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Mistress Dorothe Wants a Second Do-Anything Sex Maid, and She Always Gets What She Wants


Chapter One

Like walking through a magical portal, Josefina returned to her senses as soon as she left the honeymoon suite.

Or, rather, she thought she did.  But people who’d lost their senses often felt they had a full recovery when they only recovered part of the way.  They noticed a change, an improvement, and assumed they were changed all the way back to normal.

Not so in this case.

The hotel hallway's cooler, less humid, less aromatic air was like a slap on Josefina’s face.  One she thought brought her back to her senses.

Josefina felt a second mental slap on the face when she saw one of the other maids, a solid middle-aged woman of uncertain descent, looking at her from across her maid cart down by another room. 

The other maid looked at Josefina with surprise at her outfit and disapproval when she noticed her heated state.

Josefina blushed.  She felt like it was obvious she’d had sex inside the honeymoon suite.  Good thing it at least couldn’t be obvious she had hugged and licked a toilet while orgasming!

Josefina took the elevator down to the main floor and to the break room.  On the way, she had to pass two more maids.  Maids who worked with her mom!  Josefina was certain someone would tell her mom about how she dressed once her mom returned to work.

What would she say to Mom if Mom asked about it?  Try to tell her it was a lie?  That wouldn’t work.  More than one person might tell her mom the same thing. 

Also, Josefina was no liar.

Then again, what did she know about herself?  Yesterday morning when she arrived at the hotel, she would have confidently told anyone who asked that she wasn’t a lesbian or a submissive.

Or a “greaser!”  Or a “spic!”

Well, she wasn’t one.  She wasn’t one of any of those things.  Not really.

She also was not a liar.  Even if she was a naughty slut, or something, she was still a good girl.  Good girls did not lie!

So, what would she tell Mom?

Something about a costume party?  At work? 

Wait.  Darn.  That would also be a lie!

Josefina fully realized she would lie.  She’d have to!  She couldn’t tell the truth!

At least she wouldn’t have to look Mom in the face.  Once Mom was ready to come back to work, Josefina would be off to college.  If someone said something to Mom and Mom asked about it, she’d have to ask it over the phone.

Yeah, college.  She’d almost forgotten about college and how much she was looking forward to it.

She’d be off at college… or…

… maybe… up on a stage stripping if Mistress Dorothe got her way.  That did seem farfetched, and Josefina had no desire to strip.  Just the opposite! 

However, Mistress Dorothe seemed to have a way of getting her way and a way of having her way with Josefina.

Well, Hell’s bells, even if she was stripping, she wouldn’t have to look Mom in the eyes over her maid outfit.  Mom did not go to strip clubs and, if she did, the new concerns she had from seeing her daughter up on stage would dwarf any concern over a slutty maid outfit.  It would make her mom yearn for her daughter to at least wear a slutty maid outfit instead of being completely nude.

Completely nude.  Up on a stage.  With lots of strangers watching her.

Josefina guessed she would have to perform or something.  Dance, she guessed.  Maybe crawl around or roll around on a nasty stage shared with other strippers.  Maybe she’d climb a pole!

Josefina felt a pulse of arousal.  Well, maybe it was okay to fantasize a little.  Maybe she would do that while she masturbated.  You could fantasize about anything, and that was perfectly fine.  You just could never ever do it!

Josefina took her normal maid outfit to the restroom and changed into it.  She stuffed the naughty maid outfit into her purse in the break room.  Then she went off cleaning rooms.  Normal rooms.  Not some lesbian orgy room. 

It felt so strange to clean rooms and act like a normal maid after what she’d done in the honeymoon suite.

What she needed to worry about right then was not what happened when her mom heard about how she was dressed.  She had a bigger concern and one she had to figure out much more quickly.

Mistress Dorothe wanted Josefina to bring one of her friends to the honeymoon suite tonight!

In order for that friend to, supposedly, become a “Greaser Maid” like Josefina!

There was no way Josefina could do that to anyone she knew!  She wouldn’t even do that to someone she didn’t know!

She wouldn’t do that to her worst enemy!

She couldn’t anyway.  Mistress Dorothe was her worst enemy.  She couldn’t bring Mistress Dorothe to Mistress Dorothe!

Also… there was no way she could not bring someone to Mistress Dorothe.  Mistress Dorothe controlled Josefina’s job because she controlled Ms. Holloway.

Ms. Holloway!  That bitch!

Josefina would never have thought Ms. Holloway was some submissive lesbian.  But then again, she bet no one thought Josefina was one either. 

Well, she wasn’t.  But she bet no one thought she was susceptible to submissive lesbian temporary insanity.

Mistress Dorothe controlled Ms. Holloway, who controlled Josefina’s job, which controlled her mom’s job status and health insurance.  Mom’s back was mending, but she wouldn’t be ready for work for a couple more months.

Also, Mistress Dorothe now had pictures of Josefina.  And video!

Josefina had to at least make it look like she was obeying.

Who could she bring to Mistress Dorothe anyway?  Josefina was Hispanic, but most of her friends were white. 

Mistress Dorothe made it clear it had to be someone beautiful.

Josefina had a few Hispanic friends, but none of the ones not off at college met Mistress Dorothe’s physical beauty requirements.  Mistress Dorothe would take one look at them, refuse to let them in, and proclaim that Josefina had disobeyed her.

Josefina had a thought.  She had to obey and she had to get out from under Mistress Dorothe.  What if she could do both at once?

First, Mistress Dorothe had not actually stated that the friend Josefina brought had to be Hispanic.  She only said that she’d try to train whoever it was to be a “Greaser Maid.”  The definition of that was not clear.  Could a white woman be a greaser maid?

It didn’t matter.  She had no pretty Hispanic friend that she could bring.  That wasn’t even an option. 

It also did not matter because, whoever she brought, they would not become like Josefina.  They would not be a “Greaser Maid.” 

Josefina would make sure of that, but all she had to do was to let nature take its course.  What Mistress Dorothe wanted was unnatural.  Almost anyone would recognize that and easily avoid giving her what she wanted.

Yeah, Josefina had fallen into it, but she’d only fallen into it because of her mom’s job status and health status. 

Whoever she brought would have no such disadvantage.  There was no way Mistress Dorothe could get them to do one-tenth of the things Josefina had done, let alone become some unpaid volunteer “Greaser Maid.”

Sweet Jesus, even Josefina at least got paid!

If Josefina brought a white friend, she bet Mistress Dorothe would be so surprised and disconcerted that she wouldn’t even try to make the friend into a “Greaser Maid.” 

That would work.  As for getting out from under Mistress Dorothe, maybe the friend she brought could get their hands on Mistress Dorothe’s smartphone.  That would be theft technically but, then again, Mistress Dorothe had stolen those images and stolen those opportunities to compromise Josefina.

Failing that, the friend could observe how Mistress Dorothe treated Josefina.  Josefina would tell whoever it was all about the things Mistress Dorothe did to her and made her do.  Then the friend would see a little with her own eyes, at least that Mistress Dorothe existed and had some funky expectations.

Josefina wouldn’t have sex in front of her friend.  No!  Nothing like that!  But maybe her friend would witness Mistress Dorothe calling Josefina names and expecting her to do things, naughty things.  Then Josefina would have a witness but not a witness to her sluttiness.  She wanted no witness to that part of her nature.

The friend she brought could, later on, vouch for Josefina if the slutty maid outfit came to Josefina’s mom’s attention.  The friend could verify that Josefina was forced to wear it under threat to her job – a job Josefina was trying to hold down for Mom. 

That could make wearing the slutty maid outfit almost heroic!

Or maybe the friend could act as a witness if Josefina told Mistress Dorothe to leave her alone or else.  Weren’t rich people like Dorothe Gerbach worried about their public images?

Maybe Josefina had more leverage than she thought!

She knew which friend to involve in this. 

Valeri was perfect! 

Well, no one was perfect to hear about Josefina’s embarrassing sexual weakness.  That much perfection wasn’t possible.  But Valeri was as close to perfect as Josefina could get.

It had already crossed her mind earlier, before going back to Mistress Dorothe’s room, that maybe she should get advice from Valeri.  Valeri had dealt with addiction issues as an adolescent, and she beat her problem.  She was strong, but she understood weakness.

Valeri was also accepting of people.  Josefina had seen her smile indulgently as friends or strangers made asses of themselves.  She wasn’t judgmental, and she was tolerant.

Valeri was also beautiful.  She definitely fit Mistress Dorothe’s beauty requirement.

Josefina would call her and ask to meet up with her.  It would be hard but she’d tell Valeri all about the situation and the things Josefina got involved in with Mistress Dorothe.  All of them?  Josefina could barely stand thinking about what she’d done.  It was so embarrassing! 

But maybe it would be a relief of sorts.  A secret shared is a burden shared? Perhaps it would lighten the load of guilt and shame.

She had to tell Valeri everything.  That was what Mistress Dorothe had told Josefina to do, and Mistress Dorothe might ask Valeri questions to make sure she had. 

Josefina had to do all that Mistress Dorothe required of her but in such a way that Mistress Dorothe would fail.  That way, Mistress Dorothe would blame herself for failure and couldn’t hold it against Josefina.

That was the plan, and it was the best Josefina could do.

Her first hint things might not go as smoothly as she hoped was later that day when she went to Valeri’s place to meet with her as they’d arranged.  It had to be at Valeri’s place because Josefina lived in terror of her mom getting any hint of what was going on with her.

Valeri had a studio apartment, cheap but in a decent neighborhood.  It was the upper back half of a house with an exterior staircase. 

Valeri wasn’t a college girl.  She was smart but couldn’t afford college and couldn’t get a scholarship because her addiction led her to mess up her grades.

Her family was just her mother, and her mother was almost criminally irresponsible.  Valeri was forced to grow up quickly and moved out on her own as part of her recovery from addiction. 

Her mom had too many drug users visiting and sometimes sleeping over.  Her mom left drugs lying around.  That was how Valeri got started using.  She had to move out to stay away from using.  It was way too easy to use when the drugs were just laying around all around.

It really was amazing what Valeri had lived through and that she was on her feet and independent despite all her disadvantages in life. 

She worked as a waitress at a deluxe breakfast restaurant that served food all day but specialized in breakfast.  Their catchphrase was, “Every meal all day long is perfect for a breakfast meal!”  The waitresses had to say it to each table when they came up and introduced themselves. 

Valeri liked to joke, laughing at herself, “I have to say every day all day long that every meal all day long is perfect for a breakfast meal.”

Valeri let her in, “Excuse the mess, Josi.  Sometimes I wish I had a roommate, so I had someone to blame it on.”

Valeri often called Josefina Josi, and Josefina liked the shortened version of her name.  If she didn’t like it, Valeri would have stopped.  That was how Valeri was; considerate and never bitchy.

Valeri was a blonde who almost always had her hair in a ponytail.  Today was no different.  She looked like a star college quarterback’s girlfriend, and no one would suspect from looking at her the challenges she’d faced and triumphed over.  A broken home, a miserable mother, drug addiction, and then making her way on her own.

Guys loved her, but she didn’t have a boyfriend.  She said her counselor told her some young women get addicted to a romantic relationship just as badly they do drugs.  The counselor said Valeri had an addictive personality and had to be cautious. 

So, Valeri was avoiding relationships.  She knew how to have fun, but she did it in a measured way.  She was more of a people watcher than a person who was watched, despite her great looks.

Josefina flopped down on the couch Valeri had found out on the curb recently.  Someone else’s trash became Valeri’s central piece of furnishing.  She moved a small heap of sweatshirts a bit further down the couch.

“I don’t care about fancy.  You’ve seen our place.”

“Yes, well, it isn’t fancy, but it is fancy-er.  And a lot cleaner.  I’m nervous that now that you’re a maid, you’re going to be a clean freak.”

Josefina thought about how dirty nasty she’d gotten up in the honeymoon suite.

“No, no risk of that, Valeri.  The maid thing is what I need to talk to you about.”

Valeri joked, “What, is there a big opportunity for me to become a maid?  Can I make fifty cents more per hour?  No thanks, Josi.  I’ll do what I have to do to make ends meet.  Anything but be a maid.  I’d rather be a streetwalker.  No offense.”

“None taken.  It’s sort of funny you mention an opportunity.  That is what I need to talk with you about.  Brace yourself.  You’ll be shocked.”

“I doubt it,” said Valeri.

But… she was.

Josefina told her everything.  Except for the orgasms.  She didn’t want Valeri thinking she got off on being mistreated by “Mistress Dorothe.” 

She also left out her feelings and masturbatory experiences from last night.  The masturbation fell in the orgasm category anyway.

She did not want Valeri to think she liked any of it. 

She started by telling Valeri how she had to wear the slutty maid outfit for the first time yesterday.

Valeri sympathetically expressed horror.  But she didn’t overreact about it.  She was a good listener.  She let Josefina know how it must have been hard for her and how she knew Josefina must have felt helpless since it was required by her supervisor. 

Valeri added, “I can’t understand how one woman would make another woman expose herself like that.  Or how a woman would use her power over another woman to put her on, let’s face it, sexual display.”

Yeah, well, Josefina sure was starting to understand it!

Josefina knew that at that point, Valeri thought the way Josefina had to dress was the one and only concern when it was actually just the very tip of a very big sexual iceberg.  One that sank Josefina’s Titanic!


Chapter Two

Then Josefina launched into what happened in the honeymoon suite.  She told Valeri all about the spoiled young woman and her bodyguard and all about the search for weapons they thought might be hidden in Josefina’s body cavities.

Valeri leaned forward, more and more alert, her eyes alternating between wide with shock and narrowed in anger on Josefina’s behalf.

It was unbelievable, Josefina knew it, but she wasn’t known as a liar, and Valeri believed her.  Valeri got pretty animated with her anger at the two women who had, as she put it when she finally spoke, “molested” Josefina.

Valeri was particularly outraged that Ms. Holloway had not helped out Josefina when Josefina called her from the room for support. 

Then Josefina told her more. 

She felt strange.  It was so odd and jarring to put these events into words for a normal person to hear.  It made Josefina relive it.  As she’d anticipated, Josefina felt embarrassed. She was humiliated from reviewing the memories and from telling her friend about them. 

It was upsetting to talk about at all but with added upset because she did not think Valeri would ever look at her quite the same.  How could she? 

At the least, Valeri had to think Josefina was weaker than she’d ever have guessed.

It was also upsetting to Josefina because she knew she had an ulterior reason for telling Valeri. Mistress Dorothe wanted to mess with Valeri like she had with Josefina. 

Josefina felt awful that Valeri was so sympathetic, so defensive of Josefina’s interests, all while Josefina led her along.

Not all the way along to seduction or getting “molested” or anything like that, but still, Josefina had an ulterior motive at work here.

Josefina told Valeri about the abusive racist terms the women used on her. 

Valeri looked furious.

Josefina told Valeri about how they made her clean their fingers, fingers used to search her “greaser holes” and “Mexi-snatch,” and that Josefina had to do it with her mouth.

Valeri’s mouth dropped open in shock.  Then she closed it, looking self-conscious.  You didn’t want to open your mouth when someone told you about doing something weird with their mouth.  It made it look like you wanted to do it also!

Valeri was sympathetic and empathetic.  That could be a good thing, and it could be a bad thing.

Then Josefina told Valeri about how Josefina had to clean up the messes that were supposedly Josefina’s fault.  The wet messes between the two women’s legs.

That was the first action that was clearly, obviously, completely, just plain sex.

It was not “plain sex” under those circumstances, but it was sex.

Valeri looked like she was trying hard to control her reactions.  She looked energized with righteous indignation.

She also looked… maybe something else?

Curious?  Interested?

There was something there.  Josefina guessed it was pretty interesting.  Honestly, she’d never had a more interesting pair of days than yesterday and today. 

Say what you wanted about being dominated and humiliated and forced to orgasm repeatedly by a couple of lesbians, but it was not boring!

As Josefina told Valeri about orally pleasing the woman, under the premise of having to clean their pussies with her mouth, and about the verbal abuse that kept raining down on her, Valeri looked more and more interested instead of plain outraged. 

Josefina thought maybe Valeri was trying to avoid looking like she thought less of Josefina. 

Or maybe not. 

Sometimes it was hard to tell with Valeri.  She was a warm person, yet she also kept the hand she was holding to herself.  She was a girl with secrets or private experiences.  She was super friendly, but she did not fully share herself with others.  She liked to know what they thought but didn’t go out of her way to let others know what she thought.

Maybe that was because of all the shit she’d been through, and Josefina bet Valeri had been burned a few times, even besides by her mother. 

She remembered Valeri’s mom stealing money from Valeri, money for drugs, when Valeri still lived with her.  Money that Valeri had earned working a summer job at a petting zoo.  Valeri had looked so bitter, but only for a few moments, and then seemed to put it quickly behind her.

Josefina told Valeri about having to call one of the women her Mistress. Mistress Dorothe.  She told her about Mistress Dorothe wiping her pussy on Josefina’s face and calling her a “wet-face” to go along with her alleged status as a “wetback.”

Josefina expected Valeri to go on an angry tirade about those things, a tirade directed at Mistress Dorothe.  But Valeri kept her own counsel and kept listening.  She was such a good listener!

Josefina told Valeri about Mistress Dorothe claiming Josefina should be a stripper instead of going to college.

Valeri mumbled, “Yeah, a couple of guys told me I should be one, too.”

Josefina told Valeri about the dildo mounted on the coffee table in the honeymoon suite and how she had to clean that also by mouth.

Valeri unexpectedly blurted, “Did some of that… this… these things, did they… did you maybe get a little turned on?  I’m sorry, I’m just curious.  I’m just asking.”

Josefina wasn’t sure how to handle that.  She did not want to talk about the orgasms she’d had or the arousal she’d felt. Without including those, she was just a victim.  If she told the truth, she wouldn’t be a victim.  She’d be a slut and would feel like a slut. 

But she didn’t want to lie to Valeri.  Not much.

She split the difference.

“Well, I am human.  I’m not used to crazy sexual situations.  That maid outfit made me feel a certain way and then, you know, their hands and fingers.  I guess it wasn’t all bad.  I couldn’t help it.  I did get turned on.  Some.”

What she’d said was true but did not reveal the whole truth.  It still made her feel slutty. 

In fact… she was feeling turned on right then.  Yes, it was humiliating talking about what happened, what they did to her, and what she’d had to do.  In some way, telling Valeri about it was almost more humiliating than when she actually did those things.

When she did them, her mind was busy with doing them.  After, now, she was forced to consider the events in full.  Making her talk about it to Valeri might be the most humiliating thing that Mistress Dorothe did to her!

But there was something else about talking about it.  It was naughty and exciting.  She relived what happened, yes, and it felt all the naughtier because she saw it in Valeri’s eyes.

Valeri’s pupils looked bigger by the second.  She looked right at Josefina, but it was like her mind was still wandering and picturing what Josefina had experienced.

Josefina was glad that Valeri was a little distracted.  That way, she wouldn’t notice that Josefina was getting aroused by walking down this nasty memory lane.

As she talked, Josefina felt like shaking her head at herself, but she resisted the urge.  She was getting turned on!  By talking about these things!  By exposing her friend to these memories!

She felt like such a slut… and even that made her feel slutty and aroused.  Feeling like she was a slut made her feel slutty.  It was a vicious circle!

Josefina told Valeri about her work situation, which Valeri knew anyway, about covering for her mom so that Mom would have health coverage after her back surgery.  She refreshed Valeri’s understanding of why she worked as a maid.

She covered that she covered for her mom so her mom could keep her coverage.  It sounded like a malformed tongue twister.

She explained that she had to put up with anything and everything because Ms. Holloway only cared about the guests, in particular the rich one in the honeymoon suite.

Valeri said, “Yeah, I see that all over.  A lot of people look at how human a person is in relation to how much they earn or their job or whatever.  What a rich person wants is so much more important than anyone else.  It’s economic discrimination.  Most people don’t notice it, or they think it has to be that way.  It’s awful.  There are so many bad people out there.  It sounds like you ran into a couple of them.”

Josefina blushed and felt naughty as she said, “I did more than “run into” them.”

“For sure!” agreed Valeri.  But she seemed almost to be admiring what Josefina experienced, like it was some kind of accomplishment.  There was an odd enthusiasm in her tone.

“What are you going to do?”

“I had no choice.  I went back today.  I’ll have to keep going back.  It’s my job, but it’s sort of my mom’s job, if you know what I mean.”

Valeri said, “It’s so crazy that you have to do all this stuff for a maid job!  It isn’t even like it’s a good job.  A maid job you never wanted!  You’d quit the job if not for your mom.  You’d quit it without this stuff, let alone with it.  You never would have taken the job if it was for you.”

“Yeah, I know.  I was going to go to college this fall and had to put it off.  Now it’s like I’m a lesbian whore for an hourly job!”

Valeri laughed nervously, “You were probably more humiliated as a maid than by what they did to you.”

Josefina also laughed nervously.

Valeri looked like a thought had just occurred to her, “Wait a sec!  What happened today when you went back?”

“Well, I thought it might be over….”

Valeri leaned forward like she couldn’t wait to find out, “Was it?  Over?  Or… did you…?”

“I, uh, I guess you could say I did.”

“Oh my God!  They did more to you?”

“Yes.  This time, this morning, they, uh, searched me again, but….”

“But what?”

“They had to search me for weapons in a… more in-depth way.”

Valeri frowned, looking confused.

“With, uh, you know, those things.  Dildos.”

“They fucked you!?!”

“Yes.  In, uh, you know, both places.”

Valeri looked around like someone might be peeking in a window even though they were on the second floor and then spoke in a loud whisper, “In… your butt?”

Josefina felt her face flush and felt her pussy flush in a different way at the same time.  It was all so humiliating talking about this, and it was arousing, too.

“Ye-es.”  Josefina could barely get the word out.

Valeri said, “So, they’re going to try to do this to you every day, every shift?  Holy shit, Josi.  Wait, they’ll leave, right?  When do they check out?”

“They have an open-ended stay.  That rich bitch, Mistress Dorothe, isn’t worried about money.  That’s what it seems like.  They are pretty much living in that suite.”

“Oh, you’re in for it!  How long before your mom can go back to work?”

“It will be another month.  Maybe longer.”

“Jesus, Josi, look what they’ve done with you in two days.  Two more months?  How are you going to make it?”

Josefina had wondered the same thing.

She said, “I’m telling you about this for another reason.  I need your help.”

“Anything, Josi!”

“Better not say that yet. You’re maybe not going to believe this, but Mistress Dorothe says she wants a second “Greaser Maid” to work as her maid who will not even get paid for it.  I’m sure she plans to use for whoever it is for sex like they’ve used me.”

“No fucking way!  Oh, and if you mean me, then no fucking way in all capital letters!”

“No, I know.  It’s just that I’m going to be in trouble with her and with Ms. Holloway if I don’t bring someone over there.  She wants to try to make whoever comes over, you, I hope if you really want to help, into a Greaser Maid.  I just need you to come with me tonight and then let her fail if she tries to, whatever, seduce you.  Then I did my part, she is the failure, and I’m off the hook.”

Valeri looked up at the ceiling like she was doing mental calculations of a math problem. 

Josefina felt an urge to reach down and rub her pussy.  She felt so hot and bothered from talking about this, and there was also something about getting Valeri involved in this.  The possibility of exposing her to the toxic Mistress Dorothe was also arousing. 

