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Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 14

Can Mistress Dorothe Extend her Dominance Over the New Maid and Take Further Sexual Control Over the Young Woman?


Chapter One

After Josefina left, Bellamy began to feel sorry for her.  She’d been so caught up in lust that she’d ignored her ever-shrinking conscience.

Now it was coming back with a vengeance.  A tiny ineffectual vengeance but that was the best it could do.

That poor girl!  Poor Josefina!

Mistress Dorothe was so damn cruel to Josefina.  Yes, Mistress Dorothe was often cruel, but this time seemed over the top even for her.  She had systematically demolished the young woman’s self-respect.  All that racist talk from Mistress Dorothe!  Then, even worse, making poor Josefina say the same racist things.  About her own racial status!

Sure, Josefina was Hispanic, but she was born in America.  Mistress Dorothe treated her like she was an illegal immigrant. 

However, Bellamy realized that if Josefina had been illegal, that would not have justified how Mistress Dorothe treated her.

It was awful!  Mistress Dorothe was a monster.  Racism might be her worst feature.

Josefina was a fine young woman.  She was only working at the hotel because she was a good daughter willing to take a menial job and delay her college education to protect her mother and help her mother keep her health insurance. 

Now, if Mistress Dorothe was serious, Josefina might never go to college at all.  Mistress Dorothe wanted to turn her into a stripper!

It was so wrong and so unfair how Mistress Dorothe treated Josefina.

It wasn’t like Mistress Dorothe thought Josefina was some kind of… Bulgarian!

It was fine by Bellamy if Mistress Dorothe treated a Bulgarian that way.  But not poor Josefina!

Bellamy was so upset by how Mistress Dorothe treated Josefina that she decided to say something about it.  That would show her! 

She’d tell Mistress Dorothe that while she also, like Josefina, did not want a Mistress controlling her every move and taking over her life, it was ten times worse doing it to someone as young and as unblemished by life as Josefina.

It was even worse when that Mistress was a racist.  If Josefina were to submit to a Mistress, she should at least get one who wasn’t so fucking racist!  Bellamy was not down with that!

Maybe she could get Mistress Dorothe to stop and leave Josefina alone.

Or, at least, to pass her on to some non-racist Mistress.

And if Mistress Dorothe would not change her ways?

Then… nothing.

Bellamy would still submit to her and would still be her submissive bodyguard.  The days of free will for Bellamy, for better or for much worse, were over.

But at least Mistress Dorothe would know how she felt!

A sneaky voice told Bellamy she might have an ulterior motive in reporting her concern to Mistress Dorothe.

Mistress Dorothe might punish her for speaking her mind or telling her something she did not want to hear.  Then Mistress Dorothe might spank Bellamy.  Which would mean Mistress Dorothe showered Bellamy with attention as she showered down spanks.  You couldn’t spank someone without paying attention!

But there was another possible ulterior motive for Bellamy.

If Mistress Dorothe knew that Bellamy was offended by racism, then, all the future times that Mistress Dorothe engaged in racist talk while humiliating a pretty woman of whatever minority, then Mistress Dorothe would also humiliate Bellamy at the same time.

Sweet, sweet humiliation….

So Bellamy had good reasons, ulterior motives, to lodge a protest with Mistress Dorothe.  Maybe not good reasons, but reasons.

Bellamy crawled over to Mistress Dorothe, laying on the chaise lounge, and, by golly, Bellamy planted her hands and knees into the thick plush carpet with determination! 

The impacts from her hands and knees were entirely silent in the deep carpet.  But it did make the bells on her nipples bounce and jingle furiously.  Would her ringing nipple bells clue in Mistress Dorothe that she was so angry at Mistress Dorothe’s racism?

“Mistress Dorothe?”

“Hmm?”

“I wanted to talk to you about Josefina.  About the way you treated her.  If that’s okay with you….”

Bellamy hated how uncertain and hesitant she sounded.  What happened to that determined Bellamy who tromped on all fours so angrily – if silently on the thick carpet – over here to confront her Mistress?

That Bellamy had evaporated.  But at least she’d gotten the ball rolling.

Mistress Dorothe liberally spread verbal sarcasm on Bellamy like she was buttering toast, “Oh, Bell Bell, I can hardly wait.  You’re going to share with me your slut wisdom?  One wonders what nuggets of wisdom you stumbled upon while crawling about.  Perhaps you stubbed a knee on one.  I’ll take a deep breath and open my ears wide and try to keep my heart from beating too fast from eager anticipation.”

Well… this wasn’t starting promisingly at all!

“Mistress Dorothe, with all due respect—“

“All due respect?  You agree I am owed all your respect, and you deserve none?”

“Um, yes, Mistress Dorothe.  I owe you all the respect in the world, and I do, and I don’t deserve any respect.  None.  Ah, I am troubled by how you treated Josefina.”

“Really?  Do tell.  You knew I would seduce her and get her to submit to my will and then dominate her every which way.  You could have said something before I did all that, and then I would have ignored you then instead of having to ignore you now.  Let me ask this as if I care: How ever are you troubled, dear stupid slutty Bell Bell?”

Bellamy couldn’t protest the humiliation.  The things Mistress Dorothe said to her nowadays always sounded completely accurate.  She did often feel stupid and very often felt slutty.  Bellamy was entirely sure she was now a slut.  A submissive slut.

The other reason Bellamy couldn’t protest the humiliation… was that it turned her on so much!  She was running with wetness.

Bellamy still wasn’t sure why she was doing this.  It could not do any good for Josefina.  It could do no good for Bellamy.  Not unless you took into account that humiliation and punishment were the new positives of Bellamy’s world.

Was she taking this risk for Josefina, a stranger, or for herself in hopes of this exact kind of treatment?

Bellamy cleared her throat, “It bothered me.  I mean, the rest of it.  The racism.  Those things you said to Josefina were so nasty and so racist.  I mean… I know you’re not a good person… but… I didn’t know you were a racist!  It makes me… regret some things.”

“Come now, Bell Bell.  Some things? I’m sure you regret lots of things.  That is the burden of those with a conscience, especially when they reveal themselves as total submissive sluts.  Your regrets concern me not at all.  To put it in the common vernacular, I do not give a fuck.  However, I will address your assumption.  You assume that because I say racist things that I am a racist.  Silly Bell Bell!  I consider all those outside the Gerbach family and outside the high class as being subhuman.  A white American subby slut like you is equally subhuman to a brown one or a black one.  In my way, I am less racist than many, maybe most.”

“But… those things you said!  I mean, ah, Mistress Dorothe.”

“Yes, well, racism is a handy tool.  Do you expect me to ignore the hammer just lying there when I need to pound in a nail?  No, I will not.  I do what is easiest and most convenient for me and do all that I can get away with.  Hello, I am wealthy!  That is the way of us wealthy.  All I did was pound her nail.  Well, I guess she was the nail, and I pounded her.  Being sexually used by someone who seems racist is close to maximizing humiliation.  It dissolves self-respect like an acid.  There is nothing more damaging to self-respect than to be used and abused – and to enjoy it! – by someone who disrespects your race.  In Josefina’s little mind, which I will shrink as I progress on her, she has betrayed her entire race.  And she had orgasms while doing so!  She won’t bounce back from that.  She’s mine now, and I need to polish her down to the way I want her, and I’ll see all that I can get out of her.  How can I maximize her?  I like the idea of having her strip and, perhaps, to prostitute herself, but something niggles at the back of my mind.  I have this feeling there is a way to get more out of her.  I just can’t put my mind finger on it quite yet.  But it will come to me.”

Bellamy did not know how Mistress Dorothe could get more out of Josefina, but she knew this line of thinking did not bode well for Josefina.

What about this racism issue?  Was Mistress Dorothe a racist?  Didn’t saying racist things make her a racist? 

Bellamy realized it was probably true that Mistress Dorothe did look at most people as inferior creatures, even resources to be sexually harvested.  She probably did look just as far down on Bellamy as she did Josefina or, even, that filthy Bulgarian, Ekaterina.

Wow, that one stung!  Bellamy and Ekaterina viewed by Mistress Dorothe as equally low-down?  Youch!

Could Mistress Dorothe truly look at Bellamy as being just as lowly as that fucking Bulgarian?

Bellamy realized she should give up hating on that poor sweet maid.  Ekaterina was a victim, like Bellamy.  Also, there was no reason to be jealous anymore.  Ekaterina would soon be gifted to Madame Gerbach, Mistress Dorothe’s mother.

Which was pretty fantastic, all and all.  Bellamy would not have to compete with her anymore, and Ekaterina would feed the sexual appetites of Madame Gerbach, thus keeping her occupied and hopefully not thinking about Bellamy.

Yeah, Bellamy thought she should probably be grateful to Ekaterina instead of jealous.  Who could be jealous of getting gifted to the older Gerbach female?  That was old pussy!

Bellamy realized she sure had held Ekaterina’s Bulgarian ancestry against her.  Bellamy didn’t even know anything about Bulgaria!

Shit, maybe she was more racist than Mistress Dorothe.  Or maybe not.  Was “Bulgarian” a race?  If it wasn’t, then Bellamy could discriminate against Ekaterina as much as she wanted!

Wait, wait, wasn’t there something called discrimination against nationality?  Shit, Bellamy was pretty sure there was.  She remembered a training video with the Philadelphia Police Department.  Yes, they’d definitely mentioned it.

That was it.  Discriminating against Ekaterina for being Bulgarian was wrong.

Bellamy would need to find some other reason to discriminate against her.  Like maybe because she was a maid.  Maids were not a protected group. 

But then, for consistency, she needed to be biased against Josefina as well….

Why was she over here trying to defend Josefina from racism?  Josefina was a maid!  She was supposed to be discriminated against!  Life had already started in on them, and everyone else just needed to imitate how life treated them and go ahead and pile on.

Mistress Dorothe snapped her fingers in an ah-ha moment, and she smiled, “I’ve got it, Bell Bell!  I know a good way to maximize my usage of Josefina!  You’ve helped me to think it up.  Who knew you could be beneficial to the thinking process?  Well, even a broken village idiot can be of use.”

Mistress Dorothe reached down and petted Bellamy’s head.  It made Bellamy feel like wagging her tail.  Or at least her ass.  It made her feel like having her tail fucked.

Fond attention from her Mistress!

Mistress Dorothe said, “You’ve aroused my curiosity at using racial sensitivity as a means to break down and control sluts-to-be. Yes, a fascinating field for a domme like me.  I really should hone my skills.  It was so much fun with Josefina.  I’m sure it can be fun again.  Yes, you’ve inspired me, Bell Bell.  Just think, soon I will rake another slut’s mind with racist statements like one of those fighter planes strafing.  And she’ll have you to thank for it!”

Gulp.

Shit.

Bellamy had come over to defend Josefina.  She’d known it wouldn’t bear fruit.  But now it had.  Poisonous fruit!

Mistress Dorothe corrected slightly, “She’ll have you and Josefina to thank for it.  Josefina must know other sexy Hispanic young women such as herself.  I’ll just get her to bring one to me.  So simple!  First, I’ll get good at emotionally demolishing Hispanic women via their race.  Then, later, I can try other races.  The idea turns me on so much.  Bell Bell, lickee lickee.”

It was Mistress Dorothe being awful again.  Rearing another of her monstrous heads like some kind of sexual hydra.

Bellamy had to admit that the idea of Mistress Dorothe using racism to break down more women was arousing to her also.  In a minute’s time, Mistress Dorothe had twisted Bellamy’s mind around from being concerned about the racist statements to looking forward to hearing more of them.

She’d get to see it all….

She’d get to hear it all….

Wrapped up in that was the happy news that she got to lick her Mistress’s pussy.

Mistress Dorothe sat up, and Bellamy eagerly crawled between her legs.  Finally, her reward for taking this risk of “confronting” Mistress Dorothe.  She got to lick her pussy!


Chapter Two

Josefina arrived home to her apartment in the late afternoon.  She was beat.  She was past exhaustion.

Yes, being a maid was tough.  But she’d gotten used to that in the past two months.  She had always respected her mom but, after working as a maid as her mom had for the past nineteen years, she respected her mom all the more.

Being a maid wasn’t just humiliating.  It was hard work!

In the best of times and on the best of days.

But today wasn’t that.  Today was the worst day.  Ever.  In Josefina’s entire life.

It was hard to be a maid, and it was humiliating.  Still, it was so much harder and more humiliating to be treated like an illegal immigrant as a filthy rich young lesbian bitch sexually dominated you.  Much harder! Much more humiliating!

Her weariness had a use.  It had a purpose.  It kept convincing her that those things that happened in the honeymoon suite really had happened.  She knew it was all true because her tiredness told her so.

It was jarring coming home after that.  It was like trying to mix oil and water.

Josefina paused to collect herself and rested her forehead on the door to their apartment.  It was just her and her mom.  Her older brothers had moved out a few years ago.  Mom had kept having babies until she finally got a daughter, Josefina. 

Once the baby-making was done, so was Josefina’s father, and the Good Lord took him.

Mom had raised them all in this small apartment.  By being a maid for nearly two decades.  Poor Mom!

Then, once Josefina’s brothers moved out, and Josefina finally had enough money to make a go of it in college at the relatively ripe old age of twenty-one, an old maid for a college student, it was like life sensed it could comfortably strike at her mother and Mom injured her back. 

Unfortunately, it wasn’t at work either.  So, it had sounded like Mom would lose her job, and then what would happen to her?  Besides, she needed Josefina to take care of her while she healed.  Mom could get around the apartment, but grocery shopping was a bridge too far.  At least for the next couple of months.  They’d have to wait and see how the physical therapy went.

Josefina had worked her share of sundry part-time jobs from age sixteen to twenty-one and was going to quit her most recent two simultaneous jobs anyway.  She’d approached Jill Holloway at the hotel and struck a deal with her to work in her mother’s stead until Mom was ready to go back to work.

So, the old maid college student-to-be became the new maid in actuality.

It had seemed like a good idea at the time.

Mom was so relieved, and Josefina accepted the delay, another delay, in going to college.  She knew she would be twenty-two as a freshman, assuming she was finally able to go next year.  Most of the college guys would be younger than her, and she hated younger guys.  They were so immature!

But Josefina had learned, you had to do what you had to do.  So, she’d done it.  But never ever ever would she ever think doing it would lead to…

… doing all those things in that honeymoon suite today.

Josefina rolled her forehead back and forth on the door to her apartment.  It was her way of shaking her head while still leaning on the door with her eyes closed.  The hallway was silent, so she knew no one saw her.  It was an old place, and the floor creaked with every step everywhere, inside the apartments or in the shared hallways.

She took a few moments, private moment in the public hallway, to try to sort through her day chronologically.  How had it all gone so wrong?

She’d gone to work like usual.  She was, by now, or had been, comfortable going to work.

Then Jill Holloway assigned her cleaning duties for the honeymoon suite.  That was no big deal.  Cleaning was cleaning, whether in a standard room or a fancy one.

Except it wasn’t.

Should she have suspected something when Ms. Holloway had her wear that supposedly “old-time” maid outfit that seemed a lot more like a modern slutty maid Halloween outfit?

Maybe, but how could she have known?  She still didn’t know.  Not about Ms. Holloway.  She’d hate to think that Ms. Holloway was in on it and had… fed her to that bratty rich bitch woman in the honeymoon suite.

Why would Ms. Holloway do that?  Josefina had heard Ms. Holloway had a boyfriend, and she thought she’d seen him a couple of times.  Ms. Holloway dressed and acted like a normal, heterosexual woman.

