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PART ONE








CHAPTER ONE







LAI PING PEERED into Maddy’s face and leaned down a little. But she wasn’t looking into Maddy’s eyes. Maddy felt a finger on her chin. She felt it slide and roll across her chin and then felt it rubbing at the corners of her mouth and across her upper lip. What the hell? 

Then Maddy felt that finger move to her lips and felt it jab a long fingernail at them to make her lips part. Maddy was in no mood to be uncooperative. It just seemed hard to orally please someone and then defy them. Your mouth made them so happy. Why ruin it after the hard work? 

She also didn’t know what exactly to resist. Lai Ping wanted her mouth open. Okay. Sure. 

Whatever you want, Lai Ping! You did just sit patiently all through accepting that long complaint into your complaint box! I guess I owe you one, Lai Ping! 

That finger darted right into Maddy’s mouth, all the way in, and the too sharp, too long, fingernail poked painfully at the back of the roof of Maddy’s mouth. 

Lai Ping said, “You miss some, white lady. You guest here! You no make mess. You make mess you clean mess. That rule!” 

Now she had to suck Lai Ping’s juices off from Lai Ping’s finger? 

That was a bullshit reason too! What did Lai Ping care if her pussy juice was on Maddy’s face instead of in Maddy’s mouth where it belonged? 

Wait. What did she just think? 

What did Maddy even care. Was it really any worse licking pussy juice off a finger than off the actual pussy? It’s not like it changed its composition. Hmm. Maybe it would be different a little. Like leftovers were different. Maddy felt a strange arousing curiosity. She sort of wanted to find out. 

Sort of. 

Lai Ping looked amused but her words did not reflect that same look, “Lai Ping not patient woman.” 

Lai Ping stabbed at the roof of Maddy’s mouth again. 

That fucking hurt! 

Fuck! Maddy knew she had to do it. Maddy was in no mood or state to not do it. Maddy didn’t feel disgust. She felt humiliation. She knew that was the exact effect Lai Ping intended for her and it worked. But it wasn’t a bad humiliation. It was sort of a hot humiliation. 

Maddy really couldn’t figure that one out. 

Without even deciding to do it, though she knew she would have, Maddy found herself licking at that finger. Surrounding it with tongue. And spit. And then sucking on it. 

She couldn’t really taste the pussy juice. She couldn’t understand why that disappointed her. 

Maddy was surprised at how long and how hard she sucked at that finger. Over and over. 

Lai Ping did not quite look surprised. She looked gratified like she knew this was a possibility but that it was also a best case possibility. She actually gave little nods of satisfaction and like she was telling Maddy with her chin movements, “Go ahead, white lady, keep sucking Lai Ping finger. All you want, white lady.” 

Maddy kept sucking at it. Like it was a cock and she was the kind of young woman (A slut!) who actually liked to suck cock. Maddy couldn’t stop herself. She tried and she couldn’t. That gleam of evil satisfaction in Lai Ping’s dark eyes was somehow satisfying to her as well. 

Maddy finally did not have to stop sucking that finger so long after it was cleaned of the residuals of Lai Ping’s juices because Lai Ping pulled it out. 

“Good good, white lady. You good cleaner. Maybe you be full time maid here. Clean all by mouth.” 

What a horrible thought! Lai Ping had such an evil mind. Maddy had to give her some grudging respect for that. That and her sense of humor. She obviously had at least some sense of humor. Maddy, a maid? As if! That was a job for minorities and, even then, ones who did not have a high school diploma. 

Except for her mother-in-law-to-be. Maddy remembered that Kathy had two maids who were white. Quite attractive ones actually. Was the fact Kathy had attractive female maids a clue that maybe Kathy appreciated female beauty in a sexual way and maybe these gift cards from her were not accidental? 

No. That couldn’t be. Maddy remembered those maids were an aunt and niece. Obviously it couldn’t be some lesbian maids situation then. 

Maybe rich people paid better and could have white maids? Pay even more and then you can have attractive white maids? 

Huh. Maybe someday she and Scott would have a maid. A white maid. Maddy knew she could never have a black or an Asian maid. Not after this! 

Lai Ping stood close next to Maddy’s head, “Now good time you thank me letting you make complain in complaint box. Be sure call me Mistress Chiang.” 

Fuck that! Maddy would have crossed her arms in defiance if her hands were not restrained. 

Maddy gathered up some will, “Ms. Chiang, shove that Ultimate Massage up your ass!” 

Lai Ping smiled a slow-growing gentle smile. One hand drifted over to the top of Maddy’s right breast, “You sure that right answer?” 

Lai Ping pinched Maddy’s hard nipple. She turned her long nails to make them cut into the base of the nipple. 

“Stop it! Please stop it!” 

“Ah, you maybe want to change answer?” 

The nails dug in worse and worse. Maddy was worried Lai Ping was going to decapitate her tit. 

“Yes, yes, please, I change my answer!” 

“Then change it silly white woman. Say it!” 

“Oh, ah, ah, all right. Mistress Chiang, I thank you so much for all you’ve done for me!” 

The pressure was released and Maddy’s nipples was still securely on the top of her breast though it was red and swollen. Even more red and swollen than the other one. 

“Good answer now, lady. You be sure keep it that way. Always with Mistress Chiang.” 

“I will. I will, Mistress Chiang!” Maddy felt like a simpering coward. Whipped and defeated. 

Luella said, “I think she’ll be having a little come to Jesus next. I’m gonna use a flog on her.” 

Maddy’s eyes went wide. Damn! Maybe she was going to be even more whipped! Whipped and defeated and then actually whipped as well! Oh no! 

Lai Ping disagreed, “No no, Luella, no do that! She ‘ready come to Jesus. Mistress Chiang she Jesus now.” 

Luella bugged out her eyes, “That’s blasphemy, Lai Ping! Don’t say that shit around me. I don’t play!” 

Lai Ping leaned back from the deeply offended and quite large Luella, “What fuck, Luella. Just no whip just now.” 

Maddy thanked God for Lai Ping. Lai Ping to the rescue! Her heroine! A flogging? Would marks from a flogging even fade in time for the wedding? 

“Why the fuck not, Lai Ping?” Luelle let the blaspheming issue drop. 

“She complain so good. Soooo good. Reward yellow hair lady. She need orgasm licked out her pussy.” 

“Oh. All right. You want me to go down on the white bitch?” 

“No no. No not you. Have this one’s sister, little yellow hair, lick orgasm out of older yellow hair pussy. Then she see how good sister is at pussy licking. Give feedback on pussy feeding. Ha ha.” 

“Oh, shit,” said Luella, “That’s a great idea.” 

Maddy’s thoughts were slightly more simplistic. 

Oh shit!











CHAPTER TWO







MADDY, FROM HER position, had not seen the way Lai Ping winked at Luella and had not seen Luella’s knowing nod. 

As spontaneous as the conversation between Lai Ping and Luella had sounded it was actually quite practiced. Like actresses in a play sounding heartfelt yet saying their lines for the hundredth rising of the curtains. 

They were not going to make any incest between the sisters happen. They were going to consciously avoid it. Not for any moral reasons. They actually would have liked to see it. However, there were laws out there and they tried never to break any laws. Or at least look like they didn’t. That was part of why they had their victims sign that massage contract before going to work on remaking them into submissive lesbian sluts. It could then be argued that they had literally signed up for everything that happened when they placed their Joan Hancock on the signature line. Incest wasn’t in the contract nor would they have signed it if it was obviously. 

The “massage parlor’s” “business practices” were shady at best, so shady it necessitated quotation marks and Lai Ping and her associates often made air quotes as they made such references. It would do themselves no favors to run around willy-nilly breaking laws. Also, Lai Ping knew that her being the owner, a minority owner (minority in the racial sense only as she entirely owned the business), meant she’d be a plum target for law enforcement and much less likely to be believed than the Caucasians that were typically targeted by them. The solution? Quite simply, break no laws. 

Hell, even then they could be targeted for prosecution! 

Can’t be too careful! 

Some tried telling Lai Ping law enforcement could not fuck with her but Lai Ping wouldn’t listen. Or, as she would put it, she “no listen fool talk”. 

If any discussion still ensued Lai Ping would win it by stating she would believe the authorities would not target her for being non-white “just soon as same numbah running way white kids shot in back by cops as running way not white shot in back all same month in ‘Merica”. That was a real debate winner, more or less the equal to a mic drop each time this statement was made. 

Although actual incest must be avoided, it would be useful, as a point of leverage, if the two sisters were to think that they’d done something sexual with each other. As leverage and as a general dissolving of the sister’s moral boundaries and self-respect. 

Lai Ping and Luella – and Ola – knew just how to make such a fortunate misunderstanding occur. 

There were two more members of their acting troupe on premises, neither of whom Maddy or Bailey had seen or knew were around. In fact, only three vehicles were parked outside other than the sisters’ vehicle. Just as an extra precaution so the sisters would have no reason to suspect anyone else was involved. This wasn’t Lai Ping’s, Ola’s, and Luella’s first rodeo! 

The other two members of this show were a couple of young white women. Lai Ping actually had many women she could call on to be complicit in her business plans to help her execute the wishes of high paying clients. Lai Ping kept detailed dossiers on her possible helpers including size measurements and various physical details and abilities. The size measurements were extremely detailed including ring size, depth of pussy, and length of slit. They included close up photos of nipples and areola, and, of course, their pussies. You had to find the right physical matches for each role. 

Amber Heard and Jessica Alba, for instance, were hotties but that did not make them perfect for every role. Like grandmothers or old crones or witches or anyone ugly. They’d be terrible in those roles! 

Lisann and Willow were perfect for their roles as Maddie and Bailey respectively. Lai Ping had gotten Maddie’s and Bailey’s sizes from Kathy Henters, the client, and had even gotten photos of them before beginning to execute the contract. 

Mrs. Henters had supplied some photos of the three of them standing together – the two blondes looking uncomfortable and ill at ease while Mrs. Henters looked arrogant and smug, already knowing then how useful the photos would be. She probably had those particular photos taken then specifically to later provide them to Lai Ping and her tiny gang of dominant lesbians. From Mrs. Henter’s known height and sizes Lai Ping was able to get a good read on the proportions of the two sisters. 

Lisann and Willow were a good match for each and, of course, were quite as white as the sisters. No matter how good the actress, it would be hard for a minority to pull off the Maddy or Bailey roles. Lai Ping had a near endless supply of women willing to do what she told them to do, sexual or not, no questions asked. She avoided unreliable druggies who could not keep their mouths shut. 

Lisann and Willow were discrete and willing and physical matches for the two sisters. The fact they were white and everyone the sisters had so far met at the massage parlor were minorities would make their roles all the more persuasive. Through sleight of hand that was really more like sleight of entire body Bailey would think Lisann was Maddy and Maddy would think Willow was Bailey. 

Lai Ping slapped a hand on one sexy Maddy thigh, “You relax older yellow hair. Massage all about relax. I get little yellow hair. Then she lick you pussy. Very relaxing. Most relaxing all time. After orgasm. After orgasm on little sister mouth then you relax much. Luella, keep older yellow hair pussy warm up for little yellow hair to make snack.” 

Luella mocked a lazy salute, “Heil Hitler!” 

“Me no Hitler! Me much worse than Hitler! Where respect?” 

Lai Ping was not at all worse than Hitler. However, it was useful to maximize the stress in subjects like Maddy. They more easily gave in to the biggest boogeymen. It was just more excusable! 

Lai Ping left, strategically stating on her way out, “Me go get hot sister to lick orgasm out of other hot sister. I come back.” 

Lai Ping looked the whole time at Luella but her words were actually for Maddy’s benefit. That benefit in fact being one hell of a detriment. 

After Lai Ping left Maddy looked wide-eyed at Luella. 

Luella knew not to try too hard to sell that Maddy’s sister would soon be in the room with them. Sell it too hard and people automatically began to question what was being sold. 

Luella used a hand to spread Maddy’s pussy wide, at the top of her slit, and revealed Maddy’s clitoris. Then she blew hot breath on it again and again. She kept doing it until she heard a little helpless squeak and then moan from the woman. Good. She was effecting the white girl yet again. 

Even though Maddy knew she was being warmed up for her own little sister! Or, at least, believed that to be the case. Even though she was no doubt resisting this. 

Luella made a satisfied sound like “Mmm-hrrrm.” Like she’d thought this would happen with Maddy’s pussy. Which she had. Sluts gonna slut! 

These goody goody life-is-normal white sluts were so fucking easy! 

Life was pretty much always just the way they expected. When you finally made sure it wasn’t then it really pulled the carpet out from under them. So much so you could make them into carpet lickers who liked eating carpet. Luella liked that idea. Pull the carpet out from under them and then make them lick it! 

Then she grinned at Maddy, “What should we talk about?” 

Meanwhile Lai Ping went to their little lounge break area for staff – which was sort of a running joke as no one ever needed or wanted a break from dominating white women (it was usually white women but not always) – and coached up Lisann and Willow one final time and added some adjustments to their appearance. They were both blondes like Maddy and Bailey. Well, today they were! As per instructions Lisann had dyed her hair blonde and it was a good shade match to Maddy’s. Blonde hair could be tricky to match. 

Their heights were the same as those of Maddy and Bailey and Lisann was fuller in hips and breasts like Maddy and Willow was slim and athletic like Bailey. Both had shaved pussies. In fact, that was why they’d made sure to shave off Maddy’s pussy hair. In this case they made the victim match the “clone” as they liked to call the actresses in their imitation roles. They could and had dyed Lisann’s hair but making her spontaneously grow pubic hair was beyond Lai Ping’s current knowledge of medical science. 

Lai Ping made sure each girl knew their role. They’d done this type of thing before so they knew not to talk. It was too hard to try to match voices and speaking patterns. 

They were ready. 

Lai Ping got them in position and then went and told Ola, drawn away from little yellow hair, that it was time to get this part of the plan, a critical part, rolling.











CHAPTER THREE







BAILEY HEARD SOME voices but couldn’t make out the words. They came from outside her massage room. Bailey still lay on her back. She was trying to get her head wrapped around what she and Ola had done and that huge orgasm she’d had just minutes ago. 

It was… this was… terrible? Was terrible the right answer? 

It might well be the “right” answer and the best one to stick with if ever questioned but it sure did not feel like the correct answer. 

Bailey just wanted to get out of there. Out of this den of… strange orgasms. 

Orgasms. Who needed them? Bailey had done just fine without orgasms for about half a year now since the last one with her husband, Hal. 

If you only counted orgasms with another human being present…. 

She couldn’t get out of there quite yet. She was still bound. Well, these masseuses – if they even were masseuses! – would not call it bondage. If asked they would say these were restraints in order to keep the client from wiggling and messing up the alleged “Ultimate Massage”. 

What a bunch of bullshit! 

Bailey knew the restraints weren’t there to keep her from ruining some “Ultimate Massage”! The restraints had kept her from messing up some kind of Ultimate Orgasm. Ultimate Orgasms she self-corrected. Plural. Wow. 

Bailey found it was hard to resent those restraints. No restraints no orgasms. She knew that was true. Without restraints she would have stopped what was happening. She was weirdly glad for what happened. Or was it weird? Orgasms made people happy. Bailey was a person. 

First they made her like it! Then they made her grateful for it! Those two facts seemed like greater transgressions than Ola’s physical sexual actions. Ola fucked her body, fine (not fine actually!), but Ola also fucked her mind. Not fine! 

After Bailey orgasmed for the second time while big Ola orgasmed on Bailey’s upside down face Ola had put some kind of hard plastic plug in Bailey’s mouth and left. Bailey, worn out, had cooled down. Her body heat cooled because she wasn’t wearing anything and because her passion cooled. All that perspiration evaporating gave her chills now. 

She marveled at how slutty she’d been treated but was even more incredulous are how she’d reacted to such treatment. Treat her like a slut and she reacted like a slut. Apparently! She guessed she did well fulfilling Ola’s expectations. 

Who really was to blame for her sluttiness? Not Ola. Personal responsibility. It must be her. 

The treatment was on Ola. Her own reactions to that treatment were on Bailey. 

What had been done to her was not a betrayal of Hal. However, how she reacted… those orgasms… that they were bigger and better orgasms than her times with Hal (if she orgasmed with him at all….)… was that a betrayal? 

Sure felt like it! 

Even though it felt like a betrayal, Bailey still floated in a satisfied post-orgasmic high. It made her feel weirdly satisfied to have betrayed Hal! Upset. Disappointed. Satisfied. How fucked up was that? 

Poor Hal. He should have at least gotten to watch. She knew he liked lesbian porn. He would have loved this. The idea of Hal even knowing about this let alone watching it live horrified her though there was also some spike of lust as well at the image. 

She pushed that out of her mind. What was done was done. No use crying over spilled milk. 

Or crying over… you know… spilled pussy juices…. both hers and Ola’s. 

It wasn’t like Hal gave her orgasms like Ola did. That was on Hal, wasn’t it? If he couldn’t pull it off but Ola could… well then! 

Shit. She knew she was thinking all wrong. Like an excuse-making slut who blamed the victim instead of she herself who made the victim into a victim. Hal was not the problem! Bailey was the problem! 

That orgasm sort of made it seem like she had no problems right then. Thinking about what happened and Hal seemed like a thought exercise with not much emotion attached. 

Bored and tired she had actually napped briefly. She couldn’t see the time – who wore watches any more? – but it had felt like a short time. 

Then those voices roused her. Certainly one of the voices was Ola. The other sounded like that Asian woman who had greeted Bailey and her older sister Maddy when they first entered this massage parlor from some kind of Hell. 

After a few more minutes Ola came back in. She was still nude below the waist. A whole lot of nudity bulging all over the place. Bailey couldn’t help looking at those bulges. All that soft flesh. That stretched chocolate look. It was like faded black jeans. Super plus size! 

If only Ola weren’t in such bad shape! There would be less shame if Ola was a hot beauty. Who could blame Bailey then? 

Hell, if Ola was a looker in good shape and treated her nice then maybe Bailey would have considered doing something like this with her again. After those orgasms she maybe even would have paid for her own gift cards. Just show up here, get those orgasms, and no one, especially Hal or Maddy, would ever need to know. Just her and Ola’s little secret. A little extra money for Ola. 

These lights were harsh though. Ola was no looker. She was like a physique train wreck you couldn’t take your eyes off of. No. Definitely not. This would never happen again! 

Ola hummed like a cook in a kitchen putting a meal together while puttering around digging through some kind of gear and checking out some items that looked electronic. Then it looked like she was on a smart phone tapping away with her big fat fingers. 

Jesus, was Ola over there texting people? In the middle of this lesbian sex domination of Bailey? 

Well, that sure seemed rude! Couldn’t Bailey at least hold her attention? 

Bailey wondered if this was “the middle”. Probably not. They were done right? Ola must be done with her. Orgasms achieved. There. Done. 

But what if this was “the middle”? What if there was more to come? More cumming to come? Bailey felt a dark shiver. Excitement and dread seemed like the same thing. 

Bailey could draw a few conclusions from her observation of Ola mostly from the fact she’d left the room nude below the waist, talked to that Asian lady, and came back still nude below the waist. 

Ola had been nude below the waist while talking with the Asian woman. 

Which meant Ola wasn’t hiding, well, her ass and assets, from the Asian woman and so, likely, the Asian woman knew what Ola was up to with Bailey. 

Up to no good! Up to fingering Bailey’s pussy and up to making Bailey lick her big fat pussy is what! 

Would Ola make her do that again? Why did that question not carry emotional dread with it. No matter how big and sloppy and nasty that pussy was it just didn’t hold any dread for Bailey any more. 

If Ola wanted her to do it for her again she would. She knew she would. The strangest thing was that she wouldn’t even mind doing it again. 

Bailey tried to shake her head. These thoughts! She knew why she was having them! It was that witch’s brew of female chemicals released after an orgasm. It made you get addicted to whatever led to those orgasms. Anything no matter what it was! 

Holy fuck! If Ola gave her more orgasms she’d end up addicted to Ola’s pussy! 

She had to get out of here! 

Bailey was sure she could have mustered even more outrage if not for those two orgasms Ola had induced in her. Those orgasms. They really messed up Bailey’s desired internal story that what Ola had done to her was all bad and that she was completely repulsed. “Ultimate Massage” did not tell half the story. It was well beyond ultimate! 

That Asian woman must know what Ola was doing with Bailey so that meant Ola didn’t need to hide things from her and also Bailey wouldn’t find any help from the Asian woman. 

If Ola was… like this… and the Asian woman was also… then wasn’t it likely that the other black masseuse, that Luella, who’d gone with Maddy was the same way? 

Maddy would never tolerate this kind of shit. Then again, Bailey wouldn’t either and was good at standing up for herself or others if they needed her help. Just like Ola was so much bigger than Bailey, that Luella was much bigger and much stronger than Maddy as well. 

Shit, that Luella looked like she could lift a small car. 

If Maddy had gotten all restrained like Bailey then… who was to say? 

A series of unwelcome images ran through her mind. Luella taking advantage of big sister Maddy. Luella fingering Maddy’s pussy the same way Ola had Bailey’s. Maddy forced to orgasm. Twice, like Bailey. Maddy eating Luella’s pussy like Bailey had Ola’s…. That big strong Luella cumming right on Maddy’s face. Luella’s juices running down Maddy’s cheeks with their perfect complexion. Maddy licking up droplets of pussy juice and swallowing them down…. 

Those unwelcome images had an unwelcome effect on Bailey. Her pussy felt loose and hot and needy. That was so wrong! How could she be turned on thinking of her wonderful sister being subjected to the same unwelcome things Bailey had been subjected to? 

She should be hoping Maddy was spared this kind of thing instead of kind of wishing she could have seen it. If it had happened at all. A big if. If it had happened and if she had been able to travel in time and go see it she realized she would have if given that option. Once she started watching she knew she would not have been able to tear her eyes away. 

Then she’d watch it all and then pretend later she’d seen nothing at all. She’d have to pretend like she hadn’t seen it. Otherwise Maddy would want to know why she hadn’t helped stop it. Besides… Bailey would not want to cause one of those time travel paradoxes. Both of them having been sexually dominated at the same time and yet Bailey somehow in two places at once also watching Maddy’s domination. 

A paradox. Can’t have that. 

Seeing it would make Bailey masturbate later on reliving the domination of her sister. That would alter the timeline! Or would it? She was no doubt going to masturbate when she got home either way. Could the timeline tell the difference between her masturbating reliving watching her sister being dominated and her masturbating imagining her sister be dominated? Huh. Probably not. 

She did wish she could have seen it. That muscular ebony lesbo Luella just dominating the fuck out of big sister…. 

Luella was not looker. Not at all. So why was it so sexy imagining her naked mounting Maddy’s face and forcing Maddy to please her big black pussy? 

Bailey wondered if that was a thing. She’d heard of BBC. She knew that was a thing. What about BBP? 

Why did Maddy get that muscular one? In comparison to Ola, Luella was great looking. Why did Maddy get the not so ugly one and Bailey was stuck with Ola? 

She wished she’d had, or been had, or experienced Luella. Maybe these two “masseuses” would trade off. Maybe they’d let her at least try to lick an orgasm out of the same pussy her sister probably already had licked an orgasm out of. 

They should at least let her try. 

How twisted was that? Why, oh why did she feel that way? 

Bailey thought it was partially due to resentment. She was only in this and restrained like this now because of Maddy. It wasn’t really Maddy’s fault. Not directly. Still, there it was. 

Maddy and that goddamn mother-in-law of hers! First Maddy chose that weak-spined Scott to be her husband and then he came with that total bitch of a mother. Bailey had observed that in life again and again. Meet a weak man? He’s got a real bitchy controlling mother. They went together. Shit. Maybe it was her fault for never passing that pearl of wisdom on to her big sister. 

It was more than just that bad reason though. There were other bad reasons! If Maddy fell prey to this bizarre situation and all this forced lesbian stuff then Bailey wouldn’t have to feel so bad. She wouldn’t have such a bad secret. Not alone. It would be a shared bad secret. Even if Maddy never knew about what happened to Bailey and Bailey and Maddy never talked about it. Bailey would know she was not alone. 

Sisters did share secrets…. Who cared if it was a one-directional sharing and Maddy would never have that same knowledge? 

Some sharing was better than no sharing…. 

But there was another bad reason. A naughty reason. The worst and most naughty of the bad reasons for wanting to have seen Maddy put through this same lesbian domination. 

It would have been… quite sexy… quite a turn on to see…. 

Bailey felt like such a terrible sister! A naughty one not at all acting like her true self. Hopefully not her true self! 

Bailey couldn’t help staring at Ola’s body. Her naked bulges. The way parts of her swung and then kept jiggling even after she moved. She’d stop moving in one way but then keep moving! 

It was hard for Bailey to believe she’d had sex with… that. 

With Ola still all naked below the waist it possibly meant that maybe this strange event wasn’t over yet. That gave Bailey a feeling. Some kind of sinking bottom falling out thrill. 

Ola turned and looked at her right then with hungry delight. 

Bailey felt a further sinking feeling, like she’d fallen off a cliff, briefly grabbed a branch of hope, but then the bush uprooted and she was back in the long fall. It combined with a ticklish thrill deep in her pussy. 

Not over. 

More coming. 

Maybe more cumming coming. 

That’s what Ola’s mean and eager face told her. More. 

Damn that Ola! She was apparently a double glutton. Food and sex! 

In a sort of emotional shell of self-protection Bailey decided to be philosophical about it. Even as Ola moved around and got between Bailey’s spread wide legs. 

Ola had already done stuff to her and made her do stuff. Boundaries and lines were already crossed. This would just be… more. A continuation. It wouldn’t kill her. 

Not unless… it was a truly massive orgasm and it caused a massive heart attack…. 

Ola crouched down. Bailey saw Ola was going to put her hunger to work. 

She’d seen that wet tasty snack between Bailey’s legs. 

Bailey felt like her pussy was a very small fish and Ola was some land shark. She had those big dark button eyes like a shark…. 

Ola’s big mouth fit almost perfectly over all of Bailey’s spread and defenseless pussy. It was Ola’s big horizontal lips versus Bailey’s slim vertical lips but Ola opened her mouth as she closed in and sucked in Bailey’s labial lips, labial majora and labial minora, and began pummeling them with her big strong tongue. 

Looking down her body at all this was just too much for Bailey. Too strong an image combining with the immediately powerful sensations. She couldn’t take it. Bailey flopped her head back. 

Ola’s mouth helped itself and made a meal out of Bailey’s pussy. 

Bailey’s pussy added some sauce to make the meal go down easy and tasty. Bailey’s special clear sauce. Her trademark unique taste. 

Bailey knew she should be embarrassed by how much of her special clear sauce she was pumping out. Fuck it. It felt too good to let embarrassment get in the way. Poor Ola the poor black masseuse was hungry. So hungry! Why shouldn’t she feed her a little? 

A guy one time – not her future husband – had told her she tasted different than any other woman he’d gone down on. Of course, he was like twenty-five then, maybe, so who knew how small the sample group of samplings may have been. 

She wondered what Ola thought. She knew Ola had to have ten or twenty or a hundred times more pussy tasting experience than that guy had. Did Ola think Bailey’s pussy was so special or just typical? 

Should she ask Ola if her pussy tasted good? If it tasted different than others? Tasted better than others? 

Bailey twisted her head back and forth from the nearly overwhelming sensations and the troubling way she was thinking. Why did she care what this big black woman, this user and abuser Ola, thought about the taste of her pussy? 

Bailey felt stupid. She seemed to have a stupid pussy, too. Stupid pussy! Flooding with juices like it was trying to feed and please Ola’s unquenchable appetite! 

Ola should not be rewarded with Bailey’s pussy juice! Why did it all feel so good? It felt like Ola’s mouth was the reward to Bailey pussy when it should be the other way around. 

Ola’s huge tongue swept up and down Bailey’s slit. Then her tongue slapped aside Bailey’s labial lips and dug inward in sweeping tongue digs. Bailey felt more and more opened up. Ola’s tongue drove into Bailey’s pink core. 

“Oh shit, not again!” Bailey thought as she felt an orgasm approaching. She’d thought she was done with those for the day. Done with Ola. 

She had no idea she was just getting started in quite a few ways. 

But she wasn’t going to get another orgasm. Not yet. 

After several minutes and a dramatic increase in Bailey’s moans and groans and useless restraint-aborted contortions Ola suddenly pulled her tongue back into her mouth and lifted her mouth free of Bailey’s pussy. 

Bailey raised her head in near alarm at the loss of sensation feeling the pleasure pinnacle rapidly slipping out of reach. All she could think was, “What’s the hold up here?” 

Ola’s black moon face smiled at her. That face was framed between Bailey’s breasts from Bailey’s chin on chest perspective. Bailey saw her own pussy juice wetness all over Ola’s chin and even a small droplet clinging to the first of Ola’s two double chins. 

Ola sounded sure and satisfied and like she was taunting all at the same time, “You want to cum on Ola’s mouth don’tcha, girlfriend?” 

Bailey felt like rolling her eyes or at least felt like she should feel that way. Damn Ola! Why couldn’t she just lick pussy and let Bailey feign not liking it even as she orgasmed? Wasn’t that in the book of etiquette regarding interracial lesbian domination of your client at the shady massage parlor? It fucking should be! 

Couldn’t Ola at least afford her that measure of self-respect? 

Apparently not. Now Ola seemed to want her to admit it. Admit that she wanted it. She did want it. Ola was forcing her to orally engage just to get Ola to orally reengage! This was… bullshit! Ola already got to eat her out. Why did Bailey need to humiliate Bailey by making Bailey conform that she did want it? 

Why ask why? Every moment of delay was an extra moment delaying the orgasm she needed! 

Fuck it. Fine! 

“Yes, Ola, I do. All right? Let me cum… on your mouth.” 

“Oooeee, girlfriend, you sound all grumpy and a little bit bossy. But I’m the boss here, right? Say it.” 

Bailey pursed her lips and realized her pursed lips would not get Ola to open up her lower lips with her majestic tongue. 

Fuck it. Fine! 

“You’re the boss, Ola. Please boss. Please just make me cum.” 

“You still sound like you don’t mean it and like you have some privileged white girl attitude also. I hate that shit, girlfriend. Tell you what. A deal. Out of the kindness of my big ole heart I will let you orgasm but you need to earn it first. Orgasms ain’t free and ain’t all for you any more.” 

Bailey frowned. What the hell was Ola talking about? But she did not want to cause a delay by asking for a clarification right then. An orgasm. The orgasm. That was the important thing . 

What the fuck would it take to get it? 

“Tell me, girlfriend, did you like eating up my big sloppy pussy? Did you like it or did you actually love it?” 

Bizarrely, the answer that she liked it popped into Bailey’s mind and nearly popped out of her mouth as well. Not true. Or was it? Shit. It was true. The truth had just popped up out of the darkness of her mind like those little triangle answers floating to the surface of a Magic 8-Ball. 

The truth sucked! 

She better not tell Ola the truth. 

Lying to Ola was a problem. If she said she didn’t like it then Ola would be pissed and wouldn’t lick and tongue and suck an orgasm out of Bailey. She sure as fuck would like or would even love Ola to do that! 

Fuck it. Fine! 

She better tell Ola the truth after all…. 

“I, ah, liked your pussy a lot. Do you, ah, like mine? I mean….” 

Bailey figured if she had to talk she may as well try to find out what Ola thought of her taste. 

Bailey’s face burned with a little extra heat of humiliation as she finished, “…does my pussy taste good? You know, better than most or maybe unique or something?” 

Ola laughed and laughed and her extra chins jiggled and that droplet of pussy juice slid back and forth but clung on, “You a funny white girl! I like your pussy juice fine but you should really see for yourself. Or taste. Fuck, girlfriend, it’s right there for you all the time. You carry it every where you go. You sit on your pussy! Here, let’s give you a taste since you want to know so bad!” 

“Wait! Wait. I didn’t mean…” 

Bailey’s voice trailed off and words were replaced with little grunts as Ola jammed two thick fingers quickly in and out of her pussy. Ola did this for half a minute and it took Bailey’s breath away. Her near orgasm came roaring back to life with shocking suddenness. 

Then, just short of orgasm once again, Ola jerked her fingers out and brought them up hot and wet to Bailey’s open gasping mouth. 

Bailey saw those fingers coming. 

Bailey purposely failed to close her mouth. 

It was gross and wrong but she knew Ola would get her way no matter what. 

Also…. 

Bailey really was curious. 

Ola making her do it… somehow… it really was a turn on. 

Ola jammed both fingers deep into Bailey’s mouth. Her fingers were so big Bailey’s mouth had to stretch a little. They went so deep Bailey nearly gagged. Ola’s fingernails scraped the roof of her mouth on their journey to the back. 

Bailey automatically at first and on purpose closed her lips around those fingers. She knew she had to do it. She knew she had to please Ola to get that suspended orgasm. 

She also knew she really was curious to taste herself. She closed her mouth tight and sucked. Sucked and licked. She churned up some extra spit which was easy as she was suddenly salivating. She swirled the mix and tasted herself. 

Well! She certainly tasted much better than how Ola had tasted! 

That wasn’t the toughest competition of course. 

She liked it. Her taste. She could get used to this. 

To think, like Ola had pointed out verbally before pointing her fingers physically into Bailey’s mouth, she’d had that well of taste with her all the time everywhere she went. As strange as it was sucking her own pussy juice off some black masseuse’s fingers it seemed equally strange she’d never licked up her own juices before. 

To think, she’d always avoided licking her husband’s tool right after sex. He tried a few times but she thought it was gross and sort of humiliating. As it turned out it was gross but not gross tasting and, yes, it was humiliating. But humiliating in a good way. Gross in a good way, too. 

It gave her that funny ticklish feeling at the top of her pussy, deep down. Almost like she wanted to pee but had nothing to pee out. It was so ticklish it made her want to rub hard at her lower abdomen but, of course, she couldn’t right then. She was helpless to stop that feeling which was caused by helplessness. Which just seemed to strengthen the feeling! 

She had to wonder if, after this, she’d take a lick of her own juice whenever she could. Never? Special occasions? Only off her own husband’s cock after sex? He’d think she was focused on the taste of his sperm but really her taste buds would be all about her own taste. But she’d never tell him that! 

Come to think of it, she never really liked sucking his cock. She did it because, well, that’s what gals did for their guys, right? She suddenly realized it certainly didn’t compare to sucking Ola’s long thick fingers. Guy’s cocks ended with a spurt of flavor whereas Ola’s fingers started off with flavor. Sure, it ran out quick but Ola could always go ahead and stick her big fat black pens back into Bailey’s well for some more invisible ink. 

Actually, if she licked her husband’s cock clean after sex then his sperm taste would overwhelm and ruin her own pussy taste. So… she’d have to do it outside of marital sex. She’d do it when she masturbated. That felt so naughty. It was naughty! 

She knew she would do it. 

She’d probably do it every time she masturbated from then on. She’d just keep switching her pussy juice wet hands back and forth. One for her mouth, one for her pussy. Then switch. Every ten seconds or so. 

Bailey had a sneaking suspicion she’d be doing a lot more masturbating than ever before once she got out of this fucked up massage parlor. 

First things first. She needed to make Ola happy by saying whatever Ola wanted her to say, get her orgasm, and then she’d get out of this bizarre place. 

Bailey sucked and licked long after any flavor could still be on those Ola fingers. Bailey only had Ola’s pussy juice to compare it to but her own taste easily beat Ola’s. The question was whether or not Ola’s pussy taste was typical of most pussies or not as good. 

Bailey was sure she would never know for certain. To be certain she’d need to sample more pussy juice from one or more other sources and she didn’t think she’d ever do that! 

She thought wrong…. 

Ola pulled her big fingers out and Bailey’s mouth only reluctantly released them. She felt a momentary regret seeing them go. That regret melted when Ola’s spit wet fingers slid right into Bailey’s pussy, right home there and it felt like they belonged. Like a double-barrelled black pistol into a cowboy’s gun holster. A tight perfect fit. 

The saliva wetness on those fingers and Bailey’s pussy wetness combined to make the two big fingers easily penetrate all the way in. Bailey ooohed and aahed at the length of their penetration. Together the two fingers felt as long as her husband’s cock and quite a bit wider. 

Ola kept her face close to Bailey’s and she spoke fervently to her, “Girlfriend, you been wasting your time sucking cocks when you could be sucking my fingers coated in pussy goo. You think on that. I like how your pussy grabs at my fingers. I got your pussy and your mouth on the body fluid exchange program, girlfriend. Pussy goo to your mouth, your mouth spit to your pussy. Fair trade!” 

It did seem fair to Bailey. Everything seemed fair to her right then. She was about to orgasm and that was such a fair thing after how she’d done what she felt like was a great job sucking Ola’s fingers. 

She’d done all that Ola wanted her to do so now she was going to get that orgasm she wanted. 

So very fair…. 

Except not. 

Ola pulled her fingers out and Bailey felt like cursing the woman but, even in the throes of orgasm denial, knew that wouldn’t help. 

“Girlfriend, let’s put that orgasm on hold. I’m sure you don’t mind. You just trust in Ola. Now, tell you what. How ’bout this idea I got. You gonna lick and suck a pussy until you get it to orgasm. That way you earn an orgasm and you feel real good about feeling real good. I’ll make sure you get you an orgasm then. Whatcha think?” 

What did Bailey think!?! She thought this was bullshit. Anything, any damn thing, that delayed her orgasm was bullshit. With all capital letters. Total bullshit! 

However… that attitude wasn’t going to get her any closer to orgasm. Ola knew anyway. She had to know this was torture for Bailey. Bailey had to play it Ola’s way. 

“Yeah, good idea Ola. Let me lick your pussy again first. I’ll earn my orgasm.” 

“Yes, you will, girlfriend. But only not my pussy. Time to get you a whole new pussy flavor. You tried Ola, you’re tried yourself. There’s a white lady who’s pussy you’re going to try next.” 

“What? Who?” 

“We have a special guest here.” 

“Some woman I don’t even know? Ola, I’m married. I can’t have people seeing me, you know, being all lesbian and all. You and me, whatever, something happened, but that has to be all.” 

“Don’t you worry none. She ain’t no stranger. She be your sister!” 

“Maddy!?! What!?! No!” 

“I don’t see why you so shocked. What so bad about it? You like your pussy licked. Don’t you think she does, too? You gonna make her so happy with your slutty little sister mouth. You make her orgasm and then you get one too. All good. Everybody happy. No problem.” 

“You! You can’t make me!” 

“I think I can. I think you know I can by now. I also think I won’t be the one to make you. You gonna make you. You’re hot for it right now and it don’t really matter what “it” is, do it?” 

Bailey paused her response. Shit. Ola probably could make her. Shit. She also really was hot for it. It came back to her then the way she imagined Maddy getting dominated by the other black masseuse the way Bailey had been by Ola. How that idea and those images had turned her on. She felt the same way now but times ten. 

Ola gave her the run down, “I’m gonna push you in on this massage table and push you until your mouth is right where it needs to go. To her pussy. Here’s how its got to be. You eat her out. You make her orgasm. However long that take. Just lick away. When she cums then I make sure you cum too. Know how? Think bitch. What’s fucking fair? Your sister is going to suck on your pussy then and make you cum too. See? Fair. Ola all about the fairness!” 

“I can’t do it!” Bailey already felt certain she would do it. Ola could not be denied. She was also sure she could do a decent job at it. She’d satisfied Ola with her mouth. She should be able to do the same for her sister. Ola likely had higher standards for pussy pleasing. 

“Girlfriend, you are just gonna do it. Don’t make me go all “or else this” and “or else that” on your ass. You are gonna do it and you better be passionate and fucking sexy or there will be no orgasm for you! Nut-uh!” 

Ola saw Bailey trying to think if the “no orgasm” would mean that her sister Maddy would be spared having to lick Bailey’s pussy, “Oh, you still gonna ride that sister face only I’ll pull you off before you get an orgasm. Then I’ll spank you right in front of your sister and make you lick her to another orgasm however long that take.” 

Bailey gulped at the three intimidating prospects before her. One, licking another pussy. Her second one in an hour and also the second one of her entire life. Two, having sex with her older sister! Three, failing Ola’s directions and losing out on that orgasm she so needed. 

Bailey swallowed and Ola saw Bailey had no more protests to attempt. She was accepting what was going to happen. Ola didn’t think this girl really looked all that reluctant. There was a spark in this one. A sexy spark that wanted to grow into a big raging slutty fire. She had that slut fire in her eyes. 

Ola peered into Bailey’s eyes, “Let’s make sure we’re on the same page here. You tell me what you gonna do in there with your sister.” 

Bailey’s face burned with humiliation. This damn black masseuse was going to make her talk about it! Couldn’t she just go do it? Wasn’t that enough? 

Bailey didn’t want to talk about it. It was too embarrassing. She knew Ola was just trying to humiliate her and she didn’t want to cooperate with that. 

She knew Ola would make her though. 

Also…. 

Bailey was sort of, just sort of, curious about this. How Maddy would taste. How Maddy would react to having her pussy licked by little sister Bailey. How Maddy’s mouth would feel on Bailey’s pussy. Whether or not Maddy would think Bailey’s pussy tasted special. 

The longer Bailey resisted Ola the more it would delay Bailey satisfying her naughty curiosity. 

“Sure. Okay. Fine. I’m going to… I’m just… I’m… I will… lick my sister’s pussy.” 

“That’s right. You sure gonna. Tell me you want to. Tell me what kind of job you’re going to do on that sister pussy. Be sure to say her name, too, girlfriend!” 

Bailey wondered why she had to say Maddy’s name. She looked around for cameras. She couldn’t see any but that didn’t mean anything. Just like her reluctance didn’t mean anything. She’d do it. She’d say it. She had to. She knew she would have said it even if she’d seen a camera on her. 

“I want to lick Maddy’s pussy. I’m going to do some great pussy licking on my sister Maddy’s pussy.” 

There. Ola thought that was all they needed. Other than the actual licking of pussies! It didn’t look like this one had seen the hidden camera and it didn’t really matter if she had. 

“That is so true, girlfriend! No worries, I won’t be at all jealous. Not at all!”











CHAPTER FOUR







THE MISSION WAS clear. Orally please her sister and then she herself would be orally pleased. Well, given an orgasm. Bailey wasn’t sure if it would be an oral orgasm or some other way. She wasn’t sure who would give it to her either. Maddy? How crazy was that? 

In a weird crazy world way that did seem fair. She’d give Maddy one and Maddy would give her one. 

As long as no one ever found about this whole sordid “incident” then it was all just one stop on this long unexpected “orgasm trip” of orgasms. Like how people referred to taking drugs sometimes as “tripping”. Bailey felt almost like she was on some kind of drug. Some drug that made her savagely horny! 

God, the orgasms. Bailey hadn’t ever experienced such intense sensations never mind that is was at the hands, literally…and mouth, of another woman. 

She’d have to look at this next stop on the journey as just a stop and no big deal. Yes, she just wouldn’t think about it so it wouldn’t make her go crazy. Well, she was thinking about those orgasms but she wouldn’t think about all that other stuff. Like Ola and Maddy. 

At least she’d try not to think about it all but that was easier said than done. Actually, there was too much to think about. It was a bit overwhelming. 

It was sort of monstrous what this masseuse was going to make them do but not really all that monstrous. Boil it down to its elements and she was just going to make her sister happy. There. That wasn’t so bad, was it? 

They’d given each other massages before. Platonic obviously. If you thought about it, if you tried real hard to think about it in that certain way, this would just be like that. A massage. Not with hands and fingers. A tongue massage! Not on arms and shoulders and back. On her pussy! 

However, it was hard to think of it as just a massage by other means and it was hard not to get turned on by it all. It made Bailey feel guilty to be getting all hot while she waited in a hallway strapped to this damn massage table/bed contraption. 

Turned on by the prospect of going down on her older sister! 

It made no sense! Well, it certainly made no sense before today. Before this foray into this so called massage parlor. All due to this gift from Maddy’s future mother-in-law. Wow, some gift. But this gift was something else and it changed everything. 

Especially how Bailey thought about orgasms. In fact her whole attitude about orgasms had completely changed in just the matter of an hour. Bailey had thought of orgasms like some exotic rare bird you’d like to spot on your rain-forest tour but likely wouldn’t see at all. Orgasms suddenly seemed… obtainable. 

Bailey thought maybe these massage therapists knew what they were doing. At least Ola did. 

Bailey had ended up liking going down on Ola’s pussy. She surprised herself with that enjoyment. She would never admit it to anyone else. It was hard to admit it to herself! 

Really, she had more like gone “up” on Ola’s pussy as Ola sat it on Bailey’s reclining nearly upside down face. 

Since she got aroused licking out that big black not-too-clean fat pussy then why wouldn’t she like Maddy’s sexy pussy? Maddy’s pussy would certainly be much cleaner than Ola. It had to be. 

Her sister was sexy. She’d always seen that in just a factual way. Yes, Maddy was sexy and Bailey could admit that. Also, people talked about it. In high school both she and Maddy were well aware a debate raged among the boys as to which of them was prettier. Boys told Bailey she won those debates but other boys told Maddy she won those debates. They were equally pretty just shaped a bit different. 

Like larger breasts? Maddy wins! 

Like a tighter ass? Bailey wins! 

Prefer blondes? I declare a tie! 

Bailey was rudely roused from her thoughts. Ola reached over and pinched her nipples. Her nipples were still rock hard and oh so sensitive. Ola laughed as Bailey squirmed. 

Bailey wished Ola would keep her fingers to herself. No one had ever pinched her nipples so harshly. Ola was such a mean masseuse! 

Ola deserved no credit for Bailey’s nipples being so hard and feeling so good even with the pain. That was… just some accident. An accident lucky for Ola and even luckier for Bailey. There was no way Ola could have known those harsh pinches would feel so good to Bailey. 

Taking that pain and being helpless to stop it really emphasized the helplessness of Bailey’s position. Fro some mysterious reason that turned Bailey on. 

Then Ola had her repeat her earlier words three more times. Bailey had no thought to disobey. Why disobey when Ola kept making her nipples feel that way with those harsh fingernail pincers? As long as Ola did that the least Bailey could do was obey anything she wanted. That seemed right. 

“I want to lick Maddy’s pussy. I’m going to do some great pussy licking on my sister Maddy’s pussy.” 

“I want to lick Maddy’s pussy. I’m going to do some great pussy licking on my sister Maddy’s pussy.” 

“I want to lick Maddy’s pussy. I’m going to do some great pussy licking on my sister Maddy’s pussy.” 

It was almost like a chant. Each time gave Bailey a pulse of arousal. Being ordered to do it also aroused her. Then knowing she was going to obey aroused her more. Then obeying and hearing her own passion in her words. She sounded so damn convincing! Then even seeing Ola all self-satisfied at her compliance made her hot as well. 

Then Ola told her to say it three times with slow passionate feeling. 

“Convince me, girlfriend!” 

So Bailey did her best and her best was pretty good. 

Three more times. With feeling. 

That feeling wasn’t just in Bailey’s voice. It was also inside Bailey. 

She could see how Ola noticed how hot she was getting. A few times Ola stroked the tops of Bailey’s thighs and a few times Ola looked pointedly at Bailey’s pussy and then nodded with a smirk while looking into Bailey’s eyes. Bailey knew Ola could read her mind and her pussy. Damn that Ola! 

She felt those fingers on her thighs and wondered if Ola just might put those fingers back inside her. She actually hoped that Ola would put those fingers back inside her. Those magic fingers. 

Certainly more magical than Hal’s cock. That done in a minute cock of his. Ola’s fingers never got soft and, of course, there were so many of them. 

Bailey felt totally manipulated. Here Ola was fucking with her mind again. 

But she did not feel like breaking free from that manipulation…. 

She just felt like… continuing to obey…. 

Bailey had butterflies in her tummy. She was always the fearless take all the dares kind. Right now she felt like the kid scared of the roller-coaster but waiting in line to go on it as the line slowly inched forward. Closer. Closer. Close now. 

Ola told Bailey that she was expected to accomplish the pussy-licking on her own once she was in place. No coaching and no Ola standing over her. Ola told her she better do a good job of it because her sister by now could probably tell good pussy licking from bad. 

Bailey shuddered. How would Maddy know that? Well, Luella must have licked Maddy’s pussy just like Ola had licked Bailey’s. Bailey shivered again. It wasn’t a cold or a hot shiver. It was more of a dark shiver. 

Bailey figured she also knew what good pussy licking was by now thanks to Ola. She could pull off what Ola asked of her. Maybe even increase her newfound pussy licking skills at the same time. 

Ola told Bailey to do no talking and that all her communication was to be done through the power of her licking tongue. Ola told her to give her big sister some “sugah” and that big sis would put some “sugah” on her tongue. Liquid “sugah”. 

Bailey felt her body tingling all over. It was all so naughty and getting even naughtier all the time! She knew what “sugah” tasted like. She had tasted Ola. She felt herself blushing as her eyes met Ola’s. Bailey had to admit to herself she liked “sugah”. Bailey thought she now had a bit of a sweet tooth for that kind of “sugah”. 

Bailey wondered if Maddy liked “sugah” too. Maybe a sweet tooth for “sugah” ran in the family…. 

Dammit, why was she thinking like this? It was Ola’s fault! And Maddy’s! And, of course, Kathy Henters, that future mother-in-law of Maddy’s. It had to be all planned by her. It couldn’t be some accident that Kathy had sent them here. If she’d meant for them to get a legitimate massage then she never would have gotten gift cards form this rundown place in the desert. Fucking bitch! 

Bailey hated that the bitch was winning. Kathy was winning. All these things were happening because she wanted them to happen and Bailey had not been able to stop anything from happening. Kathy was getting everything she wanted. What Bailey didn’t get was why or what Kathy’s end goal was in all this. It seemed too much trouble and too extreme to just be intended to drive Maddy away from Maddy marrying Scott. 

Ola repeated the no talking part and seemed to feel very strongly about that. Ola talked about punishments for talking. 

Bailey felt like snipping back that she understood it already. Jesus. The last thing she wanted to do was talk to her sister about it! While she was licking her pussy. Fuck that! 

Ola then tweaked at both of Bailey’s nipples at the same time, “Whatchoo think? You think you gonna like your sister’s pussy more than mine or will you wish it was mine?” 

How to answer that one? Well, she knew she should be careful in her answers and try not to get on Ola’s bad side. 

“I don’t know anything about the, ah, taste of Maddy’s, you know, pussy, Ola. But I know I like yours.” 

Bailey thought that answer was so good she could go into politics. But she knew, no matter what these massage bitches made her do, no matter how debased and humiliated she became, she would never fall so far as to get into politics. 

Bailey felt like she might retch saying what she said but, after, her tongue worked around in her mouth and she was salivating. And she was thinking about “sugah”. Ola’s “sugah” and wondering what Maddy’s “sugah” tasted like. Oh goodness, was she really thinking that? Why couldn’t she stop thinking like that? 

Ola made little mini-pulls on her nipples like she was milking Bailey upside down with Bailey’s nipples pointed at the ceiling. 

Bailey’s aroused mind went back to her face being engulfed by that dank fatty pussy of Ola’s. Licking it to orgasm with sheets of Ola’s pussy juice running down her face. 

Jesus. It was like she was recalling it fondly! Walking down memory lane while laying on her back. Enjoying her memory while Ola enjoyed her mammary. Ola was milking her nipples and Bailey enjoyed it so. Even though it hurt a little. Hal never pinched my nipples like this. He never did a lot of things that Ola did. 

Bailey used some internal sarcasm on herself, “Yeah, fucking Hal, he never restrains me and makes me lick his pussy upside down! What’s wrong with Hal?” 

Mentally, intellectually, rationally, what she’d done made her want to puke. She’d licked – she’d more than licked! – that Ola pussy. Emotionally… she sort of wanted to try doing it again. How could she really know if she only tried once. Shouldn’t she at least try it again? To be sure. Absolutely sure… that she really did not like it! 

Ola’s pussy was like that scary ride that makes you pee your pants a little and you swear you’ll never go on it again but then you do on the next visit and you end up loving it. 

That was sort of scary. So far she maybe had liked it. What if each time she liked it more and more? What if she became some kind of pussy licking lesbian slut? 

Yeah, that could be a roadblock in the old marriage! 

Just in case Bailey might feel an urge to disobey, Ola went ahead and reminded her what was important. She stuck two fingers in Bailey’s pussy, worked them freely in and out for a minute, pulled them out and brought them to Bailey’s mouth. As Bailey’s expectant and newly trained mouth opened obediently taking them in for a good sucking, Ola used her other hand to plunge two big dry fingers into Bailey’s pussy well. 

After a minute, switch. 

Another minute, another switch. 

Ola got her fingers as wet as wet could be each time and each time Bailey sucked them clean like she loved it. Which, surprising herself, she did. 

Her brain was short circuiting too. The surrealness of it all. She thought how an hour or two ago she and Maddy were riding in the car together happily chatting about the gift cards from Kathy. Little did they know. 

It was so uncomfortable even thinking about it. It made it hard to concentrate on the feel of Ola’s fingers in her pussy and the feel and taste of Ola’s fingers in her mouth. 

That’s it. No more thinking! Thinking just wasn’t healthy! 

Bailey tried not to question anything. Anything Ola did or anything she felt either. She just went with it. Freed her mind by enslaving her actions. Bailey sucked those fingers. It was so much better than cock. She had to admit that to herself. And she had to admit she liked her taste of “sugah”. Ola’s, her own. She’d probably love Maddy’s “sugah” also. Damn that Ola. 

Bailey felt like she might orgasm out there in that plain creaky hallway. But she knew she wouldn’t. Ola wanted her to earn it. Earn it the old-fashioned way. By going down on her sister’s pussy! 

Bailey was fully primed and just on the edge of orgasm. Bailey moaned when Ola simultaneously pulled her fingers from Bailey’s pussy and gently suctioning mouth. 

Ola announced, “Just ’bout show time, girlfriend!” 











