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    Previously 
 
    The blonde sisters, Maddy and Bailey, went to get a massage using gift cards for free massages given to them by Maddy's mother-in-law-to-be.   
 
    The massage parlor was run down and looked nearly abandoned and was well outside town, but they decided that they had to use the gift cards so that Maddy's temperamental and judgmental mother-in-law to be would not hold a grudge against them for scorning her gift. 
 
    Little did they know that Maddy's mother-in-law already held a grudge and had dark plans for them.  She'd set them up for lesbian seduction and total domination! 
 
    The blonde sisters were divided up, with each assigned a large black woman to “massage” them.  They were soon each in bondage, and the massages were intimate indeed and not at all one-directional.  The sisters had to service the black women sexually! 
 
    The muscular black masseuse Luella dominated Maddy and forced the bride-to-be to orgasm.  The obese black masseuse Ola dominated Bailey and forced Maddy's younger sister into submitting sexually. 
 
    Maddy attempted to complain to management at the massage parlor, but the “management” was a wicked woman named Lai Ping, a much older Vietnamese lesbian dominant.  Lai Ping forced Maddy to make her complaint orally directly into Lai Ping's “complaint box.” 
 
    The three dominatrixes engineered a situation that led Maddy and Bailey to believe that they interacted sexually with each other when they had not.  Maddy and Bailey were in different rooms while a sexual partner who seemed like their sister but who they couldn't see very well was either giving them pleasure or receiving pleasure from them, as the case may be. 
 
    The dominants allowed Maddy and Bailey to leave the massage parlor. Both changed forever.  They suspected but did not know for sure that Maddy's mother-in-law-to-be was behind their interracial lesbian seductions and dominations. 
 
    The sisters wanted to return to their white bread heterosexual lives, but that is not their destiny.   
 
    Lai Ping showed up at Maddy's workplace, the bank, to make a special deposit.  Two special deposits.  One in a deposit box and another into Maddy's pussy. 
 
    Then Lai Ping showed up at Bailey's workplace, the dentistry, for a tooth cleaning appointment.  But she also wanted a pussy cleaning by mouth from Bailey! 
 
    Maddy and Bailey compared encounters.  Both were haunted by all that they'd done and, most damnably, by how much they'd enjoyed it.  Their lust infected them, affected their home lives, and kept them from reverting to their past preferences. 
 
    The muscular black masseuse Luella, who claims to be Maddy's Mistress, texted Maddy demanding that she come over to Luella’s house to meet some of her friends. 
 
    Maddy knew she couldn’t go!  She was engaged to be married! 
 
    But... she also could not not go.... 
 
    Maddy went over to the orgy, thinking that she might resist, but her resistance was almost nil as they made demands of her.  She was off-balance from the sexy sights she saw there. 
 
    As Maddy was taken again by Luella, spanked, and made to orgasm, she eventually realized that she knew the other three white sluts there.  In fact… they were a co-worker and her friends and bridesmaids for her planned wedding! 
 
    She recognized them, and eventually, they recognized her though she was hardly the Maddy they knew anymore. 
 
    The orgy continued, and Maddy and her friends Rebecca, Paisley, and Aurora, at the command of the Black Mistresses, had sex with each other leading to many orgasms.  The orgasms just kept cumming! 
 
    Then a neighbor stopped by to complain about the noise from the orgy and the loud orgasms.  Mistress Luella’s new neighbor is a lovely Hispanic woman named Mariana, fresh out of the state penitentiary.  She just wanted to get some sleep. 
 
    Instead, she got an earful, came over, and got an eyeful.  Then a mouthful and a pussy-full.   
 
    Luella called over an acquaintance from her church, Bika, who’d recently gotten out of the same state penitentiary and had had her eyes on Mariana.  They told Mariana that she would be a brown sexy baby, a baby slut who belonged to Bika. 
 
    Despite the orgasms she’d had, Mariana was none too sure of this arrangement.  To say the least!  Nevertheless, Bika took possession of her and made her into her little brown sex baby, forced to live with Bika and be her live-in baby slut.  Well, Luella just lost a sexy neighbor! 
 
    The black Mistresses still had lots planned for the white sluts at the big interracial lesbian orgy! 
 
    Specifically catfights.  More than entertaining. The Black Mistresses are out to make the sisters feel guilty and vulnerable about each other.  Little did Maddy know that her little sister, Bailey, was invited and compelled to come over.  The sisters are both at the same interracial lesbian orgy! 
 
    They forced Maddy to fight in the nude.  To fight an unknown female who was also nude and female.  That catfight ended orgasmically.  Maddy did not find out who she fought. 
 
    Then, at the giant hands of Black Mistress Charanda, Maddy experienced a unique and highly humiliating way to have an orgasm.   
 
    Meanwhile, unknown to Maddy, her little sister, Bailey, also had sexual encounters at the interracial lesbian orgy.  Bailey stripped and served the black women intimately, most of them strangers to her.  Bailey realized she was a changed woman, married or not. 
 
    Bailey met Charanda and serviced her intensely and in a humiliating fashion.  Charanda would like to keep Bailey and bring her back to Philadelphia but hinted that other plans are in place for Bailey. 
 
    Then Bailey was compelled to fight an unknown woman in the dark.  A catfight, with both of them nude, both of them fighting each other and trying to make each other orgasm to seal the win. 
 
    In the end, both combatants had orgasms. 
 
    But who was the woman that Bailey fought?  Who was the unknown woman that Maddy fought and orgasmed with… at the same time…? 
 
    The Black Mistresses brought all the submissive white women together for the big reveal for them to learn who had fought whom and who landed the most lipstick smooches.  Each submissive woman had her own shade of lipstick. 
 
    Maddy and Bailey were horrified, and a little aroused, to discover that they wore each other’s shade of lipstick on their bodies!  They had no idea it was all a setup and that they had not fought each other or made each other orgasm.  Those were stand-ins wearing the same shades of lipstick. 
 
    The nasty joe was no them but the Black Mistresses, confident in their control over the sisters, told them the truth, that they had not fought – and more than fought – with each other. 
 
    Then wicked Lai Ping swooped in, revealing that she and the black dominants worked together to seduce and dominate the sisters.  They were paid to do it for Maddy’s mother-in-law-to-be.   
 
    Lai Ping revealed their fate.  The sisters were to go to Kathy Henters to be her sexual playthings! 
 
    For old time’s sake, Lai Ping took advantage of Maddy in a poetically humiliating fashion, and Bailey was shared and nearly split in half by the great big Black Mistresses, Luella and Ola. 
 
    Luella and Ola continued to take full advantage of Maddy’s four bridesmaids.  Once satisfied, they divvied them up as permanent sexual acquisitions. 
 
    The sisters, worried and secretly darkly eager, followed orders and went to the Henters estate.  There they learned Kathy Henters, Maddy’s mother-in-law-to-be, intended to keep them.  Forever! 
 
    They were collared and separated.  They were to become sex maids linked to the family mansion for the rest of their lives! 
 
    How will they adjust to their new loss of status?  Will they hate it like they should, or will circumstances work on their minds and souls? 
 
    Will they ever see each other again?  What about Bailey’s husband, Hal?  Can he save them?  What about Maddy’s fiancée, Scott?  Will he find out what his mother is up to, and how will he react? 
 
    What is next for the sisters?  Is their fate truly sealed, or can they escape it?  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter One 
 
    “So, Maid Number Two....” 
 
    Kathy let the open-ended statement hang in the air.  The door had closed to the East Wing, and they could hear nothing from that side, but Bailey could pretty much imagine. 
 
    “Yes?” asked Bailey.   
 
    Kathy felt satisfaction.  Bailey was answering to her new name, which was also her status and her job, and her lifetime fate.  Maid Number Two.   
 
    Kathy knew that Bailey would have answered to it sooner or later, likely much sooner than later, with the use of a spanking hand or a whip, but Kathy did not need to use them.  Although she might anyway, just for fun.   
 
    Bailey already automatically recognized that when someone said “Maid Number Two,” they were speaking to her.  That was a big step toward Bailey thinking of herself as Maid Number Two.  Perhaps, with enough time, in a decade, maybe two decades, Bailey may have difficulty recalling her birth name. 
 
    There were two other maids already in the mansion proper, but they had names that were not constructed from numbers and job description.  So, technically, the sisters were Maid Number Three and Maid Number Four.   
 
    Kathy Henters wasn’t worried about how to occupy all the time the maids had on their hands.  True, there was only so much cleaning needed, but it was especially mindnumbing and submission-inducing to make them clean areas that were perfectly clean.   
 
    The maids were like sexy décor as well.  It was a big mansion.  From a sexual decoration perspective, four maids were not nearly enough. 
 
    After her husband passed, Kathy had started slowly experimenting with dominating women.  In truth, she thought it would be hard to do and that it would be almost impossible to make them into modern-day sex slaves.   
 
    In hindsight, she was limited by her caution and by imagining they had wills nearly as strong as her own.  She’d underestimated herself and overestimated them. 
 
    Over the years, her domination picked up speed like a boulder rolling downhill. 
 
    She could picture a staff of a hundred submissive slave sluts who she never had to pay a cent. 
 
    “Maid Number Two, it has aroused me consigning your older sister, Maid Number One, to her fate and putting her in the ungentle hands of Morga.  It has turned me on so much that my pussy is making a bit of a mess under this leather dress.  Your role is to clean, and your sister is to blame for this mess.  So crawl under there and clean my pussy.  Keep cleaning it until I cum a mess right into your mouth.” 
 
    Bailey kept thinking, “Evil bitch evil bitch evil bitch.” 
 
    That wasn't exactly news to her by then.  Still, it was humiliating to have to sexually please this woman just after she'd done Bailey's older sister so wrong.  And Kathy blamed it all on her sister as well! 
 
    Damn it!  This fucking evil bitch! 
 
    Bailey knew the score, though.  She knew she was Maid Number Two now.  Maybe someday there would be a massive earthquake or asteroid impact or something, and her fate and her sister's fate might alter course. 
 
    But, for now.... 
 
    Bailey got down on her knees and got under that short leather dress that looked like some kind of ancient Roman armor.  It was hot and moist under there.  Kathy's pussy was wet.  Bailey's lips told her so. 
 
    Bailey sighed and so did Kathy Henters, their moans sounding similar but generated for different reasons.   
 
    Baoley thought, yeah, Kathy Henters' pussy needed cleaning and, yeah, she was the new maid.  One of them.  Maid Number Two. 
 
    Bailey went to licking.   
 
    Bailey felt so used, so newly defined in such a limited fashion.  She was for serving, use, abuse, and sex.  And work.  It was so wrong, but it was what it was. 
 
    Bailey licked faster and more firmly.  She drove her tongue deeper.  She swirled her tongue on Kathy's way too old for Bailey clitoris. 
 
    Kathy moaned with satisfaction. 
 
    Bailey wished it wouldn't, but the sound of Kathy's pleasure, that evil bitch, from Bailey's tongue work, poor Bailey, was a turn on.   
 
    If you're going to get used sexually... you may as well do it well... and be aroused by it.... 
 
    Not that Bailey felt like she had a choice.   
 
    She was not a volunteer part-time slut.  She felt like the personification of a lesbian submissive slut.  If they updated the term in the dictionary, maybe they’d have a photo of Bailey next to it.  Or of Maddy.  Or of both of them side by side wearing slut gear or nothing at all.   
 
    A submissive lesbian slut.  That was her.  That was now the main part of herself.  Her core. 
 
    She hated it.   
 
    It turned her on.   
 
    She didn't like it at all. 
 
    She was getting off on it. 
 
    Bailey knew her pussy was wet again.   
 
    Why was she working so hard to please this terrible woman?   
 
    Well, Bailey guessed it was her new job.  Bailey had a weird thought.  At work, you worked hard to prove yourself so you could keep your job or get promoted.  As a lifetime slut slave, she could not be fired and couldn’t get promoted either.  But here she was, under this nasty leather skirt, licking this nasty old pussy attached to this nasty old woman, and she was working just as hard – harder! – than she had at her workplace at the dentistry. 
 
    Bailey felt sort of lucky in a limited way.  Maddy – Maid Number One – was stuck with big, ugly, cold, and mean Morga.  Bailey had the privilege of eating the pussy of the normal-sized, average-looking, but still cold and mean, Kathy Henters. 
 
    Kathy Henters might be the “lesser evil” as far as looks and size, but, ironically, Bailey was quite sure that Kathy was eviler than Morga.  Kathy was probably worse than almost anyone and everyone. 
 
    As Bailey licked and licked and tongue-fucked she couldn't help getting into it.  Her face was right in it.  The leather dress blocked most light, so Bailey’s pussy-world encompassed her.  She felt like it was just her and a pussy.  An evil pussy but still a pussy that needed pleasing. 
 
    Kathy said, “You cunt-licking low-down slut maid!” 
 
    Yeah, Bailey couldn't argue that.  Not while wearing a maid uniform of sorts, actively pleasing pussy, and getting wet herself.  Guilty as charged! 
 
    Bailey worked harder at pleasing pussy.  She just had to.  It was the mission.  For some reason, it seemed like Kathy’s namecalling motivated her.  Maybe it helped to be defined that way.  All she had to do was live up to it.  Or down to it as the case may be. 
 
    Kathy groaned, “Get your slut maid tongue up high in me.  So high it hurts.  Hurts you, not me.  Make sure it feels like your tongue is going to uproot.  Make sure it hurts you.  Do it, slut!” 
 
    Bailey did it.  No hesitation. She stretched her tongue as high and as deep as it could go and then tried her hardest to make it go even further up. 
 
    She'd show her new evil Mistress that she was a great cunt slut.  She wanted to get her tongue into this bitch's womb!  She wanted to make her cum!  She wanted to drink her spend! 
 
    Bailey wanted this! 
 
    Kathy yelled, “You cunt licker!” 
 
    Bailey could not agree more.  She was cunt-licking Maid Number Two!   
 
    It was her mission!  It was her purpose in life! 
 
    Kathy Henters shuddered and groaned her orgasm.  Maid Number Two drank her spend and tried to suck more out.   
 
    Then Maid Number Two found that she wanted to do more.  She was desperate to cum herself, but she wanted her new Mistress to get even more pleasure from her new slut maid. 
 
    Maid Number Two sought out Kathy's clitoris, a clitoris decades older than Bailey, and quite a bit older than Maid Number Two, who'd just been born that very day. 
 
    Maid Number Two sucked hard on that clit and worked it with lips, tongue, and suction.  Kathy moaned and groaned. 
 
    Kathy moaned out, “You cunt lapper!  You clit sucker!  You're fucking doing it!  I'm going to cum again!” 
 
    Kathy did cum again, and again Maid Number Two thirstily drank down her spend. 
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    After a minute, Kathy managed exhausted, amazed words, “I must say, Maid Number Two.  You've made me quite happy that I had you seduced and tamed and trained and turned into my slutty Maid Number Two.” 
 
    That was bad but it was even worse how Maid Number Two felt about it. 
 
    Maid Number Two was also quite happy Kathy Henters had done her so wrong. 
 
    Kathy added, “Just think, every time you lick me to orgasm you’ll further guarantee I don’t regret doing you wrong.  Isn’t that wonderful?” 
 