It must be a coincidence then.  The slutty outfit may have inspired that woman, Dorothe Gerbach, to think that Josefina was slutty.  People always judged by appearances, right?  Josefina bet rich people were that same way as regular people.

But had Josefina simply looked slutty, and then the rich bitch made a mistake in judgment?  See, that could explain why the rich bitch tried to have sex with Josefina, but what in the world could explain why Josefina had had sex with her?

Not just sex.  Super slutty sex.  Not just slutty sex.  It was beyond even that. 

It was… what the Hell was it?  Josefina wasn’t sure.  Whatever it was, it should be a crime!

With her face against the door, Josefina realized she could smell herself.  Or maybe it was the smell of that rich bitch’s pussy and her sexy bodyguard, that pussy also.  Oh my!  Josefina remembered those pussies rolling and sliding all over her face.  Marking her like she wore invisible scarlet letters of shame.  A lot of letters.  The whole alphabet!

No wonder why she kept smelling pussy!  It wasn’t all in her mind.

Why hadn’t she washed up at the hotel?

Then she remembered.  That bitchy rich girl, who might be younger than Josefina, had instructed her or commanded her or ordered her or… something… to not wash her face until after she got home.

Why, oh why, had she obeyed that woman?

She must have been in a daze or something.  That was the only explanation.  There was no way she intentionally obeyed that bitchy rich girl when she wasn’t right there dominating her. 

Josefina hugged her arms to her sides.  Tight.  She needed a hug. 

That rich girl had so dominated her! Josefina had heard a little bit about such things.  Sexual domination. Friends laughing about it and kidding around about it, saying they’d let some hot guy dominate them in bed.  That was about it.  They said such things but not like that the stuff ever happened. 

What the rich bitch had done to her was so much more than any of the joking scenarios or activities her friends talked about!

Josefina realized it was time to get inside.  She couldn’t loiter out in the hallway forever.  She needed to check on her mom and then do some chores around the place and then make dinner for the two of them.

Oh, she was so icky, though!  She was too tired to find somewhere to clean up.  Where would she go?  A gas station?

But now, here she was right outside the front door to the home she shared with her mom.  Stinking like pussy.  She wished she’d found a way to clean up somehow somewhere before returning home.

She was too tired.  She’d have to just quickly get in and go for it, it being privacy.  She’d go straight to her bedroom or to the bathroom.

Yes, she’d step in and tell Mom she had to go to the bathroom.  Then she’d wash her face.  Then she’d spray on some perfume in her room.  No, wait, she’d shower up!  That would eliminate the smells instead of overlaying them.

She entered the apartment and felt disheartened and irritated, and ashamed to see her mom right there in the living room.

She knew what that meant!

Oh no.

“Mom, I—"

Her mom smiled huge the way she always did, “Josefina!  My darling daughter!  Oh, you poor dear, you look so tired.  I won’t even ask how your shift at the hotel went.  I can see it was a tough one.”

“Hey, Mom, I need—"

Her mom rushed over, or her version of it with her hurt back and ginger movements.

Josefina felt like running to her room, but she had no excuse for doing so.

And it was already too late!

Her mom pulled her into a long warm embrace and pulled Josefina’s face down to hers to press their cheeks together like she always did.

Her mom was a hugger.

She was a hugger who had no idea what her daughter had been up to.  How could she guess Joefina spent her shift, much of it, getting sexually dominated by lesbians – and no idea what had been getting up inside her daughter – fingers of lesbians up in her pussy and up her ass!

A hugger mom who had no idea she was pressing her cheek to a daughter’s cheek covered in a sheet of dried pussy juice.  Actually, more than one layer of dried juices!

Josefina couldn’t help her stiffness.  She was mortified.  It was amazing to her that her mom did not notice the smell.

Her mom laid a big wet smooch on her cheek like she always did.

Ew!

Gross!

Poor Mom!

Josefina felt like such a bad daughter.

But her mom disagreed with her daughter’s thoughts, “Josefina, you’re the best daughter any mother could ever have.  I’m so lucky to have you.  You’re my heroine.  You look so tired.  You poor dear.  Do you want me to cook dinner tonight?”

Yes, Josefina did.  She was so tired.

“No, Mom, I’ll do it.  No problem.  You lay back down.  Take it easy on your back.”

Then her mom pulled her back in for a hug and gave her two more smooches, one on each cheek!  Sloppy wet ones!

Ew!


Chapter Three

Other than a brief nap while dinner simmered up, Josefina did not get any rest until bedtime.

She’d had to shower and get cleaned up, cook dinner, run to the store for some things on tomorrow’s menu, and clean around the apartment. 

She’d also needed to spend time with Mom.  With Mom’s back the way it was, spending time with her meant, at least for right now, simply watching some shows and talking about the plot and characters in them. 

It was their quality time.  Josefina knew Mom got lonely stuck in the apartment, so she felt it was her duty to socialize with Mom.  It was as much her duty as the cooking or the cleaning or working as a maid in place of Mom.

Once she was clean, she’d been at relative ease hanging out with Mom.  Relative because her mind kept drifting to events in that honeymoon suite.  How could she not think about what happened?

Mom even commented on how Josefina often seemed lost in thought.  Josefina would jerk back to herself and try to participate in lighthearted conversation until her mind drifted again.

At least Josefina could use her tiredness and Mom’s observations about how tired she was as an excuse to go to bed early.

In bed, she was sure she’d fall asleep quickly.

But she was wrong.

Free of the distraction of television and conversation with Mom, her mind boiled with thoughts from the day.  From the day?  From the lesbian sex inside that honeymoon suite.

She categorized her thoughts into three temporal groups.

Past, present, and future.

The past was the recent past, about a half-day earlier.  All that Mistress Dorothe – the rich bitch, Dorothe Gerbach – and Miss Bellamy – the sexy bodyguard, did to her.  It was incredible.  It was jumbled in her mind.  She almost couldn’t remember the order of events.

Did she lick Mistress Dorothe’s pussy first or Miss Bellamy’s?  Which one did she crawl to first?  Whose fingers did she suck clean?  Mistress Dorothe had fingerfucked Josefina, she was sure of that, but had she also fingered Josefina’s ass?  Or was that Miss Bellamy who’d done that? 

Why was she still thinking of them as “Mistress Dorothe” and “Miss Bellamy?”  She knew why she’d thought of them that way in the suite.  Oh, my gosh!  She had even called Mistress Dorothe Mistress Dorothe!  She’d said it out loud!

She knew why.  They had pressured her or made her or… distracted her into saying it.  Into saying it again and again.  Into thinking it.  Into believing it.  There was a time, some moments, or minutes, maybe a pretty long time in that suite, where she actually thought Mistress Dorothe was her sexual Mistress.

Which was impossible in the light of day.  Or in the darkness of her bedroom at night.  She was way too busy to have a Mistress. More importantly, she was way too heterosexual.  She valued her freedom far too much.  Even more important than that, what would Mom think?

Not much!  Josefina couldn’t blame her.  Josefina wouldn’t think much of herself either.  She already did not think much of herself!

The terrible things that Mistress girl had called her! 

The terrible things Josefina had called herself!

Why?  Why!?!

She’d fallen under that Mistress girl’s power or influence or whatever.  It wasn’t “sway.” She did not merely fall under her “sway.” It was too rough and sharp to be something like a “sway.”  Tilt?  No, not strong enough.  Mental and emotional savaging?  Yes, maybe something like that.

Whatever it was, the words did not matter.  She would never relate them to anyone!  Wow, what would her friends think?  Most were off to college or participating in various work programs. 

She guessed the most likely friend for her to avoid, ah, accidentally mentioning what happened, was Valeri.  Although, theoretically, Valeri would be the one for Josefina to talk to if she wanted to talk to someone.  If she could bring herself to do that.

Valeri was a bit of a free thinker.  A free spirit who likely wouldn’t be too judgy.  Then again, anyone would have to be somewhat judgy if they heard about what Josefina got herself involved in. 

That wasn’t fair.  It wasn’t that she got herself involved in it.  She just didn’t stand strong enough. 

Valeri understood weakness anyway.  She’d had a drug problem when she was sixteen and rehabilitated out of it.  She was strong but also understood weaknesses.

Maybe Josefina would talk with Valeri.  Sometime.  Someday.

So, that was the recent past.  It was strange.  Not just the things she’d done and her reactions.  It was strange that her mind kept averting away from looking at those things in full as far as consequences but then kept returning to them to, well, mentally fondle them.  To relive little parts of it over and over. 

Like… like she still enjoyed it even now, even away from that spoiled bitch’s influence.  Something like that.

Her mind did not get tired of replaying each moment that happened, even if those moments were jumbled up and out of order.

How many things had she done for the first time ever in that honeymoon suite?

Let’s see…

Another woman’s fingers in her pussy.

Another woman’s fingers up her ass.

Licking pussy.

Masturbating herself in front of anyone.

Licking up her own pussy juice.  And, from her ass, her ass… grease she guessed.  That, too.

Crawling.

Sex with multiple partners.

Oh, right, lesbian sex.  That was a first.  That kiss with Reiba in sixth grade didn’t count.  That wasn’t sex.

Calling someone “Mistress.”

Being called racist slurs during sex.

Calling herself racist names during sex!

Saying, or agreeing, that someone else owned her.

Cumming not for herself but for someone else.

It was so much stuff!  That wasn’t even all of it!  Even with all that, her mind still found plenty of time to play every one of those events over and over like favorite songs.

But they were not favorites.  No way!  They were the worst memories she had in her head.

What was wrong with her?  What kind of girl kept replaying licking fingers fresh – Ha!  Fresh! – from her ass?  She did.  She was that kind of girl.  Her mind played it over and over in such intimate detail that she felt like she was doing it again, and her tongue poked around inside her mouth.

Her mind replayed all the things that happened.  They were all bad things, but her mind treated them like they were good things. 

Her mind?  No, her mind knew they were not good.  It was her emotions that treated the memories like they were good memories instead of despicable ones.

They kept coming back into her head for more attention, like puppies returning for more pets.  Her mind, her emotions, petted those memories!  In some kind of fond way.

Was it perhaps because it was quite daring and memorable what she’d done?  Was she, on some level, misinterpreting her weakness as sexual bravery?

She knew that was wrongminded.  It wasn’t “sexual bravery” when you let a stranger dominate and molest you.

That was the past part of her thoughts.

There were also thoughts of the future.  Her future was as near as the recent past was close. 

She’d come home after her shift, but she’d need to leave home tomorrow to go in for her next shift.  She had to return to that honeymoon suite.

It was an intensely worrisome immediate future.  Frightening.

It was silly to be frightened.  Except it wasn’t.

Mistress Dorothe, that bitchy arrogant rich girl, said she’d spank Josefina during her next shift.  Which was tomorrow.  Less than ten hours away!

Spank her!

Josefina was pretty sure she meant it.  Look at all the other crazy stuff Mistress Dorothe did.  If she’d do those things to Josefina, then Josefina had to think Mistress Dorothe would also spank Josefina.

A spanking!

Josefina wouldn’t let that happen.  She couldn’t stand for that. 

Spankings were for children.  Josefina was an adult!  She was old enough to get into bars.  Not that she did much of the nightlife.  She was too busy working and always trying to do what was right and only rarely what was simply fun.  She always thought she’d have time for fun at college.  Or maybe after.

She could not let “Mistress Dorothe” spank her.  Who did that?  Who spanked people to cause pain, and who let them?  Not adults!  Not Josefina!

She’d stand up to her.

Stand up to her. 

She better make sure Mistress Dorothe didn’t have her crawling around before it was time for her spanking….

It would be hard to stand up to Mistress Dorothe if she crawled around right when she needed to stand up to her….

Thinking about these things sure did make Josefina feel… funny.

But not in an amusing way.

In an exciting edge of sickness way.  A bit lightheaded, like she might be getting sick or might not and couldn’t be sure which way it would fall.

Which way she would fall?

It wasn’t just the spanking thing, either.  What about… more of the other stuff?  More of the lesbian stuff, all that degradation, and humiliation.  Spanking was part of that.

It wasn’t like “Mistress Dorothe,” and her mean, but incredibly sexy bodyguard were only going to spank her, was it?

They’d want to do lots more… stuff.

So Josefina should make sure that didn’t happen.

She wasn’t sure how to stop it.  Mistress Dorothe was important to the hotel.  Ms. Holloway was crystal clear on that point.  Ms. Holloway had demanded full cooperation by Josefina and maximum efforts to please. 

Yes, but probably not that maximum….

What was she supposed to do?  Go tell Ms. Holloway?

Ms. Holloway had already made it clear that she’d take the word of a valued paying guest over that of temporary maid Josefina.  Besides, it would be two against one even if Josefina was taken seriously at first.  Josefina had no doubt that “Miss Bellamy” would tell Ms. Holloway whatever Mistress Dorothe wanted her to say.

So, then what?  Quit?

If she quit, then she would effectively fire her poor mom.  It wasn’t like Mom could get another job at a snap of her fingers.  Sure, there were plenty of maid jobs, but not for women battling back injuries.  Or if Ms. Holloway would not give her a good recommendation.

Mom wouldn’t be able to pay her medical bills.  Or her other bills.  She’d lose the apartment.  It was not much better than a shithole, but a shithole was better than sleeping on a cold Philadelphia sidewalk.

Yeah, no.

Josefina knew she had to go back.  Josefina knew she would not try to complain to Ms. Holloway.

It would be too humiliating to tell her the things that happened.

Ironically, that might mean she’d need to do more humiliating things.  Maybe worse ones.  Things like taking a spanking.  Like an overgrown baby!

To avoid the one humiliation, she might have to put up with tons more humiliation.  Which made no sense, and yet she knew she would do it.

Laying in bed in the dark, Josefina gritted her teeth and set her jaw.  Fuck that lesbo bitch!  Maybe Josefina would have to take a spanking, but it was just some pain.  Anything else was a state of mind.  She wouldn’t let it get to her.  She wouldn’t let the pain show.

She’d take it quiet and tough.  That was pretty much how she took life anyway.

By taking the spanking like it was nothing, she’d win, and “Mistress Dorothe” would lose.  That sexy bodyguard, Miss Bellamy, would see how tough Josefina was and respect her for it.

Instead of letting the spanking further erode her self-esteem, Josefina would flip it around and use it, use her lack of reaction to it, as a boost to her self-esteem!

What about… other things besides the spanking?

Josefina bet Mistress Dorothe would insist Josefina had to be naked for the spanking.  That rich bitch!

She’d be naked and then spanked, and then she bet, she assumed, Mistress Dorothe would have expectations.  She’d want more of what she’d gotten today.

Just like with the spanking, Josefina would have a hard time turning down the bitch.  Mistress Dorothe had all the leverage. 

In a weird way, philosophically, this harsh humiliating sex -- with that damn lesbian! – was like an extension of her maid duties.  After all, working as a maid all day was already humiliating.  Changing used and stained sheets of strangers, cleaning toilets, and finding bizarre messes left behind, were all humiliating and occurred multiple times a day.  As well, a maid had to be subservient at all times.  A maid was lesser than the guests.  Almost invisible.  Maids were treated that way, and it felt that way to Josefina.

So, humiliation and subservience were simply more of what she already dealt with every day.  She’d gotten past working as a maid.  Her poor mom had done it for a couple of decades!

She’d just have to get past this deeper, more profound humiliation as well.

The sex….

The lesbian sex….

That wasn’t cool.  Except for the orgasms.

It was all wrong.  Except the orgasms felt pretty right on.