Well, hopefully Josefina was only aroused at the idea of someone standing up to that bitch and putting her in her place.

That would be so amazing!  Valeri would be her heroine!

Josefina resisted the urge to touch herself.  Barely and maybe only because she worried that once she touched her pussy, she would not be able to take her hand away from it.

Valeri looked back at Josefina, “Hey, wait a minute, I can’t be a Greaser Maid!  I’m white.  No offense.”

“Yeah, I know that, silly.  I’m not offended that you’re white!  I’d be the racist one if I were offended by your white skin.  I don’t have any pretty Hispanic friends who aren’t off to college.  But I have to bring someone super pretty, or I’ll get in trouble.  If I come back alone, she’ll punish me, and I know it will be something terrible, something nasty.  You’re so incredible looking she won’t punish me even when she finds out she can’t seduce you.”

“Oh, thanks for that.”

“You know you’re beautiful.  I’m sure she’ll see you’re beautiful.  But I also bet she’ll be off her game because you’re white.  She might not even be attracted to whites.  Who knows?  She might not make a pass at you at all.  But, if she does, I would just need you to turn her down.  Oh, also, I need you to be my witness.  Maybe you can see firsthand how she treats me.  Then maybe I can find a way to take some action, and I won’t sound like a crazy person if I have a witness.”

Valeri considered another moment.  Josefina found that she was holding her breath.  She really needed Valeri to do this. 

She didn’t want to try to recruit someone else and have to go through the same storytelling. 

If she did, she’d probably cum in panties while telling them!

Valeri finally answered after taking a deep swallow, a swallow of determination, “Of course, Josi.  I’ll do it.  No problem.”

No problem?

It was going to be a big problem.


Chapter Three

A couple of minutes before eight o’clock, Josefina and Valeri stood outside the door to the honeymoon suite.

They were both dressed in ways that made them uncomfortable.  Or maybe excited.  Josefina knew she was uncomfortably excited and thought Valeri looked the same way.

Josefina wore the slutty maid outfit, the one that looked like a costume for a kid.  She’d had Valeri wait outside the break area while she got changed.  This late in the day there were no active maids, Thank God. 

When she popped back out wearing it, she felt vindicated like the outfit was proof of the things she’d told Valeri.  Valeri reacted like the reality of it was more shocking than being told about it.  She looked Josefina up and down, twice.

Valeri said it was unbelievable that Ms. Holloway would make Josefina wear that maid outfit but quickly added she’d always believed Josi when Josi told her about having to wear it. 

Perhaps feeling bad for Josefina, Valeri pointed out that she was possibly dressed worse than Josefina.

Or better.

Josefina thought it was so strange how she looked at Valeri now.  She’d always recognized Valeri as beautiful.  She wasn’t blind!  But, now, Valeri looked sexy and sexually appealing to Josefina.  Not to guys, though she was, but to Josefina herself.  Before, she’d recognized how attractive Valeri was to guys, and now she thought of how attractive Valeri was, period.

She was attracted to her buddy!  In a sexual way!

That was a little alarming.  Mistress Dorothe made Josefina do many things she’d never done before, but it seemed like Mistress Dorothe had also changed Josefina.  Would she change back after time passed?  Or was this the new Josefina from then on?  Or… would she get worse and end up lusting after other women all the time?

Two out of three of those possibilities were bad!

Josefina was dressed sexy.  Or, as Josefina kept thinking about it, Valeri was dressed in a way that Mistress Dorothe would enjoy.

She wore a tight, short, tan miniskirt, heels, and a skimpy tight tank top.  Valeri had small breasts, so she didn’t need a bra.  Her nipples poked against the silky material of the top.  She was dressed like a slut, for sure.  Like she was on her way to a club intent on picking up men.

She also wore lots of make-up and jewelry.  Josefina had suggested it as a way to show Mistress Dorothe that Josefina was trying and that she’d brought someone who was quite sexy.  But it wasn’t needed.  Valeri was beautiful all the time, and the revealing clothing made her beauty multiply times ten into sexiness.

Josefina and Valeri had spent part of the early evening making each other up like they used to do when they were young adolescents.  It was fun like it used to be, but it was also… sexy.  There was an underlying sexual current because of where they planned to go that night and what Josefina had told Valeri about her experiences.

Outside the door to the suite, the two sexily appareled young women shifted their feet.  Josefina giggled and felt like an idiot.  But Valeri seemed excited too, like someone about to play a practical joke on someone else.

Josefina was off-duty, and she never normally came to the hotel unless she was on shift.  She didn’t want to be here while getting paid, let alone be here without getting paid.

But she was pretty sure she would get something else in place of payment. 

Mistress Dorothe did not have her come back here for no reason.  Josefina knew Mistress Dorothe wanted a second Greaser Maid, which was ridiculous.

Where could she get another Greaser Maid like Josefina?  Nowhere was where.  Valeri was not a “greaser.”  With her blonde hair, she was almost the opposite of a “greaser.”

Josefina thought she knew what would happen when they were in the honeymoon suite.  Mistress Dorothe might be too surprised by Valeri’s whiteness, and it could be that nothing would happen, and Valeri would leave.  Or Mistress Dorothe would have the audacity to make a play for Valeri and get shut down.

Mistress Dorothe could save everyone a lot of trouble and herself some embarrassment if she did not try to seduce Valeri.  But, one way or the other, the same result would obtain.  No second “Greaser Maid” for Mistress Dorothe!

Yes, Josefina felt so special.

That was meant to be a sarcastic inner comment, but she realized she did feel special.  How many young Hispanic women got to be mistreated and forced to orgasm as much as Josefina?  Not many, she bet!

Valeri might leave once Mistress Dorothe chose not to make a play for her or failed when she made a play for her but Josefina would not leave.  She had no such freedom.

Either Valeri would still be here, or she’d be gone but, either way, Mistress Dorothe would start treating Josefina like shit.   Josefina was sure of that.  Mistress Dorothe always did that. 

Then Josefina would start liking it despite being treated like shit.  Or because of it?  It was so confusing. 

It would be so embarrassing if Valeri were still here watching Josefina put up with humiliation.  But also… it would be sort of arousing to be watched.  To be watched, not by a stranger, but by her great friend who, let’s face it, was super pretty. 

She hoped Valeri wouldn’t notice how turned-on Josefina was by these things that should never turn on anyone!

If Valeri was still here, at some point Mistress Dorothe would make a play for her or make another play for her, offend her or further offend her, and then Valeri would leave. 

By then, Mistress Dorothe would see from Valeri’s presence and beauty that Josefina had tried her best to obey.  So, there would be no punishment.

Just… lots more sex.

It was going to work out.

It was pretty exciting.  Josefina knew she should dread all this and resent Mistress Dorothe.  But she couldn’t keep those feelings to the forefront of her mind. 

She was turned on and recognized she was looking forward to Valeri leaving.  Then Mistress Dorothe and that really sexy bodyguard of hers would have their way with Josefina.  They sure had a way of having their way!

Josefina was in such a mood to have her body cavities searched.  Over and over.  Maybe all night long!

Searching her “greaser holes”…. 

Making her “greaser holes” ever greasier….

Molesting her every which way….

Hopefully, they would molest her all night long….

Hopefully, they’d let her call home so Mom didn’t worry about her.  Josefina would tell her mom that she was staying over at Valeri’s place.

Josefina swallowed hard, looked at Valeri, who looked ever so sexy and excited, and then Josefina knocked on the door to the honeymoon suite.

The bodyguard, Miss Bellamy, opened it within a few seconds.  She scanned them both, Valeri longer than Josefina. 

Josefina saw surprise on Miss Bellamy’s face.  It was working!  Bringing a white woman to them was a surprise.

Miss Bellamy opened the door, let them in, and closed it behind them.  Josefina saw Valeri’s nervousness become obvious.  She’d never seen Valeri so nervous though even her nervousness was subtle.  Valeri was a calm, cool, and collected person.  As much as possible at her young age.

Valeri was in the lair of the lioness, and the door was closed behind her with a bodyguard standing next to it.  Miss Bellamy wasn’t big, not exactly, but she was tall, and Josefina assumed she must have some fighting skills. 

Josefina wondered if Valeri felt as suddenly trapped as Josefina did when that door closed.  There was no way she could feel as trapped, but Josefina bet Valeri felt somewhat trapped. 

There was also no way Valeri felt the odd ticklish anxious arousal that Josefina’s trapped feeling brought her.

Josefina was feeling it right then.

Mistress Dorothe was going to do stuff to her.  Josefina didn’t want it, but she knew she’d end up liking it anyway.  If orgasms fell under the broad definition of “liking it.” 

Josefina wasn’t sure if the knowledge that she’d end up liking it was more comforting or more disturbing.

Josefina felt her pussy readying itself.  It felt like it was watering itself down there, getting ready to try to grow an orgasm! 

She wondered if they were going to search her pussy and ass again.  Right in front of Valeri.  That would be so naughty!

Or if they would try to search Valeri’s.  If they tried it with Valeri, she’d shoot them down.  Valeri would, not Josefina.  Josefina knew she’d just entered the I-get-no-say zone. 

If they actually did search Valeri’s pussy and ass… well… that would look pretty hot….

Mistress Dorothe popped up from the chaise lounge and strode over like she was eager to greet them.  Which Josefina guessed she probably was.

Oh no.  Josefina saw the look on Mistress Dorothe’s face.

There was mild surprise at Valeri being white. 

But even that surprise mainly was disguised.  Josefina did not think she would have picked up on it except she felt so… attuned, she guessed… to Mistress Dorothe’s desires and whims.  On account of how she always tried to serve them.

But right after that mild surprise, Mistress Dorothe looked purely calculating.  She looked like she gauged Valeri’s physical attributes and possible sexual usage values in about one second. 

Then, scarily, Mistress Dorothe smirked confidently and looked even more eager to get started.

Shit.  Valeri’s whiteness had not dismayed her at all.  Not enough to throw her off. 

Josefina felt like a fool.  How could she have thought someone like Mistress Dorothe would be dismayed or put off by something as simple as skin color?

Josefina knew, she could see it, that Mistress Dorothe would try to seduce and dominate and have her way with Valeri.

She wouldn’t succeed.  Not with Valeri.  But Josefina felt bad that Valeri had to put up with that at all.

First, she’d exposed Valeri to the knowledge of the nasty things Josefina got involved in.  Now she had directly exposed Valeri to the sexual toxicity of Mistress Dorothe.

Josefina quickly consoled herself that, if it came to it, no matter her difficult situation, she’d stop Mistress Dorothe from mistreating Valeri.  No matter the risk to herself.  If push came to shove, Josefina would do the right thing.

Mistress Dorothe came close enough, not that close, but close enough that Valeri leaned back slightly from her, and Josefina felt herself heating up from Mistress Dorothe’s mere presence.

“What do you call yourself?”

“My name is Valeri.”

“How do you know Greaser Maid?”

“She’s – Josefina, Josi – is my friend.”

Mistress Dorothe stared at her, obviously trying to put her at unease.

Valeri swallowed and felt like she had to say more, “We’ve known each other since grade school.  We’re close friends.”

The corners of Mistress Dorothe’s mouth turned up, a sign of amusement, “I think you’re about to get to know her so much better.  So much more after all that time.  Oh, and you’ll be getting a lot closer to her as well.  A lot.”

Mistress Dorothe ignored Josefina and addressed Valeri, “So, you’re here to apply for the position of Assistant Greaser Maid, are you?”

Valeri looked like a deer in the headlights, and it looked like she didn’t even dare take a breath for a second.

Josefina realized that she’d told Valeri much of what happened to her and also what Mistress Dorothe wanted, that Mistress Dorothe wanted a second “Greaser Maid,” but they hadn’t planned things out. 

They’d worked under the assumption that Mistress Dorothe wouldn’t try anything with Valeri once Mistress Dorothe was surprised by Valeri’s white skin.  Then they got preoccupied with getting Valeri dressed up to look sexy and with putting on each other’s make-up, like their middle school days.

Josefina felt like a fool.  She hadn’t given Valeri any guidance on what to say to Mistress Dorothe, how to handle her, or how to turn her down if Mistress Dorothe did make sexual advances.

Admittedly, Josefina did not feel like an expert at those things. She was more like a living breathing “what not to do.”

Mistress Dorothe tapped her foot impatiently.

Valeri got out, “I’m here… to see about things.”

Mistress Dorothe grinned wide and scary, and Josefina felt her tummy tighten and noticed Valeri flinch slightly.

Mistress Dorothe said, “You will see “about things” and I will see if you make the grade and are good enough to be my unpaid volunteer Assistant Greaser Maid.”

Valeri slowly shook her head like she couldn’t believe that Mistress Dorothe was so damn obvious about what she wanted.


Chapter Four

Mistress Dorothe walked around Valeri, and Valeri held her position. 

She looked pretty nervous when Mistress Dorothe went behind her.  Josefina couldn’t blame her.  She knew what that was like.  It was like turning your back on a dangerous animal.

Mistress Dorothe said, “Yes, I see you are both quite beautiful and sexy.  Those two things are not always the same thing.  You are sexy.  However, I can make you sexier.  Not a little bit sexier.  A lot sexier.  Sexier than you ever thought possible in your deepest darkest of night fantasies.  Of course, true epic sexiness comes with a severe price.”

Who knew how to respond to that?  Not Valeri.  She said nothing.

“I like that short mini.  I like your legs.  I like your thin top.  Those are okay for the moment.  If you get the position, if I give you this coveted position as unpaid Assistant Greaser Maid, and I get you into all sorts of positions you cannot currently imagine, I will get you a maid outfit every bit as fine as the one Greaser Maid over there is wearing.”

Valeri looked quizzically at what Josefina was wearing.  It was a too-small plastic slutty Halloween costume!  That was supposed to work as an inducement to let herself fall sexual victim to Mistress Dorothe?

Valeri thought that Mistress Dorothe was fucking with them.  Fucking with her.

Josefina could see the narrowing of Valeri’s eyes.  It was a “No one fucks with Valeri” look.

Josefina wasn’t so sure of that.  She wasn’t sure of anything.  She’d built some kind of fake confidence all day long about this, but all that confidence was already all gone. 

She felt like retreat might be in order.  Not for her, though.  She had no retreat options.  But Valeri should probably get out of here as soon as possible.

Miss Bellamy still stood with her back to the door of the suite.

What would happen if or when Valeri tried to leave?  Would Miss Bellamy try to stop her, or was Miss Bellamy’s position just for show to keep Valeri from trying to leave?

Mistress Dorothe continued, after a calculating pause, talking to Valeri, “Your face is pretty, and you have great legs.  Your tits are rather small.  No matter.  There are surgeries for that.  I shouldn’t have to pay for breast enhancements on you.  Not after my investment in your maid outfit.  It isn’t near Halloween, and I may need to special order it.  Such a bother.  Still, I might do that for you.  As per your inadequate tits, it is likely that half a year of stripping will more than fund a couple of great big titties.  Would you like that?  A couple of big knockers swaying back and forth on you, entering rooms a second before the rest of you?”

“Uh, no.”  Valeri looked offended and disconcerted by this line of talk.  She also looked disbelieving.  Josefina knew what that was like.  She’d kept not believing Mistress Dorothe, and then Mistress Dorothe kept proving, again and again, that she meant what she said, even the most horrible and unlikely of things.

Josefina bet that Mistress Dorothe was serious about Josefina ending up on a stripper stage.  That was clearly going way too far.  Mistress Dorothe could mean it, but that didn’t mean Josefina would ever do anything like that.  No matter the circumstance, Josefina had limits.

Josefina noticed that Mistress Dorothe, as she spoke, creeped closer to Valeri, lowering her voice as she got ever so close.

Did Valeri realize she was in danger?  Josefina did not know exactly what the danger was, but she sensed it.  It was something in Mistress Dorothe’s intent eyes.  Mistress Dorothe was a sexually dangerous person.

Valeri was in danger!

From behind Valeri, Mistress Dorothe reached and took hold of Valeri’s ponytail.  She got a good grip on it and jerked down, forcing Valeri to look upward.  Valeri gasped and kept her feet under her by moving her feet apart quickly.

Mistress Dorothe said, “I like your girl handle.  We’ll keep it.  So convenient.  Plus, it won’t get in your way as you clean.  Also, while you lick my pussy, I can watch your face and enjoy seeing it fill with subservient desire to please me.”

“Let me—”  Valeri only got out those two words before Mistress Dorothe let Valeri’s “girl handle” go more harshly than she’d grabbed it.

Mistress Dorothe said, “Lets’ get started, shall we?”

Getting started sure sounded like a threat!

Valeri looked panicky in a way Josefina had never seen before.  She blurted, “I’m here to watch!  Just watch!  No one is allowed to search me for weapons.  Josi told me how you two search.  That isn’t happening.”

Mistress Dorothe did not look put off, “I already discussed that with my bodyguard.  There is no way Greaser Maid would try to bring a weapon in here.  Not after how you searched her so thoroughly before her first two visits.  Also, now she is… loyal to me.  So her little friend, you, also would not dare.  Who knows?  Such searches may be superfluous anyway.  After all, Greaser Maid loves being my Greaser Maid, and she is also falling in love with me, serving me.  You may soon join her with a new mission in your miserable life.  I let lots of women fall in love with me and serve me in every way.  There is room for you and for dozens after you.  Isn’t that such exciting news for you?”

Valeri looked like she wanted to respond with a loud, “Not!” but she kept her counsel.  Josefina thought she was probably relieved Mistress Dorothe no longer had her by the ponytail and had no plans to search her body cavities for weapons.

Josefina bet Valeri would reconsider her trademark ponytail after this encounter!

Mistress Dorothe stopped waiting for a response from Valeri, “You’re here to watch, so I’ll let you watch.  I do want you to become familiar with your possible Assistant Greaser Maid duties.”

Josefina wasn’t sure, but she thought Mistress Dorothe looked like she knew Valeri came here with no intention to apply for that position, and like she knew Josefina also knew Valeri had no interest in the position. 

But it also looked like Mistress Dorothe would not let that stop her from trying.

Mistress Dorothe strode up to Josefina, and Josefina gulped and thought, “Here it comes.  Here she comes.”

“Greaser Maid, you’re still on two feet?  How unseemly.  You’re not wading across some river trying to cross a border.  You don’t need to keep your head above water.  You are pretty deep underwater by now anyway.  Get down where you belong.”

Josefina hated this!  She had to obey Mistress Dorothe.  But Mistress Dorothe had said it in such a way that Josefina, while having to do it, would do it without a specific order, do it like she agreed about where she belonged.  Doing it without a direct command, a belligerent one, was the same as an agreement that she did belong down on all fours.

She had to do it.

And.

God help her, she felt like she should be down on all fours when in the presence of her Mistress.

Josefina sank down onto all fours.

Like she agreed that was where she belonged.

By then, she wasn’t sure it wasn’t where she belonged.  She was wet, and she felt like a slut already, dressed like this and on all fours.  She didn’t just feel like she should be down on all fours serving her Mistress.  It was more like she knew it.

It was so humiliating doing this right in front of Valeri!  She’d told Valeri about this, but the reality of doing it was so humiliating.

Josefina snuck a look at Valeri.  She looked like she was over her little confrontation with Mistress Dorothe and like she was fascinated watching Josefina debase herself.

Mistress Dorothe directed Josefina, “Clean up the place like a good Greaser Maid who knows her duties.  You know, go ahead and be your true self.”

Josefina had her spray bottle and washcloth.  She crawled around cleaning the place.  The breakfast table.  The desk.  The coffee table. 

Boy, did that coffee table bring back memories!

Valeri watched and Josefina… performed, she guessed.

Everyone in the room watched her.  She did mundane cleaning tasks while on all fours and in the slutty maid outfit.  That did make it sexy.  Josefina guessed so.

Josefina felt sexy.

Her arousal grew.

Mistress Dorothe issued her now almost expected and traditional racist statement of wordplay, “Clean every speck, spic.”

Josefina had told Valeri that one but, even so, Valeri gasped.

There must have been some signal between Mistress Dorothe and Miss Bellamy because Josefina had picked up that Miss Bellamy only did what Mistress Dorothe told her to do.  Miss Bellamy came over and tagged off with Mistress Dorothe, supervising Josefina’s cleaning efforts.

Then Miss Bellamy walked behind Josefina while giving her orders. 

She even lightly kicked Josefina’s rear a few times!

She even leaned down and swatted at Josefina’s bare rear sticking out from her slutty maid outfit!

It was so distracting to Josefina, but it was even more distracting to someone else, Valeri, who was exactly who they’d planned to distract.

Valeri was so busy watching the humiliating slutty display of Josefina getting lesbian dominated that Mistress Dorothe was able to circle back around her and startle her.

Mistress Dorothe had been obvious about her intentions right down the line.  Even before Valeri got there.

But Mistress Dorothe still enjoyed the element of surprise.

She liked to keep her prey off-balance and guessing.

She reached up and grabbed Valeri again by the ponytail.  Not moving her, just keeping a hold on her.  It was more psychological than physical.

Valeri gasped.


Chapter Five

This wasn’t going the way Valeri had expected it to go.

She’d come here as a favor to Josi, but because she was pissed off that anyone could treat anyone else the way that this supposed “Mistress Dorothe” treated Josefina.  Valeri would have come here wanting to make some kind of difference if she hadn’t known Josefina. 

She understood Josi could not stand up to this rich spoiled adult brat, but someone had to.

Valeri had thought that that someone would be her.

She’d shut down the woman’s advances and at the least put her on notice that someone not vulnerable to her knew what she was up to.

Accountability.  Some people needed it more than others.  Valeri wondered if Ms. Richie Rich had ever had any accountability at any time in her entire life.

It pissed off Valeri in general how some people had all the advantages, and other people got shit on.  Fairness was definitely an unnatural circumstance.  But it was still every human’s job to fight for it as well as they could.

Valeri had come here ready for a fight.  Not a physical fight but a fight for what was right and maybe, hopefully, one that would help out Josefina and turn the tables on “Mistress Dorothe.”

But, on the way, her mission got off track.

Looking back, it got a little off track, subtly, right away.  The things Josefina told her were far too interesting.  Valeri’s mind and, to a lesser degree, her body, reacted to them.

It was all bad stuff that Josefina told her, but it was all so interesting.

Valeri kept picturing those things in her mind.  She kept wanting to see them in real life.  It was like she almost could not believe them without seeing them, and it made her want to see them.  She had questions, rude questions. 

She so wanted to know if, at any time, Josefina liked what she was forced to experience.  Josefina shouldn’t have liked it.  But Josefina had looked excited talking about it.

It got to the point that she was sure Josefina had liked some of it.  Maybe most of it.  Maybe all of it.

Once she was sure Josefina had liked it, maybe it was when she saw how lit up Josefina’s eyes were as she put on make-up, making herself prettier for her “Mistress,” Valeri had a new question.

How much had she liked it?

Did Josi… have an orgasm while Mistress Dorothe mistreated her?  If she did have an orgasm, then was the way Mistress Dorothe treated her still mistreatment, or was it something else?

Did Josi tell Valeri everything, or did she leave the worst of it, or the best things, out?

Then getting dressed like a slut and all made up to present herself and make herself look sexy to this bitchy rich bitch also did something to Valeri. 

