

Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 10

Can Mistress Dorothe Seduce the Bulgarian Maid into Extreme Sexual Ownership and Dominate her Boss Again Also?

by Jordan Church

Copyright© 2021 by Jordan Church

All rights reserved

Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 10 is fiction.  Names, characters, and events are fictional.  All sexually active characters are at least eighteen years old.  This book may not be given away or re-sold to other people. No parts of this book may be reproduced in any form without permission in writing from the author who can be contacted at jordanchurch@mail.com.  Reviewers may quote short passages.

See what I have available and my author bio and photo (such as it is) at amazon.com/author/jordanchurch

Feel free to contact me:  jordanchurch@mail.com

Sign up for my newsletter to be notified of new releases as they occur. 

No waiting and wondering, just waiting! 

Email me at jordanchurch@mail.com to get the newsletter


By Jordan Church

Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard series:

Book 1:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard

Book 2:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 2

Book 3:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 3

Book 4:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 4

Book 5:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 5

Book 6:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 6

Book 7:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 7

Book 8:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 8

Book 9:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 9

Book 10:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 10

Teen Lesbians Taking Over series:

Book 1:  Taking Over Mrs. Greenway

Book 2:  Taming Mrs. Greenway

Book 3:  Taking Over Aubree

Book 4:  Owning Aubree

Book 5:  Taking Over Tanya... and Her Neighbor Too

Book 6:  Taking Over Tanya's Step-Niece

Book 7:  Takira's New White Mistresses

Book 8:  Adding Coral to The Corral

Book 9: Taking Over Takira's Mom

Book 10:  Coral Gets Fully Corralled

Book 11: Tamed and Trained by Lesbian Hillbillies

Book 12:  Seducing and Taming Nala

Book 13:  Ridden Hard in the Back Yard

Book 14:  Double Seduction Double Domination

Book 15:  White on Black Pony Girl Lezdom

Book 16:  Taming and Training a New Mother and Daughter

Book 17:  Kinsley’s Kinky Lesbian Threesome

Book 18:  Domme on the Mom

Seducing the Mother and Daughter House Sitters series:

Book 1:  Seducing the Mother and Daughter House Sitters

Book 2:  Tempting the Mother and Daughter House Sitters

Book 3:  Dominating the Mother and Daughter House Sitters

Book 4:  Conquering the Mother and Daughter House Sitters

Tramp Pauline series:

Book 1:  Tramp Pauline

Book 2:  Tramp Pauline Tries to Bounce Back

Black Dominatrix Neighbor series:

Book 1:  Black Dominatrix Neighbor

Book 2:  Too Bad to Be True

Book 3:  Sexual Reparations in The Big City

Book 4:  Mallory's Interracial Lesbian Domination

Impossible Seduction series:

Impossible Seduction One: Voyeur Mother and Daughter Seduced

Impossible Seduction Two:  Peeking Mother and Daughter Dominated

Impossible Seduction Three: A Tale of Lesbian Taming Two MILFs

Impossible Seduction Four:  Janelle Versus Redhead Mother and Daughter

Impossible Seduction Five:  Seduced Via Lesbian Home Invasion

Impossible Seduction Six:  The Erotic Evil Conspiracy

Impossible Seduction Seven:  Wicked Manipulation by Dominant Lesbian Neighbors

Impossible Seduction Eight:  Dominant Lesbians Dominate Redheaded Mom and Daughter

Impossible Seduction 9: Dominant Lesbians Target the Final Pierson Girl for Seduction and Domination

Impossible Seduction 10: Seduction and Domination and Submission as the Dominants Go After the Blonde Daughters

Impossible Seduction 11:  Two of the Blonde Daughters are in the House of the Dominants.  Can They Escape with Their Lesbian Virginity?

Impossible Seduction 12:  Young Adult Kaia's Interracial Lesbian Date with Dark Submission

Impossible Seduction 13:  Kaia's Interracial Date Becomes A Lesbian Threesome

and She Submits to Domination from Mistress Lydia

Impossible Seduction 14:  First Time Lesbians Tamed and Trained by Neighbor Mistresses, Black Lesbian Domination of Submissive Blondes

Impossible Seduction 15:  Younger and Older Lesbians, Domination and Submission, Moms Submit Sexually

A Lesbian Orientation series:

Part I: Cara Ties to be a Good Example

Part II: Cara's Lesbian Seduction

Part III: Cara Becomes Her Roommate's Lesbian Pet

Lesbian Stalker's Pets series:

Part I:  Lauri's Lesbian Stalker Becomes Her Roommate

Part II: Lesbian Stalker's Pet Roommates

Part III:  Lesbian Stalker Pet Trains Her Roommate's Best Friend

Part IV:  Lesbian Stalker Stalks Again

Part V:  Lesbian Stalker on The Prowl

Part VI:  Lesbian Stalker Hunting

Part VII:  Lesbian Stalker's Evil Trap

Lesbian Seduction Conspiracy series:

Part I:  Conspiracy to Seduce

Part II:  The Trap

Part III:  Taking Over Charlotte

Part IV:  Too Together

Seduced Trophy Wives series:

Part I:   Taking the Trophy Wives

Part II:  Taming the Trophy Wives

Part III: Training the Trophy Wives

Gift Cards for Lesbian Seduction series:

Part I:  Mother-In-Law's Gift Cards for Lesbian Seduction

Part II:  Liking It Way Too Much

Part III:  Pursued by Interracial Lesbian Seduction

Part IV:  Submission to Her Black Mistress

Part V: Seduction at the Interracial Lesbian Orgy

Part VI:  Catfights at the Interracial Lesbian Orgy

Part VII:  Bailey’s Orgasmic Catfight

Part VIII:  The Sisters Get Dominated

Part IX:  Total Lesbian Domination

Part X:  Submission Mansion

Stand Alone books:

Anything She Wants

Cheerleader in Trouble

Keep Your Panties On, White Girl

Lesbian Lust at The Cash Register

Lesbian Lust on The Sales Floor

Something That Belongs to Me

The Submissive Cheerleaders

Too Curious About Her Adopted Lesbian Sister


Have you been to Church today?

Proceed and you can answer “Yes” honestly


Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 10

Can Mistress Dorothe Seduce the Bulgarian Maid into Extreme Sexual Ownership and Dominate her Boss Again Also?


Chapter One

Bellamy woke up and, for a moment, wondered where she was.

Then she wondered what she was.

She remembered the answer to the first one quickly.  She was in the suite in Mistress Dorothe’s bed.

Was she still a human pillow?

There was no sign of Mistress Dorothe.  Was she still supposed to be a human pillow when there was no one to lay on her?  Maybe that was some twisted BDSM philosophical question like the one about the tree that falls in the forest and whether it makes a sound if no one was there to hear it.

Bellamy assessed herself.  She was no longer bound in any way.  No rope and no cuffs.  They were lying on the bedstand.  Also, no vibrator in her pussy.  That was also on the bedstand. 

Well.  She must not be a human vibrating cumming pillow anymore.

How many times had she cum last night?  How late had she stayed up, cumming and cumming while Mistress Dorothe snoozed, breathing deeply, jiggled by the spasms from Bellamy’s lower tummy?

She must have passed out.  Sometime after she passed out, maybe not until this morning, Mistress Dorothe had freed her and removed the vibrator.  Somehow Bellamy had slept through it all.

Was it morning?

Bellamy peered at the huge windows.  Nope, not morning.  The sun was too high in the sky. 

A better question might be whether this was the day after Mrs. Stanton’s Show Bitch Contest, or was it the day after that one?

The room spun.  Bellamy felt simultaneously drunk and hungover despite not having a drop of alcohol in her system.

She guessed a concussion did that.  Oh, and also dehydration from cumming dozens of times while serving as a human pillow. 

Didn’t the New England Journal of Medicine do a study on the effects of serving as a constantly orgasming human pillow?  No?  Why not?

Bellamy flopped down on her back on the bed.  She heard the television on in the main room of the suite.  Mistress Dorothe and all the shows she watched.  The fucking idle rich! 

Idle when she wasn’t seducing and dominating woman after woman, including Bellamy.

Bellamy wasn’t ready to go out there yet and join her Mistress.  Yes, Mistress Dorothe was her Mistress.  There was no denying it now.  Yesterday, arriving at the hotel, Bellamy thought she was about to end this crazy sexual nightmare.

Instead of the end of it, it now looked like just the beginning.  Bellamy didn’t think she could ever voluntarily leave.  This would last forever unless Mistress Dorothe kicked her to the curb.

It was uncanny that the thought of Mistress Dorothe rejecting her – the same Mistress she was determined to leave last night – caused her stress and concern.

Would Mistress Dorothe grow bored with her?

If Mistress Dorothe grew bored with her, would she release Bellamy from her obligations?  The double obligations, one being the protection contract and the other being Bellamy’s feeling of obligation.  Actually, it was a feeling of obedient subservience. 

Could Bellamy stop feeling it on her own, or would she need Mistress Dorothe’s help?  Mistress Dorothe could help by rejecting her.

Bellamy envisioned a possible course ahead.  If Mistress Dorothe grew bored with her and spat her out like Mistress Dorothe was the sexual whale who accidentally ate Bellamy, then maybe…

… maybe Bellamy could hook up with Rosetta again.  This time because she wanted to and with no ulterior motive.  Maybe Bellamy would still dominate Rosetta, but only if Rosetta wanted that.

Or they could take turns dominating and submitting to each other.

Or just not do that at all.

What would vanilla lesbian sex be like?

It sounded good in theory but, the more she thought about it, the more boring it felt.  It just didn’t seem like there was any way she could have as many orgasms or orgasms that were as big as the ones she got from Mistress Dorothe dominating her.

Rosetta.

Bellamy's first seduction.  Her only seduction.  At least, it was her only lesbian seduction.  She’d done it by proxy for Mistress Dorothe.  She’d done it because Mistress Dorothe ordered her to do it.  And, best not forget, because she was too weak to stand up to Mistress Dorothe’s will.

The seduction of Rosetta was still in progress, more or less.  Mostly less.

Rosetta, that pretty little redheaded cop from the family of cops. 

It had been a few days since the night they made love.  Or had sex.  Or that Bellamy used and abused her.  Bellamy had tricked her into a sexual situation.  Tricked her into submitting. 

Yes, they hadn’t “made love.”  However, since then, Bellamy kept feeling something that felt a lot like love, or a crush, when she thought about Rosetta.  Love or a crush.  You couldn’t tell them apart until time passed. 

Love was a crush that had staying power.  A crush was a burst of love, maybe misguided love, that died out quickly. 

A crush could be as intense as love.  But it was brief, misguided, and often unrequited.  A crush was fireworks, and love was a sun that blazed and didn’t go out.

In theory.  Bellamy knew she’d had crushes and also knew she’d never had true love, romantic love.  She just guessed – or hoped – that true love would be a crush-feeling with permanence.

She sure as fuck would never have love with Mistress Dorothe.  Love required feelings going both ways.  You couldn’t do love, true love, all on your own.  It was a team effort and a team success.

Poor Rosetta.  She just wanted an interesting, fun, well-compensated job.  Like everyone else.  Rosetta had great spirit and seemed truly not content with following in her family's footsteps. 

Mistress Dorothe had Bellamy take advantage of Rosetta’s enthusiasm to do better.

The carrot Bellamy offered Rosetta was the chance to be a bodyguard to Mistress Dorothe, just like Bellamy was. 

Of course, Rosetta had no clue what it was like to be a bodyguard “just like Bellamy.”   The submission.  The humiliation.  Very little of being Mistress Dorothe’s bodyguard was what anyone would call professional.

Bellamy, and Mistress Dorothe through Bellamy, told Rosetta that in five years as Dorothe Gerbach’s bodyguard, she’d make enough money to retire.  That financial temptation, along with the enticement of some possible action, some drama, something interesting, such as how Bellamy, an idol of Rosetta’s as it turned out, had shot Dorothe’s attacker, Noelle, in the parking garage.

The stick?  More or less the idea of failure and Bellamy's hand spanking her.

Mistress Dorothe had felt it was too risky and too likely to fail for her to go after Rosetta directly.  Mistress Dorothe had felt that Rosetta needed “softening up” and “preparation.” Or she possibly viewed it as marinating the Rosetta meat.  In pussy juices.

Bellamy had successfully seduced Rosetta.  She got Rosetta naked on a flimsy premise, spanked her on a flimsy premise, and then thoroughly sexed her every which way.  On a flimsy premise. 

The sex had been great.  For both.  So had the guilt.  For both, Bellamy was quite sure of that, though different breeds of guilt.  One had the doing-wrong guilt, and the other had the let-get-done-wrong guilt.

All that manipulation by Bellamy and all of it was premeditated deliberate wrongdoing.  Premeditated, like in crime, was much worse than in the heat of the moment.

Bellamy did it to a young woman she liked and who looked up to her with trust.

Getting Bellamy to seduce and dominate Rosetta was, by far, the worst thing that Mistress Dorothe had done to Bellamy.

Oddly enough, in the aftermath, the ball was really in Rosetta's court.  Bellamy had dominated her, but she was still independent and free-willed.  Mistress Dorothe had coached Bellamy on how to leave Rosetta after the hard, almost savage, sex and had coached Bellamy to make no contact with Rosetta after that. 

That was a strategy to avoid scaring off Rosetta and to allow her to entrap herself. 

Rosetta could choose to call and pursue the alleged opportunity – really an opportunity to be debased and submit to lesbian domination for life – or she could escape by simply not calling.

There had been no calls or texts from Rosetta.  It now looked like Rosetta would escape the consequences of eager curiosity and her trust in Bellamy, and her desire to do more with her life.  Her desire to do more would have made her become less.

Good for her, thought Bellamy.  Smart girl.

Buzz-chirp-buzz.

The sound came from Bellamy's phone on the bed-stand.

It couldn't be, could it?

Bellamy sat up and checked the phone.

It was.

Rosetta.


Chapter Two

Bellamy read the text.

Curious.  Did I pass all the tests?  Or not?

Bellamy felt such a mixture of emotions.  Her first urge was a school-girl crush kind of feeling.  Sort of a “she likes me” thing.  Bellamy had thought she might never hear from Rosetta again.

Bellamy was also a bit horrified.  Sort of an, “Oh no, you're making a big mistake Rosetta.”  It would be best for Rosetta if she never interacted with Bellamy and Mistress Dorothe ever again. 

Easy to avoid in a big city like Philadelphia and with Mistress Dorothe, and thus Bellamy, moving in different circles than Rosetta.  Dorothe Gerbach had her wealthy debutante and lesbian BDSM circles and her socialite nightlife while Rosetta had the whole police department, police family thing going.  Rosetta was more the backyard barbecue type.

Everyone should just stay in their current circles!

Rosetta's text seemed pretty neutral.  Now what?  Bellamy remembered she was not supposed to answer any calls or texts from Rosetta without first letting Mistress Dorothe tell her how to handle it and what to say.

So... more manipulation coming up!  If it involved Mistress Dorothe then there would always be manipulation for sure, and it would lead to humiliation and submission if her manipulation was successful.

Bellamy considered not involving Mistress Dorothe but refusing to obey a direct order just wasn't possible.  Not for Bellamy, not any longer.  She felt Mistress Dorothe's young but impossibly powerful iron will coiled around her tighter and tighter all the time, like the world's biggest anaconda, an invisible one.

She had to obey.  Bellamy brought her cell phone out from the bedroom to Mistress Dorothe in the enormous main room of the suite.

Mistress Dorothe was on the phone and looked up at Bellamy as she wrapped up her conversation, “I'll see you Sunday, Mother. The slut of the day is up from her nap.  I wore her out earlier.  Her stamina isn't as great as I'd like it to be, but I'll get her there.”

Hearing Mistress Dorothe talk about her in such humiliating terms was, in some ways, worse than being directly verbally insulted during sex.  It was more humiliating than being spanked because the spanks came with sex and great sex seemed to make any amount of wrong okay if it was in the heat of the moment. 

The orgasms were the best justification and the final word.  It wasn't like Bellamy was going to orgasm from Mistress Dorothe talking shit about her to others. 

Plus, what about privacy?  When Bellamy was a slut for Mistress Dorothe – which was most the time now – then that was between them.  Mistress Dorothe was putting it out there on that phone call.  She was airing Bellamy’s dirty laundry.  Or her slut laundry.

Mistress Dorothe looked at Bellamy and winked, “My mother, your Madame, says hello.  Oh, what’s that, Mother?  Yes, I’ll tell her.  She says if you are not busy serving me at some time, you may call her and put yourself on video and fingerfuck yourself.  Like you did last night.  Mother, that is so considerate of you!  I’m sure Bell Bell will take you up on that offer sometime soon.”