CHAPTER FIVE







THE ASIAN WOMAN and Luella flipped Maddy around onto her tummy on the table/bed. For a moment Maddy was all the way free, with both arms and both feet free of restraint. However, she was laying down, there were two of them with Luella alone much stronger than Maddy, and Maddy was weary from all the sex and orgasms. 

Maddy kept feeling disbelief at their plans to the point it was hard to feel any great urgency to stop those plans. She couldn’t believe it would even happen. 

Supposedly her younger married sister Bailey was going to come in here and go down on her. It just did not seem possible. Bailey would never do that. 

Lai Ping and Luella secured the rubber Velcro cuffs to her ankles and to her wrists. Then Maddy was totally helpless once again. 

Maddy had an insidious thought that if anything actually did happen involving Bailey then it just wouldn’t be her fault. She was tied down! She could not be to blamed for anything at all. 

She would just blame Lai Ping and Luella. Those evil massage therapists! It mostly would be their fault anyway. Why not blame them for everything including not fighting her utmost to stop her little sister from licking her pussy? It was maybe like framing a murderer with a murder her did not commit. Why not go ahead and do it? 

Luella and Lai Ping felt her all over. They took their time. All up and down her nude damp body. They massaged her ass cheeks and slid fingers up and down her slit. Maddy flinched wondering if another finger would slip into her ass like before. It was effective. They got some moans out of Maddy. 

Luella especially delighted in teasing her anus. That naughty Luella! 

On her stomach, arms and legs out of the fight, and with that table/bed readily spreading her legs wide as they wanted, Maddy’s pussy was undefended and helpless. And wet. Oh so wet. They were able to poke, rub, and digitally penetrate it at will. They helped themselves to helpless Maddy. 

Maddy felt herself getting wetter. She had never been so aroused and wet. Oh dammit, those fingers. They almost felt better than….no, they did feel better than Scott’s cock. No, that can’t be. But it really was true. Maddy mentally defended Scott and defended her own arousal. It wasn’t a fair contest! They had four hands between the two of them and Scott only had two. Fuck Luella and “Mistress” Lai Ping. 

Lai Ping leaned down, “Older yellow hair ‘Merican! You listen me! You sister she come in here she know she lick you pussy. You just stay look straight down through hole in massage table. You say nothing. You let you sister lick you pussy. Sister will lick all time until you orgasm. Don’t fight orgasm. More you fight, more she lick. No make it hard on sister. Oh, by way, enjoy!” 

Maddy felt some healthy anger. Useless though. Enjoy? Enjoy her sister doing that? Not likely! Maddy was suddenly quite distressed that she had not at least tried to fight and resist when she’d had the chance. Damn. What was she thinking when she had that chance and didn’t take it? Or, more like, why didn’t she think about what was the best thing to do? 

Of course these massage bitches meant to make them do this. It was too awful to ever joke about so she should have known they really meant to make the sisters do it. 

Maddy finally started to take this seriously because it seemed like they really meant this to happen, “No fucking way! I’m going to scream and yell for her help!” 

“Look, stupid. We have ways. You sister going to lick you pussy. After you enjoy you orgasm, you licky licky her too. Poor little sister need her pussy licky licky too. You want fair, right? Sister should be fair to sister.” 

“None of this is fair! I don’t want this!” 

“We not care what you want. We give you nice time. Sister bonding. Sister bondage bonding. Ha ha. You so close after pussy licking! You thank Lai Ping after! You know good way to thank. Maybe you lick Lai Ping pussy again after.” 

Maddy jerked slightly in her restraints. No matter how hard she jerked the restraints were so effective escape attempts always looked “slight”. Lai Ping’s patronizing taboo insulting words really did a number on Maddy. It was almost… almost like… Lai Ping’s words turned her on! That, more than actual need to escape, inspired Maddy’s “slight” jerks. 

Maddy supposed, angry or not, she should follow Lai Ping’s directions as far as not talking to her sister. Talking wouldn’t help the situation and might make it worse. 

Either way she sure wasn’t going to cum with her sister’s mouth on her pussy. Yuck! No way! She could at least control her own orgasms. She had to. That was on her. But it would likely just humiliate poor Bailey all the more if she was trying to talk while Bailey did what they forced her to do. 

They were both vulnerable to Luella and Lai Ping. Helpless. She assumed Bailey must helpless also. Bailey would only do this if she were forced, like Maddy, right? That meant she needed to be careful to not make them mad. For both their sake. 

Lai Ping interrogated her mood, “You moan and groan but you no talk? Let little yellow hair focus on please pussy? Right right?” 

“When you put it that way…. I can’t move. All I can do is decide if I should talk and all that would do is make my sister more self-aware….” 

“Yeah yeah, what I say. You let little sister focus, do good job on you pussy. You not too stupid. You get it now. You just wait. You get powerful naughty orgasm from this. You going to like. Sister bonding. You going to like.” 

“I will not!” 

“You sister have to keep on lick. Lick all night. No stop until you orgasm.” 

“Well. I guess. All right. If there’s no choice then. Then we can leave?” 

“We talk later that. You not stay forever. You will leave. Right right.” 

Lai Ping moved down Maddy’s body with her face close to her skin. Maddy wanted to ask what she was doing but thought not showing curiosity was a hidden act of defiance. 

She found out soon enough anyway. 

Her pussy! Lai Ping was going after her pussy! 

Maddy felt what she guessed was a tongue. It was so pointy and strong it seemed to stab into her pussy! Within seconds it found Maddy’s clitoris like her clit had a homing beacon attached to it that Lai Ping’s tongue was able to detect. 

The sharp tongue caused sharp sensations indeed! Her thighs quivered. She had to stop that. She tried to stop that. But her muscles just wouldn’t listen to what her mind was telling them to do. Her pussy had never ever experienced anything like these sensations. Damn Lai Ping. 

Thoughts of resistance or defiance or anything strategic at all or anything past the moment drained away from Maddy. Like they were all held in the same bathtub and someone – Lai Ping! – pulled the drain stopper. 

Maddy was humiliated when she cried out and even more humiliated that she did it in a way Lai Ping would approve. 

“Oh yes! Your tongue! I love your tongue, Mistress!” 

Maddy knew that was awful of her and she must not say anything like that again. 

“Please Mistress! Keep doing that! Please Mistress!” 

Maddy felt her hips trying to press upward, trying to get more tongue, trying to give Lai Ping fuller and even more complete access to her pussy. Maddy never wanted anything so badly as she wanted more Lai Ping tongue. 

Just when it was getting really good, just when Maddy knew she would cum and it would be a huge cum, Lai Ping straightened into a stand and grinned showing off surprisingly perfect teeth. 

“Me good pussy please, yes? Way far! You taste like spoiled ‘Merican white woman with yellow hair. Lai Ping favorite taste! One day soon I take you pussy all way. All way to outer space! Not yet. Now. No move while I bring you sister. ‘Member ‘Merican you licky licky her pussy too after you cum cum on sister face.” 

“Oh.” 

Oh. That about said it. What else was there to say? There wasn’t an option. 

Lai Ping and Luella left the little room. 

Maddy was alone. Just naked, bound Maddy and her denied orgasm, hanging out, waiting for them to bring her little sister in…. 











CHAPTER SIX







LAI PING PREPPED Lisann and Willow. 

She made them repeat the instructions. Both were drug free as far as Lai Ping knew but that could change quick with women in their lifestyle. However, they were both clearheaded and did well repeating the instructions. 

Willow told Lai Ping there was some wetness on her mouth. Lai Ping told her she knew and to “mind own busy-nast”. Lai Ping added that she already had a “date” with a mouth cleaner. 

Willow and Lisann looked at each other and smirked realizing now that it was pussy juice on Lai Ping’s face. 

Lisann was placed on a massage table/bed in the exact same tummy down position as Maddy but in a different massage room. Lai Ping arranged Lisann’s blonde hair so it hung down on either side of her face masking her facial features. She double-checked and the shade of blonde looked correct and the length was right after a few snips to take off an inch. 

Willow was placed on a massage table/bed in the exact same on-her-back position as Bailey but in a different hallway than her. It would be no good for the fake Bailey to collide table/beds with the real Bailey! Willow was placed in the hallway just outside Maddy’s room. 

Lai Ping went and had a tiny huddle with her great big black henchwomen. They knew the plan. Luella and Ola were excellent co-conspirators. They really loved their work. 

Luella went in with Lisann, the fake Maddy, and stood at the head of her table/bed next to Lisann’s head. 

Lai Ping and Ola went to Bailey in her little cramped hallway. Still there. Of course, where was she ever going to go? Only where they wanted her to go, that’s where. 

Ola used two fingers to split open Bailey’s slit and rubbed a fat thumb on Bailey’s little clitoris. Her thumb bullied that clitoris around and within minutes Bailey whimpered like she’d been beaten into submission which she was on a tiny scale. 

Lai Ping leaned down and spoke softly to Bailey but loud enough for Bailey to hear her over the sound of her own pants, “You sister have tasty pussy. You like it just wonderful. You make sister feel good. Guess what, yellow hair? You give sister orgasm then she licky licky you pussy next. You like terrific!” 

Bailey’s eyes widened. This old Asian bitch was talking like she’d gone down on Maddy! Was that true? It didn’t seem possible but then nothing that was happening right then seemed all that possible. 

Oh God! Was that why the Asian’s mouth and chin were wet? Then Bailey smelled it. Her nostrils flared. It was pussy juice! 

She and Maddy had great senses of smell. They could smell what others couldn’t. They often joked about. The tiniest scent of anything could be detected by their two noses. Even hours after the fact. Like beagles or bloodhounds. Friends in school jokingly asked them to find lost items via smell. 

The smell of pussy juice was swarming off Lai Ping’s face. Bailey wasn’t entirely sure it was Maddy’s pussy juice but she knew this lady had gone down on someone’s pussy. Yes, she now was more familiar with the smell of pussy than she ever thought she might be. 

Bailey tried to scowl but found it hard to control her facial muscles with her need for orgasm and with Ola thumb-boxing her swollen clitoris like a tiny pink punching bag. 

Lai Ping leaned down and pressed her mouth to Bailey’s. Bailey’s eyes widened surprised. What the fuck! 

Bailey kept her lips pressed together. No! Gross! Some old Asian lady! Mouth covered in pussy juice! Worse, supposedly her older sister’s pussy juice! Just so nasty! Her nostrils flared inhaling the scent. Yes, it was for sure pussy. 

At first Bailey kept her mouth closed. But Lai Ping’s mouth was just so insistent. Lai Ping just wouldn’t give it up. Then Bailey thought “why not?” and she allowed her lips to part. 

She didn’t think about how they’d just make her anyway. She only thought why not. What Ola had already built up in her, that orgasm that wanted out, and what Ola was doing to her clit effected Bailey deeply. She couldn’t think straight. At least that is what she told herself. They simplified Bailey’s outlook. They made her adopt an extremely “why not” view on the world. 

Bailey’s lips opened up and Lai Ping’s tongue, skinny to the point of nearly being sharp, darted in and poked rapidly in and out like an anteater feeding at an anthill. Bailey found herself staring into the eyes of Lai Ping. Hypnotically, Lai Ping eyes bored into the depths of Bailey’s soul. 

Lai Ping’s tongue felt so alien to Bailey. It felt so aggressive. That sharp tongue tip kept slapping at the roof of her mouth and across her teeth. Bailey knew closing her teeth would not be considered a welcome development by the woman so she did not dare do it. The tongue stabs were making her itchy to do something. That or what Ola’s thumb was doing to her clit. 

She could taste that pussy juice. Maybe Maddy’s. Probably Maddy’s. So wicked! So wrong! So were Bailey’s reactions. She felt a tremendous spike in arousal. 

Bailey found her own tongue, like it had made up its own mind, pushing back on Lai Ping’s pointy tongue. Bailey excused it thinking her tongue was intercepting Lai Ping’s tongue in order to defend the rest of her mouth from the invasion of the sharp tongue. 

Her tongue was defending her from that invader tongue. Touche! Her tongue was taking it for the team! 

That seemed like a fine excuse until her tongue pushed after the retreating Asian tongue and entered into Lai Ping’s mouth. Just pursuing a routed enemy, right? That was just… sound tactics! 

It was a trick! Fake retreat! 

Lai Ping sucked hard and Bailey felt her own tongue extend further than she thought it could, engulfed in slick wetness and high pressure. Their lips sealed together. Two open mouths lip-locked. 

Lai Ping was sucking on her tongue like some eel delicacy! 

The root of Bailey’s tongue ached. Her nose bumped at Lai Ping’s and they breathed each other’s air. Her tongue tried to wiggle and gave it up. Lai Ping had a powerful mouth! Bailey had sucked face before with former boyfriends. And of course, Hal. But this was different. So different. A muffled slurping sound escaped the sealed lips of the two women. 

Bailey tasted some strange taste like Lai Ping had eaten something exotic for lunch. Something more exotic than just Maddy’s pussy. The taste of pussy juice on Lai Ping’s mouth seemed gone now and Bailey, secretly, was sorry it had gone away. 

Somehow the sucking pressure on Bailey’s tongue and Ola’s thumb-boxing of her clitoris connected in some nerve superhighway running through Bailey. 

Bailey’s clitoris felt whipped. Not knocked unconscious but a technical knock out by Ola the clit-boxing champion. 

Her clitoris wavered undefended exposed and raw as Ola thumbed it mercilessly. 

Bailey felt defeated. Defeated but energized. Happily defeated. 

Bailey could barely breath, certainly could not get enough air, but was willing to give up breathing for the monster tidal wave orgasm that was… just about… to crash… on…. 

Ola’s thumb withdrew, Ola’s fingers pulled out, and Lai Ping, also keenly perceptive to female orgasms, released her sucking pressure on Bailey’s tongue. Bailey’s tongue popped out of Lai Ping’s mouth. She instinctively pushed her tongue out again hoping Lai Ping might suck it into that wet vortex of her mouth again. 

Lai Ping just grinned staring down into Bailey now dilated irises. “You like how Lai Ping kiss!” 

Ola also sounded happy. She was such a happy-go-lucky fat monster! 

“Ooooo Eeeeee, this a hot skinny bitch! She ain’t no firecracker of a cracker, she’s a stick of dy-nooooooo-mite!” Bailey’s body felt like someone touched her with a hot wire. The sensations were too much. But also not enough. Not enough to get over that edge. 

It was too much but she sure wanted more. 

Lai Ping agreed with Ola, “She skinny like stick of dyne-mite also. Take now to sister. Time make fireworks happen!”











CHAPTER SEVEN







IT FELT WEIRD to Bailey to get wheeled around while restrained on that table/bed. Bailey tried to look where they were going but mostly failed to make any good observations because her head was a bit down in that open hole head cup and upside down as well. It meant she was looking both forward and upward while upside down. 

It probably didn’t help that her head was spinning from the things Ola and Lai Ping had done to her to arouse her. 

Those two women were really good at what they did. Not the massage part of things but all that other stuff. Like putting fingers in pussy, finding your clitoris, and making you go down on them. That stuff. They were quite excellent at it. 

Yeah, once you got past those mental hurdles of how they were strangers, minorities, women (!), past their ugliness, and past the forced bondage and all that jazz, they were just… really really really good at the shit they pulled off. 

Bailey thought wryly that at least it sounded like she might finally get an orgasm soon. She’d been so close. Right on the edge! Bailey recalled hearing the term “edging” long ago. Now she got it. 

The downside would be the involvement of her older sister. Pretty big downside! 

Bailey was so on edge with lust though that nothing could dampen it. It could only be inflamed. 

When she thought of how these wicked minority women worked her over so efficiently it made her hot. 

When she thought about how they freely and openly manipulated her it made her hot. 

When she thought about what they were going to make her and her sister do it made her hot. What they intended was terrible and feeling hot about it was maybe even more terrible. The thought of her sister should blunt her lust but it only sharpened it. 

The image she had of herself between her sister’s likely helpless legs… doing to her what Ola had already made her do to Ola’s pussy…. 

That was quite the image. It kept popping back into her mind. 

Here she was being wheeled around, restrained, naked, damp in all the right/wrong places, and horny as hell. Bailey could not remember ever being so horny. 

She was such a mess. 

This was also such a mess of a situation. 

Her horniness made the unthinkable seem like “sure, of course”. Go down on her sister’s pussy? Sure. Of course. 

It was like those people who were starving that scarfed up bugs and slugs and any old thing and it suddenly tasted good and they wished they had even more. Get hungry enough you’ll eat anything. Get horny enough and, well, you’ll eat anything. Even a sister’s pussy! 

It couldn’t be any worse than Ola’s pussy, could it? Morally, yes, sure, but, from a pure sight and scent and taste perspective, it had to be better than servicing Ola. 

Truth was she’d ended up liking orally servicing Ola. 

She wasn’t looking forward to it but she wasn’t dreading it either. Actually, it now seemed like a good thing because she’d get to have her own orgasm in the end. That seemed to justify anything. 

Give orgasm (to her sister!) and get an orgasm. Fair trade. 

They took a few more turns and Bailey couldn’t keep track of where they were in the massage parlor. She worried about how Maddy would react to all this. 

Poor Maddy shouldn’t have to be in this predicament. Maddy had enough to worry about with the wedding and that bitch of a mother-in-law to be, Kathy. 

Bailey tried to assemble a plan of some sort. 

First, orgasm. 

Then, get away. 

So… pretty much in order of importance! 

Hmm, there might be something wrong with that plan. Shouldn’t she escape before licking her sister’s pussy? Not after? 

Any plan that did not involve getting an orgasm as soon as possible was a bad fucking plan! 

Fuck it. It wasn’t up to her, was it? 

The sooner she did as she was told to do the sooner she’d get her orgasm and the sooner she got her orgasm then, after, the sooner Maddy and her could be on their way out of this bizarre massage parlor. 

So really, submitting and doing as told was just acting on behalf of her sister. 

She had to wonder if Maddy would see things that way…. 

Bailey figured they’d let her and her sister go after. What, keep them forever? Not realistic. 

Bailey regretted not telling someone where they were going and when they should be expected back. Shit though, who did that when they went to a massage parlor? You only did that when going camping or for a long hike in high country or whatnot. How many people went missing when they went out to get a massage? 

If she and Maddy were held by men then Bailey would worry about them killing her. Women didn’t do that kind of crap though. Even the worst women weren’t as bad as bad men. The few female serial killers out there were probably, you know, men trapped in women’s bodies! 

Thinking this way at least helped Bailey avoid worrying about their ultimate fate. 

A bit more sex and then freedom. That didn’t sound too bad. Just as long as she got that orgasm. Mustn’t forget that. She felt so crazy with lustful need that the orgasm was equally important or more to eventual escape. 

Sex with her hot sister or that sex she’d already had with those unattractive strange women. Which, really, was worse? 

This Ola was having her fun, she got her hot white woman to lick her off. Ola and Lai Ping having their fun and that Luella with Maddy. That would be it. End of game. 

They would never see these bizarre lesbian masseuses ever again! 

It would be the end of a bizarre exceptional tiny little chapter in Bailey’s and Maddy’s lives. An orgasmic one. One they’d never talk about with anyone. 

Especially not at family get gatherings! 

Bailey wondered how many women this Ola had done this kind of thing to. She certainly seemed… knowledgeable. 

Even if Ola only went for, say, woman like Bailey, for instance, young white blondes, then a couple might blunder into her web each week. There could be hundreds of them out there! 

Why the fuck did that idea make Bailey a little bit jealous? She shouldn’t care what Ola had done with other women. 

Where would Bailey rank with those other women in the mind of Ola? Was Bailey just another notch for that big black lady or would she at least recall Bailey fondly? Had Bailey been maybe one of her favorites… or not even in the top ten? 

Though she did feel bad for those other women. 

And jealous. 

Why did Bailey wonder if Ola would think about her after she left and wonder if Ola would even remember her by next week? She should want Ola to forget her just like she should hope she’d forget about Ola. 

Bailey wondered if she’d walk past various women in the future who’d been through this same stuff with Ola, all of them determined to never think about it. 

Bailey couldn’t feel too bad for these hypothetical strangers. She didn’t know them and she had her own concerns as she got wheeled around in the nude for a date with pussy licking. Besides, if their bodies were like Bailey’s then Ola’s pussy expertise would have given them a number of orgasms. 

Bailey knew her thinking was off. It just wasn’t normal. She wasn’t reacting how she normally would. She was usually quite a sympathetic and helpful person and often stepped in to go to others assistance. She wasn’t jealous or a “me first” type. She hadn’t ever needed to be. She couldn’t even remember being jealous at all over any guy. With her looks she could just go get some other even better looking guy back in her single days. If a guy liked one of her friends more than her she’d felt nothing but goodwill for them. 

Fuck. Jealous over Ola? Jealous of women she’d never even met? 

It was this need for an orgasm! It made her feel like just some kind of sexual animal looking to feed on sex. Like a sex vampire. Everything else faded in significance. 

They finally wheeled her into another plain wood-sided room like an unheated sauna, just like the one Bailey had been in before. With all the wheeling back and forth, Bailey figured she must be on the far side of the massage parlor. 

Ola had wheeled her quite a ways. But… had she? Bailey couldn’t keep track of all those twists and turns. She actually had no idea where she was. They could be anywhere. 

She didn’t care where they were. She only cared how long before they got to where they were going! She was just thinking about her needed orgasm. It made her look forward to arriving even if that meant going down on her sister. 

It was hard to see what else was in the room because Bailey was on her back and her head was upside down but face up in that head hole dip in the table/bed. 

There was another woman in the room and she was also on a table/bed just like Bailey’s. Bailey couldn’t really see her as she lay on her stomach with her feet facing Bailey’s table/bed. Bailey did note that her legs were spread wide and that her feet were restrained like Bailey’s. 

The woman’s head was also bent downward into that face cup. 

She couldn’t see the woman’s face but she could see her hair. 

Blonde. 

Shoulder length. 

That body. That shade of skin. 

Fuck! It really was Maddy! 

These damn massage bitches really did mean to make them do things together. Sexual things! Pussy licking! 

Bailey felt shame when this line of thinking did not cause true panic or real anger. 

She felt tremendous horny eagerness. It made her wish she could hump something, anything. Her pussy felt soaking wet. She so wished she could reach it. If she could she’d diddle herself right here right now in front of Ola and her sister. She bet she’d cum in under twenty seconds. 

If only she had some man here! Bailey would gladly fuck the ugliest nastiest man in the world instead of doing all this lesbian stuff, especially involving her sister. 

Ola wheeled her around and then head first in between Maddy’s bare legs…. 

Closer…. 

Bailey felt and heard her table/bed get ratcheted downward like the window of an old car being wound down. Now her face was well below that pussy. 

Bailey tried not to look. For a few seconds. Then she did. Naked curiosity made her want to see that pussy naked. 

It seemed like some kind of rare opportunity. A double opportunity. 

She’d never be this close to Maddy’s pussy ever again, would she? Well, she was going to get even closer in a few moments, true, but, after that, never again. So, now was her chance. Just to see…. 

Also, she’d had Ola’s pussy, so much of Ola’s pussy, and it wasn’t like there was any chance that hers was the best possible pussy out there. Maddy must have a nicer pussy. Almost had to be. 

Probably tastier too. It had to be. 

Bailey looked even as she felt her table/bed begin to ratchet back upward. 

Wait! 

That wasn’t Maddy’s pussy! 

It couldn’t be. It was hairless! Shaved! She and Maddy had just had a conversation, mutually in the nude, just before these massages from lesbian Hell began, about pubic hair. She remembered Maddy’s little blonde forest down there and remembered teasing her about it when they first took off their clothing for the “Ultimate Massage”. 

All right, it was not Maddy! Bailey was relieved. 

She didn’t have to feel bad about licking this pussy. 

She didn’t have to refuse to do it and so lose out on her orgasm by pissing off Ola. 

In fact, she could feel good about licking this pussy. Why not? Give this woman some pleasure. Taste another pussy. Taste test compare it with her own and Ola’s. Bailey was interested. Bailey was more than interested. She was suddenly hungry for it. 

Her relief that this was not Maddy and her epic level of overall arousal made for a euphoric do-anything effect inside Bailey. She felt like she’d do anything she was told to do, no limits, and that she’d love it. 

Bailey felt that relief but, just under that layer, there was some kind of disappointment. She felt… a little bit cheated. It wasn’t just over being tricked or made to think she’d be pussy pleasing Maddy. She was actually sorry it was not to be! 

Bailey tried to forgive herself that. She always thought of events and possibilities as opportunities. She was just mistakenly automatically thinking of this as a lost opportunity. This was her one and only chance… to do what she didn’t want to do!… and now it wasn’t going to happen. 

Then Ola said something, “Bailey, we got your sister’s pussy all perfect for you. We shaved off all her pussy hair so you get all skin and juice in your mouth. See how Momma Ola looks out for you? No pussy hair getting stuck in your perfect white whitey teeth!” 

What!?! 

Was it true? 

Bailey peered at the approaching pussy as she was ratcheted almost into contact. 

She saw it was bright pink with irritation to either side of the labial lips and just above the slit in a rough triangle and even a bit on the upper thighs. 

It was true. This was a freshly shaved pussy. So… it really was Maddy! 

So, game on. Game back on. 

Bailey wondered why that didn’t upset or disappoint her. 

She felt like humping something again! 

It was like Ola could read her mind. Actually, Ola, due to long experience, could read body language even of a person laying on a massage table, “You can’t wait to get your mouth on your sister’s pussy, can you? You all so turned on! You do a good job, ya hear, and we gonna make sure you’re sister do a good job on your pussy. Sisters haves to takes cares of each other!” 

The ratcheting… the table was rising… Bailey’s mouth was directly under the pussy…. 

Bailey thought she should say something. Say something to Ola to make her stop. But what? No words would work 

Bailey thought she should say something to Maddy also. But what? Sorry I’m about to lick your pussy, big sister? What good would that do? 

Was she even… all that sorry? 

That clean-shaven pussy actually… looked really good. Not at all like Ola’s black monstrosity. This pussy looked like how a pussy should look. Quite appealing…. 

Bailey’s mouth came into contact with warm wet bare pussy above her. She did not need to be told what to do. In fact, she heard Ola leaving the room. 

Nice of Ola to give the sister’s some alone time. Very considerate! 

A little privacy when licking a private area. 

Bailey’s tongue darted out. She tongue traced the exterior of the pussy above her and then punched her narrow tongue in and up. 

Bailey felt Maddy above her breathing heavy and soon pushing her pussy down for more. She likes it, thought Bailey! It felt like an accomplishment. She was doing it right! 

Bailey figured they must have kept Maddy on edge sexually just like they had herself. Poor big sister! Poor Maddy! 

Well… Bailey would just help Maddy out in her time of need. What were sisters for? 

The pussy started off already warm and damp – yep, Bailey thought, they must have edged Maddy just like they’d edged her! – and rapidly became hot and dripping wet. 

Maddy definitely did taste much better than Ola! 

Bailey sucked on the labial lips, up and down each side. At first she was embarrassed when she made slurping sucking sounds inadvertently but pretty soon the sounds actually turned her on. They were so nasty! Based on reactions they also turned on that sister pussy…. 

Bailey figured she was pretty lucky considering this whole dominant and submissive thing. It wasn’t like she was getting whipped or whatever. They just wanted her to lick pussy. 

No doubt Maddy was liking her pussy being licked. Bailey found she again, as with Ola, liked doing the licking. 

So… everyone wanted the same thing. Doms were not so different after all from us subs, thought Bailey. Then she briefly scolded herself, “I’m not a fucking submissive! This is only… situational.” 

She also felt lucky because this shaved pussy was so pretty and so clean in a humid climate sort of way. It wasn’t like Ola’s pussy. It really was tasty. 

Really tasty. 

Bailey couldn’t believe she was thinking that way about a pussy. Any pussy let alone her sister’s pussy! 

There was a dark lining to that silver cloud though of how good this pussy did taste. 

Bailey had thought her own pussy taste may be special based on what that one guy had told her and based on tasting it herself and comparing it to Ola’s pussy taste. 

Now it seemed like that wasn’t true. This pussy leaking into her mouth from above also tasted wonderful. In fact, it tasted just like her own! 

Pretty good actually but apparently not anything special. Unless they both had special tasting pussies! Maybe tasty pussies ran in the family…. 

It was, by taste, like she was going down on her own pussy. 

Going “down” while licking upwards though. 

Maddy wasn’t saying anything but her body flexed and tried to move every once in a while. It was clear the licking was getting to her. Bailey didn’t blame her for not saying anything. It would be so embarrassing to talk about this. 

Bailey didn’t want to talk either. 

Bailey just wanted to lick and suck. 

Bailey felt eager to make Maddy cum. 

Bailey found the clitoris and went at it like a starved piranha. 

* 

Lai Ping, Ola, and Luella watched on the camera view. They actually watched two views, each of them looking almost exactly the same. Each of the massage rooms was identical and the cameras were placed in the same corner of each one so any differences were dependent on who was in the room and what they were doing. 

In this case the differences were minute. 

In one room Bailey was on her back, slightly lower, licking the pussy of a woman with blonde hair laying on her tummy, bound, with legs spread wide. That blonde woman was Lisann and not who Bailey thought it was. 

In the other room was Maddy, laying on her tummy in a table/bed, bound, with legs spread wide. Under her, on her back and slightly lower, was Willow playing the part of Bailey. 

They’d made sure that Maddy, with her face lowered and facing not only down but down across her body, could see the blonde hair dangling from the person licking her pussy but could not actually see that person’s face. The shade of blonde and the length of the hair were an exact match for Bailey. 

One sister was licking pussy and the other sister was having her pussy licked. Both thought they were with each other yet weren’t. 

One worry was that they’d try to talk to each other but, luckily, they’d followed directions and had not spoken. 

The three women of the shady massage parlor nearly held their breath as they watched the magic in living color. 

Maddy came, thrashed as well as she could, and Willow slurped up what leaked out. Lisann, a real professional, refrained from her more usual profane declarations during orgasm. 

Luella exclaimed, “Surprise me! Shame me from church in Sunday! Maddy girl came first!” 

Even Lai Ping grinned, “We like the A Team. Lai Ping love it when plan come together.” 

“Yeah? A Team? I bet you think I’m Mr. T you fucking racist chink!” 

“Me no racist you Negro. Also, me no chink. I tell you many time. Vietnamese, no chink. That term way rude. Only Chinese are chinks. Fuck chinks. Also, you so crazy you more like Murdock. Ola is Mr. T.” 

Ola clapped happily and laughed. 

Luella shook her head, “Fuck me! Whatever, Lai Ping. Tell you what, you did good slapping up Lisann’s pussy so it looked all freshly shaven. That really sold it to the younger whitey.” 

Ola nodded several of her chins, “You knows it girl. Lai Ping done good. With the older sister I took Willow in to her the first thing and talked to Willow like she be Bailey girl, same ‘xact words too. So if these sisters compare irritated pussy or what words they heard it will all be the same. Just long as they don’t start trying to chat without permission though we can ‘probly fix that too.” 

Maddy said no words. She just lay there shaking. Their luck held. 

Then, on the other view, Lisann came, thrashed as well as she could, and Bailey slurped up what ran from her pussy. 

If either had spoken then Lisann and Willow knew not to try to say anything back. Even if the sisters tried talking it was still doubtful the two sisters would compare exact notes at any point in time later on. Doubtful but not impossible. Now, without any speaking to reference, it was highly unlikely the two sisters would ever figure out they had not had sex with each other. 

Luella said, “Mmmm-mmm, which one you gonna use? Which video?” 

Lai Ping said, “We no use video. Give to woman who pay. Look how passion these two. Lai Ping bet paying rich woman no even need ever use video.” 

Ola chortled, “Maybe not fer blackmail. But she gonna prob-lee use it! She gonna watch and rub her rich lady pussy!” 

Lai Ping said, “We give lady both video. No more licky licky in there. No reason risk other one lick other pussy. Enough for video. We fulfill this part contract. Go sep-rate them and them get dressed. They leave.” 

Ola shook her head with mock solemnity, “Soooo sad. I told that skinny one her sis gonna lick out her pussy if she do a good job.” 

Lai Ping rolled her eyes, “Tragic. You honor stained! Ah, fuck, tell what, Luella you go masturbate girl Bailey to orgasm while her face in Lisann pussy. Then go other room do same Willow’s pussy with her face in girl Maddy pussy. Why not? Only live once.” 

Luella nodded, “Gotcha boss lady. Consider both done fingered to orgasm. Then we be done with this part of contract. The Lord does bless us yet again. The Lord giveth and the Lord conveniently forget to taketh. The Lord look down with favor.” 

Lai Ping made a face and shook her head with a mocking grin, “You Lord big fan lesbian domination. Ha! Maybe I start praying too!” 

Luella tutted, “Don’t you play, Lai Ping! Don’t you mock the Lord! I will kick your heathen ass.” 

Lai Ping yelled, “You plus what army?” 

Ola separated them by moving her bulk in between them, “Never mind all that you two. These pussies are only half-tamed. Ah sure am looking forward to the next half!” 

All three dominants obtained dreamy expressions on their faces and in their eyes. 

Yeah. 

The next half of the taming was going to be great! 











PART TWO








CHAPTER EIGHT







MADDY FELT LIKE she was losing it. 

First, all that Luella and Lai Ping had done to her. Those orgasms. Those filthy wrong and naughty orgasms. Like Maddy was just a slut. Like Maddy was ruled by her body instead of the other way around. It made Maddy question herself, her own mental strength and even her mental strength. 

Actually, it made her question her sexuality. Why all these orgasms, her best ones ever, with women? She had a fiance, and boyfriends before that. But now those orgasms with not even good-looking women! Not even women she knew! Not even women she liked or willingly engaged in sex with! 

So… was she some kind of lesbian or bisexual? Maybe she was bisexual but she just could not be a lesbian. She couldn’t be. She had never had sex with another girl before all this. Becoming a lesbian now would be a disaster. No marriage to Scott and it would be so embarrassing to be one. 

Or was it from being dominated? Her, Maddy, a submissive? That would be news to her and Maddy ought to know. She thought she did know herself. 

Wasn’t that, secretly, one of the reasons she was marrying Scott? Because he was so easy-going and eager to please? She made most the decisions and he went along with them. She was the decision maker. But it was really because Scott was so accommodating. He didn’t seem eager to assert his own preferences or thoughts. In a way, a very gentle and discreet way compared to what the massage ladies did to her, Maddy basically dominated Scott. She was the dominant in that relationship. 

Did that sound like Maddy was some kind of submissive? 

Well then, what else could it be? The interracial aspect? Just because Luella was black and Lai Ping was Asian? 

Maddy didn’t think she was some kind of racist. Of course, she didn’t really hang out with or have any friends of color. She hadn’t gone out of her way to make any or to avoid people of color. She’d be open to that It just hadn’t happened. At least that was the story Maddy was sticking to. Like to like is what so often happens out there in the world. 

Maddy now wondered if it even was racist if someone, maybe her, got turned on extra from sex with people of a different race. Especially if the person of another race was dominating you and making you have orgasms the likes of which you had never had before. 

Let them do anything and make you do what you thought you didn’t want to do and end up liking it. And wanting more. Was that racist? 

Getting extra turned on by the color and culture differential. Getting turned on by that ugly large black woman and that skinny Asian bitch. Was that racist? 

Maybe it was racist… against her own race! 

Down with whitey! I’ll go down on these minority masseuses and their bossy bitch manager! 

So, yes, all that, all those doubts and fears and questions and… and… and orgasms. That alone would be enough to put her sanity at risk temporarily. 

But they weren’t the worst of it! 

This thing with her little sister Bailey. First, they said they were going to make her do it. Then, still shockingly, they actually did do it! They made them both, her and Bailey do it. To each other! 

At least she assumed it was Bailey down there licking her pussy. Maddy was restrained on her stomach and couldn’t really look around. 

But she had seen it was a slim girl just like Bailey and a blonde just like Bailey. Who had the same shade of blonde hair. 

Who had seemed reluctant like Bailey would be. 

That big fat black masseuse, that Ola, had even talked to the skinny blonde who sure seemed like her sister Bailey, and told her to lick her sister’s pussy which the person (must be Bailey) went ahead and did. 

At some point, when they were finally released or at least allowed to talk with each other, Maddy and Bailey could possibly compare experiences. If Bailey went down (licking upward) on some blonde then that blonde must be… big sister Maddy! 

But then again, how do you go about asking your sister if she licked someone’s pussy at the massage parlor? That just wasn’t a normal conversation. 

This wasn’t a normal trip to the massage parlor either. Maddy highly suspected this wasn’t even a true massage parlor but was one of those places that rich men, like those football team owners, visited. To get favors. But Maddy and Bailey hadn’t been looking for any favors. 

They were just looking to get a relaxing massage courtesy of Maddy’s future mother-in-law, Kathy. 

Had that really been Bailey licking her pussy? 

It wasn’t like these masseuses could have multiple sets of sexy blonde sisters in this wicked massage parlor, could they? And then mixed and matched them? Not too likely! 

She still wondered if it actually was Bailey. Why would they be that evil? To what purpose? She could get it them wanting her to lick their pussies or the other way around. These “ladies” were lesbians so of course they’d want that. But what did they get out of her sister Bailey licking her pussy? They did that for shits and giggles? 

It was even worse they made Bailey do it until Maddy had an orgasm. What was the point of that? Maddy frowned as she silently scolded her pussy….bad pussy. Why did you get so turned on when Bailey was licking your pussy? 

So she doubted they could be so evil but the actual pussy licking gave her the most doubt. Whoever was down there… was doing a really great job of it. How could Bailey be that good at it? Was her little sister some kind of secret lesbo? 

Or was she just a good pussy licker naturally? If Bailey was that good at it that quickly… then maybe Bailey should go be a lesbian! 

But not Maddy! Hell to the no! 

Maybe all women had some innate ability to do that. Maddy’s mind was racing but kept returning to the pussy licking. Why was she thinking this way? She couldn’t stop thinking about it. 

No. It must not be her. Thinking this was also helpful because Maddy did not have to feel so guilty for having enjoyed it so very much. For still enjoying it so much. She felt like she was heading towards another orgasm. Heading to one because of that head between her legs! 

She sure as hell hoped she’d be coming all over some other woman’s face and not little sister Bailey’s face! Not again! Once was an exception. A really fantastic orgasm exception. But if she kept cumming on her sister’s face… it could get to be some kind of really really really unhealthy habit! 

Whoever was down there began shooting her tongue rapidly in and out of Maddy’s pussy like she was tongue-fucking it. Like she was? She was tongue fucking it! 

Maddy gasped out loud. She couldn’t help it. She jammed her hips against the table/bed and thrust her pussy downward onto that mouth, the little she could being so restrained. 

It felt great. It felt fantastic! Really, it was making Maddy think this whole event at this strange massage parlor wasn’t so bad after all. 

She actually could get into all this pussy licking. It’s not like Scot was a good pussy licker. He wasn’t. Come to think of it he wasn’t even that good at fucking either. She had certainly never had so many orgasms in one day much less one hour, or however long it was they had been at the massage parlor. It seemed like they had been there forever. Sex with Scott had never made her lose awareness of time! 

Oh, forced to have my pussy licked? Go ahead. Twist my arm! Then twirl my clitty with your tongue! 

As the licking and tongue-thrusting went on and on it altered Maddy’s thinking more and more. 

Maybe she wouldn’t leave an online review after all. Just let bygones be bygones. 

Maybe she’d leave a positive review. Woman should know about this “Ultimate Massage”! 

If a dozen women came here due to seeing her review and they all got that same “Ultimate Massage” then it would be like Maddy gave all those women orgasms! 

Maddy felt like she was turning into a liquid creature. Liquid passion. She felt like her body was just a flesh balloon filled with pussy juice. 

She felt like her balloon was about to burst! Again! 

She kept totally quiet due to the instructions given and the tiny chance it really was Bailey down there. It wasn’t easy to stay quiet. She really wanted to talk dirty which she had only rarely ever done before. 

There were so many dirty things she wanted to say to Bailey. She especially wanted to tell her to keep doing what she was doing. 

Maybe if she were allowed to talk dirty to Bailey… then Bailey would pause pussy licking from time to time to talk dirty right back? Why was that prospect such a massive turn on? 

The way she’d been made to talk dirty earlier really turned her on. She felt like that could be addictive. She felt like she’d like to do that from now on in the future. It seemed bizarre now that she hadn’t always talked nasty during sex. 

If she talked dirty to Scott, what would he think? She hadn’t done it before and then she’d just start in on doing it? When was the right time to introduce dirty talk into a relationship? Could she maybe wait until they were married and then tell Scott she’d always wanted to talk dirty but saved it until she became a wife? 

She breathed hard. She was huffing and puffing like she’d run a marathon. But she hadn’t run it. She’d laid there and taken it. She still was taking it. A marathon tonguing. 

She wondered if she’d get to see the oral pleaser after she came again. She was just so curious! Was it really Bailey? 

Just then Ola re-entered the room. Maddy didn’t even know it or know how long the huge woman had been there until Ola actually spoke, “Bailey girl, you doin’ such a great tongue job on that sister pussy that I’m goin’ ta give ya some fingers in yours. You just keep on lickin’ sis. Sure look like you gonna make her squeeze some more juice into your pretty little mouth.” 

Damn, thought Maddy, it probably really was Bailey! She felt the tongue renew its energetic pace and heard a wet slicking sound that did not match the tongue sweeps and realized that Ola must have gone ahead and started fingering Bailey’s pussy. 

All this was so awful terrible but… she could tell Bailey liked it because her tongue up Maddy’s pussy did a more eloquent job communicating that fact than any words ever could… and Maddy also liked everything right then…. 

Suddenly the confusion lifted or was washed away in pleasure. There was nothing so weird about this or at all wrong. It felt so great! So it was totally all great! 

In minutes, Maddy orgasmed, a real teeth-clenching fit of orgasmic pleasure. Before hers even ended she could tell Bailey also orgasmed as her tongue lost all coordination and then finally went too slack to extend and penetrate Maddy’s slick and loose labial folds. 

Maddy, able to look through the hole in the table/bed and backwards at a downward angle, could see the wheels of the table/bed Bailey was on and could see the floor of the small room. Shortly after both of them orgasmed she saw a brief spattering of clear fluids but had no idea if that was her pussy juice or Bailey’s saliva or both. 

It was disgusting and entirely arousing. It was even more arousing to think of someone after hours having to clean it up. 

The sisters were leaving their mark! Soon to be invisible and of no real consequence but, still, they were leaving some evidence they’d been there. 











CHAPTER NINE







IN ANOTHER NEARBY room, a little later…. 

One orgasm wasn’t enough for Bailey. Turned out two wasn’t enough either. 

One wasn’t enough because it was big sister Maddy’s orgasm, licked out by Bailey, and that left Bailey’s pussy still so very needy. 

Damn edging! Damn lingering overpowering need for orgasm! It had changed all Bailey’s priorities and made orgasming more important than anything. Then it got even worse and now her list of priorities didn’t just have orgasm at the top. It had nothing else on the list! Orgasm. That was it, all, and everything! 

Bailey, in the heated moments, swore to herself that orgasms were going to the top of her daily priority list. This little experience was changing how she thought about everything. What the hell could rank as important as orgasms? Nothing! 

Her damn older sister selfishly getting her orgasm for herself. First to be born and now first to get this twisted orgasm. 

If it was Maddy. It sure seemed like her. The body and the blonde hair were an exact match. Her pussy tasted the same way Bailey’s own pussy tasted. Bailey knew that because these damn masseuse bitches made her lick up her own juices before later making her orally please probably-big-sis. 

Bailey would find out eventually if this was Maddy. Sooner or later they’d be able to talk and… compare things. Actually, Bailey did not look forward to any such conversation. That conversation, though, would not be needed. Really, Bailey could ask one question and, once answered, she’d know. 

Bailey would ask Maddy if, really, Maddy had had her pubic hair shaved off. If not, then this could not be Maddy’s pussy that she licked. If so… well, then, this must be Maddy. How many blonde sexy-bodied women with freshly shaved pussies could even be in this massage parlor? One. Just one. 

The answer to that one question would tell Bailey the truth of this. 

For now, she should just work under the assumption this wasn’t Maddy’s pussy exchanging saliva and pussy juice with her. 

Actually… it was sort of more fun to assume this was Maddy’s pussy. Why not? Just a little innocent pretending. Okay, maybe guilty pretending but fairly harmless. 

Sister pussy or not she was here licking it and would keep licking it until told to stop. 

Bailey’s pure lust and willingness to do anything to orgasm, whatever these dominating bitches wanted her to do, was so inconsistent with who she was as a person. 

Those earlier orgasms she’d had this day were also “inconsistent” with her past orgasm history. So damn powerful. More like so damnably and damning powerful. 

Of course, the main inconsistency was that Bailey was no damn submissive! No fucking way! She bossed her husband around just fine. You know, in a loving gentle bossy way. Nope. Not a sub. She was definitely the boss at home. But she’d have to play the role for this. For now. This one time. Or… for a continued time… until she was told to do otherwise…. 

This supposed-Maddy had already cum once but Bailey just kept licking. No one told her to stop. Her mouth was, you know… right there anywhere. She kept licking. She wouldn’t want to upset these dominant masseuses in any way and get on their bad side, would she? She kept licking. 

She supposed she could make this pussy cum again. Whoever’s pussy it was. Bailey felt a jealous ache in her own pussy. What about her? When would she get her orgasm? 

That’s why two orgasms wouldn’t be enough. Not when neither one was for Bailey! 

Just then Ola entered the room. Bailey wasn’t aware until she heard Ola speak, “Bailey girl, you doin’ such a great tongue job on that sister pussy that I’m goin’ ta give ya some fingers in yours. You just keep on lickin’ sis. Sure look like you gonna make her squeeze some more juice into your pretty little mouth.” 

Ola was consistent. Maybe this really was her big sister’s pussy that Bailey was licking! Bailey felt a counter-intuitive dark thrill. She tried to mentally shrug. Sister pussy or stranger pussy it was still her mouth on a pussy. The only real difference was whether some stranger got orgasms or her sister did. Orgasms were good, right? 

Bailey had a whole new perspective on orgasms now. And licking pussies..and having her pussy licked. Bailey also thought she now knew how drug addicts might feel. Like you were willing to do anything to get what you needed. 

Then Bailey felt big fat fingers on her pussy and then in her pussy and then up her pussy. She was flooded with gratitude as her pussy flooded with fresh juices. She swore she’d thank that big fat black masseuse if her mouth wasn’t already so busy pussy pleasing. She felt so grateful for those big fingers. 

Within minutes Bailey was about to orgasm. Despite her hard work and intimate mouthing at Maddy’s(?) sex she was going to orgasm before Maddy(?)! Bailey felt a thrill of victorious defeat. This was so right. Maddy(?) had had hers. Bailey needed it more! 

As she lifted her butt off the table/bed to get those wide fingers as far and as deep in her narrow vaginal passage as possible she felt the fingers pull out and lightly tap at her labial lips. 

Damn! Damn! Damn! 

No! She needed those fat fingers up her skinny pussy! 

Bailey knew these things weren’t up to her and the expectation for any sort of fairness was a fool’s goal. She just licked and sucked. Ola would give her an orgasm when Ola felt the time was right for it. 

A minute later Maddy(?) orgasmed and the increased flood of pussy juice flowed down into Bailey’s thirsty desperate mouth. 

Bailey’s tongue probed deep into the pussy. It was so wet and there was just so much to taste. She didn’t want to let any of that pussy cum go to waste. She blushed as she realized what she was doing and admitted to herself that she had acquired a taste for pussy, a rather ravenous taste at that. 

Also… who knew… she probably would never get to lick her big sister’s pussy ever again. She had to make the best of this worst of worst circumstance! 

As soon as Maddy’s(?) orgasm began Ola’s fingers returned to Bailey’s pussy with a vengeance. Bailey’s orgasm began even before Maddy’s(?) ended. 

The orgasm filled Bailey with lustful relief and perverted forgiveness. 

Bailey cried out but her cry was muffled by the swollen pussy flesh with her mouth pressed deep up into it. 

Even if she could somehow send these wicked massage ladies to jail without anyone knowing what they’d done to and with Maddy and Bailey, Bailey still wouldn’t do it. All was forgiven. 

Women who gave such tremendous orgasms needed to be free on the world to enact their talents. 

Bailey would recommend this massage parlor to any of her friends. Especially the sexiest ones! She had a few friends she just bet Ola, Lai Ping, and Luella would adore. 

Bailey wearily wondered how much it would cost for her to buy some of those gift cards for her friends…. 

Should she ask that bossy Asian lady, Lai Ping, about that just as soon as her “massage” was over…? 











CHAPTER TEN







BAILEY SAT BY herself in the small room where she had just been molested by Ola. She had been brought there by Ola and told to wait as her cloths were being rounded up and returned to her. Bailey was dazed. Even naked she could swear the room was hot…uncomfortably hot. Or was that just Bailey? 

She tried to gather her thoughts but it was impossible. The only images in her mind were Ola’s pussy on her face and her fingers in her pussy. And worse, her tongue in Maddy’s pussy. If that really was Maddy. 

Ola popped into the room smiling like the Cheshire cat. “Here are your clothes. Get dressed and come out to the lobby.” Ola tossed the clothes on the floor. 

Lobby? What lobby? That first tiny room they’d entered what seemed like a week ago? That was no “lobby”! Ola was so full of crap. So was her bitchy boss Lai Ping. 

Bailey reached down and slowly picked the cloths off the floor. As she turned she noticed Ola smiling while staring at her. “Do you mind?” Bailey croaked at Ola. Bailey’s legs felt as shaky as her voice. 

“I don’t mind at all, sweet pea. You and I have nothing to hide from each other now, do we? No need to be bashful with me, love. Not after all that we been through together. You love me so fine!” 

Ola smiled at Bailey and Bailey blushed as her eyes locked with Ola’s once more. A vibration of heat pulsed from Bailey’s nipples to her pussy and she felt her knees buckle for a moment. Bailey was physically fit but she hadn’t had any orgasm endurance training. 

Bailey could only shake her head in disbelief as she started to dress. “Hey…these aren’t my clothes!” 

Bailey looked up at Ola and held the clothing out. “I want my clothes, please!” 

At that moment Lai Ping came through the door. “What taking so long? We got customers to serve. You take too long. Get dressed!” Lai Ping gave Bailey a threatening look. 

“These aren’t my clothes. I want mine. Now!” Bailey tried to sound angry – she was angry – but her voice sounded to her like she was hysterical. 

Lai Ping poked a finger against air as she yelled right back, “Clothes is clothes…now put on. Your sister, Older Yellow Hair, she already dressed and ready to go. You no get out from under our feet we charge you whole new Ul-Tee-Mate Massage. Plus, we do it, too! Maybe Younger Yellow Hair like that idea, right Ola.” 

Bailey looked at Lai Ping and then Ola. Ola was nodding and smiling. A rather menacing smile and Bailey decided right then and there not to test either one. 

“Okay, okay,” Bailey gave in. She looked through the clothes and gasped. Her panties were gone. She looked up questioningly at Lai Ping. 

“No panties. Put cloths on now. I keep panties in super big private collection. It all in contract you signed. Maybe somewhere.” Lai Ping snapped again. 

Bailey begrudgingly slipped into the short shorts. She recognized them as the shorts Maddy had worn. Fuck, I’m wearing Maddy’s shorts, Bailey thought with dismay. How sick were these women here? Stealing panties and making me wear my sister’s cloths! 

There was no bra either. Bailey then pulled on the tank top that Maddy had worn earlier feeling it fit a bit loosely over her smaller breasts. 

Bailey went to that first front room feeling barely dressed with no undergarments on at all. Ola and Luella flanked Lai Ping like all three were formally seeing them off. 

Maddy was waiting for her there also, of course, wearing Bailey’s clothes. The sisters recognized their clothes being worn by their sister. Bailey and Maddy avoided each other’s eyes and moved toward the front door. They both seemed to think the sooner they left the sooner they could put all this behind them literally and emotionally. 

“No, wait.” Lai Ping chirped. “Here, take card. My number on card. You call when you want ‘nother massage.” 

Bailey looked at her dumbfounded and Maddy gasped. 

“What the fuck,” muttered Maddy under her breath. Lai Ping actually thought they might want to do this – This! – again sometime? 

Lai Ping smiled. “You maybe want more massage. Maybe you bring you pretty friends. Take card. Only pretty friends. No ugly! Ul-Tee-Mate Massage parlor have high standard!” Lai Ping walked up and put a card into Bailey’s hand and then Maddy’s as the girls looked at her in disbelief. But neither dropped the card. Instead, Maddy and Bailey clumsily fumbled with their small purses putting the card inside each. 

Maddy thought to herself how that card would never see the light of day. Except for when she threw it in the trash at home. She wouldn’t want any physical reminder of all this. 

The girls turned again to leave, once and for all. 

“Wait! One more thing.” Lai Ping chirped again. The girls turned partly agitated, partly scared and definitely worried that Lai Ping may want to give each of them one more orgasm before they left. 

“Give Lai Ping your phone number,” Lai Ping ordered as she held a pen and paper in hand. 

“Absolutely not!” Maddy responded immediately. 

“No way.” said Bailey weakly, more a statement of disbelief than denial. 

“We send out customer satisfaction survey. Need number. No go until I have number.” 

Bailey had no intention of giving Lai Ping her number and was just about to reiterate her determination not to when Maddy suddenly spelled out her own number with Lai Ping writing it down. 

“Good. Good girl. You good girl,” Lai Ping smiled at Maddy. 

Bailey looked at Maddy in disbelief. “What are you doing?” 

“She good girl” Lai Ping walked over and stood in front of Bailey. “Now you number. Now.” 

Bailey stammered but then thought the only thing between the girls and the car was her phone number. “Oh, alright dammit,” and Bailey gave Lai Ping her number. 

Then she cursed herself. Why hadn’t she given a false number? The last thing she wanted was to have Lai Ping and Ola calling her out of the blue. She really wouldn’t want that. Would she? 

