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Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 11

Rosetta, the Sexy Redheaded Cop, Walks Into Mistress Dorothe’s Honeymoon Suite Honey Trap


Chapter One

Mistress Dorothe, later in the afternoon, had Bellamy shower and clean up for Rosetta’s big visit.

Bellamy got more and more nervous.  She felt nearly the same amount of nervousness as the first time she’d seduced Rosetta. 

Success this night certainly seemed much more likely.  After all, they’d already had sex once, rough sex, and Rosetta was still coming back.  Almost certainly for more or, at least, with an understanding Bellamy was likely to try for more of the same. 

Success was more likely this time, but there was more at stake.  Bellamy had a powerful emotional connection now with Rosetta.  A crush, at the least.  The first time she was trying to seduce an attractive female cop, but this time she was trying to seduce and dominate Rosetta. 

Before, she dreaded failure and the consequences of failure.  This time, she dreaded losing Rosetta, and she also dreaded doing Rosetta so wrong.

Also, this time there was a chance, if Mistress Dorothe felt like it, that Mistress Dorothe would show up and take over.  She might dominate Rosetta Wright right in front of her!  Or Mistress Dorothe might show up and also dominate Bellamy right in front of Rosetta!

Rosetta knew Bellamy was a dominant when it came to sex.  Or she thought she knew that.  And she seemed to still like Bellamy.  If she found out Bellamy was a submissive, would Rosetta like her as much or lose sexual respect for her?

Shit, would Rosetta like her at all, in any sense, once she found out Bellamy was betraying her and setting her up for Mistress Dorothe?

Not likely!

Mistress Dorothe went over her plan.  She coached Bellamy on what to do as her seductress proxy.

The things Bellamy had to say and do to Rosetta made her sick with worry.  And, sometimes, made her sick with disgust.

And… most of them turned her on.

Mistress Dorothe bossing her around as to exactly what Bellamy should say and the ways that Bellamy was to erode the confidence and independence of Rosetta affected Bellamy.  She was just a tool, an extension of Mistress Dorothe’s will.  It was terrible, but it was terribly sexy.

Bellamy, still conscious of her real job as a bodyguard, was concerned about Mistress Dorothe traveling to her mother’s home across town on her own.

Mistress Dorothe made quite the revelation then!

“Oh, silly Bell Bell.  We only texted Rosetta that I’d be at my mother’s.  That does not mean that I will be at my mother’s.  I won’t.  If I’m across town, how can I enjoy the fruits of your slut harvest if it is successful?  I couldn’t.  While you were showering, I called down and spoke with Jill-Off.  I’m all set.  I’ll be in the suite across from this one.  I can text you in the unlikely event of any security situation.  More importantly, when and if the time comes to take advantage of Rosetta, I simply need to step out and step in.  I’ll be a dozen paces away, more or less.”

Bellamy did not like this development!  She’d known all along that Mistress Dorothe wanted Rosetta for herself.  But now it was imminent.  If she failed, she might never see Rosetta again. If she succeeded, she’d need to pass Rosetta along to Mistress Dorothe.

Already!  Tonight!

Mistress Dorothe had talked about taking over the situation if she felt like it, but Bellamy had assumed it couldn’t actually happen with Mistress Dorothe over at her mother’s place.  Or that maybe Mistress Dorothe would do it over the phone by issuing orders for Bellamy to follow.

Mistress Dorothe would call or maybe text her a sexual playlist of sorts, and Bellamy would obey while Mistress Dorothe and her mother watched on live wireless video and maybe ate some popcorn.

With Mistress Dorothe going out of her way to be this close, just across the hall, she was almost certain to pounce.

Bellamy felt an urge to get to her phone and cancel Rosetta’s visit.

But… she badly wanted to see Rosetta again.

To see her and to more than see her.  To see her beauty, hear her moans and cries, and to taste her.

Bellamy also could not bear to let Mistress Dorothe down.  Mistress Dorothe was her Mistress, and, by now, Bellamy truly felt that what Mistress Dorothe wanted was more important than what she wanted. 

They both wanted Rosetta, and Bellamy must want her far more than Mistress Dorothe did.

Yet Bellamy would pass Rosetta into Mistress Dorothe’s control.

No, she would not warn Rosetta away.  Her mission was to serve her Mistress.  Mistress Dorothe was her Mistress, and Bellamy felt a deep need to please her.

But maybe she’d keep Rosetta to herself for as many precious minutes as she could.

Or maybe not based on what Mistress Dorothe said next.

She said, “Remember, I have wireless cameras all over.  I’ll watch your progress on my laptop.  You won’t have to text me.  Once you have her how I want her – I told you what I want – I’ll step on in for a “surprise” visit.  Act surprised but also show Rosetta how completely subservient you are to me.  Monkey see monkey do.  Although, with her red hair, I suppose she is more like an orangutan.”

Bellamy said nothing to that.  She could just imagine how shocking it would be to Rosetta when Mistress Dorothe came striding in with her take-charge, heartless, and dominating personality.  If Mistress Dorothe waited for Bellamy to have Rosetta how she wanted, then Rosetta, even if unbound and seemingly free, would have almost no chance at resistance.

Mistress Dorothe gloated too early, like a James Bond villain, “The Rosetta who leaves here tomorrow morning will be exhausted and will be quite different than the Rosetta who arrives here tonight.  I know you’re sweet on her, Bell Bell.  Even so, you’ll do as I say.  I’ll tell you what, while you work on her, go ahead and give her a deep kiss.  You know, kiss the old Rosetta goodbye.”

Bellamy kept calm but freaked out on the inside.  She didn’t want to kiss the old Rosetta goodbye!

But… she did want to kiss Rosetta.  And do a lot more than that.  She reluctantly admitted she even wanted to do Mistress Dorothe’s laundry list of actions to degrade Rosetta.

She just wished she didn’t have to hand over all that sexual treasure, the great Rosetta treasure, to her Mistress.

Bellamy felt like a coal miner who finds a rare gem deep in the mine and has to hand it over to the already far too wealthy greedy mine owner.

She was fucked, so fucked, and this was all fucked up.

If all went well – and horribly wrong – Rosetta would join the club.  The club of the fucked up beyond recognition.


Chapter Two

Visitors to the honeymoon suite had to check in with the desk.  Rosetta was five minutes early.  The woman at the front desk called up to the suite. 

As she called up, the woman looked at Rosetta, looked her up and down.  Rosetta knew why or thought she did.  As per Bellamy’s request, Rosetta was dressed quite revealingly. 

She looked at it like going to a dress-up party.  But this was no Halloween party.  It would be a dress-up party for sluts, but Rosetta would be the only slut in attendance.  Well, maybe Bellamy would also dress slutty, but Rosetta wasn’t sure how Bellamy would dress.

Rosetta mentally stressed to herself – as she was emotionally stressed – that she was only dressed slutty and was not a slut and should not mentally refer to herself that way. 

Since she was dressing this way to get a job it was practically professional and not slutty at all.

Well, it was somewhat slutty….

Rosetta felt foolish and vulnerable.  She did not ever dress like this.  She had a low-cut top and a mini on with high heels.  She had short legs but, for the amount of leg she had, she was showing a lot. 

She couldn’t stoop over or bend down in this get-up because the mini was also quite tight.  If she didn’t want to show the world her hoo-haw, she’d have to avoid bending down. 

She thought maybe she should have worn panties.  She might be taking Bellamy’s challenge to dress slutty a little too far.

Drop her keys?  Better wave bye-bye to them.

The desk attendant finished her call and finished looking at Rosetta like she was a suspect in a line-up of possible hookers.  The desk attendant told Rosetta to take the elevator and to hit the button for the top floor and then take a left and knock on the first door on the right when she got out.

Access to the top floor and honeymoon suite were controlled from the lobby.

Rosetta noticed that the hotel employed an off-duty police officer to watch over the lobby.  Not a security guard, an actual cop.  Thank God she didn’t know him.  Philadelphia had over six thousand police officers, so Rosetta’s chance of running into one she knew was reasonably remote, but it still concerned Rosetta that she was dressed this way. 

It looked to Rosetta like Dorothe Gerbach had a safe situation staying at this exclusive hotel, but Rosetta bet it was expensive.  If Bellamy was hired on, she might get to enjoy luxurious surroundings with little worry over security when at the hotel.  She guessed it was when Dorothe went out and about that she’d earn her money.

She hit a button that allowed the elevator to reach the floor the honeymoon suite was on.  The top floor, of course.

Rosetta was mystified and intrigued by how Dorothe Gerbach lived in a hotel in their honeymoon suite.  It meant money, obviously, but it seemed like a strange psychology as well.

Sort of like a hermit, but Bellamy had told Rosetta that one of the challenges of protecting Dorothe was that she liked to go out and socialize, often impulsively and in crowded locations with many security vulnerabilities.

At least it was easier protecting Dorothe Gerbach here at the hotel.  There was the elevator access situation as Rosetta had just experienced.  The lobby police officer was certainly a deterrent.  Also, Rosetta guessed fewer people knew where Dorothe was living.  And Dorothe Gerbach could also change hotels quickly if need be.

In the elevator, Rosetta was lost in thought.  She had a lot of questions.  Most of them were questions for herself, and most of them she could not answer, not with certainty.

Why was she here?

Yes, the job.  It did sound like it would be interesting to be a bodyguard.  Her overprotective cop family could no longer “protect” her from making a name for herself and from making a difference. 

She assumed anyone attacking Dorothe Gerbach would have to be a bad guy.  Good guys go through the legal system.  If Rosetta helped nail even one bad guy while protecting Gerbach, it would be one more bad guy than she’d ever get to nail on the force.

The fucking meter maids saw more action than her!  Oh yeah, they weren’t meter maids anymore.  That was too sexist.  They were “Parking Enforcement Officers.”

Yes, she was here for the action. 

But that wasn’t the only kind of action, was it?

Rosetta’s face colored a little in the elevator. 

Bellamy Wood had certainly given Rosetta a lot of action during their last meeting.  Wink, wink, leer.

What they’d done was so naughty and so embarrassing!  If anyone ever knew….

Her fellow officers would talk about it for decades if they knew.  It would become a nasty shadow legend in the Philadelphia Police Department.  She still wouldn’t know many of the cops on the force but they’d know about her.

Her family….  Jesus!  Her family!  Mom, Dad, Uncle Ray, her brothers….

