it.  She’d seen it in action.

Why was Deja sitting here in the Parrow section of the Ambassador’s Residence?  No one had invited her, had they?

Journee had a thought, one that felt like a certainty.  Deja wasn’t here, faced out looking at the pool, by accident.  The lounger under the umbrella that Journee had laid on was in the center of Deja’s view.

Deja sat in here watching Journee’s nude sleeping form.

Deja waited for Journee here.

Scary!  Especially with the way Deja looked at her right then.  Like Journee was a messy animal that should not be allowed in the house.  And yet there was a stronger feeling in that look.

Deja looked at her with lust in her eyes!

Journee didn’t like to have conversations while in the nude.  Hey, rule of thumb there, but she decided she needed to deal with this Deja issue, whatever it was, right away.  Otherwise, it would keep coming back.  Like déjà vu!

“Deja, we should talk about what you saw.  I mean, what you maybe thought you saw out there.”

“Thought I saw?  I know exactly what I saw.”

Yes, Journee supposed she did.

Deja stood up heavily, and Journee took a defensive step back.  She couldn’t help herself.  Deja intimidated her.  Deja was shorter but much stronger at double Journee’s weight.  And she was a decade or so older.  And she knew far too much about Journee’s recent sexual activities!

Deja said, “I think we do have things to talk about but not the things you think.  You can’t talk me out of knowing what I saw.  You can’t talk me out of my opinion of you.  You can’t talk me out of what I plan to do.”

Deja’s opinion of her?  What was it?  Did Journee want to know?  Probably not!  Journee had a pretty bad opinion of herself, and she was on her own side.  She couldn’t imagine Deja had a high opinion of her.  Especially after the spitting incident. 

But wait!  What was that other thing?  Deja had some plan?  What plan?  Did Journee want to know about it?  Probably not!

She hoped Deja would not tell her the plan.  Once someone spoke a plan out loud, they felt committed to it.  Shut up about the mystery plan!  Keep it a mystery!

Deja told her, “I’ll tell you my plan.”

Journee was afraid of that!

Journee tried to cut past the whole plan-telling thing.  There was something important she needed to know.

“Has my mom come home?”

“Oh, are you worried she’ll see you running around naked?”

No duh!  Of course Journee was worried about that.

Journee did not like how close to her Deja was now standing.  It probably wouldn’t seem too close when Journee was fully dressed, but nakedness added a need for distance.

“Yes, I’d rather she didn’t see me like this.  Look, I just want to go get dressed, and I’d like to know if she’s home.”

“She is home.  That’s all part of my plan.  Don’t worry.  I won’t let her see you naked.  But you have to come with me.  There’s something you have to see.  You need to be completely quiet and do as I say.”

Before Journee could agree or disagree, Deja grabbed her by the forearm and pulled her along.  Deja was strong, and Journee was thin and worn out from the day’s sexual exploits. 

They went through the downstairs and up the huge staircase, wide enough for a two-horse chariot. 

Journee stressed over her mom being home and somewhere nearby.  She couldn’t protest or struggle because it might bring Mom running.  Journee hoped Deja meant it when she said she wouldn’t let Mom see Journee like this.  But Journee did not trust Deja.  For all she knew, Deja might be taking her straight to her mom.

Deja was taking her straight to her mom! 

But not to turn Journee in to her mom.  Only to further turn Journee into a submissive lesbian….

Deja pulled Journee down the upstairs hallway.  They went past Journee’s bedroom.  Journee looked yearningly at the open doorway. Couldn’t she just quickly go in there and get dressed? 

Deja pulled her past the doorway.

No, Journee guessed she couldn’t get dressed yet.  Fuck.

It freaked Journee out because they’d already gone through so many areas of the main building.  Mom had to be somewhere.  It seemed like the odds of running into her had to be going up dramatically.

Deja pulled her towards the giant spa-sized bathroom at the end of the hallway but stopped about fifteen feet short of the closed door.  Journee thought she heard sounds coming from the bathroom.  Was that her mom’s voice?  They should walk away from the bathroom, not towards it!

Deja leaned against Journee and Journee wanted to tilt away as Deja put her mouth next Journee’s ear, “Time for you to be totally quiet.  Guess what?  You know how the liaisons, Rhone and Pindpo, got to know you, really know you, inside and out?  They’re doing the same thing with your mom.”

Wha-aaaaaa-aaaaaht?  Deja could not mean what it sounded like she meant.

Deja was so full of shit! 

Journee almost said as much.  She almost yelled as much.  But she had heard her mom’s voice coming from the bathroom.  It didn’t sound like she was talking to herself.  Mom didn’t do that.  The tone was all wrong.  Was there someone else in there with Mom? Could it be true that Rhone and Pindpo were in there with Mom?  Why?

There was something going on….

Journee said nothing.  She absorbed Deja’s words.

Deja jerked on Journee’s arm, bringing Journee so close to her that Journee’s bare breast pressed on Deja’s soft bicep and Deja’s lips made occasional damp contact with Journee’s ear as she whispered, “You need to listen so you can understand how things are and who your mom really is at her core. 

“Like from like, girlfriend.  The better you understand your mom, the better you get to know yourself, too.  Don’t you say a word, no matter what, and don’t you try to leave early or nothing.  If you do try, I’ll open that door and show your mom all of you and I’ll tell her what you’ve been up to with my two black sisters, Rhone and Pindpo.”

Journee got it.  Threat received; threat understood.  Deja sure wasn’t playing around!  But she was messing with Journee’s head.  Journee felt completely frazzled and uncertain of anything other than her need to cooperate or else.

But she did want to know what was going on with her mom and she wanted to know who her mom was talking to and what she was saying.

She thought she did.

Deja pulled her down the hallway.  At the bathroom door, Journee saw the door was open a crack.  That was good, she guessed, because she could hear better.  But it was bad because sound went both ways.  She had to be as quiet as a church mouse or her mom might hear her and come out to greet her like she usually did whenever she came home.

Deja pushed her to the front and stood behind her.  Right behind her.  As close behind her as possible.  Deja’s clothed front was up against Journee’s bare back and rear.

Was that really necessary?

No, it wasn’t.  Journee knew it wasn’t.  She bet Deja was a lesbian and was using this eavesdropping as an excuse to press her body on Journee’s.  What a bitch!

Did Deja think this would somehow turn on Journee and that Journee would want to have sex with her?  Hey, just because Journee had lesbian sex with two black women, twice, did not mean she’d ever have sex with a third!

Did Deja think she could rub up on Journee, and Journee would just let her?

…

Shit.  Journee had to let her do it.  Deja was too big to wrestle, or, really, Journee was too small to wrestle her, and Journee had to be completely quiet.

Double shit.  Deja knew she had Journee in a fix fixed in place, no protesting allowed.  Deja had to know it.  She’d made this circumstance happen. 

If Journee had to let Deja get away with this, pressing up against her, then what else might Deja try that Journee would have to also put up with?

How far might Deja go?

Deja wrapped an arm around Journee’s middle and Journee felt a sudden unexpected hot tremble.  The contact felt so sexual.  Almost anything did while she was nude.  Deja’s arm controlled her.  Journee felt imprisoned.  She’d be right here as long as Deja decided to keep her here….

In the bathroom, she heard voices other than her mom’s.  Those voices did sound like Rhone and Pindpo… with Mom.  But what Deja had insinuated simply could not be true.

Surely not….

Surely not!

Deja had insinuated Journee’s mom was in there, allowing the two young dominant African lesbians to get to know her the same way they’d gotten to know Journee.  Inside and out.

A ridiculous idea.

Journee’s mom was not a lesbian!

Journee’s mom was not a submissive of any kind, let alone of the lesbian variety. 

Even if her mom were those two things, lesbian and submissive, which she wasn’t, Mom wouldn’t… indulge… those interests with such young women, such black young women, two of them, or with native women of a country to whom she was the American ambassador.

And, even if Margot Parrow would allow herself to… get involved in that kind of relationship, there just wasn’t time for it to have happened.  Her mom barely knew those two girls and certainly wouldn’t allow anything no matter what but definitely not with her daughter nearby.

What, they’d meet and start having sex?  Just like that?

There was zero chance.

So it was quite a shock for Journee when Deja pushed her close to the crack between the doorjamb and the door, and Journee heard what she heard.

“Look, Pindpo!  Look at me now!” 

Journee recognized Rhone’s voice.

Journee assumed Rhone and Pindpo must be messing around in there, being silly or something.  Deja was wrong about Mom being in there.  Either wrong or lying.  Journee had thought she’d heard her mom in there, but her ears must have tricked her.

Journee heard splashing water.  The bathtub!  Rhone and Pindpo were playing around in the bath?

That brought back shameful memories to Journee.  That morning, those two foreign black bitches ambushed her, woke her up in bed, filled her up on boob milk, and got her exquisitely aroused but without satisfying her.  Then they brought her to the bathroom and gave her a bath.  They had Journee contribute quite personally to the bath.

They’d squirted breast milk in the bath Journee lay in!

They made her orgasm, and, in hindsight, she now knew they’d made her have a squirting orgasm into the bath water.  The sensation was different, but the result wasn’t obvious because of the water in the tub.  Journee had had her first squirting orgasm without even knowing she’d done it.

After that… they made her pee in the bath!

She’d lain in that mess!

Then they led her to the outdoor pool and took further advantage of her.

Wait a sec.  Had they ever drained the tub of that naughty nasty mixture?

Journee didn’t think they had.  She knew she hadn’t.  They’d pulled her straight from the bath to the outdoor pool.

What were they doing in there, playing in that used bath water and other fluids?  They were so weird!  And fucking nasty!  What were they thinking?

Then Journee heard more, and she tried not to believe it.

Pindpo laughed, a gasping aroused laugh, “Yes, you do it!  You ride the American mother slut.  You are the rider and she is the four-legged animal.”

Rhone laughed also, huskily, sounding thrilled, “It is more like riding a slide backwards.  Backwards on a back!”

Pindpo suggested, “Perhaps you should make her buck a little to seem more like an animal.”

“She will buck plenty when she orgasms.  I ride the slide.”

“I will also want to try this sometime.  Perhaps tomorrow when we fuck her again then.”

What the…?

Was this for real?

Did Deja put them up to this?

Or…

Was Journee’s mom, Margot Parrow, the American ambassador to Rambikku and… Journee’s mom!... in there on all fours in the bathtub while being ridden by Rhone!?!  Was Rhone riding Mom’s back!?!


Chapter Two

Journee heard water slapping at the edges of the tub.  She heard heavy breathing and moaning.  Was that a moan from her mother? 

Journee had never heard her mother moan.  She wasn’t sure if it was her that moaned.  But she also wasn’t sure it wasn’t her mom.

She wanted to look into the bathroom.  She wanted to see.  She had to cancel out this false belief that her mom might possibly be in there getting ridden by a black native girl.

If Mom was in the bath, then she’d be naked.  The native girls were naked more often than they wore clothes.

If Rhone was naked and was riding Mom’s naked back…

…that would be a whole new kind of bareback riding!

Journee wanted to see, to know for certain, but Journee did not want her mom to see her.  And what if it wasn’t a mistaken belief?  What if it really was happening? 

Journee did not want to know it for a fact.  Right now, she could still pretend this was some trick or misunderstanding.  Looking would remove all doubts. 

Maybe… maybe she should back away from this.  Maybe she should sneak back down the hallway and assume the best instead of finding out the worst.

Journee started to back away from the door, just instinct, not a conscious decision, but her back ran into Deja’s front.

Jesus.  Deja was right up on her! 

Journee thought Deja would back up from Journee’s shoulder blades pressing on her breasts.  Journee paused a few moments and finally understood that Deja wasn’t going to back away.  Deja wouldn’t give an inch. 

Shit.  Fuck.

Backing away wasn’t an option.  Going forward into the bathroom also wasn’t an option.

Journee felt crowded and trapped.  Because she was! 

Deja was pissing her off and creeping her out.  It was distracting having Deja’s big soft breasts ballooning against her back.  That just was not right.  Deja had to know she shouldn’t do this.

Journee guessed it was important to Deja that Journee listen in on Rhone and Pindpo and, maybe, just maybe, her mom in there.  Journee would have to let Deja get what she wanted.  But only to a very limited extent!

Were those two black bitches acting out a show to help trick Journee, or did they have some other “American mother slut” in there?  Because it sure couldn’t be Journee’s mom, Margot Parrow!

If someone made a list of the ten women in the world who were least likely to have a black native girl riding her back in a bath full of nasty water, Margot Parrow would have to make the Top five!

Journee listened intently to the hard breathing, moaning, and splashing water.

Oh.

Oh-oh.

Deja was….

Deja was doing something….

This bitch Deja was trying something!  She was making a move!

Deja had her left hand around Journee’s bare tummy, and her breasts were still pressed to Journee’s back.  That was already way too much contact in any circumstance, but especially because Journee was naked.

But Deja also had a right hand.

Journee first felt it on her right hip.  Oh.

Then she felt it slide over, across, but under her other arm and under Journee’s belly button.  Oh-oh.

Journee knew what Deja was after.  Just barely in time. 

She thought it was in time at the time.

Journee darted both her hands to grab Deja’s hand just in time.  Deja’s hand, palm flat on Journee’s abdomen, was just starting to slide down towards Journee’s pubic mound when Journee grabbed it.

Whew.

But not so fast.

As in, Deja’s hand did not slide down as fast as it was siding down before.

But it was still sliding down.

Journee’s hands pressed one on top of the other and on top of Deja’s flat hand.  Deja’s hand was caught between Journee’s hands and Journee’s lower tummy.  But Journee’s tummy, though firm, was still soft, and it allowed Deja’s hand to dig into it to borrow some space and progress downward.

All Journee could think was, “Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit!”

She knew she couldn’t make a sound.  Sounds would not help her.  She didn’t think her mom was really in the bathroom, so any sounds would only bring Rhone and Pindpo investigating, and Journee didn’t want to think about what they’d do with her.  They’d join in!  They’d help Deja, not Journee.

And, if Journee’s mom was in the bathroom, then, as unbelievable as it sounded, it meant her mom was being ridden!  Ridden in the bath, apparently with Rhone on top of her.

If Mom was in there getting ridden by a nude black girl, and Journee stumbled in, and the two liaisons pitched in with Deja to take advantage of Journee, then what would Mom do then?  Ride to Journee’s rescue?  Be ridden to Journee’s rescue?  Not likely!

Journee’s arms were weak from her activities that day, and her hands were damp with perspiration from the non-stop African heat.  But desperation was a wonderful strengthener, and she barely managed to slow Deja’s hand to near immobility. 

But then….

Rhone gasped, “I orgasm on this American mother slut!”

Pindpo gasped back, “Spray your nectar all over her, Rhone!”

Journee’s eyes bugged out, and her mouth opened from the combination of her personal situation and hearing such a personal conversation that might involve her mother.  Journee thought her mom might really be getting ridden and might really have a young, African, dominant lesbian orgasming on her back!

Then she heard Pindpo yell, “I cum again!  American mother slut, this time I will not hold you in place.  You must hold yourself in place, or we will punish you.  Drink all that I produce for you!”

Pindpo was also cumming?  Rhone was riding Mom’s back, and Pindpo was going to… squirt?... into Mom’s mouth?

This was crazy!  This couldn’t be happening!

If this was true, this was the worst thing ever!

It was the worst thing ever for Journee, but that did not mean it could not get worse.  Much worse.

Disconcerted, Journee lost her focus on her struggle with Deja’s hand.

Slip.

Slide.

Oh fuck!

