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Mother’s Day!  A Gifted Maid and a Mother Seduced


Chapter One

Josefina shivered on the sidewalk.  She was pretty sure her waiting for a ride was a formality that wouldn’t pay off.

It was Mother’s Day, but it was more like Mother’s Way-Too-Early-In-The-Morning right then.  It was still dark out.

Josefina was waiting for Valeri to pick her up.  Josefina typically took the bus to work at the hotel, but Valeri had a car.  A shit-mobile, but a shit-mobile was a big step above what Josefina had.

This was far earlier than it usually was when Josefina went to work for her maid shift.  This, like everything else in Josefina’s life, was suddenly quite different.

Last night, quite late, she and Valeri left Mistress Dorothe’s suite.  They were sexual wrecks by the time they left.  They were almost dripping with bodily fluids and could barely dress themselves. 

Josefina remembered helping Valeri get her skimpy top in place correctly.  She’d also held Valeri’s arm while Valeri got used to being back in the high heels.

Josefina had helped her betrayed friend, betrayed by herself, when she felt like she also needed help.  She guessed that was the least she could do.

Mistress Dorothe, after all the sex, told them to “get out” in precisely those words.  After they got their slutty clothing on in some semblance of order and were at the door, just before the bodyguard, Miss Bellamy, let them out, Mistress Dorothe had added instructions.

“Greaser maids, listen up.  You’ve made quite a mess in here, dripping all over the place.  Assistant Greaser Maid even pissed herself.  I had you clean it by mouth somewhat tonight, but I expect a better cleaning tomorrow.  Also, you two are filthy.  I want you nice and squeaky clean before I use you for sex again.  Go home and get cleaned up.  Spic and span.  Spic… and span.”

Josefina responded immediately, “Yes, Mistress.”

Josefina felt completely obedient and well-trained already.  After just two days! 

Was she a quick learner or stupid for letting herself be dominated and lesbian trained?  She wasn’t sure and guessed she’d never know.  Life was different now.  She was different now.

Josefina was surprised when Valeri answered Mistress Dorothe just like Josefina had and right after her, “Yes, Mistress!”

Valeri had even sounded more enthusiastic than Josefina! 

Mistress Dorothe told them, “Clean your slutty filth off your slutty slut bodies.  I expect you both back here at six in the morning.  I have a big Mother’s Day planned.  Josefina, I know you are not supposed to work tomorrow.  I checked with Jill-Off Holloway.  That doesn’t matter.  You will work.  But you just won’t be paid.  Just like Assistant Greaser Maid over there.  Thanks for bringing her to me, by the way.  Or was her sixty-nining with you thanks enough?  Probably.  Valeri, you Ass-sistant Greaser Maid you, make sure to get some hair dye and get your hair greaser black the way you are meant to be from now on.  Both of you, be here, six in the morning.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Yes, Mistress!”

They’d left, and they didn’t talk to each other during the short trip home.  Josefina felt guilty about bringing Valeri into this and wasn’t sure what Valeri felt.  Valeri sounded enthusiastic in her responses to Mistress Dorothe, and she sure had orgasmed a lot and beautifully inside that honeymoon suite from Hell, but Josefina didn’t think that was the real Valeri.

That wasn’t the Valeri she knew and was friends with for so long.  Valeri was quietly but fiercely independent, a leader, and always self-controlled.  She’d beaten drug addiction and a broken home and carved out a modest place for herself, working hard for little money but enough (plenty enough work and barely enough money) to get her own apartment.  She was young but self-supporting and had beaten so many odds against her.

Either that Valeri was some kind of lie, or the new Valeri was a lie.  It did not seem to Josefina like both could be real.  This new one was total bullshit, but, at the same time, it might be the truest Valeri.

You never really knew your girlfriends until they were sexually dominated for hours and hours.

Then you knew them too well!

Either way, Josefina felt guilty.  Following Mistress Dorothe’s orders, she’d lured Valeri to come with her to the honeymoon suite.  She’d known, more or less, what Mistress Dorothe would try to do to Valeri.

She just hadn’t foreseen Mistress Dorothe being so successful in her efforts.

The only time the two of them talked after they left the suite was when Valeri dropped her off outside her apartment building.  Valeri had said, “I’ll pick you up right here at 5:45.”

Josefina had gotten out, said a one-word “bye,” and gone inside. 

Thank God her mom was asleep at that late hour.  She’d gotten cleaned up thinking about how she was obeying Mistress Dorothe by doing it, caught some sleep, and now here she was waiting to be picked up.

But she knew she wouldn’t be picked up.  Valeri would not show.  Valeri would have come back to her senses or back to herself by this morning.  A little rest and her home surroundings must have restored Valeri.

Josefina had agreed to be picked up here at this time, though, so she had to wait it out.

Josefina would then go catch one of the early buses, but she’d be late to arrive at Mistress Dorothe’s. 

She wondered if Mistress Dorothe would punish her or not since her tardiness wasn’t her fault.  Mistress Dorothe probably still would.  Mistress Dorothe was such a bitch!

Josefina wondered if she’d like her punishment.  She probably would.  She was such a naughty slut.

It would be something humiliating and something painful.  Letting another young woman inflict pain on her to suit the whims of that young woman automatically was humiliating.

Who did that?

The surprising answer: Josefina Dominguez.

Josefina didn’t dread a punishment.  That surprised her.  She didn’t feel neutral or resigned about it either.  How did she feel?

She knew how she felt about it.  She only wished she didn’t know.  She was getting wet.  Just the vague idea of punishment, not even knowing what it would be, not in her Mistress’s presence, and still wore out, had her feeling like a tropical swamp between her legs.

One good thing about Valeri failing to pick her up, being late, and getting punished, was the prospect of Mistress Dorothe focusing her attention, her wicked mean attention, all on Josefina.

At 5:50 am Josefina saw dim tiny headlights approaching.  They sure looked like the undersize, dirt-smeared headlights on Valeri’s shit-mobile….

No way.

No way!

Valeri pulled up.

Josefina opened the door, unsure if the car was some ghost phantom car from her guilty subconscious or not.

Josefina bent down and, when the rest of her stopped, her lower jaw kept going down when she saw Valeri.

Valeri had black hair!

It looked and smelled freshly dyed.

Josefina marveled.  Valeri had obeyed Mistress Dorothe and dyed her hair black!  Her beautiful blonde hair! 

Josefina had always admired Valeri’s hair.  She’d wished as a kid that she could be a blonde, but she had reluctantly recognized it wouldn’t go well with her dark complexion.

Valeri had obeyed!  She’d actually done it!

Valeri said, “Get in.  We don’t want to be late.  Mistress Dorothe wouldn’t be happy with us.”

In partial shock, Josefina got in and closed the door.

Valeri gunned the engine, which enabled the hamsters powering her shit-mobile to attain a speed of thirty-five miles an hour in just under half a minute.

“So….” Josefina wasn’t sure what to add to that word.  She saw that Valeri was dressed like last night, in a mini and heels that defied the chill of the night / early morning Philadelphia air.

Valeri’s legs… were sexy.

Valeri looked at her and saw where Josefina was looking, at her nearly bare thighs.

“Do I look right?  Is this how Mistress Dorothe wants me to look?  Do you think she’ll like it?”

“Uh.  Um, well.  I guess.  I mean, yeah.  I mean, she liked you dressed like that last night so… I guess….”

“I hope so.  I don’t want to disappoint our Mistress on my first day.”

“Yeah….”

“How long have you been her Greaser Maid?  Do you think I’ll like it as an Assistant Greaser Maid?  You’re not jealous that we have to share, are you?”

Geez.

Jesus.

Valeri sounded all hyped up and… bubbly.  Now that she’d dyed her blonde hair black, she sounded like a stereotypical bubbleheaded blonde!

Josefina mustered an answer, “I’ve been a… I’ve been her… Greaser Maid… for… I guess today will be the third day.  Um, I don’t know if you’ll like it.  But… you did seem to like it last night and… it sounds like you’re ready to try it some more.  Oh, and I’m not jealous.”

Valeri bubbled some more, “I just love it so far.  Did you see me last night?  I’ve never cum like that before.  That often or that hard.  Mistress Dorothe made me piss myself.  Twice!  I’m definitely ready for more of that.  I hope she never gets tired of me.  I’ll do anything!  I will!  See, look, I dyed my hair like she said.  As soon as I can, I’m going to a tanning salon.  I’ll go every day.  I’ll go twice a day if that’s what it takes.  I’ve got to get my skin as brown as possible as quick as possible.”

Josefina did not know what to say to that.  She was just so amazed.  She was overwhelmed.  Who was driving this car?  Not her long-time friend Valeri.  This was someone else.

Valeri bubbled on, “It’s going to be such a relief.  No more living the lie that I’m blonde or a white person.  I’m so sorry I ever did that.  I colored my hair and my roots so I can go back to my roots.  I’m a Mexican!  The way I was meant to be.  Serving my white Mistress in any way she wants.”

Josefina looked around for a hidden camera.  Was Valeri putting her on?

Did Valeri really think, all of a sudden, just because of Mistress Dorothe, that she wasn’t a white person?  Really?  How was that possible?

Valeri looked over at her.

Josefina looked into Valeri’s eyes.  In the darkness of the car, they blazed with an alien energy.

Josefina realized then.

Valeri was an addict again.  She’d fallen into a new addiction.  She had one of those addictive personalities.

Her new drug was Mistress Dorothe!

Valeri put a hand on Josefina’s thigh and left it there.  Josefina was in her slutty cheap maid outfit, so Valeri’s hand was on bare skin.

Valeri said, “By the way, Happy Mother’s Day!”


Chapter Two

Miss Bellamy let them in at their knock on the door to the suite.  She was Miss Bellamy to the two greaser maids and Bell Bell to Mistress Dorothe. 

Josefina would not dare to call her Bell Bell.  Miss Bellamy was a tough bodyguard no matter how sexy she looked.  Plus, Mistress Dorothe had made it clear that Josefina should call her Miss Bellamy.

“Hi, Miss Bellamy!” said Valeri brightly.

Like she was seeing an old friend.  One whose pussy she’d licked late last night.  One who’d fucked her with a strap-on.

“Good morning, Miss Bellamy,” said Josefina. 

Miss Bellamy nodded at them, ushered them in, and closed the door behind them.

Josefina noticed there was no search for weapons in her body cavities this time around.  Of course, she’d realized all that, the whole body search routine, was just a way to more than get in her pants.  It was a way to get fingers in her holes!

First, Miss Bellamy’s and then Mistress Dorothe’s fingers got up inside her.  At the same time.  Different holes.

Memory lane sucked!

And… it turned her on also….

She’d been foolish, and now she’d have to stupidly do anything Mistress Dorothe told her to do.  Maybe for the rest of her life!

Well, no, not that long.  Josefina wasn’t sure how long she was stuck working as a maid, but she was sure she needed to go to college as soon as her mom was capable of returning to work.

She wanted a career in social studies.  Helping people.  She’d probably be a teacher.

She was concerned about Mistress Dorothe’s talk of her becoming a stripper.  A Greaser Stripper, she’d said.  That would be so awful!

She was concerned because Mistress Dorothe might be serious.

She was concerned because she had zero ability to stand up to Mistress Dorothe.  Not so far, at least.

Josefina felt closed in and trapped.  She knew why she was here.  She had no choice.  She was weak.  Mistress Dorothe had those humiliating photos of her – and video of Josefina! -- cleaning the toilet by mouth and hugging up on it.

Mistress Dorothe hadn’t said she’d send the photos or video to anyone.  But it was obvious.

Josefina hadn’t asked Mistress Dorothe if she was blackmailing Josefina.  Mistress Dorothe would likely deny it.  What then?  Josefina would still have to return to her and do everything she commanded.  Josefina felt an overpowering need for it.

She understood she was as addicted as Valeri.  The blackmail angle, never realized but hypothetical, was Josefina’s way to make it more palatable.  That and the real prospect of her mom losing her job at the hotel.  Her job and, with it, her health insurance.

But Josefina knew.  Even without those photos, and if her mom’s job wasn’t maybe at stake, she’d be right here ready to obey.

She was just as addicted as Valeri!

Oh, and maybe someone else was also.  There was another young woman in the suite.

When Miss Bellamy let them in, Josefina saw no sign of Mistress Dorothe, but a young dark-haired woman stood near the center of the central area.  The young woman, perhaps a few years older than Josefina and Valeri, looked nervous.  She was white, but something about her said: “not American.”  Josefina thought the woman might be Russian.

She wore a maid outfit. 

Miss Bellamy gestured at the young woman, “That is Ekaterina.  She’s a lowdown filthy slutty Bulgarian.  This next part might be humiliating.  It should be.  I need you two… to… go stand next to her.”

Bulgarian?  What was so bad about Bulgarians?  Josefina had no idea.  She and Valeri went over and stood next to Ekaterina.

Miss Bellamy told them, “Stand in a row, stand at attention, and face the bedroom door over there.  No talking.  Mistress Dorothe is getting her beauty sleep.  Whenever she feels like it, she will get up and inspect her collection of maids.  She’s up to three maids, but that number won’t last long.”

What did that mean?  Was one of them going to get kicked out of the slut maid club?

Josefina experienced a mental spike of panic.  She felt a completely inappropriate need not to get kicked out of the slut maid club.  She wondered what was wrong with her.  What made her this way?  Why was she so susceptible to this evil young rich bitch? 

Why was she so incredibly submissive all of a sudden, at this point in her life, just when she was about to go to college and take off from there?

Three maids….

So, this other young woman, Ekaterina, must also be a maid.

Josefina stood in the middle, and Valeri stood to her left and the third young woman on Josefina’s right.  They faced the bedroom door, which was a pretty good distance away because the main room was so huge.

Josefina wondered what was going on.  She guessed submissive sluts like them were always the last to know.  Like privates in the Army. 

She looked at Ekaterina.  Yeah, she could see it now.  The girl was European.  She was even more beautiful when seen close up.

Was Josefina supposed to feel jealous of her or honored that she was one among such a beautiful collection of slut maids?

So… they were supposed to stand here… at attention… with no talking… for however long until Mistress Dorothe woke up?

It was barely light out.  Mistress Dorothe was rich.  She might sleep in until noon!

Josefina realized all this was added humiliation.  It was designed to humiliate her, and it was working.  It must be.  Her pussy was getting wetter by the humiliating minute.

It was also domination through the clock.  They suffered, sort of, while Mistress Dorothe snoozed.

Miss Bellamy watched them.

A few times, she stepped forward to spank one of them.  They all got at least one spank.  Valeri got the most.  Not from rebellion.  She seemed antsy to see Mistress Dorothe. 

Valeri kept shifting her feet and twisting her body like a little girl who needed to go pee.  Maybe she did need to go pee.  Josefina recalled how Valeri had peed while she orgasmed.  Yeah, maybe that was exactly what Valeri wanted.  Another pissing orgasm!