Josefina guessed that just like nothing was perfect, also nothing was exactly entirely imperfect either.  So she could hate the lesbian sex and the way that Mistress Dorothe went about exacting it, but that did not mean the orgasms did not feel good.

She just had to keep all that separated in her mind.  Those orgasms were from sex!  They were only from simple physical sensations.  Those orgasms had nothing to do with lesbian stuff, humiliation, or getting dominated.  Those were just dressing on the physical sensations.

Only the physical sensations brought on those orgasms.

Or the orgasms to come tomorrow….

Would she have orgasms tomorrow in the honeymoon suite?

Was a better question how many orgasms would she have?


Chapter Four

Josefina wondered why it was getting so hot in her bedroom.  She wondered why the heat seemed to center between her legs.

Josefina pushed her blankets down past her knees and lay there, trying to let the heat radiate away.

Why wasn’t it working?

Why was she breathing so fast?

Why did she keep picturing the recent past interlaced with images of her rapidly approaching near future, both located in that honeymoon suite and both starring Mistress Dorothe?

She clenched her eyes tight and tried to fall asleep.  But she couldn’t fall asleep.  She was so tired, but she was also wired with energy.  All her troubled or troubling thoughts, as the case may be, mixed in a mental storm that required a physical release. 

How could she just lay there?

She felt like doing something.

Go for a run?  Not at this time of night, not in this neighborhood.  Same thing with a walk.  If you walked, you were just easier to catch or easier to hit by an object thrown from a car.  The gangbangers around there were more than tiresome.

Josefina felt stuck and helpless.  In her situation with that mean bitchy lesbian, in her position as a maid, in this bedroom, and because her body reacted the way it was reacting to those images it should avoid instead of mentally and emotionally caressing them over and over.

Replaying what happened was like some emotional masochism.  But she kept doing it.

She hated it.

Except not all of her hated it.  An honest self-evaluation revealed her pussy was hot and wet.  She thought so.  And her nipples must be hard.  She thought so.

But… shouldn’t she make absolutely sure…?

Yeeees.

Maybe.

Well, there was only one way to be sure.

A girl did need to know what was going on with her body….

She moved her left hand up and her right hand over.  Her right hand covered her pubic mound through her nightgown and panties, and her left hand searched for and easily located her nipple.

The nipple was easy to find because it was hard, and she knew she found it because the pulse of sensation from touching it was uncanny.  It made her bow her back slightly and she tensed her legs.

Or was that from her hand on her pubic area?  It did feel damp down there.  Her legs wanted to hug her hand, but she resisted that urge.

Just like that, she felt like having sex.  She felt tuned up.  Her pussy and her nipples seemed more sensitive than ever before.  What, did submissive lesbian sex tune up a girl?  Did it install physical changes?  This quickly?

She guessed it was one of those side effects preventing the imperfection of submission to a dominant lesbian from being perfectly imperfect.  Perfectly imperfect was just as perfect as perfect and therefore just as forbidden as perfectly perfect. 

Only God could be perfect.  Josefina knew that.  God was a jealous God, the Bible said so, and that meant he could not bear to allow any perfection other than himself.

Thus… human beings….

Her nipple felt hard, and her pussy felt damp, but she couldn’t be sure.  Not really.  Not with her clothes on.

A girl had to be sure!

Josefina stood up and took off all her clothes.  It was a slight risk as her bedroom door did not have a lock.  However, her mom never ever came in without knocking and getting permission to enter.  Everyone had to be especially carefully respectful of personal space in a small apartment.

Josefina lay back down and, with the interfering clothing out of the way, quickly established her nipple was hard, and her pussy was wet.

One nipple was hard, but what about the other one?

She moved her hand over.  Yep, also hard.  Of course.  She probably had not needed to check, had she?

Also, her fingers probably did not need to keep squeezing and rolling that hard nipple. 

Maybe not, but it did feel good.

Josefina slipped the fingers of her other hand into her pussy.

Yes!

Just as she suspected, her pussy was wet on the inside as well.

Yes, she was sure Mr. Sherlock Holmes would be quite proud of her.  She could be his young protégé.  She’d be so helpful and help solve so many cases that Watson would likely try to murder her.  But, of course, Holmes would deduce what Watson planned and save the day. 

Then it would just be Josefina and Sherlock Holmes, an uncannily young and handsome Sherlock Holmes, working closely together solving cases….

My, her fingers sure were getting busy down there!  Little busybodies busy on her body.

Her nipples were hard with envy.  Why did pussy get all the warm wetness, and they got none?

That was so naughty thinking that because it sure gave her a naughty idea.

The idea was naughty, she felt bad, so she may as well get what she could out of feeling bad.

Fine, nipples, you get what you want!

Josefina moved her wet hand up and rubbed warm oily wetness into each of her nipples and then all around them.  She dipped back into her pussy’s invisible paint well a few times and ended up covering both her breasts in wetness.

It started off warm and then cooled as it evaporated, making her nipples harder, and filling her nostrils with her personal aroma.

Her scent was inspirational.  Her naughtiness was arousing.  She fingerfucked herself with urgency.  She tweaked at her nipples, and those tweaks delivered startling doses of pleasure.

Tweak, tweak, tweak.  Pleasure pulse, pleasure pulse, pleasure pulse.

It was like she was milking pleasure out of her nipples!

She decided to cross-train her hands.  Both hands should be able to give her pleasure up top or down low.

She switched hands.  She knew the real reason she did it.  The switch brought her wet hand up to her chest.  It brought wetness and lots more scent. 

But, wait, would it be wet enough?  She had better make sure….

She brought her wet fingers up to her mouth and licked them.  There!  Now they were wet enough!

She rolled the taste of her pussy around in her mouth. 

She took an emotional step back.

She was acting so strange!  She had never tasted her pussy juice before when she masturbated.  Not before today.  Why now?

It had to be because of what happened in that honeymoon suite yesterday. 

Had she… acquired a taste for pussy?

She hoped not.

She licked and sucked each finger individually.

It wasn’t a good taste.  Not really.  And yet… she liked it.  It spiraled her twin feelings of naughtiness and arousal.

She wondered if she’d end up licking her juices every time she masturbated from then on.

She hoped not.

She thought she would.

Everybody had secrets.  It felt like she had a new one, joining all the other new ones.

Her mind moved again to mentally soak up, lick up, and slurp up those recent sexual events.  Events, yes.  Mistress Dorothe had certainly worked her out.  With Mistress Dorothe’s cruel guidance, Josefina perhaps had a medal-winning performance in the one-thousand-centimeter crawling event.

She remembered something while sucking on her fingers with one hand and fingerfucking her pussy with her other hand.

Mistress Dorothe had said Josefina would masturbate tonight!  She’d said Josefina would not be able to resist doing it!  She’d told Josefina to finger her “Mexi-snatch!” 

And now… Josefina was doing it!

Josefina was disconcerted but could not bring herself to stop fingering her “Mexi-snatch.”  Her Mexi-snatch needed it!  Mistress Dorothe or no Mistress Dorothe, she needed relief.  After all, in her defense, it had been, what, an entire half dozen or maybe even eight hours since she’d last orgasmed.  With and because of Mistress Dorothe.

A girl needed her orgasms!

She wasn’t a nun!

If she’d ever planned to be a nun, that was out the window by now.  That option was closed to her.  No nunnery for her!

Fine, whatever, no one wanted to be a nun nowadays.  Not unless you were really messed up.  But Josefina had always been and always wanted to continue to be a “good girl.” 

Definitions as to what a “good girl” was changed from person to person, but Josefina was law-abiding, hardworking, and always helpful to others.  And… not a slut!

It felt like her “not a slut” status was changing or had changed.  It also felt like it was similar to losing her virginity.  Once gone, it stayed gone.

Fuck.

Finger fuck….

Now she was even swearing inside her mind!  What next, she’d call her pussy a “cunt?”

Josefina thought about how she was fingerfucking her cunt – her slutty cunt! – and thought about how hot she must look.  She thought about Mistress Dorothe and Miss Bellamy, what they would think if they were here, looking down at her masturbating her Mexi-snatch and sucking on her fingers.

Oh, they’d get turned on.  They’d get even more turned on if they knew she sucked her pussy juice off of her fingers.

Since they’d just invisibly arrived in her mind, she better make her slutty naughtiness clear to them.

For their enjoyment.

For them.

Josefina switched hands again, bringing her wet hand up to her mouth and cramming most of it into her mouth, trying to look, even in the darkness of her bedroom, absolutely as slutty as she possibly could look.  She brought her sucked fingers hand back down to her Mexi-snatch and shoved three fingers into her cunt.

Oh, she was so nasty and so naughty!

Yes, Mistress Dorothe would be so satisfied and full of herself if that young rich bitch could see her now!

It almost – almost! – made Josefina wish Mistress Dorothe was right there in her bedroom. 

It would be a relief in a way and not just a sexual relief.  Instead of making all these decisions about what to fingerfuck, what her sex was called, or to suck her juice off her fingers, she could rely on Mistress Dorothe to tell her what to do.

Not just tell her….

Make her do these things….

Wait, what else had Mistress Dorothe told her to do?  What else did she say?

Oh, that’s right, her cunt, her Mexi-snatch, was also a “grease hole.”  That was so mean!  It was so untrue and so racist!

That horrible bitch!

She was fingering her alleged grease hole, so she guessed Mistress Dorothe would be pleased.

What else?

She was going to ask Josefina tomorrow morning whether or not she fingered her “greasy Mexi-snatch.”  That was going to be so embarrassing.  Would she answer?  She’d have to.  Would she tell the truth?  She’d have to.

She’d have to say, out loud, in front of Mistress Dorothe and her sexy lady bodyguard, that she’d masturbated!  She might even have to call her vagina, her lady area, a Mexi-snatch!

Just thinking about having to do that was so humiliating.  How bad would it be when she actually had to do it?

Why was she cramming her fingers harder in her Mexi-snatch and in her mouth?  Why was she so turned on?  Why did thinking about that humiliation coming tomorrow turn her on even more?

Wasn’t there also something else?

Yes.  There was.

She was supposed to think about Mistress Dorothe spanking her at the same time that she fingered her “grease hole.”

She was supposed to do that and think about that… at the same time… like she wanted it….

Would she….

Should she?  No.  But that wasn’t the real question.  This ‘should not’ could get piled on top of all the other ones on the pile of killed and dead ‘should nots.’  ‘Should nots’ this day no longer meant anything as far as whether or not. 

It used to be a should not also meant did not.  A did not immediately followed each and every should not. 

Not anymore.

She could always just try it.  You know, be fair about it.  Give thinking about getting spanked by Mistress Dorothe a try.  It probably wouldn’t do anything for her.  Then she could stop thinking about it.  Also, she’d gain the benefit, if that was the right term, of being able to tell Mistress Dorothe that she had thought about getting spanked by Mistress Dorothe while she fingered her greasy Mexi-snatch.

Josefina conjured the image in her mind.  Like she was a third person watching herself, with flushed cheeks showing even through her dark skin, and downcast eyes, feeling shame as she lay across the shameless Mistress Dorothe’s lap.

Then Josefina watched Mistress Dorothe shift the imagined Josefina off balance, so imaginary Josefina spilled forward and had to reach out with her hands to keep from going face-first into the thick white carpet of the honeymoon suite.

Josefina saw her ass.  She knew she had a great ass and did sometimes admire it in the mirror in the bathroom, fondly thinking about how some handsome man would fondly fondle it.  Half a dozen plus one boys had already fondled it in the past, but none of them were right for her.  She wanted an older man, a successful and ambitious man.

She certainly did not want a young spoiled rich bitch woman!  Although she guessed Mistress Dorothe was sort of born successful and showed some ambitiousness just in the way she’d taken and controlled Josefina nearly from the first moment they met.

Thinking about how she got worked and played by that bitch frustrated her.

And turned her on.

In her mind’s eye, she saw her ass high with her face low, just above the carpet, saw her ass tight but spread a little as her feet scrabbled for balance, and then saw the hand of that spoiled privileged young white woman rise above her ass.

It looked so real in her mind.  She cringed, and her pussy tightened on her fingers, hugging at them and spiking her pleasurable sensations.

In her mind, the hand came down, harsh and certain, and in real life her hips rose off her bed, offering her pussy, her Mexi-snatch, to the dark ceiling of her bedroom, fucking at her fingers as her fingers fucked at her “grease hole.”

In Josefina’s mind, she no longer had a pussy.  She never had.  For the time being, she had a grease hole, or a Mexi-snatch, both.

The hand came down on her mental ass image, and she saw it bounce, the hand and her ass, and she saw flesh waves rolling outward from the spank.

It was a frozen, hot moment in her mind.

Her legs locked, and her fingers jammed deep as they could go.  She wished she had her whole hand up her greasy Mexi-snatch!

She came hard. 

She made a choked whooping sound.

She bounced her ass up and down on the mattress as she fingerfucked her orgasm up into a higher dimension of orgasm.


Chapter Five

Josefina got up early the following day like she always did when she had a maid shift.  Yeah, as a make-up for the humiliating low-paying work, at least maids got to get up before it was fully light out….

She’d gone to bed early and she’d slept hard but she didn’t feel alert.  She felt dismayed.  She felt like a condemned woman walking on her own power to the gallows.

How could she, knowing what awaited her, purposely go back to work – as a maid! – and walk right into what she knew waited ready to pounce on her?

What did she think was going to happen?  They weren’t going to just sit around in the honeymoon suite and watch her clean or ignore her as she performed her maid duties.

They were going to take advantage of her again!  They, mostly Mistress Dorothe, were going to dominate her more!  Again!  All over!

So why was she going? 

Yes, she had reasons.

Mom.  For Mom.  That was a real reason but, if Mom knew the deal, she’d be the first to tell her daughter not to go, that nothing was worth suffering that treatment.

Mom would be shocked by Josefina having sex with lesbians, let alone the domination and humiliation involved.

Her Mom’s health situation did push her forward.  But something else pulled her back to the hotel.

Someone pulled her back to the hotel.

Mistress Dorothe.

Josefina just had to see her again.  She had to know what else was in store.  She had to find out what Mistress Dorothe had planned for her.

She had to find out about herself.  She’d made some strange and disturbing discoveries in the last less than twenty-four hours.

Maybe she wasn’t strong.

Maybe she didn’t know what she wanted.

Maybe she wasn’t heterosexual.

Maybe she wasn’t a good girl.

Maybe she was a naughty girl.

Maybe she deserved to be punished.

Or maybe not!

She hoped not.  She had to find out. 

If she didn’t find out for certain, then she’d certainly wonder for the rest of her life.  She couldn’t walk away yet. 

She needed to walk into the lion’s den.  The lioness’s den, actually.

She needed to go in there and reclaim herself.  She had to reestablish her identity as a strong and good young woman, one who gave her best in life’s struggles and always tried to do what was right.

A strong good young woman who was not a racist.  Especially not a racist against herself!  Especially that!

If she had to be a racist, she needed to pick some other race to pick on, like whites.  Not her own race!  Mistress Dorothe called her all those racist names, and that was bad.  Just putting up with it was bad.  To not attack it, failing to immediately reject it, was almost like agreement. 

But it was far worse than that.  By letting a racist have sex with her as the racist used racist epithets, Josefina had, in effect, rewarded Mistress Dorothe for her racism.  Or further agreed with it.

Then, even worse, Mistress Dorothe got Josefina using those same racist terms.  Against her own lineage!

Then, yet worse, last night, on her own and all alone, Josefina had used those same terms inside her head while pleasuring herself in a slutty nasty way.