The idea of them ever knowing was hard to contemplate.  Her brothers still made fun of her for the time in fifth grade when Rich Sandstrom made out with her around the corner of the school parking lot, and he pushed his pants down without warning her.

They were just kissing!  Then Rich did… that.  Her brothers loved to make her face blaze with embarrassment as they recounted a false story about her pulling down Rich’s pants and Rich supposedly yelling for help to get Rosetta off of him.  Every damn backyard barbecue, they brought it up.

Even her mom and dad thought it was hilarious.  Also, they seemed to doubt her version.

She was a good girl!

She was!

She was… before she met Bellamy.

She still almost couldn’t believe it.  She couldn’t believe several parts of it and for several reasons.

One, she couldn’t believe Bellamy Wood, the hottest girl the force ever had, was a lesbian!

Two, she couldn’t believe she, herself, would do anything lesbian!

Three, if she did do something lesbian, that it was with Bellamy Wood!  Bellamy wasn’t all that much older than Rosetta, but Rosetta still viewed her like a student would their teacher.  Having a sexual relationship with Bellamy felt like a student having sex with their teacher.

Four, that she’d let Bellamy dupe her into sex.  In hindsight, it was crystal clear that Bellamy manipulated her every step of the way.  It made Rosetta feel stupid.

Five, that she’d put up with the kind of sex that happened.  Not just that it was lesbian.  Hey, lesbian things happened!  She bet they happened to most girls some time or other.  The type of sex she found hard to believe was the domination. 

Nobody sexually dominated Rosetta Wright!

Oops, amend that.

Nobody except Bellamy Wood sexually dominated Rosetta Wright.

Yeah, that didn’t have quite the same ring to it, did it?

Six, that she’d liked it so much.  She’d like to say she hadn’t.  Those orgasms were witnesses against her.  Backstabbing orgasms!

What the hell, exactly?  Who could like getting spanked and humiliated and sexually abused?

Rosetta did not have a complete list of those who qualified, but she was definitely on the list.

Maybe she’d reacted that way because of what she ate for dinner.  Or because she had so much respect for Bellamy, almost hero worship, that her mind – and her pussy! – got confused and interpreted it wrongly.  You know, like making out with the best-looking boy in school and, even if he was clumsy, cumming in her pants just from making out.

Yeah, that wasn’t an imaginary example.  That one really happened.  Thank God her brothers didn’t know about it!

What number was she at?

Oh, yeah.  Seven.

Seven was happening right now.

Seven was her going back for more.

No!  Wait!  That wasn’t the thought at all!  Who thought that one?  Somebody, some asshole psychic, planted that one in her head.

She was going back, yes, but not for more.  Well, going back as in meeting with Bellamy Wood again.  But it wasn’t “back” because it was a different location. 

Instead of the privacy of Bellamy’s place, they were meeting, still in private, in a big luxurious honeymoon suite.  See?  A professional setting.  Everyone and their dog knew no sex ever happens in honeymoon suites!

She wondered if it looked like, to Bellamy, like she was coming back for another sexual encounter. 

Yeah, Bellamy probably did think that.  Rosetta admitted to herself that the way she’d flirted – there was no other word for it – during their texts back and forth probably had led Bellamy to think that. 

The question was not whether Bellamy was thinking it but whether her thinking it was wrong or right.

Why had she flirted?  It had felt naughty and fun at the same time, but why?  It was especially strange considering that she was so alarmed by what they’d done with Bellamy when they’d last met.

She thought maybe she flirted because of how their encounter ended.  Rosetta woke up at Bellamy’s place, and Bellamy was gone, leaving a matter-of-fact note.  Then Bellamy didn’t call or text.  At all. 

Rosetta was, at first, relieved because she did not know what to say or how to act.  But then, pretty soon, she almost felt insulted.  Or maybe more like rejected.

So, when Bellamy answered her text, she was flooded with a sort of relief, and that little high made her willing to flirt by text.  Those flirt texts flooded her with something other than relief.  Flooded her pussy!

What the hell did she want?

This flirting stuff was flirting with sexual disaster!

She needed to have her head screwed on straight, or she might end up getting screwed.  Sexually screwed!  Again!

She wanted the job.  She wanted to be a fancy, unique, mysterious bodyguard.  At least, that is what the position would seem like to her friends and family.  The position seemed that way to her as well at the moment, but she knew that feeling would wear off quickly if she did become a bodyguard.

The job.  That was it.  That was what she wanted.  The job wouldn’t just be a change of pace and mysterious.  She’d make incredible money and would be able to retire still in her prime.  Financial freedom.

She did not want a relationship with Bellamy.  At least, her practical mind and upbringing were both sure of that. 

She was curious about Bellamy and about her own reactions when they had sex.

She was torn.  Part of her was disgusted with what they’d done.  Especially the humiliation and sadism/masochism mixed in with the lesbian sex.  Another part of her, she knew which part, was eager for more.

Along with those mixed feelings, mirroring them, was her nervousness over seeing Bellamy Wood again.  She felt ready-to-burst enthusiasm, like meeting up with a crush.

Rosetta found herself standing in front of the door to the honeymoon suite.  She hesitated.  What would happen tonight?

There were two possibilities.

One, it would be a professional meeting and, based off of it, she’d either get the job or not.

Two, Bellamy Wood would make a move on her and want to have more sex with her.

What would happen if Bellamy did make a move?

There were two possible results.  They’d either have sex again, or Rosetta would turn her down. 

Rosetta knew sex should not be a part of this at all, and it was wildly unfair and unprofessional for Bellamy to have had sex with her during this hiring process.  It looked like quid pro quo.  It felt like it. 

Because there was a job at stake, there was unspoken pressure to have sex.  Now, Rosetta would never let that affect her decision-making process, but it was still distasteful.  For instance, Bellamy Wood had no way of knowing if Rosetta had sex with her the other night for its own sake or as a means to an end.

With a position at stake, no one could know with complete confidence that the sexual positions had nothing to do with the position as bodyguard.

It made Rosetta feel dirty.

As did the sexual things they’d done together.  Or were those sexual things done to her?  That might be a fairer description.

Rosetta felt a bit like a victim because of what Bellamy did with her the other night.  What Bellamy had done to her.

Rosetta still felt ambushed.  It was supposed to be a job interview then, like now.  Then, bam, sex, nasty lesbian sex.  It wasn’t a date, for God’s sake!  Had it been a first date, Bellamy would have been a man, and there wouldn’t have been any sex.

Making out, sure.  And there were those two one-night stands when Rosetta was younger.  But, basically, she had no sex on first dates.  But, because it was a job interview, Bellamy had sexually compromised Rosetta.  That was how Rosetta felt.  Compromised.

Bellamy had compromised her so well….

It had felt so amazing to be so totally compromised….

For a time that night with Bellamy, Rosetta was a simple-minded sexual creature willing to do anything.  Which was fantastic in the moment, but otherwise scary.

Rosetta felt a flash of near panic.  She was at the door to the honeymoon suite, and she still wasn’t sure how she’d handle it if Bellamy wanted more sex with her. 

She’d had time to think, and she still didn’t know.

Didn’t “they” say never to go to a job interview unsure if you’re going to have sex with the interviewer?

Rosetta looked at her smartphone. 6:01.  She was already a minute late!

Rosetta knocked on the door.

She guessed she was going to find out soon what she would or would not allow.


Chapter Three

Bellamy opened the door and welcomed Rosetta into the suite.  She closed the door behind her.

To Rosetta, it looked like Bellamy was as nervous as she was.  Bellamy’s movements were jittery, her skin flushed, and she sounded a little out of breath when she spoke.

Rosetta just bet she looked nervous as well.  She wasn’t sure if she’d ever before felt this nervous.

Coming in, Rosetta had no idea if Bellamy would act purely professional during this “follow-up interview” or if she’d try to “follow-up” on the awful, wonderful sex they’d had.

At first, it seemed like Bellamy’s choice would be professional.  After a few pleasantries, the first exception to professionalism showed itself in what seemed like a spur-of-the-moment hug from Bellamy.

It looked like it surprised Bellamy as much as it surprised Rosetta.  Rosetta hugged back.  It was a quick, friendly hug, but it wasn’t a professional one. 

Then things were back to professional as Bellamy showed Rosetta around the suite.  The grand tour, she called it.

Rosetta felt a little weird about seeing each of the bedrooms.  Bedrooms were so personal, but it was a hotel with maid service every day, so it wasn’t quite the same as touring most people’s bedrooms.

Rosetta felt her throat constricting when they were in Bellamy’s bedroom.  Bedrooms were, for obvious reasons, associated with sex, and here she was standing in one with the last person she’d had sex with.  And they were alone.

Rosetta couldn’t help thinking about all they’d done or all that Bellamy had done to her.  And how she’d reacted.  Those orgasms blasting her mind.

You had orgasms like that, and you naturally wanted more.  If it was just those orgasms and nothing else.  But those orgasms didn’t come alone.  What was associated with them was all bad and all wrong in Rosetta’s mind.  The domination and submission.  The pain and the humiliation.

And, yes, that it was lesbian as well.  Rosetta had nothing against lesbians but just could not view herself that way, and it was wrapped up in humiliation because of how she thought people would think of her.  Her parents would be disappointed, and her brothers would tease her terribly.

Bellamy told her, “Home sweet not home.  Maid service every day, though, so you don’t have to make the bed, and you have fresh sheets every night.”

Bellamy looked like a thought had just occurred to her.

Rosetta said, “There are only two bedrooms.”

Bellamy looked like a deer in the headlights for a fraction of a second.  Like a criminal caught in the act.  The look was there, and then it was gone, and Rosetta immediately doubted what she thought she’d seen.

Bellamy said, “We’ll figure it out.  We might do shifts, or one of us take the lounge in the main room, take turns with that, or maybe we’ll get a room somewhere else.  Maybe now, with two bodyguards, if you’re hired, maybe Dorothe will get a permanent place.”

Rosetta nodded.  That sounded right.  But then, why that strange look on Bellamy’s face?

Did Bellamy… perhaps… share Dorothe Gerbach’s bed?

How would Rosetta feel about that?  Jealous, she discovered.  As uncertain as she was about anything more happening with Bellamy and as sure as she was that she definitely did not want any more of that domination stuff, it would be well beyond awkward to get up each morning and… maybe Bellamy and Dorothe Gerbach would be showering together or something.

Or maybe Rosetta would go to bed after a full day of bodyguarding, and she’d hear Bellamy Wood and Dorothe Gerbach in the next room over having sex.

