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Chapter 1

The sun dipped low in the sky, casting a warm golden glow on my skin as I cruised along the open road. I was, and I guess I technically, still am Catherine Schwartz, or Cat as my friends called me. (These days the name Cat becomes Kitty pretty quick and I’m often told to purr, but on the fateful day I’m telling you about, I’d never even considered such a variation.) On that day, I was a twenty-four-year-old ambitious law student with dreams of changing the world one case at a time. Looking back on that naive girl now, I do envy her for the potential she still had. I was such an idealist. I know a lot of people go into law school with that mentality, but dammit I actually meant it, okay? At least back then, before Cat became Kitty, before everything that I'm about to explain happened to me, I was extra motivated to deliver on those big aspirations because my looks made many people think I was nothing more than a pretty face. I suppose the ultimate irony of it all now is that my pretty face and other assets were a big reason I never fully realized those aspirations and wound up making the world a better place by providing many women with the ultimate pleasure. Dreams never really do come true the way we plan them, don't you find?
I'm a slim-built woman with long, wavy brown hair cascading past my shoulders. My emerald green eyes are framed by thick eyelashes that flutter every time I blink. My Semitic features are evident and I have been called a "beautiful Jewish princess" on too many occasions, and rarely as a compliment. (Interestingly enough, that’s happened far less so in my new line of work, but we'll get there eventually.)
Back at the start of this sordid tale, I'm on the road, thinking it's all before me. As I drive, I'm wearing a black leather jacket over a white graphic t-shirt, paired with ripped jeans and black boots that give me an edgy look. It's not my usual style per se, but when traveling on one's own, looking more like a roadie for a girly rock band than an accomplished law student is an advantage for a girl like me.
As I continued to coast down the highway, blasting music through the speakers of my beat up old Ford Mustang I inherited from my late, badass Aunt Sarah, my phone chimed with an incoming call. I glanced down at the screen, recognizing the name of my ex-boyfriend, Tyler. I hesitated for a moment before answering. I'd have been happy never talking to him again, but I also knew he'd never leave me alone unless I picked up and gave him that confirmation that it was really over this time.
"Hey, Cat," Tyler's voice came through the speaker. "I hope I'm not interrupting anything."
"No, not really," I lied. We both knew full well that he was interrupting my peace of mind.
"I just wanted to talk to you for a minute, do you have some time?" he asked.
I sighed heavily before replying, "Sure, what's up?"
"I know we haven't talked in a while and things ended pretty badly between us, but I want to apologize for how I treated you back then. I was going through some stuff and I took it out on you. It wasn't fair to you."
I could feel the anger rising within me but tamped it down as best I could. "Well I appreciate that, but I'm sorry to say it's a little late now. I've moved on, and I hope you do the same, for your sake, not mine." Before he could respond I hit the hang-up button on my phone and he was gone. Good riddance. In retrospect, I sometimes wonder if I would have been so quick to hang up on him if the events that were just about to transpire hadn't resulted in me never having a heterosexual relationship or sexual encounter with a man again. Oh well, no use wondering. I get more pussy and cash than I can handle these days, so who needs a boyfriend anyway.
As I continued my drive with the top down, my long, wavy brown hair whipped around my face, tickling my cheeks and occasionally getting caught in my bright green eyes that a different patronizing ex used to say always seemed to "sparkle with curiosity." I had never been one to shy away from adventure, and this impromptu road trip was just what I needed before diving back into the grind of my studies.
Suddenly a terrible grinding noise came up from my engine and a whole bunch of smoke was burping out of the front of the car.
”Damn it," I muttered under my breath. The engine was seizing and sputtering and soon, the car rolled to a gradual stop, leaving me stranded in the middle of nowhere – literally. The isolation of my surroundings became more apparent as the wind rustled through the tall grasses that lined the desolate two-lane highway I had been able to pull just off of. It felt like I was the only person left in the world. This was further confirmed by there being zero bars on my cell.
I popped the hood of my smoking relic and it was immediately apparent that this thing was not going any further without the help of a tow.
"Okay, Cat, think," I told myself, trying to remain calm. I glanced around the empty landscape, searching for any signs of life or help. A sinking feeling settled in my stomach, emphasizing my vulnerability in this remote area. With limited options, I grabbed my phone and tried calling for roadside assistance, but there was no signal. Of course.
"Great," I sighed. "Now what?"
I weighed my options, ultimately deciding that staying put would be unwise. So, I gathered my courage, covered and locked the car, and began walking towards the setting sun in hopes of finding someplace — any place — nearby. Little did I know how much my life was about to change.
"Keep it together, Catherine," I whispered, trying to steady my racing heart. "You've faced tougher situations than this." Remembering the boy's club and various hornets nests I'd had to navigate to be taken seriously at the exclusive law school I was currently working to graduate from. At least out here in this desolate highway, no one was trying to knock my knees out from under me, literally or figuratively.
As I continued walking, a sense of determination settled in. I was going to get through this, no matter what the cost. Unbeknownst to me, the price would be higher than I could have ever imagined. Sometimes I feel like I'm still paying it, other times I stop being a brat and listen to my Mistress and I remember that it's the most empowering position I could be in. But I digress...
As I walked down the road, I noticed a dim neon light in the distance that seemed to be calling me towards it. The sign was old-fashioned and read 'Victorian House Motel' in red neon letters against the dark, gloomy sky. Despite the run-down appearance of the building, it seemed like a better option than sleeping in my car, so I made my way towards it.
Some fifteen minutes later, I pulled open the heavy wooden door to this strangely named motel in the middle of nowhere. There was nothing Victorian about the house or the connected motel's architecture, but I knew I was a long way from law school. Being overly pedantic about language was probably not going to help her this evening, I mused to myself.
The dimly lit lobby smelled musty yet it felt warm and inviting. Dim lights and velvet drapes created an intimate atmosphere, almost comforting despite its shabby appearance.
An attractive woman with bright red lips and raven hair smiled at me from behind the reception desk, her gaze appraising my every move. "Can I help you?" She purred at me.
"Hey there, my car died out on route 7 a couple miles back and-"
"No cell service huh? Yeah, heard that before. Unfortunately for you, sweet cheeks, the nearest service station is about 20 miles away and they're closed until about 9 tomorrow, or whenever that lazy fatass sleeps off his hangover."
"Oh uh, that sucks,” I said. The glare this woman gave in response me told me that that was not the right thing to say. I felt suddenly like I was being dressed down as a silly schoolgirl. "Um, I mean..." I trailed off again. I'm not used to feeling intimidated in the presence of another person and yet there was something about her, this strange place. Words usually find me pretty quick, but something about the way she was looking at me had me flummoxed.
I should have paid more attention to the sense of dread slowly rising from my stomach. I could feel red flags already, but I needed shelter for the night, and I wasn't about to pass up an opportunity just because it felt... off.
"Do you have any rooms available?" I finally asked, my voice cracking slightly under the weight of my nervousness.
"Only rooms open are for working girls." She said looking away, stating a fact that should have served as a dismissal of the whole thing. Maybe I was tired, maybe I really was naive to these kinds of corners of the world or maybe some part of me...
"Oh, but I am a working girl." I quipped, thinking at that moment this was some sort of local coded language, a joke, banter between the guest and concierge.
"You? A working girl?" She said with a single raised eyebrow.
"Yeah...Just came from law school right now, but working towards bigger and better things, hence the trip that brought me here." I tried to explain. For all the case law I studied, sometimes I really needed to choose my specific words better.
Something clicked for the woman behind the desk and she nodded. "Ah, I see. Getting away from those overzealous johns in that back-patting circle-jerk boys club are we? Good on you, then." She said and rose from her seat. I nodded in agreement. Her implication and understanding of my occupation went right over my head as she sauntered towards me with a confident swagger. "We have just the thing for you, sweetheart." She locked eyes with me and I suddenly felt myself being sized up like prey. Every inch of her body language suggesting I was some delightful morsel she wanted to devour, rather than a new guest at her hotel.
I was distracted from her bizarre vibe when she slammed a huge document on the counter in front of me and told me to sign it.
"What is all this?" I asked, flipping idly through the document. It appeared to be filled with legalese and fine print, and as an about-to-graduate law student, I really should have read through it all before signing anything, but I had been on the road for hours and just wanted a clean place to crash before getting my car fixed in the morning. Poor choice from a now former law student, but again, hindsight, right? Mama always says we end up where we're supposed to, and maybe in that moment, some part of me knew...
The woman with the red lips assured me it was all above board but if I wanted to stay here I'd need to sign all of it as it was legally binding. The phrase "do your business" was uttered a few times as she explained things broadly, but I legitimately thought she was talking about showering and other bathroom activities. She was droning on about potential fees, penalties, percentages and things to avoid doing, but I admit I tuned her out because I was just planning on sleeping and getting out early in the morning once the service station opened.
I signed on the dotted line in a couple of places and I'll never forget the victorious, almost hungry smile that washed over her face and the way she licked those red, red lips. She took the documents with a wink and made a cryptic remark about coming to visit me in my room once this was all notarized. I laughed it off as a pleasantry and let her lead me to my room.
I followed her down a long hallway lined with doors, each one leading to rooms where laughter and moaning erupted intermittently. We reached my destination - room 103 - and she slid her key into the ancient lock before pushing the door open.
I let out a soft gasp as I entered the room. The recognizable scent of sex, sweat, and recognizably feminine arousal filled my nostrils the moment I crossed the threshold The room looked clean enough, but my nose told me that sex had happened in here, and recently. The air was stifling hot, yet intoxicatingly sensual. The room itself was small but cozy, containing only a bed, a single lamp, and a mirror on the far wall. The mirror was covered in lipstick stains and sticky residue, like it had seen its fair share of action. I hesitated by the door, not knowing what to make of this place or what might happen next.
"If you need anything else, just knock on the office door," my guide with the raven hair and striking red lips said before turning to leave, leaving me alone with my thoughts.
I took off my jacket, the warmth of the room making my clothes feel hot and heavy. They were suffocating against my skin, yearning to be shed for something softer and more inviting. I kicked off my boots, releasing a sigh as my toes curled into the scratchy carpet that sure didn't feel like it had had a good vacuuming this decade.
I relaxed over the next couple of hours. Fortunately for me, there was a diner a few miles down the road that was on Doordash, so I got some honest grub in me, which was a simple niceness I didn’t appreciate enough at the time. As night fell outside, the shadows crept into my room, dancing along the walls and casting eerie silhouettes across the ceiling. I couldn't shake this lingering feeling like I was in over my head somehow. Something about that document, the way that woman with the red lips had related to me felt wrong, but I had no idea why. As far as I could see on the surface, this was just a picturesque, albeit cheap and rundown, motel in the wilderness, nothing more.
Maybe it was the smell of sex that still lingered in the air, or the fact that it was just a few degrees too warm in here, but as I got ready for bed, I wanted to get more comfortable. I pulled off my t-shirt and bra, revealing my naked chest to the dimly lit room. I smiled as I ran my hands over my perky breasts and smiled to myself as the nipples stood at attention, goosebumps breaking out over them. I liked doing that to myself when I was on my own. Leftie was always just slightly bigger than Ms. Right, but I thought the small mole just above my pink, quarter-sized areola on Ms. Right gave her enough character to overcome the size difference.
I'd figured out how to do this to myself years ago and it was my fun little superpower, activating my tits without fail, I liked to call it to myself. I was proud as my perky and shapely tits stood attention in the dark room. Man, I was hot, and I looked good in that greasy mirror too! I tweaked my pointed nipples and felt the arousal building as that stinging sensation turned to pleasure.
Suddenly, there was a knock at the door. I jumped, my heart racing in my chest as adrenaline rushed through me. Who could it be? Who knew I was here? Panicked and flustered, I frantically looked around for the t-shirt I had just tossed aside. Because of the dim light in the unfamiliar room, I just couldn’t find it. As a quick solution, I wrapped the thin top sheet from the bed around myself and headed towards the door.
Before I could get there though, I heard the lock click and it opened on its own. What the hell? A figure stood in the doorway and I felt for the first time, the larger-than-life presence of Bridget "Butch" Sanders, older than me by what could have been decades, rough around the edges, muscular with a square face, a short undercut haircut and deep intense brown eyes. I'd come to learn her name and so much more about her later, but Butch she was right from the first impression. It was her fierce determination, the way she just oozed dominance as she sauntered uninvited into my room that truly caught my breath. She held me captive with those deep hazel eyes, pinning me down in place even before she made physical contact, which she did soon after.
She didn't ask for permission, but instead grabbed me by the hips and pulled me towards her. Our bodies collided; my soft curves against her hardened muscles under the white t-shirt she wore and the weathered jeans held up by the spiked belt on her narrow waist. Without any hesitation, she pressed her lips hungrily against mine, forcing her tongue inside my mouth. I tried to resist, but found myself no match for her physical strength and force of will, plus I was still desperately trying to hold the sheet up and hide my tits!
Her hands flowed down to my thighs, still adorned with the ripped jeans, teasingly tracing the skin exposed in the ragged torn holes before finally reaching their target. She parted my legs with ease, baring me to her gaze. I felt her grab at the crotch of my jeans and I let out a sound that was half moan of pleasure and half groan of discomfort. I stung from her rough handling but I was also still very aroused.
"Off. Now,” were the first words she said to me. Her hands grabbed for the sheet hiding my torso from her.
"Wait, hold on..." I tried to hold the sheet tightly to my body but I was no match for her strong arms. The sheet fell away and my tits were out for her. She grinned at me hungrily and her big rough hands were suddenly on my sensitive, still goose-bumped skin.
"I...I think there's been a mixup. I’m straight and uh, not about all this…” I tried to explain, to give her an out to get out of my room. She was clearly not interested in such a thing though as she pushed me back towards the bed. I remember being very conscious of my tits just being out in the air as I stumbled back. The backs of my knees hit the bed and I flopped backward with less than zero grace.
She stood at the end of the bed, between my bent knees and regarded my jeans again. "I said off. I'm not paying for you to make me do all the work." She said bluntly as she motioned to my pants again. Paying? What the heck is she talking about? There is clearly some mistake here.
"Wait, paying? You're not paying me at all. I think you've got the wrong room!" I sputter, struggling to catch up with this woman and her lewd, misguided agenda.
She grinned at me and shook her head. "No love, I've got the right room alright." She let out a low chuckle before advancing on me, her eyes twinkling with an unspoken promise. "You're in room 103 and I'm pretty sure I paid for this. Desk chick told me the new girl was here and she knows I always want to be the first to break in new meat." She dangled a small key with the number 103 etched into it from a chain around her neck.
Dread filled my stomach as the realization hit me. This place, this woman, the huge document I'd signed...it was all lining up to one shocking truth. I was stuck in some kind of sex motel and this wasn't just an ordinary mix-up, this woman was expecting to have sex with me, for money. "But..." I stammered, my heart pounding in my chest.
"But nothing," she cut off quickly, her voice dropping dangerously low. "I don't care if you're new or experienced. I'm your client and that means you do what I want during MY session. I made my appointment at the desk like I always do and it’s been confirmed, so this is happening per the terms you’ve agreed to.”
That god damned contract. I really would have made a terrible lawyer.
"Wait," I began, my voice shaky and uncertain. "I didn't know what I was signing when I..." The words tumbled out in a rush, faster than I could think about them. "I swear, I thought I was renting a room...I'm not a uh..." My eyes widened as I found the words. Saying them out loud just confirmed how wrong I'd gotten my conversation with the woman at the desk. "I'm not a Working Girl."
She looked almost amused by my confusion. A crooked grin twisted up one corner of her mouth as she leaned back against the wall, watching me with a predator's interest.
"Is this the new girl's play gambit? Can't say I've run into it before," she replied coolly.
"No," I insisted, desperate to make her understand. "I'm really not supposed to be here."
Her amusement faded and her eyes hardened slightly. Butch moved away from the wall and took a step towards me causing me to stumble backward onto the bed again.
"Listen, sweetheart," she said firmly. "I've heard every excuse in the book. Save yourself some trouble and play by the rules. I’ll play along if you keep it up, but we both know where this goes.”
At that moment, the seriousness of my predicament hit me in full force and I decided to come clean about my situation.
"I really didn't know about any of this." I insisted again. The words spilled out in a nervous rush, barely above a whisper.
"Well then, that'll make it all the more fun, for both of us." She said with that big hungry grin.
I felt her strong fingers now pull at the buttons on my jeans. I squirmed in protest but she was not to be deterred. She thought this was all part of the game, after all.
Big strong hands pulled my jeans down and, the sensation of cool air on my mound confirmed she pulled my panties down with them. She held the bunched-up fabrics on my knees and stared down at her prize while I lay there, never having felt more exposed and naked in my life.
She dipped her head low, taking a taste of my wetness into her mouth. My walls clenched involuntarily at the sensation of her warm breath and gentle surprisingly gentle tongue suddenly exploring every inch of my folds.
“Damn girl, you really are new huh? Fresh off the street this afternoon I bet. I can still taste your road sweat between your legs.” She growled before going back between my folds with a lewd, wet smack. It felt wrong - forbidden - but I had to admit that this woman clearly knew her way around a girl's pleasure. Each lick and flick sent shivers up my spine, making me gasp for air as she consumed me wholeheartedly. Her hands held my hips firmly in place, keeping me pinned to this saggy mattress. I could feel the strength in her rough hands holding me firmly in place as she worked her magic with her tongue.
"Jesus Christ, new girl," she said as she came up for air. "You taste so fucking good.” Her voice was like velvet sandpaper against my ears, rough yet soothing at the same time. It sent shivers down my spine as she continued to devour me, leaving no inch untouched. Every lick she slid over my throbbing lips added another layer of deliciously wrong arousal.
Slowly, she slid my pants and panties all the way off and eased herself onto the edge of the bed. Before I could even register what was happening, she had lifted me up and  positioned me on top of her lap, my spread legs straddling her thighs. She grasped my ass cheeks in her large hands, squeezing them roughly before pulling me closer still. I suddenly felt entangled with her, like I didn’t know where I ended she began. I was very aware of our heartbeats pounding in sync as she drove me towards climax without mercy.
I felt her hand snake between us and move down between my legs. Her long fingers circled my clit slowly, then faster, turning up the heat between us even higher. My breath hitched in my throat as I felt a familiar tingling start deep within me. She growled lowly, encouraging me to give in to the sensations coursing through my body and suddenly I felt two long, thick and very skilled fingers slide into me. It was both terrifying and exhilarating - this feeling of surrendering to someone who seemed to know exactly what I needed before I did. A woman too. My first, and like no woman I had ever encountered before. I threw my head back, biting my lip hard as I humped her hand as she held me in her lap. I lost myself to the sensations and before I knew it, I bore down on her fingers and came as waves of pleasure crashed over me, spilling between us in a torrent of hot, sticky wetness.
As I came down from the high, I opened my eyes to find her staring at me – not with lust or desire but something darker - ownership. She had made me cum, she owned my pleasure in this moment. She owned my sex. The thought sent a shiver down my spine, but some part of me also wanted more.
"You're damn good at this," Butch rumbled, voice thick with arousal. “I say you're a pro whether you like it or not."
I shook my head, trying to regain my bearings as I felt her fingers slide out of me.
"No, no I haven't. I mean, I—I didn't expect... I’m not…” I stammered out. "I'm not a sex worker." My words felt like feeble protests after what had just happened.
She smirked, her eyes alight. She wasn’t done. ”I don't care what you think you are or aren't. It's my turn. I didn't pay just to get you off, hot as that was.”
And just like that, she pulled me back into her embrace, her lips crashing down on mine again with demanding force. Her tongue found its way past my lips, exploring my mouth sensually. I sucked on it on instinct. With a growl of approval, Butch sank her teeth into my bottom lip, drawing blood. I gasped at the unexpected pain bookended by pleasure, feeling the warmth of it trickle down my chin as we continued to kiss. Her hand wandered lower, cupping my ass and squeezing it tightly. My heart pounded in my chest as she lifted me up so we were both fully on the bed.
"I've always wanted to get off on a straight girl's face." she whispered huskily, her fingers tracing my folds teasingly. "If you really are straight, or were, as you say, it looks like I finally get my wish"
Her free hand moved up to cup my breast, massaging it roughly, making my nipple harden in her hand. Goosebumps broke out over my chest. She’d activated my tits this time and I’d just been along for the ride. She hissed in appreciation at the sight of my hard nipples, then leaned down to take one into her mouth, sucking hard. I gasped, feeling a rush of pleasure shoot straight to my core. The scent of pussy and feminine musk filled the air as she nibbled and sucked, sending electric shocks up my spine.
My eyes had fluttered shut at the strong sensations. I felt her suddenly shift and move, laying me on my back before climbing up and over my sore, sweaty body on the bed.
When I opened my eyes again, I was staring up at her bare pussy and impressively muscular thighs. She had managed to pull her pants (and underwear if she had had any) off in that one move I hadn't seen. I had never before been so close to another woman's sex but here it was, emanating warmth, glistening and wet between her well trimmed, curly, amber bush.
My breathing quickened as I realized what she was about to do. "Please, wait, I've never..."
"I know." She said reaching down to grab my hair. "That's what makes it so sweet."
Without another word, Butch roughly lowered herself onto my face, the slick warmth of her pressed against my lips making me gasp. I was nervous, unsure of what to do. As if sensing my hesitation, she pulled at my hair just slightly and pressed her clit to my tongue, starting a back-and-forth motion that my tongue began to follow.
"That's it, sweetheart," she purred. "Get used to the taste. Something tells me you’ll be getting a lot of it, but I want you to remember my taste in particular. You’ll never forget your first.”
I was overwhelmed by the scent of her arousal mixed with the musky thickness of her wetness and the coppery tang of my own blood from the bite on my lip. It was an intoxicating mixture that made my head swim and body tingle in anticipation. I hadn't even realized my tongue was now actively moving against her clit and lips while she had gone still.
Her strong hands wound into my hair, holding me steady and she started to grind against me, hard. The soft moans that escaped her lips were encouraging, pushing me to explore further. Shyly at first, then with more confidence, I started to lick and probe with my tongue, taking cues from her reactions.
With each stroke, her grip on my hair tightened and her moans grew louder. She was bucking her hips against my mouth now in urgency as she chased her impending climax. I was merely her pleasure toy. She bucked and humped against my tiring mouth hard. Her legs tensed around my head as I tried to continue to explore her folds with an increasing fervor.
Suddenly I felt her stiffen above me and let out a guttural growl which echoed through the room. I was almost crushed against her firm body as her hands dug into my scalp. She rode my face with her orgasm, sealing me against her. I could feel her pussy pulsing in my mouth.
Slowly, she pried herself off of my sore and now very wet face, kneeling her strong bare legs next to where I still lay, spent and used on this motel bed. "Alright new girl, I daresay you earned your fee tonight. Aren't you proud? Not everyone gets me off on their first try."
Before I could answer, she'd leaned down and captured my lips in a bruising kiss, her tongue invading my mouth. I couldn't resist as she pulled me closer, our bodies pressing together. My body responded to the heat between us. Despite how this had been the last thing I'd wanted or expected, I couldn't believe I had made someone like...this, orgasm with my mouth. I felt powerful, desired, skilled. It was an odd sensation that intoxicated me even more in this moment. I was kissing hungrily, my arms reaching for her body again.
It was like she sensed my enthusiasm and wanted to leave me wanting more because just like that, it was over. She stepped back, reaching for her pants, (no underwear to be seen) as if the transaction was now complete. I flopped onto my back just lay there staring at the ceiling. I had no idea what to say, so I just listened to the sounds of her gathering her things.
Hearing her footsteps approach the door, I sat up on my elbows and tried to find words to say but came up empty. She shot me a glance and reached into her pocket. She pulled out a wad of bills and placed them on the small table by the door.  I waited for her to say something but she just gave me a slight nod and a half smile before she opened the door and left. Business transaction concluded. I felt so cheap and used.
I don’t know how long I just stared at the cash and the closed door but eventually, I crawled my naked body to the top of the bed and pulled back the covers. I climbed within them, wincing at how cheap and starchy stiff these sheets felt. Still, I needed to feel warm and human again after this bizarre encounter and the blankets helped warm me up quickly, which did make me feel a bit better. Suddenly, I pulled a pillow over my face and screamed a long sob into it. I just needed release from the violation and confusing sexual gratification I had just experienced.
The pillow was wet when I pulled it away from my hot flushed face. I wiped the remaining tears from my eyes and lay back.
"What the fuck?" I said to the now otherwise empty room. Before I could think on it much further, exhaustion from the day and the orgasm Butch had forced on me overtook me and I fell into a deep sleep.
Outside my room, things were just beginning for me. I didn't know it as I drifted off, but a new chapter of my life had just begun. Very soon, I was about to meet the woman who would completely alter my once promising, self-assured, heterosexual, autonomous trajectory into something far more sapphic and...submissive.




Chapter 2

A brisk click-clacking of pointed stiletto heels moving up the hallway was followed by a loud rapping on my door and I was pulled from a far too short, restless sleep. I blinked awake in a totally disoriented daze. I didn't know where I was, or why my body felt so sore and strange. What was this familiarly tangy, musky taste that covered my sleep-dried tongue in a sort of film? My heart pounded against my ribcage as I blinked away the remnants of an explicit dream I couldn't quite remember.
"What the hell?" I croaked, my throat feeling dry. I sat up and rubbed my face, registering a weird crusty residue on my hand when I pulled it back. The room was lit only by the neon sign outside the window which cast a dim eerie crimson glow on the walls. I glanced at the digital clock on the bedside table: 2:37 AM.
"Miss Cat, wake up!" a muffled female voice commanded from behind the door. "You have some explaining to do!"
"Jesus Christ," I whispered, swinging my legs over the side of the bed and onto the scratchy carpet of the dank motel room. Who wanted something at this hour and why did they already know my name?
I took two steps to the door and froze on the third as my sleep-addled mind woke up a bit and my memories from earlier this evening started to flood back. Butch, her mouth, her fingers...her...clit on my tongue. My hands moved over my body and I remembered I was still naked. Shit. I looked around in the dark for any sort of covering but the door swung open before anything materialized.
"What is even the point of the door to this room having a lock?" I remember thinking. I quickly threw my arm over my tits and my other hand over my pussy as I took in the imposing figure of the woman I have come to know as “Mama” for the first time.
"Catherine Shwartz, that you?!" the imposing figure demanded in a brassy voice. The light from the hallway outside silhouetted her there, obscuring me from seeing her face.
I nodded sheepishly.
"Well then, Cat we need to have a chat," she said, putting an almost playful emphasis on the rhyming words of her threatening statement.
"Who...who the hell are you?!" I demanded.
"Who am I? I own this place, and you work for me." She stated plainly as she advanced towards me. Now that she wasn't backlit, I could just make out her face. She was an older woman, at least in her mid-forties, but she carried herself very well with an intense beauty that any younger woman would be envious of. She was regarding me with a predatory grin that made my stomach twist into knots. Her eyes flickered over my nude, barely covered form, lingering on my exposed skin as if savoring a delectable treat.
"Until you hear otherwise, you will call me Mama." She said. I cocked my head and gave her an incredulous look. The imposing glare she shot back at me confirmed that she was serious.
"Whatever it is, can't it wait until morning? I had a very rough night." I said, licking my lips unconsciously. This crazy imposing woman, I guess I had to call Mama, stepped further into the room with deliberate menace and I was able to take her in fully for the first time.
Although we were both standing upright, she towered over me, a vision of commanding elegance. She wore a form-fitting, dark charcoal V-neck sweater that displayed her pale, enviable, naturally round and plump breasts, paired with sleek black leather pants that adhered to her curvy form like a second skin. I could make out the outwardly curved hint of her belly beneath the sweater and I could see that her thighs were just as voluptuous through the tight leather. Later on, I would become quite intimately knowledgeable of the contours of her almost perfectly round and perfectly fat, jiggly ass. This night, her ensemble was completed with a pair of sharp, black stiletto heels.