Valeri was like an addict who needed her fix!

After only a half an hour but a half an hour that felt like half a day, they heard a muted alarm from the bedroom.  It sounded like a smartphone alarm.

A few minutes later, Mistress Dorothe appeared.  She wore a skimpy but high-class nightgown.  She carried… what was that thing?

Mistress Dorothe walked over to them taking exaggerated goose steps like a soldier on parade.  But slow like she in some honor guard.

She held the item in both hands.  It lay on her palms held in front of her.

Miss Bellamy hummed some kind of dramatic operatic music.  Josefina couldn’t quite place it.

Oh, she knew that song!  It was the Imperial March song from Star Wars!

Mistress Dorothe stopped in front of them with a Nazi heel smack of her bare feet.  It looked weird with Mistress Dorothe wearing the short nightgown.

It was also… intimidating.  Mistress Dorothe was always so damn intimidating!

Miss Bellamy stopped humming in synchronization with Mistress Dorothe’s heel snap.

The three maids, each dressed differently, each of different lineage, each feeling a bit different from one another, all looked down with curiosity at what Mistress Dorothe held up.

It was a big and very long double-headed dildo!  With big crowned cockheads on either end.

Josefina looked at Valeri and then at Ekaterina, and they looked back at her.  They each had that “Who is this for?” look.  Then a following unspoken look along the lines of, “Are you going to… do it with that thing… or let yourself get done with it?”

It was a dumb question.  Decisions and letting or not letting were out the window now.  It was only a matter of what Mistress Dorothe required of them. 

It was not a matter of what they wanted.  They were at various stages of learning that they needed to conform and wrap their wants around what Mistress Dorothe wanted.

Josefina and Ekaterina both felt intimidated.  That thing was big.  There was someone present they’d just met.  They didn’t want to have this big thing into their bodies, and they especially did not want to allow it entry with a stranger present.

Valeri looked eager like a kid in the candy store. 

Such an addict! 

She was like a heroin addict who did not care at all where the syringe came from or who else’s body it had pierced or if it was clean, or what diseases it might carry.  A fix was a fix was a fix.

Mistress Dorothe announced, loud and solemn, like a town crier, “Hear ye, hear ye.  Forthwith, we will have and enjoy the passing of the baton from one maid to the next.  From the Bulgarian Slut to the Mexican Slut.”

Valeri pointed one finger at herself and one finger at Josefina, silently asking, “Which Mexican Slut?”

Josefina looked at Valeri.  She was so far gone. 

Mistress Dorothe said, “I like your black hair, Ass. Greaser Maid.  I think first I’ll have the Slut Maid, Ekaterina, pass the baton – by which I do mean simultaneously fuck this monster – with the Greaser Maid.  But, after that, why not, she can pass the baton to you also.  Happy?”

Valeri nodded eagerly.  She nodded so hard her chin bounced off her upper chest.

Josefina stared at Valeri.  She was so far gone!

But then Josefina looked back at the double-headed dildo.  She had a… bigger… concern.

Mistress Dorothe twisted towards Ekaterina and offered her the double-headed dildo.

Of course, Ekaterina was to “pass the baton” on to Josefina.

Wait, how was Ekaterina getting out of maid service to Mistress Dorothe?  Maybe Josefina could follow her example!  Mistress Dorothe could then promote Valeri up from Assistant Greaser Maid!

The idea gave Josefina surge of hope.  There must be a way.  If a Bulgarian could do it, could get out from under Mistress Dorothe, then surely Josefina could do it, too.  She was practically a coed!

But she also felt doubt.  Did she want to escape Mistress Dorothe?

The spoiled rich bitch was so terrible.  But she sure knew how to make a girl orgasm.  Mistress Dorothe had shaken Josefina’s world and reshaped how she viewed herself.  It turned out she’d thought far too highly of herself.  Even though she had so much humility!

Escaping Mistress Dorothe did not sound as tempting as continuing to be taken advantage of by Mistress Dorothe.

Josefina felt a sort of despair.  What hope was there for her if she might not even take a chance to get from under when she found a way?

Right then, she was on the fence about escaping and reclaiming her life.  After only a few days subjected to Mistress Dorothe and working as her sexual subject.

Josefina wondered how much worse she could get than she was and how quickly it might happen.

She was on the fence now… but maybe she was becoming like Valeri, and would act like a brainless addicted bimbo after another couple days….

Some addicts got addicted after a single try.  Valeri.  Others got addicted after a few doses.  Would that be Josefina?

She already felt cravings to obey and serve Mistress Dorothe.

She wanted to be right where she was.  Her pussy did.  And some deep part of her persona.

Josefina had always wanted to please others.  Look at how she’d dropped everything, delayed her future, all for her mom.  She’d always been like that, doing everything to help friends or family or even strangers, in big ways and in small ways.

In some way, maybe serving the demanding Mistress Dorothe was more of the same selflessness.  But… intensified times a thousand.

Ekaterina handled the double-headed dildo tentatively.  It wobbled as she moved it.  It wasn’t entirely hard.  It had some bend like it was thick rubber.

Yeah, very thick rubber.  Those fake cocks were wide!

Who knew becoming a lesbian submissive slave meant deeper penetration and bigger cocks?

Ekaterina looked fascinated.  Enraptured even.

Mistress Dorothe asked her, “You recall the contract you signed?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You’re ready to be my Mother’s Day gift to my mother?”

Ekaterina gulped, “Yes, Mistress.”

“Don’t get me wrong. I don’t care how you feel.  I just want my gift to go smoothly.  No embarrassing tears or any bullshit like that.  Remember, you are not so much Ekaterina the Bulgarian as you are the Bulgarian Slut Maid.  You understand?”

“I-I think so, Mistress.”

Josefina’s mouth dropped open.  So that was why Mistress Dorothe needed a new maid, and that was how Ekaterina was escaping.  By becoming a gifted human to Mistress Dorothe’s mother! 

She wasn’t even a birthday gift or a Christmas gift when you had to give your mother something.  Ekaterina was a living Mother’s Day gift!  That had to be an added layer of humiliation for the Bulgarian.

Or maybe Ekaterina had no idea about Mother’s Day.  Did they have Mother’s Day in Bulgaria?  They must have mothers….

Ekaterina wasn’t getting out from under.  Not from submission.  She was just changing whose thumb she was under!

Switching from Mistress Dorothe to Mistress Dorothe’s mother!  Who had to be old enough to be Ekaterina’s mother because Mistress Dorothe was older than Ekaterina.

That… sounded like a really bad trade!

Josefina knew Mistress Dorothe was monstrous, but she hadn’t known how monstrous.

Josefina hadn’t really felt like escaping from Mistress Dorothe, either, and now her interest in escape evaporated entirely.  Well, at least not in the same way as the Bulgarian. 

Who wanted to escape if it only meant you belonged to some other older rich bitch?  That was like jumping out of the young, almost sexy lesbian Mistress frying pan into the much older lesbian Mistress fire.

No thanks!

Mistress Dorothe told Ekaterina, “Now, pass that fucking baton by fucking that fucking slut maid, the replacement slut maid, with the baton.  Do it on all fours right there.  Both of you.  Meanwhile, I will watch and stew up a pussy soup for you to slurp down afterward.”

Mistress Dorothe turned her gaze and attention on Valeri, “As for the Assistant Greaser Maid, recall you are all things ass because you are an Ass-sistant.  So, get naked.  Ekaterina and Josefina, you will alternate.  You will both be on all fours fucking fake cock.  If your asshole is getting licked by Valeri, then hold still and take the fucking.  If your asshole is not being licked, fuck on that dildo and fuck it into the slut maid on the other end of it.  Maids, keep those maid outfits on but make sure I can see all of you below the waist.”

Wow.  That was a little surprising.  Mistress Dorothe knew all of their names!

Josefina and Ekaterina got on all fours and faced away from each other.  They flipped up their skirts.  Well, Ekaterina did.  She was in the actual hotel uniform.  Josefina, on all fours, couldn’t keep her skirt over her ass if she’d tried.

Valeri took off all her clothes like she couldn’t possibly take them off fast enough.

She needed that hit!  So much so that licking female assholes sounded perfectly fine to her.  Hell, like a great idea.

Ekaterina inserted her end of the double-headed dildo into herself.  It took some effort to work it in.  Then she all-foured backward.  Josefina felt the lemon-sized head on the other head bob and slap at her pussy.

Could she really do this?

She had to.

Was this really happening?

She looked up and saw Mistress Dorothe, Miss Bellamy, and Valeri staring at them with lust in their eyes.

It was really happening.

The lust in their eyes leaped into Josefina like chain lightning.

Josefina reached back, centered that rubber lemon-head, and reverse walked on hands and knees until fully impaled.  It wasn’t as hard as she thought it would be.  She was surprisingly wet already.

It did feel like an invasion.  She’d never had anything so wide splitting her pussy lips like that.  She felt stretched at her entrance.  She’d never had a baby but wondered if it felt like this, only in reverse, out instead of in.

This damn dildo monstrosity was so big it felt like someone was fucking her with an entire baby!

And then, a few moments later, she’d never had anything so deep inside her.  The damn thing ran into a flesh wall and bowed what it rammed further into Josefina.

Josefina grunted and wasn’t even aware she made the sound.

Ekaterina moaned.

Mistress Dorothe demanded, “Get those asses slapping.  The Ass-sistant Greaser Maid will join you in progress in a minute.  I want you both trying to spank the other one’s ass with your ass.  Let the sluttier maid win.”

Did Josefina want to be the sluttier maid?  She wasn’t sure about that, but she felt a deep need, deeper than the dildo on its furthest penetration and deeper in her core self, to obey and serve her Mistress.

Ekaterina fucked back hard.  Her ass cheeks slapped Josefina’s ass cheeks.  The dildo jammed hard deep inside Josefina.  Josefina cried out. 

Josefina rocked forward and then, fully committed, rocked back powerfully and slapped her ass against Ekaterina’s ass.

They both cried out.

They rocked back and forth, alternating, looking like a perpetual energy machine made out of flesh.

Their moans and groans and cries increased until they were nearly non-stop.

Mistress Dorothe told Valeri to “get her greaser slut mouth” busy.  Mistress Dorothe instructed Ekaterina and Josefina to hold still while “the Ass-sistant Greaser Maid chooses an asshole.”

They held still.

Valeri chose familiarity.  Relative familiarity because, while Josefina was her friend, Josefina’s asshole was a total stranger to her.

Josefina felt herself chosen and felt Valeri’s tongue on her asshole.  Her asshole felt exposed and vulnerable.  It felt stretched outward from the big dildo displacing her insides.  There was only so much room.  Her skin was tight, and her asshole bulged.

Josefina couldn’t just take Valeri’s mouth on her most private of private areas and her nastiest of private areas.  Not without comment.

Josefina squeaked and then moaned.  A lost, forlorn moan with an element of arousal in it.

There.  That was her comment. 

Ekaterina rocked forward and rocked back.  Josefina held still for it.  Her end of the big dildo stayed all the way inside her with her pussy clutching at it.  Ekaterina was the one who slid down her end and planted her ass against Josefina’s. 

Josefina’s end stayed deep inside her and, with each fuck back by Ekaterina, the lemon-head pushed and shoved at Josefina's insides.  The other end jammed just as hard against Ekaterina’s depths.

Each thrust, at first, made Josefina grunt.  Longer grunts.  Licks from Valeri on Josefina’s asshole made her gasp.

Josefina’s grunts and gasps alternated.

Mistress Dorothe casually ordered, “Switch.”

Valeri switched assholes.  Ekaterina held still as soon as she heard the order.  Josefina became the driver of the dildo, sliding forward and back on it while pussy-pushing it at Ekaterina. 

Josefina was the new human fuck engine.  She was relieved each time to get the big thing backed away from her inner flesh that was taking a bruising though the relief was only for a fraction of a second until she impaled herself again. 

Josefina’s gasps went away, but her grunts got louder.  Ekaterina grunted and groaned like she was reading from the same double-dildo fuck script that Josefina read from.

Josefina felt the air of the suite cooling her spit slick asshole.  She felt so sensitive that it felt like someone pressed a cold corner of cloth against her asshole.

Surprising herself, she missed Valeri’s hot tongue.

They fucked, and Valeri licked.

“Switch.”

Valeri switched assholes, and Josefina and Ekaterina switched fuck roles from fucker to fuckee and vice versa. 

Josefina marveled at her reactions.  She enjoyed the occasional relief from penetration, but she also now liked the way the big dildo head impacted a little painfully deep in her on each return plunge. 

Switching roles and holding still on all fours while Ekaterina fucked back on her was almost torturous because Josefina was into it now.  She wanted to fuck like a rabbit.  She wanted to get fucked. 

This was the payoff, more payoff, for giving up her life and liberty. 

She was fucked, so she wanted to get fucked.  It was only fair!

She was so horny.

Oh God!

Valeri’s hot tongue returned to Josefina’s air-cooled asshole.  The tongue felt blazing hot in comparison to before.  It felt hotter than humanly possible.  It felt like a hot poker as it poked on her asshole.

Valeri’s tongue on her ass and then in her ass was one hell of a consolation prize for having to hold still.

Valeri’s tongue!  Josefina’s moans returned, joining her groans.  She heard Ekaterina panting from thrusting efforts and groaning with each full thrust home. 

Josefina also heard Valeri snuffling between her ass cheeks.

Josefina felt a moment’s stab of empathy for Valeri. Poor Valeri!  Licking assholes!  Two of them. 

Then Josefina thought about that hot tongue having just worked on Ekaterina’s asshole and now back working at Josefina’s. 

It was disgusting!  It was so gross!  It was all wrong!

It made Josefina want to fuck and cum!

Mistress Dorothe had them alternate back and forth, calling out “Switch” about every half a minute. 

Josefina felt her orgasm rising and entering the orgasm launching pad.  It was going to happen again!  She was going to cum like a slut.  On all fours, on the floor, with a stranger, watched by others, with more than one sexual partner.

While her ass was licked!

Josefina felt entirely slutty and… she liked it.  How could she not?  The idea of not liking it seemed more foreign than her proven – near orgasm – enjoyment of what was done to her and what she was made to do.

It was an epiphany.  She, good girl Josefina, liked being a slut.

Cruel racist Mistress Dorothe, that total bitch, was right about her being a slut.  Mistress Dorothe knew it and exploited it when Josefina had never known her whole life. 

Or Mistress Dorothe made her into one.

It didn’t matter.  Josefina thought she was a slut now.  No, she knew it.  No matter how she got here, in this state, this was where she was.  This was who she was.

You can’t unlearn what you learn.  She’d know she was a slut for the rest of her life.  Josefina knew she’d also act like one.  Mistress Dorothe would make sure she did.

Or, whoever Mistress Dorothe gave Josefina to….

Josefina realized that if Mistress Dorothe could give away this Bulgarian maid, Ekaterina, she might one day give away Josefina or Valeri.