Bellamy wasn’t so sure.  She hoped she wouldn’t.  But she also thought she might.  The idea was so humiliating… that it turned her on… as did remembering last night’s humiliation – and orgasm! – when she called Mrs. Gerbach with the stupid idea Mrs. Gerbach might help Bellamy escape Mistress Dorothe.

What did she get instead?

An orgasm and a new Madame, which sounded a lot like having a second Mistress.  Worse than most because she was so much older, a bitch, and the mother of Bellamy’s main Mistress!

Mistress Dorothe ended the call and looked up at Bellamy.  Mistress Dorothe looked totally innocent, and Bellamy knew she was completely shameless.  Bellamy knew Dorothe would say whatever she wanted to anyone about Bellamy whether Bellamy stood right there or not.

Stood right there… or crawled right there….

“About time you got up, lazybones.  You're hardly useful when you're asleep although you do make a fine vibrating pillow.  To clarify, you are useful when I’m asleep with my head on you but not useful when I am up, and you remain sleeping.  I could have woken you up.  I guess I’m too compassionate for my own good.  By the way, from now on, you'll need to move slower when nude when I'm on the phone.  Your bells were jingling.”

Bellamy looked down at her newly pierced nipples with the bells suspended from the barbells.  She was getting all too used to them.  She’d been jingling and hadn't even paid any attention to it.  This new part of herself was really becoming part of herself.  Her new feature was moving from bizarre to normal. 

“Bell Bell, what are you doing standing?”  Mistress Dorothe sounded a little offended and a little amused.

What was she doing standing!?! 

Bellamy plummeted to the floor with a thump and a crash of jingles.

“That's better, Bell Bell.  Really, the non-rich wonder why they aren't rich but, just look at you.  You can't even remember to stay on hands and knees when we're alone in this suite.”

“I'm sorry, Mistress, I was bringing you my phone.  Rosetta texted!”

“That little redheaded freckle-faced cop slut?  Good.  I figured she would.  Fucking sell-out submissive slut if I ever saw one.  I can hardly wait to have her licking my asshole.”

Bellamy, even knowing Mistress Dorothe, was a bit shocked by the way she spoke. 

It wasn't because it differed from how she treated Bellamy and the other unfortunate (lucky?) women she dominated.  Mistress Dorothe talked how she acted. 

It was shocking because Rosetta was so sweet and enthusiastic and good, and Bellamy had such fond feelings towards Rosetta.  Here Bellamy was wanting to, whatever, maybe hug Rosetta, while Mistress Dorothe envisioned Rosetta licking her asshole!

Bellamy had to wonder which one was truly more likely.

However, to hear Mistress Dorothe verbally trample all over the girl was upsetting.  Bellamy felt an urge to defend Rosetta.

Sure, like she was Rosetta’s female knight in shining armor.  After seducing her and setting the stage for her to fall into Mistress Dorothe’s clutches.

Sneakily, the image of Rosetta's fresh and pretty face crammed in between Mistress Dorothe's ass cheeks, her bright pink tongue licking away at Mistress Dorothe's dirty place... made Bellamy's pussy wet. 

Heaven help her, she wanted to see it happen.  She might be worse than Mistress Dorothe in some ways!

Bellamy realized Mistress Dorothe was looking at her incisively, “You’re imagining it, aren’t you?  That cutie’s face pressed between my sexy ass cheeks.  Her pink tongue on my pink butthole, diligently working away, her willing to do anything to please me.  You know, like you already are.  Am I right?  You were picturing it?  No secrets from your Mistress!  No privacy!  Not even in your little head!”

Bellamy burned with shame.  She was caught, and there was no use denying it.  Mistress Dorothe often knew things she should not be able to know.  Then she used it to inflict humiliation which in turn made Bellamy wet.  It was some circle of degradation thing.

It was upsetting to know that even her thoughts were not private from wicked Mistress Dorothe.  Upsetting and humiliating and… maybe even arousing despite herself.

Bellamy felt like a student in front of class trying to make their first attempt ever at a speech, “I-I guess I was, Mistress.  I really can’t picture Rosetta ever… you know.”

“You can’t “picture it,” and yet there you were, picturing it on that cheap movie screen you call a mind.  I look forward to having her lick my asshole.  I’m sure she’d be shocked by the concept.  Just like even you are right now.  But I’ll make her like it, and then I’ll make her look forward to it, and, pretty soon after that, she’ll beg me to lick my ass.  She’ll think it’s a privilege and a treat.”

Bellamy was shocked.  It was a shocking idea that anyone would want to do that, lick ass, or would agree to do it for someone when they did not want to do it.  It seemed like there was a lot she didn’t know about sex.  Well, about the nasty kinds of sex. 

Emily had done it for Charanda.  But Charanda was big and scary and forceful.  It wasn’t like Mistress Dorothe could terrorize Rosetta into doing it. 

Bellamy was surprised to realize she was also concerned that Mistress Dorothe had never had her lick her ass and yet planned to have Rosetta doing it, apparently sooner rather than later.  Mistress Dorothe must like it if she intended to make Rosetta do it.

What, Bellamy’s mouth wasn’t good enough?  Would Rosetta get all the ass privileges on Mistress Dorothe?

That… didn’t seem fair.

Mistress Dorothe looked at her with amusement, like she was reading Bellamy’s mind.

Mistress Dorothe said, “What’s with this walking thing you were doing?  Walking and fucking standing.  We’re in the suite.  No one else is here.  I thought we were past this.  Didn’t I train you to crawl as a slut should in the presence of her Mistress?”

Bellamy tried to excuse herself having walked instead of crawling.  It wasn't lost on her that she was trying to justify walking.  Walking! 

“Mistress, I just wanted to bring you the phone so you could see the text.  As you instructed me to do.  I needed to carry it.”

Bellamy tried to hand it up to her.

“So stupid!  You have a mouth, don't you?  Carry little things like phones in your mouth.  Don't give me that yet.  You think I'm that eager for word from that little slut?  Now, crawl back in your room and then crawl back to me with the phone in your mouth.  Do it properly.”

Bellamy burned with humiliation.

Bellamy did as she was told.

Bellamy's pussy was getting hotter and hotter.

Her mind rejected this kind of treatment, but her pussy ate it up like it was a giant mouth.

She also found that her nipple piercings had the effect they were renowned for.  Her nipples got harder faster since her piercings, and they were more sensitive constantly. 

They also hardened when they shouldn’t.  Like when there was a strong breeze, when Bellamy wore clothing that rubbed on them, or when she was humiliated and forced to act like a dog.

Once her nipples hardened, they were reluctant to give up the hardness.  Maybe it was just swelling from the piercings, but they seemed to be at least partially hard all the time.  Then the little bells weighed them down a bit and bounced around.  All those sensations added up and built upon one another.

Bellamy both hated her constantly hard nipples and enjoyed them at the same time.  They made her feel ever so slutty, and they were hot points of sensation like twin lit fuses to her pussy fireworks.

Bellamy returned to Mistress Dorothe.  She did it on all fours with the smartphone in her mouth.

Mistress Dorothe plucked Bellamy’s smartphone out of Bellamy’s mouth.  She wiped the spitty part on one of Bellamy's cheeks.


Chapter Three

Mistress Dorothe accessed the text message.  She seemed to know her way around the phone easily.  Maybe she'd checked it out while Bellamy slept some time, or maybe she'd dominated and taken control of some other woman with the same model of smartphone. 

It didn't matter.  What was Bellamy's was Mistress Dorothe's.  That was how Bellamy felt, and that was how Dorothe viewed things as well.  If Bellamy belonged to Mistress Dorothe, then surely anything that belonged to her also belonged to Mistress Dorothe.  Simple logic.  Their sexual relationship was illogical but, within the confines of that overall illogic, all of her stuff belonging to Mistress Dorothe did make sense.

“Bell Bell, I'll just go ahead and answer this text for you.  Two slave sluts trying to communicate is generally pitiful and lame.  Since she texted you, I can go ahead and tell you right now, no matter any tone here or plainness or casualness of words, this one is fucking game fucking on.  She is up for more of the same of what you already gave her.  Little fucking slut.  Little fuck slut.”

Bellamy thought Mistress Dorothe's mean talk was over the top.  Especially for talking about someone she hardly knew.  Especially talking about someone so sweet and wonderful like Rosetta. 

Bellamy felt like speaking out and defending Rosetta.

No.  She couldn’t.

No matter how over the top her words were, Mistress Dorothe was the “top,” as Bellamy knew the dominant in a dom-sub relationship was sometimes called.  Tops did and said whatever they wanted.  That was probably a big part of the joy of being a top.

Mistress Dorothe performed a quick visual scan of Bellamy's face.  Bellamy realized Mistress Dorothe was perhaps testing Bellamy to see if she'd gotten sweet on sweet Rosetta.  She was making sure she still had Bellamy heart and soul.

Then Mistress Dorothe looked down and tapped on the smartphone, tapping at the words forming Rosetta’s text.

“So, take this word “curious.”  She put that word in here and didn’t need to do that.  Ever heard of bi-curious?  See, what a slut.  It may be subconscious.  She may not know it.  But slut she is or slut she wants to be.  Don’t get me wrong.  A lesbian is not a slut.  But you treated her like a slut, so to her, bi-curious is the same thing as sluttiness.  Then she texted that she wants to know if she passed all the tests.  This is paving the path for more of the same.  She's practically begging you to say there is another test or more tests.  Which will facilitate another meeting and, doubtless, more lesbian sex, and she’s probably hoping for another spanking or whatever else.  She wants to be dominated all over again.  Slutty sub slut.”

What Mistress Dorothe said was calculating and quite dehumanizing.  If a man said it, then Bellamy would have thought the man was misogynistic.  But what do you call that same behavior by a woman? 

Women who Mistress Dorothe preyed on sexually.  Was a lesbian predator any better than a male predator?  More surprising, maybe. 

Maybe they were worse!  Women were supposed to be in it together.

But then... those “prey” women, Mistress Dorothe’s prey, ended up liking it so much.  All the ones Bellamy knew about, including Bellamy herself. 

Liking it was not the behavior of prey.  Not in the animal kingdom.

Did that mean Mistress Dorothe wasn’t a predator because they weren’t prey?  Or was she a predator only up until they liked it?

But, even when they liked it, that didn’t mean Mistress Dorothe was good for them.  Just the opposite.  She was even worse for them then!

If you didn’t like something, you stopped doing it or letting it get done to you, or you left it or put it behind you somehow.  But enjoying it removed the motivation to move on.  Which was why liking it wasn’t healthy.

Maybe it was like a gambling addiction.  Gambling addicts liked gambling, right?  But it was still bad for them.

Mistress Dorothe was talking about what to do about Rosetta’s communication, “How to answer?  Certainly not that Rosetta has passed any and all tests, and no tests remain!  Fuck that!  She has no idea how many crazy sexual hoops I'll have her jump through!  The question is, how many to have you have her jump through first.  To further soften her up.  I'll make “your” answer a little bit teasing and hinting, a little flirtatious, and maybe somewhat ominous.  Work her up a little, but still with doubt about your intent.”

Mistress Dorothe typed into Bellamy's smartphone, and Bellamy reflected on how wicked yet clever Mistress Dorothe was.  She was so much younger than Bellamy, and that used to be a cause of humiliation in and of itself. 

But Mistress Dorothe’s sneaky plotting was so advanced that Bellamy was no longer embarrassed about the age difference or the lesbian sex.

It felt to Bellamy like Mistress Dorothe’s craftiness, and wickedness fully earned her the right to use and dominate Bellamy.

No worries though, Mistress Dorothe always gave her plenty of other things to be humiliated over.  Seemingly endless humiliation that Bellamy somehow got off on despite her best self-interest.

“There.  That ought to do it.” 

Mistress Dorother showed Bellamy the text she'd sent to Rosetta, which Rosetta would believe was Bellamy's response to Rosetta.  Poor unsuspecting Rosetta!

I intend to continue to test your fitness and your fit.  Come by the Ritz-Carlton tonight at six o'clock.  The honeymoon suite.  Dorothe will be over at her mother's and quite safe.  It will just be us two.  As before, dress like a slut.  I'll see you fitted out and see how you fit in and what all fits.  Don't eat before you come here.  I want you hungry.  I'll give you something to eat.

Bellamy read it and had no idea what to say or think.  There was no taking it back, obviously!  The text was gone and sent.  There could be no questioning of her Mistress either, just as obviously.  When Mistress Dorothe wanted feedback, she’d let you know when.  Which was never.

Mistress Dorothe had laid on the innuendo thick in the text message.  If Rosetta ever showed this text to anyone on the force, it would negatively impact Bellamy's already mixed reputation.

Mistress smiled and spoke with a self-satisfied tone, “There.  I've done it now.  If she shows up, she must know you’ll at least make a play for her.  Which means there is an ongoing window of opportunity.  I'll coach you up on what to do.”

“Why here, Mistress?”

“Two reasons.  One, as you doubtless suspect, it is easier to videotape the sexual events that occur between you two.  Don't worry, it won't be for blackmail.  Blackmail is so clumsy and icky and stupid if you ask me.  Not for blackmail, but it will be a nice addition to my collection, and I also get to see your performance.  Careful, I score like a fucking Russian judge.  Hmm, that makes me wonder if Charanda has crushed Zoya yet.  Not only will I watch your performance, but I will also watch it live.  I have my wireless connection, and the video feed will be sent live directly to Mommie Dearest and to me.  That will be the best kind of mother-daughter bonding.  We'll both be watching you two!”

Bellamy felt almost physically ill.  Mrs. Gerbach too!  Mrs. Gerbach had hired her to protect her daughter, Dorothe, the predatory lesbian seductress.  Only later did Bellamy learn the elder Gerbach had those same predilections. 

Bellamy learned the older Gerbach was a dominant lesbian when Mistress Dorothe spoke about giving the Slut Maid Ekaterina to her mother as a Mother's Day gift.  And maybe Ekaterina's boss, Jill Holloway, as well now.  Bellamy still wondered if Mistress Dorothe was serious about that and, if she was, if she could pull it off.  Mother's Day was this weekend!

Mistress Dorothe must not be serious about it.  How could she make that happen in just a couple of days?

Bellamy further learned Mrs. Gerbach was a dominant lesbian, much further, last night when she called Mrs. Gerbach seeking assistance in getting out from under (cough cough) her daughter, Dorothe.

Instead of getting help, the older Gerbach got Bellamy to fingerfuck herself on smartphone video for her entertainment.  It was still hard for Bellamy to fathom that it happened, and she cooperated like a complete spineless slut.  Mrs. Gerbach, over the course of that phone call, became Madame Gerbach to Bellamy.

Instead of help getting rid of serving one Mistress, now Bellamy had a Mistress and a Madame.  Fuck!

Now it sounded like Madame Gerbach would watch Bellamy’s live sexual action.  This time Bellamy would not be putting on a one-woman show.  She’d be with another woman.  Poor unsuspecting Rosetta!

The idea of the older Gerbach – she must be sixty! – watching Bellamy further sexually compromise Rosetta was awful.  But... also humiliating... which she knew meant it would turn her on.  The idea even began to do so right then despite the illness the thought caused in her stomach.

Mistress Dorothe explained further, “The other reason is to get Rosetta used to this environment and to associate it with submission.  If you seduce and dominate her again, then, if she takes the job, when the time comes, she will fall over and spread her legs for me if I blow on her lightly.  It'll be easy.  You'll get her so used to doing what she's told to do and to doing it right here in this suite that, when the time comes, all that will change is the voice telling her what to do.”

Bellamy felt a surge of jealousy, but it was a weird two-headed jealousy.  Jealousy, like when Mistress Dorothe was with Ekaterina or Jill Holloway or any other woman, when someone was getting Mistress Dorothe's attention instead of Bellamy.  But also, jealousy at Mistress Dorothe getting to have Rosetta.  Her Rosetta!

If this all worked out Bellamy would face with twice as much jealousy.  Constantly!  She’d live with both of them and be jealous of them both! 

She’d want to be dominated by Mistress Dorothe instead of Rosetta soaking up the precious domination, and she’d want to dominate Rosetta instead of Mistress Dorothe getting to have her way with the cute redhead.