Her posture was a study in dominance. She stood with her back straight, shoulders squared, exuding an air of unyielding authority. The heels added to her height, giving her an even more imposing appearance as she looked down at me. Her sharp face was pinched in a scowl that shaped her expression into something incredibly intimidating.
"Holy shit this woman is going to eat me alive." The thought flashed through my tired mind. Her striking blue eyes bore into me with an icy intensity. The lines of her nose and the sculpted contours of her cheekbones were pronounced and sharp under her harsh expression. Her full lips, painted in a bright, blood red were currently set in a thin, uncompromising line as she glared at me. When she gave me another predatory grin, I could see her bright, white teeth past her blood-red lips.
Her bleached platinum hair was pulled back into a tight ponytail, which served to further emphasize the sternness of her facial features and the domineering air she exuded. The overall effect was one of intimidating beauty, a striking juxtaposition of soft, feminine features hardened by a display of undisguised power and control. I'd only met her a moment ago but there was no question of who was in charge. In her presence, the room seemed to shrink, her formidable figure dominating the space with an aura of undeniable authority.
"Unfortunately no, you conniving slut. You see, you and I have business pertaining to the unsanctioned acts you carried out earlier tonight in MY establishment." She circled around me and I covered the prickling skin of my private areas for dear life.
"Wh-what business?" I stammered, the images and sensations of my encounter with Butch replaying in my mind. Mama paused in front of me again, her eyes locked onto mine with an intensity that made my knees tremble.
"Your little escapade tonight, Miss Catherine. You probably aren't aware, but you've gotten yourself into quite a mess here," she purred as she reached for me, her fingers tracing the curve of my bare hip.
At her light, entitled touch, I stumbled backward. Some subconscious part of me did NOT want to be this close to this terrifying woman, especially in my naked state. Never one to be deterred though, she followed me. Her hand found the same spot on my hip and she took a step to match the one I'd taken away from her. I moved away again and the backs of my knees collided with the edge of the bed once more.
We both heard the awkward thud and I saw a smile that I can only describe as "opportunistic" flash brilliantly across her face.
"Oh." I exclaimed stupidly as she brought her hand to my chest and gave me a shove. With my hands covering my privates, I had no way to adjust for balance and I fell backward onto the starchy blankets of the bed. In the uncoordinated awkwardness of my flop backward, my hands flew free and I was exposed to her fully as I lay on my back staring up at her. Whole lotta good staying covered had done me after all that. I lifted my head up slightly to see her approach. That opportunistic smile on my new mistress's face had morphed into something hungrier, more primal.
For the second time in I'm not sure how many hours, I was lying on my back naked on this dingy bed while a larger clothed woman approached my spread legs. I felt a new set of goosebumps break out over my tits. A subtle throbbing stinging sensation also confirmed, my nipples were diamond hard.
"Guessing this isn't the first time tonight you've been in this position tonight, eh Miss Cat?" She asked, standing at the foot of the bed between my lewdly spread thighs. Fuck, could she read my mind? "Yeah, all my girls know about Butch's go-to move. They call it the bed backflop or some such. Never could accuse ol' Butch of being subtle or graceful, I suppose. Heh, she really thinks she's the goddess's gift to the ladies, but she still comes here to pay for it!"
Before I could collect my thoughts to respond in any coherent way, a long, sharp tongue slid out from Mama's bright red lips and she leaned down so she was right on top of me. Her hands were pressed into the mattress, holding her body just above my own, but our faces were inches, millimeters, apart. Her hot, wet tongue snaked its way over my trembling lips and down my chin before she pulled it back into her own mouth and smacked her lips.
"Yeah, you still have her mess on your face. You literally are a dirty whore.” She mused as she swallowed.
I opened my mouth to retort, to tell her I hadn't wanted to any of this! I was not a whore! But she was already up and off the bed. I groaned and pulled myself back into a sitting position as she stomped to the little table by the door where Butch had left the pile of cash.
Her fingers closed around the wad of crumpled cash and she began to count. After she flipped past each bill, she'd look back up at me, her eyes narrowed.
"Well, it's all here. At least that means I don't have to ban Butch for her breach of etiquette. She's good money after all." She mused before tossing the wad of bills onto the floor and putting her hands on her hips. My heart raced with anxiety as she glared down at me. I truly had no idea what she'd done that for and the dumbfounded expression on my face as I stared up at her in the growing silence didn't seem to be helping things.
"You gonna pick that up or at the very least explain yourself, little bitch?" She demanded, venom in every syllable. I looked down at the mess of bills that had fluttered apart on the floor and then back up at her.
"I... I didn't know," was all I could muster, letting my eyes drop down in a mix of embarrassment and fear. Her heavy sigh echoed through the room. She crossed her arms over her ample chest and inhaled theatrically.
”Well,” she began, "You signed the contract, which means from a legal perspective, you broke terms you SHOULD have known about. We don't accept cash and no one does business in MY establishment without getting the approval of the Madame. For all intents and purposes you've stolen the value of what Butch paid you FROM me in lost business, not to mention the penalties you've incurred for your violations as outlined in the contract, that section of which you not only SIGNED, you also initialed next to. So you'll excuse me if I don't buy your ignorance as an excuse excuse. As anyone with even a passing understanding of contract, or any sort of law says-“
"Ignorantia juris non excusat, Ignorance of the law is no excuse for breaking it.” I blurted out the familiar phrase I'd learned my first week of law school.
“Well fuck me. That’s right. Where'd a thieving urchin like you learn latin?” She asked in a tone that suggested she was almost impressed.
"Well er uh, actually Miss...uh..." I began but she waved her hand in my face before I could finish.
"You call me Mama, remember, Dummy? And never mind whatever you were about to say. I don't care.” She said, looking away from me and back down at the cash before us. “Pick up your money you stole from me and count it. That's what you'll have to live on until the terms of our arrangement are more explicitly defined."
Compelled by some survival instinct, I slid awkwardly from the bed onto my haunches, starting to gather them in my hands. I was all too aware of my bare skin on display, I was cold and covered in goosebumps but having a task in front of me was at least...something else to focus on.
Mama took another few steps forward and I was suddenly kneeling at her feet. The pile of bills between her stilettos. I found myself looking up at her feeling very small and worthless compared to her statuesque figure I had an impressive view of from below.
"Count. Out loud.” She demanded. “I know how much is in there but I want to hear you so there's no question of the exact amount you owe me."
Her logic didn't make sense. I cocked my head and held the bills I'd gathered up to her. Surely I could just return the cash I’d made right here and now?
"But, why can't I just give you this and we be square?" I asked naively. I was clearly in a situation the rules of which I did not understand. It felt dangerous and fraught.
"Because first of all, you little bimbo, you owe me much more than what Butch gave you, given the penalties for the contract violations you've committed.” She stated as her hands returned to her impressive hips. “And second of all, because we don't take cash here to avoid the exact situation you are now in. Butch knows that, which can only mean you told her to pay you in cash so that you could get it under the table and not have it be subjected to my percentages. Really it's like you've stolen from me twice!"
"What?! That is not what happened at all! I didn't ask Butch for anything! I didn't WANT to do any of this!" I sputtered up at her, my voice hitching in my throat.
"You are so not in a position to be lying to me you literal thieving whore!" She barked down at me menacingly. The tip of her left stiletto was suddenly in my face and I felt it press against my nose, causing me to lean back. My bare ass was now pressed against my feet on the floor.
"Gather it all. And count, out loud." She ordered, her stilettoed foot landing back at its place beneath her body with a thud on the carpet. Folding back the first bill in my hand, I spoke with a shaky voice that was in heavy contention with the lump I suddenly felt in my throat. “
"Fifty..." I murmured, clutching the bill so tightly my knuckles turned white. I unfolded another note, "One hundred..."
I continued counting, the weight of my surroundings crowding in on me with each syllable. The harshness of Mama's voice lingered in the air, mixing with the bitter taste of fear and the remains of Butch's arousal that still lingered on my tongue.
"One Fifty... two hundred..." On and on I went, the number rising as steadily as my heart pounded in my chest. It was very confusing counting the money I had "made" giving Butch sexual gratification. She'd paid mostly with smaller bills so the counting took longer than it could have if she'd stuck with the fifties. The bills got smaller and more crumpled. Soon I was counting only fives, then ones that crinkled and bent as I gathered them. They felt old and dirty in my hands.
"Three hundred and fifty," I finally stuttered out the total. I had no frame of reference for how much such services should cost, but this kind of felt like a lot for a session of sex. Still, it’s not like I had wanted to have sex for money, much less with a woman, so the fact that I had wound up being somewhat consenting to selling myself at all made me feel very low indeed.
"Three fifty." I repeated and looked up at her. She nodded down at me.
"Mhmm, that's her standard rate." Then she looked upwards at the ceiling, tapping her lips with her finger as she did the math in her head. "Okay, so that's what you owe me to start, plus the fifteen hundred in penalties and the eight hundred starter's deposit you've already forfeited…"
“Deposit? Penalties?” I repeated dumbfounded. She waved her hand in my face dismissively as she continued to work her mental calculator. I was just expected to sit silently while she did math on my reluctant sex work, apparently.
"Looks like the Cat's in the hole a grand total of Twenty Six Hundred and Fifty Dollars…” She stated as she looked back down at me with those bright blue piercing eyes. “And that’s not to mention recurring boarding and operational fees, but that's for later. For now it's 2650. You got that on you?"
All I could do was shake my head.
"Of course you don't. We both know you wouldn't have tried to pull something like this if you did, hmm?" She smirked to herself and then looked down at me and for some reason, that was it.
To this day, I couldn't tell you exactly what it was about this moment that broke me, but it did. Maybe it was the fact that a tangible number had been put on the cost of my first sexual experience with a woman, an experience that had been dubiously consensual at best. Maybe it was the fact that Butch had valued what felt like such a monumental and potentially life-altering moment for me so little that she'd paid for it in dirty small bills as if she was trying to get rid of them. Maybe it was that I had been subjected to so much humiliation and unfair, debasing, treatment and I'd tried my very best to comply but I was still being punished as if I was some malicious sexual con artist. I really don't know. All I do know is the emotional dam that had been holding me together throughout this whole bizarre night finally burst and I began to sob and heave hysterically.
"P-please! Please M-Mama I-I-- waaaahhh" I wailed, clutching the wad of bills to my chest. My vision was almost entirely blurred by the sudden torrent of tears streaming from my eyes, but I did register a blur of movement from where she had stood before me.
Suddenly a firm smack from her hand landed on the right side of my face and I felt her move to my side and a searingly hot spank landed on my left ass cheek.
"You trying to pull a Meryl Streep on me, slut?" She demanded. "I won't be fooled by some crocodile tears!"
I shook my head fervently and sobbed at the sudden pain. I felt her move to my front again and braced myself for another slap, but none came.
My breath hitched in my throat and I blinked my eyes clear to stare up at her as she loomed in front of me once more.  As the watery splotches solidified and I could see things in focus, I was met with her facing staring down at me. What was surprising was that she was looking at me, not with a sneer, but with a soft frown. Something had changed in how she saw me right then. The expression on her face was one of pity, with maybe even some compassion behind that. She was still looking at me like I was some scum on the bottom of her shoe, but it seemed she was almost sorry to see me there now.
"Shh shhh shh sweet girl." She said in a surprisingly soothing tone. She bent her legs and moved to her knees, pulling me to her on the carpeted floor. I was now held in her warm embrace as I continued to whimper. Gosh her sweater felt soft and nice against me as she cooed. "It's okay, it's okay. Just catch your breath."
"You-you slapped me...and spanked me." I said between hitching breaths. I actually felt her laugh against me in our strange embrace.
"I know and I'm sorry I had to do that. I had to be sure you weren't bullshitting me.” She said, her brassy voice lilting with amusement. I pulled my face back so we faced each other as she held me against her.
"I am NOT bullshitting you." I stated emphatically. This elicited yet another patronizing smile.
"I know, Sweetness. I hear you now." Her hands moved up and down my back softly, as if trying to sooth me with her touch.  One hand slid lower and lower until she gave my right ass cheek a soft, not uncomfortable, squeeze. "Can you get control of yourself so we can talk? Hmm?”
"Y-yes I I'll try." I nodded. I meant it. I was going to try.
She kissed my forehead in a comforting show of endearment that I was surprised made me feel a lot better. She pushed away from me and stood back up as I leaned back against the bed frame with the wad of cash still in my hand.
As she pulled herself physically away from me and the cold of the room replaced the warmth from her soft sweater, my mind started to reel and the situation came more into focus for me. I was trying to slow my breathing but the reality was setting in. I was sitting here at this strange woman's feet, naked, holding ill-begotten dirty money that I had earned by providing lesbian sexual services to a woman who had forced me to do it and now I was being told I owed this crazy bleached-haired woman even more for something forced on me?!
"I am not this cheap floozy dammit! I am one of the fastest rising, highest ranked female law students at my university!" I screamed silently from inside my head. Looking down at my naked body, holding the wad of dirty cash and the two stiletto shoes before me though, I felt like the furthest thing from that promising young soon-to-be lawyer on the rise. In Mama's presence, I now felt different, affected.
I felt a strong finger on my chin and Mama pulled me to look up at her again.
"So, are you calmed down enough that we can talk about your situation?" she asked in that same condescending tone, but her face remained soft and genuine as she regarded me.
The truth was, I had no idea what the hell was going on, or what my situation even was. I was getting a sense though, that it was better not to contradict this woman on her turf, and that it was better for me in a lot of ways to stay on her good side. With this in mind, I just nodded meekly.
"She can be taught" she mused and pet the top of my head, running a finger over the center of it, down my forehead and poking me in the nose. "Okay, good. I'm sorry if I came on strong and scared you there. I'd never do anything to hurt my girls. Can you understand that? It's important to me that you know that."
I nodded back on instinct. I could tell she liked when I nodded meekly like this, so I guessed I would keep doing it (haven’t really stopped since).
"Very good. You are a smart girl, I can tell. And because I can tell you're a smart girl, I can tell that you know you're going to make this right, right Ms. Cat?” She asked me very seriously.
With no idea what she really meant by that, or how I might go about doing so, I just nodded again.
“Good. Now, I'm not unreasonable, and I do get the sense that for that dumb move you tried to pull, you are clearly lacking in experience in this line of work.” she said plainly. “So how about I bring you up to my quarters now, and we can make sure you have a full understanding of your situation, the expectations of your duties, and what your life around here is going to be like for the next months? Can you handle that, hmm?"
Had she just said months?! I wondered inside as my mind raced again. I was just supposed to be waiting for the service station to open in the morning!
She broke me out of that nervous line of thought when she genuinely smiled at me. I swear the way she regarded me in that moment made me feel like I was someone she actually cared about, like she was invested in my well-being. I felt warmth and even had a sense of gratification as she held out her hand to help me up.
"I'll even get you some hot chocolate to warm that cute little belly of yours and help you think clearer. Would the Kitty Cat like that?" She used her literal pet name for me for the first time as I rose to my wobbly feet with her help.
"Y-yes please" was all I could squeak out.
"Good girl" She purred at me and I was ashamed to admit then that when she called me that, another wave of warmth washed over me. "You just keep saying Yes Please and mind your manners and be sweet to me, and you might just be ok around here."
She pulled me to the door and I pulled back, remembering my nudity. She read my face and nodded.
"Hmm, well it's after midnight so nudity in the halls won't exactly be uncommon, but you're not used to the exhibitionist angle yet are ya?" All I could do was shake my head. She put her finger to her lip again and looked at the ceiling. This would be a signature thinking posture for her I'd come to know well.
She grabbed my leather jacket off the hook by the door and tossed it to me. I caught it and stared at her, confused.
"You're lucky you're getting anything, now put it on and come on. I got shit to do tonight." She said and opened the door, beckoning me towards it.
Shakily, I shrugged the jacket on, feeling the cool leather against my skin. It did little to conceal my nudity underneath, but the thought of walking around draped in nothing more than a jacket felt less humiliating than going out bare. Mama was watching me with a hint of amusement dancing in her ice blue eyes as I fumbled with the jacket, trying to button it to cover myself as much as possible. My chest was covered enough and if I put my hands in the front pockets, I could just cover my pussy. There really was nothing to be done about my round pert ass from being exposed though.
"Don't worry, Sweet Cheeks" Mama mused, sensing my coverage conundrum. "It's a pretty nice one to look at, I don't think I'd let you cover it even if it was an option."
She winked at me and pushed me out the door. Her comments made me feel so strangely objectified. I was used to having my assets stared at by pervy men, but the way this woman did it confused me to say the least. I was only now coming to accept that women could have such predatory predilections towards other women and now I was reckoning with how I didn’t totally hate the way she complimented my ass. Why would I be ok with being objectified by this woman? Why was it different? It was all so confusing.
"Down this long hallway and up the stairs to the right." Mama instructed as my head spun. She was pushing me along the hallway, walking a step behind. Her hand was warm and firm on the small of my back, just under where the jacket ended.
The corridor was dimly lit and empty - thankfully - but the idea that any of these doors could open at any moment and someone could see me like this made my skin crawl. I pulled the jacket tighter around myself as we walked down the hallway, Mama's shoes click clacking ominously on the floor.
"Don't you worry Punkin," Mama's voice sounded lighter now, like she was trying to be soothing. As she continued she gave my left ass cheek a squeeze. "All the ladies in these rooms are either busy or sleeping. Your sweet ass is safe with me here.”
It appeared that what Mama said was true. Most of the closed doors we passed were silent but through some, I could hear sounds of passionate lovemaking and feminine pleasure as we passed. I felt my cheeks burn every time we'd go by one of those doors.
The last door before the turn into the stairway that would lead to Mama's quarters was actually open about a quarter of the way. As we passed, I could see a woman, her face obscured by the door, bent over the end of a bed within. Her deep red dress was hiked up over her hips and a feminine hand in a black leather glove was whipping her exposed ass cheeks with some sort of leather strapped contraption. I could hear the woman's whimpers and gasps with every powerful WAP that the leather slapping at her ass flesh made. As we passed, the angle of the door gave way and I could see that the woman whose ass was being reddened so violently was none other than the woman who had checked me in at the desk. Her dark hair was now disheveled and matted. Her makeup had run over her face, the red lipstick smudged over her chin and the sides of her cheeks. I stopped in shock as I realized who it was. This was met by another squeeze on my ass cheek, that I think Mama once again intended to be reassuring.
"Dot's just getting her punishment for not going through the proper protocol to vet new girls when they apply, and not mandating Butch to pay through the system like WE TELL HER TO DO EVERY TIME!" She shouted that last part into the room.
Dot turned to look at us in the doorway and nodded in agreement. She'd fucked up and now she was paying for it, literally with her ass, apparently. We made eye contact for a brief moment before Mama's voice pulled my attention away from her.
"She's actually a great administrator for this place, and I'm quite fond of her 90% of the time, but we have to hold all of us to the same standard, you understand. Sometimes she thinks because she's the first face people see when they come here, that she's in charge. This isn't the first time I've had to set her straight." She said as she pushed us onward past the door.
"Her ass will be quite sore and I imagine she'll be out of sorts for a bit. Maybe I'll send her to you for some cuddle time later and you can make her feel a little better about her screw-up since you kind of caused it?"
I cocked my head at her again and she waved the idea away.
"Eh, cross that bridge when we come to it I guess." She smiled as she pushed me with the hand still lingering on my bum to the staircase up to her quarters. As we ascended the stairs, Mama used her lower angle to move her hand slightly around my rear. By the time we were halfway up, her fingers had crept up pretty much all the way within the crease of my ass cheeks. As I shifted my weight from step to step, I would feel her middle finger grazing the outer edge of my back hole.
I reached the top of the stairs and the entryway to Mama's quarters first, with her hand still on, and essentially in, my behind. Her hand didn't move as she pushed me through the doorway.
Mama's quarters were dimly lit, with candles casting warm flickers across the room. The walls were adorned with tapestries and paintings, and a large four-poster bed dominated the space.
Heavy curtains on the windows blocked out most of the light from outside. The walls were covered in dark wooden panels, giving the space a regal and intimidating feel that contrasted the cheap motel furnishings of the rest of the building.
The room was filled with the scent of lilacs and leather, a mix of femininity and power. It was both sweet and musky, drawing me in and making me feel a little dizzy, though that could have also been the sleep deprivation and complete annihilation of my sense of normalcy. Who can really say?
Before I could register it, Mama was pulling my jacket off and I was naked before her once more as she hung it on the rack by the entryway. On instinct I covered my breasts and crotch again. She gave me an incredulous, insistent glare and I dropped my arms to my sides, fully exposing my body to her yet again.
"Sit," Mama ordered, gesturing toward a plush velvet armchair with big poofy cushioned arms. I obeyed without question, though I was very aware of my bare ass on this plush material. My body sank into the soft, lush fabric as I watched her move around the room with a predatory grace.
"So tell me, Ms. Cat," she began, her voice low and seductive. "Why are you here?"
I sat up in the chair slightly and opened my mouth. Finally a chance to explain this misunderstanding and hopefully get things sorted so I could still get my car fixed when the service station opened!
"Well, weird coincidence actually,” I started, “but my car died about three miles back from here and I just needed a room until I could get in touch with the mechanic-“
She held up her hand and shook her head. This was apparently the wrong answer.
"No, sweetheart," she interrupted in that condescending tone I've grown to both loathe and crave, "Who referred you? Who sent you to us?"
"I... I don't understand," I admitted, my voice shaky. Mama steepled her fingers and looked at me, a strange mix of amusement and annoyance dancing in her eyes.
"I mean, no ordinary woman just wanders into our little corner of the world unless they are meant to be here.” She demanded. “We only take on new working girls with referrals, so I ask again, who sent you?"
"I... I saw the sign by the road...The neon red caught my eye...it was getting dark and I had no service." I stammered.
Her face softened, like she was almost starting to believe me.
"Ah," she nodding slowly as if piecing together a puzzle. "So you really are a stray? Wow. Can't say I've ever had such a cutie fall into my lap like this before."
A cutie? She had just called me cute? What could that mean? And why was I reacting to it like it was the highest compliment I could receive? What was this effect she was having over me?
"I swear..." I insisted. She reached a hand and cupped my cheek softly.
"Oh, I believe you, Sugar. I have a saying, nay, a belief that I hold very true. You end up where you're supposed to." She let the words linger for a moment before squeezing my cheek. "And you've ended up here."
She winked before removing her hand from my face and stepped away from where I sat. I was surprised to see that she was beginning to undress. The soft v neck sweater came off first as she turned her back to me to hang it up on a hook on the wall. My mouth hang agape as I saw that she did not have anything beneath it. Her back was porcelain white and completely clear. When she turned to face me again, I saw that her impressive breasts stood firm and shapely without needing the aid of a bra. She held eye contact with me as she undid her pants.
"Now doesn't that just make you feel all that much better?" she smiled, shimmying out of her snug leather pants, revealing a set of elegant black lace bikini cut panties that did little to conceal the ample curves of her hips and rear. It was as much burlesque as it was a strip show, though that was just the way Mama moved her body, I would learn. I found my breath hitch in my throat as she turned around, giving me a full view of her impressive backside.
I quickly averted my gaze, trying to focus on an innocuous painting on the wall. Still, I could feel the heat of her attention on me, underlining her every move with an unspoken command for me to watch. Because I had looked away, I missed when she turned to face me again and she saw that I had averted my gaze from her impressive ass.
"Wow, you are so cute, honey." She remarked. A hand was on her hip as she smiled and began to move her almost completely naked self towards me. "No need for modesty here. If I'm undressing and you're in the room, I expect you'll be looking…And I expect the same of you."
Soon, she was right in front of my little throne and she motioned for me to move over with her hand.
"That chair is deceptively wide, actually built for two.” she stated. “So why don't you move that cute tush of yours so I can get next to ya. I wanna get to know my new employee."
Without thinking, I moved over and was surprised to see that yes, if you pushed against the plush material of the arms, they gave and there was almost a love seat's worth of space in between them. Wonders truly never ceased in Mama's quarters.
In a rare moment of less-than-perfect grace, Mama put her hand on my shoulder and leveraged it to plop her weight down into the chair next to me. While the chair may have been built for two, it was clearly for an intimate two. There was nowhere to move in the chair that our bodies wouldn't press against each other, which seemed to be her design.
She wrapped an arm around my shoulders, causing me to turn slightly to face her and then pulled me to her with it, so I was leaning against her bare torso. I wasn't cramped and it wasn't uncomfortable, but it was certainly not an innocuous way to sit with someone whether we had been nude and almost nude or not.
I could feel the warm, soft globe of her bare breast pressing into the top of my arm. It wasn't particularly erotic in itself, but I've always remembered that sensation, especially the slight up-and-down motion of it as she breathed and the slow and steady hardening of the nipple against my sensitive skin.
Mama gazed into my eyes, her face so close I could see little shimmers of green in her otherwise deep, ice-blue irises. Her breath smelled sweet, almost like a floral honey with an undercurrent hint of bourbon that made my head spin. A soft hand began to stroke my hair, the touch soothing, and she hummed a lilting tune that was foreign to me yet oddly comforting.
"I hope you're ok with this, sweetie" she began, her voice low and inviting. It felt like the first time she was actually speaking to me and not talking down to me. "Sometimes I like to do this to get to know my new girls if I think they're special. I know I came on harsh and mean earlier, but I gotta protect my business you understand?"
I let out a soft squeak in confirmation that I understood. She seemed to like that.
"Good, because I do think you're special. This won't change the nature of your situation. We still have business to discuss, but maybe I can make you feel a little better about it in the meantime" She said.
Before I knew what was happening, she had closed the minimal distance between our faces and planted a soft, lingering kiss on my lips. The second woman to kiss me tonight, the second woman to kiss me ever, and this felt worlds apart from the first.
I remained frozen, eyes wide open as her soft lips worked against mine. It was like she carried an electric charge, sparking every nerve alive in my body. Her tongue traced my lower lip, asking for permission that I found myself willingly granting. Our tongues danced in a rhythm that was new yet felt oddly natural, and the taste of bourbon hit me once again, now tinged with something else—something tangy and sweet, Mama's saliva. Mama's taste, her essence.
Her hand moved from my hair, tracing a path down my neck, stopping at my shoulder before sliding further down to rest on my waist, pulling me into her further. Our bodies now pressed firmly together. Her touch was surprisingly gentle, but deliberate enough to remind me that she was still in control. Picking up on her cues, I kissed her back hard, hungry. I wanted to feel the fine details of her lips with my own. I sucked her tongue into my mouth and pressed my face hard into hers.
We broke apart eventually, both of us breathing hard, flushed. Her ice-blue eyes were searching mine as if looking for something. In them, I saw a glimmer of satisfaction when she finally broke the silence to say, "Mmmm, you kiss like that, I understand why you went pro."
"Well er, actually" I tried to explain, to protest, to make clear I wasn’t this person…but before I could, she stood up from the chair and grabbed at my hand. I was pulled to my feet and suddenly we were standing before each other. Her hands lingered on my hips before she pulled me into a lover's embrace. Standing here like this, her body pressed into mine, I felt that I could feel every impressively feminine part of her warmly pressed against me.
Standing like this with her, I was vividly aware of our physical differences.  She stood almost a full head taller than me and her curves felt so much more pronounced than my own. Her breasts, her hips, her ass, even the outwardly rounded part of her slightly outward pressing tummy all just seemed so much more…womanly than my lither perkier features. Where her figure was round and full, I was slim. Perkier sure, my breasts were a perfect shape and size and you could flip a coin off my shapely behind, but her curves were on a completely different level.