“We send out customer satisfaction survey. You respond. Must respond to survey.” Lai Ping smiled wagging her finger at the girls. “Maybe you win special prize for responding. You good at responding. You respond so plenty during Ul-Tee-Mate massage!” 

Luella added, “Uh huh!” 

Ola added, “Sure nuff they did! That some real good responding!” 

“You good girls. Good customers! We like you. Come back soon.” Lai Ping walked up to Maddy, reached up, and touched her cheek. She leaned in and kissed Maddy’s cheek where her hand had been but then sneakily slid her lips a little down and over and onto Maddy’s mouth. 

Clearly Maddy didn’t know what to do as she just stood still for the kiss. Bailey didn’t know what to do about it either. She was just glad Lai Ping chose Maddy instead of her. 

Lai Ping then pranced sideways over to Bailey. “You good girl, too. Good customer.” Lai Ping leaned forward and kissed her. Yes, on the lips. “Fuck me” thought Bailey and then blushed at the way that sounded in her own mind. She just hoped her face wasn’t as red as Maddy’s. 

First she’d wondered why Maddy had not resisted a kiss and now Bailey wondered why she also did nothing to resist. 

Lai Ping sounded pretty self-satisfied, “So you see now Ul-Tee-Mate Massage is way ull-tee-mate! Good thing you no wiggle, right right?” 

Luella tutted, “They sure did wiggle at the right times!” 

Ola agreed, “In the right ways too!” 

Bailey, dressed in her sister’s cloths now but definitely not looking at her sister, glowered at Lai Ping. She felt like saying “Fuck you!” Except that wouldn’t be accurate. “Fuck me” as in “you fucked me” would have been accurate unfortunately. 

Maddy, dressed now in Bailey’s cloths but definitely not looking over at her sister, thought that Lai Ping might sound self-satisfied but it was Maddy who felt self-satisfied. But in a different way. In that “I just had a bunch of orgasms today” way. She’d certainly never ever felt this way before. 

She felt loose, languid, exhausted, thrilled, deeply satisfied yet eager for more. 

As she stood at the door to exit, Maddy wasn’t sure if she should curse Lai Ping or bless her. Luella and Ola were standing at that massage parlor counter also. They looked like they were trying to look innocent and bored but also like they were trying not to say anything. 

Maddy sure hoped they didn’t say anything right then! She didn’t want Bailey to know…. 

Of course, if that was Bailey licking her pussy then Bailey definitely knew and knew her older sister far more intimately than when they’d walked into this place. 

Maddy said nothing to Lai Ping and was a little surprised Bailey didn’t say anything either. They were both talkative but Bailey was more talkative and even more outgoing than Maddy. 

Maddy sneaked a look sideways at Bailey. Yeah, she looked tired. Bailey’s eyes had a fire to them but it was a downtrodden fire like “one day I’ll get you”. Her eyes mostly looked towards the floor. It really did look like she’d been dominated and put in her place. 

If Bailey really had also been dominated then there was no doubt in Maddy’s mind that it was Bailey who had gone down on her. Gone down upward. It was Bailey who made her orgasm twice! It must be! 

Really great orgasms. 

Shit, these damn minority women had dominated both sisters! 

When neither sister said anything back to Lai Ping she nodded with knowing satisfaction, “Ull-tee-mate massage take breath away of customer. Once you have Ull-tee-mate massage you need it rest of life. Ha ha, I warn cost keep go up. Free this time. Not free next time. Okay, what you wait for? More massage? No no. You gift cards all used up! You go now! Make way for paying customer!” 

Maddy felt like she’d been dismissed finally. She should feel relieved she was free after all this and not adding her bones to the unknowns out there in the desert. Relief was not what she felt though as she pushed the door open to the parking lot. 

She felt loss and bewilderment. Like leaving the massage parlor was a bad thing and she felt so lost in confusion she felt like she wasn’t Maddy any longer. She was just some nameless amnesiac with a pussy aching with need. 

She heard Bailey say something behind her. Bailey’s voice did not sound energetic and perky and confident like it usually did. It sounded hoarse with emotion, “We will never be back here! Never! You better hope you never see us again!” 

“Oh, young yellow hair, I no hope no such ‘ting. I know I see you ‘gain! I know! I choose time and I choose place!” 

Finally Bailey did say it, “Fuck you!” 

All three of the massage women laughed together and one of them said something that made them all laugh even harder. 

Bailey came out and the door swung shut behind her. The sisters plodded tiredly to Maddy’s car. Maddy fumbled with clumsy fingers at the key fob to get the car open and, once inside, fumbled some more to get the car started. It felt like she’d forgotten how to drive. 

“Why in god’s name would you give them your phone number?” Bailey blurted out in frustration. 

Maddy looked at Bailey with eyes that had a misty distant look. “Well, why did you give them your number?” 

Bailey snorted as she sputtered back, “Because you gave her your number!” 

“It doesn’t mean you had to give them your number, does it?” Maddy countered. 

They drove in silence for several minutes. It was fifteen minutes just to get back to the edge of town. How had Maddy’s Mother-In-Law-to-be Kathy Henters ever found this place? Was it some horrible accident or was this an intentional set-up by Kathy? 

Why would Kathy choose this run down massage parlor out in the middle of nowhere? Were they located out her for legal reasons, to avoid the police in town? The Sheriff’s department probably was stretched much thinner. 

Well, it didn’t matter. Not as far as the massage parlor masseuses. There was no way Maddy would make a formal report on them. She could not risk Scott finding out and their marriage plans potentially falling though. 

It did matter, though, if Scott’s mother Kathy did all this on purpose. If she’d set up Maddy and her sister on purpose. What then? Kathy would have done it to ruin the marriage with Scott. Reporting this… event… to the authorities might accomplish Kathy’s goal for her. 

Maddy wondered if this was just her own paranoia of Kathy. It’s never an easy relationship between mother-in-law and daughter-in-law anyway. If Kathy was guilty she deserved Hell and damnation. But… she might be innocnet. 

Judging by Bailey’s anger when they left the place they must have treated her as badly as they had Maddy. Why had Kathy also set up poor Bailey? One of them wasn’t enough, she had to betray both sisters? 

It is also meant it must have been Bailey licking her pussy. Wow. How were they going to move past that? Ever? 

It wasn’t enough for Kathy to ruin Maddy’s marriage with Scott, she wanted – what? Revenge? To mess with Maddy’s and Bailey’s sisterly relationship as well? 

Kathy wanted revenge just for Maddy having the nerve to accept Scott’s marriage proposal? Or did she think Maddy was a gold-digger? 

Or was there some calculation that Maddy was missing here? 

Bailey cleared her throat and spoke while still looking out through the side window, “So. Maddy. Tell me. By any chance, did you get your pubic hair shaved off while we were there?” 

Maddy blushed. What kind of question was that? Maddy fixed her eyes on the too plain road ahead. The hum of the rubber tires on the road wrapped around the silence in the car like a soft blanket. What to say? What to say? If that had been Bailey licking her pussy then telling her she still had her pubic hair would at least put Bailey’s mind at ease. 

No. There was already something between them. It wasn’t right to lie. 

“Bailey, yes, my pubic hair is shaved off now. You know, for the wedding night and honeymoon. I guess.” 

Bailey mentally chewed on that confirmation for a few minutes even as she mentally replayed a different kind of oral contact with that same discussed pubic area, “You’re still going to marry him? After how his Mom set us up for that?” 

“Why do you think Kathy did it? I mean, if she even did do it. It would be because she wants to stop the marriage.” 

“Do you think Scott will still want to marry you after your little sister murders his mom?” 

Maddy truly wasn’t sure if Bailey was serious, “Just… wait a while. Let me marry Scott. Then murder her.” 

There were several seconds of silence. But then Maddy laughed a little and then Bailey laughed and as they each heard each other laughing their laughter got louder and louder. Both girls found themselves laughing together even as both were a bit incredulous. 

Breathless, Bailey barely gasped out, “I can’t. It would give Kathy too much satisfaction. First she turns me into a lesbian adulterer and then, also, a murderer? I won’t give her the satisfaction!” 

Maddy was relieved. It was like shooting the elephant in the room. Bailey had just admitted to the lesbian thing. It was such a weight off Maddy’s shoulders. Her heart raced and she realized how much she loved her baby sister. Bailey was pulling back from the cliff’s edge of revenge. 

“I’ll tell you what, Bailey. The best way to get her back is us dancing it up at the wedding reception with big smiles plastered on our faces!” 

Bailey reached out and brushed her hand across Maddy’s shoulder. “It’s going to be okay, isn’t it?” Bailey asked hopefully. They laughed a little more and then lapsed into silence. 

What happened next probably couldn’t be helped. Their minds had to revisit what had happened. The human mind always tries to figure things out, busying itself with worries and thoughts like a dog working a bone and does it even when it is not a rewarding pursuit and even when no good could come of it. 

So Maddy and Bailey thought about the massage parlor and the massages and the masseuses. All of it. Everything that happened. The memories were raw and the sensations still pulsed through their raw-feeling pussies. 

The imagination is a powerful thing especially when “imagination” was really just recollection. 

Fresh recollection. 

Maddy drove not even seeing the road. With her eyes, yes, but with her mind, no. 

Bailey didn’t see the bone dry country she stared at out the window either. 

Bailey felt something. She looked down at the sensation. What? Her hand was in her lap pressing over her pussy. Shit! She was turned on all over again and her hand had just set out on its own without permission! Bad hand Bailey fretted to herself. 

How long had it been active down there? The seam of her (Maddy’s) short shorts was damp and hot. Yes, there was definitely heat between her legs. Bailey pulled her hand away and looked nervously, just a quick darting look over at Maddy. She felt a dampness on her finger. Damn, both she and Maddy weren’t wearing panties. Those bitches at the massage parlor had kept them…more like stolen them. 

She was so thankful Maddy’s eyes were on the road. Straight ahead. She looked like she had that road hypnosis. 

Actually… she sort of looked… sort of like she was in a dreamy state…. 

Was she… was Maddy… licking her lips? 

She was? Big sweeping licks like she was trying to get at some food that missed her mouth. Or maybe… like someone trying to lick some pussy! 

Bailey looked back over at Maddy. She only had one hand on the wheel. Bailey was just about to say something but then saw what else Maddy was doing. 

Holy shit! Maddy’s hand was in her lap also! Just like Bailey’s had been. Rubbing away! 

Bailey bet Maddy must be thinking about the same crazy lesbian massage parlor stuff Bailey had been! 

Bailey wondered if she should say something to Maddy. Tell her to stop. It was sort of freaking her out to have her older sister right next to her masturbating and driving with only one hand 

Should she say something? 

What was the proper etiquette on this? 

It sure would be embarrassing! For both of them. 

On the other “hand”, it might not be so safe with Maddy rubbing her pussy while driving. Bailey blushed as she thought she should try that some time. Find out first “hand” just how safe it actually was, or wasn’t. Maybe or… probably she shouldn’t. 

Bailey looked out the window for a minute in hopes that Maddy would realize what she was doing and stop. Bailey did this while also hoping that Maddy wouldn’t drive off the road. 

She looked over sideways again. 

Jesus. Maddy was still rubbing her pussy through her pants! Bailey knew that, just like her, Maddy wasn’t wearing any panties. 

Wow, spend an afternoon being molested at some kind of lesbian domination massage parlor and Maddy turns into some kind of slut! 

Fuck! Bailey sat there. So, should she say something? Or should she do nothing? 

Well…. 

Those weren’t the only two options…. 

Bailey confirmed once again that Maddy was still zoned on the road ahead or on the hand between her thighs and then Bailey let her own hand return to it’s warm damp nesting area between her legs. 

Two could play at this game! Two could rub their pussies at the same time! 

Why should Maddy get all the pleasure? Damn it, she’d gotten Bailey’s mouth on her pussy all the way to orgasm and Maddy hadn’t done Bailey the same favor, had she? Now this! Maddy was maybe some kind of selfish slut. 

Bailey’s hand felt unearthly good between her legs. Bailey wished she could be like a man. Shoot her cum and be done until the reservoir filled. Or until someone sucked her cock for a steady twenty minutes to bring it back to life for a repeat performance. 

If her and Maddy had been men then that whole massage parlor domination thing would have been concluded in half the time. All bullets fired! Game over until further notice. But pussies were different. At least hers was. Hers… and, pretty obviously, Maddy’s! 

Bailey felt cursed that her damn pussy only got temporarily satisfied once it was inflamed and then it wanted more, like right away. No fucking limits! Literally, no fucking limits. 

Clearly Maddy’s pussy was the same way. 

A risky minute went by like this. Bailey wondered if she could get herself to cum before Maddy. She better because if Maddy came first she’d probably snap out of it. You’d think. Either that or just drive off the road. 

Fuck, Bailey felt like her life depended on getting this orgasm and, in fact, maybe both their lives depended on it! 

Bailey rubbed harder. Bailey rubbed frantically. She thought, “Must cum, must save us both from an untimely demise in a fiery crash!” 

Yeah, that was as good of an excuse as any! 

Bailey could smell Maddy’s pussy now. Wait, maybe it was her own. No wait on that. She knew it wasn’t just Maddy because Bailey could feel her own dampness on her shorts. It was probably the mixed scent, the combined fragrance of both of their pussies and eerily reminiscent of the smell inside the massage parlor. 

It seemed like the air in the car was humid from female secretions and hard breathing. Bailey was a little surprised the windows weren’t steamed up yet. 

She looked over at Maddy when she heard sounds from over there. 

Maddy was making tiny vocalizations almost inaudible. Just little “erm, ehm, erm ehm, erm, ehm” sounds. Two meaningless syllables alternating with each other. Maddy was humping up against her hand now, leg hugging it slightly and leaning forward over the wheel like an elderly drunk with osteoporosis. 

Bailey thought that was all so way far twisted. 

More importantly, she worried Maddy was going to cum before her. If she did then, if they didn’t crash, Maddy would become aware of Bailey masturbating right next to her. That would be so embarrassing, cumming from her own hands just two feet from her sister! Even worse would be if she somehow stopped herself in time. Then she wouldn’t get to cum! Or, if Maddy came first and they crashed, Bailey still wouldn’t get to cum! Dead or maimed in a crash with no orgasm! Now that would be a tragedy! 

Bailey purposefully filled her mind with the nastiest images. Ola mounting her face and eating out that big pussy. Or was it nastier what Lai Ping did to her? No, wait…. 

Bailey pictured again, more than pictured it, she relived it, licking at her big sister’s pussy. She realized she was in fact licking her own lips now as if to gather any remnants of her earlier pussy eating activities. 

As before when choosing options, Bailey learned there weren’t just two. 

There was another option than Maddy cumming first or Bailey cumming first. 

They came at the same time. 

Bailey knew Maddy came at the same time as her because Maddy’s subsonic “ehm, erm, ehm, erm” sounds became obvious to more than just Bailey and sharp-eared barn owls. In fact, those very sounds, whether out of their sexiness or Bailey’s competitiveness, actually drove Bailey over the edge. 

Bailey clutched at her crotch and tried to grab a handle of her skinny vulva through her tight wet shorts. Her naked pussy just under the thin fabric. She humped up and bounced a little but managed to at least keep from making any sounds. 

Bailey steadfastly kept staring out the window. She wasn’t sure if Maddy knew what she’d done but didn’t really care. Maddy was a slut just like her. 

Maddy must be able to smell the heated scent of women filling the the car. It was like being in a room filled with pot smoke. How could you ignore that? 

Besides, masturbating next to each other, really, if you thought about it, was a big step up from licking a sister’s pussy or having your pussy licked by a sister. However, in so many ways, mutual masturbation was a very intimate act. 

Suddenly, “bing” and then another “bing” from each of their cell phones. Panicked, Bailey glanced down guiltily thinking it might be Hal. 

She gasped, it was the link to the customer satisfaction survey from the Ultimate Massage parlor. There was a text message from Lai Ping. “You give all 10s. Must give all 10s. If no can give 10 you must call me and we talk.” 

Maddy read the text message she’d gotten. They compared and it was the same. 

Bailey had to ask, “Are you going to answer the survey?” 

“No fucking way.” 

“Well, I think parts of it were a ten…,” which made Bailey’s face heat. Damn honesty! It must be avoided! “I mean, okay, have fun calling Lai Ping.” 

Maddy was quiet. No way of telling what she was really going to do. 

There was good news though. They were back in town, nearly to Bailey’s home, and they hadn’t died in a crash!  











CHAPTER ELEVEN







IT WAS DIFFICULT for Maddy being back at work. 

It wasn’t that the work was challenging. It wasn’t. She was long past the days of being nervous about anything at the bank. She knew all the procedures, all the ins and outs, all the rules. She’d probably be in lower management at the bank by now if she wasn’t a woman. This chain of banks was sexist! 

She remembered how each new thing used to make her so nervous and how she’d even been nervous about a robbery happening. 

A few years as a bank teller had put all her nervousness and all her fears to rest or so far back in her mind they couldn’t be consciously detected. 

Her bank was in a good safe area and nowadays banks contained so little actual money as opposed to electronic funds that only fools robbed a bank. If you physically robbed a bank you only got hundreds of dollars and faced a mandatory federal minimum sentence of ten years in prison. Steal tens of millions electronically and you might have to pay a fine or something. And your odds of being caught conducting electronic theft were infinitesimal compared to armed robbery of a bank. 

Although, as a previous concerned boyfriend (not Scott), had pointed out if someone was stupid enough to rob a bank then they might be stupid enough to shoot you even if you cooperate. Nothing like that had ever happened at the bank or at any of the bank’s branches though. 

So, it wasn’t the work or the supposed risk of working at the bank that made Maddy’s morning difficult. 

It was how normal and typical and boring everything was and how it so contrasted with what happened to Maddy and her sister in that massage parlor of dark wonders less than forty-eight hours ago. 

All that and then… just back to this? She usually coasted through her days and probably smiled about two hundred times a shift and, somewhat surprisingly, most of those smiles were quite genuine. Maddy like people. 

Being a bank teller was so easy for her by now that the day seemed to crawl by. And she’d only been here three hours! It wasn’t even lunchtime! 

Her job just didn’t occupy her mind. Any day. It was no competition at all for the events of the day before yesterday. Thinking about Scott and the wedding didn’t help either. It made her feel guilty. It also made her feel angry and suspicious of Scott’s mother, Kathy. 

Good God, you always heard stories about terrible mother-in-laws but, seriously, if Kathy had set up Maddy – and her poor little sister! – on purpose for lesbian domination then Kathy had to be the worst mother-in-law ever. 

Maddy had spent the day before, Sunday, in recovery mode. It was easy because Scott hadn’t expected to see her as they had no plans for that day. Or, really, Scott had plans with his rich buddies. 

On Saturday Maddy had spent most her time sleeping after she got home from dropping Bailey off. 

Maddy couldn’t be totally sure but… she sort of thought, in some out of her mind way, that she’d maybe… maybe… sort of… masturbated while she drove yesterday. With Bailey right next to her! Maybe… a little bit… even with a little orgasm at the end of it. 

But then… there were no “little” orgasms, were there? 

You couldn’t just dismiss them with the claim they were small! 

Which was the whole problem with what happened at that hideous awful evil fantastic wondrous incredible massage parlor. So many orgasms and, even though you couldn’t really define them by exact size, those were all big orgasms. 

That’s right. It might not make sense, but while there was no such things as small orgasms there certainly sure were big orgasms…. 

So now… Maddy needed to just go back to the same old everything? Act like nothing happened? 

Well, she had to. She had to marry Scott. Because she loved him. And, yes, a little bit because she needed to get back at Scott’s mother, Kathy. Assuming Kathy really had set up Maddy and Bailey for that treatment at the massage parlor. 

Also, she had no choice. It wasn’t like she could ever go back to that terrible place full of terrible sexual wonders. She’d had her dark sexual detour. Maybe everyone had one at some point. There. Done. Over. No one could do that every day. They’d die of orgasms! 

Besides… she wouldn’t have enough money to pay for that Ultimate Massage every day or whatever. Not unless she robbed a bank! 

She was at her counter for inside bank traffic instead of the drive thru which was slightly more challenging and looking down filling out her time off request for the honeymoon. She already had verbal permission so it was just a formality but there always had to be paperwork. 

She sensed the next customer arrive at her window and just completed her signature as the customer spoke. 

“I want open box. Way safe box. Put deposit in.” 

That voice! 

Maddy did not want to look up but knew she had to. She looked up. 

It was Lai Ping! 

Lai Ping grinned a big toothy grin though her teeth were quite tiny in her tiny little wrinkled shrunken apple face, “Hi, older sister yellow hair. Nice to see! So! Here you work! Quite co-inchy-dance!” 

“What… what do you want?” 

“I tell you so already, round-eye slut. I want put deposit in new box.” 

“You… you-you-you get the fuck out of my bank!” 

“Oh, you gonna be some plob-lem? No smart!” Lai Ping did not look at all dismayed by Maddy’s anger. She looked like she found it funny! 

The bank manager, Paul, came over sensing or hearing an issue, “Excuse me, is everything going well here? Ma’am, are we serving your banking needs the very best we can?” 

Lai Ping looked and sounded indulgent, “I no know. I want give bank business. Me want make deposit in new box.” 

“Oh, you mean you’d like to open a safe deposit box? Sure, we do that all the time. There is an annual fee based on the size of the box and you get a key. Your key and the bank’s key in combination can open it as needed during regular bank hours.” 

“Will you bank girl here, this blondie, will she maybe help this poor old lady? Me Lai Ping. Me no lie.” 

“Of course, ma’am! Maddy, we’ve got the counter, go ahead and help Mrs. Ping. Take her to the safety deposit box room. Mrs. Ping? Ma’am? Our bank has never been robbed and all accounts are fully insured.” 

“That real so good. I have special deposit. Very private. Need privacy. You spy on spy camera in that room?” 

“No, ma’am. The rest of the bank is covered with cameras so there is no reason to have a camera in there. We respect people’s privacy.” 

“I have lot to check and make sure. Might take time in there. That problem?” 

“No, ma’am. Maddy will need to be with you the whole time but will look away if you need her to. You take as much time as you need. We’re having a slow day anyway.” 

“You so nice man. Thank you for give me this Maddy girl to help.” 

Maddy watched and listened to this exchange helplessly. She couldn’t say anything without it looking weird. But now she was going to have to be alone in a room with this tiny old Asian monster for who knew how long! Well, she just wouldn’t say any more than she had to and would just be coldly professional. 

What the fuck was Lai Ping doing here? Was it just some crazy coincidence (a “co-inchy-dance”) that she was here just two days after the events at that massage parlor outside of town? 

Holy smackaroo! Maybe Lai Ping had money to deposit because Kathy Henters, Maddy’s mother-in-law to be, paid them to do that lesbian seduction and domination stuff and now Lai Ping needed to put it in a bank. How ironic would that be? How humiliating if she was helping Lai Ping deposit money earned from doing those things to Maddy! And poor Bailey! 

Maddy first had Lai Ping fill out forms to become a customer at the bank and had her make a small deposit of cash to start a checking and savings account. It was bank policy a person had to have an account to have a safe deposit box. She noticed Lai Ping only did the minimum deposits allowed. 

That settled, she led Lai Ping into the safe deposit room and, as was procedure, closed the door behind her. Everything had to be secure. Then only a staff member at the bank could access the safe deposit room. It took a code to open from outside and it could be opened at will from inside. 

If Lai Ping had been a male customer then it would have been a male bank staffer in here to help – usually, though there were exceptions – both for safety and to keep up appearances. Maddy knew the manager, Paul, would not disturb them. Unfortunately. 

“All right… Mrs. Ping… what size safe box do you need?” 

“Ah, older yellow hair sister, I need two. Smallest one is fine. I could put USB flash drive in there. It have very important evidence.” 

Maddy frowned. Evidence? Evidence of what? 

Maddy opened up one of the empty small safe deposit boxes and pulled it all the way out so Lai Ping could see it. Maddy set it on the central metal table and Lai Ping set her small purse next to it. 

Maddy turned around and faced away after telling Lai Ping how to cover the contents once they were placed by sliding the top cover into place. 

Lai Ping spoke to Maddy’s back as Maddy heard some rustling sounds made by her, “Older sister yellow hair… you so tasty on Saturday….” 

“I really do not want to talk about it.” 

“You girl of action, not talk? Yes, you so tasty Saturday. You hot slut. I know me right. Know how? Now me customer and customer ah-ways right!” 

“Look… can you just get on with it?” 

“Ooooo, I am getting ooooooon with it, yellow hair. Am. I can put evidence in this first box. Evidence of you hot slut. Evidence of you little sister hot slut too. Evidence of you and you sister both same hot slut same time each with each. Understand?” 

Oh crap! Did Lai Ping have Saturday’s events on video? Including what happened between her and Bailey? That could ruin everything! Her marriage to Scott would be called off, she could never look anyone in the eyes again. Maybe she’d lose her job and she could just forget about ever going to any family gatherings! 

Maddy heard the safe deposit box slide back home into its slot. She heard the click as it sealed into place. Now only Lai Ping could get into it with her key! 

Maddy turned around. Lai Ping had a huge Halloween pumpkin grin on her face and she held up the little safe deposit key. 

“Yellow hair, you maybe want me borrow you this key? Let you keep key safe for Lai Ping after Lai Ping leave?” 

“Ah, yes, I would like that.” 

“Okay! I first make deposit in other box, two deposit, then, if go so well, then I give you key.” 

“Okaaaaaaay….” Maddy wasn’t sure where this was going. She was damn sure she wanted that key though! 

“Okay, Older Yellow Hair, take off ugly pants.” 

“What?!?” 

“I tell you already. Will make deposit in other box. That box between you legs!” 

Maddy’s mouth opened and closed three times. 

Maddy watched as Lai Ping reached into her purse and pulled out a plastic cock. 

Maddy felt… dismay… panic… embarrassment… 

Hot. Aroused. Wet. 

How!?! Maddy realized the things she’d been thinking about before Lai Ping arrived, then Lai Ping’s very presence, and then the way she taunted and hinted at her, then being alone with her in seclusion… had combined to do this to her. 

This… horror!… was making her feel like a whore! 

Maddy knew she needed that key to the safe deposit box. For herself and for Bailey. 

Maddy suddenly felt like she needed something else. She felt like she needed that pale cylinder of rubber lightly bobbing in Lai Ping’s hand. 

Maddy took one nervous look at the vault door and then pushed her pants down and off. 

Lai Ping walked closer and smiled ever more widely. 

Maddy slid her panties down and then looked at her heels. 

Lai Ping said, “Leave heels on, Older Yellow Hair. Very sexy. Make you taller when already so tall compare to poor little tiny Lai Ping. You know what say, taller you be then harder fall.” 

That wasn’t quite the phrase but Maddy wasn’t about to correct Lai Ping’s poor English. 

The rubber cock! Lai Ping was lowering it! It was even with Maddy’s pussy! It was pointing right at it! It was pretty big! Maddy felt particularly defenseless because she no longer had any pubic hair on her pussy. And because her pussy, against all odds, was ever so wet and clearly was more about the facilitating of penetration than the resistance to penetration. 

Maddy was quite sure she wasn’t a lesbian or a submissive or a slut. However, she was now equally sure that her pussy was a lesbian submissive slut pussy! 

Maddy tried to mentally shrug. This couldn’t be any worse than what happened the day before. At the very least it didn’t involve her little sister! 

Although… it was at her workplace… and now she wasn’t restrained. She was cooperating and her pussy was more than willing. So, it was kind of worse. 

She did wonder though if the sex today would be as good. 

Or… maybe better? 

Lai Ping stood close and rubbed the head of the dildo, shaped like the head of real cock but about fifty percent bigger than an average real cock, on Maddy’s pussy lips. She slid it up and down the slit, then made tiny ineffectual mini-thrusts that nevertheless made Maddy gasp with violation and an impending sense of penetration about to occur. 

Lai Ping looked up at Maddy’s face and Maddy quickly broke the eye contact and looked towards a bank of safe deposit boxes with their silvery covers and black numbers in that old time font. 

Lai Ping smirked. It was all going so well! 

Lai Ping looked down. The head of the dildo glistened with Older Yellow Hair juices. She already so hot for it she try to put out fire with pussy juice! Never going to work, white girl! 

Lai Ping spun and rolled the head of the dildo in and on those delicate juicy vaginal folds. Lai Ping thought it should be both the rich lady and this Older Yellow Hair paying Lai Ping for Lai Ping’s valuable services! 

Maddy felt ever so precarious. The situation was precarious. What if her manager came into the safe deposit room? It wasn’t likely because of rules on how to handle safe deposit box accounts but it felt precarious. Physically, Maddy felt precarious being nude from the waist down and balancing on her high heels. Damn Paul with his brainstorming a few months ago trying to make a name for himself in bank management. He came up with the idea that people looked up to – literally – and trusted tall people more so all the female bank tellers had to wear heels to work. Damn chauvinist! He didn’t make the males wear heels now did he? 

Funny how she’d walked easily in the heels out at work in the bank but now they felt like stilts. The direct feelings coming from her pussy also felt ever so precarious. 

Maddy’s pussy felt way too overactive. Way to ready to perform sexually. That Lai Ping might manage to even make her orgasm – old wrinkled cruel Asian Lai Ping! – did not seem far-fetched. 

Lai Ping cackled, “Me know what to do! You climb you white ass up on this metal table. Go on all fours. Lai Ping stand and fuck you with Lai Ping’s magic dick wand!” 

Up on the metal table! That table was for the deposit boxes. That table was for work! That table was touched by customers and coworkers! 

That was an awful idea! Even if it did cause a spiral of arousal to corkscrew crazily in Maddy’s pussy. 

Lai Ping could see Maddy’s renewed hesitation, “You want Lai Ping’s key? Key to get key is do as Lai Ping say. All fair, white lady. I get your pink box and you get Lai Ping’s metal box. Plus, Lai Ping throw in own pink box. I let you lick my pink box as way special added bonus!” 

Maddy thought this all just kept getting worse. And more. But, right then, she wanted more of something up her pussy. That dildo had teased her and teased wetness out of her. Maddy decided that the quicker she gave in and just went ahead and did whatever Lai Ping wanted the quicker this encounter would be over. 

A sneaky internal voice added that with cooperation she’d also get an orgasm more quickly and assuredly. She had to give in to get the orgasm. An orgasm seemed more important than all the rest of the flotsam and jetsam bobbing around in her mind at that moment. The orgasm even seemed more important than getting that key! Good thing she didn’t have to choose. 

Maddy awkwardly climbed up on the metal table. It bowed and warped and made quite a metal bubbling noise. Lai Ping shaped her with little pushes and little slaps from Lai Ping’s little hands until Maddy was on her hands and knees with Maddy’s four hands and knees all together touching each other so Maddy’s excellent ass stuck out. 

Maddy hadn’t thought she could feel any more precarious than she already felt but now she felt not just more precarious, but much more precarious. 

Lai Ping gave her no time to get used to her pose. The dildo head was back at Maddy’s pussy while Lai Ping stood straight behind her grinning and enjoying the sight of the young white woman’s arched out ass. 

Lai Ping loved her job! 

Lai Ping loved this part of the job, too, where her role was to totally fuck with their minds while fucking with their workplace by fucking them at their workplace! 

Lai Ping utilized her well-toned wiry muscles to drill the dildo into Maddy’s core. It wasn’t too difficult to thrust in and out as Maddy was plenty wet already. Lai Ping knew not to ever feel sorry for the women she seduced. She had her job to do. If it wasn’t her then someone else would be doing it but not nearly as well! 

Lai Ping knew she was way best! Way best lesbian dominator! Lai Ping best ever lesbian dominator! Luella and Ola were mere babes at this compared to Lai Ping. 

That was why it was Lai Ping who assigned herself to go get them at their workplaces. To the best went the most difficult assignments. 

Maddy was so preoccupied trying to maintain her precarious balance against Lai Ping’s dildo thrusts that she had no thought to keeping quiet. As the thrusts rocked her she moaned louder and louder ever louder. 

Lai Ping wanted no untimely “concerned” interruption to occur. She’d like to have spanked that pretty white girl ass but that would also be too noisy. So Lai Ping reached under Maddy and in between her spread thighs, reached past the dildo she was working, and deftly located Maddy’s clitoris. She got a good pinch grip on the wet bead of flesh. 

“Older Yellow Hair, you need shut face. Me no like you so noisy. We need our privacy! No more noise or I pinch you clit.” 

That shut up Maddy immediately! She had zero doubt Lai Ping would do it. 

Lai Ping kept thrusting and added some spin on the dildo. She was gratified to see occasional droplets of pussy juice spatter onto the metal table top. 

She was even more gratified a few minutes later to see Maddy trembling like she was naked in below zero temperatures. 

Older Yellow Hair was so close! 

Maddy knew it too, “Please. Please. Don’t. Don’t make me.” 

“I no make anything. Lai Ping only innocent push dildo in pussy. No my fault you cum like slut at you workplace. Lai Ping no make you slut! You just are slut!” 

Maddy made strangled noises while chewing her lips to stay as quiet as possible. Lai Ping guessed that was just Maddy agreeing with her. 

Maddy’s body definitely agreed. Maddy orgasmed. She went weak, too weak to maintain that awkward position, and she fell forward on the table and onto her face and her legs and arms split wide. For a couple seconds her pelvis slapped on the cold table with the dildo still inside her pussy. 

Lai Ping grinned ever more widely, “You slut! You cum all over at work? Who do that? What kind of slut cum at work?” 

Lai Ping was well aware that she came at work all the time. She knew she was being a hypocrite but she embraced and enjoyed her hypocrisy. One set of rules for others, a different set of rules for Lai Ping. 

That was just… life! 











CHAPTER TWELVE







LAI PING GIGGLED like a schoolgirl while driving her boat of a car. It tickled her fancy thinking about Maddy’s reaction when she used the key she’d earned from Lai Ping to open up that safety box. 

After Maddy’s big orgasm Lai Ping, good as her word, had Maddy lick her pussy for a good ten minutes. Maddy actually did a pretty good job at it. Lai Ping hadn’t cum but that was her choice. She’d given it the ten minutes but then became concerned that the bank manager might come in or suspect something due to Maddy’s extended absence. 

She had given Maddy an oral workout that would serve Maddy well in serving dominant lesbians in the future (the very near future, he he he), refused to let her clean the metal table in the safe deposit box room, and gave her the little key to the new safe deposit box. Older yellow hair looked so relieved that Lai Ping kept her word. Very funny! Very way funny! Lai Ping always keep word. Usually with threats. 

Why so funny? Safe deposit box empty! Lai Ping never put the flash drive into it! Lai Ping put it back in own pocket when older yellow hair turn back politely. Lai Ping did keep word but Lai Ping only promise to give her the key to box, not the flash drive! Ha ha! Stupid American yellow hair! 

Lai Ping had a mission to make Maddy feel like her job was vulnerable to what was going on but not to actually ruin her employment. Not yet! As long as Maddy still had a job and still was concerned about what co-workers thought of her it could be used as leverage. But, if she lost the job, poof, no leverage. At least not employment leverage. 

Lai Ping didn’t feel bad for Maddy. Not at all. Such a big waste time say Lai Ping! Why waste time feel bad for do bad when so much more bad to go do? 

Besides, Lai Ping was a sharp observer. Orgasms were obvious to anyone but Maddy’s tormented enjoyment of her predicament went beyond simple orgasm. Maddy had obeyed so earnestly and with such enthusiasm that she’d failed to hide from Lai Ping. The obedience, the submission, the whole being forced and dominated thing, it had obviously aroused older yellow hair tremendously. 

Lai Ping wasn’t too worried about getting an orgasm from Maddy anyway. Lai Ping felt she deserved an orgasm certainly. She always felt that way! But even more so after yet another blonde American slut triumph. 

She’d still get an orgasm! Oh, yes, she would! 

How did she know? 

Because… she had a dental hygiene appointment…. 

At the dentist’s office that older yellow hair’s younger sister, younger yellow hair, worked at! She’d gotten the receptionist there to get her in based on a small bribe and asserting that her teeth really needed cleaning. It was a small office with just the one dental hygienist according to the rich lady, Kathy Henters. 

Lai Ping double-checked her purse to make sure she had plenty of cash for paying the dental bill. It was best not to leave any credit card records of her movements. Lai Ping did not expect any such issues but always tried to expect the unexpected. She was the Wilford Brimley of lesbian dominants except with expectation instead of suspicion. And she was much older than Brimley. 

It wasn’t like Lai Ping could be tracked through her health insurance. What health insurance? None for lesbian domination massage parlors! Stupid American health care! Always have to have middle man health insurance companies suck away a third of all health care monies for no good reason. Lack of decent health care coverage was why America was only a second world country yearning to be more like Taiwan! 

Lai Ping tried to remember younger yellow hair’s name. Something that start with letter B. Bopha? Bao? No. Wait. Those Vietnamese girl names! Younger yellow hair American! 

Bailey! Her name Bailey! 

Twenty minutes later Lai Ping was laying in a mechanically reclining dental treatment chair. Comfy, yes, but Lai Ping thought it not near so good as clever split-wide table/beds at her Ultimate Massage parlor. 

Ah, there come girl! Young yellow hair! Her name Bailey! 

She gonna be sooooooo surprised! 

Bailey’s approach suddenly slowed dramatically though she still drew nearer but her steps becoming more mechanical and more and more haltingly like a battery-operated toy running out of juice. (Lai Ping silently vowed to soon assist younger yellow hair with replenishing her “juices”.) 

It was like Bailey could not quite believe what she saw and her legs, without any new orders from Bailey’s brain, still struggled to follow their last known command which was to walk to her next dental hygiene patient. 

Bailey wondered if her mind was playing tricks on her. Maybe she was seeing a hallucination due to dehydration from all the moisture that had left her body that weekend. 

That couldn’t really be that manager lady from that diabolical massage parlor! Could it? Her mind had to be playing tricks on her. Had to be. 

Bailey’s legs brought her right up next to the reclining Lai Ping. Bailey felt her heart fluttering like a wounded hummingbird. She felt short of breath. 

Bailey thought that Lai Ping’s face would morph into the face of the real patient after her mind gave up playing tricks on her. 

No such luck. 

Lai Ping grinned up at her, “Younger yellow hair! How nice see you! Quite the co-inchy-dance!” 

“What the fuck?” Bailey felt anger boiling up, a welcome change from her shocked dismay. Anger was better than shocked confusion. It almost made her feel like she could do something about this. 

“I saw you teeth cleaner and so Lai Ping thought, hey, why not go get teeth clean?” 

“Really?” 

Lai Ping laughed an evil sounding laugh, “No, not really, silly yellow hair slut! Lai Ping have good teeth. Lai Ping drink special tea make them strong. No need you to clean teeth.” 

“Then… what the… Fuck!… are you doing here?” Bailey hissed quietly, clearly cognizant and concerned that others in the dental practice might somehow overhear her. Bailey looked back at the corner she’d come around. 

They were in a private area and no one usually looked over her shoulder. She did good work and customers loved her. The mere presence of Lai Ping had her on high alert. Panic nearly overtook her at the thought of any of her co-workers ever even suspecting any of the many things Bailey did that last weekend. It freaked out Bailey that someone might know or sense something about her and Lai Ping and what had happened through some kind of airborne osmosis let alone simply by being able to overhear what they said. 

Lai Ping’s smile seemed to somehow widen though Bailey would have thought that was impossible. A crocodile had nothing on her! 

“Lai Ping still here for you and for you to clean. Not teeth. Need pussy clean by you sexy mouth. You know Lai Ping love you sexy mouth.” 

“I’m-I’m not…! Get the fuck out of here, you fucking bitch!” Bailey felt her knees trembling. If they were against each other they would literally be knee-knocking. It was a nervous tremble. And an angry tremble. But it was not – definitely not! – any other kind of tremble. 

“Don’t be mad, younger yellow hair. It treat. You like me tasty pussy. You must be so hungry. Been two day now. I bring it to you. Special delivery. Lai Ping pussy need good thorough clean up. Word on street say you the best! I know because Lai Ping put word on street! Way best!” 

“Well, return to sender then! You bitch! Leave! Now!” 

“Oh, silly younger yellow hair. I have this.” Lai Ping held up a flash drive. 

Bailey’s eyes widened. Bailey knew what a flash drive was, “What’s on that thing?” 

“What choo think on there? Why not you call you sister. Older yellow hair. Ask her if you should do anything Lai Ping say to get flash drive?” 

Bailey looked around again and then called Maddy at the bank with her cell. Maddy answered. The conversation was quick. Lai Ping. Flash drive. Had to do as Lai Ping said in order to get it. 

Maddy said, soft, but with great urgency, “We have to get that flash drive. Do what you have to do. Everything is at stake. Your marriage. Hal. My marriage. Scott. More than that. Our reputations. Our jobs. Look… she came here first. Okay? Right? And I… did things. With her. At work. I had to. Now… it’s your turn.” 

Bailey felt her wounded hummingbird heart fall in a death spiral…. 

Maddy had “done things”? What kind of things…? Scratch that. Bailey could guess what kind of things and feared the truth might be worse even than what she could imagine. She wasn’t going to ask Maddy for details. She wouldn’t put her poor big sister through that. 

Bailey gritted her teeth and made her angry voice as muffled as possible, “Worst! Fucking! Massage! Ever!” 

Lai Ping overheard and batted her extra long eyelashes dramatically, “Me hear that. Me so hurt. You no complain on Saturday. Ola be so hurt she gonna cry! She big baby.” 

Bailey’s body, and especially one part of her body, clenched at hearing Ola’s name. Bailey angrily cut off the call with Maddy. She looked at Lai Ping sternly. 

Lai Ping batted her eyes again, still smiling, “Oooo, you look so angry. Maybe need to use that negative energy in positive way on Lai Ping pussy. You look like you try to scare Lai Ping. No work younger yellow hair. Lai Ping scare many. Lai Ping scared of none.” 

Bailey jabbed a stiff finger at her, “Maybe I’ll just choke you like a chicken and take that flash drive. Huh? What do you think of that?” 

“Ha! You and what army, round-eye? Don’t you know all Asians know karate?” said Lai Ping who knew no karate at all. 

Bailey stared into Lai Ping’s eyes which held her own steadily without blinking. Bailey thought those brown eyes looked like smooth polished stones drawn from the depths of an icy river. 

Shit. Bailey was sure the bitch really must know karate. 

Bailey looked behind her again. They were still alone. 

Bailey realized the stare down was over, she’d lost the game of eyeball chicken. She had looked away first. 

Bailey was the loser. 

Bailey felt like a loser. 

“Fine. Not fine but fine. I’ll do it.” 

“Okay, round-eye, good choice. I give you flash drive right after. I am customer now and customer always right. So, must be right you hungry for my snack I bring you. Warm snack. Right between legs. Get you taster down there. Lai Ping be good look out for you while you have your fun down there.” 

It felt totally surreal to Bailey. She felt more and more light-headed. Light-headed and heavyhearted. She bit her lower lip. She looked behind her again. She wouldn’t put it past Lai Ping to purposely try to fuck up her employment. Lai Ping might say she was looking out for anyone but really, she might be looking out not to warn Bailey but to give them a come hither wave to make sure they saw Bailey. 

Yeah. Going down on an elderly female customer at work in one of the dental hygiene chairs? It would be hard to live that one down. It would be hard to live at all! Bailey wasn’t totally sure she’d get fired but at least a warning and a below average raise this year. Jesus, she and Hal had enough problems paying all the bills! 

The damn cost of living went up faster than her salary. Par for the course. Bailey had read that today’s minimum wage hadn’t kept up. If it had increased to stay even with inflation since the sixties then minimum wage would be over twenty-two dollars an hour! Bailey wasn’t hourly but her raises weren’t really “raises” in living standard. They were just higher numbers that bought the same amount. 

Well, there was no one behind her and she had to do this. The sooner she did it the sooner it would be over. The sooner she did it the sooner she’d be past the danger of someone else at the dental office coming back here for more gauze or whatever-the-fuck. 

Bailey marveled. She was going to go down on this terrible lady more or less because her older sister told her to! Maddy, like always, telling her what to do again. All her life! Even now telling her how to cooperate and be lesbian dominated! 

Maddy was the one who got Bailey into all this to begin with! 

For the first time ever Bailey thought maybe she got stuck with a pretty shitty older sister. She’d always thought so highly of her but she guessed you didn’t really know your older sister until after you were both getting blackmailed by a nasty old Asian massage lady. Only then did you get to know the real sister! 

Did Maddy tell her to do as Lai Ping wanted in order to protect Bailey or herself or both? That was the question! Bailey knew she could never know the answer with factual certainty. 

One thing was for sure though. Whatever Maddy had done for Lai Ping, she sure should have done a better job of it. Then Bailey would not be in this position. The position she was about to be in. A position down on her knees with her face between old “lady” thighs! 

Lai Ping wore an average knee length skirt which she hiked up with a smirk and bounce of her line drawn black eyebrows. 

Lai Ping had no panties on. 

Bailey could not help but stare. She had a hard time taking her eyes off that pussy. She finally tore her eyes away. Bailey felt a disconnect with reality as she went to the far end of the reclining dental treatment chair, knelt, and leaned her face forward. 

Bailey felt her tongue licking her lips and blushed furiously. Why had she licked her lips? It had to be due to the dryness of the dental office air. Had to be! 

Lai Ping caught Bailey’s narrow chin in her scrawny fingers and forced eye contact on her, “You get nice warm tasty oriental treat down there. Seconds. It seconds. Know who first? That’s right! You sister, older yellow hair! You drink up her spit and my pussy sauce together down there! Ancient oriental recipe! Yum yum yum!” 

Bailey felt her stomach lurch. Bailey felt a flash of intense anger. Lai Ping was taunting her and intentionally making all this so much harder. That bitch! 

Bailey looked at Lai Ping’s pussy on display. That little pussy looked bigger than life this close up. It did look wet. She did know Lai Ping had visited Maddy. Bailey was certain there really was a mix of Lai Ping pussy juice and Maddy saliva on those pussy lips and up in that pussy. 

Bailey remembered all she had done with Ola and with Lai Ping just two days ago. The memories came flooding back. Detailed memories. It was more like reliving it all in just a few seconds rather than mere memories. 

Bailey felt another lurch of illness like she might throw up. But it was smaller than the first. Then she felt a rolling lurch again but, instead of rolling upward like a dry heave, it rolled downward and kept rolling all the way to her pussy where is seemed to crash like a wave and spread. 

Bailey felt no more anger. Bailey knew she was going to do it. Bailey felt some kind of resignation that wasn’t all bad. Mentally, she embraced it. 

She was already going down the water slide and there was no stopping or going back now. 

Bailey brought her mouth to Lai Ping’s pussy. She did it so quickly that her mouth crashed into it. She thought it probably looked to Lai Ping like she was hungry and eager. Really, she was just trying to get this over with. 

Hungry and eager? Never! She had to admit having her mouth on a pussy and her tongue up it felt… familiar. It returned memories that just weren’t as bad as they really should be. Memories of that decrepit massage parlor. Were they bad at all? So bizarre. It was supposed to have been a nightmare! It was like when some horrible annoying bad thing happens to you that angers and frustrates you at the time but then, years later, everyone just laughs about it and sort of fondly remembers that time the tent collapsed or that time you accidentally drank from that soda can that actually held chewing tobacco spit from your boyfriend who chewed. 

Bailey slalomed her tongue up and down Lai Ping’s slit. Not bad. Not too bad so far. She was sure Lai Ping expected more so she slid her tongue in and up. She tried to get it as high as possible. Why not? Maybe it would get past the section that held her sister’s saliva. That seemed like a good reason. 

Flash drive. She had to remember that flash drive. She has to remember that the flash drive was the reason she was doing this. The only reason! She had to keep that flash drive in her mind or… she’d start thinking – and feeling – that wasn’t the only reason. 

Bailey wondered whose tongue was longer, hers or Maddy’s. She wondered if Lai Ping would notice and comment. She sure as Hell wasn’t going to ask her though! 

Lai Ping noticed the strong effort and used it to further humiliate Bailey, “Ooooo, you so eager! You eager beaver! You eager beaver for Lai Ping beaver!” 

Bailey filled with humiliation. 

Then it felt like some of it leaked out of her pussy. 

Bailey didn’t understand it, but, for some reason, she went to town on that little pussy. Bailey tongue thrust faster and pressed her mouth as hard onto it as she could to help cheat some extra tongue depth. 

She felt frustration because she knew she was rewarding Lai Ping for her demeaning words. 

She felt frustrated because she thought Lai Ping might read into it that she was turned on or something by licking pussy or even turned on by humiliation. 

Her mouth and tongue just kept behaving that way. Because they were trying to get this over with! Bailey was very sure that was the only reason. 

It seemed like her tongue didn’t really take direction from her mind right then. It just did what it wanted to do. Based on simple observation it seemed her tongue wanted to go fast, hard, strong, and deep. 

Bailey just knew her tongue was trying to help her get past all this. It seemed like her tongue was helping out Lai Ping also. Bailey could feel that liquid Lai Ping “feedback” on her tongue. 

Besides the embarrassment and humiliation and anger, Bailey also felt frustrated that her pussy was so wet and because she couldn’t touch it. She couldn’t because Lai Ping would certainly read into that some very inappropriate and totally untrue conclusion! Also… it might offend Lai Ping if she took some extra action without first being told to do it. 

Bailey wasn’t sure what the rules were other than do what Lai Ping said. That one was clear. Everything else was a mystery. Most of all her own reactions. 

Bailey licked and nuzzled. Bailey rubbed her thighs together as she knelt and did it as discretely as she could. Damn it! She was too skinny! If her thighs were fuller she’d be able to maybe squish some upper top thigh flesh up against her labial lips. Get a little contact. Was that too much to ask? 

Lai Ping moaned and moaned, low and subtle, but Bailey felt weirdly pumped up about pleasing the horrible bitch. She wished it was because it meant she was getting closer to the end of this disastrous visit but that wasn’t it. That wasn’t it at all. 

Bailey felt Lai Ping shifting and moving like she was really enjoying what Bailey was doing with her mouth. Lai Ping was getting into it more and more even as Bailey got her tongue more and more into Lai Ping. 

Bailey’s world was pussy world and she was preoccupied trying to keep the tip of her nose damply rubbing Lai Ping’s clitoris while she still tongue thrust. She’d show Lai Ping round-eye girls could lick pussy with the best of them! 

Bailey knelt on the floor and thigh rubbed. It was so teasing. Her inner thighs were full of sensations and it felt good but it wasn’t getting to her pussy. Bailey was so skinny, and she’d seen in her full length mirror at home, that, with her knees together it still left an open triangle at the top of her legs and below her pussy. Light shined right through! 

Right then Bailey wished she was fat or at least fuller. Thicker thighs would be an advantage in this situation. Damn! Her hands should be down there instead of gripping Lai Ping’s scrawny thighs. Goddamn, Lai Ping was so selfish! Wouldn’t she like to see Bailey orgasm also? 

Turned out, yes, she would. 

Lai Ping laughed. Bailey looked up at her with a wet chin and lips and wetness on the tip of her nose. A thin string of Bailey’s saliva and Lai Ping’s arousal stretched momentarily from Bailey’s mouth to Lai Ping’s pussy. Bailey guessed that string also likely contained some her sister’s saliva. Oh, that was such a nasty thought! Bailey wished she could go somewhere and cum in private. 

Then Bailey understood what she was seeing. Lai Ping held a tiny dental mirror in one hand extended off to the side of the dental hygiene chair. Bailey realized the angle the little round mirror was held at allowed Lai Ping to see Bailey’s lower body under the chair. 

Oh no, had she seen Bailey’s legs rubbing together like Bailey was some kind of submissive lesbian slut? 

Turned out, yes, she had. 

“Younger yellow hair, look at you! You so hot for it! I watch you rub you skinny legs like you sexy cricket! You feel that leg rub cricket music up you pussy, huh?” 

Bailey stopped moving her legs and stopped her pleasing tongue. Was she supposed to answer? Her face burned a brighter shade of red. 

Lai Ping pressed her pussy against Bailey’s mouth and it felt to Bailey like someone with slack lips trying to kiss her sideways. 

Lai Ping bounced insistently, “Cricket need to lick it! Lai Ping poet, Lai Ping know it!” 

Bailey, like she’d forgotten something important, went back to licking. She licked furiously like she was taking out her humiliation on Lai Ping’s pussy. 

Lai Ping wasn’t done humiliating her, “What about you cricket legs? Rub them! Show me you cricket rub.” 

Bailey went back to rubbing her thighs together. She had to. That was when she made a startling discovery, one that was already there but she hadn’t thought about it. If Lai Ping told her to do it then she had to do it. There was… something about that. Something terrible but darkly wonderful. 

Bailey rubbed her thighs faster. She was glad she hadn’t worn corduroy! They’d hear that corduroy scraping all the way up at the front reception desk! That terrible scraping whiff sound. Luckily her pants were more like tight leggings. The material was both quiet and thin. That feeling of thigh on thigh was so sexy but her pussy was frustrated above them needing sensation, much more sensation, and getting nothing. 

Lai Ping taunted her, “Nice leg rubbing cricket! I watch you in this tiny mirror on stick. So handy. Was mirror made for Lai Ping to see sexy yellow hair rub legs like cricket? Lai Ping wonder if factory worker thought of that when watching assembly line.” 

Bailey mentally agreed the factory worker likely had not thought of that one. Bailey stretched her tongue up into Lai Ping and pressed her nose on Lai Ping’s clitoris. 

“Me feel your tongue fucking my pussy like tongue cock and me watch you sexy legs rub rub rub all for Lai Ping. Good effort, cricket! Clear you like Lai Ping so much. Lai Ping think you love Lai Ping.” 

So humiliating! Bailey wasn’t doing all this for Lai Ping! Bailey didn’t love Lai Ping! Bailey didn’t even like Lai Ping! Lai Ping had to be at least a decade older than Bailey’s mom! 