It was scary, and it was awesome.  Just the idea of someone else deciding to gift her to someone, to just hand her away, to be used hard probably in strange new ways by some stranger, was incredibly arousing.

Mistress Dorothe noticed a way to make them even more passionate.

“Ass-sistant Greaser Maid, enough pussyfooting around or, in this case, asshole-footing around.  Get that slutty tongue into those assholes!  In them!  Deep as you can!  Lick rectum!”

Josefina felt bad for Valeri.  Having to orally please ass was bad enough, but Mistress Dorothe made it so humiliating with the way she talked!  Josefina also felt bad for herself.  It sure was too bad she was such a slut. 

Her poor mother raised a slut as it turned out.  Mom would be so disappointed.

Valeri didn’t seem to feel bad for herself.  She shot her tongue right past Josefina’s sphincter.  Josefina stopped feeling bad for Valeri or for herself, or for her mom.  All she felt then was way too slutty good.

That tongue in her ass made her feel loose from pussy to asshole.  She was a loose slut!

She felt Valeri seal her mouth around the outside of the asshole so she could get her tongue in as deep as possible.

Directly under her mouth, the huge double-dildo slid smoothly and wetly in and out at a steadily demolishing rate.

Josefina felt that pointy, wet, hard but soft, oh-so-hot tongue get as far in as possible.

Oh, fuck!

Valeri was licking her rectum!

Valeri poked her tongue in and out rapid-fire.

It was too much, and it was just enough. 

Josefina yelled, “Oh fucking tongue fuck my slut ass, Valeri!  Tongue fuck me!”

Josefina locked up and came.  She shook and wobbled.  Valeri’s poking tongue seemed to poke her orgasm sky-high, poking it higher and higher.

Ekaterina realized Josefina was cumming, thrust back, and then ground her ass cheeks against Josefina’s lower ass cheeks.  That did not get in Valeri’s way.  It did boost Josefina’s orgasm.

Josefina wailed and finally lost motor control over her arms and legs and lay flat on the floor, sliding off the double dildo.


Chapter Three

Josefina was out of it for a while.  She dimly remembered trying to fuck down against the carpet.  It didn’t work well, so her hands went down, and she pleasured herself while she came down from her orgasm.

She came back to herself with her hands covered in wetness.

She looked behind her over her shoulder.

Now Ekaterina and Valeri were having sex!  With each other or with the double-headed dildo.  Both, Josefina guessed.  They were on hands and knees, both grinding back on each other.

Josefina felt curiously happy for Valeri.  She’d done such a wonderful job licking Josefina’s asshole and then into her ass.  What a horrible duty.  She deserved an orgasm.

Then Josefina heard snapping fingers.

Oh no.  Mistress Dorothe was looking at her and pointing towards Valeri and Ekaterina.

“Are you waiting for an invite, Greaser Maid?  Go lick some assholes.”

Oh no.

She’d felt like she’d successfully dodged raindrops in a rainstorm up until then.  Dildo fucking was just fucking, really, essentially.  Even if the other end of the dildo was inside a Bulgarian maid’s pussy and their asses were slapping against each other. 

It was practically heterosexual sex!

Or Josefina could pretend like it was.

But licking assholes?  Female assholes!?!

It was so weird.  That feeling.  Knowing she would go do what she did not want to do.  Then purposely moving towards what she did not want to reach.

Girl asses!

Josefina arrived at the scene of the assholes.  She knelt between and over them to one side.  She looked down on their pumping rears.  The double-headed dildo was huge, and Josefina could barely credit that she’d had one end in her.

Now that same end was inside Valeri, and Valeri was smaller than Josefina down there!

Josefina just bet that end wasn’t cleaned after it was used on her.  Unless maybe by mouth.  All she could do was hope the lubrication she’d left on it helped Valeri take it.

Valeri took it and didn’t seem to have a problem taking it.  Valeri was rocking forward and back in unison with Ekaterina.  They were both in motion at all times except for a brief delay as they collided together. 

Josefina knew she had to do this.  She had no choice in the matter.

Wait!  That wasn’t quite true, was it?  She could at least choose which asshole to lick first.

Valeri.  Valeri would have the honor.  Or the dishonor.  Josefina’s dishonor?

No, she had no choice.  She had to lick both assholes sooner or later.  She must obey her Mistress.  If she had to do it, it wasn’t dishonorable.  In this new slut world she lived in, maybe it was honorable.  A slut should obey her Mistress.  Obedience, from a slut and for her Mistress, was right.

She would lick asshole with great honor!  She felt a mix of urgent sincerity and of sarcasm at the thought.  Sure, the city of Philadelphia would probably throw a parade in her honor for this complete asshole licking triumph!

She had to do it, so she’d do it as best she could.  That was the honorable thing to do.  For a slut.  And she was a slut.  She was sure of it.

She would lick ass with honor!

Valeri’s tongue had felt great on her asshole and in her ass.  She felt like she owed Valeri.  Or maybe she owed Mistress Dorothe for making Valeri do it.

She tapped Valeri’s sweaty ass like she’d tap someone on the shoulder from behind.

Valeri knew the deal.  She’d heard the news.  She stopped her rocking back and forth.  She had to hold still so Josefina could serve her ass.  Valeri lifted her butt like she was ready to serve it to Josefina.

Josefina thought Valeri looked way too eager and willing.  Shouldn’t Valeri be feeling bad for Josefina having to do this?

Josefina looked up Valeri’s back and saw Valeri twist her face around and give her sultry little grin.

That bitch!

Some friend!  Friends don’t grin at the idea of their friends being forced to lick their asshole!  That was a well-known maxim. 

Okay, Josefina wasn’t sure if it was well-known, but she was sure it was wrong.

Best just to do it.  Get it over with.

Josefina leaned down.  There it was.  It was a tight circular brown asshole, not pink like she’d expected.  Josefina felt an urge to gag.

She dove in.  A little too much.  Her nose bounced off Valeri’s inner ass cheek on the far side of Valeri.  Josefina quickly re-centered and got her tongue on Valeri’s asshole.

She was in contact!

Josefina felt a naughty thrill.  And a little sick.

She kept her tongue there for a second.  She couldn’t quite bring herself to lick.  Contact with the asshole was one thing.  Accidents happen even though it wasn’t an accident.  But licking it would officially bring her over the line.

She’d come to this honeymoon suite this way too early morning of Mother’s Day a non-asslicker, and she knew she’d leave it an asslicker.  You either were, or you weren’t.

There was no way Mistress Dorothe – or Valeri – would be satisfied with Josefina just resting her tongue on it….

So….

Josefina licked.  Then she licked more.  Then she swallowed thickly, saw Mistress Dorothe smiling in her bitchy patronizing flat-smile way, and Josefina went back to licking.

She’d act like she liked it as a way to defy Mistress Dorothe!

Secret defiance!

It felt good.

It must have felt good to Valeri, too, because she sure moaned a lot.

Valeri held still, as still as she could, and Ekaterina, used to her role, steadily and slowly fucked on the double-dildo so that Valeri could hold still.  Josefina could keep her tongue in play.  Ass play.

Josefina licked only at the outside, the sphincter, and all around it.  She told herself that this way she could pretend Valeri was freshly showered.  In fact, she was pretty sure Valeri was freshly showered.  So, yes, Josefina was licking ass flesh but not anything else from the ass or having to do with the ass.

After half a minute, Josefina heard what she knew was coming.

“Switch!”

She was just getting used to Valeri’s rubbery asshole!  Josefina didn’t want to leave an American asshole to go lick some Bulgarian’s asshole.  That asshole was from Bulgaria!

Oh well.  Josefina knew by then that a submissive lesbian maid slave had to do whatever her Mistress told her to do.

Josefina felt a ticklish frustration or… something… going on between her legs.  What was that feeling?  That hot, wet, needy feeling?

It was uncanny how it was so much like arousal.  She wondered what the feeling really was….

Josefina adjusted her position and leaned down towards ass number two.  Valeri went into fucking motion with her asshole wet with warm saliva while Ekaterina held still. 

Ekaterina looked back at Josefina and made eye contact with her.  Ekaterina had such dark eyes.  Ekaterina looked solemn and needy.

Josefina, always wanting to please others, a natural submissive at her core, found herself wanting to give Ekaterina pleasure.

She did it.  She leaned in, nuzzled in, and licked Bulgarian asshole.

Funny, it didn’t taste Bulgarian.  It tasted just as American as Valeri’s asshole. 

Josefina served tongue to that asshole.  She gave this asshole as much loving tongue as she had for her friend.  As with Valeri, she was careful to keep her tongue on the outside of the ass.  Only on the sphincter and the surrounding areas.  She’d work under the assumption the Bulgarian was freshly showered also, just like Valeri.

She was only innocently – and sluttily! – licking ass.  Only ass flesh and nothing else.  Nothing unclean!  What was ass flesh but skin in a different location?  That’s all.  No big deal.

Josefina was past the reluctance and the uncertainty, and the disgust.  Now all that was left was a close view of asses and the taste of ass and a need to obey and to please and do well as a slut.

She went back and forth between the two lovely asses, switching each time Mistress Dorothe told her to until the inevitable happened.

It hadn’t seemed inevitable right up until it happened.  But, once it happened, it seemed predictable and certain, and she felt like a foolish slut.

Josefina had worried about it and had hoped she would not get orders to do it.

Why was it her hopes rarely, if ever, came true when she was anywhere near Mistress Dorothe?

“Lick rectum!  Get that slippery oily Greaser Maid tongue up into those asses.  Start with your friend, the fake white.  Stick your tongue in her Mexi-ass!”

Josefina felt a sinking sensation in her tummy.  Doing this was so slutty and filthy and nasty!

Josefina guessed this was exactly why she needed a Mistress in her life, a Mistress like Mistress Dorothe.  She needed someone to get her to do these things, or she’d never do them.  Never.

Fuck.  She couldn’t even think of doing these things without her Mistress.  They’d never occur to her!

Josefina bet Mistress Dorothe would make her do many things she never otherwise would do.  Secret shameful things that she might find secret shameful slut pride in doing.

Josefina did it.  To Valeri first.  Friends before Bulgarians!

It was surprisingly difficult.  Josefina had a wide soft tongue, and Valeri had a tight asshole.  She had to lick soft and hot on it and loosen it up.  After half a minute she narrowed her tongue and poked it and pushed it.

She let her determination to obey overcome her reluctance to obey and overcome the tightness of Valeri’s ass at the same time.

She got it in!

Valeri moaned long and low.

Josefina felt like moaning also.  She admitted it to herself.  She was turned on.

Mistress Dorothe had her tongue fuck Valeri’s asshole for a long time.  Valeri sounded more and more affected as the tongue-fucking went on.

Josefina could feel the hardness of the sliding dildo on the bottom side of Valeri’s rectum.  Valeri was stuffed!  It made her ass even narrower from the internal pressures.

Once Valeri was near orgasm, Mistress Dorothe had Josefina switch assholes.

Once Ekaterina was near orgasm, Josefina had to switch again.

Then again.  But, this time, Mistress Dorothe let Josefina keep tongue-stabbing Bulgarian ass until Ekaterina shook into an orgasm.

Then Mistress Dorothe, sounding urgent, had Josefina rapidly switch over to Valeri’s asshole.  Ekaterina and Valeri were still both impaled on the double-headed dildo.

Josefina tongue fucked Valeri’s asshole, and they both felt Ekaterina’s orgasm trembles travel through the dildo into Valeri.

Valeri squealed her orgasm to the world.


Chapter Four

Bellamy knew Mistress Dorothe was on a tight schedule.  She bet that Mistress Dorothe would have otherwise taken her sweet time with the three maids.

After all, how often did one have three submissive maid slaves, all right there, all ready to do anything ordered, each one sexier than the next one?

Once a life?  Maybe twice?  Three times tops!

No, not really.  Probably never.  Maybe it had never happened before anywhere in the world at any time and might never happen again.

Especially with one of the three about to be gifted away today!  Right after Mistress Dorothe had three lesbian maids tamed and assembled, she’d soon be back down to only two.

After Mistress Dorothe made sure each maid had one orgasm, she pronounced the passing of the baton complete.  That dildo baton had fucked all three maids, so the passing from which one to which other one wasn’t clear from events, but everyone knew Ekaterina was on her way out.

Meanwhile, Josefina and Valeri were stuck as slutty “greaser” maids. 

Bellamy thought they did not look all that “stuck.”  They looked more like fish swimming in the waters best suited for them.

An illusion, obviously.  Sure, they liked it.  Orgasms did not lie.  But there was no way these waters were best for them.

They should get away.

They wouldn’t.

Bellamy knew she should get away also.

She also wouldn’t.

Was Ekaterina the lucky one?  She was getting away.  But it was a bad getting away.  Who wanted to be a human gift to another human?  Who wanted to trade a cruel young lesbian Mistress for a much older one, her mother?

It wasn’t getting away from lesbian domination.  It was only a change of flavor.  Assuming Mistress Dorothe’s and her mother’s pussy tasted different.

Mistress Dorothe and Bellamy were nearly as tired as Josefina and Valeri.  They’d stayed up late with them and got up early for them.  The difference was that the new greaser maids had had to travel home, were required to get clean, and Valeri even had to dye her hair which likely meant she’d gone shopping as well.

Mistress Dorothe ordered Ekaterina to get dressed and ordered the others to, what else, clean the suite.  Mistress Dorothe told them to make it perfect with no smells remaining.  Then they could go home.  She’d have no other need for them today.

Then Mistress Dorothe, Bellamy, and Ekaterina went to Dorothe’s vehicle, Bellamy watching for threats, got in once Mistress Dorothe and Ekaterina were seated with doors closed.  Bellamy drove, following Mistress Dorothe’s directions. They drove across town to Mistress Dorothe’s mother’s residence.

Bellamy had never seen it, but she wasn’t that curious either.  She wanted as little to do with Getta Gerbach as she could manage.  She did not want to be able to picture the elder Gerbach in her home surroundings, but soon she’d be able to do that.

Poor Ekaterina.  She’d get to that estate, and then who knew when, or if, she’d ever leave.

It was almost enough to make Bellamy feel sorry for the damn Bulgarian!

She actually did feel sorry for her.  Ekaterina was a sweetheart and beautiful.  Bellamy’s resentment was entirely out of place, and she knew it was. 

Bellamy was jealous Ekaterina received Mistress Dorothe’s attention, but Ekaterina was only one of many.  Bellamy thought she was probably only one of many who were jealous of Mistress Dorothe’s time.

Soon Ekaterina would get no more attention from Mistress Dorothe.  That would not solve Bellamy’s jealousy because she knew Mistress Dorothe would keep finding more women to seduce and dominate.

Ekaterina was innocent.  Bellamy let go of her vestiges of resentment.  She hoped circumstances would have mercy on the poor Bulgarian.

What was an appropriate wish here?  A sort of mental send off?