Deja’s hand had slid right past Journee’s slippery hands and slipped right into Journee’s slippery slit.

Deja’s hand wasn’t satisfied with achieving its target.  Getting her hand on location was not enough for her.  Her hand dove in!

Up, down.

Up, down.

Journee’s hands shot down to try to recapture Deja’s hand.  She only managed to get them on top of Deja’s hand, and her efforts added pressure to the intimate contact. 

As Journee’s hands dropped into place, the sensations spiked upward into her core and blossomed in her mind.  In an automatic reaction, she tilted her face upward towards the ceiling, her neck taut, her body tensed.

Deja’s hand ignored Journee’s two late-arriving hands. 

Up, down.

Up, down.

Up, down.

Journee had to stop this!  Right away!

Up, down.

Up, down.

Up, down.

Why were her hands so weak now?  They were even weaker than before….

Up, down.

Up, down.

Up, down.

Journee heard Rhone demand, “Wait, Pindpo!  American mother slut, first tell us you look forward to drinking Pindpo’s nectar.”

Despite feeling out of breath and despite Deja’s all too active hand in between her legs, Journee froze.  This was it.  This was the moment of truth.

Either her mom was in there and she’d speak, or she wasn’t in there at all.  Now Journee would find out.

If Mom wasn’t in there, Journee would yell bloody murder.  Anything to throw Deja off so Journee could escape her grip.

But if Mom was in there and said something, then what?

Journee heard her mom, out of breath and with passion in her voice, but definitely her mom, “I want to drink her nectar!”

Rhone demanded, “Yes, we know this.  Tell us Rambikku is better than America.  Tell us all Rambikkuns are superior to all Americans.”

Journee was still mentally reeling from finding out for certain her mom was in the bathroom getting dominated by lesbians.  Mom was dominated by the exact same lesbians who’d dominated Journee! 

Rhone’s demand still struck Journee as awful.  They’d pulled that same shit with Journee!  It still stung Journee every time she thought about them making her betray America. 

Now they wanted to make her mom betray America also?  Jesus.  No!

Journee’s betrayal was meaningless to America.  But her mom was a different matter.  She was America’s ambassador to Rambikku!

Don’t do it, Mom!

Journee almost yelled it.  She wanted to stop it from happening.  But she had to stay quiet now more than ever.  Now she knew her mom was in there.  Hearing this stuff, knowing these things, was awful, but if her mom found out Journee knew, that would still make it worse.

It wasn’t just knowing Journee knew about her betrayal that would make things worse for Mom.

What if Mom saw her underling, her assistant, rubbing her hand on Journee’s pussy?  While Journee stood there naked!  That would also make it worse!  A lot worse!

So all Journee could do was helplessly listen.

She heard her mom gasp out, “Rambikku is better than America.  All Rambikkuns are better than all Americans.”

No, Mom!

Dammit!  They’d both betrayed America now.  But Mom’s betrayal was worse.  Journee’s betrayal was only in spirit and essentially harmless.  She did not officially represent America.  But Mom did.  She was the American ambassador here, and Mom talking that shit more than reflected badly on America.  It compromised Mom.  They could use it against her and against America!

Journee would not have thought her mom’s betrayal and humiliation could get worse than it already was, even as Deja’s hand sliding up and down her slippery pussy made her feel better and better in a totally unwelcome way.

But it did.  It got even worse.  And in the worst of circumstances, it got worse as her mom’s underling fondled Journee’s way too juicy pussy.

Rhone sounded like she was having fun, “Now tell us you are an American mother slut.”

“Yes, okay?  I am… that.  I’m an American mother slut!”

Rhone’s voice took on a sly note, “What kind of daughters does an American slut mother birth?”

Oh, no, Mom, don’t you do it!  Don’t say what they want you to say!

There was no answer immediately.  Good!  Her mom was resisting.  She still had some fight in her.  Sure, she betrayed America.  Whatever.  But Mom would not betray Journee.  Mom had Journee’s back.

Did she?  Would she have Journee’s back while a young native dominating lesbian road her back?

Or maybe Mom only delayed her answer because she was fighting for breath.  Journee heard panting though it could have been from any or all of the three women in the bathroom.

Journee heard something else.  Wet sounds.  Slick wet sounds.  They were different than before.  This wasn’t the slap of wavelets against the side of the bathtub.  This was something different.

And it was somewhere different.

It was coming from between Journee’s legs!  She was so wet.  Her pussy was dripping.  Deja’s bold hand worked Journee’s vulva like it was dough, and Deja was in a hurry to make a pizza.  A wet pizza. 

Journee had never had such a wet pussy ever before.  She knew it must be that damn Fika fruit they made her eat.  First, it made her squirt in the bathtub.  She hadn’t even known at the time.  Then it made her squirt again out by the pool.  While Deja watched!

And now it made her pussy sound like a splash toy.  Jesus.  Journee hoped her mom wouldn’t hear her pussy!

Deja’s hand slid up and down like she owned Journee’s pussy, like it was familiar territory to her, like she thought her black hand belonged where it was.  It didn’t!

Journee spread her legs a little.  She just did it.  She thought she did it to try to stop that wet noise Deja’s hand made from working her pussy.  Journee thought so, but she wasn’t sure.  Was it to stop the noise?  Was it because she felt the urge to spread her legs and give Deja’s unwelcome hand a more welcome access?

It did not stop those embarrassing wet sounds.

But she kept her legs slightly spread.  So maybe she hadn’t done it to stop the noises.

It did make Journee want to moan.  Deja’s hand felt good before, but now it felt even better.

Jesus.  If this kept up much longer….

Journee heard the bath water splash hard.

Then she heard her mom squeal, followed by a short flurry of splashes.

She heard Rhone demand, “I asked the American slut mother a question, and she will answer it.  What kind of daughter does an American slut mother give birth to?”

As Journee heard the demand, she felt Deja’s hand also making demands in Journee’s pussy.

Journee’s legs eased further apart.  She didn’t know why.  She had no excuse now. 

It was just happening and she was just letting it happen.  Her body did things without permission.  Her pussy got wet and her legs spread.  No permission!  Everything was just happening.

She bet this was how her mom felt right then also.  She thought her mom had sounded even more turned on than she felt.

Fuck, her mom was in there with one African girl on her back and with her face in between the other African girl’s thighs….

Mom didn’t stand a chance, did she?

And then her mom said it.

“An American slut mother gives birth to American slut daughters!  I’m a slut and I’m sure Journee is too!”

The African girls giggled in wicked delight.

Pindpo said, “Yes, it is good.  By the way, we are even much surer than are you!”

Oh shit!  They wouldn’t tell Mom about her, would they?

Journee heard more moans, splashes, groans, and heavy breathing.  But blessedly, she did not hear the liaisons reveal her recent sexual activities.

Then she heard Pindpo say, “American slut mother, your words have aroused me greatly.  Do it now.  Swallow down my splash of nectar!”

Journee could not help picturing it.  Was it happening?  She didn’t hear Mom protesting….

Deja dared to murmur in Journee’s ear, “Fuck yeah.  Your momma is slutting it up for those freaky Af-freak-a girls.  Your momma just as subby slutty as you are.”

Was it true?

It sounded true.

It felt true. Was that truth, or was it the feel of Deja’s hand?  True or not, something felt extremely real between her legs. 

Journee still tried to push away Deja’s hand, but it would be fair to say she did not try as hard as before and possibly only tried at all because she knew she’d fail.  So there was no harm in trying.

She wished it was a young man’s hand between her legs.  And a white one.  And that the young man was handsome and kind.  But, if he was so kind, would he make Journee listen to her mom getting lesbian fucked and dominated and humiliated?  Journee bet not, and she no longer wanted to miss out on this insight into her mom’s true character.

Now Journee knew who Mom really was.  A weak-willed slut!  Journee didn’t have to feel so bad about herself.  It turned out it was a case of bad genes.  It wasn’t her fault she was a slut.  It was Mom’s fault!

Journee’s respect for her mom drained away.  But it also replenished a little, in one category.  It turned out her mom was sexy as fuck.  She was passionate in a selfless, abandoned way that was incredible to listen in on. 

More than selfless.  Mom had no shame during sex!  Betray herself, betray her country, betray her daughter!  She did it all, said any damn thing, and it sounded like she let her lovers do whatever they wanted.  No limits!

No one should do that but it was sexy that Mom did it.

Journee had always thought her mom was choosy, way too choosy, about dating.  But, then again, this was no date Journee was listening in on.  If it was, then her own date, sneaky Deja, was way too handsy for a first date.  Or a second!

Mom could not be nearly as selective about lovers as Journee had thought.  Mom sure didn’t rule out multiple lovers at once, black ones, females, or ones as young as her own daughters!

Journee could respect her mom as one hell of a slut, someone others would fight for to use sexually, but all other respect for her mom was now deeply faded.  What the fuck kind of ambassador fucks the natives?  Not counting missionaries as ambassadors, of course. 

What the fuck kind of mother fucks loudly, in the bathroom, with the door cracked open while her daughter was home?

A fucked and fucking mother.

For that matter, what kind of mother steals her youngest daughter’s lovers?

A slutty mother!

Journee was still mad at Rhone and Pindpo and did not like their pushy ways, but, damn it, they were her liaisons, weren’t they?  Now Mom was horning in!

She resented Deja for making her hear this.  But she was also grateful.  Just like she resented Deja mauling her and doing as she pleased to please Journee.  But her pussy was grateful, and if Journee’s hands ever did force Deja’s hand to move away, her pussy would probably try to follow Deja’s hand.

Her pussy was like a newly adopted puppy that decides to try to ditch you for somebody they met in the park.  Journee’s pussy was the puppy and Deja’s hand was the animal-friendly stranger in the park.

Deja’s hand was petting Journee’s pussy puppy!

Deja was too damn good at petting pussy.  She was better at it than Journee, and Journee was supposed to know her own pussy.

How was that possible?  Deja could not know Journee’s pussy better than Journee did.  Which left what?  There was something else going on here.  There was something else at play as Deja played with her pussy.

Did Journee like this?  Beyond the physical sensations?

Her two half-days spent with those liaisons may have changed her.  They were tricky bitches, and now Deja was all tricky and manipulative also, just like them. 

Rhone and Pindpo made her orgasm so many times and so powerfully.  Now Deja had Journee’s pussy wanting another orgasm.  Journee was responding strongly.  Was it some kind of an association thing?  Did she think Deja could work the same magic on her?

Maybe, but Journee thought there was something else also at play.

Her mom.  Hearing how passionately submissive she was.  Hearing her get dominated.  Those things would sound sexy if it was happening to a stranger.  But it was sexier that it was her mom because even just hearing it was so naughty and felt so wrong and all these wrong things kept making Journee cum like gangbusters.

Would more naughtiness work the same magic but with only one unattractive older black woman instead of two beautiful young black women?

It sure felt like it might!

Journee realized she wanted to keep listening to this.  It was fascinating.  It was hot.  She wanted to stay.

And Deja’s hand?  Well…

… it was just a hand, right?  And an arm around her tummy?  And breasts pressed to her back?

So… not a big deal?

Who was she kidding?  It was a big deal and a terrible thing, but her pussy sure liked it.

Jesus.  She knew it now.  She would not leave if she had the chance and she would not have asked Deja to take her hand away even if she thought Deja might listen to her.  Especially if she thought Deja might listen to her!

Journee listened and she heard those wet sounds from her pussy, but the wet slicking sounds were disguised by all the splashing in the bathroom.  From what Journee had understood so far, Rhone was riding on top of Mom’s back and Pindpo was riding Mom’s face with her pussy.  A pussy that squirted when it orgasmed!

So, Mom must be on all fours in the bathtub.  Journee thought it was the only way that scenario worked, and it would account for all this splashing.

Journee really wished she could see it.  She wanted to see it.  She wanted to see those black bitch liaisons, her own lovers, dominate her mom so completely and so hard that they were literally riding her!

She was such a bad daughter for wanting to see it.  But, hey, she was honest with herself, right?

Journee’s eyes widened with a new influx of pleasure.  The pleasure was from Deja working a finger into her pussy.  She hooked it in and worked it back and forth, in and out in a curve, like a smooth wide hook.  It felt way too good and it felt like some kind of next level. 

Deja’s finger was inside her!  There was a huge increase in sensations.  Yes, before there were five on her pussy working on her pussy.  The other four were still doing that.  But Deja’s middle finger, the biggest one, was now inside Journee.

Inside her!

It crossed some boundary.  It took this bizarre situation from fondling – super heavy fondling – to penetration.  It wasn’t a penis inside her, but it was penetration.

By Mom’s coworker!  Mom’s underling!  A much older black woman!

Journee also felt the mental penetration of a naughty thought.  Deja was able to do this to Journee, get her here listening and unable to protest, and get her all set up with arousal from the sexy things she heard because of Journee’s mom.  Because of Mom!

If mom wasn’t letting that stuff in there happen to her, then Journee would not be out here letting this stuff happen to her!

It was Mom’s fault there was a finger up her pussy!

It was Mom’s fault that… that… that Journee felt so slutty and might be about to cum on Deja’s hand!

Oh, God!  Was she going to squirt on Deja’s hand?  How long did the effects of the Fika fruit last?

Journee had a feeling she would soon find out….

She heard more splashing in the bathroom.  And moans.  And then Pindpo made a loud grunt.

Was Pindpo cumming?  Journee thought she was.

Was she squirting?  Almost certainly.

How was Mom handling that?  Or mouthing it?  Would she do as Pindpo ordered and “swallow down the nectar?”

Journee heard gulping sounds. 

Jesus.

Mom was doing it.

Mom was such a girl-cum-guzzling slut!

Journee listened hard and tried to keep herself from cumming hard.  Deja slid another wide finger into her.  Oh, it was so hard to keep from cumming!

But she didn’t want to cum like this.

Maybe they could sneak down the hallway?  She’d gladly take Deja into her bedroom.  Just to finish this.  The thing with the hand.  No for any sort of lesbian sex.  Not that.  Just a private two-person masturbation session.

Journee would have suggested it but those fingers were too good.  They took her breath away.  She had no air for asking favors or questions.

And she wanted to hear what else happened with her mom.  She needed to hear it.

She heard more splashing and other wet sounds, both from her pussy and the same kind of sound possibly coming from someone else’s pussy in there, one as wet as Journee’s.  Was that the sound of her mom’s wet pussy getting rubbed or fingerfucked?

Then she heard what sounded like a wounded animal screech.  She’d never heard her mom screech before, but that said, it sounded like her mom.

Her mom was cumming!  She was orgasming so hard that she screeched like a possessed owl!

That was… hot!  A little hard on the ears, but it pierced into Journee in cooperation with Deja’s fingers, like the shriek and the fingers were DPing her pussy and her mind.

And then her mom wasn’t the only one cumming.

Journee made a choked erk sound, so quiet it was almost the opposite of her mom’s screech.  Deja must have recognized what was going on because her fingerfucking became a blur. 

Journee already had enough sensation and naughty audio input to cum hard.  The furious fingerfucking added to that made her orgasm explode into some next-level orgasm.  She wobbled and gobbled.  Deja moved her other hand up to cover Journee’s mouth.

As Journee’s orgasm crested like a wave, a wave of girl juice blasted out of her and against Deja’s rubbing hand.

Journee could barely think, “Oh, fuck, I did squirt on Deja’s hand…!”


Chapter Three

They were in Journee’s bedroom. 

Deja had wrestled Journee – only her slack form, not due to actual resistance – down the hallway and into Journee’s room. 

Journee lay on the bed, nude and dazed.  Dazed and amazed.