The idea of Lai Ping watching Bailey rub her legs… that Bailey was doing it but it wasn’t really doing any good only teasing her arousal ever higher… that Lai Ping somehow thought Bailey liked this and liked her…. 

“Yes, Cricket, rub you legs faster! Yes, like that! Like you ride tiny invisible bike! So sexy, Cricket!” 

Damn, she was rubbing faster. Bailey knew that started even before Lai Ping told her to do it. 

Jesus! Couldn’t a girl get an orgasm while at work at the dentist’s office while performing cunnilingus on an elderly customer? Was it really too much to ask for? 

Lai Ping laughed but it sounded sort of out of breath like Bailey’s efforts were really getting to her, “Cricket, you no clean Lai Ping mouth but you clean other cavity. Lai Ping pussy cavity. Or maybe clean other mouth, mouth of Lai Ping pussy. You clean so good. It good you clean it every day just like this. I know you like that. Maybe Lai Ping let you. Maybe Lai Ping let you work for free at massage parlor. Maybe there every break you get way refreshed from Lai Ping pussy!” 

Bailey thought that was a fate worse than death! Good thing there was no chance of that ever happening! Bailey had sworn she’d never again do any menial or service industry work. Dental hygienist or upward. Bailey’s husband Hal had even promised her if she ever lost her job because the dentistry went out of business or Dr. Saunders retired that, if she could not find an equivalent job, she could be a housewife even without children. Hal made decent money and was a hard worker as a tree remover. 

Lai Ping’s legs locked on Bailey’s ears and Bailey felt immersed in Asian pussy. It was clear Lai Ping was getting close. Bailey would have doubled her efforts but they were already maximized. 

Bailey had mixed feelings about Lai Ping having an orgasm. On the good side this whole pussy licking at work episode would be over. On the bad side… this whole pussy licking at work episode would be over…. 

Bailey marveled. She was so fucked up in the head! 

And so not fucked enough up in her pussy! 

“Okay, Cricket, now you take off one Lai Ping shoe.” 

What the Hell? Bailey felt Lai Ping’s legs relax and Bailey reluctantly took her mouth off Lai Ping’s pussy. 

The taste of Lai Ping’s pussy was definitely an acquired taste… but Bailey thought she’d acquired it. 

What was this deal with Lai Ping’s shoe? Bailey saw Lai Ping wore functional black smooth-polished leather shoes, flat sole. Nothing special about them. Why would Lai Ping want one of them off but not the other one? 

Bailey removed it and looked a question at Lai Ping. 

“Cricket, you face so cute covered with Lai Ping juice. All shiny. So pretty like that. I should give you jar full pussy juice and you keep face all wet all day all shiny all time always!” 

That was a terrible idea! So what if it made Bailey’s pussy clench with need? That didn’t mean anything! 

“Okay, Cricket, Lai Ping need some honesty from her Cricket Girl. Tell Lai Ping you love Lai Ping. Lai Ping already know but Lai Ping want to hear. Tell it, Cricket! Tell Lai Ping!” 

Oh, that awful horrible despicable bitch! Humiliating her again! Again! 

This was the worst of them all. Going down on Lai Ping and all that stuff at the massage parlor was just physical and because Bailey had to do it or couldn’t stop it as the case might be. Bailey guessed she had to do this too but, it was different. She was only supposed to love Hal. She only did love Hal and only Hal deserved her love. It seemed like saying those words would be a bigger betrayal of Hal than anything else she’d done. 

But… she had to do it. 

Bailey opened her mouth and then noticed Lai Ping held that little round mirror in one had but held a smart phone in her other hand with the viewfinder pointed at Bailey. Lai Ping used the little dental mirror to catch the angle and see what happened below the dental hygiene chair or, put another way, what was happening with Bailey below the waist, while the smart phone recorded Bailey above the chair. Put more specifically, the smart phone captured Bailey’s pussy licking actions. 

The bitch was recording! 

No way was Bailey going to do it now! 

But then Bailey’s shoulders slumped a little. Actually, this was more reason to do it. Lai Ping had the goods on her. That they were in the dentist’s office while Bailey did these things would be obvious. Only a dentist’s office would ever have that shade of paint on the walls! 

It wasn’t like she could take that smart phone away from Lai Ping. Lai Ping knew karate! 

Bailey started to talk but Lai Ping interrupted her, “Cricket, make eye contact when tell Lai Ping you love her. Must do right. Nice and so romantic!” 

Bailey reluctantly made the required eye contact. It was strange but right then she felt a little convulsion deep in her pussy like all this was turning her on. An unsettling coincidence that her nerves fired at just that exact moment. 

Bailey stammered haltingly but then found a way to say it. 

“Lai Ping… I think I love you.” 

Lai Ping cackled in triumph but wasn’t satisfied, “Cricket, you must be confident. Know your heart, Cricket. You know you love your precious Lai Ping. Let you true love show. Show world, Cricket!” 

Bailey felt herself respond to Lai Ping’s words. They were so false and so humiliating but… those words felt like some kind of very twisted partial truth. Bailey rose up on her knees, straightened her back, and intensified her eye contact with Lai Ping, “Lai Ping, I do love you so much! I love you so very much!” 

Lai Ping threw a disconcerting surprise at her while bouncing the smart phone a little, “Yes, Cricket, clear you do love Lai Ping. Now tell Lai Ping – and tell world – what you like very best about Lai Ping.” 

Bailey opened and closed her mouth several times as her mind searched for what to say. Only one thing came to mind. 

“Lai Ping, I love your pussy best.” 

“Tell Lai Ping more.” 

Bailey was highly conscious of that smart phone recording and highly conscious of the intense need between her legs. She became conscious that the first knowledge was increasing the second need. 

“I love how your pussy tastes. I love how little it is. I love how it squeezes my tongue. I love to get my tongue as high as I can up your pussy. I love how wet your pussy is. I love your pussy juice. I love your pussy juice on my face. I wish I could wear it all the time forever. I love you, Lai Ping!” 

Bailey was struck dumb by her slutty loquaciousness. Where the fuck had all those words come from? Why had they sounded so sincere? Why had they felt so sincere? 

“That good sexy Cricket! Lai Ping reward her Cricket Girl. Use Lai Ping shoe. Put between legs. Rub it with cricket legs and cricket pussy. Put there then no more hands. Hands on Lai Ping legs. Both hands. Mouth on Lai Ping cricket food.” 

The shoe? Bailey had nearly forgotten about the shoe she held. Put this little smooth leather shoe between her legs and hump it? That… that… was a great idea! Bailey flooded with warm gratitude that Lai Ping was so wise about things like that. It sounded like just exactly what Bailey needed. 

Bailey crammed that little shoe into the V gap at the top of her clenched tight together thighs and into contact with her clothed pussy. Except she really didn’t cram it. It slid in smooth and seemed like a perfect fit like Cinderella’s glass slipper. It felt like the final piece in a game of sexual Tetris. 

Bailey began humping the little shoe her legs were clamped on. She felt like the sluttiest dental hygienist ever! 

Bailey felt pleasures rushing in on her. She humped harder, more wildly. 

Bailey remembered there was something else she was supposed to do. What was it? 

It was right in front of her. Pussy. Little old Asian pussy. 

A delicacy fit for a lucky cricket…. 

Bailey dove back in with enthusiasm bordering on the manic. She kept her head and shoulders steady while she delivered pleasure and bopped her pelvis around rubbing and pussy pressing as well as she could on that shoe. 

Bailey had no thought of co-workers walking in on them. Not any longer. She only cared about two things. Pleasing Lai Ping’s pussy and pleasing her own pussy. In fact, if a co-worker came in and started talking to her she’d just keep doing everything. No change. The show must go on. 

It was a show, too. Part of her was still conscious of the smart phone in Lai Ping’s little hand still keeping a record of events. Bailey did not put that entirely out of her mind. 

Why not? Because knowing it, the very idea of it, turned Bailey on. That secret inner part of her personality that always would have loved to have been a stripper was suddenly cavorting on the surface. 

Lai Ping orgasmed and Bailey felt Lai Ping’s tight little sex tunnel compress on her tongue and felt a tiny flood of juices jet into her mouth from above her tongue, a little above Lai Ping’s vagina, like it erupted from near Lai Ping’s urethra. Bailey instinctively gobbled it down, swallowing eagerly like it was a liquid gift. 

Lai Ping mewed like a cat, stretched like a cat, and then growled deep in her throat like a cat. The mew and growl sounded like music in Bailey’s ears. Yes! She did it! 

Knowing she’d made Lai Ping cum…. 

Knowing she’d orally totally committed herself with that fluid swallowing…. 

Bailey climaxed, locking her legs around the little shoe, and emitting a hum like a bank of fluorescent lights on the fritz. 

A minute later – not that something inconsequential like time meant anything to Bailey – Bailey found herself curled in a fetal position on the cold floor of the dentist’s office. Lai Ping made her get up and pull out the shoe from between her legs. Then Lai Ping had her put it back on Lai Ping’s foot like Bailey was a salesperson at a shoe store. 

Lai Ping stretched the foot with that shoe up and turned it back and forth in the bright dentist office lights. 

Lai Ping nodded with satisfaction, “You way good shoe polish girl. I call you pussy “shoe polisher” now on. Lai Ping like shoes. Lai Ping have great big walk in closet full of shoes. Lai Ping maybe have Cricket Girl come over some time and spend whole weekend. Polishing, cumming, polishing, cumming, polished, cumming, just like that all weekend. Maybe every other weekend that be you duty. Yes, Lai Ping like this plan.” 

Bailey fucking hated that plan! A plan that was never going to happen! She couldn’t even bare to think about it! Not right then… maybe later… late at night… alone and in the privacy of her own home… maybe when she felt like touching herself…. 

Lai Ping held out the flash drive. Bailey had forgotten all about it! It seemed besides the point. 

With a sinking feeling Bailey realized it was besides the point. Lai Ping had that video she took on her smart phone. Well, at least she’d saved Maddy! Bailey took the flash drive quickly, worried that Lai Ping was going to pull it back at the last moment. 

While Bailey was still on her knees, like Bailey was a serving girl before a queen, Lai Ping patronizingly patted the top of Bailey’s head, “That such good Cricket. Think maybe Lai Ping need way fwee-krent cavity cleaning! You make new customer for you dentist! Congrat-you-good-lay-tions, Cricket!” 

Lai Ping walked to the open hallway as the room had no actual door and then turned back to Bailey who still knelt there in tired shock, “Lazy Cricket! Get up off floor! Oh, yes, more thing. Keep you wet undies on all day. Whole shift! Obey you Mistress, Cricket! I see you sometime.” 

Lai Ping left. 

Bailey finally got off the floor. She cleaned her face at the little scrub sink in the room and used paper towels to dry off. She went and told the receptionist this appointment was done and she’d be taking a short bathroom break before the next. 

Bailey first went to a little office the accountant, who was part time, sometimes used. It had a computer and it was understood staff could use it to check the internet and their personal email if needed. A little morale-boosting perk of the job. 

Bailey put in the flash drive. She opened it on the screen. There was only one folder. In the folder was just one document. One? A document but no videos? Bailey opened it. There were just a few words in a bold large childish font: 

Roundeye sluts so stupid! 

It was for nothing! Tricked! All that she’d done. For nothing! 

Unless you counted that orgasm…. 

Bailey texted to Maddy what she’d found on the flash drive and then turned her phone off. No way did she want to have a discussion about what she’d had to do to get that useless thing. 

Bailey was on autopilot. She found her purse in the coat room / break room. She kept an extra pair of panties in a zippered pocket within another compartment in the purse. For any sort of that time of the month accident when out and about and away from home. She kept it in a plastic baggy. She put it in one of the wide front pockets of her dental smock and went to the bathroom. 

She got her pants off and then her wet panties. They were soaked and aromatic. She felt the air cooling the juices that lingered on her entire vulva. 

Then she remembered what Lai Ping told her to do. Lai Ping expected her to wear those smelly wet “undies” all day! While at work! 

Who was Lai Ping to tell her what to do when she wasn’t even around any more? 

No one. 

But… Mistress Lai Ping… that was someone you never wanted to disobey or even just disappoint… whether they were around or not… whether they would ever know or not. 

Feeling an uncanny floating sense of disbelief at herself, Bailey put the wet heavily pussy-scented panties right back on. They left wet streaks on her legs on the way up. 

Bailey pulled them snug. Then Bailey pulled them extra snug. Then Bailey pulled them tight with one hand at the top and her other hand rubbing her slit through them. 

She stopped. No. She mustn’t. Now was not the time or place. 

At home. She’d be home two hours before Hal got home. She’d do this kind of thing there. That was the right place. 

Bailey was sure she’d make one of her old shoes work in the same way Mistress Lai Ping’s had. 











CHAPTER THIRTEEN







IT WAS A case of good news and bad news for Bailey. 

Bad news first. Always take the bad news first. Besides, it really had come first chronologically. 

Maddy had not been happy about how that flash drive had almost nothing on it. Nothing except an outrageous insult directed at the two sisters. And, humiliatingly, it was an accurate insult. Who could deny it? They’d been stupid to just assume it had the evidence on it. 

They also couldn’t deny they were sluts. At least Bailey knew she couldn’t. She sure wasn’t going to tell Maddy that! That slut! 

Bailey wasn’t one to sugarcoat things. Especially to herself. Sluts. Total lesbian sluts! It had been a sexual whirlwind. In just a matter of a few days they’d fallen off their pedestal of proper behavior, most especially proper sexual behavior. 

Fallen off that pedestal or maybe more like pulled off it. Either way, they sure weren’t on it any more. 

Bailey thought, “I may be a slut but at least I’m a self-aware slut. Unlike some (Maddy!) people!” Knowing Maddy so well, Bailey was pretty sure Maddy still thought of herself the same as before. The same non-slut who just happened to have an external problem that needed dealing with. 

She bet Maddy could fuck five men, seven women, and a llama in a single night and still wouldn’t admit she was a slut. She’d be all, “That llama kept buying me drinks and getting all handsy – hoofy – telling all those stories about life in the Peruvian Andes and he just totally took advantage of me. Not my fault. Shame on llama!” 

Maddy hadn’t asked for details about what Bailey had to do to get the flash drive. She obviously knew if they started sharing that kind of thing then she’d also need to share details and she didn’t want to do that. 

No one wanted to share details! Fuck no! 

If anyone did it would have been Bailey. It was always Bailey who was willing to verbally take on any tough problem but usually with an added spice of humor to make it easier on anyone. Maybe that was a sort of sugarcoating then. A clown’s sugarcoating. Maybe tasted like cotton candy. 

It was Bailey who’d brought up intimate things in the past and started the sharing by verbally handing over details. Maddy never gave back as much as she was given. Or maybe was just much more boring in her sex life. Yeah, she probably was! Well, not any more! Now they were both sluts but at least they were interesting sluts! 

Bailey, with some humorous observation, would start the sharing usually. Always actually. Maddy never brought things like that up first. Bailey would confide some details, like some of Hal’s dirty talk or porn-watching induced bedroom expectations. Like wanting to cum on her face. For why? It couldn’t make the orgasm feel better, could it? 

Bailey then would make Maddy laugh about those things. Like saying, what the hell, and how she went ahead and let Hal do it. Then how she’d tried to force a kiss on him and then how she found some of his cum in her ear the next day. She hadn’t really but it sure was funny to say and it sure had made Maddy laugh. 

Bailey often utilized self-deprecating humor. She’d found it didn’t actually make people think less of her. They usually thought more of her. You know, what a sense of humor, not full of herself, not too prideful, like that. 

Bailey couldn’t bring up details this time or make light of it. Nope nope nope. It was too serious, too deep in, too true, too… bad. 

Bailey, having had time to think about, realized it had all been stupid from the get go. Even if there was evidence on the flash drive. It could have only been one copy of many. 

In hindsight it was obvious neither of them was thinking clearly. They needed a game plan but Bailey doubted how useful or agreeable Maddy would be. Maddy did not like to be led by her younger sister and Maddy was way too law-abiding. So was Bailey so far in life. She was no criminal or anything. But, she’d never needed to break laws. If needed she was willing to. Maddy? Not so much. 

Laws to Bailey were like that glass they say to break in case of an emergency. She’d break them left and right if she really had to. Maddy wouldn’t jaywalk if a herd of zombies was twenty feet from her, reaching towards her, and group moaning, “Brains, brains, brains!” 

Bailey already seriously considered going out to that massage parlor from Hell in the middle of the night and breaking in to steal any evidence of their sluttiness. Or maybe burn it down. Sadly, she doubted it would eliminate all the evidence. It wasn’t like Lai Ping would leave her phone there at night. 

Shit. 

Maybe Bailey needed to murder Lai Ping. 

Shit. 

Damn it! Then she’d be a murdering slut instead of plain old slut! 

Getting the evidence wasn’t the key. She and Maddy had agreed on that. The key was getting Lai Ping to just give it up and have no interest in using the evidence against them. They may already have done that. Bailey had already humiliated herself at work with great risk of termination. She’d given Lai Ping an orgasm right there while Lai Ping lay in the reclining dental chair that was more bed than chair. 

Bailey was pretty sure sex with a patient at work and during that patient’s appointment had to be cause for termination. Who knew what all Maddy had also done for Lai Ping. They’d pleased and pleasured Lai Ping and did all Lai Ping that wanted them to do. Lai Ping even had her “the joke is on you” moment. 

Hopefully Lai Ping was just done with them. They could see no real benefit to Lai Ping if she ruined their lives. Unless she was a total social sadist and did it out of sheer evil. 

Lai Ping did seem pretty evil…. 

She might not be the only evil one. Was Maddy’s mother-in-law to be really behind this? Could Kathy Henters actually be so evil? Those fucking gift cards! If Kathy was behind this then she was more evil than Lai Ping. That would make Lai Ping just a henchman. Henchwoman. Evil henchwoman. Kathy’s mini-me old Asian lesbian version. 

That Lai Ping didn’t seem like a lackey. Maybe she was more like an evil sexual assassin. 

If Kathy just wanted to stop Maddy from marrying Scott then why involve Bailey also? And, why lesbians? It seemed like a seduction would be easier coming from a handsome man and would make Scott much more upset than an “affair” with an old Asian lesbian woman. 

Holy shit. Was Kathy some kind of lesbian also? But… she was Scott’s mother! Well, Bailey guessed Kathy could still be bi. 

If it wasn’t an evil set up then no doubt there were other attractive customers at that massage parlor that could catch Lai Ping’s eye. There must be other customers and other gift cards too. Maddy and Bailey were just the latest fad. 

The pussy flavor of the week maybe. Hopefully Lai Ping and those big black masseuses had tastes for other flavors of pussy. Not just white blondes! Expanded palates hopefully. 

So maybe, just maybe, Bailey would never again have Lai Ping showing up waiting for her in a dental chair at her work place. 

It wasn’t that far-fetched to hope for. 

Because… who wanted to go to the dentist more than they had to? 

Ha fucking ha. 

So, what was the good news? 

In the depths of her closet, way at the back, Bailey had found some old leather boots. Booties actually, from college. She remembered going out on some dates wearing them. 

She had set them aside and looked through Hal’s shoes but they were all big and dirty. She thought maybe… doing that thing… with them would be, you know, make the intended naughty self-pleasuring more heterosexual. But then she realized that thinking about Hal was the last thing she wanted to do while humping a shoe. It would ruin the effect! 

No. She’d have to think about Lai Ping. Who else? Even if she tried to think about someone else she knew fuck well she’d end up thinking about Lai Ping anyway. Fucking a shoe and Lai Ping went together like peanut butter and jelly. 

That crazy woman had gotten inside her head and Bailey knew it. She kept thinking about her and the things they did. More than anything, about the things she’d made Bailey do and how they’d made her feel. Bailey bit at her lip thinking about it yet again. Nasty stuff. Gross things. Disgusting to anyone. Disgusting to Bailey also but… not only disgusting. Some unholy mix. 

Apparently that mix was also addictive! 

Fucking her own shoe without even having to was shameful. Bailey knew it. This was bad but she was going to make it fine. She had an idea she thought may work. Even if it didn’t work it at least excused doing it. Her hope for it working was her excuse. 

The idea was this: it was like that one way of quitting smoking. Where the smoker was forced to smoke and smoke cigarette after cigarette until they were made so sick that they never wanted to smoke ever again. 

Except… with humping a shoe. That was the only difference. No biggie. Sure, that was logical. It makes complete sense. 

Bailey admitted that not everyone would see the sense of it. They’d think she was out of her mind! 

It should be easy. After all, unlike a smoker she wasn’t even addicted! Not unless humping a shoe was like doing crack and one try made you into an addict. 

All she had to do was fuck shoes as much as she could, all over the house, maybe on her breaks at work, and over her work lunch for sure, and maybe after Hal went to bed…. Yeah, sounded pretty twisted. 

But… doable! 

She only needed one of the booties unless she could find a way for the booties to team up and DP her like some booty menage a trois. Hmmm, she’d have to think about that mechanics of how to make that happen. If this wasn’t a passing fad. It better be a passing fad or she’d be double-fucking herself with footwear including anal! 

Bailey left the other booty at the back of the closet as a reserve. 

She looked at the booty. Yeah, it should do the trick. Bailey had small feet but not nearly as small as Lai Ping’s. Bailey wondered if maybe Lai Ping had her feet bound when she was little. Wait, that was the Chinese and not the Vietnamese. 

The booty was not as small as what Lai Ping had worn and the leather was softer. And lighter. It was sort of a buttery tan color. 

Feeling appropriately naughty, and knowing this was so fucking twisted, Bailey took off her clothes below the waist but left her socks on and her top. That way she could get her clothes back on pretty quickly. Shit, Hal sometimes came home early if the tree-felling work went faster than expected. Or late if they had extra trees to cut. Hopefully he would be working extra today. 

Wearing only a short-sleeve shirt and crew socks she carried the booty to a second story front window. It had thick wide curtains but she could still see movement thru them. She looked more or less down on the driveway. 

She’d know it when Hal came home in his big new oversize pick-up he’d worked so hard to earn. He was such a manly outdoorsy guy he just had to have the newest and one of the best brands. Except he claimed pick-ups didn’t have brands, they had “breeds”. At least he hadn’t attached those stupid ugly fake testicles to the trailer hitch on it. 

To each their own she guessed. Shiny too big pick-up for Hal… and a nice shiny booty for her. She wouldn’t trade. At least not right at that moment. 

When in her right and non-aroused mind she would make the trade. Then she’d sell the pick-up and she could get as many booties as she wanted! She wished she could find out some way to learn Lai Ping’s little foot size. Accuracy counted, especially in historical reenactments. Who cared if the “history” was from earlier that day. 

Feeling wickedly terribly naughtiness that sent a spike of lust through her like she was being impaled vertically, Bailey placed her old booty – it was in good shape though, only worn a few times – between her thighs and up against her pussy. The toe of the booty pointed behind her. 

Bailey compressed her thighs together and then bent down scrunching her pussy onto the supple leather. She found that she liked the larger size of her own booty more than Lai Ping’s leather shoe just fine. Also, the more extensive curve of leather, so the booty worn in the way it was meant to be worn reached the lower calves, made the booty contact her entire slit, actually from her perineum all the way to the rise of tummy just above her pubic bone. 

She could feel the toes of the booty pushing aside her skinny tight lower ass cheeks on either side. The toe tip made a gentle bumping caress against her anus. Just a light contact but it added to the sensations. 

Too late Bailey thought she really should have cleaned the booty first. Fuck it. Who had time for cleanliness? Not sluts like Bailey! 

Bailey used one hand on the window sill to balance herself and one hand to press the booty home. Who knew, maybe her pussy was its new home. Or at least its vacation pad! 

She crouch-stood and thrust on the booty. Thigh hugged it. Pressed it harder and harder. 

It felt incredibly good. 

She pictured how she looked, half-naked and bent over like a demented sexy crone, and felt tremendous embarrassment. Humiliation! 

What would Lai Ping think if she could see her now? Lai Ping would think Bailey liked rubbing her pussy on footwear. Lai Ping would be damn right! Oh, if Lai Ping could see her like this it would be soooo humiliating. Just imagining it was incredibly humiliating! 

She put that to work and turned it in on herself. 

Oh, she was such a horny nasty boot-fucking slut! 

She was a stupid nasty horrible cunt! She was a slutty wench! 

Oh, it felt so damn wrong and so damn good! 

She got close very quickly. It didn’t feel quite right. Well, it was totally wrong but it wasn’t quite the full perfect wrong. It wasn’t all the best wrong it could be! 

Bailey stopped her airborne humping and re-situated the booty. It glistened with wetness and was slippery. She took her hand off the windowsill to use fingers to lever her pussy open. It was a down low upside down version of that Spock greeting on Star Trek. To think, she’d made fun of Hal for watching that archaic show. Turned out it had valuable female masturbatory advice hidden in it! 

Bailey spread her pussy open all the way to the lightest pink and then jammed the booty back into its out-of-place place. Foot? What foot? I know nothing of this “foot” you speaketh of. Here, try being worn by my pussy! 

Bailey pressed the supple slick leather against her aroused tenderness. It felt unholy good. She made a little suppressed squeal sound. The memory of licking Lai Ping’s pussy while she frotted herself on Lai Ping’s shoe dominated Bailey’s mind. 

Bailey wobbled her hips back and forth. Her legs shook. 

She felt pussy juice making her hand hold tenuous. 

She wobble-fucked faster and faster. 

Was that Hal’s pick-up at the end of the street? 

Fuck! 

She had to cum. She had to! 

She humped faster and mashed the booty hard. She even hopped a little to add oomph to it. She only did that once. It wasn’t very effective. 

The booty was damn effective though. It was so fucking good! 

Her booty was the best lover! 

Fuck! Hal was pulling in! Fucking asshole coming home early. 

She had to cum! 

Inspiration struck. 

Bailey pictured Lai Ping’s nasty demeaning smile, pretended Lai Ping was right there watching her. It was like she could even hear Lai Ping say, “Cum on booty little Cricket! Treat leather with pussy juice! Make all shiny! Pussy polish booty, Cricket! You real good pussy polisher! Maybe give you tip! Maybe give you tip of booty up you pussy next time, Cricket!” 

With a wrenching partially muffled wail, Bailey came on the booty. 

Bailey, shaking, leg-hugged the booty as she lowered down to her knees. 

She was still shaking when she heard keys in the front door downstairs. 

Hal! 

Bailey ran to the bedroom and shoved the slick booty to the back of the walk in closet and then ran across the hall to the bathroom, paused to quietly close the bathroom door, and started the shower. 

That was way too close! That was… way too demented! Bailey couldn’t believe herself. 

Why had she done that? How could she excuse it? 

That orgasm was amazing… 

That booty was her second best lover of all time. Wait. Third best. Lai Ping, Ola, then booty in that order. 

Well, there was no excuse though. 

Definitely next time she needed to just take the day off so Hal for sure could not interrupt it or maybe sneak the booty into the bathroom which had a lock. 

That way, next time, she could take her time. Just her and booty. Getting to know each other. Intimately. For a long time. 

Then the orgasm would be even bigger! 

Better watch out Lai Ping! You’ve got some competition! 











CHAPTER FOURTEEN







MONDAY NIGHT MADDY spent alternately numb, angry, and worried. Thoughts of Lai Ping “visiting” her at the bank, of what Lai Ping must have gotten up to with Maddy’s little sister, Bailey, and echoes of all the things they had done and that had been done upon them that weekend at the massage parlor and afterward shot through her mind. 

Shot like shotgun blasts. 

Every memory caused disbelief but a little less each time. Each gradual loss of disbelief was replaced by self-doubts. What was wrong with her? Why had she – and Bailey she was pretty sure – reacted like such sluts? Lesbian sluts! 

Maddy knew, though, that she wasn’t be fair to herself or her sister. They had resisted as well as the could. It wasn’t their fault they were in that situation. Their reactions… well, they were just human. Flawed humans. 

They weren’t lesbian sluts at all! They were just flawed humans who reacted exactly like lesbian sluts and yet… weren’t. 

Submissive? Who, her? No fucking way! Bailey a submissive? Also no fucking way! Maddy and Bailey were different in many ways but they seemed equally “no fucking way” on the lesbian slut front. And the slut front. And the submissive front. And the interracial front. 

Four fronts. Which made a square. A box. They were boxed in! Maddy certainly felt boxed in. 

It was like a bad movie where you couldn’t leave the theater until the credits rolled. But there were no credits! 

It was silly to even think about it. Thoughts did no good. Lack of thoughts would be a blessing. She and Bailey weren’t lesbian sluts! That was final! No more thinking that way! 

They even had proof they were not, or should not be, lesbian sluts. Bailey’s proof was named Hal, her husband. Maddy’s proof was named Scott, her fiancee and soon to be husband. 

Was it typical for a lesbian slut to be married to a man? Bailey was! 

Was it typical for a lesbian slut to be engaged to a man she loved? Maddy was! 

Maddy ground her perfect teeth (there were benefits to having a sister who was a dental hygienist) every time she thought of how Lai Ping just showed up at their work places, all “la de da”, and totally tricked them. Apparently the sisters weren’t just lesbian sluts. They were stupid lesbian sluts! 

Lai Ping tricked them into “willingly” performing lesbian acts. They did them for a cause, a reason, but it turned out they did them for nothing. They did not really obtain the compromising material against them even though Lai Ping also never lied. That was what was so infuriating! Lai Ping had never lied, they had chosen to believe and to assume what they wanted to believe and to assume, and, in the end, they got nothing for their hard lesbian work. 

Not quite nothing. Maddy wasn’t sure about Bailey but Maddy had gotten orgasms. She couldn’t seem to stop thinking about them. More than thinking about them. It was almost like reliving them. But, each time, the memory copy was not as good as the original. Each recollection made the memory lose power. Which should be a good thing but instead made Maddy feel a sense of loss. 

Her poor sister. Her poor self! 

Was Lai Ping done with mind fucking them and and with fucking their bodies? 

She hoped so but she thought not. 

On Tuesday, Maddy nearly called in sick to work. But she wasn’t really sick and she was loath to lie. Responsible women engaged to be married did not lie to their manager. 

Besides, she’d have to call in sick every day to truly avoid Lai Ping. It seemed doubtful that Lai Ping would show up two days in a row. Didn’t she have that piece of shit massage parlor to run? 

So Maddy went to work. No Lai Ping all day long. Big relief. 

She went out to eat with Scott that night. At one of his golf club restaurants he frequented. He seemed high energy and oblivious to her mood of distracted trepidation. 

As usual, he seemed all about being interested in his own activities, his own plans, the things he did. She didn’t even have to lie to him, not even obliquely, about her weekend and the lesbian domination thereof and how it went into Monday as well. 

She guessed he wasn’t really all that interested in her. Say, or think, what she wanted about Lai Ping and her big black cohorts Luella and Ola, but one thing they had going for them is they at least really did pay attention to you. It took a lot of attention to bring on orgasms like that. It took a lot of attention to make her, and Bailey, do all sorts of lesbian things. If it was all about “attention” then the dominant lesbians would win out over Scott easily! 

She was glad Scott didn’t notice anything was up with her. She sure did not want him to know about any of what had happened! She wondered if he’d call off the wedding if he knew. Maybe. But if his family and business friends and the other richie rich families also knew? Probably. Definitely probably. 

Maddy thought she probably wouldn’t blame him. She really wasn’t a stupid lesbian slut but it might be hard for the casual observer to tell the difference between herself and an actual stupid lesbian slut. 

Maddy’s mind wondered at dinner – always delicious crab – and she imagined a game show in which the contestants had to choose someone out of a line up of women with Maddy in the line up. The too-tanned game show host who somehow looked forty-five when he was really nearly seventy would ask the contestant something like, “Can you pick out which one of these total lesbian sluts is not actually a total lesbian slut but only maybe seems like a total lesbian slut? But, wait, don’t choose yet, let’s watch the hidden video of some things each of them got up to this week alone!” 

Yeah, after seeing the hidden video how many contestants would take Maddy, or Bailey, as their choice as someone who was not a total lesbian slut? No one! 

Maddy went home after dinner. She told Scott she wasn’t feeling right. That wasn’t a lie! 

Maddy went to work on Wednesday. No Lai Ping. She told Scott on the phone that night that she still wasn’t feeling well so she’d just stay at her apartment. He volunteered to drop off some food off but she said she wasn’t hungry. So, she still didn’t tell Scott any lies though not telling him about the major new event in her life, just not telling him, felt like a lie. 

She went to work on Thursday feeling dread. It felt like now, each day that Lai Ping did not show up, that it must somehow be more and more likely that she would show up the next day. Like it was building up in probability. 

Why wouldn’t she? 

Lai Ping totally had the sisters by the short hairs as they say. She had Maddy engaged in lesbian sex at her workplace. In a secure location but it wasn’t secure for that purpose! From Bailey it sounded like Lai Ping had obtained similar evidence of inappropriate behavior at Bailey’s workplace, the dentistry. Maddy just bet it was extremely inappropriate behavior. Bailey had seemed so simmering angry and yet cowed and subdued as well. It must have been pretty bad. 

An older lady with two young hot blondes at her sexual disposal, who more or less had to do what she said, why wouldn’t she keep showing up at their door? Door. More like showing up at their mouths. Making the sisters “licky licky”. 

That nasty bitch! Lai Ping was such a pervert! Not a harmless one either. A cruel and way too clever pervert. That had to be the very worst kind! 

Oh God. Maddy had been all “licky licky” with a lesbian pervert. Interracial “licky licky” at that! And their age difference! It was totally shocking. Geez, at Lai Ping’s age probably everyone would think that Maddy was taking advantage of her instead of the other way around…! 

People like Lai Ping were why immigrants weren’t as welcome as they otherwise would be in America! Damn Lai Ping. She could have been a plus to her fellow immigrants. Like an unofficial ambassador of goodwill. All she had to do was give real actual professional massages and everyone would say we needed more Vietnamese masseuses, not less. 

Instead, Lai Ping was running around sexually dominating blondes! Blondes were as American as apple pie if you thought about it. So dominating blondes was basically anti-American! 

Dominating them and then just ignoring them day after day like they hadn’t meant a thing to her? Like all that hard work licking pussy by the blondes was not special? 

That was insulting! 

Maddy never wanted to see Lai Ping again or hear her nasty humiliating words in that awful accent. Of course not. But, for Lai Ping to not even try to get more of what she’d gotten from them… it really was a put down! Like Maddy and Bailey weren’t good enough for her. That was messed up! 

Thursday night a thought occurred to Maddy. A silly thought. If she called in sick Friday or if she went to work and Lai Ping didn’t show up then, obviously, the first she might see Lai Ping would be that Monday, after the weekend. 

Maddy would then have gone a whole week without Lai Ping. A whole week to move past what had happened. 

Wouldn’t that be nice? 

It was weird though. Maddy didn’t feel like she was getting over Lai Ping and all that happened. 

That was a little understandable because she’d never forgive that woman. It was all so upsetting and it still made her so angry. Her emotions were confused though. She had such a range of anger, shock, dismay, humiliation, and upset that sometimes, often even, the frequencies on that range of emotions did not feel like anger, shock, dismay, humiliation, or upset. 

Even though they were. They for sure were. 

Someone else feeling those feelings, not understanding the situation, might get confused. They might, sometimes, a lot of times, think they were feelings of rejection, longing, jealousy, insecurity, loneliness, and, most bizarre of all, arousal. 

No. Fucking. Way. 

Lai Ping could take advantage of Maddy at Lai Ping’s workplace the massage parlor (she had!) and Lai Ping could show up at Maddy’s work and make Maddy do things (she had!). She could even make Maddy have orgasms! With her crafty words and clever fingers and wicked tongue. Maddy was just… human… that way. 

But! God fucking dammit! Lai Ping could not make Maddy miss those things and wish for more of those things! No! Fucking! Way! 

Just because Maddy did perverted things with a pervert did not make Maddy a pervert. Right? Fuck, who could have told which one was the pervert if they saw what happened? 

Still, someone else might not understand that wasn’t even possible. Someone else might think Maddy already was missing Lai Ping’s nastiness and was wishing for more of the same. 

Scott called about dropping by. She almost encouraged him because she would have in the past. If he wanted to spend time with her then she wanted to spend time with him. In the past. 

A thought occurred though that maybe she shouldn’t have company over or go out just in case she did call in sick falsely the next morning. So she shut Scott down and even told him she was feeling ill. 

When she got off the phone she realized there was no way anyone at the bank would question it if she called in sick, not Ms. Reliable soon to be Mrs. Reliable. They didn’t really doubt or question anyone who had actual sick time built up. 

Not that Maddy had much of it despite her glowingly good health and total honesty when using it. The bank, being a good place to work in America, was pretty typical in that you built up one sick day credit for every forty full actual work days. 

If anyone ever got truly too sick to work for longer than what was built up or more often than one day out of every forty-one work days then, of course, fuck them, they did not deserve to be employed, should be terminated, and should go ahead and die in the streets. That was the American way! 

All those state “right to work” laws encouraged exactly that, among other things. Everyone knew that “right to work” meant “right to fire”. You could fire anyone for any reason at any time with no warning. Nose too short? Fired! Eyebrows too thick? Fired! Call in sick too realistically? Never seen at work coughing and with a runny nose? Must not be trying hard enough! Fired! A prettier girl than you will work for a couple dollars less an hour? You’re fired! 

Shit. Maddy realized she better just go to work the next morning. Yeah, she better. She might need that precious paid sick time off and her job as well. 

What if she squandered it and got appendicitis? About one in ten people got appendicitis, you couldn’t prevent it, and it required one to four weeks off for surgery and treatment. 

Maddy did the calculations in her head. She could not afford to let herself get appendicitis until… shit, not until she turned forty? If she used a sick day the next day then she’d have to cross her fingers regarding appendicitis until she was forty years old plus two months! 

Maddy was good at planning ahead. Way ahead. 

Maddy went to work on Friday. 

No Lai Ping sightings. 

Yay/boo. Er. Yay. Definite yay. 

It was so weird. Maddy could have sworn that her pussy felt tight like it was ready to defend itself all day long. All for nothing. But was that exactly it? It hadn’t really been tight. It was more like her little muscles were jumping and flexing. Like a runner doing exercises and stretches before a race. 

Well, thankfully the race was canceled! 

It was sort of hard to believe though. Maddy wasn’t too vain or anything but she knew she was a hottie in her prime. Scott even liked to call her “my blonde hottie”. 

Maddy, and her sister Bailey, were at one end of the looks spectrum and Lai Ping was way over there at that other end. Where the bitch belonged! 

Which really made Maddy wonder. 

Where was Lai Ping? What was so important she couldn’t take time off from her busy schedule? 

How many customers did they get at that massage parlor? How many as good looking as Maddy and Bailey? 

Bailey! 

Was Lai Ping picking on her poor little sister, Bailey? Did she prefer Bailey to Maddy? Was there something Bailey did for her that Maddy couldn’t or wouldn’t? That couldn’t be! Maddy had always done, in the end, everything Lai Ping made her do. 

Poor Bailey. She was totally married, so very married, and should not have to put up with people like Lai Ping. Plus, her husband Hal was such a great guy. So dependable. So manly really. And white. Totally white. Hal was like the exact opposite of Lai Ping. 

Maddy better just make sure. 

For Bailey. 

Big sisters were supposed to look after their little sisters. 

Maddy, in her car in the bank’s parking lot, called Bailey. Bailey started work earlier than Maddy and so should be off work from the dentistry and able to answer her cell. Bailey always liked to joke about how Maddy enjoyed banker’s hours. 

Bailey answered right away and they had a short, boring, casual conversation but it was like Lai Ping and that whole massage parlor business was right there floating silently over their heads. 

It was obvious Lai Ping had not bothered Bailey at all after that Monday. Bailey would have said something about it. 

Maddy got off the call and started her car engine. She noticed everyone else had left the bank parking lot and that she was the last to leave. 

Almost like she’d waited until the last moment and then beyond it hoping that Lai Ping would show up…. 

Maddy arrived back at her apartment and found she had nothing much to do. Not even chores because she always kept a clean house. She remembered one time Scott stopping by and more or less dragged his mother, Kathy, up to Maddy’s apartment. 

Kathy Henters had looked like she was trying not to breathe the “commoner” air of the apartment complex. However, even she had been impressed with how orderly and clean everything was in Maddy’s apartment especially considering the unexpected nature of their visit. Kathy had actually seemed a little disappointed she hadn’t found a pig sty she could condemn. 

Kathy had sort of ruined any goodwill her reluctant compliment caused by saying that Maddy would make a perfect maid, someone who naturally wanted everything clean and wouldn’t even need to be told item by item what tasks to perform. She’d even suggested Maddy give up her “fruitless” work as a bank teller and pursue her true calling as a maid! What a bitch! 

Scott had laughed like it was all a big joke and his mom was just being funny but she’d looked dead serious about it. He was the only one of the three of them who laughed. 

Maddy has just smiled blandly and ignored the comment. Well, she ignored it externally but she’d fumed on the inside. For a week and then every time she thought about it. 

A maid? Seriously? Even Kathy, disconnected rich, had to know that saying someone would make a “perfect maid” was an insult. 

No offense to maids or anything! Maids were fine, Maddy felt bad for them actually. The worked hard doing what others did not want to do and doing it for not much money. 

Scott was off to some business retreat all weekend. Supposedly for financial strategies but all those rich sons left that crap to the accountants. It was for show, making connections, and lots of golfing and drinking. 

So Maddy was really quite bored and regretted not spending more time with Scott that week. 

Her cell chimed an incoming text. It was probably Scott checking in on her because she’d said she wasn’t felling well the day before. 

She looked at the text. 

Lonely, girl? 

Maddy did not recognize the number. Who was it? Wrong text? 

Another chime. 

Miss me, girl? 

Wait a minute…. 

Hadn’t that terrible black masseuse, Luella, called her “girl”? 

Oh oh. No way. No fucking way! 

Maddy texted back. 

Luella? 

The answer came quickly. 

Course. Who else you gonna miss? 

Maddy bit her lip. Even in the privacy of her own apartment she somehow felt caught and revealed. She even felt naked despite wearing clothes. Like that time she was on a hike, really had to pee, and that guy came around the corner of the trail while she still had her shorts and panties down. 

Another text. 

You miss this, girl 

There was a photo attachment. It was not too crisp a picture and a bit dark but… it was a close-up of Luella’s pussy! 

Maddy gasped. A gasp of shock, then outrage, then… what was the weird feeling at the end of the gasp? It was just a flash. Something at once foreign and familiar. 

It really was Luella! Maddy would recognize that pussy anywhere. She’d seen it in her dreams. That sounded wrong! Her nightmares. Well, daydreams. Crap. That sounded wrong, too, like she was daydreaming about Luella’s pussy. She was actually usually daydreaming about Lai Ping’s tight little old pussy. No. Wait. That sounded bad too! 

How did Luella get her cell number? No mystery there. Maddy blushed remembering how Lai Ping, through simple force of will, made her and Bailey both give over their cell numbers before they left that massage parlor. Why had she given in to that request? Why had she given her real cell number? 

It hadn’t felt like a request had it. It had felt like an order. She’d felt like she had to obey it. Like it was her role to obey. 

Damn damn double damn! 

Well, she better answer she guessed or Luella might show up to force her to answer. That thought gave her a weird little tremble up and down her torso. Almost more like a vibration that did not completely die. If Luella showed up she would probably force Maddy to do a lot more than just answer. 

Probably force her to do all sorts of stuff. All those things she’d done before and probably new stuff also. 

If Luella showed up here and pushed through the doorway it would just be the two of them all by themselves in the apartment. No witnesses. Luella wouldn’t even have her perverted supervisor, Lai Ping, around. Who knew? Maybe Lai Ping actually held back and controlled Luella some. Maybe Luella on her own would be even more… firm. What would that look like? A better question, a more appropriate one though oh so inappropriate, was, “How would that feel?” 

So… Maddy would just have to keep her door locked. And dead-bolted! 

Maddy pictured Luella’s huge muscular frame. Linebackers must wish they had her musculature. Lock her out? Ridiculous. She’d just knock down the damn door! 

Luella would almost certainly force her to orgasm. Probably more than one orgasm…. 

With Scott gone for the weekend there would be no one to save Maddy…. from all those orgasms…. 

It would be nice if whoever saved her, Scott theoretically, could save her from those Luella orgasms and in place cause their own orgasms. As many and as big. 

Ridiculous. No way could Scott do any of that. Luella would kick his ass. If not, no way could Scott make her orgasm more than once unless he was given weeks to pull it off. 

Fuck! What was she thinking!?! 

Maddy texted back. 

No. 

A quick return text. 

It wasn’t a question, girl. I was stating a fact. 

Big, ugly, and arrogant as well! 

Another text. 

It’s only Friday. You and me need to do some more stuff so we have something to talk about at confession on Sunday. It would be a sin to bore the priest! 

Was Luella actually thinking that Maddy would get together with her? Ha! No way! Not unless Luella forced her or something like that. 

Maddy pictured Luella at confession last week maybe. Had Luella already told a priest somewhere about what Maddy did at that massage parlor? Heaven forbid! 

Another text. 

I’m inviting friends over tonight. You want to be my friend, right, girl? You want to meet Luella’s friends, too. Come on over and let’s be all friendly. Here’s my place. Dress sexy! Be here at 8 and don’t be late! Text me you’re gonna cum! 

There was an address attached. A run down suburb. Maddy drove through there accidentally one time. It looked like inner city housing but was outside of the main city. Nice zoning dodge by the city planners! Maddy remembered lots of junk and broken looking kid’s toys in the tiny front yards there. Lots of single story two-bedroom type places. 

What a bold invitation by Luella! Totally unrealistic. There was no threat. How could Maddy go over there without a threat? 

Hmm. Look at how Luella misspelled “come”. Or did Luella do that on purpose? Yeah, it was probably on purpose. Ha! She was trying to make Maddy think about all those orgasms Maddy had at the massage parlor. So transparent! That would never work. Like just thinking about it would get Maddy all hot and bothered. 

Maddy could think about them and would not get hot and bothered. She’d prove it right then, at least to herself. 

That first one with Luella. Luella had her thumb up Maddy’s ass and the fingers of her other hand had jerked on Maddy’s poor clitoris. That was so cruel! So cruel and… so damn effective…. 

Or, later on, when Lai Ping rode Maddy’s face as Maddy made her oral complaint into Lai Ping’s “complaint box” and Luella poked multiple fingers so hard and so fast into Maddy’s pussy that it felt like big muscular Luella was punching her pussy. That had also been cruel and also… damn effective…. 

Maddy had to admit it. Luella sure did know how to give a girl an amazing orgasm. No point in denying it. 

Each of Luella’s fingers were about the size of Scott’s cock. But much blacker! 

Thinking about it was counterproductive though. Unless you only looked at pussy juice. Then thinking about it was quite productive indeed! 

Maddy felt soaking wet at her crotch. She didn’t only feel wetness. She felt tingling. Maddy squeezed her thighs together trying to make the sensation stop. Mistake! It increased the tingle to something almost like a bee buzz of arousal. 

She knew exactly why a bee would be buzzing near her pussy! All that nectar! 

She would change out of those panties but not yet. She didn’t think she was done making pussy juice and she thought the panties could absorb more. No reason to have to do extra laundry. Laundry detergent cost money and she was on a budget. 

Besides, it felt sort of good, sort of naughty, sort of nasty in a good way, to have that tight wetness against her pussy. 

Maddy had sort of a naughty but funny thought. She could masturbate, and she sure felt like doing exactly that right then and there, and then, just before she came, she could text Luella that she would “cum”. Then Luella would expect her but she’d never show up but, still, she would have been telling the truth! That would show that black bitch! 

Joke on Luella! Plus, Maddy would get the orgasm she now badly needed. 

Maddy pulled her pants off. Right there in her “living room” which was also the entryway to her apartment. It was also the den and, often, the dining room. Oh, and it was also the guest bedroom for friends too drunk to drive when Maddy was also too drunk. 

Her panties were so wet! It was so obvious she had a hot and activated pussy! Activated? She was way too much all about the banking. She used that word all the time all day long at work for bank accounts and debit cards. 

If Luella could see her now she bet the big woman would activate all over her ass! Yeah, it was almost tempting to send Luella a snap shot. Luella had sent her a photo so Maddy sort of owed her, didn’t she? But no, no way! Never! Responsible womeen didn’t do that. Maddy wasn’t some impressionable teen sending out sexy photos of herself. 

Luella wasn’t a teen and wasn’t impressionable. Instead, she left impressions. Big impressions! She was like the King Kong of lesbian domination! 

If Luella could send a picture like that then Maddy… 

Fuck! Fuck no! 

It was weird though how thinking about Luella looking at Maddy wearing wet panties and about sending Luella a naughty photo actually turned on Maddy even more. Just weird. Why was that a turn on? 

Maddy briefly tried picturing sending that kind of photo to Scott and his reaction. It ruined her mood though. Replacing Luella with Scott just wasn’t nearly as good. It wasn’t even at all good! It just wasn’t very naughty at all. They were engaged. Doing that for Scott just wouldn’t be a big deal. 

Besides, Scott would think less of her. She didn’t have that problem with Luella. Luella already thought Maddy was a slut…. 

Was Luella daring her? Sort of. Maybe. She had and now, would conservative reserved, cautious whitey Ms. White Bread be able to complete? 

No no no. This wasn’t a contest or a dare. Maddy realized, in time, that she was trying to fire herself up to do something that she wasn’t even being forced to do. Something bad! So, why do it? Why did she feel like doing it? 

Maybe Maddy wasn’t an impressionable teen but she did feel like she was highly impressionable. And Luella had called her “girl”. She probably did seem like just a girl to the older black woman. 

Maddy shook her head. That just made it all the worse the way that Luella took advantage of her and the disrespectful way Luella treated her! 

The way that it sounded like Luella wanted to take advantage of her all over again and treat her so badly all over again…. 

Which was, of course, a bad thing…. 

But, really… she hadn’t been hurt, had she? She’d had orgasms. A few with Luella, then with Lai Ping. And with… my God, did that really happen? Was that really Bailey who’d licked her? It had to be, didn’t it? It couldn’t be and yet it had to be. 

That was a very real reminder of how… evil… these massage parlor people were. 

Maddy felt hot even though she’d taken her pants off. 

What they didn’t know wouldn’t hurt Maddy though. Like right then. Luella had no possible idea that Maddy was skimming her fingers up and down on her wet panties. Luella would have no idea at all that Maddy was pressing the gusset of those panties hard on her pussy. Or, really, that Maddy was now pushing the material up into her wet and accommodating pussy. 

Yes, it felt good to pull one over on Luella. 

Yeeeeees, it felt real good…. 

Pulling one over while she pulled that crotch-band, as wet as if could get, back out of her pussy and then off to the side. Well, she had to. She wouldn’t want to wear out her poor panties or anything like that with too much furious friction. 

It wasn’t Maddy’s fault that her fingers seemed to fall into her pussy or that they slid so far up her pussy. It was like her pussy was a well of gravity and her fingers must weigh a whole lot. Her darn pussy was so wet there was no resistance. 

Her pussy was even hotter than the rest of her. Much hotter. 

She should pull her fingers back out. She should. But her pussy felt like a tiny patch of quicksand. All wet and slippery but thick just like quicksand. The more her fingers twisted and turned, the more they seemed to struggle to escape, somehow they just sank deeper in and down and up her pussy. 

This was no decent way to masturbate herself! Because of text messages from big, black, and brutal Luella while standing in the middle of her little living room! 

Maddy flopped onto her old couch and her fingers kept struggling in that pussy pink quicksand. 

There. That was better! At least she wasn’t standing…. 

Her fingers were losing the battle with the pink quicksand. They kept swirling and twisting faster and yet sank achingly deeper. 

A chime. Oh, a text from Luella! Maddy brought her cell-phone holding hand up to look at the message through passion-squinted eyes. The words in the message shook from her labored breathing. 

You still there, girl? I told you to text me u gonna cum! You R gonna cum aren’t u? U R gonna cum right now I’m betting and then cum again here. Tell your Mistress Luella you’re cumming! 

There was that damn awful scary – but damn, sort of hot – word again. Mistress. Mistress? Mistress! Luella couldn’t be her Mistress. No way. Lai Ping was her Mistress. No. Wait. That wasn’t right at all. No. Maddy had no Mistress. 

Maddy was an independent woman. Maddy noticed, even in her cloud of despicable passion, how she thought she “was” independent. She did not think “I am an independent woman”. It was fucking damnable past tense! 

Even if that was true, if it were true – and it wasn’t!… not yet – Maddy would want a Master though, not a Mistress. Why did she keep picturing pussy then? 

Masters didn’t have pussies but Mistresses did. Maddy would have scoffed previously at the idea of their being real “Masters” and “Mistresses” out there in the world. Like unicorns and dragons. Now she’d encountered a real dragon and she couldn’t even picture the unicorn. 

Even if she accepted a Mistress, it would be a sexy one. A white one also. Interracial was not for Maddy no matter how much it seemed to do something for her. The whole interracial stereotype regarding blondes was totally repellent. 

Maddy wasn’t into kinky stuff. She knew that about herself. Kinky people did not work at banks and practice heterosexual monogamy. Did they? Well, maybe some but not Maddy. 

Those slave women, the sexual slaves, they didn’t really choose Mistresses though, did they? It was more like they got chosen and then accepted it or dealt with it or something. 

It was obvious Luella and Lai Ping had chosen her. And Bailey. Bailey had Ola or vice versa. But Maddy wasn’t ready to accept it! She never would! She’d deal with it by getting rid of them or maybe ignoring them until they lost interest and moved on. Some other hottie visiting their massage parlor would catch their eyes. That thought actually gave her a pang of jealousy. 

No way was Maddy going to have some ongoing thing with a Mistress. Definitely not two of them! And definitely not when her sister was involved with those same people. Maddy and Bailey had always shared well as kids but, come on! That was just too sick. 

Or… was it okay to have more than one Mistress? 