She was all woman and I felt small and inadequate in front of her. A little girl against a larger powerful woman. As I looked up at her and saw the desire and...intention in her eyes, I was overcome with a sense of flattery. Someone like this wanted me? A woman oozing feminine beauty and power had an interest in my body? in my sex? The fact that I was and had always considered myself heterosexual, that I had never had a sexual thought about a woman prior to tonight was the furthest thing from my mind right now.
"Wait," I whispered, my voice barely audible in the thick air of her quarters, "I don't... I've never..."
She put a finger to my lips, quieting me. Her eyes, those mesmerizing pools of ice, held mine steady as she leaned in close. 
"Don't you worry about that," she murmured, the words a ribbon of silk as they slipped through her lips. "I want this, and that's all that matters right now."
As if to demonstrate her sentiment, she moved her hand from my waist up to the nape of my neck, fingers threading through my hair until a gentle pull tilted my head back. She pressed her lips against mine once more from above, the warmth and texture sending a dizzying rush of pleasure directly to my brain as her mouth ravaged mine.
She parted from me slightly, though her body remained flush against mine. I was sure she was about to pull me towards the bed but instead she held me where we were.
"Now," she purred, leisurely tracing circles on the small of my back with her other hand, "I want to know you. Tell me something you've never told anyone else."
I blinked at the sudden request. I had not been expecting that. My mind raced for an answer—a secret worth sharing. After all the craziness that had happened so far, I was overwhelmed with a need to comply. I believed it would bring me closer to this strange enthralling woman who thought I was special. It felt so good and important that she thought I was special. I wanted that kind of intimacy with her. To tell her my secrets. I let out a gulp as I prepared to tell her my secret. One that I had never uttered out loud and that even my best friends in college or back home didn't know.
"I...I told everyone I lost my virginity when I was seventeen, but actually, I was a virgin until I was twenty-one” I blurted out. My cheeks went flush and my eyes widened, suddenly embarrassed that I had told such a closely guarded secret to this woman whose name I realized I didn't even know.
She beamed at me and leaned in again, kissing me deeply, passionately, lovingly. I kissed her back and my hands went up and down her smooth back. We kissed like that for what felt like many glorious minutes before she pulled back with a wet smack and a satisfied smile.
"Thank you. Thank you for sharing that, Kitty Cat." She said breathily.
"I never told anyone that before." I confirmed.
"I know" She said as her hands moved to my hips again and she guided me gently towards her bed. This time when my knees hit the edge, she wrapped her hands about the small of my back and lowered me down onto the soft plush comforter like a true lover. My hands found her shoulders as she lowered herself on top of me. I was suddenly engulfed by the warmth of her soft, exquisite curves. She wrapped her legs around mine, her firm thigh pressing against my throbbing pussy.
I stared up at her, vulnerable, bewildered. I legitimately didn't know what was to happen next. Before tonight I had given no thought to how two women would make love, and what Butch and I had done had not been that.
"I...I don't..."
"Shhhh, quiet now Kitten. At least, no more talking." She winked at me again. "I'm going to use my body to give you release. To make you feel better before business. You just enjoy, my special New Girl."
She leaned back down and pressed her whole voluptuous body against my naked form. Her warm lips began kissing and sucking deeply at my neck. Her heavy round breasts moved against my own and I felt our nipples get fully erect as they kissed and rubbed against one another.
Her rounded thigh between my legs began to move up and down and I started moving against it. I was self-conscious as I realized I was fully naked and she still had her panties on. I felt my heat begin to grow and was very aware that I was leaving a trail of my arousal on the unblemished skin of her upper thigh. She pulled her head back to smile down at me as if to reassure me that that was alright. I nodded back and suddenly the pressure of her thigh against my pussy was even harder. That pre-orgasm pressure within my folds was already beginning to rise. She really was going to use her body, her whole body to give me release.
I suddenly felt her hand in motion, sliding down my body between us while her skilled thigh did its work, gradually edging closer to the very center of me. I sucked in a breath, my stomach muscles involuntarily contracting as her fingers explored the soft, sensitive skin of my mound and the tops of my lips.
She paused her movements to look down at me, her eyes locked with mine in a silent question. I hesitated for a moment, then nodded, responding to the unspoken request. Her gaze softened, filled with tenderness and empathy that seemed almost out of place in this strange and overwhelming situation.
Her fingertips resumed their movements, as did the ministrations of her thigh against my sex. She moved leisurely, her fingertips dancing over my skin in tantalizing circles. A shudder ran through me as her fingers finally found their destination. I gasped as she toyed and pinched my clit gently, clenching my fingers into fists at the sides of the bed.
The sensation of her thigh working against me while she played with my clit was unlike anything I had ever experienced before. It was so wonderfully pleasurable that it was almost unbearable. My entire being seemed to pulsate with ecstasy as she guided me along this new path. With gentle pressure from her hand and the rhythmic movement of her thigh against me, my body began to respond intensely, matching her movements with a rhythm of its own. The heat grew stronger and spread throughout my body like wildfire. I was rapidly losing control and she could feel it.
"Ssshhh..." she hissed into my ear, her lips caressing my earlobe before trailing back down to my neck where she left a trail of searing kisses. My breath hitched as she nipped at the skin lightly, her actions marked by an alluring mix of control and abandon.
Her hand never ceased its hypnotic dance over the core of my pleasure, constantly bringing me closer to the precipice before pulling back just enough to leave me teetering on the brink of what promised to be a spectacular orgasm. Each time I neared the brink, her fingers would lessen their touch, her thigh would slow its rhythm, leaving me gasping for air and my body trembling in anticipation. I needed release. I needed her to let me let go of the pressure she was building inside of me.
I whimpered in need, one hand clutching at the sheets beneath us, the other roving on her smooth back up toward her hair. She hummed against the skin of my neck in response, a low throaty sound that sent shivers down to my spine.
"Look at me," she commanded softly yet firmly, lifting her head from where it was buried in my neck. Our eyes met and held for what seemed like an eternity.
"I am giving you pleasure. You will cum from what I do to you with my body. After this, that is something that will always be true about you. You will always have cum from me." She insisted, like it was important I know that I was about to orgasm at her body and hers alone. Her gaze was soft yet intense as she looked at me with a kind of hunger and tenderness that shook me to my core. I wanted nothing but to be hers and have her do whatever she wanted to me.
In one swift motion, she captured my mouth with hers again and pressed her thigh hard against my pelvic area while her fingers continued rubbing and pinching at my clit.
My hips bucked wildly against her as a sense of urgency spiraled through me. She matched my pace and intensity, her kisses becoming fervent, filled with a desperate kind of need that mirrored my own. Loud gasps and moans spilled from both of us, filling the room with our combined desire and longing.
Everything was heightened – the taste of her lips, the warmth of her body against mine, the musky, pheromone laden scent of our mingling arousals. Each movement, each stroke sent shockwaves through me as she expertly played my body like her finely tuned instrument.
I had never felt this way before. I had never known that arousal, pleasure could be so all-consuming, so completely overwhelming that it tossed me into a sea of sensation where I was lost and found in the same moment. I felt myself falling, spiraling down into an overwhelming abyss of pleasure that threatened to consume me whole.
"Let go," she whispered against my lips, the words barely audible over the sound of our labored breathing and the pounding of my heart in my ears. "You're mine. Give yourself to me in your release."
And I did.
The pleasure that had been building within me finally exploded as I erupted in one of the most intense and unique orgasms of my life. I felt my sex releasing with a force that left me breathless and trembling beneath her. My entire body convulsed as wave after wave washed over me. I was sparkling, shimmering, shivering and writhing in total, primal pleasure.
I don't know how long I rode the waves of the orgasm before I finally lost consciousness from the overstimulation, but when I came to, I could tell some time had passed. The air in the room seemed cooler, less thick. I was lying on my back and Mama was leaning over me on her elbow. Her breast rested softly against my shoulder while Her leg lay lazily over my bare thigh.
"That was beautiful, Ms. Cat." She beamed down at me.
"You're beautiful." I said still in a daze. She leaned down and kissed me again softly.
"So, I think we need to get you some sleep before we talk any sort of business.” She said breathily when our faces finally pulled apart. “I don't usually let new girls sleep in my bed on their first night, but I don't think you can be trusted to get back downstairs on your own. You get yourself some sleep Kitty Cat, and in the light of day, we'll see what's what."
I nodded. That was the best-sounding offer I had heard all day, plus it was getting very hard to think at all. I shifted around in the lush bedding and felt Mama pull her down comforter over my weary body.
"You, you said I could have hot chocolate..." I said as my eyes fluttered shut. I was barely conscious as I heard her laugh and squeeze my shoulder. She was assuring me that I could have all that I wanted in the morning as the lights started to go out.
The satisfaction of the orgasm, the warmth of the bed and the happiness that I'd found in Mama’s embrace put a smile on my face as sleep pulled me down into its black abyss. In that moment of pure exhaustion, I was overwhelmed with a sense of contentment, of bliss. I drifted off with thoughts that for all the craziness, everything was going to be alright. Mama would take care of me and that was all I would need.
Looking back, I'm glad I had that moment of pure, blissful peace as I drifted off after my first beautiful encounter with the woman I'd eventually come to truly love in a unique and powerful way. I’m glad I had that because things were about to get much rougher for me in the cold light of day. I did have a debt to pay and there were to be consequences for my failing to uphold the terms I'd agreed to without fully understanding. It was good of Mama to have given me such a sweet and tender moment with her. As I would soon learn, I apparently still was going to need a lot of breaking down and being dissuaded of my old sense of self, of my heterosexuality and my autonomy, before I could really be considered her "good girl.” I think she knew that and wanted to give me something nice before my training and breaking really began. She probably knew, I was going to be resistant and that it would take terrible, but now I see necessary, punishments before I truly accepted my place at her feet. That was all soon to come, but at least that night, I'd had the warmth of Mama's bed and the lingering pleasures she had given me for comfort as I drifted off.




Chapter 3

I don't know how long I slept that first night, but I remember that the sun was shining brightly through the slats of the pulled shades in Mama's room when I slowly came to. The first thing I noticed was that I was naked. This surprised me because I never sleep naked, or, I never did before this whole thing. Now I do it all the time, whether alone or nestled in between a pair of warm smooth thighs. Clothing just gets in the way of those tingly sensations you can get as your body comes back to consciousness, I’ve since found.
But back to that fateful morning, the second thing I noticed was that it was warm under this blanket, too warm to have just been from my own body heat. I shifted slightly and that's when I realized that someone was pressed against me from behind. I'd woken up next to a male hookup or boyfriend before but this was a completely different experience. Someone soft, smooth, and feminine was holding me to her in a not unpleasant, albeit disorienting embrace.  As my nerves came back online and I came more into my body, I realized that one hand was wrapped intimately around my waist and the other was just lightly cupping my right breast, having snuck under the crook of my armpit as I slept. Whoever this was had a different essence and feel than Mama. I can't tell you how I knew, but it was very clear to me that this was not the woman who had taken me last night.
I shifted slightly more and my ass cheek was met with a familiar warmth and a hint of moisture. My fluttered open as I realized what my bum was pressed up against. My mind raced with fragmented memories of last night – the terrifying encounter with Butch, and the unexpected tenderness of Mama's touch and the release she gave me with her body. My heart pounded in my chest as I tried to make sense of it all – and figure out just who was holding me so tenderly.
"Good morning, Cat," whispered a gentle, familiar voice beside me. I squirmed in surprise but her arms held me in place.
"Shh-shh hi, it's okay." she said from behind in a soft tone. Her hand on my chest reached up and lightly rubbed at my nipple in a calming gesture. I looked to my side and could see a hint of raven hair spilled over the pillow we were both lying on. "It's me. It's Dot from the reception desk."
"Wha–" I stammered, squirming again. She let go of me but held her hands loosely on my body. I awkwardly rolled over to face her, noting that we were clearly both naked as we lay close together under Mama's covers. "W-what are you doing here?"
“You’re okay, Kitty.” she murmured sleepily, her fingers tracing lazy circles over my hip. "Mama asked me to keep you company after last night.  It was clear you might be having some trouble adjusting, and we try to be really supportive here, especially for the newbies."
My cheeks flushed at the intimate memory of Mama's lips pressed against mine, the way her hands had felt on my skin. It was so unlike anything I'd ever experienced before, but in the moment, it had felt… right. Necessary, even. Like a secret shared between us, locked away in the shadows of the converted Victorian home.
"Hey," she said softly, her smile warm and understanding. “You’re fine. You’re safe, just take it nice and slow.”
"Well um, thanks,” I said leaning up on one hand against the pillow. "I just, uh never woken up naked in a bed with another naked woman, especially when I went to sleep next to a DIFFERENT naked woman last night.”
I began to giggle at the absurdity of what I'd just said. There was something so incredulous about what had happened since my car broke down and yet there was no denying it had all happened and I’d been an active participant in it all. What planet was I even on right now?
"Heh, I know. Mama said you might have some more concerns when you woke up and she thought maybe we'd get along so I'm just here to help you adjust, okay? This place can be overwhelming at first."
“Adjust?!" I scoffed, the weirdness and severity of my situation was starting to creep into my consciousness a little more. "That's very nice Dot, but I don't want to adjust. I want to get up and get my car fixed and get out of here..."
A look of dismay washed over her face, like she was sad...for me almost. I didn't know what that was about at the time but it would come into vivid, stinging clarity as my hours and days at the Victorian would go on.
"Cat," she whispered, trailing up and down my hip and top of my thigh. "You're here now, and there's no going back, not for a while anyway. You might as well embrace it and see where it takes you. That's my advice to you...you should really heed it.""
Her face got very serious and I felt her squeeze my ass cheek.
"Embrace it?" I echoed, feeling the weight of her words settle over me. The niceness of my time with Mama last night fading and a new anxiety starting to creep in "But, I was just stopping through on a road trip because my car died. I can't STAY here."
"That's between you and Mama ultimately." She sighed again. "All I'll say then is that while you're here, maybe just embrace the new things you've experienced. I can already tell some new ideas and ways have thinking have been opened for you."
I raised an eyebrow and looked at her confused. Something very strange was going on here, though I really should have been able to tell that already shouldn't I have?
"I understand you'll probably have the instinct to resist as things go on" she continued, her eyes staring intently at me, all the more intense given how close we were lying, "So just consider, for later, that sometimes, the things we resist the most are the ones that have the power to set us free."
With that, she pulled me to her again and I let her wrap me in a nude, warm embrace. It was bizarre but it was also warm and comforting. What did that last statement even mean? Resistant things can set us free? That seems contradictory...doesn't it?
As I lay there, wrapped in Dot's naked embrace and haunted by the lewdness of my night, I couldn't help but ponder what she'd said. Her curvy warm body breathed against me and that was strangely reassuring. I admitted to myself then that being so physically close to these other women had not been as abhorrent to my straight sense of myself as I’d always assumed it would be. There was something so calming and…authentic about lying in the intimate embrace of another woman. I felt at peace, like I didn’t have to hide or pretend or worry about how I was being perceived. There was a real freedom in it, even if it was just mental. Maybe this place – this strange, sapphic world I'd stumbled into – held the key to unlocking desires I didn't even know I had. And maybe, just maybe, those desires were worth exploring. After what I'd gone through last night, nay, done and survived last night, I supposed I could at least entertain the idea.
"Alright," I murmured, feeling the new flickers of curiosity stirring within me. "I I think I get what you're saying."
Dot pulled away from me, she looked down at my naked body and then back into my eyes. She was grinning. "No you don't Cat, but you will soon one way or another."
With that she rolled over to face away from me and I took in her naked backside up close. I couldn't help but notice the raw, red marks that still marred the otherwise flawless skin of Dot's lower back and ass. They were a painful reminder of the flogging she had received the night before – which had happened because of me.
"Dot, I– "I'm so sorry about last night." was all I could think to blurt out.
This mixup had of course, been more her fault than it was mine in my mind, but the image of that leather whip thing slapping against her ass was burned in my memory and I felt guilty for my part in how she'd gotten in that position.
She lifted her head from the pillow, her eye catching me from the side as she turned to address me over her shoulder. Her raven hair spilled over the sheets like ink. "It's not your fault, Cat. I know you didn't ask for any of this. Maybe choose your words a little better next time, but we can't hold that against you."
"But if it weren't for me, you wouldn't have been..." I trailed off, unable to voice the full extent of my guilt.
"Hey," she said softly as she rolled back over. I admit my eyes darted down to take in her modest, perky breasts with pronounced pointed, light pink nipples as they faced me. Dot placed a reassuring hand on my shoulder. "It's really ok. I wouldn't have climbed into bed with you after my punishment if I was mad at you. No one here blames you for what happened. Least of all me."
I wanted to believe her, to let go of the weight that was suffocating me, but there was still a part of me that couldn't help but feel responsible. I glanced down at her body, remembering how she had looked the night before – stripped bare, vulnerable, and exposed to the cruel whims of Mama and the other woman who had been whipping her.
"Dot," I began, my voice barely more than a whisper. "I think it's important that you know, I've never... I mean, I don't think I'm gay. I've never done anything with a girl before last night."
She smiled gently, her eyes filled with understanding.
"I know how you feel, Cat. I used to have the same hesitations. But there's a lot of fulfillment to be found working here, and you've already made the commitment. The document has been notarized and filed, so it's binding now."
My heart clenched at her words, the reality of my situation starting to sink in further. But before I could think about those ramifications in much detail, Dot continued, her tone matter-of-fact.
"By my math, I'm now the third woman you've been close and intimate with in a state of undress. That's starting to become a pattern huh? even if you didn't seek it out. Is it really that bad?"
I thought about it for a moment, considering everything I had experienced since arriving at this strange, converted Victorian home. Finally, I replied, "No, it's not that bad. But it's still not what I want for myself."
“Mhmm, makes sense. You have an idea of who you are and what you want and I’m sure that has all served you well before you walked into my reception area. While you're here, maybe try leaning into the notion that it's not so bad to think outside that sense of self you had. You may come to find that that image of Catherine isn’t as solid and opaque as you thought. Some more free advice, embrace the idea that that can and will change," Dot suggested gently. "Maybe look at it like the fact that you're here means you have a rare chance to push some limits and cross some lines you never thought you'd cross before, ya know?”
As I mulled over her words, Dot ran a hand softly over her own bruised flesh. "Or not. It just might help you to adjust your thinking before what you're in for today."
"I don't really understand, Dot." I said, feeling stupid. I didn't get what she meant at all but she was serious and that made me kind of curious.
"It's okay. You’ve got a lot to learn” She shifted and I saw a wince of discomfort wash over her face.
"Are you okay?" I asked, wanting to take care of my new friend all of a sudden.
"Oh it's nothing, my ass just stings. To keep it from infecting, they put some nice isopropyl alcohol on my cheeks when it was over. I'm grateful for the thorough medical care but, whew, that itchy sting keeps sneaking back up on me…" She trailed off and then her eyes sharpened like she'd had a brilliant idea.
"Oh wait, okay so in the spirit of pushing your limits while you're here, and because, hey, I think we're becoming close friends now..." She said with a radiant smile that I admit made me melt inside just a little, "How about you...would you... would you kiss and lick my ass to make it better?"
My jaw hung open in surprise. What a crazy lewd thing for one girl to ask another! Right? But as I looked into Dot's eyes, filled with equal parts vulnerable trust and desire, I was suddenly overwhelmed with a notion that I couldn't deny her. I wanted to give her comfort. To not disappoint her. After all I'd been subjected to since I got here, this would be relatively innocuous, and there was something about this woman. I wanted to appease her lying here in bed with her.
I licked my lips and nodded, looking at her intently.
“Oh, wonderful!" She said giddily. She rolled over so her ass was facing me again, and slid herself upwards on the bed so her reddened, shapely ass, moved up towards me.
I pulled my hair behind my ears and took a deep breath. Was I really going to do this? To kiss another girl's ass cheek? I wanted to make an excuse and turn and run but something that Dot had said kept running around my head. I thought about embracing the new opportunity to explore something I'd never have done before. Maybe this wasn't what I'd chosen for myself, but it was something enchanting and exciting and new and different right in front of me, so why not at this point?
And so, with a deep breath, I pressed a tender kiss to her swollen flesh, my lips brushing against her intimate area. I was careful to be gentle on the red swollen skin but I placed some soft tender kisses on the white skin in between the raised red marks. The sensation surprised me – a mix of curiosity, nervousness, and a burgeoning arousal I hadn't anticipated. It felt nice, intimate, warm and validating to be able to press my lips against this intimate private part of her. As I pulled back, I glanced at Dot, seeking reassurance in her eyes.
"See?" she said, smiling warmly. "That wasn't so bad, was it?"
"No," I admitted, my cheeks flushing with both embarrassment and a newfound excitement. "It really wasn't."
"Good," she murmured, shifting slightly so she was laying on her belly now, her ass pointed right up at me. "Now, I want you to take it one step further."
Confusion consumed me as I gazed upon her beckoning body. My eyes fixated on her curvaceous backside, mesmerized by the alluring sight of her perfectly rounded ass. What could she possibly mean by taking it a step further? The idea that she wanted me to kiss her asshole wasn't even on my radar. She sensed my confusion and wiggled her bum a little before me.
"In the middle, you know where, just try it to see. If not just to say you have. It's no big deal." She stated as she faced away from me.
Kiss her in the middle...her ass..hole?! I couldn't possibly. I'd never done anything in the backdoor! As far as I was concerned it was exit only for everyone, right? My eyes lingered on the slightly darker shadowed circle I could make out in the darkened crease of her ass. After another moment of hesitation, I licked my lips again.
"What the hell, after all I've done so far is this really that much worse?” I heard myself saying in my head. Oh, how that rationale would lead me to some very dark and nasty places as time went on...
I leaned my head down towards her forbidden entrance and closed my eyes. The scent of her was intoxicating and intimate in a way that surprised me. My heart pounded in my chest as I turned the phrases over in my mind, "Exit only," "Never done anything like this..." They no longer seemed so reliable as ways out of the Victorian's increasing demands of me. In this moment it felt as if they belonged to someone else's life - not mine.
My tongue hesitated just a breath away from her puckered back hole and I heard Dot let out a soft moan of anticipatory pleasure. The sound drew an unexpected response from deep within me, a primal stirring that seemed to obliterate any trace of doubt.
With a swift resolution, I darted my tongue forward and tasted her. I first tongued at the darkened hole between her cheeks and then placed my lips to it to deliver a deep intense kiss. The feeling of this part of a woman against my tongue and lips was unlike anything I'd ever experienced sexually before and the consciousness of WHAT I was doing really heightened my reaction. Underneath the mix of feminine musk and the sharp smell of the lingering antiseptic, there was a distinct undercurrent of Dot herself - sweet, salty and alluring. I was overcome with a sense of gratitude that she had asked to share this particularly intimate sensory detail with me. How many other people now knew what her ass hole tasted like? I asked myself as my tongue continued to prod and taste.
The noise that escaped her lips when my mouth made contact was one of pure bliss. She writhed slightly beneath me, pressing herself further up into my mouth. A sizzling rush went through me at her response, a feeling that was as frightening as it was mesmerizing.
As I gave myself over to the sensation, exploring the puckered skin with the flicker of my tongue and kisses of my lips, any lingering concerns were washed away in favor of raw, aroused desire.
My tongue traced the delicate folds of her skin and I couldn't help but wonder if Mama had planned this all along. Had she placed Dot in my bed for this very reason – to help me adjust to my new reality, and make me more susceptible to her control? Later I would learn that she had, in her way. At the time though, the thought should have terrified me, but instead, I felt a strange thrill at the idea of being manipulated by such a powerful woman.
"Dot," I whispered between kisses, "I never thought I'd be doing this… but I'm glad you're here with me."
"Me too, Cat," she replied, her voice thick with emotion and arousal. "We'll get you through this together. I promise."
I kept exploring and tasting until Dot let me know she'd had enough. She wryly told me that if she let me keep going she'd have to start paying me and she owed Mama enough as it was. I crawled back up so we were facing each other and she pulled me to her again so our limbs were intertwined in a loving intimate embrace.
I remember that being the moment that my feelings for Dot began to seed and grow as I lay there wrapped in her arms and legs. I couldn't help but be drawn to her vulnerability – the raw marks on her skin that spoke of pain and submission – as well as the kindness she had shown me in what had been, without question, the strangest day of my life (so far). In some ways, I was already starting to think of her like the big sister I’d never had. She was guiding me through this new world with a gentle hand and a reassuring smile. She cared and I could sense she wanted what was best for me. She was emerging as the kind of big sister you could cuddle with naked after just kissing her asshole. You know, normal sister stuff!
We lay there for god knows how long, sighing, smiling and occasionally she'd lean in and solicit soft sweet kisses from me in the warm intimate silence. I admitted then that for all my hesitance to consider any actual queerness in myself, I was growing to enjoy kissing Dot, kissing women in general. I didn't want to think about what that meant for me but I did just like the warm softness of her lips when they would press against mine, the way her body would squeeze me just slightly as we kissed.
Eventually, we could no longer hide away in the cocoon of comfort we had created. The day was getting on, and it was time for me to face the reality of my new life. With Dot's help, I reluctantly slid out of bed and looked around for some clothes to put on. I was a bit perplexed to see that even the leather jacket I'd worn when Mama brought me up here was gone.
Dot saw what I was looking for and perked up, an excited grin on her crimson lips again. I've come to know that when she grins excited like that, it usually means some form of trouble for Cat. Usually it's fun trouble, but it always means she's got something up her sleeve.
"You're new, that means you wear the dreaded 'Rookie outfit!" she said with giddy laughter in her voice. She trotted, still nude, over to a chest of drawers in the corner of the room. She pulled the top drawer open, rummaging around before pulling out some fabric in her hand. I gulped in anticipation. I had a feeling then that whatever I was about to be made to wear would not have been what I had chosen at the very, very least.
Dot turned around, grinning widely as she held up an unmistakably skimpy ensemble. I felt my eyebrows shoot up in surprise and a sense of dread settled in my stomach. I had expected leather perhaps, or some cliche sexy thing like a maid's outfit from a cheap porn but this was somehow much more demeaning.
Dot was holding a sheer white long-sleeve bodysuit that ended in a sharp point where the crotch/ass would be. I could already tell this would have the effect of essentially being a barely covering thong if I were to put it on over my lower lady parts. There were rainbow-colored ruffles that poofed out at the shoulders. The Victorian Motel is a safe place for queer lady sex indeed.
On the crotch, resting right about where my pussy would be, was a Greek feminine symbol in sparkly rainbow colors. Across the chest, letters made up of sequined shades of orange, purple pink and white (the colors of the lesbian flag I'd learn later on) was the word "Virgin" in quotation marks. Great, I'd have to wear this joke across my chest.
"You're kidding," I said, eyes wide as I glanced from the outfit to Dot who was trying, and failing, to suppress her laughter.
"Nope," She replied cheerfully, tossing the skimpy garment at me. I caught it as it fluttered in the air. "It's tradition. We like to be able to identify the new girls when they show up. Makes it easier for us to get to know you. All the newbies have to wear it for their first week. No biggie, everyone you meet today had to do it and they'll respect you for following in their footsteps.
Dot winked at me in encouragement. Get to know me? It dawned on me that I was about to meet and be exposed to even more women who seemed enthusiastic about this new lifestyle I was only just being made aware even existed as a reality. That feeling of something being off shivered through me again.
I groaned inwardly but figured there was no point arguing. Besides, after what I had just experienced, dressing up in a silly costume seemed pretty tame. At least I'd be covered, mostly.
I held it in my hand and ran my fingers over the smooth, cheap-feeling fabric. I saw the excitement and anticipation in Dot's eyes as she watched me. Again I was struck with a desire not to let her down. I'd already kissed this girl's butt hole, getting in this garish embarrassing suit couldn’t be isn't as bad as that, (and I hadn’t even really hated doing that).
