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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    “This can't be the place.” 
 
    Maddy shared her sister Bailey's disbelief, “The GPS doesn't lie and look at the sign.  It does say “Ultimate Massage”, does it not?” 
 
    “Maybe your new Mother-in-law to be bought the gift cards and then the place closed down and they took the money to Mexico or something.  Actually... it sort of looks like we're in Mexico anyway.  A bad part of Mexico.” 
 
    “Maybe it's closed.”  Maddy peered at the place.  They were out in the countryside of New Mexico.  Countryside being dry plain slash desert.  There were no other buildings to be seen from the parking lot of the Ultimate Massage.  The parking lot itself was really just sandy dirt reserved for parking.  It wasn't even paved! 
 
    The building which was Ultimate Massage was a three story square.  Like a house but bigger and much more run down.  There were no actual tumbleweeds but it looked like tumbleweeds would fit right in. 
 
    Peeling paint.  Dusty windows.  Even a creaking rusty weather vane!  
 
    Bailey shook her head with her classic half smile on her face, “They could make some extra money using this place as a setting for Westerns.” 
 
    “Except no one makes Westerns any more.” 
 
    Bailey said, “Let's get out of here before the ghosts show up to defend their dried up bones.” 
 
    “Come on, Bailey.  It doesn't matter what it looks like on the outside.  Kathy gave us those gift cards.  It would be rude not to use them.” 
 
    “Which she keeps pointing out to us.  Again and again.  Over and over.  I've got to tell you, I don't like your new mother-in-law.  Who gives a fuck if we are rude to her.  She's always rude.” 
 
    “Mother-in-law to be.  Not quite mother-in-law yet.  Not until Scott and I get married next month.  But yeah, I don't like her either.  She's really pushy and I don't think she likes me.  She's rude all day long.  Morning, afternoon, evening, or night.  But I have to try to get along.  Which means I better not lie to her and say I used the gift card or, even worse, refuse to use her gift.  I'll try to make things better with Kathy but, at the very least, I need to make sure they don't get worse.  Weddings are stressful enough!” 
 
    Bailey said, “You're right about that.  I just wanted to get my wedding over with.  Just get past it.  It was miserable all the arrangements and I have a great mother-in-law.  Unlike you, poor Maddy!” 
 
    “I think maybe she's just protective of her son.” 
 
    “Maddy, I think she thinks you're after him for his inheritance.  All those money families only want to intermarry into other money families.  Like financial royalty inbreeding.  I think it pisses her off that you're a “simple” bank teller.  Maybe especially because you deal with money.  She must think you're “all about the money”. 
 
    “Hey, someone has to be bank tellers.  What would the rich people do without bank tellers?” 
 
    “Or maybe it's because dear sister Bailey is a “simple” dental hygienist.” 
 
     Maddy smiled, “What would rich people do without dental hygiene either?  We can't help our shame of working for a living.  Maybe she's threatened in a different way.  Maybe she's worried about losing him, that I'll make him move away or something, or worried I'll break his heart.” 
 
    “Fuck that, Maddy.  It takes a bitch to act like a bitch.  At least it does if you act like a bitch day in and day out.  At some point you have to realize it isn't some exception.  She doesn't just act like a bitch to you.  She's done it to me, too.  Always.  I've never had a nice conversation with her.” 
 
    “Please.  How many times have you talked with her?  Three times?” 
 
    “Five.  Five conversations which all sucked.  Five out of five.  Why did they suck?  Bitchiness.  Where did all that bitchiness come from?  Your mother-in-law to be.  Kathy Henters.  Kathy the Queen cunt.” 
 
    “All right.  I'm going to go in.  You don't have to if you don't want.  I'll totally understand.” 
 
    “No way, Maddy.  Never leave a big sister behind I say!” 
 
    “I need to catch up with my little sister in the marriage department.  I'm behind you there.” 
 
    Bailey scoffed, “It's not a competition.  What would be next?  Who can have the most babies?  No, thank you!” 
 
    “Yeah, we don't want to compete like that.  We all know I'm going to have five or six more than you.” 
 
    “Not funny!  You breeder!”  Bailey punched at Maddy's arm. 
 
    “Zero to zero so far.  No one fire the starting gun until after I'm married.  Come on, let's go get this over with.” 
 
    “Never have I been so not looking forward to a massage.  You know, it is weird when you think about it.  Paying strangers you don't know, sight unseen, to rub your body.  If you really think about it, it's almost sick!  It's like tentative half-hearted prostitution.  You know, a series of hand-jobs that miss the target.” 
 
    “Grow up, Bailey!  Everybody is some kind of prostitute.  This for that.  That's what life does to us.  Besides, thanks to my mean mother-in-law-to-be, Kathy, it's free.  You can't beat free!”               
 
    But... sometimes free can beat you.... 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    Inside the Ultimate Massage Parlor – in the Parlor's parlor they guessed – they were greeted by a stern-looking older Asian lady.  How stereotypical was that?  Even out here in the New Mexico dry-lands!   
 
    Her stern face was like a statue coming to life when she spoke, “Welcome to Ultimate Massage.  How can I help you today?” 
 
    Bailey looked to Maddy so Maddy spoke up while handing the lady her plastic gift card, “Oh, hi, we each have this gift card for an “Ultimate Massage”.” 
 
    The lady took her gift card and then snatched the other one out of Bailey's hand as well.  She examined them like she thought they might be counterfeits.  Then she looked at each of them in an appraising way. 
 
    She even walked around behind them and looked at their backs or rears.  Maddy and Bailey looked at each other a little wide-eyed. 
 
    The middle-aged Asian woman spoke, “You each very good looking.  You have great bodies too.  Such pretty yellow hair.” 
 
    Bailey said, with a poorly hidden smirk, “Yeah, this kind of hair is called “blonde”.” 
 
    Maddy frowned at Bailey and verbally rushed to repair, “Thank you for your kind compliment.” 
 
    Bailey quietly smirked while keeping her face turned away from the Asian lady.  She always got a kick out of it to get any reaction at all similar to anger from her older sister.  It was a challenge to make happen.   
 
    Maddy was always so collected and so well-mannered and so helpful.  She almost never got mad.  Bailey found it amusingly ironic that her sister's name was “Maddy” and she never got mad.  Almost never.  It took a lot. 
 
    Bailey was sure most sisters felt this way about their sister but she thought Maddy's fiancee Scott was really lucky to be marrying her.  Maddy would give him good advice and never yell or hound him when he fucked up like all husbands do.  Heck, she was a bank teller and had a cool head so she could even give him good advice with all that money he'd inherit one day! 
 
    No matter what Kathy the stupid mother-in-law thought, Maddy was a great catch not even counting her marvelous good looks.  Maddy was going to be the best possible wife to Scott. 
 
    It seemed like Kathy thought Scott was marrying downward.  Bailey had gotten to know Scott with all the wedding preparations.  He was okay she guessed but it seemed like he had a weak spine and wasn't very driven.  Bailey respected how her own husband, Hal, was so driven to succeed and such a hard worker.   
 
    If anything Maddy was the one marrying downward! 
 
    The Asian lady looked them up and down like she was trying to figure out their sizes.  If she'd been a man they would have thought she was ogling them.  Her eyes did seem to linger longer on their racks and on their rears as she circled around them. 
 
    The Asian lady, for her part, was pleased with what she saw.   
 
    It was absolutely great when you could make money while doing what you loved to do!  
 
    The young but older of the two yellow hairs had a full, soft but still trim, body.  A body you could luxuriate in.  She had the larger breasts of the two and a narrow, yet fuller of the two, rear end. 
 
    The younger of the two yellow hairs had that super in shape build like she could run a marathon.  She was lighter and narrower and really looked like a younger sister.  A bit on the skinny side like a strong wind could knock her down.  That said, or thought actually, the skinnier one looked like she had a lot of stamina and could take a lot before giving out.   
 
    They would certainly find out if that was true! 
 
    Two sisters at the same time!  New challenges abound and unique situations were a blessing. 
 
    Their work at the special massage parlor – one which opened for a few months at a time and then moved on before it the inevitable but slow-moving slow-witted authorities could take action – usually was one “customer” at a time.  Easy.   
 
    Lai Ping did fondly recall several times involving two best friends and once with a threesome of friends.  There had also been an aunt and niece.  That one was quite memorable!  Two hot beauties in beautiful hot San Diego!   
 
    Outside La Crosse, Wisconsin, they'd double-nailed a female professor and one of her college student's who was the professor's daughter's best friend.  Best of all?  The contract was purchased by the professor's own daughter!  With that daughter's college fund which had been saved up by none other than the mother/professor!   
 
    Those educational funds were instead used to give the mother/professor quite the unexpected education! 
 
    Lai Ping often replayed that one in her mind.  Her chosen career was highly rewarding! 
 
    Lai Ping came back to the present moment.  The blondes were waiting and the delay was becoming conspicuous. 
 
    “We are very serious here 'bout giving Ultimate Massage.  Sometime customer complaint the ultimate massage not so ultimate.  Always they were wiggling and moving and distracting.  They fuck it up!  Not us!” 
 
    Maddy and Bailey unconsciously leaned back slightly from the woman's ferocity.   
 
    The lady slapped down two sets of stapled sheets with print on them, “You read, you sign, you get Ultimate Massage.  You no read, you sign, you get Ultimate Massage.  You no sign you no Ultimate Massage, you no get refund.  Send email to purchaser of gift card you refuse to use gift card.” 
 
    Bailey shook her head rapidly back and forth like a robot on the fritz, “Holy frosted fuck, Maddy, if I was a Brit I'd say “Blimey!” right now.  As an American, I don't know what to say.” 
 
    Maddy laughed, “I know, right?  It's almost like we're getting blackmailed into taking a free massage. Whatever.  Let's find out how “ultimate” this Ultimate Massage is.”  
 
    They made a show of reading the four pages of documents.  Such a tiny font.  It might have been ten pages in a normal font.  They had to initial after every single paragraph. 
 
    Near the end, Bailey turned to her older sister, snickered, and then mustered up her best lame English accent, “Bloody Blimey, sister dearest!  I say!  I shall have needs of an arm massage after all these initials!” 
 
    Maddy ignored her goofing off and addressed the lady who watched them like a hawk, “Hey, I didn't bring my magnifying glass today, but what is this about my approving “any and all necessary restraints as per sole discretion of masseuse”?” 
 
    “Oh that.”  The Asian lady waved an arm dismissively, “I tell you so already one time.  Customer move wrong way customer fuck up Ultimate Massage.  Then customer blame us for no ultimate.  So sometime we make sure customer no fuck it up.  Can't fuck it up.  You know, no move legs.  No big.” 
 
    Bailey sounded incredulously amused, “Holy shit, Maddy, they tie you down for the Ultimate Massage?  Then what?  Whip you?”               
 
    Bailey laughed and laughed and Maddy had to giggle a little also although she felt bad for this severe Asian lady.  Being a masseuse might be hard enough without people laughing at your techniques.  The lady certainly looked and sounded grumpy. 
 
    Maddy said, “Well, I think they use “necessary restraints” if you wiggle too much.  I'm sure if you just lay there they don't.” 
 
    Bailey pointed out another part and asked their hostess about it, “What is this about “I do approve use of sound inhibitors” and this one here about how “I do approve all Ultimate Massage application techniques”?” 
 
    “No big.  No worry.  No one want sound disturb massage.  To get Ultimate Massage you must allow massage methods.  Only way.  Simple.” 
 
    Bailey and Maddy turned to one another and simultaneously shrugged.   
 
    They signed the papers. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    They were placed in a small room that looked like a sauna that wasn't in use.  It had wood slats lining the walls.  It was warm but not hot.  They were told to hang up their clothing and to be entirely nude. 
 
    After the lady left Bailey did an impression of her to Maddy, “Take off clothes.  No want clothes disturb massage!” 
 
    Maddy laughed.  They took off all their clothes and hung them up. 
 
    Bailey pointed at Maddy's crotch, “Holy blonde Sasquatch, Maddy!  You haven't found time to trim in the last decade?” 
 
    Maddy blushed a little, “It's not that bad!  I'm going to trim it before the wedding.” 
 
    “For now the world need no longer worry about deforestation.  If only your pubic hair converted CO2 into oxygen.  Then we'd really be onto something!” 
 
    “You are really something else, Bailey!” 
 
    “Look at mine.  This is the way to tend your garden.” 
 
    “Sure.  That's nice, Bailey.  Is that how your gardener likes it?” 
 
    “He likes it great.” 
 
    The hostess entered with a knock simultaneous to the door opening and she had two other women with her.  Somewhat surprisingly, they were both heavyset African-American women. 
 
    The hostess poked a finger at Maddy, “You go with she.  She name Luella.”  Her poked finger moved to indicate the smaller of the large women.   
 
    Smaller being entirely relative.  The one named Luella was muscular, like a female linebacker.  Especially her arms.  The muscles in them stood out in part because she wore a sleeveless top and in part because they looked etched and oiled like a bodybuilder right before they put on a show. 
 
    Without knowing it, Maddy and Bailey thought the exact same thing, “There's a highly valued customer of the local steroids dealer.” 
 
    The hostess then poked a finger at Bailey, “You go with she.  She name Ola.”  Her poked finger moved to indicate the larger of the large women. 
 
    Ola certainly was large.  And shapely.  That shape being round.  A sphere.  She was tall and big-boned so she started off large but got a whole lot larger once she packed on the pounds.  Every slight move she made caused little flesh ripples to roll back and forth. 
 
    Luella and Ola each opened an adjoining door and walked through.  The hostess looked at the two sisters. 
 
    Bailey leaned towards her sister to stage whisper, “See you on the other side.  I hope Ola doesn't accidentally break me.” 
 
    Maddy sniggered but tried to muffle it.  Bailey was always embarrassing her with her outrageous behavior.   
 
    She also thought it comical/amazing the perfect contrast between Bailey and Ola.  Bailey the scrawny but sexy white blonde and Ola massive and unattractive with her almost truly black skin.  All light seemed to disappear into that skin like she was a black hole shaped like a woman.  Not very much like a woman shape as she was quite round. 
 