Holy shit!  Did Bellamy dominate Dorothe like she had Rosetta?

But, wait, didn’t Bellamy say that Dorothe was some kind of aggressive lesbian seductress?  Soooo… who would dominate who?

Bellamy led her back into the huge main room of the suite.  It was more like a lobby than a hotel room.  It had a lofted ceiling that was two stories high.  There was a huge bank of windows, a writing desk under them, a flatscreen television that might qualify as a movie theater screen if it was located in a small town, and it had the best in furniture.

The tour was over.  Bellamy would move on to something else.  The interview?

Rosetta got that feeling.  That funny feeling in the pit of her stomach right before a ride starts up at the county fair.  It was about to happen.  She just wasn’t sure what.

She also wasn’t sure how she’d react.

She felt like she’d done the hardest part as far as starting a new relationship or starting a new kind of sexual role.  She’d lost her lesbian virginity.  They’d had sex once, so they’d seen each other nude, so it wasn’t like any physical revelation would take place. 

Before, Bellamy had spanked her and cuffed her and more.  Rosetta had gone through all that.  That must be the worst of it.  Now they knew each other, and Bellamy gave her that sudden hug a few minutes earlier. 

This time, if it happened, which Rosetta felt like something would, and she felt like she might let it happen, Rosetta was sure it would be more… affectionate and kind… and mutual.

Yeah, that was what she thought!

See, she really did not know what was going to happen!

They were both standing, facing each other.  The chaise lounge and other chairs were near, but Bellamy hadn’t sat down or invited Rosetta to sit.

After a long, pregnant pause, Bellamy said, “You’re qualified to be a bodyguard based on your police training and experience.  No one is concerned about that.  But being a bodyguard to Dorothe Gerbach is different and… more… than that.  It isn’t how most anyone would view being a bodyguard.  There are few attacks, and no real bodyguard duty on most days, especially if Dorothe stays in the suite.  She has bouts of social activity, all over, in clubs and parties, and she has long stretches of seclusion.  The majority of your time you – we – have to serve her.  In menial ways like cleaning and fetching drinks and food.  Many bodyguards – or former police officers – would be too prideful to put up with that.  Are you too prideful?”

“I don’t think so.  I hope not.  It’s no big deal if I need to get a drink or pick up around the place.  I mean, if I get hired, you and I will almost be like her roommates, right?”

“Wrong.  Roommates are equals, at least in theory.  We are not her equals.  Do you know what bodyguards are, essentially, at their core?  We’re servants.  Like a butler or a maid or a chauffeur.  We are servants and must think and behave like servants.  If you don’t act like a servant, you will make her look bad.  You’ll be fired, and her security will be compromised.  If you can’t put up with some demeaning treatment, then you might also quit.  In which case, again, it will compromise her security.  Do you see why I need to make sure about you?”

“Yes.”

“I need to make sure you will put up with orders and demeaning work.  Also, I told you about Mi-- about Dorothe Gerbach’s lifestyle.  She is a lesbian domme.  She attends BDSM sex parties and has submissive women as sexual partners.  Many women would consider just seeing those things as demeaning.”

Rosetta took a deep breath.  It sounded like Dorothe Gerbach really was into some of the same things Bellamy had done to Rosetta.  Were they the same types?  What were the odds that would happen by accident?  Had Dorothe Gerbach influenced Bellamy, or maybe vice versa?

How would Rosetta fit in with that behavior!?!  She wasn’t some dominating lesbian.  Just the opposite, if anything.  As perhaps proven by the sex with Bellamy.

Is that what Bellamy was looking for, really?  An opposite to her domination?  A suitable companion while stuck serving as Dorothe Gerbach’s bodyguard?

Rosetta was not down with that!

Nope nope nope!

But maybe that wasn’t the case.  Rosetta needed to be open-minded and fair-minded, and she didn’t want to lose this opportunity.

If she was offered the job and took the job, then it would be a lot like being a heterosexual with two lesbian roommates.  But, as Bellamy had pointed out, she’d be some kind of lesser or servant roommate to Dorothe Gerbach.

Rosetta sure as fuck – or sure as not-going-to-fuck – that she’d never, even when younger, willingly room with two lesbians.

Not unless there was a job to be earned and an early retirement to be gained.

Bellamy was waiting for her answer.

Rosetta straightened slightly, “I do get it.  No judgment.  Protecting Dorothe Gerbach will need to be a moving bubble of no judgment.  No problem.  I’m sure you know I can see it and not have a problem.  As far as doing menial work, I don’t care.  I’m not a princess type.  If she tells me to go pick up a speck of lint on the carpet, I’ll do it.”

Of course, Rosetta could see it and not have a problem.  The other night with Bellamy, she’d done it.  Or it was done to her.  However, she did have a problem with having done it.  Guilt and uncertainty.  But seeing it would be easy.

Bellamy said, “Besides seeing these things, some participation is necessary.”

Oh-oh.  Rosetta did not like the sound of that.  Sure, she’d done it once with Bellamy, but she had no interest in ever doing it again, not even with Bellamy, who she liked (or maybe more than liked….), let alone rich bitch Dorothe Gerbach.  Maybe it wasn’t fair to think of her as a rich bitch, but she was rich, and it seemed like domme-types were bitches soooo… she was probably being accurate when she thought of Dorothe that way.

Bellamy must have seen the look of unease on Rosetta’s face, or maybe she noticed Rosetta’s chin jut slightly forward like she was ready to argue.

“Don’t get me wrong, Rosetta.  No one will force you to have sex.  Dorothe has a reputation as a fearless domme.  People can’t know she has bodyguards.  That’s good for us because it gives us the element of surprise.  But then, what are we?  Why are we with her?  We can’t be dommes like her because we’d need at least one sub each or more to fit in with the domme cover.  Also, other dommes would not stay close to her for long periods like we have to do.  The only cover that works is for us to be her subs.  You know, just pretend, but the pretending needs to be persuasive.”

Rosetta frowned but wasn’t too surprised.  All great opportunities that seemed too good to be true were too good to be true.  You just had to figure out what the hidden drawbacks were and if you could put up with them.  Bellamy had warned Rosetta about Dorothe Gerbach’s lifestyle and expectations previously.

“I understand, Bellamy.  No judgment, be willing to do demeaning menial labor, fit in, pretend.  I do get it.  It’s like being an actress in a play.  One that lasts for years.”

Bellamy smiled and looked a little relieved, but she wasn’t done, “So we need to seem like her submissives.  That’s why she needs beautiful bodyguards.  It’s a compliment to be considered.”

“Thank you and thank her,” chimed in Rosetta cutely.

“You say you can do it and are willing, but you might not be able to back up what you say.”

The Hell!

“You may not be a good actress.  You might embarrass her.  You might get so embarrassed that you back out.  So, I have to make completely sure.”

Rosetta thought she knew where this was going, but she wasn’t completely sure of the reason.  Did Bellamy really need to test her, or did she just want a repeat of the sex from the other night?

No more of that!  Hopefully, never again.

She was willing to act like a submissive to put Bellamy’s mind at ease.  She didn’t want to, and it wouldn’t be fun for her, but she could stretch her amateur acting skills a little.

Rosetta felt like she had to do it.  She had so much invested in this, her hopes, and her efforts, including sexual efforts the other night.  She couldn’t come up empty after all that!

Hopefully no more spanking was necessary!  She’d proven already, what, that her ass could take spanks?  Spanking was way too mean and painful.  Spanking was also way too sexual, and it had turned her on way too much!

She was willing to pretend but not too persuasively.

Bellamy said, “We’ll start slow.”

Rosetta felt gratitude.  Yes, please.  She wanted to start slow and get used to… expectations.  Or maybe… start slow and, if Bellamy meant to take advantage of her, then she could maybe get turned on, and that would… grease the wheels, so to speak.

Yes, wasn’t “wheels” the trendy term for one’s pussy nowadays?

Rosetta had a naughty feeling, a sneaky one growing stronger, that she really wouldn’t mind being taken advantage of again.  By Bellamy, only Bellamy.  Being alone with Bellamy was affecting her, as was the hinting talk of outrageous things.

Hinting talk of outrageous things was about to cross the line into actually-happening outrageous things.


Chapter Four

Bellamy said, “We may need to act like submissives, and a big part of that is wearing less clothing than our supposed dominant.  A lot less.  Also, you’ll see other women naked at times.  So, take off all your clothes to get used to being seen naked, and I’ll take off all my clothes to get you used to seeing female nudity.”

This sure sounded like a sexual set-up to Rosetta!  She thought it might be.

She realized that Bellamy did not need to set her up.  If Bellamy came over and kissed her right then, she’d kiss back.  And then she’d do more than that.  A whole lot more. 

As long as it was respectful and sweet and nice.  As long as it wasn’t any of that mean BDSM stuff.  Rosetta wasn’t that kind of girl.  She hoped Bellamy didn’t have the impression that she was from the other night. 

Just because Rosetta orgasmed from something did not mean she liked it!

Bellamy took off her clothes, and Rosetta quickly caught up to her.  Somehow it felt like she’d already pre-agreed to this.  She knew it was bizarre, but she also thought it shouldn’t be a big deal.

Yet, it felt like a very big deal.

She hoped she wasn’t wet. 

If she was, she hoped her wetness didn’t show once she was nude.  

She hoped she didn’t have hard nipples.

She checked her body and how she felt as she undressed.

Oops.  Scratch that previous thought and change it to her hoping her wetness and hard nipples went unnoticed by Bellamy.

Then Rosetta was nude, and it took an act of will to stand normal and to keep her hands at her sides.

She was surprised to see that Bellamy was mostly naked but that she still wore a bra, a sexy one.

Bellamy noticed Rosetta noticing, “Oh, yeah, this is just to get you used to how strange things can be.  Sometimes Dorothe or another domme will have a sub – that’s what they call their submissive woman – wear only one or two items of clothing.  It’s less natural than full nudity, and it accentuates the bare areas.  It’s just something they do.  I guess it’s more humiliating.  So I’ll just keep the bra on.”

“Oh,” said Rosetta.  Then she tried to sound open-minded.  “That’s an interesting effect.”

“Yes, it is.  Here, it isn’t fair that you don’t get to understand it better.  Let me help.  I’ll be right back.”

Bellamy went into her bedroom.  Rosetta realized she was staring at Bellamy’s firm, smooth, well-formed ass as it departed.  Rosetta’s cheeks pinked up more, and she felt a ticklish sensation around her clitoris.