I began to dress in the outfit she'd given me – an ensemble designed to be both lewd and humiliating, yet somehow modest enough to maintain the illusion of some minimal propriety. I wondered, as I saw the shit eating grin on Dot’s face, whether this was part of Mama's manipulation or something Dot had insisted on. With how excited she was to see me in it, I couldn't be sure.
The outfit was tight and the sheer material felt strained across my body, but at least it was stretchy enough that I didn't feel all that constricted when I got it on. It was certainly tight across the chest and I looked down to see what I could already feel, the whole outline and shapes of tits were pretty much totally visible just below the "virgin" lettering. My nipples poked through under the V and the N.
I'll say that at time, the strangest part for me was the rainbow female symbol on my pussy. Wearing it there, on such an intimate part of me felt wrong, like I was appropriating something. I am and always have been an overthinker, assigning more meaning to things than maybe they are on the surface. As such, seeing that symbol there on my body seemed to suggest to me that I was advertising that my vagina was queer, fully gay even. Despite the fact that I had licked one woman’s pussy to orgasm already, gotten off on the ministrations of another woman and kissed Dot’s asshole, deep down I really still thought of myself as straight at that point. Cat really has come a long way, as Mama likes to say nowadays.
I shifted my weight and looked up at Dot to speak when I paused. The changing of my position had made it so I could feel just how much the back of this ridiculous outfit was riding up in my ass crack. I've never been the biggest fan of thongs and this sensation was exactly why. I could feel the tight material flossing in between my cheeks, which I was also all too aware were completely exposed in the back.
"Butt floss..." was all I blurted out suddenly. This got a hearty laugh from Dot as she approached and started moving around me, touching me just about everywhere to inspect and adjust the silly, embarrassing outfit I'd gotten on for her. I really had done it for her, and for Mama, I told myself as I watched her moving around and touching my body.
"I see you're getting acquainted with the fringe benefits of this get-up. Enjoy the feeling, Cat!" She said as she brushed her fingers over the female symbol on my crotch. I looked down and realized that my very visible cameltoe was apparent just below the bottom of the symbol.
Dot’s hands were gentle but firm on my body as she adjusted the outfit, making sure it fit just as it should. Every touch sent shivers running down my spine, but I wasn't sure if it was due to her touch or the sheer absurdity of the outfit and situation.
"Now I have to admit something to you" she said when she was behind me. I felt her fingers on the material covering my back as they moved further and further south. "Remember I called you Sweet Cheeks when you first got here? I was hoping I'd get to see you in this, because these...really are sweet."
With that she grabbed at my ass cheeks, still out and bare on either side of the thonged end of the body suit. She sunk her nails into them just deep enough to sting slightly and then shook my flesh in her hands, making my cheeks jiggle.
"Mmph fucking perfect."
"Ahh omigod Dot!" I squealed and giggled in surprise as I stumbled forward. Her hands released their tight grips as I did and I turned to face her to see her grinning.
"Couldn't resist! I can't wait for everyone else to see this," Dot said, her eyes sparkling with mischief. Her hand was then on my chest and I felt her thumb tweak my right nipple, then my left through the sheer material.
My heart thundered in my chest at the thought of meeting a bunch of new people dressed like... well, like this. But I couldn't deny there was some excitement mixed in with my fear and embarrassment especially when it dawned on me that all of the people I'd be meeting were women, women who might be interested in me someway. After everything that had happened so far, this was still somehow a new adventure, a completely different kind of crazy for me to experience. I sighed deeply, resigning myself to whatever weirdness was still to come.
Dot stepped back to inspect me thoroughly. She reached out to push a loose strand of hair out of my face and then placed her hands on her hips, looking at me head-to-toe with an approving nod.
"You look great, Cat. One of the best looking in this thing, seriously." She said finally. There was an honest admiration in her eyes and despite feeling ridiculous dressed in such a garish outfit, I found myself smiling up at her, appreciating her compliment.
I'm not quite sure why, but I grabbed a lock of my loose hanging hair, twirled it around my finger and leaned in to give her a soft, genuine kiss. Her eyes widened in surprise as our lips met, but she didn't pull away, instead responding with gentle pressure. A small chuckle escaped her as we parted.
"Well, aren't you full of surprises?" she said, her voice low and rich, laughter twinkling in her eyes. "I didn't think you'd be so bold."
I shrugged, feeling a certain rush of boldness I hadn't experienced before. "I guess I am. First time for everything"
Dot nodded approvingly at this, her fingers trailing absent-mindedly along my bare arm, sending shivers up my spine again.
"There is indeed," she said softly. "And that's a good attitude to have Kitty Cat. This is surely going to be a day of firsts for you."
With that, she threw a silk robe that had been hanging on the bed frame over herself, tied it so she was fully covered and grabbed my hand. We headed down the circular staircase and I followed her lead, only a little miffed that a less ridiculous garment had been right there and instead I'd been subjected to the ridiculousness that was now hugging my body.
We made it to the bottom and Dot guided me into the labyrinthine corridors of the Victorian Motel. I realized as I was navigated through the hallways that this building was much bigger than it had appeared from the road. It seemed to extend endlessly into the forest that surrounded it now that I was inside. Of course, now that I am much more familiar with everything, it’s actually a pretty small place for all the business we do, but that first day the hallways felt like an impenetrable maze and I swear I thought the corridors were shifting and moving like something out of Harry Potter.
The hallways were largely empty but I was still self-conscious as we walked, feeling completely absurd in this getup. Dot squeezed my side a couple times reassuringly, but that only helped so much. Just as I was about to ask her where she was taking me, we paused in front of a door at the end of a corridor. Room 315, I noted. I'd been trying to make sense of the number system as I knew for sure we hadn't gone up or down any stairs, but that would have to wait. Dot knocked and I heard quick footsteps approach from within.
The door opened and a curvy, honey-blonde girl about my age and a couple inches shorter stood before us with a sweet smile. She wore a simple, gingham patterned, pink sundress that set off her golden hair and lightly tanned skin beautifully and framed her impressive cleavage just right in its low cut opening. She had a pair of delicate silver hoop earrings, and her hair fell loosely over her shoulders. A vision of a slightly sexified Southern Belle. I was struck by how "normal" her outfit seemed compared to mine and the very little that Dot wore.
"Hey Lolo, this is the new girl, Kitty I wanted to introduce you to."
Lolo beamed a big, undeniably cute dimpled smile at me and held out her arms as she moved towards me for a hug.
"Kitty, darling, it's so nice to meet you! And oh my, look at this outfit," Lolo said, her high-pitched voice chiming like silver bells as she pulled me in a warm embrace. After a warm moment pressed against her, wherein I couldn't help but smell her hair, she pulled back slowly. Her hands lingered on my covered shoulders as she gave me a once-over. Her green eyes widened in surprise and appreciation. "Dot, where ever did you find her?
"She wandered here all by herself," she replied. I could tell from her tone of voice that she was both amused and pleased at Lolo's reaction to my appearance. "Though I did do the initial reeling in once she came through the door."
"Well, I must say, Kitty...you are quite the sight." She pulled me by the shoulder slightly and I picked up on the cue to give her a slow spin. Lolo's gaze turned to admiration as she gave a low whistle at the sight of my bare ass cheeks. Her playful tone made me blush even more than the outfit I was wearing.
"I...uh..." I stammered out and received a soft giggle from both women. "Thank you?"
"Lolo here can be your guide and mentor for the um, more intimate aspects of the job since, you know I'm not actually a working girl here." Dot explained. As she did, Lolo gave a little curtsy and lifted the hem of her dress just enough to reveal her bare pussy to me. Even the innocent-seeming stuff here was tinged with sexuality, I was coming to see.
"Happy to oblige, though you look like you can handle yourself, eh Kitty Cat?"
"Mhmm, I like to think I can hold my own." I mused back. Lolo giggled at that.
"I believe it! Just, know that I'm here if you're ever unsure, okay darlin?"
I nodded gratefully.
"Hey uh, what's Lolo short for?" I finally piped up, trying to regain some sense of agency by asking her about herself.
"Lorraine, sweetness, but no one here calls me that. Makes me sound like some old ass faded country star." Lolo quipped.
I stared at her again and looked her up and down. She certainly looked like a Lorraine, especially with that sexy farmer's daughter look she had going.
"Oh, well my name's actually Cat, short for Catherine, not Kitty so..." I trailed off feeling silly for some reason.
"Well it's lovely to meet you Kitty Cat. Don't you be a stranger ok? If you need anything, I'll be around.” She winked at me again and then looked up at Dot.
"Thanks for bringing her by and brightening up my morning." She said before closing the door. Dot guided me away and I got lost in my thoughts again. That exchange didn't quite sit right with me at the time. Dot brought me by, like I was her, I don't know, little sister she wanted to show off? Pet? Plaything.
Before I could think on it further, I heard a door just slightly behind us open and I was suddenly grabbed by the hips and spun around. I was quickly lifted in the air by what seemed like the largest women I had ever seen.
"AAAaahahh omigod she's adorable!" the Amazon squealed. I couldn't see much of her as she was holding me by my bare ass cheeks almost over her shoulder. "Mama said the new girl was a peach and I just had to see for myself!"
"Easy Danni, you're going to terrify the poor thing!" Dot said from behind me. I felt the giant woman shifting me around and she eventually lowered me back to the floor.
"Ooh and you got her in the Rookie suit! She's obedient, then. We like the obedient ones around here." This tall woman said as she stepped back and looked down at me with a ravenous hunger, a lust even, in her eyes. My mouth hung agape as I stared at the mountain of muscular, shapely woman who towered over me.
My eyes instinctively traveled upwards, taking in the striking contrast between our heights. Her presence was commanding, yet there was an inviting warmth the way she stood and faced me with her bare feet shoulder length apart.
Her skin, a radiant olive, glowed under the hallway light, casting a soft luminescence around her. This was beautifully contrasted by the delicate bright pink of her girly lingerie. The bra and thong set, hugging her figure, celebrated her athletic curves in a way that was both elegant and bold. The light pink coloring providing a sexy contrast with her dark and intense physicality. Because of her height, her torso was long and I was struck by how her abs seemed to go on for days beneath the impressively large and shapely breasts held in the lingerie bra. They were at essentially my eye level and damned if it didn't seem like they were the size of my head.
My vision was drawn down to the upside down triangle shape of the high waisted thong as it was pulled upwards on her impressively wide hips. The fabric, with its subtle sheen, played with the light, accentuating the smooth lines of her toned body. The pink hue, gentle and inviting, complemented her deeper skin tone perfectly, adding a touch of softness to her powerful presence.
A light silk robe draped around her, half-open, tied just above her waist. The fabric was so fine that it seemed to float almost like a mist around her form. It danced and shifted lazily with each of her movements, offering glimpses of the lingerie beneath while adding an ethereal quality to her appearance.
Her hair, a dyed maroon with some burnt orange highlights, fell in natural waves down her back, framing her face and drawing attention to her high cheekbones and the depth of her dark brown eyes. Those eyes, so intense as they stared down at me predatorily, met mine with an intensity that made me feel even meeker than her stature.
"Danni here is our resident Big Top. Girls like her to toss her around a room and get real rough..." Dot started to explain.
"In a loving way" said Danni as she took another step towards me. "I only toss em around the room after they ask."
She winked at me and squeezed my shoulder.
"I'd sure love it if you asked sometime, little newbie. You'll be amazed what you can take with the right guide and a lot of practice." She said with confidence and lust in her deep smooth voice.
Before I could respond, I noticed something about her robe I hadn't on my first pass over her impressive body: there was something protruding out the front of it. Danni saw me notice and let out a hearty chuckle, pulling the robe open to reveal a long and intimidatingly thick strap-on dildo hanging from a leather harness around her pelvic area. The plastic cock had a round bulb at the front and a long thick shaft that I couldn't fathom anyone being able to take comfortably. Strangest of all, it was colored in a rainbow tie-dye color scheme.
"I'm the big top like Dot said." Danni laughed and shook her hips slightly so the plastic monster shook in front of me. "I top big and I like inserting big things in little spaces."
She took a step towards me and the strap-on rubbed against my thigh. On instinct I let out a gasp and stumbled back into Dot for protection. Danni thought this was hilarious and laughed that deep rich laugh again.
"Relax hun, we'd work you up to something like this. I take safety very seriously. The ass that this is going in in a bit has been being primed up for weeks."
"Ass?" I repeated incredulously. It hadn't even occurred to me that something that large and wide could go in someone's backdoor.
"Oh yeah." Said Danni and she grabbed at the fake phallus and stroked it. Dot shook her head.
"You can be unnecessarily lewd sometimes Danni." She said, slightly perturbed.
"That's what they pay me the big bucks for, Dottie Cakes!" said Danni. This woman could clearly handle herself and knew how big and hot she was. Honestly, I found her confidence and swagger both incredibly intimidating and oddly alluring. She seemed so sexy and threatening all at once.
"Mhmm" Dot responded. "I gotta get the new girl on with her day."
Dot grabbed my arm again but as we turned to leave Danni's doorway, a huge warm hand pulled at the back of my neck and suddenly I was pulled into a deep, intensely warm kiss as Danni's lips engulfed mine. Four. I had now kissed four women in the last 24 hours after having never even considered it before.
Danni pulled back and I could see that her impeccably applied lipstick was smudged from the deep kiss. I wondered what my lips must look like.
"Sorry little one, I just needed a taste before I let you go." She winked at me again and spanked my uncovered ass cheek. "I'll see you around, hope we get to work together soon!"
And with that she was back through her door.
"uhh..." I tried to bring up what had just happened to Dot but she had a revelation of her own.
"Oh gosh it's after eleven and you haven't eaten since you got here last night! You must be starving Kitty Cat!" Dot insisted apologetically. Soon, she was guiding me through the hallways back towards the central area of the sprawling building.
It wound up being a bit of a walk so she spent it explaining a little more about the place, but I admit my head was still spinning from Danni's bruising kiss and so I had barely heard much.
"...So yeah, there's usually about 20-30 girls here on a given day. Our roster rotates through girls as they're available. Mama likes to have three or four times the active number on the standby list at any given time, so you're helping with those numbers. The vast majority of the established ones don't actually live here full time. Most keep their room just for when they're working. The local and part-timers have their own places in town while the commuters usually drive in and stay for a couple weeks at a time..." She was explaining as we entered a high-ceilinged dining room with what appeared to be a brunch buffet on the far wall.
There were three other girls sitting at the table eating brunch. A big platter of eggs and toast and sausage sat in the middle.
"Girls, this is Cat, she just got in last night." The girls waved at me in greeting before going back to their breakfasts.
"Grab yourself a plate hun and I'll get us some coffee." She said before her eyes went to the clock on the wall. “Oh shoot is that really the time? Damn. Hey Cat, I gotta go take care of something before it gets too late."
With that, she went over the carafe on the counter and poured us each a cup while I filled a plate on the table with a healthy helping of eggs and sausage.
Dot placed the cup next to me and kissed the top of my head like the big sister she was quickly becoming to me. I was nervous about being left alone without her, and I was also sad to not hang out with her more.
"You girls be nice, she's still learning,” Dot said to my table-mates. "Eat up Kitty Cat, and you have a meeting with Mama in your room at 2:30, DO NOT be late to that."
After she gave me that last warning, she scampered off with her steaming cup before I could say another word.
I turned to the girls at the table and waved sheepishly before poking at my food. I admit I was intimidated by them staring at me, but I'd learn quickly that these girls were pretty normal, cool and regular aside from the line of work they, and apparently I, were all in.
As I started to eat, I made small talk and learned their names. There was April, a petite redhead with shimmering emerald eyes and a mischievous grin who seemed just as cheerful as Dot. She had a delicate, elfin face and high pronounced cheekbones that reddened ever so slightly when she spoke fondly about her regulars.
Beside her, there was Vivi. She was tall, almost as tall as Danni, but with an air of elegance instead of brute strength. Vivi was a sensuous beauty with deep, chocolaty skin and wildly curly hair cascading down her back. Her accent bore hints of French and even through her low, sultry voice, you could tell she was a woman of the world. When her eyes held my gaze I wanted to both run for the hills AND be her best friend all at once.
Then there was a girl who just introduced herself as "Jazz." Pseudonyms were a common thing here, I was learning. Jazz seemed to be the quietest among them but whenever she spoke, everyone listened. She had that whole aloof, slightly greasy K-Stew vibe going that I admit I was starting to understand why a certain type of woman would find appealing. With her bleached pixie cut hair dyed in the colors of the rainbow at the ends and her multiple piercings adorning her face, she looked like a punk rebel from an 80s movie. She said she was here strictly to top and she loved showing girls how gratifying submission can be, so why not get paid for it? She was certainly tough and brutal seeming on the surface, but beneath that tough exterior, I sensed a soft-spoken musician who wrote songs for every girl she ever fell in love with. That was my read of her at least. I wondered what her specialty in this line of work might be and my mind wandered to a place of...curiosity as I took in her intense features.
It was a pretty mundane and normal breakfast conversation, all things considered. The girls talked about work and compared notes on their clients. I learned a bit more about the place I was now "employed."
Apparently, business was good despite the relatively remote location because The Victorian was one of the few places that was staffed, operated and owned entirely by women while also catering exclusively to lady clientele. It was an open secret in queer and WLW circles on this side of the country and some prestigious customers would take a long trip to get here because of the specific services offered and the discretion provided. They weren't able to tell me who, but apparently some “surprising" and recognizable ladies had come through here. One pop star whose current beard was a famous football player who’d just won the Super Bowl, was all but confirmed as a regular, but I bit my tongue before I committed the faux pa of saying her name out loud...(It can be exhausting always redacting the name of the antihero, especially when she’s a tortured poet.)
Vivi made a good natured joke about my ridiculous costume. The girls filled me in that it wasn't something everyone had had to do, but there was a prize if you could rope a newbie into wearing it. April admitted she had worn it when she first arrived, but also said it looked much better on me. That was sweet of her. Thanks a lot, Dot!
The only thing that really set this brunch apart were the hints of additional intimacy that these girls displayed towards one another. I truly hadn't taken much note of the little touches and gestures and hands under the table until April stood up and excused herself. She walked over to me and very sweetly said it had been nice to meet me and she was glad I was here, before she leaned down and planted another deep kiss on my lips.
Five. I had now kissed Five women in the last day. I had a distinct feeling that number had not finished growing. When she pulled away, I saw Vivi and Jazz's hands were out of my view under the table and the dynamic clicked a little more for me.
As the day went on, I wandered the halls and explored the grounds a bit. I was surprised that I barely noticed the absurdity of what I was wearing anymore as I moved around the place, even when my bare cheeks would get a spank or a pinch from a passerby. It was all made to seem so "normal" here.
I met some of my other "coworkers" and ran into a fully dressed Dot to-ing and fro-ing a few times. It had certainly been a concern when I first woke up, but I will admit that all of the craziness I was experiencing had distracted me from the fact that my car with all of my belongings was still sitting dead by the side of the road. I won’t say I totally forgot that I had come here just to stay the night until I could call a mechanic, I had just had this deluge of new experience and I was…distracted. My mind started to wander back to what I was supposed to do about my situation when I saw the clock while on the other side of the complex. 2:27. Shit. I had no sense of the geography of this place yet.
I quickly adjusted the rookie costume as best I could and made a mad dash through the hallways. The back part rode up my ass as I moved, it couldn't be helped. A few girls I passed laughed as I skidded around corners and made hurried apologies.
I had no idea where I was going, but an instinct was driving me, willing me towards my destination. The long corridors seemed to go on forever, lined with beautifully decorated doors, each leading to another girl's room, another world of WLW pleasure. All the while, the ticking of the clock in my head grew louder and more frantic.
"2:29," I said aloud, finally reaching my room. I’d made it with seconds to spare. I hoped Mama would appreciate my promptness. Steeling myself, I pushed it open and walked in.
The room was dimly lit by a single shaft of sunlight that spilled from a gap in the heavy velvet curtains. The bed was still tossed after last night’s festivities. My little handbag, phone and car keys still sat on the bedside table. I let out a sigh of relief. It appeared I had beaten Mama to my room for the meeting.
But then my eyes landed on her.
Sitting primly in an armchair across from my bed was Mama. She'd been waiting for me. She sat there with her legs crossed wearing 3 inch heels, a tight black pencil skirt and a simple white blouse. All business during the daylight hours. Her hair was up in a bun now and she wore a pair of horn rimmed glasses that made her look unnervingly like that one hot high school English teacher every school seemed to have.
I gulped audibly as I stepped toward her, the memories of our beautiful intimate encounter flooding back to me. With them came a sense of foreboding, like the other shoe was about to drop. This sense increased as she stared up at me intently with those big, icy blue eyes.
"Sit," she commanded, gesturing towards the edge of the bed before her. I didn't sense anger in her voice, but there was a terseness. She had business to attend to. I obeyed, feeling the springy mattress and cheap material of the comforter beneath me. Mama regarded me for a moment, her piercing gaze taking in every inch of my form. After a moment a smile broke out on her face and I relaxed, my guard lowering with my relief.
"Dot got you to wear the rookie suit? That's fantastic!" She said, her voice lilting with laughter. "And you fill it out brilliantly, Kitty Cat!"
I exhaled a little at the compliment. She still liked me at least, that was good.
"Yeah you know, it hasn't been as bad as I thought. Ridiculous as it is."
Mama nodded and I watched her eyes run up and down my body.
"Well I'm sure we'll find ways to get you out of it sooner or later." She said with a seductive grin. Then her tone changed. "But okay, we actually have some business to attend to. It occurs to me there may be some confusion about the arrangement we currently have."
"Er, yes thanks for bringing that up." I began sheepishly I did want to talk to you about that. You see-"
Mama held up a single finger on her right hand and I felt compelled to stop mid-sentence.
"Whatever you're about to say, just remember that you have already signed a notarized and legally filed contract whose validity and your compliance with it has been verified by the state-issued ID you brought with you, and of course your signature,” Mama stated plainly.
It was then that my eyes wandered back to the bedside table and I noticed the handbag that had contained my wallet and IDs was unzipped and I could just make out the corner of my driver's license poking out of it.
"I...er, I didn't read the full text. Sorry, what did you do with my ID?” I stammered.
"Oh it's standard procedure. We needed a government issued ID to validate your signature on the doc so I just popped in here when you were still in my bed and got it. For efficiency sake, you know." Said Mama, her tone indicating she'd done me a favor by going into my private things.
"Gosh Mama, I wish you hadn't done that. I um, I don't really know how to say this but I do think there's been a bit of a misunderstanding here." I said, dread filling me with every word I spoke.
Mama crossed her legs and leaned back in the armchair, a look of mild curiosity spreading across her face.
"Oh? What sort of misunderstanding?"
I swallowed. This was it. The moment of truth. I had to break the news to the woman who had so proudly and completely made me cum with her body last night. My pulse pounded in my ears as I contemplated how to tell Mama about the whole mechanic fiasco and my true reasons for being here.
"See, the thing is..." I began, nervously running a hand over my legs barely covered by the rookie suit, "I didn't come here to...be part of all this." I gestured to my scantily clad self and the surrounding room.
Mama's eyebrows arched high on her forehead, curiosity pricking her icy blue eyes.
"You didn't come here to work?!"
"No," I murmured, my cheeks heating up with embarrassment. "I was so tired and kind of frazzled last night that I just signed what Dot put in front of me so I could get to the room and collapse."
Mama stared at me like I was the dumbest person she'd ever encountered.
"The contract you signed, and initialed multiple times is over 20 pages long. Are you serious right now, Catherine?"
I felt my cheeks burning even hotter with her use of my full name. "I know, I know it's stupid and I vow to read everything now, I promise but-"
Mama held up her hand to cut me off again.
"So you're saying you're here under false pretenses? Took advantage of my kindness and hospitality? Let me...satisfy you but weren't planning on being a team player here?" she asked coolly. The temperature in the room felt like it plummeted about 10 degrees.
"No, I didn't mean-"
"Just what did you mean?!" She said sharply.
I flinched at her tone, my heart pounding like a drum in my chest. I had truly stepped in it now. "I--I just needed a place to stay for the night," I stammered, feeling the room close in around me.
Mama leaned forward in her chair, her usually vibrant features hard and icy. "And you thought you'd use Dot and me for that? Are you serious?" Her voice was low, scathing.
"I thought this was just a normal motel! My car broke down like 3 miles from here but the mechanic wouldn't open until morning!" I bleated out, suddenly very scared. My eyes widened as my words echoed through the room. The mechanic would surely be available now, right?
"Um, so maybe if I could just use the phone and get the number of the service station, I can be on my way and we just chalk this up to a misunderstanding?" I asked in a meek, petrified voice.
Mama went silent for a moment. She stared at the floor and then back up at me. As we made eye contact again, her lips curled into a smile and she started to laugh. “Bitch, I made you cum last night,” she said with a malicious cackle. “For free!”
I could only look away and squirm in my humiliation as my cheeks flushed.
"Well, Catherine, this is definitely a first." Mama said, trying to gain control of her laughter, wiping tears from her eyes. "You thought this was a normal motel?" She asked again, releasing another bout of loud, whooping cackles.
I just nodded stiffly.
"Oh sweetheart," Mama collected herself and sat back in her chair, the coldness from before now replaced by an amused smirk on her face. "You've got a lot to learn. Some brains to grow, and apparently, a car to fix."
Still trembling, although slightly relieved at Mama's change in demeanor.
"We'll get your effects towed here, the cost of which will be added to your total of course." She said very matter-of-factly.
"Wait, er no. I needed the car fixed so I could be on my way. I have a life to get back to..." I stammered. My penultimate term at law school was set to start in a few days.
Mama placed her finger on her lips in that thinking pose again.
"Well Cat, the thing about that is, you signed a binding contract and you are bound by its terms now." She said. “I'm sorry if you didn't quite understand what you signed but I am afraid it is quite ironclad.”
I squirmed on the bed, my bare thighs rubbing together. She couldn't really be saying what I think she was. No way I was legally bound to be a working girl at this place now, right?!
Mama saw the panic in my eyes and sighed, sitting back in her chair with an air of resignation.
"Catherine, I'm not a monster," she said, her voice softer now. "I understand you're in a bind. But we run a business here, not a charity."
"But -" I started to protest, but she held up a hand to stop me.
"I'll let you use the phone for the mechanic," Mama said, her cerulean gaze firm. "You can park it in the employee lot until you work enough to get it fixed in addition to the other debt you owe, and in the meantime, you can work it off here with us. Tell you what, since I understand this was a bit of a mixup, I won't even charge you room and board for your first three months working here. Sound good Kitten?"
"Three months? I can't stay here for three months!" I responded in horror as things started to click.
“Well yes, unless you find a specialty or gain a lot of clientele fast, you'll probably be here a bit longer than that." She stated plainly.
I was struck with the sudden intensity of a migraine. I reached up and rubbed at my temple, trying to wrap my brain around what she was saying.
"I – I don't, I don't think you understand," I mumbled, blinking rapidly as if that would help clear the fog. "I can't just stay here. I'm a law student, I'm supposed to graduate at the end of next term."
Mama sighed deeply, her irritation evident in the stiff line of her shoulders and the furrow marring her typically radiant forehead.
"Well, sweetheart, life often has a way of changing our plans," she said firmly. Her voice had lost most of its earlier amusement and now dripped with a weary resignation. "I don't want to get too specific because it’ll freak you out, but I will say that the consequences for violating the contract you signed and validated would be very, very dire from a financial and, let's say legal, standpoint."
My eyes widened at that.
"The charges I could press and the damages I could claim would have me owning your ass…if not your assets if they don’t land you in jail" She quipped as if making light of this very serious situation just to spite me. "So maybe you want to reconsider since the reality is I own those sweet cheeks in some capacity either way at this point."