    Yeah, Bailey wasn’t sure about that.  She didn’t think she deserved any credit for lack of regret by Kathy Henters.  Rich people never felt bad about the shit they did.  They boasted when things worked out their way and pretended it never happened if things did not go their way. 
 
    Kathy had her stand up.  Maid Number Two was frustrated with need for an orgasm. 
 
    Which was not to say she could not be made even more frustrated!   
 
    Kathy lightly trailed her fingers up and down Maid Number Two's bare and well-shaved pussy.  Kathy's fingers made the dewdrops of pussy juice there gather and trickle out and down Maid Number Two's left leg. 
 
    Kathy kept it up until Maid Number Two was panting and starting to wilt and she was barely able to stay on her feet.  Then Kathy pulled her hand away, gathered Maid Number Two's leash up, and tugged her easily along to the West Wing. 
 
    Soon Maid Number Two found herself facing a massive wooden door just like the one leading to the East Wing.  This one had a big wood sign above it with “West Wing” burnt into it.   
 
    It had a knocker made out of some kind of black stone shaped like a nude demoness with little horns and no hair, along with an oversized pussy.  Oddly, the statue's pussy looked wet.   
 
    Maid Number Two wondered if it was like those statues of Jesus that supposedly wept blood. Somehow it made sense that a demoness or succubus statue might leak pussy juice instead. 
 
    Kathy knocked with the knocker and said, “Here is your new home, Maid Number Two.  You'll spend about ninety-five percent of your remaining life in there.  The other five percent, you’ll be out here in the mansion proper cleaning and sexually pleasing.  You're pale now already from those fluorescent lights at the dentistry, but you'll become much paler, like something that lives under a rock.  Which is pretty much what you will be as much of the mansion is stonework.” 
 
    “Sweet Jesus!” thought Maid Number Two. 
 
    As they waited for someone to respond to her knocker knocking, Kathy went on, “Like the East Wing, the West Wing has various guest bedrooms among other features.  You will often be sexually pleasing my guests.  Often female.  Usually female.  But, as a favor to them, sometimes I let one of their male friends – a husband or a father or a brother, even a son sometimes, or a business partner – get pleased as well.  So you'll get some cock, but, I warn you, it will usually be poor quality cock attached to a man who is old or ugly or, most often, both.  Still, happy news, you might have a few offspring.  I can make some good money off selling babies.  The downside is you missing time in your maid duties, but I do have backup maids, including your sister.” 
 
    Hmm.  Maid Number Two wasn't sure what to think of all that.  She'd always wanted children, so that was good.  But out of wedlock, possibly with some ugly old man, and having to give up the child were definite downsides!   
 
    Those were the real downsides!  Missing time being a damn sex maid was not a downside!  Hell, it was almost motivation to want to get pregnant.  Kathy was such a bitch! 
 
    Kathy Henters was even eviler than she'd thought! 
 
    The big door opened with a creak that would have made a haunted house proud.  Maid Number Two thought this place would be haunted now.  By the ghost of Bailey past. 
 
    Out from the doorway came the bald butler woman.  She stood stiff-backed at attention and even snapped her black boots together like some German officer in World War II getting a surprise inspection from the fuhrer.  Their clack against each other rebounded and echoed against the stones of the hallway. 
 
    Kathy said, “Almut, this is one of the new maids.  Her name is Maid Number Two.  You're in charge of her.  For the first week, get her up to speed by having her clean eighteen hours daily except for food breaks and breaks when sexually used.  Do not spare the firm hand.  Or crop.  Or whip. Or anything else that can cause pain.  Don't wait for an excuse to do it either.  Keep her humming with pain.” 
 
    Maid Number Two's face frowned with upset, concern, and disappointment.  Hadn't she just done a great job licking this woman's pussy to orgasm?  Twice? 
 
    Maid Number Two thought it was some consolation that she was getting off on pain sometimes nowadays.  She guessed she'd have to adjust and get more into that.  Turn that pain lemon into orgasm lemonade. 
 
    Maid Number Two wasn't the only one thinking that way! 
 
    Kathy said, “The slutty maid is all hot for it right now.  You know, from the privilege of eating my cunt.  So go ahead, bring her into the West Wing and under your wing, and keep giving her pain in your knowing and nasty ways for the first week.  Always make her clean anything and everything by mouth.  She's a sex maid so cleaning up bodily fluids by mouth is even more of a core duty than cleaning toilets.” 
 
    “Jawohl!”  Almut snapped her heels together again. 
 
    Maid Number Two thought, “Jesus!  Did that bald butler bitch just say fucking “jawohl”?  With a German accent?  Fuck! 
 
    Everyone knew bald and booted German pain-causing lesbians were the nastiest! 
 
    God help her, but Maid Number Two felt like clinging to evil Kathy Henters or dropping to the floor and hugging her legs and begging not to be given over to Almut. 
 
    But she knew it wouldn't do any good. 
 
    She also knew that the sooner Almut got to spanking her or whipping her or kicking her ass or whatever-the-fuck, the sooner she would cum. 
 
    Maid Number Two, at a come hither motion from Almut, walked into the West Wing.  Almut boomed closed the door behind her, and locked it with a key that looked a lot like a dildo and was big enough to be one. 
 
    Maid Number Two looked around.  She thought, “Cobwebs?  Are you shitting me?” 
 
    Home sweet home. 
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    Almut's mouth widened in what might have been an attempt at a smile, “So, is true Maid Number Two want orgasm?” 
 
    Maid Number Two briefly considered lying and denying.  But how would that help?  She did feel desperate for an orgasm!  This Almut lady, bald or not, was the only way to get permission for an orgasm. 
 
    The downside, of course, was that she'd then likely get it directly from this bald German woman.   
 
    Holy shit.  Maid Number Two was so turned on that even that sounded great.  A bald German woman?  Who would give her an orgasm?  Gimme some of that! 
 
    Maid Number Two nodded, shamefaced. 
 
    Almut said, “Use the words, Maid Number Two.  Make it sound sexy desperate, or no orgasm for you.” 
 
    Fucking bald women!  You just couldn't trust them! 
 
    Maid Number Two was still game despite having to verbalize.  She was game for anything that would bring on an orgasm.  She felt like a total slut.  Hopefully, an orgasm slut! 
 
    “I desperately need an orgasm.  So bad!  Please let me have one.  I'll do anything.  I'm a slut for orgasms!  Please help this slut!” 
 
    “You may call me Lady Almut or My Lady.  Ah, that is our secret.  Mistress Henters may not approve my having such airs.  But I am Lady Almut to you when she not here.  You say you do anything?  Let us find out.  Come.” 
 
    “Lady Almut” led the way and Maid Number Two followed.  She could not help marveling at the way various lights shined off her dome head.   
 
    Bald!  That was just nasty.  Maid Number Two almost felt sorry for the woman.  She likely avoided the public and, even in private, no doubt had to put up with or try to ignore people staring at her shiny bare dome. 
 
    Almut led her into a small room. 
 
    Maid Number Two looked around. 
 
    Oh oh...! 
 
    Lady Almust said, “Time make Maid Number Two so smooth, so nicely smooth, smooth as egg.  Me make Maid Number Two into own image like God did to man.  Maybe to mess with man considering how goofy man look.” 
 
    Maid Number Two had a very bad feeling about this.  And a sneaking suspicion.  And a sinking sensation. 
 
    After all, her pussy was already totally bare so what was left? 
 
    The room was a rudimentary salon with a chair and combs and brushes and dryers and powders. 
 
    And wigs. 
 
    A lot of wigs. 
 
    And scissors and trimmers.  A lot of them also. 
 
    Almut broke the bad news not at all gently, “A slave should always endeavor to be like her lady.  I am your Lady Almut.  You also say you will do anything for the big orgasm.  That is good.  Quite constructive as there will be no orgasm for you until you do the “anything” that I choose for you.  So, if you want orgasm ever again and right away now, then sit in chair, and Lady Almut will make you just as bald as she is.” 
 
    Maid Number Two stood very still, like a deer in the woods hearing a twig snap. 
 
    The sound of the steel trap of fate snapping closed. 
 
    She really did not want to be bald. 
 
    She really wanted an orgasm. 
 
    Her pretty blonde hair!  She wouldn't even be recognizable without it!  She couldn't even leave if she had the chance or, if she did escape, she’d need to stay in hiding for months while her hair grew back. 
 
    But she needed her orgasm now and she needed orgasms in the future.  They were what could make this new life not only bearable but darkly enjoyable. 
 
    Stuck in this mansion for the rest of her life but with no orgasms?  The orgasms were the best part!  Hell, she'd secretly, underneath it all, been looking forward to her dark fate as both fitting for her and one full of nasty orgasms. 
 
    Taking away the orgasms would be like taking the fizz out of soda.  And the damn flavor! 
 
    Maid Number Two sat in the chair. 
 
    Almut chuckled, “Yes, good choice.  Almut love to see bald sluts orgasm over and over all the time as they serve Lady Almut so hard.  Do not fear, Maid Number Two.  Bald is beautiful!” 
 
    Maid Number Two bit back a harsh retort.  That was just the old Bailey trying to speak up.   
 
    No, the old Bailey was dead.  Long live Maid Number Two. 
 
    Almut puttered about getting things ready but seeming to take extra time.  It was torture for Maid Number Two to wait silent and still for what she wanted to protest or run away from.  It was also a display of confidence by Almut.  Maid Number Two's hair was damn well going to be cut down until the rest of it could be shaved off, so there was no rush. 
 
    Almut plugged in a hairdryer, and that confused Maid Number Two at first.  Then Almut approached her with it. 
 
    Almut had that weird maybe-a-smile on her face again, “First, I will warm up the slut.  I mean it, Maid Number Two!  Spread legs and rub your pussy.  But no cumming!  Not yet!  Tell me if you get close to cumming!” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Almut.”  Maid Number Two instinctively took a course of obedient simpering supplication.  A course she may be destined to stay on for decades. 
 
    A course of behavior that would do her no good though Almut found it pleasing.  The sluts met a stronger force and sought to appease it.  Every time without fail, and yet it led to sure failure. 
 
    All paths led to failure but the appeasing one was just more humiliating. 
 
    Maid Number Two spread her legs wide, and it made her feel extra slutty, which made her feel hot for it.  Without being told, she slung her knees up over the arms of the chair so that her calves and feet dangled down and her pussy was on full display. 
 
    Maid Number Two rubbed her pussy with one hand at first but then, seeing Lady Almut peering intently at her pussy, thought maybe the view wasn't good enough for her bald Lady, so she used her other hand to spread out her pussy lips putting her pussy butterfly in flight, and used one finger from the other hand, hooking in from one side, to rub at her clit. 
 
    Maid Number Two felt wide open, slutty, entirely slutty, and as hot as could be. 
 
    Except not.  She was wrong.  She was not yet as hot as could be, as she quickly learned. 
 
    After a couple of minutes of teasing her clitoris, Maid Number Two felt ready to explode into orgasm but knew she needed permission. 
 
    “Lady Almut, I'm close to cumming.” 
 
    Almut's curious wide-mouth maybe-smile somehow widened even further, “Tell me, Maid Number Two, are you hot for it?” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Almut!” 
 
    “I make you even more hot for it, Maid Number Two!” 
 
    Then Almut brought forward the blow dryer and turned it on, blowing hot air on Maid Number Two's held-open pussy from just a foot away.  Hot air beat against Maid Number Two's pussy and made the edges of her labia flap and shake. 
 
    Almut's voice raised due to her obvious cruel excitement, her accent thickening, “Now I am making you very hot!  Hot pussy!  Go ahead, Maid Number Two!  Go and cum at same time!  Do it fast, or your pussy get burned!” 
 
    That was all that Maid Number Two had waited for.  Clear permission.  Now she had it!  She had been just on the precipice of orgasm, and with this added twisted twist she had all the sensation she needed.  She had only needed permission! 
 
    An orgasm was all the motivation she needed.  She paid no attention to needing to orgasm to avoid heat burns on her pussy. 
 
    The hot air from the blow dryer was scorching and just on the edge of painful.  But it wasn't as hot as Maid Number Two's lust. 
 
    Maid Number Two was on the edge of pain and on the edge of orgasm. 
 
    Maid Number Two came.  She shook and made the chair creak even under her slight weight.  Her feet kicked up and flopped around, but her knees stayed in place, hooked over the arms of the chair. 
 
    Almut observed the orgasmic compliance, and she turned off the hairdryer to better enjoy Maid Number Two's passionate moans. 
 
    Yes, Maid Number Two was a true asset.  Almut would find many strange and wonderful, darkly wonderful, duties for this one.  Maid Number Two would become a living appendage of the West Wing. 
 
    The West Wing rules supreme! 
 
    Ficken the East Wing!  Ficken Morga! 
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    Maid Number Two looked quite overcome, but surely a clever bald German lady like Almut could get another orgasm out of her.  Almut thought so!  She wanted Maid Number Two's first day in the West Wing to be a memorable one in multiple ways, including multiple orgasms. 
 
    After a minute for some measure of recovery, Almut found the battery-operated hairdryer.  It was not as powerful as the plug-in variety but, let's face it, it was hard to stuff electrical cords up pussies! 
 
    Almut set it in Maid Number Two's bare lap and gave her the news. 
 
    “Good news, Maid Number Two.  While I cut off all hair and shave head bald, you will have another orgasm.  Der hair cut will not be complete until you orgasm, then I cut final section.  I will leave one little lock at top of head until zen.  Like you are sexy adult version of Dr. Seuss character.  Many people do not know Dr. Seuss was so very German.  His real name was Geisel, and that is German for hostage.  Funny that!” 
 
    Maid Number Two confusedly fumbled with the battery-operated hairdryer.  Perhaps she thought she was supposed to turn it on and bake her pussy into an orgasm.  Understandable considering her just past experience. 
 
    Almut said, “What you do is to shove handle in your pussy and sit on it.  Grind on it as I cut your hair and shave your head.  Hold your orgasm back until I say.  Oh.  Make sure the hot end face out towards your sexy legs.” 
 
    Maid Number Two got the handle, the thick short handle, inserted.  It wasn't as hard to get in as she’d thought it would be.  Her pussy was already soaked from the orgasm, and then her weight drove her pussy down on the hairdryer handle as well.   
 
    She fucked it much more than it fucked her.  She made sure the blowing end faced her knees but she wasn't sure why it needed to be that way.  Not yet. 
 
    With great interest, Almut watched Maid Number Two penetrate herself, “This thing you do has name.  It called “re-purposing.”  Some say if no hair, then no use for hairdryer.  Poor hairdryers of ze volrd!  Must “re-purpose” says Lady Almut.  So simple, hairdryer become ze dildo.” 
 
    Almut then went about cutting hair in big chunks, then shaving in sweeping arcs.  Maid Number Two saw and felt clumps of blonde hair fall into her lap clouding over the hair dryer.  She felt some of the hairs work their way into her pussy.   
 
    It felt nasty.  And sexy.   
 
    Uncomfortable.  And sexy. 
 
    Maid Number Two felt like such a slut! 
 
    Maid Number Two felt like she could have another orgasm! 
 