She found it hard to try to look sexy, work to look sexy, succeed in looking sexy, and then to not feel sexy.  They all went together.  A package deal!

When they put on make-up, it had felt like getting ready for a date! 

Once inside the honeymoon suite, Valeri realized she hadn’t kept her mind on the ball, the ball being helping Josefina and derailing the abuse by “Mistress Gerbach.” 

Valeri had never before run into anyone who was so instantly confident and dominating, like Mistress Dorothe.  This young woman’s mannerisms were quite startling.

Derail her?  What was Valeri thinking?  This young woman couldn’t be derailed!  Not by another young woman dressed like she was trying to get laid!

And for sure not in Mistress Doorthe’s home element, this home away from home, the honeymoon suite.  When Mistress Dorothe was an imagined enemy, and Valeri and Josefina were in the messy comfort of Valeri’s house apartment, facing Mistress Dorothe seemed like a lark.  Something easy and funny, something they might laugh about years from now.

But once in the honeymoon suite, Valeri had a nearly overwhelming urge to leave it.  Something kept telling her, “Get out!  Get out now!”

She quickly realized she could not derail Mistress Dorothe or make a difference for Josefina. 

All Valeri could do was survive Mistress Dorothe.  Survive in the sense of keeping from being some kind of sexual victim of the young woman. 

Or of letting anything get changed about herself.  Like that talk of having her breasts enlarged!  That was so fucked up! 

There was a problem with leaving, and it had nothing to do with that tall but super slim bodyguard.

Watching Josefina was too interesting.  Too exciting.  Watching her distracted Valeri even as it scared her. 

Leaving would be like walking out in the middle of a great movie you’d already paid for.  The payment was dressing up and getting made up and spending time getting here.

She did not come here just to leave here!

It was a revelation watching Josefina be humiliated and acting so weird and so subservient while she was humiliated.

Josefina was always so steady, such a reliable friend.  She was… solid.

Yet here she was, crawling around in a slutty maid outfit, letting a lesbian treat her in a despicably racist way. 

It was crazy!  She did whatever Mistress Dorothe told her to do.  Josefina was crazy!

Mistress Dorothe made Josefina crazy like this.

Mistress Dorothe intended to do the same thing to Valeri!

Valeri thought she’d have more time.  She had assumed she’d watch what Mistress Dorothe made Josefina do.  Right or wrong, she was curious to see it.

Plus, Josefina wanted Valeri to watch though Valeri was not sure of Josefina’s exact motivation for wanting to be watched.  Josefina had told her one reason for it, that Valeri could be a witness if needed.

But did Josefina actually want to get away from this?

Josefina seemed so entirely the creature of Mistress Dorothe that it now seemed doubtful that Josefina brought Valeri here to help her by witnessing the things that Mistress Dorothe did to her.

Too late, Valeri realized she should have left immediately.

She’d had a bad feeling as soon as she entered the honeymoon suite and that bad feeling had built and built.  But, muting it or distracting from that feeling of dread was Valeri’s arousal watching her friend get dominated and humiliated.  It was like a traffic accident you could not take your eyes away from.

Valeri knew for certain, sure and certain, that she’d waited too long when Mistress Dorothe grabbed Valeri again by the ponytail.  Valeri gasped. 

She’d had eyes only for Josefina and Miss Bellamy behind Josefina kicking at her rear and swatting at that same sexy rear end.  Valeri had seen Mistress Dorothe withdraw, and Miss Bellamy replace her, but she hadn’t given any thought about where Mistress Dorothe went.  Her mind was on the display.

She hadn’t assumed Mistress Dorothe was going to the bathroom.  She’d given her no thought at all.

But now she had to think about her and deal with her now!  She had Valeri by the ponytail!

And maybe, a little, she had Valeri by her most vulnerable part.  Her mind.

Mistress Dorothe said, “I see you watching, and I see how your eyes delight in what they see.”

Delight?  Delight in watching poor Josi get abused like that?

No.  Surely not.

“Let-let me go.”

Mistress Dorothe shook Valeri’s head by her hold on Valeri’s ponytail, pushing her head forward and back like Valeri was nodding vigorously.

“Why else do you have such a convenient girl handle if not for usage?  You’re like a suitcase, some cheap brand, with a handle who asks that her handle not get used.  But your handle is there to be used.  Somewhere deep down, you knew that and wanted that and have your hair in this convenient girl handle for exactly that reason.”

That… made no sense!  Valeri never thought of her ponytail as a “girl handle,” and it had never occurred to her that anyone would use it against her.  Let alone that she’d want such a thing!

Mistress Dorothe pursued the off-balance Valeri, who felt as if her thoughts were moving like sludge, “You have this handle on your head, and it is meant to be used but, just like the suitcase simile, the rest of you is also meant for usage.  I am taking you on a trip.  You will go on a trip.  I’m not going anywhere, but you will have a far yet short journey, a difficult and rewarding one.  Difficult for you, rewarding for me.”

Valeri tried to make sense of what this weird rich girl was saying.  She was talking in puzzles.  But it sounded bad!  Ominous!

Valeri also wondered how she was about to leave the honeymoon suite.  It was going to happen but… when was she going to leave?  She had to leave.  She wanted to leave.  So, she would leave.

She just wasn’t sure how she’d do it….

Mistress Dorothe had her by the hair.  Did she need to fight her to get free?

What about that tall slim sexy bodyguard?  If Valeri tried to leave, would the bodyguard come over and defend Mistress Dorothe by kicking Valeri’s ass?

What about Josi?  Valeri was here to help her.  She couldn’t help Josi if she left.

Valeri felt… stuck….

Valeri felt… helpless….

It was such a sudden and strange feeling to her.  She’d had to make herself capable and self-reliant to survive her childhood.  Independent and self-sufficient.  Strong far beyond her years. 

Words!  She needed to get some words out!

“Hey, stop that!  I’m only here to watch!”

“You’re here for why I say or what I decide you are here for.  You are applying to be the Assistant Greaser Maid.  Who knows?  Maybe you’ll start your first unpaid shift tonight.  That must be so exciting for you.”

“Not really.”  Valeri knew she was supposed to play along a little bit to keep witnessing events, but it was hard to keep her cool.

In more ways than one.

“Watch then.”  Mistress Dorothe used her grip to steer Valeri’s head to make her look at Josefina and Bellamy.

Valeri had stopped watching them for a few moments, and things were different when she was forced to look back at them. 

If she wasn’t so flummoxed by events, she might have wondered at the timing of one the most interesting happenings occurring right then, right at her peak of vulnerability.

Her peak of vulnerability… up to that point….

Miss Bellamy had Josi laying over the back of the chaise lounge at its highest point.  Josi’s face was on a bottom cushion, and her ass was way up high with her plastic maid skirt slid down far enough that it was no longer covering it.  Even as Valeri looked or was forced to look, Miss Bellamy spanked Josefina’s ass.

Josi was getting spanked!  Right in front of her!  Poor Josi!

Valeri wanted to yell and scream her protests, but Josi’s acceptance and cooperation stopped her.  Josi looked fine with it.

And… Valeri’s lovely ass, arched and vulnerable, stretched tight, looked pretty damn fine also….

The spanks rained down, and Valeri did not call out.  Instead, she held her breath. 

She was here to watch.

There was something about this.

Josi took those spanks with such acceptance.  Or was it more than that?  It was hard to see her face, but she did not look upset.  She looked like she was trying to concentrate on the pain.  Like she was trying to fully experience it.

Was Josi some kind of masochist?  That would surprise Valeri.  That would be so weird!  How could Valeri have known a masochist for so long without knowing she was a masochist?

Valeri felt Mistress Dorothe’s warm breath on her neck.  Did she have to stand so close?

More warm breaths.  The warm air flowed over Valeri’s bare shoulder and down towards her skimpy top and braless breasts.

Mistress Dorothe was so close.  Was that warmth all from warm breaths, or was it also warmth from body heat?

Valeri supposed Mistress Dorothe had to stand so close to keep a comfortable – for Mistress Dorothe! – grip on Valeri’s ponytail.  So, there was that.

Miss Bellamy was spanking the hell out of Josi’s ass!

Valeri thought she could definitely feel Mistress Dorothe’s body heat.  That must be why she felt so warm all over.  Valeri felt so hot now.  Hot.  Mistress Dorothe wasn’t touching her anywhere but on her ponytail, but it felt like she may as well be in full-body contact.

From a heat perspective….

Valeri’s outfit was skimpy….

Maybe she needed someone to lend her some body heat…

So she didn’t get cold….

It was working!  She sure didn’t feel cold!

Valeri knew not to bother trying to move away from Mistress Dorothe.  Mistress Dorothe would probably just follow Valeri.

Also, she did not want Mistress Dorothe to know that what she was doing was getting to Valeri.

Especially because it was getting to Valeri.

It was best not to react at all.  Yes, that meant letting Mistress Dorothe jerk her around by the ponytail.  But, hey, it was only hair.

Didn’t animals, little ones, the ones that were not predators, try not to move when a predator was near?

Mistress Dorothe sure seemed like a predator type.

Valeri sure felt like a small animal.

But, wait, was Mistress Dorothe gripping her ponytail more like when the predator had the prey and was about to shake it to death?  Wasn’t that when the still animal was supposed to burst into motion to save itself?

She did not usually let people, guys, get this close to her.  The best way to stay out of trouble was to avoid it.  The best way to not get addicted to gambling, for instance, was to stay away from casinos. Valeri stayed away from things that might be addictive.

Maybe not this time? Perhaps she couldn’t help it?

Mistress Dorothe slid closer, a half step.  It was sneaky, but Valeri noticed it.  But, no worry, she did not let it distract her from watching Josi’s incredibly sexy brown ass take an amazing amount of punishment.

Mistress Dorothe’s left breast slid against and then pressed on the back of Valeri’s right arm.

Valeri guessed this was her honeymoon suite.  Valeri didn’t know the rules for fancy honeymoon suites, but she supposed the guests could do who they wanted.

Oops.

The guests could do what they wanted.  Not who!

Within reason, of course.  Reason being in the eye of the beholder.

Wow.  Valeri thought her eyes were beholding a harsh spanking and one that was also incredibly sexy.  Both at once.

It was bad… and it was good.  It was hard to see… and she couldn’t take her eyes off it.  Or her ears.  Those spanks made quite the smacking sound!  This suite better have thick walls!


Chapter Six

It was fine to watch it.  No one could blame her.  She was here to watch this stuff.  So, it was fine.  She guessed.  She shouldn’t feel bad.  But she did feel bad for poor Josi.  And she did feel guilty.

It wasn’t the watching that caused guilt.  It was the not doing anything to stop it. 

That was part of the guilt.  Only a small part.  The big factor was that it was sexy.  She enjoyed seeing it in a sexual way.

More bluntly, it was turning her on.  She hoped she wasn’t like “Miss Bellamy” or Mistress Dorothe, that she wasn’t someone that wanted to spank another human being.  But the alternative was worse.

Did she think she might be like Josi?  It sure did look like Josi liked it.  Liked it?  It looked like she got off on it.  It looked like if the bodyguard spanked Josi long enough that Josi would have an orgasm, slung over that chaise lounge and with her ass high in the air.

Her tight sexy brown ass, so erotically female.  Valeri had never appreciated how beautiful Josefina was.  No, wait, she had but in an artistic way.  Josefina was just as beautiful as ever.  The difference was that now she was sexy.  So sexy.  It was like her sexiness was spanked to the surface. 

Mistress Dorothe’s hard nipple slid, and skid on Valeri’s arm as Mistress Dorothe leaned in to take a lip nip at Valeri’s earlobe.

That bitch!  What the fuck?  Did she think she could seduce Valeri?  Valeri didn’t even let guys do that, helping themselves to her body without permission, not really, and she was one hundred percent heterosexual.  Mistress Dorothe was barking up the wrong tree and nibbling on the wrong earlobe.

Someone should tell Mistress Dorothe that… it was… the wrong earlobe….

The wrong earlobe….

Maybe Mistress Dorothe should move a little over and nibble on Valeri’s left earlobe and slide her damn hard nipple on Valeri’s left arm. 

The sarcasm Valeri meant to accompany that thought was entirely lacking.  It came up empty.  The mental tone, instead, was whiny and suggestive.

Valeri wondered what the fuck was wrong with her.

Mistress Dorothe’s wet warm tongue took a quick poke into Valeri’s right ear.

Fuck!

This spoiled rich lesbian bitch was bold!  She seemed to have no clue about Valeri’s true nature.

Someone really should make things clear to Mistress Dorothe.

Someone should tell her before she embarrassed herself anymore.

And before Valeri got any more turned on….

Fuck!

She didn’t want to keep giving Mistress Dorothe the wrong idea.

Fuck!

She probably should not have moaned when Mistress Dorothe’s tongue went back into her ear.  It gave Mistress Dorothe and her damn pushy tongue the wrong idea because this time she kept that tongue sliding around and poking at Valeri’s ear hole like she was trying to tongue fuck it.

Tongue fuck….

What would that feel like if that tongue was somewhere else but otherwise doing exactly what it was doing to Valeri’s ear….

When was Mistress Dorothe going to stop?

Why did Valeri keep getting more and more turned on?

Why did she keep moaning?

Fuck.  Now she was moaning more than she wasn’t moaning.

There was a good thing about the spanking.  Josi and Miss Bellamy were preoccupied with that, and the spanks, those lovely spanks, those sexy spanks, were so mean and loud that at least those two could not hear Valeri’s moans.

But Mistress Dorothe certainly heard them loud and clear.

She whispered, “Yeah, you like that.  But I’m more of a taker than a giver.  You’ll need to do more to earn my attentions.”

What did that mean?

Mistress Dorothe said, “You’ve watched some of the maid duties so far.  You’re getting the gist of it.  Dress slutty, crawl around, clean, get spanked.  All the standard maid duties.”

Standard?  Standard!?!

“I already know you can dress slutty.  Just look at you!  You’ll look good in a maid outfit.  I got Josefina one made for a teenybopper.  With your small titties, maybe I’ll get you one made for a ten-year-old.”

Yeah, not going to happen! 

It did make Valeri picture how she’d look in some kid’s maid outfit. 

….

Wow, she looked really slutty in her mind’s eye!

Mistress Dorothe said, “I’m sure you can crawl.  I’m sure you learned how to crawl at age one.  Crawling is a given for someone like you.”

Someone like her?  What was that supposed to mean?

“As for cleaning, I’m sure you can do that also.  Although I can tell you that you have yet to see all the ways that a Greaser Maid cleans and, ergo, all the ways you will need to clean.”

Valeri frowned.  What?  Change the sheets on the bed?  She could do that!

Mistress Dorothe said, “Can you take a spanking?  Do you like to have your ass heated up by hand?”

“What?  No!”

“No, you don’t like it or, no, you can’t take a spanking?”

“I’ve never been spanked, and I have no interest in being spanked!”

Valeri heard the mocking amusement in Mistress Dorothe’s tone when she said, “No interest?  You sure look interested as you stare at Josefina’s ass getting redder and redder.”

Valeri steamed and fumed but said nothing.  She wasn’t interested.

…

Okay, sure, she was interested but only in watching it happen to Josi’s ass, not to her own.

She wasn’t sure why she couldn’t take her eyes off Josi’s ass and the way it took strikes from the palm of Miss Bellamy’s hand.  But it didn’t matter what she liked watching happen to someone else.  That didn’t mean she wanted it to happen to herself!

Mistress Dorothe used her free hand to cup one of Valeri’s butt cheeks from behind and through her mini.  Valeri stiffened almost as if Mistress Dorothe had spanked her.

Mistress Dorothe jiggled her cupped hand and the butt cheek it held onto.  Valeri guessed it might have been better if Mistress Dorothe had spanked her instead of this.  It was so personal!

Why was she just standing there letting her ass get jiggled?

Why did she feel so funny, like she might laugh or cry or start peeing herself?

Mistress Dorothe said, “I’m a good judge of flesh, and this ass of yours could definitely take a spanking.  It feels bouncy, like it would take the spank and pop back, eager for another one.  I guess it is only fear holding you back.  Look at brave Greaser Maid over there.  She tried some new things, and she sure did like them.  She likes all of them.  Anything I do to her she just… licks… it… up.”

Valeri pursed her lips.  There was so much to say and so much to think.  Everything ran together, and she had to keep her lips firmly together, or she wasn’t sure what would come out.

She was just here, dressed like a slut, witnessing.  Watching her friend’s ass get whaled on.  While getting slightly felt up by this spoiled rich bitch.  While having her mind filled with some sexual pollution.  That’s all.  Innocent!

Mistress Dorothe inserted some more pollution, “Have faith in your ass, about-to-be Assistant Greaser Maid.  I know it can take lots and lots of spanks and come back for more.  Have faith in your sluttiness.  I know you’ll love getting spanked.  You’ll love it so much you’ll soon not resist it and readily get in position for spanking the moment you think someone wants to spank it.  Then you’ll start looking forward to it.  Then you’ll need it.  You’ll want to be put in your place again and again, ever more firmly.  Then, in the end, you’ll beg for spanks.  Of course, all this will take a bit of time and some work by me.  I may be willing to invest my precious time in making you all the Assistant Greaser Maid you can be.  You see, I have faith in your ass’s resiliency and in your slutty potential.”

Ha, Mistress Dorothe might have faith in Valeri’s ass, but Valeri had no such faith. 

Spanking hurt.  Everyone knew that.  No one could like a spanking.

The proof that might not be true was right there in front of Valeri. 

Josi.  Happily accepting that spanking.  Or maybe more than accepting it.

Valeri looked at Josi’s ass taking those harsh never-ending spanks and at Josi’s face, which looked almost orgasmic.  Wow, was Josi going to cum?

Valeri hoped not.

Valeri wanted to see it, though.

Just from curiosity.  Or… scientific interest?

Yeah, that was a hard sell, even to herself.  Valeri had not liked the subject of science in high school.

Mistress Dorothe pursued Valeri with her words, “You could do all these things if you decided you wanted to, couldn’t you?  That much is true, isn’t it?”

Well… yes, Valeri supposed she could if she wanted to for some bizarre reason.  Like if it would win her a million-dollar bet.  But not to prove herself in order to work for free as an Assistant Greaser Maid!

She was a Caucasian, for crying out loud!

“Yes.  If I wanted to.”

Mistress Dorothe took a new direction, and the shift was jarring to Valeri.  She didn’t know about how Mistress Dorothe liked to keep her seductees off balance. 

“First things first, eager applicant.  Before you can become an Assistant Greaser Maid, you must be a good guest in this suite.  If you can’t be a good guest, you can’t be spanked the way you will want, and then you will need, and then you will beg for.”

Not going to happen!

But… how was she not a good guest?

“Are you trying to tempt me?  It isn’t working.  How am I not a good guest?”

Mistress Dorothe said, “You come in here, as a guest, and you break the rules.  So disrespectful.  Since Josefina brought you here, I may need to hold her responsible and take your transgression out on her.”

Poor Josi was abused enough!  Valeri was here to help Josi, not to put her in a worse position.

“What did I do wrong?  I don’t know about any rules.”

“As the law will tell you, ignorance is no excuse.  Rules are either followed or broken.  It is not what you did.  It is what you did not do.”

“Ah, what?”

“The rule here is no panties, yet I can feel pantie lines right through your skimpy skirt.  That is so naughty of you.  You insist on flaunting rules by not properly flaunting your body.”

That was bullshit!  Valeri knew it was, and she decided to call Mistress Dorothe’s bluff.  Valeri wasn’t born yesterday.

“I don’t believe you.  I mean, I see Josefina isn’t wearing panties, but I’m sure you are, and so is your bodyguard.  I bet.”

“Oh, you bet?  Well, you lose.  Hey. Bell Bell, show Valeri if you’re wearing panties.”

Bellamy stopped spanking Josefina and lifted the long T-shirt she wore.

No panties.

Bare pussy.  Bare even of pubic hair!

Josefina tilted her face up from the chaise lounge and looked around, dazed and looking a little upset.  Valeri could have sworn that Josi looked irritated that her spanking was interrupted.

Valeri wasn’t fully convinced of this pantie rule thing.  Not yet.  She still had another try.

“She isn’t wearing any.  I see that.  What about you?”

“Oh, so you want to see my pussy?  I’ll show you my treasure since you want to see it so badly.  Feast your eyes.”

Valeri picked up on the use of the word “feast.”  She bet Mistress Dorothe used that word on purpose!  She would “feast” with her eyes but not with other body parts or senses!

Valeri also noticed that Mistress Dorothe kept her hand gripped on Valeri’s ponytail.  Whatever.  She wasn’t going to let that get to her.  She looked down and behind her.

Mistress Dorothe lifted her knee-length skirt.

She was not wearing panties.


Chapter Seven

But that wasn’t the important thing.  Panties suddenly did not seem important to Valeri.

That pussy between Mistress Dorothe’s legs.  She knew it was an average pussy though every pussy was unique.  There wasn’t anything special about it that Valeri could put her finger on.

Put her finger on….

She actually… felt like doing that.

It wasn’t a special pussy, not in a factual sense, but it felt like it was a special pussy.  It did feel like Valeri was getting a peek at a hidden precious treasure only the privileged ever got to see.

Mistress Dorothe was rich.  She did have this fancy honeymoon suite.  She had all this confidence and boldness.  She even had a bodyguard.

So… she must be special.

So… that must be a special pussy.  Right there.  Just a couple of feet from Valeri’s feasting eyes.

Valeri tore her eyes away.  They hadn’t had their fill yet, not nearly, but Valeri knew that some… edible things… were not healthy for a good young woman like her.  A heterosexual good young woman like her.

Some edible things were nutritious, but others, especially ones of strange origin, were poisonous.

It was best not to… eat… that kind.

Valeri turned back to the spectacle of Josefina and that tall slim sexy bodyguard spanking her. 

They also looked like a feast for the eyes.  But, at least, she wasn’t staring at a pussy only a few feet from her eyes.

Mistress Dorothe reminded her that she, and her pussy, were still right there, “Now you know the dress code.  And you thought I was making it up!  I’m going to give you a chance since you said you were ignorant of the dress code.  You can go ahead and obey it now.  Right fucking now.”

“You want me to take my panties off?”

“And they claim Greaser Maids aren’t clever!  Yes, I do want that.”

Valeri refused to look at her or to trust what she might say.  She stared ahead and shook her head a little back and forth, jerkily.  Mistress Dorothe probably felt Valeri shaking her head as much as she saw it because of her hand-hold on Valeri’s ponytail.

Mistress Dorothe had a little iron in her voice when she spoke, “You’re going to make me do it?  Fine then, but there will be a price to pay, and you will pay it quickly.  One simply must make examples of naughty rule-breakers such as yourself.”

Valeri felt Mistress Dorothe’s free hand scoop under Valeri’s mini from the back.  The move made Valeri gasp with surprise. 

Her hand was slipping up between her panties and her mini.

Valeri guessed Mistress Dorothe had hinted she might do something like this.  She probably shouldn’t be so surprised, but she was. 

People did not do things like this!  They didn’t!  They shouldn’t!

Valeri decided she had to do something about it.  She had to take action.  She could not allow a hand invasion under her clothes.

But a funny thing happened on Valeri’s way to doing something about it.