Bellamy looked in the rear-view mirror at Ekaterina, sitting alert now, fully recovered from her orgasm in the suite, and looking nervous in the back seat. 

Bellamy closed her eyes at a stoplight for a couple of seconds and wished the best wish she could think of for the Bulgarian’s future happiness while still keeping her wish grounded in possible reality.

She thought, “Ekaterina, may you have many orgasms in your life, more orgasms than even the smartest Bulgarian could count up to.”

There, that kept it real and Bellamy was past her hatred and resentment and jealousy.  She needed to save those feelings for whatever new bitches Mistress Dorothe seduced and dominated!  Those faceless inevitable bitches!

As she drove them across town, Bellamy got more and more nervous.

Bellamy felt a lump in her throat.  It wasn’t from what happened so far that morning.  Or from the prospect of Ekaterina being given away.  Or from having to go with Mistress Dorothe and having to see her mother, Getta Gerbach, in person again for the first time since the woman hired Bellamy.

The lump was in anticipation of later that night.

The return of Rosetta.

Mistress Dorothe had fucked over the young redheaded police officer.  Fucked her over terribly bad!  Fucked her over and fucked her.

Mistress Dorothe had conspired to have Rosetta videotaped in the throes of dirty passion.  She’d had Lara sneak in as a masked intruder to do it.  Bellamy, not in on Mistress Dorothe’s evil plan, had briefly battled Lara. 

Lara got away with the video but was in the hospital from a throat injury suffered at Bellamy’s hands.  Or, specifically, one of Bellamy’s hands, the one that delivered a chop to her throat. 

Lara’s wealthy-family friend, Emily, was out of the hospital from her severe concussion sustained in service to Mistress Dorothe at Mrs. Stanton’s insane “Show Bitch Contest VI.”

Lara and Emily.  Those wealthy heiress dumbasses.  They had all the advantages in life and, what did they do with it?  Submit to Mistress Dorothe so they could give her everything they had, including all their time, feeedoms, and hard efforts.  They were lined up to give away their family fortunes to Mistress Dorothe.

Hell, Lara had even, indirectly, gotten her older sister in legal trouble and then into a state of abject submission to Mistress Dorothe!  Even Nosy Noelle didn’t deserve all that happened to her.

As Lara got out of the hospital, Emily was admitted.  With some overlap.  Mistress Dorothe had her sluts playing patient tag team.  Mistress Dorothe was hard on her sluts both in the bedroom and in the crazy risks she makes them take.

It was dangerous work submitting to Mistress Dorothe and obeying her callous manipulative commands.  Bellamy knew.  She’d face danger a few times now because of Mistress Dorothe.

Mistress Dorothe seemed even more dangerous to her enemies.  That guy at the club.  Darrin.  Bellamy was forced to fuck up his knee in protecting Mistress Dorothe from him.  But she only needed protection from him because Mistress Dorothe spur-of-the-moment seduced his girlfriend.  Bellamy wondered if Darrin needed surgery and if he’d ever walk normally.

Noelle, of course, was another Mistress Dorothe victim.  Nosy Noelle.  She’d attacked Mistress Dorothe in a misguided attempt to protect her little sister, Lara, from Mistress Dorothe’s sexual depredations.  Or maybe Noelle did it to protect the family fortune.  It wasn’t clear. 

It didn’t matter.  Noelle hadn’t protected either of those things or herself.  Then she became another one of Mistress Dorothe’s sex slaves.  Just like her little sister, Lara!  Which meant Mistress Dorothe would eventually receive all of their family fortune instead of only half of it.

By the time Noelle had fully submitted to Mistress Dorothe she had four damaged limbs.  She was shot in both shoulders, by Bellamy, and with both knees knee-capped by Dorothe herself.  Mistress Dorothe had knee-capped her while Noelle lay unconscious on the cement of the parking garage!

You tried to get back at Mistress Dorothe and she ended up taking revenge on you instead!

Fighting Mistress Dorothe only made things even worse.

Worse for Bellamy also.  She hadn’t fought her but Noelle’s attack, the first one, was what ultimately got Bellamy involved.  It was indirectly Noelle’s fault that Bellamy was now Mistress Dorothe’s creature.  Noelle’s first attack was the reason Getta Gerbach hired Bellamy to protect her daughter. 

Well, that and Bellamy’s beauty and the fact Dorothe’s mother knew her daughter would enjoy dominating her own new sexy bodyguard.

And it was directly Bellamy’s fault that Rosetta was Mistress Dorothe’s creature.  That and more.

Mistress Dorothe had leveraged Bellamy to recruit and seduce Rosetta.  To set Rosetta up for a big fall.  Bigger than Bellamy knew at the time.

Mistress Dorothe wanted a second bodyguard.  Bellamy thought that was stupid.  There were no known current threats to her.  As to… personal needs… Bellamy was there for her at all times, twenty-four seven.  Not only Bellamy but also the two young heiresses Mistress Dorothe had sexually taken over, these maids, the hotel manager Ms. Holloway, and the mother and daughter McAvoy.

Mistress Dorothe simply did not need Rosetta!  But she still took her, and she took precautions to ensure that Rosetta would not try to leave.

Mistress Dorothe had once told Bellamy, in an offhanded way, “The secret to having lots is really two things, not one.  Most think it is only about getting getting getting.  That is important.  I do like to get more money and more sluts.  But the other half is keeping keeping keeping.  Don’t let you sluts get away and never, ever, pay full taxes.  One day I will hire a lobby firm to add on to the tax code tax breaks for submissive sluts.  Why not make them count as dependents?  After all, I do make you all depend on me.”

That was what Mistress Dorothe did with Rosetta.  She worked on “keeping keeping keeping” her.

The video of Rosetta’s sexual activity was sent to her police department.  To her co-workers in the Philadelphia Police Department! 

During the sex that Lara videotaped without Rosetta’s knowledge, Mistress Dorothe had induced Rosetta to curse and demean the Philadelphia police and everyone in the department.  By now, it was likely that most of Philadelphia’s police officers had seen the video.

Rosetta could never return to her job as a police officer.   Not in Philadelphia and probably not anywhere.  Maybe in Guatemala, if a town there did not have internet connectivity.

Rosetta’s sexual performance was all over the internet!

All over the world!  They were calling her the sluttiest traitor cop of all time.

Perhaps even worse, Mistress Dorothe had gotten Rosetta to insult each member of her family.  She had Rosetta nasty talk about each member of her family while Rosetta was on the edge of orgasm.  Rosetta’s passion made her cruel comments about her father and mother, and the others, sound sincere.  

Mistress Dorothe had Emily send copies of the video to each of Rosetta’s family members!  Bellamy bet they regretted their social media presence and online genealogy tree now!

Mistress Dorothe dominated Rosetta sexually and then, by releasing the video, dominated her life by destroying her personal life.  Her family and work-life were ripped away from her.

Nowhere to run and nowhere to hide.  Except, maybe, to run to Mistress Dorothe.

Mistress Dorothe essentially stole away Rosetta’s occupation and wanted to replace it with a new preoccupation to serve her.

Mistress Dorothe did it so Rosetta would never try to leave her service because she’d have nowhere to go.  She’d also done it so that members of Rosetta’s cop family did not show up to try to visit with her while she served her open-ended commitment as a subservient bodyguard.

All because cops visiting and Rosetta’s family visiting would irritate Mistress Dorothe!

She had destroyed Rosetta’s life to prevent bother!

That was so Mistress Dorothe!  She would ruin, or severely fuck over, anyone’s life if the ruining a life gave Mistress Dorothe the slightest benefit.

Poor Rosetta!  Rosetta was a total sweetheart and a genuinely caring person.  She did not deserve any of this.  No one did but especially not her.

And Bellamy helped make it happen.

Guilty.  She felt so guilty.  She’d see Rosetta again tonight.  If Rosetta showed up for duty as Mistress Dorothe had ordered.

Bellamy was worried about that and knew the lump in her throat and flutter of her heart would worsen as the hour approached.

She was guilty, but there was one way she could become guiltier.  Bellamy knew what Mistress Dorothe did to Rosetta and Rosetta’s life.  She’d figured it out.  She had confronted Mistress Dorothe. 

That effort did nothing for Bellamy, or Rosetta.  All it resulted in was Mistress Dorothe ordering Bellamy to keep what Mistress Dorothe did a secret from Rosetta.

Rosetta must think that the video was released by the mystery masked intruder and she probably had no idea Mistress Dorothe put Lara up to doing it, especially because Mistress Dorothe was also in the video. 

It was just that Mistress Dorothe did not care if she was on video nude and engaged in sexual domination.  She had nothing at stake and no shame or shyness.  But Rosetta probably did not understand that, thought Mistress Dorothe was as much of a victim as she was, and would not put her on any mental list of suspects.

Mistress Dorothe had ordered Bellamy to keep her secret.  If Bellamy had not confronted her, Mistress Dorothe would not have known to issue the order, and so, in a way, Bellamy would have been free to alert Rosetta to the truth.

Mistress Dorothe thought her order prevented Bellamy from doing it.  Bellamy wasn’t sure what to think.  She had her order.  She always obeyed Mistress Dorothe nowadays.  She obeyed all sorts of things she did not want to obey and did so much she did not want to do simply because Mistress Dorothe ordered it.

But this time?  If she kept her silence, it was another, an even more significant, betrayal of Rosetta.  Seducing her and dominating her and more or less feeding her to the hungry shark Mistress Dorothe was… well, yeah, that was bad.  But it wasn’t as bad as Mistress Dorothe destroying Rosetta’s life to suit her convenience.

Keeping silent on what Mistress Dorothe did would be like aiding and abetting it after the fact.  If she did that, it would help Mistress Dorothe get away with what she’d done.  Rosetta would end up sexually serving the person who destroyed her family and her career.

Bellamy had her loyalty to Mistress Dorothe and her like, or maybe more than like, for Rosetta.

She had to betray one or the other.

Each day, each hour, each minute she kept Mistress Dorothe’s terrible secret, Bellamy was guilty guilty guilty.  If she kept the secret forever, she’d be guilty forever.  If she wasn’t going to keep the secret, it was far better to reveal the truth sooner rather than later.

Bellamy knew she had to betray one or the other, Rosetta or Mistress Dorothe, but she suddenly knew she did know which one she would betray, and she knew why.  She’d always known.  She just needed the truth to rise to the surface.

Rosetta.  She’d betray Rosetta.

Bellamy had betrayed Rosetta right down the line.  This was only more of the same.  She could not un-betray her. 

Letting down Rosetta was only more betrayal of her.  In the end, Bellamy’s true choice was to either betray only Rosetta, even if it was a second time, or if she wanted to be a betrayer of both Rosetta and Mistress Dorothe.

Mistress Dorothe ought to be able to count on her bodyguard.  Especially a submissive bodyguard.

Besides, Rosetta truly did not have anywhere to go.  Sure, the world was a wide-open place but, really, what was Rosetta going to do?  Be an ex-cop waitress at a truck stop?  Be a small, sexy security guard whose family wouldn’t speak to her?

Rosetta had a place reserved for her as a member of Mistress Dorothe’s informal harem.  She could find happiness here, of a sort.  As long as orgasms equaled happiness.

Mistress Dorothe had destroyed her life, but that life was already destroyed whether Rosetta knew Mistress Dorothe was behind it or not.  It could be that telling Rosetta the truth would do more harm than good at this point.

Rosetta had, after all, proven herself more than susceptible to submission.  She was submissive, and Bellamy knew it was pretty hard, surprisingly hard, for submissives to find the right kind of someone to dominate them.

Rosetta had a place waiting for her here.

And… Rosetta had someone waiting for her here.  Someone who loved her.

Not Mistress Dorothe.

Bellamy.  Bellamy loved her.

Rosetta coming back and the two of them serving Mistress Dorothe was the only way they could be together.  A strange not-really together but far better than going totally without.  Bellamy could not leave Mistress Dorothe’s service, and neither could or would Rosetta as long as Bellamy never revealed what Mistress Dorothe did to her.

Bellamy knew her love for Rosetta was corrupted by Mistress Dorothe from the outset.  Then corrupted right down the line with the seduction of Rosetta and Bellamy’s domination of her.  Bellamy would never have done either of those things if Mistress Dorothe did not force her.  All of that lovemaking was corrupted.

It was not lovemaking.  That was the wrong word for it.  That sex, that domination, was motivated by Mistress Dorothe and with a dark mission of eventually obtaining Rosetta as a submissive slave for life for Mistress Dorothe.

That corruption continued from there, and it would keep going.  Bellamy would go with it.  She was getting the best sex of her life, by far, with Mistress Dorothe, with Rosetta, and with whichever other women Mistress Dorothe told her to have sex with.  But that sex came with one hell of a price. 

Bellamy felt hollowed out morally.

But she also had to give credit where credit was due.  Mistress Dorothe made her cum like gangbusters.  Bellamy knew she was a submissive.  She wasn’t so much a victim as someone who accidentally fell into the perfect position for them, even if society would think otherwise.

Also, her love for Rosetta only developed through Mistress Dorothe.  She probably would never have met Rosetta if she hadn’t been Mistress Dorothe’s bodyguard. 

Maybe, but even if she had, she never would have seduced her and fallen in love in the process.  Straight women just did not seduce other straight women.

They’d both needed Mistress Dorothe to add her element to create the complex chemical composition that led to love.

They could either be stuck apart or stuck together, stuck in service to Mistress Dorothe.

Bellamy chose for them to be together, and that meant ongoing betrayal of Rosetta, the woman she now knew she loved.


Chapter Five

They arrived at the Gerbach estate.  It wasn’t as nice as Bellamy had pictured it, but it was nice.  There were no gates or fences, but it was on a hill, and there was plenty of land surrounding the mansion.

The mansion was stone and two-story and looked to encompass about four thousand square feet of space. 

It had a circle drive in front and a massive garage in the back.  Mistress Dorothe had Bellamy stop the car in the circle drive as close to the front door as they could get.

Mistress Dorothe led Bellamy and Ekaterina to the front door and produced a key.

She put a finger to her lips and then told them, “We’re going in but no talking unless we have to.  Then only whispering.  I’ll open the door and turn off the alarm system.  Ekaterina, you will follow me upstairs.  I’ll open the door to my mom’s bedroom, and you go in there.  I’ll come back, and Bellamy and I will wait downstairs.”

Ekaterina looked lost and worried, “Wait?  But wait for the what, Mistress?  What I do in bedroom?”

“What do you think, you Bulgarian slut?  Do I need to draw you a fucking picture?  In America, it is a tradition to serve the mother breakfast in bed on Mother’s Day.  That might happen if she wants to go down on you.  She does that sometimes, but she is more about receiving than giving.  In pretty much everything but especially with sex.”

“I still… what do I do zen?”

“My mother may or may not have female company in bed with her.  That does not change what you have to do.  It just means you need to make sure you find the correct pussy.  Crawl under the covers, if there are any, and lick her pussy to orgasm.”