No way. Maddy had always been monogamous. Of course, she’d always been heterosexual too and she’d never been submissive. No one who knew Maddy would ever guess that Maddy was submissive. 

Guess? 

Claim. Claim! No one would ever dare claim that Maddy was a filthy naughty nasty submissive… lesbian slut…. 

Or… had she been submissive all along and was just waiting for someone dominant to activate her submissiveness? To unleash her submissiveness by sexually chaining her? 

Fuck it! She had to answer Luella before any more texts disturbed her fingers drowning in pink quicksand. She’d do her original idea. A taunt or a trick really. One that, technically, kept the door open to actually go to Luella’s. Not that she would! 

That was so naughty! She should tell Luella there was no way she was going over there. None. It would close that door firmly and for sure keep Maddy safe. Safe from herself if she was, somehow someway, such a submissive that she’d scamper over there at the text invitation – text! – of a big black abuser lesbian. But, she had to keep that door open because otherwise the trick wouldn’t work. 

Maddy so wanted to get back at Luella. It would feel so empowering! She could teach Luella a lesson. 

She needed both hands for good texting. Miraculously she was able to withdraw her fingers from the pink quicksand but only in exchange for promising a quick return to the in progress finger drowning. 

It was so wicked how her wet fingers left smears of pussy juice on her phone! She’d have to remember to clean it later or it would have a smell! She sent the text. 

I am going to cum. Mistress Luella. 

She couldn’t believe she typed “cum” and she even more couldn’t believe she pressed send. No taking it back. She had to say she was going to cum. That was all part of the plan to fool Luella. Make her wait and wait for a Maddy “girl” who would never show up. 

It wasn’t much of a revenge as revenges went but it was at least something. She wished she’d be able to see Luella’s disappointed face at her no-show and then her surprise at Maddy’s willpower and then, maybe, her newfound grudging respect for Maddy. She could maybe use that act of defiance as a foundation to rebuild her self-esteem. And her independence! Her precious freedom! 

However, texting that powerful title “Mistress Luella”? She should not have done that! It wasn’t necessary. 

It did do something for Maddy. She hadn’t said it but maybe texting it was even more of a commitment. There was a sort of record of it! That kind of commitment, even for just pretend, had a powerful effect on Maddy. 

What if someone said, or texted, something like that and sincerely meant it? How must that feel? 

Fingers! Quicksand! Now! 

Maddy dropped the cell phone and her wet but drying fingers dove back into the pussy pool and were immediately refreshed. 

Now there was no saving them from the pink quicksand. 

But… she had to at least try…. 

Maddy’s other hand came to the rescue. How was it best to “handle” quicksand? Movie memories to the rescue! Don’t go in the pink quicksand yourself. You’ll drown also! You have to get something, something like a stick and give it to the stuck fingers so they could grab it…. 

Maddy’s other hand found something. It was a protrusion at the edge of the pink quicksand. Like a little pink root sticking out. Would that work? Her free fingers grabbed and pulled and then pulled harder. 

It would work! 

It brought back memories of Luella yanking down on her clitoris. The memories came flooding back. 

Maddy pulled harder, choked, held her breath, her whole body jittered on her couch, and her orgasm flooded through her. 











PART THREE








CHAPTER FIFTEEN







MADDY CALLED BAILEY. She made her voice sound bored and tired. Her tone was an absolute lie. 

After those nasty naughty cell phone interactions with Luella and after that nasty vicious epic orgasm Maddy was in no way tired. She was charged up. 

She was ready for more. All sorts of more. She felt wild. 

She was going to go. Over to Luella’s. It made her shudder to think what kinds of things she’d be made to do over there and what kinds of things would be done to her. She was a total absolute fool for even thinking about going. But, it wasn’t really thinking. It was knowing. 

It was totally foolish and dishonorable to go to Luella knowing in general what would happen. Something sexual! 

There was one honorable part of it though. She had texted Luella that she was “cumming”. Of course, Luella had to know that was in regard to Maddy’s masturbated orgasm which Luella had told her to do to herself. Had to. Just had to! Look at the damn spelling even! 

However… there was talk of “cumming” and coming over sort of mixing together… there might be room for confusion… someone might think one “cumming” meant the other “coming” as well… and that it was a double meaning…. 

Luella did not seem too collegiate. No way was she a member of Mensa. Did she even know the difference in spelling when it came to “cumming” or “coming”? 

So Luella very well might be expecting Maddy over there based on Maddy’s text. Might be. 

If she expected that and Maddy disappointed her then it could make her upset which could make for problems. Of course, going over there was its own problem, because it would mean new expectations. That would be a problem , maybe a much worse problem. 

Luella had such force of will. Maddy usually did. 

Like when she was at the bank and got super tired in the early afternoon after lunch but just kept crunching numbers as needed and kept that big swimsuit model smile on her face when greeting customers. She stayed productive no matter how much it felt like torture. 

With Luella, she was different. It seemed like Maddy’s will, her backbone, her energy, her determination, had nothing in the tank as soon as she was in Luella’s presence, even just an electronic presence like with the texting. 

Luella. Mistress Luella. 

Maddy felt strongly that it was dishonorable not to keep her word or to deceive people even if by accident. If she had to go over there and get, she wasn’t sure what to call it, maybe lesbian mauled, because it was the honorable thing to do then that was what she had to do. 

She tried that thought process on for size. Well, it wasn’t very convincing. There were a lot of holes in it. But it was all she had and she had another hole, maybe two (hopefully not three!), that needed to be filled more urgently. 

She wished Luella had made some useful threat. Any kind of threat. To blackmail her, or tell her family, or even to beat her up. Then it would be so simple. Just go over! 

Damn Luella for making it totally threat free and totally up to her. It was so much harder to justify going and doing who knew what kind of super naughty stuff with her! 

Before she went, she called Bailey. It was silly. She didn’t do it to tell her where she planned to go. Hell fucking no! She didn’t really do it to visit with Bailey. She liked Bailey but her mind was really on what lay ahead. 

She felt like a sexual Titanic that intended to go crash into an iceberg. Unlike the Captain of the Titanic she knew what was going to happen and intended to watch the collision all the way in and enjoy it. 

She called Bailey for two reasons. It really was silly but she had to make sure Bailey wasn’t going to be there. That idea was stupid. It was Luella’s place and Luella was Maddy’s Mistress and not Bailey’s. 

Bailey had Ola or Ola had her. Actually, she didn’t. Bailey didn’t even have a Mistress. Bailey had a husband! You can’t have a husband and a Mistress. 

Maddy hadn’t truly had one until she got seduced into this lesbian domination booty call. So, apparently, you could have a fiancee and a Mistress. As soon as Maddy was married the Mistress would take a hint and disappear out of her life. The marriage was on track, all was well, she just happened to have a Mistress suddenly, a real big strong black one, a demanding one, but it was no problem because it was just so temporary. No big deal! 

Maddy doubted Bailey would be invited and knew she’d refuse any such invitation. Lai Ping had leverage on them but Bailey would have called if there was any contact from Lai Ping. That left Ola and Bailey would turn down that black fatty immediately. 

Still, Maddy could not stand the idea of anything more happening involving her sister or her sister knowing what she herself was submitting to. Also, Maddy had no idea how much time she’d spend over there. She might be there quite late. 

Bailey could call. She might call at an inconvenient time and Maddy did not want any distractions. Actually, she’d leave her cell phone in her call when she got there. These massage parlor bitches had gotten their hands on their phones once already and Maddy didn’t want to take any extra risks while taking this huge risk. 

Maddy and Bailey spoke by phone more days than not. Sometimes Bailey even called quite late when she couldn’t sleep, and Maddy would not be able to answer her cell phone. She might be busy with licking black pussy! You did not interrupt that to take a call. Mistress Luella would not be pleased by not being pleased! 

That might even be the best reason of all for leaving the cell phone in her car. 

So she called Bailey and acted real casual and bored and tired. She told Bailey that she’d had problems falling asleep that week with all the Lai Ping stress so she planned to take a sleeping pill at bedtime. Maddy thought it was clever to work that one in. That way if Bailey did still call late for some reason then the excuse for failure to answer was already there. 

Maddy set that up nicely and she also obtained useful sister intel. Bailey confided that she’d had nearly an entire bottle of wine even though it was only early evening, also due to stress, but, not to worry, she couldn’t get actually drunk alone because she was almost out and was at that not drunk but too close to drunk to drive point. 

Bailey planned to go to sleep early and sleep hard. She said Hal was hanging out with friends so she was just having a ho-hum “wine tasting” evening at home. If Bailey only knew what Maddy was really up to! She’d be eating her heart out while Maddy ate out Luella’s black pussy! 

Actually, Bailey would be quite shocked. Horrified even. She wouldn’t be jealous at all. She’d never look at Maddy the same ever again! 

So! There Maddy had it! She’d gotten the sister call out of the way, planted the reason she wouldn’t be answering calls, and now knew that there was no way Bailey would show up at Maddy’s place! There was no indication that Bailey had been invited by Ola or whatever. Even if she had been invited Bailey was too near drunk to drive even if she’d wanted to go over there! 

Ha! Maddy’s little call had gone perfectly. 

She wished she could feel so clever about other things. Going over to Luella’s? It was so stupid! It was much worse than just unwise. It was counterproductive. No. It was worse than that. This was no way for a bride to be… to be. 

It was insane! 

She should remember how relieved she was when she and Bailey escaped from that massage parlor from Hell. Actually, she couldn’t remember that feeling at all. Had she even had that feeling? She’d been exhausted, yes. She’d been aroused, yes. But not relieved. 

Then, if not that feeling, she should remember all the nasty foul slutty things they made her do. Things like that orgasm. Then the other orgasm. Then another orgasm. 

She wasn’t doing a good job of deterring herself from going over to Luella’s! 

She wasn’t deterring, she was spurring herself on! 

Maddy was a fan of doing little pros and cons checklists in her mind. It was somewhat silly because it seemingly worked under an assumption that one pro always equaled one con and so, whichever list was longer did generally win. But, it was actually quite useful because you had often only thought of only one or two of the pros and cons. By forcing yourself to make a mental list – actually Maddy often wrote them down but there was no way she would write this one down – she often found new pros and cons, generally lesser ones, but, if you found enough they could move the scales. 

So, what did she have this time? 

Cons. Lots and lots and lots of cons. 

Leaving the safe comfort of her own home to go to Luella’s? Foolish. Maybe even dangerous. Luella was mean and cruel and a user of people. Luella was a lesbian! Luella was a stranger, an unknown for the most part, but the known parts were scary. Luella was black and from a totally different walk of life. 

For one thing, Luella was a dominant and Maddy was… what? Not really heterosexual. Not any more. 

It sure would be easier to stay heterosexual if Scott could give her the kind of orgasms that black and Asian masseuses could. 

Maybe it was a lesbian streak and maybe it was some weird interracial hang up but Maddy suspected it was something else, at least in larger part. Was she maybe some sort of submissive? 

Going was risking Maddy’s reputation and her upcoming marriage to Scott. To go she’d already lied to her little sister, something she never otherwise would have done. Wasn’t that a good indicator this was fucked up? 

Also, Luella had talked about friends over there. Maddy had no idea what she was walking into! 

What were the pros? Were there any? 

Not many. 

Two? 

One. The prospect of exciting sexual events and the orgasms that “came” with them. 

Two. Her Mistress Luella expected her to be there…. 

So there she had it. The pros win! 

Maddy felt a rising level of excitement. She’d already been excited but now, knowing she was going to go, she was really getting anxious and aroused. Anxiety and arousal were combining into some sort of explosive compound. She felt stoked up and hotter by the minute. 

It made her feel like touching herself again. She’d actually caught herself a couple times touching herself while on the phone with Bailey. She’d pulled her hand away each time though. That was way too weird! 

Maddy still had one more call to make. 

Maddy sighed. 

Scott, her fiancee. They spoke most nights also but not for nearly as long as she and Bailey liked to talk. Truthfully, those conversations were never all that interesting in the best of days. Now they paled even more so in comparison to, say, thoughts of the dark skin of Mistress Luella. 

Still, she had to get it out of the way or he, too, might worry about her, 

She called him and Scott answered right away. He called her “honeybunch” like he always did. She’d kiddingly told him it made her feel like cereal but it was a verbal public display of affection that Scott used when they were out and about. He wasn’t much for PDAs so Maddy, first tolerant of the term, had grown fond of it. To her it was a title almost as good as fiancee. 

This time was different. She felt a sort of resentment. She even rolled her eyes on her end. Scott, with his stupid “honeybunch”! He never had anything to say. She did all the talking. He never said nasty demeaning things to her and he never made her say nasty demeaning things. What kind of half-assed relationship was this? 

It turned out that Scott was going to, of all things, a dinner of the judges association. He said his mom contributed a lot of money to the campaign funds of the judges that needed to be elected and so had a lot of influence with them. She did not have time to go to this thing so she was sending Scott to make observations and represent her interests. 

Scott’s mom, Kathy Henters. Was that bitch behind the seduction trap at the massage parlor? She had given Maddy and Bailey those damn gift cards. It was hard to look at that as random coincidental bad luck. Oops, accidentally sent you to be sexually dominated by lesbian masseuses! Oops! My bad! I didn’t know! 

Fuck that! Kathy must have known! Why else send them to that out of the way hole in the wall? It wasn’t like that was the type of place Kathy would go to. Actually, she bet Kathy wouldn’t go to any place. She’d pay to have the masseuse come over to her place. Hell, she likely had one on staff. 

While trying to listen to Scott, Maddy’s mind wondered as she thought about the staff she’d seen over at Kathy’s countryside mansion. 

They were all women. 

They were all younger than Kathy. 

They were all quite attractive. 

Maddy even remembered joking with Scott about what it must have been like as he grew up being waited on hand and foot by such beauties and she had naughtily joked – she really hadn’t been worried about it – as to whether one of them had waited on him with a different part of herself other than her hands or her feet. 

Scott had laughed and so had Maddy. 

Come to think of it though, he never actually answered the question. 

He hadn’t denied it. Why hadn’t sh epushed him on that and made him answer one way or another? Did she sense some truth and she didn’t want either a lie from him or the actual truth? 

Maddy remembered that Kathy had a set of maids who she’d said were aunt and niece to each other. They had looked related, too, with that coppery red hair and lack of any freckles. Their outfits weren’t scandalous but they had set off their physical features. Both tighter and more revealing than needed and certainly not discrete or functional. Who was around to enjoy that display since Scott had moved out long ago and Kathy’s husband died even before then? Only Kathy…. 

What had Kathy’s husband, Scott’s father, died of? Likely a severe case of repetitive bitchery living with Kathy. She probably wore down his soul and then his chest collapsed into the void that was left and said chest collapse led to a crushed heart and a lingering death. 

She was a total bitch! After all this massage parlor business Maddy no longer tried to defend the woman as “set in her ways” and thus not responsible for her bitchiness. Her husband was probably lucky he died. 

But she had had a husband and she was Scott’s mother. So, she wasn’t a lesbian. Or maybe she had changed at some point. That was possible. People did change, often for the worse. Maybe Kathy used to be nice. Why else would Scott’s father have married her at all? Or maybe she’d just been a good actor way back then. 

Kathy had those two maids but she had more staff than that. All the names that came up from Kathy or Scott were female ones. Maddy had not met most of them. But the few times she went over there she had met a few. 

There was that “Door Girl”. What the fuck was a door girl? Well, it seemed she opened the front door when people arrived and when they left and… that was about it. She just stood by the door. They called her “The Door Girl” right in front of her and even though she was at least thirty-five. 

Who needed a “door girl”? Who couldn’t open a door for themselves? Why didn’t they just have a door bell or a knocker on the double set of front doors on the mansion. Come to think of it, the “door girl” had had quite a set of knockers herself. 

Maddy could almost hear Lai Ping opine on the matter, “When you no have knockers on door, you needy sexy door girl with big knockers. Knocker Girl built for that duty! Why pay for metal knocker when you can train up and have two real sexy knockers? Then visitor have way good choice. Knock with left knocker or knock with right knocker.” 

Maddy smiled to herself. That Lai Ping! She was also a bitch but a very different kind than Kathy Henters. Lai Ping at least had a sense of humor. Humor at the expense of Maddy and Bailey but, still. 

Who else had Maddy seen over there at Kathy Henters? There was the cook and the serving girls. They were briefly introduced before dinner. They were only introduced by first name and title, if “serving girl” really was a title. All three were quite pretty. 

Come to think if it now… the cook was between thirty-five and forty-five, so she’d been about the right age to be the mother of the serving girls who looked like they were about the right age for college… but like they’d never be going to college. 

Maddy remembered thinking during the meal that the two girls looked like sisters. Also, that they seemed built to be serving girls because they had such slim builds to moving between chairs to place food. Also, that they were nearly flat-chested so, again, it was easy for them to unobtrusively place and remove food and dishes. 

Come to think of it now, that cook had a similar build and similar features. Could the cook really have been the mother of the serving girls? How weird would that be, a mother and her adult daughters all working in the kitchen and dining room together all day to serve some rich bitch? 

Maddy wondered if food was the only way that those serving girls served Kathy Henters. How would their mother fit into that? 

Maddy shook her head and pulled her hand away from her pussy where it had somehow crept. She was imagining all these wild and crazy things! It was clear she wasn’t in her normal practical right-minded state. 

That was all the more reason she should not go over to Luella’s! 

That was all the more reason she had to go over to Mistress Luella’s! 

Could she maybe mentally pigeonhole going over there as a sort of firebreak? Firefighters in the forest burn combustible material in order to act as a barrier against out of control fires. In that analogy, the out of control fire was Lai Ping, and maybe Kathy Henters. So Maddy’s visit over to Luella’s was a firebreak. She certainly felt combustible! Her pussy was like that member of the Fantastic Four who always yelled “Flame On”. 

Could that excuse work? That she was trying to burn up some of this lust so it couldn’t be used against her later on? 

Fuck. Not really. Luella worked for Lai Ping and so was her lackey and maybe Kathy Henters’ as well. This couldn’t be excused as stopping the “forest fire”. It would just spread it. 

Then she shouldn’t go. 

Mmmm. She had to go! 

Wait! She’d just tell herself she was going in order to politely turn down Luella’s offer, whatever she was offering over there, and show her strength by doing it in person. 

Wait on that. That sounded too stupid even to herself…. 

She had it! 

She was going to go over there just to make absolutely sure Bailey wasn’t there and did not need protection! That was perfect because it was so much better than a functional reason, it was a noble reason. 

There, settled. Now she could go over there and feel good about it. 

Then, after she got there, and after Luella scooped her up into her black hands and maybe the black hands of these “friends” she’d mentioned, Maddy would feel good in a different even better way…. 











CHAPTER SIXTEEN







MADDY WAS IN the neighborhood that Luella lived in. It was as bad as she remembered from her series of wrong turns so long ago. The yards were small and often messy with broken toys. She actually spotted quite a few boarded up windows but none of the places seemed abandoned. Was it from vandalism? 

Oh, what was she thinking? Why was she out here as the sky was starting to darken to the East? She wondered these things and she wondered what was ahead for her. It filled her stomach with butterflies of anxiety and made her pussy nearly buzz with excitement. The two feelings competed with each other. It was almost like there was an invisible very low power vibrator pressed into her pussy. It was such a strong feeling that it seemed real, active, and external. 

Most of all, her mind kept chewing at how she looked and what people would think when they saw her. Her apparel was still nearly beyond belief even though she had put it on herself. Mistress Luella had told her to dress sexy. Well, one thing for sure, no one could say she hadn’t followed instructions! 

She’d gone to her bedroom planning… to obey she guessed but… not this much! 

She’d tried to sort of discretely obey the command to dress sexy. Heck, she was sort of sexy all the time no matter what she wore, so she figured it wouldn’t take much especially since she usually dressed conservatively. You know, working at a bank! 

She tried a few outfits and they did look sexy but each one didn’t seem sexy enough. It just kept seeming like she could probably find and wear something even more sexy. She kept upping the ante. She kept upping the hem line of the skirts! 

It was crazy but she kept thinking that, while Luella no doubt found her super sexy because she was so much better looking than Luella, that Luella was maybe used to total sluts and so would be disappointed if Maddy did not dress sexy enough. 

Maddy thought she might very well do her very best to obey her Mistress Luella and that Mistress Luella would still conclude that she had not obeyed. She simply had no training in how to dress slutty! Every once in a blue moon, back when she was single, Bailey would dress sexy. Just short of scandalous and she always giggled at Maddy’s reaction. 

One Halloween she and Scott decided to go to a party as a whore and a pimp. Scott did his part. Wide brim hat with feather and a silk shirt. Gold chains. Polyester pants and white boots. And Maddy? Well everyone laughed at her. Not because it was outrageous but because she looked like a banker. Everyone laughed and someone said, “What are you a pimp and a banker?” Others joined with comments along those lines. Gentle teasing really but Scott hadn’t taken it well. He didn’t take to any kind of teasing or criticism. 

Maddy had been embarrassed. Scott had been annoyed to say the least. He’d looked disappointed when he first saw her that night but, when all his friends teased them like how she was Pimp Scott’s banker demanding to prove of how his money was earned, he’d looked really irked. Then, when they said his real banker is the same way with the family money, Scott was outright furious. 

So, that was a flop and her slut-dressing skills hadn’t sharpened since then. But no way did she want to piss off Luella like she had Scott. Luella was bigger and angrier than Scott. She might punish Maddy or even… maybe even refuse to give her an orgasm! 

So she really really really needed to dress really really really sexy. 

But there was no way Maddy could call Bailey for advice on how to dress sexy. What was the key? Let’s see…. Less and less material, of course. But it was more than that. Swimsuits didn’t have much material and they weren’t slutty. Not even away from the beach. Well, depending on the swimsuit. 

So, okay, less material but then also some indication that even more skin was going to be revealed. Like cleavage where it looked like your breasts were going to pop free or something. 

What else? She remembered a guy talking to his buddies when she walked past during some street fair. He was eyeballing a different girl and said he liked them slutty like that because he liked “ease of access”. She’d curiously looked where they were looking and saw a girl wearing a mini-skirt. 

Okay, so, less material, tight or loose, like her naughty parts might soon be revealed or like they were easy to get to and thus that she herself must be easy. Okay, that was the sexy she was going for. 

Well, she didn’t want to disappoint Mistress Luella. Luella was so big and muscular and she’d gotten so angry so quickly a few times at little old Lai Ping. 

That made Maddy think of Mistress Luella punishing her for disobedience if she failed to dress sexy enough. Mistress Luella would probably pull her up on her lap and spank her like a little girl right there in front of her “friends” whoever they turned out to be! That thought inflamed her. It would be awful but… it made her pussy wetter and she looked forward to it instead of dreading it like she should but couldn’t. 

That totally inappropriate lust had some effect on her brain cells because they fired out some kind of evil genius that she instantly regretted even though it made her wet. The evil genius idea was that maybe she should wear her most conservative and highest coverage outfit specifically to disobey Mistress Luella specifically so that Mistress Luella would then spank her in front of other people. 

Oh, that was such a wicked thought and so unlike her! 

That wetness, that hot lust, was why she needed to go over there to Mistress Luella’s. Her fingers shook just a little from heat instead of any chill. She felt like she had a demon in her, some lesbian submissive demon, and only Mistress Luella could bring it out. But would a visit to Mistress Luella exorcise it or make it dance and party? 

Maddy took another look down at herself while driving slowly on the curb-less road. Just beyond belief. 

She wore something that was not actually from her wardrobe. It was something she’d never even actually worn before! 

A month back she’d had a bridal shower. She’d invited Kathy Henters out of necessary politeness but, thankfully, Kathy must not have felt like slumming because she never showed up. 

It was just a small gathering, nine women. There was Bailey, of course, the organizer. 

Bailey had gotten a hold of Maddy’s cell phone and had text-invited basically any female names from Maddy’s contact list that she remembered Maddy alluding to in conversation in a good way. Maddy was anal about organization so she even had all her friends listed by name, DOB, address, phone number, and even had a photo from her cell phone for most so that when they called their picture appeared. 

Bailey also personally knew some of the women. For instance, Bailey had met Rebecca and Lorraine and Audrey who Maddy worked with at the bank. Bailey had met them at times when she’d visited Maddy at the bank. Bailey also knew Penelope as a co-friend and Aurora as Maddy’s college roommate for three of those years. Also, there was Paisley and Sadie, two other friends from college. 

During the bridal shower dinner Maddy recalled the waiter joking that he’d mistaken their group for the models from the latest Sports Illustrated swimsuit addition. They’d all laughed and enjoyed that though, truthfully, Lorraine, Audrey, and Sadie would never have made it through first auditions. 

The bridal shower really had been a total surprise to Maddy. She didn’t normally like surprises but she liked that one. Bailey had joked later about how anal Maddy was to keep such exacting details on her cell phone contact list but it sure had paid off that time, hadn’t it? 

They’d had a lot of laughs that night and one of them was because of a gag gift they gave her. They’d announced it was for her wedding night. Penelope had laughingly suggested that she wear it under her wedding dress and Rebecca chimed in that Maddy could wear it every day and night of her honeymoon and Scott would be happy if she did. 

Maddy had kept it just because you don’t throw away something friends give you, especially something that makes you laugh. But she’d never thought she’d actually wear it! 

She just hadn’t had anything else that seemed sexy like Mistress Luella had told her to wear. 

Maddy looked down at herself at the next light. It was a one-piece dress. Sleeveless and nearly skirt-less. It was silver and made from some tight but stretchy form-fitting material that looked metallic. It looked perfect for New Year’s Eve party (of the sluts) or a dance contest (of the sluts). Or a strip joint (of the sluts). The overall limited amount of material narrowed that range of appropriate locations to be worn all the way down to strip joint up on the stripping stage. 

Plus one on the locations it could be worn. Add Mistress Luella’s place as well. 

The hemline was almost what you’d see in a shirt! It just barely covered Maddy’s pubic area. Higher up was nearly as scandalous because there was a giant teardrop cut out which exposed the upper and inner slopes of both breasts. Especially the inner! 

It was more cleavage than Maddy had ever shown other than when actually in the nude. That inner cleavage also seemed so much more slutty than cleavage of the upper breast. She wasn’t sure why that was. Upper, outer, inner, or lower, the slopes of breasts looked about the same. 

Come to think of it, Maddy wasn’t sure why you could show breast cleavage but not nipples. Nipples are the one thing, chest-wise, that men and women had in common but men could go shirtless thus showing them but a woman would get arrested for doing the same thing (most places). Meanwhile, men did not have cleavage – except for the fatter ones – yet women could show that part of their breast which was actually the most “feminine”. 

The world was fucked up but Maddy thought she was more fucked up than the world. If this dress thing wasn’t enough proof then all anyone had to do was use their X-ray vision – or just wait for her to bend over – and see that Maddy wore no undergarments. 

God help her, when Maddy made that decision she’d thought about how expensive panties were and how she might not be able to find them after. After whatever wholesome all-American activity were to take place. 

Deciding to not wear panties in this outfit was like deciding to go nude except even more naughty. 

Making that no-pantie decision had turned her on and so had walking around and driving around with no panties. That was one reason she kept looking down at herself (in all meanings of “looking down”) and why she kept tugging up that hemline that really had no room for maneuver. It turned her on even more! 

Every time she saw her shaved clean pussy mound it turned her on. She’d done that also. Sort of. Those massage bitches, well, specially Mistress Luella, had shaved her pubic area at the massage parlor. She’d done most of the work. But it had started to grow back and Maddy had carefully shaved herself in the shower this evening. Smooth. So very smooth. No protection or discretion. No natural back up to clothing left! 

Why had she shaved it yet again? Well, it was getting itchy as the hair grew back. But that wasn’t why. Mistress Luella hadn’t given her any orders but she could imagine Mistress Luella had some pussy maintenance expectations. What if Maddy got over there and she had to waste some precious time there being ordered to go shave in Luella’s bathroom? 

Mostly, she just thought Mistress Luella would like it. Still, it was a problem now that she’d done it. Maddy had planned to grow it back before the wedding and put off sex with him until the wedding night. Then she could say she just went overboard trimming it. Now she’d lost nearly a week of regrowth. 

She stayed turned on by this whole event but each thought of how she was dressed and how bare her pubic mound was and each look down boosted that arousal higher. She kept sliding that hem line up to see her unprotected wet folds. 

She just bet Mistress Luella was going to love it up! Maybe her friends too…. 

If she wasn’t careful she was either going to get in an accident or have an orgasm while driving. Maybe both! 

Maddy arrived before either of those happened. 

Maddy thought for the thousandth time about not going through with this. She couldn’t even lie to herself that she was only here to tell Mistress Luella to fuck off. She wished she could keep lying to herself until Mistress Luella had her in her arms and took Maddy and made her do things. Then, after, she could think she’d had the best of intentions though that was perhaps naive. 

No, that type of self-lying just would not work when wearing the outfit she wore and not-wearing the panties she did not wear. 

The house was narrow but it was two stories tall. Gray and just as run down as the other houses in the neighborhood. But it was well lit up, every window, and music boomed from those windows. Some kind of… what was that? Was that… some kind of gospel rap music? Was there such a thing? 

The front door was wide open. There were moths and smaller bugs fluttering under the light over the door. It looked like they were also flying into the house. 

Now what? Just walk in? 

Well… she hadn’t not-worn panties here for nothing…. 











CHAPTER SEVENTEEN







MADDY WAS PRETTY sure no knock was required since the door was wide open and that no knock would be heard anyway with that weird gospel rap blaring. 

She hesitated just outside the open doorway. Her outfit was just way too small in length. It was tight! The material could expand but mostly it wanted to contract so Maddy felt squeezed all over like a continuous all over hug that you didn’t want. 

Maddy tugged down her sleek stretchy silver… garment… and the hem popped right back up to just below the meeting of her thighs. Good thing all her pussy hair was shaved off or some would be sticking out under that hemline! 

It was funny but this outfit’s lack of material meant Maddy had to stand as straight as possible. Who knew dressing slutty was so good for your posture? 

Where had her friends gotten this prank bridal gift? She wondered if they’d tried it on and had a laugh at each other. 

Maddy walked on in. The house was narrow so the first room she entered, the living room, ran the length of the front of the house with a set of stairs to her left and a doorway to the back leading likely to a kitchen and small dining area. Most of the living room was to her right. 

Maddy surveyed the scene. It was like walking into a sexual battlefield and seeing all the carnage. It looked like the battle was over though, and like one side won and the other side lost. Maddy could tell who was on which side because of their “uniform” colors. Uniform being their skin color. She could tell by skin color and by position who was a winner and who was a loser. 

It was. It really was. Maddy had suspected a little from what Mistress Luella said about friends. It was an orgy! 

There were four black women other than Mistress Luella. So, five black women in all. But there were, not counting Maddy, eight women. 

Maddy wasn’t the only white woman here tonight! 

All three white women were on their knees. All three were naked though one might not quite qualify as she still had a green bra on. Sort of on. The front catches had been popped so the bra cups hung down and her breasts hung down further. 

Two of the white women, including Ms. Green Bra, knelt in front of a couch that two of the black women sat on. The faces of the white women were deep between large soft black thighs. It was obvious both of them were performing cunnilingus. 

The third white woman knelt in front of a dilapidated recliner with her face also between large soft black thighs. What was different about her than the other two white women was the black women behind her wearing a strap-on with it’s dildo deep inside the white woman. It was hard to tell which hole it might be in. 

Luella sat on another recliner, a bigger one, between the couch and the other one. She was the only black woman not getting some white woman action. 

For the moment. 

Luella made a mock prayer clasping of her hands and said, loudly enough to be heard over the music, “The Lord provides! White women this time. Like he usually do! I think you might be late. Maybe, maybe not. No one has a watch nowadays because of the cell phones and no one keeps their cell phone on them during an oh-gee. Let’s just assume you are late. Get your ass over here and lay it across my lap so I can spank it.” 

There was no going back. Maddy knew that. She hadn’t expected these other white women here but she’d known it wasn’t going to be just Luella. She’d thought maybe it would be Ola and maybe another friend of Luella’s and that the two of them would share her. 

Seeing four other black women besides Luella actually made her grateful these white women were here. Five against one just wouldn’t have been fair or, really, would have been even more unfair than what Maddy was ready for. Maddy and the other white women could share in the sexual task-completing. 

This was okay. This was more than okay. This was hot. Also… it just seemed like it made the orgy still naughty and yet more acceptable. These other white women – fucking sluts! – were servicing black women so why shouldn’t Maddy? 

But Maddy knew that there were reasons to not do this. Reasons like self-respect, having nothing in common with Luella, that Luella was a manipulative bitch, and, most of all, Maddy’s engagement to marry Scott. Yes, there were reasons to not do this but how could those reasons stand up to the early record of orgasms? 

That “early record” had set some kind of record for Maddy. How many orgasm records had Scott ever set with her? None unless you counted the negative records such as “longest time without”. 

Maddy felt doubts fall away. There was no room for them. She was here, she was doing this, she’d be doing it maybe all night long. Whatever Luella wanted and maybe whatever some of these others wanted, too. 

Maddy felt herself tingling all over but tingling so much in her pussy that it was more like a buzzing. 

Maddy walked over to Luella and climbed across her lap and settled in to what she thought was a proper spankee positioning. Luella felt hot and big. 

Luella sounded delighted, “Hm, lookee that ass. I think you want this spanking. You know you a bad girl. I’ve got your penance. I got it right between my legs. Pussy penance. I don’t have no prayer beads for you but I got some anal beads I might be stuffing up your ass later.” 

Beads up her ass? Maddy had never had anything up her ass until her ass met Luella’s thumb. That had certainly worked out for the best. Beads, huh? That sounded… actually… sort of interesting to Maddy. She wanted to try as many new things as possible tonight. That was the best way to get it out of her system, right? That was why she was doing this. To be so very done with it? 

A mockingly mature voice of wisdom within Maddy sounded off, “Yes, Maddy. This is how you get things out of your system. That’s why everyone does heroin and crack cocaine. So they don’t get addicted!” 

Luella’s strong hands pulled up the hem of Maddy’s dress the entire half foot it took to leave Maddy’s ass bare to the world, “Mmm mmm mmm, lookee that ass! And lookee how you followed directions. Such a good slutty-poo! Sexy dress and no undies! You so ready! You an eager beaver! In fact, I can see your eager beaver right now!” 

Maddy remembered later on thinking right then that she was glad it was just her and Luella and a small group of women, white and black, strangers who she didn’t know. 

Luella said, “Damn, girl, I don’t know now whether to spank your ass or rub that sexy pussy. You know, pet your beaver. Shit, you did follow my directions. Let’s just see how wet you are down there.” 

Luella’s strong hand helped itself to Maddy pussy. Maddy went stiff as a board and then wilted back down to an upside down U-shape over Luella’s very wide lap. 

Luella felt Maddy’s pussy and Maddy felt her mind receding and giving way to simple instinctive reaction. So good so quickly! 

Luella worked Maddy’s pussy with a wide vigorous palm stroke that made a wet slick sound over and over. Everyone in the room could hear that Maddy must have been wet already when she walked through the door. 

Luella said, “Hey, friends, look at this perfect smooth white ass and listen to that wet beaver. I’m gonna get me some, you know I am. But who got dibs for this fine white bitch after me?” 

Four black voices answered nearly simultaneously with the same booming word, “Me!” 

“Okay, it’s a tie then. You can all have her at once and then I get your three bitches.” 

One of the black women said, “Luella! There’s four of us! That won’t work.” 

Luella said, “The fuck it won’t. Jesus sobbed, you sound like this is your first ever white girl orgy. Slutty-poo here has three holes and two hands. I ain’t so good at math but, seems to me, you’ll actually have room for one more to get involved.” 

Maddy widened her eyes. Luella was… giving away her sexual services! Making sexual commitments for her to other black women she didn’t even know! It was even worse than that because it was supposed to be four of them at once! 

Was it a joke? Luella sure didn’t sound like she was joking. 

Maddy wondered how that would even work. Who would sit where and what parts would be meeting what parts. It gave her an empty-stomach empty-headed feeling. Like she was waiting to be filled in, in more ways than one. Like she would let it all happen. 

She would. She knew it. 

When she walked through that doorway, somehow and in some way, she’d committed to doing everything required of her whether she wanted to or not. There was no written contract but she felt it. It was true. She was going to let them use and maybe abuse her as much as they wanted and it wasn’t going to end until they decided it would end. 

Maddy’s eyes were wide from the sensations delivered by Luella’s hand and widened even more from this new awesome certain knowledge. She thought this was going to be the longest night of her life. 

Maddy’s wide eyes didn’t have much of a view. Maybe that was why she stiffened her body and ended up looking over at the other recliner. The heavy black lady sitting there and the almost as heavy black lady on her knees fucking into the white woman whose face was engulfed in ebony crotch. 

Maddy had a surreal moment. It was an optical illusion of sorts. The white woman had blonde hair and it was arranged in a French Mohawk braid. Maddy saw that same braid most shifts at work though not this week other than on Monday. The senior teller, who was actually as young as Maddy, always wore her hair in a French Mohawk braid just like that. Her name was Rebecca and she was also a good friend of Maddy’s. In fact, she’d attended her bridal shower. 

Maddy shook her head. This was no time to ponder strange coincidences. 

Maddy’s head sank back down and she felt Luella’s big fingers spreading her labial lips wide like pinning a butterfly. Then another one, big as some guys’ cock, entering Maddy’s pussy. 

Some of Luella’s fingers were even bigger than Scott’s cock! Luella had ten of them so it was like she had ten times the cock power of Scott. If you counted the thumbs. 

Who the hell wouldn’t count those big thumbs with their wide bases and shoehorn fingernails? Maddy remembered that thumb up her ass. Yes, dammit, thumbs for sure counted! Maybe double! Also, these fingers wouldn’t shoot their load and roll off her done for another few days. They could just keep going. Ten of them! 

Luella was like a one-woman interracial gang bang. 

Oooooooh that was so good. That finger plundering in her pussy. That. That was why she was here tonight! 

Maddy couldn’t enjoy it quite as much as she’d like. Something was bothering her. That coincidence with the white woman just a few feet away having that French Mohawk braid. There was that but, also, she had the same shade of blonde hair as Rebecca. 

Maddy and Rebecca had compared locks of stretched out hair one time to see who was more blonde and then had debated whether the lighter color or the deeper blonde was actually the “more” blonde. 

Maddy had argued that it took more blonde coloring to achieve a deeper shade of blonde whereas Rebecca had argued that the closer you got to white the brighter shade the blonde was and so, therefore, the more blonde you were. 

Maddy finally won the argument by pointing out Rebecca’s roots and how she was not a real blonde anyway. Argument won! 

Now… come to think of it… didn’t that blonde next to her also have dark roots…. 

This was really several coincidences wrapped in one…. 

Maddy felt dread gathering and roiling inside her. A lesbian orgy was really something, especially one where you got dominated by blacks but, hey, everyone had a dark side, right? A lesbian orgy with a coworker participating…. There was a word for that. That word was “Disaster!” 

If it was really true. Which it couldn’t be and better not be. 

Maddy arched her face up again to look at that white woman. She felt Luella arch her monster finger deep in her pussy at the same time. It made Maddy release a sort of croon of combined satisfaction and yearning need. 

She still couldn’t see the woman’s face. She could barely see her ears! 

Just then the seated black woman used a hold on the French Mohawk braid to pull the woman’s head out of her crotch and force her to look up at black woman attached to the black pussy she’d been servicing. 

The black woman said, “I thought you might need some air. Go ahead, take a breath and then use it to tell me how much you love my black pussy.” 

Maddy’s mind boggled. 

It was Rebecca! 

Her face was wet. It was slimed with pussy spend and the hair framing her face was even darker than the roots from that pussy juice. She looked so very different than she usually did, obviously, but there was no doubt. 

Rebecca! Rebecca was here! 

Maddy almost called out to her but then clamped her mouth closed. Bad enough to know about Rebecca but it would be so much worse if Rebecca knew about her also! 

Rebecca spoke fervently, if somewhat dazedly, up at the black woman, “I love it. I love your black pussy. I love all black pussy. It’s so delicious!” 

The black woman said, “You do that so well. Dedicating to black pussy. Do go on. Tell everyone what kind of girl you are. You know what you are.” 

“I’m an interracial lesbo submissive slut!” 

Well! Maddy couldn’t help but think Rebecca sure had the Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles beat. Rebecca was some kind of adult version. 

This was so unreal! 

Maddy had never picked up any lesbian vibes from her. Rebecca had wistfully mentioned late during the bridal shower, and mostly drunk, that she wondered if her boyfriend was ever going to ask her to marry him. They’d been boyfriend-girlfriend for five years! Maddy remembered tipsily responding that her guy needed to either shit or get off the pot. Everyone had laughed far louder than they normally would due to drunken sympathy for Rebecca. 

Maddy guessed Rebecca must have gotten tired of waiting for heterosexual marriage. Good luck getting a marriage out of dominant black lesbians at an orgy though! You didn’t go to an orgy to find a marriage partner! 

How the fuck did Rebecca happen to be here? Was this really just a really bad coincidence or was there some really bad logical reason for Rebecca being here? 

The black woman jammed Rebecca’s head, face first, back into the wet bulges between her floppy thighs, “You are as slutty as can be! Just the way I like ’em. I believe you, Rebel Rebecca. Remember when you actually deserved that name? How you rebelled from pleasing black pussy at the parlor? We put down your rebellion and now you going down on black pussy. This the way things meant to be. This the way things is gonne be for you from now on. Happy day!” 

Holy fuck, thought Maddy, this isn’t a coincidence. That black lady just mentioned the parlor! Rebecca got gotten at that damn massage parlor just like Maddy and Bailey had. What, were they after every hot blonde in town? Or… did Kathy Henters somehow also give Rebecca one of those gift cards?” 

Holy fuck, thought Maddy, Luella’s hand is doing me so fine! 

There was nothing she could do about Rebecca or how she got here. Rebecca’s presence did not change much. It wasn’t like Maddy was going to leave now. It wasn’t like Mistress Luella’s hand did not feel so perfectly huge and wonderful helping itself to her white pussy like a hungry giant finding a tight cookie jar. 

She heard the black woman on the other recliner talk, this time obviously to the black woman who was dildo fucking Rebecca, “Liri, pound it in there. I’m getting close. I love grinding this bitch’s face. It gotta be my favorite face to grind ever since Tuesday night. Rebel Rebecca needs to re-earn her name but in a whole new way. No more rebellion. Fuck that. Fuck that face. But, ‘stead a that, pound her pussy, make it hurt until she cum, and make her make a rebel yell of o-gasm right up into my black pussy. Ahhhh, gonna loves that.” 

“You got it, Dee! I’m going to fuck a hole right through her fucking white womb!” 

Maddy heard a furious flapping of flesh over there. Poor Rebecca! Partially suffocated and partially repeatedly dildo-stabbed! 

They might have to find a new head teller at the bank! 

A minute later Maddy heard a muffled wail that really did sound like something out of a Billy Idol song. She guessed “Rebel Rebecca” had earned back her name in a new way. 

She knew she should feel… what? Sorry for?… Rebecca but all she could really feel was Luella’s finger cock. It was nearly as big as most cocks and Luella could screw it around much more dexterously. Could and did. She screwed it on the way in and unscrewed it on the way out. 

Luella could have done a tiny load of doll laundry inside Maddy’s pussy. 

Maddy marveled that Luella’s finger could literally screw better than a guy’s cock. Certainly better than Scott’s! No one tell Scott! It certainly screwed much more literally than a cock. 

It was screwing with her mind as well! Like screwing in a light bulb it made her light up, powered by passion. 

Maddy felt like she’d be able to cum soon. Just feet away from Rebecca! And Rebecca had already cum! 

The black lady named Liri just kept fucking Rebecca. She didn’t care that Rebecca had orgasmed. Maddy could here the thup thup thup. She sneaked a peak. 

Rebecca sure had a great body. Maddy had never thought of her that way before. Thinking of women as sexy was all new to her. Rebecca’s body looked great! It almost seemed like a headless body with her face so deep down and into Dee’s crotch. 

It must be so hard to breath down there! Like a scented dark steam room! 

Dee must have pulled Rebecca’s head up from her pussy, or let Rebecca pull it out, in part so that Rebecca didn’t suffocate. How considerate! It looked like Rebecca was paying her back by using her new air supply to worm her face deep. Maddy just bet Rebecca was also getting her tongue as deep as she could. 

That made Maddy’s mouth water. She felt hungry. Hungry for sex. Hungry for use and abuse. Hungry to submit. Hungry for black pussy. 

Maddy felt like she was starving! 

Luella pulled her big finger out and Maddy felt tremendous disappointment, “From my dipstick it lookee like my blonde slutty-poo be full up on pussy juice. Thing is, you got to clean that dipstick first so you can really tell. That what the mechanics do. Jada! Jada girl! Send your whitey over here to clean my dipstick.” 

“Shore,” said a feminine voice Maddy assumed belonged to Jada, “Pale bitch, go suck on that monster tootsie roll Luella calls a finger. The wet tootsie roll. Lick it real clean, mind me now. Don’t let down your black Mistress no no never.” 

“Yes, Mistress.” 

Wait a minute…. 

That new voice sure sounded familiar to Maddy. It did. That girl sounded just like… Paisley! 

It couldn’t actually be Paisley though. That would be too awful for one thing. Paisley, licking Maddy’s pussy juice off of Luella’s finger? That was just…. 

Paisley could not be here. Paisley was one of her best college friends but they hadn’t seen each other since the bridal shower. Besides, she lived eighty miles away. There was no way that Maddy, Rebecca, and Paisley could all be here at the same time. 

Not by accident. 

Not by coincidence. 

A moment later, after some shuffling sounds, Luella spoke, “Yeah yeah, that’s right, lickee lickee. Yum yum white girl. Not as good tasting as Jada, is she? Not as real as black pussy, is it? White pussy be all watered down.” 

“No, black Mistress. It is tasty but not as good as Mistress Jada. Or you, Mistress Luella!” 

That really did sound like Paisley! She was always such a heartfelt earnest girl but never before in such a twisted way. 

Luella said, “Go back and please Jada and I’ll give you a taste of me later. Mixed up with this here slutty-poo’s spit ‘cuz she gonna be doing a whole lot of tasting of my pussy real soon.” 

Maddy heard some more shuffling like knees on carpet and decided to risk it. She had to know! She twisted and arched and turned her head for a quick look. 

The person who’d cleaned Luella’s finger was just arriving back between the knees of Jada, the nearest black woman on the beaten couch. Jada was another big woman. The white woman between her knees looked tiny, almost child-like in comparison. 

Paisley was quite little, too, just barely over five feet tall. She was thin also like this girl. And quite pale with dark curly hair. Voice… height… build… skin tone…. 

Still it couldn’t actually be Paisley! 

The girl turned and wiped a hand across her lips to get a hair or something out of her mouth. 

It… was Paisley! 

Holy fuck! 

Luella’s spit-slick big finger slid back home in Maddy’s pussy. Maddy arched. It was like the finger and the visual confirmation of Paisley combined. A double-loaded sensual shock. 

Maddy felt herself reacting and pushing back on that finger, grinding her swollen labial lips on Luella’s rock hard knuckles. That was so naughty but it felt so good. Maddy excused herself. She was just trying to blend in so her friends (and co-worker!) Rebecca and Paisley would not recognize her. 

How do you blend in at an orgy? Simple. You act hot and aroused and slutty. You get some! 

Maddy was getting that finger and she was getting close to orgasm. She excused herself for that also. This whole situation! Seeing Rebecca and Paisley didn’t shut down her arousal. Those sightings added to it! It was so naughty. She’d worked with Rebecca so many times but had never seen one tenth as much skin. 

She was sexy! She was even extra sexy being treated in such a naughty sexy way. Those two black ladies were using the fuck out of her. If they used her any more they’d suffocate poor lucky Rebecca! 

Paisley was maybe more of a shock. Rebecca had been a sort of sexual blank to Maddy but Paisley was always so shy about sex. Paisley at an orgy? It was like seeing a whale fly or a squirrel on a treeless ridge-line on top of the Himalayas. 

Maddy had known Paisley for years. They once stayed up all night together studying for a Political Science test and then went to the final together giggling like kids in church. The grades they got weren’t what they wanted but they’d never forget it. 

Maddy would also never forget, now, how sexy Paisley was under her clothing. Wow! She was a little knockout! Paisley, servicing black pussy like a little white slave! It was amazing. 

Luella pulled her finger free of Maddy’s pussy and then delivered one massive wallop to Maddy’s ass, “Sit on my lap, girl. Grind your pussy on me.” 

Maddy didn’t question such orders nowadays. She just hurried to obey them however she could. At least for this one night. This night to get it out of her system. 

One load of sexual heroin and then she wouldn’t want it any more. One more load…. 

She sat up and made sure to sit on Luella’s lap facing towards Luella so that her back was to the others. It was fine for her to know that Rebecca and Paisley were sluts but it would not be fine at all for them to know what a slut she was. She had no idea how she was going to act normal around them at work (with Rebecca) or socially (with Paisley) as is but didn’t think it was even possible if they knew about her. 

Sitting entirely in Luella’s lap, faces just inches apart, both of then naked, seemed like a whole new level of intimate. Luella was smiling but it was like a cat smiling as it played with a mouse. 

Maddy had no doubt that Luella had a certain fondness for her but that fondness was based on the perceived level of quality of Maddy’s mouth, tits, ass, and pussy in the mind of Luella. Those and Maddy’s willingness to use them in obedience to Luella. 

Luella had no actual goodwill towards Maddy and perhaps even had the opposite. Rebecca and Paisley both here? Something was definitely going on. Something bad. 

Maddy felt a strange defiance as she ground her shaved clean pussy down and onto Luella’s lower belly. She humped up and down nearly bouncing on the woman. Defiantly! 

It was hard to get as much contact as she wanted. 

She suddenly felt so fucked, in this big black woman’s lap, surrounded by other lusty black women with bad intent, and within feet of two naked women she knew so well. Maddy felt fucked and like this was all so fucked up… and that made her really want to be really fucked, fucked hard, fucked as hard and as deep as possible. 

Maddy was desperate to ask, no, beg to be fucked hard but bit her lip to keep from speaking. They mustn’t hear her! She had a distinctive voice. Rebecca and Paisley would recognize it for sure. 

Luella’s big hands each closed over one of Maddy’s ass cheeks. They were such big hands that Maddy’s ass cheeks felt encompassed in strong hand. They squeezed hard and molded Maddy’s ass. Luella pushed the ass cheeks together, ground them with the crack between, and then stretched them out letting cooler air flow through Maddy’s ass crack. 

It felt like Luella squeezed most of the blood out of them and like that blood flooded into Maddy’s pussy. Maddy’s vulva felt swollen as a stuffed turkey. 

Maddy felt like maybe she could cum this way. Oh, God, she’d leave a puddle in Luella’s lap and then… then Luella would make her… or maybe Rebecca or Paisley… lick her all dirty clean again. 

That was such a nasty thought…! 

Luella’s eyes narrowed knowingly, “Go get it, girl! Go getcha that cummy wummy my little slutty-poo. Hey, ever-body, my white slut is gonna cum! I’m a gonna help. Lookee what I do ta her!” 

Luella dug one of her big fingers up Maddy’s ass. Maddy made a sound like ooo-hooo-wooooie. It sounded like she was trying to imitate a train coming around the mountainside. 

Maddy’s orgasm came huffing and puffing around the mountain side with Luella’s finger up her coal shute and with Maddy’s pussy cowcatcher just barely getting enough sliding contact with Luella’s muscular lower belly. 

Wooooowoooooooooowooooooooo! 











CHAPTER EIGHTEEN







MADDY CAME BACK to herself, somewhat, in a sweaty stupor. 

What was going on? Oh. Yeah. Luella’s. Orgy. She’d just had a huge orgasm. An electric tingling rippled over her skin. 

Despite the orgasms she still felt a tremendous heat of burning lust at her core. It was like she couldn’t get enough nowadays. What was Luella and her massage parlor friends doing to her? Maddy was a banker, not a nymphomaniac! 

Wow. She’d gotten exactly what she’d some here for. She could have gotten dressed and left satisfied right then. She still had that silvery huggy alleged dress on and hadn’t worn panties so “getting dressed” would consists of pulling her hem line down as far as it could go. All the way down to the uppermost section of the upper thighs. 

The old Maddy would have been fully satisfied if she’d left right then. She wished she could have because of Rebecca and Paisley being at this interracial lesbian orgy. But leaving wasn’t possible. She knew that. Luella alone had too much sexual appetite to let her go so quickly let alone these four others, her friends. 

Maddy couldn’t suppress the thoughts that were incubating in her mind. Luella had talked about sharing her with these other three black women! 

Maddy could not leave without Luella’s permission. She knew she wasn’t going to get permission from her. Not to leave. Just directions on more sex things to do. Which Maddy knew now that she’d end up loving. Damn herself for being a slut! 

Luella pushed Maddy off her lap and Maddy quick rolled onto her stomach with her face to the crusty carpet. 

Luella said, “This slut be freed up. Gang up ladies! You all called dibs. I want all three of your sluts. Now that is what I call a deal. That’s better than a K-Mart blue light special. They used to have those when I was a young one. Blue light specials. Come to think of it, K-Marts too. They both used to be!” 

Maddy hoped Rebecca and Paisley had not seen and recognized her. She had immediately rolled onto her tummy face down to try to protect her identity. She didn’t think they had. She didn’t hear any cries of horror from them. 

Having a face full of dirty nasty crunchy carpet was worth it if it avoided discovery. If she failed and failed to keep herself a secret from her friends it would just make the discovery all the worse later on. They’d be like, “Oh, so that was Maddy? Tummy surfing the carpet?” This was so humiliating! On her tummy on carpet that looked like – felt like! – it hadn’t been vacuumed in a month. 