    Maid Number Two rode the hairdryer, wobbling her pussy and pelvis on top of it.  She had to be careful to minimize her movements so that Lady Almut did not cut her with a scissors or shaver.  And so that Maid Number Two did not orgasm too soon. 
 
    Maid Number Two, feeling her skull nearly bare, passed on the awaited news, “Lady Almut!  I can cum now!” 
 
    Almut chortled, “That good!  Good timing, Maid Number Two!  Put your knees back down and sit on ze chair like correct school girl with excellent posture.  Oh, yes, like that, it is ze excellent posture!  Posture of slut riding hairdryer!  A classic!  I will activate the hairdryer, and it will blaze hot on your sexy thighs.  If you can cum fast enough, again, you may not get burned.” 
 
    Maid Number Two began driving towards an orgasm, grinding her pussy down on the hairdryer handle. 
 
    Almut said, “Is true Lady Almut no wanted Maid Number Two pussy get burned.  Lady Almut feel different about Maid Number Two sexy thighs.  Red burns there will look pretty and Lady Almut will get to tell how Maid Number Two got them.  Yes, will show Almut better dominator than filthy Morga of dumb East Wing.  So!  Do not cum so quick.  Why rush?  Please to make sure thighs little burned and then cum.” 
 
    Maid Number Two's eyes widened in panic.  Holy shit! 
 
    Lady Almust wanted her to cooperate in injuring herself! 
 
    Almut saw her alarm, “No is big worry.  Stop being so baby.  I put sexy ointment on later and you heal in a week.  Going to feel so sexy for both of us when times your owie thighs rub on Almut’s ears as Almut lick Maid Number Two.” 
 
    Actually… that did sound pretty good…. 
 
    Almut reached down and slid the ON switch on.  Heat shot out, buffeting Maid Number Two's inner thighs.  Maid Number Two made a choking urgent sound and she humped hair dryer faster and harder. 
 
    The heat on Maid Number Two's thighs shot higher quickly, but Maid Number Two's inner heat, her lust, shot higher even faster. 
 
    The heat on her thighs built rapidly into blazing pain on her inner thighs about halfway to her knees and then lesser pain all the way to the knees.  It felt like comets, complete with comet tails, blazed motionlessly up her thighs. 
 
    Maif Number Two did not know when a burn would take hold or how much she had to take for a good burn to set in.  She pleaded, “Lady Almut, I can cum, can I cum now?” 
 
    “Ah, no, be tough.  Don’t be baby!  You take more.” 
 
    Lady Almut watched keenly, her face close, the sensation of her warm breath entirely lost to Maid Number Two due to the horrible pain. 
 
    After ten more seconds, Lady Almut nodded like a soldier acknowledging an order, “Jawohl, is good.  Now to cum, Maid Number Two!” 
 
    Maid Number Two yelled, “I'm cumming, Lady Almut!” 
 
    Almut thought it was quite wise of Maid Number Two to let her know the tactical situation.   
 
    Perhaps she'd ridden a running hairdryer before?   
 
    No, probably not! 
 
    Maid Number Two came, and the seat and her upper inner thighs flooded with pussy juice like her pussy was a burn-activated sprinkler system.   
 
    Almut reached down and shut off the hairdryer.  She felt possibly an even greater heat coming from Maid Number Two. 
 
    Maid Number Two was a hot one! 
 
    Good thing she would be bald forever so that her hair did not combust.  Ha ha ha.  Almut shook with silent laughter. 
 
    Almut had a thing for heat and fire.  And brands.  Maid Number Two would find those things out soon enough. 
 
    Almut shaved off the last Dr. Seuss style lock of hair on top of Maid Number Two's head. 
 
    Almut said, “There, now was that so hard?” 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Five 
 
    Later that day, Almut – Lady Almut! – had something quite hard for Maid Number Two to do. 
 
    Very hard. 
 
    Maid Number Two was already worn down from cleaning and cleaning for hours and also from having about one orgasm per hour.   
 
    Orgasms while cleaning.  Lady Almut had a thing for them in the sluts she controlled.  Hard work should be rewarded!  Right away!  During the hard work! 
 
    There was an orgasm with a feather duster up Maid Number Two’s ass.   
 
    There was an orgasm with the end of a toilet plunger up her pussy.  She had no idea that this very same plunger had been inside her sister's pussy earlier that day.   
 
    Kathy Henters had gone out of her way to retrieve the phallic plunger from the East Wing and to bring it to the West Wing for the exact purpose for which it was used by Maid Number Two.   
 
    Kathy knew that Morga traditionally made new submissives in her “care” fuck the toilet plunger.  That plunger had been inside more pussies than ninety-five percent of senior citizen men's penises in the world had ever experienced.  More asses, too! 
 
    It gave Kathy great satisfaction to get it, to deliver it to Almut without Maid Number Two seeing her, and to know the plunger would get to experience both sisters intimately in such close temporal proximity.   
 
    That lucky plunger!  It started life thinking it would only get to see toilet bowls in the worst of situations and then gets the loveliest blonde pussies instead.  Or, actually, as well. 
 
     Maid Number Two did notice a damp slipperiness on the handle when Lady Almut passed it on to her and told her to fuck her pussy with it.  
 
    Maid Number Two, following orders, fucked herself with it until she came on it.  Then Lady Almut had her lick it clean. 
 
    After that?  Maid Number Two had to use it on a stuck toilet.   
 
    Lady Almut marched her to another toilet in the East Wing.  This one was also backed up.  The old wings of the mansion did not have the best plumbing, but the sluts more than made up for it. 
 
    Lady Almust had Maid Number Two fuck herself again with the plunger.  This time was a little different, a bit of a different flavor – Almut chuckled silently to herself – because now Maid Number Two had seen her plunger lover in action and, this time, she fucked herself while standing next to the plunger’s next job. 
 
    In ten minutes of self-fucking under the watchful eyes of Lady Almut, Maid Number Two came on the plunger handle while leaning against the sink. 
 
     While the orgasm still rippled through her and her eyes could barely focus, Lady Almut grabbed her by the neck and forced her to pull it out and get to immediate work on the stinky toilet. 
 
    Maid Number Two's sex sweat soon mixed with her plumber sweat. 
 
    Later, Maid Number Two had another orgasm with a bar of soap up her pussy while nude and cleaning a spacious tiled shower.  Then she had to carefully write a little note that had to be attached to the bar of soap, which she signed, that said that Maid Number Two had cum with this bar of soap inside her pussy on date such and such.  Lady Almut explained that some guests enjoyed having a nice selection of bars of soap to choose from, each with a little personal history. 
 
    Maid Number Two had yet another orgasm on her knees while cleaning the grout around the toilet with Lady Almut wearing a strap-on and fucking her from behind. 
 
    All of which caused quite the mix of feelings in Maid Number Two.   
 
    This place was a nightmare! 
 
    She was going to love it here! 
 
    She just kept getting more and more humiliated! 
 
    She wondered if there was a lifetime achievement orgasm record and how old she'd be when she broke it. 
 
    In the late afternoon, Lady Almut raised the subject of Maid Number Two's husband, Hal.  Maid Number Two burned with shame as she realized she hadn't thought about Hal for many hours.   
 
    Lady Almut said, “The good Lady Henters says you have a husband named Hal.  But our maids here aren't allowed to be married.  It is an easy fix.  You're going to call him and tell him you're divorcing him and that he can keep everything.  Lady Henters has already had one of her lawyers draft the papers, and I understand they will be delivered to him soon.  It is best you do der honorable thing and tell him personally.” 
 
    Maid Number Two gulped.  She'd known this was coming.  More or less.  The divorce, yes, but not having to tell Hal herself. 
 
    She knew this was necessary.  Look at what she was now.  This wasn't some double life she was leading.  This was her new life, and it was all-encompassing. 
 
    No room for Hal. 
 
    Hal was a good man.  Hal had never done her wrong.  Hal deserved better than this.   
 
    Also, it wasn't like Kathy Henters would allow her conjugal visits in this mansion prison. 
 
    Lady Almut's wide-mouth smile parted slightly on the right side.  Maid Number Two thought she might be sneering, but it was hard to tell, “Don't tell me you're worried about not getting enough cock?” 
 
    Lady Almut produced a strap-on from a shelf and put it on.  Maid Number Two silently watched.   
 
    Maid Number Two could see where this was going. 
 
    Right up her pussy! 
 
    It was such shameful timing, too.  She should be allowed to greive the death of her marriage and mourne it.  At least with a few hours, maybe even a day, without some nasty lesbian-dominated orgasm. 
 
    Lady Almut sat down, nude except for the strap-on.  Lady Almut was relaxed like all this was just another day in her life.   
 
    She was on a bench in the main hallway running the length of the West Wing.  Other staff in the wing passed in various states of dress from nude to leathered up.   
 
    Lady Almut wasn't shy about her nudity.  Or Maid Number Two's. 
 
    Lady Almut slapped a hand on one of her thighs, “Don't vorry about das cock, Maid Number Two.  My cock never get soft.  Here now, ve have time before you call husband.  Climb up here on cock and fuck it.” 
 
    Maid Number Two nearly looked at the ceiling and flopped her hands on her sides.  No, that would be the kind of exasperation her old self, that Bailey person, would have shown.  There was no room for attitude with Lady Almut or anyone in the West Wing or anywhere in the Henters mansion. 
 
    She had to adapt.  She was adapting. 
 
    Or maybe she was devolving. 
 
    Maid Number Two climbed into place on Lady Almut's lap, facing Lady Almut with her pussy suspended over Lady Almut's big purple rubber cock.   
 
    She dared to make eye contact with Lady Almut.  She saw lust in those dark eyes and knew her eyes must gleam with as much lust.  Maid Number Two couldn't deny it.  She was again aroused and hot like the slut she was.   
 
    Her adaptation seemed to include quicker arousal, arousal at things she should not find arousing, faster and bigger orgasms. 
 
    She guessed devolving wasn’t all bad. 
 
    Lady Almut's breath was hot on Maid Number Two's face and neck.  Lady Almut gave her a tiny nod and pushed her lips slightly outward.  Maid Number Two, already attuning to Lady Almut’s slightest whims, knew this meant Lady Almut wanted to be kissed.   
 
    Maid Number Two gave Lady Almut a sweet kiss at first, almost chaste, but within seconds it was a lusty one, and Maid Number Two's tongue searched into Lady Almut's mouth.  Searching to please and to show she would do anything to please Lady Almut. 
 
    Lady Almut.  So cruel.  So commanding.  So right for the newly born Maid Number Two. 
 
    Lady Almut pulled her face ever so slightly back, and Maid Number Two knew it was time to fuck. 
 
    Maid Number Two put her hands on Lady Almut's strong shoulders, and Lady Almut held the purple rubber cock steady with one hand. 
 
    Maid Number Two lowered herself and impaled her pussy on the rubber dildo.  She did it slow like an exquisite torture of pleasure.  So slow it felt like a lifetime passed in those few seconds and like her previous life died its final death.   
 
    It felt right at home filling her. 
 
    Maid Number Two felt more right, more complete, more real, with a rubber cock in her pussy than without it.  It felt righter for her than Hal’s real cock, too. 
 
    Maid Number Two thought that Lady Almut was so much more fitting for her than a good man like Hal.  She also felt, directly, that Lady Almut's big rubber cock was so much better than Hal's real one.  It was bigger, wider and longer, and would never go soft.  It was even more colorful than Hal's penis! 
 
    Rubber cock... you complete me...! 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Six 
 
    Maid Number Two fucked up and down.  Maid Number Two loved it.   
 
    There was something about all this.  Stripped of clothing, stripped of all hair whether on her head or between her legs, stripped of her independence.  There was nothing in the way of her becoming a purely sexual creature. 
 
    Used.  Totally used.  Used and abused.  Completely.  Exploited to the maximum. 
 
    There was something about all that.  Something powerful.  Something outside herself.  She felt like a sexual body, a thing, and like the person once called Bailey was some kind of vague dream you couldn't quite remember when you woke up submerged at the bottom of a lake of submission. 
 
    Maid Number Two drove her body up and down on that strap-on dildo.  She tried to control her breath as she did so.  She heard small grunts and pants and realized it was her making the noises despite her effort at self-control.   
 
    She thrust herself onto the big rubber cock.  She thrust downward hard like she was trying to stab herself with the rounded rubber end of it.  She did it like she was trying to hurt herself, but all she got was more and more pleasure.  The pleasure pulsed through her and lapped at her mind in flooding waves. 
 
    At first, she cared what she must look like, riding this bald woman's rubber cock on a bench in the hallway of the West Wing.  And she was still self-conscious about also being bald. 
 
    Then the lust took over, and she wasn't even conscious of strangers passing by enjoying the sight of her.  Then she was aware of them but in a naughty way.  She felt the eyes, theirs and Lady Almut's, on her.   
 
    It turned her on.  She fucked harder.  She enjoyed the idea of being such a sexy spectacle to people who did not deserve her like Hal did. 
 
    They did not deserve Bailey.  Hal did not deserve Maid Number Two. 
 
    Despite all the earlier orgasms, at some point, time seeming meaningless, Maid Number Two felt herself approaching yet another.  An epic orgasm.  Maybe the biggest of them all. 
 
    Almut grabbed Maid Number Two's hip to cease her self-impaling activity.  Maid Number Two opened her eyes in frustration.   
 
    There was a sound.  A ringing sound.  Lady Almut held up a smartphone with a wide video screen. 
 
    Almut was making a video call, and the viewfinder was pointed at a nude, wet, and hot Maid Number Two. 
 
    Almut said, “Time to divorce das husband.  Make it clear to him.  That mean dat you also tell him what you doing right now.  Do good job with getting rid of husband, zen I give you good orgasm.  Do bad job, zen dark days ahead will be even darker.” 
 
    Maid Number Two felt panic and horror.  Her husband!  Hal!  He would see her like this, and she was supposed to tell him she wanted a divorce. 
 
    For a second, she felt like the old Bailey with all of old Bailey's love of Hal and respect for him.  That old Bailey did not want to cooperate.  The old Bailey wanted to protect Hal and to get off this dildo ride and wake up from the sexual nightmare in Kathy Henters' mansion. 
 
    But only for a second. 
 
    The feeling passed. 
 
    The feeling of total sluttiness and absolute submission washed back in to shore and stayed there.  The submission tide was high, and it felt like it would never again recede.   
 
    That big rubber cock felt so good inside of her.  She wanted to ride it forever.  She wanted her orgasm, yet she also wanted this fucking never to end. 
 
    This wasn't a “sexual nightmare” as she'd just thought.  To someone like the new her, a total submissive slut, all this was a dream come true! 
 
    At that moment, Hal's face appeared on the screen.  He was talking while looking away, maybe making sure a tree they were taking down was going to fall the right way, “Honey, I was wondering where you were.  We're finally nearly done, so I'll be home in about....” 
 
    Hal's voice came to a halt because he'd turned his head to look into the screen of his smartphone. 
 
    Hal could see Bailey from about mid-waist up.  He could see all of that area of Bailey was naked and wet with perspiration. 
 
    He could see that Bailey was bald. 
 
    Maid Number Two saw Hal bring his face closer to the viewfinder or maybe the other way around.  He looked like he would rub both his eyes with his fists like in a cartoon but didn't, perhaps because he needed one hand to hold his smartphone. 
 