I shifted on the starchy bedsheets, very aware of my bare ass cheeks on them.
I could feel tears welling up in my eyes and a lump in my throat. I was legally bound to work as a lesbian prostitute, all because I hadn't read the contract?! Stupid Cat! How could you, of all people, not even skim the language? The faces of all of my dismissive law school professors who'd underestimated me throughout the semesters suddenly swam up in my mind to point and laugh at me. They'd been right, hadn't they?
I let out a soft hiccup and then the first tear fell. My breath hitched and I began to whimper and cry. Mama stared daggers down at me as I did. I was determined to remain composed and not have a repeat of my tantrum in front of her last night, but the crushing reality of my situation was bearing down at me and I had no idea what to do.
I saw the frustration wash over Mama’s face. She leaned forward staring daggers at me.
“Jesus Catherine! Are you seriously too dumb to play along with this and do it the easy way? We are BENDING OVER BACKWARD to make this more palatable for you!” She growled at me with utter frustration in her voice.
“W-what?” I stammered back obliviously.
“For fuck’s sake!” Mama threw up her hands. “Do you really think we didn’t know about your situation? We pieced it together while you were asleep in my bed! Only problem is, you already signed the contract and it’s been legalized. You’re bound to work here now and from any sort of legal position you have no leg to stand on!”
“I…what? You knew? But I thought…” I stammered as I tried to understand what she was saying.
“Why do you think I sent Dot up to you this morning? She swore she could get you thinking on the right track and accept your position. Don’t tell me I have to whip her ass again for her failure!” Mama was seething now.
“No no! She tried, I just…” I begged Mama. I didn’t want her to flog my friend again.
“You were to dense to see what we were doing, huh? Fuck’s sake Kitten. We were trying to give you a way to do this easily, to give you an out.  A way to come to acceptance without your sheltered little ass having a conniption. I was trying to help. FUCK! I bet you’re still going to see me as the bad guy if I keep you here as I’m now legally entitled to do. No good deed goes unpunished I guess” Mama said folding her arms under her chest.”
My breathing quickened. This was insane! It was based on a misunderstanding and they knew that but had filed the paperwork and even gotten my ID to make it all seem copacetic anyway! The pragmatic part of me knew she was right, she’d covered her ass from a legal standpoint and I was likely hosed but this wasn't who I was! I'm not into women and I'm not a sex worker! I'd looked down at girls who did OnlyFans and even judged friends who posted cleavage pics or thirst traps on the socials! Now I was committed to...this?! It couldn't be, there had to be a way out! There had to be.
"I know, future lawyer, you're trying to think of some loophole, some way out. But I assure you, there isn't one." She stated plainly. “I have a very good understanding of the laws that effect my unique and extremely profitable business.”
"H-how how long" I sputtered out. It would be too long no matter what but maybe if I had a sense of the timeline, I could think my way around it.
"That'll all depend on you and what you're willing to do, Ms. Cat." Said Mama as she rose from her chair and approached me. "For now, I need you to accept that this is your current position and submit to that fact, and to me. I can see that we have some serious adjusting and correcting we’ll need to do here."
She lifted my face, dripping with hot tears, up to look at her.
"Can you accept that so we can get you on the track towards getting out of here someday?" She said with sympathy in her voice. It almost sounded like she wanted to help me, never mind that it was her crazy contract that put me here.
"I...I I don't knowww!" I whimpered. I was being honest. This was all too much.
Her hand grabbed my cheek. The grip was gentle but firm, possessive.
"Cat, I need you to tell me you accept and submit right now, or I'll have to do this a different way. I can't train and prep a girl to work who isn't willing. We are not that kind of place."
"I...I can't, I'm not gay. I'm not queer." I heaved back.
This got a sinister smirk from Mama and she pinched my cheek.
"Your body's reactions to me plus all of my girls you’ve been kissing say otherwise, Kitty Cat." She stated and I felt the pressure on my cheek grow to the edge of painful. "That's not even relevant right now. You're a working girl here for the foreseeable future and I need you to accept that and submit to me. It's the only way forward."
I could say nothing. Too many confused thoughts and memories of her body pressed into mine last night spun around in my head.
In the awkward silence, her fingers dug into my cheek.
"OOWWW please Mama that hurts!" I finally squealed.
She released the pressure and stroked my cheek again.
"Say it Cat, please,” Mama said seriously. "I accept my position and I submit to your guidance. All you gotta say."
My eyes widened and I opened my mouth. I just couldn't say it. There had to be some way out of this. Saying it out loud would mean conceding that this was to be my reality and I just couldn't...
"Please, Sweet Girl, it'll be so much better if you do..." she was nearly begging me now.
"I...I can't, Mama. This is all a mistake." I stammered up to her.
She pulled her hand away from my face and stepped back. She had a look of complete disappointment, dismay even, on her face.
"I'm really sorry to hear that." she said as she pulled out her phone and put it to her ear. "Hey Dot, get all the girls who don't have a client at the moment and have them come to the big meeting room in five minutes." She paused and looked down at me as Dot responded inaudibly through the phone. "Yeah, not what I'd hoped for either... five minutes. Best make sure you and Lolo are in attendance. She’ll need you both.”
With that she hung up and approached me with an angry, menacing look in her eyes.
"Stand up." she ordered.
I did without question. She moved fast and was swiftly standing behind me. I felt her hands run up and down my back. Before I could react, a searing hot spank hit my exposed right ass cheek and then the left.
"OW FUCK!" I squealed and started to stumble away from her. She grabbed me by the waist and held me in place as I doubled over from the pain.
"Don't you fucking move you ungrateful stray!" she bellowed and slapped my ass cheeks hard and fast again. The stinging pain felt like my ass cheeks were literally on fire.
"I didn't wanna have to do it like this! Dot said you'd get wise and play along! She likes you, you know. You were doing so well!" she screamed as she slapped my poor ass again and again. She seemed more frustrated than actually angry at me, which was some sort of silver lining, I guess.
"I'm sorry! I'm sorry!" I bleated out as tears ran down my face. "Please stop! I I'll say whatever you want!"
"Won't matter!" she said and slapped my left ass cheek one last time, letting her hand linger on my throbbing, burning flesh. "You won't mean it. Now I gotta MAKE you see this is the best thing for you. Breaking you to be an active and willing working girl is gonna take a LOT more work than I expected. It sucks too, because it means I’m gonna have to do some things to you you aren’t going to like, and that makes me sad, because Kitten, and I do want you to hear me here, I like you too. I don't do what we did with just anyone.”
She seemed very sad and sincere when she said that. But I couldn’t get past the threats. Breaking me? What? What did that even mean? I can't be made to want to take part in this craziness,. I was still reeling from the pain and I didn't notice both of her hands had stopped touching my body.
I took a breath and opened my mouth to say something to Mama. Before I could though, I felt the thin fabric of the back side of the rookie costume being pulled violently up in between my burning ass cheeks.
I squealed and squirmed hysterically. It was a terrible cutting and burning sensation, like the worst wedgie I'd ever experienced slicing into my ass cheeks. Butt floss indeed. I looked down and saw that the sparkling rainbow female symbol was now fully wedged in between my pussy lips in an extremely uncomfortable cameltoe.
"Please please no!" I begged between dry heaves. Mama had lifted me up from the ground by the back of the suit now wedged in my ass and started moving us towards the door. She was deceptively, intimidatingly strong.
"Just remember, I gave you the option to do this the easy way." she hissed, her voice filled with frustration and effort as she pulled me through the door.
Kicking and screaming, I was dragged by the material tearing my ass in half down the hallway. We were headed towards the big meeting room. I was about to receive an excruciating but important lesson in obedience and submission.




Chapter 4

I was still pretty much apoplectic and hyperventilating as we arrived at the door to the big meeting room. When we got there, she let up a bit and stood me up and squeezed my shoulders gently. I saw her stern angry face soften slightly.
"Cat, listen to me, okay?" she said firmly. I was breathing too hard and I couldn't calm down.
She reached down and squeezed my ass cheek then spanked it hard. The sting of the spank knocking some clarity back to me.
"Hey!" I blurted out, finding some of my fire again as I glared at her.
"Cat, listen. This is important. What's about to happen in there, what I'm about to do, I want you to know I'm doing it out of love. I have a sense about what you really need but I don't think you're ready to accept it and unfortunately, we need to get you there, fast. You're going to hate me for it and for that I'm very sorry. I only hope you can see that I am doing this because I don't see any other way and please, please try to remember how nice last night was. I'm doing this to get us back to that."
My eyes widened and I opened my mouth to come up with some response but I was completely bewildered. That didn't make any damn sense to me.
"Like I said" she continued. "I am doing this out of love, for this place, for those girls, but also...for you. You're very special to me, Catherine."
She surprised me then by bringing her arms warmly around me and pressing a soft loving kiss on my lips. I kissed back on instinct and leaned into her, like I was chasing that positive intimacy we'd shared last night. Even after all this, being held tenderly in her arms was a warm bliss.
She held me like that for far too short a time before breaking the kiss and grabbing the back of my Rookie suit again, yanking it back into place uncomfortably between my cheeks. She planted a quick kiss on my cheek.
"You're going to be okay." she said before shoving me through the door to the meeting room.
I stumbled inside to see Dot, Lolo, Jazz and like, four other girls sitting on chairs and benches in a horseshoe shape around the center of the room. Mama followed me in and pushed me to my knees in the middle of the half-circle. I could feel everyone's gaze on me. I felt completely exposed, small, helpless and just confused. I truly did not understand what I'd done or what was happening to me.
"Please, please Mama" I begged as I stared up at her. That look of utter disdain was back on her face as she glared down at me.
"You're really not gonna shut up are you?" she concluded. A quick tap of her lips with her finger as she thought and then addressed the room. "Who here is still wearing panties?"
About half of the girls' hands in the room went up.
"Mhmm" Mama continued, "and who here has been wearing theirs without changing the longest?"
The room went silent and just about all the girls had sly grins on their faces as they all leaned toward, or pointed at Jazz.
With a shit eating grin she raised her hand and waved it. She really had embraced that K-stew IDGAF unwashed vibe, hadn't she? Odder still was I starting to find it alluring. She didn't give a shit about anything and that made me kinda want her to give a shit...about me?
"Yeah, yeah I didn't bring that many pairs, and I'm not usually showin' em to clients." She quipped, not the least bit ashamed or embarrassed. She was who she was and she was clearly comfortable with it.
"I need them." Mama stated and held out her hand expectantly. She needed them for what?!
Jazz shot a wry look my way as she lifted her hips and slid her hands up the frayed jeans skirt she wore. I had expected some butch boy shorts for her underwear so I was just a little surprised when she slid a simple pair of dark blue bikini-cut panties down her legs. She flipped them up off her left ankle, caught them in her hand and handed them to Mama.
Mama thanked her and brought the panties to her nose, taking a big whiff.
"Damn girl, I won't even ask how long you've had these on." Mama quipped. Jazz blushed but just put a finger to her lips in a Shhh gesture. Mama then approached me and held the panties to my face.
"Open." she ordered. No way. She could not be serious. My mind raced. My eyes widened. She wanted me to put this girl's dirty soiled underwear in my mouth?! Never mind how intriguing and alluring I found Jazz, this was too much! After taking a deep breath, a thousand options and reasons to run away flashing in my mind's eye, I felt myself opening my mouth obediently. There'd be no way around this, some calm voice inside reasoned. I was somewhere where normal rules as I understood them no longer applied.
The musky, slightly sweet and tangy scent of Jazz's intimate sweat and pussy was overwhelming as soon as Mama pushed the crotch of the panties past my lips. It was disgusting, but also... familiar. I couldn't help but close my eyes and take a deep breath through my nose as well. There was more than a faint hint of Jazz's arousal on them. My stomach turned, but something else in me found it... electrifying? I was tasting a most intimate detail of Jazz, another woman that I was finding myself intrigued by. Before I could process any further, Mama shoved the rest of the damp, smelly panties between my lips and gently pressed down on my head.
The damp, soiled panties hit the back of my throat thanks to Mama's overzealous fingers and I gagged and tried to spit them out. Mama's hand held firmly atop my head while the other held the panties to my mouth, not allowing me to do so.
My eyes watered from the musky stench and I could feel everyone's judgmental gaze on me. This couldn't be happening! I was being humiliated in front of all these girls who supposedly liked me? Even Dot and Lolo, who I thought were my biggest allies here, just stared back impassively, waiting to see what would happen next.
"You got this, Kitten." She said softly in my ear. Then she stepped away to face the girls in the room. When she spoke next it was to project in her louder, more authoritative voice. "Now you keep those in there until we say you can open that mouth of yours. Nod if you understand!"
I understood very little but I didn't want this to get any worse, so I nodded emphatically.
"Good girl." She patted my head and ruffled my hair slightly before turning back to the ladies before us. "Now, you signed a legally binding contract and are committed to working here until you pay off your significant debt to the Victorian, but you seem to think that you don't have to because you 'didn't read before you signed it' and are 'straight.' What do we think of that, ladies?!"
The women before me, with the exceptions of Dot and Lolo all booed and hissed. I could feel tears well up in my eyes at the utter humiliation and shame I felt. I didn't want this, it had been a huge misunderstanding that had a simple explanation! Despite knowing this to be true, I still felt totally ashamed that I'd let these women down in some way. I couldn't deny that some of what had happened to me in the last day HAD felt good and I was slowly starting to think that maybe sex with a woman wasn't something I should have outright rejected before I got here, but I was no prostitute! My internal reasoning already being pushed along towards where Mama wanted to get it to go.
A tear dripped down my face and Mama saw.
"Awww she's crying girls. Well maybe she should. After all, we take our commitments really seriously here. You don't want these girls to think you don't honor your commitments do you?" God, that tone of hers, so condescending in her brassy voice that just made it worse. I could tell what she was doing, as a law student I'd studied verbal manipulation tactics and that's clearly what was going on here. At the same time, I really didn't want to let these girls down! I had enjoyed the kisses and intimate moments I'd shared with some of them and now to see them all scowling down at me, it just made me feel so low.
"Before I ask whether or not you've changed your mind and are willing to consider submitting and embracing your new job, I'm sorry but some punishment is in order. Hopefully, it will serve as a reminder and some good motivation that you are expected to honor your commitments here." Mama continued.
My eyes widened. I almost opened my mouth to try to explain, to beg for mercy, but I realized that would likely not be appreciated, so I clenched my mouth shut and started breathing heavily out of my nose.
I was desperate to be given another chance. If Mama asked the questions she had in my room again here, I'd say yes and try to mean it. Of course, I still didn't think I was gay and I really, really didn't want to be a sex worker with my whole law career just about to start, but the peer pressure was starting to work. I really didn't want to continue to let Mama or these other girl's down. Even Dot and Lolo, who weren't scowling or angry, sure looked at me disappointedly and I was coming to realize that their approval was starting to matter to me, like, a lot. I winced my eyes closed and the images and feelings of Dot's body pressed against mine flooded into my mind's eye. Then it was Mama making me cum with her skilled, sexy body. That hadn't been so bad, I had...enjoyed myself even...Did I dare consider...
"Eyes open you little slut! No time to sleep on your new career!" Mama snapped and I was pulled back to this humiliating reality as my eyes popped open.
"So, I know you haven't accepted your new position, but after all we've done for you, taking you in when your car broke down, giving you...release and comfort, you're gonna take some punishment now. Understand?" I nodded in agreement. I felt that I deserved this on some level.
"Good, maybe she really can be taught." She smirked. "Alright ladies, form an orderly queue, maybe we can be gentle and efficient with our punishment and she'll see the error of her ways, hmm?"
I stayed rigid on my knees where I was as the ladies formed a line in front of me. I was terrified and had no idea what was about to happen.
"Hmm" I heard Mama again, now from behind me. "You know I don't think I want the Rookie suit getting ruined. Hey Jazz, wanna do the honors? Your panties are in her mouth after all."
Jazz gleefully trotted over to me from her place in the line and without even looking at me, started to pull the lewd outfit off of my body. She handled me like some child or incapable pet as she exposed more and more of my skin and private areas to the room.
Jazz grabbed the stretchy collar of the skimpy suit and started pulling it open. She started working one of my arms out of the big opening and then the other. I was left feeling like a rag doll of sorts as she handled my limbs like I wasn't capable of moving them myself.
Soon I was topless and my heavy nervous breathing made my bare, goosebump-covered tits, heave up and down in front of the whole room.
Jazz kneeled in front of me and, to my surprise, she leaned forward and nipped at my left nipple with her teeth just hard enough to make me squeal as she pulled the bunched-up suit down my torso, then past my crotch and to my knees.
With the fabric bunched up there, Jazz let her fingers trail lightly over my collarbone, then down between my breasts. I let out a soft gasp through her panties. Jazz smiled knowingly, continuing down over my taut stomach before resting her hands on my hips.
I was confused by Jazz's gentle touch after she'd been yanking my arms and the suit so roughly. I considered reaching up to cover my modesty again, but at this point, all of me had been seen and touched hadn't it?
Jazz stared at me with those intense dark eyes of hers while I was sent reeling inside. What are these reactions? Am I really becoming attracted to...
Suddenly I felt a sensation on my bare pussy and I looked down to see Jazz's fingers rubbing on my lips. I was horrified to see moisture on her fingertips as she pulled away.
"She's already wet down there, Mama. Sure she's not compliant and thinks she's straight?" Jazz asked with a grin before she stuck her fingers in her mouth and sucked my juices lewdly. "Mmm this one's a little on the sweet side too."
I was incredulous. It was just so lewd and ridiculous that I was being treated this way and my reaction was to be aroused? What was happening to me?!
"That may be, but she didn't submit and comply when asked, so now she has to pay the piper as it were. She made her bed, now she gets to lie in it." The sinister implications in Mama's voice as she spoke made me shiver.
"Alright ladies, each one of you gets to do one thing to our new recruit of your own choosing. No permanent marks and you can't just try to hurt her. Keep it sexy but make her see how we treat our own and the kind of respect we expect from one another...oh and of course, those panties stay in her dirty mouth." Mama explained to the women lined up before me.
Counting Jazz, who had returned to her place in the line, there were seven women waiting to humiliate me. Lolo and Dot were in the very back. Jazz I knew, and I saw my table-mate Vivi but was disappointed to see my other pal, April, was not among the girls. I had hoped she would have been gentle based on that small spark of connection that had compelled her to kiss me sweetly earlier. There were three women I didn't recognize aside from maybe seeing them in the halls this afternoon. Just about all save Lolo and Dot had devious and intimidating looks on their faces as they contemplated how best to punish my naked, exposed and insubordinate self. I was petrified and humiliated and yet, I'll admit that even then there was some dark, primal, sexual, previously unknown part of me that was almost excited in anticipation of what was about to be done to me. The unknown of it combined with the clearly sexual element and the fact that all of these women, beautiful women, wanted to debase me like this was becoming increasingly erotically thrilling.
Later, Mama would help me to see that this was the moment of the true awakening of my submissive self, which I'd soon come to embody in full in the weeks and months ahead.
The first girl, an older-looking brunette I didn't recognize with a heart-shaped face, pale freckled skin and an impressively shapely physique stepped towards me.
"You got her," Mama teased as the woman stopped in front of me. She reached out to playfully slap my cheek, pretending she was going to do it hard but instead only lightly tapped me, with a smile. I sighed for a minute thinking that was it but then she let go of my face and spun around.
She was in a pair of green short athletic shorts and she pulled them down to her thighs. Before I knew what was happening she reached back and shoved my face right between her firm ass cheeks. The tip of my nose shoved directly against her sphincter.
"Mmmphh!" I protested. This was quite a different experience than the tender exploration of Dot's back hole earlier.
"Quit complaining you little bitch! Before we're through with you you're gonna be a salad tossing connoisseur!" She squeezed my head to her ass and shook it against me. Fuck it was demeaning.
I let out a huge gasp and slumped forward as she stepped away from me, laughing. I could still feel the hints of her lingering ass sweat on my face.
The next girl, a more petite beauty with black hair pulled up in pigtails and wearing a crop top and jeans cutoffs approached. My eyes were drawn to her exposed tight tummy for some reason. I was jealous of her abs and also wanted to feel them. The look on her face was one of unsureness, like she wasn't quite sure what she should do now that she was at the front of the line. I thought maybe that meant she'd go easy on me. I was wrong.
She got close and looked down at me. I stared up at her with wide, watering eyes. I saw the spark in her eyes as she got her idea and reached down and grabbed my hard, already throbbing, goose-bumped nipples. She pinched and pulled at them unceremoniously before twisting them rapidly. The stinging was immense and I let out a low, guttural groan through Jazz's panties that made my slobber drip out my mouth. I felt it roll down my chin as I whimpered and squirmed.
After a few seconds, my taut-tummied tormenter was satisfied and let go. The rush of blood back to my nipples as they untwisted was almost more painful than the initial twist. I let out another deep groan.
"Hey, you're a tough girl, I can tell. You got this." the woman who had just twisted my nipples said reassuringly. Before she said that, I had wanted to bite at her and attack but her positive reassurance felt so good all of a sudden. With that kind of affirmation, I believed her. I was going to endure this. Thanks for believing in me, Six Pack.
Next up was the silky-skinned seductress I'd met at brunch, Vivi. I was kind of glad to see her. Our conversation at the table had been good banter even if she'd made fun of my suit. I hoped she still liked me, because I had liked talking to her. Maybe if I impressed her here she'd wanna hang out more. My mind had already started rewiring itself in the presence of these goddesses and I was only now starting to see it affect my conscious thinking.
Vivi wore only a white tank top that contrasted her gorgeous skin beautifully above a pale green G-string that was pretty much at my eye level when she approached me.
"Lie on your back." She ordered in her sultry accent. I complied instantly. Sliding down so my bare ass and back were pressed to the scratchy carpet, staring up at her. A soon as I did I was hit with another wave of overwhelming warmth and pleasure. It felt good to do as Vivi ordered, all the moreso because of how humiliating the demand was. The revulsion and nausea at what I was doing had hit first, but then it was swiftly replaced with this arousing, warming pleasure, the pleasure of submission.
Vivi moved to her knees just past where my head now lay. My head was now between her bent legs and I was staring straight up at her crotch, her undercarriage and the cleft where her thighs met her impressive ass cheeks. I was struck with the thought that it was an intimate privilege to get to see this angle of such a beauty as Vivi. .
Without saying a word, Vivi moved the front of her thong to the side and I could see the pronounced folds of her pussy above me. Her inner lips protruded just past the line of her outer labia. I'd spent very little time of my life thinking of descriptors for vaginas up to that point, but later she and Dot would help me find the vocabulary. It was a gorgeous, juicy, fat pussy. The kind that I've come to realize is certainly to my taste.
She lowered herself to my face.
"Keep that mouth of yours shut and your head still. I'm using you as my toy. This is not about anything pleasurable for you." Vivi stated as she began to rub her meaty lips up and down my face.
I shivered as her unique, musky scent overwhelmed my senses. She seemed intent to get her wetness all over my face as she rubbed from my chin up to my forehead and then side to side on my cheeks. She moaned and gasped as she rubbed over the different edges and ridges of my inert face while a warm fluid formed a thin film everywhere she touched me. Once it seemed she was satisfied, she put her weight down on me further and pressed her pussy on and around my nose so all I could smell and taste and see was her dark essence.
"Hngghh" I finally sputtered, having trouble breathing through my nose now covered by her pussy. She let out a demeaning laugh and climbed off my head, standing fully upright.
I started gasping and blinked my bleary eyes open into the bright fluorescent lights that down harshly on them. My eyes found Vivi's powerful visage as she towered over me. She ran the bottom of her right foot lightly over my face. That should have revolted me, it should have made my fight or flight instincts kick in and made me bolt from the room. Instead, I lay there and took it and...smiled up at her. That newly awakened dirty part of me that was becoming more and more aware from deep within me had enjoyed that. I had felt gratified that someone this gorgeous and self-assured and powerful had shared her pussy with me and was now wiping my dirty face with her beautifully manicured foot.
Without a word or even an acknowledgment, she nonchalantly replaced her thong over her pussy and walked back to her seat as if nothing had happened.
I could barely make out the next girl through the blinding lights that shone down on me from my prone position. I felt so low and beneath her and all the women in the room that I didn't really feel motivated to try to make her out in full. Not that it would matter.
"Roll over" a slightly husky voice said from above me. I did as I was told and rolled onto my stomach, ass in the air. Again, I got a wave of warm, humiliating gratification for doing what another woman told me to.
I felt footsteps around me and then a small thump as my latest tormenter dropped to her knees at my side. Without any further warning-
WAP! my left ass cheek was struck by a hard smack. I squirmed and squealed in surprise and pain. I wound up having to suck a piece of Jazz' panties back behind my lips. The smack wasn't as bad as what Mama had done but I still stung from her spanks and that whack had not helped the healing process.
WAP! Now my right cheek got another spank. Before I could react further, this girl started raining a barrage of hard spanks on both my cheeks at once. Oddly enough her many spanks quickly seemed to hurt less than one at a time, though I did feel a slower-growing, deeper soreness start to emerge.
"Okay okay, Giselle, her ass isn't a bongo drum." I heard Mama say with laughter in her voice. This was funny to her, wasn't it? My most humiliating and debasing moment was comical to this woman who was taking over my life.
"Fine." I heard the girl hitting my ass, whose name was apparently Giselle, say. Her assault stopped and I felt her run a finger briskly between my cheeks before she stood up and walked away.
How many had that been? I remembered counting seven girls in line...I'd been messed with by four I think? So that only left Lolo, Dot and...Jazz?
I rolled to my side in time to see Jazz approach. She seemed all the more powerful and...cool from down here in this position. She smirked as she got to me and pulled me back up so I was kneeling before her.
"How are my panties tasting there, newbie?" she asked in a sardonic tone that made me shiver. I just nodded up at her. She seemed to like that. She ran a bony hand over my cheek and then tussled my hair, which I was now realizing had gotten quite greasy. She ran her fingers through it more and it dawned on me that I had done some very dirty things in the last day and it felt like an eternity since my last shower. For all my mental noting of how greasy (in a good way I swear) I had assessed Jazz to be, I realized that I was the greasy dirty one here.
As I felt my own sweat-laden hair sticking up from Jazz's ruffling, my total lack of hygiene hit me all at once and I felt my skin crawl. I was covered in the residue of two, no three messy sexual encounters with other women if we counted my make out with Dot's ass hole, to say nothing of what the girls in this room had done to me already. I didn't think I regretted any of this but I felt filthy as I was conscious of all of their marks and scents and essences all over me. I was a thrice used sex toy for these women and hadn't even been offered the chance to clean myself up. That's the condition they wanted me in too. Oh gosh! The sense memory of my lips pressed against Dot's hole hit me again. What must my breath smell like? Literal asshole?! I'd never felt so filthy, so low, so beneath the still mostly dressed and relatively hygienic women before me. I wondered if I'd ever get to feel clean again, if I'd ever be worthy of it?
Later, Mama and Dot would explain to me that this dirtiness had been part of the process of getting me to accept my new position here. I, like many, took good hygiene for granted and so to slowly and intentionally rob me of that clean feeling was just one way to get me to think of myself in their desired new submissive way. I didn't know all that at the time but the way I was thinking of myself in relation to these women was clearly changing.
"Alright you dirty Trash Panda" Jazz quipped, the nickname not making a whole lot of sense to me, or anyone else in the room based on the groans I heard around us. "You're doing real good and I know those panties were probably a little rank when they went in, so I'm gonna make this easy on you."
I actually felt a surge of pride as she complimented my efforts here. She thought I was doing good? That was amazing! She could see I was really trying and that meant everything right now.