Mistress Dorothe nodded and murmured more to herself than Bellamy, “I may not wait until after she signs on.  If I see that she’s ready to give it up, all of it up, her independence and her sexy body, then I’ll pounce.  I'm giving this Rosetta slut plenty of extra time and attention to get her seduced and under my thumb forever and ever.  I know it isn’t all that much time to you, and I know that once I have control over her, I will have all of her time, and her efforts, for all of her life.  An excellent exchange!  Highly profitable to me!  But I am not known for my patience.  If I wanted to work, I wouldn’t be rich.  I’m only giving her this much, ha ha, loving attention, because she's a cop with a cop family.  She should function the same as any of you sluts.  Her seduction should work – and I should be able to work her up and seduce her and dominate her – just like any other submissive slut’s seduction who doesn't yet know she is one.  Cop or not, she is still a woman.  A submissive one.  I can see it in women’s eyes as easily as most people notice eye color.  I guess it is better to be safe than sorry and make sure this goes right.  If this seduction does blow up in someone's face, it won't be mine.  But don't worry, Bell Bell, she is much more likely to be cumming on your face than blowing up in your face.”

Cumming on her face....  Bellamy found she was looking forward to that.  Even if it didn't bode well for poor Rosetta.  Even if the two generations of dominant Gerbach bitches were both watching everything if it happened as it happened.  Bellamy felt her pussy spasm with lust.

She really was a slut, she thought.

Soon, if all went well, Rosetta would be just like her!

If Rosetta didn't back out after that far too obvious and far too heavy-handed text....

Ping ping.  Bellamy's smartphone toned with an incoming text.

Mistress Dorothe looked at it, and Bellamy held her breath.  Her reputation was at stake.  So were Mistress Dorothe's plans.  So were Rosetta Wright's lifestyle, and sexual nature, and overall fate.

Mistress Dorothe winked past the smartphone and tossed it on the floor next to Bellamy, “Message from a slut to a slut.”


Chapter Four

Bellamy checked the text.  She felt like a grade school girl with a crush who gets a text from her crush.  It was not unlike how she felt about Mistress Dorothe and yet totally different. 

She was eager to please Mistress Dorothe, but she was fond of Rosetta.  Or whatever fondness to the nth degree was called. 

She was eager to do things for Mistress Dorothe, nasty things, but she was also eager to make Rosetta do nasty things.  For herself and then, eventually, for Mistress Dorothe.  The two rivers of lust might wind back and forth and then join, widen, and grow more turbulent. 

Bellamy was conflicted.  Even though it was her job to protect Dorothe Gerbach she also felt a need to protect Rosetta even as she aided and abetted pulling her into an unhealthy submissive lifestyle!

Bellamy was eager to see how Rosetta responded to “her” text.

You should know by now I am fit.  I'll be a good fit.  I can fit wherever you put me.  I'll B there.  I'll B hungry.  Don't you want my order?

Mistress Dorothe watched her read the text, “She is so fucking yours.  Which means she's mine or soon will be.  What's yours is mine because you are mine.  Her text is flirty and playful.  It's also practically an invite for you to send another risqué hinting text.  Obviously, she got off on that last one.  So, go ahead, send her one.”

“What should I text her?”

“Come on.  It's obvious.  You fucking figure it out.  I can't do everything around here.”

Bellamy thought for a second.  Yeah, it was pretty obvious what to text.  She went ahead.  It felt weird doing it and sending it without Mistress Dorothe even reviewing it.  Was Mistress Dorothe letting her do it because she had confidence in Bellamy, or was she confident in Bellamy's sluttiness?

Bellamy sent the text and felt daring to take an action at her own discretion.  Well, it was by Mistress Dorothe’s order, but the specifics were all Bellamy.

I now know what you like to eat, and I'll have plenty of it warmed up for you.  It will be hot, but you won't burn your mouth.

Bellamy felt monumentally naughty sending that text and felt a corresponding rush of wetness in her pussy.

Rosetta's answering text was cutesy enough and arrived quickly enough that Bellamy had no worries that her own text had in any way caused hesitation:

C U there at 6

Bellamy told Mistress Dorothe, “She texted that she’ll be here at six.  I’ll go get ready.”

Bellamy was still on all fours on the floor. 

Mistress Dorothe told her, “Not yet, Bell Bell.  There is an abundance of time.  There’s no need for you to get cleaned up twice.”

What did that mean?

Mistress Dorothe put her feet up on Bellamy’s back, “We’re going to have a busy afternoon before your busy, busy night.  You busy beaver you!  I’ll keep your beaver busy!”

Did Mistress Dorothe intend to have more sex with her?  Abuse her, maybe?  Some of both?

Yes, please!

Mistress Dorothe explained, “As you know, Mother’s Day is almost here.  As you know, I want to give my mother a brand-new sex toy.  The human kind of sex toy.  I have several excellent candidates and have decided which one.”

Bellamy found herself mentally chanting, “Please, not me!  Please, not me!”

Mistress Dorothe hesitated a long time before continuing, and Bellamy knew she did it just to fuck with Bellamy in case Bellamy was thinking the unthinkable.

“The lucky winner or, well, let’s be honest, the unlucky loser, is… Ekaterina the Slut Maid!”

Bellamy almost wanted to jump for joy, but of course, she couldn’t what with being on all fours and serving as a footrest for her Mistress.

Ekaterina?  That fucking scummy immigrant Bulgarian slut?  Fan-fucking-tastic!

Bellamy didn’t quite know why she hated the girl so much.  Her jealousy seemed to pool around Ekaterina specifically.  Ekaterina seemed nice and was a hard worker and was obviously just scraping by in America by doing a job Americans did not want to do.  Yet, Bellamy nearly hated her.

Mental shrug.  It was what it was.

Bellamy wasn’t at all surprised by Mistress Dorothe’s choice.  Ekaterina was the first person Mistress Dorothe had mentioned as a possible gift for her mother.  Also, she was expendable.  The notion that it could have been Bellamy, now that Bellamy had time to think about it, was ridiculous.  She was an American and an ex-cop, and she was the one keeping Mistress Dorothe safe.

Still, there was a possibility that Madame Gerbach, Mistress Dorothe’s mother, might have made a play for Bellamy.  If the mother pressured the daughter, maybe Dorothe would have made it happen.  Madame Gerbach did seem… appreciative… of Bellamy.

Now, thank God, Ekaterina would be fed to Madame Gerbach.

Bulgarian maids were good sexual fodder!

Mistress Dorothe prodded Bellamy with her question and did it while one of her feet tapped at Bellamy’s lower back, “What do you think of my choice, Bell Bell?  Do you think Mother will enjoy my gift to her?”

“Yes, Mistress.  Yes, of course, Mistress, an excellent choice.”

Bellamy thought she sounded like a snooty maître d commending someone on their choice of wines.

“She will be a perfect gift, won’t she?  She’s like two gifts in one.  A human sex toy plus a live-in twenty-four hour, seven days a week maid.  Cost-free!  It is just like Benjamin Franklin – who used to walk about our shitty city of Philadelphia long before it became shitty – used to say.  He claimed a penny saved is a penny earned.  Yes, it is, but Benjamin was a small thinker.  A million saved is a million earned.  Round-the-clock maids, even without sex, would cost well over a hundred thousand per year.  You’d need four for round-the-clock coverage, and that’s assuming no sick days and no vacation days.  So, Ekaterina will do the work and have the availability of four or five maids and, I assume, four or five sluts also.  Ekaterina should stay alive and serve Mother for decades.  She’s so young!  Just her maid services, for free, will save Mother millions of dollars.”

Bellamy asked, “If you don’t mind my asking… has she agreed to do this?”

Mistress Dorothe laughed and laughed, occasionally sputtering out the word, “Agreed!  Agree?  Agreed!?!”


Chapter Five

Mistress Dorothe finally calmed and said, “She has not agreed yet.  It is, however, a foregone conclusion.  I’m sure you think it is just so terrible for Ekaterina to become a slut maid for the rest of her life.  I agree it is terrible for her, but I simply focus on how wonderful it is for Mother.  I will polish this poopy slave slut maid assignment into a diamond Ekaterina will want.  She will want it, and I will simply give her what she wants.  Therefore, I need never feel any guilt.  I just need to make her want it first.  Watch and learn.”

Mistress Dorothe called down to the front desk and asked for Jill Holloway.  Holloway came to the phone, and Bellamy wondered how the woman felt about her seducer calling her at work and being at her workplace all the time.

Mistress Dorothe told her, “Jill-Off, you sexy masturbator you.  Hey, I want the Bulgarian up here.  Right now.  Yes, I know she is just finishing a long shift working hard cleaning rooms.  I won’t let her possible stink bother me.  Make sure she comes right up.  Oh, I’m sure you feel left out.  Don’t you worry, Jill-Off, I have lots and lots of plans for you.  Right now, so you don’t feel too left out, I want you, after you have the Bulgarian on her way up here, to go to your crummy little office and, what else, rub one out.  Only think of me as you do it!  Also, send me some shots of your pussy, before, during, and after you Jill-Off.  See how I take your feelings into consideration?”

Mistress Dorothe hung up and sipped her drink, shifting her feet on Bellamy’s back.

A few minutes later, there was a knock on the door.  A little gentle tentative knock.  It was definitely the Bulgarian.

Bellamy felt sorry for her… but then reminded herself that Ekaterina was a filthy lowdown Bulgarian slut!  Her jealousy was still alive and sick.

This was one more ill effect Mistress Dorothe was having on her.  Mistress Dorothe made her wish the worst for Ekaterina.  Because of Mistress Dorothe, Bellamy felt hate for the sweet, hardworking, hard-luck girl who did not enjoy many advantages in life.

Mistress Dorothe made Bellamy crawl to the door and answer it on all fours. 

Bellamy knew Mistress Dorothe did this to humiliate her yet again.  However, she felt no resentment towards Mistress Dorothe.  She directed all her rancor towards Ekaterina.  It was that damn Bulgarian’s fault that the Bulgarian got to see Bellamy on hands and knees.  The Bulgarian didn’t have to be knocking on the suite’s door.  She should be on a goddamn steamer chugging for forty days to get back to Bulgaria!

She had to reach up to the deadlock and then the doorknob and then swing the door open awkwardly.

Ekaterina looked at her wide-eyed, then looked both ways up and down the hotel hallway, and then quickly entered the suite.  Bellamy closed the door behind her.

Mistress Dorothe said, “Ah, Ekaterina, I have great news for you today!  All your dreams of success in America are about to come true!”

Ekaterina brightened and approached Mistress Dorothe, “Really?”

Bellamy thought sarcastically, “No, not really.  Really not really.”

Mistress Dorothe neatly dodged answering the question by saying, “Would I lie to you?”

Ekaterina seemed uncertain of the answer to that one, “Well….”

Mistress Dorothe helpfully pointed out, “Wasn’t I the first one to make known to you that you are a lesbian slut?”

“Yes, that is true, Mistress.”

“See?  What more proof do you need?  In fact, this great American opportunity I have for you is along those same lines.”

Bellamy wondered if that sounded as ominous to the Bulgarian girl as it did to Bellamy.  Bellamy was fucking glad she was a crawling American submissive and not some primeval Bulgarian slut maid.

Ekaterina sounded uncertain whether she should be eager or worried, “I am listening most attentive, my Mistress.”

“Come closer, Slut Maid.  You see, I do not think you are quite ready to hear this news or, more importantly, to accept it with open slut arms.  I think you need to be primed up for it.  Come over now.”

Ekaterina went over to Mistress Dorothe.

Mistress Dorothe sounded briskly efficient, “First, get your maid rags off.  You’ll want to accept this offer properly, which is to say, in the nude.”

Ekaterina took off all her clothes.  She had a concerned yet curious look on her face.  By the time she was naked, she was panting lightly, not from exertion but from arousal.

Bellamy knew how that was.  When you near Mistress Dorothe and you thought she might soon use you sexually, you became excited, more and more excited, wet and ready and eager.  Bellamy was that same way.  They were both conditioned from their experiences with Mistress Dorothe.

Like Pavlov’s dogs, except Bellamy and Ekaterina salivated from somewhere other than their mouths.  Actually, they did also salivate from their mouths when offered Mistress Dorothe’s pussy.  Bellamy thought Pavlov’s Dogs was a particularly good comparison considering the bells on her nipples.

Mistress Dorothe motioned for Bellamy to come over.  Bellamy crawled over and docked sideways against the chaise lounge.

Mistress Dorothe told Ekaterina, “First, to prove my sincerity, go ahead and lay down on your back on my Bell Bell coffee table.”

Ekaterina, nude, lay on Bellamy, who was nude and on all fours.  They were back to back but facing the floor and the ceiling, respectively.

Ekaterina’s soft tight warm skin did feel sexy.  Bellamy felt herself moistening as well.  She would quickly catch up with the maid’s arousal.

Bellamy had some déjà vu from their positioning.

“This again!” thought Bellamy.

Mistress Dorothe said, “This isn’t the proof.  The proof is coming up.  Ekaterina, this is your lucky day.  To prove how genuine this offer is and to put you in the correct mood to celebrate your certain acceptance of this unique American opportunity, I will lick your pussy.”

“Oh, yes, Mistress!”

Which Mistress Dorothe went ahead and did.  Bellamy heard the wet sounds and the heavier breathing from both Mistress Dorothe and Ekaterina. 

Bellamy had to maintain her all-fours position supporting Ekaterina’s weight.  It was a perfect emotional storm for her, jealous of Ekaterina receiving this privilege, or any attention from Mistress Dorothe, while Bellamy was also humiliated by positioning and circumstances. 

She was less than the maid!  She was simply… support staff or support furniture!  For a filthy Bulgarian maid!

No matter how sexy or how clean Ekaterina was, Bellamy would always think of her as filthy.

Either Mistress Dorothe was great at licking pussy or Ekaterina started off highly aroused, or both, because Ekaterina was moaning and wriggling her ass cheeks on Bellamy’s ass cheeks within moments.

After a few minutes, Ekaterina was bopping her ass up and down, almost thrusting in her excitement.  Bellamy resented the impacts.  Bellamy was also turned on by them.  Damn.  She was getting quite wet.

Bellamy almost wished it was her getting her pussy being licked to facilitate persuasion into a lifetime of maid slavery to Mistress Dorothe’s mother.  It would almost be worth it.  Only almost!

Bellamy hoped Ekaterina would orgasm soon.  Ekaterina sure sounded and felt like she would orgasm soon!

Ekaterina wasn’t just moaning and gasping.  She was so grateful for the intimate attention to her pussy that she felt like she had to compliment Mistress Dorothe.

“Ohhh, Mistress!  Oh, Mistress, you lick me so fine!”

“Oh, my Mistress!  You are the greatest Mistress!”

“Mistress Dorothe, I love you!”

“Oh, my most beautiful Mistress, I know you cannot love someone so low as me.  I understand!  Me just want you know I love you!”

“Mistress!  Thank you, Mistress!”

Bellamy resentfully had a running commentary to go along with each statement Ekaterina blurted out.  Bellamy kept her comments internal.

She thought things like:

“Mistress Dorothe should be licking my pussy, not yours, you filthy Bulgarian!”

“Yes, Mistress Dorothe is the greatest Mistress, but how would you know that, you ignorant Bulgarian!”

“You don’t love her, you idiot!  I do.  Maybe.”

“That’s fucking right, Slut Maid.  There is no way she could ever love you.”

“You won’t be thanking her when she gives you away as a Mother’s Day gift to her mother!”

Then Ekaterina felt the throes of passion so strongly she switched from English to Bulgarian!  At least, Bellamy assumed it was Bulgarian.

“Gospodarke, az zhiveya za vas!”

Bulgarian sounded pretty damn sexy when spoken by a sexy young maid laying with her nude back on the nude back of a woman on all fours, while her pussy was licked, and while approaching orgasm.

Then again, Bellamy bet any language sounded sexy under those conditions!

Bellamy thought Ekaterina must be just about to orgasm.

But only if Mistress Dorothe allowed her to orgasm….

Ekaterina released a moan.  It sounded like a moan of frustration and not one of orgasm.

Mistress Dorothe confirmed Ekaterina’s moan was one of frustration.  Since she talked, she couldn’t be licking pussy!

Her words confirmed the situation and possibly Ekaterina’s worst fear, “Slut Maid, I like licking your pussy.  It makes me suspect Bulgarian food is good eating.  But here I am doing this for you, and you have done nothing for me.  Well, not today you haven’t.  It just isn’t fair.  Sadly, I must stop licking your pussy and must order you to stay away and not have sex with anyone, including your own hands, for, let’s say, one week.”

Ekaterina calmed enough to speak English, “Oh please, Mistress.  I do anything!  You know I do anything for you!  Please to let me serve you.  I earn pussy licking from you.  I earn!”

Mistress Dorothe sounded thoughtful, “I am sure you mean well, Slut Maid.  However, my pussy licking is extremely valuable.  I doubt there is anything you can do for me that would come close to matching such a boon from your Mistress.”

“Anything, Mistress!  I do anything!”