    Maddy almost laughed again when she thought, “Light isn't all that disappears into that Ola.  All food too!  Bailey better watch out in case Ola tries to eat her!” 
 
    They each went through the doorway to join Luella or Ola as indicated. 
 
    After the doors closed the hostess, Lai Ping Chiang, smiled.  Stupid.  So stupid.  Stupid sisters.  They no see what so obvious when known.  But, only when known.  Not stupid.  Trusting?  Yes, trusting.  American women always think so invulnerable to the world. 
 
    Lai Ping went over to their clothes and fetched out Maddy's and Bailey's panties.  Lai Ping liked to add them to her collection.  May as well. 
 
    It wasn't like those American sisters were going to need panties any more today. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    “Lay on that there.  Lay on your front.”  Luella poked a finger at a puffy bed thing. 
 
    Maddy looked at it dubiously.  It looked a lot like one of those examining bed/tables in a doctor's office.  That same smooth plastic-like covering of fake leather that didn't even try to convince you it was leather.  That same shade of I-don't-even-know-what-that-color is.  Not tan.  Not gray.  Not colorless and yet of no definite color.   
 
    Maddy thought there was a difference though.  About halfway down there was a seam in it which seemed inexplicable.  Then, near the foot of the bed there were two rubber half circles which were loose right then but looked like they could be tightened.  So... those were the restraints!  Wow!  What customer would be silly enough to wiggle so much they had to end up wearing those!?!   
 
    Maddy vowed not to wiggle but then, why would she?  She liked a massage as much as anyone. 
 
    Maddy had one more reason for hesitation.  The overall low quality of this place.  Here she was nude and she had to assume previous customers were nude.  Had they, Luella or whoever, wiped down this bed/table after the last customer? 
 
    Should she ask?  If she did would Luella be honest? 
 
    Probably not.  Yuck.  Well, maybe yuck.  She'd take a shower when she got back home. 
 
    Maddy lay on the bed/table, on her belly. 
 
    Luella made a little “Hm-hm” sound.  What was that for?  That she had laid on it correctly?   
 
    Really that “Hm-hm” had sounded a certain way.  Sort of... appreciative.... 
 
    Was this Luella a lesbian maybe?  She liked how Maddy looked? 
 
    Maddy smiled but kept her smile against the bed/table so Luella wouldn't see it.  No reason to hurt Luella's feelings.  Maddy knew she was both out of Luella's league and, ah, not playing on the same team. 
 
    Luella could look and appreciate all she wanted though.  Maddy felt sorry for the big lady. 
 
    Look but don't touch, Luella, she thought with humor.  Then she realized Luella would, of course, touch her as that was part of a massage so she self-corrected to herself, “Look but don't touch the naughty parts, Luella”. 
 
    That was odd. 
 
    Luella was putting Maddy's feet in those rubber restraint half-circles.  The right one was already locked in place! 
 
    “Hey, Luella, I'm not wiggling.” 
 
    “This will make sure no wiggles start.” 
 
    Maddy frowned.  Shit, that Luella already had her left foot secured as well.  Just that quick!  There was no point saying anything to Luella.  Apparently this place had some certain process in place, wiggle or no wiggle.  If Maddy tried to break with their precious “Ultimate Massage” process they'd probably refuse to massage her and report her “failure” back to Kathy Henters. 
 
    It was worth a mental laugh picturing Bailey's reaction to the same treatment.  Her little sister was only in this situation because of her.  Bailey would no doubt give Maddy a hard time in the future about “that time I was put in bondage at the massage parlor just to help you out with your mother-in-law”.   
 
    Maddy pictured herself responding to the mock outraged Bailey that it was “her own fault” for not choosing to stay in the car.  The sisters were especially close, perhaps because both of their parents had passed, but they loved to give each other shit. 
 
    Maddy was amazed at the feeling that came over her when she realized how immobile she was.  She was in the nude, laying on her tummy, her feet restrained so she couldn't get off this bed/table.  All in front of a stranger!  A woman but, still, a stranger and who knew what her “disposition” was.  Maddy felt amazingly helpless.  Almost panicky with overwhelmed helplessness. 
 
    It was a powerful feeling she'd never really had before.  It was sort of scary and sort of risky adventurous.  She almost laughed out loud at herself.  Her mental movie trailer announcer voice activated, “Welcome to the massage adventure!  Only the very bravest can take this massage laying down! 
 
    Then she thought of Bailey in some other room with the even bigger Ola getting, she assumed, the very same bed/table restraint treatment.  She nearly laughed.  She bet Bailey would be saying that “Bloody Blimey” routine a bit louder and more sincerely now! 
 
    Then something even more unexpected happened.  Something which made Maddy even more helpless than she already had been! 
 
    Luella grasped Maddy's left forearm and moved it off the table/bed and downward.  Maddy didn't really think anything of it at first.  Masseuses often moved you or your limb to access an area to massage. 
 
    Then Maddy felt soft bouncy contact around her forearm and heard that pressed together Velcro sound.  Just like she'd heard down there at her feet! 
 
    Maddy tried to move that arm and, sure enough, it could barely move a few millimeters.  Her left arm was pointed down off the table at the elbow and her hand was restrained to the side of the table/bed! 
 
    This was too much! 
 
    Luella moved around to Maddy's right side.  Maddy thought, “Holy shit, she's after my last free appendage!” 
 
    Maddy spoke rapidly, “No.  Wait.  Don't.  No.  Don't tie down my hands.  That is not necessary!  Believe me.” 
 
    Luella spoke in a saucy patronizing tone not suitable to a masseuse-client relationship, “What, you thought only legs can wiggle?  I fucking don't.  I've seen all sorts of wiggling in my day.  Not all of it bad wiggling if you catch my drift.  It's best you are held tight.  The Ultimate Massage can really drive chicks wild.” 
 
    Maddy didn't appreciate being called a chick even if it was by another “chick”.  She wanted to protest more but, just like that, in a second or less it seemed, her right hand was just as tightly restrained down to the side of the table/bed as her left.   
 
    She simmered with anger but tried to simmer down her boil.  Nothing for it now.  It felt like she'd have to cry and beg to get out of it at that point and she sure wouldn't do that!  Bailey would make fun of her! 
 
    Maddy still had no clue that even crying and begging at that point would have done no good at all.... 
 
    Then the massage began.  At first it was no different than a regular massage.  It was what Maddy expected.  Deep tissue rubbing.  Working Maddy's back.  Working up and down Maddy's legs.  She felt the strength of Luella's powerful hands.   
 
    Maddy wondered if all that strength came from constantly massaging customers.  That couldn't be otherwise all masseuses would be so muscular.  This Luella must work out and weight lift in her time off.  And, of course, pop steroids or shoot them up, whatever one did with steroids.... 
 
    Then Luella's hands plopped onto Maddy's buttocks, one on each ass cheek.  Sort of hard.  Almost a double spank really.  It made Maddy start to arch up but she only made it a couple inches before her restrained hands were stopped by the thick rubbery cuffs.  Luella's hands, all five fingers of both hands, worked and rubbed freely into Maddy's ass flesh.  Deep powerful rubs like Maddy's ass cheeks had no muscle and were just a pair of big flesh-colored water balloons. 
 
    Maddy found all this disconcerting.  She had a masseuse she went to that never touched anyone's ass.  Refused to.  Understandably!  She also told Maddy casually that the masseuse's that do that always asked the client first if it was all right to do so.   
 
    Luella had never asked!  Maddy would have said no.  Only because she was too polite to say “Hell no!” 
 
    Maddy decided right then and there that this place was not professional.  It wasn't just the appearance.  The masseuse's were not properly trained!  Maddy thought she'd write an online review.  She liked to do that.  Almost always positive ones but this time would be different. 
 
    All of a sudden... Luella really was spanking her!  Both hands at once slapping down and simultaneously whacking Maddy's ass.  Again and again. 
 
    Maddy just couldn't believe it.  That it was happening at all.  That it hurt so incredibly bad! 
 
    She really could not believe that it just kept going and going.  She had to protest!  She had to make it stop! 
 
    She would have right away but the shock and the pain just so took her breath away.  There were quite a few spanks already landed before she could manage to spew out some words. 
 
    “Stop stop stop!  Stop it!  Why are you spanking me?  You're supposed to be massaging me damn it!” 
 
    Luella chuckled.  It sounded like an evil chuckle to pained Maddy, “This is all part of the Ultimate Massage, girl.  Contrast.  Contrast of my black hands on your white skin.  Contrast of extreme pain with extreme pleasure.  It's like those people who go into those saunas, sweat it up, get all hot, then run out and roll in the snow.  It's like that.”               
 
    The spanks continued. 
 
    Maddy tried to think.  Was this for real?  Was this really a part of the Ultimate Massage or was this Luella making shit up?  Maybe Luella didn't like white people and was using this as a way to strike back.  Striking back by striking Maddy's ass again and again and seemingly harder every time.... 
 
    The pain pushed words out of Maddy, “I can't stand it.  Stop.  Stop!  I can't stand it!” 
 
    “What a softie.  Well, you sure have a nice soft ass.  I have to tell you though I don't like this whining coming from you.  It's distracting from my Ultimate Massage efforts.  I just can't have that.  Time to break out the good old sound inhibitor.” 
 
    Maddy was grateful the spanking was at least paused.  She wondered how long it would take Luella to get the sound inhibitor set up.  Maybe long enough that Luella would forget about this spanking silliness.   
 
    Wow, her ass really burned! 
 
    Could that contrast thing really work the way Luella said?  If so this would end up being the massage of Maddy's life. 
 
    Little did she know. 
 
    Maddy remembered that part about the use of a “sound inhibitor” in that contract thing they signed.  She wondered if it was like those walls on the sides of highways that ran through some residential areas that were designed to absorb sound.  Would Luella maybe roll out some kind of partition like those ones old movie starlets used to get dressed behind?  Made out of some twenty-first century sound-absorbing material? 
 
    Nope. 
 
    Suddenly Luella was pressing something to her mouth, “Open up your trap, white girl.” 
 
    That something hurt her lips pressing them against her teeth so, more in reaction to that pain than obedience, Maddy did “open up”.  Something thick and wide popped right into her mouth.  Then it was pulled tight.  Maddy felt constriction on her cheeks.  Then Maddy felt and heard Velcro straps joined at the back of her head. 
 
    Holy fuck! 
 
    It was a gag! 
 
    She was gagged! 
 
    This could not be happening! 
 
    It was. 
 
    The spanks returned.  With a vengeance. 
 
    After a minute of pain and disbelief while being spanked, Luella spoke into Maddy's nearly hysterical mindset.  Luella sounded pretty self-satisfied, “Sure is nice and quiet in here now.  Except these spanks.  But that's a good sound.  A great sound.  With all this quiet I can really concentrate on spanking you right.  Accurate and as hard as I can.  I am really laying them in now.  If your ass was two volleyballs I think they would have deflated by now.” 
 
    The spanking continued.  To the point Maddy could not even perceive time any longer.  It could have been a minute more.  It could have been an hour.  It felt like an eternity.   
 
    The pain became a liquid thing filling her up from head to toe.  Like she was a mold suddenly filled with poured lava. 
 
    Then... it stopped.  The cessation was almost more disconcerting than the spanking itself.  Like losing a part of herself. 
 
    Luella smirk-talked some more, “Yeah, those good old sound inhibitors.  They sure work great.  I wonder if Ola has your little sister wearing one also right now.  She should.  I fucking highly recommend them.” 
 
    Bailey!   
 
    Was she going through this same Ultimate Massage bullshit?  Maddy hoped not and thought not.  No way could that other one, that Ola, be some masseuse monster like this one, this Luella.   
 
    Luella maybe even put this gag on her specifically so Bailey and anyone else would not hear what Luella was pulling.   
 
    This damn Luella!  Getting back at whitey by taking it out on Maddy's poor rear.  Maddy was for sure going to report her.  And just wait and see the online review she was going to leave.  She would rake this place over the coals! 
 
    Thinking of coals, Maddy thought her ass felt like someone had spilled a grill full of glowing coals over it.  It was incredibly painful.   
 
    She thought she may have been better off getting a damn brand on her ass than all those spanks!  At least a brand was over quick!  Or so Maddy had heard.  No one in her circle did that kind of thing.  Luella might know better than her.  Maddy bet Luella knew people who'd been branded or maybe even had been herself. 
 
    Maddy assumed that now that the spanking was done that Luella would take the damn “sound inhibitor” back out. 
 
    You know what they say about assuming.... 
 
    “All right then, let's get this Ultimate Massage on the road.  Or further down the road.” 
 
    Luella moved to the foot end of the table/bed.  Maddy felt Luella's hands on her feet. 
 
    Finally!  Some more actual massaging in this “Ultimate Massage”! 
 
    For ten minutes Luella rubbed Maddy's feet, her legs, her back, and her neck.  Like an actual legitimate masseuse.  Maddy thought Luella wasn't too bad.  She certainly had strong hands.  Maddy wasn't going to forgive her for the other things she'd done but this was definitely a move in the right direction. 
 
    Luella rubbed back down Maddy's body to her feet and then stood at the very end of the table/bed. 
 
    Suddenly Maddy felt her legs separating and spreading wide!  How was that even possible?  Her ankles were belted down in restraints!   
 
    Wide.  Wider.  Widest! 
 
    Maddy felt air on her pussy and inner thighs.  Her legs were spread almost wide enough to hurt now. 
 
    Then Maddy realized the meaning of what she'd seen when she looked at this table/bed.  That seam in the material!  That was a divider.  That lower section could be split in two and opened wide, fanned out.  That's how it was that her feet were still restrained but Luella managed to spread her legs. 
 
    Wait. 
 
    How bad did this look? 
 
    Every tiny intimate detail of Maddy's pussy must be on upside down display.  The position alone pulled her labial lips outward.  Maddy knew she must be showing some of her inner pink. 
 
    This Ultimate Massage was so invasive!  Such an intrusion on private personal space! 
 
    How bad was this? 
 