What was wrong with her?  She hoped she wasn’t becoming lesbian.  More lesbian than having already had lesbian sex.  Was she going to check out women’s tits and asses everywhere she went now, like a damn guy?  Gross!

Bellamy came back, looking so weird wearing the bright fancy bra and nothing else.  Oh, and carrying a collar and leash!

A collar… and a leash…!

Wait a minute!  Why had Bellamy gone into her bedroom to get the collar and leash?  Why were the collar and leash in there?  And what did Bellamy intend to do with them?

Rosetta had a strong suspicion which one of them would soon wear that collar.

Or would have if Rosetta let her put it on.

Or… wait… was she going to refuse?  Or was she going to “go along to get along,” a phrase so often used in the police department?

Bellamy walked right up and strapped the collar around her neck.

Rosetta just… stood there.

The collar felt tight physically, and it was nearly claustrophobic emotionally.

The chain was thin and dripped down the front of Rosetta’s body, swaying between her breasts like an incredibly long pendulum.  Bellamy stood all too close as she adjusted the fit with a slide strap of leather, like the adjustment band on some baseball caps. 

Bellamy backed away, “There.  Now you’ll feel the effect.  You’re naked, but you’re wearing something.  Also, this collar makes you look just like a submissive slave because only submissives ever wear them.  Until now.  Isn’t that great?”

The words “you” and “slave” and “Isn’t that great?” did not seem to belong together.  The word slave made Rosetta freak out for a few pulses.  What a word!  What a terrible word!

But, of course, all this BDSM stuff was pretend.  Rosetta had read a little bit about it after her sexual encounter with Bellamy.  It was the adult sex version of dressing up for Halloween and playing a role.  You pretended for a while, she guessed some people got orgasms out of it, and then you were done pretending.

Rosetta had had a boyfriend who got her to dye her hair blonde for a night and dress up as Supergirl.  He, of course, was the diabolical arch-nemesis.  With a cock of Kryptonite!

That was fun.  Too bad he was also interested, as it turned out, in the Black Widow and Wonder Woman and a few others, so to speak.  He really was a fucking villain!  A fucking villain.

It looked like Bellamy was waiting for an answer.  Rosetta decided to defy her dismay.  She would be a bodyguard and an actress.  She’d show Bellamy she was a great actress!

“It feels great!  I feel just like a slave.  Do I look submissive enough?”

“Not quite.  You’re making too much eye contact.  Think of slaves as being shy and fearful while also being eager-to-please sluts, horny all the time.”

“Oh, okay.”  Rosetta looked down at the floor.

Bellamy walked around her, “That’s a little better.  Slave sluts usually have some kind of physical marking beyond what they wear or don’t wear.  I’ll help you with that also.”

What did that mean?

Smack!

Oh, shit!  It meant Bellamy would spank her!  It must be because she just had!

Rosetta held still somehow.

Bellamy said, “Your ass really colors up nicely and quickly.  Maybe that’s a feature of redheads.  Obviously, one spank isn’t persuasive enough, and also, I’m sure, you want the redness to last and last.  Soooooo….”

Slap!

Smack!

Slap!

Smack!

Slap!

Smack!

Rosetta kept her lips pressed against each other and held her position somehow.

This again!

Hadn’t she just thought there wouldn’t be any more spanking?

Slap!

Smack!

She’d thought wrong!

Slap!

Smack!

Her poor ass!

This was so unfair!  She hadn’t even taken the position yet!

Speaking of positions….

Bellamy ordered, “Slave sluts are supposed to like spanks and help out with maximizing the amount of pain they take.  Plus, of course, it is good to see you take orders under the toughest circumstances.  So, go ahead, lean forward, and put your hands on your knees.  Stick out your ass, and I’ll be happy to spank it some more for you.”

Oh, she would, would she!?!  Rosetta felt outrage, injustice, uncertainly, pain, and… blossoming, flooding arousal.

She was supposed to help out with taking added pain?

Okay….

Rosetta followed directions, she thought, like a good little trooper.  She felt lightheaded and almost giggled despite the pain as she bent over and grabbed her knees and thought, “But I’m not a State Trooper, I’m a Philadelphia Police Officer!”

The thought of her status brought new humiliation.  How far she’d fallen!  Well, at least she was still standing even if she was bent over….

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Holy fuck!  It was a lot more painful bent over like this with the skin of her ass stretched tight and thin.

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

She wasn’t going to cry.  She wasn’t!  She would show Bellamy that she was tough enough to be a subby slutty sex slave.  The best one ever!

Rosetta stuck her ass way up and out, leaning way down, so her head was lower than her ass.  She’d show Bellamy by showing Bellamy all of her ass.

There!  Spank anywhere!  Spank as hard as you want!

That’s what Rosetta thought but she released a whimper and then a series of whimpers as the spanking went on and on.

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Rosetta felt like she might go crazy from pain.  She tried counting the spanks but lost count after four no matter how many times she started the count over.  She couldn’t think, she couldn’t move, she couldn’t do anything.  She could only stay in the humiliating position and take all the spanks Bellamy wanted to dish out.

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Then, it was over.  The spanking ending felt like a miracle.  Rosetta was flooded with endorphins, along with her pain and her humiliation.  She blinked to keep tears at bay.  Her face felt tight, but her pussy felt loose. 

Bellamy sounded oddly casual when she spoke.  It was disconcerting because the pain was like an event in Rosetta’s life, something she’d never forget, but Bellamy sounded like she might not recall delivering these spanks by next week.

“There, that does it.  Your ass does look like the ass of a well-used pain slut.  Very convincing.  Any domme or any other sub would buy it.”

Rosetta began to stand.

Bellamy put a hand on Rosetta’s lower back, “No, wrong direction.  You are dressed – or, arguably, undressed – like a genuine subby slut, and your body looks convincingly like the body of a subby slut, but there is more to it.  If Dorothe Gerbach has visitors here or if we need to adopt the role at one of the bizarre BDSM clubs, the most important part in convincing watchers will be our behavior.”

Rosetta held still, bent over, the pain raging lower like a dying fire, but the endorphins were still potent, supplying a sort of high, and with her pussy crying for some attention.  Maybe demanding some orgasmic balance to offset the pain endured.

Rosetta realized she sure wouldn’t turn down sex right now at this moment.  If Bellamy took her then, should she resent it as Bellamy taking advantage of her, or would she be grateful for Bellamy assuaging her need?

Bellamy gave directions, “A lot of dominants are into pet play.  The subby sluts we need to emulate are, of course, the animals.  That is a good example of convincing slutty behavior.  Get down on your hands and knees.  I’ll do it, too.  No big deal, I’ll be right here with you.  No embarrassment because we’re both doing it.  Down down down.  That’s a good girl.”

Rosetta was down on hands and knees… with a collar on… and a red throbbing ass… and a pink pulsing pussy….

So now she had to act like an animal….

It was synchronicity.  She felt like an animal.  A needy animal trying to get over her owner’s punishment and trying to make amends for her transgression, whatever it was, by being extra obedient.

Then Bellamy was there on hands and knees next to her, “Okay, now this is easy.  So easy dogs can do it.  We just act like dogs.  We’ll be dogs who just arrived here and have not been here before.  Dommes who have their subs acting like pets will sometimes give them free rein but only to act like pet animals.  So, we’ll scamper around on all fours and sniff at everything.  We’ll explore the suite.  No talking, no matter what.  We don’t have Dorothe here to order us around but we’ll pretend that Dorothe told us to explore.  She’d do that to help us blend in.  Oh, and we two dogs don’t know each other.  Got it?”

“Got it.”  Everything seemed surreal to Rosetta.  The world was a strange place when viewed from all fours.  And naked.  With another naked woman next to her.  In a swanky hotel suite belonging to a dominant lesbian socialite.

Rosetta thought this must be as nuts as anything could get.

She was quite wrong.


Chapter Five

Rosetta felt tremendous hesitation.  It was hard, as a grown woman, a nude grown woman, to just… crawl around acting like a dog.

She crawled with her head fairly high, looking around the room from her down-low perspective.

Bellamy must have noticed how awkward it was for her and provided herself as an example.

Bellamy darted ahead to the massive polished coffee table, darted like an eager puppy, and sniffed at each of the four table legs in turn.

She sniffed hard, and she sniffed like a dog.  She brought her nose down almost in contact with the thick carpet and then snuffled up each leg, her nose lightly bouncing on the curved wood legs.

Bellamy didn’t go through the motions.  She was in full dog mode.  She behaved exactly like a dog other than looking completely human.

And sexy.  Even appalled by Bellamy’s behavior, Rosetta’s eyes ate up Bellamy’s lanky but sexy form.  So slim and muscular but in a feminine way.  Bellamy’s breasts were still covered by the bra, but Rosetta's eyes ate up Bellamy’s pussy and ass.

Was that wetness?  Was Bellamy’s pussy wet?

Rosetta trotted closer on all fours.  Yep, that pussy was wet.  There was even a bead clinging to a pussy lip, one not heavy enough yet to fall away.

Rosetta had a tremendously naughty thought which made her pussy clench so hard that she paused her crawl.  That bead of pussy juice.  Someone should clean that up.  Someone should lick it away.  Probably it wouldn’t do any good because another would appear to replace it.  Still, Rosetta felt strongly the droplet should be licked up.

By someone.

Not her?

But there was no one else here….

Rosetta composed herself and shook away the naughty thought.  Why did she think about such stupid things?  What, she was going to crawl up and… just start licking Bellamy’s pussy?

She’d never do that!

A subversive thought wriggled for attention in her brain.  She wouldn’t do that… on her own… without permission.

She’d need to be invited first and then… Rosetta guessed it would be rude to refuse.

She was a guest….

She was trying to prove herself….

Surely, licking pussy was proof of something.  Like what?  Fuck, it just had to be proof of toleration of lesbian activity, didn’t it?  If you did it, you must be able to tolerate it!

Bellamy looked back at her and caught Rosetta staring at her pussy.  She did not try to hide her pussy.  She seemingly had no shyness. 

Rosetta did.  She looked away. 

Then she looked back.  She had to.  She had to pay attention.  It might be hard to tell for the casual observer, but this was a job interview, and she needed to stay focused and put her best foot forward.

Or all four of her best “feet.”

Bellamy jerked her head towards the coffee table.  Oh!  Rosetta realized Bellamy wanted her to come over and… partake of sniffing at the coffee table.

Rosetta came over.  Why did the idea of doing this feel so naughty?  Why was it so arousing?