“But I already have that from you, Slut Maid.  You already would do anything for me before I began licking your pussy.  You see?  You cannot give me what I already have, and I already have that you will do anything I want.”

“Please, Mistress!  Give this maid a chance to please you!”

“Hmm.  Oh!  Something just now occurred to me.  Quite spur of the moment.  Stand up and come with me.”

Ekaterina awkwardly got off Bellamy.  Bellamy felt runnels of bodily fluids, maybe sweat, maybe pussy juice, running down her sides and legs. 

Mistress Dorothe brought Ekaterina over to the huge desk facing a bank of windows.  Bellamy had never seen Mistress Dorothe over by the desk before.  No surprise.  A desk was for work, and work was not for Mistress Dorothe.

Mistress Dorothe said to Ekaterina, “I wasn’t sure, but, yes, look right there, Ekaterina!  There is a contract all laid out and a pen right there for signing it.  How convenient.”


Chapter Six

“What… this is?”

“It’s no big deal at all, Ekaterina.  It is merely a lifetime-length personal service contract.”

“I no understand.”

“All you need to understand is that if you sign this, I lick your pussy until you orgasm.  What more do you need to know?”

“I… I-I think I need read.  I hear advice one time.  Must always read before sign anything.”

“How very boring.  Can you even read English, what with your ignorance affliction?”

“I read most words.  If not so many letters.”

Bellamy, on all-fours looking down at the floor, shook her head sadly.  She’d feel sorry for the forlorn, helpless sweet immigrant maid.  If she didn’t hate her so much!

“Very well.  You read it, Slut Maid.  I’m so sure you’ll sign it that I’ll go back to licking your pussy while you look it over.  I lick, you look.  But, remember, no lovely Earthshattering best-ever orgasm for you until and unless you sign.”

“I understand, Mistress.  I read.  I just quick check.  Mother and Father disappointed in Ekaterina if she sign contract with no read.”

There was relative silence for a few seconds.

Then Ekaterina made it clear that Mistress Dorothe was back at her pussy.

“Oh, Mistress!  It so good, Mistress!  You make me feel lovely!  You make me feel best ever!”

A pause, then Mistress Dorothe said, “Go ahead and sign it then.”

Bellamy heard more licking sounds.  It sounded like Mistress Dorothe knew Ekaterina wouldn’t sign it yet, had wanted to put some more pressure on her verbally, and was back to putting more pressure on her orally.

Yes, thought Bellamy, she now knew that “verbally” and “orally” were not always synonymous!

Ekaterina pantingly inquired, “What mean “Must live where told to live?’”

“Exactly that.”

‘Oh.  Ahh, that feel so good, Mistress.  Thank you for also the finger in my lady part.  So good!  Now, please to tell, what mean “Will work any task assigned, all work defined by Mistress, may never refuse any work, available all hours, day or night, seven days a week, fifty-two weeks per year, from date of signature, ad infinitum?’”

There was a pause in speech for several seconds, and Bellamy heard some suctioning sounds.  Perhaps Mistress Dorothe was trying to add sensation to get Ekaterina out of her mind?

Ekaterina gasped and groaned.  It was working!

Mistress Dorothe murmured, “Are you so stupid I must explain everything to you?  It means what it says.  Sign it.”

The licks and moans began again.

“Ohhhhh, Mistress.  You make hard to focus.  Writing is so small.  Must read.  This part worry me.  It say, “Signee agrees to be willing lifelong sexual partner with person noted as contractor, all sexual acts decided upon by contractor and not limited to contractor.’”

Mistress Dorothe paused her licks, “What is your point, Slut Maid?”

“It say here contractor is Getta Gerbach!  I know you are Dorothe Gerbach.  I see full name on honeymoon suite billing on front desk computer.  Who is Getta Gerbach?”

“Oh, that.  Getta Gerbach is my mother.  No big deal.”

“What you say!?!  You want me sign sex contract with Mistress’s mother!?!”

Mistress Dorothe sighed with exasperation, “Slut Maid, I’ll walk you through this.  Do you want to be a maid at this hotel for the rest of your life?”

“No, but—”

“Do you want to have all your room and board taken care of and never have to worry about living expenses?”

“Well, yes, but—”

“Do you like being dominated?”

“It… seems that I do, Mistress.”

“Do you think it is easy finding someone to dominate you?  Someone who accepts all your myriad of immigrant flaws?  Someone who will make you orgasm like you never had before and now want all the time?  Are you so fucking ungrateful?”

“No, Mistress!  You not understand.  I so very grateful for you.  I know you special Mistress.”

“I am a very busy Mistress.  I am so popular.  Most of my submissives are Americans, not low-class Bulgarians.  I stooped down to lift you out of your muddy upbringing.  That doesn’t mean I can give you an endless amount of my time.  I must move on.  I must always move on.  I am the rolling stone of Mistresses.  With this contract, I am making a provision for you, for your future.  It is an act of consideration by me.  This way you will still have a Mistress, you will always have a Mistress, and it will even be another Gerbach like myself.”

“But… but… but….”

“No buts!  This is for your own good.  Tell me, do you want to be useful to me?”

“Ah, yes, yes I do, but—”

“I told you, no buts.  Tell me, what could be more useful for you to do for your current Mistress, me, than to be a Mother’s Day gift for my mother?  You must admit, you are a fantastic gift.  You’ll last a long time and give her lots of great sex, she can do anything she wants with you, and you’ll also clean.  See?  So useful!  They talk about practical gifts and lasting gifts, and you are both.”

“I… I no know.  I worry, Mistress.  Your mother… I not ever meet.  I mean, she must be old, old as my mother.”

“Oh. I’m sure she’s much older than your slutty mother.  You slutty Bulgarian sluts probably get pregnant within a year after having your first period.  I bet they’d think you’re an old maid in Bulgaria.  No worry, here in America you are still a young sexy maid.  My mother had a child late in life and is probably as old as your grandmother.”

There was a pause in conversation as Mistress Dorothe went back to licking and Ekaterina seemed to try to get her mind wrapped around all this. 

Bellamy smirked towards the floor.  Ekaterina was probably mentally scrambling to find a way to refuse her Mistress.  Bellamy shook her head, still smirking.  Good luck with that, you Bulgarian slut!

After a minute, it seemed Ekaterina lost the mental thread because she cried out, “Oh, Mistress!  You make me feel so good!  Please to keep lick!  Oh, so nice!”

“I’m only being nice so you’ll do what I want.  I want you to be a living Mother’s Day gift to my mother, a gift that keeps on giving – giving all her sexual and hardworking efforts – for the rest of her life.  By “her life” I mean both my mother’s life and your life.  That’s what I want.  You, on the other hand – or on my tongue – simply want to cum like the simple-minded Bulgarian that you are.  I’m reasonable.  We can both get what we want, but only if you sign that contract.”

More licking.  More moans.

Bellamy wondered.  Was this going to work?  Mistress Dorothe always seemed to win and always got her way and always seemed to know what she was doing. 

But, this?  It was a huge ask, and Bellamy knew for a fact she sure as hell wouldn’t sign the damn contract.  But would Ekaterina?  As much as Mistress Dorothe called Ekaterina stupid, she did not seem stupid to Bellamy.  Just unwise or too innocent and too trusting.  She was vulnerable but not dumb.

Bellamy marveled at Mistress Dorothe’s approach.  Mistress Dorothe wasn’t even sneaky about it!  She was laying it all out for the maid to see what the future would hold if she signed the contract.  The contract was literally laid out in front of Ekaterina.

Obviously, direct or not, Mistress Dorothe was incredibly manipulative.  Surely Ekaterina must realize Mistress Dorothe was manipulating her in outrageous fashion.

Bellamy took a risk and felt a little naughty by crawling to the end of the chaise lounge – without Mistress Dorothe’s permission! – and taking a peek at events over at the small desk, which faced away from her.

There was Ekaterina, standing with her hands on the desk and the contract between her hands.  Her rear was up, and her legs spread wide.  Mistress Dorothe – on her knees! – was behind her, licking Ekaterina’s pussy.

It was a sexy tableau.

How come Mistress Dorothe never licked her pussy from behind while trying to orgasm deny her and pressure her into signing away the rest of her life?

Ekaterina shook and trembled from the effects of Mistress Dorothe’s apparently quite expert tongue.  Bellamy saw Ekaterina’s legs wobble.  Ekaterina’s ass looked like it was vibrating from internal sexual energies trying to break out.

Ekaterina was on the edge.

Bellamy was so jealous of Ekaterina.  She’d started feeling sorry for the girl but, suddenly, she angrily wanted the girl to sign the damn contract.  Sign it, you fucking Bulgarian scum!

Then Ekaterina would be out of Mistress Dorothe’s harem.  Sure, Mistress Dorothe would still seduce more women, she always would, but at least the new women wouldn’t be cleaning their damn room almost every fucking day!

Yes, the girl should sign it.  Then, maybe later on, Mistress Dorothe would lick Bellamy’s pussy. 

Also, a big bonus, Ekaterina could feed the dark hungers of Madame Gerbach.  Maybe Madame Gerbach would leave Bellamy alone.  Bellamy did not want to have to serve two Mistresses, especially when they were mother and daughter to each other.

Between the two strong-willed Gerbachs, Bellamy definitely preferred to be defiled by Dorothe.  She didn’t want to serve and sexually service Madame Gerbach.  Ekaterina should!  Wasn’t that what maids were for?  To do the things the rest of us don’t want to do?

Yes, Ekaterina enslaved to Getta Gerbach was an excellent idea.  Two out of three people in this room agreed on that.  Getta Gerbach would also agree.  So would Ekaterina’s supervisor, Jill “Jill-Off” Holloway, as long as she was told to agree.

So, what was the hold-up?  Didn’t Ekaterina know that America was a fucking democracy?  She was voted to be a lifetime slut to Getta Gerbach, and she better get with the program or get the fuck out of this golden country of endless opportunity!

Mistress Dorothe was giving her an excellent opportunity right now, to be set up for life, as a sex slave.  What was the delay?  Sign the fucking contract, Ekaterina!


Chapter Seven

Mistress Dorothe paused her licking, and Ekaterina moaned the loss.

“Slut Maid, my time is precious.  Do not cling to your job in the service industry.  Sign the contract, and you will enter the greater service industry.  There is no greater service than a lifetime of sexual slavery.  You need to be a go-getter, Slut Maid.  Live your immigrant dream to achieve all you can achieve in our great country.  Be all the slut you can be.  America has low expectations of you.”

“Oh, Mistress, I no want to let you down.  Oh, Mistress.  I want make you happy.  I never even meet you mother.  How can I explain to parents how I be this thing?”

“Fuck you parents.  It’s none of their business.  They’re back in Bulgaria anyway, doing God knows what, perhaps chasing vampires with lit torches.  Who cares what they think?  Knowing my mother, she probably won’t let you communicate with them anymore, so, why worry?  I’ll tell you what, I will sweeten the pot.  If you sign that contract and if you are not happy as a Slut Maid for Mother, I will take you back.  Once Mother passes on.”

Ekaterina sounded quite flustered, “But-but-but either way I must have the sex with this woman, this much older woman, many year until she die!”

“You don’t know that.  She rides her sex slaves as hard or harder than me.  Despite your youth, I’m sure there is a fair chance you’ll die before her.  Your service to her may not be nearly as long as you envision.  No big deal.  Now, do you want a place here in America, plus an orgasm from my mouth, or not?”

“I do want those things….”

“Thanks to me, they are as close as that pen and that contract.”

Bellamy realized she was holding her breath.

Mistress Dorothe went back to licking.  Slowly and lasciviously.

That poor Bulgarian never had a chance!

Ekaterina reached for the pen and, with shaking fingers, signed the contract.

Mistress Dorothe pulled her mouth away from pussy, poked her head above the desktop, scanned the contract, and then told Ekaterina, “Don’t be a dummy.  Put today’s date on the line next to your signature.”

“Oh.  I sorry, Mistress.”

“You should be.  I shouldn’t have to work so hard to give you this all-American opportunity.  Hm, imagine that, you signed it with your actual name instead of a simple X.  You must be one of those rare, highly educated Bulgarians.”

Bellamy was incredulous at Mistress Dorothe’s bold cruelty.  The girl had just signed her life away cooperatively, and Mistress Dorothe was still insulting her!

Ekaterina, the poor girl, even tried to defend her people, “Mistress, I must tell, most Bulgarians good educate and most sign full name.”

“Slut Maid, never disagree with a Mistress.  Especially if she is wrong!  I think you’ll find Mother is wrong much more frequently than I, and she is also far crueler.”

Ekaterina gasped, “Wha-?  She even more so cruel?  This scare me.”

Mistress Dorothe, of course, and like always, ignored Ekatrina’s feelings and concerns, “Bell Bell, get your ass – and the rest of you – over here.  You’ll sign the witness area.”

Bellamy crawled over, and Mistress Dorothe motioned that she could stand in order to view and sign the contract.  Bellamy looked at it.  Ekaterina had signed and dated it. 

That fool!

Bellamy debated whether she should sign the witness box.  There had to be a witness so it became a two versus one situation if the signer denied signing it.  The contract was escapable without Bellamy’s signature.  Actually, she wasn’t sure if this contract would stand up in court anyway.  It had to be some kind of labor law violation and/or some kind of sex trafficking violation.

Should she sign it?  If she did Ekaterina would be much more likely to think it was binding and that she could not escape it.  If Bellamy signed it, she would be helping condemn the girl to a long time as a sex servant, maybe for the rest of her life.

Bellamy served her Mistress, not Ekaterina.

Fuck it.  Ekaterina was just a Bulgarian.

Bellamy signed and dated it.

Mistress Dorothe checked the contract and smiled, “Be all you can be, Ekaterina.  That is who you will be.  You’ll have so much more sex than you ever imagined and will absolutely maximize all your slutty subservient possibilities.  Alright, I’ll finish licking an orgasm out of your pussy.  As an added bonus, because I’m such a softie, I’ll let you lick my pussy on Mother’s Day morning.  I want you here before dawn.  We’ll need to go across town to my mother’s.  It is a Mother’s Day tradition in America to serve the mother breakfast in bed.  You Bulgarians sleep in piles of straw, I think, but we Americans have a better way.  You’ll be Mother’s breakfast on Mother’s Day.  Except, more likely than you being the breakfast, you’ll get to eat a special breakfast of my mother’s pussy.  Just about an hour after you eat mine!  Two Gerbach generations tasted in one slutty morning!  Lucky you!”

Ekaterina looked dismayed like this was all going too fast for her.

She also looked like she needed that long-promised and hard-earned orgasm.  She’d traded her life and freedom for it!

Mistress Dorothe spun her around and had Ekaterina half-sit on the desk.  Her ass was in contact with the contract.  That seemed appropriate to Bellamy, and she thought Mistress Dorothe did it on purpose.  Ekaterina’s ass on the contract giving her ass away for life….

Mistress Dorothe, incredibly still on her knees, went to licking. 

Ekaterina kept saying the same thing over and over, with increasing passion.

“Oh, Mistress.”

“Oh, Mistress!”

“Oh, Mistress!”

It didn’t take many minutes of that to get her where Ekaterina wanted to go and where Dorothe wanted to send her though the toll for it was outrageous.

Ekaterina shook hard like she was getting electrocuted.  Her voice locked up.

Ekaterina made a yelping sound as she orgasmed.

Bellamy was turned on watching it.  Say what you wanted about Bulgarians, but their young sluts orgasmed beautifully.

Mistress Dorothe wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, “Transaction complete.  If money were involved, you’d owe me.  You got a fantastic orgasm personally delivered by a Mistress on her fucking knees, and all I got was the rest of your life and tens of thousands of work hours out of you.  Good thing for you this is the barter system.  I guess it was still fair.  You’ve given me all you have to give.  I can’t ask for more.  There is no more.”

Ekaterina barely clung to the desk with her back to the desk.  She looked weak-kneed.

Mistress Dorothe stood up and addressed Bellamy, “Bell Bell, call down to the front desk and tell them to send Jill-Off up here.  Except, I guess we should keep up appearances.  Ask them if Jill Holloway is available to address a concern in person at the honeymoon suite.”

“Yes, Mistress.”  Bellamy crawled over to the phone, which was on a stand near the chaise lounge, and made the call.

Mistress Dorothe turned to Ekaterina, “Why are you just standing there?  You still have two days to luxuriate in your maid existence.  Get to cleaning around here.  No reason to put on clothing.  Do it nude.”

“Oh, but Mistress!  My supervisor, the Ms. Holloway, she come here?  Someone tell me she suspect strange goings-on with me in this room.”