Ekaterina, wide-eyed, flapped her arms in frustration, “But… this woman, your momma, she do not know me!”

Mistress Dorothe flapped a hand dismissively, “If she wants to know who you are, tell her who you are – a Bulgarian Slut gift from her loving daughter -- and what you are – a Bulgarian Slut Maid.  You are her new Slut Maid, hers to keep forever.  Make sure she knows that.  A Mother’s Day gift from her loving daughter.”

Ekaterina swallowed thickly, “If there is more than one of the pussy, how I know which one is mother to Mistress Dorothe?”

“Easy.  If there is more than one person in that bed, my mother will be the oldest.  Likely by a lot.  Hell, I’m a little worried you might be too old for her.  There is no way any other pussy in that bed will be older than hers.  Find the oldest pussy in that bed and lick it and keep licking it until she tells you to stop.  Or if she tells you to lick somewhere else.  Remember, she will be your new Mistress and you must always obey her in all things at all times always.”

Ekaterina gulped.  Bellamy could not blame her.  She couldn’t imagine what the young woman was feeling right then.

Mistress Dorothe stepped over to the Bulgarian giveaway and reached under Ekaterina’s skirt.  Under and then up.  Some hot-breathing moments passed.  Bellamy saw Mistress Dorothe’s arm working up and down and saw her rolling her shoulder.

Mistress Dorothe kept fingerfucking Ekaterina as she spoke hotly into her ear, “Just in case my mother wants breakfast in bed, I am warming you up.  I hear Bulgarian is a dish best served hot.”

More panting.  More fingering.

Ekaterina’s eyes darted to Bellamy, and then she closed her eyes.  She was used to having sex in front of Bellamy anyways.  And with her.

The entrance foyer got hotter and more humid as a couple of minutes passed.  Bellamy watched and felt warm herself.  She wished Mistress Dorothe was feeling her up.  She wanted Mistress fingers in her now wet pussy. 

No, that poor Bulgarian deserved them.  Look at what she was giving up to get them!  All her freedoms!  Her entire life!

Bellamy knew Mistress fingers up her pussy were not worth such a steep cost.  She knew it, but she did not feel it.  She felt like Ekaterina was lucky.

Mistress Dorothe got Ekaterina to a point where Ekaterina was openly humping up against her hand, standing in a strange house, with her rival for affections watching, and humping away, emitting her little Bulgarian grunts.

Mistress Dorothe told her, “I think you’ll be perfect for my mother.  Another perfect addition for her.  I think you’ll miss me.  You will soon discover that my cruelty is but a faded pale version of my mother’s.  She is the original one hundred percent alpha bitch.  You’ll soon think of your time with me as a walk in the park.  But, do not pine away.  I will see you from time to time.  Mother will share you with me.  To serve me again, to feast on my rich American pussy again, you must serve my mother loyally and without question.  Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.” Ekaterina could barely get the words out.

“One day, in a few decades perhaps, I will inherit all that belongs to my mother.  All that she owns.  All her possessions.  All her sex toys.  Including you.  So, you must stay and serve her and look forward to that day in the distant future when you will be mine again.  Understood, Slut Maid?”

“Yes, Mistress!”  Ekaterina humped at Mistress Dorothe’s hand, and her eyes were open again.  Ekaterina tried to focus on Mistress Dorothe’s eyes, tried to show her Mistress how earnest she was about doing her best at being a slutty submissive lesbian maid for her Mistress’s mother for the next several decades.

Mistress Dorothe pulled her wet hand out from under Ekaterina’s dress.

Ekaterina moaned in disappointment.

With her dry hand, Mistress Dorothe swatted Ekaterina on the rear, “Run along now.  Run to your future in the personal service industry.  Once Mother orgasms, be sure to tell her that you are a gift from her loving daughter.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Ekaterina, clumsy with arousal and awkward with uncertainty, made her way up the broad winding stone staircase.

Once she disappeared from view, Mistress Dorothe turned to Bellamy.

“Ah, Bell Bell.  I grew up here.  I dominated my first sexy servant here.  Also, the second through twelfth sexy servants.  I brought many of my club conquests here as well to hand them off to mother once I was finshed with them.  Mother does not like to go clubbing and yet enjoys the same slutty submissives that I do.  Not just the same kinds of submissives.  I mean the exact same ones.  Sharing was a must.  While I lived here, we had a nice little system.  I would break them down and break them in, hand them off to Mother, and Mother would then break them in a more literal sense.  I hope she is careful with this new Bulgarian gift.  I’d like to last a while, though, frankly, just between you and I, Ekaterina’s odds of lasting until I get my inheritance are not good.”

Bellamy felt even worse for Ekaterina.  She felt bad she’d ever been so jealous and hardhearted towards her. 

Bellamy wondered about this talk of Ekaterina not lasting and of being broken.  Was Getta Gerbach some kind of physical abuser?  More than in a simple BDSM sense?

She felt compelled to ask, “What do you mean?  What do you think will happen to Ekaterina?”

Mistress Dorothe smiled, “Don’t get your non-existent panties in a bunch.  Mother breaks them mentally and emotionally, not physically.  Well, for the most part.  I’m sure that one sexy cook she had had it coming for something she did in a past life.  No, Mother gets bored once she thinks there is nothing left of the original.  Once she’d made them into a blank slate, so to speak, she sells them off.  There are places for that, and it is profitable.  Besides, sluts are an endless resource.  And a renewable one if you get them pregnant and have the patience to wait for a girl child to become an adult.  To answer your question, no, Ekaterina will not die in this house or whatever thing you were possibly thinking with your little brain.”

Bellamy took no offense at Mistress Dorothe saying she had a little brain.  She was used to verbal abuse and often agreed with it nowadays.

Dorothe continued after a thoughtful pause, “This place brings back such memories every time I come here.”

Mistress Dorothe walked up to Bellamy, reached up because Bellamy was taller than her, put her hands on Bellamy’s shoulders, and pressed downward.

Bellamy sunk down to her knees.  The tiled floor was hard, but she wore blue jeans today.  But no panties.  Mistress Dorothe was right about that. 

Mistress Dorothe had told her not to wear panties because Mistress Dorothe did not want her bodyguard “slowed down by the weight of panties.”

Looking down at Bellamy on her knees, Mistress Dorothe said, “As the memories flood back in my head every time I come here, I also feel a flood of something else somewhere else.  Every time I come here, I make sure to cum here.  Get to work, Bell Bell.  Put that slutty mouth to good use.”

The first slutty use was a surprise to Bellamy though she guessed it should not have been by then.

Mistress Dorothe offered her hand, the hand wet with Ekaterina’s juices.  She put it out like royalty waiting for a supplicant to kiss her hand.

Bellamy was no supplicant.  She was more of a suck-licant.  She sucked Ekaterina’s juices off Mistress Dorothe’s fingers and palm.

Mistress Dorothe giggled, “Your tongue feels so ticklish.  I love it.  There you go.  A taste of Bulgarian so you won’t miss it so much from your diet.”

Bellamy added to her Bulgarian juice diet.  Mistress Dorothe pulled her hand back, “That’s enough, Bell Bell.  Your mouth on my palm was so ticklish I nearly peed on mother’s foyer.  You would have had to clean that up by mouth.  I have something else for your slutty mouth to do.”

Mistress Dorothe lifted her short dress, and Bellamy put her slutty mouth to good use.

Bellamy felt naughty for being part of this.  It was a new… flavor… of wrong.  Mistress Dorothe’s mother was upstairs getting her pussy licked, and here Mistress Dorothe was downstairs from her mother getting her pussy licked at the same time!

Bellamy was already aroused from watching Mistress Dorothe arouse Ekaterina.  She turned on more and more as she orally served her Mistress.  To Bellamy, by then, licking and tonguing and sucking her Mistress’s pussy was a sensual treat.  A privilege to be sought and enjoyed. 

Bellamy felt lucky.

Thank God she wasn’t in Ekaterina’s position servicing old pussy upstairs.  Bellamy felt grateful that Mistress Dorothe let her please Mistress pussy.

So grateful….

Bellamy thought it couldn’t get any better than this.  Licking Mistress pussy and that damn Bulgarian was out of the Mistress equation.  Ekaterina would no longer take up precious Mistress time better spent on Bellamy.

Bellamy thought wrong.  It did get better!

Mistress Dorothe told her, “Why not?  You’re being a good slutty subby bodyguard, and you do lick me so sexily.  Go ahead and finger yourself.  Make sure you orgasm at the same time as your Mistress.  I want no loss of tongue coordination until I cum, and I also don’t want to wait around here while you fingerbang yourself.”

Bellamy felt that was fair enough by her Mistress.  A Mistress should not have to wait around for someone like her, nor should they have to lose any tongue coordination when getting their pussy pleased.

Bellamy felt like Mistress Dorothe was more than fair to her.  This time.

Bellamy kept her face in pussy while her hands fought to free the top button on her jeans and then fought her jeans down, working back and forth side to side until her pussy was easily accessible.  There were no panties getting in the way.

Her pussy hotly welcomed her fingers.

Bellamy felt like she’d be happy if she could do this every day.  This was the life.  On her knees licking Mistress pussy while allowed to finger her own subby slutty pussy.

She would gladly do this every day for the rest of her life.

That would be fine with Bellamy!

More than fine.  It would be ideal.

She hoped no one ever asked her again what she wanted to do with her life or what wish she’d ask for if a genie granted her a single wish.  They’d be quite surprised by Bellamy’s answer!

It took less than ten minutes to achieve the proper balance between the pussy licking and the pussy fingering.  Bellamy did all the work, and she felt that was as it should be. 

Mistress Dorothe enjoyed that Bellamy did all the work.  She thought this was as it should be and another perfect reflection of the roles of the proletariat and the bourgeoisie.  The poor ones did the work, and the wealthy ones enjoyed the fruits of their labors.

In sex as it is in life!

Bellamy got them both to the edge of orgasm.  Then Bellamy pushed them both over the edge.  She sucked on Mistress Dorothe’s clitoris and strummed her own clitoris.

They orgasmed with Bellamy choking on pussy lips and Mistress Dorothe crying out, “Fuck!  Ring my… fucking bell… Bell Bell!”


Chapter Six

After that, they simply left.  Bellamy was surprised that Mistress Dorothe did not want to visit with her mother, especially on Mother’s Day.  Of course, the Gerbachs were hardly a traditional mother and daughter pair.

And, as Mistress Dorothe put it, “My work here is done.  One Bulgarian Slut Maid successfully gifted.”

They left.  This time, Mistress Dorothe sat in the back seat as Bellamy drove.  Mistress Dorothe texted fast and furious back there, at times mumbling to herself or possibly for Bellamy’s benefit.  Bellamy heard the things she said, about a sentence every two or three minutes.

“Lara reports she is full speed and out of the hospital.  No permanent harm from that karate chop.  That’s good.  She is ready to be useful to me.”

Yeah, sure, the good thing about Lara having no permanent harm is that she’ll continue to be “useful” to Mistress Dorothe!

“Those slutty McAvoys!  They are practically training themselves.  I really should make some time for them.  They must be getting tired of me constantly texting them to go masturbate somewhere weird in the house.  Ha!  It’s funny!  I keep having them use a dildo, one of them, and then have that one leave it on their bed uncleaned.  Then I have that one leave their house, or maybe only that room and I have the other one, the mother or the daughter, whichever way, come in and use the same dildo while it is still warm and wet.  So funny!”

Bellamy wasn’t sure if “funny” was the best word for that.

“Oh, goody!  Jill-Off Holloway has hired a new assistant.  Jill-Off does not have the budget for it but I’ll make sure they do not have to pay her long.  By advertising for an assistant who will be on salary with full benefits, Holloway was able to interview a far higher quality selection of sexies.  So, there is now a new looker in need of my attentions.  Said looker just does not know it yet.”

Fuck.  Another one? 

Yes, of course, another one in the pipeline….

Mistress Dorothe added, “Jill-Off confirms she obeyed and made the call I told her to make and that she made it effectively.  Boy, let me tell you, she really did not want to do it.  But she did do it.  So obedient.  Just the way I like my slutty hotel managers.  It’s on for today.”

Bellamy had no idea what Mistress Dorothe was talking about.  She guessed Mistress Dorothe would tell her more when and if she wanted Bellamy to know more.

“Bell Bell, guess who I’m texting now.”

Bellamy knew.  She knew from Mistress Dorothe’s taunting tone of voice.  She didn’t say anything.

“I’m texting your girlfriend, Bell Bell.  Except she isn’t, is she?  But I know you wish she was yours.  She is mine.  But I will share her with you.  In a sense.  You two will share duties pleasing me.”

Mistress Dorothe texted.

A few minutes passed.  Mistress Dorothe’s smartphone chimed.  Bellamy nervously watched her face in the rearview mirror.

Mistress Dorothe’s face lit up with the flush of victory.

“Rosetta confirms she will be at the honeymoon suite this evening.  She says she has something to talk with me about. Hm.  I wonder if I will understand her words as she speaks them into my pussy.”

That was it.  Rosetta was coming. 

Bellamy felt a blend of eagerness to see Rosetta, that crush feeling, and absolute dread that Rosetta would reject her or that Mistress Dorothe would prefer Rosetta over Bellamy or that Rosetta may have figured out how Mistress Dorothe set her up for disastrous public humiliation.

More texting.

“Those stupid greaser maids!  They are going to do it!  Oh, yes, you do not know what “it” is, do you?  I text-ordered Josefina to tell her mommy she will be staying over at Valeri’s.”

Oh, oh, what was up with Josefina and Valeri?

Mistress Dorothe added, “I don’t like to use their names in front of them, but I don’t mind using their names when they aren’t around.”

Bellamy knew Mistress Dorothe did not like to give people the identity and humanity of using their given names.  She gave them new names and recreated them to answer to those names, and worked to make them “become” those names.

It was one of those things Mistress Dorothe almost always did.  Jill Holloway became Jill-Off Holloway.  Bellamy became Bell Bell.  Ekaterina became Slut Maid.  Josefina became Greaser Maid.  Valeri became Assistant Greaser Maid.

Hmm.  As far as Bellamy knew, Mistress Dorothe hadn’t renamed Lara or Emily.  Maybe they needed to earn that privilege by eventually handing over their inheritances. 

“Anywho, Josefina’s mommy will not worry about her hanging out with Valeri.  And she will be hanging out with her but not at Valeri’s place, not for long.  This is so exciting!  They will go try out as strippers at an establishment I’ve sent them to.  I had to do some work with some lower-class connections.  Lower class than usual.  Like that country singer, I’ve got friends in low places.  Or at least ones who have connections to such places.  The problem was that the strip places I know, a few I like to go to that cater to lesbians, are way too nice for those two.  I mean, they are greasers.  They need to strip at a greasy sort of establishment.  One with lots of smoke in the air and wall to wall perverts.  I’ve sent them to a hole-in-the-wall strip club with a nasty reputation.  Isn’t that fun?”