Rosetta emulated Bellamy.  She started at the carpet and snuffled her way up the coffee table leg.  She felt like an animal, but not really because she felt such humiliation.  She didn’t think animals felt humiliation.  She was a human acting like an animal.

On the second leg of the coffee table, the thought of her brothers or her mom and dad seeing her like this entered her mind.  She locked in place for a fraction of a second and felt her lower tummy spasming.

Oh, no, she must not think about them when she was like this!

So, then she thought about the cops she worked with and the emergency personnel and firefighters seeing her like this.  Another pause in place with a deep tremble in her tummy.

She had to stop thinking about people seeing this and what they’d think of her!  It was way too damn humiliating, just the possibility of it, and for no good reason, every time she thought about how she must look, and she would look to them, it made her feel absolute lust.

Rosetta felt like she was losing control. 

She felt like she wanted to lose control. 

She felt wild. 

Wild… like an animal.

Like a wild animal, not a domesticated one.

She wondered if Bellamy would try to domesticate her.  If Bellamy would take her under her control, train her, and domesticate her until she was an obedient pet.

The idea was silly, and embarrassing, and darkly attractive.

She also felt Bellamy’s eyes on her.  Of course, Bellamy was watching, but Rosetta felt Bellamy’s eyes on her ass and pussy specifically, not just on her in general.  Rosetta had an urge to turn and look to see where Bellamy was looking, but she thought a dog would be preoccupied with sniffing until all the coffee table legs were thoroughly sniffed.

If she turned and saw Bellamy looking at her pussy, she’d feel embarrassed, and Bellamy wouldn’t be embarrassed. 

That was strange because Rosetta also thought that if she looked at Bellamy’s pussy and Bellamy knew it, Bellamy wouldn’t be embarrassed, and Rosetta would be.  Any which way, Rosetta was always the humiliated one!

If she looked and Bellamy was staring at her pussy, there was nothing Rosetta would do about it.

If she looked and Bellamy was not staring at her pussy then… wow… she guessed she’d feel… disappointed?

Rosetta felt wilder and sluttier and more… lesbian… by the second.

At the third leg of the coffee table, snuffling away like she was breathing in sluttiness and breathing out decency, feeling those watching Bellamy eyes seeming to gouge at her pussy, she thought it was unfair to think this behavior and the way she felt was lesbian in nature.

Lesbians did not run on all fours acting like dogs!  Not as far as she knew.  This wasn’t some lesbian activity.  Rosetta wasn’t sure what the hell it was and wasn’t sure why it made her pussy so hot and so wet.

Oddly, the idea that this was some other thing and not a lesbian thing was reassuring.  She wasn’t a lesbian freak she was just a plain old run-of-the-mill freak.

She was wet, and she bet it was as noticeable or more noticeable than Bellamy’s wetness had been to her.  Obvious wetness when acting like this was the same thing as obvious sluttiness.

She knew Bellamy must see it because she knew Bellamy was so much closer.  She could feel Bellamy’s warm breaths on her calves.

Bellamy rubbed up next to her on the fourth leg and snuffled at the bottom of the chair leg along with Rosetta, her face just inches from Rosetta’s.

Suddenly, like a dog that heard something, Bellamy scampered away.  Rosetta went after her.  The thick plush carpet didn’t scrape her hands or knees, which was nice, but it slowed her a little, like indoor dry mud.  There was a reason athletes did not play sports on thick carpets.

Rosetta followed the Bellamy leader all over the main room, snuffling at the desk area, lifting up on their knees with “paws,” pawing the air in the kitchen area, and then they trotted into the bedrooms.

Rosetta kept thinking, “No one must ever know about this.  Ever.  I might need to murder Bellamy to keep a lid on this.” 

She tried to look at this situation with some amusement as a shield from embarrassment.  So she could keep doing what she had to do.

In Dorothe Gerbach’s bedroom, Rosetta, who thought she was beyond shock, got a shock.

Bellamy sniffed around a bedstand, backed away a foot, and then barked rapidly at the drawer handle.

Barked!  Bellamy barked!

Then Bellamy looked at Rosetta, raised her eyebrows, and jerked her chin at the drawer.

Rosetta understood, but she wished she didn’t.

Bellamy wanted her to come over and bark also!

Rosetta admitted to herself that she’d seen dogs do that in the past.  One found something bark-worthy, and another one came over and joined in the barking.

Shit, she guessed it must be accurate, so it was a fair expectation within this bizarre test or exercise or whatever it was.

Rosetta went over and barked at the drawer, “Woof woof woof woof Woof!”

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Bellamy barking and shaking her ass each time she barked like she put her ass into the bark.

So, Rosetta did it too.

They barked together, and Rosetta felt the sides of their asses lightly slapping at each other, sometimes just barely touching, feeling like a profoundly inappropriate caress.

But it was worse than a profoundly inappropriate caress!

Especially because it turned Rosetta on.

She began to doubt if the position as a bodyguard was worth all this.

She began to doubt she could get out of here with the job and with her dignity.  If she still had dignity.  Maybe it was all gone.  She would need to find a way to build it back up once she left here.

They barked and barked, their bodies nudging each other, their pussies getting hotter.

Then Bellamy nodded at Rosetta and jerked her head at the drawer on the bedstand.

Again, Rosetta understood but wished she didn’t.

Bellamy wanted her to open the drawer, but Rosetta knew a dog would not use her paws to do it.

So….

Rosetta stuck her neck out, a physical copy of how she felt emotionally and reputationally, and took the nickel-plated knob in her mouth.

Who knew she’d end up giving a knob oral tonight?

Her sense of humor again, trying to protect her.  Trying and failing.

Rosetta pulled the drawer open with her mouth.  Breathing through her nose, her nostrils were flooded with scent.  Exotic musky scent wafted from the open drawer.

It wasn’t an unpleasant scent.  It would have been fine in and of itself.  It was a familiar scent, but Rosetta couldn’t place it for a few seconds.

Her eyes focused on the drawer contents.

Oh.

She knew what the smell must be.

There was a bright purple dildo in the drawer.  It was made out of some material that looked like jelly, somewhat transparent but not see-through.  It was veined and had a mushroom head like a cock, and Rosetta saw a slide switch at the bottom so she knew it must vibrate as well as penetrate.

So that smell…

… was pussy….

The smell hadn’t been nasty at first.  Maybe pleasant.  But now that Rosetta knew what it was, she felt sick to her stomach. 

It was the smell of pussy, and Rosetta wondered whose pussy it was.  Dorothe Gerbach’s from a masturbation session with the dildo?  Or was it used on some other pussy?  Maybe even Bellamy’s?

Rosetta was nauseous but curious.  Without thinking, she took another deep whiff.  She tried to recognize if it was the smell of Bellamy’s pussy.  She couldn’t be sure.  She wasn’t sure how different other women’s pussies smelled from each other.

Rosetta felt a mix of naughtiness from this invasion of privacy, her ongoing humiliation from acting like a dog, disgust, and curiosity.

Bellamy shocked Rosetta again.  She rose up and stuck her face in the drawer.  She pulled the dildo out with her mouth!

With her mouth!

Bellamy had a good teeth grip on it right in the middle of it.  Rosetta knew from the smell that the dildo had been used and had not been cleaned after use.  Bellamy’s mouth at the middle must be catching some… flavor.

Did Bellamy not know or suspect?  Or did she very well know?

How twisted and fucked up was Bellamy Wood?

Bellamy tossed her head and scampered back into the main room, holding the dildo like a triumphant dog would a bone.

Rosetta paused.

Really?

Could she just stay where she was?  Or maybe even hide under the bed?

Didn’t some dogs hide under beds when they heard thunder?  Maybe she should pretend to hear some thunder.


Chapter Six

She guessed she was expected to follow. 

She guessed she better follow.

Did dominants really make their subs do this stuff?  Act like animals?  She couldn’t say that nothing would surprise her because she kept getting surprised.  If they did do this stuff, she could picture them wanting the submissives to fetch dildos with their mouths.  In fact, she guessed that was better than fetching actual bones or dog treats or whatever.

Better… but… not good.  It was so dehumanizing and embarrassing!  How could she make herself act that way?

Maybe if she narrowed her thinking and tried to focus in on acting like a dog and got into it.  Maybe then. 

But was this a thing?  Or was Bellamy fucking with her?  Why?  To get her turned on?

Well, that wouldn’t---

Shit.

Yeah, it was working if that was Bellamy’s plan.

Rosetta felt compelled and eager and fearful as she trotted into the main room on all fours.

Her fear was not danger fear.  Not like on the job fear or alone at night and you heard a strange noise fear.  It was fear inwardly directed, watching and watchful as to what might appear from the depths of herself.  Rosetta felt the approach of something, some event, and feared both its arrival and, even worse, the feeling that it might arrive and refuse to leave.

Using body movement only, Bellamy got them lined up just short of the highbacked spinning chairs that faced a long marble-topped kitchenette table.  It was part dining room table and part food preparation table, and part mini-bar.

She tossed the dildo high towards the central guest area.  It bounced off the back of a couch.  Rosetta looked at it and looked at Bellamy.

Bellamy panted and motioned with her chin, making several false starts towards the dildo.

Rosetta got it.

Did she have to?

Yeah, she knew the answer to that question.  She didn’t have to do any of this craziness.  But, yes, she had to.  She had so much humiliation already invested.  It couldn’t all be for nothing. 

Rosetta trotted after the dildo and picked it up along the side of it.  She picked it up by mouth.  Her nose brushed the thick carpet. 

Doing it felt surreal.

She was highly conscious her mouth was in contact with a not-cleaned-since-use dildo.  For a moment, she tried to shrink her tongue away from it.  But she had to give it up.  The dildo was big and pretty heavy, probably because of the batteries inside it.  She needed her whole mouth involved to transport the damn thing.

It was all so gross.  Gross and… and… well, there was something about it.  It was nasty.  And naughty.  Fetching it and now tasting it was wrong and humiliating.

It turned her on.

No one better ever find out about this!

She brought it back.  She was all too aware that she was fetching like a dog.  Except not like a dog.  Dogs got toys, and she was fetching back a sex toy.  Big difference.  A worse difference!

She was lower than a dog, and she felt like a bitch in heat.

Bellamy tossed her head and mimicked that Rosetta should now toss it.

Rosetta tossed it with a sideways jerk of her head.  It skittered across the carpet and rolled to a stop. 