“Yes, well, she suspected exactly fucking right, didn’t she?  The thing is, I have a way with nosy people.  If they’re sexy women like Holloway, I do.  I take the sexy nosy person aaaaaand… I rub their noses in it.  Maybe you didn’t know this, but American women, some of them, can be just as slutty as Bulgarian sluts like you.  Holloway is one such of those myriads of women.  You will soon see.  And feel and taste and hear and smell.  All your senses will soon appreciate what I’m telling you.  Get to cleaning.”

Mistress Dorothe delivered a single hard spank which would appear harsh to most but seemed almost loving to Bellamy and perhaps Ekaterina as well.

Bellamy got off the phone, “She’s on her way up.”

Mistress Dorothe laughed, “Soon she’ll be on her way down.  Going down.”


Chapter Eight

Jill Holloway looked nervous.

She also looked pink-cheeked, and there was a sparkle in her eyes.  Despite being in her thirties, she looked like a pre-teen girl about to go out on her first date.  Her chest rose and fell like she’d climbed a set of stairs, but Bellamy knew Jill probably had ridden the elevator.

Bellamy knew what Jill felt.  Sexual anxiety.  A thick breathless mix of dread, intimidation, eagerness, and arousal.  No doubt the poor woman got quite worked up just from the two minutes of panicked thoughts she experienced until she arrived at Mistress Dorothe’s suite.

Mistress Dorothe had allowed Bellamy to stand to answer the door.  Bellamy had had a brief discussion with her about the importance of her standing while answering the door, even when the visitor was expected. 

Hell, she needed to stand to look through the eyehole for one thing.  She also needed to be ready to defend Dorothe Gerbach if the visitor was an assailant.  It was damn hard to defend anyone when you were on all fours!

Bellamy worried that her submissive obedience could become such a habit that she might fail to speak up when she should when it came to security concerns.  She still had a job.  Actually, her task seemed much more vitally important now.  Mistress Dorothe wasn’t just a client.  She was Bellamy’s Mistress!

Just a day ago, she’d wanted to get away from Mistress Dorothe, but now she had a hard time picturing how she’d manage with Mistress Dorothe managing her.

Mistress Dorothe let her stand, but she did not allow Bellamy to wear clothes.  Unless you counted the nipple bells as apparel, and Bellamy sure didn’t.  They emphasized her nudity and sexual availability. 

Her nude welcome of Jill Holloway, she was sure, emphasized to Holloway that any visit to Mistress Dorothe should be classified as a sexual encounter.

After Jill tentatively walked inside the suite, Bellamy closed and bolted the door and, of course, dropped back down onto all fours. 

From the floor, she looked up and saw the way Jill looked at her incredulously.

Fuck you, Holloway!  Bellamy refused to be judged by a woman just as slutty as herself.  Holloway sure as fuck knew the drill.  She’d also do anything Mistress Dorothe told her to do. 

Bellamy wondered what Mistress Dorothe would make Holloway do.  She was sure Holloway wondered the same.

However, Bellamy bet that Jill Holloway still thought she had the luxury of free will and the ability to make her own choices.  Bellamy had fooled herself that same way.  Subservience was a great big, very hard-to-swallow pill.

Yeah, thought Bellamy sarcastically, you’ve got the right to make your own choices if you were a sub to Mistress Dorothe.  You can do as Mistress Dorothe tells you to do right away and hope for the best, or you can try to resist, face the consequences, and then still do as you were told. 

Up to you, Holloway!  There’s your fucking free will right there!

Bellamy wasn’t all that sympathetic to Jill Holloway because she needed to save her sympathy for herself.  She also wasn’t as jealous of the woman as she was of the Bulgarian maid. 

Ekaterina was so young and hot.  Holloway was also hot but maybe a decade older than Bellamy.  For some reason, Holloway just did not seem like she was as much competition for Mistress Dorothe’s attentions. 

Also, Holloway had never lain on Bellamy’s back while orgasming from Mistress Dorothe’s attentions.

This was only Holloway’s second time through the sexual wringer.  Bellamy wondered if she would end up with a nude, sweaty, orgasming Jill Holloway on her back.

The prospect turned on Bellamy.  She knew the things that turned her on had changed dramatically since the fateful day she signed the contract to protect Dorothe Gerbach.

Bellamy was so damn hot from watching what Mistress Dorothe did to the Slut Maid earlier.  Ekaterina was still cleaning in one of the bedrooms.  Bellamy was so aroused, she looked forward to Holloway getting hers and hoped Mistress Dorothe would involve her as well.

Jill Holloway stood, silent and nervous, awaiting Dorothe Gerbach’s dubious attention.  Mistress Dorothe tapped at her smartphone and acted oblivious to Jill’s presence. 

Bellamy knew Mistress Dorothe was aware Jill was there, and Jill had to know she knew as well.  They both knew Mistress Dorothe was purposely fucking with Jill.

Fucking people’s minds.  That was what Mistress Dorothe did.  Before, during, and after fucking their bodies.

After a couple of minutes, Mistress Dorothe finally looked up, “Jill-Off, what’s the news?  Did you break up with your boyfriend as I instructed?”

“I… yes… I mean… yes, I’m not seeing him anymore.  Right now.”

“Anymore?  Right now?  How fucking wishy-washy is that!  You didn’t completely break up with him, did you?  Tell your Mistress the truth, the absolute truth.  What did you do, you stupid cunt?”

“Well… you see….”

“I don’t fucking see.  I want to fucking hear it.  Speak, slut, speak.”

“I just wasn’t sure.  I’m still not sure.  It was only one time.  You know, with you and Bell Bell.  I’ve been with Dean for quite a while, and we’ve… had relations… many times.  That’s one time with you compared to many times with him.  And he does a lot more with me than just sex.  I mean, I know he loves me.  I couldn’t make myself break up with him.  But, wait, hear me out.  I told him we need to take a break and try seeing others.”

“A fucking break?  Give me a break.  Well, if you want something done right, sometimes even the rich have to do it themselves, although I am loathe to do so because I shouldn’t fucking have to do things.  I should only do what I want to in a perfect world, but this isn’t a perfect world, is it?  Give me your smartphone.  Now, Jill-Off.”

Mistress Dorothe used her don’t-fuck-with-me tone, and it worked.  Jill Holloway handed over her smartphone.

Mistress Dorothe asked for and received Jill’s entry code and then spent some time tapping away at Jill’s smartphone, exploring the contents, and sending a message.  Then Mistress Dorothe tossed the smartphone back to Jill Holloway, who bobbled it and barely kept from dropping it.

Mistress Dorothe made a show of wiping her hands back and forth on each other like she was brushing off dirt from them.  “Since you were too weak to obey orders, I did it for you.  No need to thank me, but you’ll need to make it up to me.  After the message I sent, you’ll never hear from that asshole Dean, whoever he is, ever again.”

Jill found the message Mistress Dorothe had texted, and her face went white.  Bellamy could just imagine.  Poor Jill Holloway.  She should have obeyed completely or lied about obeying, one or the other.  Then she’d have ended it with Dean with some honor.  Bellamy had no doubt Mistress Dorothe had ended the relationship in a way that was probably humiliating to both Jill and Dean.

Jill looked at Dorothe Gerbach, and Dorothe laid it out for her, “I shall sum up your situation, Jill-Off.  You have no boyfriend any longer, and your position at this hotel dangles by a thread I can cut at will.  But those things do not matter.  What’s important is that you are, at heart, a total slut who wants and needs to be a slut.  To be one and to be treated like one.  This may sound like a gypsy curse, but you will never be happy in life except as a complete slut.”

“That’s-that’s… I don’t think that’s---”

“Yes, yes, yes, blah, blah, blah, you don’t think it’s true.  What slut ever does at first?  I guess you want proof and so I’ll give you proof.  Have you ever been truly happy in your life?”

“Well… but that doesn’t—”

“Yes, it does mean something, and I’m getting to it.  You’re well into your thirties, and you supposedly had this great Dean person for a boyfriend, and, in your position here at this hotel, you likely make more than ninety percent of Philadephians.  And yet… you’re not happy.  You see?  There must be a problem.  If you say there is no problem, then you are saying you do not think you’ll ever be truly happy.  There is a problem.  There was a problem, but I’m well on the way to fixing it.  Somewhere deep down, you knew you were living a lie.  Decent, well-paid, upstanding, and heterosexual are not for you.  Now, take off all your clothes and make it snappy.”

Jill Holloway, totally flummoxed and with growing uncertainty about herself, took off all her clothes.

Bellamy thought she did it pretty snappy.

Mistress Dorothe had total command over Jill Holloway, “Jill-Off, do what you do best and stick your fingers in your pussy.  Deep in like fleshy dipsticks checking your oils.”

Jill Holloway did it.

Mistress Dorothe said, “Are you wet and aroused?”

“No.”  All three of them knew it was a lie.

“Oh, really?  Not wet?  You have a dry pussy?  Then I’m sure you won’t mind licking your fingers.  After all, there must not be anything on them.  Pull them out, hold them up to catch the light, and then, whatever we see and I think we all know what we’ll see, you’re going to lick them clean.”

Jill looked furtive and quite reluctant to take her fingers out of her pussy.

Mistress Dorothe purred, “Perhaps you’d like to correct your previous statement.”

As it turned out, Jill did want to correct it.  Bellamy knew that was a bad move but, then again, all moves with Mistress Dorothe were bad moves.  Resist?  Bad move.  Cooperate?  Very bad move!

“Ah, Mistress, I think – yes – I guess I am wet.  I don’t—”

“You don’t get to choose what you do and do not do.  I choose for you from now on.  After our encounter, besides breaking up with Dean-O, I told you not to Jill-Off.  Surely a tall task for a slut named Jill-Off.  Did you obey and resist jilling off?”

“Yes, Mistress.  I did, Mistress.  I mean, I didn’t, you know, Mistress.”

“You’re getting so nice and used to calling me Mistress.  That means you’re halfway there, there being the place in life I want you to get to.  The other half is your calling yourself and thinking of yourself as my subby slut slave.  Don’t worry.  I’ll help you get there.  At this point, barring gunfire or an asteroid impact, there is no stopping it from happening.”

Bellamy didn’t hear a gulp, but she saw Jill Holloway’s throat muscles working.

Mistress Dorothe said, “Back to your wet pussy.  No one has touched you.  I’ve simply called you names and destroyed your long-running relationship, made you look like a fool, and given you a few orders.  Yet you are wet.  What kind of woman gets wet from being treated that way?”

“A… slut?”

“Ding ding fucking ding.  See, you’re proceeding nicely, and I’m getting you there.  You know what a slut like you should do?  We’ve come full circle.  She should lick her juices off her fingers while her Mistress watches approvingly.  Go ahead, you slut.  Do it.”

Jill hesitated for a few seconds.

Yep, either way, no matter what choice she had made, resist or cooperate, she would have ended up making a spectacle of herself and licking her juices off her fingers.  Mistress Dorothe always had this destination, or little stop along the way to Jill’s ultimate destination, planned all along.

Jill did it.  She pulled her fingers out, raised them to her lips, and licked them.  Thoroughly.  Bellamy noted that Jill licked faster, more lasciviously, and with greater passion by the moment.

There.  That right there.  It was a submissive slut accepting that she was a subby slut.  Literally licking it up!

Then Mistress Dorothe sounded particularly sly, “That’s such a good slut.  Now you need to embrace your true self.  You need to announce it to the world.  Oh, not from on top of a mountain or anything like that.  All you need to do is demonstrate it to someone who knew you as Jill “Not-a-slut” Holloway.  You need to reintroduce yourself as Jill “Jill-Off” Holloway.”

Jill Holloway looked quite worried by this development as well she should be. 


Chapter Nine

Mistress Dorothe clapped twice loudly, “Slut Maid!  Come come, Slut Maid.”

Ekaterina came at a trot from one of the bedrooms and nearly skidded to a halt like a cartoon figure when she saw her supervisor.  Jill looked around like she was looking for a spot to hide.

Mistress Dorothe said, “Isn’t this a sweet moment in management-employee relations.  Slut Maid, meet Slut Supervisor.  Slut Supervisor, meet Slut Maid.  You hardly knew one another until now.”

Bellamy appreciated the moment.  Two nude women, one a young immigrant and the other a more mature native.  Everyone put up pretenses at work and tried to look a certain way to their co-workers, especially to those of unequal rank.  Ekaterina no doubt, being such a hardworking, sweet, try-hard girl, had always tried to seem proper and professional and well-behaved to Jill Holloway.  Jill would have always wanted to look strong and confident and always-right the way those in management constantly tried to pull off.

They were each, to one another, their role more than they were a person.  At work they were almost sexless.

Now they were almost purely sexual.  Nudity helped, but the effect was also helped along by Ekaterina’s recent orgasm.  She was still flushed from it or maybe from cleaning hard.  It was also helped along by Jill Holloway’s clear arousal.  Her tongue was still unconsciously sliding up and down the fingers at her mouth!

Ekaterina stammered, “Oh, my, Ms. Holloway!”

Jill Holloway realized she was licking her fingers, and she pulled them away and, incredibly, put that hand behind her back like a kid trying to hide stolen candy.

Jill, wide-eyed, said, “Hello, Ekaterina.”

Mistress Dorothe gushed with false goodwill, “Isn’t this wonderful?  I bring people together and help them to get to know one another better.  Much better.  This is only the start.  I’ll help you two get to know each other soooo much better that you’ll know each other inside and out.  For instance, perhaps by putting tongues inside one another’s insides.”

Ekaterina’s and Jill’s mouths dropped open in universal shock.

Mistress Dorothe directed events, “First, a demonstration.  A special slut demonstration.  Ekaterina, I bet you did not know that Jill Holloway’s nickname is Jill-Off.  Did you?”

“No, I no know this thing.”

“Can you guess why that is her nickname?”

“No, I no guess anything.  Please tell.”

“Normally I’d think you’re lying, but, given your ignorant Bulgarian immigrant status, I’ll assume you truly cannot hazard a guess.  She is called Jill-Off because she loves to masturbate.  When men masturbate, it is calling jacking off.  Thus, and therefore, a woman masturbating is jilling off.  Since her name is Jill, an excellent nickname for her is Jill-Off.  She adores me so much she no longer masturbates unless I give her permission to do so.”

Ekaterina goggled.  Jill licked her lips and looked around but found no way to escape the situation.

Mistress Dorothe turned towards Jill Holloway, “Jill-Off, we would not want Ekaterina doubting anything I just said.  Let’s go ahead and give her a demonstration.  Jill-Off, I give you permission to Jill off.  In fact, I order you to do it. Make sure your legs are spread, pussy towards Ekaterina, and give her a good show.  Keep doing it until you cum.”

Jill Holloway looked back and forth between Mistress Dorothe and Ekaterina.  Bellamy saw her shoulders make a minuscule shrug.  Not a shrug like what did it matter.  It was a shrug of what was there to debate because there was no choice.

Bellamy appreciated the irony though she doubted Jill Holloway did.  Maybe she’d think about it later.  Jill got into her present circumstances because she took it upon herself to investigate the possibility that Mistress Dorothe was taking advantage of Ekaterina.

Maybe Holloway was just nosy or did it to earn corporate brownie points.  Or maybe she did care about Ekaterina and had true concern.  Or maybe she wanted to get the dirt on Ekaterina to get rid of her because she was a goddamn job-stealing Bulgarian.  That last one was Bellamy’s favorite possibility.

In any event, whichever one it was, it sure was ironic!

There she was!  She was doing it!  Jill Holloway was jilling off!

Her employee, also nude, was only ten feet away.  While that was far too close for Jill Holloway – Ekaterina watching her masturbate through long-range binoculars would have been far too close – it was not close enough for Mistress Dorothe.

She said, “Ekaterina, I want you to get a real good look.  So, you need to get close.  I want you to memorize every dip and furrow of that pussy, every shade of color.  I want you able to identify Jill Holloway’s pussy ten years from now if you can only see her pussy and nothing else.  Get down on your knees and get your face just a foot away.  I would have you get even closer, but if you get too close, the view will get blurry.”

Ekaterina, of course, did as instructed.  There was zero fight left in the Bulgarian.  Hell, just a little while ago she’d signed away all her freedom and the rest of her life.

Mistress Dorothe apparently had some detailed ideas of exactly what she wanted, “Jill-Off, please do make sure Ekaterina has an excellent view.  Use your hands to pull your pussy lips wide, and just slide a couple of fingers in and out from the side.  No clitty touching!  Not yet!”

Jill Holloway followed instructions.

Jill and Ekaterina held their positions for long minutes.  The only movement was Jill’s two thrusting fingers, and both of them breathing heavily.

Mistress Dorothe knew a way to make it more humiliating for Jill Holloway.

She asked, “Ekaterina, what do you think of Holloway’s pussy?”