Her mom.  Her mom was a slut.  A slut who submitted to the same two African bitches that had also dominated Journee.

And Journee?  She thought she was just as much of a submissive slut as her mom.  They were both perverted sluts!  She’d listened to her mom get dominated and humiliated, heard her mom betray their country and her daughter, and, as she listened, Journee had let Deja fingerfuck her to a squirting orgasm.

That had to fit under the slut umbrella.

Journee tried to get her head right.  She needed to focus on the here and now.  The present.

Journee knew she was at risk even if she didn’t know the exact nature of the risk.

This was a situation.  Or a continuance of the situation.  She was nude and alone in her bedroom with Deja. 

Deja, as it turned out, was some species of lesbian. What kind?  Was she the dominant kind like Rhone and Pindpo?  She sure was pushy, and she’d forced Journee to listen to her mom’s sexual submission.

Fuck.  Journee was sure Deja was dominant.  Deja was like the liaisons, except she was a decade older than Journee, an American, worked with her mom, and, unlike the liaisons, was none too attractive.  But she was just as black!

What were the odds that a dominant lesbian would be satisfied with only fingerfucking Journee and wouldn’t want anything else?

Not good odds on that.

Journee already knew dominants were selfish people all about what they wanted.  Journee guessed that the submissives also got what they wanted.  For instance, she seemed to be submissive and she kept having these huge orgasms.  It was not really what she wanted.  She did not want to be submissive to anyone, let alone Rhone or Pindpo.  And certainly not Deja!

She only wanted it in the moment.  Before the moment was fear and after the moment was regret.

Even though the dominants and the submissives both got what they wanted, the pleasure of the submissive seemed secondary or like a byproduct of the dominant’s pleasure.  The dominants got what they wanted and the submissives fit their needs, wants, and pleasures around what the dominant wanted.

Journee had seen it in Deja’s eyes when Journee came in from the outdoor pool.  Deja had wants.  Journee felt it in her weakened self, her own wants that made her weak. 

She’d give Deja whatever Deja wanted.  She’d do whatever Deja wanted her to do.  She had no will or energy to resist yet she knew she’d have all the energy she needed to do whatever Deja wanted her to do.  And she knew she’d probably do it with an unhealthy amount of enthusiasm.

She felt it already.  A dark enthusiasm as she watched Deja get naked.

Yeah, Deja probably wasn’t getting naked for no reason, was she?

Deja was unattractive before.  But now, this turned on, and with the situation so incredibly naughty, Journee felt dark insidious attraction as Deja’s nude form was revealed.

Deja, naked now, approached Journee, who lay almost spreadeagled on her new big bed.  When she first arrived at the Ambassador’s Residence, Journee had been enthused about her big bed, the biggest one she’d ever had in her life.  But really, as it turned out, all it meant was more space for a dominant to take advantage of her.

Rhone and Pindpo took her on this bed first thing this morning.  They woke up Journee in order to take advantage of her.  They’d pounced on her.  They made her submit, and they’d made her perform for them sexually.  But they hadn’t let her orgasm until they had her in that nasty tub and made her make it all the nastier.

Journee had yet to orgasm on her new bed.  She wondered if Deja would rectify that oversight. 

But she thought Deja would orgasm first.  Deja was the dominant in this bedroom.  Normally her abnormal needs would come first.  Journee had cum first, out in the hallway, but they both knew it was past due for Deja’s orgasm.

Journee knew Deja expected her to help out.  Deja would make her help out.  Journee felt a delicious dark commitment to do what she should not want to do.  It felt like she’d agreed to it though she hadn’t.

Deja came to the edge of the bed and then… kept on coming.  She climbed onto the bed and climbed over Journee.  She laid on top of Journee.

Journee felt an electric shock from the contact.  All that nude skin against her naked body.  Deja was heavy on her and her weight took Journee’s breath away, as did the weight of the situation.

Journee knew this was going to be some full-fledged lesbian action. Knowing it weighed heavier on her mind than the weight of Deja’s body.  And the knowledge was more electric than Deja’s initial physical contact.

Journee was more than unsure about wanting this.  She was sure she didn’t want this and would give this no chance at all in any kind of normal circumstance.  But it was happening and her healthy young body was responding, rallying to the sexual call of duty.

Deja pressed her mouth aggressively onto Journee’s mouth.  For a wild moment, Journee did not know what to do and truly did not know what she would do. 

Deja pushed her tongue into Journee’s mouth.  Journee’s complete indecision was permission.  She wasn’t prepared to resist, and so she had no chance.

Deja’s tongue rooted around in Journee’s mouth.  Journee’s eyes were wide.  She stared at Dej’s upper face and the ceiling above them.

No help up there.

There was certainly no help coming from Mom.  (Mom was such a perverted slut!)

No help from herself either.

Journee felt like a victim and then like more than a victim.  She had a situational sense of masochism.  This was really happening so she may as well participate and make it as bad / good as possible.  She may as well be a slut like her mom.  If sluttiness was good enough for mom, then it must be good enough for her.

Journee closed her eyes.

Journee slid her tongue against Deja’s.  Back and forth.

Journee decided to just treat that tongue like it belonged to a guy she was into.

Journee sucked on Deja’s tongue.

Deja made a pleased grunt, noting Journee’s responses.

Journee pushed her pelvis upward against Deja’s mass.

Deja made another pleased grunt into Journee’s mouth.

Damn Deja.  Journee bet Deja felt high and mighty and pretty fucking pleased with herself for getting Journee working to please her.

Damn this bitch.

Journee pushed her pussy up. 

Journee spread her legs. 

Journee rubbed her whole body upward and side to side, seeking more contact, not escape. 

Journee sucked on Deja’s tongue and Journee made little moans as she did it.  Journee hated this but it felt so sexy.  She didn’t want to be a slut, but she felt so slutty and sluttiness felt so good. 

Deja’s hands rubbed up and down Journee’s body on the sides of Journee’s body.  The front of their bodies were in full contact from their noses to their toes.  Deja’s hands didn’t have much room but they pressed the sides of Journee’s little breasts and made them squish inward and upward against Deja’s larger breasts.

For Journee, the kissing was terrible because it did not feel terrible.  She did not know this woman, not really, did not find her attractive, and wasn’t even a lesbian.  Well, until the last couple of days.  Why was this kiss so hot?  Why was she getting so turned on?

She kissed back and thought she knew why she reacted this way.  She was still turned on from hearing her mom get dominated and from her own orgasm.  She had that embarrassing squirting orgasm in the hallway but she was still humming with arousal even before Deja started in on her in the bedroom. 

Deja did not have to kindle Journee’s lust in the bedroom.  She rekindled lust that was already in flame. 

Deja laying on top of her and kissing her so demandingly and fondling her did not start the fire.  It put more dry wood on the fire. 

Journee humped up against Deja.  Deja humped back harder.  She had the top position, the weight, the certainty of her lust without reservation, and the dominance.

Deja pulled her mouth free of Journee’s mouth, “You’re hot for it, you little sassy bitch.”

Journee knew it wasn’t a question.  It was a fact.

Deja told her, “I like you rubbing that red-fringed trim up on me.  Yes, I do.  But you need to earn your next orgasm.  I’m gonna make you work for it.”

That was… maybe fair?  Journee guessed it was fair.  She’d cum and Deja hadn’t. 

But… it was Deja.  Deja.  The black lady who worked for her mom, a black lady a decade older than her.

It was just so disconcerting whenever Journee thought about who Deja was.  Or when she looked at Deja.  Deja still wore those too-big and too-thick glasses.  Her glasses were steamed up a little.

Deja looked at her hard, almost confrontationally, but what she said did not sound confrontational, “Your face is so cute.  It’s so sexy.”

That was nice of her to say.  Gee, make a girl blush. 

Deja had seemed almost scary, and sort of mean out by the pool, what with the spitting and all.

But once you got to know her… maybe….

Deja declared, “That face you got is so sexy I just have to sit on it.”

Sit… on it?

Did she mean…?

She did.

Deja climbed up Journee’s helplessly prone small body.  She climbed up and rose up.  She sat on Journee’s stomach and air oofed out of Journee’s lungs.  Then Deja took a big-ass step forward and landed on Journee’s chest, squishing her modest breasts. 

Journee felt desperate for air but could not draw a breath.

Deja looked down at her intently, “I’m going to sit on your fucking face.  I’m going to fuck your fucking face.”

Journee knew she meant it!

Journee needed air!

Just before Journee felt true panic, Deja rose up on her knees.  Journee could not help taking in the sight of Deja’s pelvis.  It was so wide!  So big!  It was the pelvis of a woman who should be two feet taller than short Deja.  If that two-foot taller woman was also heavyset.

Deja kneed forward one knee and then the next.

Deja’s pussy was directly above Journee’s face!

Journee looked up at her immediate fate.  She knew where that pussy was going.  That pussy was going to—

Deja sat on Journee’s face.  Journee felt engulfed, swamped, buried in pussy.  She’d seen it coming but still made some kind of muffled protest.  She knew Deja wouldn’t listen to her and she didn’t even try to form words.  But she just had to protest.

Couldn’t she just crawl between Deja’s legs while Deja lay on her back?

No, she couldn’t.

Now Journee knew that all pussy licking was the same or equal. 

Deja humped down on her.  Journee’s head pressed into the bed, and the bed pushed her face back up into Deja’s pussy.

Deja was fucking her face!

Deja husked out, “I’m fucking that cute white face!”

See!?!

There was nothing Journee could do about it, but she decided, feeling anger along with her arousal, that there was something she could not do.  She would not lick!  Deja could take and fuck her face but Deja wouldn’t get Journee’s tongue!

Deja hadn’t asked her out on a date or asked for any permission at any point in time to do any of this.  Journee knew why.  Because, if Deja had, Journee’s answers would have been no. 

Deja was not attractive.  Not really.  At least, she was nowhere near to Journee’s level of physical appearance.  Journee felt like Deja should feel lucky, privileged, and maybe honored if Journee did anything with her.  Even if they just held hands!

Deja should be asking.  Deja should be treating Journee like a princess!  At the least!

People did not get to sit their nude wet pussies on the faces of princesses!

Journee could not stop Deja now from this position, but she swore this was the only time anything like this would happen with Deja, and she swore she wouldn’t help out in any way.  Well, in any way beyond supplying a face to hump.

Deja could fucking face hump away and fuck Journee’s face.  Journee had no say in that, especially with Deja’s pussy spread and pressed onto Journee’s mouth.  But Journee would not lick!

As far as Journee was concerned, Deja was just masturbating via Journee’s face.

There.  Take that.  Deja would get nothing else from Journee.

Deja felt otherwise, “Girl, get to licking.  Else maybe I’ll fuck your whole face up into my pussy and I don’t think there’s much air for you up in there.”

What the fuck?  Was Deja threatening to suffocate her?

Journee realized it was an effective threat.  Plausible and spoken with convincing determination.  She didn’t think Deja could get her face all the way in her pussy, no way, but the point was that Deja knew Journee was desperate for air, and Deja knew she controlled Journee’s airflow.

Okay then.  Fuck it.  Journee was feeling horny anyway.  It was hard to ignore a pussy pressed to her face.  It felt unnatural to not lick it.

Journee gave in to nature, her need for air, and Deja’s dominance, all at the same time.

She licked.

She licked again.

She licked better.

She licked deeper.

Deja grunted, “Thatta girl.  That’s such a good white savage.  You’re making yourself useful now.”

Deja was into that white savage crap also?

Journee felt a bit like a savage.  Orgasming here, there, and everywhere.  Treated like an animal at times.  Ruled by lust instead of orderly thoughts.

Journee kept licking.  Deja rose up slightly and gave Journee some space to work with.  Enough to get full use out of her tongue.  Journee sucked in air through her nostrils.  Deja’s scent filled her nose and her lungs.  It was intense and so personal.  To Journee, it was the scent of wickedness and temptation.  It did not smell bad, but it was bad that she was smelling it.

Deja said, “Mmmm, yes, that is such a good little white savage.”

It felt like a big compliment despite the insulting “white savage” term.  Journee thought it was so unfair.  She was more than just her white skin, and she was civilized!  Deja should not judge her based on her skin color and should not assume she was a savage simply because she was white.

But she guessed it was still a compliment.  And it was an expectation also.  Deja thought she was a white savage and expected her to behave like one.  That felt like some sort of permission.

Journee burrowed her face upward, extended her tongue fully, and made almost a growling sound.

She was acting like a white savage!

It felt nasty and naughty and pretty damn good.

Deja liked it, “Yes, you ignorant white savage.  You’re feeling it now.  Your true self.”

Ignorant?  That was so insulting.  But a bit true also in that Journee was ignorant of what Deja intended and hadn’t known she could ever be susceptible to lesbian advances from Deja.  Or sexual domination from African liaisons. 

And Journee was feeling something now.  An eagerness to please.  She was into this pussy pleasing more than literally. 

Alright, she felt things, emotions she should not feel, and she was a little ignorant.  How ignorant?  Who knew?  No one ignorant truly understood how ignorant they were, or they would not be so ignorant.

But this was not her true self!  Her true self was heterosexual.  She was young, but she had no doubt that by her late twenties, or early thirties at the latest, she’d be married (to a man!) and have at least a child by then if not several.

This was not her true self!

Deja bounced her pussy liberally onto Journee’s mouth and didn’t care the times she missed and stamped her soaked pussy onto Journee’s nose or forehead.

“You are a white savage and your purpose in life is to serve black pussy.  That’s how shit works around here, and I have it on good authority that you’ll stay in Rambikku a long fucking time.  Decades.  Maybe your whole life.  So, you need to get with what you are and why you exist.  You live to serve black pussy.”

That was a lot to swallow while swallowing more of Deja’s pussy juice.  Deja’s pussy was drenched and now so was Journee’s face, hairline, and neck.  Deja was at least extremely turned on, and Journee thought she had perhaps had a few bites of that Fika fruit.

Journee’s purpose was to serve black pussy!?!  That wasn’t true!  Although, admittedly, she’d done quite a bit of that lately, three different black pussies in a little over one twenty-four-hour period.

But it was not her “purpose in life!”

Unless… that was one of the things she was ignorant about until now.  Was Deja deceiving her or educating her?

It had to be bullshit.  That part about Journee staying in Rambikku for decades was quite clearly bullshit.  That was so not going to happen. 

Journee licked and rolled her face upward against Deja’s pussy and did her best to please.

Yeah, she guessed for the moment, just right then, her purpose was pleasing black pussy.

And she thought she was doing pretty good.  Deja moaned and groaned and wasn’t talking as much now.  Deja didn’t have enough air for talking.  Join the club, Deja!

She thought Deja was near orgasm.  She wanted Deja to orgasm.  She knew it was true it was what she wanted.  It wasn’t a constructive truth.  It wasn’t so that Journee would get this over with and could breathe freely again. 

Journee wanted to accomplish it, to make it happen, to make Deja orgasm, for Deja.  To please Deja directly, physically, and no doubt emotionally.  This bitch would definitely be pleased with herself that she forced Journee to please her, and for some reason, maybe submissiveness, Journee wanted that also.

Journee guessed that white savages whose mission in life was to please black pussy likely felt the same way she did.  Actual white savages, not pretend ones like Journee.  But if the white savages and Journee felt the same and acted the same, it must be hard to tell them apart.

No wonder Deja thought Journee was a white savage!

Journee would need to find a way to differentiate herself from white savages.  When she got the chance.  So that Deja didn’t keep making the same mistake.