    Why did Luella have her legs stretched so wide? 
 
    Was this really part of this “Ultimate Massage” or was this a Luella-the-likely-lesbian kind of thing?  A means and fake reason to get a personal look-see.... 
 
    Luella, obviously standing between the two sections, rubbed up Maddy's inner calves, her knees, her inner thighs. 
 
    Maddy thought, wow, she's getting really close to my pussy.  She'll need to stop right about now. 
 
    Luella did not stop.... 
 
    Maddy felt big fingers tracing just shy of her pussy. 
 
    Maddy felt a hand on her pussy. 
 
    That Luella lady was touching her pussy!!! 
 
    It felt like her pussy was cupped entirely in one of Luella's big hands.  That hand pressed and those fingers flexed up and down like Luella was playing an upside down piano.  She was playing Maddy's pussy piano! 
 
    Maddy snorted in shocked protest and bucked.  Well, she tried to buck but the restraints made it so ineffectual it must have looked comical.  Like someone tensed up trying to push over a skyscraper.  They moved and it didn't.   
 
    Maddy tried to talk and then tried to yell even knowing the “sound inhibitor” was set in place and big and perfect for its job.  Her lips felt stretched to the point of cracking.  Damn dry New Mexico air!   
 
    She managed quite a few sounds but none too loud and nothing like actual words.  Surely her sounds had a tone to them, though, that Luella would easily understand to be one of displeasure. 
 
    Luella said, “Yes, I know.  You love it.  You love Luella's magic fingers.” 
 
    Maddy made more sounds.  They raised in pitch and soon sounded like squeals.  Those fingers were really digging around now.  Maddy felt a danger of external personal contact becoming internal personal contact.   
 
    This couldn't really be happening!  She squealed outraged disbelief. 
 
    Smug Luella, “Oh, you are so welcome.” 
 
    That fucking Luella bitch was pretending that Maddy was trying to thank her! 
 
    Smug Luella, “Here.  Based on your feedback I'll give you more of what you want.” 
 
    That fucking Luella bitch... was sliding fingers into Maddy's pussy! 
 
    An inch.  Two inches.  Even more.  All the way.  Maddy felt the webbing between Luella's thumb and index finger rubbing at the bottom of her stretched slit.  The bottom was, for the moment, at the top as Maddy lay on her tummy.  Maddy felt the bottom of Luella's thumb also pressing on her perineum. 
 
    Smug Luella, “Giving you more a whatcha want.  We aim to please at Ultimate Massage, yes we do.  Looks like my aim be right on target.” 
 
    Maddy wondered what the fuck masseuse made contact with your perineum during a massage!?!  Or rubbed your pussy!?!  Or, let's face it, finger fucked your pussy!!! 
 
    Luella, “Hmhm.  Thing is, your most sensitive areas are on the inside and not on the surface.  Your wet skins we call them.  Wet all the time and so sensitive.  They don't get enough attention.  They really need the Ultimate Massage.” 
 
    Then, incredibly, Maddy felt that big Luella thumb tip press on her asshole.   
 
    Oh no!   
 
    She couldn't!   
 
    She wouldn't!   
 
    She can't! 
 
    Maddy tried to hold it closed but she was held helpless and Luella had a strong thumb. 
 
    Pop. 
 
    The thumb tip and much of the knuckle slid in rapidly, slowed, and then were pushed again until the widest part of the thumb, spread like the roots at the base of a tree, made contact with Maddy's sphincter.    
 
    Maddy was totally gobsmacked!  Her toes scrabbled at the soft padding in an attempt to slide her body up the table/bed and somehow get off that thumb.   
 
    That sure wouldn't work! 
 
    Luella grinned in enjoyment.  These bitches always reacted like this.  Almost always.  Like they never gave up their ass to their men.  Like having a thumb up their ass was the most horrible most shocking most appalling thing possible.   
 
    Stupid bitches.  Think this was appalling?  Just wait! 
 
    It was going to get a whole lot more appalling.  And a whole lot more enjoyable to Luella.   
 
    Luella didn't feel bad for this white woman.  Fuck her!  Literally in a little while but figuratively for the time being.  Luella had a job to do and she would do it and enjoy doing it.  Most likely blonde whitey here would enjoy Luella's work sooner or later as well. 
 
    Luella screwed her thumb freely back and forth and hummed a soothing but sort of ominous little tune. 
 
    Maddy gasped and groaned.  Luella squirmed fingers and kept squirming fingers at the bottom of Maddy's slit which was at the moment the highest point of her slit.  To Maddy those big fingers felt like a ball of giant worms or baby snakes trying to get up inside her.   
 
    Maddy wriggled and squirmed her own kind of squirming.   
 
    Maddy's squirming could not defeat or help her avoid Luella's squirming fingers. 
 
    Luella thumb-screwed and thumb-screwed and kept on thumb-screwing.  She liked to give a good thorough thumb-screwing to a woman's ass, especially an uppity white woman.  Hard to stay uppity with a thumb up your ass.  
 
    Luella smiled and thought, “My thumb is uppity this uppity white bitch.”  That was a good one.  She looked forward to passing that one on to Ola. 
 
    Uppity cure?  Just stick your thumb uppity their ass!  
 
    This white woman hadn't really acted so uppity but she was white and hot so that just pretty much meant she was uppity in Luella's Book of the Uppity.  That book wasn't in the Bible but probably should be she thought. 
 
    Luella dreamily thought about explorers one day finding the lost Book of the Uppity hidden in caves on the shores of the Dead Sea.  Maybe with her share of the money she'd take a trip to the Dead Sea and look for it herself. 
 
    She'd be doing God a solid.  Whenever possible Luella liked to help out God in whatever way she could.  For instance... dominating white bitches.  Well, any color bitches actually but Luella liked it best when they were white.  It just added a little oomph to the whole deal. 
 
    Maddy whined and writhed.   
 
    Luella hummed and hummed. 
 
    Luella was always happiest right in the middle of her work. 
 
    With her thumb planted in Maddy's ass Luella's fingers could not reach that all-important clitoris on the white woman. 
 
    Of course, this was exactly why God gave her two hands.  That's how Luella saw it. 
 
    Luella brought her left hand up and under Maddy.  The way the table/bed split at just about a “customer's” belly button it left her pussy hanging free and spread and totally accessible.   
 
    An easy reach indeed. 
 
    Luella found Maddy's clitoral hood and she popped the clitoris out of there like popping a pea out of it's pod.  It was slick and, to Luella's practiced tactile calculation, it felt ready for some Action with a capital A.  Not too big yet, not too swollen, but not really in its normal situation either. 
 
    Yeah, these bitches – not just white ones, any bitch put on this table/bed – they sang one tune at first but, stick a thumb up their ass and pop their clitty out and it wasn't long before they sang a whole 'nother tune.   
 
    Or, you know, they would if not for the “sound inhibitor”.... 
 
    Luella rubbed that clitty.   
 
    Luella very gently pinched that clitty.  Just pulsed it between her thumb and finger.  Made it draw more blood into itself which made it ten times more sensitive.  There it went swelling up now like inflating the tiniest balloon on Earth.   
 
    It was hard to keep a grip on the little thing with her big fingers especially with how slippery it was.  Luckily, Luella had lots and lots of practice.  She prided herself on her clit holds.  No clits escaped her finger pincers! 
 
    Well, sometimes they did but then she captured those little pinkish or reddish animals all over again. 
 
    Maddy's writhing changed form.  Less of a panic thing.   
 
    Almost fucking her pussy onto Luella's hand.   
 
    Almost became for sure. 
 
    Maddy's groans changed also.  They were no longer varied as if she was trying to make words.  They became rhythmic releases of powerful emotions and sensations. 
 
    Yep, yep, yep.  Luella saw this was all going just fucking great. 
 
    It wouldn't be long now.... 
 
    Luella kept screwing her thumb in.  Then, as Maddy's groans became deeper longer louder Luella really rammed her thumb in deeper, longer, harder to match and increase those groans. 
 
    Maddy seemed to be reaching a crisis.  A tipping point. 
 
    Luella thought she ought to help Maddy out. 
 
    That's what she was there for.  Helping.  Maybe.  In some ways. 
 
    Luella changed her finger hold on that clitty and went from gentle rhythmic to harsh pinch. 
 
    The blonde squealed exactly like a stuck pig.  A total Ned Beatty in Deliverance moment.  Which seemed appropriate due to the thumb up  white girl's ass. 
 
    Luella grinned happily.  She loved her job.  It was just so funny seeing these perfect life perfectly hot bitches squealing like a pig. 
 
    Maddy looked almost there.  Her whole body was rigid.  Luella thought she really should be there.  She thought this stupid bitch was holding back her orgasm through force of will.  How it wasn't right and wasn't fair and all that jazz.   
 
    What an idiot!  An orgasm!  Get them when and where you can, dummy! 
 
    Well, Maddy sure didn't know Luella.  Holding back her orgasm from Luella?   
 
    Fuck that! 
 
    Luella used her severe clit hold to jerk sharply down on Maddy's clitoris. 
 
    That did it. 
 
    That really did it! 
 
    Maddy's entire body orgasmed.  She shook and vibrated like she was actually on an unconventionally shaped electric chair.  Some fluids sprayed out of her and dampened a leg of Luella's pants. 
 
    Luella stepped back pulling her thumb free of Maddy's ass and withdrawing her hands.  She watched the orgasm slap through Maddy back and forth like a wave in her body. 
 
    It took a long time for that orgasm to die down. 
 
    Ooo eeee, thought Luella, that was a good one! 
 
    Luella wondered how things were going with Ola and this one's little sister, little miss even more hot, that Bailey.  Ola and her goddamn seniority had gotten first pick and scooped up the younger one. 
 
    It would soon be time to compare notes.  Notes?  Hell, they'd compare freshly captured pussies! 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    Bailey learned to respect Ola, her masseuse.  She learned to respect her awkwardly and reluctantly but the respect became quite a firm and sure thing. 
 
    Ola had some techniques and preferences that were similar to and yet unique from Luella's own.  While Luella exhibited her own techniques in a room not far from Ola's and on Bailey's older sister Maddy, Ola simultaneously displayed her techniques on Bailey.   
 
    The differences were a bit similar to the differences between Luella and Ola.  In comparison with Luella, Ola was older, much bigger, and fat like a glutton.  She was a glutton and for more than just food.  Her seniority in the Ultimate Massage racket meant greater knowledge as well. 
 
    Did sparky laugh-a-minute high-spirited Bailey even stand a chance? 
 
    Not really. 
 
    Not once she was no longer standing.... 
 
    Like Maddy had to do, Bailey also was told to lay on a padded table/bed.  However, Ola really liked to see a pussy in all it's splendid detailed glory.  Sure, Bailey had an excellent tight athletic ass and Ola had some plans for that ass, yes she did, but Ola really liked pussy.  A lot.   
 
    Ola felt that if the way to a man's heart was through his stomach then the way to a woman's heart was through her pussy.  Up into it, to the womb, and it didn't seem much further to the heart from there then at all, did it? 
 
    So Ola told Bailey to lay on the massage table on her back. 
 
    Bailey, already a bit put out by the dilapidated look of the place and all this nudity, was further put out by this direction from Ola, “Lay on my back?  I thought this was a massage.  Don't you need to massage my back?” 
 
    Usually they just did whatever Ola told them as they suspected nothing and then, later, did as Ola told them because they feared Ola and were dominated by Ola.  Then, later after that, just because they loved doing what Ola told them to do. 
 
    Nevertheless, Ola had no fear of pesky little questions, “This here is the Ultimate Massage, girl.  The back?  We'll get there maybe.  The legs are what's real important though.  They get you around, they carry you everywhere.  Your back may lift some weight like groceries and all, but your legs are always carrying weight, your own and anything you hold.  Now, you're a real skinny thing so they don't carry that much.  Not like me.  Just look, you could shape two of you out of my black Play-Doh body.” 
 
    Bailey looked at Ola.  Yeah, Ola likely did probably weigh twice as much as her.  Actually, maybe three times as much!  “I'm not really skinny.  And you're, you know, big-boned.  All sorts of women out there.” 
 
    “Oh, you be skinny all right!  And me?  Big boned?  Them bones got big carrying all my weight!  Oh, I don't feel bad, Miss Bailey.  I love my big bod.  Trust me, I'm not the only one either.  You, yeah, you're not too skinny to most folk, just to me by comparison.  Most folk like your look.  Look at all those scrawny models.” 
 
    While they talked Bailey awkwardly lay back on the table/bed.  Ola staring at her was a part of that awkwardness.  Ola looked hungry.  Bailey almost smiled thinking Ola, with her massive cushiony frame, was probably always hungry for food. 
 
    Once she lay flat under the lights Bailey felt suddenly vulnerable.  Naked and with a delay in any movement due to her reclining position, and in a room alone with a strange black woman twice her size.  It was sort of weird if you thought about it at all.    
 
    Bailey was sure there was obviously nothing to worry about and nothing to do about it either.  What was she going to do?  Suddenly get up, get dressed, and leave?  Why, and what about Maddy and how this place would let Maddy's mother-in-law-to-be know that they hadn't used their gift cards? 
 
    Yeah, no going back and no reason to either. 
 
    So she thought at that point.... 
 
    That feeling of vulnerability ratcheted way up suddenly when Bailey felt Ola at her feet doing something.  Bailey looked down and saw Ola securing by then the second of the foot restraints. 
 
    “Whoa!  What are you doing, Ola?”  Bailey had not previously noticed these padded Velcro strapped restraints. 
 
    “Keeping your feet out of trouble.  You signed on for this.  It's in that contract for the Ultimate Massage.  No wiggling, girlfriend.” 
 
    Bailey found out there really was no wiggling, at least not much, because she tried it a bit. 
 
    “I'm not your girlfriend.” 
 
    That was classic Bailey, giving it right back word for word.  Princess of the snappy comeback and beloved for it.  She just did it automatically. 
 