“Um, well.  I mean, Mistress.  It her pussy, ah, how I say, is… pretty?  I guess?”

“Sure, it is.  Did you have any idea Holloway was such a slut?”

“No.  I very surprised.”

Mistress Dorothe got Jill involved in the conversation as well, “Jill-Off, can you feel Ekaterina’s breath on your open pussy?”

“I’m… not sure.”

“Ekaterina, you’re not close enough.  Get your face closer.  In fact, I want you gently blowing warm air right up Holloway’s pussy.  Sound good?”

“Ah, if you say so, Mistress.  You boss.  You boss of me, and you boss my boss also.”

Ekaterina moved closer, and Bellamy could hear the hot breaths she blew on Jill Holloway’s hot pussy.  She also heard Jill moaning, low like she thought or hoped no one would hear.  Bellamy heard it, though.

So did Mistress Dorothe.  She had no need to ask again if Jill felt Ekaterina breathing on her pussy.

“Jill-Off, are you concerned about your lowly employee no longer respecting you and maybe telling the others what a slut you are?”

Jill looked almost irritated at the distraction from her pleasure.  No woman wanted to have a serious conversation while masturbating in front of three other women and with one woman’s face just inches from her pussy!

Jill did answer, though.  No one could afford to ignore Mistress Dorothe.

“I-I am a bit concerned.  Truthfully.  Mistress.”

“Don’t worry about it, Jill-Off.  I’ll order her not to tell anyone in the next two days.  I find my sluts are much more effective in their non-slut day lives, if you will, when others do not suspect their slutty nature.  I need to keep you nice and useful.  After the next two days, Ekaterina will no longer work here.  She’s agreed to be a live-in Slut Maid for life for my mother.  Don’t tell Mother!  It’s a big surprise for Mother’s Day.  Don’t ruin that mother-daughter plus Mistress-slave moment, Jill-Off.”

Jill Holloway looked shocked all over again.  Bellamy thought, “Welcome to the world of Dorothe Gerbach shocks, Jill Holloway.”

Mistress Dorothe got to her point, “I know, I know.  Jill-Off, you must be concerned that your Mistress will lack a sexy nude do-anything maid to attend her suite.  Fortunately, you can address your concern.  Other than Ekaterina, who is the sexiest maid at this hotel?  I haven’t seen any others, but you know the staff much better than me.”

Jill paused before answering, “There isn’t anyone.  Only Ekaterina.  Our maids are almost all older women, much older.  Most are middle-aged or older Mexicans.  So, uh, sorry, I can’t help you.”

Mistress Dorothe frowned.

Bellamy wondered about the way Jill Holloway paused before answering.  That was sometimes an indicator of a lie.  People often needed a moment or two to construct an effective lie.

Ekaterina, such a helpful innocent, said, “Ms. Holloway, what about Josefina Dominguez?  She very pretty.”

Mistress Dorothe stood up and got in Jill Holloway’s face, “Yes, Jill-Off, what about, what was her name again?  Josefina?  What about Josefina?  I hear from a reliable source that she’s quite pretty.”

Jill bit her lip.  Bellamy saw that she kept sliding her fingers in and out of her pussy.  It had to be hard for Jill to think clearly.  It was pretty impressive that she’d lied at all.  Bellamy didn’t think Mistress Dorothe was too impressed, though.

Jill Holloway had to admit it and then plead her case.  Actually, Josefina’s case, “I admit, she is beautiful.  But she isn’t even supposed to be here.  Not like that.  She isn’t an immigrant.  Her mother works here, or did before she hurt her back.  I was going to replace her mother.  Josefina came in and talked to me, but I explained that the company couldn't keep her mother employed or pay her medical bills.  I mean, if I laid off her mom then the company was off the hook for health care, so I’d have to do that.  That’s just business, good business.  Josefina is a smart girl, and she knows how hard it is to find maids in this town.  You know, cheap labor, humiliating, thankless.  The company insists all workers must be legal to work, and that makes it hard.  Josefina put off college to fill in for her mother.  I got a motivated maid and, in return, her mother stays on the books.  Josefina will go to college once her mother recovers.  Maybe just another month or two now.  Josefina isn’t really a maid.  So, she isn’t a good candidate for… whatever.”

Mistress Dorothe raised her eyebrows, “She sounds great to me.  She’s beautiful.  That’s all I need to know.  A month will give me plenty of time to remake her into a useful slut.  Plus, her broke-down mother is fantastic for controlling her and funneling her into a lifetime of submission.  Sounds great!  It’s all settled.  Starting Saturday, you, Jill-Off, will assign Josefina to always tend to my suite.  That way Ekaterina can have Saturday to get her affairs in order which, I imagine, will consist of selling all she has to some Salvation Army store.  Ekaterina will be rested for the first day of the rest of her life with my mother.  Meanwhile, I’ll get started in on Josefina so I won’t feel at all bad about losing Ekaterina.  Thankfully, sluts are ever so replaceable with another one or ten around every corner.”

Bellamy, Ekaterina, and Jill Holloway all mentally took in the sexual monstrosity that was Dorothe Gerbach.  It was a lot to comprehend and impossible to fully accept.

Mistress Dorothe said to Jill Holloway, “Tell Josefina I am a vital guest to the hotel and that she should put up with anything and everything for the good of the hotel, which will also be for the good of her mother.  I’ll do the rest.  Oh, and don’t worry about her education.  Josefina’s educational path will be rerouted around and right past college.  There is no real reason for sluts to go to college.  Josefina’s education won’t be a traditional education, but I’ll educate the fuck out of her.  As I fuck into her.”

No one doubted it.

Jill looked a little sad.  Ekaterina looked like she understood that she’d just accidentally helped set up Josefina to be lesbian-dominated and beyond.  They both looked a little sick.

Bellamy felt bad for Josefina, and she didn’t even know the young woman.

She also felt a stab of jealousy.  Fucking Mexicans, getting their grandparents to come to this great country so that they could have kids and those kids could have a kid and name one of them Josefina.  And for what?  For that Josefina whore to steal time and attention away from a great American Mistress like Mistress Dorothe.

Fucking Mexicans!

Jill Holloway and Ekaterina couldn’t stay concerned for long.  They became preoccupied in, respectively, jilling off and breathing warmly onto a hot pussy.

Bellamy knew this was textbook Mistress Dorothe.  She dragged women over lines they never thought they’d cross and reoriented them so that obeying and physical pleasure were their new priorities.  Mistress Dorothe wore down and got rid of their sense of right and wrong and replaced it with a new moral structure which was simply to do whatever Mistress Dorothe wanted them to do.

Bellamy knew it because it was happening to her, and she guessed the process was nearing completion.  She used to think she was a good person but not anymore.  She didn’t think she was bad either.  Good and bad were dissipating like illusions.

The world now seemed to align in patterns of strong and weak.  Mistress Dorothe was strong.  Bellamy was weak.  There were more who were weak than there were ones who were strong.  The strong, being less common, were more valuable.

Bellamy was at a point where she knew Dorothe Gerbach was a bad person, maybe even evil, but where she also thought Mistress Dorothe was much more valuable than herself.  Mistress Dorothe was a rare gem.  Bellamy felt like a common slut.

Bellamy, more and more, thought of herself as a slut.  A slut that Mistress Dorothe hopefully preferred over the myriad other sluts in the world.

After a few minutes, things came to a head with Jill Holloway standing, masturbating with her legs spread, and Ekaterina kneeling between them.  Things came to a very literal head.

Mistress Dorothe said, “Now it’s time for you two to get even closer.  Much closer.”

She stood up and put a hand on the back of Ekaterina’s head, and pushed her face towards Jill Holloway’s pussy.  Ekaterina dove right in like she was expecting this all along or was just happy to do it.  She probably was.  Mistress Dorothe had introduced her to an exotic world of submission and orgasms, and most of those orgasms included pussy.  Pussy besides her own pussy, that is.

Jill, with legs spread so far apart and near orgasm, was in no state to get away from Ekaterina’s tongue.  Just the opposite.  She wanted all the oral attention she could get.

Mistress Dorothe patted Ekaterina on the top of her head condescendingly, and her other hands rubbed Jill’s neck with false tenderness, “That’s good obedience, my pretties.  Let your old roles fall away.  Molt your skins of who you once were.  No more employee this and supervisor that.  Those identities are lost forever and never mattered.  You are both equally my sluts.  For the next two days.  Then Ekaterina will be my mother’s slut.  Ekaterina, feel and taste Jill-Off’s sexy pussy.  Jill-Off, isn’t this so much better, doing as I tell you to do and experiencing this instead of jilling yourself off.”

Ekaterina’s efforts seemed to grow in intensity, and Jill let her slitted eyes close completely.  She swallowed heavily like she was physically swallowing all the bullshit that Dorothe Gerbach laid on her.

Mistress Dorothe added, “I’ll tell you a little secret, Jill-Off.  I nearly gave you to my mother along with Ekaterina.  Then you’d be equals, down low equals, for the rest of your lives.  However, you sure are useful here at the hotel.  Like setting up this sexy Josefina to enter my web, never to leave it.  So, you better make sure everything goes smoothly with Josefina.  No warnings!  No excuses!  No helpful hints to her!  Yes, in a couple of days Mother’s Day will have come and gone.  However, keep in mind my mother also has a birthday coming up shortly, and I have not yet decided what to give her.  Oh, did I say what?  I meant who to give her.  Understand?  Show me by telling me what you will and will not do for me with Josefina.”

“I understand, Mistress,” Jill Holloway’s voice sounded thick with emotion and the pleasures Ekaterina’s mouth gave her.  “I will make Josefina your designated maid – every day that she works – unless you tell me to do something else.  I won’t warn her in any way.  I’ll-I’ll even make sure to tell her you are important, so important to the hotel and to do anything you ask, anything, to make sure you enjoy your stay here.  I’ll tell her that her performance reflects on her mother’s job status and that I take your opinion of the maids as gospel.”

Mistress Dorothe was pleased, “That was a great add-in there, Jill-Off.  As a special reward, Slut Maid, suck on this slut’s clitty.  Made her cum!”

Ekaterina sucked on Jill Holloway’s clitoris with all her oral power and cupped her supervisor’s ass tightly.  Mistress Dorothe casually mauled at Holloway’s breasts.  Jill groaned into an orgasm, shook, and only the grips of the other two women kept her standing.


Chapter Ten

Ten minutes later, Mistress Dorothe had the two of them in bed with each other.  It was Bellamy’s bed, and Mistress Dorothe explained why.

“Bell Bell, look at these other two sluts sixty-nining.  Too bad we couldn’t fit you in there.  Well, we could, but I want you fresh for tonight so you can get super dirty with Rosetta.  I’ve got these two on your bed because, as you can tell and smell, they are going to leave some big wet spots all over it.  By the time they are done, maid service will be over for the day, and I will sleep alone tonight, possibly.  If all goes well, you and Rosetta will be rolling around in their dried wets spots, rehydrating them, and adding to them with your own wetness.  If all does not go well, you will at least sleep surrounded by the smell of pussy.”

Bellamy couldn’t feel much concern or humiliation about such things by then.  Pussies and pussy juice were so familiar to her now that they were like water to a fish.

She even felt a sneaky eagerness.  Sleeping on dirty nasty sheets seemed like something she deserved.  She supposed she might like it.

Bellamy was concerned about Rosetta.  She had butterflies in her stomach whenever she thought about her.  Like a crush but worse than that, with many more butterflies because of what she was supposed to do to Rosetta.

She’d either lose Rosetta forever and also lose her middling reputation at the police department, or she’d succeed with Rosetta, which would only mean she needed to pass Rosetta on to Mistress Dorothe.

So, either way, she would lose Rosetta!

Failure would be failure, and success would be a failure of a different sort.

They watched the supervisor-supervisee sexual tangle for ten minutes before mutual orgasms caused them to separate and lay exhausted.

Watching them got Bellamy more and more fired up.  She wasn’t sure of success with Rosetta that night and wasn’t happy that success would also be a sort of failure, but one thing was certain.  She was horny as fuck and would do anything Mistress Dorothe told her to do.

Mistress Dorothe had the loveliest members of the hotel staff (minus Josefina) get dressed and return to work.

As an added bonus or as an added humiliation, and it was sometimes difficult to tell the difference, Mistress Dorothe said to Jill Holloway and right in front of Ekaterina, “Jill-Off, as a further reward, I give you permission to jill off tonight.  I know you’ll want to, so I won’t bother ordering it.  Make sure while you do it that you think of me, only me, and think of me letting you lick my pussy.  Who knows, maybe tomorrow your fantasy will come true.”

Jill Holloway added to her own humiliation by saying, with heartfelt feeling, “Thank you so much, Mistress!”

Thanking Mistress Dorothe for being allowed to masturbate!

Ekaterina looked quite interested and attentive to the way Mistress Dorothe treated Jill.  Who knew, maybe it made her feel better that a mature American with status, someone like Jill Holloway, could fall just as much under Mistress Dorothe’s sway as Ekaterina had.

After they left, Bellamy looked in on her bed.  The dark-colored sheets made wetness easy to see.  Yes, they’d left a lot of wetness for Bellamy to sleep in later.

Or for Bellamy and Rosetta to sleep in together….

Bellamy could not linger long fantasizing about Rosetta.  Mistress Dorothe called to her from the bathroom.

Time for Bellamy’s human toilet paper duty!

Bellamy crawled quickly to the bathroom. 

It was Bellamy who left her bedroom, but it was Bell Bell who crawled into the bathroom.

The End

Next, Rosetta’s Return!

*What will Bellamy (actually Mistress Dorothe) have planned to make Rosetta prove herself, and what, exactly, is Rosetta proving?

*What new nickname will Rosetta earn the hard way?  Will it be more humiliating than Bellamy’s nickname?

*What happens when Dorothe returns to the suite?  Will she catch Rosetta in flagrante delicto… or something worse than that?

*Bellamy had advantages in taking advantage of Rosetta, advantages Dorothe does not have.  Can Rosetta resist Dorothe, or will Dorothe become her Mistress Dorothe? 

*After all, Bellamy is Rosetta’s living hero, and Dorothe… is not.
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“Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard” series: 

Book 1:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 

Bellamy must protect a rich young predatorial lesbian seductress whose “social activities” are the seduction of straight women and making enemies!  Dorothe is ravenously hungry to seduce as many women as she can and is delighting in making more enemies, seductions Bellamy will have to witness and enemies she will have to battle.  Dorothe’s mother warns Bellamy that Dorothe will try to seduce her as well.  Sometimes forewarning doesn’t help….

Book 2:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 2

Bellamy Wood, ex-cop private detective, reluctantly persuaded to be a personal bodyguard, is on a year-long contract to guard a spoiled young adult socialite, bratty Dorothe Gerbach.  The problems are many:  Dorothe’s many enemies, Dorothe’s penchant for making more enemies, and Dorothe’s passion as a predatory lesbian seductress who wants to add Bellamy to her stable of submissive women who will do anything for her.

Book 3: LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 3

Wealthy spoiled socialite, Dorothe Gerbach, has seduced and dominated her new lovely bodyguard, ex-cop Bellamy Wood.  Can Dorothe keep Bellamy submissive?  Can Bellamy break free from Dorothe’s willpower, or will she succumb further, losing more of her independence while increasing her orgasms significantly?  What new seductress ploys will Dorothe unleash on Bellamy to tame her to make her perform new sexual tricks?

Book 4:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 4

Ex-cop and current bodyguard, Bellamy Wood, is under rich young heiress Dorothe’s sexual spell.  Bellamy’s younger-than-her Mistress orders Bellamy to seduce and dominate the new sexiest female police officer in the Philadelphia Police Department, Rosetta Wright.  Dorothe wants a second submissive bodyguard!  Bellamy genuinely likes Rosetta Wright and Rosetta’s hero is Bellamy.  Will Bellamy do Ms. Wright wrong?

Book 5:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 5

Bellamy Wood, ex-cop and current submissive bodyguard, reports back to her young adult Mistress, heiress, Dorothe Gerbach, after her successful seduction of a lovely police officer.  Dorothe intends to reward Bellamy in three ways.  The catch is that her rewards often seem like punishments. Dorothe lucks into an opportunity to seduce and dominate a heterosexual mother and her adult heterosexual daughter, back and forth, simultaneously! Can she pull it off? 

Book 6:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 6

Dominant lesbian seductress, Dorothe, and her newly subservient bodyguard, Bellamy, survived a deadly attack by Noelle who was trying to protect her little sister from Dorothe’s sexual dominance.  Noelle is badly wounded and under house arrest.  Dorothe decides it is time to seduce and dominate Noelle as well.  Noelle won’t be so dangerous if Dorothe can add her to Dorothe’s lesbian harem!  Will Noelle’s little sister, Lara, betray Noelle and assist in Noelle’s seduction?