Deja pressed a hand to Journee’s forehead and knelt up higher as Journee’s head depressed.  Journee sucked in air, and Deja did also.  A few drips and dribbles of pussy juice fell into Journee’s gasping mouth. 

She saw them but did not care.  Or maybe it turned her on?  Yes, it was a turn-on.  She was serving this black pussy like a useful white savage, and those tasty drips were proof. 

They were not truly tasty, not in a five senses way, but they brought the inner taste of dark submission.  It was a wrongly delightful flavor.

Deja recovered her breath enough to do what she intended to do.

Journee heard a sound and didn’t place it though it struck her as not at all a sexual sound.

It was like Deja was clearing her throat but longer, rougher, and more phlegmy….

Deja tipped her face forward, made aggressive eye contact with Journee, and spat down on her!

A huge wad of thick saliva!

It splatted onto Journee’s left cheek and slid down into her ear.

Journee was shocked and had no idea how to respond.  She was still helpless in this position and helpless against her lust.

Deja spit on her face!  On purpose!

That was so…!

That was what? 

It wasn’t a turn-off, even though it should be a dealbreaker.

Instead, it made Journee feel…

…well…

…like a white savage who the owner of the black pussy she served felt nothing but scorn for…!

Which was, inexplicably, a massive turn-on.  Journee felt desperate to get her hands down to her pussy.  She had important work down there waiting for her hands.  But her arms were trapped by Deja’s legs.  Feeling aroused and needy made her feel more helpless than ever.

But that only fed the flames of her arousal yet higher.

As did what Deja said next and then did next.

Deja said, “I spit on you, white savage.  I like to spit.  I’ll be spitting on you every day, and you’re going to take it, and you’re going to fucking like it.  Why?  Because you’re a white savage and because from now on, I’m your Black Mistress.  You will work for me, but this won’t be no fucking banker’s hours.  This will be a job for you that requires every minute of your time all the time.  Oh, and you sure won’t get paid except in pussy juice and spit.”

Holy shit…!

Journee thought Deja was way too overboard now while on board her.  Deja had such an active imagination!  But it felt real.  It felt real to Journee.  She thought she might believe it just a little.  She thought she probably believed it more than Deja did.

Deja said, “I missed.  I was trying to get you right between the eyes.  But I only have so much spit to give.  I’ll do it between your eyes next.”

Next time…?

There better not be a—

Deja said, “Open your slutty white savage mouth as wide as you can.  I’m gonna give you some to push up into my pussy.”

Even as Journee thought this was foul and outrageous and why would Deja ever think she’d do that, her mouth was already opening wider and wider, stretching her lips.

Maybe it wasn’t such a crazy expectation.  Deja was getting her way again!

Deja took her time and hawked up a big loogie. 

Journee kept her mouth as wide open as she possibly could.  It wasn’t because she knew Deja would make her do it no matter what.  That was true enough, but that wasn’t in Journee’s thought process.  It was more like she had no thought process at all.

Journee was in reaction mode.  She reacted to sensations and to orders.  Those were her guides, her only guides for now, and they consistently guided her in the wrong direction.

Deja pushed the loogie out of her mouth, and this time her accuracy was perfect.

Plop.

Right into Journee’s open mouth.

Deja directed, “Now close that slutty white savage mouth.”

Journee closed her mouth.  She felt the loogie on her tongue and sliding towards the back of her throat.

Deja ordered, “Now roll that fucking spitball all around your mouth.  Enjoy my spit gift.  Treat it right.”

Journee obeyed.  It was so nasty, the idea of it, that it made her want to throw up.  And it was so nasty, the idea of it, that Journee wanted to fuck and be fucked.

Deja said, “I changed my mind.  I wish I could shoot cum up your pussy.  I wish I had milk in my titties like all these fucking Rambikkun bitches.  But I don’t.  But at least my pussy juice and spit can get inside you.  Swallow it!  Swallow it for your Black Mistress!  Swallowing it means I am your Black Mistress.  That’s what makes it official.”

Wait, what, it meant what?  It couldn’t mean that, could it? 

Just in case, she would not do it!  She did not want Deja to get another wrong idea in her head to team up with all those other ones, like, for instance, that Journee was a white savage.

But Journee could not stand that big wad of spit in her mouth, rolling back and forth and cocooned with her own spit now.  She couldn’t stand it because it turned her on. 

It shouldn’t. 

It did. 

The longer it stayed in her mouth and the more she rolled it around in her mouth, the more turned on she was.  And she was already so turned on!  She needed an orgasm – again! – and could not touch herself.

She couldn’t stand being this turned on!  Not even on her back!

And she couldn’t stand the way Deja looked into her eyes.  Even through Deja’s thick glasses, her eyes were so demanding.  Deja’s eyes ordered Journee as much as Deja’s words did.

It wouldn’t.  Swallowing this wad of spit would not mean Deja was Journee’s Black Mistress.

Would it?

Journee would be obeying an order from Deja.  That was exactly what a white savage with a Black Mistress would do for her Black Mistress.  The white savage would obey.

Journee felt a sense of loose abandonment.  She guessed she’d find out if it meant what Deja said it meant.  She’d learn by doing it.  Wasn’t that supposed to be the best way to learn?  Hands-on experience?  Mouth-on experience?  One way or another, she’d be a little less ignorant.

Journee sensed that not all learning was good, but….

Journee swallowed.  A big thick gulp.  She felt physical revulsion and a disgust for herself.  And she felt as turned on as she’d ever been in her young life.

Deja looked at her with mean victory in her eyes.

Her Black—

She meant to think, and quickly corrected herself, that Deja was a bitch.  Such a bitch.

Who treated someone else this way?

Then again, who got turned on by taking that treatment?

A Black Mistress and a white savage, perhaps?

Journee wondered if it was true.  She rolled it around in her mind.  She could almost taste it.

And then she tasted something else. A mental spit load of defining humiliation.

Deja declared, “That’s it then.  You’ve agreed.  I’m your Black Mistress and you’re my white savage.  One of them.  You can decide to do it, and you have, but remember, you can’t undecide to do it.  What’s done is done.”

Was it really so final?

Journee was only “one of” Deja’s white savages?  Who else did she have?  When did she have time to get another one?

Deja sat down hard on Journee’s face.

Deja bounced up and down slightly as Journee licked up and down powerfully and deeply into the folds of her pussy. 

They went right back at it, each in her role.  The Black Mistress rode her new white savage’s face, and the white savage’s face and mouth sought to please the Black Mistress and succeeded.

Deja yelled, “Fuck yes!”  Then she orgasmed and rode Journee’s face hard, bouncing Journee’s head on the mattress.  Journee had almost no fresh air in her lungs.

Deja’s orgasm died down a little before Journee completely ran out of air.


Chapter Four

When Deja rolled off Journee’s face and Journee sat up, Journee felt like she was in a whole new world.

She blinked.  It was still daytime and it was bright out.  But the future looked dark.

A future of black female flesh.

Journee came to this country two days ago as a heterosexual.  Now?  Not so much.

She’d never had lesbian sex or interracial sex or sex with more than one sexual partner or with someone more than two years older than her.

Now she had done all those things.  Or were they done to her?

Her circumstance just kept getting worse or more submissive or both.  This morning, she only had two black women sexually dominating her, and they were her age. 

Now she was up to three black female sexual partners.  But it wasn’t a partnership at all.  Rhone and Pindpo dominated her and did as they pleased with her.  And Deja?

Deja was her Black Mistress.  Maybe.  It felt like it. 

Deja thought so. 

Journee did not want to think so.

Shit, Deja was hardly arm candy, was she?  It sounded like hard work having a Mistress at all, but it was much worse to have one you were ashamed of in addition to the shame of your submission.

Journee’s girlfriends used to ask why she wasn’t exclusive with Travis because he was, in their estimation and, truth be told, in Journee’s estimation as well, a “hottie.”  Anyone would have understood her accepting him as her boyfriend based on physical appearance alone.

No one would accept Deja on that same basis.  Not even without counting the lesbian and much older aspects.  Those two elements posed their own problems.

Journee started on this lark of a trip to Central Africa chock full of self-respect and with a respectable mom.  When Journee left America, Mom was the person who she most respected in the world.

Now Journee couldn’t detect her own self-respect.  No, it was worse than that.  She felt a kind of scorn for herself.  So weak.  So slutty.  She’d never realized.

And Journee’s mom?  The oh-so-respected one?

It turned out Mom was a total slut for black pussy.  As much of a slut or more of a slut than Journee!

If her mom was so much like her, how could Journee respect her mom when she could not respect herself?

Journee noticed Deja was looking at her.  That felt… ominous. 

It forced Journee to think about how she looked.  She must look like she was fresh from dirty sex.

Were they done here?  Journee was a little surprised to realize she did not immediately want them to be done.  She wished none of this had ever happened, and yet she did not want it to be over.  She guessed if she was going to get lesbian dominated by an older woman she hardly knew then she wanted to… squeeze every last drop out of the experience.

Which made her think of Deja’s pussy pressed to her face, humping on her mouth, orgasming on her lips.  Had that really happened?

A more important question was whether it would ever happen again.  All that talk from Deja about her now being Journee’s Black Mistress.  That wasn’t how someone talked if it was a one-and-done kind of thing.  Deja expected this to keep going on.  She’d pretty much said as much.

There was just no way.  It could never work out.  Journee could never be satisfied in that kind of relationship with someone like Deja.  She guessed Deja would be very disappointed.  Journee made a note to let Deja down gently. 

But for now, Journee’s pussy was demanding attention.  Now that Deja was no longer sitting on her, she wished she could rub her pussy.  Physically, she could.  But it would be so embarrassing doing it right in front of Deja.  Or was it?  These other things seemed much naughtier than masturbation.

She just couldn’t do it, though.

She guessed she didn’t have to let Deja down right away.  She could tell Deja later on about how this was a one-and-only-time type of thing.

For now, maybe she should just let this keep going on.  For a little while.  At least up until she had another orgasm.

She could “break up” with Deja later.

If she did more stuff for Deja, then Deja would feel like Journee gave this “white savage and the Black Mistress” thing a fair shot.  A lot fairer than how Deja treated her!

Yeah, Jesus, some of the stuff Deja said and did sure was convincing.  Scary!  Good thing it wasn’t for real.  Journee knew it couldn’t be for real because these things Deja claimed just were not possible.  Not in the modern world and not with the way Journee was raised.

Somehow she was raised well, rock solid or better, by a total slut of a mother.  Go figure.

Was Mom always a slut?  Wouldn’t Journee have picked up on that before now?

It must be a new thing. 

Journee had also experienced quite a few “new things” in this tiny African country.

Yes, but she wasn’t a slut like her mom.

Deja said, “Pay attention, slut!”

“Oh!  Ah, what?”

“You have to call me Black Mistress from now on except for times I give you permission not to call me that.  Times when discretion is called for.  Do you understand?”

Fuck.  Deja wanted her to call Deja Black Mistress.

Journee did not think that was a good idea.  It wasn’t healthy and it was sort of leading Deja on.  Deja might think this was for real or not a one-time thing.

But Journee had decided to continue with this a little longer, to get the most out of it, hadn’t she?  The Black Mistress title was part of it. 

Journee just wasn’t up for confronting Deja with the truth.  Not now.  Not yet.

And her pussy demanded attention.

Journee swallowed and sat up straighter on the bed, “I understand, Black Mistress.”

Holy shit!  Saying that made her pussy spasm!  It was a huge turn-on.  Wow, she must really need an orgasm.  Yet another orgasm.

What the fuck?  Shouldn’t being forced to say such an awful thing turn her off, not on?

Deja said, “Knowing what I am to you is important, but so is knowing what you are.  Tell your Black Mistress what you are.”

“I’m… Journee.”

“Are you sassing me girl?  Do I need to pimp slap you a few times?”

Journee did not want to be “pimp” slapped.  She wasn’t sure what that was, but it did not sound good.

Journee realized what Deja wanted her to say.

“I’m sorry, Black Mistress.  I was stupid.  I’m just a dumb—” the words caught in Journee’s throat for a couple of seconds.  Her tummy tightened, and she felt a gush of wetness between her legs.  “I’m just a dumb white savage.”

“Damn right, and don’t you forget it.”

“I won’t forget, Black Mistress!”  Journee wondered why the hell she sounded so eagerly sincere.

“You haven’t abased yourself to me yet today.  Get to it, white savage.”

Oh.  Yeah.  Journee had to kneel.

Journee stood up and knelt down on the ceramic flooring in the bedroom.  It was hard on her knees, but she guessed Deja didn’t care about that.  Neither did she because doing it, kneeling for her alleged Black Mistress, activated her pussy all the more.

She bowed her head to the floor.

Deja walked around behind her and talked like she was talking to herself, like she didn’t think Journee could hear her, “I like this white savage.  Look at that sexy bod and that sexy tight ass.  I’ve got plans for that ass.”

Plans for her ass?  What kind of plans?

Journee felt adamant that there should never be any plans for her ass.  At least not ones coming from a dominant lesbian.

Travis had wanted to try that, but Journee had shut him down.  She had, however, told herself she might do it for a future husband.  Like on an anniversary.  A tenth anniversary maybe.  And only if she was drunk!

Deja purred, “You do such a good job kneeling….”

That was good, Journee guessed.

“…I should think about having you kneel all the time.  All the time except when you’re on your back licking pussy.  I do enjoy sitting on your face.  It’s the perfect size and a great fit for my pussy.  Yeah, you can knee-walk all over the place.  It’ll take you longer to get around, and it might fuck up your knees on this hard ceramic shit they lay on the floors.  But it might be worth it because any time you move at all, we’ll both know you’re showing me proper respect from a white savage to her Black Mistress.”

That sounded horrible!  None of that was going to happen!

Was it?

How would that even work, even in theory?  What would they tell Mom?  Was there any possible excuse for it that Mom would buy?

Journee wondered if her mom would even notice with all the slut action she got.  But Journee knew she wasn’t being fair to Mom.  Journee had had plenty of slut action lately, and she still noticed her mom.  Therefore Mom, despite tons of slut activity, would certainly notice if Journee walked on her knees constantly.

Deja told her, “I’ll consider whether you have to do that from now on, and I’ll let you know when I decide.  But you do need to feel more respect for your superior, your Black Mistress.  Maximum respect.  Ultimate respect.  I’ll help you feel it.  Zurica taught me how make white savages feel extreme respect for their black superiors.”

Zurica?  That bitch of an African official?

Oh, wait!  If it was Zurica who taught Deja….

Deja ordered, “Stand up and put your hands palm flat on the edge of the bed.  Head down to the mattress with your ass higher than your head.  Pop that ass up.  Make it available for your Black Mistress.”

Journee knew she should refuse.  She had a good idea where this was going, and even if she was wrong in the details, anything involving her ass was bad.  But, despite what she suspected and how she felt about it, she hurried to obey.

She did not only obey.  She hurried to obey.  That bothered her, but it did not slow her down.

She assumed the required position.  Wow.  She felt really exposed and vulnerable.

“White savage, report your obedience to your Black Mistress.”

Must she?

Yeah, she guessed she did.  Or maybe not, but she felt like she had to.  She had a burning need to do it.  She felt that burning need between her legs.

“Black Mistress, the white savage is in the position.”

“The white savage?  White savages belong to someone.  You should make it clear who you belong to.  Do it over.”

Do it over….

Who did she belong to?  No one!  But she could tell Deja would not think that was the correct answer.

She belonged to herself?  It did not feel like it.

So, uh, she belonged to her mom?

No, that wasn’t going to fly either.  She knew that.

Her ass and pussy sure felt vulnerable right then.