She’d used those racist terms and the humiliation they brought with them to crank her arousal higher and higher.

Until her orgasm crashed like thunder and lightning.

She’d always hold it against herself if she just walked away.  It was a defeat.  She needed a win.

Of course, she’d also never forgive herself if, by going back, she got herself deeper into that… mess.

But how would that even be possible?  What would “deeper” look like?

Why did it intrigue her so much?  Why did she almost want to go deeper?  How deep could she go before she could not get back out?

That assumed it was not already too late.

At some moments, it felt too late.  It felt like what was done could not be undone.  But at other moments, she scoffed at the idea of that.  Like “they” said, it was never too late.

What happened yesterday in that honeymoon suite was a surprise, but that was the point she needed to make to herself, and it was her reason for hope.  It had taken her by surprise.  She was taken by surprise. 

Mistress Dorothe had the element of surprise yesterday.  She would not have that today.

For instance, that hooey with how they supposedly had to search Josefina’s body cavities for possible weapons.  Josefina had never heard of such a thing other than in prison movies.  You did not see it in cop shows when they arrested someone.

Even if it was a thing, clearly they’d used it against her.  They used that excuse to get her aroused.

Maybe she should talk with Ms. Holloway about all this?

Maybe not.  Ms. Holloway had hardly sounded sympathetic yesterday.  She only cared about running the hotel and pleasing the guests.  Neither she nor anyone else cared about maids.

That was too bad.  It would be nice if she could walk in there knowing for sure that the hotel did not allow body cavity searches to improve security.  Or, at the least that there was some kind of time limit, like a decent search of a body cavity could not take longer than ten seconds.

She could make ten seconds.  Ten minutes of fingering?  Not so much.

Without any authority to back her up and without the option of walking off the job, if they decided they had to search her body cavities – her “grease holes!” – then she’d have to let them. 

But she vowed it would not matter.  Now she knew what they would be up to.  They did it to try to arouse her.  Knowing that was half the battle.  She just had to win the other half and not let it get to her.

Which should be pretty easy.  She must have been in need of sex, unknown to her, when she went in there yesterday.  How easy she fell prey to them, and those orgasms seemed to confirm that idea.

But she had several orgasms in the last twenty-four hours, so her level of sexual need should be greatly reduced. 

It should be.

But that wasn’t how she felt, though, as she donned the goofy slutty maid outfit that was supposedly “old-time,” the one that Ms. Holloway insisted she wear.

It occurred to her that it was quite a coincidence that the one day, the first day ever, that Ms. Holloway dressed her like a slut, that Josefina got treated like a slut.  Within minutes of being assigned the honeymoon suite and dressing like a slut the two women in the honeymoon suite had treated her like a slut.

Did dressing like a slut cause those women to treat her like a slut?  Was that why some women dressed like sluts?  Because they were advertising how they wanted to be treated?

Or… was it possible that Ms. Holloway sent Josefina into that honeymoon suite, like that, on purpose, knowing what the women would try to do to Josefina?

But why would Ms. Holloway do that?  Josefina had always been nice to Ms. Holloway and never gave her any attitude, even if she sometimes felt an attitude.  Ms. Holloway had no reason to target Josefina. 

There was also no way Ms. Holloway could know Josefina was vulnerable to such treatment.  Josefina hadn’t even known that about herself!

Was there any chance that Ms. Holloway was like Mistress Dorothe and that sexy bodyguard, Miss Bellamy?  Josefina would have said Ms. Holloway was too pretty and too feminine to be one of them, but Miss Bellamy was also pretty, beautiful actually, and Miss Bellamy and Mistress Dorothe were both feminine.  She guessed.  Mistress Dorothe was feminine in a really aggressive sort of way.

No, Josefina could not believe Ms. Holloway could be involved with those honeymoon suite women.  Josefina had seen Ms. Holloway’s boyfriend stop in at the hotel a few times, and the two of them had seemed to have great chemistry.

Although… she hadn’t seen him in a few weeks now….

Well, there was nothing for it.  She was here.  She’d chosen to come to the hotel for her shift even after what happened yesterday.  For whatever reason.  Or reasons.  She didn’t completely understand her motivations. 

She was here, and she was in this slutty outfit.  Now that she looked it over, on her and fitting, or not fitting, quite uncomfortably, she realized it was made of really cheap materials, some of them plastic.  It looked and felt like a Halloween outfit of a slutty maid, meant to last a single night.

The way the hem only reached her lower butt cheeks and with how tight it was across the chest, made Josefina think it was an outfit meant for sale to adolescents though she had no idea what parents would allow their daughters to wear it.

Maybe Ms. Holloway was in on it.

Maybe Josefina was fed to Mistress Dorothe the way an ignorant fish was tossed up in the air for the killer whale to engulf.

Yes, orally engulf… with its lesbian mouth!

Josefina felt a flare of mortified embarrassment as she recalled no one used their lesbian mouth on her.  No, they hadn’t.  Instead, Mistress Dorothe had had Josefina use her mouth on Mistress Dorothe’s pussy and then on Miss Bellamy’s.  The only oral that happened involved Josefina providing it.

Twice.

It was the only oral if you didn’t count how Josefina “went down” on that dildo attached to the coffee table….

That thought produced another flare of humiliation.

Yes, if she didn’t count how she used her mouth and her “natural cleaning fluid,” her spit, to clean that dirty nasty used dildo….

Another big flare of humiliation….

Why did each humiliation cause blood to flood to her sex?

Why did each increased blood flow cause another kind of increased flow?

She was wet already, and she wasn’t even back in the honeymoon suite yet!

This was not a good way to start her quiet put-up-with-it-but-don’t-enjoy-it resistance.  This did not bode well at all.

Just getting to the honeymoon suite was a problem.  She wasn’t allowed to wear panties with this “old-time” maid outfit. 

Jesus.  Ms. Holloway must be in on it!  No panties for Josefina?  Gee, what was Josefina’s first clue?

Knowing Ms. Holloway was in on it wasn’t helpful.  That meant Josefina had no fallback option.  No one would help her.  Her mother’s job and health insurance truly were at stake.

Through employment, Ms. Holloway already had controlled Josefina though no one called it that or thought of it that way.  Now that control was in use against Josefina.  First, with the slut outfit.  Then the slut treatment inside that honeymoon suite. 

Just like Josefina had to keep going to work, she had to keep going into that honeymoon suite, and keep… putting up… with things… and fingers… going up inside her….

Letting herself be treated like a submissive lesbian slut was, basically, her job!

She got paid for doing her job…

… so…

… she was a prostitute!  A prostitute paid an hourly wage!

Josefina huffed and crossed her arms for a private minute, even if it was in the hotel hallway.  No one was around.

They said everyone prostituted themselves to some degree for their work but this was ridiculous!  This was way too obviously prostitution!  And hourly!

Josefina shrugged resentfully.  Well, she guessed this was why she was going to college.  So she could one day prostitute herself less obviously on salary and for more money.

No, she did not want to be a cynic.  She was going to major in Social Studies.  She could do many things with that degree, but she’d likely end up teaching in the School District of Philadelphia.  That wasn’t prostitution.  That was shaping young minds and helping students be all they can be.  That was helping the world.  That was making a difference.

She would do what she had to do to get to that point.  She uncrossed her arms and started walking again towards today’s fate.

She knew it wasn’t a matter of how far she was willing to let things go.  Maybe it was at first, yesterday, but no longer.

She realized it was more a matter of how far they intended to take her.  It was how much they limited themselves.  Josefina could not limit them while keeping her mom’s health coverage in place.

They had her, Mistress Dorothe had her, and it was up to Mistress Dorothe what happened to her.

Could she maybe try to discourage them?  Or try to get Mistress Dorothe to sympathize with her?  To feel sorry for her?

How likely was that?  That spoiled young woman called her all those racist names yesterday!  Where was the sympathy then? 

Josefina doubted that Mistress Dorothe added empathy to her skill-set in the past day.

She was fucked!

She was probably going to get fucked!  Again!  By a lesbian!

Lesbian fucked….

There it was.  Another spike of arousal.  A flow of it.  A flood.

It was strong enough to make her stop in place.

What would she have to do?

More licking of the most personal of areas?  More licking up of bodily fluids, her own and theirs?

Another surge of arousal.

Josefina reached out and rested a hand on the hallway wallpaper. 

She couldn’t dawdle.  She was standing around leaking wetness with no panties to soak it up.  She needed to get to the honeymoon suite so at least the other maids, Mom’s co-workers, would not see her and tell Mom the way she dressed or how she looked turned on at work when Mom came back to work in a few months.

She could at least do that.

The elevator was thankfully empty.  She took it to the top floor, which included the honeymoon suite.  The elevator ride gave her that little funny feeling in her tummy, the one she always got and enjoyed.  She’d never told anyone, but that funny feeling had always felt just short of sexual to her.  She’d always kept that as her little secret.

As a virgin, she’d thought her first time with a guy would feel like that, except the feeling would last minutes instead of a mere half-second.

This time the tummy-dizzy elevator feeling joined the other, much stronger, funny feeling already in her pussy.  A funny feeling of precarious and exposed arousal. 

She also secretly liked that one.

The two sensations, for a few heartbeats, joined and created something greater than the sum of their parts.  Right there in the elevator, she had a powerful urge to touch herself.

It would be so easy!  She wasn’t wearing panties.  The skirt was so short.  She was easy access, dressed up like a slut and feeling like a slut.

Or feeling like a prostitute on her way to a paying customer.

A customer the prostitute knew would fuck her hard and make her orgasm.

The kind of customer that the prostitute thought should not have to pay and then maybe started thinking that they should be the one paying the customer.

Mistress Dorothe sure was a nasty mean spoiled, arrogant, racist bitch, but she sure knew how to make a good girl orgasm like a naughty slut.

Josefina was aroused.  She couldn’t deny it to herself.

She’d have to figure out some excuse for it later.  She’d have to find some way of thinking of it, some reason, something she could cling to so she could live with herself.

The elevator door opened, and a few guests watched her get out.  There were other rooms on the floor with the honeymoon suite.  A married couple and a businessman looked at Josefina and her outfit with open surprise.

Josefina shrugged and said, “It’s… a costume party.”

Too bad it wasn’t Halloween.  The two men looked with open appreciation and smiles.  The woman frowned with disapproval.

That Ms. Holloway!  Having Josefina dress up so slutty that she had to lie and pretend to be a guest in costume instead of a maid!  What would corporate think of Ms. Holloway making Josefina do this?

Too late now.  She should have thought of corporate earlier.  She was due to clean that honeymoon suite.  She couldn’t be late.  It wasn’t good for maids to give late service even if they weren’t sure what kind of service they’d provide or how very personal that service may be.

Also… her pussy wanted to get in there. 

Right away.

As soon as possible.

Her pussy threatened to leak if it was not allowed quick access to that honeymoon suite.

And to the dominant lesbians therein….


Chapter Six

She knocked, and the bodyguard let her in.

Josefina had a thought that today would be different from the outset without any struggle or strong resistance required from herself.  She half-thought the day before might be a singularity. 

She’d met guys in the past that once they had you, they had no more interest.  It was like their dicks always had to find new territory to conquer.  Mistress Dorothe had conquered her the day before so… maybe….

That idea was dispelled about two seconds after “Miss Bellamy” closed the door behind Josefina.

Mistress Dorothe lay lazily on the chaise lounge and addressed Josefina without looking away from whatever show she watched.

“Greetings and salutations, Greaser Maid.”

Again, with this “Greaser Maid” thing!  It was angering and a little scary also.  Being dehumanized and classified incorrectly despite Josefina’s best efforts to make her citizenship status clear. Not that any human being was a “greaser,” but Josefina was a born and raised full American citizen!

She’d told them she was a citizen and born here.  Did they not believe her?

Well, try, try, try again, right?

“Just to be clear, I am an American citizen and just as legal as you are.  Assuming you are legal.  Maybe I’m more legal than you.”

“Touche, clever Greaser Maid.  You’ve got me!  I swam the Rio Grande!  I’m here to steal jobs from the Americans who do not want those jobs and have not applied for them and never would.  I spend my days under the hot sun and rainy clouds picking strawberries and making white Americans jealous of the fantastic job I stole from them.  Jealous while they eat cheap strawberries.”

Josefina wasn’t sure how to respond to that, so she decided she’d get to work.

But that was not to be.

Miss Bellamy said, “I need to search you.”

Josefina had feared this.  She’d hoped the search thing was a one-time routine to take advantage of her.  But, in a way, it made sense.  If she could have snuck in a weapon yesterday, then she could today also.

Today, in fact, she had much more reason to bring in a weapon.  Now she might actually want to assassinate Dorothe Gerbach.  Yesterday’s events gave her motivation.

Motivation to kill her… or to keep submitting to her to experience more of those addictive tremendous orgasms.

Josefina could not say no to getting searched.  She knew that.  She also knew, or thought she did, what the search would involve.

She gave as much resistance as circumstances allowed.  Only verbal defiance without saying no.

She mustered sarcasm, “What, are you going to search my vagina for a shotgun and my rectum for a bazooka?  I don’t have any weapons.”

Josefina made sure to use clinical terms instead of informal ones for her body parts.  It was a sharp contrast to Mistress Dorothe’s talk of “grease holes.”

Also, if she talked naughty, she was a little worried it would turn her on even more.  She was a good girl, so the dirty talk really got to her.  Once she got past being offended by it.

Dorothe Gerbach smirked but still did not look at Josefina while she seemed to talk to herself and not Josefina, “You don’t need weapons up your cooze and in your ass.  A woman’s pussy and ass are weapons if she knows how to use them.  But not to a Greaser Maid.  To her, they are not weapons; they are vulnerabilities.”

Greaser Maid!  The return of the racist comment made Josefina far angrier today than they had yesterday.  They were so surprising yesterday that Josefina couldn’t get her full anger on.  Today though, she felt morally bruised and hyper-sensitive to the verbal abuse.

However, Dorothe Gerbach had not spoken directly to her.  So she’d cross that racism bridge when she came to it.  She’d burn it down!

Oh!

Miss Bellamy’s hands were delving below Josefina’s adolescent slut maid outfit’s slutty hemline.  Bellamy stood to Josefina’s right, and Bellamy’s right hand went for Josefina’s pussy, and her left hand went for Josefina’s ass.

It seemed the bodyguard was quite ambidextrous!

Good for her… and maybe bad for Josefina.

Josefina forced herself to stand still but let her eyes bulge.  Her eyelashes fluttered.  This was a test.  Maybe they were testing her, but it was also a test to Josefina for herself.  Could she resist arousal?  Could she keep her arousal in check?

She had to or… what hope would she have?

A finger slid into her pussy.  It embarrassed Josefina how wet she was.  These terrible women were going to think she liked this!

A finger slid up her ass.  She made a tiny grunt.  She couldn’t help it.  That embarrassed her also.

She should make no sounds!  No matter what!

Especially no sounds that sounded like words, words calling Dorothe Gerbach “Mistress,” or words where she called herself a “greaser.” 

That happened yesterday, and it must not happen again.  Only once!  Well, it happened “once” if all those times she’d used the words “Mistress” or “greaser” collectively, yesterday, all counted as “once.”

Bellamy slid a second finger into Josefina’s pussy and worked the finger in Josefina’s ass further up her ass.  Josefina couldn’t help it -- she really couldn’t! – and she made a thick erming sound.  A hum that wanted to become a moan.

Oh no.  It was already getting to her!

Dorothe Gerbach, absentmindedly, inquired, “How is the search for weapons going, Bellamy?”