Book 7:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 7

The dominant lesbian seductress dominated and took sexual advantage of the sexy Bulgarian maid and now she wants a second helping of her favorite Bulgarian dish.  Will Ekaterina be just as vulnerable or even more susceptible?  Can Dorothe make Ekaterina and Bellamy work together for orgasms?  What happens when Ekaterina’s beautiful American supervisor investigates and intervenes?  Can Dorothe turn her good intentions into absolute submission?

Book 8:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 8

Mistress Dorothe has big plans, and her newly tamed and submissive bodyguard, Bellamy, is a star in those plans whether she wants to be or not.  The Lesbian Seductress plans to add to her lesbian harem the hard way by deceiving a black giantess Mistress who hates her and stealing away her top sub, Mistress Dorothe’s “the one that got away,” Flower.  Can Mistress Dorothe pull off her plan?  Can Bellamy submit to new dark sexual delights?

Book 9:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 9

Newly and reluctantly submissive bodyguard, Bellamy Wood, wakes up after hard sex at the BDSM party and seems stuck with a new giant black mistress, Mistress Charanda, bigger and crueler than Mistress Dorothe.  Charanda intends to keep Bellamy and her little friend, too, Emily.  Bellamy intends to get away but, if she can, will it only move her from the sexual frying pan into the sexual fire of further submission to Mistress Dorothe?

Book 10:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 10

Mother’s Day is just a couple days away and Mistress Dorothe knows exactly what she wants to give her mother.  Or who.  She’s decided she wants her mother to have a live-in sex maid who will serve her entire life pleasing Dorothe’s mother and laboring for her in both the most twisted and the most menial of ways.  The young woman she’s chosen doesn’t know her fate yet and sure hasn’t agreed to it.  Can Mistress Dorothe compel the sweet and sexy Bulgarian Maid, Ekaterina, to give up all her freedoms just to please Dorothe’s mother who she has never met?

“Seducing the Mother and Daughter House Sitters” series: 

Book 1:  SEDUCING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 

A beautiful mother and her pretty coed daughter agree to house sit at the island mansion of the daughter's new college friend, Bella.  It seems like a dream come true but then Bella's twin sister, Stella, shows up.  She is arrogant and demanding and intent on seducing both the mother and the daughter.  Can she turn the mother and daughter into full service anything goes servants? 

Book 2:  TEMPTING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 

Stella, the bratty young heiress, has the mother and daughter, Angie and Eliza, off balance and beginning to serve her will.  All that Angie and Eliza want is to finish the mansion sitting job on the beautiful island.  All Stella wants is to be their sexual Mistress for life.  Can Stella enforce her will on the mom and daughter and make them want what she wants? 

Book 3:  DOMINATING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 

Angie saw her daughter, Eliza, sexually pleasing Mistress Stella on the speed boat before it went out of view. But Stella had seduced Angie that same morning!  What is Mistress Stella up to?  What really happened on that boat trip?  Most importantly, who does Mistress Stella like the most, the mom or the daughter?  Mistress Stella can't have both!  Can she...? 

Book 4:  CONQUERING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 

Angie Klauson and her daughter Eliza were sexually dominated by the rich adult brat Stella and it certainly caused a new family dynamic.  It's good to share but maybe not sexually.  Now Stella's twin, Bella, is coming to the island.  Is she different than Stella or will she have the same outrageous expectations?  Do they want her to be different?  What is the awesome fate of the mother and daughter? 

“Tramp Pauline” series: 

Book 1:  TRAMP PAULINE

Pauline is a responsible young shift manager at Fine Burgers. She tries to help a female coworker, Valentina, who is getting dominated every shift by a lesbian coworker. When domme Melody learns Pauline is trying to take away her submissive girl she decides the perfect consequence is to turn the attempted minus one into a plus one. Can Melody be a Mistress for her own Shift Manager?

Book 2:  TRAMP PAULINE TRIES TO BOUNCE BACK

Pauline was sexually dominated by a girl she supervises, her new Mistress Melody, who gave her the nickname Tramp Pauline.  Pauline does not want to live up to that name but Mistress Melody wants her to live up to it in every way including bouncing naked on a trampoline for her coworkers. Pauline wants to be a good girl and Melody wants her to be a tramp.  Can they compromise at “good tramp”?

“Black Dominatrix Neighbor” series:

Book 1: BLACK DOMINATRIX NEIGHBOR

Zahra is a middle-aged overweight black woman who has no business seducing and dominating her new young sexy white neighbor girl. Unless she makes it her business. Domination suits Zahra fine but is sexual submission right for Lainey? Lainey tries to be a good neighbor and tries to be friendly with her much older African-American neighbor lady. Maybe Lainey tries a little too hard....

Book 2:  TOO BAD TO BE TRUE

Zahra thinks she has sexual control over Lainey but Lainey thinks differently.  Lainey still thinks she is heterosexual, not submissive, and that interracial sex is not for her.  The nerve of some young and pretty white women!  The apartment building it buzzing with rumors about Zahra and Lainey.  Lainey has a plan to deny and defuse the rumors.  Zahra has a plan to confirm them.  And to share Lainey!

Book 3:  SEXUAL REPARATIONS IN THE BIG CITY

Lainey tried to free herself of one Black Mistress only to find herself serving three much older Black Mistresses.  All of them older than her Mom!  They have all sorts of new duties and bizarre orders for Lainey. Including to have her best friend, Mallory, come visit her and to set up Mallory to be brought under their control!  Lainey is a loyal friend... but maybe these new duties would be easier shared....

Book 4:  MALLORY'S INTERRACIAL LESBIAN DOMINATION

Zahra found Lainey's brunette friend, Mallory, very attractive.  Mallory does not like Zahra though even without knowing how she treats poor Lainey. Zahra would like to make Mallory eat her smarty-pants words and eat something else also.  Maybe Lainey and Mallory could both be sexy goldmine earners for Zahra.  Can Zahra against all odds, make that happen?

“Impossible Seduction” series:

1.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION ONE:  VOYEUR MOTHER AND DAUGHTER SEDUCED

Three beautiful all-female families are moved into a secluded gated community for a unique opportunity to model together.  However, all is not as it seems.  The two bull dyke photographers actually have a contract and a plan to seduce and tame them all in order to supply them to Saudi harems in return for riches.  The plan takes shape and progress is made.

2.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION TWO:  PEEKING MOTHER AND DAUGHTER DOMINATED

Megan watched what happened with Naomi's daughter Abigail.  Now we find out what Naomi saw when she watched over Megan's daughter, Kaia.  What will the bull dyke Lydia do with Kaia?  Is there anything Naomi can do? What will the dominant dyke team of Gretchen and Lydia do with Abigail who they now have in their clutches in the privacy of their home for hours?

3.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION THREE:  A TALE OF LESBIAN TAMING TWO MILFS

The dominant dyke team of Gretchen and Lydia investigates who made the noise that ruined Lydia's final seduction of Kaia.  It was two of the MILFs! They see that Megan peeped at Gretchen and Naomi peeped at Lydia and even had the nerve to interrupt her!  They also see how aroused the MILFs became watching.  Now it is their turn to experience lesbian domination!

4. IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION FOUR:  JANELLE VS. REDHEAD MOTHER AND DAUGHTER

Janelle, a once famous model and now the sexual pawn of the dominant dyke team of Gretchen and Lydia, must carry out their assignment to separately seduce both Brooke and Bridget Finn. Janelle must do it to avoid a dark fate but finds she likes it.  Brooke also finds she likes it on the other end of things.

5.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION FIVE:  SEDUCED VIA LESBIAN HOME INVASION

Janelle has left the Finn home with Brooke and Bridget in disarray. Gretchen and Lydia saw on their hidden cameras how aroused and ready Bridget is and they mean to take full advantage.  But, to do so, they'll need to engage in some lesbian home invasion.  Fine by them!  Plus, more psychological manipulation and domination of Megan Reynolds.

6. IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION SIX:  THE EROTIC EVIL CONSPIRACY

The dominants Gretchen and Lydia invite Abigail over and its an invitation she cannot refuse.  She isn't sure if she wants to.  They seek to isolate her further and make her ever more dependent on their demanding orders.  Megan wants to escape the gated community.  She thinks so.  Pretty sure.  But she needs a permission slip from the dominants to leave.  What must she do for it or because of it?

7.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION SEVEN: WICKED MANIPULATION BY DOMINANT LESBIAN NEIGHBORS

Megan, mother of three lovely blonde daughters, decided to leave the gated community that is feeling like a prison. But she had to get past the black lesbian prison parolee “security guards” to escape. They know the phrase that means Megan must obey them.  Janelle, the disgraced former supermodel learns her dark fate.  Brooke serves the dominant lesbian neighbors.

8. IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION EIGHT:  DOMINANT LESBIANS DOMINATE REDHEADED MOM AND DAUGHTER

The cruel wicked dommes Gretchen and Lydia seek to complete their control over the redheaded all-female family, the mother and daughter, Brooke and Bridget Finn.  They want to drive them apart from each other while driving them further in to the grip of submission, so submissive that they cannot escape.  More than that, they want to train both of them to orgasm from pain!

9.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 9:  DOMINANT LESBIANS TARGET THE FINAL PIERSON GIRL FOR SEDUCTION AND DOMINATION

Evil Gretchen and Nasty Lydia have more seducing to complete.  Harmony is still innocent.  Her mom and her little sister have already fallen and are submissively following the twisted bizarre orders of Gretchen and Lydia.  Will Harmony join her mom and her little sister in submissive servitude?  Can Gretchen and Lydia complete an oh so dirty “clean sweep” of the Pierson family?

10.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 10:  SEDUCTION AND DOMINATION AND SUBMISSION AS THE DOMINANTS GO AFTER THE BLONDE DAUGHTERS

Gretchen and Lydia, the evil lesbian dominants, have blonde mother Megan Reynolds under their control.  Now they want her three daughters!  They decide to make the mother help out!  Can Megan resist or will she cooperate?  Megan and Janelle also need to keep sexually satisfying the much younger black lesbian guards.  What is planned for Megan's daughters Lilliana, Julissa, and Kaia?

11.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 11:  TWO OF THE BLONDE DAUGHTERS ARE IN THE HOUSE OF THE DOMINANTS.  CAN THEY ESCAPE WITH THEIR LESBIAN VIRGINITY?

Dominant lesbian Gretchen had the middle blonde daughter right where she wants her.  Right between her legs!  Julissa still struggles for independence and against her own arousal.  Meanwhile her older sister, Lilliana, is in the basement with the other photographer, the oh so dominant Lydia.  Lilliana is older than her sister and Lydia is even less attractive than Gretchen.  Will it matter?

12.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 12:  YOUNG ADULT KAIA'S INTERRACIAL LESBIAN DATE WITH DARK SUBMISSION

Of the three mothers and six daughters, only Kaia has not been seduced, dominated, tamed and trained.  Kaia, the youngest blonde daughter, is the final hold out.  Kaia's compromised mom forces her to go on a “friendship date” with Quiesha, one of the ex-felon black lesbian guards.  Quiesha has expectations for this date to be a very friendly “friendship date” indeed!

13.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 13:  KAIA'S INTERRACIAL DATE BECOMES A THREESOME AND SHE SUBMITS TO DOMINATION FROM MISTRESS LYDIA

Young adult Kaia, still only a teenager, is in the middle of “friendship date” with a black girl that had gotten far too friendly. Her own mom set her up for this dark seduction and Kaia was defenseless.  Now, after having submitted to dominant Quiesha, Kaia has a new Mistress and she is even more defenseless!  Quiesha intends to share her with the giantess Ladonne and wicked Lydia.

14.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 14:  NEW LESBIANS TAMED AND TRAINED BY NEIGHBOR MISTRESSES, BLACK LESBIAN DOMINATION OF SUBMISSIVE BLONDES

The entire blonde all-female Reynolds family are stuck in a submissive sexual fog that keeps getting thicker and more compromising.  Megan Reynolds and her youngest daughter, Kaia, are both being sexually used inside the black lesbian guards' house.  Megan's two eldest daughters, Lilliana and Julissa, are stuck in the house of the dominant photographers just a few houses away from them. 

15.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 15:  YOUNGER AND OLDER LESBIANS, DOMINATION AND SUBMISSION, MOMS SUBMIT SEXUALLY 

The grand finale conclusion of the Impossible Seduction Saga!  Not all the submissives really think they are submissive!  Also, the dominants require more and more and go to further extremes.  Could they go too far and spark a rebellion?  Can the dominants keep all three all-female families entirely under their sexual control?  Will the mothers have sex with each other's daughters? 

“A Lesbian Orientation” series:

1.  CARA TRIES TO BE A GOOD EXAMPLE

Cara agrees to live with Mindy Short in order to be a positive example to her regarding the benefits of heterosexuality versus Mindy's lesbian nature.  Instead of Cara having a positive influence on Mindy, the opposite occurs, and Mindy begins to influence Cara in dark negative sexual ways.  What can Mindy change about Cara?

2. CARA'S LESBIAN SEDUCTION

Mindy's influence over Cara expands as Mindy completes her lesbian seduction of the former prom queen.  And more!  Mindy doesn't just want Cara's submission.  She wants to show her total control by making Cara become her human sex pet!  Can Cara keep her humanity?

3.  CARA BECOMES HER ROOMMATE'S LESBIAN PET

Mindy has decided her little “good example” Cara should be kept naked, wear a collar, even wear a “tail”, and act like a doggy.  She also has decided to share Cara with others for sex.  What does Cara think about that?  And... does Mindy care?  Will Cara admit Mindy is her Owner?

“Teen Lesbians Taking Over” series:

1.  TAKING OVER MRS. GREENWAY:

Mrs. Greenway discovers that Cara, who she sent to influence Mindy Short, has instead been influenced.  Mindy discovers it was Mrs. Greenway, that sexy MILF, who set up Cara to live with her.  Mrs. Greenway wants to kick Mindy out of school.  Mindy wants to sexually take over Mrs. Greenway.  Who will win?

2.  TAMING MRS. GREENWAY

Mindy wants Joan to be another sex pet for her, to be her little “Pet Joannie”, another human doggy.  She also wants to make Joan do lots of things, wicked things, even things involving Joan's lovely young adult daughter. Will Joan stand up to her... or stay down on all fours?

3.  TAKING OVER AUBREE

Aubree, Joan's lovely administrative assistant, has come across Joan in a compromised position.  Mindy orders Joan to seduce Aubree to protect the young dominant lesbians on campus.  Will Joan do it?  Will she succeed? Will Aubree escape or... like it?

4.  OWNING AUBREE

Aubree is a young mother who still breast feeds her little daughter.  Mmm, breast milk!  The teenage lesbian dominants are fascinated. They have naughty plans for Aubree.  They already have a few sex pets, all of them human doggies.  How about a pet human cow?  Can Aubree avoid a fate of extreme submission?

5.  TAKING OVER TANYA... AND HER NEIGHBOR TOO

Mindy likes the idea of owning a sexy African-American woman.  Tanya, a Director on campus, would be perfect!  Mindy wants to take her over sexually and give her to her friends as a pet.  What kind of pet?  Tanya has a big backyard perfect for a horsey!  One horsey is not enough. Maybe they should tame Tanya's neighbor also?

6.  TAKING OVER TANYA'S STEP-NIECE

When the dominant teen lesbian coeds learn about Tanya's step-niece, Takira, and see how lovely she is, they decide to expand the herd!  They trick her into moving in to “The Ranch” they've turned Tanya's house into.  Can Takira resist their dark plans and their sexual racism?  Can Takira save Tanya from domination?  Or will Takira be sexually domesticated like her step-aunt? 

7.  TAKIRA'S NEW WHITE MISTRESSES 

The white Mistresses want to make permanent a dominant hold over Takira.  Can they pull it off with Takira is on her guard?  Can Takira resist?  The dominants have a plan.  So does Takira!  Only one plan can win.  Takira has nothing in common with them. They are her opposites in all things including skin color. But dominants and submissives are opposites and opposites do attract one another....

8.  ADDING CORAL TO THE CORRAL

The dominant teen lesbian coeds, Deb and Shan, are gluttons for lust and greedy for domination. They want more and more!  Will Butterscotch help them sexually trap her friend's daughter?  Can the doms tame and train Coral before she leaves for college?  Can they really just keep getting away with making independent heterosexual women into obedient lesbian sex ponies?  Can they add Coral to the corral?