    Ola moved up the table/bed and bent her big chest low to bring her wide round very black face just inches from Bailey's face, “You could be, girlfriend.  You could be my little whitey girlfriend.  A little arm candy for Ola.  Take you out to some special clubs.  Share you with some friends.” 
 
    For once, there was no comeback from Bailey.  She was suddenly deeply concerned.  What the fuck was this?  A joke or was Ola trying to hit on her in a super fail kind of way?  She hoped she hadn't somehow sent a signal that could have been misinterpreted as “I'm a lesbian and available and I like you too”.   
 
    What the fuck?  Was it because she took off her clothes?  She had to!  It was part of this Supreme-whatever massage thing! 
 
    Ola had kept her face close, purposely distracting Bailey with her statement and proximity.  She knew right where everything was on these table/beds.  There was no resistance and no awareness from Bailey as Ola got her right wrist firmly secured down low on the side of the table/bed.   
 
    When Ola stood up and circled around is when Bailey noticed her arm was stretched down and seemed stuck by the wrist.  She jerked on it repeatedly, gently at first, then more and more forcefully, even as Ola went ahead and secured Bailey's left wrist in the exact same manner. 
 
    “Ola!  What the fuck is this?” 
 
    “I already told you.  No wiggling, you signed on for this, blah blah blah.  Try to keep up, girlfriend.  Gotta getcha your Ul-Tee-Mate Massage.” 
 
    “Well, forget it.  I'm backing out, Ola.  Let me out.  I'm out of here.” 
 
    “No no no no noooo, girlfriend.  No backing out when you got such a lovely front side.  All nakers for Ola.  We're just getting started.” 
 
    Bailey felt helpless disbelief wash over her.  She'd just made it clear she wanted out and Ola had just made it clear she wasn't going to let her up!” 
 
    Bailey felt helpless and then angry, “Fuck this!  This is bullshit!  Let me up!  I'll... tell my sister and your boss!” 
 
    “You will, will you?  You sound so stressed out, girlfriend.  You really need this Ultimate Massage.” 
 
    Bailey wondered wildly whether or not she should yell or something.  That didn't seem quite called for.  She didn't want to seem like some kind of freak-out panic girl.  Maddy would so make fun of her for like the next three years. 
 
    Even as Bailey thought about using her mouth she felt and partially saw a big black hand cover her mouth.   
 
    Bailey's eyes went wide. 
 
    Then she felt her legs mysteriously spread wide, oh so wide, even though the feet were in those restraints.  Ola had pushed the split lower section apart.  It formed a V with Bailey's feet at the top of each V branch.  And this V was much much wider than a normal V! 
 
    Then she felt and could not see but certainly knew it was the other big black Ola hand that covered her pussy mound.  It was such a big hand it truly did cover it from top of palm over her highest pubic hair and great big middle fingertip all the way down poking at her perineum between the bottom of Bailey's slit and her asshole. 
 
    Bailey tried to buck and went nowhere. 
 
    Bailey tried to make sounds and made very little sound. 
 
    Ola began rubbing confidently and spoke confidently as well, “Little girl, you just relax and let your girlfriend Ola give you that Ultimate Massage you so need.  Just relax and enjoy.  Now, you signed on allowing the use on you of sound inhibitors.  Right now my hand is doing that job.  I have another sound inhibitor as well.  I'll introduce you to that one a bit later.  Now just lay back and feel this Ultimate Massage.” 
 
    Ola kept her right hand on Bailey's entire pubic mound but she pressed it down and slid it up and down firmly while pressing two fingers into the slit to slip up and down it's length over and over. 
 
    To Bailey all this was just so unbelievable. 
 
    Absolutely surreal. 
 
    But still real.  So real. 
 
    Those muffled sounds she made were so weak and useless.  So lame! 
 
    Those big fingers were really more in her than on her now.  Big black fingers!  The size of small cocks.  Two of them!  Wait.  Three of them now!  Spreading her pussy, pressing in sideways, pushing and sliding up and down.   
 
    What if this Ola changed her angle and pushed them directly in?  It would be like getting fucked by three small cocks at the same time! 
 
    Baileys' dreadful anticipation built. 
 
    It was the next logical step in this damn lesbian “Ultimate Massage” bullshit, wasn't it? 
 
    She would remember later on how she'd thought that with an angry sort of logic. 
 
    Ola did it.  Yes, she did.  Just altered her angle and, bam, slid all three finger cocks right on in.  Bailey's muffled useless protests became a long muffled meaningless moan/groan.  Equally useless in preventing it from happening or keeping it from continuing to happen. 
 
    Moans and groans weren't going to pry those fingers back out.  Those fingers, though, were prying her open.  First that table/bed's special capability had spread her legs wide and now these big fingers were spreading her pussy wide open. 
 
    The triple finger cocks jammed and jammed, pushy and insistent, and Bailey moaned and groaned.   
 
    They sounded like confused moans and groans like they were asking “how could it all be happening?”  
 
    Then they sounded confused like how could it all feel like this.   
 
    Like... how could this uninvited unexpected violation feel good? 
 
    Then they sounded, just for a few seconds, all angry like Bailey was outraged again.  Like she'd done a mental status check and her situation made her angry.  Or that she realized Ola's fingers were deeply effecting her and the feeling was building and she might end up cumming on those big stranger black lady fingers and that upset her. 
 
    Both were true.  Bailey tried to make her sounds as clear as possible about how she felt about all this.  Even with a hand over her mouth she could still communicate basic feelings. 
 
    Which she did and continued to do. 
 
    However. 
 
    It was hard to keep track of how upset she was and how unfair all this was.  What a damn outrage it was. 
 
    Outrage?  By far the biggest outrage was the eager welcoming reaction of her own pussy.  How it flooded with wetness and heat.  How her vulva swelled.  How sensations skyrocketed.   
 
    How as she shifted and moved her ass to try to help her pussy get away – she was sure –  by unlucky accident her pussy somehow actually tilted just a little further up and her legs spread just a little further apart as allowed by those flexible rubber ankle restraints and then those black sausage fingers were able to get just a few millimeters further up her vagina. 
 
    All just bad luck. 
 
    She should be mad at her pussy, not Ola.  It was hard to stay mad at Ola.  Who could blame Ola?  The big homely woman had a blonde hottie like Bailey all restrained and naked and available.   
 
    Bailey thought of herself as a hottie and it was certainly an accurate estimation. 
 
    Somehow Bailey's mind played tricks with her like Ola had just stumbled across her naked and restrained instead of actually being to blame for it. 
 
    No, it was not Ola to blame.  Bailey's own pussy was the bad guy! 
 
    Bad pussy!  Bad! 
 
    It was hard to even stay mad at her own pussy.  It was giving her all those great feelings. 
 
    Too great but still great.  Too much but somehow not enough.  Making her want more.  Want more of what she did not want or, at least, hadn't wanted just a little while ago. 
 
    Bailey just could not keep a hold on her angry outrage.   Not with Ola's fingers having such a firm hold up inside her.... 
 
    Bailey's angry moans and groans became ones of pure feeling. 
 
    Ola spoke low and as sultry as the big lady could sound, “That's right, little girl.  You be liking it now.  You like getting your Ultimate Massage from Ola, don'tcha?  Oh, we are just starting!” 
 
    Bailey released a little whine.  Ola could feel Bailey's breath coming faster and faster across Ola's fingers. 
 
    “Gimme that cum.  Give it up now.  Give it up for Momma Ola.  Ola wants that cum.  You want to give Ola your cum, don'tcha?  Gimme your cum.  Cum for Ola!” 
 
    Ola's words picked up volume and her thrusting fingers picked up pace along with it and there, there it was, Bailey came all over Ola's big fingers.  A high orgasmic humming sound came from deep down in Bailey's throat. 
 
    Ola jerked her fingers out of Bailey's pussy.  A small stream of previously dammed up juices followed those fingers out.  Without the fingers, Bailey's pussy, as much as it could with her legs tied down, jerked around like a helium balloon losing its air all at once.   
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    Ola pulled her other hand off of Bailey's sweet-lipped mouth.  Bailey's bright red lipstick was smeared on her chin and onto one of her cheeks.  Bailey was panting too hard, too busy sucking in air, to make any coherent noise with her mouth so Ola wasn't worried about that. 
 
    Even if Bailey were to form, make, and emit words it was no big deal.  Words.  So easy to ignore! 
 
    Besides, for what Ola planned next her fingers just would have gotten in her own way. 
 
    Can't have that! 
 
    The massage table/beds at the head end had a half circle cut out hole.  This was for the head of the occupant.  When face down they did not have to press their face on the table/bed or turn it sideways.  Face up, like Bailey was, the head lay more even with the rest of the body. 
 
    Less even once you lowered the top frame of the table/bed.  It ratcheted down by putting weight on the top of it.  Still orgasmic, Bailey did not notice, or, at least, did not react as the top of her head lowered until it nearly pointed to the floor.  She probably thought all that dizziness from blood rushing to her head was a slightly delayed reaction from the orgasm. 
 
    Ola deftly undid her knee length skirt.  They wore these because they looked professional but they were also so nice and easy to quickly remove.  The panties?  Ha!  No problem.  No panties to remove. 
 
    In a second Ola was nude below the waist.  Being a big woman she had a whole lot of nudity below the waist. 
 
    Ola chuckled silently to herself.  She just so loved this part! 
 
    Ola gave Bailey the good news.  The good news for Ola!  “You been loving this Ultimate Massage so far, girlfriend.  You just gonna love this here next part.  'Member now, we don't want no silly noises like words from passionate hottie girlfriends interrupting the Ultimate Massage.  So we use “sound inhibitors” which you did duly sign on for use of in that there contract you signed.” 
 
    Bailey's eyes fluttered.  What was Momma Ola saying?  What was so important she was talking while Bailey's orgasm still rolled through her? 
 
    Bailey opened her eyes and thought, “Why am I upside down?” For a second she thought she was entirely upside down and not just her head. 
 
    Then Bailey thought, “What is all this “sound inhibitor” talk?  Just do it.  Don't talk.  I'm finishing up an orgasm here!” 
 
    Then Bailey's eyes stayed open, upside down and open, and her vision obtained depth perception. 
 
    What was coming towards her face? 
 
    Ola shuffled her naked below the waist body forward carefully and illuminated Bailey's mind while she darkened her vision, “Momma Ola uses a very special homegrown “sound inhibitor”.  Gonna love it.” 
 
    Of course “gonna love it” could have referred to Bailey or to Ola or to both of them.... 
 
    Ola pressed her whole pussy against Bailey's whole face.  Ola had a lot of pussy.  It easily engulfed Bailey's pretty face with those chiseled features which were not at all like Ola's features which were all rounded and puffed out.   
 
    These two were opposites in nearly every possible way.  Color, sexual preference, body fat, education, features, mannerisms, moral goodness or lack thereof, quality of appearance.  Every way except their sex. 
 
    Ola spread her legs a little, rose up a little, and used some gravity – she had a lot of gravity going for her – to half press down, half ride Bailey's mouth which was, of course, now pressed closed protectively despite her need to take deep post-orgasm breaths. 
 
    Ola jiggled her curly-haired pussy on Bailey's face hard and harder like a ship bumping a dock as a storm grew. 
 
    Ola knew there was always resistance at this part and it didn't bother her at all, “My pussy gonna keep on knocking.  Let my pussy in, girlfriend.  Really.  Just open up and let your tongue come out and play.” 
 
    “No way!” thought Bailey.  “I am not licking that!” 
 
    Bailey had a flashback to a time in bed with her husband.  They'd watched a couple movies that night and one of them jokingly referenced someone “tea-bagging” someone else.  Which was worth a laugh but apparently gave Hal, her husband, an idea.  So later in bed it turned out he wanted Bailey to “tea-bag” with him.  She'd said that same thing to him:  “I am not licking that!”  She could tell Hal was embarrassed to be turned down.   
 
    She had to though!  Lick a scrotum?  No way!  Besides the comedy movie had made it pretty clear anyone doing tea-bagging was humiliating themselves. 
 
    Suddenly, she somewhat wished she had tea-bagged with Hal. 
 
    Ola was so big in general and had such big parts and pieces to her pussy that if Bailey were to open up her mouth to please her it would be like tea-bagging.  Worse!  A mouth full of slimy pussy. 
 
    Bailey felt guilty for being in this situation like it was somehow her fault and she felt actually guilty she hadn't tea-bagged Hal.  What would Hal think if he could somehow see this and thought Bailey was a willing participant? 
 
    Bailey wanted to lift up her head but there was no way her head was going to lift all that Ola weight resting on it.  There was also no way to move her head to either side as the table/bed head hole had her head well-framed with Ola pressing her pussy tightly downward onto her. 
 
    Bailey was surrounded by all sorts of “no ways” internal and external. 
 
    Bailey felt panic. 
 
    This was totally killing her orgasm buzz! 
 
    Ola said, “Seem like maybe you need some help.  Some motivational help.  I am here to help.  Let's see what happens when I pinch this nip here.” 
 
    Bailey felt what seemed like a bee sting on her right nipple.  Ola really was pinching her and not in a good way!  Way too hard and her fingers were way too strong! 
 
    Bailey released her anguish through protesting groans.  She had to keep her mouth closed. 
 
    This damn Ola woman!  She was clearly getting aroused at Bailey's expense.  Her giant pussy was all slimy moist and getting wetter by the moment. 
 
    Then Ola pinched Bailey's left nipple while continuing to pinch the right. 
 
    Bailey's pain quotient instantly doubled! 
 
    Bailey squeal-groaned.  She tried to shake her head in denial or some lame escape attempt to extricate it from the living swamp that was Ola's pussy.  Even she did not know which.  All that did was make the underside of her nose rub and dig at the underside of Ola's pudenda. 
 
    This seemed to please Ola, “That's a way, girlfriend.  Dig that nose around.  Root around in Ola's big ole pudge pussy.  Don't be shy, sunshine.” 
 
    Damn it, that was not the reaction Bailey was going for! 
 
    Ola's rocking on her mouth mashed Bailey's lips and forced them to slide off her teeth and slide apart.  Bailey could feel puffy pussy slipping between her lips and gliding moistly on her perfect teeth. 
 