She did nothing.  Nothing at all.

Mistress Dorothe’s hand moved up and found the waistband of Valeri’s panties.  Her fingers hooked into them.

Then she pulled them down, jerking roughly, uncaring like she did not give a shit if she tore the panties or hurt Valeri.

There was something about that.

Valeri had never been with anyone who did not give a shit what she thought.  Not even guys who wanted to score for one night only.  Not even then.

If someone, Mistress Dorothe, did not care about how Valeri felt, then she only cared about Valeri’s body, not her mind, and about what she did, not how she felt about doing it.

What would that be like?  To be with someone like that?

Someone so fucking demanding?  Someone so fucking demanding about fucking…?

But she wouldn’t experience that.  Not right now!  She wasn’t a lesbian or a submissive.  She had way too much self-respect!

Yeah… too much self-respect….

What was the cure for that?  Probably listening to someone like this spoiled rich bitch who kept verbally grinding her down.  Treating her like an idiot!  Or a child!  Or, for sure, like a lesser inferior creature to herself.  That one for sure!

Fuck this spoiled bitch!  Valeri was a human being!  A good one!  A complex one!  Hell, Valeri was the superior one here, not this Mistress Dorothe goof!

Mistress Dorothe jerked Valeri back to the moment, and maybe to some kind of reality, by jerking on Valeri’s girl handle.

She jerked down on it and forward at the same time.  Her hand pulled Valeri’s ponytail in front of her and downward.

Valeri only fought it with inertia and by not knowing what Mistress Dorothe wanted.  Her face followed her ponytail forward and downward.  In a fraction of a second, she was bent over at the waist, with her eyes still watching her friend take a literal ass-beating from the bodyguard.

The new position facilitated an easy completion of the pull-down of Valeri’s panties.  Valeri gasped as she felt the material of the crotch-band pull away from her pussy lips. 

Cool air rushed in, and heat bloomed in place of the displaced panties.

Valeri meant to move away, get away, or to somehow resist.  She did.  Somehow this panties pull-off was still taking her by surprise despite Mistress Dorothe pretty much telling her it had to happen.

She meant to resist and knew she should but she found herself cooperatively holding herself in place bent over as her panties were pulled back and forth down her legs like they were climbing down a ladder.

She knew she should stop this.  Resist it.  At least symbolically.  Even if it had to happen, she should make it clear she was completely against it.

But… she didn’t.

Then… she cooperatively lifted first one foot and then the other to allow Mistress Dorothe to take them away.

Her panties were gone!

Mistress Dorothe had her panties!

Oh, fuck, what if—

Mistress Dorothe laughed, “I’ve seen in-use towels at outdoor done-by-hand car washes less wet than these!”

Valeri’s first urge was to deny her panties were damp but what good would that do?

At least she still had her honesty.  She wouldn’t lose that by denying the truth.

But she did not have her panties.

Valeri looked nervously at the two women fifteen feet in front of her.  Miss Bellamy was preoccupied punishing ass, but Valeri thought Josi’s eyes were on her.  She guessed turnabout was fair play.  She’d watched Josefina and still was watching her, and now Josefina was watching her right back.

The two of them in this suite with these two dominant women.  It was like the most fucked up version of a double date.  The Devil’s double date!

The question was, what was Josefina going to see as she watched Valeri?

Nothing!  No more than she already saw when she looked over here!

She just had to let those panties go as part of obeying the rules of this suite, and so she wasn’t such a naughty girl.  Letting Mistress Dorothe take off her panties wasn’t naughty.  It was the opposite.  It was Valeri trying to stop being naughty by wearing them.

She sure hoped Josefina understood all that.

Mistress Dorothe said, “There, you naughty rule-breaker.  I’ve stopped your rule-breaking, but you’re still a naughty one.  You need to become immediately obedient.”

One what?  She was a human; that’s what “one” she was!

And what was that about becoming obedient?  Screw that! 

Valeri realized her thought phrase was a poor choice considering she was bent over and pantie-less.  Don’t screw that!

But Valeri sure felt like a naughty girl.  Mistress Dorothe was right about that one.  She felt far naughtier now without her panties than when the panties were on her moments ago. 

She was naughty for wearing them and breaking that rule she didn’t know about.  Then she was naughty for letting Mistress Dorothe take her panties off.  Then she was naughty for not wearing panties.

She couldn’t win!  Naughty in every direction.

It was confusing!

Josefina was still looking at her.  Valeri was conflicted.  She wanted to stand up fully, she felt so vulnerable, but she did not want Josefina to see any wetness on her pussy.

Josefina must not come to the wrong conclusion that Valeri was aroused.

Or the correct conclusion that she was aroused.

Wait, the mini-skirt should fall back into place once she stood.  She didn’t think Josefina would see any wetness.

Her desires were moot anyway.  Her desire to stand or to stay bent over that was.  Her other desires were far from moot. 

Mistress Dorothe had her by the girl handle and wasn’t letting her stand up.

Valeri wondered how she’d gone through life for so many years wearing ponytails almost every day, and she never once heard about them being girl handles.  If she’d known, she never would have worn any ponytails!

But now that she knew, would she stop wearing them?  Every time she put her hair in a pony, she was going to think about this predicament.

And what it led to?

Valeri decided to take action with her mouth.  Her mouth still worked!  As long as she made her mind work to make it move.  She hoped to take the initiative and distract Mistress Dorothe from talking about how wet her panties were.

“Hey!  I’ve had enough of this.  Let me go.  You’re being rude!”

“You’re a rude little-tittie rule-breaker.  You’re the rude guest, but I will teach you manners.”

“Well-well… you’re a rude hostess!”

It was hard to argue effectively when bent over and pantie-less.

It was also hard to argue persuasively with Mistress Dorothe who, little did Valeri know, only ever listened to herself.

Mistress Dorothe began to teach her manners….

“Hostess?  You have it wrong.  Don’t worry, I’ll work with you and bring you along.  Let’s get started.  I am not a “hostess.”  I am, instead, a Mistress.  Good news, Assistant Greaser Maid!  I’ve decided, yes, I will be your Mistress.  Go ahead, try saying it.  Say something like, “Please be this slutty greasy volunteer maid’s Mistress.’”

Oh, fuck no!

That was it!  Verbal gloves off!

Valeri yelled, “You fucking bitch!  Go to Hell!”

For a heartbeat, Valeri thought her outburst worked a miracle.  She was jerked upright by her ponytail.  It was a rough jerk, but she thought it was the first step in Mistress Dorothe backing off.  She’d made it known she’d had enough!

However, it seemed that Mistress Dorothe thought Valeri had not had enough and could take even more….

Mistress Dorothe said, “If you cannot use your mouth for pleasing your Mistress with pleasing words or in other pleasing ways I will soon teach you, then no one needs your mouth in use.  This works out anyway because you need punishment for being such a rule-breaker.  Go ahead, open your mouth again to talk back to your better, I dare you.”

Open her mouth?  Of course she was going to open her mouth.  She had more to say to this spoiled, arrogant bitch.  A lot more!

Valeri opened her mouth, taking a deep breath simultaneously, so she had plenty of lung power to unleash on Mistress Dorothe.

Which was when, perfectly timed, Mistress Dorothe shoved Valeri’s wet panties into her mouth.  Valeri started bucking and twisting, but Mistress Dorothe had her by the girl handle at the back of her head and pressed her palm on Valeri’s lips to keep pushing the panties in.

Valeri’s sense of urgency, disgust, and humiliation all rose and rose, and yet she could not get away.  She couldn’t quite bring herself to go into full survival mode.  She didn’t want to wrestle this rich bitch.  She didn’t want the sexy bodyguard to come over from spanking on Josi’s ass to switch to kicking Valeri’s ass.

Mistress Dorothe sounded coolly in control and used words to control Valeri and make her do what Mistress Dorothe wanted.

Dorothe Gerbach knew it was handy to make the slut-to-be think everyone wanted the same thing, even if in very different ways.

She said, in a whisper the others could not hear, “Settle down, Assistant Greaser Maid.  Remember, your panties are so wet from the slut effect.  You better leave those panties in there for a little bit so your friend thinks they’re wet from spit and not girl cum.”

Valeri did settle down.  Mistress Dorothe had a point.  She was concerned about what Josi would think of her even as Valeri thought less and less of Josi all the time. 

The panties were already in her mouth anyway.  Too late now!  But she could make the best of this by leaving them in there.

But only for… a minute!

Mistress Dorothe cautiously took her hand away once Valeri settled down.  First a few inches away and then a foot away and then all the way away.

“Listen to me, Assistant Greaser Maid.  You are hired.  You are mine.  To do with as I please and because it pleases me and so that you can please me over and over.  Pleasing me will please you.  I intend to fuck up your life but, don’t worry, I will make you love it.”

Valeri thought all that was a lot to swallow!

Especially with her mouth already full of panties.  Wet panties.  Valeri didn’t want to taste herself, but it was unavoidable.  Especially as her mouth made saliva in automatic reaction to having something in it.  Her mouth wanted to soften those panties for digestion and had no clue that would never happen.

She wasn’t sure if she was better off than before.  Was it better to be bent over and pantie-less or standing upright with her panties returned to her but in the wrong place, in her mouth instead of covering her pussy? 

Her pussy felt so vulnerable.  And so hot.  But it had felt that way anyway when she was bent over.

Was she better off?  Either way, she was worse off!

Valeri tried to take her mind off how humiliating it was to have her wet panties inside her mouth.  She still couldn’t leave with her girl handle well in hand.  What should she do?

Mistress Dorothe supplied the answer.  She used the girl handle to steer Valeri’s head so she looked directly at her friend Josefina.

“Assistant Greaser Maid, watch your buddy, Greaser Maid.  Watch what she does now.  It is a very important greaser maid duty.  It falls under the heading of cleaning.”

What now?

Valeri focused on Miss Bellamy and Josefina.  It looked like the spanking was over.  Even against her dark skin, there was a near volcanic glow emanating from Josefina’s incredibly sexy ass.

There was going to be more cleaning?  That sounded boring.

It wasn’t.

Josefina moved stiffly like her ass pain limited her mobility.  She got up off her slung-over position on the chaise lounge.  But then she got down on all fours.  Miss Bellamy moved so that she was closer to Mistress Dorothe and Valeri.  Josefina followed her on all fours.

Once Miss Bellamy was in profile to her Mistress and her Mistress’s most recent prey, she spread her legs and commanded Josefina, “Greaser Maid, clean pussy.”

Valeri’s mouth opened, not to push out the panties, but in shock.  Josefina had told her about this, but it was still surprising to see it in person. 

Josefina was going to lick a pussy!

Right there!  Right in front of her!

Despite opening her mouth, the panties did not fall out.  Part of the panties was deep in her mouth on the back of her tongue.  They wouldn’t fall out accidentally. 

Did she want them out or did she want them in?

Why did everything have to be so confusing?

She better just keep them in.  She wasn’t sure why.  It seemed like the most right of the wrong things to do, she guessed.

Valeri shut her mouth with the panties still inside. 

Valeri watched as Josefina knelt up and dove in, face first, into the sexy bodyguard’s pussy.  She was completely obedient and looked for all the world like she was eager to clean pussy.

Valeri couldn’t take her eyes off the pleasing display of pleasing.  She couldn’t, and she didn’t want to. 

There her conservative, good-natured, sweet friend was, looking consumed with a need to please another, at any cost.  It was a commitment to the moment.  It was sexy. 

It was a sexy commitment.

It made Valeri feel like also having a sexy commitment.

Someday.  Somewhere else.

With a guy, obviously!


Chapter Eight

Valeri thought that Josefina was so lucky that she got the hot, firm but not arrogant, sexy bodyguard.  At the same time, Valeri had to deal with this quite average in appearance and off the charts in arrogance, spoiled bitch over here.

If she didn’t know better, she’d think it turned her on to watch Josi eating out the bodyguard.

Did she know better?

Valeri felt like she wasn’t sure what she did or did not know.  She wasn’t sure of anything.  She felt vulnerable and helpless, and clueless.

Why did that feel so sexy?

She admitted it, only to herself, that this whole situation, even with the arrogance and casual cruelty, was sexy.

Maybe because she was so used to always being in control.  Not in a dominant way, but in a self-controlled way. 

She’d had to change herself to win against her addiction.  She made herself strong. 

But that came with the cost of not letting loose.  Ever.  She hadn’t let loose for a few years now.  She didn’t get drunk, and she didn’t let herself go head over heels over any guys.  No booze and no infatuations.

Maybe that was why this moment, bizarre and wrong and even alarming, was so sexy.  The helplessness and the loss of control were refreshing in a dirty naughty way.

Watching Josi do what she was doing was so unexpectedly sexy.

But Josi was a victim!  These bitches mistreated her!  Mistress Dorothe called Josi racist names, and Miss Bellamy beat on her poor, sexy ass.  Valeri felt guilty for standing and watching and letting all this happen, and she felt guilty for being aroused in any way by it.

She needed to get herself back under her own control!  Someone was going to control her, and it better be herself.  If not her, then who? 

Mistress Dorothe was quite controlling….

What if Mistress Dorothe ended up controlling her?  For a little while or for a long time?  Shudder the thought! 

It would be a disaster, a personal disaster, worse than drug addiction!

She didn’t escape drug addiction just to fall into some damn fucked up lesbian BDSM thing!

Valeri set her mouth with renewed determination.  It made her mouth close firmly.

She shut it perhaps too firmly.  Her panties were soaked now in saliva and whatever wetness they’d brought into her mouth with them.  When she closed her mouth entirely and her teeth locked and her tongue stiffened, it made her mouth act like a wringer or a press.  Wetness squished out of her panties and squirted around in her mouth.

She could taste herself for sure then.  The taste of pussy.  Her pussy.  That was so humiliating and so naughty, too.  Even though she was a victim, somehow, she felt like a naughty victim who might deserve some of what she was getting.

It was also thought-provoking.  So this was what her pussy tasted like. Watered down by spit.  What would someone else’s pussy taste like?  What would pussy taste like when it wasn’t diluted?  What would pussy taste like fresh from the source, as the juices first ran?

Fucking mind!  First, it wasn’t thinking well, and then, once it finally got kicking back into gear, it was squandering thinking power thinking about pussy juice instead of how to get out of this mess!

Think!  Think!  Time to leave!  How was she going to accomplish her exit?

There was a hand on her ass!  Right on her ass with no material in between the warm palm and Valeri’s hot ass.  The hand cupped her right ass cheek and then slid up and down.

It was sliding around more.  That hand was ranging too far!  It shouldn’t be on her ass at all, let alone exploring more of it.  If it circled and rubbed much further, it was going to end up in Valeri’s ass crack, or it might wander a bit further down and would make contact with the bottom of Valeri’s pussy.

Valeri tried to speak, forgetting about the panties in her mouth, and she sounded like a troubled zombie.

Valeri opened her mouth wide and poked desperately with her tongue at the wet panties.  She reached up with both hands for them.

Mistress Dorothe heard and saw what Valeri was doing, “Tut tut, Assistant Greaser Maid.  Did your Mistress tell you to remove your wet panties from your slutty mouth?  No, she did not.  How do I know?  Because I am your Mistress.  Push those panties right back into your mouth, or I will use your girl handle to bend you over, and I’ll spank your ass worse than your friend’s ass was spanked by Bell Bell.  Or maybe you want a spanking?”

Valeri’s thinking was narrowed by her panicked urgency.  She could only quickly grasp and choose between the options presented by Mistress Dorothe. 

Take a spanking or don’t take a spanking.

What kind of choice was that?

As desperate as Valeri was to get her panties out of her mouth, she was suddenly, remarkably, just as desperate to stuff them right back in.  She did it.

Mistress Dorothe sounded quite self-satisfied, “That’s a good Assistant Greaser Maid.  Using her ears to wisely obey her Mistress.  Get those panties in there.  Panties, pussy juice, cunt.  These will make up your new diet.  Go ahead, get those panties even deeper in your slut mouth.  Push them back to your tonsils.  Poke them in there with your fingers.”

Valeri did it.  She just did it. Obeying words from Mistress Dorothe felt like obeying her own thoughts.  Her own thoughts were so uncertain, and Mistress Dorothe was so confident that her words of command were more compelling than Valeri’s thoughts of command.

Valeri poked and poked until three of her fingers were more inside her mouth than outside it.  She felt her wet silky panties compacting against the back of her mouth and the top of her throat.

Mistress Dorothe said, “That’s a good girl.”

Valeri felt a wildly inappropriate burst of pleasure from Mistress Dorothe’s words affirming her submissive obedience. 

She immediately knew it was completely wrong to feel like that.  This spoiled, arrogant bitch might be younger than her but she was calling her “girl!”  Valeri was mature for her age, too!

Valeri wondered wildly, what now?  What next?

Oh no, she knew there was going to be a next.  That hand was still on her ass.

Mistress Dorothe said, “It’s almost too bad.  I do want to test your ass with some spanks, test your will, test your pain tolerance, test how slutty you are.  However, I keep my promises.  No spanking.  Not right now.  I’ll have to wait at least a few minutes before spanking you.  That way, I will fulfill my promise.”

Oh, Mistress Dorothe was so honorable.  Valeri had to keep her mocking to herself.  Maybe it was better that way.  Mistress Dorothe seemed to have the advantage.  How would Valeri turn that around?

She knew she would because she had to.  She just didn’t know how yet.

It would come to her.  It better.

Mistress Dorothe said, “Ass is actually part of your new job title.  Ass-istant Greaser Maid.  Or Ass Greaser Maid for short.  I’ll need to make sure things happen to your skinny sexy little ass every one of your maid shifts, and you will have a volunteer maid shift every single day, no days off.”

Oh, that hand!  That hand was getting around on Valeri’s “skinny sexy little ass” territory.  That hand was going to grow bored with her smooth tight ass and move on to new areas to explore and conquer.  Valeri just knew it!

She couldn’t bear thinking about that hand on her bare ass.  So, she watched her high school buddy, Josi, down on her knees, eating out that sexy bodyguard.  Josi looked just as eager minutes into pussy eating as she had when she first started.  She just didn’t get tired of it!

Valeri marveled.  They’d said Josefina’s duties included cleaning pussies!  That was above and beyond maid service!  That was, at the least, incredibly personalized maid service!

Valeri was intensely stressed by her situation but watching her friend losing herself in pure service to pussy was hypnotic… and relaxing… and strangely soothing. 

It made Valeri settle down and settle in.  Her panties were deep in her mouth.  Three fingers of one hand were still in her mouth.  Mistress Dorothe’s hand was still on her ass.

Valeri felt a sexual equilibrium set in.  She was… getting used to this. 

She was getting used to the unthinkable.  The key to accepting the unthinkable was to not think about it.

Easy.

She was starting to feel easy also.

She felt settled down, just like how Mistress Dorothe had told her to settle down earlier.

It was fine.  Everything was fine.  No big deal.  None of this meant anything.  Everything was where it already had been before.  Including Mistress Dorothe’s hand on her ass.

No real harm as long as nothing more happened.

But… what were the odds of that?


Chapter Nine

Dorothe Gerbach felt Valeri’s ass and felt the subtle indicators of resignation, distraction, and then growing arousal in the lovely Assistant Greaser Maid applicant.

Dorothe was surprised when the Greaser Maid showed up with such an apparently non-greaser applicant.  Dorothe had assumed Josefina would bring another Hispanic female. 

She knew what they said about assuming.  It meant you often had your hand on an unanticipated ass.  Or you spanked a surprise ass. 

She’d assumed that Hispanic females were friends with other Hispanic females, and that was why she hadn’t thought to specify skin color, or nationality, or race, or whatever the fuck.  Those things didn’t much matter to Dorothe.  If it had a pussy and looked sexy, she wanted it.

Hmm. 

So, Josefina chose to bring this blonde friend to her Mistress.

Dorothe did not really have what most people would call “friends,” but she did associate with other members of the wealthy and other dominant lesbians or, most usually, both.  She did not like to spend time with wealthy non-dominants or poor dominants. 

Lara and Emily were from wealthy families, but she would not call her domination of them an “association.”  It sounded way too damn equal!

Lara’s older sister, Nosy Noelle, was another one like that.  Rich but submissive.

At any rate, Dorothe had expected another brown-skinned beauty.  She recalled she did not require a specific skin color when she issued the orders to Josefina.  However, she thought Josefina should have assumed it based on the term “greaser.” 

Hmm.  Maybe Dorothe would need to look up the definition. Possibly a greaser could be white for all she knew.

If a white person could not be a greaser, she could use it as a reason to punish Josefina.  Then again, why bother finding a reason?  Reason?  She didn’t need a stinking reason for anything.

What was important was that Josefina had obeyed Dorothe’s specific instruction to bring a beauty to the honeymoon suite, and she had arrived punctually. 

This Valeri was a fox! 

Also, maybe it would be better bragging rights having a Caucasian maid.

Yes, it was fine.  But sometimes the white women were uppity about being equals.  Like they thought all white women were equal to all other white women.

Equal?  Were they shitting Dorothe?  They should compare bank accounts to establish who was better than who.  That was the only fair way, not that Dorothe cared about fair.  But, hey, what was more accurate than a total in a bank account?

And who cared if it was inherited.  If you inherited lots of money, that just meant you had “good blood” and were at the top of the economic food chain.

Sometimes Dorothe felt like she had a diet of submissive sluts and that she fed on them, like a vampire, more than she did on actual food.

Yes, Dorothe Gerbach may have some unusual tastes but, when it came to the philosophy that money in the bank account establishes both success and worth, she was the same as any other wealthy person.  She truly did believe she was superior to the women she dominated. 

And they just kept letting her get away with it.

Dorothe fed a little more verbal poison into Valeri’s ear, “Can you hear that?  That licking sound?  The slurping?  Don’t answer.  I can’t understand wet pantie speech.  But I know you hear Greaser Maid slurping up that pussy.  Look at her.  She can’t get enough.  She loves pussy.  You have to try it to find out how much you love it.  I know you’re getting some taste off your panties, but you need it fresh from the source, and you need to be kneeling with the woman standing over you and the juices flowing right down into your can’t-get-enough mouth.  That is what you need.”

Valeri had a look on her face, in her eyes, like she was trying to puzzle out if that really was what she needed.

Dorothe loved it when she had her seductees like this.  Their brain cells started shutting down or misfiring.  They were so aroused they wanted to be persuaded.  They kept delaying their defiance or their departure from Dorothe, the source of their temptation, because they wanted to hear more, wanted to be tempted further. 

They got to a point where they wanted to be seduced.  They couldn’t quite let go, but they wanted it. 

And Dorothe wanted them to be seduced also!

It was magical.  The opposition melted, and the needles moved until they joined, pointing in the same direction, and everyone wanted the same thing though the seductees wouldn’t and even couldn’t put it into words.  Dorothe thought they usually did not even know that they wanted it.

But Dorothe knew what they wanted, and she was fine with making decisions for them.

“Just think about it, Ass Greaser Maid.  Warm tasty pussy sauce.  All you can eat.  A woman cumming on your mouth.  You, serving and pleasing someone far superior to yourself.  Someone like me!”

It did look like Valeri was thinking about it. 

Dorothe knew Valeri could not help but think about it.  At this point in the seduction, they thought about whatever Dorothe told them to think about and then, soon, felt whatever Dorothe told them to feel.