"Just kiss the soles of both my shoes and I'll move on." She said, before lifting up her right foot, clad in a ratty pink Chuck Taylor shoe and pointed the bottom of it towards my face. It was covered in dirt and grime and carpet fibers from the floor. This had to be a bridge too far right? Who knew what was on there? Gross gross gross.
I looked past her and saw Lolo standing as the next to go. She was still in that cute sapphic farmer's daughter getup and part of me wanted to see her do that curtsy thing again where she'd shown me her bare pussy again. I just had to get through Jazz' punishment and then it was just Lolo and Dot, who were on my side.
I gulped and nodded, leaning forward and pushing my lips out. They made contact with the dusty, dirty bottom of her shoe and I tried to ignore any of the sour and muddy taste I was getting as she pressed it into my lips.
She smirked and pulled her shoe away, replacing it quickly with the other one. I repeated the process, even moving my head back and forth against it as I kissed. Gross gross gross, but I was doing it.
She pulled her shoe away and stepped back from me. She smirked and actually gave me a thumbs up in approval before heading back to her seat.
I let out a sigh of relief as Lolo approached me. She was smiling at me sincerely.
"Hi cutie." She whispered and ran both hands up and down my cheeks softly. It felt amazing just to be acknowledged with some positive reinforcement like this.
"Mmm!" I said back to her, it was supposed to be "Hi Lolo!"
She laughed at me but it was a laugh of endearment. "Haha don't worry about it, not much of a conversationalist right now, I understand...now, what to do with you..."
She moved to her knees before me and I watched her take me in. She ran her fingers over my shoulders and then up and down my tummy.
"Dot says you thought you were straight before all this, right?" She asked in thought, almost like she was trying to figure out a puzzle of some sort.
"Mhmm" I nodded back.
"I see, I see. Well we all learn about ourselves eventually. So that means that maybe with the exception of Butch, a paying customer, no other woman has actually been inside you, right?"
I furrowed my brow and had to think about that for a second. I guess yeah, Butch had slid a couple of fingers in me to get me off, so she had been the first, but that encounter had been so harried and crazy, I had barely been aware of the significance of it aside from the intense sensations.
"Mhmmm" I said and nodded again, that was technically accurate.
"Well good then, I wanna be one of the first to be inside you that you're really conscious of." I watched her put two of her thin fingers into her mouth and suck on them before pushing her saliva all over them so they were shiny and dripping wet when she pulled them out.
"Spread, please,” she said motioning to my legs with her glistening fingers. I did as I was told and my lips were exposed to her between my legs. That had REALLY felt good to do for Lolo because she told me to.
"Good girl,” she said and leaned forward slightly. She rubbed her wet fingers up and down the length of my lips and then, in a smooth motion, slid both of them within me as I let out a soft gasp.
"A woman is inside you right now, Kitty Cat. I'm inside you. Isn't that wonderful?" She stated with a big genuine smile on her face. I felt her move them back and forth within me and I shivered before nodding emphatically. The blood rushing to my nether regions making me get wet around her fingers. The implications for this reaction to what she was doing spun around in my head and yet all I wanted to focus on was how good her fingers felt, but also mentally, how good I felt knowing SHE was inside me and she wanted to be.
"Good girrlll" she cooed into my ear before pulling her fingers out of me without any further fanfare. I let out a gasp of disappointment and my dismay was on my face.
She held up her fingers to my face, my wetness now mixed with her spit on her digits and she waggled them at me.
"Now now, this is supposed to be a punishment, maybe later we can have more fun." She said and winked. I melted at that wink. God, she was so sexy.
I let out one more dismayed huff and watched her go back to her seat. I turned to face Dot as she approached now. I was feeling a strange range of emotions. I was utterly humiliated, felt dirty and low and debased in ways I hadn't even known were possible. At the same time, there was something strangely empowering knowing I had endured this humiliation and of course, I couldn't deny the strange new pleasure I had found deep down when doing all these insane things as these women demanded them.
Dot stood before me, now in a loose fitting, relatively modest red sundress. I could see from this angle and the more intimate knowledge I had of her body that she was not wearing a bra, and I wondered about any panties. The light material of the dress would at least have been gentle on the red marks on her ass I reckoned.
"I'm really proud of you." Dot smiled at me. Wow, did that give me a rush of validation. I beamed up at her and nodded. I was almost through this and it hadn't been as bad as I thought...
She yanked my hair suddenly from the back and my head was pulled upward so I was looking right up at her.
"Remember what I said this morning, the things we resist the most are the ones that have the power to set us free." She stated and proceeded to clear her throat and release a huge, frothing wad of spit right onto my forehead. I let out a gasp of shock and humiliation, but as I felt it start to roll lewdly down my forehead and onto my cheeks, everything clicked. I heard her repeat the words she'd said this morning and felt her warm spittle on my face and the words made sense to me now.
I'd been resisting because I had these preconceived ideas about who I was and what I thought I knew. Outside this world of the Victorian, those things probably still held true. I wasn't out in the world anymore though. I was here. In here, resisting the pleasure I got from submitting to what these women told me to do was folly. It had felt so good to do as I was told. Resisting took so much effort and I was so, so tired. Submitting, allowing myself to be treated as they wanted to treat me took no effort at all and it brought with it this new, deep primal affirmation. There was freedom in allowing someone else to make my decisions for me, to take my autonomy. Even decisions about who and what I was were a burden of effort, letting Mama and these smarter, more self-assured, powerful women decide it instead was the ultimate liberation. It was all so clear to me now.
I stared up at Dot with the clarity of this revelation making my vision that much clearer and brighter. As the warm goo that Dot had just spat on me moved down my cheeks, my eyes filled with tears again and I let out a huge, cathartic sob. Not of sadness or frustration, but of utter understanding and release.
I gasped up at her and she smiled. She turned to Mama and nodded to her.
"She's ready,” Dot said and Mama came back around to face me. She pulled me to my feet and I was met with her smiling face as I stood before her naked, barefoot, greasy, and dirty. I was so beneath her and to be this close to her in this condition was an ultimate privilege, I now understood.
Her hands went to my bare hips again and she pulled me just a bit closer to her. I could see a genuine smile on her face. "Open."
I opened my mouth and she pulled the panties from it. The undergarment hung dripping with my spit before my dirty face. She made a move like she was going to rub my face with it before she winked at me and tossed it back to Jazz.
"So, Kitty Cat, I'm gonna ask you again, do you accept your position and will you submit to me and this place, fully?" She asked.
None of my life outside this place mattered to me at this moment. Law school was still out there somewhere but nothing I'd done there was anywhere as affecting and fulfilling as what I'd experienced in the last hours. I had been awakened to something I had no idea had been there and I knew now that it was so, so right for me.
"Yes, yes Mama! I accept and submit!" I said so eagerly and quickly like I couldn't get the words out fast enough.
She pulled me to her and kissed me deeply. I kissed back and pressed myself into her as hard as I could. Her hands roamed my back before clutching at my reddened cheeks. The kiss was intense, intimate and hungry.
"So, still think you're straight and gonna be a lawyer, Kitty Cat?" Mama asked in that lilting laugh voice that still melts me to this day.
I shook my head. "No Ma'am" I said and I was sure in that moment that she was right. That hadn't been what I was meant for, neither heterosexuality nor law school.
"I'm very glad to hear that." She said and kissed me again, squeezing my ass this time as she did.
"Me too!" I blurted out. "I just, I didn't realize til now...God you're all so fucking sexy!"
That got a laugh from the crowd and a few hoots of approval. Fuck, all I wanted was their approval, and to have to earn it in dirty ways.
"We're not quite done here, but how about we show our newly not straight, and never gonna be a lawyer, compliant dyke whore some appreciation for how well she handled that and accepted her consequences?" Said Mama as she pushed away from me slightly.
There were excited murmurings from around the room and I was suddenly surrounded by a sea of gorgeous horny women who pulled me down into a pile of limbs and boobs and butts. It was fucking heavenly.
Vivi kissed me and slid her long tongue almost to my tonsils. Jazz grabbed at my tits from behind and squeezed and kneaded them. The busty brunette with the heart-shaped face who pulled my face into her ass had now pulled her top down and shoved my face to her impressive tits. I took my first-ever nipple in my mouth and sucked it, enjoying the feeling of it hardening between my lips. I felt myself shiver with pleasure as it did. I liked knowing that I was having this effect on another woman and that I was getting a physical confirmation of the arousal.
I was so fully submerged in sexy feminine sensations, smells, touches and tastes that I kind of lost the sense of my physicality. I was content being pulled and moved around by these gorgeous, empowered women who seemed suddenly so enthusiastic about touching and having their way with me. It was so arousing and fulfilling in a way I didn't even think possible.
At some point, Jazz was holding me up from behind, having lost her top in the fray. I could feel her hard pointed nipples pressing against my bare back. Her hands held me just under my armpits and then wandered over to grope and squeeze at my increasingly erect nipples. My legs were hanging open and slack as the girls writhed around me. My head was turned and I was kissing someone, I think it was the tight-tummied girl with the pigtails but honestly that whole encounter is such a blur of female sex and arousal it's hard for me to remember.
"Can I lick Kitty's Kitty?" I heard a sultry voice with just a hint of a drawl from above me. I broke the kiss immediately to see Lolo.
She had removed her dress and was now wearing only a white and pink thong with a lace trim around the gusset. My eyes went over her body and landed on her perfect, voluptuous breasts now hanging free and exposed to me for the first time. I was very rapidly coming to learn the shapes of women I was attracted to and I decided when I saw her that her breasts, natural, proportionally large, hanging with just a little bit of sag that came to two perfectly rounded nipple points were certainly my type. I even liked the way they shook and jiggled with just the right amount of give as she moved.
I nodded eagerly. I wanted nothing more than to feel her mouth on my lower lips. A surge of flattery and warm fulfillment washed over me as she pulled her hair back and bent down with an open mouth towards my private area.
I was overwhelmed and it wasn't just the anticipation of Lolo's clearly skilled mouth about to pleasure my pussy, it was that she, such a beautiful, confident, self possessed and skilled woman WANTED to pleasure me that felt so fucking incredible.
Lolo's dexterous tongue made contact and I was lucky Jazz was holding me. I let out a moan and started to writhe my hips, barely in control as my arousal grew instantly at her touch. She brought her lips to mine and began sucking, then licking, then sucking. She was alternating between licking at my lips and sucking on my clit at just the right intervals that my conscious mind could never quite come down from the constant waves of pleasure shooting up from between my legs.
I blinked my eyes open and breathed hard as I took in the image of the beautifully skilled Lolo between my spread legs. The visual was just as arousing as the sensations. Her curvy figure and sexy back that flared out at her hips. The string of the skimpy white thong separating the flesh of her lower back and the perfectly symmetrical twin globes of her curvy soft ass.
I think Jazz was whispering things into my ear and licking and nipping at my earlobes but the truth was the sensory overload from it all has fuzzed up my memory of the whole wonderful ordeal. I still rub myself to the frenzied memory of this encounter to this day.
The orgasm began building rapidly as Lolo found her rhythm. I started bucking and moving against Jazz and I heard her laugh and make a comment about a "bucking bronco" or some such. For someone so soft-spoken, Jazz always had a pretty great way with words.
I could feel my explosive release coming imminently when I heard a familiar click-clack on the floor nearby.
"Okay and...everybody stop." Mama suddenly announced. I twisted myself so I could look up at her and let out the most exasperated, frustrated sigh I think I ever have.
"Noo no please Mama!" I begged like some wanton whore. I was so close to release, I needed it.
That brutally coy smile washed over her face again and she knelt down where Jazz still held me.
"Sorry Kitten, I told you we weren't done here yet. It's wonderful you've accepted your new station here with us, and it's honestly doing my heart good to see you enjoying yourself so much. I knew you had these tendencies in you even if you didn't think you did..." She trailed off for a moment, placing one finger to her lips and her eyes upward as she thought to herself. "But I digress, in order to make this really stick, for you to truly accept that this is where and who you are now, we're going to push your first boundary and make you do something you can never not have done."
My mind was still very fuzzy from the arousal pulsing through me, even as Lolo had stopped her licking and was now just maddeningly breathing softly over my sopping wet cunt. In this state I was not able to process what she was saying, but the words didn't seem to make sense to me.
"W-what do you mean something I can never not have done..." I stammered out breathily.
"Jazz, let her go. Lolo, get out from there, I'm sure you two will have your times later."
I let out another groan of displeasure as my Lolo's mouth pulled away from my needy, sopping pussy. She looked up at me, licked her lips with a grin and wiped them. She'd been enjoying it too. That made me feel good.
"Focus up Cat!" Mama snapped and I looked up at her again. "Hands and knees now, please."
Jazz gently pushed me off of her and slid out from under me. I very wearily got on my knees and then put my hands on the floor. The other girls had receded from around me and were finding their ways back to their seats. I missed being touched by them. I wanted to be back in that amazingly warm pile of feminine sexuality already.
"That's a good girl" Mama cooed as she ran a finger down my spine. Her hand lingered at my lower back, just above the start of my ass cheek. I was shaking in frustration, I needed release, but, I realized I was also suddenly very, very nervous. What could she possibly mean to do? What thing would be done to me that could never be undone?
I didn't have to wait long to find out. Her hand slid further down and she rested a finger in between my ass cheeks.
"Given your apparent vanilla proclivities you brought in when you arrived here, is it safe to say you've never done much of anything with this lovely backside before?"
"Th-that is correct Mama" I stammered.
"Mmm, good. What better way to accept this new you than by doing something the old you never would? I think you'll find it'll be the first of many if you just trust us..." Mama said. I wanted to reject it as a bridge too far, but after everything, I felt like I couldn't really say no at this point. The things we resist the most...thanks Dot. I gulped.
Before I could muster a reply though, I heard a surprising noise behind me. The door to the meeting room suddenly swung open and I heard someone's loud bare footsteps stomp into the room.
"I didn't miss it did I?!" a familiar, frantic voice said from behind me. I looked over my shoulder as much as I could to see who it was and my jaw dropped.
Danni stood in the doorway. From my low-down position on the floor, she seemed to loom over me even more mountainously than our encounter in the hallway. Her hair was tossed and matted. Her skin was slightly flushed and I didn't think that was just from the jog from her room to here. I noted that that fluttery robe she wore appeared to have been hastily tied about her. I could make out her round breasts the size of my head beneath it. The points of her impressively long nipples poked through the sheer fabric, making it clear she had removed the bra she had worn when I first met her. The pink fabric of the high-waisted thong she wore was still present through the robe and I saw that the long bulge of her Tie Dyed dildo was still poking out the bottom of the robe. The fabric seemed to be sticking to it as if there was some fluid that was holding it there. I surmised that she'd likely just been having sex moments ago, and I'd find out later that of course, she had been.
"Oh gosh Kitty Cat! When I got to feel those glorious cheeks of yours earlier, I could never have dreamed they'd look this delicious with you presented to me like this" Danni said breathlessly in that deep powerful voice of hers. "But I certainly hoped!"
"Wow Danni, you have impeccable timing,” Mama said. I could hear the surprise in her voice. I don't think she'd planned this.
"Yeah well, I was just about finished up with my client, she took the WHOLE THING by the way, when I overheard someone in the hall saying y'all were breaking the new girl in after she was causing some trouble. We had a nice moment in the hallway and I'd heard what you'd said about her, so you know I couldn't let y'all do this without me." Danni explained, the excitement in her tone palpable. It was both terrifying and flattering to hear how enthusiastic this giantess was about me.
"Ha well, we just asked Little Miss Kitty here whether she'd ever done anything in the back door and she said no, but in the spirit of doing the first of many new things she never would have before..." Mama said, that lilting joyous tone back in her voice.
"Shut up!" Danni all but squealed. "Oh Mama, you have to let me be the one! It's all I've thought about since I met her this afternoon! Please? Please?"
Mama giggled and my mind raced. I kinda hated how they were talking about breaking my anal virginity like it was some prize for Mama to give out to whoever she pleased. Another part of me felt really good that this was something Danni wanted to do to me, or even take from me...
"But of course Danni. I mean, you are one of our most skilled in that uh, area." Mama said and I heard Danni start to jump up and down excitedly.
"Oh thank you Mama, thank you!" Danni squealed. For being such a huge woman with clearly dominant tendencies, Danni still was a bubbly girly girl in many ways. It was intensely endearing amidst everything. I suppose I've learned since that the way women conduct themselves interpersonally is not always an indicator of what they do or don't do in bed as I'd maybe thought previously. (Jazz is still the ultimate aloof gold star Lesbian Top, though. She tops exactly how you'd expect her to given her demeanor, but that's for later.)
"You even got her already on her hands and knees for me." Danni said as she came around to face me, running her hand through my greasy hair as she did. She crouched before me, her impressively large and muscular thighs spreading wide open as she did. I could smell the remains of her arousal and the hints of the essence of the woman she'd just fucked with that thing hanging between her legs. Looking up at her like that, I felt as though she was about to fully engulf me with her domineeringly lewd body. Those thighs alone could swallow me whole, and I kinda wanted them to.
Danni's big warm hand was on my face again as she stroked my cheek.
"Hey, why don't we turn you around and show the girls that lovely virgin rosebud of yours?" She said sweetly.
Before I could respond, she reached up and essentially palmed the top of my head like a basketball, gently but firmly guiding my naked sore, sweaty body to rotate 180 degrees. Suddenly my still red ass was facing the rest of the girls who had just been groping and rubbing against me. I heard some encouraging whoops and a few claps. I was invigorated at how exposed and vulnerable I felt. I couldn't see them anymore but they were all staring at me and they were going to see my most private areas opened up for them.
Danni's hand left my head and suddenly two big hands were on my still raw ass cheeks. She gave them a soft squeeze and then I felt air in my crack on on my hole as she pulled my cheeks open for the room to see. I shivered involuntarily, not used to feeling a rush of air on this seldom exposed part of my body.
I felt Danni's footsteps as she worked her way to my front. She got on her knees, which put her crotch essentially at my eye level. She moved the light fabric of the robe to the side and suddenly her Tie Dyed monster dildo was right in my face.
"You gotta get this thing nice and wet, especially for your first time." Danni said, grabbing the plastic cock again and making a jerking motion. My eyes must have been wide as dinner plates. I was just getting used to the idea that my ass hole was about to be penetrated for the first time. There was no way I could possibly take something with that kind of...girth.
"Um...Danni, wait, it's my first time, I can't-MMPH" She had thrust her hips forward as I opened my mouth and suddenly the rainbow rubber phallus was in my mouth. I detected a musty, earthy, almost rich taste intermingled with the distinct rubber flavor and my eyes popped open as I realized I was likely tasting the woman's ass this thing had been inside only minutes ago.
My nostrils flared as I panicked at the prospect of this huge fake dick, which I could barely contain in my mouth, going into my tiny virginal asshole. I was also still so aroused and worked up from Lolo's tongue on my pussy that I needed release, but not like this. I started hyperventilating and tears streamed down my face again.
Danni saw and pulled the cock out. She started laughing condescendingly.
"Ooohhh hoo hoo sorry Kitty Cat! I was only playing. No way I was gonna stick this thing in here tonight. It would blow out your O-ring!" she said and continued to laugh but she rubbed my hair in a comforting manner. "Sorry, sweetness. I shouldn't lose sight of how new this all is for you."
"You...you're not gonna..." I sputtered out. Danni leaned forward and hugged my head to her impressive chest. The feeling of her natural large breasts warming my cheeks was erotically comforting.
"No sweetie. I'm gonna take good care of you. We're gonna get you to cross that line and you're gonna start to be my good little anal dyke slut tonight, but I'll work you up to taking this monster." She said rocking me back and forth to her chest. It was such a lewd notion. I didn't really want to be an anal dyke slut, did I? Yet I found her words comforting and I wanted to do good for her, of that I was sure.
She pulled herself back from me and looked down at me sweetly. She then held two long, thick fingers up to my mouth.
"Spit." she commanded. I licked my lips and then produced a wad of gooey spit from my throat that I pushed out so it dripped onto her fingers with a plop. The disgusted look that suddenly washed over her face told me that this had been the incorrect thing to do.
"No, I meant lube 'em up dummy." She said with disgust as she rubbed my own spit across my face. "They're going in your butt."
With that, she shoved her fingers into my mouth. How could I possibly have known that's what she meant? I wondered indignantly as I pushed as much spit to the front of my mouth around her fingers as I could muster. After a few moments, she pulled her fingers out of my mouth and I was horrified to see a long string of my spit hanging from my lips connecting to her slobbery fingers.
"Good girl. That should do." Danni mused as she looked up at her dripping digits. "Now, why don't you lie that pretty head of yours right down on this carpet and stick that cute butt of yours as high up as you can. Can you do that for me Cattie?"
I shivered. Something about her calling me Cattie. I had been called so many demeaning variations of my name over the last day, but there was something overly familiar and condescending yet sweet about Cattie that rocked me to my overly aroused and exhausted core. She's still the only one who calls me that, and usually it's when we're alone...
I pushed my head down onto the scratchy carpet. My left cheek pressed against it.
"L-like this?" I asked shakily.
"Perfect. Now reach back here and hold your pretty cheeks open for me." Danni said as I heard her move to my backside once more.
I had to really flex my core to keep myself in position as I shifted my weight from where my hands had been supporting me on the floor so that they could be free to reach behind me. My hands found my raw cheeks and I awkwardly adjusted for purchase before slowly pulling myself open again. That same sensation of air where there usually wasn't down my crack made me shiver again.
"Pretty as a picture." I heard Danni say and then I felt a wet digit slide up and down my ass crack before settling just outside my tight hole.
"Okay Gorgeous, you're going to want to relax as much as possible, and kind of push out from the inside while I press in. That'll help me to uh, break the seal on your first time." Danni instructed. I tried to make sense of what she was saying in a physical sense but like so much around here, it was confusing and contradictory to my overthinking mind. How can I relax and push at the same time?!
The finger on my hole started to increase its pressure and so I did what I thought she meant, relaxing my backside muscles as much as I could while also applying some pressure from within.
"Hnnggh" I groaned from the effort.
The external pressure increased further and I could feel the tip of her finger starting to work its way through the tight seal of my anus. Holy shit, Danni's finger was about to enter my back door and I wanted it. I really wanted it. Here, bent over in front of all these women who had so gleefully violated me and now this towering sexy giantess was going to take my anal virginity and I had never wanted anything more.
Slowly but surely I felt the tip push through as my hole opened reluctantly to allow more through. Her finger felt big and thick.
"Good girl, you're doing so good" she encouraged me softly as she worked it further and further in. I thought I felt a knuckle, then the next section, then the next knuckle pass through. A low dull throbbing started to pulse through me from behind and I realized my ass hole was starting to be stretched from the tiny and tight pinhole I'd always kind of visualized it as.
I felt one more steady push and then felt something long and thick wiggle deep within me.
"That's it, you got one all the way in!" she said with such pride in her voice. "How you feel?"
"Hnnggghh" I grunted through gritted teeth. The sensation of her long digit inside me, deep inside somewhere that nothing external had ever been before was all I could focus on. I wasn't really capable of words.
"You're doing it babes. You're doing it." She said and I felt her start to move the finger up and then back down very very slowly.
"haaaaww uhh" I groaned at the new sensation of the invader sliding out and then back in again. I noted that her pace had started to increase slowly. She was establishing a rhythm and I felt my tight hole start to slack just a bit to accommodate it.
"That's it, just take it. This is the start of something very big and new for you. you're learning a brand new skill." Danni encouraged as her finger moved in and out of me.
I was becoming aware as her finger continued to move up and down, with seemingly a little less resistance each thrust downward, that I was feeling a new sensation in my pussy. It was strange, alien, like how it usually felt when I'd rub my lips or clit from the outside, only this was something from deep inside. It dawned on me that my pussy was being rubbed from...the other side and that was beginning to reignite my barely dormant arousal.
"Ooh oh Danniii" I moaned. I'd been so close to cumming before Mama had stopped Lolo on my lips. This internal rubbing was bringing all that back.
"Ha yeah, nowwww you're seeing what all the fuss is about with anal huh?" Danni quipped knowingly, her pace increasing steadily. "Think you're ready for a second finger?"
A second finger? Was she insane?! Her one girthy digit was already stretching me deeply, no way I could fit anything-
On her next thrust my vision went blurry and the stretching sensation essentially doubled. She slid the second finger into me and thankfully was much, much slower on the initial thrust inward.
"ahhh huh oh fuckkkk" I groaned, my whole body flexing except for my ass hole to compensate.
"That's it, just gotta dive in sometimes." Danni cooed, rubbing my back with her free hand. She pushed her two fingers all the way into my backside and I felt her wiggle them together and then pull them apart just slightly. The internal stretching sensation felt so wrong, like I shouldn't be capable of feeling it, but at the same time, the effect of the wiggling and stretching was causing my pussy to throb and pulse with arousal.
"Oh god, oh goddd" I groaned, barely in control of my physicality at all.
"Not God, sweetness, just Danni." she said as she drove both fingers deep into me yet again.
"Nice Dad joke, cornball!" I heard Jazz quip from behind me.
Danni paused mid thrust, about halfway in, to address Jazz. I let out a grunt of frustration at the sudden stop of the pleasurable sensation of her moving fingers.
"Oh is that you finally calling me Daddy, Miss Jizz?" Danni responded.
"Suck my dick, Bigfoot." Jazz shot back.
I was petrified that Danni was going to pull her fingers out of me to go slap Jazz and that would have been the worst possible thing at this moment. My orgasm had felt agonizingly close before her fingers had stopped. I started desperately clenching around the fingers inside me to get that sensation back.
Danni laughed and I heard Jazz do the same. The movement in my ass picked up again and I let out a sigh of relief. These two clearly had a rapport and this was just some banter between tops.
Danni continued the thrusting of her big, thick fingers into me and I noticed that while the low dull pain from my tight, formerly virginal, ass hole was still there, there was a lot of new, unique internal pleasure that was more prominent. I started pushing back against her fingers with each thrust. Her fingers weren't just fucking my ass, my ass was now fucking her fingers back.
"Unnh unnn uhhnn" I started moaning. I hadn't even realized I was making audible noises I was so overwhelmed.
Danni's hand not currently buried in my ass came around and did a quick swipe up my engorged, sopping pussy lips.
"Something tells me you're enjoying this." Danni laughed, slipping a finger in between my lips for a moment. I heard the telltale noise of wet pussy sloshing as the finger went in and out.
"Yes...yes..." I croaked out. "gonna cum...need to...please"
Danni's fingers in my ass steadily increased their pace. As the pace increased so too did the pressure inside that would soon lead to an explosive orgasm.
"She's close Mama. Has she redeemed herself enough to get some release?" Danni asked as her other hand continued to tease my lips. Fuck I wanted to cum. I needed to. I needed the release after all of this life changing touch and taste of these beautiful women. I needed release with Danni's strong sure fingers as the first ones to ever be in my ass.
Mama must have nodded because Danni increased her speed in my backdoor even further while beginning to rub at my pussy in earnest. Her fingers found my clit and began rubbing furiously as her fingers continued to thrust and wiggle and stretch my ass wide open from the back.
I was seconds away, making all sorts of wanton, guttural noises as my two lower holes made wet sloppy noises of their own.
"Fuck me, fuck me please I'm so close" I grunted into the carpet that was surely giving me rug rash on my cheek.
Danni's skilled fingers worked their magic, thrusting rhythmically in and out of my ass while her other hand rubbed tight circles around my aching clit. The dual stimulation was incredible, overwhelming my senses and pushing me closer and closer to the edge.
"That's it baby, let it go, let go of the reasons not to enjoy yourself. Become Kitty Cat in front of all of us." Danni purred. "Cum for us. Now."
That last command, the word "Now" was what did it. I needed release so badly and I wanted everything she was offering and Mama and the girls were demanding of me. I gave in to this pleasure in a moment of total acceptance and submission.