“Black Mistress, your white savage is in the position.”

“That’s better,” said Deja, sounding pleased, “Awareness is so important.  You need to know who you are.  Wait, I need to know who I am.  You need to know what you are.  And you do.  You just said it.”

Yeah, she said it, but did she really know it?  Although, it did feel true, didn’t it?  Did feeling true make it true? 

She was in this position, obeying exactly the way a white savage would obey her Black Mistress.  And her Black Mistress – oh, she meant Deja – suddenly did seem one hundred percent like she was a Black Mistress.  It was so weird.  Before today, before Deja… took her… she’d probably even looked down on Deja a little.  But now?  Just the opposite.

Especially when kneeling!

Or when bent over, presenting her ass and her pussy from behind and waiting for her Black Mistress – Deja – to do something to her ass.

Journee was no ass expert and could only think of two things Deja might do to her ass.  Both of them were worse than the other one!

“Respond, white savage!”

Oh shit!  Journee had not realized she was supposed to respond.  She guessed she better be fast and free with her submissive responses.  White savages should not keep their Black Mistresses waiting!

“Yes, Black Mistress!  You’re right, Black Mistress!  I know what I am now, Black Mistress!  I’m a white savage for my Black Mistress!”

How did she just say that with such heartfelt certainty in her voice and yet still doubt it internally?

Wait, she did still doubt it, didn’t she?

Fuck!  Where the fuck did her precious doubt go?  It was right there just a minute ago, and now it was gone.

Wasn’t that just like a stupid, ignorant white savage to misplace her doubts?

Deja rested a warm hand on Journee’s taut rear end, “That you are, white savage.  We’ll keep this relationship our little secret.  For now.  You don’t need to knee-walk around the place.  Not yet.  Your mom sure is a subby slutty bitch.  You heard her.  But she isn’t fully slut-cooked.  She isn’t ready to know the real you.  Not quite yet.”

Not quite yet!?!  Journee hoped Mom would never be ready.  Surely they could keep this white savage and Black Mistress thing between the two of them!  There was no reason to tell her mom or involve her mom in any way.  No matter how slutty Mom was, she would not approve of her daughter being the personal white savage slut to Mom’s personal assistant or deputy or whatever the fuck Deja Jenkins was.

Deja told her, “Now you hold still.  You’ve got a hot ass.  You’re a hot-assed hottie, yes, you are.  But I’m going to make your ass a lot hotter.  The old-fashioned way.”

No!  Not the old-fashioned way!

What was the old-fashioned way?

“I’m going to spank that ass.  You’re going to have a nice shiny red ass.  You’re going to be Rudolphina the read-assed slut deer, here in Africa.”

“But, Black Mistress—”

“Yes, exactly, spanks on your butt.”

“No, I mean, you can’t, I mean, please don’t.  My mom is home.  She might hear spanks!  Black Mistress!”

“Don’t worry about that.”

Don’t worry?  Journee was worried!  She was doubly worried.  She worried about her mom and about her ass.

Her Black Mistress told her, “You’re probably just worried about your ass.  I ain’t gonna lie, this will hurt.  Zurica told me I need to do this.  It can’t be all sexy orgasms for you all the time.  A white savage understands pleasure but understands pain even better than that.  Zurica has me all coached up.  I’ll do a good job on that little ass of yours.”

Wait a fucking minute!  Deja was in training to be a Black Mistress?  She wasn’t truly already a Black Mistress?  Why was Journee letting this rookie Black Mistress do these things to her?

Journee felt an impulse to move.  She should get up and walk out.  Out of her own bedroom, but, yes, she could walk away.  Maybe she’d tell Deja, by way of explanation for her sudden lack of submission, something like, “You aren’t the Black Mistress I thought you were!” 

But she found she felt a stronger urge to stay in place.  She couldn’t stand to leave with her pussy this hot and needy.  She’d already assumed the position and presented her ass.  She didn’t want to be one of those bait-and-switch white savages.  She wasn’t a tease.  She probably should be a lot more of a tease.  She was doing everything this mean bitch wanted and everything Journee did not want to do!

And she was about to keep giving Deja what she wanted.

Deja’s hand left her ass.  Journee knew what that meant!  That hand was going to come back, only it would arrive much faster than it left!

How could she stay still and in this vulnerable position knowing that?

How could she not?

Her pussy was so hot.  Her ass may as well get hot, also.  Join the party.

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Holy fuck!  Spanks hurt a lot more than Journee had ever thought!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

How the fuck could it hurt this bad!?!

Smack!

Smack!

How was she holding still for this?  Why!?!

Smack!

Smack!

Journee pressed her lips together and bit at them for good measure.  She managed to muffle her groans and cries.  She wasn’t sure how helpful that was.  The spanks were loud.  If Mom heard them, it didn’t matter if she heard cries of pain.  The spanks were unmistakable.

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Journee hoped her mom was still getting sexually demolished, loudly, by the liaisons.  They might keep Mom too busy with loud orgasms to hear these spanks down the hallway from her.

Even under the duress of the spanks, the irony was not lost on Journee that she was hoping two young adult African lesbians were continuing to dominate her mom.

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Just when Journee thought she couldn’t hold her position any longer and could not take any more pain, the spanks stopped.

The spanks stopped, but the pain did not.  In fact, it got worse.  It took a little bit for her body to comprehend and report the pain to her mind.  Now all the reports, detailed reports of the impact of each spank, came in at once.

The pain went from bad to horrible.  Journee’s legs shook from sheer pain.  She didn’t know what to do about the pain or how to get rid of it.  There was no cure.

Why had she cooperated with this and taken those spanks?  How had she done it?  How could she hold still and allow someone else to apply pain to her and fill her with pain?  Deja had done it to her, but Journee knew she’d also done it to herself by cooperating.

Deja’s hand slid between her legs.

Whaaat…?

Deja’s hand slid back and forth, pressing so firmly that she lifted Journee’s rear a little.

What, oh, fuck, she was….

Deja rubbed.

Journee’s Black Mistress rubbed her pussy.

Journee’s ass felt so awful.  But her pussy felt so good. 

The pain wasn’t subsiding, but the pleasure was skyrocketing.

Journee was starting to think her new Black Mistress did know what she was doing.

Hadn’t her Black Mistress done a great of spanking her?  Yes.  On target?  Yes.  Super hard spanks?  Yes.

Hadn’t her Black Mistress done an excellent job getting her to take orders and get in position?  Yes, she had.

Her Black Mistress’s hand knew exactly how to handle her pussy.  Journee knew Deja was some kind of newly minted Black Mistress or a Black Mistress trainee but, hey, they had to start somewhere, didn’t they?

Journee figured she was her Black Mistress’s white savage slut starter kit.

Journee had no clue yet, that Deja started with her mother and that Journee was her second white savage slut, not her first.

The heat in Journee’s pussy blazed.  The blaze from her ass spread, extended, and joined the blaze in her pussy like two puddles of lava surging together.  The blaze blasted up Journee’s spine and exploded in her skull.

Journee’s arms gave out and her upper body fell on the bed and bounced a little. 

As Journee orgasmed, thrusting her pussy against Deja’s hand and against the bed, Deja brought her left hand into play and delivered bonus spanks to enforce her overriding message.

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Deja gave the pain, and Deja gave the pleasure.  And sometimes, she gave both at once.


Chapter Five

Journee saw Deja come back into her bedroom.  Wait, was it Deja, or was it her Black Mistress?

She guessed they were the same thing.

How was she going to manage this… circumstance?

Thoughts of getting out from under Deja were mostly gone bye-bye.  How could a white savage tell a Black Mistress no?  It did not seem practical based on very recent experience.

It was going to be hard to keep this from Mom!

But, if Mom found out, she better not say shit.  Mom was such a slut!  If Mom tried to make Journee feel bad for being a white savage or having a Black Mistress, Journee would throw it back in her face.  She’d tell Mom what she heard Mom do.  Mom submitted to those two liaisons, and those were Journee’s fucking dominant fuckbuddies, not Mom’s!

That wasn’t all Mom did.  She threw America under the bus!  She threw Journee under the bus!  And, as far as Journee knew, Rambikku did not even have any fucking buses!

Mom was a slut, a submissive lesbian, a traitor to her country, and a traitor to her daughter!

Journee realized all those same things were probably true of herself as well.  Technically.  Rhone and Pindpo had made her say bad stuff about America.  And she’d done most of the other stuff Mom had.  Except for betraying Mom.  She hadn’t done that.

And neither liaison had ridden her.  Yet.  But what did that matter?  They could do it if they wanted to.  They might do it tomorrow.

They rode Mom and, either at the same time or a little later, depending on how long they rode Mom, Deja was riding Journee’s face.  Very different and yet quite the same.

Dominants seemed to like to ride sluts.  Sluts were ridden… like animals or something.

Deja told her, “I knew you were concerned about your mom hearing the spanks, so I went and checked out the lay of the land.  They aren’t in the bathroom anymore.  Your mom is with Rhone and Pindpo in your mom’s bedroom.”

Journee sat up, alarmed, “Is she okay?”

“That depends on your definition, I guess.  They are fucking the shit out of her. That seems more than okay to me.  I think your mom was cumming when I looked in on them.”

“Jesus.  What’s gotten into her?”

“From what I saw, two big fake cocks at the same time.”

“That’s not funny!  Wait.  Two of them?  At the same time?”

“Sure.  One in the cunt and one up her ass.  Sluts love that shit.”

“My mom is….” Journee’s defense of her mom trailed away.  She just couldn’t sell it to herself or to Deja.  Lamely, her stillborn defense, because it faltered out before the word “not,” ended up sounding like an agreement. 

Deja grinned, “Your mom looked hot with a rod up her ass.  I’d like to do that to her.”

“You leave my mom alone!”

“Sounds to me like the white savage is getting uppity.  Is that how you talk to your Black Mistress?”

Journee started to say something and then paused.  She’d started to think Deja was letting go of that white savage and the Black Mistress thing.  It was so twisted!  It was, admittedly, pretty good stuff during sex, but Journee didn’t want it to keep going on outside of sex.  They should do it exclusively during sex.

Jesus.  Did that meant she wanted to have more sex with Deja?  To have an ongoing sexual relationship?  With Deja?

Travis would be so pissed off if he ever knew.  But he’d probably be extremely turned on if he was allowed to watch.

The idea of Travis seeing her with Deja, or even suspecting anything like this, made Journee’s cheeks burn.

Journee sighed, but it wasn’t all resignation.  Her heart rate picked up, and she felt hotter all of a sudden.

She didn’t want the white savage and Black Mistress game to continue (not outside of sex…), but Deja did.

Her Black Mistress wanted it.

What her Black Mistress wanted was what was important.  After all, Journee was but a simple ignorant (and, as it turned out, quite slutty!) white savage. 

Her Black Mistress was waiting far too long for a white savage like Journee to respond to a direct question.

She better answer, and she needed, she wanted, to answer in the way her Black Mistress wanted.

Journee felt her nipples harden.

Here she went again.

“I’m sorry for not addressing you correctly, Black Mistress. Please forgive me, Black Mistress.”

“I might.  I do try to be patient with my white savages.”

Journee noticed her Black Mistress used the plural.  Wasn’t she getting ahead of herself?  Journee was her one and only white savage.

That Journee knew about.  She guessed her Black Mistress might have met another white savage when she was out somewhere in Nai Nabi with Zurica.  Or maybe she had one back in America?

Jesus.  Would she have to share her Black Mistress with some other slutty white savage, one just as slutty and ignorant as herself?  Journee did not like that idea.  She knew she shouldn’t be jealous.  She should not want a Black Mistress in her life at all, especially an older, heavyset one who worked for her mom. 

But now she wanted her Black Mistress.  She did not want to share her Black Mistress.  She wanted all of her Black Mistress’s time and attention.

Journee knew it wasn’t up to her.  She was only a simple white savage.  She probably should not make any decisions ever.

The idea of the abandonment of her independence to that depth made her wet.  So wet.

It had to be only the idea of it.  She was sure a reality like that would be a living nightmare.  But knowing that didn’t help her avoid feeling lust for it.

Who was she, a white savage, to tell or even think that her Black Mistress could not have other white savages?  She probably deserved another spanking.  Her ass still hummed with sharp, bitter pain.  It pushed fingers of throbbing pain upward into her pussy.  The pain made her want to fuck some more.

Her Black Mistress certainly could have as many white savages as she wanted.  Journee also had Rhone and Pindpo, so it wasn’t like she was exclusive anyway.  Would her Black Mistress allow the three of them to keep fucking while Mom was at work?

What if she had to have sex with all three black women at the same time?  For a little while earlier that day, when Deja first came out by the pool while Rhone and Pindpo were molesting her, she’d thought Deja might join in.  Deja sort of had joined in by spitting on Journee during the sex and by watching her have that squirting orgasm.

If they teamed up on her, she’d have three dominant black women to serve at the same time!  That was too much!  Shit, one was too much!

Like right then.  Her Black Mistress was rubbing Journee’s pussy again.  And again, Journee’s pussy was answering the bell.  By drooling onto her Black Mistress’s hand!

Her Black Mistress suggested, “Maybe an apologetic white savage like you should tell her Black Mistress that she gives her blessing – oh, and encouragement! – for her Black Mistress to fuck the shit out of that white savage’s mommy.  Do you know a white savage like that?  Do you see her when you look in the mirror?”

Journee knew that wasn’t really a “suggestion,” no matter how suggestive it sounded.  Black Mistresses did not make suggestions.  They gave orders.  Journee knew she was only a white savage, but she was a smart white savage.  She knew an order when she heard one.

She could show her Black Mistress what a smart little white savage slut her Black Mistress had by obeying as quickly and completely as possible!

“Yes, Black Mistress, you should fuck my mom.  I mean, she’s fucking the liaisons.  They aren’t even Americans!  If Mom fucks them, then she should for sure fuck you.  Or, I mean, you should fuck her, I guess.”

Her Black Mistress had a strange smile on her face, “I’ll do that as soon as I can.  Or maybe I already have.”

What?  That wasn’t possible, was it?

No, her Black Mistress was just playing around.  After spanking Journee and making her orgasm, her Black Mistress had not left for long at all.  Certainly not long enough to have had sex with Mom.

Her Black Mistress pulled her pussy pleasing hand away.  Journee moaned in frustrated disappointment.  God, she was always so horny ever since she came to this country.  Well, no, not right away.  Not as soon as she got off the plane. 

It began when she first succumbed to Rhone and Pindpo.  It was like she could not possibly get enough sex.  She was never fully satiated.  She always wanted more.

Was she becoming a nymphomaniac?

Her Black Mistress said, “Follow.”

Then she turned and walked away.  Just that one-word order.

Journee followed.  One word or not, obedience was the game.

But this, none of this, felt like a game.  She knew her Black Mistress was truly serious about this Black Mistress thing.  And her Black Mistress really did seem to think Journee was a white savage.

She wasn’t the only one.  Journee was now serious about having a Black Mistress.  How had she gone through so much of life without one?

Journee felt more and more like a white savage.  She was white.  She had all these savagely powerful feelings.  She could not seem to think for herself or exercise her will.  She needed orders.  She needed spanks and directions.  She needed to obey.

Black Mistress led her down the hallway to the bathroom.  Journee dragged her feet but then recalled that her mom was no longer in the bathroom.  Was it safe to walk around naked like this?

Black Mistress paused outside the door to Journee’s mom’s bedroom.  She cupped her ear while pointing at Journee and then pointing at the door.

Journee understood the direction.  She cupped her ear and listened at the door.