    Hal's tone of voice was one of confused decimation, “What... the... fuck....” 
 
    Maid Number Two said, “Hal.  I've changed.  I am changed forever.  The old me was a lie.  I’m divorcing you.  You will be served with the divorce papers.  Just sign them and never try calling me ever again.  Our marriage is over.” 
 
    Hal said, “What the fuck!  Bailey!  What did you do to your hair!?!” 
 
    Maid Number Two said in a neutral matter-of-fact voice, “I did not need my hair anymore.  It was just hiding that I am a slut.  Hal, I am a lesbian slut.  Totally.  I mean it.  I'm sure you do not want to be married to a lesbian slut.  Even if you do, this lesbian slut no longer wants to be married to you.” 
 
    Hal looked appalled.  It gave Maid Number Two a strange feeling.  A clean one for cutting this emotional connection.  But also a dirty one.  A dirty feeling that was also arousing.  It wasn't that she was crushing Hal's heart.  That wasn't it.  Not directly.  She was no sadist physically or emotionally. 
 
    It was her obeying one of her new Mistreses to do this.  And because she was going along with this dark mission.  Like a total slut.   
 
    Ending it with Hal in this way was an ultimate sign of submission.  Just the way she liked it.  She was inexorably trapped, crushingly, into submission.  It was total commitment to submissive slut status. 
 
    That she was right where she belonged.  No matter how wrong all the things she had to do to get here, arriving felt right. 
 
    Hal’s face on the screen was wide-eyed and open-mouthed with total disbelief.  He looked paralyzed with horror. 
 
    She felt sorry for Hal, but the emotion was dim.  Hal was not important to her Mistresses, so he could not be so important to Maid Number Two. 
 
    Hal wasn’t even a guest in the West Wing or anything like that.  The world outside the Henters estate seemed as real as the legend of Camelot even though she’d barely left it. 
 
    Some part of her was stupefied that she could sink so low so quickly.  Then again, the process began quite a bit before her entry on esate grounds. 
 
    It all began at that massage parlor from Hell and she’d plummeted constantly ever since then. 
 
    Calling poor Hal and divorcing him was the ultimate degradation, or at least the biggest one yet.  Being seen like this by him, nude and bald, was so humiliating it could not do anything other than turn her on. 
 
    Maid Number Two felt her pussy squeeze hard on Almut's rubber cock.  Her pussy sought satisfaction.  Almut's rubber cock was giving it to her.  Maid Number Two felt her inner pussy muscles rippling.  She was pre-orgasmic. 
 
    She could hardly wait to get this pesky divorce call out of the way so she could get back to fucking that cock, being dominated by this dominant strange woman, and to chasing that monster orgasm that tantalized nearly within reach of her grasping pussy. 
 
    Maid Number Two did still feel bad for Hal.  She’d said what she needed to say, as quickly as possible, like delivering a shot to a patient.  Doing it quickly and clearly was the only compassion she could deleiver. 
 
    At least he could only see her from the waist up.  Maid Number Two was reassured by that fact.   
 
    She knew that was all he could see because of the view of herself in the upper left corner of the smartphone screen.  She guessed that little self-view was so that people on such calls could tell if they had a food crumb at the edge of their mouth. 
 
    She had much more to be concerned about than crumbs!  She saw that Hal could see her hard nipples.  Oh well.  He’d seen them before. 
 
    At the very least, poor Hal – and herself – were spared him seeing her speared on a rubber cock, her wet swollen labia spread wide while being fucked by some older bald German woman. 
 
    Hal said, “Bailey!  No!  This isn't like you at all.  This isn't the real you.  I don't even believe it.  You're not a lesbian.” 
 
    Uh oh. 
 
    Almut said, “Believe this, divorced man husband!” 
 
    Almut began moving the viewfinder around.  She showed Hal all of Bailey's body and a close-up of the base of the rubber cock pressing against Bailey's split wide pussy.  Then she turned it and looked into it so that Hal could see Almut as well in all her bald ugly glory. 
 
    When she spoke, Almut spoke to Bailey, not to Hal, “Lesbian slut girl.  Baldy.  Fuck your Mistress's cock like the lesbian slut you are.  Fuck it hard.  Show former husband you only want bigger-than-him fake cock now.  Tell it to him how much you love das Mistress.” 
 
    Almut turned the smartphone back around and then held it up high and to her right, Bailey's left, to afford an excellent view of the coupling.   
 
    Oh wow.  Lady Almust was really putting her on the spot!  Even as Lady Almust hit her special spot. 
 
    Maid Number Two felt bad for Hal but she knew her cue.  Order, then follow order.  That was her new order.  It had a natural feeling in the unnatural order of things. 
 
    Maid Number Two began humping the rubber cock furiously.  Passionately.  Wantonly.  All too quickly, her shallow pants became deep lingering moans.   
 
    Maid Number Two's head bobbled awkwardly to and fro.  She bounced around due to her dildo fucking effort and Lady Almut thrusting up, bouncing her entire body.  Even so, sometimes she could still make out Hal's shocked face.   
 
    She realized that she was incredibly and shamefully turned on by seeing the dazed amazement on his face.   
 
    She’d meant to spare him as much as she could, but now embraced the cruelty.  Mistress Almut wanted this divorce call to be nasty and cruel so Maid Number Two had to want that also. 
 
    As she approached orgasm, she remembered Almut's direction, “I love you, Lady Almut!  I'm your lesbian slut!  I only want big fake cocks for the rest of my life!  Much bigger fake cocks than Hal's penis.  I love your rubber cock, Mistress!  I'm going to cum all over it!  Fuck me!  Fuck your lesbian slut, Mistress!” 
 
    Hal said, “Oh, my God!”  Hal's tone was a mix of horror, disbelief, and disgust. 
 
    Almut said, “Say last goodbye to now former husband!” 
 
    Maid Number Two cried out, “Goodbye forever, Hal!”  Maid Number Two humped fast and hard, bouncing on rubber cock. 
 
    She'd never forget what Hal said then, and, in some way, it was the worst part of her whole divorce over the smartphone. 
 
    Hal said, “Please, Bailey!  Can I at least come over and watch in person?” 
 
    She'd always wonder if Hal was just a typical guy and she was just a useful female to him, a hole to fuck who happened to have a name, and if he really wanted to come over and watch despite the divorce or if he said it as a gambit to get on location to try to talk her out of the divorce. 
 
    Almut cut off the call and laughed, “Haha!  Like I let him come over and vatch!  Stupid man!  Haha!  He vill not even get to vatch de orgasm over phone!  Go ahead, Maid Number Two, orgasm, you slut!” 
 
    Maid Number Two was already on that just like she was already on that big rubber cock. 
 
    Maid Number Two shrieked out her orgasm. 
 
    To Almut, it sounded like the shriek of a soul newly condemned to Hell. 
 
    How lovely! 
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    Maddy was getting used to life in the East Wing.  Well, maybe not “used to.”  Maybe just less shocked by expectations and requirements. 
 
    Morga brought new accuracy to the term slave driver.  Morga drove her to new heights of lowness, and new heights of passion, and new heights of hard work cleaning the East Wing.   
 
    Maddy felt like a household slave because she was one.  She was dominated by Morga, but she was also becoming a part of the East Wing.  She was the East Wing, a small part of it, and all of her belonged to the East Wing. 
 
    She worked all the time.  Hard work sexually or hard work with menial household chores.  Most of the time, she cleaned already clean areas of the East Wing.   
 
    The cleaning was pointless.  Except, she knew it wasn’t.  Morga made her work hard to grind her down.  She knew it was working. 
 
    Maddy sarcastically thought that she must be a wicked person.  She knew that when she compared her lack of rest with the phrase “no rest for the wicked.” 
 
    Cleaning, scrubbing, mopping, wiping, washing, more and more, and then she had to do it all again.  Sometimes Morga had her clean the same section of floor or wall or window five times in the same day! 
 
    The floors were so clean you could eat off of them.  And she did.  More than once, Morga made her eat food off the newly cleaned floor.  Then her food tasted like the lemon scent added to some cleaners or like bleach.  Maddy sure hoped those chemicals weren't bad for her! 
 
    By far the most cleaning she did was the cleaning of pussy.  Other people's pussy.  By mouth!  Oh, and ass.  Of course.  Lots and lots of ass.  By mouth!  And toes sometimes, too.  Also, by mouth. 
 
    Morga had the nastiest stinkiest toes.  She expressed her old-world belief that one's toes should only ever be cleaned by the mouths of sluts.  To Morga, that meant good luck.  Maddy had been licking all sorts of luck right into or onto Morga's toes.  Especially in between them. 
 
    Good luck for Morga and more bad luck for Maddy. 
 
    Morga always called her “the Maid Number One.”  The maid.  Like Maddy wasn't even an individual really, but more of a position that could be interchangeably replaced.  Maddy wished she would be replaced but knew that this was supposed to be her role now.   
 
    Forever?  That seemed hard to believe, but so did all the things Morga made her do.   
 
    Her reactions were also hard for her to believe.  She hated this terrible fate.  She knew that.  Everyone had to know that.  But it was sure getting hard to tell she hated it, to herself, or to anyone watching her.   
 
    All these orgasms!  Every day she had orgasms, multiple orgasms, and orgasms while doing mundane things made not mundane by the orgasms. 
 
    Fucking the toilet plunger was only one instance.  All sorts of objects were being put inside her pussy either for her to fuck or for her to, as Morga put it, “pussy baste” them while she worked.   
 
    Having items inside her and being humiliated and forced to do menial totally unnecessary labor while they were inside her always made Maddy cum sooner or later.  Utensils, tools, pens, brush handles, collections of buttons, coins, just all sorts of different things. 
 
    One time it was little mints.  They burned like hell in her pussy, slowly melting.  But not all the way.  She was told to fish them out and pop them in her mouth.  Yuck!  Of course, she did it.  She did all the things Morga told her to do.   
 
    There was one thing she could say about eating those mints.  Her breath was minty fresh afterward.  So was her pussy, she assumed. 
 
    Morga said it was hygienic for Maddy to have things in her pussy because “Maid Number One always lick things clean after so is very hygienic.  Hygienic for the thing, not Maid Number One.”  Then she'd laugh one of her gruff laughs.   
 
    The items were not always from or for the East Wing.  Sometimes Morga told one of the other sexual servants, “Take it to da West Wing.” 
 
    Yeah, Maid Number One had her suspicions about what happened with those pussy basted items in the West Wing.  She bet they were for Maid Number Two.  Her sister!  These wicked nasty evil fuckers!   
 
    Every time she thought about it, though, she did get turned on by the nastiness of what she suspected.  Maybe because she often then had, or could soon expect, an item delivered from the West Wing.  Inevitably she, Maid Number One, had to clean these East Wing items by mouth.  It was always a flavorfully “basted” item.   
 
    Hmm, Maddy wondered whose pussy basted those items.  Just kidding.  She was pretty damn sure that she knew. 
 
    Well, she guessed that pussy juice was pussy juice was pussy juice.  She was on a steady diet of it.  There was some difference in tastes, but her sister's seemed to taste best.  She couldn't object to it based on taste or by claiming she did not lick up pussy juice.  So, why not clean these items, especially when “not” meant getting spanked and then licking it up anyway? 
 
    Morga and someone in charge over at the West Wing named Almut clearly did not like each other based on Morga's comments such as “That fucking baldie!” and “That cursed German who brag her grandparents kill my grandparents!”   
 
    Even so, they worked fine together as far as swapping back and forth “pussy basted” items. 
 
    Maddy thought Morga sounded German, but apparently, she wasn't.  She must be from some smaller country nearby that Germany historically bullied. 
 
    Sometimes, when cleaning the windows that faced the inner courtyard, Maddy thought she saw this Almut person because she could barely make out through the West Wing windows a bald woman cleaning those windows over there.   
 
    It was odd that this Almut person, supposedly in charge, cleaned windows.  It was also strange that Maddy never saw Bailey over there.  Maybe Bailey resisted, and they kept her tied up. 
 
    Besides humiliating Maddy, and making her cum, having Maddy keep items in her pussy was, according to Morga, a way to increase the strength of Maddy's vaginal muscles.  It seemed to work.   
 
    Morga often inserted a couple of big strong Morga fingers in her and told her to “Squeeze the fingers!  Squeeze da!”  Morga usually seemed pleased with the resultant pussy pressure on her fingers. 
 
    Her first couple days in the East Wing, Maddy fought two mental battles.  First, that she was Maddy and not “Maid Number One.”  She answered to Maid Number One, and no one ever called her Maddy, but she secretly kept telling herself she was Maddy. 
 
    It was strange, but maintaining herself as Maddy only served to make the orgasms stronger and probably more frequent as well.  She figured it must be because it was not such a big deal for these awful sexy humiliations to happen to some Maid Number One person but, for them to be happening to Maddy, now that was twisted.  And a turn-on. 
 
    So, thinking of herself as Maddy wasn't really resistance.  Having bigger orgasms more often was hardly resistance.  It was almost like an embrace of her orgasmic fate.  
 
    Her constant obedience was hardly resistance either.  She never said no.  She'd tried that at first, but opposition just brought her spankings and sometimes worse. 
 
    Oddly, as her resistance disappeared and her obedience became immediate and total, the spankings did not become any less frequent.  But, even though they were what made her obey, her obedience remained.  All this absolute obedience for nothing!  But, even so, she could not help herself obeying.   
 
    Her dubious “obedience achievement” wasn't for nothing to Morga.  For Morga, it got Maddy entirely under her control.   
 
    Giving in to the spanks and becoming totally obedient did nothing for Maddy.  She went from a little disobedient and punished to obedient and just as punished. 
 
    Maddy's second mental battle was in trying to maintain the belief that she did not like this.  That she hated all this.  No matter how many orgasms she had.   
 
    Orgasm?  Fine, but she hated this!  Another orgasm?  She still hated it!  A huge orgasm, bigger than any she’d had until she went into that massage parlor?  All the more reason to hate it!  Multiple orgasms?  That meant nothing! 
 
    Just because you howled out powerful orgasms several times a day didn't mean you were having fun or liked things.  Right?   
 
    The first day Morga had had Maddy text Scott to make an excuse about keeping a sick family member company on short notice.  As per Morga, she texted that she was in an area with no cell phone coverage. 
 
    Maddy wondered why they didn't just have her tell Scott goodbye.  Wasn't that the whole reason Kathy Henters had Maddy, and her poor little sister, Bailey, seduced and dominated and enslaved? 
 
    Maddy found, on her part, a strange total lack of any emotional longing to see Scott.  She did not miss him at all.  Well, she sure was kept busy.  That might be part of it.   
 
    She was ashamed of herself and was glad that Scott would never see her like this or know what happened to her.  But she did not miss him at all.   
 
    It was true that she had a lot, a lot, a LOT more orgasms than she'd ever had with Scott and much, much, MUCH more powerful orgasms as well.  So, from a physical standpoint, there really was no reason to miss him at all. 
 
    It did make Maddy feel like her previous life and plans were some kind of lie.  They'd been fiancees and technically still were, and yet she did not miss him.  Had her emotions for him been some lie?  It made Maddy wonder.  Had she maybe been some kind of golddigger unconsciously?  Was that why she fell for him and wanted to marry him?  For his money? 
 