The takeover was well on its way!

Time for a tiny obedience test.  If passed, then it also served as obedience imprinting.  Repetition and all that.

“Ass Greaser Maid, poke those panties deeper into the back of your mouth.  But don’t swallow them!  When you leave here hours and hours from now, you’ll need to wear those soaking wet panties.  Won’t they feel so hot and wet on your pussy and up your ass crack?  Yes, they will.  Go ahead, poke them further in there.”

For a second, Valeri stiffened.  Perhaps from an urge to resist.  But it passed.  Dorothe felt it pass through the palm of her hand on the young woman’s bare ass.

Valeri poked her fingers deeper into her mouth.  She poked hard.

She tensed a little like she was about to gag.  But she regained control, control over that single bodily function, but she regained no other control she’d lost or was in the process of losing.  She poked them in again.

Mistress Dorothe rewarded her obedience with words to arouse, “You’re so good at poking your pussy juice wet panties deep into your mouth.  You are proving you are teachable.  A real teaching moment here.  And a learning one for you.  Yes, you poked them in there so well.  I certainly believe one good poke deserves another.”

Dorothe did not wait for comprehension to bloom in Valeri’s eyes.

Everyone knows it is far easier to get forgiveness than permission!

Not that Dorothe was interested in either one of those from the likes of Valeri the new Assistant Greaser Maid….

Dorothe moved her free, non-girl-handle holding hand down smoothly and quickly, invaded between Valeri’s legs from behind, felt her fingers brush wet dangling pussy lips and sparse pubic hair, and then dove two of her fingers up and in.

Valeri made a nnnnnnn sound, and she took one step with her right foot and another with her left, but Dorothe followed her that tiny distance and did not allow her fingers to be displaced.  She jerked down on the ponytail girl handle while poking upward with her two hooked fingers.  Valeri’s face turned towards the ceiling.  The pull-down on the pony unbalanced Valeri enough that she instinctively set her feet wider apart, which, of course, simply gave Dorothe easier access to Valeri’s charming charms.

Dorothe wanted to hit it while it was hot.  Or, more accurately, fingerbang it while it was hot and get it all the hotter.  She worked her fingers in and out rapidly.

She was banging this new Ass Greaser Maid!

Valeri’s face was turned upward, and Dorothe kept a good downward pull on Valeri’s ponytail.  Valeri couldn’t tilt her face back down though the hand that had poked her panties deeper fell away from her mouth and searched backward.

Dorothe fingerbanged her like it was going out of style.

Valeri made a grumphing sound, then a frustrated groan, then started making breathy whines. 

Dorothe kept banging.  Valeri’s hands flailed backward, but she was uncertain and uncoordinated.

Valeri tried to talk, but the soaked panties were still in the back of her mouth and partway down the top of her throat.  She produced a choked gurgling sound.

Dorothe hoped the sexy bitch didn’t swallow those panties.  CPR was such a bother.  Also, it was too common for Dorothe to do it.  That’s why she had a bodyguard.  She was sure Bell Bell knew how to do it if Valeri’s life needed saving.

Pretty sure.

Well, whatever, it would be Valeri’s fault for swallowing the damn panties.  Stupidity does not pay!

Valeri kept trying to say something through her soaked lump of panties.  Dorothe rolled her eyes though she knew Valeri could not see it.  Why was Ass Greaser Maid trying to talk?  Did she think Dorothe wanted to hear what she had to say?

She was wrong.  Dorothe did not care what she thought.

Valeri’s attempts at speech made the bunched panties bounce and roll at the top of her throat. She made gurgling sounds.

It sounded like she was gargling!

Dorothe thought it was certainly the sexiest gargling she’d ever heard.

Maybe she should rename this one The Gargler.  Then have her gargle weird shit for Dorothe’s entertainment!

There were so many things she could gargle.  Anything liquid. Urine!  Pussy juice!

Hell, she was gargling panties right then.  She could gargle more than liquids!

Something to think about….

Valeri’s backward slapping hands were growing wearisome.  Time to do something about that. 

Easy.  Just make Valeri obey.

The thing about obedience, in order to get it, a prerequisite was an order for them to obey. 

Sometimes you had to induce them or tempt them or bargain with them or threaten them to get them to obey an order.

But Dorothe was a big believer in doing as little as possible.  The rich should not have to work at anything, not really, not even sexually dominating other women and taking over their entire lives.

There was no reason for difficulty.

Sometimes all you had to do was give them the order, in the right way, and you got the obedience for free!

She told Valeri, with her dominant tone, “Stop that right now.  Hands to your sides.  Now!”

Valeri’s hands fluttered for another second and then sank down to her sides.

Ha!

She did it!

Yes, this Valeri bitch needed someone to tell her what to do.  She could not control herself, not fully, not at the point of attack, so she needed Dorothe to control her.

That was how Dorothe looked at it.

Valeri stood with her feet a little too far apart, two fingers thrusting in her hot wet pussy, her face towards the ceiling, and her hands now at her sides, palms flat on her outer thighs.

It was a good time to inject some more poison into her mind! 

Have some word pollution, slut!

“I know a slut pussy when I feel one, and this is a very slutty slut pussy.  So wet!  Why is it so wet?  You might be wondering, but I’m not.  It’s so wet because you’re such a slut.  Think about what a slut you are.  You came here dressed like a slut.  You’re getting sluttier by the moment among strangers.  You watched your friend be humiliated, insulted, spanked, and dominated, and your pussy is leaking like a sieve woven out of pubic hair!”

That’s right.  Dorothe liked to inject the most powerful of poisons at moments like this.  A poison called truth, at least partial truth.  Valeri’s pussy was quite wet, and it was that way well before Dorothe’s fingers slid on in.  Valeri got turned on watching nasty things happen to her friend.

Truth was the most powerful poison.  That’s why so many people avoided it like the plague!

Dorothe murmured ominously, “I’ll prove it to you that you’re a slut who wants all this.  A slut who needs her Mistress Dorothe.”

The Assistant Greaser Maid must have sensed Dorothe’s words did not bode well.  She lifted her hands away from her thighs and tried to gurgle talk again.

As sexy as pantie gargling sounded, Dorothe wanted obedience at this juncture, with her hand so active at Valeri’s most personal of junctures.

“Don’t you dare, Assistant Greaser Maid!  Put those hands back!  Now!  Oh, and no more talking.  I put your panties in your mouth for a reason.  No talking for you until I know you’re ready to say the things I want you to say.”

The pantie gargling stopped.  Valeri’s hands fluttered and then sank back to lay palm flat on the sides of her thighs.

Obedience!  Sweet obedience!

She was giving up control.  Dorothe loved these moments.  Dorothe loved knowing she could make a person, another new one, do things.  Not things that they wanted.  Things that Dorothe wanted, even when the victim actively did not want them.

That was true power!  That was domination!

Sweet obedience was only produced through the exercise of salty domination.

“Good.  Now, as I was saying, I will prove to you that you are a slut.  You see, one thing sluts love is to have their holes filled.  As many holes filled as possible.  All their holes want to give or receive action.  Your mouth is occupied, and we both know your pussy is hot and happy, hugging at my fingers.  That only leaves one more hole to fill.  Don’t move, or you’ll make it not as good.  I’m sure you want to find out that you are a slut for certain.  I shall proceed.”

Valeri scrunched her body a little bit and made a whining sound, but she kept her hands at her sides.

Dorothe rotated her hand slightly, keeping the two fingers hooked in Valeri’s pussy at the lowest part of her slit.  Dorothe pressed her thumb tip against Valeri’s asshole.

Dorothe wished she could get a good look at Valeri’s asshole.  She bet it was pink and sexy.  The mini was in the way.  Oh well, she’d have all the time in the world to examine her new acquisition in greater detail later on.

Valeri’s asshole felt small and tight and like a perfect circle.

Dorothe liked Valeri’s asshole this way, tight, but knew she’d end up making it a lot less tight if she had her way.  When she had her way.  More of her way.  All the way her way.

Dorothe pressed slowly but surely.

Her thumb tip pressed in. 

Valeri groaned.

Then further inward.

Valeri’s groan extended and deepened.

The thumb went further though resistance increased.  Dorothe realized Valeri was tightening her ass on purpose as she tried to stop the thumb’s progress.

Usually Dorothe would spank her ass a few times to distract her and make her give up the effort.  Pain somewhere else was a good way to make them give up their ass.  But Dorothe’s other hand was busy gripping the girl handle.

Dorothe found another way, “Oh, I love that!  Your ass is hugging at my thumb!  Your ass loves my thumb!”

This statement caused uncertainty in Valeri as to whether she was making the right move tightening her ass like that.  Was she sending the wrong message?

Valeri’s ass relaxed a little from indecisiveness.  That was all the, ha ha, opening that Dorothe needed.  She pressed her thumb inward hard and fast, jacking it up and out, extending it.  It shot up Valeri’s ass channel and went deeper into ass than Dorothe’s two fingers were into Valeri’s pussy.

Valeri made a roaring groan of surprise and outrage.

But that was it.  There was nothing she could do.

Especially because her hands stayed on her thighs, sliding and sweaty but remaining obediently in place.


Chapter Ten

At first, Dorothe was careful to keep her thumb deep in ass and only worked her fingers in and out of Valeri’s pussy.  Dorothe did not want to give back any of the ass territory she’d claimed.

Dorothe nearly laughed when it occurred to her Valeri might be thinking she’d come here to check things out, and somehow here she was now with a woman’s thumb up her ass. 

And probably feeling pretty damn close to orgasm!

Life took unexpected turns for these common folk when they ran into a superior being like Dorothe.  That’s how it seemed to Dorothe.  Yes, unexpected turns….

Dorothe twisted her thumb back and forth in Valeri’s ass as well as she could.

There!  There were a few unexpected turns right there for this slut!

If Valeri thought this was surprising, then she’d be more and more surprised the longer she stuck around – or couldn’t get away from – her new Mistress.

Dorothe was already formulating plans for this one.  New plans!  Something no one had ever done before to another human being.  Probably.

As Dorothe worked Valeri she realized after a few minutes that the way she was working the sexy blonde was working.  Valeri lost her resistance tension while her muscles tensed and humped from sensations.  All of her remaining resistance became simple reaction.  Her snuffling gurgles sounded ever so much more willing as time went by.

Dorothe did not think she’d have any more problems with unwelcome ass resistance from Valeri.  Not today! 

She cautiously slid her extended thumb down, withdrawing it just a little.  There was no tensing of Valeri’s inner ass muscles. 

She slid the thumb nearly out of Valeri’s ass.

Valeri made a little moan, a passionate one like the withdrawing thumb was such a relief that it was nearly arousing.  Dorothe liked that.  She didn’t care if Valeri was aroused each time she was ass-penetrated by the thumb or each time she was relieved of the penetration.  It added up to the same number of arousal inputs!

Dorothe was pretty sure she could get this one turned on with her thumb going in either direction and both directions.  Up her ass and back down her ass channel were equally arousing for her.  Double the effect of ass-fucking by thumb!

It wss the maximum bang from thumb-banging!

Dorothe shot her thumb back up into Valeri’s ass, as high and deep as she could get.  There was natural resistance from Valeri’s ass but no more conscious effort to resist. 

Yep, she had this one!  Well, she had her thumb-fucked anally.  Nothing in life was guaranteed, not even sluts. 

Dorothe still had much work to do on this one.  But she sure loved her work!  Wait, no, it wasn’t work.  It was… a pastime!  Like golfing.

Except one fuck of a lot better than golfing.

But they both involved targeting holes….

Dorothe withdrew her thumb slowly and then popped it back upward and inward fast.  Again and again.  She realized her motion was just like giving a thumbs up.

Yes, she was undoubtedly giving this one the thumbs up!  Over and over!

The gurgling moans told the story.  Valeri loved getting the thumbs up. 

She liked the positive feedback!  Right up her sexy ass!

Dorothe told her, “Since your title is abbreviated to Ass Greaser Maid, it certainly falls under your job description for your ass to be deeply…”

Dorothe gave Valeri the old thumbs up right after she said “deeply,” which elicited a lovely grunt of ass-thumbed welcoming.

“…involved in your daily duties.  Actually, I’ll tell you, everything falls under that job description.  Anything and everything I decide to do to you or make you do.”

Sometimes it was good to speak to them assumptively – ass-sumptively in this case – to get right past their resistance.  Like a thumb popping past a sphincter! 

Dorothe was a big believer in skipping the part where her seductee expressed yea or nay agreement with how Dorothe wanted things to be.  She did not think they should get to decide anything.  Sometimes she skipped that part, and they forgot they never agreed to anything and ass-sumed they had, that they must have, and just could not remember when they had agreed to it in the fog of sexual war.

Dorothe kept working her fingers and thumb in and out, alternating between them so that, at any time, either her fingers were deep in Valeri’s pussy or her thumb was deep in Valeri’s ass.

“Assistant Greaser Maid, now that I’ve hired you as my unpaid volunteer spare back-up full-duty always-on-duty spare auxiliary maid, I have higher… expectations.”

During the pause after the word “higher,” Dorothe jammed her two fingers as far as possible up this new pussy she intended to keep for a very long time.  Just to add emphasis to her words.  Every little bit – or knuckle – counts!

“In this case, I want your ass higher.  Your hands do have a use, after all.  Put them on your knees and lean forward with your ass way out.  That way, I can fingerfuck your pussy and thumb fuck your ass all the better.  Isn’t that wonderful?  Isn’t that exactly what you want now?  Go ahead, position yourself for your Mistress.”

Valeri did it.

Mistress Dorothe, full of triumphant self-satisfaction, said, “Your new motto will be that whatever your Mistress wants, that is what you want.  You will eagerly await finding out what I want so that you can want it, too.  You will hang on my every word.”

Dorothe fingerfucked and thumb-fucked Valeri with extra energy, and Valeri moaned, a moan that started and then couldn’t seem to stop.

“You’re hanging on my every word right now, already, aren’t you?  You need my direction, my orders.  You’ll never again know what to do, not really, not with certainty, unless your Mistress tells you what to do.”

Since Valeri couldn’t disagree with Dorothe or give an alternate reason for her meek obedience, it was a silent agreement that she did position herself for her Mistress and that the rest of what Dorothe said might well be true. 

Sprinkling in the word Mistress when the seductee couldn’t disagree got them used to the idea.  Once they heard it enough, especially while feeling way too much pleasure for their own good, it became a truth to their ears and to their mind.

Dorothe thought that was one of her abilities.  She made lies into a truth.  Perhaps a twisted and ill-fitting truth but still a truth in the minds of her seductees.  Live a lie long enough, and it becomes actual full-fledged truth.

Dorothe had eased her hold on the girl handle to allow Valeri to obey.  She gripped her ponytail just as hard, but she’d brought her arm down and relaxed and extended her arm to allow Valeri to lean forward with her sweaty hands on her sweaty knees.

Dorothe looked down.  The mini had slid up a little and she could see Valeri’s perfect ass barely sticking out, two crescent moons of whiteness.  With Dorothe’s hand in between the crescent moons!

Dorothe admired the young woman’s ass.  She wasn’t sure who had the better ass, Valeri or the other greaser maid.  It seemed right that an Ass-sistant Greaser Maid had an ass as fantastic as this one.

Dorothe bet she could make the ass even better.  Spanks and lots of big orgasms would tighten the ass even as Dorothe worked day after day to loosen this young woman’s asshole.  Yes, Dorothe liked them tight and loose simultaneously but in different ways.

She’d get this one’s asshole so loose that it would eventually feel odder to her to not have anything up her ass instead of odd when something was up her ass.

Dorothe intended to make this one loose morally as well.  Like she did with all her sexual acquisitions. 

She knew this young woman, like most of them, was littered with pesky morals and standards.  All that extraneous bullshit.  Dorothe would need to get rid of all that. 

It was a longer process to get rid of the morals and the sense of right and wrong than it was to loosen their assholes. 

Hell, the process still wasn’t complete with Bell Bell!  That Bell Bell, just earlier that day trying to “have a talk” with Dorothe about racism! 

The nerve of some sluts who didn’t understand how they must be.  Obedient.  Just obedient and sexy.  Nothing else.

Valeri was bent over, almost like she was bowing down, with her hands on her knees.  Hmm, bowing down.  Dorothe thought perhaps she should make them bow to her, both of these greaser maids, each time before they received permission to say anything to her. 

That would impress Dorothe’s mother!

Valeri looked so sexy, bent and stooped over, helpless and obedient, passionate and getting close to an orgasm. 

Finally.  It had taken a bit to wind this one up.  However, Dorothe was confident she’d train this one to orgasm more and more quickly.

Making them orgasm gave Dorothe power over them.  She wanted complete control, so she wanted to make them orgasm often.

They needed to have that subversive certainty that if they left her, they’d never get as many or as good of orgasms ever again.  Leaving Dorothe was the same as wasting perfectly excellent orgasms.  Hundreds of them.  Thousands.

No sluts could give up that many orgasms!

The key was making them into a slut as quickly as possible so that orgasms carried more weight than self-respect and vague intangibles such as that.

Which reminded Dorothe that it was time to get Valeri more directly involved in her sluttiness and the suspect orgasm fruits harvested from her sluttiness.

It was one thing to have things done to you and orgasm.

It was another thing to help bring the orgasm to fruition.

“Ass Greaser Maid, I am going to hold my thumb and fingers where they are, and I will also keep a good grip on your girl handle.  You will fuck your slutty pussy and slutty Ass Greaser Maid ass onto my fingers and thumb, respectively.  Do so until you orgasm.”

There it was.  An opportunity to orgasm but one that required sluttiness and obedience.

Dorothe watched Valeri, her body mostly as she could not see Valeri’s face from behind her like this.  Dorothe stopped her thrusting and held still. 

Valeri also held still other than breathing hard through her nose.

Dorothe let it play out.  Either Valeri would do as she was told, or Dorothe would simply fingerfuck and thumb-sodomy her some more and get her yet closer to orgasm.

Sooner or later, this lovely blonde bitch would do as Dorothe wanted her to do!  Like all the rest!

It was sooner.

Whatever decision-making process went on in Valeri’s head didn’t last long, and the want-an-orgasm side won out.

Valeri, stooped over, ass up and back, hands on her knees, face towards the floor, and ponytail rising towards the ceiling in Dorothe’s grip, began thrusting her pussy onto Dorothe’s fingers and her ass onto Dorothe’s thumb.

This new slut was working her ass like a veteran stripper doing a lap dance!  Dancing her lap and ass right onto Dorothe’s fingers!

Dorothe closed her eyes and grinned in triumph, confident Valeri would not see her victorious smile but not caring if she did.  Dorothe enjoyed the feeling of silky inner skins sliding urgently up and down her fingers and thumb.

Ahhhhh.

Yes, this was why she seduced and dominated women.  Well, this and so many other reasons.  She’d be so bored if she couldn’t take over and fuck over a woman’s life every few days or so.

The rich were only known as the idle rich because of their lack of work ethic.  They were not actually idle.  They sought desperately all the time to find entertainment and challenges.  Seducing and dominating women was both entertainment and an enticing challenge to Dorothe Gerbach.

Valeri sawed her pussy and ass onto Dorothe’s digits with ever greater urgency.

Yes, this one was coming right along towards a fine cumming.

Dorothe wanted to spank that ass, but her hands were both fully occupied.  Besides, she’d made certain indications as per not spanking it, not yet. 

As a Mistress, honesty and honoring promises were not required.  It was more a matter of style points.

No spanking.  Yet.

She did think up a couple of other things she could do to… enhance… Valeri’s experience. 

Enhance.  So amusing!

They would for sure enhance Dorothe’s domination and therefore enhance Dorothe’s experience, which was what was important.  To Dorothe. 

It would likely do something for Valeri as well.  Like drain away more self-esteem and make her feel more dominated.

Dorothe liked, at all times, for her domination of other women to be on the upswing.  Increases with no decreases.  Tighten up on them more and more.  Except for loosening their morals and their assholes.

Oooo, Valeri’s ass and her pussy were both clinging to Dorothe’s digits.  Not in resistance.  It was from approaching orgasm.

Dorothe wasn’t sure, but she thought Valeri was holding her breath.  They did that sometimes when they came.  Yes, it looked like Valeri was a breath-holder. 

Time for Dorothe to carry out her intentions.

Time to enhance!

“Bell Bell and Greaser Maid!  Come look at what I have here.  It’s a brand-new Assistant Greaser Maid.  She’s fucking her pussy on my fingers and her ass on my thumb.  She’s so slutty I’m letting her do it.  It’s what she wants to do.  I’m a softie.  Come over here.  Come close.  She wants to cum on my fingers and thumb, and I’ll let her.  Come see the free sex show.”

Josefina stopped licking Bellamy’s pussy and crawled over.  Bellamy walked over.  Dorothe was letting Bellamy stay on two feet during these two seductions, but Bellamy would soon be back down on all fours where she belonged.

Valeri halted her bucking thrusts for about half a second because of her awareness of this new development.

She was a spectacle.

She’d flipped from the watcher of nasty sex to being watched while engaged in nasty sex. 

The hesitation only lasted a moment.  Maybe her pussy wouldn’t let her stay stopped, or maybe Valeri thought it was already too late anyway.  Ahh, if Dorothe received a dollar every time they fooled themselves into doing what she wanted them to do, Dorothe would be… richer, she guessed.

Valeri went back to fucking backward.  Her approaching swamping wave of orgasm hadn’t receded much, if at all, during her moment of hesitation.

Bellamy arrived first, and she looked aroused from the pussy licking.  A sheen of perspiration made her skin glow, and her eyes glowed brighter than that with lust.  She was all rapt attention on Valeri striving for orgasm.

Josefina’s arrival supplied an interesting perspective.  She was on all fours, so she looked upward at her blonde friend while her blonde friend looked downward.  Josefina was not directly underneath Valeri, but she was within Valeri’s limited field of view. 

They could see each other’s faces.  It looked to Dorothe like the two of them made eye contact.

Josefina looked as hot and bothered as Bellamy and yet looked even hotter with her lower face shiny wet with Bellamy’s pussy juice.

There.  Dorothe had assembled a little audience for Valeri to perform her orgasm in front of. 

Oops, Dorothe forgot to have popcorn on hand!

This forced exhibitionism was one of the things Dorothe had planned for this sexy blonde.  Only one of many!

Valeri wasn’t letting her small audience, even an audience including her buddy Josefina making eye contact with her, stop her from going after an orgasm.

Dorothe had simmered her up for a long time.  Valeri needed an orgasm, and Dorothe bet it would be big.

These ones who took a while to get cooking and took some effort to make orgasm were actually more vulnerable to Dorothe than the quick cummers. 

The quick cummers have enjoyed easy orgasms usually for years before Dorothe acquired them.  They knew they could get orgasms without Dorothe’s help or harm.  Dorothe just had to beat their number and raise the quality.  She had to prove she could bring them increased quantity or quality, or both, and she could!

With the hard-to-cummers, giving them any orgasm at all was looked at by them as a near-mystical feat.  Dorothe could get utter loyalty from them rapidly.

Hard-to-cummers were easy-to-make-sex-slavies.

Dorothe enjoyed the hot silky friction from Valeri’s insides sliding over her digits.  It was more luxurious than having her nails done!