In the middle of a bunch of black ladies, most of whom she did not know. The one she did know she didn’t even like. Even if Luella was, for now, for tonight, here, her Mistress. This was just… a date with a black Mistress? A date seemed too temporary, too insubstantial, too insignificant, and too uncertain to be combined with anything involving a Mistress. This was a lesbian orgy and her Mistress was in complete control of her. 

For now. 

For tonight. 

Then… how do you even break up with a Mistress? It must be possible. It better be possible. Mistress Luella would not be pleased to hear about the upcoming wedding. She’d think that Maddy had, what, cheated on her. Maddy would have to calmly explain, probably while being spanked, that she’d gotten engaged to Scott long before she met Luella and that Maddy had never planned to have a Mistress. 

For one night! A Mistress for one night! Though, to be accurate, she had to admit she’d been calling people her Mistress for a week now. Fine. A Mistress for a week! Ending after tonight. 

Maddy let her blonde hair drape over her face and raised her face a few inches. She could look through the various dangling parts in her hair like a beaded curtain made out of blonde follicles. 

She scanned Rebecca. Rebecca was not looking at Maddy. She still had a close up view of Dee’s black pussy. 

Maddy twisted her face to the other side. She got quite the view of Paisley from behind. It was an intimately revealing view of pussy and ass crack. Clearly, Paisley had not seen Maddy get tumbled off of Luella’s lap. 

Then Maddy had a thought. What about that third other white woman, the one who was wearing that open and barely on green bra and nothing else. She sure hoped that wasn’t also someone she knew! Ha, not such a funny thought. What were the odds? No, it had to be some stranger. Still, Maddy better get a look at her. 

Long legs. Pale. Or was she only pale in comparison to the black woman whose legs she was between? That was hard to tell. Her hair was brown with coppery highlights. They looked natural. That was supposedly a sign of intelligence. Copper highlights in your hair. 

Who had Maddy heard that little factoid from? 

Someone who herself had natural coppery highlights in her medium brown hair. 

Aurora. 

Maddy’s college roommate Aurora…. 

Aurora had also attended the bridal shower. Aurora lived here in town. Aurora was already married though. In fact, at the bridal shower Aurora had revealed that she was several months pregnant. So she’d be in the middle of her second term of pregnancy right then…. 

So, not Aurora. Of course not! She’d just check to put her mind at ease. 

Maddy peered through her screen of blonde hair. The black ladies knees were above the back of the leaning forward orally pleasuring white woman. This meant that Maddy had a decent view of the white woman’s tummy. 

She looked. 

Oh God! 

Looking had not been a good idea! 

Looking did not put her mind at ease! 

Baby bump! That was a baby bump! 

It must be Aurora. Part of her thought, “Why not?” sarcastically. She knew the other white women in the room so why not the third one as well! 

It was like a god damn second bridal shower. An all nude one complete with uninvited dominating black lesbians. 

Maddy looked at Aurora thru her blonde curtain. Look at her! Licking away at that oversize black pussy. What a slut! Maddy guessed you never knew how very slutty someone was until you saw them submitting and serving with oral enthusiasm at a lesbian orgy…. 

Or how slutty you yourself were…. 

Speaking of which. 

The black woman who Aurora was serving pushed Aurora away by simply shoving on her forehead, “Good nuff fer now, Aurora bored-ass. You got my cat meowing but I think that new one will be milking it by mouth. You go give Luella a real good time. Don’t disappoint me now.” 

Aurora sounded soooo simpering in her breathless response, “Yes, Mistress Fayola. I will do my best. I hope you enjoy the new blonde.” 

What had happened to Aurora! Maddy had roomed with her for three years in college. Never once had Aurora brought back to the dorm some black domme. Or a white one. Or any lesbian of any kind. Or anyone black, even a black guy. Or any minority. Not even an Asian! 

All that time and Aurora had some kind of lesbian tendency? Maddy had walked around the dorm room and gone to bed wearing no more than bra and panties sometimes! Maddy had gotten drunk sometimes too. Aurora could have tried to take advantage of her. 

Maddy realized she was one to talk or, in this case, think. Just look at herself! Or, really, please don’t look. 

Aurora was definitely more slutty though. Maddy would stick with that estimation. Aurora was married and expecting a child! Maddy was just engaged. In comparison, it was almost no big deal that Maddy was at a lesbian orgy. 

Oh shit! Here comes Fayola! 

She wasn’t alone. Maddy felt Dee and Liri closing in next to her. Maddy heard Jada spank Paisley several times. Those weren’t playful spanks. They sounded savage. Paisley actually grunted and then moaned like a wounded animal after each one. 

Jada said, “Pasty, get your pasty ass over to Luella and please her real good now. Or I’ll make your ass a whole lot less pasty and a whole lot more red. Get your ass over there and bring the rest of you atta same time.” 

Maddy heard Paisley scrambling to obey, the carpet scrunching under her little bare feet. Paisley was either eager to get away from those mean spanks or eager to please Luella. 

Bizarrely, Maddy felt a twinge of jealousy. Luella was supposed to be hers! 

Maddy knew that was the wrong kind of feeling. This was an orgy. There was no room for jealousy at an orgy. Also, this was just a final event thing and nothing long term with Luella. 

Also… probably she was supposed to be Luella’s and she had no claim to Luella in return. Was that how this submission thing worked? 

She had too much to think about. She even had a wedding to think about! 

No time for thinking! The four stranger black women had closed in on her! 

The orgy was truly arriving and Maddy was about to take part and even be the focus of a “five-some”! 

Maddy was stressed when she was flipped around onto her back. She looked about worriedly but Aurora and Paisley and Rebecca were all already over at Luella and quite focused on her. Three pinks tongues on Luella’s tight dark black skin. 

Mistress Luella verbally arranged their oral attentions the way that she wanted, “Okay, white girls. You is God’s children too. It just be that you were made to please black women. Every creature under heaven got itself a purpose. Now, some fine black lady when they got three white sluts licking away, they want two sucking on titty and one on the pussy. Others, they want one kissing face while the other two kiss juicy black pussy and black ass. That be all well and good. Good for them I say. Luella got herself a different want. Let’s see here, you, other blonde with the fucked up braids in your hair. Shit, we should corn roll them! That will tell the whole world you a bitch for black ladies. Maybe later. For now, suck on my pussy. Up and down. All over. Don’t you miss an inch! Clean it by tongue. You other two? Pasty and Aurora Bored-ass, huh? I want you, same time as this other one, to be licking my feet and sucking my toes. Tell you what bitches, that is the real deal when you got three sluts pleasing you all the same time. Two on the feet and one on the pussy. It make like you a great big giant all over pussy. Like them telescopes where there’s more than one and they work together to make a big pisture. It make a real big picture all right. Picture of a great big galactic orgasm! Get to work, whitey cunts.” 

Maddy saw her three friends leap to obey. Her friends and yet they seemed like sexy strangers right then. She worked with one, Rebecca, and the other two, Paisley and Aurora, were also set to be bridesmaids at her wedding! 

Maddy wondered if every time she saw Rebecca at work she’d picture her as she was right then, starting to lick in earnest at Luella’s pussy. Or if, at the wedding, she’d picture Paisley sucking on Luella’s instep with a look of concentration on her face, or picture Aurora going down on a big black toe with a look on her face like she was eating a dessert. 

It stressed Maddy out that at any moment one of them could look over and see and recognize her. Maddy wished these other sluts weren’t here so she could relax and just enjoy being a total slut without fear of consequences. 

Maddy was almost relieved when the one named Fayola sat on her face. It would help hide her identity! Maddy was so grateful that it seemed right to go ahead and use her tongue to explore inside Fayola. Maddy thought every pussy seemed like its own special unique terrain. Her tongue was going to map it thoroughly! She would be the first ever cartographer who took measurements by tongue! 

This big pussy was so wet. To think, just moments ago Aurora had also been licking it. Probably some of the wetness was Aurora’s spit! Fayola’s position straight above Maddy’s mouth and with her knees to either side of Maddy’s head let gravity do its work. Maddy began to feel inundated with moisture. 

Maddy wondered if she’d get a flood when Fayola came. Instead of feeling disgusted she felt a sudden desperation to make it happen. Maddy already couldn’t catch her breath while Fayola sat on her face. Maybe if Fayola had a wet orgasm Maddy would drown. What a way to go! Well, all her problems would be over then, wouldn’t they? 

Fayola said, “I’m humping this head. This one got a good face for humping. She be born to have black pussy humping her.” 

The others laughed. One said, “You go get it, girl! Baptize that white bitch with black pussy!” 

“Lord be praised,” gasped Luella obviously feeling the effects of the mouths of Aurora, Rebecca, and Paisley. 

Jada said, “Liri, what hole you gonna target?” 

The one named Liri, who’d been dildo-fucking Rebecca a minute ago, said, “If in doubt, ass fuck. I’m gonna get that printed up on a T-shirt.” 

Jada and Dee laughed. Fayola could only groan from Maddy’s mouth work. 

Maddy noted her fate. Here it comes again. Her ass! Again! Well, it was not her decision. Nothing was. She was a leaf carried on the river of lust. So was her ass! 

Maddy felt Liri between her legs and then felt her pressing the head of the dildo down low. First it bumped Maddy’s perineum and then it moved lower. 

This was weird. Maddy had always thought you needed your rear up or had to be in doggy position or maybe lay on your belly for an ass fuck. But she was on her back and Liri was still going to ass fuck her. 

Maddy supposed that there was no such thing as upside down for a circular hole. 

The pressing pressed harder and Maddy’s ass easily gave ground. Maddy swore that her ass was now looser and more easily fuckable after all that it had been through. She also thought, with a wicked sense of naughty, that Rebecca’s slick pussy juice all over the dildo was helping a great deal. 

Oof! It slid right in and right up all of a sudden. Maddy felt uncomfortably full in a sexy way. She felt used and exploited in a sexy way. She felt like a total slut in a sexy way. 

Liri pumped the dildo in and out, all the way in, almost all the way out, and then all the way in easily, over and over. Maddy thought her ass was looser but she also knew that the dildo had started off wet from Rebecca’s pussy. Maddy thought that Rebecca ought to start her own business selling tiny bottles of her pussy juice as a lubricant for ass fucking. 

The sensations quickly became ever more amazing. Maddy felt wide open taken. 

Her clitoris felt a little lonely though. 

Not for long. 

Jada said, clearly not talking to Maddy, “You like my new nails? I just had them done.” 

Liri huffed, “That’s a great design on them. I like ’em. Sexy Jada!” 

Jada said, “I know someone else who is going to like them. Actually, she might have a love hate relationship with them.” 

Dee said, “Do it, Jada! Do what you do!” 

Liri’s ass fucking kept raising Maddy’s hips up which pushed her pussy up like it was being offered to the gods as a sexual sacrifice. Jada took up that offer. Maddy felt fingers spreading her pussy lips. 

Maddy wondered why she’d have a love hate relationship with that. It felt good. She loved it. She wanted Jada to play around with her pussy lips. 

Then she felt some more precise work. Jada slid back Maddy’s clitoral hood. That was fine. That was more than fine. Jada was going to touch her clitoris! Maddy wanted that. She was so full of lust and so full of fake cock up her ass. Why wouldn’t she want her clitoris played with? There was no love hate there. She loved it! 

Then, just a fraction of second before it happened, Maddy connected the dots. 

They had just been talking about Jada’s fingernails…. 

Oh no! Not again! 

Maddy felt her clitty pinched and then the pinch strengthened into something vicious quite beyond a mere pinching. It felt like Jada was crushing her swollen clitty! 

Maddy’s groans and cries went right up into Fayola’s pussy which effectively muffled them while Fayola also enjoyed them. 

Fayola said, “Oooo, ladies, my face ride just got better. Jada! Them new nails are great! Keep doing it! Fuck, pinch her harder! Fuck this white bitch. You fuck over her cleet-o-ris and I’ll fuck her face!” 

Liri said, “And I’m fucking that white ass! Lookee her jiggle. Aint’ no where to go. No where to run and only a pussy to hide in. Dee, get in on this.” 

Dee said, “I’m last to the party. Shit! Fuck! I guess I’ll just ride a hand.” 

Maddy, through her clitoral pain, barely noted it as Dee grabbed her left hand and sat on it grinding down. Then Maddy felt her nipples being plucked at and was forced to pay more attention. 

Dee demanded, “White girl, get your lazy fingers working. Get them up my pussy and make me feel good or I’ll rip off your nipples and add them to my collection.” 

Liri said, “Mmmm, mmmm, Dee don’t play! You better, white girl!” 

Maddy believed her. She was in no place to not believe anything. She forced herself to make her hand try to tunnel into pussy. Dee’s pussy was wet and big and Maddy almost thought she could have gotten all but her thumb in but didn’t dare. Her clitoris was a little tiny abused hostage! Now was no time to offend. Now was a time to please others and hope like hell. 

Jada began alternating between clitty crushing and clitty rubbing. Bad then good. Bad then good. 

Maddy’s visual world was pussy and black thighs. 

Her tactile world, in the background behind everything clitty, was ass, nipples, and hand in that order. 

Maddy’s sense of smell was all about pussy. The whole room, despite the open front door, had been like a pussy-scented air freshener squirted too many times from the start but now even more so. Fayola’s pussy rode Maddy’s nose as much as it did her mouth. 

Bad then good. Then not so bad and good. Then painful good then good. Then just waves of good good good! 

Jada didn’t stop pinching Maddy’s poor abused clitoris. It was just that Maddy’s clitoris chose to change its reaction. She couldn’t escape the fingernail vice so the effect of the vicious pinching was changed and reassigned. Bad? No! It was good! 

Fayola came on Maddy’s face and flooded juices onto her. 

Dee came while sort of sit-hopping on Maddy’s squished wet hand. 

Jada pinched clitty and her other hand used its nails to persecute Maddy’s rubbery hard right nipple. 

Liria rammed the dildo hard and deep with a grunt of finality, driving it just a few millimeters deeper than ever before up Maddy’s ass. 

Maddy came and saw stars behind her closed eyes. Hard silvery stars that shattered one after another into a thousand tiny mental shards. 

Maddy felt like she was dissolving in a vat of toxic acidic pleasures. 











CHAPTER NINETEEN







MADDY SLOWLY CAME back to herself. She had the sense that some time had passed and yet Fayola was still sitting on her face. Maddy’s eyes were closed and she felt like she didn’t want to open them. Ever. 

It wasn’t from shame, though shame infused her being like it always did after these new wrong pleasures and ever since she and Bailey visited that massage parlor. Sometimes that sense of shame was strong and sometimes it was an undercurrent but it was always there. 

The reason Maddy did not want to open her eyes was because that way she felt the pussy riding her face all the more. It also seemed like if she never opened her eyes again that the pussy would never leave her face. 

She knew that made no sense but there it was, in her head. Not only that it would somehow work that way but also that she wanted that. To have her face permanently buried in pussy. 

It also made no sense how Fayola’s pussy seemed to have a whole new flavor. Maddy, coming more and more back to herself, wondered if that was because she was tasting different after her orgasm, like her orgasm had even reached or possibly partly came from her taste buds, or if it was Fayola’s orgasm that released new flavors in Fayola. 

Fayola even smelled different. She smelled different whenever her pussy wasn’t pressing down on Maddy’s nose and Maddy could use her nose for air intake. 

Actually, Fayola’s pussy even felt different. Not as heavy and full. And her legs did not seem as fatty. Not nearly. Maddy could even hear through her ears most of the time now. 

It felt like she’d licked out or Fayola had sweated off about fifty pounds of excess weight…. 

The pussy licked weight loss plan. Sign up now! Giddy, Maddy thought all women everywhere would sign up for that, even the skinniest ones. 

She could hear Fayola quite clearly when she said, “Ride her face, girl. Fuck that face. You ain’t too good for it. This a reward.” 

That was weird! Was Fayola talking to her pussy? 

…! 

Maddy’s eyes opened wide and she looked up across an expanse of outwardly curved white tummy, well-formed breasts, and right into… Aurora’s eyes looking down at her! 

Aurora! Aurora was sitting on her face! Her college roommate! 

Aurora was looking right at her! Aurora knew it was Maddy! She knew she was riding Maddy’s face and Maddy saw the awareness in her eyes that she knew Maddy was now aware of what was going on. 

Aurora kept bouncing and sliding on Maddy’s face. 

Maddy thought, “Aurora is humping my face! She’s face-fucking me with her pussy!” 

Aurora ground down lustfully. She swiveled her pussy back and forth on Maddy’s nose and mouth. It seemed like it turned her on that Maddy knew it was her. 

When Aurora bounced hard the lower curve of her baby bump made light contact with Maddy’s nose. 

Baby bump! Good lord, all this while Aurora is pregnant! 

Aurora brought her fetus to an interracial lesbian orgy! 

Maddy had to acknowledge that it was impossible to find babysitters for fetuses. 

Maddy felt light-headed from her previous orgasm, intermittent air flow, and far too much awareness now of her current circumstances. Oh, the lost bliss of ignorance! 

She realized she must have been so out of it after that orgasm that she had been totally unaware of Fayola getting off her face and, what, probably ordering Aurora to sit on her face. That meant that Maddy had missed Aurora’s initial reaction when she realized Maddy was also at the orgy. 

Did the others also know? Did Rebecca and Paisley also know? 

That question was answered nearly immediately. Maddy heard Luella speak, “Pasty-ass, get over there and sucka the juice outa slutty-poo’s pussy. I understan’ you two used to go to lots of classes together. Same major or whatever. You go put on a class for her on pleasing pussy. You both have the same major all over again. This time it be in Pussy Studies.” 

Dee said, “That ain’t no liberal arts, Pasty. That be lubrication arts!” 

Pasty was what they called Paisley which meant… Paisley was going to go down on Maddy! 

No, wait, only if Paisley obeyed that order so… shit, Paisley was going to go down on her! 

To Maddy’s credit, when Paisley arrived at her legs, Maddy did try to keep them together. 

To Maddy’s debit – working at a bank she often thought of things in terms of credits and debits – little Paisley easily moved Maddy’s legs wide and Maddy made no attempt to get them back together again. 

Maddy felt Paisley cramming her whole body in between Maddy’s legs. 

Paisley! Her little buddy Paisley! 

One of her bridesmaids…. 

Paisley was pretty. Maddy had checked her out earlier when she was eating out Jada the fingernail pinch woman. Paisley had an unexpectedly great body. Small and toned but still soft in all the right spots. 

Maddy felt herself spreading her legs even further apart. Oh. Why had she done that? To give Paisley full access to Maddy’s pussy. 

Not because Maddy wanted what was going to happen. Of course not! Who could ever think such a thing! No no no. She did that so that Paisley could do a good efficient job with what she had to do. That way Maddy could cum more quickly. That was best just so they could get it over with. That was why. 

It was only a coincidence that Maddy also had stronger orgasms when her legs were spread wider. But that was so totally not why she spread her legs like that! 

Oh! She felt it! Paisley’s mouth was on her sex! Paisley was mouthing her! Even though Paisley knew it was Maddy! 

Something did not seem quite right about this whole not right scenario. Maddy could not put her finger on it… but she could put her tongue on it! 

Maddy felt Paisley’s tongue softly digging around in her soft folds. Paisley was working hard at it orally. Maddy felt her own wetness joining and mixing with the wetness of Paisleys’ saliva. Maddy was embarrassed by how wet she was and how the proof of that fact was literally on the tip of Paisley’s tongue. Paisley must notice. Did she like it and did it make her think less of Maddy? 

Aurora sure was grinding and busting a move on Maddy’s face. Even with that baby bump! And there Maddy was just laying there. 

That was just lazy! Maddy was all about the work ethic…. 

Maddy was known for always looking for extra things to do. To help out and to make a difference…. 

Maddy put her tongue to work on Aurora’s pussy and Aurora gave her positive feedback with her moans and by releasing extra moisture. That extra moisture was pretty much literally feeding Maddy. Re-hydrating her a little at least. 

Yes! Maddy definitely had put her tongue on what wasn’t right. She made it right but thrusting her tongue right up Aurora’s pussy. She wasn’t sure if things inside Aurora might feel different to her tongue yet due to Aurora’s pregnancy but, by God, her tongue was going to investigate and find out! 

Maybe that was why Aurora’s pussy tasted so different from Fayola’s. It was either that or personal cleanliness. 

Jada said, “It lookee like Aurora-bored ass and slutty-poo are going to be popping firecrackers. No reason to leave Pasty out of all the fun. Not when I got me a horny big toe. Pasty! You feel that? I bet you thought that was a cock! No way no how! That’s my big toe. I have the biggest big toe toenail in the tri-state area. I been growing it out since I was twelve. I buff it and smooth it and all but I don’t never clip it. Thas right, you getting toe fucked by the best! I’m thinking I’ve had more’n ten white pussies gripping and o-gasming on that toe. Even more on my other toe! You might end up be getting that athlete’s pussy but that ain’t my problem.” 

Maddy felt and heard Pasty – oh, that was to think, Paisley! Paisley – moaning into her pussy. It seemed Jada’s brag about her big toe might be true. It was working wonders with Paisley. Paisley licked faster and nuzzled her face firmly into Maddy’s pussy. 

Maddy found herself mentally cheerleading the toe fucking of Paisley. She thought fervently, “Do it, Jada! Toe fuck that pasty little white bitch, Pasty! Make Pasty love it! Make Pasty tongue fuck me harder! Toe fuck the shit out of Pasty!” 

Maddy dimly heard Luella again, “Rebel Rebecca, stop watching your work friend Maddy getting all sexed up with your mouth wide open like you can’t believe that shit. Believe it, girl! How you think you got those text recommendation and invites to the parlor for your free massage? Like those others did too. All of you are here because of dear Maddie. We got your numbers from her. So you owe her.” 

Maddy’s thoughts raced. So that was why all the white women here were people she knew! She knew how they’d done it also. They had gotten their contact information form Maddy. From her smart phone wile she was getting her “massage”. These massage parlor bitches really planned ahead! Even as they were seducing and dominating Maddy and Bailey, they were busily obtaining info to seduce and tame yet more women. Fucking busy bee bitches! 

They must have some way to get around the passwords on the smart phones. Then they texted recommendations and invites and-and-and maybe even damn gift cards or deals, in Maddy’s name, to Paisley, Rebecca, and Aurora. Invited them in to the trap and then took them as they showed up one by one. Likely all three of them had been through the same ordeal as Maddy and Bailey. Yeah, ordeal. All those orgasms. One after another after another. Now the massage parlor bitches had a hold on them also. After all, they were all here at the big interracial lesbian orgy. 

Now here Luella was makng it even worse by making it sound like Maddy herself had lured her friends in for lesbian seduction and domination! 

Luella had more “wisdom” to share with Rebecca, “Free massage! Iffa you think on it, your massages are all still going on. Who know? Might never end! Praise the Lord! In His in-fin-ite wis-dom he put the white women on da Earth to serve the black women. God’s plan.” 

Rebecca had the nerve, or the distracted lack of wisdom, to speak back, “Well, I don’t think God has anything to do with–” 

Luella roared, “Fucking bitch! You talking back to me when I’m talking up God? I testify for God. You talk back like that you be sacking the religious. That’s what that’s called.” 

Rebecca, “You mean… sacrilegious?” 

Luella roared again, “Fucking bitch! You dare to interrupt Luella when she speaks on behalf of the one and true God!?! No wonder you called Rebel Rebecca! Get your rebel ass across my lap. I’m gonna put down your rebellion. I’m going to put it down hard! I’m going to put down my hand hard on your rebel ass. I’m going to keep walloping it until it so red it look like the flames of Hell be shooting out of your ass crack!” 

Poor Rebecca! 

Maddy mentally shrugged a little. She had no time for sympathy. Her world was full of pussy and sensations from her own pussy. She had no time to feel bad for Rebel Rebecca. She obviously should have kept her mouth shut. At this orgy, with sluts like Maddy and her white friends, the only good open mouth was open in order to lick pussy, not talk. 

What was Rebel Rebecca thinking talking back to Luella when Luella was speaking on behalf of the one and true God? 

The nerve of some people! Well, Rebecca would have a whole lot of nerves firing messages of pain as a result. It sure sounded like Luella’s God was that one on the Old Testament. Maddy figured Rebel Rebecca had it coming. 

To Rebel Rebecca’s credit – and debit! — she at least obeyed Luella right away even knowing what was coming. It sounded like she got right up over Luella’s lap because, within seconds of being given that positioning order, thunderous spanks were landing. 

Rebel Rebecca had just so recently given Luella a great orgasm by mouth but that did not seem to lighten the severity of those spanks at all. At least Maddy could not imagine any spanks sounding any louder and harder than those. Luella was so muscular! Rebel Rebecca would have been better off with a linebacker spanking her! 

Rebel Rebecca kept making long mournful-sounding ooooos at each spank. Like a mourning dove. They didn’t end so much as they were cut off by the next spank and replaced by a new mournful ooooooo. 

Maddy just bet that Rebel Rebecca would be walking funny at the bank the next time they worked together even though Monday was a couple days away. Maddy thought you might be able to easily spot unbelievers who encountered Luella just by how they walked. 

Hell hath no fury such as that of a religious dominant lesbian black woman whose God has been trespassed upon! 

Maddy thought maybe she should secretly give Luella a nickname in return for all the white women getting nicknames. But the white women got bad humiliating nicknames. You couldn’t do that with Mistress Luella. Even if kept secret it would just be too disrespectful. 

Maddy knew the perfect, appropriate yet overly respectful nickname for Mistress Luella. 

The Black Inquisition. 

Probably not a super-hero. Probably a good name for a super-villain. See? Accurate! 

Maddy felt her own brand of fury deep in her pussy. It was going to happen again! Another orgasm! This time right onto the mouth of a friend and bridesmaid while another friend and bridesmaid came on her own mouth! 

Just as God intended? Seemed like it! 

Maddy and Aurora came at the same time and Maddy felt the sensory illusion of Aurora’s running pussy juice flowing into her mouth and seemingly flowing right back out of her through her own pussy and into Pasty’s mouth. 

As soon as Pasty was done thoroughly licking it up she backed up and turned on her knees and pressed her face down into the crusty carpet. This gave Jada and her massive big toe toenail an easy open target. Minutes later Pasty came while masochistically rubbing her face wildly on the nasty carpet with Jada’s huge big toe as deep in her pussy as it could get. 

Maddy was sitting up by then and, watching, thought that Pasty was going to end up with carpet burns all over her chin, forehead, and nose. That and maybe athlete’s pussy! Talk about getting it at both ends! 

When that orgasm calmed, Maddy heard sobbing. It sounded like a sniveling baby. Maddy realized she no longer heard the thunderous spanks. The source of the crying? There was Rebel Rebecca wilted over Luella’s lap. Her ass was so red that Maddy at first thought someone had painted it with red paint. Nope. That was just spank effect. Highly effective spanks. 

Poor Rebel Rebecca. Well… she had it coming, Maddy guessed. A silver lining was that Luella sooner or later would probably find a reason to spank Maddy and now maybe her arm was a little tired. She could not spank the rest of them quite as viciously. 

Way to take it for the team, Rebel Rebecca! Well… way to take about two hundred of them. 

Slowly Rebel Rebecca’s sobs simmered down as a reflection of the diminishing heat pouring from her ass cheeks. It was amazing to see an adult woman like Rebecca, usually so composed, crying like a baby. 

Then Rebel Rebecca’s sound effects flamed up. The sobs went away and grunts, indelicate and yet pretty in an exotic way, came faster and louder. What was going on? Was that some kind of allergic reaction to the severity of the spanking? 

Maddy leaned up and forward. Oh, then she saw. The same hand that had spanked Rebel Rebecca was further quashing the rebellion (The alleged rebellion. It really wasn’t much of a rebellion.) by giving pleasure. Luella’s big hand worked energetically and firmly between Rebel Rebecca’s split legs. 

Rebel Rebecca was no longer wilted on Luella’s lap. She arched and relaxed again and again like a seal trying to snap a treat fish out of the air. 

Maddy knew what those fingers of Luella’s were like. They were like a gang of black cocks all vying to get into pussy. 

First Luella gave her severe pain and now pleasure. 

Maddy guessed that sometimes the Lord giveth one way and then, instead of doing the whole “taketh” thing, just went ahead and gave in a new way. First pain and then pleasure. The Lord sure was a giver and he worked through Luella! 

Eventually Luella – and the Lord thru her obviously – went ahead and gave Rebel Rebecca an orgasm. Rebecca flopped about on Luella’s lap like a fish out of water until Luella shoved her to the floor. 

All the white women were getting personal time with the carpet! 

Rebel Rebecca could not enjoy her orgasm for long because, of course, she had to orally clean up the mess she’d made in Luella’s lap. Then Luella had her keep going until Luella came again and Rebel Rebecca went ahead and slurped that up without even being told to do it. She wasn’t dumb, she knew what to do! 

Now she was also highly motivated. She never ever wanted to endure another savage spanking like that. She’d thought she was going to die. She’d wanted to because it hurt so bad. It still hurt. 

Never again! 

Never again if it was just the savage spanking. But… if Luella wanted to spank her nearly to death and then also used her finger cocks like that… then that was okay. Rebel Rebecca would be fine with that. More than fine! 

She wondered how she could get Mistress Luella angry enough to do it again, spank her like that, but in such a way she could count on Mistress Luella also using her hand like that afterward to give her such a tremendous orgasm. 

Against all odds, Maddy was horny again. Seeing proper Rebecca given such a proper domination had turned her on all over again. Maddy was starting to feel like she could no longer be sexually satisfied and that she’d just always want more and more. That didn’t worry her. It sounded good! 

Something else sounded like the nine of them were not alone inside the little house. There were thumps and female cries coming from the upstairs. 

Maddy wondered how many other black women were up there and how many other white women were being used by them. It made her mouth water. More flavors! 

It sounded like there must be at least more than two up there. 

Wouldn’t it be just so funny if Maddy also knew whoever those white women were? 

Not! 

Luella stood up and cleared her throat, “Ladies, and by ladies I mean Dee, Jada, Fayola, and Liri, so, ladies and sluts, sluts you know who you are, time to honor an orgy tradition that goes all the way back to three months ago.” 

Dee, Jada, Fayola, and Liri began a quiet background chant while they danced around, “Sticky-lippy lipstick. Sticky-lippy lipstick! Sticky-lippy lipstick!!” 

Were they… saying “sticky-lippy lipstick”? 

They were. They kept chanting it while Luella continued. 

“Downstairs sluts versus upstairs sluts. Okay, you downstairs sluts, we’re going to put some lipstick on you and we’ll lay it on thick. Your mission, should you choose to accept it or not, it still will be, is to go upstairs and unleash your slutty kissers. There are two bedrooms up there. Left and right. The bathroom is out of bounds. It’s all dark up there once the lights are off. The windows all have blinds. You go into one of the bedrooms and find whatever slut you can in there. They also gonna got the lipstick on. Everyone got a different color. You want to land as many full wet lipstick smearing kisses as you can. Point per full lip imprint. Two points onna the face, three points onna tit, three points onna an ass, ten points onna a pussy or close ’nuff. Got it? But minus what kisses are on you right back. Whoever hassa the most points when the stove alarm go off they don’t need to take a spanking like that one Rebel Rebecca just took.” 

Rebel Rebecca looked panicked, “Oh God! I have to win! My ass can’t take that again! God save me!” 

Luella grinned, truly happy, “Lord be praised! The slut called on the Lord most proper for help and guidance! The slut seen the light! The Lord God’s light! I am an implement of God and am so happy to make the converts for him.” 

Maddy mentally muttered to herself, “The Black Inquisition….” 

Luella stepped up to Rebecca and rubbed Rebecca’s pussy up and down. Firmly. Rebecca widened her stance and more than held still for it. She pushed her pussy against Luella’s hand. 

Luella stared into Rebecca’s wide eager-to-please eyes, “Rebel Rebecca, now that you seen the Lord’s light I think Sunday I’m gonna bring you to church with me. Black church. You gonna meet my church friends. You gonna show them what a convert you are, what Luella made you into. That will make them happy and earn your Mistress Luella even more respect with them. Then you gonna make them happy a whole ‘nother way. Right there on your knees in the pews. Whatchoo think about that? It’s okay, you can go ahead and tell me how much your appreciate I’m willing to forgive and bring you to church.” 

It looked like Rebecca couldn’t get her eyes to focus. Her words were slurred with passion, “Thank you soooo much, Mistress Luella. I’ll do my best to please your friends.” 

Rebecca humped harder on Luella’s hand like her own words turned her on. Luella pulled it away with a nasty grin and had Pasty lick it clean. 

The black women pulled out wide cheap garish lipsticks and each one grabbed a white woman to put it on them. Luella supervised the overall process. They put it on extra wide and much further than just the lips. The white women all looked like sexy clowns with wide bright clown lips when they were done. 

Maddy saw herself in a mirror. Burnt orange? It looked so awful on her lips! It didn’t go with her blonde hair at all! That Liri must have chosen that color just to be mean. Maddy saw that the others were similarly made up. Rebel Rebecca had a neon blue color, Pasty had a bright orange, and Aurora bored-ass had a violet shade. 

Maddy heard tromping on the steps leading to the second floor. She turned and saw three black women coming down the stairs. Two she did not know. The third was Ola! 

Ola grinned her black moon round face at Maddy, “What’s up, girl? You getting enough ac-tion? I can fix it if not.” 

Maddy swallowed. What was Ola doing here? Why had they invited Maddy here and not her sister, Bailey? Or, had Bailey just been strong enough to say no and hadn’t told Maddy? 

Rather awkwardly, feeling like a shy schoolgirl trying to answer the toughest question at the spelling bee, Maddy answered Ola, “I’m getting enough. I mean, ah, I don’t need any more… action.” 

Ola laughed cheerfully, “You may not need it but I bet you want it. We gonna hook up later, girl. I’ll teach you how to please big Ola’s body. That sexy little sister of yours, she learned real quick back at the parlor. You gonna be a quick learner, too?” 

Maddy was highly conscious of Rebecca, Paisley, and Aurora all looking and listening. 

Maddy stammered, “I’ll… I’ll try my best, Mistress Ola.” 

Oh, she sounded so weak-kneed and so awfully subservient. And she’d called big fat Ola her Mistress right in front of her coworker and two of her bridesmaids! 

Somehow, it all turned her on. She felt a freshening of the wetness in her pussy. 

They humiliated her and then she just… liked it! Part miracle and part curse. 

She guessed Ola and Luella were more than just coworkers at the parlor. They hung out with each other outside of work. As in, they let it all hang out. That made sense. They sure had common interests! 

She bet Ola was lonely without Bailey here. Well, maybe not lonely but someone would need to take up the baton and properly please the big woman. It sounded like that someone would be Maddy, at least in part. 

Bailey! She unknowingly left Maddy holding the “heavy end” of a Mistress to please. Well, she was sure Bailey had no idea her failure to step forward would lead to Maddy having to take on the heavy load of an extra black woman. 

It just seemed so weird that “her” black Mistress, Luella, would invite Maddy but that Bailey’s black Mistress Ola wouldn’t invite Bailey. Unless maybe even Ola knew that Bailey would never say yes. 

Maybe Bailey had been invited but hadn’t said anything about it because she hadn’t wanted to stress out Maddy and thought Maddy was no risk to give in to such an invite if she also got one. 

Maddy wished that she hadn’t given in. But she was also glad she had! She did wish she could be as strong as her sister. Maddy was the older sister. She was supposed to be the strong one! 

Ola yelled back up the stairs, “Second floor sluts, here come the first floor sluts. Kick their asses! No, wait, kiss their asses. And their tits and pussies!” 

Luella said, “I got the timer ready to go, sluts. Two minutes. My hand is also ready to spank ass until I make it into lava ass. It’ll feel like that.” 

Ola said, “Your big hands are the hands of God working damnation on the sluts.” 

Maddy silently thought to herself, “The Black Inquisition… coming to a town near you.” 

Luella said, pointing at Rebecca and Paisley, “You two first. You other two, wait. We only have two white sluts up there. Don’t you feel left out! Aurora bored-ass and slutty-poo, you guys will be round two. The fucking championship round!” 

Rebecca and Paisley weren’t as hesitant as Maddy would have thought they’d be. Then again, who could hesitate much with Luella’s hands still attached to her arms? It wasn’t like Rebecca and Paisley weren’t going to do it. 

Luella said to Rebecca and Paisley, “When I say go you go. The time starts then so you better get up those steps quick, first one up gonna get a couple smootches head start. Or lip start. Rebel, you go to da room onna left. Pasty, you go to the room onna right. You got that?” 

They both nodded their understanding. 

Rebecca and Paisley, who only knew each other at all from Maddy’s bridal shower, crowded nude to the base of the staircase where Ola held a big flabby arm straight across like one of those gate bars that can raise and lower. Obviously Ola’s arm was the starting line. 

Maddy noticed Rebecca elbow Paisley back behind her slightly. Paisley winced and then crowded forward again shoving a little knee into the back of one of Rebecca’s knees which made her buckle and curse. 

Luella yelled, “One, two, three, four, I declare a slut war! Go get ’em! Fucking go!” 

Ola, working with gravity, lowered her heavy arm. 

Paisley ducked down under Rebecca’s arms and scampered forward up the steps. 

Rebecca barely got a grip on her ankle. She pulled Paisley back thumping step by thumping step. Paisley wailed. 

Rebecca began up the steps and Paisley tried to grab her ankle in return. Rebecca felt that, paused, and mashed her bare foot down on Paisley’s little fingers. Paisley wailed much louder then! 

Rebecca thumped up the steps with her French Mohawk braid in disarray and her tight ass tensing with each step. 

Paisley yelled curses after Rebecca. 

Maddy didn’t think she’d ever heard Paisley swear before. 

Animals! These black women were making them into something even less than sluts. They were making them into selfish animals! 

Or… had they always been and these Mistresses were only just laying it bare? 











CHAPTER TWENTY







MADDY AND AURORA and the various black Mistresses all looked up the staircase expectantly. Paisley’s white nicely shaped rear had just disappeared from view just a second or two behind Rebecca. 

It turned out there was another black Mistress up there because they heard her yell, “You dumb little white slut! Don’t be running into me and bouncing off my big black bee-a-uti-full boobies! You coulda bruised me! Oh, Charanda gonna teach you a lesson you won’t forget!” 

They quickly knew which of the white women was being refereed to because they heard Rebecca try to explain or excuse herself, “I’m sorry! I came up here and actually you ran into me. I think maybe you couldn’t see past your big… well, I nearly fell down when you ran into me. It was you who– ow ow ow!” 

“Lemme just take you by your convenient ear handle here….” 

“Owww!” It sounded like Rebecca in pain yet again so soon after that awful spanking. 

“Oh, you got those itty bitty ears just like the rest of your itty bitty body. I wish you wuz one third the size you is cuzza then I’d just stuff you up my big pussy and birth you out when I o-gasm! That’s the fucking way to be giving birth, I tell you what! C’mere now, you need to learn Charanda ain’t no pinball machine you can be bouncing offa. Lookee you, blonde bitch with that stupid braid in yo hair. Maybe you gonna end up be getting a whole new kinda braid atta some point soon. You’ll see. Other bitch, you pale-ass scrawny little thing. You some kind of fucking hobbit? Sexy hobbit though, I give you dat. You wait now, hear me? No cheating. I gonna gotta punish yo white friend slut and then you two gonna be start atta same time. Okay now, Little Ears – that sound like an Indian name! – let’s go to the powder room all laaaaady like and thenna I gonna give you a nice swirly all laaaaaady like.” 

Oh no! Poor Rebecca! A grown woman about to get a swirly! 

Maddy did not want to believe it but every time she felt that way she ended up being forced to believe it. It always went ahead and happened whatever it was that made you feel disbelief. Ever since that trip to the massage parlor. 

Disbelief could not save them! 

They heard thumps and dragging sounds through the thin floor above them. The floorboards creaked like a ship at sea. Wow, Charanda must be a really big woman! 

Ola winked and grinned at Maddy, “Charanda is my cousin or something like that near as we can figure. I like hanging out with her. She makes me feel so small and delicate as a sparrow.” 

Jada and Liri laughed and Dee, Luella, and Fayola tried to keep smiles off their faces. 

Ola took umbrage, “Fuck you bitches! You ain’t no ballerinas neither!” 

Maddy tried to hear what was going on up there but there was too much noise. She did hear a toilet flush because the pipes rattled and you could hear water rushing in them. Maddy thought this was the cheapest worst built house she’d ever been in. It was a marvel that strong winds didn’t blow it down like some construct for a movie set. 

A swirly! Poor Rebecca! 

Maddy looked at Aurora. Wow, for some reason Aurora looked pissed at her. 

“What?” said Maddy. 

“Rebecca just got a swirly because of you, Maddy.” 

“What? I didn’t do anything!” 

“You and your fucking texted gift cards for a free massage. I guess you think Rebecca’s face got a water massage from that swirly. All this time and I guess I never knew you.” 

“Aurora! No, wait, you don’t understand–” 

Dee said, “What’s this? White sluts talking? To each other? Without permission? Fuck that! You always on the slut clock with us, you get no breaks, and your shift never ends. Get it? No more talking. Just do as we say.” 

Maddy guessed her explanation would have to wait for some other time. If, that is, Aurora would ever talk to her again. 

A subversive thought arrived that Aurora “bored-ass” really should be more grateful anyway. So what even if Maddy had tricked her into this whole submission to black lesbians thing? It hadn’t but so what if she had? It was working out for Aurora wasn’t it? Despite her new nickname there was no way Aurora was bored by all this. 

Hadn’t she just orgasmed on Maddy’s mouth a few minutes ago? No one was ever bored while orgasming! 

Fuck Aurora! She ought to thank Maddy for doing what she actually did not do! 

Ha! Maddy thought, “We’ll see if I let her sit on my face again!” 

Maddy’s anger deflated a little as she realized whether or not Aurora sat on her face wasn’t up to her or Aurora anymore. It was out of her hands and Aurora’s pussy probably would be on her face and Maddy’s tongue probably would be in her pussy at some point in the future. 

That was when Maddy realized that she was no longer thinking of this night, this orgy, as a one time event. 

She was in too deep. How could she ever get out now? 

It was all so… interesting and… arousing… and addictive. She felt like an addict. Right then she could not picture herself turning away from all this. Her last orgasm still had the nerve endings in her skin tingling all over her body. She was antsy to see what was next. She was full of secret forbidden anticipation. 

It was so much more thrilling than being with Scott. Hell, being with Scott almost seemed like a negative in comparison. Maybe it was. 

She’d need them to turn her away. She needed the black Mistresses to kick her to the curb. But good luck with that! There were so many of these black women and they were, mostly, so big. Big in size and big in appetite, more than one appetite, and they were so full of demanding confidence. Even if one got bored with her – not likely with her hotness – there was no way all of them would get bored. 

Damn it! Hotness was a handicap in this situation! They’d never let her go! 

Maddy thought about Aurora again and imagined her bent over the toilet, with her face down in the water, taking that swirly. Her mind did not shy from that image. It was more like she was trying to memorize every detail. So sick! So very… something. 

A fleeting thought interrupted her visualization. She and Rebecca would need to see each other again outside of this orgy. At least at the bank even if Aurora wouldn’t come to Maddy’s wedding. What would they, what could they, say to each other away from these black Mistresses? Would they act like business as usual or would they compare notes on which black Mistress pussy flavor they preferred? 

They heard Charanda up there back in the hallway apparently with Rebecca in tow, “That your first swirly, Little Ears? Your ass looked so cute when yo head was in that toilet bowl. I like to give swirlies. I think you like it too. I think this gonna be our new thing. I’ma get yo number from Luella and I’ma gone call you, could be any time, and you gonna come running. Then I can give you lots of swirlies, one after another. Right now, we got stuff to do. Some day this week we gonna find out if you can cum while getting a swirlie. I betcha I make ya. I’ma gonna make you love the swirlies so much you be asking other people years from now to give you swirlies.” 

Holy shit! Maddy thought Charanda sounded as monstrous as her size purported to be. Poor Rebecca! When she got those Charanda calls she’d have no choice. She’d have to come running to get her swirlies. 

Maddy wondered if Charanda would really be able to make Rebecca cum while getting a swirly. She guessed anything was possible. Then she wondered of Charanda could even make Maddy cum while doing that to her. No way! It was so disgusting and so humiliating that it could not be possible. Then why did she suddenly feel so much more aroused and ready? If it was so bad then it shouldn’t turn her on so much. The way Charanda treated her poor friend Rebecca (Rebel Rebecca) turned her on and putting herself in Rebecca’s place turned her on even more. 

Maddy was starting to profoundly buy into the idea that she was a submissive lesbian slut. No one at the bank would ever expect that of her. Except, now obviously, Rebel Rebecca would more than suspect, she’d know. 

Anyone who knew Maddy who found out about this part of her would be so disappointed. Right then that “part” of her felt like the majority of her. A great big majority. All the rest of her, all the habits and likes and dislikes, mannerisms, and skills at different things, all combined, felt like a minority to that submissive majority. 

Her submissive majority was dominating her white bread world of right and wrong and all these minority members at this interracial orgy were, in turn, dominating her submissive majority! 

Except Charanda. So far. Maddy looked forward to Charanda forcing her to do things. It gave her a hot shiver. She thought about volunteering to take the next swirly. 

Also, Ola. Maybe Ola would make her do things and then maybe in a few days Maddy would hint about it or just blurt it out “by accident” to Bailey. She wondered if Bailey would be jealous. Probably shocked, disappointed in Maddy, and then secretly jealous. Maddy got invited to the big orgy and little sis didn’t! 

She loved her sister but all sisters competed to some degree. Society might look at this as a loss to Msddy but she felt like she’d won. Take that sis or, maybe, more like “don’t take that” or “you don’t get that”. 

Maddy figured she’d need to make sure to stand close to Ola, and Charanda if she came downstairs, so that when they felt like using a white slut she’d be right there available and volunteered by convenience. All natural like. Then Maddy would be like, “Who me? If I must then I will.” 

Oh, so slutty! The sluttier she thought the more she wanted sex, any sex, but mostly something nasty. Something par for the course! 

That actually made her think of Scott again. Scott loved to golf. He’d totally appreciate the analogy she’d just used. Her participation in an interracial lesbian orgy? Not so much. 

Fuck Scott. She needed him out of her head. He didn’t fit in here. Not even in her mind. He felt like an anchor keeping her from sailing to new shores. She couldn’t take him to any of the best places, places like this shabbily constructed bare bones house. They would not let him in and, if he tried to force his way in, she bet any one of these black Mistresses could and would physically destroy him. 

They heard Charanda address Rebel Rebecca and Pasty, “You two had too much time waiting and getting swirled and all that shit. Lemme just freshen up that lipstick.” 

There was a pause as Charanda presumably refreshed the lipstick on them. 

Charanda, “Whitey sluts, I’ma gonna spank you each atta same time and you go inta dem rooms and you kiss up the white girls in there. Putta as many smooches all over assa you can. Aim for those cunts! Lotta points from nailing them cunts with smooches. Alla is fair. You can hit, kick, pull hair, any damn thing. Wait, fuck, no eye-gouging. One-eyed white sluts ain’t near so sexy as wit two eyeballs. Oh, and no fucking talking or words! Anyone talk they be going over my knee for an hour long spanking. Everyone find out who did what to who at the big reveal. Two minutes. Go sluts!” 

They heard dual hard spanks land followed by girlish yelps. 

Game on! 

Doors opened and then closed real hard, so hard it had to be Charanda closing them to not allow light in. There was a thunder of thumps from upstairs. The ceiling seemed thinner than the walls of a cheap motel. 

There wasn’t any talking – no one wanted an hour long spanking! – but there were plenty of cries of pain and grunts of effort. It sounded like two simultaneous cat-fights were going on. 

Maddy felt her adrenaline spike just from hearing it. Soon it would be her up there in the dark fighting to land thick lipstick smooches while trying to avoid them in return. 

It had been a long time since Maddy had been in a fight and it was one of those girly windmill slapping fights that was quickly broken up. A high school house party. The other girl thought Maddy picked up and drank her plastic cup of beer. Maddy probably even had done that by accident but it wasn’t worth a fight. 

Maddy thought she better study up on the internet on good fighting moves before the next orgy. 

Oh God, was she already thinking about the “next orgy”? She was. She was so lost! 

For two minutes the furious thumps and cries went on. They heard a lamp break and numerous items fall and the heavier thumps of bodies falling. It sounded so vicious! 

Maddy’s muscles tensed with the adrenaline and she swore her pussy swelled and dripped with lubrication. She wasn’t sure of she was getting turned on by the thought of fighting some other naked girl or the thought of how she was being forced to do this. 

Being forced to do things was so incredibly sexy! 

The drawback was that you could only truly be forced to do what you didn’t want to do. That meant that to get this sexy feeling she had to end up doing all sorts of things she’d never do, with reason, and was then ashamed of doing them. 

Maddy wanted them to force her to do things she did not want to do! 

When the two minutes were up – Luella had reset the stove alarm and it went off – they heard Charanda retrieve Rebel Rebecca and Pasty from their rooms. It sounded like she had to forcibly extricate them in the dark. 

They could then hear her address them in the darkened upstairs hallway, “You did all right, white sluts. You sounded like wildcats in there and I ain’t heard no words so dat’s fine. Ha! Little Ears, your ears may be little but I guess you still able to listen wit dem. By da way, one-a them ears got blood on it. Ain’t no thing. Here, I just scoop it up on my finger like dat and you, other bitch, you licky my finger clean. Yeah, that’s it now, lick it up yum yum good. You a hobbit lesbo slut vampire now I guess. You pale as one! Ha ha!” 

Maddy was more appalled than ever. Pasty had to lick up Rebel Rebecca’s blood! That was so nasty! 

Charanda said, “Here now, I’ma gonna put some fresh sticky lipstick on you two sluts so later everyone gonna know who did what to who when it cumma to point table-lating time.” 

After a minute they heard spanks and Rebel Rebecca and Pasty came down the steps. They looked like wet naked sexy lipstick covered soldiers returning from war. Sexual wreckage covered in lipstick lip prints. 

It looked like Rebel Rebecca had about a dozen full lips lipstick smooches on her body, five of them on her tits. A bright neon green color. Pasty had a ton of fuchsia smooches including two on or right next to her pussy. Maddy was pretty sure Pasty was going to end up losing once the points were “table-lated”. 

Rebel Rebecca’s right ear was bloody at the ear lobe and Pasty had nasty deep and long scratches on her chest and stomach maybe just a millimeter away from being actually bloody. Maddy felt more adrenaline release into her system knowing she, too, would be going up there to possibly be wounded. First her pride yet further and then maybe her body as well. 

Luella said, “You two sluts go lay on the couch or, wait, no, the fucking floor over there. I guess even sluts deserve a rest sometime. No touching that lipstick all over you up ’til we table-late them points.” 

Luella addressed Maddy and Aurora, “Slutty-poo and Bored-ass, it be your turn now. This here is the championship round. Fresh sluts up there to fight just like you two are fresh. This isn’t a two-minute thing. This is gonna maybe take some time. It ain’t timed or nothing. You need to go in and, just like these other sluts, land lots of smooches all over for the points. That’s the same but you also need to make whatever other bitch is in there cum. Don’t care how or how long it takes. Make the bitch cum! Also, don’t let her make you cum. No fucking talking. Way this works is, if she be cumming, you walk or crawl on out. First one out must be the winner and musta made the other one cum. Any lying or cheating and you won’t be leaving this here house until a month from now and every day gonna be a new ring of Hell. That fucking Dante guy! Nine rings? Was he shitting us all? I know, like, a hundred rings of Hell and will introduce you personal-like to each and every one.” 

The Black Inquisition! 

Maddy vowed to follow the rules. She was going to make her bitch slut opponent cum or die trying! She was going to follow the rules, especially the one about doing anything and everything to win other than eye-gouging. 

She was going to win! She was going to show them all that banker sluts were the toughest of all sluts! 

Something bothered Maddy though. She tried to put her mental finger on it. Then she saw Aurora. Oh fuck! Aurora was pregnant and they wanted to make her cat-fight or wrestle? That was just awful! 

She had to say something but she knew she better be as respectful as possible. 

“Oh, great and powerful black Mistresses.” Shit! That might be overdoing it. She sounded like she was doing the nude off Broadway version of Wizard of Oz when they appeal to the great Oz in the Emerald City. “This slut begs you. Aurora is, that is to say, the white slut Aurora-bored ass is pregnant and should be permitted to avoid, you know, fighting.” 

Fayola said, “Why? You think it ain’t fair to the other slut waiting up there what with how it’ll be two against one?” 

The other black Mistresses laughed. 

Maddy noticed Aurora was glaring at her. What? She was just trying to help! Then Maddy realized that Aurora was actually looking forward to this challenge and was worried that Maddy’s intervention might exclude her. She wanted to fight! 

Maddy thought that totally bizarre but also understandable. She could empathize. She also wanted to go up there and do this smooch fight orgasm contest. She really did. She wanted to go prove herself to the black Mistresses. Then she’d earn a little respect and then they enjoy it even more washing away her new respect in flowing pussy juice. Grinding it away while grinding on her face. Making it puff away like dust from a carpet as they spanked her. 

Eventually the Mistresses decided to issue some tailored instructions. They had Charanda open each of the doors up there and instruct the sluts in each room to make sure not to kick or punch their opponent in the stomach area. 

Maddy felt good about her good deed. The black Mistresses hadn’t even punished her for speaking up! 

They had their lipstick freshened up. That awful burnt orange color! 

Liri laughed, “Lookee that orange on the blonde’s lips! Blonde and orange sure don’t go!” 

The black Mistresses laughed. Maddy did not. Dammit, if she was going to be a total slut she at least wanted to look her best while doing it. She touched her lower lip and looked at the lipstick on her fingertip. It came off so easy. That was some purposely cheap lipstick that served their whole “sticky lipstick” game. 

Ew! Burnt orange! Who made it and why? Who willingly wore it and why? It didn’t go with blonde but, then again, it didn’t go with anything. Whoever produced it probably even made lipstick in Pantone 448 C, the world’s ugliest color. At least they hadn’t put Pantone 448 C on her. Probably next time, those black bitches! 