    Maddy sure hadn't thought that before and would have been offended had anyone said so.  She would have vehemently denied it and would have been honest with that denial.  Honest to others but maybe lying to herself? 
 
    Maddy was pretty sure that Kathy Henters worked her evil plan because Kathy thought Maddy was a golddigger.  In that respect, maybe Kathy Henters wasn't completely evil.  Maybe she was only trying to protect her son. 
 
    At first, Maddy was relieved that Kathy never came into the East Wing.  If Kethy had visited, she'd see Maddy doing these things, all this lowly work and having all these lowly lovely orgasms.  That would be so humiliating! 
 
    Then Maddy found herself wondering if she was really of so little importance to Kathy Henters.  Why didn't Kathy come gloat over her? 
 
    Sometimes, while Maddy was on her hands and knees scrubbing with a brush handle or dish wand up her pussy, she thought of how humiliating it would be if Kathy was standing right there looking down on her literally and figuratively.  She thought about how Kathy might press a well-shod foot on Maddy's back and make her fall flat into the dirty suds on the rock floor and how Maddy's hands and feet would scrabble about as her nude body twisted and turned on the stones like she herself was just a big cleaning rag, a human cleaning tool. 
 
    But Maddy tried not to think of such things. 
 
    Because every time she did, thoughts like that brought her closer to the orgasm she was working on.  She was always working on another orgasm.   When she imagined Kathy watching her, the orgasms were always bigger and longer. 
 
    Where was Kathy? 
 
    Why didn't she come gloat? 
 
    Did Kathy visit Bailey?   
 
    Did Kathy and Bailey have sex? 
 
    Did Kathy think Bailey was sexier than Maddy? 
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Eight 
 
    After a couple of weeks of training, Maddy overheard a call from Kathy to Morga.   
 
    It was easy to overhear the call because Morga talked on the phone right next to Maddy.   
 
    Maddy was on her knees next to the East Wing kitchen table with her head held straight up.   It was the lunch break which meant a break for Morga, not Maddy.  Morga always placed her cup of lukewarm coffee on the top of Maddy's head during lunch.  
 
    Sometimes Morga muttered that the top of Maddy’s head was not flat enough but that she knew a way to fix it.  Maddy wasn’t sure if there was a way to make the top of her head flatter, but the idea of it scared her.  It frightened her the most that Morga muttered it like she wasn’t saying it for Maddy’s benefit – or her detriment – but like she was actually considering doing it.  
 
    Maddy had to admit that a flatter head would make the task of being a human coffee cup holder less precarious.  When a cup was on her head Maddy had to keep her back perfectly straight and her head perfectly still.  It was hard to do that for twenty minutes at a time.   
 
    It was good that the coffee wasn't hot just in case Maddy spilled it.  That way Maddy would not get blisters if she did spill it.  If it was hot she’d get burned from the cup even if she didn’t spill any. 
 
    However, the times that Maddy did spill it her ass was blistered in a whole different way.  It was blistered from those powerful Eastern European spanks.  It had happened a few times.   
 
    That Morga!  If they made savage spankings into an Olympic event, she'd be a gold medalist! 
 
    Morga answered her phone, “Ja, Lady Kathy.” 
 
    Morga listened briefly and took a sip of her coffee, spilling a little into Maddy's hair when she set the cup back on the top of Maddy's head. 
 
    Then Morga said, “She train well.  Ja.  She total obey now.  Ja.  She will not be a problem.  I will send her at time you say.  Ja, I will come with for purpose what you said.” 
 
    Morga got off the call and said nothing to Maddy.  Maddy knew better than to foolishly ask about the call.  She would have to wait to be told or shown.  The servant slaves always found things out last! 
 
    Well, no one ever said it would be easy to be sex servant slave with no rights and no willpower! 
 
    Morga took the coffee cup off Maddy's head and slurped down the remainder. 
 
    “Maid Number One, next you clean your filthy slave body.  Make you look sexy good.” 
 
    So that was next.  Maddy went and showered up and Morga had Maddy carefully brush her hair and sprayed what smelled like expensive perfume on her.  Maddy started to feel anticipation.  Was there maybe a special guest coming?  Was she to serve the guest with sex?  Would it be a man or a woman? 
 
    Maddy felt a thrill at being some kind of slave courtesan.  It was like one of those silly fantasies in dark romance books.  In any event, it had to beat menial cleaning, like when she was down on her hands and knees in the hallway with other staff, or slaves, passing her by and stepping around her. 
 
    Yeah, Maddy thought she knew the reality now.  The prostitutes of the world had it much better than the maids of the world. 
 
    But Maddy was both!  Or soon would be if she was given to a guest. 
 
    Morga said, “Now, let us get you dressed.  Dress you up all fancy for the visitor.  And to see your Mistress Kathy.”  Morga left briefly to get whatever Maddy was to be dressed in. 
 
    Ah-ha!  So there was a guest! 
 
    Maddy also thought about seeing the evil Kathy Henters.  The woman who had plotted and conspired, successfully, to entrap her.  It gave her a dark shiver.  She knew the woman took wicked satisfaction in her success enslaving Maddy and in Maddy's ongoing circumstances.  Kathy Henters and her evil minion, Morga, had total control over Maddy. 
 
    She knew Kathy would feel dominant just from seeing Maddy.  That knowledge made Maddy feel quite submissive, as did thoughts of her extraordinary circumstance. 
 
    Why?  Why had Kathy Henters done this to her?  Why?  Why was Maddy getting into it? 
 
    Kathy must have thought Maddy was some kind of golddigger.  Why didn't she just offer a payoff to Maddy or maybe arrange to blackmail her?  A nice simple blackmail.  Break it off with Scott or else. 
 
    Maddy wished she could ask the woman.   
 
    Morga came back with something.  Maddy was curious.  In what fancy way was she going to be dressed up?  Would it emphasize her best features? 
 
    Why, oh why, did she want to look good for Kathy Henters and her guest? 
 
    Morga held up a thick black collar with a few silver loops for attachments on it, “Ja, this nice collar for Maid Number One.  So fancy.  Worth more than Maid Number One.  You are honored!” 
 
    Morga attached the collar brusquely with a slide buckle.   
 
    A collar.  It was the same one that Kathy Henters had given to the sisters when they arrived for their new lives here at the mansion.  It had that nameplate that said “Maid Number One.”   
 
    Lady Morga had taken it off Maddy at one point when putting her in a leather hood that Maddy had to wear for twenty-four hours.  That had really sucked.  Though she did, admittedly, have quite a few orgasms while hooded.  Still, that was so fucking mean! 
 
    After, Maddy's collar had not been returned.  Until now. 
 
    A damn collar.  Well.  Whatever.  Maddy just hoped the rest of the outfit was nice. 
 
    She looked around. 
 
    Where was the rest of the outfit? 
 
    Morga said, “There.  All done.  All dressed up so fancy.  We go now to your Mistress Kathy.” 
 
    This was it?  This was all!?! 
 
    Morga donned a strap-on with a large dildo under her functional plain gray dress, and then they headed out. 
 
    At the door between the East Wing and the mansion proper, Morga stopped and gave instructions to Maddy, “Very important, Maid Number One, if you do not want your hide striped with whip.  Must call your Mistress Kathy “Mistress” or “Mistress Kathy.”  Ja, always, from now to day you die.  Always.  You will serve your Mistress Kathy and her visitor drinks and snacks in rear courtyard near gazebo.  Only talk when spoke to.  You and I will also entertain them.  We put on show.  Big cock in your maid pussy.  Make the big orgasm.  Understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Morga.”  When she was placed in the East Wing, Maddy had learned quickly to call Morga “Lady Morga.” 
 
    Morga said, “Also, very important.  Visitor may ask things, or maybe your Mistress Kathy ask for her visitor, like if you like it here, if you want to be here, if you here of own choice, if you are a lesbian slave slut and love it.  Things like that.  Answer to all those questions is affirmative.  Understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Morga.”  Oh, so maybe the guest had a conscience and wasn't as evil as the rest.  They wanted Maddy to keep it a secret as to why she was here.  Maddy thought about telling the guest the truth but... what was the truth?   
 
    Actually... the “affirmative” answers were all more or less true! 
 
    Morga led her to the kitchen.  Maddy burned with humiliation as all the staff in the mansion proper were fully dressed like staff should be.  The cook and the maids all paid attention to Maddy's charms on display.  The cook, a woman, even smirked, and poked at Maddy's ass with a finger.  She said Maddy's ass was tender but that she'd like to tenderize it even more. 
 
    Morga had Maddy pick up a tray of fancy cheeses and little flat hard biscuits of some sort.   
 
    Morga opened the wide partially stained glass windowed door leading to the back courtyard and whispered, “Bring da platter to the table with Lady Kathy.  Set it in middle.  There is a coffee pot there.  Silently fill the coffee cups of Lady Kathy and her visitor.  Do not speak at any time unless you are asked a direct question.  If answer to Lady Kathy then make sure to call her Mistress Kathy.  After serve da coffee, hesitate nearby for ten seconds to see if any need of you.  If not, or when they are done with you, back away and join me next to gazebo.” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Morga.”  Maddy wondered about the big to-do of all this and about the extremely specific instructions.  Jesus, of course she wasn't going to say anything unless she was asked a question!  She wasn't stupid! 
 
    On the way out to the table, Maddy barely had time to wonder why Kathy had Lady Morga bring her out of the East Wing for the first time just to serve a platter of snacks and to refill coffee cups.  There were other maids around, after all. 
 
    Yeah, but not nearly as nude as her. 
 
    The thick collar chafed on her neck.  Wearing it was obviously worse than being entirely nude. 
 
    Admittedly, the damn thing felt like it belonged on her.  Oddly, like maybe she'd be naked without it... even though she was naked! 
 
    On the way to the round patio table that Kathy Henters sat at, Morga walked in front of Maddy, and her broad back partially blocked Maddy's view. 
 
    Until it didn't. 
 
    Maddy immediately knew exactly why she was here.  It took her breath away. 
 
    Kathy Henters' visitor... was her son, Scott Henters! 
 
    Maddy's fiancee! 
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    Maddy stumbled but recovered and kept moving forward, robotically obeying her last directions.   
 
    Now she knew why she was here and she knew what Kathy Henters intended to have happen. 
 
    Scott's back was partially towards her, but Kathy was looking right at her.  Kathy's face was under control, but she could not help letting one corner of her mouth twist in a smirk, and there was a twinkle of eager anticipation in her eyes. 
 
    Maddy set the platter on the table.  Scott looked sideways, having caught motion out of the corner of his eye, saw Maddy's bare dangling breast but did not look up at her face.  He jerked his eyes away, and he spoke to his mother, still not having recognized Maddy.  Not from just a tit. 
 
    “Mother.  Really.  I come for a visit in the early afternoon, visiting like a good son should, and here you have wait staff traipsing about all nakers.  Tell me, what if I'd happened to stop by and had brought Maddy with me?  What then?” 
 
    Kathy smiled widely, her teeth, eyes, and diamond earrings all sparkling in the sunlight, “Oh, I hardly think that likely.” 
 
    Scott made an aristocratic sniff of scorn. 
 
    Kathy said, “That Maddy wench and her little sister, Bailey, are a couple low down, low class, no concern, no good sluts.” 
 
    “Mother!” 
 
    “Don't believe me?  If only there were a way I could prove it to you.  Oh, Maid Number One, please top off our coffees.” 
 
    Maddy had forgotten in all the emotional hubbub.  And emotional turmoil.   
 
    She was enduring an emotional hurricane! 
 
    Maddy filled Scott's cup.  He was glowering at his mother and did not look at “Maid Number One.” 
 
    Then Maddy knew she needed to walk around that round table of painted white iron.  She had to walk around it to fill Kathy's cup.  Kathy's cup was right in front of Kathy.  She'd need to stand right next to Kathy to fill it. 
 
    Absolutely and completely in Scott's field of view. 
 
    Maddy had an impulse to turn and run back to the mansion.  But she knew that wouldn't do any good.  Kathy would no doubt call Scott's attention to her fleeing form. 
 
    Even if she could run like a track star, Kathy Henters had all those videos of her.  At the bank having sex with Lai Ping.  At Luella's having sex with numerous black women.  Not just sex.  Bizarre sex. 
 
    There was no escape and no avoiding this. 
 
    Maddy walked around the table and stooped to fill Kathy's coffee.  Mistress Kathy's coffee.  Maddy did not look at Scott.  She knew she'd know when he noticed who she was. 
 
    Scott gasped. 
 
    Scott sputtered, “What-what is this?  What is going on?  My God!” 
 
    Kathy scoffed, “Please!  Stop with the “oh, the humanity” routine before you even start it.” 
 
    “What is she doing here?  Like that!?!” 
 
    Kathy laughed like a wicked witch. 
 
    Scott tried with Maddy, “Maddy!  Maddy?  Where are your clothes?  Why are you here?” 
 
    Maddy wasn't sure if she was supposed to answer or not. 
 
    Kathy got her laughter under control, “Scott, she was never the one for you.  You deserve better than some common submissive lesbian tramp.  Our family deserves better.  You should be engaged with Margarite Parsons.  You still can be.  A beauty and of rich blood worth planting your seed in.” 
 
    Scott frowned furiously, “Mother, I know how you are.  I know your ways.  You calling someone a lesbian is a black pot calling a black kettle black.” 
 
    Kathy mumbled, looking like she was trying to keep herself from laughing, “So funny you should mention black....” 
 
    Maddy felt her face blush so hard her cheeks tingled.  She'd thought she couldn't get any more humiliated but, by God, Kathy Henters had done it.  A new peak of humiliation! 
 
    Scott said angrily, “I don't believe this!  You're up to your tricks again, mother!  You have something on poor Maddy and are forcing her.” 
 
    Kathy straightened into perfect posture with a raised chin of scorn and an offended look on her face, “How dare you say such a thing, my child.  Here, I will prove it to you.  Maid Number One, were you dragged here or kidnapped, or did you drive yourself here?” 
 
    Maddy knew she was supposed to answer.  She knew she could only answer the exact question. 
 
    “I drove myself here, Mistress Kathy.” 
 
    Kathy continued, “Did anyone point a gun at you?” 
 
    No gun.  Not an actual gun. 
 
    “No, Mistress Kathy.” 
 
    “Do you love lesbian sex?  Does it make you orgasm?” 
 
    “Yes.  Yes to both, Mistress Kathy.” 
 
    “Have you been slutting it up with all sorts of low-class lesbians?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Kathy.” 
 
    “Were quite a few of them black women who you serviced with your mouth?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Kathy.”  Maddy’s cheeks burned.  She wasn’t racist but she knew Scott was, at least a little bit. 
 
    “You get dominated by women and it makes you orgasm?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Kathy.” 
 
    “You orgasm much more and much better with lesbians who dominate you?  So much better and more often than from Scotty over there?” 
 
    “Yes. Mistress Kathy.  All those things are true, Mistress Kathy.” 
 
    “Are you a submissive who will serve her betters with sex?” 
 
    “Yes.  I am.  Yes.  I will.  Mistress Kathy.” 
 