Bellamy went after it.  Like a dog.  Like a dog in heat, thought Rosetta, as she saw Bellamy’s pussy was quite wet.  So there.  She wasn’t the only one fetching, and she wasn’t the only one in heat. 

At least Rosetta didn’t have to do this all on her own.  Everyone was doing it because she and Bellamy were everyone there.  Rosetta felt a blend of gratitude and resentment towards Bellamy.  She resented her for making her do these things, but she was grateful Bellamy did them with her.

It wasn’t like Bellamy held Rosetta to a different standard.  They were both low-down horny, demeaned, dildo-fetching dog-acting sluts!

Then Bellamy mouth-tossed it, and Rosetta fetched it.

Then Rosetta mouth-tossed it, and Bellamy fetched it.

Bellamy set the dildo down.  Rosetta sensed a new stage coming of… whatever this was.

Her nipples were hard, and her pussy was wet.  She must be quite a sexy sight.  She felt really sexy.  It seemed as if acting like an animal opened up animal sexuality.  A sort of do-whatever-feels-good, and there is no right or wrong type of feeling.

Bellamy looked extremely sexy.  She had a sheen of perspiration all over.  She glowed.

Bellamy took big exaggerated sniffs of the air.

Was Rosetta supposed to copy her?

Bellamy sniffed faster and faster and moved closer and closer to Rosetta.  She huffed and puffed little breaths all over Rosetta’s face.  Rosetta closed her eyes and felt the puffs of warm air.  On her face, ears, and then on her neck and shoulders.

It was uncanny how good it felt.  Rosetta’s skin felt hypersensitive.

Then…

Bellamy shuffled on all fours, slowly, sniffing at Rosetta, ever so slowly, going around one side of Rosetta and… and continuing… going further….

Rosetta shied a little bit, like a nervous pony.  She couldn’t help it.  She felt so vulnerable, and Bellamy sniffing and starting to go behind her felt so weird.

Bellamy clapped a hand/paw on top of Rosetta’s calf.  Rosetta wasn’t pinned.  She could get away if she jerked her leg hard.  But Rosetta knew Bellamy’s hand on her calf meant she was supposed to hold still.

Rosetta also thought she knew what Bellamy was up to back there.

Bellamy was way too invested in playing the role of dog!

Did it have to be that realistic?

Bellamy must have thought it did.  Rosetta felt it.  Bellamy was sniffing at her rear!  Like how real dogs did when they met each other!

This was… this was… it was so nasty and ridiculous and… Bellamy’s hot puffed breath filled Rosetta with epic arousal like Bellamy was breathing air into a balloon.

Rosetta’s arousal balloon was filling up!

Bellamy was fully behind her but kept her hand/paw on Rosetta’s calf.  Bellamy snuffled, breathing in and out so fast that Rosetta could hear Bellamy’s breathing.  Even over Rosetta’s own emotionally charged heavy breathing.  Rosetta also felt Bellamy’s breaths!  On her ass and on her pussy!

Rosetta felt like her arousal balloon was so overfilled that it was about to burst.  That must be why she was dripping!

Rosetta felt a nose bump her labia.  She stiffened and arched slightly, wanting to escape the sensation and wanting to fuck that nose, both.

The nose kept bumping, tapping at her pussy lips.

Rosetta made a whining noise that sounded uncomfortably like a whining puppy, probably a submissive one whining a plea for a dominant dog to not hurt them.

Then Rosetta felt a lick.

Oh, fuck, that felt good!  How could it feel that good?

Rosetta whined again.  This time she felt it coming, and she allowed herself to make the sound.  Fuck it.  She was supposed to act like a dog.  Maybe it was good she whined like a dog.

More licks!  Lick, lick, lick.

And a lot more sensation.  Oh, it was so good.  Something about this position, on all fours, exposed, and the workout and work up to this moment.  It made licks on her pussy extra good.

More licks.  Bellamy’s tongue was past the surface area and delved into Rosetta’s pussy.

Oh, fuck!  It was happening!  It was really happening.

Rosetta didn’t know if she should accept the truth or try to get back to denying it and avoiding it.  She wanted to welcome the sensation but without the lesbian element and the humiliation and without her ass still burning from spanks.  All of those added up to a lot of emotional baggage.  If only she could have just the sensation and none of the rest.

Lick lick lick lick.

Hey!

Wait a minute!

Did dogs lick each other’s privates when they met?  Rosetta was pretty sure they didn’t.  She’d never owned a dog, but she thought she would have heard of that.  She’d heard about their butt-sniffing but not the pussy licking.

Was Bellamy taking advantage of this situation?

Lick lick lick lick.

Ya think?

Lick lick lick lick.

Rosetta didn’t care anymore.  Fuck it.  Fuck her.  Please.

Lick lick lick lick.

Okay, she did care.  She wanted Bellamy to continue to take advantage of her.  To keep taking advantage of her.  Rosetta knew that was what was happening.  She swore there would be consequences for Bellamy.  She might never forgive her! 

Time enough for consequences later.

After an orgasm…?

Lick lick lick lick.

As soon as she desperately wanted it, Bellamy stopped.  Rosetta felt like whining again, this time in a plaintive begging way, but she barely kept herself from doing it.

She had her dignity, damn it!  Even now, acting like a dog and getting licked like a dominated lesbian dog, she had plenty of dignity left, damn it!

She raised her head and looked over her shoulder.  Bellamy was crouched behind her and made eye contact with her.  Rosetta saw Bellamy’s face and mouth were wet with Rosetta’s most personal of fluids.  It did not disgust her or embarrass her.  It aroused her all the more.

Just like the dropping of the pretense that this was only an exercise for Rosetta to prove herself, Bellamy dropped the moratorium on speech.

“Rosetta, you naughty puppy girl.  You wondered into my territory, and I just sniffed out and tasted out that you’re a bitch in heat.”

Rosetta couldn’t deny it.  She felt like a bitch in heat for sure. 

The way Bellamy called her a naughty puppy girl turned her on.  It was dehumanizing and humiliating, and Rosetta was all good with that. 

Rosetta had a friend who told her a lot of guys were too respectful in bed.  Rosetta had thought that was a bizarre comment.  But Rosetta understood her now.  Her friend was right.  Not about guys acting that way but about a woman not wanting to be respected, at times, during sex.  Used was better than respected and much more likely to bring an orgasm.

“Rosetta, are you a naughty puppy girl?”

Rosetta nodded a quick tiny nod while looking down at the floor.

“Speak, puppy girl, speak.”

She had to say it?  Really?

Then Rosetta did feel like she did have to say it.  She wanted to say it.

“I’m a naughty puppy girl.”

Rosetta knew she was a good person, but she sure did feel naughty.  It was the truth.

Bellamy pursued Rosetta’s cooperation in her debasement and demanded more of it, “And you’re a bitch in heat?”

“Ah… yes, I’m a… bitch in heat.”

Bellamy’s eyes took on a harder gleam as she narrowed them, “Dogs like us need to establish dominance.  It’s only natural.  There are no equals among dogs.  I’m going to dominate you, naughty puppy girl.”


Chapter Seven

The declaration alarmed and aroused Rosetta in equal measure.  Did Bellamy mean to cause her more pain like the spanking the other night?  Was that what domination was, one inflicting pain on the other one?  How did anyone ever like getting dominated?

They’d have to be masochists!

Rosetta was no masochist, but some pain, not too much, didn’t sound so bad at the moment.

More pain?  Oh yes/no.  Oh no/yes.  Please do/don’t.

Bellamy reached out and shoved down on Rosetta’s shoulder, “Get your slut face into the carpet.  No fucking eye contact from submissive slut puppies like you.”

Rosetta got her slut puppy face into the carpet, the deep carpet, and kept it pressed down deeply.  The position raised her ass.  She spread her legs a little.  Cooperatively.  As a helpful hint.

Bellamy took the hint all wrong!

Spanks!  More spanks!

Rosetta clenched her eyes.  Her poor ass.  Bellamy was so mean.

It was a short spanking, and the spanks were lighter than the ones before, but they hurt more because they were on top of the last spanking and Rosetta’s ass still hummed from that one.

Once the second spanking was over, Rosetta’s ass buzzed with pain.  But her pussy throbbed with equivalent pleasure.  A promise of an orgasm tantalizingly nearby.

Rosetta even thought that she might have orgasmed just from the spanking if Bellamy had kept it up.  That would have been so embarrassing.  But Rosetta felt so loose and so needy and so willing to do anything that she wouldn’t have turned Bellamy down if Bellamy had offered to spank her to orgasm.

She would not have turned down such an offer from Bellamy, but she would have had a hard time ever living it down.  She knew that, even in her state of extreme passion.

Bellamy said, “There, I dominated you with spanks, and now I’ll dominate you with pleasure.  Keep your slutty slut puppy face down on the carpet.  In fact, lick it.  Lick the carpet.  You need some fresh practice licking carpet, so you’re ready to please my pussy.”

Oh!  She did?  She needed practice, and she could get it by licking a hotel room carpet?

She must need the practice if Bellamy said so.

The carpet was right there.  Her mouth was already pressed to it conveniently.

Rosetta licked out tentatively.  The carpet was dry and rough but clean.  As clean as any deep carpet in a hotel room that got walked all over by sundry and various persons.

Rosetta licked some more.  She could scarcely believe herself.  She was such a… such a slut puppy, she guessed.  No, wait, she knew it.  She was for sure a slutty slut puppy.  For sure!

Rosetta licked the carpet and unconsciously swayed her ass back and forth.  It was an invitation Bellamy did not turn down.

Then they were both licking carpets.  Just different brands.  One a popular high-class brand and the other a home-grown brand.

Rosetta felt low with her ass up high. 

She felt Bellamy move her mouth down, which brought it to the top of Rosetta’s slit.  Was she…?

Yes!

Bellamy licked at the top of Rosetta’s slit, split the folds, and pried her tongue inward, working on popping Rosetta’s clitoris out of its little sheath.  Rosetta’s clitty cooperatively came out to play and be played with.

Rosetta moaned into the carpet.  She drooled more than she licked.

As she kept clit-licking, Bellamy slid two fingers into the bottom of Rosetta’s slit and plunged them into her hole.

Rosetta groaned and then helplessly bucked back against Bellamy’s fingers.

Rosetta felt orgasmic.  It was coming.  She tensed.

Bellamy pulled her mouth away but not her fingers.

Bellamy told her, “From watching the women that Dorothe uses, I can recognize a submissive slut when I get to know one.”