“It’s going well.  Maybe too well.  Her wetness is making the search difficult.  It’s like how a rainstorm makes the simplest things more difficult.”

Dorothe Gerbach laughed, “An appropriate choice of words, Bellamy.  The “simplest things.”  That is precisely what a Greaser Maid is.  She is a simple slut.  Press her buttons and feel her leak.  She’s like one of those high-end action dolls.”

Josefina frowned angrily.  This wasn’t going well!

She had to say something, “I’m not a “doll” or a “Greaser Maid!”  I’m an American citizen and a human being.  Just let me do my job.  I’m here to clean your room.  That’s it.”

Dorothe Gerbach looked over then and her gaze was powerful, dark, and intimidating, “Greaser Maid, I thought we settled all this yesterday.  Do not try to be tiresome.  Remember, you have a spanking coming and, I think you know it, some cumming coming also.  How hard and how long your spanking is is up to me, your Mistress.  Also, how much and how hard you cum it up to me, your Mistress.  Tell me you understand and don’t be dumb.  You know what I want to hear from the likes of you.  Utter and complete civility.”

Yes…

Josefina did know what Dorothe Gerbach wanted to hear.

But did Josefina also want to hear it from her own lips?

“I understand, Mistress Dorothe.”

She guessed she did want to hear it!  Her pussy clung to Bellamy’s invasive fingers, and Josefina followed up her initial defeat in having to already say that terrible Mistress word, with a defeated little moan.

Bellamy added a second finger into Josefina’s ass.  It multiplied her discomfort and her growing arousal times ten.  She was surprised her ass was such an erogenous zone.  She didn’t let guys fuck it or even stick a finger in it.

She guessed she only let dominant lesbians have ass privileges.  But only with fingers.  She did not let them have complete ass privileges….

Little did Josefina know! 

But she would soon find out….

Bellamy worked the two fingers in and out of Josefina’s ass and the two fingers in front of Josefina in and out of her pussy.

This was just plain sex!  Well, not plain, but it was sex!

Josefina scolded herself. How could she be surprised after yesterday?  Also, Mistress Dorothe had just stated Josefina would be cumming today.

Oh no.  She was already back to thinking of this spoiled rich bitch as her Mistress.  Already!

Josefina, with four digits in her orifices and with her lust rising fast like a swelling tidal wave, realized utterly and without a doubt, that she was sexually doomed.

It was all going to happen again.  All of it.  Again today.  She was going to be weak in the face of Mistress Dorothe’s strength, and Mistress Dorothe was probably going to end up cumming on Josefina’s face again.

Mistress Dorothe asked, “Bellamy, are you finding any hidden weapons?”

“No, Mistress.”

“You can’t be too careful.  Search hard.  Search as hard as you can.  Greaser Maid and I can meanwhile make sure we’re on the same page.  Page.  Hm.  I wonder, Greaser Maid, do they even have paper in that land of savages you come from?”

Josefina wanted to roll her eyes but maybe that was from pleasure.  She could no longer focus on fighting Mistress Dorothe’s stereotyping. 

Everyone in the room now knew that Mistress Dorothe would get her way on this issue.  Everyone now knew that Josefina had given up and joined them in thinking Mistress Dorothe would have her way and would have Josefina.

“Yes, Mistress.  We have paper.”

Josefina had a flash of fight and added, “Because America does have paper.”

It felt good to give Mistress Dorothe a verbal poke but not as good as Miss Bellamy’s poking fingers giving Josefina poke after poke after poke.  Oh, they felt so good now.  Even the ones up her ass!

Mistress Dorothe was unperturbed, “Oh, but can you read and write?”

“Yes, Mistress, I can read and write.  The Philadelphia school system isn’t that bad.” 

Then, a little defiantly or maybe wanting Mistress Dorothe to know what a smart young woman she’d gotten her crafty claws into, added, “I’m going to college soon.  I can read and write just fine.  Better than you probably.”

“Life surprises.  Didn’t they teach a chimp sign language?  I guess this is another one like that.  That chimp knows sign language, and I do not.  And yet…!  Your talk of college is so silly.  It’s like you want to rise above your station when you should be content with whatever your Mistress gives you.”

Bellamy’s fingers were driving Josefina crazy!

“I want… I have ambitions….”

Mistress Dorothe blinked in mock surprise, “Greaser Maid!  Must you shock me so?  Didn’t anyone ever tell you that ambitions are for white people?  Poor misguided Greaser Maid.  Whites have ambitions, greasers, and such-like inferior stock as yourself, your life missions are to find how best to serve those who are better than you.”

Mistress Dorothe let her words linger in the air.  They were joined by wet slushy slicking sounds from Josefina’s worked pussy and then by Josefina’s moans.  Moans pulled unwillingly from her. 

Her moans rose in frequency and volume.  Soon they’d be continuous!

Josefina felt helpless to stop her moans.  She was losing control.  To this woman and over her body.

Josefina felt Bellamy’s doubled fingers poking against each other, pushing at her inner flesh between her vagina and her rectum.  She should have expected this she guessed.  She had expected it.  In general.  But it seemed like it happened so fast.  She was right back in yesterday’s predicament.

Bellamy continuously jammed fingers, and Josefina’s moans rose.

Knowledge bubbled up in Josefina’s mind.  Knowing what would happen here in this honeymoon suite had not helped her. 

She had not submitted and enjoyed submitting yesterday because she was surprised and off-balance.

Even fully armed with foreknowledge, here she was, not just here here, but here she was aroused and feeling ever so slutty. 

True, she couldn’t do anything about having to put up with these ludicrous orifice searches.  But why was she so turned on?

She felt ready to have an orgasm!  Already!  Despite the awful things Mistress Dorothe said.  Mistress Dorothe could say anything and get away with it.  No social accountability at all! 

Hadn’t she heard this was a new world?  Mistress Dorothe was born into this new world, and she was young.  She should know racism was wrong.  She ought to know that racism was for old fuddy-duddies. She should also know that sexism, the sexual humiliation, was wrong, too.

She should know.

She must know.

She didn’t care.

She must not care.

Josefina’s pussy didn’t care either!  And did not know any better!

Mistress Dorothe said, “Keep searching, Bell Bell.  You simply cannot search too long or too thoroughly or too hard.  Josefina, while you continue to get searched, let us pass some time discussing your bright future.”

Josefina knew it was another verbal trap, but she couldn’t help herself as she stumbled knowingly into it, her words stammering like they were stumbling, “My-my… future?  It’s… ah ah ah, eeeemmm, it’s-it’s b-bright?”

“Yes!  Of course, it is!  The lights on the stripper stage are bright so that your customers can see what they pay to see… and perhaps will pay even more to do more than see.”

“I’m-I’m not a stripper!  I’m not!”

“Yes, dear, not yet.  With my guidance, you can do it.  I’m sure you see how becoming a stripper is a big step up from being a maid.  Don’t you worry, I’m going to take you under my wing, and you’ll be up on that stage in no time.  You know how it is.  Or I’ll just tell you now.  As a rich person, I have friends in both high and low places.  Do you know why?  Everyone loves money.  So everyone loves me.”

“N-Not me!”

“You misspoke, you poor misguided immigrant.  You forgot to call me Mistress.  Also, you will soon love me.  Or at least the things I do to you.”

“Never!”

Josefina’s denial was undercut by her long moan, sounding like someone slipping into a hot tub at the end of a long hard day, as Bellamy’s fingers slipped in and out of her “grease holes” faster and faster.

Mistress Dorothe was not bothered by Josefina’s protest, “Let’s settle this, Greaser Maid.  Tell me the truth, do you love orgasms?”

“… Well… yeeees.”

“Yes, you do, I know you do.  Miss Bellamy and I saw that yesterday, and you felt it.  So, you love orgasms, and I am the giver of orgasms.  You will have ever so many more orgasms as my creature than you would on your own even if you had the time to diddle yourself all day long.  Plus, quality is at least as important as quantity.  You know the orgasms I give you are high-quality orgasms for your low-quality border jumping body.  So you will cum and cum and cum, something you love, and you cum big, something you also love, and all because of me.  Even when you provide sex for money to strangers, you will be orgasming because I put you in that situation.  So, yes, you will love me.”

That was a lot to take in while taking in four fingers.  Talking hadn’t gone very well for Josefina so far, so she decided not to say anything more.  She felt short of breath anyway. 

Perhaps she should save her breath… for… a big orgasm?

Bellamy knew what Mistress Dorothe was doing.  This was another one of her techniques.  She got her seductees in a state where they were too distracted or too cowed or too aroused or too out of breath and then filled their heads with nasty self-esteem destruction.

The seductee was not in any state to respond.  Some couldn’t form the words even if they tried to respond.  But they still understood the words they heard.

Sometimes a lack of disagreement worked like agreement.  One person, Mistress Dorothe, made a claim, and the other person, this time Josefina Dominguez, failed to refute the claim.  It became an agreed upon thing over time.

Bellamy wished she knew back when what she knew now.  You had to get your disagreement in while you still could.  Before it was too late.  Before your disagreements turned into agreements.

It was too late now for Bellamy.  The damage was done.

She thought Mistress Dorothe had Josefina on the cusp of it being too late for the young woman to determine her own fate.

All Bellamy could do was mentally shake her head and hope Josefina enjoyed the long, very long, slut ride way of life she was about to embark on.

Josefina came on Bellamy’s fingers, actively rubbing her pussy and ass on Bellamy’s hands, trying to impale the fingers further up her ass and pussy. 


Chapter Seven

Events so far were similar to the day before but Bellamy knew this was only the start. 

Mistress Dorothe always took greater liberties though sometimes they were small liberties.  Sometimes she imperceptibly claimed more and more territory, unnoticed by her prey, like someone moving property line markers in the night.

Like what came next.

At a nod from Mistress Dorothe, Bellamy pulled her fingers free of Josefina and Josefina kept her feet though she was wobbly.

Mistress Dorothe commanded, “Greaser Maid, bend over and clean Bellamy’s fingers.  You made a greasy mess on them again.  Be sure to stick out your ass so I can take a look for myself as per weapons in your pussy or up your ass.  Acknowledge what I’m telling you, the way you know to do.”

Josefina did know.  Her orgasm left no room for resistance, “I understand, Mistress.  This Greaser Maid will clean her slut grease off Miss Bellamy’s fingers.”

Then she bent down at the waist and did it!

Bellamy enjoyed the lapping at her fingers, starting with the fingers wet with pussy juice.

She watched Josefina shift around and stick her ass up, her flimsy plastic Halloween costume maid outfit sliding off Josefina’s ass and leaving it bare to view. 

Bellamy understood the subtle work, the way Mistress Dorothe had ratcheted up Josefina’s submission.  The day before Josefina had orgasmed on their fingers and then sat on the floor and licked when fingers were shoved in her mouth.

Today she shoved her mouth onto the fingers.  She obeyed an order. 

Two orders because she also put her ass and pussy on display. 

It wasn’t Josefina’s decisions to do these things.  They were Mistress Dorothe’s decisions and orders. 

Josefina had not resisted and worked to make Mistress Dorothe’s desires happen.

Bellamy knew how it was.  All these little things added up.  They chipped away at granite resolve until all that was left was pebbles of resistance. 

Josefina cleaned Bellamy’s ass dirty fingers next.

She did it like she was used to it.  Without question.  Like she’d licked her ass taste off other women’s fingers for years now instead of hours.

Mistress Dorothe looked over Josefina’s rear and her pussy.  It was an intimate view, but Mistress Dorothe looked a little bored. 

Bellamy marveled.  How could anyone be bored, even a little, by this lovely young woman?  Especially as her sexual freedom collapsed like a lawn chair in such a sexy way.

Right before their eyes, Josefina was changing, transforming into a sexual creature useful to Mistress Dorothe.  Josefina’s entire life, whether she knew it or not, was changing dramatically and permanently, and yet the instigator of those changes was a little bored by her work!

Mistress Dorothe judged that Bellamy’s fingers were clean enough, “Greaser Maid, stand.  I have a few questions, and you will tell the truth to your Mistress, your Mistress Dorothe who you will soon love with all your little beating migrant heart.  I deserve all the best, and that includes the truth.  Remember, I will spank you today.  How hard I spank and for how long I spank you will depend, in part, on your truthfulness.  Does the Greaser Maid understand?”

Josefina stood up from her bent-over finger licking.

“Yes, Mistress.”  Josefina looked intimidated.  She also looked amazed, like she couldn’t believe the things she’d already done today so soon after entering the honeymoon suite.

“First question.  Did you stick fingers in your grease hole last night as I instructed?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Don’t just say yes.  Follow it up by stating exactly what you did in your own words.  Try again.”

“Yes, Mistress.  This… Greaser Maid… fingered her greasy Mexi-snatch last night in her bed.”

“Did you also lick up your pussy grease from your fingers?”

“Yes, Mistress, I did.  I mean… this Greaser Maid licked her pussy juice from her fingers.”

“Did you like doing that?  Licking up your grease?  Tell the truth to your Mistress!”

Josefina looked awkwardly sincere and spoke like a shy schoolgirl… in a slutty maid outfit, “I-I mean… this Greaser Maid did like licking up her grease.”

Josefina blinked.  She looked surprised by what she’d admitted.  Surprised and ashamed, but was there a naughty little twist to her mouth?  Maybe she liked doing it, and maybe she also liked being forced to admit it.

Mistress Dorothe seductively built on Josefina’s aroused shame, “See what I mean?  You do like grease!  It’s like how some ants like sweet and some like grease.  You’re one of those grease sluts.  Tell me, did you do as I told you to do and imagine me spanking you?”

“Yes, Mistress, this Greaser Maid thought a lot about her Mistress spanking her today.”

“While you masturbated?”

“Yes, Mistress, this Greaser Maid thought about her Mistress spanking her ass while this Greaser Maid had her fingers up her greasy Mexi-snatch.”

“Good, good, good.  And I bet your orgasm was great, right?”

“Yes, Mistress, it was… an incredible orgasm for this Greaser Maid.”

“I think you get it now.  I am the gift that keeps on giving by giving you more and more and better and better orgasms.  You’ll have so many more orgasms now and with so many more people and, oftentimes, even up on a stripper stage sharing them with the world.  I know stripper clubs that encourage their strippers to use dildos up there.”

Josefina looked concerned over this ongoing talk of her becoming a stripper.

Dorothe Gerbach let those words sink in like planted seeds and moved on.

Mistress Dorothe instructed Josefina, “Tell us what you thought about the idea of your new Mistress, the loveliest woman in the world, moi, oops, I guess for you I should say “yo,” spanking your brown ass.”

“This Greaser Maid… did not like the idea.  At first.  This Greaser Maid was worried and… upset.  But then this Greaser Maid kept thinking about it and now… now, I think… I think this Greaser Maid wants her bottom spanked by her Mistress, the loveliest woman in all the world.”

Bellamy blinked rapidly.  Wow!

Holy shit!  Stick a fork in Josefina.  She was done for.  The submissiveness was cooked into her!

Mistress Dorothe said, “Patience, Greaser Maid, and I will make your dreams of getting spanked by me come true.  First, I am still concerned about hidden weaponry in your person.  Not on.  In.”

Josefina looked confused.  So was Bellamy.

Mistress Dorothe turned to Bellamy, “I know you searched her orifices with your fingers but, let’s face it, she knew a search was likely, and your fingers have much less length than her ass or her pussy have depth.  Isn’t it true that she could have secreted a weapon deeper?  Tell me it is.”

Bellamy knew what to say.  Mistress Dorothe had just told her what to say!