    Ola was practically brushing Bailey's teeth with her pussy!  
 
    The need to breathe and those awful sharp pinches were so distracting to Bailey's efforts to keep her mouth sealed.  She kept almost letting it open and then stopping herself just as her jaw began to loosen. 
 
    No!  Not going to open up!  That would be a disaster! 
 
    “Maybe Ola needs to pinch somewhere else.  Is that right, girlfriend?” 
 
    Shit!  Where else was Ola going to pinch!?!  One place occurred right away to Bailey and she sure as fuck hoped it did not occur to Ola. 
 
    She felt Ola lean forward pressing even more groin weight against her face.  Then Bailey felt Ola's massive soft underbelly pressing on her stretched throat. 
 
    Bailey had a crazy random thought.  Why did she get the biggest fattest one?  Why couldn't she have gotten that Luella.  Not a looker.  Not slim at all.   But she was both in comparison to this Ola.  Maddy was always the lucky one! 
 
    That made Bailey think outside of her direct circumstance.  Was this an Ola thing or was this an Ultimate Massage thing?  Was that Luella trying this kind of shit with big sister Maddy?  That was so crazy!  If she was... was Luella having as much success with Maddy as this Ola was having with Bailey? 
 
    Did this Ultimate Massage place know what Ola got up to or maybe what Ola and Luella got up to? 
 
    If the massage place knew or allowed it or, fuck, coached them to do this... then had Maddy's mother-in-law to be, Kathy, known when she bought them these gift cards and verbally strong-armed them into going? 
 
    To what purpose? 
 
    Ouch! 
 
    Fucking ouch! 
 
    Goddamn that Ola! 
 
    Ola had just pinched one of Bailey's pussy lips.  Really hard! 
 
    Ouch!  Super ouch! 
 
    She fucking got the other one also! 
 
    Bailey knew Ola liked causing her pain.  She could both smell it and feel it was true. 
 
    She could smell it and feel it because what Ola did, combined with Bailey's useless squirm attempts, caused a flood of musky juice to flow down out of Ola's “pudge pussy”. 
 
    A little went into Bailey's mouth against her clamped tight shut teeth with her lips peeled away.  Bailey cursed her bad luck being born with that little gap between her top teeth. 
 
    A little ran down Bailey's face. 
 
    A lot, seemingly the majority, flowed right down into Bailey's upside down nose! 
 
    The escaping pussy juice filled Bailey's nose and even got into the back of her throat that way! 
 
    Bailey suddenly felt desperately defeated.  Like she would do anything just to get past this.  How long before Ola decided to pinch her poor clitoris anyway? 
 
    Should she give up and give in now or wait a little while, suffer more, and then give up and give in anyway? 
 
    Ola's pussy juice was in her mouth and in her throat now anyhow. 
 
    What difference then? 
 
    Why not? 
 
    At least one of them would be happy.... 
 
    Normally so confident and worry-free, Bailey finally let her teeth part and allowed her tongue out.  Her tongue was tentative.  Fearful.  It met hot marshmellowy flesh.  Hot and wet.  She pushed on it with her tongue and the springy pussy flesh seemed to push back. 
 
    Ola grunted pleased acknowledgment, suddenly held still, and spoke to Bailey, “There you go, girlfriend.  Your tongue coming out to play.  Playing in Ola's big ole pussy lips.  Taste me, girlfriend.” 
 
    Taste her?  Ew!   
 
    Yeah, she did taste her though.  It couldn't be helped.  Her tongue did have its full complement of taste buds. 
 
    “That's right.  There it is, blonde girlfriend.  Way to work that tongue, white chick.  Now your pink tongue it massaging me.  Massaging my pussy with your taster!” 
 
    Ola tasted earthy in a gooey way.  She tasted the way a worm smelled in Bailey's imagination.  She didn't go around sniffing worms or anything but she figured this would be what they would smell like or taste like. 
 
    Didn't people eat worms if they were starving and hungry enough? 
 
    You know... you had to do what you had to do.... 
 
    Bailey poked her tongue around a bit more firmly.  Moved it a bit up and down and to each side.  Explored a little.  Got to know Ola's intimate terrain by feel.  Ola was like a big wet three-dimensional contour map down there.   
 
    Ola sure seemed to appreciate her tongue! 
 
    “That a way, girlfriend.  Move that tongue around.  Tongue travel Ola's big pussy.  I got a big ole pussy.  All the more pussy for you to love.  That's it.  Let your tongue fall in love with Ola's pussy!” 
 
    Bailey found different areas, different nooks and crannies, or, relative to her big pussy size, pussy canyons, and they revealed different tastes.  Some of them not nearly as “good” as worm taste.  Bailey didn't think Ola cleaned much down there. 
 
    “You're doing good, blondie.  I'm sure your big sister would be just so proud if she could see what all you got up to now.” 
 
    Shit!  Maddy! 
 
    Maddy better not ever see this or know about it! 
 
    Bailey suddenly realized that no matter what big Ola did to her she wouldn't say anything to anyone or complain.  It could get back to Maddy.  Nope.  This had to be kept a secret.  Which meant she better be quiet since Maddy couldn't be too far away in this massage parlor.  She better just do whatever Ola wanted and then try to forget it all later. 
 
    Ola was breathing heavy.  Even heavier than her usual, “Ah yeah, blondie.  Now stick your little tongue all the way up in Ola.  Up just as far as you can.  Make your tongue so long.” 
 
    Bailey did it.  She just did it.  The resistance was over.  Long die the resistance.  Now she was just trying to get along.  That meant following directions. 
 
    Bailey pushed and extended her tongue and, wet on wet, it slid up Ola like a salmon going upriver.  She really did try to make it as long as possible.  So much so it made the root of her tongue ache, stretching and fighting that tongue upriver.  Up-pussy. 
 
    “Oooo, that's good girlfriend!  You do that nice!  Your tongue be longer than I thought it could.  Now pull it back in your mouth and savor that deep pussy flavor from your Mistress Ola.” 
 
    Mistress? 
 
    That was hard to swallow. 
 
    Ola's “deep pussy flavor” was not as hard to swallow.  Unavoidable really. 
 
    She wasn't sure why she did it because Ola would not have known either way, but she actually did hold that flavor in her mouth for a while.  Savoring it she guessed.   
 
    She was only following directions!  Not her fault! 
 
    She pushed her tongue around and let the pussy juice mix with her running saliva.  Her salivary glands were going crazy.  She let that deep Ola taste just soak into her taste buds.  Earthy but in a just-after-it-rained way now. 
 
    A bit better than the worm taste! 
 
    She was getting somewhere now that her tongue had gotten somewhere deep.  
 
    Bailey finally gulped down the contents of her mouth and darted her stiffened tongue right back up into Ola. 
 
    Oh shit, why did she go and do that without even being ordered to do it? 
 
    Probably just anticipating the order.  Yeah.  Just trying to get this over with a little sooner.  Yeah.  That sounded right inside her head. 
 
    “Oh girlfriend, you like that Ola taste, don'tcha?  I just knew you would.  I got plenty of it for you.  Keep scooping it out with your tongue.  Ola's nectar.  Your first stop on the Ola taste tour.” 
 
    First stop?  What other stops were there? 
 
    Bailey tongue scooped, savored, swallowed.  Scooped, savored, swallowed. 
 
    She was getting used to it.  Well, “used to it” wasn't quite the right word.   
 
    She was... sort of... kind of... in a way... maybe... 
 
    Liking it? 
 
    She swirled her tongue up into Ola and then pulled it back into her mouth and swirled up a combination of spit and pussy juice.  Savored it.  Swallowed it down. 
 
    It was true. 
 
    She did like it now. 
 
    More than liked it. 
 
    It was like if you could taste domination.  She was drinking down her domination.  The taste wasn't really much or at all good.  It was what it represented. 
 
    Ola said, her chest heaving with arousal, “You being a good little blondie.  Gotta reward you.  Gonna get you off.” 
 
    Ola leaned forward and grabbed at Bailey's still spread wide pussy.  She helped herself to Bailey's clitoris. 
 
    She did pinch Bailey's clitoris which Bailey had earlier feared she would but Ola did it in a light pulsing way, not a severe pinch.  She did it with a shockingly confident, able, and gentle just-right pressure and thumb pad rub. 
 
    Bailey had a moment to marvel and wonder how many pussies Ola had handled in her life.  Bailey's pussy was just one more on Ola's personal assembly line.  Or disassembly line.  Bailey felt like she was emotionally and mentally falling apart. 
 
    Bailey felt like a cheap worthless lesbian slut. 
 
    Surprisingly... that feeling was strangely good. 
 
    Bailey had no time to puzzle over why.  Ola began to orgasm and, as she did, she pounded her huge pelvis forward mashing her pussy repeatedly on Bailey's slick soaked face. 
 
    Just knowing the big black woman was cumming on her tongue, because of her tongue, on her mouth, hell, on her whole face.... 
 
    Just knowing that... and maybe also because of Ola's tightening thumb and finger grip on Bailey's still overly sensitive post-orgasm clitoris.... 
 
    Bailey's second orgasm rolled into action and her hips rolled up as well as they could.  Her orgasm was only ten seconds later in starting after Ola's orgasm but her orgasm ended up lasting nearly half a minute longer. 
 
    Ola kept squeezing Bailey's clit even as Ola released a gush of juices that filled Bailey's two little nostril cups.  Her nostril cups runneth over and the streaming juices ran down into Bailey's hair, some of it soaking in and some droplets making it all the way to the ends of Bailey's hair strands to drip onto the floor. 
 
    Once Ola finally stepped away, breathing hard and barely able to stand, she let go of Bailey's clitoris and blood rushed in to replace the missing pressure.  This caused Bailey's orgasm to reignite or it was a whole new orgasm, Bailey could not even say which. 
 
    Bailey jerked helplessly and her body convulsed repeatedly.  Bailey sucked in big whooping breaths. 
 
    Ola was able to say something.  Barely. 
 
    “Girlfriend, I hope your sister has a nice soft eager tongue just like yours.  Hmm-hmm, having both those tongues pleasing Ola atta same time gonna be fuck-all won-der-ful.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    Maddy hadn't even used her tongue for anything, sexual or otherwise, because of that “sound inhibitor” in her mouth but her tongue was still exhausted.  It was exhausted because all of Maddy was exhausted.   
 
    It was that orgasm that made her so exhausted.  That thumb up her ass one?  Yeah, that's the one. 
 
    She knew from friends that some women were energized by orgasms but they always tired Maddy out.  But never as much as this one had. 
 
    Why? 
 
    Somehow this orgasm with that Luella the black masseuse's thumb twisting around inside her asshole had been powerful.  As in, the most powerful orgasm Maddy had ever had. 
 
    Why? 
 
    Good question.  She wasn't sure if she could figure out the answer to that or if she even wanted to. 
 
    Somehow this “Ultimate Massage” had really lived up to its name.  Unfortunately. 
 
    Sort of unfortunately.  Also... sort of not so unfortunate.... 
 
    Maddy did not often have orgasms with another human being present.  Scott was always so quick to shoot and had no interest in foreplay.  That was actually more or less what Maddy expected from sex.   
 
    Sex with men was for the man.  If you wanted an orgasm you did that on your own. 
 
    It felt so... intimate with how Luella made her orgasm, watched her orgasm, and knew she'd orgasmed.  So intimate it felt like some kind of extra violation. 
 
    Maddy always thought an orgasm for a woman was a solitary personal event.  Everyone knew that was how it worked!  Except Luella.  Or maybe lesbians took their time so they could have orgasms together. 
 
    If true, that was quite the revelation to Maddy.  Maybe those lesbians were onto something there.  For the lesbians!  Not Maddy! 
 
    Maddy assumed the Ultimate Massage was done and over.  She'd cum after all.  That had to be the end.  An orgasm was the “Ultimate” goal, was it not?   
 
    Besides, it had to be done.  She was too tired for anything more. 
 
    So she thought. 
 
    Which was why when Luella undid the Velcro straps on her feet and her wrists she just lay there.  Clearly this Luella woman was prepping her to be on her way out the door, massage over. 
 
    This crazy massage parlor!  They really ought to warn customers that the “Ultimate Massage” was a thumb up your ass! 
 
    Maddy frowned wondering resentfully what her Mother-In-Law-to-be knew about this “Ultimate Massage”.  Was it just a weird accident or had she known Maddy would get a black thumb up her ass and she was laughing it up somewhere out there.  Maybe even telling some of her snide rich friends about it.   
 
    That idea crushed Maddy under an avalanche of humiliation. 
 
    Kathy going around telling people a woman's black thumb had been entirely up Maddy's white ass.... 
 
    Black thumb.  That was almost funny.  Maddy felt a bit giddy.  She hoped that black thumb didn't apply to human flesh like it did to a garden.  She wouldn't want her ass to wilt! 
 
    Luella rolled her over and flopped her onto her back. 
 
    Maddy was too tired to open her eyes and didn't want to look at that woman.  Miss Thumb Up Your Ass. 
 
    Besides, that “sound inhibitor” was still in her mouth.  She'd wait to open her tired eyes until Luella pulled out the sound inhibitor and she'd be able to open her mouth at the same time as her eyes. 
 
    Surprisingly, Maddy felt Luella secure her right hand down low to the side of the table/bed yet again.  What?  That was the wrong way to get her up and on her way...! 
 
    Moments later Maddy felt her left hand similarly secured. 
 
    Shit.  Too late to do a thing about it. 
 
    Luella then secured each of her feet. 
 
    Now Maddy was just as restrained as before except she was now on her back. 
 
    Damn it!  She'd been free there for some seconds.  Why had she just let Luella roll her around and restrain her again? 
 
    Well, she hadn't thought Luella was going to restrain her again. 
 
    She hadn't. 
 
    Had she? 
 
    She thought this massage/sex thing was over. 
 
    She had, right? 
 
    Oh, now what?  What was next?  What else could and therefore would Luella do to her? 
 
    How did she feel about that? 
 