Yep, there was fucking going on in there.

She heard her mom shakily say, “Fuck my American slut pussy.  Fuck my American slut ass.”

Yep, her mom was in there.

Yep, Mom was a slut.

Wow.  Mom did take it up the ass.  Journee told herself to never doubt her Black Mistress ever again.

As if confirming that her newfound blind faith in her Black Mistress was a good life choice, she felt her Black Mistress’s hand return to her pussy.

Yes!

Wait.  No?  She was right outside her mom’s bedroom and listening to Mom get dominated by two girls, double fucked nearly senseless.  So, no?

Her Black Mistress rubbed firmly up and down Journee’s wet slit.

Yes!

That must be the right answer.  Yes.  Yes was the answer.

It was no big deal listening to Mom have sex.  She bet lots of daughters did that.  It must be quite common.  Probably not interracial lesbian domination threesomes but….

Journee spread her legs and pushed her pussy out.  She wanted her Black Mistress to have the best possible access to her pussy.

It felt great.  It felt like proof that listening to one’s parent have sex was a great idea.  Journee thought her Black Mistress’s hand felt better than ever.

She heard Rhone’s excited and demanding voice, “Tell us now again, with my girl cock up your American rear end, how Rambikku is so much better than America.”

Journee’s mom answered right away like she’d eagerly waited for the question, “Rambikku is the best!  The best country in the world!  America sucks!  America is a piece of shit country!”

Pindpo said, “America does have a redeeming quality.  It does produce excellent slut material.”

Well, wasn’t that nice of Pindpo to point out! 

Damn!  Black Mistress took her hand away again!  What did Journee have to do?  Beg?  Because she would if she thought it would bring that hand back to her pussy.  She’d beg loud and clear and wouldn’t give a shit if her mom heard her begging.

Her Black Mistress was walking away!

Journee hurried after her, nude, horny, and nearly dripping with neediness.

Journee had a flash of insight, of nearly clear thought.  What was with her pussy nowadays, as in the last two days?  But mostly today.  It drooled like one of Pavlov’s dogs.  It was like her pussy heard constant dinner bells.

She had to get her pussy under control, or she’d end up leaving a telltale wet trail everywhere she went!

Not that she ever went anywhere other than from one continent to the middle of another one.  She’d been stuck in this Ambassador’s Residence from day one.  She wasn’t seeing the world, and she wasn’t living up to her name.

But, in a way, maybe she was.  She felt like she was tripping out, as in taking a trip, going somewhere.  Not a good somewhere.  Not where she wanted to go.  But she was on some kind of journey.

She followed her Black Mistress into the bathroom.  Journee hesitated.  It felt like such a personal space now, like entering an active boudoir. 

Not very long ago, her mom was in here having sex with those two liaisons.  Which was after Journee had had sex with those same liaisons.

And her mom had sex with them while she was in the bathtub.

And Journee had had sex with them in that same tub before Mom had, and Journee had more sex with the liaisons out by the outdoor pool.  In it and outside of it.

Journee looked at the bathtub.  It was still full of water.  But she knew it was more than water.

There was other stuff in the mix.  Several more ingredients and in large portions.

Jesus.  Why hadn’t someone drained that bath from hell?

And why did her Black Mistress bring her here?

…

Oh no.


Chapter Six

Her Black Mistress jerked a thumb at the bath, “Get in.”

Journee was afraid her Black Mistress would ask her to do something like that.  She’d felt that way for the last two seconds since the idea had occurred to her.

But it must have occurred to her Black Mistress first.  She guessed her Black Mistress was one of those Black Mistresses who have ideas.  Journee wasn’t like that.  She was only a white savage anyway.

She was afraid of this because it meant she’d have to tell her Black Mistress no.  Or she could tell her fuck no.  Or some other no from the family of nos.  Telling a Black Mistress no was an awkward position for a white savage like her to be in.

She had to tell her no.

…

Journee walked over to the tub, lifted a foot, stepped into the bath, and then brought her other foot in after her.

Well fuck.  It turned out she didn’t have to tell her Black Mistress no after all.

Journee tried to tell herself this wasn’t such a big deal.  This was more her bath than her mom’s, right?  Maybe?

And she was only standing in it.  It wasn’t like she was lying in it.

But was this, standing in it, the end goal of her Black Mistress?

Probably not.

Her Black Mistress told her, “Lay your slutty white savage body down in there.  Up to the chin, ya hear?”

For sure not!

Her Black Mistress did want her to do more.  Now her Black Mistress wanted her to immerse herself in this weird mix of warm water and warm bodily fluids.

Journee supposed she hadn’t stepped in only to step right back out.  What would be the point?

Then again, what was the point of laying in the mixture?

Humiliation?   Debasement?  Submission?

She bet those were all good reasons.

Journee lamely managed to say something, “You know what’s in that water, right?”

Her Black Mistress tapped the index finger of her right hand on the fingers of her left hand as she counted.

“Tit milk.”

“Piss.”

“Squirted pussy juice from the daughter Parrow.”

“Pussy juice from the mother Parrow.”

“That about cover it?” her Black Mistress asked.

Yeah, it did.  Journee realized the liaisons must have told her Black Mistress about their earlier bathtub exploits with Journee.  Those yapping bitches!

Now she knew that her Black Mistress knew exactly what she was getting Journee into by getting Journee into the bath.

“But… why?”

“That’s not your concern.  Your Black Mistress wants it, and that’s all that should matter to you.  But, uh, I will tell you that another ingredient will be added to this bath.”

Another one?  Did they need another one?  What could be added?

Journee had a feeling it wouldn’t be bubble bath or anything innocent like that.

Her Black Mistress told her, “Don’t just stand in that water like an idiot.  Lay down in it like an idiot.”

Her Black Mistress was so fucking mean!

There was no resisting now.  She’s known, she guessed, when she stepped into the tub.

It was so nasty and she was upset at her Black Mistress and at her ongoing needy arousal that was still burning.  Or was it flaming higher now?  Oh, God.  She must be sick in the head.

This fucking country!  She came here a perfectly normal young woman.  Now she was a sicko!

Journee lay in the warm nasty bathwater mix.

She tried to lay down slowly, so the wavelets did not reach high on her chest.  But her Black Mistress was having none of that.  She told Journee to lay with only her face above the surface.

The tub was huge.  Journee lay back further and further until the water lapped at her chin and cheeks and her hair was mostly in it.

Then her Black Mistress added her new ingredient to the nasty mixture.

Deja Jenkins leaned over the tub and took her time hawking up a big phlegmy loogie.  She opened her mouth, and it dropped into the water above Journee’s submerged tummy.

Deja said, “Now I know you need an orgasm.  I take care of my white savages.  Yes, I do.  So, go ahead.  Rub it out.  Keep all but your face under the water the whole time.”

Oh, God.  So that was what her Black Mistress wanted.

And that was what she’d get.

Journee felt zero willpower in her tank.  Her willpower tank seemed to have sprung a big leak.  She knew exactly where it was leaking out.

Journee bought both her hands in to play.  One for her clitty and one for fingerfucking herself.  Soon, little wavelets stirred up as she stirred her arousal.

Deja watched intently, “I know you squirt now.  Just think, you’re going to cum and squirt some more juice in the mix.”

Fuck.  Journee knew her Black Mistress was right about that.

Deja pointed out unhelpfully, “Keep in mind how you’re taking a bath that includes your mom’s pussy juice.  That is fucked up.  It’s also sexy.  But only for a white savage!  Only an ignorant white savage would bathe in her own momma’s pussy juice.”

Fuck. Journee knew her Black Mistress was right about that.

Journee rubbed her clit and fingerfucked her pussy.  She was humming with arousal even before getting in the bath.  The warm water and the knowledge of what else was in the water only made her hotter for an orgasm.

She’d never known what a sicko she was.  She’d been ignorant.  She bet most white savages were ignorant.

But her Black Mistress knew all along.  Her Black Mistress was so wise.

And her Black Mistress had a lot of spit and sure knew how to hawk up a big loogie!

Which is what Deja Jenkins did again.  There just wasn’t enough spit in the mix!

This dollop landed in the water between Journee’s breasts and a little above them.  Journee felt it plunge into the water and make light contact with her skin before popping up to the surface.

Sooooo nasty…..

It brought Journee close to orgasm.  She felt her body preparing itself.  She breathed faster and her pulse pounded.

Her Black Mistress was hawking up another one…!

Oh, God….

Why?  Why did her Black Mistress do these things?

Why did she respond to it so strongly?

Her Black Mistress told her, “Open your fucking mouth wide open.”

Journee did it.  A distant part of herself, an echo of the young woman she was when she arrived in Rambikku, wondered at herself cooperating, more than cooperating, more and more turned on by each degradation.

She opened her mouth savagely wide and with savage eagerness.

How had she come here a civilized woman from the leading nation of the world, a student with good grades soon to go to college, and became a savage in only a couple of days?

Wasn’t it supposed to go the other way?  The ignorant became less ignorant over time, maybe even wise?  Instead, Journee became a sexual savage in the span of two days.

Journee was incredulous at herself and at what was happening, but she was a lot more turned on than she was disbelieving.  Her body and her submissive instinct ruled over her mind.

Deja Jenkins hawked up another loogie, but she did not release it right away.  She made a purposeful gurgle at the back of her throat, keeping the loogie spinning.  She waited for the right moment.

The gurgling sound was irritating, grating on Journee’s ears and grating to her mind.  It was much like when Deja Jenkins slurped her drink through a straw out by the pool.  Journee’s aroused mind flipped it from irritating to something audio-masochistic.  It became a huge turn-on. The bubbling in the back of her Black Mistress’s throat caused Journee’s lust to bubble and then erupt.

Journee knew her Black Mistress awaited her orgasm.  Yes!  Spit it into her mouth as she orgasmed!

It was awful.  It was nasty.  It was disgusting.  It was exactly what Journee wanted.

Just the idea of it made Journee’s orgasm roll into existence. The slapping water announced her orgasm, but the cry from her wide-open mouth announced it more loudly.

Her Black Mistress released her loogie, Journee’s sexual Kracken.

Her Black Mistress had excellent accuracy.  The full fury of Journee’s orgasm struck even as the loogie plopped into her mouth, a swish, with no contact with Journee’s teeth or tongue.  It struck the back of Journee’s throat.

Journee made a gurgling sound, the gurgle having moved from Deja’s mouth to Journee’s throat.

All this was not good enough, or bad enough, for Deja Jenkins.

She quickly knelt by the tub and pressed a hand on the orgasming young woman’s upper chest.  Then she pressed slowly.

She pressed slowly, knowing Journee would close her mouth before bath water flooded in and stole away Deja’s spit. 

Journee’s mouth snapped closed, seemingly just in time.  So did her eyes.

Then the orgasming young woman, the newly made white savage, shook and continued to orgasm while almost entirely submerged.

Deja watched and waited.  Zurica had told her that a lack of oxygen could both extend and empower orgasms in these white savages.  It looked like Zurica was right!

Deja watched and enjoyed the spectacle.  She’d never before seen anyone cum while underwater!

Zurica had prepared Deja for this type of underwater oxygen-deprivation orgasm situation.  The trick was to not drown the white savage.  Drowned white savages were useless.

Thanks to Zurica, Deja knew what to watch for.

Deja saw what she knew to look for after about ten seconds.  Not long because Journee was already a bit air-deprived before submersion and had a powerful need for oxygen, thanks to her orgasm.

Journee’s underwater eyes popped wide open, full of dazed but urgent desperation!

Deja took her hand away, and Journee struggled to the surface, coughing and, ironically, spitting into the bath water.

Deja grinned as Journee, sitting up now, took gasp after gasp, and spittle ran down her chin.  Deja was pretty sure her loogie was still inside Journee, down in her tummy.

This bathtub domination worked great!

It worked like a charm!


Chapter Seven

Deja knew she had to keep Journee occupied while she attended to another matter.  While she attended to another white savage slut, as a matter of fact. 

Keeping Journee occupied was easy.  It turned out all you had to do with these white savage sluts was give them an order, and they’d keep obeying it even after you left.  As long as you ordered them to.

You did have to tame them first.  That was true.  Journee was nice and tame now.

Zurica had clued her in on how to make that happen and how to know you were successful at it. 

Deja knew she was successful at it because Journee was calling her Black Mistress now with zero hesitation.  She did not need to think about needing to call Deja Black Mistress.  She thought of Deja as her Black Mistress, and so there was no telltale minuscule delay in her answers.

And she was totally obedient.

And she kept cumming.

When obedience led to great big cums, there was no motivation for the submissive to stray from the path of obedience.

Once Journee recovered her breath – which took a while – Deja gave instructions to keep her occupied the way a slutty white savage should be kept occupied.

“Listen up, white savage.  That bath potion is coming along, but I want you to keep working on it.  It needs more daughter white savage pussy juice.  I’ve got someone to do.  I mean, something else to do.  But you stay here and stay in the bath.  Just keep on rubbing out orgasm after orgasm until I come back.  Or until the tub is about to overflow because you squirted so much into it.  Understand?”

Journee dazedly nodded, probably not yet fully comprehending the order.

“A fucking nod?”

Journee straightened a little in her sitting position in the tub, “I mean, yes, Black Mistress.”

“Oh, and another thing.  You’re cooking up a soup in that bathtub.  You know what a good cook needs to do, right?”

Journee looked clueless for a couple of seconds and then lit up like a five-year-old who thinks she knows the right answer and wants to please others by giving it.

“Yes, Black Mistress!  Don’t add too much salt!”

Deja laughed and laughed.  She laughed so hard she had to put her hands on her knees.  She tried three times to say, “Are you shitting me?”

Journee looked hurt, more hurt than she was from the spanks.

Deja told her the correct answer, “A good cook has to keep tasting the soup as they prepare it.  So that they know how it’s coming along.  So, just before each time you cum, get a big mouthful and savor that shit.  Then swallow it as you cum.  Then, after you cum, swish up the water – you’ve got to mix it – and take another big swallow.  Just keep repeating that process until I come back.”

Journee did not bother to protest.  She was beyond that.  It was all she could do to comprehend whatever Deja said, let alone think to do something other than obey.

“Yes, Black Mistress.”

Journee gave no thought to how nonsensical it was.  She had to keep adding to the mixture no matter how it tasted.  So why taste it?  As a white savage, she had no authority to alter her Black Mistress’s directions.  And she had no clue what she was supposed to be tasting for.  What was a good taste?  What was a bad taste?

If she had thought about those things, her thoughts might have gone a little further, and she may have realized that obtaining an exact ideal end taste was not the point.

The point was obtaining any kind of taste, good or bad, but definitely nasty and taboo.  The point was to fill Journee up if she had enough orgasms.  She’d drink up her submission.

If Journee drank enough and stayed in the bath long enough, she’d add more of another bodily fluid.  She’d have to because she didn’t have permission to leave the bath.

Deja’s purpose was to reinforce Journee’s submission.  It was a part of Journee’s training, taming, and debasement.  It was meant to help keep Journee in her newfound white savage slut state and to make her feel that was exactly what she was.

Civilized people had clear and pure drinking water.  Civilized people did not drink their own bath water.  Or their mother’s.

Deja didn’t want to take any chances.  Besides, she wanted to see this.

“You adorable little white savage.  You’re so slutty!  Go ahead and show me.  Show me how you drink your own bath potion.  Show your Black Mistress that the white savage understands.”

Journee blinked.

Journee understood.

Journee used both hands to cup water from the bath.  She leaned down and sucked the water in.  A lot dripped out her hands, but Deja knew a few swallows made it down to Journee’s tummy.