“Yes, Mistress, that is quite true.”

Mistress Dorothe tapped her lower lip, “I know what you can do to make this important determination, this assessment of the threat she poses.  I mean, these brown ones who swim across the Rio Grande are practically card-carrying members of Al Qaeda.  They are just as brown!”

Josefina no longer tried to explain she was a full American citizen born in America.  She knew Mistress Dorothe knew, and she knew Mistress Dorothe did not care, and she knew she could not get Mistress Dorothe to adjust and correct her statements.  Instead, she felt like she’d soon think of herself as an illegal alien who had no right to be in this country, her country of birth.

Mistress Dorothe said, “So, Bellamy, for simple common-sense security and everyone’s safety – well, mine – you’ll need to lay this Greaser Maid on the coffee table and fuck her pussy and then her ass with a dildo.  Then we’ll know.  Surely, if she has a weapon in her depths, you’ll ram into it.”

Yes, everyone saw the excuse now.  The flimsy premise.  It didn’t matter to anyone that Josefina was not armed, and nothing was up her rectum or vagina.  She would roll with this because she had no fight in her at the moment. 

In fact, she wanted to be fucked.  That’s what Mistress Dorothe did.  She forced women to want what they did not want and like what they did not want to like.

Bellamy verbally agreed with Mistress Dorothe and fetched one of the various strap-on dildos.

When she came back, Mistress Dorothe was on the chaise lounge, lounging, and Josefina lay on the coffee table, face down, not lounging.

Josefina’s head, shoulders, chest, and tummy were on the coffee table, and she knelt with her rear a little higher than the coffee table.

The runway was open for business.

Both runways.

Bellamy slotted herself into a kneeling position behind her.

Bellamy fucked Josefina’s pussy.

Josefina orgasmed in less than five minutes.


Chapter Eight

Mistress Dorothe inquired if Bellamy found any weapons “up that Mexi-snatch.”  Bellamy said she hadn’t.

Mistress Dorothe said, “Good to hear.  Proceed to check her other grease hole.  For the safety of us all.”

Yeah.  Sure.

Bellamy slid the juicy dildo into Josefina’s ass, with considerable difficulty and fucked Josefina’s ass, thrusting slowly and with ongoing difficulty. Josefina had a really tight ass! 

Mistress Dorothe, after a couple of ass-burning minutes for Josefina, became bored with Josefina’s cries being more ones of pain and not so much of pleasure, and rolled her eyes, left the main room of the suite, and returned with a small bottle of some kind of lubricant. 

She had Bellamy withdraw from Josefina’s ass, dribbled the lubricant on the dildo, and watched as Bellamy slid it back into Josefina’s ass with much less difficulty.  

Bellamy commenced to thrusting with much more ease.

Josefina’s moans and groans changed tones and became much more welcoming.

Mistress Dorothe commented, “One would think one would not need to add oil to a greaser’s ass.  Who knew?”

Bellamy and Josefina ignored her comment.  They were too into the ass-fucking.  Bellamy could tell that this was a first for Josefina.  She felt a thrill.  She’d taken Josefina’s ass virginity!

After a few minutes of mutual huffing and pumping by Bellamy and Josefina, Mistress Dorothe inquired, “Bellamy, have you found any weapons up that migrant’s border-jumping ass?”

Bellamy husked, “No, Mistress, not yet.”

“Well then… keep checking.  Check harder.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Bellamy checked harder and deeper.  She knew there was no weapon up there but, if there were one, Bellamy would drive it so far up that Josefina would never be able to get it out.  Not unless she spit it out.

Josefina pressed her head more firmly against the coffee table.  Bellamy might have thought it was in defeat, but Josefina was already well and totally defeated.  Josefina was Mistress Dorothe’s to do as she wished. 

No, it was only a slight adjustment of position as Josefina focused more tightly on the invasion of her tightest orifice.

Besides, it wasn’t like Josefina was a nay vote against her anal penetration.  She got no vote but, if she was allowed a vote, it wouldn’t be a nay vote at this point.  The young woman was quite aroused.  She looked possessed by the experience.

Bellamy knew what it was like.  When Mistress Dorothe took Bellamy’s own ass virginity, that was it, Mistress Dorothe was past all of Bellamy’s defenses, and they were beyond repair after that.  When Mistress Dorothe took Bellamy’s ass, she took all of Bellamy.

One woman taking another woman’s ass was the most dominant physical action Bellamy had experienced.  It took the soul more surely than a spanking or anything else.

Speaking of which, a couple of minutes later, both of them covered in sweat, Bellamy pumping and Josefina getting pumped, Josefina released a long groan like someone having their soul ripped out of them.

Bellamy felt victorious.  She’d made Josefina cum from her first ass fuck!  Now the young woman would never turn down an ass fuck.  Not that turning down anything was an option when controlled by Mistress Dorothe. 

Bellamy hadn’t changed whether or not Josefina would turn anything down or be able to, but maybe she had made it so Josefina would look forward to the next time she was ass-fucked. 

Maybe Bellamy – okay, mostly Mistress Dorothe – should get partial credit for any and all ass fucks Josefina ever took for the rest of her life.

Bellamy pulled out.  For a second, Josefina’s ass gaped open.  Then it spasmed as the dregs of her orgasm still fired through her body.  Her asshole flexed and closed.

Bellamy thought even Josefina’s asshole looked beautiful. 

Mistress Dorothe was a selfish, heartless bitch, but she did open up new avenues to pleasure and sensual beauty.  Josefina’s asshole may never have been discovered by any lover if Mistress Dorothe had not strip-mined her freedom.

Mistress Dorothe was none too sentimental.  She reached out and cuffed Josefina on the ear, “Lazy Greaser Maid, get to work.  Clean that dildo.  I see you’ve dirtied it.  Be sure to use that homegrown native cleaning fluid in your mouth.”

Josefina roused her aroused self and turned and crawled into place between Bellamy’s standing legs.

Bellamy could barely stand from having fucked Josefina so energetically.  And she was the fucker, not the fucked.  She knew Josefina must be only barely able to move after that orgasm, the third one she’d had since entering the room and, probably, her first ever anal orgasm.

Josefina went after the dirty dildo like a dolphin for a thrown fish.  She showed no hesitation at all in licking it and sucking on it. 

Bellamy marveled.  This young woman did not seem like the same young woman who’d entered the honeymoon suite yesterday or even today just a little while ago.

Josefina cleaned the dildo thoroughly and efficiently, and without hesitation.  Mistress Dorothe watched for any reason to punish her or to heap on added humiliation by making her go back to spots she missed, but Josefina missed not one spot.  She covered every square inch of it.  Twice over!

Bellamy saw that Mistress Dorothe looked pleased and slightly disappointed.  No doubt she had looked forward to saying, “You’ve missed a spot, spic.  Every speck must be spic and span.  When you clean it, it is really spic and spic and span.”  Something like that.

Mistress Dorothe sighed, “Alright, Greaser Maid, the time is nigh.  Lay across my lap, you filthy creature, and I will spank your ass for you.  Your type need discipline, and I will provide it out of the kindness of my heart.  However, you will owe me, and you know I have ideas.  I’ll tell you later how you must pay me.  First, come here now and lay down on my lap and present your sexy brown ass.  I’ll see what I can do to make it pink or red, at least some.”

This time Josefina did show hesitation.  She was already somewhat used to licking up strange things as part of her new “cleaning” duties.  But spanking?  That was new.

Mistress Dorothe knew Josefina must have thought a lot about this spanking and must have stressed over it. 

Mistress Dorothe had built it up intentionally and gave Josefina a day to contemplate it all to fuck with her mind.  She easily could have spanked Josefina the day before but purposely waited and purposely gave up the element of surprise.  She didn’t need it. 

She did need Josefina mind-fucked.  Basically, all submissives needed to be mind-fucked.  Submission was an ongoing state of fucked up mind. 

Mind fucking them was how you got the best fucking out of them.  That readied them to do more things sexually – more things being anything!  Beggars could not be choosers, and sluts also did not get to be choosers.

A mind-fucked state also powered them to have more frequent and bigger orgasms.  Which then fed the mindfuckery and made it more and more permanent.

Who could give up huge and frequent orgasms? 

No one!

They talked about life-changing orgasms in adult romance books, but the ones in those books had nothing on what Mistress Dorothe did to women.  She didn’t only change their lives in bed.  She changed their entire lives.

Sure, for the worse in the view of most people, but it still counted!

Josefina hesitated, but she did it.  She had no choice.  Things like this were no longer up to her.

Josefina lay across Mistress Dorothe’s lap and settled awkwardly and nervously into place.  She ended up more or less prone across the chaise lounge with her rear bumped up in height by Mistress Dorothe’s lap.

Mistress Dorothe took this opportunity to humiliate her further, “You look like you’re leaking grease from head to toe!  You’re such a greasy greaser.  No fear.  I have yet to shower.  I’ll make sure the water is hot enough to melt away any grease you leave on me.”

Bellamy realized Mistress Dorothe was referring to Josefina’s perspiration from her orgasms and fucks and pretending it was grease.

Mistress Dorothe was so damn mean!

Bellamy knew what Mistress Dorothe had told her about using racism as a tool.  Even so, she was pretty sure Mistress Dorothe was a racist.  Yet another monstrous attribute to go along with all her other ones!

Josefina looked upset as well she should be.

Mistress Dorothe pulled the plastic and far too short maid dress firmly up past Josefina’s waist.

She exclaimed, “Look at this sexy brown ass!  This isn’t a maid ass!  I do declare, this is a stripper ass just like your legs are stripper legs!  Now, before I do you the honor of spanking your ass for you and giving you the lovely pain and lovely discipline you so desperately crave, it is only right and correct that you ask me to do it.  Politely like the craven savage you know you are.”

Yes, Josefina knew what Mistress Dorothe wanted to hear.  She knew the way to say it.  Even so, it looked like she had a hard time getting started, and there was a delay.

Bellamy knew how Josefina must feel.  It was humiliating to beg for what you did not want.

Did she not want it?

She had masturbated to thoughts of being spanked.  Maybe she did want it.  But, even so, she would not want to make that public.

Mistress Dorothe had worked her over and worked her up by letting Josefina know that this spanking was coming her way.  Bellamy knew that Josefina would have gone through phases, like phases of grief, over this spanking in the last twenty-four hours.

Josefina’s five stages were likely a little different than the five stages of grief.

But the first two were the same.

Stage One: Denial.  Probably Josefina had told herself she would not allow this spanking.  That there was just no way!

Stage Two: Anger.  Once it came home to her that she would allow it and had to go through it, it probably pissed her off.

Stage Three: Bargaining.  This stage was a little different than that of dealing with grief.  It could be called the same thing, bargaining, but it was really a different form of denial.  The bargaining, for Josefina, probably consisted of her telling herself that she’d take the spanking, but she would not let it affect her. 

Maybe she thought she would tough it out or that she took it for her mother so she wouldn’t let it make her think less of herself.  Or maybe she just determined she would not cry during it.  Some kind of thought process to mitigate the consequences and effect of the spanking.

The fourth and fifth stages of grief were Depression and Acceptance.  For this situation, for Josefina, they were likely replaced and moved, respectively.  Acceptance became the fourth stage.

Stage Four: Acceptance.  At some point, it came home to Josefina that she would go back to the honeymoon suite, that Mistress Dorothe really did want to spank her, and that Josefina really would let her ass get spanked.  She accepted her fate, and that freed her mind for the fifth stage.

Stage Five: Arousal.  It was natural for arousal to ensue.  The fact Mistress Dorothe had ordered Josefina to masturbate while thinking about it helped ensure this stage, but it likely would have occurred even without that order.

Josefina was a good girl who knew she was going to be punished.  So, on some level, she’d feel naughty for facing punishment.  There was a subconscious feeling that she deserved it.

Naughtiness led to arousal.  Spanking felt risky to the mind’s eye.  Presenting her ass, her private area, for abuse had to feel risky and naughty.  Knowing she’d be nude or in this naughty maid outfit and without panties, anticipating it might occur after her “grease holes” were searched for way too long, perhaps an orgasmically long time, and while more than one set of eyes watched her submit to it, could not help but turn on a good girl like her.

A submissive young woman like her.

That was what she was right then.  Maybe Mistress Dorothe made her that way, or maybe she just tapped into what was already there.  It didn’t matter.

As Josefina thought and thought and thought about her upcoming spanking, there was no doubt she got more and more and more aroused.

Mistress Dorothe was tired of waiting. She overcame Josefina’s reluctance with a simple display of impatience.  Josefina had no idea, but this was also part of Mistress Dorothe dominating her. 

Mere impatience from Mistress Dorothe met and overcame and dominated Josefina’s profound reluctance. 

It was a profound example of Mistress Dorothe’s needs and whims far outranking Josefina’s feelings.  Where?  Inside Josefina’s mind.

“Greaser Maid, do not dare to try my patience.  You know what you need to say.  Spit it out.  All you have to do is tell the truth.  I know you filthy immigrants like to lie, but I also know you are capable of telling the truth.  Now, tell it!”

Josefina spoke urgently, and she sounded sincere.  The look on her face was one of surprise.  She thought she was telling untruths she had to speak but must be surprised by how honest she sounded and how true her words felt emotionally.

“This Greaser Maid begs her Mistress to please spank her brown ass.  This Greaser Maid wants her Mistress to please spank her filthy ass!”

Josefina’s eyes fluttered like something was in them.  The truth?  Lies?  Knowledge of her own submissiveness?

Something.

Mistress Dorothe’s plotting and manipulation was coming to fruition.

She had Josefina lying submissively across her lap, literally asking for it, and in full acceptance of what was coming her way.

Come her way, it did.

Smack!

Smack!

Josefina bucked a little, still surprised once it started.

Smack!

Smack!

Josefina settled down.

Smack!

Smack!

Josefina had a look of concentration on her face.  She was trying to control her reactions.  She was trying to lie still.  She was trying not to make any sounds.

Good luck with all that!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

“Mrrrf!” Josefina vocalized through pressed lips.  She sounded like a gagged kidnap victim trying to warn her rescuer about the kidnapper with the gun aiming at her rescuer while he worked on her bindings.

“Mrrrf!”

Smack!

“Mrrrf!”

Smack!

“Hrmmm-Mrrrf!”

Smack!

“Mrrrrf!”

Smack!

Josefina’s lips popped open.

“Urrg!”

Smack!

Josefina’s clenched teeth separated, and she opened her mouth wide.

“No!”

“Yes, Greaser Maid, yes.”

Smack!

“Stop!”

“I’ve barely begun.”

Smack!

Smack!

“Oh!  Oh!”

“Remember, you begged for it.  No take backs!”

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Josefina writhed on Mistress Dorothe’s lap.  Maybe she was trying to get away?

Smack!

Smack!

If she was trying to get away, Josefina sure wasn’t making any progress.  She writhed around but didn’t get anywhere.

Smack!

“None of that, Greaser Maid.  Settle down.”  Mistress Dorothe used her non-spanking hand to gather a handful of Josefina’s straight lustrous black hair.

Josefina did settle down, and she stayed settled down as Mistress Dorothe went back to spanking.

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Bellamy saw that Mistress Dorothe was succeeding in adding a pink shade overlay on the dark brown of Josefina’s ass.

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Josefina began crying out more and more, just emitting her sensations and emotions through her mouth.  They were not cries of protest.  It was just reaction.

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Smack!

Bellamy saw what she was looking for, what Mistress Dorothe had told her to look for.

Tears.  Rolling down Josefina’s pretty cheeks.