    Outraged.  Of course.  Well, she did not feel outraged but she was sure she was outraged.  The way this black masseuse treated her was outrageous and therefore she must be outraged.  That's how that worked. 
 
    Her post-orgasm emotions and weariness were just covering that outraged feeling.  For now. 
 
    Her eyes were open now.  Both literally and to the fact this... whatever this was... wasn't over yet. 
 
    Luella's sharp brown eyes looked down on her and clearly appreciated Maddy's body. 
 
    Her body!  Maddy realized all over again that she was naked and she felt very naked.  Exposed.  Vulnerable. 
 
    Delightfully exposed. 
 
    Delightfully vulnerable. 
 
    To Luella that is.  That wasn't how she felt!  It was how she supposed Luella must feel about it. 
 
    Luella reached out and handled Maddy's breasts, her right breast for a few seconds, then her left breast, then back to the right one.  Just casual.  Like she had that right!  Like it was no big deal! 
 
    It was a big deal to Maddy.  Maddy would tell her as much if not for that damn sound inhibitor.  It was a big deal because it was so outrageous and so wrong.  It was also a big deal to Maddy's nipples.  Must have been because they swelled and enlarged.  Literally a big deal on a small scale. 
 
    Maybe Maddy's nipples would communicate how she felt about all this. 
 
    How she really felt.... 
 
    Wait... this might end up being some kind of miscommunication... Luella did not seem to understand her nipples were outraged.  Outraged!  Not... not... hard with arousal! 
 
    You're getting it all wrong, Luella! 
 
    Wait, who was getting it all wrong?  Luella or.... 
 
    Luella's fingers poked hard and worked freely and into the depth of Maddy's full breasts.  Talk about your deep tissue massage! 
 
    Luella's thumb then pressed and alternately flicked at Maddy's nipples.  Press.  Let them pop back up.  Flick them.  Repeat.  Over and over.  Maddy's nipples felt as big and hard as she could ever remember.   
 
    Oh gross.  Maddy thought about it and thought that thumb working each nipple in turn back and forth like her nipples were tiny punching bags was probably the same thumb that had been planted up her ass! 
 
    Again, Maddy felt like she might hysterically laugh if her mouth were free.  The black thumb had been planted up her ass!  A terrible ordeal and yet a funny thought.  A terrible ordeal as long as an orgasm could be classified in that way. 
 
    It was gross that the thumb that a little while ago was up her ass was now rubbing and pressing at her nipples, but, even so, that idea made Maddy's pussy convulse like it would at least consider another orgasm. 
 
    Under the right circumstances.  The right wrong circumstances.... 
 
    The way Luella looked her up and down and examined her every body feature was disconcerting.  She felt damp all over from sweat and other things she guessed.  She wished she wasn't such a mess.  Maddy was always conscious of her appearance.  Usually in a good way.  She knew she was very good looking. 
 
    She wished she could be fresh and clean and dry if some black lesbian masseuse was going to eyeball her while fondling her tits.... 
 
    She wouldn't want Luella to think any less of her.  It seemed like she already thought so little of her.  Clearly the woman didn't give a damn what Maddy wanted... even as somehow she gave her something she wanted and hadn't known she wanted. 
 
    Abruptly, Luella lifted her hand away from Maddy's breasts.  It was so abrupt that Maddy was almost disappointed.   
 
    A masseuse really shouldn't be so abrupt. 
 
    A masseuse should be more aware of her client's needs and wants. 
 
    A masseuse should damn well finish a massage she started! 
 
    A masseuse should give the client her money's worth even if the massage was via a gift card and the client had not spent any actual money on it.  Even if the massage was suspect from a suspect mother-in-law-to-be.  Maybe even especially then. 
 
    It was confusing to Maddy.  She knew she was going to complain about all this as soon as she could but now she didn't know what to complain about.   
 
    Should she complain about the nature and techniques of this Ultimate Massage, techniques like, say, shoving a thumb up your ass?   
 
    Or maybe now would she rather complain about the Ultimate Massage not being completed in a timely and appropriate manner? 
 
    Luella cracked a grin at Maddy, “All things come to those who wait, girl.  Sometime a cum can even come to she who waits.  Anywho, all you can do is just be laying there so don't you worry your pretty little head.  First, let's shave your pussy.” 
 
    Shave her pussy?  Oh no she didn't!  Luella did not really say that! 
 
    Turned out, yeah, she really had. 
 
    Maddy could crane her head up but the rest of her was close to immobile.  Maddy could see the mini-blonde forest on the gentle rise of her pubic mound.  She liked her pubic hair!  So did Scott! 
 
    Scott! 
 
    If Luella shaved off her pubic hair what would Scott think of that alteration? 
 
    As much as she hated Luella calling her “girl” when she was obviously a woman, as much as she hated Luella's hands all over her tits, Maddy really hated having her pussy shaved.    
 
    Well, hate was a strong word especially for how Luella's strong hands had felt on her breasts.  They had felt oddly good. 
 
    Maddy had certainly hated the spanking and that thumb up her ass though.  Even if they did lead to an orgasm.  Just because she had an orgasm did not justify them or mean she did not hate them.  She thought.  Well... maybe a little it did.  But Luella should have asked!   
 
    Maddy knew she damn well would have said no if asked.  Luella must have known as well.  Thus, no ask. 
 
    She'd at least disliked the necessity of the spanking and that thumb up her ass.  But not as much as having her pussy shaved. 
 
    Shaving her pussy... that was altering her without her permission! 
 
    It was going to make her look like just a “girl” down there like Luella calling her “girl” was becoming a self-fulfilling prophecy. 
 
    Luella went ahead and proceeded despite Maddy's muffled attempts at communicating her disagreement with this decision and her possible attempts at Morse code via rapid blinking. 
 
    Maddy tried to content herself or at least rationalize her frustration. 
 
    It wasn't really permanent.  Pubic hair grew back.  Eventually. 
 
    Hadn't Bailey just been saying how Maddy had quite a pubic jungle down there? 
 
    Scott might get a kick out of it.  She could say she did it for their honeymoon.   
 
    Finally... just like Luella feeling up her tits... Maddy's little secret she'd never tell... Luella touching her down there and shaving her clean... felt... good. 
 
    So did Luella's hot breath. 
 
    Luella's face was so close and her breath so hot that it was like she was blowing glass and somehow adding heat via her mouth-kiln to Maddy's hot pussy.  Stoking it.   
 
    Or maybe Maddy's pussy was the kiln oven.  Surely it was hotter than Luella's mouth by now.  Maddy felt like her pussy oven may soon release a “Ding!” sound indicating the highest preheat temperature had been achieved. 
 
    Maddy felt quite... preheated. 
 
    It was all so easy for Luella given her experience, Maddy's helpless restraint, and the way the table/bed split wide and split Maddy's legs so far apart. 
 
    When she was finished with the pussy shave Luella cracked a toothy smile at Maddy.  Her teeth seemed to go every which way.  She'd obviously never had the advantage of braces, “I would say you're nice and clean down there, girl, but I keep finding wetness and every time I wipe it away more wetness come around like your pussy is connected to a spring in the ground.  You sprung a leak or something?” 
 
    Maddy was so embarrassed.  It wasn't true.  Of course not.  Luella was just trying and succeeding in embarrassing her. 
 
    Luella dug two fingers up into Maddy's pussy, “I think that wetness is coming from somewhere up in here.  Real mystery, girl.  Here, you help me solve the mystery.” 
 
    Luella withdrew her two fingers and moved up the table/bed whereupon she shoved them straight up Maddy's nostrils which allowed them a little bit in but mostly they squished back from the larger-than-them fingers.  Luella then thoroughly wiped and smeared her fingers all over Maddy's nose and upper cheeks. 
 
    “Take a sniff.  You figure out what be leaking 'round down there.” 
 
    In fact, with the “sound inhibitor” in Maddy's mouth Maddy had no choice but to take a sniff every single time she drew in any air at all. 
 
    Mystery solved. 
 
    It was pussy juice. 
 
    Maddy had already known it was.  So had Luella.  That hadn't been the point of solving this mystery at all. 
 
    It had all been done to humiliate Maddy.  Luella knew it.  It was her idea.  Maddy knew it.  It was obvious. 
 
    All of which, so unfair, made Maddy feel... somehow... even more aroused! 
 
    Her pussy spring was burbling like crazy. 
 
    She wished she knew why but was sort of glad she didn't know why. 
 
    Solving one mystery a day was hopefully enough. 
 
    It wasn't. 
 
    Luella said, “I'm gonna take out your sound inhibitor, girl.  How can you thank me for that big thumb-up-your-ass orgasm or for shaving your pussy if you can't talk, silly white girl.” 
 
    Maddy was amazed by this turn of event and suddenly uncertain what to do when Luella pulled that sound inhibitor out.  That sound inhibitor almost seemed like part of herself now.  So odd to think she'd be losing that part of herself. 
 
    She thought Luella wasn't really even going to do it until she went ahead and did pull it out. 
 
    Maddy coughed and swallowed, cleared her throat, and worked her jaw to get the stiffness out. 
 
    Now was her chance. 
 
    She couldn't get up but she could sure say something. 
 
    Luella had to already know what she'd done was wrong.  But, who knew, maybe not.  Maybe she was crazy.  If she was crazy she wouldn't listen to Maddy though, would she? 
 
    Then Maddy knew what to do.  It was what she just naturally wanted to do anyway.  She wanted to complain!  Complain about how she was treated and Luella's demeanor.   
 
    Demeanor really didn't cover it! 
 
    Even if Luella was crazy she had managed to hold down this job as a masseuse.  She might listen to her manager or, even if not, the manager would step in then and stop this. 
 
    The manager could fire this black bitch!  Firing Luella may save who knew how many others from going through what Maddy had.  That awful... sort of awful... awful in some ways, while, in other ways.... 
 
    Well, it just might save them the kind of mental hand-wringing inner conflict that Maddy was going through right then! 
 
    Maddy knew she had to do this carefully.  In a way that Luella hopefully would not suspect she was going to complain.   
 
    “Luella, I want to speak to the manager on duty.  I need to, ah, give them some feedback on my customer experience.” 
 
    “Some feedback?  You going to tell her all about how you had that great big orgasm with Luella's thumb up your butt?” 
 
    Maddy's face colored.  She probably would have to tell them about that.  Well, about the thumb thing.  She'd deny the orgasm.  No need to talk about that.  That was private.  If Luella brought it up she'd just have to deny it.  If it was private you were justified in lying about it Maddy thought.  Everyone knew that. 
 
    “Can you get the manager, please?” 
 
    “Sure thing, white girl.” 
 
    Incredibly, Luella did leave, apparently off to get management.  Maddy could scarcely believe it had worked.  What a relief. 
 
    If it hadn't worked that crazy Luella probably would have, what, made her orgasm again?  Who wanted that?  Not Maddy.  Not... really. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    Actually, Maddy felt a little bitter.  Why couldn't she have such big orgasms with Scott?  Sure, she had an orgasm sometimes.  Well, more like “sometime” singular.  He'd taken her from behind while they spooned and, while laying on her right side, she'd sneaked up her right hand to rub discretely at her clitoris.  So, yeah, that time.... 
 
    Even then, it was an orgasm but not some massive body quake like this last one with Luella.  It didn't even seem right to classify both as orgasms.  Maddy was sure they both were orgasms but, wow, were they ever different!  Like earthquakes with one being a 2 on the Richter scale and other being an 8.9. 
 
    Of course, Scott never spanked her, stuck a thumb up her ass, or jerked off – almost literally – her clitoris, did he?  Maddy wasn't entirely sure Scott even knew where her clitoris was.  She was pretty sure he'd probably heard about it and at least suspected its existence but what good had that ever done?   
 
    Just like how he might have heard about that lost continent, Atlantis.  That didn't mean he went out and found the damn place. 
 
    These masseuses, they really did know more about the human body, didn't they?  Even crazy ones like Luella! 
 
    Another thing, Luella may be a woman but she was probably twice as strong as Scott even though Scott was pretty big. 
 
    Luella came back with the middle-aged or older Asian woman who'd greeted Maddy and Bailey when they'd arrived. 
 
    The woman spoke with a brisk no-nonsense heavy accent, “Hello, lady.  Luella, she say you want give feedback.” 
 
    “Yes.  First, can you take these restraints off my hands and feet?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Maddy was startled by the flat and immediate negative answer.  Startled and outraged. 
 
    “I just asked you to release me.  Now, you better do it!” 
 
    “No can do, older sister yellow hair.  Ultimate Massage no over.” 
 
    Maddy, for a moment, did not know what to say.  She was nonplussed. 
 
    The Asian woman leaned way down.  Way down.  She brought her face to within inches of Maddy's now bare pussy.  Maddy could feel her breath on her no longer covered pubic area which felt so much more sensitive now. 
 
    The Asian woman seemed pleased, “Luella, you do good job here.  Look at this cunt.  This cunt good cunt.  Why she hide?  No ugly.” 
 
    Here Maddy was trying to escape or complain and the manager was examining her pussy up close and personal!  If the manager wouldn't let her up because she just didn't understand the situation then Maddy figured she better get to complaining. 
 
    “Look.”  Maddy mentally shook herself.  The Asian lady was looking!  At her pussy.  She wanted her to stop, not continue!  “I mean... listen to me and stop looking actually.  I have a serious complaint.” 
 
    The Asian woman looked up with a wrinkly frown, “Serious?  You serious it serious complain?  Okay, lady, all complaint go in complaint box.  That is process here.  You want put complaint in complaint box?  I bring it right away but must be put in complaint box.” 
 
    Maddy felt like rolling her eyes and blowing out her breath in exasperation.  Apparently bureaucracy was everywhere, even in rundown fucked up massage parlors! 
 
    “All right, fine, yes, I want to put a complaint into the complaint box.” 
 
    Well, at least this woman would have to release Maddy's hand, likely both of them, for Maddy to pen the complaint. 
 
    Well, no, actually not.... 
 
    The middle-aged Asian woman was taking off her clothes! 
 
    What was going on? 
 
    What was going on!?! 
 