That is what sent me flying over the precipice. My orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave, intense pulses of pleasure radiating out from my core. I cried out wordlessly, my back arching. I lost total physical control of my body as the insane, mind numbing pleasure from the stimulation in my ass and pussy just completely overwhelmed my senses.
The orgasm was one of the longest I'd ever experienced. I didn't even realize until I felt the droplets of moisture splashing on my thighs that for the first time in my life, I had squirted. I didn't even think it was a real thing, much less that I would ever do it, but that combination of the pressure build-up, plus the internal stimulation from her fingers in my ass proved to be the perfect storm as I felt myself shooting out one, and then a second, jet of fluid onto the floor beneath me. My muscles clenching around Danni's fingers as my pussy gushed all over her hand and the floor below me.
"Damn girl, no one told me you're a squirter,” she said, clearly impressed.
"No one told me eitherrr" I replied in a loopy voice as the orgasm slowly began to subside.
I collapsed on the floor in a happy puddle of Cat girl cum and saliva. I was so tired but I had never felt more sated and fulfilled. Even as Danni gently slid her fingers out from inside me, I just felt satisfied, full. Complete.
As I came back to myself, I was being held by Danni's strong hands against her body. I felt a cool towel being passed behind my legs and then realized Mama must have been cleaning me up. My pussy was soaked through from my orgasm and my ass... felt open, wide like a mouth. I'd learn about the concept of gaping not long after.
I could not believe what had just happened. Me, Cat, former vanilla straight law student, had just orgasmed from getting my ass fucked by another woman's fingers and I had loved every second of it.
"Well girls, think she's happy to be staying here with us a while longer now?" Mama asked jokingly.
The girls in the chairs around us all nodded and laughed in agreement. I looked around in a daze at all of them and felt so proud and so good that I had their approval. My eyes landed on Lolo and Dot next to her. Lolo was still just in her thong and she smiled at me approvingly. My eyes darted from her perfect breasts to her smiling face.
Dot actually voiced the words "well done" to me with her mouth and then laughed as she licked the tip of her thumb and pointed at me like, "this is you." or something. The gesture didn't quite make sense to me but like so much here that I didn't understand, I just knew it felt good. She approved as well.
"Alright ladies, you are dismissed. Danni, since you've already got her, would you mind bringing Miss Kitty up to my room and help her into the shower?” Mama asked. "I don't know if you've noticed Catherine, but you fucking stink."
My eyes widened indignantly at Mama. As if that stink wasn't her fault.
Then her intense face broke out into a huge smile and she started to laugh. I laughed along with her in a second euphoric release of a different kind of tension. It felt so good to be in on a joke with Mama and the others again.
I wrapped my arm around Danni's broad shoulders, which had the effect of pressing her breasts against my torso as she carried me wedding style through the hallway back toward's the staircase to Mama's room. I noted that Dot was following us but Mama had peeled off at some point.
Danni carried me up the stairs to Mama's luxurious bathroom, my body still tingling and limp from the intense orgasm. I felt like a rag doll in her strong arms. Once in the bathroom, she gently set me down on the plush bathmat with my back against the tub. I stared up at her feeling smaller and more vulnerable than ever. This time though, that felt like a very good thing. I liked the idea of being taken care of by someone as big and strong and powerfully feminine as Danni.
"I think Dot can take it from here" Danni purred, turning on the shower and adjusting the temperature. "But I had a nice time really getting to know your uh, inner workings."
Danni leaned down and planted a soft kiss on my lips. "Here's to that being just the start of the fun you and I will have."
I smiled up at her and nodded. I sure hoped so. Danni squeezed my shoulder as I felt the shower steam up behind me. She turned to leave, giving Dot a small pat on the butt as she passed her.
Dot approached and I hugged myself.
"Girl, I don't think I've ever been more ready for a shower" I said to her as I started to stand up.
"Easy there, you're probably way over exhausted,” Dot said as she grabbed me by the shoulders to steady me. She was right, my legs were made of jelly and I slumped back down to sit on the edge of the tub.
"Fuck it,” Dot said and pulled the dress she was wearing off. She had a pair of pink cheeky panties on underneath that she quickly disposed of. "Guess we're showering together since you can't be trusted to stay upright."
My sexy sapphic big sis takes such good care of me. She climbed into the shower first and then helped me stand against her under the warm, steamy water.
"So, that was ummm... I mean... Dot, I don't even know what to say." I stuttered as we let the water wash all the smeared makeup and cum and lady essence from our, mostly my, bodies.
"There are no words for a first time like that. And your first time really was something else,” she said with a laugh as she grabbed the shampoo and started to lather up my hair. "You just stay still and enjoy, I got you, Kitten."
I leaned back against her warm, wet body and closed my eyes. As she scrubbed my hair with firm, yet gentle hands, I felt a new sense of bliss wash over me.
"That's it, breathe out. Good girl." she cooed as her strong hands massaged my scalp. "It's all over now, you're safe with me, with us."
I felt myself almost doze off for a second before I jolted awake. I was in the same position, but Dot was now lathering up a soapy washcloth and starting on the rest of my body. I opened my eyes to see her smiling down at me reassuringly.
"Just relax kitten, we've got all the time in the world. And besides, Mama wants you to stay here and be comfy once you're clean. She'll come up to join you once she's done with her business."
Time, that was like a foreign concept to me all of a sudden. I had truly no idea how long I'd spent in the big meeting room or what time it was. I nodded as she continued to clean my spent body. Her touch felt so good, so generous, so incredibly loving. By the time she had rinsed the last suds off of me, I was practically purring with delight.
Once we were both clean and rinsed off thoroughly, Dot wrapped a big fluffy towel around my shoulders and another around her own naked form before helping me out of the shower.
"Okay, Kitten, let’s get you to bed," Dot said, her voice soothing and matronly as she dried me off thoroughly. Her wet hands were surprisingly warm against my cool skin as she gently maneuvered me into Mama’s bedroom once dry. The large, luxurious bed seemed even more inviting than the last time in my exhausted state.
I felt myself being lowered onto the soft mattress and moaned softly as my body sunk into the plush comforter. The sheets smelled of lavender and musk - a scent I knew to associate with Mama. It was an intoxicating blend that made me feel at once comforted and cared for, yet also aroused.
Dot slid into the bed next to me, her body radiating heat that deliciously counteracted the chilliness left behind by the shower. We curled up together over the duvet, our naked bodies lying side by side.
"Here we are again, huh?" I mused with a big smile.
"Mhmm, nice isn't it." Dot smiled back. I nodded and let out a sigh.
"Feeling okay?" Dot asked, her hand gently stroking my hair.
I nodded again, my eyes slipping shut as I nestled closer to her warmth. Even in the haze of exhaustion, I registered the gentle caress of her hand on my arm, soothing me toward sleep.
The rest of the afternoon and evening was spent in and out of consciousness on Mama's comfy bed. Dot departed from my side a couple times and at some point she returned with some food, which she insisted I sit up and eat. I was so spent physically and mentally I barely remember it. We cuddled and groped each other a few more times before she told me she'd see me tomorrow and I said I couldn't wait.
The sun eventually went down outside of Mama's window and I put myself under the comforters, more ready than I'd ever been in my life for a good night's sleep.
I was pleasantly surprised when, at some point after full dark, Mama appeared at the top of the stairs and approached me, smiling.
She began pulling off her clothes but she never took her eyes off me. I knew she was proud of me and that made me feel very, very good.
"Hello, my precious kitten," Mama said, her voice a throaty purr that sent shivers down my spine. Her long hair cascaded around her shoulders as she released it from a heavy silver clip. It framed her powerful face above her gorgeous, shapely body in a way that was awe-inspiringly sexy to me. Her gaze was soft yet possessive as she looked me over. "How are you feeling?"
I managed to muster a weak smile in response, my body still limp and lethargic. But the sight of Mama naked and approaching roused something deep within me—a flutter of something I couldn't quite name.
"I feel... wonderful," I whispered, breathlessly. The truth was, I felt more than wonderful. I felt loved, cherished even. Today had changed something inside me that I wasn't sure I fully understood yet.
Mama smiled at my response, her eyes glowing in the dim light. "That's my good girl," she cooed, sliding into bed beside me. Despite her size, she moved with the grace and care of a loving feline tending to her kitten.
She pulled the covers over herself and wrapped an arm around me, pulling me closer against her warm body. Her skin smelled of sandalwood and vanilla—an intoxicating blend that made my senses reel.
"I'm so proud of you," Mama murmured into my ear, her warm breath sending pleasant tickles across my skin. I was proud of myself too. Her affection felt incredible. If I got to stay here, I would get to feel this all the time, right? This was already so fulfilling than anything I'd experienced working for my law degree, or any of the boys who I'd tried to be intimate with. This was where I belonged, I knew that now. My car breaking down where it did was the best thing to ever happen to me.
Mama pulled me to her and cuddled with me as the big spoon. She lifted her leg so it was over my smaller thigh as she embraced me with both her arms and legs under the blanket. I had never felt more safe and comfortable than I did in this position, feeling her chest rise and fall against my back.
"Good night sweet girl. You really are special to me, I'm so glad you're here." was the last thing she said before we both drifted off.
That was the day I embraced that I had become Kitty Cat. I would no longer try to leave or worry about law school or my life outside this place. Mama would get my car towed and get me settled in for the long haul soon. I had a debt to pay and new skills to learn in the days to come, but after that night, I was no longer nervous about the consequences of the contract I had signed without reading or the situation I found myself stuck in. Instead was excited at the seemingly limitless possibilities of what I would get to learn and experience and try over the next weeks and months. I could never have anticipated the changing and learning that was still to come for me, but I went to sleep that night feeling for the first time in my life that truly anything was possible. I'd learned so much about how little I knew of my own self and my own pleasure, and the pleasure I could get from and give to beautiful women, so who could know what I would learn tomorrow? Anything is possible at a place like the Victorian Motel and that is an exciting, amazing notion, don't you think?




Chapter 5

My hands tremble slightly as I run my fingers across the supple flesh of the beautiful woman's thighs and bare pussy laid out before me, feeling the heat and wetness that radiates from her aroused lower regions. This beauty is Samantha, a local regular customer in her late thirties whom Mama invited for a free session with me as part of my training.
As she lies naked and expectant for me, I am mesmerized by the sight of Samantha’s flawless, tanned skin that glows in the soft light of the room. Her long black hair cascades down her back, framing her oval-shaped face like a lush decadent halo. Her round breasts are capped with pointed nipples and large areolas that fade into the rest of her breast. Her thighs are shapely and toned, leading up to a bare pussy that glistens with arousal.
The anticipation in the air is palpable, and my mouth waters with the idea of tasting her. My heart races in my chest, a mixture of nerves and excitement fueling the rapid beat. I can't hold back any longer and I lean down.
I can taste the sweet saltiness of Samantha's skin as I run my tongue over her thighs and lower stomach. I love how smooth and silky it feels against my tongue. The scent of her arousal fills my senses as my tongue gets closer and closer to her center. I am instructed to tease her though, and not bring her release. Much to both of our frustrations, my tongue does not go for a lick of her beautifully glistening pussy lips. All I have on is a pair of mesh-backed red panties that cover my pussy but display my ass in full through the translucent material.
"Mmmm, that's it, Kitty Cat," Mama coos from the side of the bed, amusement and desire lacing her usually brassy voice. She's sitting in a plush armchair wearing a silk robe, one leg crossed over the other, sipping on a glass of wine. "Taste her. Take your time." She purrs. "Take in the sweet scent of her desire. You'll find that a woman's taste is lovely all over her body, not just between her legs."
It had been four days since my fateful encounter in the big meeting room. After accepting my submission to Mama and my role in this place, Mama had started getting me used to my new reality. This was the first of many training and learning sessions I was about to endure.
Mama had actually been really sweet since I'd accepted my place and I'd be lying if I said I wasn't motivated to continue to be good for her because her positive attention was damn near addictive. When she'd told me that Samantha was coming and I was expected to service her, I'd been both mortified and excited. That feeling of my sexuality being cheapened came back, but with it came a sense of feeling valued at the same time. It was a confusing contradiction that I'd grapple with during my entire time at the Victorian, no matter how comfortable I got.
I was kneeling at the end of the bed in this luxurious room as I continued to tease Samantha, my tongue running ever so lightly over her thighs, her stomach, her mound—anywhere but where I knew she wanted me most. The woman's moans of frustration only spurred me on to torture her more and it was thrilling in a way I never knew was possible.
Mama had been right. Kitty Cat was coming out to play and she fully intended to make this woman beg. The power that I felt having control over this woman's arousal was becoming invigorating. That was apparently the lesson Mama wanted me to take from this encounter.
"Now Kitty Cat," Mama purred, her voice like velvet in my ear as she moved to stand behind me, her large hands groping my ass through the skimpy panties. "It's time."
My eyes flicked up, meeting Samantha's desperate pleading ones. Her glasses were forgotten on the nightstand, her long hair a mess and her makeup smudged from when we'd made out a few minutes before. I leaned down and finally let my tongue brush against her swollen clit, my heart pounding in my chest as I did so.
Her reaction was instant and intense from all the buildup, her hips bucking up into my mouth as she let out a cry of pure pleasure. The taste of her—intoxicatingly sweet and tangy—flooded my senses, sending a rush of heat through my own body. I worked slowly, savoring every flicker of my tongue over her sensitive nub, every hitch in her breath, every quiver that ran through her muscles.
Mama's hands remained on me, kneading and guiding rhythmically, a physical reminder of who held the real power in the room. She whispered instructions to me, each word dipped in sultry authority that compelled obedience. Per her instructions, my fingers joined the dance, parting Samantha’s slick folds to delve deeper into her heat. Focused on my task, I became attuned to her reactions, learning the ebb and flow of another woman's pleasure in a way that was both scientific and deeply carnal.
The room filled with sounds of wetness and female arousal; Samantha's pleading moans mingled with my hard breathing against her engorged lips. I could feel the shift in power within me, a heady mix of submission to Mama and dominance over Samantha's pleasure. It was an addictive combination that sent shivers down my spine even as I focused on the task at hand. My own arousal was a fire burning deep within me, stoked by Mama's handling of my backside as much as what I was doing with my mouth. Her fingers would move up and down my cheeks and then tease me between my legs with a feathered touch. She brushed her fingers against my lips through the sheer material of the panties and whispered "Focusss" into my ear. I shivered right into Samantha's pussy.
The crescendo of Samantha's passion was inevitable, her breaths coming shorter, her moans louder. I felt her body tense beneath me, the quaking of an approaching climax that I was orchestrating with my tongue and fingers. But as she neared the brink, Mama's grip tightened on me, a silent command to slow down, to deny. My heart ached at the cruelty and the beauty of this control - to give such pleasure and to hold it back.
I obeyed, pulling back just enough to frustrate but not to quench the fire I had stoked within Samantha. She whimpered pitifully and I was struck by the effect that that had on my own arousal. I loved having this effect on this beautiful older woman. It was then I realized the duality of my position – I was both the instrument of torment and the adored pet at the same time. Mama was in control but I was her pleasure tool.
"What do you think I'm trying to teach you here?" Mama hissed into my ear as Samantha squirmed before me.
"To... to control, Mama," I stammered, my voice muffled against Samantha's quivering thigh.
"That's right, Kitty Cat," Mama's approval sent a flare of pride through my chest. "Control is the ultimate seduction. It's not just about giving pleasure, but knowing when and how much to give. This line of work is about both surrendering and taking control. It's knowing your place and when to do which."
I nodded against Samantha's soft flesh, processing what Mama was trying to teach while all my senses and arousal were so heightened. I may have been on my knees servicing this woman, but I was the one holding the reins of her pleasure. It was a heady feeling, and part of me wanted to draw out her ecstasy until she was a whimpering, begging mess (she was already pretty close!). I loved the power I felt controlling Samantha's arousal but I also knew I loved the feeling of giving up that same control of my own sex like I had to my now-coworkers in the big meeting room.
Samantha was panting now, her eyes wild with need, reaching out for a climax that I held just out of reach. Her begging eyes locked on mine, pleading silently for release. But Mama's grip was strong and unyielding—it dictated my actions with an authority that thrilled and terrified me in equal measure. I wanted more than anything to give Sam that release and feel her explode around my mouth, but Mama was the real one in control here. That was the real essence of this lesson, I realized.
"Do you think our Kitty Cat has earned the reward of your release?" Mama asked Samantha suddenly.
Samantha nodded frantically, her chest heaving with each breath. "Yes, please, I need it so badly! Please give it to her!"
Mama chuckled, a throaty sound laced with lustful intent. "Very well. Kitty Cat, make her come for me."
Her command washed over me like a drug, heightening my arousal. I dove back between Samantha's legs, licking and sucking her swollen clit with renewed vigor. Her moans filled the room as I slipped two fingers inside her slick channel, curving them just so to stroke her g-spot as I'd been taught while my tongue assaulted her clit.
Samantha's body bucked and thrashed, her hands weaving into my hair, pulling me closer as she inched closer and closer to release. I felt Mama's presence behind me, an unspoken encouragement as she watched her protégé work. My mind was a whirlwind of desire and intent, focused solely on the task of pushing Samantha over the edge into oblivion, of achieving the lewd goal Mama had set out for me.
And then it happened – the crescendo, the shattering climax that tore through Samantha like a storm. I was inside her to the point that I experienced it hit as she did. Her hips jolted upwards and her cry pierced the thick air of the room, raw and untamed. I felt her clench around my fingers, the spasms of her orgasm rippling through her as I continued to lavish attention on her sensitized clit, milking every last shudder from her trembling body.
My own body echoed with a pleasure that wasn’t mine, set ablaze by the sight and sound and feeling of what I had wrought upon another woman. I did this. I made this woman's body do this. I brought her this pleasure. That knowledge was almost as arousing as if I'd been the one being fucked.
At Mama's encouragement, I slowly slid my lips off of Samantha's clit and my wet fingers from her folds as she came down. We made eye contact and shared a momentary grin of satisfaction with one another.
"Whew if that's what your new girl can do during a training session, I can't wait to find out how she'll do when I pay her." Said Samantha as she sat up. Her matted sweaty hair still clung to her face. She leaned down and placed a sloppy kiss on me where I still kneeled before her.
"Oh we've got high hopes for this one." Mama said, running her hands through my hair. "And high rates."
She winked at Samantha who laughed back. "Worth it I'm sure, especially since my ex hubby will be footing the bill!"
We all had a good laugh about that. Mama slid down to wrap her arms around me while Samantha put her clothes back on. I admit I was a little disappointed to see her uniquely gorgeous body covered up again, though it was before midnight so she couldn't just step outside naked, yet.
Samantha made ready to leave but turned at the door to face me. "Any time you need more training, Kitty Cat, you just ring me and I'll come running."
I swooned in Mama's arms at the prospect of getting to pleasure her again. Samantha adjusted her glasses and soon my training subject was out the door with a seductive wink.
"You did so good, Kitten." Mama said and licked my ear slowly. I shivered as she squeezed me. "I knew you were made for this."
Over the past few days, my life had become an unrecognizable whirlwind of sensations and sapphic experiences. I was no longer Catherine Schwartz, wannabe lawyer. Instead, I was Kitty Cat, a prized pupil under Mama's tutelage, being molded into a skilled seductress for her unique clientele. The other girls in the house had started to treat me differently too. It seemed that my submission to Mama had elevated my status among them, and they began to approach me with a mix of curiosity and admiration.
My number of girls I'd ever kissed in my life had ballooned from the five on that first day to sixteen including Samantha. I had a sense that that number would continue to grow but for some reason it felt important as part of my getting used to this new lifestyle to keep track. I guess part of me felt even more empowered as the number increased because it made me feel like a stud. I liked to think that I'd now probably kissed more pretty girls than most or any of the boys who had shown an interest in me combined. Suck on that, losers!
One reason I was sure the Number of Girls Cat Has Kissed would continue to go up was that Mama had made it clear she was intent on molding me into the perfect lesbian pleasure servant, skilled in all matters of the feminine flesh. She started with the basics - how to kneel, how to present myself to an interested lady, how to address her and our clients properly. I was to be demure yet eager, submissive yet confident.
The physical lessons came next (heh, came). Mama taught me how to touch a woman's body, where to caress, where to kiss. I learned the perfect pressure and rhythm to finger a woman just right. My tongue became talented at finding all the delicious little corners and crevices of a woman's sex. I still had a lot to learn but I was enjoying gaining these new skills.
I'd also found myself growing closer to the other girls over these few days, sharing secrets and laughter late into the night. It helped that we were often in very little clothing in close proximity even during casual time. Never in any of the clubs or groups or teams I'd been on growing up in school or in law school had there ever felt this strong a sense of community.
We were bound together by our shared experiences, our sexual interests and our specific understanding of the world based on the work we did. There was an implied intimacy between us all even if we never "worked" together specifically and it was really nice to feel so close to new people almost instantly. There was a comfort to be found among these other women, no pretense or worry about what a guy thought. There was lots of sexual tension, but a non threatening kind, which was a welcome change.
I will say it hadn't been all seamless and perfect all the time. Despite these newfound connections, I couldn't shake the lingering doubts that plagued me. How I'd ended up in this situation had not been forgotten, I just was ok with it at least in the short term. My car had been towed to the back lot but Mama had insisted on taking ownership of the car and all of my effects therein as collateral until I worked off what I owed per the contract.
She'd been so kind and accommodating but was rigid and unyielding in this regard, so that was a confusing element to our growing dynamic. In my quiet moments over those few days, especially if I wasn't in sight of a sexy girl to distract me, my mind reeled with uncertainty. Was I truly cut out for this life? If I fully submitted to Mama, would I lose myself in the process? At least there weren't so many of those quiet moments where my mind could wander. I was quite engaged with learning my new skills and carrying out my new "duties" servicing women around the complex.
It certainly helped that I was undeniably and desperately attracted to these women now. I didn't know if I'd always been and just never let myself consider it before, or if it was something these encounters had planted in me, but yeah, seeing all my new friends and coworkers walking around in their various states of undress and getting to kiss and touch quite a few of them had quite a pleasant effect. That made the uncertainty I felt within a bit easier to bear at least.
On day five, after my encounter taking control of Samantha's pleasure, I showered back in my dingy room and put on a sheer black babydoll with a deep v-neck that plunged nearly to my navel. The thin material did nothing to conceal my perky nipples or the thatch of hair between my legs. I stepped into a lacy black thong that rode up into my crease, all but putting my pussy lips on display through the mesh front. All of these garments had been provided by Mama as she was adamant that any of my old clothes would feel like tethers to my old life and I was to embrace my new life as Kitty, to make it easier for myself, Mama had said.
I stood examining myself in the mirror, still getting used to this overt sexual way I was to present myself at all times while under this roof. As I admired my nearly nude form in the mirror, I heard a knock at my door.
"It's open," I called out softly.
The door creaked open and Mama strode in, her heels clicking on the hardwood floor. She'd showered and dressed since our last session as well and was now dressed in her signature leather jacket and tight jeans, exuding her usual confidence and power.
"Well well, look at you, Kitten," she purred, eyeing me up and down. "You look good enough to eat."
I felt myself blush under her intense gaze. "Thank you Mama. I'd still do anything to wear pants again, but I'm glad you like me in this."
She grinned and nodded. "You're doing so well at following my directives little Kitty. Don't think I haven't noted that."
I nodded back, eyeing her shapely, normal-seeming jeans with envy.
"Maybe I'll see if one of the girls has a pair of pants for you once you finish your training." Mama said with a wink, dangling such a mundane thing as a great reward.
"But in the meantime, you have a session with Danni in about 10 minutes." She stepped towards me and ran her hand down my back, cupping my ass cheek and working a finger between my cheeks. "You gonna be ready for that?"
I squirmed at her touch and shivered. Danni was to train me on being a "flexible" anal slut. I had to admit I'd been most apprehensive about this lesson. My ass still felt looser and raw from my last encounter with her.
"Uh, ready as I'll ever be." I stammered out, feeling my cheeks go flush.
"Mmm, I know it's nervewracking given your relative lack of experience,” Mama said, her finger firmly but slowly probing at my back hole "My only advice is that it's more mental than physical. If you can get this little ring to think it CAN take what Danni is giving it, then it will."
I gulped. "S-sure, that simple."
Mama drove her finger in past my anus in a hard strong motion and I gasped.
"I never said it was simple." She said nipping at my ear before pulling her finger back out of me, "just that your mentality can go a long way to getting you where you need to."
She smacked my right cheek and stepped away from me.
"C'mon, I'll walk you to her room, Kitty."
Danni had been waiting for us in her room, her outfit and the look on her face indicating she was all business for me today. She had on a pair of tight black spandex pants that clung to her legs and hips like a second skin, showcasing her muscular thighs and toned ass. The waistband sat low on her hips, leaving much of trim stomach exposed. She wore a matching dark blue spandex bra that barely contained her ample breasts, the stretchy material straining over the mounds of her flesh, making them look even more impressive. Most notable of all to me though, was how prominently her large nipples poked through the material. Her red hair was pulled back into a sleek ponytail that made her face seem even more severe.
She and Mama had exchanged a few words and Mama had instructed her to be as gentle as she had to but not to skimp on what I needed to know. She'd then given me a little spank on the behind, promised to help with the soreness later, and then was gone, leaving me standing before the towering amazon who grinned down at me hungrily.
"Alright, Kitty Cat," Danni said, her voice dripping with enthusiasm as she approached me. "Today, we're going to take your back door education to the next level. You ready?"
"Y-yeah," I stammered, trying to hide my nervousness. "I'm ready."
"Heh, you think you are, but I assure you, you're not." she replied, giving me a playful wink. The severity of her face breaking as she smiled down at me. "I'm here to help and to get you trained though, and if I'm honest, I'm really excited about that."
Her hands were on my hips then and she pulled me to her. Before I could even react she was kissing me deeply while her hands roamed up and down my back.
"Mmmmh" she moaned and spoke between her hungry kisses. "You're like the cutest thing to come in here in a while, I'd eat keep your for myself if I could. Thanks for letting me take your anal cherry by the way."
All I could do was kiss back and try to keep up with her. She was so sexy and domineering and I think I really did like her, but I was clearly not on equal footing with her in this dynamic.
Finally, with us both hot and worked up, she broke from our sloppy kissing and stepped back from me. She pulled me into the center of her room and walked behind me, resting her hands on my hips. She lifted up the bottom of my babydoll so my ass cheeks were fully exposed to her. She began groping them and holding them open with her big warm hands.
"Now, first things first, the way to get pleasure with anal really comes down to preparation." She stated, all business now as I felt air between my cheeks.
Danni's finger moved the back strap of the thong to the side and circled my asshole slowly, spreading lube around the tight ring of muscle. "We gotta get this nice and relaxed before anything goes inside, and of course, all the lube is necessary, even more so for such a tight little bud as this."
I whimpered softly as she massaged the lube into my back hole. It felt strange yet oddly pleasurable at the same time.
"That's it, just breathe and relax for me," Danni coached. She slipped just the tip of her finger inside and I tensed up immediately.
"Shhh, you're okay," she soothed, rubbing my lower back with her other hand. "That instinct to clench is one we all have at first, but I promise we can train it out of you. I may even be able to teach you to gape without needing to be opened first, would you like that Kitten?"
She leaned in and nipped at my ear as she asked her vulgar question. My eyes widened at the thought while her finger tip worked its way in.
"I-I don't know," I panted, biting my lip. Was that even a thing that was possible?
"Don't worry, we will take it slow, but you're gonna love it, and I know I will too!" she purred and then pushed a little deeper.
"Oh!" I mewled as her finger entered my ass further. On instinct I bent over and pressed my head against the bed, giving her a better angle. This was somehow more intense and...deliberate than the last time. There was an alien and unpleasant burning that I felt as my still inexperienced back hole was violated again.