No, Bellamy did not think it was fun.  But she knew not to say so.

“Whatever you say, Mistress.”

“We’ll go there and watch them sometime.  I have you to protect me from the human filth there.  You and Rosetta!  One sexy bodyguard on my right and one sexy bodyguard on my left.  I like it.”

Bellamy bet she did.

Bellamy pictured it as she drove.  Josefina and Valeri, nervous and excited despite themselves, going to a seedy strip club and trying out.  Trying out?  Shit, they should get hired on looks alone.  Bellamy bet the business at the strip joint would go way up simply from having those two stand somewhere naked.  Let alone dancing or putting on a show!  Or doing lap dances!

Bellamy found herself wanting to see whatever show those two put on.  Huh.  She wondered.  A lot of strippers dressed up and did role play.  Like the naughty teacher or the naughty nurse and that kind of thing.

She wondered if Josefina and Valeri would be naughty maids or if they’d try something different.

She really did want to see them up on stage.

Damn.  How much different was she from Mistress Dorothe?  Maybe not much.  Maybe she was as equally a bad person but a weaker, submissive version.

That was something to not think too much about!

Why was she trying to think?  Thinking was a big drawback in a submissive because you always ended up feeling guilty.  The unthinking submissive was a happy submissive.

No more thinking!  It was bad for her.

Mistress Dorothe was still texting furiously as they arrived back at the hotel.

She finished a text and told Bellamy, “Good.  Good as in bad in the view of most.  Emily is on scene and waiting for my green light.  Don’t ask.  I will show you.  I’ll put it up on the big flatscreen.  Emily will live stream it.”

As directed, Bellamy did not ask.

She parked.  She knew she’d find out soon enough what Mistress Dorothe was talking about.

What a fucked-up Mother’s Day.

It was about to get a lot more fucked up. 

A lot more.


Chapter Seven

Wow.

Holy shit.

Mistress Dorothe was an evil bitch, no doubt, but this might take the cake.

One might think there was no way Mistress Dorothe could out-do herself, out dastardly herself, on the same day she fucking gave away a human being.

How does one top – or bottom – or be worse, than giving away a young Bulgarian woman to one’s dominant lesbian mother as a Mother’s Day gift?

Mistress Dorothe had found a way.  She’d plotted it step by step and made various of her submissives aid and abet her in the endeavor.

First, she’d had Jill-Off Holloway set it up with a phone call.

Now she had Emily on-site playing a role to serve her Mistress Dorothe will.  Emily, that slutty little actress.  She’d pretended to be a dominant at Mrs. Stanton’s Show Bitch contest.  Now she had a new role.

Oh, yes, Mistress Dorothe did her part as well.  She’d made sure to get Josefina Dominguez out of the way.  How?  By making her go try out to be a stripper at a run-down lesbian strip joint.

Why?

Yes, Mistress Dorothe said she wanted the Greaser Maid to become a Greaser Stripper.  That was part of it.  That was her plan for Josefina all along.

She’d said it out loud, but scarcely anyone believed her.  Bellamy was sure Josefina hadn’t believed it.

Bellamy, however, believed it as soon as Mistress Dorothe said it.  She’d believed it because she knew the outrageous monster that Mistress Dorothe was.

But Mistress Dorothe had another reason for getting Josefina to go try out as a stripper right now on the afternoon of Mother’s Day.

Mistress Dorothe had the flatscreen in the honeymoon suite on split-screen viewing.   There were two views live streamed.  One was from Valeri’s smartphone.  The other was from Emily’s smartphone.

Valeri was at the strip club.  At a place downtown, a small basement bar, called the Cum-N-Get.  Bellamy was surprised a place like that could have a neon sign out front with the word “cum” in it.  Then again, this was Philadelphia.

The view from Valeri’s smartphone was of an empty stage.  The bar wasn’t dim because it was off-hours, a Sunday afternoon, and it was not open for business.

Mistress Dorothe told Bellamy that this was the day of the week and the time of day they liked to hold try-outs.  She said the “low-class” lesbians that ran the bar must not have mothers, or must have shitty mothers, or, at the least, their mothers had shitty daughters, because everything was business as usual despite it being Mother’s Day.

Mistress Dorothe said that she was told most weeks the strip club, the “Cum-N-Get,” had no one trying out.  Almost everyone who tried out got hired on the spot.  It was that sort of place.  Low quality and high turnover.

Josefina and Valeri were shoo-ins.  But they still had to lose their stripping virginity.

They heard Valeri talking for the benefit of Mistress Dorothe, “We’re here as you can see, Mistress Dorothe.  I think they like the idea of us stripping at this place.  I wasn’t too sure about this but, I admit, it is exciting.  Josefina is pretty stressed, but I think she secretly likes the idea also.”

Mistress rolled her eyes and mumbled, to herself or to Bellamy, “Like I give a flying fuck what those two want.”

Valeri prattled on, “There’s no way they say no to us becoming strippers here.  For sure.  They can’t keep their hands off us.  The manager or the manager’s friends.  They’re all over fifty, and they’re all over us.  They’re pretty gross.  But, you know, we’re acting friendly.  We know you want us to get the jobs, Mistress Dorothe.  Anyway, Josefina should come out any minute.  She goes first, we decided.  After all, I’m only an Assistant Greaser Maid, and she is a full-fledged Greaser Maid.”

Bellamy unconsciously shook her head.  Valeri, and maybe Josefina, were adopting their roles way too seriously. 

The term “greaser” still bothered Bellamy.  No human beings were greasers, the term was wrong for anyone, but it was especially wrong for these two young women.  Josefina was Hispanic, but she was born in America.  She did not even know Spanish! 

And Valeri.  Valeri!  She was white!  And blonde!

Although she wasn’t blonde anymore.  At Mistress Dorothe’s command, she’d dyed her hair black.

Bellamy wasn’t sure if Valeri still knew she was white or if Mistress Dorothe had her fully mentally embracing that she was a “greaser.”

Bellamy didn’t like the term but knew she had to live with it.  She guessed this was one of the many downsides of someone having absolute power over other people.  There was no one to hold them in check.  Mistress Dorothe had to hold herself in check and, uh, good luck with that.

There was no one to draw a line and no one to enforce it.  Mistress Dorothe could call any of them, any of her sluts, anything she wanted, and call them any names as much as she wanted.  She made her own bubble lacking the morals enjoyed by society.  She could get away with racism.  She could get away with anything.

They heard some movements and some scraping sounds.  The view shook, but Josefina didn’t come out on stage yet.

They heard Valeri, off-camera, say, “Hey, do you mind?”

An unknown woman’s voice, who sounded like she smoked several packs of cigarettes a day, said, “Shut your face, slut.  Keep filming for your sexy spic friend.  I think she’s going to put on a real sexy show.  But so will you right down here.  As a friend of the manager of this place, I got a right to make sure stripper candidates got premium pussy.  I’m doing that now, and I’m going to keep doing it.  The proof of a premium pussy is a premium orgasm followed by the slut all eager-like licking her juicy snatch water offa my fingers.”

“Oh, ah, ah, um, oh.   Ooooo.”

More view-shaking, steadying a little, and more gasping.

Valeri spoke uselessly, “Uh, I, huh, I, um, I didn’t know….”

It sounded like Valeri was going with it and letting some stranger, a much older-sounding woman, molest her!

Bellamy guessed when you gave up your body and mind to a Mistress, you ended up unable to say no to more people than just your actual Mistress.  Valeri was already out of practice turning down sexual advances.

If you had to have sex with anyone who tried to have sex with you, then you really were a slut!

Just like that, in so little time, Mistress Dorothe made Valeri into a slut.

Just like she did to with all her submissive women. 

Mistress Dorothe, on the chaise lounge, giggled with delight.

The raspy-voiced woman, off-camera, said, “I’m looking forward to seeing some Mexican snatch up there.  You know what they call Mexican snatch that crosses the border?  It’s called cunt-traband.  Meanwhile, I’ll just cunt-fiscate your snatch.  I’m gonna fuck you as you watch your friend strip.  I’m gonna make you cum on my fingers, then lick it up, then lick me.  My pussy is real itchy today.  I need some soothing slut spit up in there.”

“Ummm, oh!  Oh!  Oh!  Hey!  Oh, oh, oh, oh.  Gah!”

The raspy-voiced woman laughed and, unknown to her, Mistress Dorothe giggled as well on the other side of town.

The woman, still off the shaky camera view, added, “You’re making some sexy baby sounds, cutie.  I like it.  Here, let’s see what this does for you.”

“Oh!  Oh, fuck!  Hey!  Oh!  Um, um, um, um, fuuuuuuuck.”

“Yeah, you like that.  I thought so.  A finger up your ass changes your tune.  I’m tuning you up.  We’re going to have lots of fun with you here.  You’re going to do so many things you never thought anyone would do and for sure not you with your pretty face and pretty pussy.  Who knows, every once in a while, we might get you up on stage.  As an advertisement for what’s available.”

“Oh… my. Well, um, I don’t… I don’t know….”

“You don’t need to know a damn thing.  Just do everything we tell you to do.  Don’t worry.  We’ll make you like it.”

Yeah, Bellamy was pretty sure that was not what Valeri was worried about.

Valeri made a troubled huffing moan, and the camera shifted like perhaps she’d changed her position.  Had she perhaps spread her legs further?

Valeri must feel so vulnerable and so slutty right then.

It made Bellamy feel slutty along with her.  It made Bellamy feel like spreading her legs.

It even made Bellamy wonder how much the “low-class” lesbians at the strip club would like it if Bellamy was there stripping… and available for other uses.

Oh, she really should not think this way!  Bellamy knew it was an unhealthy mindset, but she couldn’t quite shake it. 

Valeri sounded out of her depth and overwhelmed.  And aroused.  And hot as hell.  It turned on Bellamy to hear Valeri get molested.  It made her wish she had a direct view of it.  But she could imagine and did not want to miss what would happen on stage either.

Mistress Dorothe commented, “Whoever this bitch is, she has an eye for sluts and types of sluts.  There Valeri is, an Ass-sistant Greaser Maid, and that woman has a finger – or maybe a thumb – up her ass in no time.”

There was still no one on the stage…

… but there was movement on the other camera view, on the other side of the split-screen on the honeymoon suite’s massive flatscreen.

The view showed an up-close shot of a door, an apartment door with a bronze number/letter on the front.  B-12, like bingo.  A hand knocked on the door.  The camera view was about at waist level, and the hand knocked at the top of the view.

Mistress Dorothe told Bellamy, “That’s Emily.  She’s recovered enough from her concussion to serve her Mistress.  The camera is in her purse.  That’s why it is so low down.”

The door opened.  Bellamy saw the midriff of a slim woman with dark-complected hands.

“Hi.  I hope I’m at the right apartment.”

“Hello, are you Emily?”

Emily sounded airily cheery, “Yes, I’m Emily!  I’m here to help you with your wellness.”

“Yes, Ms. Holloway called.  She was quite insistent.  She even threatened my health insurance coverage.  What exactly is a wellness check?”

“Some patients don’t leave their homes because of their condition.  I visit them to verify they truly have a condition, and I also work with them to get them past their health situation.  That way you can go back to work as a maid at the hotel as soon as possible.  Isn’t that wonderful?”

“I’m not sure if wonderful is the word for it, but I am trying my best to get back to work.  I do have a doctor.”

“Oh, those doctors!  They make up so much stuff just to get more and more money out of you.  And, more importantly, and worse, money out of the poor hotel.  The hotel only has just so many millions of dollars to go around.”

“O-kaaaay.”  The speaker sounded dubious.

“May I come in?”

The woman let Emily in.  Bellamy saw a humble but clean and orderly apartment.  Bellamy noticed that the woman, whose face she still couldn’t see, moved slowly like she was in pain.

What was this?  What was Emily up to at the behest of Mistress Dorothe?

Emily said, “I will need to examine your back for condition verification.  If you have a genuine condition, I will also work with your body to help it heal.  Take off all your clothes and lay on your tummy on that couch over there.”

“What?  Take off my clothes?”

“Are you resisting and failing to cooperate with this Wellness Check?  Didn’t Ms. Holloway warn you about that?  I’ll have to inform her.  Any resistance, any at all, any failure to fully cooperate with a Wellness Check, is grounds for immediate dismissal.  Anyone who refuses to cooperate must be hiding something.”

“Oh, my gosh!  No, I’m not refusing to cooperate.  By all means, check my “wellness.”  I have nothing to hide!  And I can’t afford to lose my job or my health insurance.  I was surprised, is all.  I guess you’re like a doctor?  Or a nurse?  I’m cooperating fully.  I’ll take off my clothes.  Just please be patient.  My back.  I have to do it slowly.”

“Slow and sexy?”

“What!?!”

“Just kidding.  Go ahead.  Show me your body.”

The woman’s body swayed with hesitation, and her hands moved nervously to her clothing, “This seems so unusual.  Taking off my clothes for someone I don’t know.”

“You don’t need to know me, but we’ll get to know each other.  Think of this as fast-tracking the getting-to-know process.  No clothes getting in the way!  Also, without clothes, you can’t hide matters during a wellness check.”

“I… guess that’s true….”

Emily set her purse on a shelf or perhaps a high stand of some sort.  In any event, it then supplied a great view of the little living room.  It showed all of the couch and all of the woman who lived there.

She was Hispanic.  She was beautiful.  She looked to be about forty.  There was something about her that was familiar to Bellamy.

Mistress Dorothe smirked, “Do you know who she is yet?  I’ll give you a hint.  You don’t know her… but… you know her daughter… intimately.”

Bellamy’s mouth fell open.

The woman on the split-screen must be Josefina’s mother!  The maid with the back injury who Josefina had replaced so she could keep her health insurance until she was ready to return to work.

Mistress Dorothe said, “I see from your face that you’ve figured it out.  I took a chance and looked into it.  Daughters often take after their mothers.  Josefina is so sexy, and I wondered if her mother was also sexy.  I worked with Jill-Off Holloway.  Or I worked over Jill-Off Holloway, and I obtained past photos of staff from her.  Eureka.  Josefina’s mommy is a hottie.”

Yes, she was a beauty.  Getting more and more beautiful as she painstakingly took off her clothes, totally unaware of the hidden camera or the two live stream viewers.

Bellamy couldn’t help herself, “But… you can’t!”

Mistress Dorothe said, “If I had a dollar for every time I was told “you can’t,” I’d be richer than I already am.  I can.  Especially when I have so many who are so willing to do anything and everything I tell them to do.  Hopefully, Josefina’s mommy will become another one.  I’m trying to remember her name.  A Mistress should know the names of her conquests.  Wait!  I recall it!  I remember it because I used a mnemonic device to help me recall.  Her name is Regina Dominguez.  Regina is so reminiscent of the word vagina.  They both end with “gina.”  If we get her nice and tame, I think perhaps that can be her new name.  Vagina.  Vagina Dominguez.  It will be such a moment when Josefina, for the first time, begins calling her mommy “Vagina.”  I can hardly wait!”