Dorothe realized she had time to add to the tableau and to take further advantage of both Josefina and Valeri. 

She could have them do something that would bring them closer together while also estranging them in some ways.  A change to their relationship.  It would undermine their support for each other, or at least it could, while increasing their emotional dependence on Dorothe.

A little now and a lot more later.

Dorothe commanded, “Don’t just stare at what a slut your friend is, Greaser Maid.  Kneel up and kiss your new Assistant Greaser Maid.”

Josefina blinked in a startled way.  Dorothe felt Valeri tense, but Valeri kept jamming on Josefina’s fingers and thumb.  Perhaps Valeri hoped Josefina would not do as Dorothe ordered.

What a fool!

Josefina knelt up and twisted her head to get her lips onto Valeri’s.  Valeri lifted her head, trying to get away from the kiss.  She could do that because Dorothe’s hold on her girl handle kept her from ducking away but did not keep her from rising up.

Josefina, a good obedient slut for her Mistress now, pursued Valeri’s lips with her own.

Valeri could only lift her face away just so far.  She needed her orgasm, and most of her energy went into that effort.

Valeri, seeing Josefina’s lips pursuing her, gave up resistance.

Josefina’s lips made sliding contact with Valeri’s lips and then centered, nibbling hesitantly with Josefina’s neck stretched upward.  Valeri snuffled through her nose.

Dorothe knew Josefina had not been able to watch what Dorothe had done to Valeri.  When she came crawling over, she was probably a bit surprised to see how discombobulated and about to cum her friend was.  It must be shocking for Josefina to see Valeri in such an about to cum dis-cum-bobulated state she was in.  It probably seemed like magic to Josefina.

Sometimes Dorothe felt like what she did to other women was magical.  But, if it was magic, it must be one of the dark arts and evil magic, perhaps a cousin to necromancy.

Josefina did not know about Valeri’s panties deep in Valeri’s mouth. 

Dorothe debated whether or not to tell her and decided she should.  She should know what it was, panties, and that they were Valeri’s panties.  Oh, and that the panties were wet before they went into Valeri’s mouth.

Josefina should know it before she kissed Valeri.  Not as a courtesy, or so Josefina could decide whether or not to kiss her.  Of course not!  No, she should know so she thought differently of her friend and so that Valeri knew Josefina knew.

“Greaser Maid, even though you’re a filthy nasty spic, for the moment, I’ll have you be a French maid.  A filthy nasty French maid.  Many do not know; the French are the Mexicans of Europe.  As a French maid, I want you to French kiss your slut buddy.  Oh, by the way, do not be put off when your tongue runs into something.  Valeri’s panties were oh so wet from her leaky pussy, so we put them in her mouth, and she’s been panty gargling ever since.  Push those panties deep with your tongue.”

Valeri stiffened again.  Yeah, Dorothe bet Valeri was humiliated knowing her friend knew.  That was exactly why Dorothe said something!  Mission accomplished!

Dorothe leaned sideways and saw Josefina’s throat working.  She was tonguing into Valeri’s mouth.  Valeri’s mouth was open cooperatively.

Everybody was obedient!  Just the way Dorothe liked things!

“Greaser Maid, see if you can taste Valeri’s pussy flavor in her mouth.”

Dorothe was sure there was no remaining pussy flavor, but that wasn’t the point.  Spit-swapping pussy juice was just shy of going down on the friend’s pussy.

Josefina’s throat stopped working for a second, indicating a lack of activity by her tongue, and Valeri made a forlorn snort, breathing hard through her nostrils.  Probably over the overall situation, not the lack of tonguing from her friend.

Then Josefina went back to work, Frenching her slut buddy.

The return of tongue action caused Valeri to jam her pussy and ass onto Dorothe’s digits particularly hard.

Valeri couldn’t help it!  She was getting more turned on despite herself!

Yes, Dorothe had revealed their core sexual natures to each other and begun involving them sexually with one another.  She wondered how long they’d known one another.  Years?  Ever since childhood?  And now, thanks to Dorothe, they finally got to be sluts with each other.

Dorothe knew she did fine work.  Just look at how fine these two lovelies looked!

The kissing, the lack of air, and the people watching brought Valeri over the edge.  Dorothe felt Valeri’s pussy clamp down on her fingers and her ass tighten savagely on her thumb. 

Valeri spasmed, and a wave traveled through her body snake back and forth, limited by the various grips on her, and by her stooped over position.

Dorothe heard a high-pitched whining sound and realized it came from deep in Valeri.

Valeri bucked again, and the wave traveled back through her.  The wave rolled back and forth, and it looked like Valeri tried desperately to kiss back at Josefina.

Each time Dorothe thought the young woman’s orgasm was over, it seemed to start all over again, like Valeri was on a replay loop.

Dorothe wondered if this was one colossal orgasm or a multiple orgasm.  She couldn’t tell, and she guessed it didn’t matter.  She sincerely doubted this girl had ever cum so powerfully.  Any more powerful and the top of her head would explode!


Chapter Eleven

Dorothe used the convenient girl handle to pull Valeri into a standing position. 

Josefina looked up from on her knees and looked disappointed at the loss of the orgasm kiss. 

Bell Bell stood nearby, a silent and aroused witness.

Valeri desperately sucked in air through her nose.  The girl looked like a sexual wreck.

However, Dorothe was confident she could wreck her more.  Even wrecks needed demolition.

Dorothe pulled her other hand away from Valeri.  Dorothe would have liked to have left her fingers and thumb inside the girl all day long.  The ultimate hot spa treatment!

However, Dorothe needed that hand.  In the early stages of seduction, Dorothe sometimes spent more effort on her submissives than they spent on her.  Once she had them trained up, tamed, and they were all hers, that was when all their efforts were for Dorothe, and there was little Dorothe needed to do other than issue commands.  Dorothe could partake in whatever whims she wanted to follow.  She could get creative with them.

Valeri made a lovely grunt-groan acknowledging the departure of the fingers and thumb.  Dorothe thought it was a sound of loss if anything.  Those digits had just given her that tremendous orgasm.  Why would she want them to leave?

And why would Valeri want to leave?  And yet, quite often, these dominated women wanted to get the Hell out of Dodge City as soon as they’d cum from their first time getting dominated.  It was like a damn bugle sounded retreat.

Dorothe wouldn’t let that happen.  That last orgasm must be equal to ten of Valeri’s typical orgasms, but it was so strong it might scare the young woman more than it tempted her back for more.

Dorothe judged she’d better do more to this one.  Besides, she was having fun and wasn’t ready for the fun to end.

She also had more ways to humiliate the girl.  This one had come in here, despite her revealing skimpy clothing, all high and mighty thinking she was going to rescue her friend. 

She was not fully broken, no matter how broken she looked.  Dorothe was a good judge of such things.  Experience counts!

Dorothe brought her dirty thumb up in front of Valeri’s face.  She presented it in a thumbs-up position.

Valeri looked at it and squinted like she was trying to regain mastery over her dilated pupils.  Dorothe moved it a few inches further away so Valeri could see what it was and maybe see that it was the one that was up her ass moments ago. 

Dorothe’s philosophy was if you were going to make a woman suck her ass grease off your thumb, there was no reason to be sneaky about it.  The submission victim ought to know it and then still do it!

Valeri jerked back but couldn’t get away because of Dorothe’s grip on her ponytail.  Damn, Dorothe marveled, these girl handles sure do come in handy.  She reminded herself never to wear her hair in a ponytail.  For one thing, it sure was gauche.  For another, she did not want to send the wrong signal to some other dominant bitch out there.

Dorothe told her, “I sure gave you the thumbs-up.  The thumbs-up your ass.  I gave your ass my endorsement.  It is, indeed, good enough for your new Mistress to molest and finger and fuck.  Happy news!  Here, I’ll help remind you that you’ve got my thumbs-up of approval.”

Dorothe knew Valeri didn’t anticipate what she was going to do.  If she had, Valeri would have resisted.  She would have tried to turn her face away at the least.

Dorothe took her dirty thumb and thumbed Valeri’s perfect nose.  Valeri stiffened in shock, and Dorothe took further liberty by swiping her dirty thumbpad across both of Valeri’s nostrils.

Valeri snorted, like she was trying to blow her nose, and shook her head when she realized she couldn’t get air through her pantie-full mouth and had to breathe through her nostrils.  It was a head shake of denial and vain hope she could somehow shake away the scent.

Not going to happen!

Dorothe asked with a mock helpful tone in her voice, “Ass Greaser Maid, would you like me to take those panties out of your mouth?”

Valeri nodded the affirmative desperately.  It looked like she was holding her breath.

Dorothe told her, “I’ll do it, but you will need to do some things for me.  You know what they say; one hand washes the other.”

Dorothe nearly giggled.  It sounded so damn obvious to her, but she knew Valeri did not suspect her first intention. 

“Open that slut hole wide.”

Valeri opened her slut hole wide as can be, still not breathing through her nose.  She couldn’t last like that long because she’d started this latest humiliation already short of breath from her orgasm.

Dorothe could have toyed with her further by delaying long enough to make her take deep breaths.  But she knew she didn’t need to.  She had something worse in store for Valeri, and Valeri would have plenty of time to smell her own stink.

Dorothe used her dirty thumb and slick wet fingers to reach into Valeri’s mouth.  She retrieved the wadded up soaked panties.  Their dark green was a much darker green now.

Valeri coughed and swallowed and wiped a hand across her mouth.

“Here, Ass Greaser Maid, let’s get these panties back on you, you poor thing.  By poor, I mean, doubtless, you are financially poor.”

Valeri dumbly and somewhat clumsily lifted her feet one at a time as Dorothe hooked the panties under them and roughly pulled at the clumped panties to spread them.  Then Dorothe pulled them up, back and forth, up Valeri’s shaking legs.  The panties left trails of greater wetness in Valeri’s sheen of all-over perspiration. 

Dorothe pulled the panties all the way up and then even further than that.  She made the wet material dig into Valeri’s pussy after first making sure Valeri’s whole pussy was covered by them.  Then she made a point of bending down to take a look.

“Excellent camel toe, Ass Greaser Maid!” she told the Assistant Greaser Maid.

Valeri panted.

“Here, I’ll make sure these are in place, nice and secure.”

Dorothe made sure to use her left hand, which had held Valeri by her girl handle. She cupped Valeri’s pussy through the wet panties, rubbed liberally, and then poked at them, pushing more and more of them into Valeri’s pussy.  Their waistband slid further and further down as the panties poked into Valeri’s pussy.

Valeri’s blonde pubic hair, damp but still blonde, popped into view above the panties as the panties pulled further and further down.  Dorothe kept pushing until the panties' waistband was pulled all the way down to the top of Valeri’s slit.

“Heeeyyy….” Valeri gasped out weakly.

“Shush now.  Ass Greaser Maids are to be seen and not heard, like adult children.  That is until they are told what to say by their Mistress.”

Despite the start of verbal resistance, Valeri still helplessly obeyed Dorothe.  Valeri was like a car trying to maneuver but one that stayed between the curbs set up by Dorothe.  She’d been shushed and, without really thinking about it, she stayed shushed.

Valeri made a different kind of effort, though, as Dorothe kept poking at her soaked panties.  Valeri reached down and in with both hands and weakly grabbed Dorothe’s forearm.

Dorothe would not put up with that!

Dorothe barked severely, “You dare touch me without permission?  It’s like you don’t understand you are a mere maid, an Ass Greaser Maid at that, lowest of all forms of maid.  You will be punished.  Take those nasty naughty maid hands away from your Mistress.”

Valeri took her “nasty naughty” maid hands away more quickly than they arrived.  She hadn’t been too sure about Dorothe pushing Valeri’s panties into Valeri’s pussy, but she was sure she had to obey Dorothe.

Dorothe felt like laughing but knew sometimes she had to keep a straight face to best influence her seductees.

Dorothe poked her fingers in harder.  She couldn’t get the crotch band of the panties up any further into Valeri’s pussy.  She was just fingerfucking Valeri at that point.  The panties were like a pussy parachute she was trying to pop.

Valeri kept her hands away from Dorothe.  She held them a little out from her thighs, and her fingers fluttered and clenched from electrical signals firing through her body.  Dorothe knew Valeri’s emotions battled in a melee of need to resist, embarrassment, arousal, and a growing urge to obey Dorothe in any situation under any amount of duress.

Dorothe knew there were risks in seducing and dominating a new submissive when said seduction was performed in front of other submissives.  The risk was running into successful resistance.  It would set a bad example for the others.  Dorothe was, after all, outnumbered three to one!

Dorothe knew she had Bell Bell entirely under her thumb other than, perhaps, if she were in the act of murdering an innocent.  Perhaps Bell Bell would act against her Mistress then.  Perhaps not.

Dorothe had no intention of murdering anyone anyway.  Not right then.

The much greater risk would be Valeri setting a bad example to the top Greaser Maid, Josefina.  She was new, and Valeri was her friend.  Dorothe did not want this idea of resistance to leap like wildfire to Josefina.

Dorothe fingered into Valeri’s pussy and watched Valeri through narrowed eyes.  Valeri twisted around, and Valeri’s eyes found Dorothe’s and opened wider.

Valeri’s mouth was open but only to take deep, quick breaths.  Her hands stayed helplessly out from her body.

Good.  It was going bad for Valeri, and that was good for Dorothe.

But simple obedience wasn’t enough.  Dorothe would not want anyone, Valeri or Josefina in particular, to think that resistance cost them nothing if it failed.  Rebellion should not only fail; it should be crushed.  They should always feel regret over any hint of disobedience.

You had to set these unhealthy standards of behavior early!

A punishment was in order.  In this case, Dorothe chose to do what she already intended to do anyway.  It was nasty and memorable, and Valeri had no idea that Dorothe had planned to do it no matter what and had designs to do it from the moment she removed her thumb from Valeri’s ass.

Dorothe informed Valeri, “You’ve been a naughty Ass Greaser Maid, and you started your unpaid employment poorly.  However, with proper punishment, there is high hope for your low-down nature.  You squandered your mouth effort on words your Mistress did not want to hear.  Now you will use your mouth as a punishment.  And no, I do not mean licking my pussy.  That would be a big reward!  You may aspire to lick my pussy, but you must earn it.  I will put something in your mouth, and you are to lick it and suck it.  Love it with your mouth and understand your punishment.”

Dorothe kept poking panties and pussy with her left hand.  She brought her right hand up, the hand with the dirty thumb, and slid that thumb into Valeri’s open mouth.

Valeri tried to pull her face back and get her mouth off the thumb, but Dorothe had two fingers hooked firmly into her pussy and pursued Valeri’s mouth with the thumb.

Valeri wasn’t getting away from her nasty punishment.

Valeri’s elbows bent, and her hands tentatively lifted.

A moment of truth.  Would she physically resist?  Would she literally fight this?

Then Valeri’s hands sank back down as her arms straightened.  She’d done some inner calculus and had made her decision.

Now she had to live with it.

Dorothe built on her victory, “This will remind you that you are a simple maid slut now.  Maids clean, and they clean for their Mistress.  This is perfect!  Clean your Mistress’s thumb.”

Dorothe kept working in talk of her being Valeri’s Mistress.  She was imprinting Valeri gradually.  She did it when Valeri could not protest the claim Dorothe was now her Mistress, yet each failed protest still built gradually towards a tacit agreement.

First came conspicuous lack of disagreement, then came inner agreement, and then came outer agreement.

Dorothe meant to get her there.  Soon.

Everyone could see that Valeri did not want to do it.  Everyone knew she had to do it.  Everyone appreciated her will could not stand up to Dorothe’s will.

Valeri closed her eyes.  Dorothe thought that was also humorous.  Closed eyes would not help Valeri.  Just the opposite.  It reduced one sense which sharpened her other senses.

Including her sense of touch.  Dorothe’s pussy fingering and pantie-in-the-pussy fingering would affect her more.

Including the sense of taste.  Valeri was going to get a full taste of her punishment and of her ass.

Valeri made the tiniest of whines, closed her lips around the base of Dorothe’s thumb, and tentatively licked at the thumb inside her mouth.

Dorothe fingerfucked her in a not at all tentative way.

Dorothe murmured approvingly, like Valeri was really into it, playing up her words for the other two, “Oh, yes, that’s a perfectly slutty Ass Greaser Maid.  Yes, yes, lick and suck just like that.  It feels so good.”

She said it to embarrass Valeri further.  Valeri would understand that the others now thought she was licking and sucking at the thumb like she liked it.  It was a lie but a lie she could do nothing about.

Also, Dorothe knew that sluts falsely convicted in the court of public thought often were less reluctant to go ahead and let themselves be guilty after the fact.  They thought they had nothing to lose because it was already lost.

They thought wrong.

Dorothe fingered and murmured, “Yes, just like that.  You do understand your maid duties.  Clean for your Mistress.  It is so poetic because this is a mess you made.  Keep cleaning your ass grease off your Mistress’s thumb.  I’ll give you plenty of time to do it thoroughly.”

Dorothe put that out there, the time thing.  That way, Valeri was put on notice that she could go ahead and take care of it, or she could take her sweet time with the bitter task, but, either way, she had to get it done.

Dorothe studied her and jiggled her fingers in Valeri’s pussy.  She had them in a curled hook which allowed her thumb to get up to the top of her slit and press, through panties, against Valeri’s clitoris. 

Dorothe watched for Valeri’s decision on how to accomplish the task Dorothe set for her.  So simple.  Licking and sucking.  And yet so difficult for these freedom-loving young women to bow down to doing it.

Until Dorothe got them used to such things.

Until Dorothe got them liking such things and turned on by such things.

Dorothe’s fingerfucking might help tip the scales.  The more aroused they were, the more they did and the sluttier they did it.  A Mistress adage right there.

Weighing on the reluctant side of the scale was the small audience, especially her friend's eyes watching her.

Ha.  Valeri came here to help her friend not suspecting the true reason for her presence was so that Dorothe could help herself to Valeri!

Dorothe added fuel to the mental fire, “Suck my thumb cock, not-so-fresh from your Ass Greaser Maid ass.  Lick it.  Suck it.  Do it sexy for your Mistress.”

For a second, Dorothe thought Valeri would vomit.  Her tummy sucked in, and she held her air and made a little choke sound.  But it wasn’t a choke of upcoming upchuck.  It was a choke of aroused despair.  Despairing because she was so aroused even during what she might think was the worst of situations.

Ha!  Little did Valeri know.  Yet.

Valeri broke. 

She licked. 

She sucked. 

She slurped. 

At first, she did it too fast, like she was trying to get it over with.  She might not know it, but Dorothe did.  There was no “getting it over with” because Dorothe decided how long Valeri would do this and when the thumb was supposedly all clean.

After ten seconds of the too fast oral servicing, Valeri settled down into a sort of efficiency.

Dorothe told her, “Use your thumb-sucking baby skills you learned so long ago.  Suck that thumb, you sexy baby.”

Valeri sucked it, and it looked to Dorothe like the sucking changed tone.  It became more earnest.  It was a sincere sucking.  Sucking for the sake of sucking.  Almost… baby-like.

Dorothe watched.  She knew what she wanted to see.

After a minute passed, there was a cute slight frown of furrows across Valeri’s forehead.  A little frown of concentration.

Dorothe could tell.  Valeri began to lose the thread.  She lost track of where she was, whose thumb this was, and why she was doing this. 

She lost track of those things and lost herself in trying to please the thumb with her mouth.

Valeri’s concerns melted away along with her standards and expectations.  She lost them and found the pure servile pleasure of serving.  It engulfed her, and she lost herself in it.

Dorothe was quite pleased!

Dorothe enjoyed having her thumb licked and sucked by Valeri.  It gave Dorothe a ticklish feeling between her legs. 

The knowledge she was sexually demolishing this young woman gave her the same ticklish between the legs sensation. 

They joined and doubled in power.

Dorothe wondered if she might be able to cum this way if Valeri sucked her thumb long enough.  She might try that sometime.  Or, even better, have Valeri sucking on one thumb off to one side of her and Josefina sucking on her other thumb on the other side.  Double thumb sucking!  That sounded fantastic.  She’d put it on her To Do list.

If seducing, dominating, and taming straight women into becoming submissive lesbians was so wrong, then why did it feel so good? 

Dorothe figured God must be cool with it and, if not, fuck her.


Chapter Twelve

The thumb was clean, and Dorothe had other lines to pull this one across.

Dorothe pulled her thumb out and made a show of looking it over.

“I say, that’s a good blonde spic.  You haven’t left a speck.”

Valeri looked like she was trying to figure out if Dorothe was talking to her.  Then her eyes looked past Dorothe.  Dorothe knew she was looking at her friend, Josefina, who was looking back at her, and Dorothe knew Valeri was looking at her for sure when the already pink-cheeked blonde blushed more. 

Valeri was aware of her friend’s awareness of what she’d just done, and it shamed her.

Dorothe told her and the small audience, “You are such a great thumb sucker and ass grease licker-upper that I’ll make sure to have you do it often.  It seems natural that an Ass-sistant Greaser Maid would do that kind of unnatural thing.  It is certainly one of your new unpaid job duties!”

Valeri worked her mouth, but her mouth was closed.  Perhaps the cleaning of the ass greases off of Dorothe’s thumb left a bad taste in her mouth?  Maybe?  Maybe in more ways than one?

Valeri could have used her mouth freedom to say something but what would she say?  And who would listen?

Dorothe wanted to route any words coming out of that mouth.  She wanted them going in the right direction.  That meant telling Valeri what to say and then seeing if she would say it.

Valeri was aroused, all over again, and vulnerable.  That wasn’t always enough, though.

“Assistant Greaser Maid, who is your beloved Mistress?”

Valeri frowned angrily at Dorothe, “No one.  Not you!”

Dorothe tutted, “I don’t like what I’m hearing because I don’t like it when my maids lie.  Let’s try this a little different.  Do you want to cum?  Remember, I’m looking for any excuse to spank you.”

Dorothe continued jiggling at Valeri’s pussy and, in particular, rubbed her thumbpad on Valeri’s clitoris.  Valeri was soaking wet and hot to the touch between her legs.

Valeri decided she may as well tell the truth.  No one would be fooled by a lie at this juncture.  Not with what was going on at the juncture of her legs.

“Yes.  Okay?  Yes, I want to cum!”

Valeri raised her voice in defiant honesty.

They did that sometimes.  Dorothe got a kick out of that.

“Your Mistress is bringing you pleasure with her hand and fingers and even let you taste your ass grease, you sexy blonde Mexican slut.  The least you can do is be honest about your Mistress being your Mistress.”

Valeri’s eyes fluttered from the onslaught of sensations between her legs and from disbelief at Dorothe’s words.

Valeri kept her hands at her sides, helpless and out of the battle for her soul.  Dorothe never got over how her victims often handicapped themselves.  They facilitated their downfall through a lack of sufficient resistance, sometimes ignoring common sense opportunities to resist.

Valeri sputtered, “I’m not a Mexican.  Or Hispanic or whatever.  I’m white.”

“You are what I say you are.  You look like an albino greaser to me.  You leak grease like a greaser.  Now, acknowledge that I am your Mistress, I own you, and you will do anything I say and nothing that I tell you not to do.”

“No.”  That was all Valeri said.