"That's its girllyyy" she moaned huskily in my ear as her thick finger pushed further in. "Don't clench, just keep it nice and loose and opennnn..."
I breathed as she instructed, and to my relief, that dull burning eased up and a pleasurable full sensation replaced it. She pulled out and then pushed in again, this time a little faster. "That's it Kitty Cat, just let your eager little hole take my finger."
"I am, I'm tryinggg" I said through gritted teeth, I had to concentrate so hard on the act of not tightening my hole when every instinct and nerve back there was screaming at me to do so.
"Good girl," Danni breathed, her voice a sultry melody that simultaneously soothed and excited. "You're doing so well. Remember, it's all about yielding... letting go."
This sentiment seemed counter to the notions of controlling pleasure Mama had instilled within me earlier, but I was too overwhelmed by sensation to ponder the contradiction. Her finger curled inside me, striking a chord of pleasure that resonated through my core.
I closed my eyes, focusing on that advice, feeling the rise and fall of my chest with every breath. Danni's finger was now moving with rhythmic precision, a dance of push and pull that began to blur the lines between discomfort and pleasure.
"Yes, yes Kitty Cat, I can feel you relaxing, relenting to me. I'm going to put a second finger in now." She stated. She wasn't asking. She was in control and she was telling me.
I felt her long thick finger slide out and I let out a grunt as I felt her slide the second one in, the invasion in my hole now twice as wide as it had been.
My mind raced with the sensation, a torrent of nerves flashing like lightning in my belly. The stretch was undeniable, an intensity that bordered on too much but stopped just shy of it. Danni's voice was like velvet in the air, guiding me, pushing me further into this unfamiliar territory.
"There we go," she murmured. "Just let those pretty inner muscles stretch for me."
I felt the throb of my pulse everywhere inside me as I was stretched, each beat echoing through my being as if my body was attempting to incorporate some new sensational concept – one awakened through touch and surrender. I couldn't deny the heat that was spreading from the epicenter of her ministrations, filling me with an intense mix of pleasure amidst dull throbbing pain.
"Wow Kitten, you're really taking this well. This might sting a little but I know you can take it, just trust me okay?" She said suddenly.
Before I had a chance to react, I felt her pull her two fingers apart on the next thrust, inwards, stretching me further. Suddenly I could feel air inside my ass as I was held open and my once little tight hole was stretched wider than it had ever been before.
"This is just the start for you." Danni growled and leaned down, nipping at my left butt cheek.
I gasped, the combination of the sharp little bite and the stretching inside causing a rush of feelings that I couldn't quite sort out. The sensation was overwhelming, teetering on the edge of pain and ecstasy. The air on my newly-exposed flesh sent shivers across my skin, and I didn't know if I wanted to escape or press back into her insistent fingers.
"Stay with me, Kitty Cat," Danni's voice was low and hypnotic, a tether in the storm of sensation. "We're getting to your deeper uh, depths together."
Her fingers continued their invasion, in and out, a steady rhythm that had me squirming beneath her. I started moving myself with her intense ministrations. The pain of the stretching giving way to a new internal pleasure.
"Mmm that's it, enjoy it, isn't that feeling so unique and pleasurable my little Kitty?" All I could do was grunt and nod, the feelings too intense for me to express them with words.
She kept going, working her fingers deeper and deeper in my back hole, holding me open for longer and longer stretches with each thrust. All that there was for me was the sensation that started as dull pain in my ass hole and then emanated out in waves of stinging pleasure throughout my entire body.
I don't know how long she worked my hole but I could feel it getting more pliable, looser, more dexterous. I didn't have to think about holding myself open or fighting the urge to clench anymore. Danni seemed to be able to sense this turning point because she stopped after one particularly long deep thrust and leaned down to whisper in my ear.
"Think you can take one of my toys now?" She asked and licked up my ear.
I shuddered, every nerve ending flaring to life at the combination of her sultry voice right up against my ear and the presence of her fingers still nestled inside me. Her breath was warm, a contrast to the cooler air that played upon my now sensitive skin.
"Yes," I managed to whisper, a breathy affirmation that seemed to hold all the weight of my burgeoning submission. There was no turning back; Danni had led me to the precipice of a world unknown, and I found myself yearning to leap into its depths. If I could take her fingers I could take her toy couldn't I?
Her fingers withdrew slowly, the loss immediate and profound, leaving me hollow and wanting. She stepped away from me but I remained in my position, bent over the side of her bed with my thong pushed to the side.
Her heavy footsteps returned and soon I felt her powerful presence behind me once more. I was filled with nerves and couldn't bring myself to speak or look at her. What was she about to put into my ass? Would I be able to take it in reality?
There was a feeling of fabric swiping across my ass cheeks and down my thighs as she removed my thong. Then, I felt a smooth, round impossibly large bulbous shape press against my raw hole. My whole body shook. Danni rubbed my back soothingly.
"Take it easy hun. You can take this I promise. It's no wider than my fingers, at least at the tip." She said in a both comforting and coy tone.
I felt the pressure increase and let out a grunt as she started working the toy into me. The cool slickness of the toy contrasted sharply with the warmth of Danni's fingers, ushering in a new element to my burgeoning sensory lexicon. I found myself focusing on breathing, on the decadent sensation of being filled in a way I had never imagined. As the tip breached me, my body tensed before relenting, accepting this new intruder.
"That's it, Kitty Cat," Danni murmured, her voice a mix of excitement and encouragement. "Just relax into it."
Her free hand slipped around my waist, anchoring me to the moment, to her. She eased the toy further inside me and begun her slow rhythmic thrusts once more. The sensation was similar but different, I felt fuller, more consistently stretched. The rounds of the toy making the stretching more bearable but still quite noticeable.
"hngghh ah gahh" I groaned out as she worked my back hole with experienced skill.
"Quiet now Kitty. Don't try to talk, just embrace the sensations." My anal teacher instructed. She began to rub at my lips and then teased and pinched at my clit while she worked her toy deeper into my ass.
The pressure within my ass and how the toy pressed against my pussy's inner walls from within created a deep, internal arousal that was complimented by her fingers rubbing at my clit and lips. Suddenly I realized I was moments away from an orgasm.
"Ah ah uhh" I squealed, my voice going high. This made Danni laugh and I felt her drive her big round toy further still into my hole.
"I think the Kitten wants to cum. Is that right? Purr for me and tell me you want to cum from my toy in your ass, you little whore." She growled as she made me buck and hump against her.
"Purr... please," I managed, my voice ragged with desire and the strange sweetness of degradation. Danni's laughter was music to my ears—deep and rich with a touch of wicked delight.
"That's my good Kitty," she praised, pushing the toy in and out, fucking me with it as she rubbed at my increasingly wet and raw pussy with her other fingers.
"You have my permission to cum, my Anal Dyke Whore, but I want you to moan out what exactly you are when you do. Can you do that?"
"Yes yes, please." I sputtered out.
"Then say it, and cum." She ordered.
I dug my nails into the sheets, the fabric bunched beneath my grasping fingers as I rode the waves that Danni was stirring within me. Her toy plunged with a precision that turned my moans into stuttered breaths and disjointed pleas.
"I'm your... Anal Dyke Whore," I confessed between gasps, each word searing itself into my consciousness like a brand.
With that she went into overdrive, slamming the toy in and out of my hole as she rubbed at my clit with fury. I was sent careening over the edge into an explosively pleasurable orgasm that pulsed through my entire body all at once.
My climax shattered the remnants of my reluctance, fragments of the old Cat dissipating into the ether as Kitty Cat, Danni's Anal Dyke Whore, Mama's Sapphic Slut for Pay, purred and convulsed beneath Danni's skillful ministrations.
As the tremors subsided, Danni slowly withdrew the toy. My breaths came out in shudders, my body still humming with the echoes of release. She leaned over, her lips brushing my earlobe in an intimate whisper. "That's what I wanted to hear, you sapphic butt slut."
I could only nod, still catching my breath, feeling the aftershocks of my release vibrating through me. At some point I crawled all the way onto the bed, laying on my stomach with my legs splayed and the useless thong hanging from one of my legs. As I lay there, spent and vulnerable, I was vaguely aware of Danni cleaning me up with a warm cloth.
Her touch was a balm, and I felt the residual stings of my exertions melt away under her care. She knew exactly how to handle me, and I marveled at how instinctual it all seemed for her. The warmth of the cloth caressed my sensitive skin, soothing the rawness that tingled in my ass cheeks. Danni's fingers danced over me with a gentleness that contrasted starkly with the fierceness she'd shown moments ago.
Cleaned and cared for, there was a shift in the atmosphere - a tender quietude that fell over us like a soft blanket. Danni's demeanor changed from that of a dominant to something more akin to a truly equitable lover. I'd later learn that what she was doing was an important part of these kinds of relationships and encounters called aftercare. At the time I was just enjoying her positive attention. I was coming to learn that about myself, positive attention from a beautiful woman who held sway over me made me feel warm and gooey inside.
Satisfied with her cleaning of the raw parts of me she'd just ravished, Danni climbed up next to me in the bed and took me in her arms. I felt tiny and cared for pressed against her big frame and let out a soft coo as she kissed my forehead possessively.
"Yeah, you're gonna make a good anal dyke slut, maybe Mama will have it be your specialty." She said excitedly. "Then you and I can work A LOT together."
I smiled up at her and kissed her once in appreciation of her praise. Words were still a struggle as I recovered from the intense sensations that had just rocked my body, and my mind was still reeling thinking about the consequences of what I'd done, but I wanted her to know she was making me happy.
We lay there for a while, just enjoying each other's warmth. My hands wandering idly over her warm flesh, enjoying how she felt through the stretchy spandex. After some time, she sat up slightly and looked me over, as if to confirm whether I'd recovered enough.
"So, there's one other element of being a good little anal whore I'd like to start to teach you, is that alright?" She asked softly. I was genuinely surprised she was asking, as she had come in so hot with her agenda and fucked my ass like it was an inevitability.
"S-sure" I said, still in a bit of a daze.
"Good girl," she praised, a hint of mischief dancing in her eyes. "I want to talk to you about rimming."
She slid away from me on the bed and proceeded to remove her spandex pants, giving me the first view of her naked lower body. I stared at her bare thighs and hairless pussy with my mouth agape. She exuded all the more power without her private area being covered. Her impressively toned thighs and muscles rippled with every slight movement.
"Now Dot told me you did some kissing of her cute little bud on your first day, so there's some groundwork to work with." Danni said matter of factly, not realizing how distracted I was by her exposed sex. "As the sub in these kinds of situations, and les be honest Kitty, you are most likely gonna be the sub, taking it up your sweet hole is obviously what you can expect, but the other aspect of anal submission is using your mouth to give your partner pleasure in her dirty hole. Does that make sense?"
Not a whole lot had made sense empirically since I arrived here, but according to the new internal logic of The Victorian Motel, I suppose it did. I nodded but said nothing.
Danni proceeded to explain the ins and outs of this most intimate act, emphasizing the importance of communication and consent. The act of using my mouth to get a woman off via her ass hole felt very different than the sweet, exploratory kisses I'd enjoyed giving to Dot. The idea of putting my mouth on and more specifically, IN, another girl's ass was strange and a little intimidating, but as Danni explained the submissive value of it along with the various techniques, something within me began to shift.
I found myself growing more and more aroused by the thought of pleasing my partners in this new, unexpected way. My nerves slowly melted away, replaced by a desire to excel in my training. I wanted to make Danni, and Mama proud – and deep down, I knew that proving myself in this arena would only strengthen our bond.
"Alright," Danni said, noticing my eagerness, "let's see what your natural submissive instinct can do."
She positioned herself on all fours before me on the bed, her round, firm ass exposed and inviting. Taking a deep breath, I hesitantly approached, letting my tongue explore her delicate folds and teasing her tight entrance.
"Good girl," Danni moaned, urging me on with gentle encouragement. "Don't be afraid to really get in there."
Feeling more emboldened by her praise, I dove in, swirling my tongue around her puckered hole before dipping it inside. The taste was foreign yet intoxicating, and soon I found myself lost in the pleasure of giving and receiving. Danni was so powerful, so intense and that she wanted my tongue pleasuring her in this most intimate way made me feel so worthy and fulfilled.
"Very nice, Cat," Danni purred, a satisfied smile playing at the corners of her lips. "You're a natural."
"Thank you," I replied between licks up her hole, my face flushed with pride.
I kept at it, exploring the new textures and sensations of my tongue against her puckered hole and within it. Danni moved her ass up and down against my face, rubbing her muscular cheeks against my own.
Eventually she pulled her ass away from me and I let out a soft sigh of disappointment. She looked over her shoulder at me and gave a grin.
"A good first effort, Little Kitty. We'll make sure you get lotsa practice." She winked at me like that and I almost melted again.
She quickly shifted positions so she was sitting before me on the bed, her long legs spread out over the sheets. On instinct, I placed a soft kiss on her pussy and then leaned up to kiss her again on the mouth. She smiled at that and rubbed my back through the useless BabyDoll I still wore.
"You're gonna be the fucking queen of this place someday, little one." She said and kissed me again. I swooned in her arms and beamed up at her. Why did it feel this GOOD to be what these depraved queer women wanted? Why did I want to appease them and debase myself and fulfill their wishes for me to be the best little sapphic submissive they imagined me to be?
"Of course," Danni continued, ruffling my hair affectionately. "Just remember, this is only the beginning. There's so much more for you to learn, and I can't wait to see how far you'll go."
To my dismay, Danni then said she had another appointment soon and had to get herself ready. She pulled her spandex pants back on and helped me put my thong back into place, for all the good it did.
Danni walked me to the door and gave me another long, deep kiss. I knew I was developing some intense feelings for Danni as well, different from what I felt for Mama and Dot, but intense all the same. I didn't want to leave her room, wanted to stay and have her wreck and care for me over and over, but that would have to wait. She gave me a pat on the bum and sent me on my way.
The cool tile of the hallway floor beneath my feet felt like a reprieve after the intense session with Danni. My body was still shaking, the sensations overwhelming me. I leaned against the wall, trying to catch my breath and process everything that had just happened.
"Hey, Cat," Dot's soft voice reached my ears as she and Lolo approached me from the far end of the corridor. Dot wore her usual receptionist attire: a black pencil skirt, white blouse, and that iconic red lipstick. Lolo was in a cute casual number that highlighted her impressive attributes while still presenting as modest - a fitted white dress that barely skimmed her thighs, cinched at the waist with a black belt.
"Did Danni treat you well?" Dot asked, her brows furrowing in concern as she took in my disheveled appearance.
I nodded, breathless and flushed, still riding the high of my session. "More than well," I managed to stammer out. "Just, you know, she's intense, this whole week has been."
They both smiled and nodded.
"Of course we do," Lolo chimed in, her eyes warm and understanding. "We've all been there."
"Come on, let's go somewhere more comfortable to talk," Dot suggested, leading us to a quiet corner of the complex where a plush couch and some throw pillows awaited.
I gratefully sank into the cushions, feeling the comforting embrace of their softness. Dot and Lulu settled in beside me, their presence easing me further.
"Listen, Cat," Dot began, her tone gentle yet firm. "We know this is all new to you, and it can be a lot to take in. But you're not alone. We're here for you and everyone is so, so proud of how you've taken to this so quickly."
"Dot's right," Lolo agreed. "This lifestyle isn't for everyone, but sometimes it's the best way we know how to survive. And if you're going to stay here, we want you to feel supported and, well, as happy as you can be."
"Thank you," I whispered, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes. "I really appreciate that."
Lolo leaned forward, which gave me a delicious view of her assets down the loose collar of her dress. "Ohh sweetie don't cry..."
She pulled me to her and before I knew it, I was being held against her warm, perfectly rounded breasts through the sheer material of her dress. This was a position I liked being in. In that moment, I wanted Lolo to hold me like this and never let go.
"Shhhh it's alright," She soothed, stroking my hair as I sniffled into her cleavage. "We've all been where you are. It gets easier, I promise."
Dot handed me a tissue and I wiped my eyes, feeling a bit sheepish but also grateful for their support. "I'm sorry for being such a mess."
"Hey, don't apologize," Dot countered, squeezing my hand. "You've been through a lot this week and you're handling it like a champ."
"So proud of you, Kitten." Lolo said as she rocked me against her. She leaned down and planted soft kisses on my forehead and then down the bridge of my nose. I leaned up and soon she was kissing my lips. I kissed her back earnestly. I liked kissing Lolo. I liked how her body felt wrapped around mine.
As me and Lolo made out softly, Dot rubbed my back gently. It was so comforting to be held and touched and kissed by these more experienced women who really did care about me.
I can't remember if she did it or I did, but somehow the top of Lolo's dress came undone and my face was pressed against her bare, perfect breasts. Lolo shifted us so soon we were lying down amongst the cushions on our sides, my face buried in her tits.
"I'll leave you girlies to it." Dot whispered, I could hear the smile on her lips as she spoke. I reached out a hand to invite her to stay and join us, but I grabbed at only air and she was gone.
I turned my attention back to kissing at Lolo's warm, smooth orbs, loving the taste of her skin on my lips. I suckled at her nipple, feeling it harden to a point in my mouth. Tits really are the best. How did I never think to look or feel them before? I remember thinking, mid-suck.
Lolo's were and still are my favorite, I observed to myself. There was something that felt so childish, so juvenile about having these observations about the new things I was realizing I was attracted to. I suppose in retrospect it made some sense, I was experiencing a totally new sexual awakening, almost like a second puberty, like a seventh grader observing a mature woman's body for the first time.
Things didn't really escalate from there with Lolo in that moment. I just lay there with her, kissing and sucking at her gorgeous chest while she held and comforted me. I think I drifted off at one point because eventually I felt her tap my arm and say it was time to get ready for dinner and then Mama wanted to see me.
Begrudgingly, I sat up and Lolo readjusted her dress. My hair must have been all mussed up because she laughed and ran her hands through it to try to fix it for me.
"You could probably use another shower before joining us for dinner." she said with a smile and a wink as she pulled me back to my feet. We shared a quick kiss and I felt her up through her dress before parting ways. Yeah, her tits are the fucking best.
I made it back to my room, stripped off my skimpy, sex-sweat-smelling clothes and hopped back into the shower.
When I emerged I felt almost human again. I dried my hair and headed to the closet filled with clothes Mama had deemed appropriate for my new station. I stood there as I considered how to put together an outfit that might feel normal enough from all of the skimpy garments.
Reaching in, I pulled out a deep burgundy silk slip dress that clung to my curves just right, and a pair of black lace panties. The dress was more slip than appropriate dress, but around here it would be fine. It reminded me a lot of that dress that doe eyed actress wore in that movie about the crazy celebrity chef who invited the elite guests to his private island restaurant and proceeded to kill them all, Anya something. She filled it out better than I did, but I still think I looked good in it.
The dress was low cut, outlining the swell of my breasts, and the silk felt like a second skin against my body, making me shiver as I regarded myself in the mirror. Staring back was a wide eyed sapphic sexpot in way over her head and the dress conveyed that as well. Sexy yet innocent all at once.
My tummy gurgled and I suddenly realized how hungry I was. For all the pussy and ass I'd eaten today, I had consumed very little actual food. Soon, I was padding my bare feet along the corridor towards the dining room. I could hear the sounds of plates being filled and banter being traded as I rounded the corner.
Mama, Dot, Danni, and six other girls were gathered around the table. A few of them looked up and acknowledged me. Dot waved me over and pulled out a chair between her and Mama, which I gratefully took. There was a plate already set for me and I dug in with little pretense. Training for lesbian sex work burns a lot of calories!
As I devoured my plate, the conversation around the table was light and laughter-filled. Mama, seated next to me, leaned in occasionally to whisper a playful comment or two, her hand subtly sliding onto my thigh under the table. I flinched at first, but soon found myself leaning into her touch, comfortable and familiar in the buzzing atmosphere around us. The occasional squeeze of my thigh or a move to a slightly higher position reminded me she was there and she felt she could touch me however she wanted.
As the dinner wound down and the girls started to leave to prepare for their evening activities, Mamas hand slid all the way up and cupped my pussy under the dress. I let out a soft gasp and looked around. I was relieved to see the room was empty now and it was just the two of us.
"I've heard you made some great progress today. That's so great Kitten. Since you're doing so well I thought I'd invite you to spend the night with me as a reward, would you like that?" She gave a soft squeeze of my pussy over the panties as she asked.
My cheeks felt flushed and I beamed at her widely. Mama rarely invited her working girls to her room, and I'd already spent a couple nights there. It made me feel really special to be invited back yet again.
"Yes, yes thank you Mama." I said emphatically.
"Thank you for being such a good girl." Mama said and leaned in to plant a kiss on my lips. I shivered deeply at the possessive kiss and let her lead me by the hand up to her room as soon as she broke it.
She guided me with her hands on my hips up the stairs to her room. She got me through the door and instructed me to raise my arms. I did so without question and soon the purple dress was yanked off my body over my head, leaving me in just the black panties as I stood before her.
She took a step back and looked me up and down before placing her finger to her lips and looking skyward as she thought her intense thoughts.
"I think...any time you're staying here with me, panties only are the dress code. Understand, Pet?"
"Yes Mama, anything you want." I said, my finger running over the lacy edge of the panties.
"Good. Because I like be able to see your body like this." She stated matter of factly as she started to disrobe.
My heart beat faster in my chest as I watched her reveal the curves of her body. As she removed her bra, her large breasts sagged slightly with a natural grace. I wanted to reach out and touch them, but I knew better than to move without her express permission.
A thrill ran through me as I watched her undo the buttons of her jeans and she slid them down her beautiful legs, revealing a pair of black lace panties of her own.
"We match." I blurted out as I observed the similarities between the panties we both wore.
"That's because those are mine too, Kitten." She said with a wink and approached me. She guided me to the edge of the bed and sat next to me, running a hand up my back.
"You know, Cat," she began softly, "I find myself growing more and more...fond of you with each passing day I get to have you here.” My heart raced at her confession, surprised but undeniably flattered.
"I...I feel the same way, Mama," I admitted, our eyes locked in a moment of shared vulnerability.
"Good," she whispered, leaning in to capture my lips in a tender kiss. Our mouths moved together, exploring and teasing, as Mama's hands roamed my body, making me tingle everywhere. She broke away, her breath hot against my ear. "Tonight, I want to show you just how much you mean to me."
"Please," I begged, desperate for her touch. Mama grinned wickedly, her eyes gleaming with desire.
"Then lay back and let Mama take care of you," she ordered gently, her voice a velvet command that sent shivers down my spine.
I obeyed instantly, reclining on the plush sheets of her bed, awash in anticipation and the soft glow of bedside lamps. Mama moved above me, a predator poised with practiced grace. Her fingers traced lines of fire down my neck, over my collarbones, and paused at the edges of the black lace panties that were her token on me.
"You're so beautiful like this," she murmured, "open and wanting and...willing."
My breath hitched as she leaned down to trail kisses across my stomach, her breath warm and seductive on my skin.
The room fell away, and all that existed was the sensation of her lips on my body, the soft brush of her hair against my thigh, and the weight of her gaze as she looked up at me through thick lashes. Mama knew exactly where to touch, how to move, to unravel me piece by trembling piece. She took her time, as if she were savoring a fine wine, and I was lost in the intoxication of her attention.
Her hands slipped inside the edges of my panties, pushing them down inch by excruciating inch. The cool air of the room caressed my newly bared skin, heightening the contrasting warmth of Mama's breath as she hovered above me. And then with a swift motion, the lace was gone and I was utterly exposed to her predatory stare. "Mine," she growled softly, a sound that vibrated through me, straight to my core. Mama had marked me in so many ways already, and now I felt it more acutely than ever.
She bent down again, and her tongue traced a path along the inside of my thigh. My hands fisted in the sheets as pleasure sparked and fizzed where she touched. It was overwhelming; this woman could make me feel so powerful yet completely out of control in my own body on a dime. It made it exponentially hotter that she seemed to know exactly what she was doing to me, and was relishing every moment as she did it.
Mama's lips hovered tantalizingly close to my aching center, her breaths teasing me, drawing whimpering pleas from my throat. Her eyes met mine, a sly smile tugging at the corners of her mouth as she reveled in my desperation. I realized she was doing to me what she'd been training me to do with Samantha earlier. Despite knowing this was her strategy, there was nothing I could do but go along with the agonizing teasing. With deliberate slowness, she extended her tongue and drew a single, languid line up my center.
An electric jolt shot through me, and I arched into her touch instinctively. Her hands anchored me down, firm yet gentle, as if reassuring me that I was safe to let go under her command. She began to work with an unhurried rhythm, her tongue swirling and flicking in ways that drove me mad with need.
I writhed beneath her, gasping and moaning as the pleasure spiraled tighter within me. Mama's movements became more insistent, responding to my body's cues with intuitive precision. Her fingers joined the dance, circling around sensitive flesh without ever penetrating, coaxing the building tension toward its breaking point.
"Please...please..." The words were half-formed pleas on my lips as I teetered on the edge of release. Mama's gaze locked onto mine once more, dark and fathomless and filled with naked desire. It was the final touch I needed; the connection that tipped me over for the second time today as she pushed me to a completely different feeling orgasm with her skilled touch.
My cries echoed in the room, a symphony of raw need and pure ecstasy as waves of pleasure crashed over me, relentless and exquisite. Mama maintained her rhythm, her lips and tongue harmonizing with the spasms that shook my body, drawing out the orgasm until I was a quivering mess beneath her expert care. My vision blurred with the intensity of it all, and for a moment, the world seemed to pulse in time with my heartbeat.
Gradually, the tremors subsided, leaving me sprawled on the sheets, panting and drenched in sweat. Mama rose like a queen ascending from her throne, her eyes still blazing with that ferocious heat that had set my skin aflame. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, a gesture so unapologetic and possessively satisfied that I felt another shiver run through me—not from desire this time, but from the sheer magnitude of what we shared.
She climbed onto the bed, her movements slow and languid now, as she gathered me into her arms. My head rested against her chest, listening to the steady thump of her heart as it slowly returned to its usual cadence. Mama's fingers traced idle patterns on my back, soothing away the remnants of tension.
"You're a really special girl, Kitty Cat, my Pretty Kitty." She whispered into my ear. "I think maybe I'd like you and I to get closer while you're staying here. Would you like that?"
She moved her head so that she could look down at me and I saw a vulnerability in her eyes. She was genuinely asking me to spend more time with her. She wasn't demanding, she was asking. She actually liked me.
"I...of course I would,” I said honestly.
A smile spread across her face, and she lowered her lips to mine once more, this time with none of the air of dominance from earlier. This time, it was full of something else, a deep connection, a mutual desire. I clung to her as if my life depended upon it, living for every sweet sensation her mouth provided. Her hands tangled in my hair, fingers massaging my scalp as we melted into each other's arms.
The rain had picked up outside, casting shadows on the walls like ghosts against the wallpapered walls of the Victorian-style room. I felt a sense of purpose being here that I'd never felt in Law School. Here, I was Kitty Cat, wanted, desired and owned by a woman whose praise I craved like oxygen itself - and it terrified me just how much I was starting to love every minute of it. I tried not to think of the long-term repercussions of my choice to embrace this new life, but instead exist in each pleasure-filled moment while I was here.
There was still more for me to learn and experience, new skills to develop before Mama would send me for my first paid work, but after the day I'd had, I was truly content in Mama's arms. It was going to be ok, that much I knew.
As sleep began to take me, I vowed to myself that I would do everything in my power to make Mama proud of me for as long as she kept me here. I'd do her and myself justice as her Pretty Kitty Cat. That's who and what I was now, and it was time to embrace it fully, even just to get another chance to spend the night here in Mama's bed.
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