9. TAKING OVER TAKIRA'S MOM

The teen lesbian coed domination team of Deb and Shan have Takira under their sexual control as a sex pony.  They sure would like to have a mother and daughter team working together in tandem.  The young white dommes have the perfect secret weapon in the conspiracy of seducing and taming Takira's mother.  Her own daughter!

10.  CORAL GETS FULLY CORRALLED

Lovely blonde coed Coral ran into a tough situation.  Dominant hillbilly lesbians that wanted to make her into a sex pony!  They tricked her and took full advantage of her.  They even claimed they were her Owners and renamed her Coral Corral!  Coral totally disagrees with this assigned fate and has decided to put a stop to the craziness.  The Owners, however, have very much decided to put a continuation to it!  Owned by them! Forever!

11.  TAMED AND TRAINED BY LESBIAN HILLBILLIES

The African-American mother and daughter pair, Kalindi and Takira, have been seduced, dominated, and tamed by two white coed lesbian hillbillies. They've been treated like sex animals, a donkey and a pony, and have learned to be addicted to it.  Now the dommes want to take them even further!  Why not have them betray two of Takira's lovely friends who can also join the growing herd of lesbian lust?  Kalindi and Takira are reluctant to do that but the hillbillies are experts at overcoming reluctance.

12.  SEDUCING AND TAMING NALA

Takira and Kalindi Bushrod invite Takira’s longtime friends, Nala and Atasha, to come live with them at The Ranch.  They think the Bushrods are being altruistic.  The mother and daughter, conflicted but newly obedient to their white hillbilly Owners, actually intend to help seduce, tame, and lesbian train the two young cuties.  Can Kalindi Bushrod overcome their age gap and Nala’s understandable reluctance and take her for a wild orgasmic ride?

13.  RIDDEN HARD IN THE BACK YARD

The two lovely young adult friends, Nala and Atasha, have moved in with the African-American mother and daughter pair, the Bushrods, who they thought were being kind but actually have wicked plans for them at the behest of the Bushrods’ white Owners.  Daughter Bushrod is out to seduce Atasha but, can she do it in public out at the mall?  Mother Bushrod seeks to cement her new sexual control of Nala by taking her for an after-midnight ride in the back yard.

14.  DOUBLE SEDUCTION DOUBLE DOMINATION

The mother and daughter team, Kalindi and Takira Bushrod, are reluctant black seductresses controlled by white hillbilly lesbian dommes.  They must obey their sexual Owners and seduce and dominate their lovely passionate friends, Nala and Atasha. Now they have to do it at the same time in the same house and they must be more seductive and more dominant than ever before.  Can they ensnare their friends despite reluctance, make them sexually submit, and make them ready to be sexual servants to whites? 

15.  TEEN LESBIANS TAKING OVER 15

The mother and daughter pair, the Bushrods, have seduced and sexed best friends Nala and Atasha but noW the Owners are arriving! The white hillbilly coeds want fresh mounts! Will the mother and daughter Bushrods continue to cooperate with the Owners against their beloved friends? Will Nala and Atasha fall for it all and fall right into the same interracial sexual trap that the Bushrods are stuck in?

16.  TAMING AND TRAINING A NEW MOTHER AND DAUGHTER

Owners Deb and Shan have wicked plan to bring a new mother and daughter in range of their dominant lesbian clutches. Margot Dillon and her daughter, Kinsley, have a new landscaping contract at The Ranch. Little do they know who they’ve contracted with. A contract with dominating lesbian hillbillies is as bad as a contract with the Devil himself. Can Deb and Shan seduce and dominate the mother with the daughter nearby? Can Deb and Shan seduce and dominate the daughter with the mother nearby?

17.  KINSLEY’S KINKY LESBIAN THREESOME

The lesbian hillbilly coeds hatched a new plan to turn a mother and daughter lawn care business team, Margot and Kinsley Dillon, into obedient mother and daughter lesbian Owned servants.  Deb and Shan decide to cut one of the Dillons out of the two-person mother and daughter herd. Divided, the Dillons are vulnerable.  Together, the hillbillies are nasty and demanding unstoppable dommes.

18.  DOMME ON THE MOM

A night of sexual punishment and ruthless sex addicted Kinsley and forced her to give up her freedom. She has agreed with dark eagerness that the hillbillies Own her but may not really know what that means.  Kinsley also hopes to keep her mom from finding out about her daughter and has no idea her new Owners are targeting her mom.

“Lesbian Stalker's Pets” series:

1.  LAURI'S LESBIAN STALKER BECOMES HER ROOMMATE

Mindy uses her control over Joan Greenway to force her to reassign Lauri Hayward to live with Mindy's dominant lesbian friend Rosalie. Rosalie has been stalking Lauri.  Now with Lauri conveniently forced to live with her can she seduce and dominate the beauty despite Lauri being a brown belt in jujitsu?

2.  LESBIAN STALKER'S PET ROOMMATES

Rosalie has entrapped Lauri into losing a bet meaning Lauri, like the third roommate Pet Mia, must be her sexual pet. For twenty-four hours.  Rosalie wants to Own Lauri body and soul forever!  Can Rosalie get Lauri to agree to be her pet for longer, much longer?  Will Lauri like being submissive to her bully stalker?

3.  LESBIAN STALKER PET TRAINS HER ROOMMATE'S BEST FRIEND

Lauri has a close friend, Francesca, living close by and has been in secret contact with her.  Rosalie finds out and also finds out how beautiful the Italian immigrant is.  Mindy and Rosalie concoct a crazy plan to use Francesca's caring good will and loyal friendship against her.  Can Rosalie manage to seduce this incredible hottie?

4.  LESBIAN STALKER STALKS AGAIN

Anne-Marie, the rules enforcing authority on the dorm floor, receives a noise complaint about Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker's dorm room.  The sound of loud sex!  Anne-Marie investigates thinking where there's sex there must be boys violating dorm code.  Anne-Marie sure won't find any boys... but she will find lots of sex....

5.  LESBIAN STALKER ON THE PROWL

One of Rosalie's neighbors, Tina, hears the noise of loud female orgasms from Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker's dorm room causing her to lose sleep. When Tina takes matters into her own hands will Rosalie take Tina into her own Owner hands?  If she can “handle” Tina what kind of sexual human animal will she have, literally, on her hands?

6.  LESBIAN STALKER HUNTING

Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker goes on the hunt to drag down Anne-Marie into sexual submission.  Her stalking reaches new levels of extremity.  Rosalie hunts her down and brings her down in the campus library!  Rosalie also wants to establish total control over her neighbor Tina.  She first took sexual control over Tina in her own room and now she goes for a repeat in Tina's home territory. 

7.  LESBIAN STALKER'S EVIL TRAP

Anne-Marie has escaped Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker but it is a Pyrrhic victory.  A few more like that and she'll be a lesbian pet!  She can't seem to get Rosalie out of her mind. Meanwhile, Rosalie has a plan to stop Tina's roommates from complaining about the sound of loud female orgasms emitting from Rosalie's dorm room.  The plan is to make them just as guilty!  No such thing as too many pets!

“Lesbian Seduction Conspiracy” series:

1.  CONSPIRACY TO SEDUCE

Mindy Short is obsessed with seducing and taming Emilia. Emilia, set up by Joan who is Director of Campus Housing and Student Orientation, will have to live in a dorm with Mindy. Before then Mindy worries Joan may warn Emilia.  Can she totally compromise Joan?

2. THE TRAP

Emilia Greenway and her best friend, Charlotte, arrive on campus but are forced to dorm apart not knowing they are each rooming with dominant lesbians who have dark plans for them.  Can their friendship and working together save them from a fate of sexual submission and keep them from becoming human set pets?

3.  TAKING OVER CHARLOTTE

The teenage lesbian dominants are seducing Emilia Greenway and her lovely friend Charlotte too.  Divided they fall! Seduction is not enough. Domination is not enough.  They want to Own them both.  They want them to be human pets!  Dominant lesbian roommates know how to trick Charlotte into intense lesbian experiences.  They have a plan to make her into a new variety of sex pet.

4.  TOO TOGETHER

The teenage lesbian dominants want Emilia and Charlotte to be their sexual pets forever and always.  But... will they give in to the domination and their own submissiveness?  If they do, what kind of pets will they be made into?  Will this shared submission actually bring them closer together?

“Seduced Trophy Wives” series:

1.  TAKING THE TROPHY WIVES

Four trophy wife friends living in the same neighborhood notice a suspicious vehicle following them and then bizarre strangers move into the mansion for sale near them.  These two look like escapees from a porn movie! The new neighbors have lesbian seduction in mind for the four married friends.  Can they resist?

2.  TAMING THE TROPHY WIVES

The strangers are making inroads into breaking up the friendships of the four trophy wives, turning them against one another, and turning them into obedient subservients for the dominant lesbians.  Can the trophy wives stop the dominoes from falling since they are the dominoes?

3.  TRAINING THE TROPHY WIVES

The stranger dominant lesbians' dark plans for the trophy wives are coming closer and closer to fruition.  Can those seduced recover their dignity in time?  Can the last holdout of the trophy wives stay faithful to her husband?  What exactly do the two dominant lesbians plan to do to and with them?

“Gift Cards for Lesbian Seduction” series:

1.  MOTHER-IN-LAW'S GIFT CARDS FOR LESBIAN SEDUCTION

Maddy's bitchy mother-in-law to be gives her and her sister, Bailey, gift cards for a free “Ultimate Massage”.  When the two beautiful blonde sisters go to the massage parlor, they find it run down and operated by a stern Asian woman and two huge black masseuses.  It turns out the “Ultimate Massage” involves bondage and domination but Maddy and Bailey learn that too late to avoid their awful fate.

2. LIKING IT WAY TOO MUCH

The blonde sisters, Maddy and Bailey, are stuck in the interracial lesbian massage parlor from Hell.  They are also trapped enjoying the shocking and sensual sexual acts they are drawn into by the African-American masseuses and the older Asian dominatrix.  The three minority members are dominant lesbian seductresses determined to make the blondes obey and like it.

3.  PURSUED BY INTERRACIAL LESBIAN SEDUCTION

The blonde sisters, Maddy and Bailey, have been dominated by black and Asian lesbian seductresses at a run-down massage parlor. But... all good things must come to an end.  Or... will they?  Maddy and Bailey are pursued by memories of exquisite yet foul pleasures.  More than that, they discover that they are literally pursued!  Wicked Lai Ping decides to pay the sisters a special visit at their places of work.

4.  SUBMISSION TO HER BLACK MISTRESSES

Maddy the blonde bank teller was seduced and dominated at the massage parlor from Hell. Now the muscular black masseuse, Luella, who claims to be Maddy's Mistress, has texted her demanding that she come over to Luella's place to meet some of Luella's friends. Maddy knows an interracial lesbian orgy is in the works.  Maddy can't go!  She's engaged to be married! But... she also can't not go....

5.  SEDUCTION AT THE INTERRACIAL LESBIAN ORGY

Maddy foolishly thought she could avoid being drawn into the orgy of domination and submission. Not so! Instead, she found the black women also seduced several of Maddy’s bridesmaids! Now all the loud orgasms and spankings are causing too much noise and a pretty Hispanic woman comes over to complain. That can’t go well for the newcomer!

6.  CATFIGHTS AT THE INTERRACIAL LESBIAN ORGY

The interracial lesbian orgy is in progress with black on white domination and submission.  Mariana, the seduced and dominated Hispanic ex-con who made the mistake of complaining about the noise, discovers her darkly tempting fate.  Maddy and the Caucasian females must fight in the nude.  They fight to inflict orgasms.  Will Maddy fight her own little sister?

7.  BAILEY’S ORGASMIC CATFIGHT

The interracial lesbian BDSM orgy is raging.  The Black Mistresses are juggling the white submissives and keeping them quite busy with white-on-white catfights.  Little does Maddy know that her little sister, Bailey, was invited and compelled to come over.  The sisters are both at the same interracial lesbian orgy!  But what has her little sister, Bailey, experienced at the interracial lesbian catfight, and how do those experiences intersect with Maddy’s?

8.  THE SISTERS GET DOMINATED

The blonde sisters, Maddy and Bailey, are caught and tangled up in the interracial lesbian orgy but so far neither knew the other was present at the same orgy. That lack of awareness is about to change!  The sisters are about to learn more about the plot against them.  They are also going to get used sexually, individually, in brand new sexual acts neither ever could have conceived of participating in.

9.  TOTAL LESBIAN DOMINATION

The blonde sisters must report to their new owner – none other than Maddy’s mother-in-law-to-be.  Or, now, not-to-be.  Mistress-to-be for both of them!  They learn their dark fate and begin to learn to like it.  Maddy’s four sexy white bridesmaids think they can leave now that the interracial lesbian orgy has wound down.  They think wrong!  Big Ola and Big Luella decide they are keepers and divvy them up fairly, two each.

10.  SUBMISSION MANSION

The sisters, worried and secretly darkly eager, were ordered to the estate of Maddy’s mother-in-law-to-be, where they learned she intended to keep them. They were collared and separated. Their fate is to be sex maids linked to the family mansion for the rest of their lives!  How will they adjust to their new loss of status?  Will they hate it like they should, or will circumstances work on their minds and souls?

Stand Alone books:

ANYTHING SHE WANTS

Juliana goes undercover for a newspaper story as a maid for a rich older woman, Ms. Einhorn. She is told that her mission is to document abusive treatment by the wealthy towards their servants. Juliana she is to obey Ms. Einhorn and do anything she wants in order to draw out Ms. Einhorn’s nasty behavior. Juliana takes on the opportunity with enthusiasm but is shocked by Ms. Einhorn’s true expectations, Ms. Einhorn’s wickedness, and by her own growing submissiveness.

CHEERLEADER IN TROUBLE

Addison it worried about a cheerleader on her team.  Unfortunately, she goes to the wrong person for help:  her dominant older lesbian cheer coach.  As it turns out the assistant dominating the other cheerleader is the cheer coach's son.  As it also turns out the cheer coach and her son would also like to dominate Addison!

KEEP YOUR PANTIES ON, WHITE GIRLFRIEND

Three black women invite themselves into Haley's home.  Opal and Dereka target Haley's friends, Rachel and Sandy, for lesbian seduction and domination.  Destiny?  Destiny wants to completely change Haley's destiny.  Destiny wants to make herself Haley's new Destiny. Can Haley save her friends from... what they seem to be liking? Might Haley also like what she should not like?

LESBIAN LUST AT THE CASH REGISTER

Mave thinks Julie is really a submissive.  But how to make her submit? It's hard to get alone time with Julie so Mave decides on a bizarre way to seduce her.  Suddenly Julie's underling is under her at the cash register!  Mave decides she will pull off the seduction and domination of Julie while the store is open and customers are in the store!  That's not all she'll “pull off”.

LESBIAN LUST AT THE CASH REGISTER

Cadence has to supervise a problem employee but she has no idea how big of a problem beautiful Mave really is.  Mave thinks that her problem is being horny and she thinks pretty Cadence it the solution to that problem.  When they close the store together Mave decides she will become Cadence's new Mistress.  Cadence sure will be dismayed! She doesn't even know she's a lesbian! Or a submissive!

THE SUBMISSIVE CHEERLEADERS

Penny is a college graduate but stuck in a waitress job and stuck with oversize breasts she'd like to have reduced.  Her submissive roommate lets her in on an opportunity to be a cheerleader.  This semi-pro team expects their cheerleaders to be submissive.  Totally submissive!  Will Penny allow herself to be dominated?

TOO CURIOUS ABOUT HER ADOPTED LESBIAN SISTER

Hope is sent home from college to check on her trouble-making adopted lesbian sister.  Ruthie the Ruthless!  Ruthie has tried to dominate Hope in the past so Hope brings her funny friend Aspen who just happens to also be an orphan and to be a near lookalike to Ruthie.  Ruthie has diabolical plans for Hope and Aspen.  Surely, they can resist since it's two against one.  Surely!  Right?

SOMETHING THAT BELONGS TO ME

Louisa's heterosexual roommate, Heidi, brings home from the bar a tall slim woman with dyed red hair. Klara is bold, arrogant, and sexually hungry. Klara is making Heidi do all sorts of crazy sexy things and Klara just won't leave their place.  Klara also seems to have plans and expectations for Louisa's involvement!  She wants Louisa to also submit to her in every way possible.


Questions, complaints, or suggestions?

Feel free to contact me:  jordanchurch@mail.com

See what I have available and my author bio (such as it is) and photo (such as it is) at amazon.com/author/jordanchurch

Follow me on Twitter at:  https://twitter.com/JChurchAuthor

Visit me, my blog, my list of available books including samples of every one, and be able to read For Free a never-before-published book at:

lesbianseductionfiction.com
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