“Women that Dorothe uses”…?  That sounded bad.  It sounded like Dorothe treated some women – submissive sluts apparently – the way the worst guys treated women.

Also, Bellamy could recognize a submissive slut?  Rosetta wondered how.  She’d need to learn to spot them also, she guessed.  The submissive sluts likely wouldn’t be dangers to Dorothe Gerbach, so then she could focus more on real threats.

Bellamy added, “I’ve gotten to know you quite well by now, and you’re as submissive as any.  And you’re as slutty as any of them.  Fuck, you’d fit right in with them.”

She was as slutty as a submissive?  She wasn’t!

Or… was she?

She had her ass in the air, an ass that was spanked twice in the last hour and three times in the last week, all as part of sexual encounters.  Oh, and plus, she was licking and drooling into the floor carpet.

That was pretty submissive!

That was pretty slutty!

The awareness of it and picturing herself was also arousing.

Okay, maybe she was a submissive slut.  A little bit!  Just a little!  And only for Bellamy!

You had to go along to get along.  That’s all this was.

Bellamy encouraged Rosetta’s mental going along to get along by encouraging her to make a verbal commitment to it.

“Tell me what a subby slut you are.  Tell tell Bell Bell!”

Bell Bell?  That was weird.  Both Bellamy talking about herself in the third person and her calling herself “Bell Bell.”  That sounded like a pet name or a name for a cow maybe. 

It was humiliating.  Rosetta wondered if Bellamy gave herself that nickname – she was third-personing – or if someone else gave it to her and got her to buy into it.  Or maybe forced her to adopt it as her self-image. 

Someone like… Dorothe Gerbach?

Rosetta hoped not.  She’d lose a lot of respect for Bellamy if she found out that was the case.  For one, sex with a client you were supposed to protect was so unprofessional. 

For two, while Rosetta did not mind Dorothe, from what little she knew about her, Dorothe Gerbach was a spoiled rich girl, not at all like tough working girls like Bellamy and Rosetta.  The two should not mix and, if they did, the spoiled rich girl should not be able to dominate a smart streetwise hardworking girl, especially one involved in law enforcement. 

And Dorothe was so young, too!

If Dorothe were a guy, Dorothe would be too young for Rosetta, and Bellamy had to be a few years older than Rosetta.

It would be so weird if Bellamy and Dorothe Gerbach were in a relationship.  It would look all wrong, and then, Rosetta guessed, they must also do these wrong things when they had sex as well.  Wrong upon wrong.

That relationship would be strange, and it would be odd for Rosetta to bear witness to it as she worked hard to be the best bodyguard she could be.

A flurry of spanks landed, and Rosetta recalled through the pain that there was something she was supposed to say.

Which also felt like something she needed to say.  It wanted to come out in the form of words from deep inside her.

“I’m a subby slut!  I’m such a subby slut!”

“So, you’re just like the sluts Dorothe uses and abuses and dominates?”

“Ah, I guess so.”

“There’s no difference at all, is there?  You’re just like them.  You’re willing to put up with anything and do anything, all to be the most useful subby slut you can be.”

That was a lot to digest.  Rosetta couldn’t even digest the carpet she furiously licked at!  How could she digest all that Bellamy had just said?

Another flurry of spanks.

Oh, okay!  It was amazing how good spanks were for the sexual digestion of foreign ideas and unhealthy concepts.

“Yes, I’m just like them!  I’m no better than them!  There’s no difference!  I’ll put up with anything!  I’ll do anything!  I-I do want to be the best subby slut I can be!”

She did?

Maybe….

She felt like everything she’d just said was true.

There went her self-image, straight into the toilet.

The things a girl had to do to become a bodyguard for a rich girl!

Bellamy said, “Keep telling me how you’re a subby slut, and I’ll keep licking your pussy.  I reward the truth.”

Rosetta wasn’t sure if it was the truth, but she wanted her pussy licked, and that was a definite truth beyond any doubt.

“I’m a subby slut!”

Why did she sound so sincere?

Bellamy licked her pussy, and it felt like the best sensation Rosetta had ever felt in her life.  She’d had her pussy licked before, including by Bellamy, but this was a whole new level of unearthly wonderful.

“I’m a subby slut!”

Rosetta kept saying it, and Bellamy kept licking.  After a minute, Bellamy tunneled her tongue in and out of Rosetta’s tight hole.

“I’m a subby slut!”

“I’m a subby slut!”

“I’m such a subby slut!”

“I’m the biggest, most subby slut ever!”

Bellamy kept tongue-tunneling, and Rosetta felt like she was losing her mind.

Incredibly, Bellamy upped the ante in the demolition of Rosetta’s self-respect!

Bellamy pulled her mouth a few inches away and demanded, “You’re not good enough to be a subby slut!  You’re less than that!  Tell me what a piece of shit you are!”

Rosetta’s eyes, half an inch from the carpet, bugged out.

This was too much.  Bellamy asked for too much.  It was way too nasty.  The talk of subby slut was just naughty fun.  Humiliating, but you could recover from talking like that.  But calling herself a piece of shit?  That was just mean!

That would be a hard one to bounce back from.

A new flurry of spanks and the loss of oral pleasure from Bellamy provided Rosetta greater clarity.

Maybe… maybe she was a piece of shit….

Bellamy said, “You’re a nasty slutty piece of shit.  You’re a worthless cunt!”

Oh.  Well… maybe….

More spanks.

Rosetta felt so needy and so aroused.  The spanks did not snuff her fire.  They stoked it.

She wanted that lovely soft wet agile tongue back inside her pussy hole.  She needed it to come back and play with her.  She knew Bellamy was fucking with her mind, but she wanted her to get back to fucking her body.

A girl had to do what a girl had to do to get a nasty orgasm from being dominated and humiliated!

Oh, and to get hired!

“I’m a piece of shit!  I’m nasty and worthless!  Please!”

“Fine then, but you’ll owe me.”

Bellamy’s tongue plunged back into her hole.

It felt so good!

Being a total piece of shit was worth it!

After a minute, during which Rosetta’s groans grew in volume, Bellamy pulled her face away again.

“Keep your slutty mouth busy on that carpet.  Munch that carper, carpetmuncher!”

It seemed like a great idea to Rosetta.  She went back to furiously licking carpet, and Bellamy went back at her pussy.

Rosetta had no idea why she’d stopped licking at all.  She was stupid for stopping.  Who had told her to stop?  No one.  She needed to do her slut best.

She did wonder if she would get carpet burns on her tongue.

She gave herself occasional relief by sucking at the carpet, sluicing saliva in and out from her mouth, into the carpet, and back again.

She was glad the carpet was so clean.  She wondered if the carpet would still be wet and matted down tomorrow when the maid showed up to clean the room.

She bet the maid would be so shocked if she knew the crazy things that happened in this room!

For some reason, she pictured still being in this position, her face in a pool of wet carpet, her ass in the air.  She’d needed an orgasm so bad for so long she felt like she might be in the same situation tomorrow in the late morning when the maid came in.

The maid would be cleaning all around her, sneaking looks at Rosetta’s bare ass. 

Which meant Dorothe Gerbach would also be there.  And Bellamy.  And maybe the maid would have left the door to the hallway standing open, as some places instruct their maids to do, and strangers would walk past the suite, look in, and see what a dirty nasty slut Rosetta was.

They’d see Rosetta for the sexy piece of shit she was!

Those thoughts, joined by Bellamy’s fingers finding and tickling at her clitoris, drove Rosetta into a profound orgasm.

It stole her breath.  She shook and spasmed, grinding her chin against the carpet.

Bellamy slid her thumb inside Rosetta’s constricting vagina and spanked at Rosetta’s ass with her other hand.

Rosetta’s orgasm, which had just peaked, shot into another stratosphere.

It took a long time to wriggle and writhe through her orgasm.

As her mind returned to her, it brought new knowledge with its return.

Rosetta knew it then.  Subby sluts had the best orgasms. 

She hated that she was a subby slut, but she had a new love for it also.


Chapter Eight

Rosetta sat up on the carpet.

Holy shit.

She wondered if this was how tornado victims felt.  Probably not.  Tornado victims would have more clothes on, be less wet, their ass wouldn’t hurt as bad, they wouldn’t be embarrassed by the tornado, and they wouldn’t have an orgasmic cocktail of chemicals thrumming through their veins and arteries.

Rosetta blinked rapidly.  She was trying to re-boot herself.

Well, that happened.

Bellamy Wood dominated her.  Again.  She’d let it happen, or participated, again.  She’d orgasmed.  Again.  Another great big one.  Was it only one?  Maybe it was several, one after another.

Rosetta had a hard time piecing together everything.  No time for that.  It was time to pick up the shattered pieces of her self-esteem.  Oh, and the articles of her clothing laying around.

She had to bounce back.  She was resilient. 

She thought she was. 

She usually was.

But she didn’t feel any bounce.  She felt bounce-less and unwilling to move.  She was sitting up now but still felt knocked flat.  She was flattened.

What a job interview!

She smiled a little.  She better get hired!  Her smile grew.

She wiped the smile off her face.  This wasn’t funny! It was fucked up!

Did she want the job anymore?  Bellamy would want sex from her all the time!  Rosetta wasn’t a lesbian!  Or a… what was she again supposedly?  A subby slut?  That.  She wasn’t that.

Goddammit, she wasn’t a piece of shit, either!  No matter what she’d said or was made to say by Bellamy.

Did she want a job where she got lesbian-dominated and spanked and had to call herself a piece of shit?

Was that the right question?  Or was the right question whether she wanted to have more of these mind-shattering orgasms?

If only she could have one, the orgasms, without the other, all that nasty BDSM sex. 

Rosetta felt a feeling that was both sinking and soaring at the same time.  It was that if she worked this job, she sensed Bellamy would keep dominating her.  Why wouldn’t Bellamy keep doing it?  She obviously liked it.

And Rosetta would keep letting her.  Why wouldn’t she?  Yes, there were many reasons why she wouldn’t, couldn’t, and shouldn’t let it keep happening, but they all seemed no match for the orgasms.  They could not compare in importance.

Rosetta faced the very real possibility of a year or years of getting lesbian dominated.  Rosetta was no lesbian but, given enough time and enough of those orgasms, she bet she’d change. 

How could those orgasms not affect her?  Those orgasms would affect her!  They certainly affected her in the short term, and she sensed they’ve have long-term effects also.  She’d become some lesbian, and people would whisper about her and other cops would snicker and tell rude jokes.