Great!

Deja told her to get to it and left the steamy bathroom. 

The bathroom wasn’t the only steamy place around there.  Deja felt incredibly steamy between her legs.  She’d never known lesbian dominating was such fun or so fucking hot.  If she’d known about this, she would have started a long fucking time ago.

She went into Margot Parrow’s bedroom.  Rhone and Pindpo were just finishing with her.

Margot lay on the bed, folded over at an awkward angle, looking demolished.

Deja took a minute to teach Rhone and Pindpo how to high five and then they exchanged slut reports.  Margot was so out of it that Deja didn’t think she’d pick up on her daughter’s new circumstance.  But it was fine now if she did.  Deja did not think what was done, who was done and done for, could be undone at this point. 

Rhone and Pindpo reported they’d fucked the American ambassador to half a dozen orgasms.  Deja was impressed.  She was impressed with them and with Margot Parrow’s ability to have so many orgasms. 

Deja reported what she did with Journee and what she had going on with Journee at that moment.  They looked impressed!

The three of them briefly discussed that both generations of Parrow women needed to be kept sexed up.  They needed to submit again and again and orgasm over and over.

They could feel, or they could think, but it was hard to do both at once, and especially hard if the feelings were strong.  If they kept the Parrows feeling strong feelings, their ability to think would be crowded out.

Deja was up for the challenge.  Now that she knew about lesbian domination, she did not want to waste time sleeping.  Yes, she knew she’d need to sleep but she would keep it to cat naps.  All she had to do was order one or the other white savage slut to wake her up.  To wake her up so that she could dominate them some more!

Deja loved that idea.  They’d submissively obey her which, in turn, would lead to ever more and deeper submission.  They’d be unwitting parties to their own soon-to-be permanent state of sluttiness.

Hm.  State of sluttiness and Margot Parrow worked for the State Department.  Funny.

Rhone and Pindpo shared a few tips with Deja and then left the Ambassador’s Residence, but Deja’s steamy lust remained.

Luckily, the Parrow women also remained.

Just Deja and two pale redheaded do-anything sluts. 

Whatever would she do?

Answer: Anything she wanted!

She shook Margot awake, “Wake up, white savage!  You white savages are so lazy!”

Margot woke up and sat up.  She looked confused.  She looked around for Rhone and Pindpo.

Deja thought Margot was a little disappointed she didn’t see the two liaisons.  What a slut!  She still wanted more.  Well, good.  Deja would give her more. 

“White savage, your Mistress wants pleasing from her MILF white savage.”

Margot did not notice the classification of white savage or think about why Deja Jenkins might need to be so specific.

“Deja.  Where are… those liaisons?”

“Don’t worry about that.  Don’t worry about anything except for obeying your Black Mistress.”

“Black Mistress?  Who?”

Deja had forgotten she didn’t have the older Parrow trained up on her title yet.  No time like the present!

“I’m your Black Mistress, and you are my MILF white savage.  Simple as that.  Blue as the sky.  Green as the grass.  White as your ass.  Black as your Black Mistress.  Me.  Go ahead and say it.”

Margot Parrow looked like she had a bad taste in her mouth.  For all Deja knew, maybe she did.  Those liaisons had ass fucked her.  What were the odds that they made Margot clean the dildo by mouth afterward?  Pretty ass-fucking good!

“You can do it.  Say it.  You know it’s true.  You know you want to.  Now say it.”

Margot looked like she was trying to figure out if she did want to.  Deja was no mind reader, but she thought Margot did want to obey and please Deja, in general, but was unsure of the Black Mistress thing.

Deja spoke like she was talking to a child.  Why not?  Margot was going all over the place breastfeeding like a big baby.  Deja may as well treat her like one.

“I know you’re just a dumb white savage, but it isn’t so hard.  I’m your Mistress.  I’m black.  See?  So, I’m your Black Mistress.”

She made it sound like common sense.  Like two plus two equaled four. 

Margot said it like she was trying the words out for size, seeing how they fit in her mouth and how they sounded coming out of her mouth.

“Black Mistress.”

Deja made a patronizing little golf clap of fake enthusiasm, “You did it like a big girl!  That’s so good!  Let’s see if you can do another one.  Whose Black Mistress am I?”

It looked like Margot thought hard about that one.

She came up with the right answer!

“You’re my Black Mistress.”

“Yes, yes, you are so right.  You’re right again! Do you remember what you are?”

“I’m Margot Parrow, the American ambassador to Rambikku.”

Deja cuffed Margot lightly on the head, “Wrong answer!  That’s only who you pretend to be.  That’s who some people think you are.  But you and I know the truth.  Say it.”

It amazed Deja that Margot looked cowed and had accepted the light smack to the top of her head as if it was Deja’s right to do it and she had to take it.  Deja felt a surge of personal power.  Never in her life had she felt as powerful as on this day.

Yes, she’d had Margot yesterday.  That was a good day.  But she was so nervous about dominating her boss!  Today she had the confidence from yesterday’s success, the high from utterly dominating this woman’s daughter, and the sexual bravery of extreme lust.

She was on the cusp of perfection.  The daughter and then the mother.  On the same day.

And she knew damn well Margot Parrow was fucked half-senseless and in no state to resist her.

“What are you really, Margot?”

Deja saw it click in Margot’s amazing blue eyes.  She had it.  She knew the right answer.  Maybe not the “right” answer so much as the correct answer in the mind of Deja Jenkins and possibly in her own mind as well.

She knew the answer.  Would she say it?

“I’m a slut.  I’m a slutty white savage.”

Deja was so pleased she felt like pinching Margot Parrow’s cheeks like you would a little kid.

Since she felt like it, she did it.  That was the life of the dominant.  Feel like it?  Go ahead then.  Do it.

Deja pinched Margot’s cheeks but much harder than an adult would a child, “That is such the right answer, MILF white savage!”

Deja loved that Margot was not simply immediately parroting words spoken to her.  Zurica had told her it was one thing to call them something and order them to say that was what they were, but it was much better if you asked them and they came up with the “right answer” without direct coaching.  Deja had, of course, called Margot a white savage previously, the day before, but this was a full day later and with other distracting events in between.

For Margot to recall what she was to Deja and insult herself with the title “slutty white savage” so quickly meant Margot felt there was truth in it.  It was starting to take root in her mind. 

In fact, already it would always be there like a seed awaiting the correct set of circumstances to germinate.  That was Margot’s best-case outcome.

But Deja had no intention of someone else, at least someone else other than her and the Rambikkuns, germinating Margot’s psychological seed.

First came Johnny Appleseed.  Then came Deja Jenkins, who aspired to spread slut seeds.

Deja told Margot, “Stand up and turn around facing the bed.  Then bend over and grab your ankles.  Stick that slutty white savage ass sky high.”

Margot did it, quickly.  Dare Deja say eagerly?  Maybe not eagerly, but she didn’t hesitate, and that gratified Deja.

This white savage was coming right along!

Once she’d assumed the position, Deja told her the plan, “I’m going to spank that sexy MILFy white savage ass.  You know why?  To wake you the fuck up after all that sex with those youngsters.  That way you’ll be on the ball while your tongue is on my clitty in a little bitty.”

The white savage dared to speak!

“Black Mistress, may I ask a question?  Earlier, when I was with… the liaisons, I thought I heard spanking.  Is that what I heard?  What happened?”

So, the mother white savage’s ears worked even while she was double-penetrated!  Deja guessed the African girls had filled two of Margot’s holes but not her two ear holes. 

Deja decided to answer Margot, but Deja liked to always keep them guessing.

“Oh, that?  I was practicing up on some pillows.  So that I’ll spank you just right.  I had to wait my turn with those fucking liaisons.”

“I thought I heard some cries or some yells.  Like it was a person getting spanked.”

“It’s these fucking African birds.  They sound just like young women reacting to spanks.  It’s so fucking weird!”

Deja thought Margot must suspect.  Hell, she’d seen her daughter nude and wet out by the pool, exhausted from sexual usage.  Buy a fucking clue, Margot!  But Deja wasn’t interested in continuing the conversation. 

Margot could have her suspicions and her doubts and her fears.  Fuck this white bitch!  She’d thought she was better than Deja all this time!  Fuck her!

Deja would not give Margot the satisfaction of knowing for certain.  Not if she could avoid it. 

Besides, Queen Muunu wanted to be the one.  Deja had her instructions.  Queen Muunu was Deja’s Queen now.  Deja thought of herself as a Rambikkun, not as an American.  Shh, don’t tell Northman at the State Department.  Deja still wanted those payroll checks automatically electronically deposited in her bank account.

Deja knew a handy way to move past this discussion.

Yes, a handy way.

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Margot Parrow made ooh and ow sounds.

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Those little cries reminded Deja of Margot’s daughter crying out during her spanking.  Ha!  She’d practiced her spanking on the daughter!  And she’d calloused her hand a little!  So now she spanked the mother Parrow all the better.

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Those little cries did sound a bit like some wild jungle bird.

Deja could not resist it, “You sound just like those African jungle birds I made up.”

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Margot continued to hold still for the spanks, but her cries were suddenly restrained.  Certain insinuations were distracting Margot from the lovely pain.  Yes, Deja had given her some food for thought!

Smack!

Smack!

Deja told her, “Matter of fact, you and your daughter both sound like fucking made-up jungle birds when I spank you two.”

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Margot tried to talk, but the words didn’t come out right.  Deja saw her relax the grip on her ankles and slide her hands up her calves like she was going to stand up.

“Don’t you fucking rise up, white savage!  You stay where your Black Mistress told you to be.”

Smack!

Smack!

“Tell me you understand!”

Smack!

Smack!

Margot said, “I understand.”

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

“Who are you telling?  Say it right!”

Smack!

Smack!

“I understand you, Black Mistress!”

Smack!

Smack!

Deja noticed Margot’s hands go back down to her ankles. 

Deja had her!  Defeated again!  Obeying her Black Mistress was more important to Margot than her daughter's welfare!

Smack!

Smack!

“Damn straight.  I’ll be clear with you on this even though I don’t have to be.  If I want to spank Journee, I will spank Journee.  Whether I spank her or not or how often or how hard is not your concern.  Not any more.  You’re a slut now, a white savage, and only technically a mother to her.  So, keep that in mind.  It is not your business no more.”

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Deja thought Margot kept that in mind as Deja kept her hand colliding with Margot’s ass.

But it was good to make them say it.  That sealed the deal.

“Say it, white savage.  Tell me what isn’t your business no more and what I can do to your daughter’s ass if I want.”

Smack!

Smack!

Deja paused her spanking, “In fact, I’m done nailing that ass for right now.  So stand up, turn around, and look me in the eyes as you say it.”

Margot stood up slowly, like she was dragging her feet without actually moving them.  But she got there.  Deja was more confident than ever that she was getting Margot Parrow to where she’d become entirely their creature, Deja’s and the Rambikkuns, to do with as they wanted.

Margot stood and turned and looked Deja in the eyes.

Margot spoke with a convincing amount of sincerity in her voice, “Whether you spank my daughter or not is up to you and is not my business.  You can spank her ass if you want, Black Mistress.”

“Ain’t that so nice?  I think I will.  I mean, spank it again sometime when I want to.  I know what you’re worried about.  You’re all like, ‘Will Deja still have time to spank my ass?  Does she think Journee’s ass is sexier than mine?  Oh no, does she like to spank Journee’s ass more than mine?’”

Margot said nothing.  But she also did not deny it!

Deja “reassured” the MILF, “Don’t you worry, my sexy white savage.  I will make the time to keep your ass well-spanked.  And it doesn’t matter how much I like your daughter’s tight ass.  It does not matter how much I like the shade of red it turns – a bright pink actually, by the way – or how firm it is or how well it takes a spank.  I will still keep on spanking your ass as well.”

Deja reached out and helped herself to Margot’s pussy.  It was wet and swollen from all of her activities with the liaisons.  Deja wanted to make it wetter from nasty dirty talk.  And, of course, her hand would… lend a helping hand.

Deja rubbed and split Margot’s vulva.  Margot gasped.

Deja poured some more sexual poison into Margot’s mind, “You shouldn’t even think of Journee as your daughter anymore.  All you white savages are the bastard children of Queen Muunu.  It’s for your own good.  Your orgasms prove it.”

Margot gasped again, louder, from the confident work of Deja’s hand.

Deja added, “Journee’s orgasms prove it also.”

Margot released a groan, but Deja could not tell if it was from her comment or from her hand.

Breaking the news to Margot that her daughter might be a sexual submissive preyed upon by the same women who preyed on Margot sure was going well.  Smooth and slick, just like Margot’s pussy.

“No more focusing on your daughter.  She isn’t yours anymore. You should concentrate on pleasing your Black Mistress and your Queen.  Or any woman with black skin.”

Margot closed her eyes tightly and slowly shook her head back and forth, a slow no no no, but she held her pussy still and spread her legs a few inches wider.  She was trying to close her mind to the emotional poison even as she opened her legs wider.

Deja bet it wouldn’t work!

This called for another dose of poison!

“You should think of all of this as a good thing.  Your daughter is adding some important life skills for a submissive lesbian white savage.  She’s working on her pussy licking and is such a good student.  Be happy for her. 

“Oh, and be happy for yourself, you selfish white slut.  The more I spank your daughter, the better I’ll get at spanking your ass.  And you’ll hear her getting spanked, and you’ll hear her yells when she orgasms, and you might hear the nasty things she says while I fuck her.  And just knowing what she’s up to and whose fingers and tongue get up inside her is going to inspire your slutty white pussy.”

It was true!  It had to be because Margot’s pussy streamed with wetness and it felt so much hotter now on Deja’s fingers.

Margot moaned.  She arched her pussy forward needily.

Deja told her, “Think about this.  Journee can help in another way.  I can fuck her with a strap-on and then go to you and slide right in, thanks to Journee’s lubrication.  But you won’t even need it because you’ll be making your own lubrication like the total slut you are.”

Margot murmured, “Oh, my God.” 

She humped her pussy against Deja’s hand.

Deja’s hand was hot on a hot pussy, but her tone was cold and evil, “Since I’m sharing, basically talking to myself because you’re just a simple white savage, I’ll tell you something else.  Something hot.  Or, well, maybe only as warm… as… bath water….”

Margot’s eyes blinked open, but she kept pushing her pussy against Deja’s hand.

Deja bet Margot was worried that Deja knew about her nasty bath with those two liaisons.  Deja did know about it, but the news she had for Margot was so much worse than Margot’s worst-case scenario.

Deja let Margot push her pussy on her hand and made sure to get her thumb up with her thumbpad pressing firmly on Margot’s swollen clitoris.  Deja let the suspense build while also knowing that Margot’s potential orgasm was building in power.

Deja wanted to time this just right.

After half a minute, during which Margot’s moans increased in volume, Deja made the big bad reveal.

“Can you guess where Journee is right now?  You probably can’t guess it, so I’ll tell you.  She was so sweaty and juicy that she needed a bath.”

Margot’s humping slowed.  She was panting now.

“You know how there isn’t enough water, even in a rainforest?  Well, good thing, there was already a bath full of warm water.  Journee slipped right in.  She even had a nasty orgasm in there!  And she liked it so much she drank some of the water!  And, right now, I have her busy fingerfucking herself in that nasty, so nasty naughty, so naughty bath water you helped prepare for her.”

Margot made a little sigh, sort of frustrated, sort of defeated, and just a little bit with extra lust. 

Deja commanded, “Go ahead, you slutty white MILF.  Fuck your Black Mistress’s hand.  Cum all over it.”