Bellamy, as instructed earlier before Josefina’s arrival, alerted Mistress Dorothe, “Mistress, the Greaser Maid is now crying.”

There were a few reasons to point it out to Mistress Dorothe.  Of course, the main reason was to follow Mistress Dorothe’s order to do so.

It also made sure that Josefina knew that everyone else in the room knew she was crying.  Adults did not like to cry other than for tragedies.  At any other time, they felt like babies. 

It was a way to knock the maid down another notch.  Or a bunch of notches, from adult to toddler.

Also, Bellamy told Mistress Dorothe so Mistress Dorothe could end the spanking.  Making Josefina cry was Mistress Dorothe’s goal.  Mistress Dorothe liked to do the least she needed to do to accomplish whatever she set out to do.  She was strangely efficient.

It established that Mistress Dorothe could and would inflict the full range of sensations on Josefina.  From orgasms to pain.  From the highest highs to tearful sobs.

Total control by Mistress Dorothe.

Total lack of control for Josefina.

Dominance and submission made entirely obvious to all.

Mistress Dorothe declared, “There, I’ve given you what you begged for.  You do owe me.  I’ll tell you what you owe later on.  I can tell you loved the spanking, and it aroused you despite those tears.”

Josefina unconsciously shook her head slightly.  She wasn’t rebelling, but she did not believe what Mistress Dorothe said.

Mistress Dorothe noticed, “Yes, yes, I know, your ass feels like it is on fire.  But you love pain.  You just don’t accept it yet.  You need to get used to loving pain.  The pain is good for you.  It adds to your pleasure, and it becomes one of your pleasures.  The fire in your ass, I bet, has melted your grease.  Here, I’ll check for you.”

Mistress Dorothe’s pink-hot spanking hand delved between Josefina’s legs from behind her.  Josefina lifted up on her hands like now, of all times, she finally planned to escape the effects of that hand.

However, Mistress Dorothe used her hair-holding hand to jerk Josefina back down while she dug around with her other hand.

Mistress Dorothe crowed, “I’m feeling lots of melted grease up this Mexi-snatch!  I could prove to you that you’re aroused and liked that spanking by having you suck and lick your grease off my hand.  Yum yum, I know you greasers love grease.  Why else would you be called greasers?  However, you might lie to yourself that the wetness was from something else.  So, I must prove it to you another way, the old-fashioned way.”

Bellamy thought, yes, of course, the old-fashioned way.

Wait.  What was the old-fashioned way again?

Mistress Dorothe moved her hand sideways, two fingers pointing like a double-barreled handgun, and drove them into Josefina’s pussy.  She jiggled her arm while working her fingers in and out.  The arm jiggling made her fingers into a primitive vibrator while her fingers were like a primitive dildo.

Oh!  So that was the old-fashioned way!

Not the fingering though, that was also old-fashioned.  Mistress Dorothe intended to prove Josefina’s arousal to arousal by making her orgasm.

Orgasms were undeniable proof!

Bellamy thought the old-fashioned way looked sexy.  Some things never went out of style, did they?

After a minute of this treatment, Josefina rose up again on her hands, trying to gain purchase with her feet scrabbling at the chaise lounge.  She had a look of alarm on her face.

Now she felt alarmed?   Now?

Bellamy realized why Josefina was so panicky worried. 

Mistress Dorothe’s fingers were driving her unmercifully towards an orgasm.  She did not want to welcome an orgasm under these circumstances.

She did not want to welcome it at the same time as she was hosting the terrible pain from her spanking.

She did not want to welcome an orgasm with open arms or with open legs!

She was trying to close her legs, but that only made her inner thighs hug at Mistress Dorothe’s arm.

Mistress Dorothe used her hold in Josefina’s hair to jerk her face back down into the chaise lounge.

Josefina slumped in defeat.  The fight ran out of her as the pussy juice ran out of her.

Mistress Dorothe mocked Josefina’s futile resistance, “You’re not going anywhere, Greaser Maid.  We’re going to get to the bottom of how lighting up your bottom with spanks turned you on.  Do not deny it.  Denial is not just a river in Egypt.  It is also a slutty Greaser Maid here in Philadelphia.  But you, unlike the Nile, will be rerouted.  I’ll get rid of your denial.  Say it.  Tell us you like getting spanked.  If you don’t say it, I won’t spank you ever again.  So you better say it!  You want my hand stinging your sexy ass, don’t you?  Say it, Greaser Maid, say it!”

Mistress Dorothe had just given Josefina every reason to not say it.  All she had to do was resist in this one moment, and she’d protect her ass from spanks ever after.

But Mistress Dorothe, at the same time, gave Josefina reason to say it.  Insistence on the truth.  Josefina was highly aroused, and on the point of orgasm, none too long after her long hard spanking, and that spanking and the nearing orgasm were not strangers to one another.

Pain and pleasure were no longer opposites and alien to one another.  They were intimate bedfellows.

Josefina blurted, “I did like it!  I liked being spanked!  I do want to be spanked again!  I want to cum, Mistress!”

“You’re almost there, aren’t you?  Hah!  In more ways than one.  Tell me.  I want you to say it, and I always get what I want.  At this moment, you and your total submission and complete understanding of your sluttiness are what I want.  Tell me what a slut you are and how totally you submit to me, your Mistress.  Tell me you’re ready to cum from your spanking.”

Mistress Dorothe drove doubled fingers rough and fast.  Bellamy could hear the sexy wet sounds.  Everyone could.

Bellamy thought she saw the tiniest of shrugs from Josefina with her face still hidden against the chaise lounge.

Then she rose up again, but slowly this time, cooperatively.

To make her voice easier to hear.

“Yes, Mistress, this Greaser Maid is close to cumming.”

“Yes, I know that.  Tell me some more things I already know, but perhaps you did not know until now.”

“Mistress… I’m… I am a slut, I am!”

“I like it.  You sound like an adult-themed Doctor Seuss book.  Tell me more.  Do you submit to your new Mistress?  Do you understand you are submissive and need me controlling you and telling you what to do?”

A few seconds of wet slicking sounds passed as Mistress Dorothe kept up her constant non-stop fingerfucking.

Josefina gathered her words, got them in formation, and pushed them out of her mouth like rejected poison.  But there was plenty more poison still inside her.

“I doooooo understand!  I doooo, Mistress!  I submit to you!  You are myyyyy Mistress!  I am your… your Greaser Maid.”

“Yes, and so it shall always be.  Up until you become a Greaser Stripper.  Let’s christen this life-changing event.  Instead of wine, just leak some more of your melted grease.  Yes, do go ahead and orgasm at this time.”

“Fuuuuuck yes, Mistress!”

And she did!  Josefina orgasmed on her dominator’s poking fingers!

The curse of Mistress Dorothe, for a time, seemed a blessing to the young woman.


Chapter Nine

Mistress Dorothe had Josefina attend to her various “Greaser Maid” duties after that.

Josefina cleaned Mistress Dorothe’s pussy by mouth.  She cleaned it until Mistress Dorothe came, and then she kept cleaning it. 

Josefina was in a blurry state of mind.  She became frustrated that she kept licking, and she somehow could never get her Mistress’s pussy completely clean and dry.

She might have to lick it all day.

She might not mind.

Her knees only hurt a little sunk into the thick plush honeymoon suite carpet.  She may as well lick pussy here where her knees were spared as opposed to some hard floor.

That was the blurry way her thoughts scattered.

Another blurry way of thinking was that she thought Mistress Dorothe should get an orgasm.  She was the Mistress!

The Mistress?

She was Josefina’s Mistress.  It was hard for her to believe but harder for her to deny what with her face pressing into her dominator’s sex and her tongue desperate to serve Mistress Dorothe.

That spanking.  She’d hated it.  It hurt. 

And it also made her cum like gangbusters.

And it did something else.  Mistress Dorothe seemed different to her.  Josefina knew it was the same spoiled young woman.  Mistress Dorothe had not changed.  She only seemed changed.

Mistress Dorothe seemed changed because she had changed Josefina. 

Josefina felt changed in her viewpoint.  Mistress Dorothe was cruel and mean and arrogant and had treated Josefina extremely unfairly.

And yet… it felt like the way Mistress Dorothe treated her was exactly right.  Josefina deserved it.  It was a fair unfair. 

After Mistress Dorothe, Josefina the Greaser Maid had to clean Miss Bellamy’s pussy.

Josefina knew Mistress Dorothe was the superior between the two and that she also dominated Miss Bellamy even though Miss Bellamy dominated Josefina.

It was strange.  Miss Bellamy was an incredible beauty in every detail, including her beautiful pussy. Mistress Dorothe could not hold a candle to her if you simply looked at photos of the two of them side by side. 

Even so.  Josefina preferred to service, to go down on, to “clean” Mistress Dorothe’s pussy.  She felt her cleaning efforts were somewhat wasted on Miss Bellamy.  She should be serving Mistress Dorothe!  Directly, not indirectly.

If she’d had a choice, she would go down on Mistress Dorothe over Miss Bellamy any hour of any day of any week.

That spanking.  Josefina’s ass still hummed from it and blazed from it when she moved or flexed her rear, and it was liquid fire when she bumped her ass against anything.  It hurt if her ass even brushed something or if she touched it! 

It was horrible how Mistress Dorothe had spanked her.  Josefina knew she was a naughty slutty Greaser Maid for liking it so much she orgasmed from it.

Yesterday and today, at first, she’d been angry at how Mistress Dorothe treated her like an inferior being, as someone or maybe even something less than her.

But now… she agreed.

She wasn’t an immigrant, legal or otherwise, she wasn’t a “border jumper” or a “wetback” or “Mexi” or a “spic” or any of those terrible terms for people. 

Technically she wasn’t a member of any of those groups.

But Mistress Dorothe thought she was or probably knew she wasn’t but liked to treat her that way….

If she was one to Mistress Dorothe or Mistress Dorothe wanted her to be one then… maybe… she should be one for Mistress Dorothe.

Miss Bellamy came on Josefina’s mouth, and Josefina licked up her spend like she was on a mission.

She even thought, “This spic needs to get every speck!”

If Mistress Dorothe could think of her in those nasty terrible ways and had the courage to say it out loud, then it seemed the least Josefina could do was to follow her Mistress’s dark example.

Mistress Dorothe, the anti-role model.

Blurry thinking.  Lots of blurry thinking.

Mistress Dorothe noticed Bellamy's orgasm and spoke to Josefina as Josefina wiped the back of her arm across her mouth.

“Greaser Maid, the girl juice of white people is a tremendous honor to the filthy likes of you.  Inside this room, always leave it on your face.  Now attend to your lesser cleaning duties.  Here is my guidance on that.  There is no reason for you to walk on two legs inside this suite.  You will crawl about though you may stand to reach higher places that need cleaning.  Crawl around and show off that spanked ass.  Bell Bell, follow her about and, if she misses a spot or stands without good reason, nail that ass.  Greaser Maid, when you feel the room is as clean as you can make it, return to your Mistress.  I will have exciting special instructions for you!  I will reveal to you how you will pay me back for graciously spanking your brown ass.”

Josefina wasn’t sure if she was supposed to answer, but it seemed like an opportunity to ingratiate herself to Mistress Dorothe. 

“Yes, Mistress, this Greaser Maid understands.  Your Greaser Maid will obey.”

It shocked her ears and her mind, even through her mental blurriness.  She belonged to someone else!  This was not the handsome guy she’d wished for.  Instead, it was a total bitch!

But… at least Mistress Dorothe was rich.  That part of Josefina’s fantasy held true.

She fervently wanted Mistress Dorothe to like her new Greaser Maid. 

She knew she’d mentally squirmed, trying to find a way to get away from Dorothe Gerbach and the new sex duties in the honeymoon suite.  Yesterday, she’d even called Ms. Holloway looking for help getting out of it. 

All that earlier reluctance seemed odd to Josefina at that moment.  Why would she want to get away from her Mistress?  It made no sense!

Now her concern was Mistress Dorothe getting bored with her or rejecting her.  She must try to be as obedient and as submissive, and as sexy as she could be for her Mistress!

Josefina went crawling, with her spray bottle in one hand and a washcloth in the other.  It felt so strange and humiliating to crawl, but the humiliation was the water she swam in – after plunging into it – each time she entered this honeymoon suite.

Josefina felt a brief moment of Thank God clarity.  Thank God this honeymoon suite was a self-contained oasis of lesbian submission for her.  Like a pool you went swimming in.  You swam, then you got out, got dressed, went about your life.

She could be as submissive or as slutty or as lesbian as she wanted to be while here.  Or as much as Mistress Dorothe wanted her to be.  Then she’d leave and be herself, the good and normal heterosexual Josefina.

Thank God none of this could or would affect her actual life or reputation.  Once she left for college, all this would fade like a bad dream.

Josefina went about, on all fours, highly conscious of Miss Bellamy following her.  She knew Bellamy was probably looking at her ass.  Josefina couldn’t blame her.  It probably looked sexy, red and sore from the spanking.  Maybe it even looked like it was lit from within which, she guessed, it sort of was.

Crawling pushed her ass out and around, stretched her sore skin, and kept reminding her body of the spanking by sending new flashes of pain.  The pain served to remind her of the orgasm that followed the spanking.

That orgasm hadn’t just followed the spanking.  It was an extension of the spanking.  The spanking made the orgasm as big as it was.

She realized she was moistening again.  Crawling, humiliated, watched from behind, spank pain ebbing and flowing, she became more and more aroused.  Again!

Cleaning had never been so sexy!

She became more and more aroused as she went along.  She was as thorough as she could be.  She was so thorough that Miss Bellamy never spanked her. 

That was another thing lacking in Miss Bellamy – along with riches, racism, and arrogance.  Josefina was sure that if Mistress Dorothe were following her around that Mistress Dorothe certainly would have found false reasons to spank her. 

She was also sure it would hurt and that she’d get more aroused. 

Josefina wondered if she might be gifted with another orgasm before she left this suite and what she might need to do to get it.  Whatever it was, she bet Mistress Dorothe would succeed in making her do it.  Josefina doubted she’d put up much, if any, resistance.

It just got to a point when you were defeated every time, and when serving your Mistress’s will, racist Mistress or not, led to orgasms, that you had to question if resistance was wise or stupid.

There were two times cleaning the honeymoon suite that the cleaning was so humiliating, and that Mistress Dorothe involved herself, that the humiliation was almost… Josefina could think of no other word for it… exquisite.

It was as mentally exquisite as the spanking was physically painful, or orgasms were physically pleasurable.

The first was when she was cleaning the toilet.  No one liked to clean toilets.  It was gross, and it was personal, far too personal.  Even when they were clean, like this one was, it always popped into Josefina’s mind that asses that had sat on them.

She just gritted her teeth, usually, and quickly took care of business and thought about how, one day when she was successful or famous, she would joke about how far she’d come from her days of cleaning toilets.  Everyone would think she was making it up when she told them about her time as a maid.

She didn’t like cleaning toilets, but at least it was private.  It was a private cleaning.  She did not do it in front of the guests, and the few who were in the rooms when she cleaned had no desire to watch her clean.

This time was different.  And not only because she was dressed like a slutty maid, or aroused, or because she was on hand and knees, or that her ass possibly glowed like Rudolph’s red nose.

Miss Bellamy watched Josefina cleaning it.  That watched feeling was really something.  No one wanted to be watched, not like this, and yet it turned Josefina on.

Because Miss Bellamy watched, Josefina had to do a more detailed job of it.  She couldn’t miss a spot.