    Kathy drove the killing thrust of knowledge home, “And do you intend to stay here, on the Henters estate, for the rest of your life and provide as much service and sex as you can to your betters?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Kathy.” 
 
    “Do you think you should still get married to my son, who is so much better than you?” 
 
    Maddy could not help taking a furtive over at Scott's face.  She had to look up to see him even though he sat and she stood.  That was how low her head was bowed from shame. 
 
    Scott looked horrified, and his face was twisted with repulsion. 
 
    Maddy said, “No, Mistress Kathy.  I think the wedding is off.” 
 
    “Maddy!”  Scott's voice was full of shocked horror that perfectly matched his facial expression. 
 
    Kathy had worked hard for this “I told you so” moment, and she wasn't the type to take the high road, “You see, Scott?  I told you so.  I did tell you so.  You can't say I didn't tell you so.  Learn from this to respect your mother's wisdom.  Mother knows best.” 
 
    Scott sputtered, “I-I still don't believe it!” 
 
    Kathy nodded, “Of course not.  Seeing is believing.  I totally understand.  A demonstration is in order.  Maid Number One.  Go to Lady Morga and do what a total slut like you loves to do.” 
 
    Maddy looked towards the gazebo about thirty feet away.  Morga stood about halfway there.  She'd taken off everything, except her strap-on, during their conversation. 
 
    Maddy went to her. 
 
    Lady Morga motioned for Maddy to assume the position. 
 
    Maddy got down on her hands and knees on the perfectly manicured lawn.  Morga got in between her legs, down on her knees but not her hands.  She inserted the huge dildo.  She had no difficulty gaining entry. 
 
    Maddy felt surprisingly slick.  Or maybe it should have been a surprise, but, honestly, neither Morga nor Maddy was surprised. 
 
    Sluts leak freely and easily. 
 
    Any old thing could set them off.  Even something like being forced to break up with her horrified rich fiancee while nude and wearing a collar and declaring her lifelong submission to an evil rich bitch.  Any old thing like that. 
 
    Morga drove into her and then fucked her hard with one hand pulling Maddy's hair so that Maddy's head pulled back and her throat stretched tautly.   
 
    She could sometimes see Scott out of the corner of her eye.  His look of horror slowly relaxed.  Maybe it became resignation.  Then it seemed like he leaned forward a little and watched with greater interest. 
 
    Kathy said, “There there, Scotty.  Mommy will make it better.  Margarite will be such a perfect wife for you.  I know you think she is too young.  Eighteen is plenty old enough.  She is practically an old maid.  Though not as much of a maid as Maddy, Maid Number One, is.  Haha!” 
 
    Scott kept watching the show, silent for a while.  Maddy felt herself getting close to an orgasm. 
 
    Kathy told Scott, making sure she was nice and loud so that Maddy could hear her, “Scott, you've lost nothing.  After all, you can certainly come over and fuck Maid Number One – er, Maddy – whenever you wish.  As long as you first marry Margarite.  Then you can fuck Maddy as much you want.  Also, any way you want.  She'll never say no to anything.  I imagine there were perhaps some things she would not do before or some things you could not bring yourself to ask her to do.  No more of that.  She'll do anything you want, anything, forever more.  First, of course, marry Margarite.  Then you get a rich young wife and a Maddy who will now do anything.  You get a wife and a slut instead of only a wife.  Also, a greatly superior wife.  See how your mother looks after your needs?” 
 
    Morga had released Maddy's hair to really fuck her hard in the home stretch.  The pussy-stretching stretch with that huge dildo. 
 
    Maddy could see it on Scott's face.  His mother's words were working on him.  He was picturing it.  There were things in bed he wanted that he hadn't told Maddy. 
 
    Scott looked... happy?  Mollified?   
 
    Maddy realized that Kathy Henters, her Mistress Kathy, was using the newly enslaved Maddy, Scott's fiancee up until now, as a carrot to get him to marry this Margarite girl...! 
 
    Mistress Kathy was so crafty evil!  Maddy felt so humiliated and used. 
 
    There was no choice now. 
 
    Maddy had to cum. 
 
    Maddy came like a wailing rocket.  She mashed her pussy back on the dildo and made noises like a grieving widow from an aboriginal tribe. 
 
    Maybe she was grieving her lost husband before he became her husband instead of after.  Or perhaps she grieved the death of part of herself. 
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
    Time passed.  Maddy had wilted face down into the closely trimmed yard, trimmed like the greens on a golf course, but Morga had kept Maddy's ass high and her knees wide and had kept fucking her. 
 
    Maddy tried to look around.  She wasn't sure how much time had passed. 
 
    Kathy Henters stood right there over them, her heeled feet just inches from Maddy's face.  Maddy looked past her old ankles and saw that the table was abandoned.  She scanned her eyes around as well as she could.  There was no sign of Scott. 
 
    Maddy looked up at the gloating face of Kathy Henters. 
 
    Kathy said, “There you are, Maid Number One.  Good news, Morga is going to fuck you to another orgasm.  I think it won't be long now.  I imagine there is a question you want to ask me.  I know there is.  Go ahead now.  Ask it.  I command that you ask it.” 
 
    Maddy wondered where Scott was, but that wasn't the question.  At least, it wasn’t the most crucial question.  Where Scott was didn't matter anyway.  Not any more. 
 
    The question. 
 
    Yes, there was one.  Of course, there was. 
 
    She'd ask the question, but she allowed herself the tiniest barely lit spark of rebellion.  It would be a question technically, but she'd beat Kathy Henters to the punch. 
 
    It was hard to think with Lady Morga driving that dildo like she was trying to kill Maddy with it.  Damn it.  She really was going to orgasm again soon! 
 
    Maddy gasped out, “You did this to me because you thought I was a golddigger, didn't you?” 
 
    She'd thought to beat Kathy to the punch.  She wanted to say it before Kathy called her a golddigger.  She made it a question in order to obey directions, but her intent was… some minimal rebellion, which Kathy would likely call insolence. 
 
    She did not expect the long roll of laughter from Kathy. 
 
    Maddy got even closer to orgasm.  She really did not want to orgasm while Kathy was laughing at her...! 
 
    Kathy stopped laughing before Maddy orgasmed.  She said, “The question indeed is why I did this, but you are wrong as far as the answer.  I knew you were just as you seemed and that you were not a golddigger.  I liked you.  I like you more this way, of course.  Here is what the common folk, such as you, never understand.  The rich are never satisfied with their money, no matter how much money they have.  I have plenty.  I have more than I need or know what to do with.  Still, I want more.  Lots more.  I just do.  The Parsons family is even richer than us Henters.  The patriarch will soon die, as will his wife.  Perhaps with a little help dying from me.  Margarite Parsons will inherit everything.  Which means the Henters will get it all.  So, you see?” 
 
    Maddy did see, and she was horrified.   
 
     Kathy put it into words, “I never thought you were a golddigger.  I always knew that I was a golddigger.” 
 
    It was so despicable!  It was so monstrous that... Maddy very nearly orgasmed from the knowledge of it.   
 
    She held her orgasm back somehow.  No!  Not like this!   
 
    Mistress Kathy kicked her heel off and moved that foot closer, right under Maddy's face, “Maid Number One, do not be lazy.  Make yourself useful and lick my foot as I graciously let you have an orgasm to feed your slut fire.” 
 
    A slut had to do what a slut had to do.  Especially when feeling so orgasmic. 
 
    Maddy licked all over Mistress Kathy's foot.  Maddy was so close to orgasm. 
 
    Kathy said, “There were other ways, of course.  But, why waste you?  You are a perfectly useful slut slave.  I knew you could be with the right inducement and training.  There was no reason to let a sexy blonde go to waste.  Or her sexy little sister.  No need to waste you.  Waste not, want not!” 
 
    Maid Number One licked between Mistress Kathy's old toes.  They tasted nasty, and Maid Number One approached closer to orgasm. 
 
    Kathy said, “In case you're wondering where Scott is, I'll tell you.  I saw he got a hard-on watching you fuck like the slut you are.  Slut fucked.  So I told him about Bailey.  I told him how accessible and obedient, and eager to please Bailey is now.  How she is Maid Number Two and that he can use her whenever he wants also as long as he agreed to marry Margarite.  He has already agreed to marry Margarite!  Isn’t that so wonderful?” 
 
    Maddy slurped at Mistress Kathy's toes.  Morga slammed the dildo home hard as hard as she could, over and over. 
 
    Kathy said, “Right now, Scott is already over at the West Wing getting a blow job from your low down slut sister.” 
 
    That was it. 
 
    Maddy's fate was sealed, and all of Kathy's pieces had fallen into place or had fallen like dominoes.   
 
    Maid Number One orgasmed.   
 
      
 
      
 
    The End 
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    Available Books 
 
    “Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard” series: 
 
    Book 1:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 
 
    Bellamy must protect a rich young predatorial lesbian seductress whose “social activities” are the seduction of straight women and making enemies!  Dorothe is ravenously hungry to seduce as many women as she can and is delighting in making more enemies, seductions Bellamy will have to witness and enemies she will have to battle.  Dorothe’s mother warns Bellamy that Dorothe will try to seduce her as well.  Sometimes forewarning doesn’t help…. 
 
      
 
    Book 2:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 2 
 
    Bellamy Wood, ex-cop private detective, reluctantly persuaded to be a personal bodyguard, is on a year-long contract to guard a spoiled young adult socialite, bratty Dorothe Gerbach.  The problems are many:  Dorothe’s many enemies, Dorothe’s penchant for making more enemies, and Dorothe’s passion as a predatory lesbian seductress who wants to add Bellamy to her stable of submissive women who will do anything for her. 
 
    Book 3:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 3 
 
    Wealthy spoiled socialite, Dorothe Gerbach, has seduced and dominated her new lovely bodyguard, ex-cop Bellamy Wood.  Can Dorothe keep Bellamy submissive?  Can Bellamy break free from Dorothe’s willpower, or will she succumb further, losing more of her independence while increasing her orgasms significantly?  What new seductress ploys will Dorothe unleash on Bellamy to tame her to make her perform new sexual tricks? 
 
      
 
    Book 4:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 4 
 
    Ex-cop and current bodyguard, Bellamy Wood, is under rich young heiress Dorothe’s sexual spell.  Bellamy’s younger-than-her Mistress orders Bellamy to seduce and dominate the new sexiest female police officer in the Philadelphia Police Department, Rosetta Wright.  Dorothe wants a second submissive bodyguard!  Bellamy genuinely likes Rosetta Wright and Rosetta’s hero is Bellamy.  Will Bellamy do Ms. Wright wrong? 
 
    Book 5:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 5 
 
    Bellamy Wood, ex-cop and current submissive bodyguard, reports back to her young adult Mistress, heiress, Dorothe Gerbach, after her successful seduction of a lovely police officer.  Dorothe intends to reward Bellamy in three ways.  The catch is that her rewards often seem like punishments. Dorothe lucks into an opportunity to seduce and dominate a heterosexual mother and her adult heterosexual daughter, back and forth, simultaneously!  Can she pull it off?   
 
      
 
    Book 6:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 6 
 
    Dominant lesbian seductress, Dorothe, and her newly subservient bodyguard, Bellamy, survived a deadly attack by Noelle who was trying to protect her little sister from Dorothe’s sexual dominance.  Noelle is badly wounded and under house arrest.  Dorothe decides it is time to seduce and dominate Noelle as well.  Noelle won’t be so dangerous if Dorothe can add her to Dorothe’s lesbian harem!  Will Noelle’s little sister, Lara, betray Noelle and assist in Noelle’s seduction? 
 
      
 
    Book 7:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 7 
 
    The dominant lesbian seductress dominated and took sexual advantage of the sexy Bulgarian maid and now she wants a second helping of her favorite Bulgarian dish.  Will Ekaterina be just as vulnerable or even more susceptible?  Can Dorothe make Ekaterina and Bellamy work together for orgasms?  What happens when Ekaterina’s beautiful American supervisor investigates and intervenes?  Can Dorothe turn her good intentions into absolute submission? 
 
      
 
    Book 8:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 8 
 
    Mistress Dorothe has big plans, and her newly tamed and submissive bodyguard, Bellamy, is a star in those plans whether she wants to be or not.  The Lesbian Seductress plans to add to her lesbian harem the hard way by deceiving a black giantess Mistress who hates her and stealing away her top sub, Mistress Dorothe’s “the one that got away,” Flower.  Can Mistress Dorothe pull off her plan?  Can Bellamy submit to new dark sexual delights?   
 
      
 
    “Seducing the Mother and Daughter House Sitters” series: 
 
    Book 1:  SEDUCING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 
 
    A beautiful mother and her pretty coed daughter agree to house sit at the island mansion of the daughter's new college friend, Bella.  It seems like a dream come true but then Bella's twin sister, Stella, shows up.  She is arrogant and demanding and intent on seducing both the mother and the daughter.  Can she turn the mother and daughter into full service anything goes servants? 
 
    Book 2:  TEMPTING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 
 
    Stella, the bratty young heiress, has the mother and daughter, Angie and Eliza, off balance and beginning to serve her will.  All that Angie and Eliza want is to finish the mansion sitting job on the beautiful island.  All Stella wants is to be their sexual Mistress for life.  Can Stella enforce her will on the mom and daughter and make them want what she wants? 
 
    Book 3:  DOMINATING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 
 
    Angie saw her daughter, Eliza, sexually pleasing Mistress Stella on the speed boat before it went out of view. But Stella had seduced Angie that same morning!  What is Mistress Stella up to?  What really happened on that boat trip?  Most importantly, who does Mistress Stella like the most, the mom or the daughter?  Mistress Stella can't have both!  Can she...? 
 
    Book 4:  CONQUERING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 
 
    Angie Klauson and her daughter Eliza were sexually dominated by the rich adult brat Stella and it certainly caused a new family dynamic.  It's good to share but maybe not sexually.  Now Stella's twin, Bella, is coming to the island.  Is she different than Stella or will she have the same outrageous expectations?  Do they want her to be different?  What is the awesome fate of the mother and daughter? 
 
    “Tramp Pauline” series: 
 
    Book 1:  TRAMP PAULINE 
 
    Pauline is a responsible young shift manager at Fine Burgers. She tries to help a female coworker, Valentina, who is getting dominated every shift by a lesbian coworker. When domme Melody learns Pauline is trying to take away her submissive girl she decides the perfect consequence is to turn the attempted minus one into a plus one. Can Melody be a Mistress for her own Shift Manager? 
 
    Book 2:  TRAMP PAULINE TRIES TO BOUNCE BACK 
 
    Pauline was sexually dominated by a girl she supervises, her new Mistress Melody, who gave her the nickname Tramp Pauline.  Pauline does not want to live up to that name but Mistress Melody wants her to live up to it in every way including bouncing naked on a trampoline for her coworkers. Pauline wants to be a good girl and Melody wants her to be a tramp.  Can they compromise at “good tramp”? 
 
    “Black Dominatrix Neighbor” series: 
 
    Book 1:  BLACK DOMINATRIX NEIGHBOR 
 
    Zahra is a middle-aged overweight black woman who has no business seducing and dominating her new young sexy white neighbor girl. Unless she makes it her business. Domination suits Zahra fine but is sexual submission right for Lainey? Lainey tries to be a good neighbor and tries to be friendly with her much older African-American neighbor lady. Maybe Lainey tries a little too hard.... 
 