They had Aurora and Maddy line up at the bottom of the stairs. Maddy noticed that Aurora kept getting her nearest shoulder in front of Maddy’s. Really!?! Aurora was going to try to compete as to who got up the stairs first? Really? After seeing how shamefully Rebecca and Paisley behaved? 

Luella yelled, “Go white sluts, go! 

Aurora rammed her near elbow into Maddy’s gut and launched forward. 

That cunt! 

Maddy had already been so full of adrenaline and now her level boosted into the stratosphere. She punched the back hollow of Aurora’s nearest knee, heard a weird popping sound and Aurora went face first into a carpeted stair edge. 

Serve that prego bitch right! 

Maddy scampered almost past her, hesitated, and then kicked back with the sole of her foot onto Aurora’s raised forehead causing her to slip down on her stomach several stairs her baby bump causing her body to undulate like a lazy inchworm. 

Shit! That was bad. Maddy felt a piercing guilt. 

Fuck it. That fetus should have chosen a mother who wasn’t a total cunt. 

Maddy surged up the stairs leaving her one time roommate, now former friend, and would-have-been bridesmaid weakly scrabbling to crawl up the steps…. 











CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE







AT THE TOP of the steps Maddy met Charanda who she’d only known until then from hearing her deep voice. No wonder Rebecca ran into her! She was huge! She filled the hallway. Also, she was quite dark and the hallway was totally dark other than the light that leaked up the staircase. 

The only reason Maddy herself did not run into her was because Charanda grabbed Maddy by the arm, “Hold on now, white girl, which one is you?” 

It was hard to hear Charanda over the blaring gospel rap. For some reason the black Mistresses downstairs had just turned it way up. The words of the song were shocking. Something about Jesus the Lord crushing his enemies with a flaming sword (which made no physical sense because a sword cuts and does not crush) and that His enemy’s heads left their bodies in a graceful way that only Jesus the True Lord could make happen when decapitating. 

Maddy thought if they wanted someone to worship who crushed his enemies that they should pray to Thor. Thor had that big hammer thing. 

Then the song went on rapping that Jesus the Lord made it rain the blood of his decapitated enemies down upon the people and they were washed clean in their blood. 

That was demented! Also, it made no sense. You can’t clean yourself with blood! 

The Jesus in the song sounded like he took a vacation into the old testament. Or like it was the early Jesus and that once Jesus matured and was less savagely juvenile he had eventually become much more tolerant. 

Maddy wondered if this song was chosen to get them all fired up to fight each other. She sure hoped no flaming swords were involved. She was unarmed! 

Charanda shook her by the arm again. Small movements by Charanda made Maddy toss around. The woman was so huge that Maddy felt like her doll. 

Charanda yelled into her ear, “I fucking ask you, which is you!” 

“Which… one?” Maddy felt stupid. Obviously, which white slut! 

“Which black pussy-licking black-loving white bitchy slut you be?” 

“I’m Maddy. Or, I guess, maybe Slutty-poo also.” 

“Okay then. I’ma gonna put you through this here door. Do best you can to kick ass and not get your ass kicked. ‘Member now, you needa get your fightmate to O-gasm! Get as much lipstick on her as you can also. O-gasm don’t count less you got some good sticky lipstick smooches to mark her also.” 

Before Maddy could acknowledge these instructions and tips, Charanda pushed open a door that Maddy could hardly make out in the dark and shoved Maddy so hard into the rectangle of total darkness that she felt like someone threw her. 

She landed and skidded to a halt on her knees She heard Aurora arrive at the top of the steps behind her and heard Charanda yelling to her that her sticky lipstick was not on thick enough and that Charanda would fix it for her because it was important to have thick layers to leave on her “fightmate”. 

Maddy briefly wondered how Charanda could choose lipstick color and apply it in the dark of the hallway and then she had a bigger problem to consider. 

Maddy heard the door slam behind her. It was just her and her unknown “fightmate” somewhere in this room. 

Maddy began standing and then a body tackled her. Maddy’s head ricocheted off something firm but soft like the side of a mattress and then the other woman was on top of her. 

Maddy realized the woman was just as naked as she was. It should not have been a surprise but it was shocking suddenly having bare pussy lips sliding on her tummy as she tried to twist her opponent off from on top of her. 

Maddy felt a kiss land on her forehead so she head butted that mouth but she did it too lightly, too worried about hurting this unknown female, because the mouth came right back and landed another smooth on Maddy’s left cheek. 

Fuck, a few seconds in and she was already losing! 

Luckily, this person was built more lightly than Maddy. Maddy guessed that her opponent had about the same build as her sister, Bailey, which meant Maddy could take her! 

She reached up desperate and hoping that her opponent also had long hair like her younger sister. She did! Maddy got a handful of hair and pulled levering the woman backward. Where the head went the body must follow! And the hair determined where the head went so…. 

Maddy’s opponent had no choice but to follow her hair and follow her head and arch over backward and sideways and off of Maddy. 

Maddy followed eager to score points. The Maddy strikes back! Revenge of the Maddy! Gift of the Maddy! 

Maddy knew where her opponent landed and was able to land her upper body on her opponent’s tummy. She began feverishly kissing all over that abdomen. Even in the middle of the fight she appreciated how it was such a flat muscular tummy. Apparently this woman was athletic, maybe a runner like Bailey. 

Wait! The pussy! That was worth the most points and afforded the best chance to make her enemy orgasm! 

Maddy swiveled on top of the woman but, just as she got her face over the pussy, the woman grabbed her by the hair with both hands and dragged her up her body. Maddy realized she couldn’t stay in place despite her toes scrabbling at carpet. 

Whoever this bitch was, the hair pulling really hurt! 

Maddy made the best of it. As her face was pulled up that slim muscular body she realized a target was coming into range. 

Two targets! 

No doubt surprising the woman who hadn’t fully thought out the effects of her reaction to protect her pussy from kisses, Maddy began planting big full smooches on those nicely shaped tight breasts below her face. They weren’t large but they were well-formed and firm. 

The woman realized what was happening and rolled until she was, just like that, on top of Maddy. It was like a scene Maddy saw in a nature show of an alligator in a river with a deer or gazelle or some four-legged hooved creature and how the alligator rolled and rolled basically both biting and drowning its victim to death. 

Maddy tried to roll out of her new bottom position but the woman was ready for that and had her knees splayed out wide now with her bare pussy again sliding on Maddy. The woman’s position gave her great balance and leverage and made her hard to displace. 

Maddy could tell there was no pussy hair so the woman must shave completely. Wow, everyone was doing that! Bailey and Maddy also! Maddy could not roll so she tried to lever her upper body up. 

Her opponent found Maddy’s shoulders in the dark and pressed them back down. She was a little smaller than Maddy, like Bailey, but she was also strong like Bailey so she was at least as strong as Maddy. With her superior position all Maddy could not rise up fully, it was too much weight and strength and leverage to overcome, so Maddy’s upper body crashed back onto the floor. 

That took the air out of Maddy for a moment. Then a mouth was on her and she felt like she couldn’t breathe. Pulling in air through her nose just wasn’t enough air. She reacted by opening her mouth and her opponent’s tongue plunged in. Maddy thought she should bite it but just couldn’t bring herself to do that. Besides, this wildcat would probably take revenge. Besides, a kiss on the mouth might not leave an imprint and wouldn’t be worth much in points if it did. It was already there in place. In a way it would be best if that mouth stayed on her own where the points were minimized. 

If only she could breathe! It was hard to get all the air she needed only through her nostrils which were themselves bent partly closed by her opponent’s face pressing against hers. Their faces rubbed hard. Her opponent smelled so feminine. Maddy’s nose still worked for smelling, just not so well for breathing! 

Something about that long snaking agile tongue…. 

Maddy was always a sucker for kissing. Especially deep kissing where her partner really got depth with tongue. It felt like being mouth fucked. 

Maddy guessed she could just lay there for a while and lull her opponent into a false sense of confidence. That tongue was poking and searching…. 

Yeah… Maddy figured her best bet was to recover her breath first. The problem with that strategy was that this mouth was taking her breath away. Such a confident skillful insistent demanding kisser! 

Maddy kissed back defensively and maybe out of arousal as well. As far as points the kissing was pointless. They’d each have smeared lipstick all over both their faces and any points would even out. Maddy kissed back anyway. She wasn’t going to just take such an intense kiss laying down… even though she was laying down. 

She tongue pushed and tongue shoved at her opponent’s tongue and mouth. She’d show her! This fight wasn’t over! 

Maddy rammed her tongue into the mouth above her. Hopefully her opponent would think about Maddy’s tongue doing to her pussy what it was doing to her mouth. Also, hopefully Maddy herself would not think too much about her opponent’s tongue getting into her pussy later on and taking advantage of it the way it was right then with her mouth. 

Maddy had to choose because she only had one tongue. Offense or defense? She could try to keep her opponent’s tongue out of her mouth or she could try to get her own tongue into her opponent’s mouth. 

Fuck it. The best defense was a good offense! Maddy pushed her opponent’s tongue out of her mouth as her own tongue shot forth to penetrate mouth. 

Maddy tried to keep a lip seal around her tongue but it was way too slippery and her opponent’s tongue, though small, was quite strong. That tongue plunged into Maddy’s mouth and Maddy realized they both simultaneously had their tongues fully extended into each other’s mouth. She felt their tongues sliding against each other. Hot and slick. 

It was the most intense kiss of Maddy’s life. 

Maddy felt like she was fucking her opponent’s mouth and like her opponent was fucking her mouth right back. 

Maddy felt her nipples harden. Obviously that was so they could be useful weapons in the ongoing fight. They could help poke her opponent away! Like nipple thorns protecting Maddy’s body. That was very obviously why her nipples were hardening. 

Maddy knew her opponent knew all about the threat of her hard nipples. While kissing Maddy her slim opponent moved her hands from Maddy’s shoulders down to maul Maddy’s breasts. No doubt her opponent expected the change to cause Maddy to erupt in resistance. No doubt her opponent was ready for that. 

Ha! Maddy would show her! Maddy would just lay there and take it. That’s how she’d eventually win. 

Maddy took it. Those hands took hold of her breasts and handled them freely and roughly. But rough in a good way. Of course, Maddy’s breasts reacted defensively and her nipples hardened and enlarged even more in preparation to strike back when the time was right. 

Then Maddy’s opponent put a new sense of urgency into Maddy. She did this by disengaging her kissing mouth and then leaning down and landing sudden unpredictable kisses on Maddy’s cheeks, neck, shoulder, forehead, and then upper breasts. A machine gun smattering of smooches. 

Maddy knew she could not just lay still for that. Her enemy was racking up points! Maddy knew the goal was to make her opponent, her “fightmate”, orgasm but she also knew points were going to be counted. She guessed they would be some kind of tiebreaker if, for instance, she made her enemy orgasm and Aurora lost to her opponent. 

So Maddy went crazy, bucking and heaving and viciously twisting. She went so wild she could barely keep track of what happened. At one point she heard the hard click of teeth as her opponent’s chin collided with the top of Maddy’s head. 

Her enemy had sat pretty high up Maddy’s body and Maddy’s legs had the most strength so the effect of the bucking was to bump her opponent forward until, at one point, her opponent’s bare pussy landed with a smack on Maddy’s face. Then Maddy twisted her face and scrabbled with her heels and came out from under her opponent on the far side. 

Maddy actually felt her opponents slim soft bottom curve of her ass cheeks sliding tightly on her forehead and temples as she extricated herself. 

Maddy twisted around onto her tummy but realized she had no time to stand and maybe not enough strength left so she got up on hands and knees and tried to crawl rapidly away to buy some time and room to stand. 

Her opponent was super quick. That and Maddy had little room to crawl in the small unknown never before seen bedroom. She ran head first into a wall or soemthign equally hard like a dresser, stopped, startled and a little dazed by the shock of pain, and then her opponent landed on her back like a cowboy jumping on board a running horse. 

Maddy sprawled to the floor like a squished bug, arms and legs in flat disarray. An oof sound pushed out of her. 

She could feel bare pussy on her back now! 

Maddy could not move forward and could not get her arms and legs back underneath her. Even more ominous, she could feel that her opponent had sat on her facing towards Maddy’s ass. 

That meant her enemy would have free easy use of her hands on Maddy below the waist where Maddy could not reach back to herself past those legs straddling her. 

Maddy was helpless! 

Maddy felt hands, two of them, delve between her legs where her legs joined. In other words, at her pussy! 

Oh shit! 

Fingers! Fingers going into her pussy! 

Damn pussy was wet. The good news was that meant the fingers did not hurt. The bad news was that the wetness made their job easy and made them feel way too good. 

Fuck did those fingers feel good! The fingers from two hands were in her and they pried her pussy wide. Maddy could feel an air current inside her pussy! The prying caused a terrible ache. Even more terrible, the terrible ache felt oh so terribly sexy! 

Maddy kept trying to get up which only caused her to rise up just a little and then collapse back down. The effect was to make it seem like she was humping the floor. Her upper pubic mound did crush against the floor over and over and that rough thick pile carpet on her shaved carpet-less pubic area was nasty good. After a full minute even Maddy had to acknowledge it no longer looked like she was humping on the floor because she just plain was humping on the floor. 

Meanwhile, those prying fingers kept prying away and Maddy’s pussy felt stretched and gaped. Maddy scrabbled her feet sideways on the floor totally ineffectually even as she carpet humped. She began to feel something imminent. She felt desperate but couldn’t even tell if it was desperation to escape or desperation to let the orgasm bloom. 

There was something about her feet scrabbling aimlessly like they were trying to ride an invisible bicycle half submerged in the floor. Maddy felt a ticklish feeling run up through her core and extend threads of misconduct through her system and eventually to many of her nerve endings, all the way to her fingers and toes and up the back of her neck. 

Maddy huffed against the deep carpet, her face pressed to it, and humped on the carpet, pressing as desperately close as she could get. It sure didn’t seem like she was trying to get away. 

Maddy dimly felt her opponent lean forward to bring her face closer to Maddy’s rear. Because of the blaring weird gospel rap music she couldn’t hear what her opponent/rider did but she felt it. 

A big goob of spittle landed inside her vaginal opening. Then another. Those fingers had her pried wide and her enemy was adding saliva as extra lubrication. No need. Maddy could have told her that if she was allowed to talk, if they could have heard each other, and if Maddy had been able to form words. Maddy was plenty wet. 

She’d already been wet but the fact her opponent was spitting on her, was spitting into her, was so nasty…. 

It was so terrible…. 

It was humiliating…. 

It was so nasty terrible humiliating…. 

Maddy made a sound like a diving bird of prey, so loud it could be heard even over the awful gospel music, and felt her orgasm begin. It hit and got stronger and stronger and just wouldn’t quite crest still. It was just building in power. Maddy ground her clitoral hood especially into the carpet. 

She was defeated! 

It felt great to be so totally defeated! 

Maddy continued to orgasm, her breathing locking up, and then her opponent, taking full advantage and obviously wanting to drive home the orgasm far beyond the necessary, pulled one set of fingers off one side of Maddy’s gaped futilely contracting pussy, and rammed those fingers, all four of the fingers, all except the thumb, hard and fast right up Maddy’s pussy. 

To Maddy it was like her orgasm had an orgasm, a tidal wave piled on top of another tidal wave and achieving new never-before-felt height. Air shot out of her lungs soundlessly, her body jiggled and wobbled as much as it could under the weight of her enemy/lover, and her upper body rose up like a seal trying to catch a treat fish thrown by a trainer. 

Those fingers thrust and twirled inside Maddy’s pussy. Maddy released some high pitched whine whales would have heard and been puzzled by had they been on the coast. 

Maddy’s upper body crashed back to the floor and bounced slightly. Her whole body went lax other than a few muscle groups randomly firing tense and then slack, tense then slack. 

Internally, her pussy gripped at those lovely enemy fingers like she never wanted to let them go. Her victor kept her fingers inside Maddy like she never wanted to pull them out. 

Just as victory and defeat need each other to exist and give meaning to each other, those fingers in her pussy and that hand on her pussy fit Maddy like a hand in a glove. 











CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO







THE POWER OF Maddy’s orgasm was almost enough to make her go into a post-orgasmic stupor. Almost. 

That orgasm was bittersweet. She’d lost. She’d come up here to kick ass and, instead, her ass had been the one kicked and more. 

It was stupid. It was a stupid, made up, no-reason-for-it fight with some poor stranger all just to entertain all these monstrous black Mistresses. 

But Maddy had still wanted to win. She’d wanted to impress them. Especially since she was pitted against another white slut. One of them would be pushed down and one of them would be raised up by the fight. Her self-respect had been stripped away but, maybe, within the confines of her service to black pussy, maybe she could have earned some kind of respect back. 

She’d been too ambitious, too hopeful, too confident. What had she been thinking? She was no fighter! 

Her opponent easily pulled her fingers free from Maddy’s loose spasming pussy. Then she stood up off of Maddy. 

No doubt she was going to the door to report her victory in making Maddy orgasm. Whoever made the other one orgasm won. 

Wait. 

Whoever made the other one orgasm won. It didn’t matter who did it first. Especially if the second one to orgasm was too busy having her orgasm to go report the orgasm she’d given. 

Maddy could still make her opponent orgasm! 

Then she’d either tie or win or, if not, then, fuck it, at least she’d done it. 

Maddy stood up and moved towards where she guessed the door might be. She couldn’t hear her opponent because of that loud gospel rap shit but, if she could find the door quickly, then she could catch up to her opponent. 

Even better. She found the door feeling along the wall and finding the doorknob. But she did not open the door. She turned and waited expectantly. She’d made it to the door before her opponent! 

Probably her opponent was also tired from their struggle and probably she thought that Maddy was too overcome with cumming. 

Maddy’s pussy was still convulsing and her legs trembled but she felt a determination far greater than the situation called for. 

She was no fighter and yet she was going out of her way to extend the fight. 

Her opponent was some stranger who was also forced into doing this yet she was going out of her way to take revenge on her. 

Maddy sort of hated those black Mistresses and yet she was going out of her way to impress them. 

Actually, she wasn’t sure she did hate them. They were so interesting. More than that. They were fascinating. When she thought of Luella and even how mean Luella had been to her she still felt some weird fondness for that black brute of a woman. 

She felt a need for Luella to feel fondness for her also. She told herself that was only so that Luella would invite her to another one of these black Mistress orgy / white slut fights. Why? So that she could turn her down. Take that, Luella! She couldn’t turn down an invite if she did not receive an invite. So, first, she needed to work and even fight to get the invite she so wanted to turn down. 

It all made perfect sense if you thought about it! If you thought about it just a tiny amount for just a fraction of a second but not any longer than that. It could not stand up to scrutiny. Maddy knew that and knew to try to avoid thinking. This was a night for feeling and doing and not thinking. No one needed much thinking in order to obey. In fact, thinking could really only just get in the way! 

The best way to insure another invite by making Luella fond of her was to be a winner. Everybody was fond of winners! 

Maddy felt the overwhelming need to beat this unknown white bitch slut she was in the room with. Then she’d either be a winner or a lot less of a loser, Luella would grow fond of her, Luella would invite her to another one of these gatherings, and, then, ah ha, take that, Maddy would turn her down. Pretty sure. Yeah. Probably. 

So it all made perfect sense to get in another knock down sex fight with someone she didn’t even know and risk injuries to the both of them. As long as Maddy didn’t think too long on it that logic wouldn’t melt away. 

Maddy felt it! Someone naked bumped into her chest to chest and it had to be her opponent. 

Fucking winning made-me-orgasm bitch! Maddy was going to give her a taste of her own medicine! 

Maddy shoved with both hands hard and they ran into shoulders perfectly like she could actually see her opponent. She struck so hard, with so much adrenaline, and her opponent was so standing straight up unprepared that Maddy swore she felt her opponent’s toes brush on her upper thighs as the female when flying up and backwards. 

Then Maddy just dove headfirst into the darkness, surprising even herself. She landed accurately and felt her opponent deflate a little under her as the air was driven from her lungs. 

Maddy pressed a hand to an invisible face and pressed down. Maddy wriggled and her opponent, not knowing the plan and just reacting, let her legs spread wide so Maddy was then between them and those legs had no hope of getting back with each other until Maddy let them. Her opponent also could not lift a heavier and now prepared Maddy off her slighter form. She was stuck. 

Her opponent was also preoccupied with the whole hand pressing down on her face thing. Maddy felt it squishing nose and covering much of the mouth. Maddy thought, “You unknown bitch! Good luck fighting me when you don’t even have enough air!” 

Maddy gave her something else to think about. 

Her other hand! 

Maddy worked her free hand between their bodies and down between her opponent’s legs. Her fingers slid across a wet with perspiration – or maybe even from arousal secretions – bare pubic area and found the entrance to the woman’s sex. 

Once at the entrance Maddy was excited to feel that this woman was for sure wet with arousal. She could feel that arousal and she could even smell it though who knew how much of that scent was her own. 

Fucking bitch had gotten all hot and bothered making Maddy orgasm! Maddy was determined to make her opponent hot and bothered now from defeat instead of victory. 

The woman seemed to realize that hand was knocking on her sexual door because she began bucking furiously. 

Furiously but ineffectually. 

Maddy slid three fingers in and then crammed a fourth in as well. Her opponent seemed to have a small vagina and it narrowed rapidly past the initial entrance. However, Maddy was determined to go full tilt and the pussy was surprisingly soaking wet slick which made the task almost easy despite the tightness. 

Maddy realized her opponent really must be aroused by all this. What a slut! Then again, it was Maddy who’d just a minute ago cum so powerfully. That didn’t mean Maddy was wrong about her opponent being a slut. It just meant they were both sluts. 

Maddy was determined to be the winning slut or at least tied for the win. 

Maddy got those fingers in fully and the bucking of her opponent calmed. She didn’t have enough air to keep it up and the battle was lost anyway. 

Maddy worked her free thumb around until she located what she thought must be the clitoris of her opponent. The clitoris or maybe the urethra. It wasn’t like her opponent was actually laying still, she just wasn’t bucking any more. It was hard to tell what Maddy found but she thought, fuck it, and pressed harder and worked her thumb in little high pressure circles. 

At first her opponent seemed to try to conserve her air and her strength but then it seemed like Maddy’s fingers and thumb were working on her. Her opponent realized what Maddy planned to do. Maddy planned to make her cum also and snatch victory from the jaws of defeat or, at least, some kind of tie. 

Maddy remembered some boys at her high school calling a girl’s pussy a “snatch”. Ha! If they could see her now! She was going to snatch victory from the jaws of defeat by using her hand to snatch hard on this stranger “snatch”. 

With the realization coming home, Maddy’s opponent bucked and then twisted and turned as hard as she could but to no avail. After half a minute she calmed and took it, took those fingers, and tried to suck air past Maddy’s fingers pressing on her face. 

Her opponent was calm for another minute as Maddy churned her fingers in that pussy. She churned and churned them like she was determined to make this supposedly winning bitch’s pussy juice turn into pussy butter. 

Maddy had full access and her opponent’s tight pussy dilated to further accommodate her fingers. When her opponent tried to rise up and scrabble her feet in some kind of desperate crab walk backward all it did was further spread her legs and give Maddy yet greater access. 

Maddy wildly considered for a moment trying to fist this unknown bitch. Serve her right for being so tough to beat! Maddy actually felt turned on by the idea of doing it. She’d heard about fisting and thought it was probably bullshit or maybe for circus freaks, but this opponent had a tight small pussy and Maddy already had four fingers all the way in. 

It would be possible to get her thumb in as well! It would be! 

She really wanted to but the mission was to make her orgasm. Maddy knew her best bet was to keep her thumb rubbing on this chick’s clitoris. 

The thumb, and her fingers she guessed, were working! She knew it because now the woman was bucking but not to get Maddy off of her. She was bucking to increase contact with Maddy’s molesting hand. She was into it! She’d given up the battle! She was cooperating now in her own forced orgasm! 

Maddy felt triumph but kept at it and didn’t change anything. Now was no time to get cocky. No cock or cocky needed! 

It was so arousing though…. 

Maddy knew her fightmate/victim had little or no awareness by now in the midst of her passion of anything other than that passion. Maddy kept her hand working and her other hand pressing face but she moved so her left leg was no longer between her opponent’s legs. 

That way Maddy could hump this skinny bitch’s sweet thigh! 

Normally such a thing would be shocking and humiliating to Maddy. At the moment, though, this idea seemed like a stroke of genius! 

It was a stroke of genius! It was! It felt incredible! 

Oh, Maddy so wanted to cum again and she decided she would. She so fucking would! There was no reason not to have another orgasm if she could make it happen. The black Mistresses had said nothing about number of orgasms being a factor in the contest. 

Fuck, it was probably maybe some kind of tiebreaker but, fuck it, she wanted that extra orgasm. Maddy felt like she might actually have some kind of addiction to orgasms now. She knew exactly when that addiction began! That cursed/blessed trip to that massage parlor from Hell. 

Maddy slid her slit up and down that smooth muscular skinny thigh. It was exquisite. She pressed her clitty, in contact with the other woman’s firm thigh because her labia split wide, as she worked her pussy up and down the thigh rapidly. 

Maddy realized she could and would orgasm if she did this long enough. She also realized her opponent was extremely close to orgasm. As is, her opponent would cum first and so would also recover first. Her opponent would likely be able to toss Maddy off before Maddy came due of Maddy’s distracted passion making her weak and that would be bad because then Maddy would not cum. Or her opponent would wait for Maddy to cum and then toss her off and make it to the door first and claim victory. Also bad! 

But Maddy had the solution literally in hand. Her hand was what was driving her opponent so close to orgasm. All she had to do was let go, pull out her fingers, and keep riding this unknown bitch. Then she’d cum but her opponent, hopefully, would still be needy and distracted and would want an orgasm more than to get away and win. What victory was as sweet as an orgasm? 

Maddy pulled her pussy hand free of pussy and planted it on one of her opponent’s narrow shoulders. It was slippery now but she didn’t need a good grip. She only needed to press down hard on it. Like with the face. 

Maddy realized that having an extra hand pinning her opponent was also useful to what she aimed to do. Which was to run her pussy, and swollen clitoris, up and down and all over that smooth muscular yet soft thigh. 

Her opponent tried the usual bucking and body twisting and then the less usual attempt to bite Maddy’s hand. Maddy’s hand was flat on that face so the teeth couldn’t find purchase on Maddy’s palm. 

After a little time her opponent seemed to wilt with resignation at being used as someone to hump, someone to take pleasure from and not give it to, at least not yet. 

It wasn’t long after that when Maddy orgasmed. Her legs tightened and hugged severely on that trapped thigh. She shook but kept enough focus to not let her opponent free herself from the pin. 

Her opponent sensed the opportunity though and began to struggle furiously. Weakened, Maddy felt like she may actually be thrown off. 

But she knew what to do. 

Maddy brought the hand on her opponent’s face down to in between her opponent’s legs. She was going to see if her opponent wanted escape or pleasure more. She hoped it was pleasure or she might end up losing all over again. 

Maddy intentionally used the face hand on and in her opponent’s pussy this time. Why? Because she wanted her other hand, still wet with her opponent’s pussy juice right where it belonged. Pressing down on her opponent’s face! She quickly pulled it off the narrow shoulder and slapped it down hard on the woman’s face. 

Even if the fight didn’t work out in Maddy’s favor she would at least have done something to humiliate her opponent. 

Maddy got her hand flat on the face and pressed down but that wasn’t even enough. She swiveled it back and forth. She was very literally rubbing it in! Rubbing the woman’s pussy juice right into her face! Fucking exfoliate that, bitch! 

Maddy’s hand on that hot pussy of the woman’s was also rubbing it in. The woman’s pussy actually felt hot to the touch. She swore her opponent immediately settled down her resistance and moved her non-humped on leg as wide out as she could make it go. Debate over. Her opponent wanted an orgasm more than victory. 

With cooperation like that and passion like that Maddy knew it wouldn’t be long. An orgasm was fated. 

Maddy found herself enjoying and respecting the passion of her opponent. What a fantastic slut! Maddy thought these black Mistresses sure had an eye for slut talent. This woman was one for sure. Rebel Rebecca was. Pasty, who would have known? Aurora bored-ass for sure. Only a slut brings a fetus to an interracial lesbian orgy! Maddy didn’t give a fuck how hard it was to find a babysitter for a fetus. That there was the mark of a total slut! 

Who else was a fantastic slut? Maddy was. Yes, herself. She knew it and she knew as truth. She was loving all this stuff she should be hating. She was engaged to be married and no longer gave a fuck. 

Marriage to Scott did seem nearly as fascinating or rewarding as this whole interracial lesbian orgy thing. She was going to have to give it up. The orgy thing. She had to. She would. It felt like a poor trade off though. No more black Mistresses and maybe Asian, too, with Lai Ping and no more slut fights with other white sluts and all she got in return was Scott. Just Scott and marriage? Nothing else? 

What if she could find a way to have both…. 

No. It would never work. Scott would be her husband. For life! A lifetime of marriage to handsome rich man. A lifetime of respect and financial security. Someone who could be a father to their children! 

Interracial lesbian orgies were just… some kind of fad. You couldn’t do them all your life! Fuck, she was exhausted now and she was young and maybe only halfway through the night! 

Interracial lesbian orgies couldn’t pay the bills! 

Interracial lesbian orgies could not make people respect you! Just the opposite! 

Interracial lesbian orgies could not father children and nor could they be father to your children even if you were able to have kids. 

For now though… for this moment… this long string of moments… laying on a passionate unknown slut with a hand at her pussy during the middle of a slut fight for black Mistresses… the interracial lesbian orgy seemed like a real winner versus marriage to Scott. 

All this seduction and domination was probably due to her apparently evil and crafty mother-in-law to be and she almost no longer cared that she was a victim of such machinations. Maybe victim wasn’t even the right word any more. Maybe she was just… the recipient. 

Like a knight who’d been nighted Maddy felt like a slut who’d been slutted. 

Who else was a slut? Bailey, her little sister? Judging from the massage parlor Maddy would have thought so but, then again, why wasn’t she here at the big orgy? She must have failed some lesbian slut litmus test. 

No doubt if these big bitch black Mistresses gave litmus tests they wetted them with pussy juice…. 

Maddy felt self-satisfied that she was more of a slut than her little sister and simultaneously relieved that her sister was saved from this fate. This incredibly sexy fate. 

Maddy figured Bailey was held back and weighed down from being all the interracial lesbian slut that she could be. It was her marriage to that handsome manly hardworking helpful Hal! That must be what fucked up Bailey’s chance to be a total slut like Maddy! 

Maddy felt her opponent’s reactions achieve a new level of passion. The writhing was wilder, faster, less controlled. 

She was getting there! 

…! 

There it was! 

Her opponent’s pussy flexed tight on her four inserted fingers and her opponent’s body went into an electric writhing. Maddy had her cumming! 

Maddy pulled her fingers free and crawled backward off of her. She felt her opponent flopping around unable to control her movements. 

Ha! Got her! 

Now Maddy just had to find the door. It took longer than she liked. It felt like her opponent was going to find her and the fight would be back on but finally Maddy found the door and the door knob. 

It wouldn’t open. Granted, her hands were both wet with pussy juice but it was clearly locked from the outside. Maddy pounded on the door even though she doubted she’d be heard at all over the rap gospel music. 

The door opened within seconds and Charanda, dark in the darkened hallway, grabbed Maddy by the arm and hauled her out. 

Charanda slammed the door shut behind Maddy and slid a bolt in place high up on the door. Maddy had not noticed it before. The hallway was so dark and who knew to look for a lock on the outside of a bedroom door? 

“Charanda said, “You make yo fightmate cum all over? Tell me.” 

“Yes.” 

Charanda slapped just two big fingers against Maddy’s cheek and Maddy’s head rocked back violently. Maddy knew Charanda would probably kill her if she ever gave her a single punch in all seriousness. 

“Don’t you forget how you talk to your betters, white slut!” 

“Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry Mistress Charanda. Yes, I made her cum, Mistress Charanda.” 

“What about you, slut? You have the o-gasm also?” 

How did she know or suspect? Maddy knew better than to lie. 

“Yes, Mistress Charanda, she made me orgasm also. Actually… I orgasmed twice. But I made it to the door first!” 

“Thas fine, then. It be a tie. Nuttin’ wrong with that and whole lot right. White sluts orgasming all over the place. I love it. Who need to ever pay for air freshener! You might be surprised how often we make white sluts fight and they go off orgasming all over. That started this whole sticky lipstick fights tradition. White sluts inspired!” 

Maddy half felt and half heard a thumping at the door, “Mistress Charanda, I think my fightmate–” 

Charanda, “Whoa now, white girl, don’t be going all crazy on me what with trying to fucking think and all. We Mistresses do aaaaaaaaall the thinking ’round here. You do the fucking. Know what that be called? Separation of thinkers and fuckers is what. Like separation of da chuch and da state only more important. Who care what church run some state like Kansas? Now, us thinkers can still fuck but fuckers ain’t so good or welcome to think. Got it? You gonna meet you fightmate all in good time when we table-late the smoochy marks. I just gonna let her simmer in her own pussy juices in there for a while. You, now, as first one out, I will let you have a treat. Only an appropriate treat! A reward suitable for a slut. Now, you wanna lick my big pussy or you wanna lick my asshole? Or some third option but, bitch, the third option has to be fucking good. No one want no aaaaaaaangry Charanda.” 

Maddy hesitated. Lick her pussy? That might take a long time. Fuck, Charanda’s pussy might eat her head. Lick her asshole? There were quite a few scary factors there even besides the asshole itself and cleanliness. What is Charanda sat on her or had an orgasm and fell on her? That would be the end of Maddy! 

If Charanda sat on her she wouldn’t be able to breathe. That reminded Maddy of something. Suddenly, she did have an idea for a third option. She thought Charanda would like it. She knew Charanda would like it! 

Maddy had been curious about something and she’d thought it was terrible but also like she wished she could try it just to see. It would be so humiliating and that actually made it all the more tempting. 

This was her one chance and her one – maybe only one more – night to make it happen. To let it happen. 

Actually, to ask for it to happen. 

“Mistress Charanda… would you give me a swirly… and make me cum while you swirly me?” 











CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE







MISTRESS CHARANDA SEEMED pleased to give Maddy what she asked for. Maddy could scarcely credit that she’d asked for it. 

What kind of person was she? Who asked to be given a swirly? 

Whatever type of person did that, that was who Maddy had become. Holy shit she really was a total slut! She’d become one so quickly and so totally. Maddy would have thought that the fall from straight-laced, straight, engaged to be married, banker (Yes, a teller was a banker. Okay, sort of.) all the way down to submissive, wrestling to entertain Mistresses, cheating, interracial lesbian slut would have taken a lot more time to complete but Maddy sure felt like a complete slut already. 

What would Bailey think? Well, Bailey would probably understand, a little, after everything she’d been through. Bailey must be, what, half a slut by now? Maybe. 

What about Scott, what would he think? What would he do if he knew? He’d be embarrassed and horrified. His friends seemed like racists so Maddy guessed it would be especially embarrassing to him if they also knew. 

What about Scott’s mother. Kathy Henters? She’d probably say it was exactly what she’d always thought of Maddy, that this was a lesson for Scott for trying to settle and marry below his station in life, but Kathy would probably feel more satisfaction about it than anything else. Especially if this was part of some plot by her. 

People like Kathy Henters liked being right more than they liked their own children to be happy. Even if they had to make “being right” happen by artificial means. 

Was it a plot by Kathy? That seemed just too incredible to be true but it also made a kind of perverted sense. Even at her nicest Kathy was never nice so, obviously she did not like Maddy which meant, obviously, she did not want Maddy to marry Scott. 

Kathy was also obviously the kind of woman who was used to always getting her way. Did she maybe think that should extend to who her son married? Probably. 

So, then, what would she do about it? 

Well, this whole lesbian seduction and domination at the massage parlor thing sure seemed fucking effective! 

Had Luella invited Maddy over to her place for this orgy all at the request/command/pay of Maddy’s mother-in-law to be? 

Here Maddy was cooperating in her own downfall. She’d asked to be given a swirly and an orgasm at the same time! That was some kind of definitive cooperation with one’s own sexual downfall. Maddy may well be aiding in the destruction of her reputation and her marriage. 

It wasn’t just marriage either. Maddy was not a money grabber or a gold-digger but she was still quite aware of the change in lifestyle a marriage to Scott Henters brought with it. No more money worries ever. No more work ever! A financially secure future for their kids! 

Mistress Charanda bolted the other bedroom door as well, the one behind which lay Aurora bored-ass and some other woman fighting it out. Somehow they were taking longer than Maddy had. Even though Maddy and her unknown “fightmate” had all those orgasms! 

Then again, it was sort of surprising anyone could have an orgasm at all from fighting. Maybe that was what was taking Aurora and her fight partner so long. Maddy figured Aurora would probably win even though she had no idea who her opponent was. 

After all, what with Aurora being pregnant, it was her and the fetus against the other person. Two against one! Also, Aurora would have those pregnancy hormones on her side powering her up. 

Then Mistress Charanda grabbed Maddy’s arms harshly and easily (easily for her but hard on Maddy) and dragged Maddy down the hallway to the bathroom as if Maddy was uncooperative. But she wasn’t. Maddy was quite cooperative in this new phase of humiliation. She’d had literally asked for it! 

At least Mistress Charanda hadn’t made her bed for the swirly. Wait. Actually, if she ‘d been forced to beg that would not have been pleasant but it also would not have been her fault. This swirly was all on her! 

Maddy looked forward to it like that ride on the fair that you think is too scary and you say you’ll never ride but then, hours or days or weeks later, there you are about to go on it. 

She was going to get what Rebel Rebecca got and it was even more unfair because she didn’t even faintly deserve it. She didn’t deserve it but, in another sense, it was exactly what she deserved. It was so unfair and yet just right. 

Mistress Charanda was so dominant and Maddy felt so submissive. The coming act seemed like an expression of the emotional state of affairs. It was extreme humiliation that matched the extreme submissiveness Maddy felt inside herself. Not just somewhere inside herself. She felt filled up by it and like it was leaking out anywhere is could. Like her pussy. 

Maddy suddenly thought of something she hadn’t before. The booming gospel rap kept anyone downstairs from hearing what happened but she’d end up walking down there with wet hair and Charanda would probably even tell everyone that she’d given Maddy a swirly. Maddy would have wet hair and she bet she’d have a wet pussy! It was already so wet from everything in the bedroom and Maddy was getting wetter just at the idea of what she was about to go through. 

This was going to be exquisitely humiliating. Maddy dreaded it and anticipated it as well. Even then, even being dragged down the hallway, even with her pussy getting fired up yet again, Maddy was aware she was fucked up. Could she fix herself later on, unfuck herself, or would she stay fucked up? That was the question. 

Mistress Charanda drug Maddy into the bathroom and left the door open. She pushed and shaped Maddy who tried to be cooperative until Maddy was kneeling in front of the toilet like she was going to throw up into it. Except, instead of throwing up into it she was going to be “made” to do something that might cause other people, normal people like the good old Maddy-who-once-was, to go ahead and throw up. 

Mistress Charanda wasn’t big on formalities, “Here you go, bitch!” 

Charanda shoved Maddy’s face and half her head down into the toilet bowl and then flushed the toilet. 

Maddy had to fight her urge to try to get her face back out of the water. It was natural especially since she hadn’t had time to take as deep of a breath as she’d like to have. But she knew there was no fighting that great big Charanda hand anyway and she wanted to take her swirly like a prize slut. No way did she want Mistress Charanda telling the other Mistresses that Rebel Rebecca took her swirly better than Maddy had! 

Maddy even then was amazed at how the urge to prove something she should want to deny or disprove – that she took a swirly like a slut – had become so important to her. It was a whole new Maddy, the dark Maddy, in a whole new dark world of odd possibilities and bizarre challenges. 

Charanda said, “Now you keep yo face inna swirling waters. Thinka it as water therapy. Wait, no, thinka it as getting a fucking swirly from your black Mistress cuz’ you is. I shouldn’t need to keep pushing on your head. You know where the fuck it belong. Swimming down in Swirly Land! A magical land of white bitches getting what for. Now, here da deal, once the flush be done, you can take a breath of air. Then you fucking get that face right back to Swirly Land and you reach up and flush you own fucking face. Ha! Meanwhile, I’ll be working on that hungry hungry hungry white pussy.” 

Charanda pulled Maddy’s face out of the toilet bowl by hooking her big fingers in Maddy’s blonde hair at the back of her head. Maddy sucked in a lungful of air as quickly and deeply as she could. She was already starved for air and knew her face was going back under water any moment. 

Maddy saw droplets of toilet water streaming off her hair strands. She also saw that the toilet bowl was disgusting. Had they ever cleaned it since moving in here? There was a nasty sour mold smell down there as well. 

Charanda released her hair hold, “Go ahead now, toilet slut. Give yourself that swirly you be loving and I gonna give your pussy something it wants too. Gonna keep both ends of you happy in dat happy slutty slut way.” 

Maddy looked at those still rippling waters in the toilet bowl. The tank stopped making that noise so she knew it was filled up and ready to swirl a white slut who was slutty enough. 

Willingly putting her own face back down in there? 

Maddy knew she would obey. She trembled with a need to obey. She felt that urge to obey – so powerful it was a lust to obey – fill her up. She spilled that urge right into the toilet bowl by almost enthusiastically taking an extra deep breath and then shoving her face into the water. 

Maddy reached up and pulled the handle and waters deluged into the tank all around her head. 

Charanda reached down and turned her big hand sideways with her index finger and her middle finger both extended but spread out. She centered their tips on damp slut holes and shoved them hard. The middle finger, lower down, was bigger but had no difficulties in the wet slickness they found. The index finger met plenty of resistance but she didn’t give a shit. Charanda just used a tiny amount of her overall power and, like it or not, or Maddy would probably love it like a slut, Charanda’s index finger slid slow and hard all the way home up Maddy’s ass. 

It was quite a sensation. Maddy could not help opening her mouth to release some sound. Bubbles blasted up on either side of her immersed face. Maddy’s face was pointed down but Charanda knew she had to be getting at least some of that nasty toilet water in her mouth. 

Good, That was good. This blonde bitch, so much sexier than most sluts Charanda had ever had, was probably in need of that there Hi-Dray-Shun. She’d been shedding sexy sweat and sexier slut juice every which way and panting all the time too. You got to replenish that slut well so you can keep going doing the slutty things that sluts do so well. Or are made to do so well. 

To Maddy’s slut credit, despite the unexpected and rough vaginal and anal finger penetrations by fingers as big as many cocks, and despite her underwater gasping reaction, Maddy kept her face down in the swirling waters. The waters drained and her face was no longer immersed. 

Charanda said, “Oh, dat’s right, ‘member now to follow the water with your face. You got to stick it deeper down as the water drain and then it fills back up and you can let it float to the surface like a big ole head bobber for fishing for some great big fucking fish.” 

Mistress Charanda planted her big fingers into Maddy’s ass and pussy over and over with ease now. Maddy felt herself opening up and it wasn’t just her pussy. Her ass responded like it had some deeply written set of ancestral instructions to follow. To resist penetration at first because something was going the wrong way and must not belong up there but then, after just a little, her ass accepted and understood it was to be fucked. Then it was like a switch was flicked and her ass went from trying to fight that big finger to trying to open up as much space around it as possible. 

Mistress Charanda’s fingers were able to move in and out with such ease and yet they still felt as big as cocks. 

Maddy recalled a porn she’d seen a long time ago. Actually Bailey had showed it to her while giggling. It was a woman being fucked by two men at once, one behind, one in front, one thrusting his cock into her pussy, the other thrusting his cock into her ass. 

Bailey had said it was called “getting DPed” and that “DP” stood for “double penetration”. Bailey had jokingly asked if that was how Maddy usually had sex. 

Maddy remembered her disgust and her amusement at the expense of another human being. She’d thought the woman in the porn must be a total slut but that she at least was getting paid. That the real slut was anyone who did that in real life! 

Sex was to be physically intimate with someone and to share pleasure but also to get closer and to build a stronger relationship. Proper sex required emotional ulterior motives totally beyond the physical. Anyone doing that DP thing was obviously only having sex for its own sake and was therefore a slut. You could not build a close trusting relationship with two guys at the same time! Or two different Mistress fingers! 

She’d also thought that any woman allowing a DP must be craving attention and flawed and weak. That something would have to be wrong with her. 

Now, here Maddy was doing or allowing that DP thing. It was still technically a DP as far as her nether orifices were concerned even if it was from only a single sexual partner. Even thought it was only one other person it was a hundred times more slutty. It wasn’t two guys, it was a woman, a black woman, someone she didn’t know, someone who treated her terrible. 

All while Maddy repeatedly gave her own face swirlies in a toilet bowl! 

Maddy no longer thought she was a slut though. 

No, she’d gone right past slut status. Slut-us for short? 

She was some kind of uber-mega-slut! The arrow on the slut-meter was past the red! 

She felt like the biggest slut of all time. Not even just because of the exact acts and situation. Not even also because of her infidelity to Scott. 

She was truly a slut because she loved this so much. She wanted this. She wanted those fingers in her pussy and ass. Those giant black female fingers wielded by a nasty mean Mistress. 

It was perfect. 

It was what she deserved. 

Maddy flushed and flushed. Maddy barely had enough air each time. 

Germs? Humiliation? Who cared! Air? Who cared! 

Getting DPed by great big lesbian fingers? Getting close to some great big orgasm? Yes! Those were what was important in life! 

Mistress Charanda slammed those fingers so vigorously home into Maddy that the top of Maddy’s head kept lightly ramming the porcelain rear of the toilet bowl. 

Whether from the pleasure or the porcelain collisions on the top of her head, or, most probably, the repeated lack of air when her face was immersed in swirling water, Maddy felt lightheaded and then nearly faint. 

Before she could do something foolish like passing out and missing out, Maddy orgasmed. Her heart pounded harder and faster and she bumped her own head on the porcelain toilet bowl as she felt a tremendous urge to move, to express her orgasm. 

Maddy felt an urge to scream her orgasm out just to release some of that overwhelming sensation but managed to keep her mouth shut to avoid trying to breath toilet water. 

Apparently, Mistress Charanda being experienced in that rarest of sports, the inflicting of swirly orgasms, knew exactly what to do. 

Mistress Charanda rammed her penetrating fingers as deep as they could reach and used her free hand to force Maddy’s head lower into the rushing toilet water. So low that Maddy’s ears were covered by water. 

So low Maddy felt that Mistress Charanda was trying to drown her and that she was going to die. Mistress Charanda had ten times Maddy’s strength, had the superior positioning in all meaning of the term, and Maddy was uncoordinated from her orgasm and already further weakened by the odd bedfellows passion and lack of air. 

Maddy shook and trembled and then shook so fast it was a body quake. The lack of air and the feeling that death was approaching somehow made her orgasm rise to some epic surreal level. 

Maddy’s urge to breath, her feeling of orgasmic hopelessness, and her desperate need to cry out her orgasm, to announce it to the world as her final proclamation, made her open her mouth. 

Toilet water flooded in, Maddy began choking while orgasming, and air bubbles churned up all around her head. 

That was what Charanda had patiently waited for. She knew how far she could take them and how much they could take. Charanda was a lot of things but she wasn’t a murderer! 

Charanda hauled Maddy’s head out of the toilet bowl, pulled her fingers free from sexy blonde orifices that still tried desperately to cling to them, and flopped Maddy down on her stomach on the floor mat. Charanda had found over time that there was often water in the swirly orgasm recipient’s throat and lungs and that the water got worked out best when they lay on their stomach. 

Maddy choked and couched weakly and her limbs scrabbled on the floor also weakly. Charanda knew coughing was good. Coughing meant they weren’t dead and that they must be able to get air in their lungs to make those coughs. 

Dead sluts were useless. Maddy would remain useful. 

Charanda was glad. The world sure needed more sexy white sluts eager to serve black Mistresses. More, not fewer. Sluts were not exactly an endangered species but Charanda wanted to see the slut population flourish. 

Charanda wondered which group of post-swirly slut that Maddy would fall into. Sluts who got swirly orgasms only went one of two ways in Charanda’s experience. 

Swirly orgasms were always their strongest ever orgasms due to the fear, the humiliation, and the lack of air. Both groups had equally strongest ever orgasms as far as Charanda could tell. 

One group was scared of the power of the orgasm or had too much shame at how it was achieved. They never tried to have another swirly orgasm (though sometimes Charanda forced them if she was in the mood). They were done with it. One and done. 

Was that a victory for them or a defeat? It was Charanda’s theory that never again in their lives would they have an orgasm half as powerful. What kind of victory was that? 

On the other hand, what kind of victory was getting swirly orgasm after swirly orgasm? How victorious could it be having your face stuck in swirling toilet water and literally choking out an orgasm? 

Not very. 

So, damned if they did and damned if they did not. 

The second group, obviously, became addicted. At least they wanted more and more swirly orgasms so bad it seemed like the same thing as addiction. Charanda had them coming back and literally getting down on their knees and begging her to do it again. Generally Charanda fulfilled their new foul desires. Why not? She loved giving sluts swirly orgasms! 

Charanda figured she might not even ever know which group this one fell into. This wasn’t Charanda’s place and she was actually “between places” right then as they say. This wet, bedraggled, orgasm-trembling, gasping for air, sexy blonde slut would likely never be able to find Charanda even if she did want another swirly orgasm. 

The blonde slut would no doubt think about what happened often. Not just for days or weeks. Probably for the rest of her life. 

Well, if she really wanted more so badly the blonde slut could always convince someone else to give her swirlies. Hell, she could do it to herself while masturbating! 

She was so damn sexy though. 

Charanda shrugged. 

There were lots of sexy white bitches out there to make orgasm while you gave them a swirly. Plenty! 

She could do twenty a day and never run out! 











PART FOUR








CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR







BAILEY WAS WIPED out. Understandably. 

It wasn’t easy having a knock-down, drag-out fight. Any such fight let alone doing it in the dark, unable to see anything, while nude, and against a nude opponent. That the fight was as much sex as it was fight did not make it any less tough. It had taken a toll on Bailey though maybe not as much of a toll as her opponent. 

It wasn’t just the sex fight. She was wore out even before the fight. The events before the fight may have been more exhausting than the fight itself. 

It was emotionally exhausting when Ola contacted her and invited her over. Great big nasty Ola. It was shocking that Ola even had the nerve to contact her at all after what she’d done to Bailey at the massage parlor. 

Then it was more shocking that Ola invited her to “come hang with me and summa my friends who gonna think you just as sexy wexy as do your Mistress Ola”. Just incredible that Ola thought Bailey would drop everything and come running over to be with Ola again. Ola had been so mean. Ola was so fat. Ola was so very black, so black that light seemed to disappear into her skin. 

Most shocking of all? Bailey had been tempted. Well, she could go ahead and admit it now. She’d been more than tempted. She was here, wasn’t she? 

In her defense she hadn’t just dropped everything and come running over here like an idiot. No, she’d resisted a while, alone, having a debate with herself. The debate side persuading her to go over to meet with Ola and her friends had zero chance of winning that debate. The other side had important things like her job, her reputation, and her marriage to Hal to offer forward as highly persuasive arguments against. The debate side saying “Go on over” really had no logical points to make. 

However. 

That damn underdog mental debate team, damn them, had somehow pulled off the debate upset. How did they pull it off again? Oh yeah, that’s right. That side claimed she needed to go in order to put her self-doubts to rest and prove the first time at the massage parlor and the second time at the dental practice were one of those rare consecutive exceptions. It won the debate basically on the claim that going to Ola would be healthy. 

Even once self-persuaded against her own best interest, she still did not drop everything and then go running over like an idiot. Nope. First she’d talked to Maddy on the phone and threw her off so there was no chance of any unfortunate misunderstanding or, even worse, actual understanding of what Bailey was up to that night. 

Once she took care of that? Only then had she come running (well, driving) over here like an idiot. She may be an idiot but at least she was an idiot who took some precautions and made preparations for her idiocy. 

In fact, when she arrived Ola and her friends – including that awful Luella – seemed to also be considerate of Bailey’s concern over privacy. Bailey guessed they knew she was married and did not want to mess up her marriage. They let her, and even suggested it, put her vehicle around back. The crummy place had no garage but they did not mind Bailey driving on the grass so that her car was parked horizontal to the back of the house. That way it could not be seen from the street. 

That sure was considerate! Bailey was surprised by that level of consideration and grateful for their concern for her privacy. The odds of someone like, say, her sister Maddy driving through this neighborhood were slim to none but it sure would be hard to explain to Maddy if Maddy drove past and recognized Bailey’s car. 

Her gratitude to them must have thrown Bailey off. Off balance. It undermined her judgment that Ola and her friends were as wicked as she’d assumed. That must be why, when she went inside the house, she’d been so weak. 

Well, that and the wetness between her legs. The wetness and the heat. Those had started as soon as Ola contacted her. Then the heat and wetness got worse and worse (or better and better?) as she mentally tricked herself into going right into this rather obvious orgy trap, as she lied and said things to fool her sister over the phone, as she drove over, as she hid her vehicle which felt like a commitment to “go all the way” in whatever “all the way” that Ola intended for her. And then the heat and wetness increased even more as she stood before Ola, Luella, and several other black women whose eyes studied every inch of her. 

Usually in a situation like that, a bunch of women staring at her without saying anything, Bailey would have gone into full smart-ass mode. She would have made fun of them just to turn it around. That was the Bailey everyone loved, full of snappy comebacks and keen observations. 

But that wasn’t the Bailey these women wanted. Bailey knew that and found herself playing the role they wanted. She waited for them. Most of her. Not her pussy. Her pussy went into full on pussy juice production. Blood rushed into her labial lips and plumped them up. 

Bailey’s pussy knew the score more than did Bailey’s mind. 

Their eyes were easily able to study every inch of her once Bailey took off all her clothes. 