It just got worse and worse!

However, Bellamy did not think Mistress Dorothe’s machinations would pay off this time.  She wasn’t even doing the seduction!  It was Emily.  Emily was a submissive. 

Sure, she was directed by Mistress Dorothe, but Mistress Dorothe could only tell her in general what to do.  If anything unexpected came up, Emily wouldn’t know how to handle it.  Not quickly and smoothly.

They watched Mrs. Dominguez struggling to get all of her clothing off. 

On the other screen, the stage was still empty, and they heard Valeri panting and the unknown older woman muttering, “Fucking whore, fucking whore, fucking whore.  Fingerfucking you, bitch!”

Bellamy tried to take in the situation. 

Josefina was only at the hotel working as a maid in order to help her mother keep her job.  Her goodness, her self-sacrifice, was the reason she was exposed to Mistress Dorothe.  Exposed, seduced, abused, dominated, and made into a submissive creature for Mistress Dorothe.  All that bad coming out of Josefina’s good act.

She’d done it to protect her mother from a financial threat, and now her mother was facing a very different kind of threat.  A sexual threat to her soul!  She hoped Mrs. Dominguez was a strong person.

In a roundabout way, Josefina acting selflessly to protect her mother had led her mother into a type of danger. 

Bellamy marveled at Mistress Dorothe’s wickedness.  She would dare anything! 

She was having the mother Dominguez seduced while the daughter Dominguez, only because of Mistress Dorothe, was about to take the stage in a rundown nasty lesbian club to try to become a stripper!

Having Josefina strip opened up a window of opportunity to go after her mother!  Josefina, by obeying Mistress Dorothe, had unwittingly served up her mother for lesbian seduction and domination!

And Mistress Dorothe set up this seduction set up with a live stream video to watch them both at the same time!

Who did that?  Who watched a daughter getting turned into a stripper while, at the same time, watching the mother get lesbian-seduced?

Mistress Dorothe did.

And Bellamy was also watching.  She couldn’t take her eyes or her mind off the situation.


Chapter Eight

Up on the screen, Regina Dominguez, mother of Josefina Dominguez, was finally naked. 

Her back injury had slowed her up.  That was another thing where Mistress Dorothe did not recognize boundaries.  Most people considered mothers off limits, and most people considered injured people off-limits.  Not Mistress Dorothe. 

Mistress Dorothe was like those African predators that preyed on the weakest members of the herd.

She’d gone after Nosy Noelle when Noelle was badly hurt and barely able to move.  Bellamy guessed Mistress Dorothe looked at injuries as vulnerabilities to take advantage of.

Emily raised her voice and sounded impatient, “I can tell you’re trying to delay and resist.  That slow?  Come on!  Get on your tummy on that couch right now!  I’m tempting to just walk out of here and report you.”

Regina Dominguez clumsily scrambled, slowly, to get into place, “I’m sorry!  I’m not resisting or whatever.  My back is injured.”

Regina got into place, and Bellamy had a moment to take in her body.  She was several inches shorter than her daughter but well-proportioned.  She looked way too young to be the mother of an adult. 

Emily sat next to her on the couch, equal to her waist, “That’s fine then, but I’m only giving you the one warning.  One more instance of delaying or talking back, and I will report you.  Everyone I report gets terminated.  We don’t have time for games from a damn maid.”

Regina Dominguez waited quietly.  Bellamy wondered how upset she must feel because of such a young woman talking to her that way.  Mrs. Dominguez was about twice the age of Emily.

Emily said, “I’m going to check you for signs that you are faking this back injury.  Many criminal sorts, you know, people like you with darker skin, will fake things to take advantage of the system.  Fucking financial parasites who don’t understand they exist to serve corporations, not the other way around.”

“Excuse me!  The color of my skin does not make me a thief.  I’m not even on worker’s compensation.  I just can’t work.  I’m not getting any money out of this!”

“You’re still on our health insurance, and that is a form of taking advantage.  Also, your type, people like you with skin color like yours, are not always after money.  For you people, laying around being lazy is a goal in and of itself.”

“You people?  That sounds racist.  My skin color should not even come up in any conversation.  Also, I am not lazy.  I have worked hard as a maid for nearly two decades at the hotel.”

“Is that why you think you can take advantage of the hotel?”

“What?  No!”

“I’ll soon see.  Lay still.”

Emily ran her hands up and down Regina’s bare back.  Slowly and lightly like she was a masseuse instead of someone doing a “wellness check.”

Her hands drifted down to trail her fingers down across Regina’s ass cheeks.  Regina tensed up.

“Don’t touch me there!”

“Mrs. Dominguez, I am a medical professional.  Your posterior, to me, is the same as your elbows or anywhere else.”

Emily ran her hands up the sides of Regina’s body and made contact with the sides of Regina’s breasts bulging out from underneath her.  Regina tensed again but said nothing.  Emily pressed on the sides of Regina’s breasts like she was trying to stuff them back fully underneath her.

Regina gasped, “How does this—”

“Shh.  No talking.  We medical professionals must concentrate.  I don’t want to hear any babble from you.  Not yet.  Maybe soon.”

Emily went back to Regina’s back, rubbing it all over, rubbing deeply.

Then she trailed her fingers across Regina’s ass cheeks again.  This time Regina did not protest.  Her concerns were ignored the first time so there was no point in expressing her concerns again.  In fact, those concerns were more than ignored, they brought on something like verbal abuse.

Bellamy knew Mrs. Dominguez thought she had to put up with this treatment to keep her job.  So she thought.  She’d keep her job no matter what, whether she resisted and refused or not. 

Bellamy was sure of that, but Mrs. Dominguez would lose her lesbian virginity if she failed to resist.  Mistress Dorothe hadn’t sent Emily to Mrs. Dominguez just to get a look at her naked body.  Mistress Dorothe wanted more.  She always wanted everything she could get.

This time Emily spent much more time caressing ass.  Regina’s ass alternately tensed and relaxed like she couldn’t make up her mind which was best for her.  A tensed ass or a loose one?  Which was for the best?  How to handle being handled?

The truth?  Neither was best for Regina Dominguez.  A tensed ass was just as vulnerable as a loose one was to caresses.

Then Emily ran her hands back up Regina’s sides to caress and then push at Regina’s outer breasts.

Then a return to Regina’s back, rubbing deep.

This time Regina moaned.  Then she moaned again.

Bellamy knew those moans were not sexual.  They were sensual.  Back rubs felt good, and it looked like Emily knew what she was doing.  Still, it must be confusing to the woman.  This stranger she already disliked, this beautiful woman so much younger than her, bossing her around, getting her naked, making racist comments, and making her enjoy physical contact.

Bellamy knew that it was a small leap from the sensual to the sexual.  Often all it took was a simple relocation of the hands.

Emily moved her hands down to Regina’s ass, and this time she wasn’t caressing.  She rubbed deep into Regina’s ass, both ass cheeks, pushing and pulling at them, making them spread apart and crush back together against each other.

Then Emily pushed one ass cheek straight upward from the bottom – the bottom of the bottom – and grabbed hard on Regina’s other ass cheek to pull it down in the opposite direction.

Regina Dominguez gasped.

Right then, Josefina Dominquez took the stripper stage in a lesbian strip bar in a downtown basement a few miles from her mother.

They kept it simple for Josefina, and, no, she wasn’t wearing the naughty maid outfit.  She wore a simple skimpy black thong and a black half shirt that was so short it showed under-cleavage. 

Josefina was showing off under-cleavage while her mother’s side-cleavage was revealed, and both of them were on live stream views!

Bellamy would have expected high heels for Josefina, but maybe Josefina wasn’t comfortable in them.  Wait, what was she thinking?  It wasn’t like Josefina was comfortable with any of this.  By her face, you could easily see that she was uncomfortable if perhaps also a bit aroused.  If her discomfort was a deal-breaker then she wouldn’t be up there at all.

Maybe the strip bar had had some ugly incident in the past when a stripper fell off the rather tall stage and injured a patron.

The stage was a T shape with the top of the T furthest away from the patrons.  It was like a runway at a fashion show, except, instead of showing off clothing, it was built to show off a lack of clothing.

Josefina walked down the stage looking nervous and looking incredibly sexy.  Damn, she was so beautiful!

Bellamy reluctantly commended Mistress Dorothe on the Josefina acquisition.  She promised herself to try not to get so jealous of the girl that she became racist and thought mean thoughts like she had with Ekaterina. 

That filthy fucking Bulgarian!

Oh, wait, she was supposed to stop hating that girl, what with feeling sorry for her and Ekaterina being such a sweetheart.  That and with Ekaterina doomed to a life of servitude to almost elderly pussy.

Bellamy guessed that was the problem with hate.  Once it got rolling, it was hard to take it back.

Josefina came down the stage, and her mother on the other screen moaned a little as Emily worked her ass cheeks up and down and all around.

Bellamy marveled that Regina Domingeuz put up with such personal contact.  Then again, Emily made her afraid of losing her job.  First, Ms. Holloway likely had put a fear in Mrs. Dominguez, and then Emily followed it up with in-person threats.  Regina was in a position – literally, in a position – to put up with almost anything.

Maybe Emily would be successful with her! 

On the other screen, the music played, and it was too loud.  Mistress Dorothe had to choose the sound from one view or the other, and she was more intrigued with the little moans and gasps coming from Regina Dominguez.  She used her smartphone connection to mute the sound from the strip show.

Still, the music began before she turned it down.  Bellamy identified the moment when Josefina saw her friend Valeri getting publicly molested by the older raspy-voiced lesbian.  Josefina looked down towards where Valeri and stopped walking up the stage towards the shaky camera view. Her mouth went wide and her eyes went wide. 

Then, looking distracted by what she’d seen and unaware of what she was doing, Josefina slowly began dancing.  After a few moments, she tore her eyes away from her friend.  She looked around wildly, looking panicked, but kept dancing.

Bellamy shook her head.  The things Mistress Dorothe made them do!  Them being herself and all other attractive women who came in contact with Mistress Dorothe’s sexual toxicity.

Mistress Dorothe was rerouting Josefina from destination college to a career as a stripper!

Fuck!  Mistress Dorothe better never become a job counselor.  Or a life counselor.

Poor Josefina, suddenly up on that stage, just a little over two days since first meeting Mistress Dorothe.  Not only stripping, but stripping in a nasty place in a rough part of town, in front of her friend, while her friend was molested right in front of her! 

And, it was even worse than Josefina knew because her Mistress was, at the same time, attempting to manipulate Josefina’s mom into the same unhealthy submission that Josefina was stuck in, like a bug in amber.

As Josefina Dominguez danced, her mom jiggled.  Emily made Regina Dominguez jiggle.  Emily’s hands were all over Regina, up and down her body, but paused often to shake at Regina’s surprisingly fine ass.

It looked like working a few decades as a maid kept Regina Dominguez’s ass toned.

Bellamy wondered what Emily’s next move was.  Or Mistress Dorothe’s, by extension.

She did not wonder long.  Mistress Dorothe told her.

“Bell Bell, watch this part.  This will be ever so amusing.  Emily is about to do a wellness check on her pussy.  A vagina check on Vagina Dominguez.  It does seem appropriate.”

“Mistress… I don’t think she’ll let Emily touch her there.”

“You don’t?  Perhaps she won’t.  People are difficult to predict in extreme circumstances.  We will soon see.  Emily has Vagina in the predicament I instructed Emily to induce.  I also told her that once Vagina gets used to physical contact and begins moaning that Emily is to go after that woman’s pussy.  I want her to have Vagina by the vagina.  She will check the fuck out of its wellness.  She will fingerfuck wellness right into that pussy.  Then there will be more for her to do and for us to watch.  You’ll see.”

“Mistress, Emily does not look or act like a medical professional, and she is younger than Josefina.  I think you’re assuming Josefina’s mother is stupid.”

“Not at all.  I assume nothing, but I do know better than all others.  The world is here to serve me and I can do no wrong no matter how much wrong I do.  I call that perspective “The Aaron Rodgers Mindset.’”

“Mistress, just because Emily has Josefina’s mom naked and laying on a couch does not mean she’ll let Emily touch her pussy.”

“Not those things alone, no.  However, her employment is at stake, or so she thinks.  But there is more than that.  She’s been stuck in that apartment, all alone.  She is human. She needs contact, almost any kind, from anyone.  It is a need on a basic subconscious level she probably isn’t even aware of, but it is there.  At her core, she is of the same breed as her daughter.  No, I do not mean the “greaser” breed.  I mean that they are both submissives.  She’s been a maid for a couple of decades!  Even if she wasn’t born a submissive, that maid duty for that long, that alone must have made her into a submissive.”

Bellamy doubted Mistress Dorothe.  What, all maids were submissives?  No way.  Mistress Dorothe was never afraid to bullshit anyone or to justify anything.

Mistress Dorothe said, “Submissiveness is like unmined gold.  It just sits there, hidden, doing nothing.  It needs someone to come along and exploit it.  Who better to exploit such riches than someone rich like me?  She is already stripped of clothing while her daughter is on stage stripping.  Now her golden submissiveness gets strip-mined! Watch, I’m sure it is about to happen.”

Emily looked over at the hidden camera view like she thought she might get a signal from Mistress Dorothe.  Bellamy thought Emily looked both nervous and excited.

Bellamy remembered that feeling from when she seduced and dominated Rosetta Wright at the command of Mistress Dorothe.  It was both nerve-wracking and thrilling.  Still, she didn’t know how Mistress Dorothe did it all the time without getting stressed out.

Maybe because, with no conscience, there was no stress?


Chapter Nine

Emily turned back to Regina Dominguez.  She was sitting to Regina’s right side.  She put her left hand on the middle of Regina’s back.

Regina said, “Be careful!  Be careful how you touch me there.  My back is so sensitive.”

Emily said smoothly, “Of course it is.  Of course, I will be careful.  I’m placing my hand here helpfully.  For this next part, you need to lay completely still.”

“I have been.”

“Yes.  Continue your lovely cooperation.  No moving.  I will move any part of you that needs moving.”

While Regina lay perfectly still, across town as well as on the other side of the honeymoon suite’s flatscreen, her daughter writhed and tossed, shaking it, all of it, and looking like she was getting into it.  It looked like Josefina felt both the music and arousal.

Emily moved her right hand across her body and above Regina’s ass.  Then the hand dove down!

Right between Regina’s legs!

Regina stiffened, “What are you doing!?!”

Emily said calmly, “Lay still, Mrs. Dominguez.”

Emily’s arm jiggled up and down.  She rolled her shoulder.  Bellamy was sure Emily had her hand in there on Regina’s pussy. 

Bellamy was quite sure Emily’s hand wasn’t just resting there!  She was taking advantage!

Regina said, “I can’t just lay here.  Your hand is on my… on my….  Your hand isn’t supposed to be there!”