Jesus, her brothers would give her such a rough time!

Mom and Dad would be so disappointed.  She’d made them proud by becoming a cop, but all that pride in her and more would be lost.  Mom and Dad wanted as many grandkids as they could get.

There was another thing to worry about.  Dorothe Gerbach.  She was some kind of lesbian predator.  Some sort of dominant lesbian seductress according to Bellamy.

Rosetta hadn’t cared, not really, as to what kind of sexual activity Dorothe Gerbach was into.  To each their own.  But what if “their own” became “her own,” as in Dorothe Gerbach targeting Rosetta for seduction and domination? 

It was all well and good if Gerbach seduced some nameless bi-curious women.  But not Rosetta herself!

There were quite a few hints and indicators that Dorothe Gerbach may have seduced Bellamy Wood.  Bellamy had been a guy magnet when she was on the force.  The guys on the force, the ones who knew her, still talked about her with near awe because of her beauty.

Rosetta thought that Bellamy was a stronger person than herself.  It sure seemed like it because Bellamy had dominated her twice now, including just minutes ago.  So, she must be stronger.

How had Bellamy fallen prey to Dorothe, if she had, and, if she did fall to her, then how would Rosetta manage to resist Dorothe when Bellamy hadn’t?  And when Rosetta twice now had failed to resist sexual domination by Bellamy.

Rosetta comforted herself that some people seemed stronger but weren’t.  Rosetta felt much less susceptible to Dorothe Gerbach than she’d been to Bellamy.  Rosetta and Dorothe Gerbach were so different, sexually and in walks of life, and Rosetta did not have the same kind of deep respect, almost awe, for Gerbach that she had for Bellamy.

Rosetta realized that was her true downfall.  Hero worship.  By viewing Bellamy as someone who always knew the right thing to do, Rosetta had set herself up for this.

It would be different with Gerbach.  Also, Rosetta was against relationships with clients, and maybe Bellamy had not had that hesitancy.  Also, to be blunt, Bellamy was a total hottie, and Dorothe Gerbach was pretty average.

Yep, Rosetta was not confident in quite a few things right then, including her own sexuality, but she was confident, now that she’d thought it through, that Dorothe Gerbach was no threat to her.

Bellamy came back from the bathroom.  Rosetta looked up at her expectantly.  Was the interview over… or was there more?  If there was more, would it be professional or… more of the same crazy?

Rosetta realized she was waiting for whatever Bellamy decided, and she would go along with whatever Bellamy wanted.  She felt like a fallen leaf in the middle of a river, maybe in the rapids.  Maybe Bellamy was that river.

The river decided.

Not the piece of shit / leaf.

Rosetta colored as she recalled Bellamy calling her a piece of shit and colored more remembering calling herself that.  What was wrong with her?

Bellamy saw the look in her eyes.  They both knew what Bellamy saw in Rosetta’s eyes and face.

A weak look of waiting to be told what to do. 

Bellamy must have seen it, or maybe she didn’t care either way if Rosetta was waiting, willing, and wanting.

Bellamy said, “Aren’t you forgetting something?”

Rosetta was mystified.  What could it be?  Her clothes?

Bellamy stepped closer and then closer still.  She came closer and closer, with Rosetta still sitting on the carpet, and Rosetta leaned back but, as a close-up of Bellamy’s pussy filled her view, she knew what Bellamy wanted.

She knew what she’d forgotten.

She’d had her orgasm but had yet to please Bellamy.

Yeah, of course.  She agreed.  She at least had to do that!


Chapter Nine

She stopped trying to lean away and instead leaned forward.  She fit her mouth onto Bellamy’s pussy.  She went to work.

She still couldn’t believe she was a pussy licker!  The other night with Bellamy and now again.  This was getting to be a habit.

Rosetta licked and tasted, and her ears delighted in Bellamy’s soft moans and deeper breathing.  Rosetta guessed there were worse habits than pussy licking.  This sure beat smoking, for one!

Bellamy had her hands tight on the back of Rosetta’s head.  She wished Bellamy would stop pressing her face into pussy.  She got it already.  Time to lick pussy!  She was doing her best.

“Munch my pussy, you little pussy muncher.  Munch it!”

Munch… it?

Rosetta guessed… she was munching it.  Munching pussy.  It was such a strange term, and it sounded deprecating.  Was there a more complimentary way to be ordered to lick pussy?

“Munch it, pussy muncher.”

Rosetta might have shrugged if she wasn’t so focused on munching.  She guessed Bellamy could call her whatever or order her to do something however she wanted.  What was Rosetta going to do about it?  Debate?

Rosetta fluted her tongue and rapidly darted it in and out of Bellamy’s vagina.  Bellamy’s pussy was a wet mess, and Rosetta wondered whether some juices ran down the center of her tongue straight to her throat.  The idea was sexy.  She hoped that was happening, but she couldn’t feel it for sure.

Rosetta’s mouth was full of the taste of pussy.  Rosetta’s mouth flooded with wetness, but she couldn’t tell how much was pussy juice and how much was saliva.

Guys had a load to swallow at the end of the oral sex rainbow, and they always liked it when Rosetta swallowed.  When she did, which she didn’t usually.  Woman had no load at the end, but they had a steady drip, or whatever, all the way through.  You didn’t get to choose if you were going to swallow it.  If you used your tongue, it got in your mouth, and sooner or later some went down your throat.

You couldn’t give oral sex to a woman without tasting them.

There was something about that.  It was more intimate, more invested, more involved, and so, to Rosetta, it was sexier.

“Munch it, munch it, munch it.”  Bellamy chanted.

She was, she was, she was.

It didn’t help that Bellamy cuffed her ears a few times while telling her to munch. 

Was that necessary?  That didn’t help!

Except, it sort of did.  Rosetta licked harder and pushed her face further in.  Bellamy was abusing her, and she was getting her abuse money’s worth.  Rosetta was trying harder.

Rosetta tried to stop rewarding the abuse, but she was too into it.  She couldn’t stop. She was into the pussy licking, and she realized with dismay and awe, having her ears boxed lightly and Bellamy calling her names… added to her arousal.

A lot.

“Munch your evening snack, Muncher!”

Yes….

“You’re a carpet muncher.  You munched carpet a little bit ago.  And you’re a pussy muncher.  What would they think down at the station?”

Not much….

“Munching is your new thing.  Your specialty.  We’ll train up your mouth for munching half a dozen times a day.”

“’We’ll?’”  Bellamy and who?  Or was that an accident of speech?  Maybe Bellamy and Dorothe Gerbach were a thing.  Some twisted thing but probably not as twisted as this Bellamy/Rosetta thing.

Rosetta felt extremely twisted.

“We’ll call you Muncher.  It’s not as pretty a name as Rosetta, but we’ll make sure it is accurate.”

Again with the “we’ll?”

Talk like that, like Rosetta would have more than one sexual partner – though, obviously “partner” was a poor word choice – was scary to Rosetta.  But also… intriguing.  And it was arousing, as long as it wasn’t real.

But Rosetta wasn’t sure if it was or wasn’t real or what Bellamy meant.  Or what she herself would allow.

She did know she wanted to do the best possible munching on Bellamy’s pussy.  Right then.  This time.

The last time?

Despite how mean Bellamy was to her, Rosetta felt indebted to her.  She owed Bellamy an orgasm, but she also felt like she owed her more than that.  She didn’t know why.  She still hero-worshipped Bellamy, and she wasn’t sure why she still did.

“Munch, Muncher.”

Rosetta munched.

“Get your slut lips on my clit!”

Rosetta moved her “slut lips” to Bellamy’s clitoris.  She swiped it a few times with the flat of her tongue and then lip nibbled at the little pulse-point of pleasure.

“Lip munch it, Muncher!”

She was!  Fuck, she really didn’t like being called a Muncher.  It sounded like what guys would say while making fun of someone.  Or like Rosetta was overweight or something when she was just the opposite.

Or like she was a mascot for some fast-food burger joint.

“Get my tasty clitty, Muncher!”

She was getting it.  She guessed it was tasty. 

She still hated Bellamy calling her Muncher.  Even though it also turned her on.

It didn’t help when Bellamy yanked at Rosetta’s hair – from both sides at once!  It kept Rosetta’s face in place while tearing pain into the sides of her skull.

Rosetta kept munching.  She kept her lips softly sliding and gentle on Bellamy’s clitoris.  In this fucked up relationship, she knew Bellamy causing her pain was acceptable, but Rosetta causing Bellamy pain was not cool.

“Fuck fuck fuck!” cried Bellamy, and she shook into a hair-pulling orgasm,  Rosetta’s hair, not her own hair.  She stretched handfuls of Rosetta’s hair in opposite direction while leaning her pussy forward and tilting her head back.

Bellamy yelled, “Munch my pussy, you fucking pussy Muncher!”

Rosetta didn’t let a little hair-pulling pain distract her from her mission.  Or a lot of hair-pulling pain.  Her pain was of no consequence even to herself.

She was a pussy muncher, and she would be the best Muncher she could be!

She delighted in helping Bellamy achieve her orgasm, and she wallowed her face in Bellamy’s orgasming pussy.

“Suck my juices up, Muncher!”

Oh.

Okay….

Rosetta suctioned at Bellamy’s pussy.  She was a little hesitant at first, and Bellamy’s pussy lips were slick and difficult to get suction traction on.  But then she achieved the seal she wanted and sucked with power.  There was an increase of fluids in her mouth, a definite increase.

It wasn’t like a guy cumming, but it was definitely naughty.  Rosetta the good girl thrilled to this naughtiness like so many recent naughty actions.

She got a mouthful and swallowed it down.

She thought she did it like a real good little Muncher….

The End

*How will Rosetta recover from all the tremendous sex and tremendous humiliation?  Or will she recover?

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

*What happens when Dorothe returns to the suite?  Will she catch Rosetta and Bellamy in flagrante delicto… or in 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?

Book 11:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 11

Mistress Dorothe wants to lure pretty redheaded police officer, Rosetta Wright, into her web of lesbian domination.  She wants a new member for her lesbian harem and she wants Rosetta’s total sexual submission!  That isn’t what Rosetta wants so only one of them can get what they want.  Who will it be?  Rosetta comes to Mistress Dorothe’s honeymoon suite in the hotel for her second interview to become a high-paid bodyguard for the lesbian seductress.  Her idol, Bellamy Wood, is Mistress Dorothe’s first bodyguard and Bellamy will conduct the interview.  It will be unlike any interview ever done before!

“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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