And then Mistress Dorothe came in and also watched.  Josefina was highly conscious of her presence and her watchfulness.

Mistress Dorothe took this opportunity to mock Josefina.

Of course, she did.

“Greaser Maid, you look so natural down there, you and your buddy the toilet.  I should take pictures.  Maybe I could have someone photoshop it to make it look like one of those roller coaster photos, you and the toilet clinging in terror with one another.  How sweet!  Let’s do this.  Go ahead.  Give your toilet buddy a big hug and look up at me all sexy as can be.”

What could Josefina do?

She could not say no.

So… she did it.

That mean Mistress Dorothe humiliating her again and even making her think Mistress Dorothe might take a nasty photo of her!

Josefina hugged at the toilet, pressed her cheek to the front rim, and looked up at Mistress Dorothe while pouting her full red lips out in a way she hoped was sexy.  Even now, even like this, she wanted to look sexy for her new Mistress.

She looked up at Mistress Dorothe with warm brown eyes in a way that she hoped looked and certainly felt submissive.

Mistress Dorothe took the photo with her smartphone just a fraction of a moment before it registered with Josefina that the talk of taking her picture was  not a cruel joke.  It was cruel reality!

The subsequent photos Mistress Dorothe took captured Josefina’s shock and dismay and the way her arms loosened the hug, and how she pulled her cheek away from the toilet.

But it was too late and Josefina knew it was too late.

She protested this.  To herself.  She hadn’t given Mistress Dorothe permission to do it!

That, of course, was silly.  She knew it was not up to her to permit or to deny anything.

She knew she could not ask Mistress Dorothe to erase the photos and knew, even if she could muster the will to ask, Mistress Dorothe would not do it.

Mistress Dorothe would have those photos forever.

Unless she gave them away to someone….

Which would be terrible.  Right now, only Mistress Dorothe had power over her, but anyone else with photos like this would have power over her. 

Josefina’s overabundance of subservience amped up.  She thought she better do everything that Mistress Dorothe wanted.  Every single thing.  As quickly and as well and as pleasingly as she possibly could.

The irony that she almost instantly planned to reward Mistress Dorothe for taking the humiliating photos of her, to reward instead of rebelling against her, was lost on her. 

But her mind did, instead, quickly grasp onto something else.  She could do anything and everything Mistress Dorothe wanted her to do, and she could justify it.  Mistress Dorothe had nasty nude toilet-hugging photos of her!  She had to do it!

She wouldn’t have to enjoy the things Mistress Dorothe made her do but probably would and could hopefully find a way to excuse her enjoyment with her fear of possible blackmail.

She could have all the benefits of a slut and of a sympathetic victim all at the same time.

Didn’t they say that the best way to handle blackmailers was to do everything they wanted and act like you liked it and to do it before they even bothered to make a threat?  Didn’t someone say that somewhere?

Mistress Dorothe mockingly lorded over her, “Isn’t that so cute, a Greaser Maid and her toilet.  Well, one of them is cute.  Greaser Maids are total toilet sluts.  Wait, I’m sure we can further the alliteration.  Greaser Maid, have you heard of alliteration?  All-lit-er-a-tion.  Do they even have that in Mexico?  I’ll say it this way; Greaser Maids are total toilet tarts.  There, that worked.”

Josefina wasn’t sure if she was supposed to keep hugging the toilet or not.  In the absence of new instructions, she continued following the old ones and kept hugging.

Then Mistress Dorothe did have new instructions.

“Greaser Maid, for my next photos, give your sexy toilet some sexy licks with your sexy tongue.  Do it sideways so I can see your face.  Be sure to look as sexy as you can!”

Mistress Dorothe had done the seemingly impossible.

Somehow, Mistress Dorothe had made things even worse, even more humiliating!

Josefina had vowed to herself to do everything Mistress Dorothe wanted and as pleasingly as she could. 

She had to keep her vow, didn’t she?  She was a good, honest, honorable naughty slut, wasn’t she?

She knew it was not to her benefit to obey, she knew it was so unfair and so humiliating, but she kept her face turned towards Mistress Dorothe while licking sideways at the toilet rim, and she tried to look as sexy as she could.

She found it was easy to look sexy because she felt so sexy.  Sexy and aroused.

Her arousal, her building arousal, surprised her.

She felt so entirely dominated.  She was underwater and drowning in subservience. 

She felt owned by this young bitch.  She felt possessed by Mistress Dorothe.  She was one of Mistress Dorothe’s belongings.  She was no longer her own person.

She felt like Greaser Maid and not at all like Josefina Dominguez.

Mistress Dorothe took a few more photos and then gave more directions.  Josefina found herself oddly eager to get more directions and bizarrely reluctant for this phase of her self-esteem demolition to come to an end.

“Greaser Maid, let’s get some short video to document who you are.  You know, a day in the life sort of Greaser Maid documentary.  Maybe we’ll show it all over this great country to young Mexican women considering a career as Greaser Maids.  That way they’ll see it is definitely the life for them.  I can use it as a recruiting tool.”

Oh no!  Her sluttiness might get used to recruit other women into this same sexy life trap?  Poor Josefina and poor them.

“Greaser Maid, I want you to smile sexily at my smartphone, then tilt your head, lick your sexy red lips, and then lick all around the inner rim of the toilet bowl.  Don’t worry about looking at the camera.  I’ll have your face at the start of it.”

Oh, God.

Josefina did it.  This was it.  She couldn’t get any lower.  She didn’t think so.  She was literally in the toilet.  At least her face was.

She felt butterflies in her tummy.  She felt a ticklish vibration thrumming at her clitoris.

She licked all the way around the chilly porcelain rim of the toilet.  She’d already cleaned it, so it wasn’t dirty.  She tasted the bleach of the cleaning fluids, though.

She did it, and then she looked up, smiled, and tried to look like a happy slut for her Mistress. 

Mistress Dorothe cut off the video and then whispered into Miss Bellamy’s ear.

Josefina doubted that was a good sign.  What needed to be kept secret from a Greaser Maid?  Only something bad for the Greaser Maid!

Then Mistress Doorthe looked at Josefina for a long moment.  Josefina wondered how Mistress Dorothe’s eyes could be so cold and yet make her feel so hot. 

It felt like Mistress Dorothe’s eyes looked through her in detail better than any X-ray or CT scan ever could.  Josefina felt read and understood but in a bad way, like she lost all her secrets and all her privacy, even the things private from herself.

“Greaser Maid, let's shoot another video.  Start the same way and then, this time, lick all over under the toilet seat.  Every speck, you filthy spic!  Make mouth love to that toilet seat.  And, this time, keep doing it until you cum for your Mistress.  We need to show all the aspiring Greaser Maids out there how sexy it is to be a Greaser Maid.  How orgasmic it will be for them.  That way, they won’t need other benefits like paid vacation time.  Who needs that when they get orgasms?”

Lick it… until she orgasmed?

But… she’d never orgasm doing that!

Someone better call Ms. Holloway.  She was going to be here a looooong time.

“Ready set, action, Greaser Maid.”

Oh, it was time!  Already!  Mistress Dorothe held up her smartphone.

Josefina gave it a slow sexy smile.  It didn’t feel like acting.  For some reason, she did feel sexy.  All this attention! 

Josefina had learned a secret.  All she had to do to get attention was lick toilets.  That was the secret!  She bet most people did not know that. 

She bet that was why most Greaser Maids never achieved all the sexiness they could.

Too bad for them!

Josefina smiled wide and sexy.  It was a natural, genuine sexy smile even under the unnatural circumstances.  She was finding her sexy.  It started yesterday, it kept going through the night, into today’s shift, and now it was hitting some kind of peak.

Josefina, self-inspired, darkly and naughtily inspired, licked her full red lips lasciviously. 

She saw Mistress Dorothe blink and look a little startled.

So Josefina wasn’t the only one surprised by her actions!

Josefina turned to the toilet, rose up on her knees, and leaned in.  She licked the underside of the seat.  It was in the up position.  She couldn’t taste any cleaner.  She realized she hadn’t cleaned it.  But she mentally shrugged.  She didn’t taste anything.

Who cared what she did or did not taste anyway.  She was only a Greaser Maid.  Josefina was sure of that.

Josefina felt lusty and needy and willing to do anything or to let anything be done to her.  She felt slutty, and she owned her being owned sluttiness.

She licked sloppily, but in a sexy way, tongue extended, tongue tip curling back and forth, her tongue sweeping powerfully over the smooth surface.  She felt her breasts chilled by the porcelain, and she hugged up to the toilet like it was her lover.  Her breasts slid on the rim to either side, and they bulged outward, seeming to pour down over the porcelain.

This toilet was her lover, for the moment.

But not her only lover, as she soon found out.

She felt contact!  With her pussy!

She was so startled that she craned her neck to look behind her.  It was Miss Bellamy cupping her pussy. 

Then she glanced up uncertainly and saw Mistress Dorothe frown at her.

Josefina wondered what was she thinking, looking around like that and without being told to do it?  She was only a Greaser Maid!

Josefina turned back to the toilet and made love to it with her mouth.  She felt Miss Bellamy’s fingers split her folds and spread her pussy lips.  She felt Miss Bellamy’s fingers seek inward, and they felt uncanny.

Then she felt Miss Bellamy lightly find her clitoris!  A gentle contact made profound under the circumstances and after all the pain from the spanking.

Then Miss Bellamy pressed on Josefina’s clitoris!

Then Miss Bellamy rubbed!

Then… Greaser Maid orgasmed while slung across the toilet, her breasts bulging against the rim and her tongue spasming out of her mouth, flopping against the toilet seat.


Chapter Ten

Josefina wasn’t much for cleaning after that.

Except for one more thing.

One more humiliation, right after the most humiliating orgasm of her life, hugging and loving up on a toilet.  While videoed doing it!

Mistress Dorothe had Josefina crawl to the small breakfast nook table and then set a plate down on the floor.

It was Mistress Dorothe’s breakfast plate from yet another room service breakfast feast.

As promised, Mistress Dorothe pointed out the grease smears left by the strips of bacon she’d eaten that morning. 

“Lick up that grease, Greaser Maid.  You are what you eat, and it looked like you need a refill, a topping off of your grease, after all the melted grease you’ve dripped out of your Mexi-snatch.”

Josefina did not protest this abuse or the racism.  She was in a dark place where everything Mistress Dorothe said sounded sensible and true.  A very dark place indeed.

Josefina bent her head and licked and sucked at the grease.  Her mouth filled with bacon flavor, and that flavor dwarfed the taste of pussy.

Mistress Dorothe said, “There.  Keep that grease flavor in your mouth for the rest of your shift.  It will remind you what you are.  Now, as to after your shift, I have an important mission for you.”

A mission?  Josefina felt torn.  She should get home to her mom after work.  Also, she needed rest.  However… that seemed boring after all this excitement.  Did Mistress Dorothe have something special for her to do?

She did want to help her new Mistress in any way she could.  She thought she’d do anything for her.  If not, then she was sure Mistress Dorothe would make her do it.  Good for Mistress Dorothe!

Josefina looked up wide-eyed at Mistress Dorothe.  She was all ears.

“Greaser Maid, we need to show the effect of the training video that stars you.  I will call it “How to Make a Greaser Maid Useful.”  I need a subject, someone who can also be a Greaser Maid.  A test case.  Also, let’s face it, someone as special as me really should have at least two Greaser Maids.  You spend so much of your time preoccupied with your own pleasures while making extra messes by having all these orgasms all over.  I simply must have two of you.”

Another… one like her?  Josefina wondered if anyone was as low as her and where Mistress Dorothe could find such lowly creatures.

Mistress Dorothe knew where to find one.

By extension.

And delegation.

“Greaser Maid, you are to help your Mistress on her quest for Greaser Maid Number Two.  I hear that greasers flock together, and I know that hotties also flock together.  You are young and were thinking crazy about wasting your time in college.  I have no doubt you have a sexy friend who will make a perfect second Greaser Maid.  You will bring her to me.  Tonight.”

One of Josefina’s friends!?!  Josefina could never do that!  Anyway, she had no friends who were maids, here at this hotel or anywhere.

“Ah, Mistress, none of my friends are maids.  None of them work here either.”

“Don’t be silly, Greaser Maid.  They don’t need to be employed here; they only need to do work here.  Which almost isn’t work considering all these orgasms.  Do not worry your small slutty brain.  I can tell you now.  Ms. Holloway is one of my creatures who does what I tell her to do and is eager to perform for me.  Just bring your friend here tonight at eight o’clock.  I want some entertainment prior to Mother’s Day tomorrow, and your friend is volunteered by me but chosen by you.  The rule is, she must be as sexy as you.  If not you will be punished and you will later need to bring me two of your friends instead of only one.  Also, I will have Ms. Holloway complain to your mother that you are slutty but not slutty enough.”

Josefina felt horror, “But… how can I… I mean… how…?”

“Yes, yes, I know, we need to keep it simple for one with your brain size.  Bring your sexiest friend here, and I will see if I can make her into another Greaser Maid.  You get to watch and, who knows, maybe help in certain naughty ways.  So naughty that you will get to feel guilty later on!  As to how to get her here, simply tell her all about your experiences.  I mean, in every little tiny sexy detail.  Leave nothing out.  Not one thing!  But tell her you need her to come with you to witness what happens to you in this suite for herself because no one will believe you.  Tell her you need a witness to save you from my depredations, one able to testify to all things.”

She couldn’t!  Josefina knew she could not do what her Mistress asked of her.

But… if she had to… who would she choose?

Mistress Dorothe swatted at Josefina’s rear, “Get out of here, Greaser Maid.  I don’t want to see you until eight o’clock, and then I want to see double sexiness.  Oh, yes, make sure your friend dresses sexy in a mini-skirt.  Now get, get, get.”

Mistress Dorothe delivered a few more swats as Josefina scrambled on all fours to the door of the suite.  She stood just as the sexy bodyguard opened the door, then she stumbled into the hallway in her slutty maid outfit, and the door closed firmly behind her.

The End

…Until Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 15…
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*Can Mistress Dorothe obtain another Greaser Maid, one as sexy as Josefina, but one who isn’t even paid?
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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!

Book 12:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 12

A sexy young adult police officer, redheaded Rosetta walked into Mistress Dorothe's honey trap honeymoon suite for her second job interview to become a female bodyguard for the wealthy socialite.  Since walking in, she’s done very little walking!  Well, not on two feet….  Exactly how, cough cough, in-depth is this interview?  Mistress Dorothe is about to make her grand entrance!  What does Mistress Dorothe intend to do to her?  To her body, to her mind, and to her soul?

Book 13:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 13

Police Officer Rosetta Wright comes back to her senses in the honeymoon suite honey trap of Mistress Dorothe.  Or does she?  Mistress Dorothe is not done with her and Rosetta is far too aroused and submissive and cooperative for her own good.  Mistress Dorothe wants her to commit to signing a contract.  Can Rosetta resist committing herself to a life as Mistress Dorothe’s second submissive bodyguard?  Mistress Dorothe likes to have multiple irons in the fire and she has scheduled the new maid, Josefina, for seduction and domination. Can Mistress Dorothe dominate another maid?

Book 14:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 14

The new maid, Josefina, succumbed once to Mistress Dorothe’s advances and what a once it was!  Terrible and wonderful at the same time.  Josefina isn’t even a lesbian!  If she was, she would not want to be a submissive one and would want nothing to do with a racist.  But it is what it is.  It happened.  Now what?  Mistress Dorothe no longer has the element of surprise and Josefina has no intention of submitting again.  However, Dorothe has many other elements other than surprise on her side….

“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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