    Within seconds the skinny woman was entirely naked except for her sandals which she left on. 
 
    Maddy could not help but see the woman had pubic hair, though trimmed.  Hypocrite.  Why wasn't she shaven?  Maddy figured, a little spitefully, it was because the woman's older pussy was not nearly as pretty as her own.  Maybe she had cause to “hide” hers. 
 
    Maddy could not help but look at the woman's body as she got entirely naked.  It was hard to tell how old she was.  Her body was slim but she had those deep lines in her face, gray in the hair on her head and even more gray in her pubic hair.  She might be fifty-five or she could be a senior citizen. 
 
    The middle-aged (or more) Asian lady looked at Maddy's area of attention and she winked.  Winked! 
 
    “Best know my name for complaint box.  My name Lai Ping Chiang.  Me no lie me name be Lai.  They say I am good Lai.  Ha ha.  Be polite.  You call me Mistress Chiang all time.” 
 
    “Ms. Chiang, I'm not going to call you “Mistress”.” 
 
    Lai Ping pressed one wrinkled little finger hard straight up and down across Maddy's lips, “Shush now, white woman with yellow hair.  No speak now.  Save for complaint box.  Yes, by way, you will call me Mistress Chiang.” 
 
    The hell she ever would! 
 
    Wait... now what!?! 
 
    Lai Ping hopped up onto the table/bed like she'd been a gymnast in a previous life.  Her sandaled feet landed on either side of Maddy's chest. 
 
    Lai Ping moved forward a few inches and then crouched down and forward further. 
 
    This brought her bony calves into crushing contact with Maddy's shoulders. 
 
    More importantly, or worse, it brought her pussy down onto Maddy's mouth. 
 
    Oh no! 
 
    Maddy wanted to scream her outraged protest but dared not open her mouth.  That old Asian pussy was pressing hard on Maddy's full sensual lips.  It was such a little old pussy that Maddy's mouth lips seemed bigger than the pussy's labial lips.   
 
    Lai Ping's pubic hair rubbed on Maddy's nose like a homemade scouring pad.  Maddy did not want to see it but she did see that quite a few of Lai Ping's pubic hairs were actually a steely gray – like an actual scouring pad!  Maddy again wondered how old Lai Ping was.  Sixty?  Sixty-five?  Age was so hard to discern with Asian people.   
 
    It boggled Maddy's mind:  A sixty year old pussy on her mouth!  An Asian pussy!  A pussy, any kind of pussy!  On her mouth! 
 
    The age, the ethnicity, and the sexual organ were all first time events for Maddy.  
 
    Lai Ping bounced a little on Maddy's lower face, “Go ahead, white lady.  Tell complaint into Mistress Chiang's complaint box.  I am all ears, woman.  This case, all pussy.  Go ahead, lady.  Customer always right.” 
 
    Maddy tried to move her mouth away and couldn't.  This was so not going the way she'd thought it would! 
 
    Maddy realized that as soon as that sound inhibitor was taken out she should have yelled for help so little sis Bailey could come free her.   
 
    Well, it was all just so embarrassing though.  Even this was almost preferable to Bailey knowing what had happened up to this point. 
 
    Maddy wondered what to do.  Lai Ping kept bouncing her pussy and scrubbing at Maddy's nose with her pubic hair.  How long did Maddy have to put up with this?  What choice did she have? 
 
    “No be shy, lady.  Make complaint.” 
 
    The hell she would!  Maddy was not about to make a complaint up into that old Asian pussy.  She might be a blonde but she knew it was a trick! 
 
    Maddy had an idea.  If she dared to do it. 
 
    She could bite the woman.  Give her the old Australian.  A “down under” bite. 
 
    Nasty.  Just totally nasty.  But it was nasty having this pussy rubbing all over her mouth for who knew how long also, wasn't it?  A bite would only take a second even if it did mean some of the pussy was inside her mouth just a little.  It would no doubt piss off Lai Ping or worse but it should give Maddy the chance to yell for Bailey's help. 
 
    Lai Ping was quite experienced and knew very well what things went through a “customer's” mind in these situations.  She even knew what order they entered their minds and what tiny warning signs to look for.   
 
    She'd been bitten a couple times a decade or two ago.  One time even necessitated a trip to the emergency room.  Lai Ping made sure that particular “customer” regretted what she'd done.  Probably more than anything else in her life.  Other than walking into Lai Ping's massage parlor of course.   
 
    Lai Ping saw the signs now.  That subtle stilling and that muscular tension.  That thinking and then that getting ready to do it.   
 
    “White lady!  You no bite Mistress Chiang!  Bite pussy very bad thing.  Mistress Chiang make regret way bad.” 
 
    Shit!  Maddy thought Lai Ping probably would make her regret it.  It seemed like if someone warned you not to do something and you did it anyway then the punishment would be more certain and far worse then if you did it without the warning.  Maddy was quite conscious of her helplessness.  She was suddenly sure that whatever she did to them they would do something twice as bad to her.  Or maybe five times as bad! 
 
    Maddy decided against it.  Maddy knew the song by John Mellencamp was true.  If you fight authority, authority always wins.  Right then Lai Ping was “authority”. 
 
    Authority had some more to say, “Now, lady, you make you complain.  Into my complaint box.  Keep making it over and over.  This way everyone gonna be so happy.  Mistress Chiang maybe put away complaint box when complaint box all filled with complaints and all happy.” 
 
    Maddy was determined.  She was not going to speak into that little old pussy!   
 
    No way! 
 
    “Otherwise complaint box stay and wait.  Wait all day all night if has to.  Complaint box stay forever until filled up with complaints.” 
 
    Well.  Well then. 
 
    Maddy guessed maybe she just had to.... 
 
    “No way” hadn't lasted long, had it? 
 
    Maddy opened her mouth. 
 
    Moisture leaked in. 
 
    She began... saying her piece. 
 
    She expressed her concerns and Lai Ping expressed juices into her mouth. 
 
    Maddy really did try to make the words needed.  That way she was just complaining.  Not licking pussy!  Nope, not!  Just making a complaint. 
 
    Lai Ping so enjoyed those lips sliding around on her nether lips and, occasionally and especially, that Caucasian tongue darting out trying to make words with t, d, or n in them.  The tongue didn't come out far then, just to the upper teeth of the white woman, but that was enough because Lai Ping's weight pressure had pushed her labial lips partially into the woman's mouth. 
 
    Lai Ping hoped this would be a very long, very detailed complaint!  If not, she could always have the woman repeat the complaint into the complaint box however many times was necessary. 
 
    Lai Ping bounced on the woman's face to emphasize her words, “You speak clear 'Merican.  No can hear you.  Enunciate yellow hair bitch!” 
 
    Maddy did not think that was fair at all!  She was trying her best!  This woman couldn't hear her because this woman insisted on pressing her pussy on Maddy's face!   
 
    It was also poor customer service calling the customer a “bitch”!   
 
    It was also poor customer service making the customer orally service Lai Ping! 
 
    As Maddy tried to enunciate clearly against Lai Ping's pussy lips, she wondered if Lai Ping had a supervisor she could complain to about her.   
 
    What was she even thinking?  She'd just get out of here as soon as she could! 
 
    Lai Ping's supervisor would probably end up being some even older woman, doubtless with a bigger pussy than Lai Ping's little pussy, and, when she made Maddy speak into her “complaint box” Maddy doubted that she would taste as good as Lai Ping. 
 
    What did Lai Ping taste like?  It was like some exotic vegetable you'd dig out of the ground maybe.... 
 
    Wait.  What was she thinking now?  This was crazy!  She did not like the way Lai Ping tasted.  No freaking way! 
 
    She just had to get this whole complaint process over with and then get out. 
 
    This complaint process was taking a long time....   
 
    Lai Ping did seem pleased by all the detailed information in Maddy's complaint.  She was up there making little huffing sounds.  Down low she was wet as could be.  It wasn't from Maddy's saliva.  It couldn't be!  Maddy was no pussy licker!   
 
    Besides.  Gravity.  That wetness was flowing down into Maddy's mouth.  Filling it with flavor. 
 
    Flavor.  Yucky.  Unless the flavor wasn't actually yucky.  Maddy did like her vegetables.  Lai Ping did taste like some kind of vegetable maybe.   
 
    Hey, vegetables were good for you.  Maddy also liked exotic foods.  Like Asian salads.  Lai Ping's thin labial minora lips were sort of like some thick leafy species of lettuce.   
 
    Maddy's face was hot from Asian thighs and Asian pussy contact and hot from embarrassment at her own ridiculous thinking.  Was she just trying to instinctively distract herself?  Or was she getting into this?  It had to be the first one because that second one was a terrible idea.               
 
    Maddy tried to think about Scott even as she continued to voice her complaint with firm lip wiggling and tongue darting enunciations. 
 
    Why couldn't she even picture Scott?  Suddenly she didn't even know what he looked like.  She was supposed to marry him next month!   
 
    Supposed to!?!  She was going to marry him next month. 
 
    Even if Scott's mother had given Maddy and her sister those insidious gift cards.  Especially then!  If her mother-in-law Kathy did not know what she was giving them then there was no reason to alter course.  No reason to alter her altar course.   
 
    If Kathy had known then she must have done it because she did not want Maddy to marry Scott.  So then marrying Scott would be the most effective way to get her back. 
 
    Either way, the marriage must go on! 
 
    Scott must never know about this.  He'd look at her differently.  Anyone would!  No one could ever know about this!  
 
    Especially about that orgasm and the details surrounding it.  What had happened at this parlor wasn't her fault.  None of  it was except for that orgasm.   
 
    She had to take responsibility for that.  Maddy was a responsible young lady.  That was on her.  That was her fault. 
 
    That orgasm, though, that had to stay a secret! 
 
    It was just some weird exception.  No reason for anyone to ever know about it! 
 
    One time was just an exception.  Two times... would maybe mean something.... 
 
    What was it they said?  One time was an exception.  Two times was a coincidence.  Three times was a pattern. 
 
    Better keep it at just one.  Two would be too close to a pattern.  A sick and shameful pattern! 
 
    If her mother-in-law-to-be Kathy had sent her here on purpose, though, then these massage ladies would give Kathy a full report on the visit, wouldn't they?  Luella certainly noticed Maddy's orgasm.  Maddy knew that.  So, if reported on, Kathy would know!  That horrible woman! 
 
    It was again just so unfair.  If Kathy purposely set this up then she should be the one embarrassed.  Embarrassed?  More like ashamed.  Instead, Maddy wondered if she'd be able to maintain eye contact at the woman as she yelled at Kathy.  If she could somehow prove Kathy did it on purpose. 
 
    Maddy wondered why it was that the good people felt all the shame and the bad people were always shameless.  The blameless and the shameless.  That sounded like a soap opera.   
 
    Maddy was running out of things to say so she went ahead and made that observation and asked that question right up into that little wet old complaint box.  Then she did it a few more times. 
 
    Her insightful observations seemed to move Lai Ping as Lai Ping crushed her small weight down on Maddy's mouth and grunted in repeated acknowledgments. 
 
    Why did Kathy so dislike Maddy?  Maddy had gone out of her way again and again to please her.  Way way way out of the way.  She'd complimented her every other conversation, she fetched her drinks at gatherings, she gave her a Mother's Day gift a few months ago in anticipation of Kathy being her future Mother-In-Law. 
 
    What else could she have done? 
 
    Maddy had even signed that prenuptial agreement!  The one Kathy had insisted on and Scott, a bit spineless, had then presented to Maddy in front of Kathy.  Maddy was no gold-digger.  Not at all.  She could not care less about Scott's money.   
 
    Well, yes, money was nice but that was not what she loved him for.  He was considerate even if he was a bit weak-willed obviously. 
 
    With Maddy being so nice to Kathy and Maddy having signed that prenuptial as well, what was Kathy holding against her?  Why involve poor Bailey at all?  Maddy wasn't sure if Bailey was being treated like this but she'd certainly gotten the exact same gift card for this Hellish massage parlor.   
 
    This gift card thing must just be an innocent mistake.  Kathy hadn't known.  When Bailey acted all normal later and Maddy was able to divine she hadn't been through anything like what Maddy had then that would be confirmation of Kathy's innocence. 
 
    Maddy felt activity between her stretched wide legs.  Activity meaning fingers fingering away and a thumb pressing down on her swollen clitoris insistently like it was a doomsday button and the owner of the thumb really wanted the world to end as soon as possible.   
 
    Maddy felt like her clitoris was a sort of doomsday button.  A one-woman Maddy doomsday. 
 
    Maddy wasn't sure whether to be offended or grateful for her doomsday button getting bullied around by that thumb.  It felt unearthly good.  Those fingers slip-sliding in her labial folds too.  That thumb pressed her clitoral button so hard, again and again, working to activate her.   
 
    It was working!  Her clitoris was fully functional!  All systems go! 
 
    Maddy realized her clitoris wasn't some doomsday button. 
 
    That clit button was her “On” button!  Luella was turning her on!  Again and again!  Over and over!  Those thumb presses turned her “On” more and more and more.  It made Maddy wonder how much more “On” she could get.  
 
    She was already on now and each long thumb pad press ratcheted up her power.  It felt like her reactor must be glowing! 
 
    Screw offended!  She was grateful! 
 
    Maddy decided to complain about it anyway.  Right up into Lai Ping's “complaint box”.  She wouldn't feel bad about the lie.  She knew Lai Ping would not think less of Luella.  She knew Lai Ping wanted her to complain.  It was making Lai Ping's complaint box extremely happy based on juiciness. 
 
    Complaints.  They made the world go round! 
 
    Oh, those fingers were getting up inside Maddy now.  Didn't they say some masseuse's had magic fingers?  They were right! 
 
    What were the odds of a masseuse, Luella, and that masseuse's manager, Lai Ping, both being some kind of lesbian dominants who took advantage of women who showed up at their creepy rundown way out of town massage parlor? 
 
    Did this mean that Ola, who was with little sister Bailey, was like them?  The more Maddy somehow found a way to think about it the more it seemed likely.  Birds of a feather flocking together and all that. 
 