    Book 2:  TOO BAD TO BE TRUE 
 
    Zahra thinks she has sexual control over Lainey but Lainey thinks differently.  Lainey still thinks she is heterosexual, not submissive, and that interracial sex is not for her.  The nerve of some young and pretty white women!  The apartment building it buzzing with rumors about Zahra and Lainey.  Lainey has a plan to deny and defuse the rumors.  Zahra has a plan to confirm them.  And to share Lainey! 
 
    Book 3:  SEXUAL REPARATIONS IN THE BIG CITY 
 
    Lainey tried to free herself of one Black Mistress only to find herself serving three much older Black Mistresses.  All of them older than her Mom!  They have all sorts of new duties and bizarre orders for Lainey. Including to have her best friend, Mallory, come visit her and to set up Mallory to be brought under their control!  Lainey is a loyal friend... but maybe these new duties would be easier shared.... 
 
    Book 4:  MALLORY'S INTERRACIAL LESBIAN DOMINATION 
 
    Zahra found Lainey's brunette friend, Mallory, very attractive.  Mallory does not like Zahra though even without knowing how she treats poor Lainey. Zahra would like to make Mallory eat her smarty-pants words and eat something else also.  Maybe Lainey and Mallory could both be sexy goldmine earners for Zahra.  Can Zahra against all odds, make that happen? 
 
      
 
    “Impossible Seduction” series: 
 
    1.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION ONE:  VOYEUR MOTHER AND DAUGHTER SEDUCED 
 
    Three beautiful all-female families are moved into a secluded gated community for a unique opportunity to model together.  However, all is not as it seems.  The two bull dyke photographers actually have a contract and a plan to seduce and tame them all in order to supply them to Saudi harems in return for riches.  The plan takes shape and progress is made. 
 
    2.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION TWO:  PEEKING MOTHER AND DAUGHTER DOMINATED 
 
    Megan watched what happened with Naomi's daughter Abigail.  Now we find out what Naomi saw when she watched over Megan's daughter, Kaia.  What will the bull dyke Lydia do with Kaia?  Is there anything Naomi can do? What will the dominant dyke team of Gretchen and Lydia do with Abigail who they now have in their clutches in the privacy of their home for hours? 
 
    3.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION THREE:  A TALE OF LESBIAN TAMING TWO MILFS 
 
    The dominant dyke team of Gretchen and Lydia investigates who made the noise that ruined Lydia's final seduction of Kaia.  It was two of the MILFs! They see that Megan peeped at Gretchen and Naomi peeped at Lydia and even had the nerve to interrupt her!  They also see how aroused the MILFs became watching.  Now it is their turn to experience lesbian domination! 
 
    4. IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION FOUR:  JANELLE VS. REDHEAD MOTHER AND DAUGHTER 
 
    Janelle, a once famous model and now the sexual pawn of the dominant dyke team of Gretchen and Lydia, must carry out their assignment to separately seduce both Brooke and Bridget Finn. Janelle must do it to avoid a dark fate but finds she likes it.  Brooke also finds she likes it on the other end of things. 
 
    5.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION FIVE:  SEDUCED VIA LESBIAN HOME INVASION 
 
    Janelle has left the Finn home with Brooke and Bridget in disarray. Gretchen and Lydia saw on their hidden cameras how aroused and ready Bridget is and they mean to take full advantage.  But, to do so, they'll need to engage in some lesbian home invasion.  Fine by them!  Plus, more psychological manipulation and domination of Megan Reynolds. 
 
    6. IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION SIX:  THE EROTIC EVIL CONSPIRACY 
 
    The dominants Gretchen and Lydia invite Abigail over and its an invitation she cannot refuse.  She isn't sure if she wants to.  They seek to isolate her further and make her ever more dependent on their demanding orders.  Megan wants to escape the gated community.  She thinks so.  Pretty sure.  But she needs a permission slip from the dominants to leave.  What must she do for it or because of it? 
 
    7.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION SEVEN: WICKED MANIPULATION BY DOMINANT LESBIAN NEIGHBORS 
 
    Megan, mother of three lovely blonde daughters, decided to leave the gated community that is feeling like a prison. But she had to get past the black lesbian prison parolee “security guards” to escape. They know the phrase that means Megan must obey them.  Janelle, the disgraced former supermodel learns her dark fate.  Brooke serves the dominant lesbian neighbors. 
 
    8. IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION EIGHT:  DOMINANT LESBIANS DOMINATE REDHEADED MOM AND DAUGHTER 
 
    The cruel wicked dommes Gretchen and Lydia seek to complete their control over the redheaded all-female family, the mother and daughter, Brooke and Bridget Finn.  They want to drive them apart from each other while driving them further in to the grip of submission, so submissive that they cannot escape.  More than that, they want to train both of them to orgasm from pain! 
 
    9.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 9:  DOMINANT LESBIANS TARGET THE FINAL PIERSON GIRL FOR SEDUCTION AND DOMINATION 
 
    Evil Gretchen and Nasty Lydia have more seducing to complete.  Harmony is still innocent.  Her mom and her little sister have already fallen and are submissively following the twisted bizarre orders of Gretchen and Lydia.  Will Harmony join her mom and her little sister in submissive servitude?  Can Gretchen and Lydia complete an oh so dirty “clean sweep” of the Pierson family? 
 
    10.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 10:  SEDUCTION AND DOMINATION AND SUBMISSION AS THE DOMINANTS GO AFTER THE BLONDE DAUGHTERS 
 
    Gretchen and Lydia, the evil lesbian dominants, have blonde mother Megan Reynolds under their control.  Now they want her three daughters!  They decide to make the mother help out!  Can Megan resist or will she cooperate?  Megan and Janelle also need to keep sexually satisfying the much younger black lesbian guards.  What is planned for Megan's daughters Lilliana, Julissa, and Kaia? 
 
      
 
    11.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 11:  TWO OF THE BLONDE DAUGHTERS ARE IN THE HOUSE OF THE DOMINANTS.  CAN THEY ESCAPE WITH THEIR LESBIAN VIRGINITY? 
 
    Dominant lesbian Gretchen had the middle blonde daughter right where she wants her.  Right between her legs!  Julissa still struggles for independence and against her own arousal.  Meanwhile her older sister, Lilliana, is in the basement with the other photographer, the oh so dominant Lydia.  Lilliana is older than her sister and Lydia is even less attractive than Gretchen.  Will it matter? 
 
    12.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 12:  YOUNG ADULT KAIA'S INTERRACIAL LESBIAN DATE WITH DARK SUBMISSION 
 
    Of the three mothers and six daughters, only Kaia has not been seduced, dominated, tamed and trained.  Kaia, the youngest blonde daughter, is the final hold out.  Kaia's compromised mom forces her to go on a “friendship date” with Quiesha, one of the ex-felon black lesbian guards.  Quiesha has expectations for this date to be a very friendly “friendship date” indeed! 
 
    13.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 13:  KAIA'S INTERRACIAL DATE BECOMES A THREESOME AND SHE SUBMITS TO DOMINATION FROM MISTRESS LYDIA 
 
    Young adult Kaia, still only a teenager, is in the middle of “friendship date” with a black girl that had gotten far too friendly. Her own mom set her up for this dark seduction and Kaia was defenseless.  Now, after having submitted to dominant Quiesha, Kaia has a new Mistress and she is even more defenseless!  Quiesha intends to share her with the giantess Ladonne and wicked Lydia. 
 
    14.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 14:  NEW LESBIANS TAMED AND TRAINED BY NEIGHBOR MISTRESSES, BLACK LESBIAN DOMINATION OF SUBMISSIVE BLONDES 
 
    The entire blonde all-female Reynolds family are stuck in a submissive sexual fog that keeps getting thicker and more compromising.  Megan Reynolds and her youngest daughter, Kaia, are both being sexually used inside the black lesbian guards' house.  Megan's two eldest daughters, Lilliana and Julissa, are stuck in the house of the dominant photographers just a few houses away from them. 
 
    15.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 15:  YOUNGER AND OLDER LESBIANS, DOMINATION AND SUBMISSION, MOMS SUBMIT SEXUALLY 
 
    The grand finale conclusion of the Impossible Seduction Saga!  Not all the submissives really think they are submissive!  Also, the dominants require more and more and go to further extremes.  Could they go too far and spark a rebellion?  Can the dominants keep all three all-female families entirely under their sexual control?  Will the mothers have sex with each other's daughters? 
 
    “A Lesbian Orientation” series: 
 
    1.  CARA TRIES TO BE A GOOD EXAMPLE 
 
    Cara agrees to live with Mindy Short in order to be a positive example to her regarding the benefits of heterosexuality versus Mindy's lesbian nature.  Instead of Cara having a positive influence on Mindy, the opposite occurs, and Mindy begins to influence Cara in dark negative sexual ways.  What can Mindy change about Cara? 
 
    2. CARA'S LESBIAN SEDUCTION 
 
    Mindy's influence over Cara expands as Mindy completes her lesbian seduction of the former prom queen.  And more!  Mindy doesn't just want Cara's submission.  She wants to show her total control by making Cara become her human sex pet!  Can Cara keep her humanity? 
 
    3.  CARA BECOMES HER ROOMMATE'S LESBIAN PET 
 
    Mindy has decided her little “good example” Cara should be kept naked, wear a collar, even wear a “tail”, and act like a doggy.  She also has decided to share Cara with others for sex.  What does Cara think about that?  And... does Mindy care?  Will Cara admit Mindy is her Owner? 
 
    “Teen Lesbians Taking Over” series: 
 
    1.  TAKING OVER MRS. GREENWAY: 
 
    Mrs. Greenway discovers that Cara, who she sent to influence Mindy Short, has instead been influenced.  Mindy discovers it was Mrs. Greenway, that sexy MILF, who set up Cara to live with her.  Mrs. Greenway wants to kick Mindy out of school.  Mindy wants to sexually take over Mrs. Greenway.  Who will win? 
 
    2.  TAMING MRS. GREENWAY 
 
    Mindy wants Joan to be another sex pet for her, to be her little “Pet Joannie”, another human doggy.  She also wants to make Joan do lots of things, wicked things, even things involving Joan's lovely young adult daughter. Will Joan stand up to her... or stay down on all fours? 
 
    3.  TAKING OVER AUBREE 
 
    Aubree, Joan's lovely administrative assistant, has come across Joan in a compromised position.  Mindy orders Joan to seduce Aubree to protect the young dominant lesbians on campus.  Will Joan do it?  Will she succeed? Will Aubree escape or... like it? 
 
    4.  OWNING AUBREE 
 
    Aubree is a young mother who still breast feeds her little daughter.  Mmm, breast milk!  The teenage lesbian dominants are fascinated. They have naughty plans for Aubree.  They already have a few sex pets, all of them human doggies.  How about a pet human cow?  Can Aubree avoid a fate of extreme submission? 
 
    5.  TAKING OVER TANYA... AND HER NEIGHBOR TOO 
 
    Mindy likes the idea of owning a sexy African-American woman.  Tanya, a Director on campus, would be perfect!  Mindy wants to take her over sexually and give her to her friends as a pet.  What kind of pet?  Tanya has a big backyard perfect for a horsey!  One horsey is not enough. Maybe they should tame Tanya's neighbor also? 
 
    6.  TAKING OVER TANYA'S STEP-NIECE 
 
    When the dominant teen lesbian coeds learn about Tanya's step-niece, Takira, and see how lovely she is, they decide to expand the herd!  They trick her into moving in to “The Ranch” they've turned Tanya's house into.  Can Takira resist their dark plans and their sexual racism?  Can Takira save Tanya from domination?  Or will Takira be sexually domesticated like her step-aunt? 
 
    7.  TAKIRA'S NEW WHITE MISTRESSES 
 
    The white Mistresses want to make permanent a dominant hold over Takira.  Can they pull it off with Takira is on her guard?  Can Takira resist?  The dominants have a plan.  So does Takira!  Only one plan can win.  Takira has nothing in common with them. They are her opposites in all things including skin color. But dominants and submissives are opposites and opposites do attract one another.... 
 
    8.  ADDING CORAL TO THE CORRAL 
 
    The dominant teen lesbian coeds, Deb and Shan, are gluttons for lust and greedy for domination. They want more and more!  Will Butterscotch help them sexually trap her friend's daughter?  Can the doms tame and train Coral before she leaves for college?  Can they really just keep getting away with making independent heterosexual women into obedient lesbian sex ponies?  Can they add Coral to the corral? 
 
    9. TAKING OVER TAKIRA'S MOM 
 
    The teen lesbian coed domination team of Deb and Shan have Takira under their sexual control as a sex pony.  They sure would like to have a mother and daughter team working together in tandem.  The young white dommes have the perfect secret weapon in the conspiracy of seducing and taming Takira's mother.  Her own daughter! 
 
    10.  CORAL GETS FULLY CORRALLED 
 
    Lovely blonde coed Coral ran into a tough situation.  Dominant hillbilly lesbians that wanted to make her into a sex pony!  They tricked her and took full advantage of her.  They even claimed they were her Owners and renamed her Coral Corral!  Coral totally disagrees with this assigned fate and has decided to put a stop to the craziness.  The Owners, however, have very much decided to put a continuation to it!  Owned by them! Forever! 
 
    11.  TAMED AND TRAINED BY LESBIAN HILLBILLIES 
 
    The African-American mother and daughter pair, Kalindi and Takira, have been seduced, dominated, and tamed by two white coed lesbian hillbillies. They've been treated like sex animals, a donkey and a pony, and have learned to be addicted to it.  Now the dommes want to take them even further!  Why not have them betray two of Takira's lovely friends who can also join the growing herd of lesbian lust?  Kalindi and Takira are reluctant to do that but the hillbillies are experts at overcoming reluctance. 
 
    12.  SEDUCING AND TAMING NALA 
 
    Takira and Kalindi Bushrod invite Takira’s longtime friends, Nala and Atasha, to come live with them at The Ranch.  They think the Bushrods are being altruistic.  The mother and daughter, conflicted but newly obedient to their white hillbilly Owners, actually intend to help seduce, tame, and lesbian train the two young cuties.  Can Kalindi Bushrod overcome their age gap and Nala’s understandable reluctance and take her for a wild orgasmic ride? 
 
      
 
    13.  RIDDEN HARD IN THE BACK YARD 
 
    The two lovely young adult friends, Nala and Atasha, have moved in with the African-American mother and daughter pair, the Bushrods, who they thought were being kind but actually have wicked plans for them at the behest of the Bushrods’ white Owners.  Daughter Bushrod is out to seduce Atasha but, can she do it in public out at the mall?  Mother Bushrod seeks to cement her new sexual control of Nala by taking her for an after-midnight ride in the back yard. 
 
      
 
    14.  DOUBLE SEDUCTION DOUBLE DOMINATION 
 
    The mother and daughter team, Kalindi and Takira Bushrod, are reluctant black seductresses controlled by white hillbilly lesbian dommes.  They must obey their sexual Owners and seduce and dominate their lovely passionate friends, Nala and Atasha. Now they have to do it at the same time in the same house and they must be more seductive and more dominant than ever before.  Can they ensnare their friends despite reluctance, make them sexually submit, and make them ready to be sexual servants to whites?   
 