Margot produced a tortured groan, and Deja wasn’t completely sure what Margot would do next.

Margot thrust her pussy forward and up so hard that it banged against Deja’s hand.

Almost there….

Deja said, “Oh, by the way, Rhone and Pindpo had Journee in that bath this morning.  They squirted their titty milk in there with Journee, and Journee squirted an orgasm into the water, and then they even had her piss in it and lay in it. 

‘Don’t judge her!  You laid it in it, too.  You’re both slutty white savages.  You and Journee will do anything, and anything can be done to you.  That’s how it is now and how it will be from now on.  Now cum on my Black Mistress fingers.”

Deja held her hand still, and Margot, like a champion MILF slut, worked her pussy frantically on Deja’s hand.

Margot yelled out, “Oh, my God!”

She orgasmed, shaking in place.

Deja saw her weakness and that Margot was about to fall.  She gave a little push with her hand, a little pussy push that made Margot groan louder, a push that directed which way Margot fell.  Deja felt like a rainforest lesbian lumberjack as Margot Parrow toppled backward onto the bed.

Margot shook, and her pussy lifted in an attempt to fuck air.

Deja’s eyes gleamed with eager lust. 

She’d made her inferior superior cum after hearing the nasty true details about her daughter.  Margot did not cum despite those details.  She came, in part, this quickly and this strongly, because of that nasty truth about her daughter.


Chapter Eight

Deja wasn’t done with Margot Parrow.  Not yet.  In fact, she never wanted to be done with her.

Deja felt like she had the keys now and the ability and know-how to dominate other women, even ones far better looking than herself.  If she could dominate Margot and Journee Parrow – and she had – then she thought she might be able to dominate most women.  There were women better looking that Margot and Journee, somewhere on the planet, but there weren’t very many of them.

Deja wanted to keep them both.  Zurica had told her that Queen Muunu was impressed with her and might grant her a boon, something within her power.  Deja had told Zurica she wanted to keep both Parrow women.

Zurica checked with the Queen and came back with an answer, but it wasn’t quite the one Deja wanted.  The Queen said she would not guarantee to grant that request but that she was working on a plan that would ensure Deja could fuck the Parrow mother and daughter nearly every day.

Deja knew that wasn’t quite the same as saying the Parrows would belong to her.  Now that Deja knew how fantastic lesbian domination was, she wanted to have sex slaves.  White ones! 

Why not?  Payback!  Delayed a couple of centuries, but better late than never.

But she wasn’t too disappointed by the Queen’s answer.  There were lots of women out there, hot ones, white ones or other colors, who were submissive or could be made to be submissive.  She’d learned almost everyone was either dominant of submissive, both in and out of bed, and some were one outside of bed and the other in bed, though it manifested in many ways.

It was like that old phrase about giving someone a fish to eat or teaching them to fish.  Margot and Journee were caught fish whether they knew it or not.  They probably didn’t know it.  Fucking ignorant white savages!  The odds of them flip-flopping out of the domination boat were not good.

They were the presently caught fish.  But Deja now knew how to fish.  So she could catch more fish.  No legal limits!

Zurica had told Deja, perhaps as a consolation prize if being able to fuck the Parrows nearly every day wasn’t enough of one, that Queen Muunu would accept Deja as a full Rambikkun citizen.  Of course, it would be a secret status, and she’d keep her American citizenship in order to best serve Rambikku.

Deja thought she knew what would happen.  Margot Parrow would step down or quit as the American ambassador.  That way, she could become a full-time sex slave.  She and her daughter would be just two more tamed white savages in the heart of Africa, lost to the outside world.  And then Queen Muunu would communicate to Northman that she was ever so comfortable with Margot’s deputy, Deja Jenkins, and there was no need to find and recruit another mother and daughter set.  If she had to, Queen Muunu would say she refused to deal with anyone other than Deja. 

That would make everything easy for Northman, and he’d be happy to accept Deja for the position.  He still thought Deja was the eager-to-please work subservient he’d known.

Deja would act like a double agent spy, except she’d be a double agent diplomat.

Fine by Deja!  Great by Deja!  What had America given her?  Some things, yes, but not as much as Rambikku.  Had America taught her to dominate women?  Fuck no!  Had America promised fuck access to mother and daughter hotties?  Fuck no!

Loyalty was a two-way street.  The more someone, or someplace, benefited Deja, the more she’d benefit them right back.

Someone else looked pretty damn “benefited” right then. 

Margot Parrow lay on her back on the bed, arms spread wide, legs entirely off the bed.  Her eyes were closed, and her chest still heaved from her orgasm.

Deja was pretty sure this whole domination and submission thing worked out for everyone.  In the end.  Margot and Journee would become ever more at home with submission.  It would be the waters they swam in from now on.  No more independent land walking for them.  Fins and gills of submission!

Hmm.  The waters they swam in.  That reminded Deja.

She told Margot, “I’ll be right back.  Stay right there.”

Who knew whether Margot understood her?  But it didn’t matter.  Margot was in the small pond of Rambikku and had nowhere to go.

Deja checked on Journee in the bathroom.

Journee wasn’t aware that Deja had entered.  Good.  All the better to judge her obedience to Deja’s orders.

Journee was mostly submerged in the bath.  The back of her head rested on the end of the tub but only just above the water.  The water lapped at her upper lip.  Her eyes were closed, and both of her hands were active between her legs.  The water was clouded with additives such as breast milk, and refraction was at work as well, but Deja could see plenty of movement between Journee’s legs.

Good.  The girl was self-pleasuring herself deeper into the depths of submission no matter how shallow the water was in the tub.

Deja had no doubt the girl’s thoughts were not on any man or any romantic encounter, past or imagined.  That girl was submitting again in her mind as she pleasured her hot pussy. 

And with each orgasm, she plunged fathoms deeper into submission.  She was weighted down by the dominance hung upon her.  Deja vowed never to let Journee be buoyant enough to counteract the domination and to rise to the surface.

Deja would be one of the dominant anchors that held Journee in place.

Journee thrashed a little.  Huh.  Wow!  The girl had swayed her body side to side, almost like how a fish swam.  If the fish was nude and belly.

Journee was adapting to her new environment!  She would thrive!

Deja’s eyebrows raised, and she grinned victoriously as she saw Journee, eyes still closed, open her mouth.  The fouled bathwater rushed in and filled the girl’s mouth.  Then Journee swallowed it heavily.  Then she panted so fast she was nearly hyperventilating.  Then she took another big mouthful of bathwater and held it in her closed mouth.

Journee shook, making the water's surface vibrate as she orgasmed.  She held her breath during it.  The orgasm looked powerful.  The vibrating water’s surface churned wavelets that slapped at the sides of the tub. 

Deja marveled at how long the girl held her breath and held that load of bath mixture in her mouth and how long the orgasm went on.

Finally, Journee made a big gulping swallow, and the orgasm calmed as she followed the gulp of water with gulps of air.

Well!

Everything was good here in the bathroom!

Deja returned to Margot’s bedroom.  Margot was exactly as she’d left her.

Deja knew she needed to keep both Parrows sexed up as much as possible.  All night hopefully.  She was up for it.  Zurica had given her some orange spotted mushrooms, little tiny ones.  Zurica told her to eat them when Deja needed power and stamina and did not want to have to sleep.  Deja could and would stay up all evening, all night, all early morning hours, going back and forth between the mother and the daughter, fucking them every which way and making them do anything and everything Deja could think to make them do.

The Parrows needed sleep but would not get it.  Deja would replace their sleep with submission.

But Deja did not feel sorry for them.  These privileged whites needed a taste of the real world.  Well, Rambikku wasn’t so real world, Deja guessed.  In any event, whether or not they tasted the real world, she’d make sure they got many tastes of her.

Like right now.

Deja climbed up on the bed and mounted Margot’s face.  Margot opened her eyes, just slits, saw what was coming, and did nothing to stop it.  Not that she could, but it was good progress that she did not even try.

As Deja sat on Margot’s face, she decided it was good that the Parrow women knew about each other.  That way there was no need for Deja to sneak around.  Deja thought that a dominant should sometimes be sneaky in working to seduce and force a submission but that, generally, a dominant should not have to sneak around.

It was beneath a dominant.

A dominant should have a submissive beneath them.  Directly beneath the dominant’s pussy.  Like right then.

Ahhhh.

Margot’s face was such a lovely seat.

And it didn’t just lay there.  It was the seat that licked!

Deja rode Margot’s face.  She felt hot and needy from all this successful domination.  The domination itself was more arousing to her than the physical sensations the domination rewarded her with.

She’d dominated both Parrow women.  And now her pussy dominated the face of Margot Parrow.

Her domination was greatly rewarded.  It sure was funny how great domination worked.  The more you did to them, the more they did for you.  By this point, anything Deja wanted.

Margot had looked so tired. Deja knew the ambassador woke up and got going in the early morning, was used hard and repeatedly at the palace, and was used again by Rhone and Piindpo when she returned home and was tired from her most recent Deja-induced orgasm.

And yet even after all that, Margot worked her mouth eagerly, slapping her tongue up and down Deja’s pussy and sometimes stretching her tongue to work it deep up into Deja.  The ambassador was into it.  She wasn’t only doing what she had to do.  The way she did it showed she was passionate about doing it.

Deja wasn’t sitting on the face of an American ambassador.  Not anymore.  This here was a pussy ambassador, and she was silky-tongued the way an ambassador should be.

If Margot Parrow was a pussy ambassador, then her diplomatic mission was a huge success.  Deja orgasmed.  She pressed her pussy down hard on Margot’s mouth and squeezed her legs on Margot’s ears.

Could Margot breathe like that?  Probably not. 

Did it matter?  Only if the orgasm lasted a long time.  Deja knew these white savages could go a while without oxygen.  They might not like it, but their likes and needs were not important.  Well, as long as they did not actually die.

As Deja’s orgasm drained away, Deja remembered to make sure to roll off Margot before she could pussy suffocate.  Margot took in huge sucking gulps of air. 

See?  No problem.

Riding Margot’s air-panicked face added an extra thrill to Deja’s orgasm.  Therefore, it was worth whatever discomfort it caused the white savage.

Margot’s face was wet with Deja’s pussy oils.  Deja so looked forward to the time when mother and daughter could help each other out with messes like that.  She’d have Journee come in and lick her mother’s face clean in as needed.  Or vice versa.

Deja wanted to try out the Fika fruit soon.  She knew she needed to eat it the day before in order to have a squirting orgasm.  Then she could pour down a load of pussy juice when she came.  She could fill Margot’s mouth! 

She’d produce more spend than a man could!  How great is that?

Deja knew Margot had put up with a lot and done a lot.  Deja was rather fond of Margot.  How couldn’t she be?  Margot was a ravishing redhead and Margot followed orders and gave Deja orgasms.  Oh, and her ass was the loveliest shade of pink/red when spanked!

Deja decided it was time to reward Margot.  Another reward.  Deja would pay her reward in the primary currency of submissive sluts, a currency accepted in all locales across the world.

She’d make Margot orgasm!  Again!

She knew Margot was aroused all over again from Margot’s oral exploits.  Sluts loved to give.  It turned them on to get used.  Just sitting on Margot’s face until Deja came was enough to have Margot primed for an orgasm.

Deja would make this orgasm special.  After all, it wasn’t everyday a mother found out her daughter is a total do-anything-nasty submissive lesbian slut to the same “underling” as the mother.

Hard working sluts deserved rewards! 

But Margot better not think Deja treated her like some kind of equal!

Deja got off the bed and crouched between Margot’s legs.  Margot had a pleasing-to-the-eye red-fringed pussy, looking particularly wet at the moment.  It looked like that beaver had just gone for a swim!  Deja used her hands to spread Margot’s pussy.  Margot’s inner vaginal folds were a bright pink, nearly red.  Her pussy looked like an exotic dish.

Here in Rambikku, Margot Parrow was exotic.  That combined with her newly acquired, or enforced, subservience, her willingness now to do anything demanded, had, in Deja’s opinion, increased Margot Parrow’s value times a thousand whatever she was worth back in America.

The point was moot as there were no sales allowed of humans in America.  Not for a hundred and sixty years.  Here in Rambikku, human sales were making a comeback.

Deja wondered if Queen Muunu planned to sell the Parrows eventually.  That would be a shame and would not make sense.  The Queen did not need the money.  But Deja could see it as a sort of alliance-building thing.  The Chinese or the Russians would probably love to have an American mother and daughter pair, with one of them a former ambassador.  Or how about North Korea?  They’d love to have such a pair.  For sure!

That was the Queen’s business and her pleasure to do as she wished.  Queen Muunu was no longer only a Queen to Deja.  She was Deja’s Queen.

Deja leaned forward and licked Margot’s pussy.  Margot moaned.

Deja swept her tongue up and down Margot’s red pussy.  Deja made it wetter and hotter. Margot moaned and groaned.

Deja hoped Margot understood they were not somehow now on equal levels just because she performed oral on the woman.  But she did not worry too much.  Licking pussy like this was much different than how Margot licked her pussy when Deja sat on Margot’s face.  And, if there was an issue, some form of attitude, Deja could spank it right out of her.

Still, it was best not to let these things even get started at all.

So Deja would deliver ten or twelve licks and then pause, rise a little, and slap one of Margot’s upper thighs.  She alternated back and forth between them.  She made the pain and then eased the pain with oral pleasure.  Seconds after the pleasure took the lead and Margot thrust her pussy against Deja’s mouth, Deja would thigh-spank her again.

There!  That should keep things nice and clear in the mind of Margot Parrrow!

Soon Margot’s thighs were also a bright red, but, despite the pain, she still grew more and more desperate for an orgasm.  Deja had to reduce the number of licks between spanks.  And then she made sure to spank harder.

Margot was so close to orgasm, and Deja wanted her to orgasm.  Deja was keeping Margot away from the destination they both wanted Margot to arrive at.

Deja was about to stop spanking and start clit sucking the sexy bitch into an epic orgasm.  But then Margot did something unexpected.

Margot yelled, “Please, Black Mistress!  Thank you for licking me, Black Mistress!  Please make your white savage slut cum, Black Mistress!”

Wow!  Margot Parrow was begging!  On her own initiative!

Margot had yelled it loud enough that Journee must have heard her from down the hallway in the bathroom. 

Deja thought Margot may have done that unconsciously / on purpose.  Margot had some instinct to announce to her daughter her status and who Deja now was to her.  Not to protect her daughter.  Fuck no.  It was too late to protect Journee.  Margot did it as an instinctive way to lay a subby slut claim on her new Black Mistress.

No one claimed Deja Jenkins!  But it was the thoughtless thought that counted.

Reward the slut!

Deja sucked Margot’s clit into her mouth and sucked at it with little cheek pulses.

Margot straight out screamed as she orgasmed.

The End

Guess who’s coming to Rambikku in Book 8?

You got it in one guess!

Brinlee Parrow, Margot’s eldest daughter, is on her way thanks to the “kind invitation” of Queen Muunu.

Zurica will pick her up at the Nai Nabi airport.

Brinlee will make some shocking discoveries about her mother and little sister!  Brinlee comes to Rambikku as a Queen-planned surprise for her mom and sibling, but they will surprise the hell out of Brinlee before they even know she’s in the country.

Poor arrogant and cruel Zurica hasn’t gotten to make use of any of these white savages.  So far. But she’ll get her chance with Brinlee.

Is Zurica up for the challenge?  Can she deliver Brinlee to Queen Muunu like an outdoor cat leaving a fresh kill on the doorstep?
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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?

“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!

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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