Resistance.  It did not make Dorothe angry though she sometimes pretended irritation or anger.  She viewed resistance as fun and amusing.  Also, she saw it as an opportunity for more fun.  It certainly gave her an excuse for some more seduction and soul-crushing!

Like right now.

“Assistant Greaser Maid, you are misusing your mouth to tell lies.  I must put it back to its former pastime.  Bell Bell, come over here and help the Ass Greaser Maid keep standing.  I wouldn’t want her to fall.”

Dorothe was not entirely sure Valeri’s hands would stay at her sides for this next stage.  It was good that she had help nearby in the form of Bellamy Wood.  It was also good that she’d coached Bellamy earlier on what to do when called upon in this way.  Doubtless, Bellamy hadn’t thought Dorothe would ever get this far.

Bell Bell came around behind Valeri, who looked nervous but helpless to unhook her pussy from Dorothe’s fingers.  Mainly because she so enjoyed the pleasure Dorothe’s hand gave her. 

Dorothe knew what the crafty little blonde greaser was doing.  This filthy sexy creature wanted an orgasm without properly paying the price for it.  She wanted to get off on a dominant lesbian’s hand while pretending she was still entirely heterosexual and not submissive!

The nerve of some submissive sluts!

She was a thief!  Just like all these border jumpers.  The blonde ones were no different than the rest.

Bellamy grabbed Valeri’s wrists and pulled her arms together behind her back.

Dorothe said, “The Assistant Greaser Maid’s hands seem to unbalance her.  I think it best, for her own good, if they are kept together.  You know, center of gravity and all that.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Bellamy.  She kept one hand around both of Valeri’s limp unresisting wrists and reached back for an item previously left on the seat of one of the chairs at the table.

Handcuffs!

In an instant, before Valeri understood, Bellamy had her handcuffed with her hands behind her.

Valeri looked panicked.  She pulled at the cuffs.  Nothing doing.

She was much more helpless than she’d been a moment earlier.

Dorothe grinned.  She bet the new greaser maid was puzzling at how she hadn’t used her free hands up until now and, now that she couldn’t, she suddenly wished she could.

Dorothe told her, “Don’t worry your little head.  Just hump my hand a bit more.  No orgasms yet for you.  Yes, I did say “orgasms,” plural.  That is what is at stake here.  You will need to fess up to the simple truth that I am your Mistress.  Oh, and that you love me with all your heart.  Oh, and also that you aren’t really a white person.  It is time you own up to your lineage.  Do not deny your ancestry, and do not make me waste an insignificant amount of money on a DNA test kit.  You are a greasy border-jumping wetback.  You’ll have to admit it.”

Of course, she wouldn’t.  Dorothe knew that.

“No way!”

She sounded really quite sincere for someone humping a hand like she was.

No problem.

Dorothe said, “Your mouth still misbehaves and betrays its Mistress.  I’ll keep it occupied until it is ready to do as I say and say what I say to say.  Oh, and until you are truly ready to orgasm for your Mistress.”

Dorothe squatted down.  She did not like to kneel for any reason in the presence of her submissives.  She pulled her fingers out of Valeri’s panty-invaded pussy.  Dorothe no longer needed to keep Valeri on the hook.  Not with Bellamy lifting up on the short length of chain in between Valeri’s cuffed wrists.

Valeri wasn’t going anywhere.

Dorothe pulled the panties crotch free of, well, Valeri’s crotch, and slid the wet, thoroughly used and abused panties down Valeri’s legs.

On, off, in, off, on, in, and now off again!

Oh, and in again….

Dorothe stood up and popped the soaked panties into Valeri’s mouth.  Valeri knew the drill and barely resisted.  This was ground already traveled, or panties already chewed and not nearly as nasty to deal with as sucking ass off of Dorothe’s thumb.

Dorothe poked the panties firmly into the back of Valeri’s mouth and then used her hands to close Valeri’s mouth, “Keep those in there.  There they will stay until you are ready to say that I am your Mistress.  And until you are ready to have yet another best orgasm of your entire life.”

It must have been so frustrating to Valeri.  The panties were right back in her mouth, and she was back to needing an orgasm.

She’d rinsed those panties once of her juices and now they needed another good mouth rinse.

Dorothe thought she had Valeri in a delightful predicament.  Oh, and handcuffed also!  Unable to talk and unable to use her hands. 

This young woman was hers for as long as she wanted her.  Tonight she was. 

And then, if all went well, Valeri would be hers for as long as she wanted her.  For life.

“Assistant Greaser Maid, we have a problem.”  Dorothe smiled like it was not a problem.  Not for her, it wasn’t.

Dorothe reached out and stroked Valeri’s pussy.  Valeri made a mrrrrfing sound and pressed her now bare pussy onto Dorothe’s hand.

“The problem, you lovely albino greaser maid, is that your blond Mexi-snatch is leaking.  Oh, dear.  Such a mess and no panties anywhere to soak up what you leak out.  Luckily, I have a solution.”

Dorothe twined fingers around blonde pubic hair over the top of Valeri’s pussy and gently but surely pulled her along.  Valeri took shuffling steps in the deep white carpet to avoid sudden pubic hair removal. 

Dorothe brought her over to the chaise lounge.  It had a taller back on one side, the side away from the massive flatscreen, and a lower back along the length of the side away from the coffee table. 

Dorothe had Bell Bell go get a handcloth from the bathroom.  Then she had Bell Bell drape it over the top of the chaise lounge’s backing.

Dorothe explained to Valeri, “We can’t have you leaking all over.  You’re only a sexy greaser maid of the albino spic variety.  Maids must not make messes and maids must obey their Mistress.  You will mount this furniture and ride your pussy on this cloth.  It will soak up your nasty maid juices.”

Valeri’s eyes bulged enough that Dorothe could tell she understood.  She also made a nrrfing sound and tried to back away, but her pubic hair simply wouldn’t stretch.

Dorothe guided her up onto the chaise lounge, centered her wet needy pussy on the cloth over the edge of the back, and held onto her cuffs from behind with one hand while pressing down on one of Valeri’s shoulders.

“Ass Greaser Maid, rub that pussy on the towel.  It will soak up your nasty juices.  I’m sure you’ll keep making more so keep on rubbing.  That’s it.  There you go.  Rub it, rub it, rub it.  Rub it like the slut you are.  Keep rubbing but no cumming.  Remember, no cumming until you tell everyone the truth about what you are and who I am to you.  I think we all agree that is fair.  Everyone with a say, my pantie-stuffed slutty Assistant Greaser Maid.”

Dorothe held the chain of the cuffs and kept a hand on Valeri’s shoulder.  That was so Valeri could not get off her chaise lounge mount and would not fall either.  The contact also allowed Dorothe an intimate awareness of how close Valeri came to orgasm so she could deny her sexual satisfaction as needed.

Valeri humped the chaise lounge surprisingly readily.  She worked her pussy hard against the contact almost immediately, and her breathing rose in frequency and volume.  Her nose sucked in swoops of breath like she couldn’t quite get enough air.


Chapter Thirteen

Dorothe made eye contact with Bell Bell and gave her a nod.

Based on earlier planning, Bellamy understood what Dorothe wanted, and she went over to Josefina and used her hair like a leash.  Josefina readily crawled along next to her.

Bellamy brought Josefina over to the big bank of windows next to the desk and above it.  This was also the suite area that Valeri faced while humping the chaise lounge.

Dorothe wanted a show to inspire Valeri’s arousal.  Oh, and of course, her own.

Dorothe liked to use submissives against one another, sometimes directly and often indirectly. 

Yes, they were helpful in direct use, like with how she was using Bellamy against Josefina right then.  Subs could be great extensions of their Mistress, and Dorothe was able to get ever so much more done with so much less effort by having subs do much of her work for her.  Even seductions and dominations!

A less direct method was using them to visually arouse each other.  What they saw done to someone else, they often felt emotionally. 

First, earlier, Valeri was aroused watching the way Josefina was treated.  These dumb subs and their stupid empathy! 

Dorothe marveled that natural selection lets women have any empathy at all.  It exposed them to many vulnerabilities.  Then again, she guessed they were more likely to get bred and pass on those same genes to offspring.  Empathy often led to sluttiness, sluttiness led to sex, and sex led to pregnancy.

Except not so much with lesbian sex!

Dorothe did not see a need for empathy.  She didn’t have any, and she thought she did great without it.

Valeri got aroused – and became highly vulnerable to seduction – by watching Josefina earlier.  More than simple arousal, by watching Josefina get dominated, by seeing Josefina so aroused from being dominated, feeling empathy with her friend, and by getting aroused from seeing it, Valeri became highly vulnerable to getting dominated herself.

See it, feel it, imagine it, become susceptible to it… and be in the presence of someone like Dorothe, someone who loved to take every inch of advantage, and it was going to happen to Valeri also.

She’d follow in Josefina’s footsteps.  Or in her knee impressions on the carpet.

That was exactly what Dorothe intended to make happen.

After Valeri was aroused watching Josefina get dominated, Josefina got aroused when she watched Valeri’s fall to Dorothe. 

It aroused Josefina and, somewhere, on the surface of her mind or deeper down, served to somewhat justify her own fall.  An “everybody is doing it” type of vindication.

Josefina watching Valeri was a risk and a possible preventive to taking advantage of her because Josefina watching could have made Valeri more difficult, and successful resistance from Valeri could have sparked renewed rebellion in Josefina. 

Dorothe did not mind taking risks with sluts and potential sluts.  Risk was fun, and there were always more sluts to conquer if it didn’t work out with one or two others.  She had the luxury of a seemingly endless supply of potential sluts.

Once past the risk involved in them watching each other, it could actually aid in furthering arousal and in reducing self-esteem.  Self-esteem was always an obstacle in dominating someone. 

The sooner the self-esteem was destroyed, the better.  For Dorothe.

Now it was time to flip it back around.  Everyone, all three of these submissives and Dorothe as well, was aroused.  It was time for Josefina to put on another show for Valeri.  Josefina and Bell Bell would put on a show together.

That’s how Dorothe stayed in charge.  She was like a magician shuffling the cards.  She shuffled the sluts, kept them guessing which card was where and when their card would come up.  A puzzled and surprised slut was a vulnerable one.

Bellamy used tugs on Josefina’s hair to make her stand.  But not for equal treatment or because her time of servility was over.  No, not for that reason!

Bellamy had Josefina put her hands against the window.  She was nude and wet and aroused and in nearly full view against the window.  The suite was high up, and probably no one was looking or would look.  However, Josefina would feel like she was on display for the whole world.

Bellamy left and retrieved a strap-on from one of the bedrooms.  Josefina knew to stay right where she was placed.  After a while, there wasn’t much she’d be able to do without an order. 

Bellamy returned, and Josefina looked nervously over her shoulder, first at Bellamy and then at Valeri, who was humping chaise lounge and staring straight at her.

Valeri looked hypnotized by Josefina’s vulnerable, aroused beauty.  As well she should be. 

Dorothe felt nearly the same.  She felt like humping the chaise lounge or someone.  She could barely imagine how Valeri felt while actually humping it.  You know, what with Dorothe lacking empathy and all.

Bellamy checked Josefina’s pussy for wetness, a completely superfluous action as Josefina was aroused now and was aroused even before she entered the honeymoon suite.

Then Bellamy slid the dildo in and began fucking Josefina’s pussy.  The thrusting motions and the weight of her body pressed Josefina’s body up against the windows.  Josefina’s breasts bulged, and her nipples attempted to become glass cutters.

Dorothe smirked to herself.  Josefina was on display for anyone outside looking up and on display on the inside for Valeri’s arousal and Dorothe’s amusement.  She was both fucked and getting fucked.

Dorothe liked to get her seductees used to performing for an audience.  Other people around should never be an impediment if their Mistress, Dorothe, wanted sex from them. 

It was useful in other ways.  Developing a streak of exhibitionism in them through sexual associations provided one more means for Dorothe to arouse them.  It was another tool in the dominant Mistress’s tool chest.

Developing their exhibitionism could also serve as training in preparation for other roles. For instance, a performance next year at Mrs. Stanton’s show bitch party.  Or, in the case of Josefina, a career as a stripper.

Yes, Dorothe was quite serious about that.  She wondered if Josefina thought she was making that plan up to intimidate her.  Then again, who cared?  Josefina would do as she was told to do, and Dorothe would make her like it either before, during, or after.

Yes, it would be convenient to have a stripper that was hers.  That was bragging rights.  Josefina would learn new ways to perform and would meet other sexy strippers that Dorothe could possibly leverage sexually. 

Josefina would also make money for her Mistress.  This honeymoon suite was expensive.  Not that money was a problem for Dorothe, but it would be nice to be able to say that it was entirely paid for, night after night, by a stripper working her little heart out up on a stage and giving her hard-earned money to Dorothe.

Yes, Dorothe’s latest plans were coming together. 

She had no concern about anyone complaining if they saw Bellamy and Josefina in the window.  Who would complain about seeing such beauties in the throes of passion?  Only a bitch or an asshole. 

Or, Dorothe guessed, a parent in company with their children.  Parents teaching kids that sex was somehow bad was exactly how eventually Dorothe found so many women to prey on.  They had to feel naughty about it to fall so hard.

If there was a complaint, it was convenient she had Jill-Off Holloway at her beck and call and snap of her fingers for pussy licking or anything else.  And, failing that, what if matters went to corporate? 

Well, this wasn’t the only hotel in Philadelphia with a nice honeymoon suite for Dorothe to inhabit.  In fact, a move could be good for security and offer up new opportunities with a fresh stock of maids and hotel managers, and the like.

Bell Bell fucked Josefina against the window.  Dorothe smirked as she had another thought.  Josefina was definitely great window dressing!  By not being dressed!

Valeri watched, and Valeri humped the cloth over the back of the chaise lounge.  Dorothe moved so she had one hand on the chain between Valeri’s handcuffs and one hand recaptured Valeri’s girl handle.

Dorothe encouraged Valeri.  But only to humiliate her and make sure she knew at least someone was watching her.

“Thatta girl, ride that rag.  Hump it like the horny slutty Ass Greaser Maid you are.  Look at you go.”

The deprecating words made Valeri hesitate, but she did not entirely stop.  A jerk on her pony got her going again. 

Dorothe bet it wasn’t her insistence that put her back in gear.  Valeri looked highly aroused.  Not much could put out that passion. 

In fact, even bad things like humiliation only built it higher.  It was like with really hot fires.  Even fire-retardant objects lit and burned merrily if the temperature was high enough. 

Valeri was like that.  She was so hot that Dorothe could throw any words at all onto her passion blaze, and they would make her burn brighter.

“You’re the sluttiest Ass Greaser Maid I’ve ever seen!”

And the only one, Dorothe added silently to herself.

“You’re the sluttiest Ass Greaser Maid in the whole world!”

And the only one, Dorothe added silently to herself.

“I’m looking at your greasy greaser ass, and I really want to spank it.  I’m hoping you’ll give me an excuse to spank it.  No orgasms!  No stopping your furniture fucking either!  That’s a fine line there, Ass Greaser Maid.  Keep getting closer without ever arriving.  You have to keep fucking, keep moving towards your orgasm, but you are not to arrive at that destination.  Not until you make a stop at the altar of Mistress worshipping.  First duty there will be your confession that I am your Mistress.”

Valeri had not much to say with those panties in her mouth.  She tried to say something but Dorothe couldn’t figure out what it was.  She didn’t think Valeri could be ready to say what Dorothe wanted quite yet. 

Therefore, it did not matter what she was saying!

“Mmmmrrrf!”

“You know, you’re lucky I’m letting you stay on forever as my unpaid greaser maid.  You and your lying blonde hair are trying to fool me and the world into thinking you’re white.  You damn south of the border types try to steal every-fucking-thing.  But I’m tolerant, to a degree.  I’ll let a lying blonde spic like you worship me and serve me.”

“Mmmmmrrrrrrrff!”

Wow, that attempt at speaking sounded quite angry.  However, Valeri kept humping away like a very good slut.

“Yes, yes, I know what you’re saying.  You are correct, it is the biggest honor of your life serving me.  Look at you hump!  You should see yourself!  Later on, I’ll show you how you look.  I have the finest in high-quality full-color wireless cameras in this suite.  I bet you had no idea you’d be making a porno and starring in it when you came over here tonight.  Well, lucky you.  A star is born.”

Valeri’s humping slowed and became jerky.  Dorothe watched her look wildly around.  She watched Valeri locate a couple of the cameras pointed more or less right at her.

Valeri slumped a little, her body sinking hard onto the ridged cloth-covered back of the chaise lounge.  That must have caused friction on her clitoris because she shook in what looked like a mini-orgasm or an aborted one.

Valeri rose up a little, no doubt not wanting to cum in this situation, never mind Dorothe’s directions.  No one wanted to cum immediately after finding out they were video compromised!

Dorothe jerked on the ponytail and cuffs chain, and Valeri’s pussy whammed back in place hard.  Her eyes rolled upward like she might pass out from the burst of unwelcome pleasure.

Dorothe said, “I see you need help not cumming.  So that is my excuse to spank you, isn’t it?  Besides, I’m sure you’ll want to get a look at how your ass takes a spanking.  Remember, as an Ass Greaser Maid, you will be all things ass.  You’ll get ass fucked often, have butt plugs up your ass most of the time, and you will lick and suck many female assholes.  Not only the assholes!  Up inside them!  You’ll lick rectum!  Oh, happy day for you, Ass Greaser Maid!”

Dorothe took her hand off the cuffs and delivered six swats, two per ass cheek.  They stirred Valeri into motion like she was trying to knee her horse into a getaway gallop.  But she had no horse, and the chaise lounge was not about to gallop anywhere.

There was no getting away for Valeri.  Not from Dorothe and not from her arousal.

Dorothe saw that Valeri’s ass colored nicely from the spanks.  Valeri still wore her mini, but it was halfway up her ass.  It was no real protection and made her look more erotic than if she were entirely nude.

Dorothe continued to deliver spanks until she thought Valeri was at the right level of simmer.  Or maybe sizzle.  She was hot, she looked hot and acted hot, and she was back to humping away.  Dorothe knew the spanks drove off the approaching orgasm but not far, and when it returned, if Dorothe allowed it to return and bloom in full, it would be more powerful than if no spanks had ever landed.

Dorothe was tempted to let Valeri cum.  But, no, she’d made a plan, and she’d stick to it.

Timing.  It was all about timing.  Valeri wanted to cum, there was no doubt, and Dorothe wanted her to cum also.  But first things first!

She observed Valeri. 

Valeri watched her friend get fucked up against the window, fucked from behind by Bell Bell.  Josefina was panting hard and steaming up the window her sideways mouth slid against.

Valeri looked like she liked seeing her friend get lesbian fucked.  Or like she wished she could switch places with Josefina.

Hmm.  Dorothe wondered if that would tempt Valeri.  Perhaps she could use something like that to sweeten the pot.  Or the pussy.

She saw Valeri glance a few times at the tiny cameras recording her aroused predicament.  Dorothe saw her look at the cameras three times like she kept not quite believing it.  Each time she slowed her humping with trepidation but then when she started humping again, she humped harder and faster.

Hmm.  Interesting but not unexpected.  Valeri was more than ill at ease at being videotaped half nude and in a sexy but humiliating circumstance.  Understandably. 

But also understandably, Valeri found something arousing about it.  Exhibitionism was common and natural in women.  Back in the day, women who best advertised were best bred and thus passed on their genes.  They were more likely to have offspring, and their sexual partners were a notch better the more and the better that they advertised.  That increased the odds of their offspring surviving.

Dorothe was convinced that parents passed on more than physical qualities to their children.  And more than what they taught them after they were born.  Certain personality traits were hardwired and selected for by nature’s process of trial and error.

Exhibitionism was one of those traits in females.  It was just that most women were taught it was wrong nowadays.  More and more all the time. 

Valeri was already exposed and watched.  Now she knew there was video of her that may be watched by people she didn’t even know and might be watched for years to come for all she knew.  Or the video might get posted on the internet.  There was an instinctual element of wanting to entertain. 

Caught sexy?  Try to look as sexy as you can.

Dorothe knew it wasn’t thought out by Valeri.  It was deeper down.  She was already exposed and caught.  All she could do was try to look as sexy as possible.

Also….

Valeri’s body and Valeri’s deeper persona were having a Hell of a good time in this honeymoon suite.  But her mind controlled her body and her life.  Her mind got to stuff the ballot box in voting on how to handle everything and deciding what she could or couldn’t do. 

But video proof in the hands of someone else was the ultimate in rigging her inner election.  Some deep part of Valeri, some crocodile core, knew she had no control over the video and relished being controlled by it and by Dorothe.  It was the ultimate slut permission slip.

Dorothe thought watching a slut-to-be accept defeat and then embrace defeat, or in this case, hump it, was one of the sexiest sights on the planet.  It was a sight invisible to most people, but Dorothe could see it like some keen observers could see the green flash when the sun rose or set just as the sun appeared or just before it disappeared.

Dorothe saw it!

The “green flash” of utter sluttiness!  Valeri was at that do or say anything state of mind.


Chapter Fourteen

Dorothe let go of Valeri’s girl handle.

Valeri kept humping the cloth on the chaise lounge.  No difference.

Dorothe told her, “I’m going to go get you a treat.  A pussy privilege.  Keep up the good job obeying your Mistress.  No cumming but lots of humping.  Watch your stupid slut friend, that other sexy spic.  Watch Bell Bell pound and mash the grease in her cunt.”

Dorothe often spoke harshly but she spoke extra harshly this time.  She emphasized the racism, the insult to Valeri’s friend as per intelligence, and the word cunt, which many women found intensely offensive.  They felt they had to reject the word like all the other women in the world depended on them to do so.

It was a quick test.  Dorothe thought she’d seen the “green flash” of utter sluttiness, but it didn’t hurt to be sure.

Valeri humped away urgently and without any slowing or hesitation.  She kept her eyes on Bell Bell and Josefina against the bank of windows.  Her mouth was slightly open, but the panties were still deep inside.

No change in reaction because of Dorothe’s brutal words though Dorothe had noticed a tilt of the head to bring Valeri’s ear slightly up to hear better what Dorothe said, and then some blinks like her eyes were swallowing Dorothe’s words.

Acceptance.  Total acceptance of whatever Dorothe said.  For the moment.  For right now.  The green flash of utter sluttiness wouldn’t last forever, but it lasted a lot longer than the sun’s green flash, if you ever saw that one at all.  Dorothe had plenty of time.

During the green flash, Dorothe knew she could do anything at all to them.  More importantly, she could get them to say anything.  With so many of these honorable women, if they said something, they thought they had to keep any verbal commitments they made.  Like it was a contract to them!

Dorothe never understood that and never would.  Hell, she wouldn’t even keep an actual written and signed contract if she didn’t want to let alone a verbal one self-imposed by implication! 

These straight and good and honorable women were fucking crazy!

Once Dorothe got them saying things, they started believing the things they said.  Why?  Because they thought they always told the truth, always had to tell the truth. and because they trusted themselves.

These sexy fools!

With confidence, Dorothe left Valeri alone, riding the chaise lounge.  She knew there was zero chance of her trying to leave now.

Dorothe went to her bedroom and looked over her selections of strap-on attachments.  She chose a small to medium dildo.  It was made from a smooth, soft rubber, opalescent like a pearl.