      
 
    15.  TEEN LESBIANS TAKING OVER 15 
 
    The mother and daughter pair, the Bushrods, have seduced and sexed best friends Nala and Atasha but noW the Owners are arriving! The white hillbilly coeds want fresh mounts! Will the mother and daughter Bushrods continue to cooperate with the Owners against their beloved friends? Will Nala and Atasha fall for it all and fall right into the same interracial sexual trap that the Bushrods are stuck in? 
 
      
 
    16.  TAMING AND TRAINING A NEW MOTHER AND DAUGHTER 
 
    Owners Deb and Shan have wicked plan to bring a new mother and daughter in range of their dominant lesbian clutches. Margot Dillon and her daughter, Kinsley, have a new landscaping contract at The Ranch. Little do they know who they’ve contracted with. A contract with dominating lesbian hillbillies is as bad as a contract with the Devil himself. Can Deb and Shan seduce and dominate the mother with the daughter nearby? Can Deb and Shan seduce and dominate the daughter with the mother nearby? 
 
    17.  KINSLEY’S KINKY LESBIAN THREESOME 
 
    The lesbian hillbilly coeds hatched a new plan to turn a mother and daughter lawn care business team, Margot and Kinsley Dillon, into obedient mother and daughter lesbian Owned servants.  Deb and Shan decide to cut one of the Dillons out of the two-person mother and daughter herd. Divided, the Dillons are vulnerable.  Together, the hillbillies are nasty and demanding unstoppable dommes. 
 
    18.  DOMME ON THE MOM 
 
    A night of sexual punishment and ruthless sex addicted Kinsley and forced her to give up her freedom. She has agreed with dark eagerness that the hillbillies Own her but may not really know what that means.  Kinsley also hopes to keep her mom from finding out about her daughter and has no idea her new Owners are targeting her mom. 
 
    “Lesbian Stalker's Pets” series: 
 
    1.  LAURI'S LESBIAN STALKER BECOMES HER ROOMMATE 
 
    Mindy uses her control over Joan Greenway to force her to reassign Lauri Hayward to live with Mindy's dominant lesbian friend Rosalie. Rosalie has been stalking Lauri.  Now with Lauri conveniently forced to live with her can she seduce and dominate the beauty despite Lauri being a brown belt in jujitsu? 
 
    2.  LESBIAN STALKER'S PET ROOMMATES 
 
    Rosalie has entrapped Lauri into losing a bet meaning Lauri, like the third roommate Pet Mia, must be her sexual pet. For twenty-four hours.  Rosalie wants to Own Lauri body and soul forever!  Can Rosalie get Lauri to agree to be her pet for longer, much longer?  Will Lauri like being submissive to her bully stalker? 
 
    3.  LESBIAN STALKER PET TRAINS HER ROOMMATE'S BEST FRIEND 
 
    Lauri has a close friend, Francesca, living close by and has been in secret contact with her.  Rosalie finds out and also finds out how beautiful the Italian immigrant is.  Mindy and Rosalie concoct a crazy plan to use Francesca's caring good will and loyal friendship against her.  Can Rosalie manage to seduce this incredible hottie? 
 
    4.  LESBIAN STALKER STALKS AGAIN 
 
    Anne-Marie, the rules enforcing authority on the dorm floor, receives a noise complaint about Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker's dorm room.  The sound of loud sex!  Anne-Marie investigates thinking where there's sex there must be boys violating dorm code.  Anne-Marie sure won't find any boys... but she will find lots of sex.... 
 
    5.  LESBIAN STALKER ON THE PROWL 
 
    One of Rosalie's neighbors, Tina, hears the noise of loud female orgasms from Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker's dorm room causing her to lose sleep. When Tina takes matters into her own hands will Rosalie take Tina into her own Owner hands?  If she can “handle” Tina what kind of sexual human animal will she have, literally, on her hands? 
 
    6.  LESBIAN STALKER HUNTING 
 
    Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker goes on the hunt to drag down Anne-Marie into sexual submission.  Her stalking reaches new levels of extremity.  Rosalie hunts her down and brings her down in the campus library!  Rosalie also wants to establish total control over her neighbor Tina.  She first took sexual control over Tina in her own room and now she goes for a repeat in Tina's home territory.   
 
    7.  LESBIAN STALKER'S EVIL TRAP 
 
    Anne-Marie has escaped Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker but it is a Pyrrhic victory.  A few more like that and she'll be a lesbian pet!  She can't seem to get Rosalie out of her mind. Meanwhile, Rosalie has a plan to stop Tina's roommates from complaining about the sound of loud female orgasms emitting from Rosalie's dorm room.  The plan is to make them just as guilty!  No such thing as too many pets! 
 
    “Lesbian Seduction Conspiracy” series: 
 
    1.  CONSPIRACY TO SEDUCE 
 
    Mindy Short is obsessed with seducing and taming Emilia. Emilia, set up by Joan who is Director of Campus Housing and Student Orientation, will have to live in a dorm with Mindy. Before then Mindy worries Joan may warn Emilia.  Can she totally compromise Joan? 
 
    2. THE TRAP 
 
    Emilia Greenway and her best friend, Charlotte, arrive on campus but are forced to dorm apart not knowing they are each rooming with dominant lesbians who have dark plans for them.  Can their friendship and working together save them from a fate of sexual submission and keep them from becoming human set pets? 
 
    3.  TAKING OVER CHARLOTTE 
 
    The teenage lesbian dominants are seducing Emilia Greenway and her lovely friend Charlotte too.  Divided they fall! Seduction is not enough. Domination is not enough.  They want to Own them both.  They want them to be human pets!  Dominant lesbian roommates know how to trick Charlotte into intense lesbian experiences.  They have a plan to make her into a new variety of sex pet. 
 
    4.  TOO TOGETHER 
 
    The teenage lesbian dominants want Emilia and Charlotte to be their sexual pets forever and always.  But... will they give in to the domination and their own submissiveness?  If they do, what kind of pets will they be made into?  Will this shared submission actually bring them closer together? 
 
    “Seduced Trophy Wives” series: 
 
    1.  TAKING THE TROPHY WIVES 
 
    Four trophy wife friends living in the same neighborhood notice a suspicious vehicle following them and then bizarre strangers move into the mansion for sale near them.  These two look like escapees from a porn movie! The new neighbors have lesbian seduction in mind for the four married friends.  Can they resist? 
 
    2.  TAMING THE TROPHY WIVES 
 
    The strangers are making inroads into breaking up the friendships of the four trophy wives, turning them against one another, and turning them into obedient subservients for the dominant lesbians.  Can the trophy wives stop the dominoes from falling since they are the dominoes? 
 
    3.  TRAINING THE TROPHY WIVES 
 
    The stranger dominant lesbians' dark plans for the trophy wives are coming closer and closer to fruition.  Can those seduced recover their dignity in time?  Can the last holdout of the trophy wives stay faithful to her husband?  What exactly do the two dominant lesbians plan to do to and with them? 
 
    “Gift Cards for Lesbian Seduction” series: 
 
    1.  MOTHER-IN-LAW'S GIFT CARDS FOR LESBIAN SEDUCTION 
 
    Maddy's bitchy mother-in-law to be gives her and her sister, Bailey, gift cards for a free “Ultimate Massage”.  When the two beautiful blonde sisters go to the massage parlor, they find it run down and operated by a stern Asian woman and two huge black masseuses.  It turns out the “Ultimate Massage” involves bondage and domination but Maddy and Bailey learn that too late to avoid their awful fate. 
 
    2. LIKING IT WAY TOO MUCH 
 
    The blonde sisters, Maddy and Bailey, are stuck in the interracial lesbian massage parlor from Hell.  They are also trapped enjoying the shocking and sensual sexual acts they are drawn into by the African-American masseuses and the older Asian dominatrix.  The three minority members are dominant lesbian seductresses determined to make the blondes obey and like it. 
 
    3.  PURSUED BY INTERRACIAL LESBIAN SEDUCTION 
 
    The blonde sisters, Maddy and Bailey, have been dominated by black and Asian lesbian seductresses at a run-down massage parlor. But... all good things must come to an end.  Or... will they?  Maddy and Bailey are pursued by memories of exquisite yet foul pleasures.  More than that, they discover that they are literally pursued!  Wicked Lai Ping decides to pay the sisters a special visit at their places of work.  
 
    4.  SUBMISSION TO HER BLACK MISTRESSES 
 
    Maddy the blonde bank teller was seduced and dominated at the massage parlor from Hell. Now the muscular black masseuse, Luella, who claims to be Maddy's Mistress, has texted her demanding that she come over to Luella's place to meet some of Luella's friends. Maddy knows an interracial lesbian orgy is in the works.  Maddy can't go!  She's engaged to be married! But... she also can't not go.... 
 
    5.  SEDUCTION AT THE INTERRACIAL LESBIAN ORGY 
 
      
 
    Maddy foolishly thought she could avoid being drawn into the orgy of domination and submission. Not so! Instead, she found the black women also seduced several of Maddy’s bridesmaids! Now all the loud orgasms and spankings are causing too much noise and a pretty Hispanic woman comes over to complain. That can’t go well for the newcomer! 
 
    6.  CATFIGHTS AT THE INTERRACIAL LESBIAN ORGY 
 
    The interracial lesbian orgy is in progress with black on white domination and submission.  Mariana, the seduced and dominated Hispanic ex-con who made the mistake of complaining about the noise, discovers her darkly tempting fate.  Maddy and the Caucasian females must fight in the nude.  They fight to inflict orgasms.  Will Maddy fight her own little sister? 
 
    7.  BAILEY’S ORGASMIC CATFIGHT 
 
    The interracial lesbian BDSM orgy is raging.  The Black Mistresses are juggling the white submissives and keeping them quite busy with white-on-white catfights.  Little does Maddy know that her little sister, Bailey, was invited and compelled to come over.  The sisters are both at the same interracial lesbian orgy!  But what has her little sister, Bailey, experienced at the interracial lesbian catfight, and how do those experiences intersect with Maddy’s? 
 
      
 
    8.  THE SISTERS GET DOMINATED 
 
    The blonde sisters, Maddy and Bailey, are caught and tangled up in the interracial lesbian orgy but so far neither knew the other was present at the same orgy.  That lack of awareness is about to change!  The sisters are about to learn more about the plot against them.  They are also going to get used sexually, individually, in brand new sexual acts neither ever could have conceived of participating in. 
 
      
 
    9.  TOTAL LESBIAN DOMINATION 
 
    The blonde sisters must report to their new owner – none other than Maddy’s mother-in-law-to-be.  Or, now, not-to-be.  Mistress-to-be for both of them!  They learn their dark fate and begin to learn to like it.  Maddy’s four sexy white bridesmaids think they can leave now that the interracial lesbian orgy has wound down.  They think wrong!  Big Ola and Big Luella decide they are keepers and divvy them up fairly, two each. 
 
      
 
    10.  SUBMISSION MANSION 
 
    The sisters, worried and secretly darkly eager, were ordered to the estate of Maddy’s mother-in-law-to-be, where they learned she intended to keep them. They were collared and separated. Their fate is to be sex maids linked to the family mansion for the rest of their lives!  How will they adjust to their new loss of status?  Will they hate it like they should, or will circumstances work on their minds and souls? 
 
      
 
    Stand Alone books: 
 
    ANYTHING SHE WANTS 
 
    Juliana goes undercover for a newspaper story as a maid for a rich older woman, Ms. Einhorn. She is told that her mission is to document abusive treatment by the wealthy towards their servants. Juliana she is to obey Ms. Einhorn and do anything she wants in order to draw out Ms. Einhorn’s nasty behavior. Juliana takes on the opportunity with enthusiasm but is shocked by Ms. Einhorn’s true expectations, Ms. Einhorn’s wickedness, and by her own growing submissiveness.  
 
    CHEERLEADER IN TROUBLE 
 
    Addison it worried about a cheerleader on her team.  Unfortunately, she goes to the wrong person for help:  her dominant older lesbian cheer coach.  As it turns out the assistant dominating the other cheerleader is the cheer coach's son.  As it also turns out the cheer coach and her son would also like to dominate Addison! 
 
    KEEP YOUR PANTIES ON, WHITE GIRLFRIEND 
 
    Three black women invite themselves into Haley's home.  Opal and Dereka target Haley's friends, Rachel and Sandy, for lesbian seduction and domination.  Destiny?  Destiny wants to completely change Haley's destiny.  Destiny wants to make herself Haley's new Destiny. Can Haley save her friends from... what they seem to be liking? Might Haley also like what she should not like? 
 
    LESBIAN LUST AT THE CASH REGISTER 
 
    Mave thinks Julie is really a submissive.  But how to make her submit? It's hard to get alone time with Julie so Mave decides on a bizarre way to seduce her.  Suddenly Julie's underling is under her at the cash register!  Mave decides she will pull off the seduction and domination of Julie while the store is open and customers are in the store!  That's not all she'll “pull off”. 
 
    LESBIAN LUST AT THE CASH REGISTER 
 
    Cadence has to supervise a problem employee but she has no idea how big of a problem beautiful Mave really is.  Mave thinks that her problem is being horny and she thinks pretty Cadence it the solution to that problem.  When they close the store together Mave decides she will become Cadence's new Mistress.  Cadence sure will be dismayed! She doesn't even know she's a lesbian! Or a submissive! 
 
    THE SUBMISSIVE CHEERLEADERS 
 
    Penny is a college graduate but stuck in a waitress job and stuck with oversize breasts she'd like to have reduced.  Her submissive roommate lets her in on an opportunity to be a cheerleader.  This semi-pro team expects their cheerleaders to be submissive.  Totally submissive!  Will Penny allow herself to be dominated? 
 
    TOO CURIOUS ABOUT HER ADOPTED LESBIAN SISTER 
 
    Hope is sent home from college to check on her trouble-making adopted lesbian sister.  Ruthie the Ruthless!  Ruthie has tried to dominate Hope in the past so Hope brings her funny friend Aspen who just happens to also be an orphan and to be a near lookalike to Ruthie.  Ruthie has diabolical plans for Hope and Aspen.  Surely, they can resist since it's two against one.  Surely!  Right?  
 
    SOMETHING THAT BELONGS TO ME 
 
    Louisa's heterosexual roommate, Heidi, brings home from the bar a tall slim woman with dyed red hair. Klara is bold, arrogant, and sexually hungry. Klara is making Heidi do all sorts of crazy sexy things and Klara just won't leave their place.  Klara also seems to have plans and expectations for Louisa's involvement!  She wants Louisa to also submit to her in every way possible. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Questions, complaints, or suggestions? 
 
    Feel free to contact me:  jordanchurch@mail.com 
 
    See what I have available and my author bio (such as it is) and photo (such as it is) at amazon.com/author/jordanchurch 
 
      
 
    Follow me on Twitter at:  https://twitter.com/JChurchAuthor 
 
      
 
      
 
    Visit me, my blog, my list of available books including samples of every one, and be able to read For Free a never-before-published book at: 
 
      
 
    lesbianseductionfiction.com 
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