Oh, right, she’s also lied to herself, somehow, when she took off all her clothes. Then, too! What had she told herself again? Oh, that’s right, no harm in nudity and what was that other part? Oh, right, it was a real laugher in hindsight. That taking off all her clothes would prove she wasn’t afraid of them and wasn’t afraid of sex. That it would prove it to them and herself. Also, the malformed justification cherry on top, that getting all nude for them would prove she was not a racist. 

What a joke. Like she’d take off all her clothes, have some kind of breakup conversation or “interracial lesbian submission is not for me” declaration, and then she’d put them right back on. Really? That was the plan? 

That was bull. She’d known that. It was just a flimsy mental construct so she could tell herself she had the best of intentions. Good intentions. Hal always appreciated her good intentions at all times and in all circumstances and he told her that all the time. 

Good intentions. Wasn’t there a road paved with them. Oh, that’s right, the road to Hell! 

In her defense, by then, she had to take her clothes off. Mistress Ola had told her to, so, there was no choice was there? If someone who claims to be your Mistress calls you over to “hang out” with her and her friends and you’re stupid enough to go, then, once there and she tells you to do something you at least better not be stupid enough to refuse an order. 

Although obeying had also seemed pretty stupid in hindsight. 

Bailey had been an above average student in school. She hadn’t even tried very hard to be a good student. She’d always felt so clever because she had such a quick wit conversationally and in part because she just didn’t do stupid things. 

If she dated a guy who turned out to be an asshole she broke it off right away. If friends were not loyal they were no longer her friends. If a guy slept around on her, betrayed her even once, no drama, it was over. She herself never betrayed a guy she was with. No drugs, no gambling, no shopping addiction, no melodrama, no addictions of any kind. 

So, she generally went around feeling proficient at life, pretty clever and, dare she say, wise at a young age. 

Ever since that massage parlor she felt like an idiot. She’d acted like one also. A magical – cursed – reversal of personal life wisdom. There she was stupidly present simply because she’d been instructed to be there, stupidly betraying her husband yet again, stupidly naked, and stupidly ready to obey those who should not be obeyed. 

It wasn’t like Ola (Mistress Ola!) had Bailey’s best interests in mind. Just the opposite! 

Mistress Ola first had her put on a little show. She was supposed to masturbate her pussy in front of them and, like the stupid idiot she seemed to be becoming, that was what she’d done. She’d felt stupid. And hot. And slutty. She guessed all three were true. Well, no, she wasn’t actually stupid. Not according to her grades. A better word would be unwise. 

So there she’d been all unwise, hot, and slutty and she’d masturbated in front of Mistress Ola and, at that point, three other black women she didn’t know and Luella as well (Mistress Luella!). It turned out that wasn’t even enough for them! 

They made her dance around while masturbating. These women were so kinky but Bailey had discovered she was kinky also. She didn’t hold their kinks against them. She respected them for it. Look how good they were at making Bailey do crazy stuff like dancing while finger-fucking herself. 

Then one woman requested that she spread her legs wide while masturbating. Then another woman told her to use one hand to spread her little pussy open and to tap at her clit with her other hand. How had she put it? Oh, that’s right, she’d said, “Finger spank that white clitty!” 

It was the one named Fayola who told her to do that. Fucking black bitch! They all were. 

Bailey had. Bailey sure had. Not hard enough so they had her do it harder. It hurt but then, when they let her stop, blood rushed in and so had sensation. Epic sensation. Bailey had nearly cum right then. 

They had her pry her pussy lips wide and had her stretch them until they ached. 

Turned out they wanted to see inside her to see how her shades of pink changed with depth. That, in turn, led to them requiring her to lay on the floor on her back with her legs spread wide and her pussy spread open. 

They were on all sides of her while she lifted her hips to “display white pussy” which turned out to be a new command she’d need to keep in mind and be ready to perform when told to do so by anyone black and female. 

It was so humiliating that there was no way she’d be able to orgasm under such circumstances. So she’d assumed. You know what they say about assuming though! As it turned out, masturbating while showing off her body, to mean woman, black women, women she did not know, was not actually a turn off. Another reversal of expectation! It was actually a big turn on! 

Assuming. It made an ass out of you and me like the old saying went. This time just Bailey actually. In fact, when she orgasmed, at that point she was on her knees with her face against that nasty carpet with her ass in the air facing them. Yeah, that ass. The assuming one. 

After that she’d had to start servicing black pussy one after another. It was tough nasty work. The sexual coal mine. But Bailey didn’t get tired of it. It was her new thing. It was like… some hobby she was really really really into. They didn’t get tired of it either. 

The smells and the humid air between their legs was like some atmosphere on an alien world, some new kind of air that she was magically able to breathe. Actually, it seemed to power her up and give her tongue speed and strength she hadn’t known it had. It was both energizing and arousing. The small alone was an aphrodisiac. Maybe an afro-disiac. At least with the one named Fayola who had a big afro. 

They talked about her like a fruit in the grocery store that they were considering buying. Turned out they’d all buy her. Well, she was a good deal. You can’t beat free! 

They were lucky getting lucky with her. Bailey was a hottie and, like all hotties, knew it. That’s how she’d gotten such a great husband though recently he didn’t seem so great. Still handsome, tough, strong, outdoorsy, and successful. He hadn’t changed but his stock had still gone way down. Was he black or Asian? No. Did he have a tasty pussy? No. Did he treat Bailey with the disrespect she now felt she mysteriously deserved? Nope. 

Did Hal give her incredible orgasms like Mistress Ola did? Not even close! 

Hal did give her some orgasms, yes, but they were weak. Puny. She hadn’t known they were such weaklings until she ran into the real thing. 

He made a lot of money and was great looking and totally loyal and reliable. But… he just didn’t have the things that were important now to Bailey. 

Not his fault, just like Bailey was sure it wasn’t her fault that she was over here of her own free will licking and tonguing black pussy after black pussy after black pussy. Not her fault. It seemed more like… breathing. Should she be blamed for breathing? Hell no! 

Objectively, Bailey knew all these strange stranger women were lucky to be getting anything and everything they wanted from her. So lucky. 

Anything and everything was not just a phrase. Bailey had noted Jada digging through Bailey’s purse and removing all the money. Even the fucking change! What a thieving bitch! But Bailey didn’t say anything. Her mouth was quite occupied with Liri’s pussy lips. Priorities! 

She could always get her money back later. 

Really? Could she? Who was she fooling? 

Bailey made a mental note to not bring money to any future interracial orgies. Alongside the other mental note that this was her one and only interracial lesbian orgy and Bailey would never again (underlined) attend and participate in any such thing. 

Bailey just bet she was going to misplace that mental notebook prior to the next time. 

Fuck, if she was invited to another one, how could she ever say no? It was already so great! 

Wouldn’t Maddy be so jealous to know that Bailey had been invited here but not Maddy? Of course, Bailey could never tell her and, if she somehow could, Maddy would never ever admit to being jealous. Instead, she’d criticize it. She’d be all like “What about Hal?” and “What about your marriage?” and “Guys love you and they all think you’re sexy so why, if you must have an affair, do it with these black women?” Maddy! So judgmental! 

Well, the joke was on her. No invite for Maddy! That feeling of satisfaction Bailey had was just one of those competitive things between sisters. Bailey had won this round but Maddy would never know it. 

Honestly, she felt like the lucky one. There were probably lots of sexy blonde white sluts out there ready and willing to be used but these women chose to make use of her, the sexy blonde white slut named Bailey. She was so lucky! 

She felt especially lucky when the one named Dee lowered herself to licking and tonguing Bailey’s pussy. Dee had such a strong pushy tongue that knew what it wanted and damn well meant to have it. Bailey was happy to give it up to her. She was so lucky! 

Bailey had a great big orgasm for good luck and then felt lucky when she was told to lick her honey cum off of Dee’s face. She felt lucky the whole time that she obeyed that order. 

Then she’d heard talk of more “white wimmin lesbo sluts” on their way over. They had Bailey go upstairs like they did not want her to meet the others. She felt a little hurt by that. What, were these other “white wimmin lesbo sluts” some kind of better class of “white wimmin lesbo slut” than she was? Impossible! 

Then Bailey figured it out. The simplest explanation was usually the right one. There was just so little space down there on the first floor and, honestly, most the black women were big people physically. Luella was like a fucking football player. Ola was like… a super fat football player. Then, all those others like Dee and Liri and Jada and Fayola. They stayed down there with Luella waiting for the new arrivals. 

Ola brought Bailey up the stairs. At the top she had a special sweet personal message for Bailey. 

“Whatcha got for me, girlfriend?” 

Bailey could see the whites of Ola’s eyes but not much else in the darkened upstairs hallway. She could hear thumps and moans and deeper groans from one of the rooms. It sounded like at least more than two people in there. 

Bailey was nude and her purse was still downstairs spilled all over the crusty carpet. Not her credit cards though. She saw Dee picking them up. Bailey made a mental note to have them canceled. As soon as she got around to it. If she got around to it. No matter what, she had a fondness for Dee. Dee did such a great job going down on her. Dee had not had to do that. Sure, she probably did it because she liked the taste and not out of mercy for Bailey but still. Bailey decided she’d maybe cancel the cards on Monday and not before. 

Dee deserved whatever she could buy with them until then. Bailey loved licking pussy now but she also loved having her pussy licked and she’d gotten both thanks to Dee. What was sexier than women exchanging pussy lickings? There, financial stupidity fully justified! 

Maybe she’d check the purchases online first before canceling her credit cards. She was curious what Dee would buy. Also, that way, if she felt like Dee had not spent enough of her hard-earned money from all the scraping and polishing of teeth that Bailey did, Bailey could just delay canceling the credit cards a few more days. She wanted to be as fair as possible to dear Mistress Dee! 

So what could Bailey give to Ola, her big dark round Mistress Ola? 

The answer was obvious. Service was all she had to offer. What kind of service? That answer was also obvious. Sexual service. 

Bailey dropped to her knees and dove face first into Ola’s pussy. She’d serviced those four new Black Mistress pussies but had yet to service Mistress Ola. She went ahead and fixed that down under oversight. 

Ola moaned and grabbed the back of Bailey’s head to make the connection as firm as a stone crushed into a black marshmallow, “Thas right, girlfriend. That right where you belong. That the way life is supposed to be for you. I wish I never has to give you up. Your face is in its home. Sometime face leave home to go get shit done but then face gets welcomed back home.” 

It was the usual crazy talk but crazy talk that seemed truer all the time. Why was Mistress Ola talking about giving her up? It must be some kind of threat she didn’t mean in order to get better performance out of Bailey. That was terrible! All she had to do was ask. Or, well, maybe command and Bailey would do it. Bailey didn’t need motivational bullshit tricks! Bailey was a big girl and she didn’t work for a corporation! 

Better safe than sorry. Bailey tongue and lips worked fervently at Ola’s pussy. Going down on Ola’s pussy was a bigger task than those other black pussies. It must have twice the surface area and a whole lot of area below and above the surface area as well. Pussies seemed almost designed to maximize surface area with all those lips and folds and dips and swells. If surface area was the goal then Ola was a fucking champion! 

Literally, Ola’s pussy was bigger. It was also so much softer and squishier. Parts and pieces did not stay in their assigned places. They slid around like interlocking pussy tectonic plates. 

Bailey licked and licked and eventually caused an earthquake in and among those pussy tectonic plates. Ola made a rising Ooooooooooo sound that eventually passed out of the audible range and no doubt deeply troubled canines in a block radius of the crummy every-corner-cut house. 

The damn house seemed like it was made out of recycled, perhaps chemically hardened, cardboard. Like the staircase and maybe the house itself should have little metal plates attached like you see in those elevators assigning a maximum safety capacity and like that number might be zero. 

After Ola recovered she pulled Bailey up, “That a real good one, girlfriend. Hey, remember when we first met at the parlor and you wanted none of me calling you girlfriend? Back then it was just something I calls any girls. Now, look at this, you really are my girlfriend? Am I right? Tell me I’m right.” 

“Ah. Well. I mean – I guess. I guess so. Well, you know, I am married but, I guess these things we do….” 

“Say it. Say you’re my girlfriend and just leave out that bullshit hemming and hawing. Say what you know.” 

Bailey, to her credit, at least managed to pause. She paused for almost a full second! 

“I’m your girlfriend.” 

“Correct, girlfriend! You is mine! Now, remind us both, say what am I to you.” 

“My… girlfriend?” 

“Fuck no! You my girlfriend but I sure ain’t your girlfriend. Shit, if we both be girlfriends to each other it be way too confusing. You might even lose track of how I’m in charge of you. So, what am I really?” 

Bailey knew the answer. The answer itself, improbable to the point of being nearly impossible, was a huge turn on. Bailey did not just know the right answer. She felt the right answer. 

“My Black Mistress!” Bailey’s natural enthusiasm was obvious. 

“Bingo, girlfriend! Now, here what we got going on up here. More black pussy for you to eat! Ain’t that just so exciting for you? You go in that bedroom over behind you and I’m gonna send someone special in to you. Now, we both know I got me a great big black pussy but, no, it ain’t the biggest. Not the biggest in the world, or da cunt-a-dint of North America, or in da state, or even in this town. Fact is, it ain’t even the biggest in this here little house. Now, you get on in there and I’ll send in my good friend and yet another black woman for you to serve. Her name be Charanda.” 

Bailey went into the bedroom. She found the edge of a bed to sit on and waited. She tried to imagine a pussy bigger than Ola’s and, though she could imagine it, it seemed so unlikely. 

Bailey found out it wasn’t just hyperbole. 

There were voices down the hallway. She couldn’t make out the words but one was Ola and it sounded like there was at least one white woman. It was funny how you could often tell race just by the tenor of the voice both in men and women. It sounded like there were several other black women talking as well. 

The white woman sounded subservient, big surprise, and the black women sounded like they were trying to keep their voices down like they did not want to be overheard. That was a surprise. What secrets needed to be kept from anyone else in this house? From who? Bailey? What would they need to keep secret from Bailey? 

It didn’t really make sense so Bailey supposed she was misunderstanding things and reading too much into it. 

The voices stopped talking and a few moments later the darkness of the dark room increased a level and Bailey realized she wasn’t alone. 

The door closed and the light was switched on. Bailey blinked from the light but also blinked as if her eyes could not believe what they saw and needed to keep trying over again to try to fix the optical illusion. 

The dark mountain of a female spoke and her voice was like the growl of large stones being moved, “Ya must be Bailey. You a looker. I hear you also quite the licker. Trust, but verify. That what my darling Ronald Reagan ussa say. Now you lay back onna that bed and Charanda is just gonna have your sexy mouth and tongue verify verify verify until I cum all over ya. Verification turn me on!” 

Charanda was huge! 

There was only one thing to do. Obey! Don’t make her angry. Bailey felt like a breakable toy. A skinny wimpy poorly constructed doll designed to break easily so that the kid complained and the parents had to go buy another thus doubling the toy company profit margin. 

Bailey felt like a toy, a sexy doll, a sex toy made for a particular demographic. She used to think that was men. She didn’t see any male shoppers around here! She was a sex doll made for black women to play with. She was voice activated. By orders in particular. She was also highly realistic! 

She was also free. It must be some promotion by the toy company, some interracial lesbian sex doll giveaway. 

Charanda said, “Lays back onna bed onna yo back. Think I’ll just hump yo face a while and we’ll both see what happen.” 

Bailey, feeling actual fear mixed with a drowning submissiveness like she was submersed in it, lay back flat on the bed. 

Charanda was huge but agile and healthy. She got up on the bed easily and was already naked. Bailey saw that massive pussy. It wasn’t just bigger than Ola’s. It was, against all odds, much bigger. Obviously bigger. It was even big in respect to Charanda’s overall size. 

The bed creaked and bowed. Bailey could almost hear the bed frame warping out of shape. What would happen if Charanda broke the bed? What would happen if Charanda fell on her with all her weight? 

Bailey guessed that it would be like that old story of the guy who invented a doomsday weapon that caused doomsday instantly. It was activated with the press of a button. He kept wondering if it would work and it drove him so crazy he had to press the button to find out if it did work. But, since it did work and it was so instantaneous, he never actually knew that it worked. 

It would be like that if Charanda fell on Bailey hard with all of her weight. What would happen? Bailey would never know even if it did happen. 

Charanda got down on all fours like it was going to be a sixty-nine but it wasn’t. She kept her head well above Bailey’s pussy. She did look down between them when she spoke again. 

“Time for your tasty slut treat. White girls say it be like mashing their face and rolling it around in a big chocolate cake. A high qual-i-tay oh so moist chocolate cake. Here is come now. Go getta you some cake, white girl!” 

Charanda sat on Bailey’s face but, thankfully, she did it gently. Bailey did not think Charanda did it gently out of consideration for Bailey. It was simply practical. If she sat down too hard she’d break the toy and wouldn’t have a sexy white blonde toy to play with. It was self-serving gentleness. 

Bailey served that pussy. She serviced it with her obedient tongue. Her tongue had recovered from its earlier bouts of pussy licking activity but grew quickly tired again. Bailey found she couldn’t maintain broad tongue sweeps. Doing that her tongue tried to lift too much heavy pussy flesh and got too wore worn too quickly. So, instead, she speared her sharp tongue into Charanda’s pussy like she was an anteater going after ants in an ant hill. 

Bailey had read once that anteaters ate up to 30,000 ants a day. Charanda did not have any ants in her hill of pussy but, if pussy juice was her equivalent to ants, then Bailey felt her tongue gathering and riling up a swarm of “ants”. 

Gravity. Gravity sucked. Gravity sucked as Bailey occasionally sucked. Charanda’s pussy juice poured forth and flowed down. There was no way for Bailey to keep things neat or to swallow it all down. She felt her hair get so wet it was plastered to her head. She felt totally inundated. She should have brought her fucking scuba gear! 

Seriously though, who thought to bring their scuba gear to an interracial lesbian orgy? 

Charanda sure seemed pleased, “White girl! Your tongue be verifying so fucking fine! Ronald Reagan wudda been so proud! Maybe he lookin’ down onna you in the after life and he be grinning like a proud daddy. Oh, yes, you get that tongue in there. Yes, white girl! You find alla Charanda’s hidden hidey holes! You do it! Clean my nooks! Clean my crannies!” 

Oh, it was just so gross. That must be why Bailey suddenly increased her efforts beyond what she’d thought already were her maximum efforts. She must just be trying to get it over with. 

No, that wasn’t it…. 

She was hungry for it. She felt low and used and like a thing but she also felt close to something else or more. A little further. 

What if she… made Charanda cum and then… there was so much pussy juice, such a deluge, that her mouth and nose and lungs filled up with it? What if she… drowned from pussy juice ingestion? 

Bailey didn’t want to die but the idea was darkly attractive. Now that. That there. That would be the ultimate submission! 

Charanda moved down a little, lay nearly flat on Bailey, and smeared her bulging prominent massive pudenda all over Bailey’s breasts and tummy. Then she levered back and let Bailey continue her efforts to please. 

Charanda talked almost conversationally, “My pussy so big many a time I wisha dat two sexy white girl faces could be all in there all at once. Tried. Can’t quite make it work. I got a lot of pussy so sometime it take a loooooooong time afore I cum. But you doing real good. Don’t get me wrong. You doing me right. Keep it up. Keepa that tongue uppa my black snatch. I tella you what, you keep up the good work den I gots a treat for ya after I cum all over you. Like, really, all over you. Here be what I tell you. Charanda a real motivational speaker, white girl. I’m gonna motivate you. You keep on keeping on and I cum then, I’m telling you, I promise you, I will let you eat my ass after dat.” 

Bizarrely, it really was like a motivational speech. Bailey didn’t want to die by drowning in a deluge of Charanda’s pussy juice. She wasn’t even tempted any more. Yes, that would be quite totally – and finally – subservient. No contest. But she didn’t want to miss out on that next part, eating out a giant black ass. Now that was subservience! Untimely death would only get in the way. 

Bailey wanted to live! 

Bailey licked like she thought Charanda’s hot pussy was actually on fire and like only she could put it out with her hot wet tongue. She just had to activated, by tongue, the pussy juice sprinkler system! 

After fifteen long minutes Bailey truly came to feel, temporarily, like a nameless licking creature who’d never heard of anyone named Bailey. About once a minute Charanda rose up on her knees, her weight making the mattress bend and warp, to make sure Bailey had enough air. Bailey would suck in air and, once her gusty intakes seemed less desperate, then Charanda would settle back into place. 

There was another troubling comment during this time of hard effort and struggled breathing. Charanda said, “I be wishin’ I could take ya home wit me. Ever been to Philly? I’d sit on yo face from noon to midnight and watch my fave shows. That would be so fucking ideal. Don’t get me wrong, I gots lots of white bitches but ones as hot as you be few and far between. But, you ain’t mine. Hell, you ain’t even Ola’s. Don’t be thinking you all wild and free or nuttin. You belong to someone, just not us.” 

Bailey wondered what that meant. Who was the someone? Had she been… traded or something? 

This was ridiculous. She was her own woman. Sure, she was playing around with being some submissive sex doll but ultimately she made her own decisions. She wasn’t really a lesbo slut. She was a dental hygienist! Surely, the world was a better place with her cleaning teeth than with her cleaning pussies by mouth? 

She made her own decisions about her own self! 

She had decided to come here. She had decided to take off her clothes. She had decided to lick black pussy after black pussy. Granted, first she was told to do it but she had decided to obey. Didn’t deciding to obey mean she had free will? 

It was absolutely outrageous that she might “belong to someone”. She did not even belong to her husband! Worse, the very idea that she belonged to someone and did not even know who… actually… that was sort of hot…. 

A mystery! That was kind of exciting. Also, whoever it was, they almost had to be better looking than Ola and probably nicer. But was better looking or nicer even what she was interested in any more? 

Any more? No, she’d meant to think “for right now during this little sexual fad”. A fad fling. A fling fad. Flings and fads were both temporary, even brief. It had to be a fling fad. It was too scary to think this would… extend. Did she want to be on her knees all over town licking black pussy still when she was sixty? 

If it lasted even a little while Hal was almost certain to figure it out even if just by total accident even assuming all these black bitches could keep her secret. 

Bailey decided all that she could do was give her best effort right then and right there with Charanda. What did the song say? If you can’t be with the one you love, love the one you’re with. 

Bailey knew she didn’t love Charanda or even her Mistress Ola. She didn’t feel like she loved Hal any longer either. She did not romantically love anyone. She loved her parents and Maddy and her friends. Romantic love? That was not for sluts, was it? More and more Bailey self-identified as a slut now. The exact breed? Apparently, interracial lesbian slut. 

Bailey did have lust love. She loved body shaking orgasms, giving them and receiving them. That there was her true love. 

Bailey felt it. Charanda was entering the home stretch of her face ride on Bailey’s face. Time to lick and strive and tongue thrust with all her effort! No time for breathing or unimportant things like that! She had a giant black women to please! 

She did it! 

Charanda began orgasming. Charanda must have had some previous tragic sexual experience because she knew to lever forward and lean on her elbows and get her pussy clear of Bailey’s face. 

Charanda’s pussy was about a foot above Bailey’s chest. 

Suddenly… a gush! A downpour! A small waterfall splashed down on Bailey like a balloon filled with water had popped. It wasn’t water. It was pussy juice! 

The odor was strong and Bailey marveled. Charanda wasn’t just big. Her body had other tricks, at least that one. Bailey was grateful for Charanda’s pussy shift forward. So considerate! How kind of her to not drown Bailey! 

Charanda rolled off to the side and flopped onto her back. 

Charanda sounded exhausted but not too exhausted to give orders, “I be too fucking tired to even stick a finger up your snatch. I bet it be tighter than my finger is wide. I got no strength for doing it. So here what you gonna do. First, use your mouth vacuum to suck my pussy dry. Dry as you can. Then you gonna suck the swamp outa dese sheets. While you do that, you finger yo own damn pussy. I know you know how. But no cumming! Not til I say.” 

Disgusting duties but… Bailey didn’t mind at all. Who was she to judge anyway? She was new to being a slut. She just needed to do as she was told to do and try to like it. She was such a slut she thought maybe she would like it. 

Bailey went back at that big pussy again but this time from above. Also, with a change in technique. She suctioned at it instead thrusting her tongue. 

It turned out she did like it. Part of that was her hand cupping and palpitating her vulva. She was so turned on she did not dare even finger penetrate let alone dare to touch her clitoris. She felt like she had a hair trigger clitoris right then. 

That was part of it but she seemed to have a real zen for pussy and all things pussy now. Suck up pussy juice and swallow it down? Sure! Of course! Thank you for letting me! 

She took care of that pussy while keeping herself on edge. Then she went after the soaked sheet. She sucked in a mouthful, sucked hard, spat it out, and went on to the next mouthful. Over and over. Oh, she wanted to cum so bad. Even so, she felt like she could suck pussy juice soaked sheets all day every day. 

Too bad she couldn’t get paid to do this. Hell, too bad she couldn’t do this for free all the time. How many women were soakers like Charanda? Not many and Charanda was some kind of mega-soaker with that mongo pussy of hers. 

It was worth the sweet torture of keeping herself on edge while debasing herself like this. If she wasn’t a slut yet, somehow, which she doubted, then she bet doing this kind of thing a few times sure would make her into one. 

The thought of Hal seeing her like this, Maddy seeing her like this, her coworkers at the dentistry seeing her like this, friends seeing her like this, or her parents seeing her like this was completely humiliating and also a huge turn on. 

Charanda had recovered her breath, “You a real good sheet sucker. Fuck, I do wish I could keep you and your mouth washer. I could wash all my great big panties inna there. Okay, reward time for a job well done. Slut style reward.” 

Charanda rolled over onto her stomach, “Go ahead, white girl, eat out my ass to yo heart’s content. You can cum while you do it as many time as you want.” 

Bailey thought it seemed like mostly, with the exception of the one named Dee, these Black Mistresses nearly could not be bothered with giving orgasms, only receiving them. So selfish! But she did feel inordinately grateful that Mistress Charanda made provisions for Bailey to masturbate herself. Maybe in the world of Mistresses that was being considerate. 

Bailey scrambled into location between Charanda’s spread tree trunk legs. Her asshole was not at all hard to locate. 

Bailey bent over on her knees, used her hands, which felt tiny on that great big black ass, to spread the massive wobbly cheeks as well as she could, and went after that asshole like a starving girl tiger whose diet was assholes and only assholes. 

Once Bailey licked the entire outside and direct surroundings she wormed her tongue in even while wondering if a constriction by Charanda might separate her tongue from her body. 

It didn’t! Her tongue was still attached! 

Bailey rewarded herself by thrusting a single finger up her alertly aroused pussy. She orgasmed instantly. She kept her tongue as far up Charanda’s ass as she could during her orgasm. It just seemed like her own pleasure should never interfere with the pleasure of a Black Mistress. She did make quite a few goofy sounds. She sounded like a damn idiot but that was okay. At least she was an orgasming idiot! 

Bailey had two more orgasms while tongue-fucking Charanda’s ass. Each of them involved self-imposed clitoral contact. They were fast hard orgasms that made Bailey make more idiot sounds, louder and for longer. 

She felt like such an idiot. A stupid slutty incredibly satisfied idiot. 











CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE







BAILEY FELL INTO some kind of orgasmic stupor. She wasn’t asleep she felt like she was in a dream and she heard something that might have only been in her own mind or possibly was real. 

The house was really more like an oversize shanty and it allowed her to hear a snippet of conversation from down the hallway and in the next bedroom even through the walls and closed doors was not unrealistic. 

It was a black woman talking, Ola, “Now you gets inna the closet there and you keep all quiet-like. I’m gonna lock it from da outside jus’ in case. Then I gonna get other girlfriend and put her inna the other closet until after round one. You both gonna be up inna round two. Key is, shut the fuck up. Shut the fuck up in dat closet and for sures shut the fuck up during your round. You udder two with your sexy udders, you be on deck for round one and you each get your own bedroom. For about twenty seconds until your fight mate arrive.” 

Then Bailey heard a door closing right after that. 

Bailey opened her eyes. Had she really heard that? It didn’t really make any sense though. What was this about “round one” and “round two”? It sounded like they were putting some other white slut like herself into a closet in the other bedroom but, why would they do that? Wouldn’t they want their sluts accessible and, well, busy? There were so many black women here to please. Why lock any of the sluts up? 

Wait. Did Ola say she was going to put Bailey in a closet? Couldn’t be! No one put Bailey in a closet! 

No. It made no sense. She’d done a great job obeying in every way especially when licking her Black Mistress’s pussy. Bailey didn’t feel confident about much but she was strangely confident that she’d done very well while licking pussy. It was some wonderful work. It had to be! It made Black Mistresses cum! 

Making Black Mistresses cum seemed like it should be the very definition of doing a great job and doing very well. 

Bailey was starting to feel so confident in pussy licking ability. Anything you did enough of and tried had enough at you could get great at! She now knew lots of great ways to please and satisfy a pussy. That was one positive takeaway from all this. Of course, it was dubious how useful pussy licking skills would be when back in her heterosexual world. 

Maybe she’d try to find a woman willing to participate in a threesome with Hal. It would partially make up for her ongoing betrayal of Hal. Secretly, that wasn’t the reason the idea of doing that held such appeal. It was the idea of pussy. More pussy. Pussy she actually chose! 

Every pussy seemed so special, so unique. Bailey felt like she had to try them all to really think she’d experienced all that pussy had to offer. 

Bailey shook her head slightly. She was sounding crazy even to herself. Pussy crazy! A heterosexual girl like herself shouldn’t have this… pussy crush going on. A crush on all pussies everywhere. 

Were they really going to put Bailey in a closet? Putting her in a closet couldn’t do any good. That must be about some other “girlfriend” of Ola’s. 

Bailey shrugged it off at first but then had to lend the conversation more credence when Ola came in and told Charanda that she needed her “girlfriend” Bailey. 

Charanda grunted, “She been a pleasing bitch. I’d keep her busy in Philly but I know she be yours. Where those other bitches? Maybe I’ll play with them.” 

Ola looked uncomfortable for some reason, “They’re in the other bedroom. Just… just remember… you know… the thing. The most important thing. The thing we talked about.” 

Charanda had a look on her massive face like she’d just made a mental discovery of something once lost, “Oh, fuck me, that’s right. My bad! All good though. All good. I, uh, know the drill.” 

Why had Charanda’s eyes flicked towards Bailey when she said that? 

Then Ola took Bailey by the elbow and brought her over to the room’s closet. Oh oh. This was becoming a match for what Baley had thought she’d heard. Weird. A little. No, a lot! Being put into a damn closet!?! 

She guessed she hadn’t cared what they did with some other white slut. It wasn’t her business and she had no say in it. It couldn’t be important. It had just sounded like that other one was doing some penalty box time in a closet. No big. 

Herself though! That was a big deal! 

Ola said, “We gonna be having the lipstick wars and you gonna be my little lipstick warrior. You gots to fight hard now! You reflect on me!” 

Bailey was so confused! 

“What? Lipstick wars? I don’t understand Black Mistress Ola!” 

“You will, girlfriend, all in good time. In fact, it be real good times. Okay, I’m just going to tell you. You get the privvy-ledge of fighting another slut bitch inna dark while both you total naked. Ain’t that the best? Ain’t you eager to prove your adoration for me by beating up on another white slut?” 

“Uh, no.” 

“Well, you fucking get eager, hear me? I’m going to stuff you inna closet until it be your time. Two rounds of this but you be in round two. You be in there during round one. Three things before I lock you in. Wait. Four.” 

Ola easily spun Bailey around and put handcuffs on her. Bailey was feeling a lot more trapped all of a sudden. In a dark closet and handcuffed also? Not ideal! 

Ola said, “You wearing number one thing already. Number two thing is lipstick. When your time to fight comes then you need to land lipsticky smooches all over your enemy. All over but aim for the tits and the pussy. More points dat way. And, naturally, don’t be letting her smooch all over your little titties or on your pussy. Points, girlfriend! Fucking points! Here we go. I got this lovely shade for you.” 

Bailey’s eyes widened as she saw Ola present some off-brand lipstick in the color of… neon pink? 

Neon pink?!? 

Bailey could stand for a lot. Called names, being spanked, even being put in a closet (which was ironic considering), but being asked to wear neon pink lipstick with her complexion and her shade of hair…. That was asking too much! 

“Oh, ah, Black Mistress I don’t do neon pink lipstick. I’m going to need a different color.” 

Ola’s eyes got huge, “What the fuck! You talking back? You second guessing your Black Mistress? Oh, you wearing it!” 

That was when Bailey realized Ola really wasn’t asking. At all. Not even a little bit. Bailey opened her mouth again and then shut it. Oh well. All bets were off at an interracial lesbian orgy. Especially when you were a white submissive slut. 

Do as told to do and let be done to you whatever was done to you. That was the deal. A bad deal but the only deal. 

Bailey closed her mouth and pushed her lips out. Ola put the neon pink lipstick on thick and heavy and too wide. Bailey just knew she must look like a highly feminine clown. 

Ola then said, “Number three thing is quiet in the fucking closet. Don’t wake the fucking closet mice. I’m not joking about dat either. Real bad mouse problem here. Luella would maybe have more mice but some mice got standards and this place be too shitty for them. So you set in there real still and make friends wid da mice. I’ll help you not yell or talk. Ola so helpful like that.” 

Ola put a ball gag into Bailey’s mouth, careful not to smear the caked lipstick. Yes, a ball gag, how very helpful! 

Ola said, “Fourth thing, when the hound be unleashed – you be the hound by the way – the gag is gonna come out but still no fucking talking. That be a rule for you. You fight your sexy naked enemy in the dark with no talky talky. Got that? Fucking nod.” 

Bailey nodded. 

Then… into the closet she went, sitting down heavily on a pile of clothing that had fallen off hangers. Ola closed the door and it was completely dark. She heard Ola lock the door. 

What was that smell? Mouse droppings? 

The pile of clothing was comfortable but Bailey wasn’t too comfortable. It was hard to ever be comfortable with your hands cuffed behind your back and even less so while sitting. 

It sounded like there was going to be some white women cat-fighting going on. Why wouldn’t they just let Bailey watch? Bailey wished she could watch. She felt like maybe she could learn some techniques that would help her out in her own upcoming fight. She needed all the help she could get. She never backed down from a fight but only verbal ones. She had minimal experience with physical fights. 

She was civilized for God’s sake! Or she had been until recently…. 

She also wished she could watch because… it would be interesting, wouldn’t it? Naked white women fighting for the entertainment of their Black Mistresses. It was like a modern sex version of the Colosseum and those Roman gladiators. 

Damn! This was the kind of reality television show that they should be making. They could call it “Battle of the Boobs” or “Survival: Fittest Female” or “Chick Gladiator” or, now that the naughty language rules had been loosened up, maybe “Battle Bitches”. 

Male, female, hetero, or gay, everyone would want to watch. Especially if the contestants were nude! 

Would it be arousing to see? Well, obviously it was arousing to the Black Mistresses. But they had their thing – domination – and Bailey had her thing. Wait, what was her thing? Shit, it used to be so easy to answer that question. Sex with Hal on Friday nights. 

Now? Well… getting dominated she guessed. That was, what, submission? Jesus, so now she was submissive? Well, not exactly a news flash. That fucking trip to that fucking massage parlor made her into some kind of bisexual woman and, worse, into an obedient sex creature. Maybe she was more than just bisexual. She had zero interest in Hal now much less any other guys. 

Would she change back or was this just the way she was now? She had no idea. Fuck, if this was the new real her then how was she going to stay with Hal for the rest of her life? 

Well, she could keep sneaking out for interracial lesbian domination…. 

That was one solution. In fact, her pussy felt like it needed some “solving” right then. Already! Fuck, she’d be up for getting solved all night long and that might be what was in store. After the fighting. 

So, what was she now? Lesbian (maybe)… submissive apparently… and some kind of interracial… slut? Sluts had multiple partners, right? She’d had half a dozen since she’d arrived here not all that long ago! 

So, yeah, slut…. 

Hal really did deserve better than her. 

Bailey heard voices in the hallway, black women and white women, multiples of both. Lots of whispering. The closet was an extra layer of cardboard-like wall so she could not make out the words. 

Who were these other white women? How did the Black Mistresses pick up so many? Were they all seduced in that awful incredible alternate reality massage parlor? 

Were they actually all whites? Would the Black Mistresses dominate other blacks? Or, at least, Asians and Native Americans and whatever other minorities besides blacks? 

What was the deal with interracial anyway? It sure seemed like a turn on for Bailey but, how much was it? Would she get as aroused from a white lesbian dominating her? 

Bailey was just sure she’d never have the chance or willingness to find that out. 

She did wonder about these other submissive women in this house. Where and how were they seduced into this? Did the Black Mistresses target any and all women or just white ones? Did that work, maybe for both sides, because there was just something about dominant black women and submissive white women? 

Most importantly, were these others as pretty as Bailey and did the Black Mistresses like them as much or more than Bailey? 

Bailey felt jealous. 

That couldn’t be a good sign! Maybe she really was a submissive lesbian now. 

Bailey was normally so very confident in her looks but she had to note that she had that husband baggage and she was the one stuffed into a closet and not these others. Well, one other was, but not the other two. 

Four submissives up here on the second floor so that meant there must be eight total submissive women. There were at least six Black Mistresses. How did she know? Bailey had already licked six different black pussies since arriving here! 

Then Bailey listened, quiet as one of the mice who kept her company in the closet, as “round one” occurred. One woman was placed in the bedroom, person unknown, and then later one another woman was pushed in. Before that they had deafening music playing and during the combat. The fight began almost as soon as the bedroom door closed. 

Damn, Bailey really wished she could watch! It was terrible that the Black Mistresses were making them do this but then, as long as it was happening anyway, why let the spectacle go to waste? 

She knew why. The spectacle was for them and not her. She was not there to enjoy a spectacle. She was there to be a spectacle. When it was her turn. Until then? Closet! 

Because of the blaring music Bailey felt the fight as much as she heard it. Thumps, rumbles, vibrations. At one point someone, or both of them, rammed into the closet door. It rattled in its frame and Bailey made a whining sound of surprise. Actually, is sounded a lot like a mouse squeak…. 

Just after that collision Bailey heard a voice, “No fair you fucking bitch! I wish I was bigger! I would so kick your ass!” 

Bailey could only hear the voice then because it was right up against the door like the owner of the voice was having her face pressed against the door. What was shocking was not the words themselves but that Bailey could have sworn she recognized that voice. 

Who was it? Someone she knew but maybe not too well. Someone from the dentistry? No…. 

It was Paisley! She wasn’t totally sure but it sounded like Paisley, one of Maddy’s friends from college. It made sense in that she was small so that fit with what she’d said about size. It also made sense because she was so darn cute and of course the Black Mistresses would want to have her sexually. 

But, in other ways, it did not make sense. If Bailey remembered correctly from the bridal shower Paisely had a boyfriend who had just proposed and she’d accepted. They hadn’t set a date for the marriage yet but they did intend to get married. 

Bailey remembered Paisley saying the next bridal shower they all saw each at might be her own. Then she’d joked “unless Dougie meets someone he likes more than me”. If Paisley was here though then it was more like Paisley met someone she liked more than Dougie. Someone or something like interracial lesbian domination. 

How could these Black Mistresses even know Paisley? Paisley didn’t even live around here! If Paisley was going to have some Black Mistresses one would think they’d be closer to where she lived. 

What were the odds of two people from Maddy’s bridal shower both being at this interracial lesbian orgy? 

Bailey narrowed her eyes angrily. She just bet it really was that bitch cunt extraordinaire Kathy Henters behind all this! That bitch! That total cunt! 

Bailey heard/felt a bang, bang, bang series of impacts on the closet door. Wow, Paisley was getting destroyed! It made Bailey wish she wasn’t cuffed and that she could help her. Paisley had seemed nice at the bridal shower and they’d met other times as well when Bailey visited Maddy at college. Plus, any friend of Maddy’s was a friend of Bailey’s. 

What would Maddy think if she knew what Paisley was going through? Not only that Paisley was enduring this at all but also probably she was only going through this because she knew Maddy! Maddy would feel so guilty even though it wasn’t really Maddy’s fault. 

Bailey narrowed her eyes in the darkness. Sooner or later she’d come across Kathy Henters. She was going to choke that bitch unconscious! Maybe more than just unconscious if no one pulled her off the bitch in time! 

The battle went on for some time. Every moment seemed like a long time because it was poor Paisley taking so much damage. Well, not all Paisley. There were a few screams and yells that just could not be Paisley. So Paisley must be getting some return damage in. 

This lipstick cat-fight in the dark sounded worse than what Bailey had initially feared. This wasn’t just jousting smooches. This was physical harm! 

The thunderous vibrations slowed and then stopped. It made Bailey wonder what was happening. There was a small pause in the blasting gospel rap and she heard Paisley saying, “Oh God, ohgod ohgod ohgod ohgod ohgod.” 

Oh. So that was what was going on. The music swamped Paisley’s approaching orgasm cries. Bailey leaned forward and pressed her ear to the door. She felt squishy between the legs. It was arousing just hearing Paisley’s orgasmic defeat. And to someone who had just more or less beat the shit out of her! 

Despite the music she could hear the orgasm when it happened because quiet reserved self-deprecating Paisley got really loud. 

“Fuck! You’re doing it! You’re making me cum! I’m such a slut! You win!” 

Wow. What a defeat. Well, if defeat was that kind of yelling out loud orgasm… Bailey still wanted to win her fight… but was also nearly eager to be defeated as well. 

A win-win! 

Finally it was over and Bailey heard Charanda, who’d obviously overheard the orgasm or maybe watched it happen, breaking them up and pulling them out of the room. 

The closet door opened. 

Her turn! Bailey felt her building adrenaline go into overdrive. She was about to kick ass or, more likely, have her ass kicked! 

Charanda took off the cuffs and took out the ball gag. 

Charanda said, “Now, what you need, you need to be landing some kisses. Paint this enemy bitch in lipstick! Make her all neon pink! Make your Black Mistresses so proud of you! But, ‘sides that, the most important thing is, make that bitch cum. She got to cum and you got to avoid cumming. You make her cum and you win the battle. Lipstick goes to points in the overall war. It be four on four. You four upstairs bitches and the four downstairs bitches but, you all the same, you all just whitey sluts. Still, win for us, your Black Mistresses. Really, that ought to mo-tee-vate you even more than winning for your own self. If you win you’ll get an orgasm, a good one, real quick from a Black Mistress so it will be worth the wait. Losers get spanked until their ass turn Indian. Get yo game face on, girl!” 

Bailey got her game face on. She felt it. Her need to win. Her need for approval from the Black Mistresses. The white slut she battled was going to get her ass kicked or Bailey would die trying! 











CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX







THE BEDROOM DOOR opened revealing a slightly less than full dark hallway beyond. Bailey briefly saw two forms together. Just barely darker than the surrounding dark. 

One was clearly a Black Mistress. Why so clear? It was for sure Black Mistress Charanda. No one took up as much space as Charanda so there could be no doubt. 

That meant that the other form had to be Bailey’s “fight-mate”. Bailey couldn’t see any detail about her but could see her outline. Slim and fairly tall, curves in all the right places, fairly long hair. Bailey could not even tell what color the hair was. There was very little light bleeding up from the downstairs. 

It was strange. For just a moment she felt like she recognized the person in some sense. There was something familiar about her outline. It wasn’t really actual recognition but it was recollection of some sort. Was this someone she knew or was this person just similar in dimensions to someone she knew? Either way, who was it or who was this opponent similar to? 

Did Bailey know her opponent… even though she did not know who it was? 

How would that even be possible though? Well, Paisley was in this bedroom battling during the previous bout. Battling and getting her ass handed to her. That was some kind of amazing coincidence that Paisley would be here. Just that. But now maybe there was another person, another whitey slut, here who Bailey also knew? 

Bailey’s mind went into overdrive. Actually, her pussy was in overdrive as well. This whole situation turning her on so much, even the idea she may be about to fight someone that she knew. 

What were the odds of this really being someone who she knew? Was it more or less likely than what the odds had been of Bailey becoming a lesbian slut in a few short weeks? 

More importantly, who the fuck could it be? 

Even more importantly, could Bailey kick her ass? 

Bailey felt such a ferocious need to win. It didn’t matter if it was Susie, the accountant at the dentistry, or Bailey’s friend, Samantha, or her neighbor Jillian. It didn’t matter who it was because whoever it was she just needed to kick their ass. 

Bailey was competitive and she really wanted to please her Black Mistresses. A whitey slut had to work in order to stand out in an orgy full of whitey sluts and Black Mistresses! 

She’d beat up whoever it was and then she could figure out how so many people who knew each other could be here at the same time. It was maybe some kind of plot to sweep the field of whitey sluts or something but that didn’t matter. If it was their plot then congratulations, they had succeeded. At least they had with Bailey. Bailey just needed to be the best loser she could be. By winning this fight! 

Charanda shoved whoever it was into the bedroom and slammed the door shut. Because of the booming gospel rap Bailey could not hear any movements from her opponent. 

Bailey had already figured out that was most likely how the fight would start which was why she immediately charged head down and full speed. That way she still knew where her fight-mate was. 

Strike first! 

Bailey, nude, plowed into the unknown nude woman. If anything she did it too well. She struck so hard she felt the entire body she’d struck fly away like the woman was plucked away by a giant. Even over the booming music Bailey heard a tremendous boom as the woman struck the door that had just closed behind her. 

Had she hurt the woman bad? 

Was she unconscious? Did she need an ambulance? 

Most importantly, had Bailey just won? Already! 

Bailey approached and felt a kick on her shin. That hurt! She backed up. How dare that fucking bitch… defend herself. 

Booming music. No other sounds could be made out. 

Bailey felt a set of fingernails poke her upper chest. Bailey lashed out with a roundhouse slap. She felt it hit something hard like a head with hair on it. It was about the right height. Damn! That hurt Bailey’s hand! 

It didn’t hurt as much as the fist that sank into her sternum. It hurt so bad she paused all other efforts while trying to deal with the pain. As if you could take a time out. Big mistake! 

A series of open hand slaps walloped Bailey’s face one after another until she ducked down and forward. A knee came up and missed her face but crunched her left ear. Pain roared in Bailey. 

Her opponent shoved her down and began stamping around in the dark sometimes nailing Bailey but often missing her as Bailey rolled to and fro trying to avoid being trampled into submission. 

Bailey realized she’d never be able to stand up under that onslaught. So she twisted to a new angle, rolled toward her opponent, and swept a leg and felt her opponent fall on top of that leg. Bailey jerked that leg out from under her opponent. 

Then Bailey rose up and frog leaped onto where she thought her opponent was. She was right! She landed right on her. 

It was so strange being so naked while fighting and feeling all this soft skin against her own soft skin… as she tried to deal out as much damage as she could…. 

Bailey grappled with her opponent and quickly realized that the arms she was trying to pin down were not arms at all. They were legs! 

Which meant they were roughly in a sixty-nine position…. 

Smooch. Smooch. Smooch. 

Goddammit! The bitch was delivering full pressing kisses onto Bailey’s pelvic area. 

This bitch was racking up points! She was winning even though Bailey was on top of her! 

Bailey furiously tried to catch up. She planted kiss after kiss downward onto her opponent’s pubic area. Bailey planted as many smooches as she could but her opponent did the same and Bailey was already well behind her. 

They could do this all night and Bailey would still be behind…. 

The lipstick marks were only bonus points to settle ties. Bailey needed to win. The only way to win and the only way the match would ever end would be by making this bitch under her orgasm. 

Bailey slammed her face in between what seemed to be full tight smooth sexy thighs. Whoever it was seemed to be about Bailey’s age. 

Bailey knew the Black Mistresses had excellent taste in whitey sluts. They’d chosen Bailey, hadn’t they? Also, Paisley was a cutie. Bailey guessed it was some consolation to be having a sex fight with a fellow hottie. And a fellow whitey slut. 

Her opponent knew the rules and tried to bring her thighs together but it was too late for that. Bailey kept her head tilted deep until it even touched the floor in between those thighs. She had to search nearly backward with her mouth but easily located the woman’s pussy. She didn’t hesitate. She plunged her tongue in like a harpoon. 

She had this bitch! Now she just needed to work her over with her mouth. Bailey felt like she’d gotten pretty good at licking black pussy and saw no reason why those same skills wouldn’t work great on whitey slut pussy as well. It was a damn awkward angle though. 

Bailey noted that this white pussy tasted fantastic. Wow! This was some great pussy! So, not only did the Black Mistresses have great taste in whitey sluts they also must have great taste in great tasting whitey sluts. Good for them! Good for Bailey! 

Bailey hurt in several places but focused on flavor and her feeling of imminent triumph. 

Her opponent gave up the battle to get away or push Bailey’s head out from between her legs like she was trying to give birth to a pretty blonde head. 

Bailey was happy about that. At first. She thought this whitey slut was going to lay there and just take her licking to its natural conclusion. Orgasm! Bailey was determined to make her opponent love her own defeat. 

Her opponent had not given up. She had perhaps just paused to catch her breath and figure out what she wanted to do. 

Bailey supposed, in hindsight, that it was obvious. 

Her opponent grabbed Bailey’s skinny hips and jerked them down hard. Bailey’s knees slid outward and she adopted an even more frog-like position. But like a frog getting sixty-nined. 

Her opponent’s mouth found Bailey’s pussy and went industriously to work. 

Bailey couldn’t get away. Most of that was her opponent’s grip around her waist and Bailey’s lack of traction. But some small part was because that mouth on her pussy felt incredibly good to Bailey. It was like all of her fighting chemicals flipped a switch and powered into sex chemicals. 

That mouth! That tongue! Bailey didn’t want to get away from them. She had a hard time even focusing on winning. Getting away or winning faded in importance. The did not become less important so much as they were swamped by the importance of the orgasm Bailey wanted so badly so suddenly. 

If you had an orgasm you lost. That really made Bailey want to lose. What was so good about winning anyway? There was nothing better than an orgasm. Not to a whitey slut like Bailey! 

Still, Bailey licked and tongue-thrust. She just liked doing it and her lust made her want to do it more for its own sake outside of the competition. Plus, Bailey knew what the Black Mistresses wanted of her. Whatever they wanted, that was what Bailey wanted, too. There was physical pleasure but the mental pleasure of serving the Black Mistresses totally outside of her own best interest was also important. 

Bailey had a good head-start on her opponent. The head-start from her head getting in place and getting to work first. 

However, Bailey knew that she started this battle already hot for it just from listening to Paisley get her ass kicked through that closet door. There was something so hot about that. Paisley taking physical damage still ending up orgasming. 

Both Bailey and her opponent licked frantically, urgently, eagerly for a blend of reasons. They both began to get close and they both knew it about themselves and their opposite. 

Bailey tried to shift to the side. She thought maybe she could keep her face in place but move both legs off to the side. She’d still get her orgasm, a bit delayed, but from a Black Mistress so it would be even better. Bailey tried but her opponent was having none of that. She had too tight of a grip. 

Then, minutes later, Bailey felt like she was going to win. She was so close to orgasm but she thought her fight-mate was even closer. 

Her opponent must have known that also. She used her fingernails to claw at Bailey’s skinny ass cheeks. Savage deep clawing. Like a fucking leopard! 

Bailey squealed in pain and couldn’t even think past it. Her hips could not escape and, in pure reaction, she stopped licking and pulled her face up and out. 

Which did no good at all. Not for her. 

It helped her opponent’s orgasm recede and now Bailey’s head was no longer thigh-blocking. Her opponent drew her legs back tightly together. Her opponent, mission accomplished in preventing her own orgasm, stopped clawing but had kept licking and licked even more furiously now like she knew she was in the final lap. 

The final lap… or laps…. 

Lap lap lap lap lap. 

Bailey was in trouble. Her orgasm was so close. She couldn’t get her pussy away from that mouth and nearly did not want to. She couldn’t get in enough licks to get her opponent to cum before her. Especially when everything, including the fighting, the circumstances, and the pussy below her mouth were all combining to turn her on so much. 

The pussy below her mouth…. 

The pussy and the clitoris below her mouth…! 

Bailey couldn’t get good access to her opponent’s full slit with those legs tightly locked together but the clitoris was at the top her opponent’s slit. 

Bailey worked her mouth frantically, pushing her tongue out hard and feeling around. There. The clitoral hood! Bailey popped that clitoris out like a pea out of the pod. She felt her opponent buck and pause her own oral work in alarm. 

She had it! She captured it in her soft but strong lips. She had that clitty right where she wanted it and she wasn’t going to let go! 

Her opponent bucked more and, not able to get Bailey’s mouth off her clit, her opponent desperately went back to licking Bailey’s pussy. 

Bailey sucked that clit in and then applied more and more suction. Bailey sucked so hard her cheeks hollowed inward until they nearly hurt. Then Bailey fluttered her tongue tip on the clitoris. 

Ten seconds of that was all it took. Her opponent was no longer bucking to get Bailey off. Her opponent was just bucking in orgasm. 

Bailey felt triumph! She’d done it! She’d won! 

Bailey enjoyed her victory and her naked enemy orgasming under her. Her fight-mate had quit licking. 

Bailey was in no hurry to get off her. She was enjoying this too much. Then her opponent’s orgasm calmed and Bailey decided it was time to get off the loser whitey slut. 

Too late! 

Those arms returned from below to wrap around Bailey’s waist and the panting mouth returned to Bailey’s pussy. 

Bailey struggled briefly. To no avail. She gave it up. The sensations demanded her attention. 

It looked like Bailey was going to be cumming sooner than she had expected and not directly from a Black Mistress. 

Was her opponent doing this as an act of revenge or just an act of arousal? 

Her opponent proved she learned by example. She captured Bailey’s clitoris in her lips, and then suctioned, and then tongue fluttered it. 

Bailey yelled, “Oh fucking shit!” but it was lost in the pounding gospel rap. Even Bailey couldn’t hear it. 

Bailey gave it up and gave in to the orgasm.
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