She had many bigger ones but there was no need for overkill.  She’d felt enough of Valeri’s pussy to know it was small even for her slightly smaller than average body, and it felt tight as well. 

Plus, Valeri was so aroused that Dorothe knew she could make her orgasm from a finger penetration.  Or just a finger flick on Valeri’s clitty.  Either one would work as long as she gave Valeri permission to cum first.

She connected the small to medium silky smooth bendable dildo, screwed it in so that it was ready to screw.  It was the right tool for the job.

Dorothe slipped on the strap-on.  Ah, she thought, we ride again, my friend.

Dorothe returned to the main room.  Everything was as she’d left it.  As she’d expected. 

Valeri rode the chaise lounge.  Dorothe saw glimmers of spit running down from the corners of her mouth.  It wasn’t attractive… and yet… it sure was sexy!

Over at the windows, Bell Bell fucked Josefina hard against the glass. 

So hard that much of Josefina’s upper body pressed against the glass.  Her breasts ballooned out to the sides from the pressure.  The grinding movements made Josefina slide in her sweat.

Her “grease.”  Dorothe smiled nastily at that.  The Greaser Maid was getting cooked up in her own grease!

Hmm.  Dorothe thought she probably was a bit racist.  It was just that she was also racist against white people.  They weren’t her own kind.  Not the poor ones!

Dorothe was at home with her racism.  She did not give two fucks what anyone else might think.  If she was racist, then racism was fine because Dorothe was sure that she was quite perfect.

As she watched, Josefina slid a little sideways, and the window made a squeegee sound like poorly fitted windshield wipers on a poor person’s car.

Hmm.  That gave Dorothe an idea.  Maybe she’d have the Greaser Maid go to some poor, nasty neighborhood and run out topless at a stoplight.  She could spit on car windows. Wipe her tits all over the windshields, and then get tips like the homeless people did, some of them, the really fucked up ones.

Yes, and then Josefina could bring her cup of dollars and change back to her Mistress!  Dorothe would take good care of the money by putting it in a bank.  In an account only Dorothe could access.  The money, after all, was hers, not Josefina’s!  It was her idea for Josefina to earn money that way, so Dorothe should get to keep it.

That way the Greaser Maid’s efforts could pay for some of the sex toys used on her.

It was weird, though.  Using sex toys… on another sex toy….

Thinking of sex toys, it was time to use the one she wore.

Dorothe walked just in front of Valeri.  She stood sideways so the soft dildo, tempting and not threatening, was perpendicular to Valeri’s face but even with her nose.

Valeri’s eyes focused on it.  They widened.  They warmed up.

Dorothe saw Valeri instinctively stretch her neck slightly towards the object of sudden temptation.

Yes, she wanted it.  Just as Dorothe knew she would.  The young woman was in a passion storm that seemed endless.  You know what they say, any port in a storm.

Except, in this case, the dildo was the storm, and Dorothe planned to shove it right into Valeri’s port!

Dorothe led Valeri down the path to the destination Valeri wanted without knowing she wanted it.  A destination that the young woman who arrived at the honeymoon suite would have thought impossible to want and completely undesirable to experience when she first arrived.

“Assistant Greaser Maid, you nasty filthy slutty spic, do you want to be fucked by me?”

Dorothe silently added, “… and fucked over by me.”  She almost did add those words.  She was pretty sure she could get away with almost anything at this moment.

Valeri nodded eagerly.

Dorothe told her, “There are certain things you will need to do with your mouth.  Are you willing to do them?”

Valeri stared at the dildo like a treasure found uncovered on some sunny beach.  She wanted it!

Valeri nodded eagerly.

Dorothe was sure Valeri interpreted Dorothe’s words as meaning she’d need to suck it.  That was accurate as far as that went, but Dorothe had said “things” plural.

Dorothe reached in and dug the panties out of Valeri’s mouth.  They were plastered at the back of her mouth and against the roof of her mouth.  Really, Dorothe had no idea how these sluts put up with – and enjoyed! – so many of the things Dorothe did to them.

Humph.  Not her problem!

The panties were a ball of slimy wetness.  That yucky top of throat saliva was so thick!

Dorothe looked around for what she should do with the panties.  They were so disgusting she did not want to put them down anywhere in her lovely honeymoon suite.  She put up with many a slut mess – mostly because she had slut maids to clean those messes – but this was a bridge too far.

She might have draped them over Valeri’s face, but she wanted to see that work of beauty face light up with sluttiness and servility and orgasm.  She needed to see that face.

Then Dorothe knew what to do with them.

Valeri was, now, to her, after all, an Ass-sistant Greaser Maid!

“Keep still for a minute, and then I’ll bring my cock back to your mouth.”

Valeri kept still.  Dorothe moved behind her with the dripping panties.

Valeri jumped and then moaned as Dorothe spread her sweaty ass cheeks and began stuffing the sorely used soaking wet panties up her ass.

Valeri kept shifting and moaning, but she mostly held still.  Even this she accepted in the orgasm-needy circumstance she was in.

Dorothe stuffed, and Valeri moaned.  Dorothe thought this was a perfect sexual version of the relationship between the bourgeoisie and the proletariat. 

Capitalism in its purest sexual form!

The bourgeoisie, in this case Dorothe, shoving it up the ass of the proletariat, Valeri.

Dorothe got the panties all the way in up inside Valeri.  Valeri still had a tight ass despite the thorough thumbs-upping it took earlier.  However, the panties were flexible and well-lubricated.

Dorothe backed off slightly and delivered a whale of a smack to the center of Valeri’s ass.  She did it to note the completion of her task and to make Valeri tighten her ass around the slimy panties up her rear.

Take that, proletariat scum!

Dorothe came back around to Valeri’s other end.

She shoved the rubber cock against Valeri’s mouth, “A slutty greaser like you knows what to do.”

She did.  Valeri engulfed the rubber cock with her mouth.  She did it so totally it looked like she wanted to inhale the thing.  In moments, her lips were pressing against the base of the fake cock and sliding hard on Dorothe’s strap-on.

“Suck that cock, Ass Greaser Maid.  Get it ready.  Make it want to fuck your worthless cunt.”

Valeri went at it like she was on fire.  She licked, she sucked, she deepthroated it, and she fucked her face on it.

Total commitment.

Total slutty commitment.

The green flash moment just kept going and going, and Dorothe had no intention of letting it end anytime soon.

Dorothe helped Valeri fuck her face on it by pushing her hips towards Valeri.

Take that, slut tonsils!

Valeri gurgled as she was face-fucked, but it wasn’t a protest.  Right now, she was fine with anything Dorothe did.  Any thing.

Dorothe felt her power over this young woman.  The power to make her do anything.  The power to do anything to her.  The power to choose the gamut of possible experiences for this young woman, from orgasm to pain. 

Dorothe pulled out and swung her hips so the saliva-dripping soft rubber cock bounced off Valeri’s cheekbone.  Any time was a good time to remind them of their place! Even when they did not yet fully understand their place.

“Time to use your slut mouth in a different way.  Words.  Your Mistress will let you speak again, but this time only the truth, nothing but the truth.  I only stick my cock into total and complete sluts.  So, what are you?”

Valeri rubbed her pussy hard on the ridged back of the chaise lounge, swiping it on the wet cloth.  A cloth soaked from her wet pussy grinding on it. 

Her eyes looked wild, like she was desperate to figure out the answer to Dorothe’s question.

But, of course, Dorothe had supplied the answer, and Valeri’s mind and soul grabbed onto it.

“I’m a total and complete slut!”

“Yes, ding ding ding, you are correct.  Another minor detail, no big deal, but I only stick my cock into subby sluts that I own and who understand and love that I am their Mistress.  So… am I your Mistress?”

Was she?  That one looked like a tough question for poor Valeri.

Dorothe murmured with an urgency that sounded so heartfelt it insidiously demanded the truth from Valeri.  Even if it wasn’t the truth!

“Tell your Mistress the truth.  Who is your Mistress?”

Dorothe liked to frame questions in that tricky way.  She was not asking if Valeri had a Mistress.  She had asked who Valeri’s Mistress was.  Well, who else could it be but Dorothe? 

Valeri’s desperate orgasm-needy mind could not possibly sort through various alternative answers.  It was a little word maneuver to box the on-the-ropes prey into the answer Dorothe wanted.

“You are!”  Valeri said it like she’d just discovered it and like the discovery excited her, “You are my Mistress!”

Dorothe so enjoyed these slut eureka moments.  The moment they declared themselves Dorothe’s creature.

“Correct again, Assistant Greaser Maid.  You’ve got all the answers right so far.  You’re doing so well.  Yes, you are.  I knew you could do it.  Now, to get this rubber cock where it belongs, up your greaser cooze, be honest about your ancestry.  You are a filthy Mexican illegal immigrant border jumper who dyes her hair blonde and pretends to be Caucasian… aren’t you?”

It was a ridiculous demand, but this kind of thing seemed so logical to these lust-stupefied bitches who wanted to believe whatever they were told to believe.

Anyone else would be surprised by Valeri’s answer, but not Dorothe Gerbach.

“I’m so damn filthy!  I’m a nasty illegal border jumper!  I dye my hair!”

“Thank you for your honesty.  Are you sorry for pretending to be a Caucasian?”

“I-I am!  I’m so sorry!”

“No more pretending to be anything other than a damn Mexican?”

“No more.  Never again!”

“Are you stupid?  Well, that is a dumb question on my part.  Yes, of course, you are stupid.  From now on, when you talk to me or refer to me anywhere else, you must call me Mistress.  Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“That’s good so far.  Let’s get you fucked.”

Dorothe moved behind her, pulled her closer via a hold on the cuffs, and slid the rubber cock easily, quickly, and firmly all the way into Valeri.

She pumped no more than ten times before Valeri shrieked an orgasm.  Her shriek cut off halfway through, and she stiffened.  Her body shook and locked up.

She went entirely rigid.

After a few moments, she relaxed.  It looked like every single one of her muscles went spastic.

Dorothe felt a flood of what she thought was pussy juice but then realized it was urine.

Valeri came so hard, with a wad of wet panties up her ass, and foul words on her mind, that she pissed herself!


Chapter Fifteen

Dorothe had seen such a thing before, a submissive pissing herself as she orgasmed, but it was rare, and this was the first time that Dorothe was the cause.

It was funny, one of her first thoughts was that Valeri might be a good show bitch for Mrs. Stanton’s show bitch party next year.  But only if Dorothe learned how to make Valeri orgasm and piss simultaneously whenever she wanted.

Dorothe’s second thought was how to handle this in the moment.

Easy.

She pulled out and pulled the still peeing Valeri off the chaise lounge and onto her knees.  Then she shoved the rubber cock, wet with pussy juice and urine, into Valeri’s mouth.

“Clean it, Assistant Greaser Maid!”

Valeri cleaned it as her urine flow slowed and stopped.  Her mouth was uncoordinated but it looked like she gave the task honest effort.

“Now clean my legs and knees, Assistant Greaser Maid.  You made a mess on them.”

Valeri did it without question.  Valeri worked her lovely lips and sexy mouth, tamed lips and a tamed mouth, submissively up and down the insides of Dorothe’s thighs, all over her knees, and down her calves. 

Dorothe loved it.  It was the sexiest massage ever.  What could be better than lips and tongue?  But she knew what could be better.  More lips and tongues!  Maybe she’d have her own orgy and have three sluts to each side of her, all of them licking and kissing all over her entire body.

And some people thought you should only have one sexual partner!

Those fools!

More sexual partners – fuck the “partners” part of it – more submissive sluts, and there was more sex and more fun to be had.

Fair share?  Well, it was fair.  Slut currency should work the same as monetary currency.  Some people had wealth, and others did not.  Dorothe liked to have a wealth of money and of sluts.  And she felt she deserved them all and all of them deserved whatever she did to them.

Why did they deserve it?

They were poor, weren’t they? 

Or, like with Emily and Lara, and now Nosy Noelle, they were willing to be poor to serve their Mistress.

So all was fair, and all was right in the world.  Dorothe’s world.

By then, Dorothe really wanted satisfaction herself.  Who was orgasm-denying who here?  But she had an idea that made her wait for satisfaction.

When you had them like this, you had to take them as far and as hard as you possibly could.  You had to make it so they knew no sexual encounter would ever be as good or as memorable, no matter how nasty awful this one was.

All the possible negatives – like that it was lesbian sex, the spanking, the humiliations – were all either forgiven and permitted as a cost of doing orgasm business or were transformed into positives in and of themselves.

You had to make them so in need for more that they had to come back for more.

You had the monopoly over the precious resource they wanted.  They wanted more orgasms dominated into them and only knew one place to get that treatment.

Dorothe, like every big thinking rich person, loved a good monopoly.

Dorothe pulled Valeri up on her feet.  She thought Valeri might have another orgasm in her despite her relative difficulty in having them.  The orgasms Valeri had had so far took a lot of high effort from Dorothe. 

That was fine.  Dorothe was fine with that. 

She could work with that.

When these kinds of sluts had a big orgasm, the next orgasm they had was set to go off more quickly than the one before, and it was ready to be just as big if you did the slut right. 

This was also true with the next orgasm after that.  However many orgasms during that first sexual encounter, they were always ready and needy to have even more and even bigger ones. 

Dorothe so enjoyed changing their perspectives, and she planned to do the same to Valeri.

It was like the orgasm dam burst if you did it right.

Once they knew they could have big orgasms quicker than they’d ever thought, they had this new inner expectation.  If it can happen once, why not more than once?  Why not all the time?

It was a tremendous temptation.

You had to attract your prey so they willingly returned to the trap.

Easier and bigger orgasms made them want to return to Dorothe for more of the same, but it also made them, just from the power of the mind, more orgasmic and easier to make orgasm.  Once you knew you could do something or could react a certain way from having things done to you, it became easier to do or be done.

Given enough time with Dorothe and enough careful training and Dorothe might be able to get Valeri cumming from a single touch to her pussy.

“Assistant Greaser Maid, you are such a sexy illegal immigrant, let us display you to America.  Just like the other wetback.  Wetbacks?  You two should be called wetpussies.  Accuracy counts!”

Dorothe guided Valeri over to the bank of windows next to Bell Bell fucking away at Josefina, who kept cumming and cumming.  Dorothe had lost count of how many times Josefina had cum.  It didn’t matter.  She owned that girl.  She needed to ensure ownership of Valeri as well.

Dorothe pushed Valeri’s face and upper body against the windows.  There was no fight in Valeri.  She was cuffed and too exhausted to resist.  She only had energy for what was important.  Fucking.  Valeri wanted more of what she was getting.

But Dorothe liked to spice it up with variety.  She liked to keep them guessing.  Also, she liked to make their names and roles stick.

Valeri was the Ass-sistant Greaser Maid, after all.

Dorothe plucked those nasty panties out of Valeri’s ass.  Valeri made a grunt that didn’t sound like it could come from a sexy slim blonde like her.

Dorothe needed those panties out of the way.  But then, what should she do with them?

It really shouldn’t be her problem….

It should really be a problem for this new Assistant Greaser Maid….

Dorothe unfolded the soggy stinky compressed panties until she could figure out the leg holes and the location of the crotch band. 

She put it over Valeri’s head and tilted it down so the crotch band rode along the bridge of Valeri’s nose.  The waistband covered Valeri’s upper lip.

Dorothe pulled Valeri’s hips towards her until Valeri’s butt cheeks separated, and her asshole was vulnerable.  Her asshole did look a little looser, gaping slightly, and it was wet.

Dorothe slid her rubber cock into Valeri’s ass.

Valeri made sounds like an epileptic, “Uh, uh, uh, uh, uhhh.”

Dorothe got her producing one “uh” per thrust into Valeri’s ass.

With Josefina rolling from one orgasm to another right next to them, Dorothe fucked Valeri intently.  With the nasty panties covering Valeri’s eyes, Dorothe knew Valeri was entirely focused on sensation.  Valeri probably didn’t care that she was on display in a window for the citizens of Philadelphia.

Dorothe hoped some people Valeri knew were down there but then realized they would not recognize her.  The height alone!

Still, just in case Valeri knew some eagle-eyed descendent of Daniel Boone, Dorothe pulled the nasty panties off Valeri’s head and crammed them once again, for the third time, into Valeri’s mouth.

Valeri looked so sexy with her cheek sideways to the cool window. Gasping, snorting air through her nose, eyelashes fluttering, eyes rolling, with Dorothe fucking the shit out of her ass.

Valeri’s throat worked, and her mouth worked unconsciously at the panties, chewing at them.

Was there nothing these Assistant Greaser Maids would not do?  Dorothe thought not!  Not if she could keep them from not doing it!  The whole world population of Assistant Greaser Maids, all one of them, would be doing every nasty thing Dorothe could think up.

She thought up one then.  It was not physically nasty.  It was nasty in another way.  Diabolical.

She kept calling this Valeri girl a greaser, and now she had Valeri calling herself a greaser as well.  That was good, but what about mirrors?  And what about that lying blonde hair?  Who gave a fuck if it was natural?  It was still a lie!

Dorothe told her, “Tomorrow, you will dye your hair black.  That will solve this blonde hair lie.  Nod if you understand your Mistress.”

Valeri nodded shakily, her cheek making that squeegee sound on the glass.

“Another thing.  You’ve obviously been using skin whiteners.  No more denying your lowly greasy ancestry!  Tomorrow and every day after that, you will go to tanning salons until your skin is darker than the first Greaser Maid, Josefina.  Darker!  Understand?  Then you will maintain that dark skin with trips to the tanning salon.  Understood?”

Valeri nodded shakily.  Then she pumped her ass back hard on Dorothe’s rubber cock.

She wanted it!  Nasty talk turned her on!

“Say it, dumbass, while I fuck your dumb ass!”

“I understand, Mistress!”

Dorothe gave her a good solid thrust.

Then Valeri went off script and added, “God, yes, Mistress!  Fuck my ass!  I never knew it--   I love it, Mistress!  Ass fuck me!”

Dorothe loved it.  It was a triumph.  It was one thing when they parroted what you told them to say but a whole different sexy beast when they said it on their own.  Dorothe decided to ask a few questions to get Valeri thinking about herself and defining herself as the useful slutty creature Dorothe wanted her to be.

Dorothe jammed another thrust into Valeri’s ass playing hard to get even as Valeri’s mind acted easy to get.

“What kind of ass is this that your Mistress is fucking?”

“A-A… a greaser ass!  I have a nasty greaser ass!  I’m so sorry for being a greaser.  Thank you for fucking my greaser ass!”

Dorothe gave her another long slow hard thrust all the way up and in.  Valeri made a verbal squeaking sound, and her face and tits made that squeegee sound on the glass.

“Assistant Greaser Maid, it may be connected to you, but whose ass is this I’m fucking?  Who does it really belong to?”

“It’s yours!  My ass is your ass!  You own my ass! You own me!  All of me belongs to you forever!”

Holy commitment city, Batgirl!  Dorothe was thrilled.  Valeri was so carried away she was self-committing all of herself.  Dorothe asked for the ass and got the whole shebang.  Or, in this case, the whole she-banged.

Enough said!  This slut needed positive reinforcement delivered right up her ass!

Dorothe went to ass fucking with a vengeance, and, together, they made Valeri’s third huge orgasm take off.  Valeri fucked back as much as Dorothe fucked forward. 

Valeri made choked whooping sounds, and a spattering of something liquid struck the lower window and the wall beneath it about equal to Valeri’s knees.  Dorothe didn’t know if it was a squirt of pussy juice or more urine.  Either way was fine by her.

This was why she had greaser maids!  To clean that stuff up by mouth!

Dorothe saw Valeri’s hand partially on top of Josefina’s hand, pressed to the windows, as they both came.  That was good.  The greaser maids should be close and work like a perfectly oiled machine.  Or maybe a perfectly greased machine in their case.

Dorothe made sure they got even closer, closer than ever before, even if by some chance they’d ever been lesbian lovers to one another.

When Dorothe pulled out of Valeri’s grasping ass, she tapped Bell Bell on the shoulder, and Bell Bell pulled out of Josefina’s pussy.

Dorothe gave quick instructions, and Valeri and Josefina went into action like a synchronized, well-oiled slut machine.  Or a well-greased one.

Josefina eagerly cleaned Dorothe’s strap-on with her mouth.

Valeri just as eagerly cleaned Bell Bell’s strap-on by mouth.

Dorothe then set them to cleaning the wall and windows by mouth.  Yep, these maids fucking did do windows!

Then Dorothe had them use their mouths to suction Valeri’s pee out of the carpet under the chaise lounge.

Then Dorothe finally allowed herself – and Bell Bell – the orgasms they needed.  Dorothe really felt how arousing and torturous orgasm denial was just from her brief abstinence.

Understanding how hard orgasm denial was on a person made Dorothe want to do it to lots more sluts!

She had the greaser maids satisfy her first.  Of course.

Josefina licked her pussy and Dorothe had Valeri lick her ass.  She was, after all, an Ass-sistant Greaser Maid.  Valeri was tentative at first, but it wasn’t long before her tongue tip was in there tickling rectum flesh.

It was awesome!  Dorothe thought she might engage in some orgasm denial for herself on purpose in the future.  But not too much.  Not to the epic levels she’d inflict on some of these sluts.

Dorothe had an incredible orgasm.  She was an orgasm connoisseur in others and herself, and she thought it might be the best one she’d ever had.

After her came Bell Bell.  Literally.  The greaser maids were in the exact same pleasing formation, Josefina working on pussy and Valeri working on ass.

It looked like Bell Bell also had a fantastic orgasm.

Dorothe wrapped up the night by having the greaser maids sixty-nine one another while Dorothe watched an insipid show.  It didn’t matter.  The real show was the greaser maids.

Dorothe looked at how beautiful and sexy the greaser maids were.  Beautiful and sexy were different things, and many could only pull off one or the other, not both.  The greaser maids were both and at the furthest extreme of both.

Dorothe made them that way!  Well, not the beauty, they already had that, but she sure made them sexy! 

Ha, and they say the rich did not contribute to society meaningfully.

Dorothe thought not.

The End

…Until Lesbian Seductress’s Bodyguard 16….

*Will Valeri return for more?  Does a bear…

*Will Ekaterina have second thoughts about becoming a living Mother’s Day gift to Mistress Dorothe’s mother?  How could she not!

*Who will get a Mother’s Day breakfast in bed, and what do you think will be for breakfast?

*Can Mistress Dorothe get the Greaser Maid to become a Greaser Stripper?

*Will an unexpected mother get an unexpected Mother’s Day gift?  One that comes with a catch?  And a cum?
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“Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard” series: 

Book 1:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 

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

Book 2:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 2

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

Book 3: LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 3

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

Book 4:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 4

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

Book 5:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 5

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

Book 6:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 6

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

Book 7:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 7

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

Book 8:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 8

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

Book 9:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 9

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

Book 10:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 10

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

Book 11:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 11

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

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….

Book 15:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 15

An extra-long extended book to cover all the nasty action!  Dominant lesbian temptress, young Mistress Dorothe, has another wicked seduction plan in motion.  She seduced and dominated the new maid, lovely Josefina, and now she wants a second maid.  Where can she get another sexy subservient maid?  She assumes Josefina has a beautiful friend she can force Josefina to trick into walking into Dorothe’s trap.  She assumes right but a big surprise is in store!

“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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