    If so... Maddy wondered how Bailey was faring with Ola.  Surely better than Maddy was faring with Luella and Lai Ping! 
 
    Having run out of things to complain about, and not having a mental filter at that moment, Maddy went ahead and made inquiries into the complaint box as to where her sister was, if her Bailey was all right, and if anyone was trying this same stuff on her. 
 
    Lai Ping orgasmed on Maddy's enunciating mouth.  She made a cry that sounded like a miniature female Tarzan yell. 
 
    Lai Ping kept riding Maddy's face while she orgasmed. 
 
    Luella jammed her fingers so hard and so fast into Maddy it felt like Luella was punching her down there. 
 
    Maddy felt wild thoughts stream into her head and pussy juice stream out of her pussy. 
 
    One thought came to dominate the others.   
 
    Maddy thought, “Punch my pussy, Luella!  Pussy punch me!” 
 
    Maddy came on those punching fingers.  She groaned and thrashed but couldn't move much physically.  However, inside her mind something shifted hard and heavy.  Some things.  Her mental set-in-their-spots furniture were shifting all over from these sexual earthquakes. 
 
    Lai Ping dismounted and slapped a hand on Maddy's stomach, “That good complain white lady.  You complain any time you want.  In while maybe Lai Ping have you repeat whole complaint yet again in complaint box.  I know you like it.” 
 
    Recovering from her orgasm, Maddy frowned, angrily silent.  Ironic that she was not trying to talk only now once that little old Asian pussy was off her mouth.   
 
    She knew they wouldn't listen to what she had to say anyway. 
 
    They'd just mock her.  Like just now saying Maddy had liked making that complaint into Lai Ping's pussy.  She hadn't liked that!  Sure, what they'd done was... interesting and Lai Ping's taste sure was interesting but.... 
 
    That old Asian bitch was reading far too much into Maddy's orgasm!  Just because a young lady like Maddy, a heterosexual lady, just happened to orgasm on a woman's hand while orally pleasuring another woman didn't mean.... 
 
    The argument didn't even sound persuasive to Maddy. 
 
    Fuck!  Never mind!   
 
      
 
    The End 
 
    Until Part II of the “Gift Cards For Lesbian Seduction” series 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Available Books 
 
    “Three Mothers and Six Daughters” series: 
 
    1.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION ONE:  VOYEUR MOTHER AND DAUGHTER SEDUCED 
 
    Three beautiful all-female families are moved into a secluded gated community for a unique opportunity to model together.  However, all is not as it seems.  The two bull 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:  PEEPING MOTHER AND DAUGHTER DOMINATED 
 
    Mother Megan watched what happened with Naomi's daughter Abigail.  Now we find out what Naomi saw when she watched over Megan's daughter, Kaia.  What will the bull 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:  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 the Moms!  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 Mom's became watching each other's daughters be dominated.  Now it is their turn to experience lesbian domination! 
 
    4.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION:  JANELLE VERSUS REDHEAD MOTHER AND DAUGHTER 
 
    Janelle, a once famous model and now the sexual pawn of the dominant dyke team of Gretchen and Lydia, must carry out their assignment to seduce the mother and daughter pair, Brooke and Bridget Finn.  Can Janelle, under the excuse of trying on clothes to get them comfortable modeling, keep them separate and go back and forth between then arousing and seducing them both simultaneously? 
 
    The Mindy Short Teenage Lesbian Domination Books: 
 
    “A Lesbian Orientation” series: 
 
    1.  CARA TRIES TO BE A GOOD EXAMPLE 
 
    Cara agrees to live with Mindy Short in order to be a positive example to her regarding the benefits of heterosexuality versus Mindy's lesbian nature.  Instead of Cara having a positive influence on Mindy, the opposite occurs, and Mindy begins to influence Cara in dark negative sexual ways.  What can Mindy change about Cara? 
 
    2.  CARA'S LESBIAN SEDUCTION 
 
    Mindy's influence over Cara expands as Mindy completes her lesbian seduction of the former prom queen.  And more!  Mindy doesn't just want Cara's submission.  She wants to show her total control by making Cara become her human sex pet!  Can Cara keep her humanity? 
 
    3.  CARA BECOMES HER ROOMMATE'S LESBIAN PET 
 
    Mindy has decided her little “good example” Cara should be kept naked, wear a collar, even wear a “tail”, and act like a doggy.  She also has decided to share Cara with others for sex.  What does Cara think about that?  And... does Mindy care?  Will Cara admit Mindy is her Owner? 
 
    “Teen Lesbians Taking Over” series: 
 
    1.  TAKING OVER MRS. GREENWAY: 
 
    Mrs. Greenway discovers that Cara, who she sent to influence Mindy Short, has instead been influenced.  Mindy discovers it was Mrs. Greenway, that sexy MILF, who set up Cara to live with her.  Mrs. Greenway wants to kick Mindy out of school.  Mindy wants to sexually take over Mrs. Greenway.  Who will win? 
 
    2.  TAMING MRS. GREENWAY 
 
    Mindy wants Joan to be another sex pet for her, to be her little “Pet Joannie”, another human doggy.  She also wants to make Joan do lots of things, wicked things, even things involving Joan's lovely young adult daughter.  Will Joan stand up to her... or stay down on all fours? 
 
    3.  TAKING OVER AUBREE 
 
    Aubree, Joan's lovely administrative assistant, has come across Joan in a compromised position.  Mindy orders Joan to seduce Aubree to protect the young dominant lesbians on campus.  Will Joan do it?  Will she succeed?  Will Aubree escape or... like it? 
 
    4.  OWNING AUBREE 
 
    Aubree is a young mother who still breast feeds her little daughter.  Mmm, breast milk!  The teenage lesbian dominants are fascinated.  They have naughty plans for Aubree.  They already have a few sex pets, all of them human doggies.  How about a pet human cow?  Can Aubree avoid a fate of extreme submission? 
 
    5.  TAKING OVER TANYA... AND HER NEIGHBOR TOO 
 
    Mindy likes the idea of owning a sexy African-American woman.  Tanya, a Director on campus, would be perfect!  Mindy wants to take her over sexually and give her to her friends as a pet.  What kind of pet?  Tanya has a big backyard perfect for a horsey!  One horsey is not enough.  Maybe they should tame Tanya's neighbor also? 
 
    “Lesbian Stalker's Pets” series: 
 
    1.  LAURI'S LESBIAN STALKER BECOMES HER ROOMMATE 
 
    Mindy uses her control over Joan Greenway to force her to reassign Lauri Hayward to live with Mindy's dominant lesbian friend Rosalie.  Rosalie has been stalking Lauri.  Now with Lauri conveniently forced to live with her can she seduce and dominate the beauty despite Lauri being a brown belt in jujitsu? 
 
    2.  LESBIAN STALKER'S PET ROOMMATES 
 
    Rosalie has entrapped Lauri into losing a bet meaning Lauri, like the third roommate Pet Mia, must be her sexual pet.  For twenty-four hours.  Rosalie wants to Own Lauri body and soul forever!  Can Rosalie get Lauri to agree to be her pet for longer, much longer?  Will Lauri like being submissive to her bully stalker? 
 
    3.  LESBIAN STALKER PET TRAINS HER ROOMMATE'S BEST FRIEND 
 
    Lauri has a close friend, Francesca, living close by and has been in secret contact with her.  Rosalie finds out and also finds out how beautiful the Italian immigrant is.  Mindy and Rosalie concoct a crazy plan to use Francesca's caring good will and loyal friendship against her.  Can Rosalie manage to seduce this incredible hottie? 
 
    4.  LESBIAN STALKER STALKS AGAIN 
 
    Anne-Marie, the rules enforcing authority on the dorm floor, receives a noise complaint about Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker's dorm room.  The sound of loud sex!  Anne-Marie investigates thinking where there's sex there must be boys violating dorm code.  Anne-Marie sure won't find any boys... but she will find lots of sex.... 
 
    5.  LESBIAN STALKER ON THE PROWL 
 
    One of Rosalie's neighbors, Tina, hears the noise of loud female orgasms from Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker's dorm room causing her to lose sleep. When Tina takes matters into her own hands will Rosalie take Tina into her own Owner hands?  If she can “handle” Tina what kind of sexual human animal will she have, literally, on her hands? 
 
    6.  LESBIAN STALKER HUNTING 
 
    Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker goes on the hunt to drag down Anne-Marie into sexual submission.  Her stalking reaches new levels of extremity.  She also wants to establish total control over her neighbor Tina. Rosalie has a plan for that and a plan to stop Tina and her roommates from complaining about the sexual noises in her dorm room.  The plan is to make them just as guilty! 
 
    “Lesbian Seduction Conspiracy” series: 
 
    1.  CONSPIRACY TO SEDUCE 
 
    Mindy Short is obsessed with seducing and taming Joan Greenway's young adult daughter, Emilia.  Emilia, set up by her reluctant mother, will have to live in a dorm with Mindy.  Before then Mindy worries Joan may warn Emilia.  Can she so totally compromise Joan that Joan will give Mindy her daughter to become a sex pet? 
 
    2.  THE TRAP 
 
    Emilia Greenway and her best friend, Charlotte, arrive on campus but are forced to dorm apart not knowing they are each rooming with dominant lesbians who have dark plans for them.  Can their friendship and working together save them from a fate of sexual submission and keep them from becoming human set pets? 
 
    3.  TAKING OVER CHARLOTTE 
 
    The teenage lesbian dominants are seducing Emilia Greenway and her lovely friend Charlotte too.  Divided they fall!  Seduction is not enough.  Domination is not enough.  They want to Own them both.  A very conflicted Mrs. Joan Greenway gets a ring side seat to what is happening to her daughter and her honorary daughter. 
 
    4.  TOO TOGETHER 
 
    The teenage lesbian dominants want Emilia and Charlotte to be their sexual pets forever and always.  But... will they give in to the domination and their own submissiveness?  If they do, what kind of pets will they be made into?  Will this shared submission actually bring them closer together?  What will Mom think? 
 
    “Seduced Trophy Wives” series: 
 
    1.  TAKING THE TROPHY WIVES 
 
    Four trophy wife friends living in the same neighborhood notice a suspicious vehicle following them and then bizarre strangers move into the mansion for sale near them.  These two look like escapees from a porn movie!  The new neighbors have lesbian seduction in mind for the four married friends.  Can they resist? 
 
    2.  TAMING THE TROPHY WIVES 
 
    The strangers are making inroads into breaking up the friendships of the four trophy wives, turning them against one another, and turning them into obedient subservients for the dominant lesbians.  Can the trophy wives stop the dominoes from falling since they are the dominoes? 
 
    3.  TRAINING THE TROPHY WIVES 
 
    The stranger dominant lesbians' dark plans for the trophy wives are coming closer and closer to fruition.  Can those seduced recover their dignity in time?  Can the last hold out of the trophy wives stay faithful to her husband?  What exactly do the two dominant lesbians plan to do to and with them? 
 
    “Gift Cards For Lesbian Seduction” series: 
 
    1.  MOTHER-IN-LAW'S GIFT CARDS FOR LESBIAN SEDUCTION 
 
    Maddy's bitchy mother-in-law to be gives her and her sister, Bailey, gift cards for a free “Ultimate Massage”.  When the two beautiful blonde sisters go to the massage parlor they find it run down and operated by a stern Asian woman and two huge black masseuses.  It turns out the “Ultimate Massage” involves bondage and domination but Maddy and Bailey learn that too late to avoid their awful fate. 
 
    Stand Alone books: 
 
    THE SUBMISSIVE CHEERLEADERS 
 
    Penny is a college graduate but stuck in a waitress job and stuck with oversize breasts she'd like to have reduced.  Her submissive roommate lets her in on an opportunity to be a cheerleader.  This semi-pro team expects their cheerleaders to be submissive.  Totally submissive!  Will Penny allow herself to be dominated? 
 
    CHEERLEADER IN TROUBLE 
 
    Addison it worried about a cheerleader on her team.  Unfortunately, she goes to the wrong person for help:  her dominant older lesbian cheer coach.  As it turns out the assistant dominating the other cheerleader is the cheer coach's son.  As it also turns out the cheer coach and her son would also like to dominate Addison! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Now Available! 
 
    In Audiobook format! 
 
      
 
    All three books of the “Seduced Trophy Wives” series 
 
      
 
    Taking the Trophy Wives 
 
      
 
    Taming the Trophy Wives 
 
      
 
    Training the Trophy Wives 
 
      
 
    Narrated by the incredible voice talent 
 
    Samantha Stroker 
 
      
 
    Samantha's amazing vocals relate every word  (and lots of gasps and moans and groans!) of these book, unabridged, in lovely perfect detail.   
 
      
 
    Samantha has a unique voice for each character and is true to the personality of each one.  Every character has their own tone, pacing, emotional content, and even accents true to the character. 
 
      
 
    Listening to Samantha Stroker narrate “Taking the Trophy Wives”  
 
    is a beautiful experience.  She is the Michelangelo of voices and narration! 
 
      
 
      
 
    You can listen to it FREE with a 30-day trial of Audible 
 
      
 
    Here is the link to take advantage: 
 
      
 
    https://www.audible.com/pd/B07X1V1K9B/?source_code=AUDFPWS0223189MWT-BK-ACX0-162576&ref=acx_bty_BK_ACX0_162576_rh_us 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Questions, complaints, or suggestions? 
 
    Feel free to contact me:  jordanchurch@mail.com 
 
    See what I have available and my author bio (such as it is) and photo (such as it is) at amazon.com/author/jordanchurch 
 
      
 
    Follow me on Twitter at:  https://twitter.com/JChurchAuthor 
 
    Sign up for my newsletter to be notified of new releases as they occur.   
 
    No waiting and wondering, just waiting!   
 
    http://tinyletter.com/Jordan8Church  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Visit me, my blog, my list of available books including samples of every one, and be able to read For Free a never-before-published book, “Mother-In-Law's Gift Cards For Lesbian Seduction” at: 
 
      
 
    lesbianseductionfiction.com 
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