Bellamy noted that Regina Dominguez seemed to have the exact same reluctance to say pussy as her daughter had.

Emily said, “My hand is right where it belongs.  I’m a medical professional.  Now, lay still.”

Regina lay still for about another twenty seconds.  Emily worked her hand furiously.  Bellamy and Mistress Dorothe could see her arm tensing and moving up and down. 

While Regina lay still in the privacy of her home with her privates getting molested, her daughter was in public up on stage, sliding down her black thong, and showing off her privates to the public.

Josefina’s private areas weren’t getting fondled – if what Emily was doing could be termed fondling – but undoubtedly everyone watching her wanted to fondle her. 

Bellamy also did not doubt that Josefina’s pussy would end up getting fondled.  Likely while Valeri was up on stage.  In a way, Josefina was protected while dancing up on stage.  That was the safest place for her.  Once off stage, the lesbian hands would be on her body.

Regina couldn’t stand it any longer.  Or, considering her position, she couldn’t lay it any longer.

“Stop it!  Stop doing that!”

“No way, Mrs. Dominguez.  I need to keep doing it.  I have good reason for doing this.  I have two good reasons for doing this.  No, wait, I have three good reasons for doing this.  Now you just lay there and take it like a woman.”

More arm jiggling.

Did Bellamy hear some kind of wet slushy sound?  Was Mrs. Dominguez getting wet?

Not that Bellamy could blame her.  Emily was beautiful, and Emily knew how to please a pussy.  Still, it was a bit surprising if it was true.  Bellamy bet Mrs. Dominguez had never had a lesbian sexual encounter in her life.  But maybe that made arousal from one more likely or more powerful?

Regina tried again, “I don’t understand.  You have to stop.”

“No.  I don’t.  What don’t you understand?  I’m here doing a wellness check, and you need to cooperate.  Don’t be difficult about it.”

“This is so so so inappropriate!”

“Yes, I know it is.  Your pussy is getting so wet.  You must be a lesbian.  That’s alright.  I’m a professional.  I’ll work through it.  Your slippery secretions won’t stop me.”

Emily turned and gave the camera an excited look and a wink.

Bellamy guessed it must be true.  Emily wasn’t just saying it.  Regina Dominguez was getting wet from Emily’s fingerfucking her!

What would her daughter think?  Ha!  What would either of them think if they knew what the other one was up to?

Emily pointing out Regina’s wetness seemed to nonplus Regina Dominguez.  Mrs. Dominguez pushed her face into the couch and was silent for a time.

Bellamy knew hiding her face wasn’t going to help poor Mrs. Dominguez. Emily would keep arousing her.  Hiding her face and hesitating to take definitive action could only doom the woman. 

It was like the false legend that ostriches hide their heads in the sand in hopes of avoiding a predator.  Hiding wasn’t going to help Mrs. Dominguez.  She needed to do the opposite of hiding!

Emily fingerfucked her with great energy.  She jammed her fingers harder than many men thrust their cocks.

They heard an increase in the wet slicking sounds.  It was an unmistakable sound now, a real sound beyond question.

Bellamy bet Regina Dominguez was humiliated by those sounds.

And turned on by what she heard from her body.

So was Bellamy.  Her pussy was leaking now.  She wished she could touch herself.  Should she ask Mistress Dorothe for permission?

It was a catch-22 situation.  If she asked, Mistress Dorothe would probably say no.  With Mistress Dorothe, you had to not ask for what you want in order to keep a chance to get what you want.

Bellamy remembered how it used to be.  Back when she could just reach down and masturbate whenever she wanted.  None of this by command bullshit.

Damn.  Why hadn’t she masturbated more often back then?  She should have taken full advantage of her unlimited masturbation privileges!  She should have rubbed one out five or six times a day!

How often had she taken advantage of her twenty-four-hour, seven days a week, ability to take advantage of herself?  Not often and only in bed.  Or a bathtub.  Or the shower. 

Bellamy realized that she’d taken masturbation for granted.  You just didn’t fully appreciate what you had until you lost it.

It was so ironic.  Mistress Dorothe made Bellamy want to touch herself often but also made it so Bellamy usually could not touch herself without permission, and she rarely gave permission.  Not rarely in a time sense but rarely in relation to how often Bellamy wanted to rub her pussy.

Up on the stripper stage, Josefina gyrated wildly.  She stood with her legs spread wide and tossed her black hair in tempestuous circles like a rock guitarist.  She still had that cut-off top on, but her breasts often popped out, her nipples showing themselves off again and again. 

The camera view was shaky, likely because Valeri was getting fingerfucked just like Josefina’s mom. 

No, wait, the shake of the camera view was a rhythmic shake, a big bounce every fraction of a second, like a ship running into waves.

Bellamy realized that the unseen raspy-voiced woman must be fucking Valeri with a strap-on from behind!

Bellamy wondered which one was better off.  Valeri or Josefina.  Was it better to get molested and fucked while watching your friend’s strip show and then have to take the stage after her, or was it better to be the first to take the stage and look down, see your friend fucked by a stranger lesbian, and know that would be your fate once you got off stage?

Neither.  Both.  They were equally fucked.

Regina Dominguez was fucked also.  Not as fucked as her daughter, though.  So far, she was only fingerfucked and not yet completely mind-fucked.  Bellamy wondered how long that would last.  She also wondered how Emily would try to take it to another stage, as she surely would, and whether she’d succeed.

Bellamy felt bad for Mrs. Dominguez and bad for how Josefina would feel if she knew about what they were trying to do to her mom. 

But it was also incredibly arousing seeing the sexual downfall of that poor sexy mother maid.

Enough time passed that Regina felt a need to make another weak protest, even as her daughter slid around on her belly on the stripper stage.

“This-this doesn’t seem like a wellness check!”

“What would you know about that, Mrs. Dominguez?  You are only a maid.  I assure you; this wellness check is going according to plan.  Your vagina seems very well indeed.  It is so wet.  I can only assume you are aroused by this wellness check.”

“Well… ah… I, ah… ahhhh….”

Regina Dominguez trailed off.  She obviously did not want to talk about her reactions, and she couldn’t deny her wetness.

The wet slicking sounds went on.

On the stage, after looking like she listened to what someone told her to do, Josefina rolled onto her back and cupped both her hands on her pussy while she swayed her body back and forth like an upside-down snake.

Emily said to Josefina’s mother, “Mrs. Dominguez, raise your ass a little and spread your legs a little more. That’s it.  That’s so good.  Always do as I tell you to do.  This is going to work out fine.  See?  Or, I mean, do you feel?  Does the wellness check feel even better now?  Even… how should I say it?  More well?  Weller and weller all the time?”

Regina said nothing, but her ass was higher and her legs were a little wider, as much as she could separate them with Emily sitting next to her on the couch.

Regina “Vagina” Dominguez was compliant.  Too compliant for her own good. 

Bellamy shook her head slowly and slightly.  It didn’t look good for Mrs. Dominguez.  But it sure looked sexy!

“Tell me, Mrs. Dominguez.  Tell me if it feels better.  If you don’t tell what I want to hear, I may end this wellness check before it… cums… to a climax.  You don’t want this wellness check to stop, do you?”

“Ahhhh, ummmm.  Well.  I guess.  I mean… you have to do this… check… and I have to… be checked.  I… wouldn’t want it to end, not before… the climax….”

Emily spoke like Regina Dominguez was a child, a little child, “No, you don’tsy won’tsy.  Nun nun nun.  You want it to keep going.  Your vagina is so well, so damn well.  That wellness needs to be checked and checked and checked.  Am I rightsy-wightsy?  You know I am!  Say it, Mrs. Dominguez!  Tell me to check your vaginal wellness!”

“Okay.  Fine.  Check my vaginal wellness!  Please keep checking it!”

Regina Dominguez sure sounded desperate to have her vagina’s wellness checked!

They could see things more clearly with Regina Dominguez’s vagina now that she had her hips raised despite Emily’s hand on her back.  They could see Emily’s other hand rapidly ramming two fingers in and out of her vagina.  They could see how wet her pussy was.  Any wetter, and it would drip!

“Do you want me to check your vaginal wellness… harder?”

“Oh.  Oh!  Yes, check my vaginal wellness harder!  Check it hard!”

Emily checked it harder.  She worked her finger thrusts rapidly.

On the stripper stage, perhaps obeying more instructions, Josefina kept her hands masturbating at her pussy but flipped around onto her chest and face, cheek to the rough stained wood of the stage, breasts sliding on the wood.  She thrust her pussy up and down, fucking her pussy onto her hands.

Emily said, “Your maid pussy is oozing with wellness.”

“Oh, God,” Regina Dominguez gasped out.

“I think I should check the wellness of your clitoris also.  What do you think?”

“Yes!  I mean, if you think you should then… you can check it.”

“You’ll have to ask me nicely to do it.  It is an extra service.”

“Um.  I understand.  Will, ah, will you please check the wellness of… God… my clitoris?”

“I guess I could.  Still, I can do a better job of it if you beg me to do it.  Go ahead, beg me.”

There was a long pause.  It was a big ask.

The wet slicking sounds from her fingerbanged pussy perhaps decided the issue for needy Mrs. Dominguez.

“Please!  I beg you!  I’m begging!  Please, please, please check the wellness of my clitoris!”

“Yes, that was fine begging, maid.  Let’s drop these cold terms “vagina” and “clitoris.”  Beg me while using the words clitty and pussy.”

“Please check the wellness of my clitty while you keep checking hard the wellness of my pussy!”

Ha!  Mrs. Dominguez’s reluctance to say the word pussy had disappeared!

Emily took her free hand off of Regina’s back and moved it under her.  She made light contact with the upper meeting of Regina Dominguez’s pussy lips.

“You know what I want to hear?  Instead of pussy. I want you to be even more direct and matter-of-fact.  I want you to call it a Mexi-snatch.  Beg me to keep checking your Mexi-snatch, or I’ll stop before my check cums to a climax.”

“Mexi… snatch?”

“Don’t act like you don’t know you have a Mexi-snatch between your legs.  I don’t want to hear any wetback bullshit like you were born here in America.  You’re a fucking maid, so you’re less than a wetback who crosses the border today.  Now, you better tell me, what are my fingers in up to their knuckles?”

Emily slammed her two fingers all the way in along with a portion of her hand and held them there.  The message was clear: No more thrusting or “wellness checking” until Emily heard what she wanted to hear.

What was a poor back-injured sex desperate mother maid to do?

“They’re in my Mexi-snatch!  Keep checking my Mexi-snatch’s wellness!  Please!”
Emily went back to hard checking of Regina’s pussy.  Her other hand went to work, finding and caressing Regina’s clitty.  Regina gasped, bucked, and squealed.

She was on the point of orgasm!

So was her daughter, up on that stripper stage.  Now Josefina was squatting on her legs, knees splayed outward, pussy in display, or it would be if not for both her hands covering it, digging at it. 

Her eyes were closed and her mouth was wide open.  She wasn’t faking it.  She was near orgasm.

Regina kept twisting or bucking, and then her face would twist with pain, apparently from her back injury. 

Poor Regina, thought Bellamy, she pretty much needs to be a masochist to get an orgasm while her back is so sensitive.

In unchoreographed synchronicity, Emily caught and lightly pinched Regina’s clitty and, moments later, Regina’s daughter, up on a stripper stage at an underground lesbian strip club a couple of miles away, slid a hand to the top of her slit and found and squeezed her own clitty.

Mother and daughter, in very different yet oddly similar circumstances, orgasmed together.

Regina Dominguez flopped down on the couch, slapping her pussy at the old rough fabric.

Josefina Dominguez flopped backward on the stripper stage, jiggling like she had a seizure.


Chapter Ten

Mistress Dorothe said to Bellamy, “Come over here, Bell Bell.  Kneel next to me.  I’m so enjoying this show.  I’d like my pussy licked, but I’m sure you’re also enjoying the show.  I can wait a little.  Kneel next to me, and I will pet your head as we both watch.”

Bellamy was amazed at her surge of happy eagerness.  She knew that before she met Mistress Dorothe that an offer like this would have alienated her at the least and, depending on the person proposing and the circumstances, might have enraged her.

But not now.

Now it sounded like three pieces of good news instead of one awful statement.

She’d get to keep watching the mother and daughter Dominguez, and Valeri, get debased!

Mistress Dorothe would pet her!

It sounded like Mistress Dorothe would soon allow her to lick Mistress Dorothe’s pussy, the best and most precious pussy in the entire world!

Bellamy scamper-crawled over next to Mistress Dorothe, sat on her hind legs, and faced the flatscreen.

Mistress Dorothe stroked Bellamy’s lustrous dark hair, and together they watched events play out.

Emily had Regina Dominguez turn around onto her back and helped her to do it due to her back injury. 

As Regina shifted positions, her daughter’s left foot was caught by a large female hand that dragged her unceremoniously off the stripper stage.  She flopped, mostly nude, onto the dirty bar floor and then was dragged out of view.

Emily told Regina, “The first part of your wellness check is complete.  Good news, you passed.  Your orgasm shows you were not trying to hide anything, and your movements tell me your back injury is the real deal.  Even lying Mexicans can sometimes have genuinely injured backs.”

Regina looked exhausted from her orgasm and from all the pain from so much movement, but there was a spark of anger, “I’m not a liar.  A doctor diagnosed me!  I had surgery for it!  Didn’t you see the surgical scar on my back?  You could have just checked with the doctor’s office!”

“No.  Some doctors are also lying Mexicans.”

“Dr. Larsen?”

“Or maybe even lying Scandinavians.  If under the influence of a criminal Mexican.”

“I’m not a criminal or a liar!”

“So I am discovering.  Good thing for you that you had that orgasm.  It was very persuasive!  Everyone has a vice, and I begin to believe yours is sluttiness.  You lesbian slut!  So, on to the next stage.”

That word “stage” immediately made Bellamy think of Regina’s daughter just hauled from the stripper stage.

Regina sounded exhausted and exasperated, “What next stage?  Aren’t we done?  I mean… I don’t even know what we did… or why.  But we’re done now.  We must be.”

“I have no doubts about your injury or the surgery, so there is no call to end your employment or your health coverage.  However, we are not done.  This next stage is therapy.  Physical therapy to help you get better.  Isn’t that wonderful?  I know you can’t wait to get back to being a maid.  Maid duty was probably your lifelong dream and your greatest hope.  I’ll help you get back to it the soonest possible.”

“Oh, I’m not sure about it being, you know, my dream or anything.  How can you help?”

“I don’t like doing it, and lots of women don’t like it, but I know you will love it because you’re such a lesbian.”

“I’m not!  I’m not a lesbian!”

“Yes, you are.  You came like a lesbian, and orgasms don’t lie.  It’s alright.  I accept you as you are.  Just another Mexican lesbian.  You can’t help being Mexican or lesbian.”

“But… I’m not!  I’m not Mexican or lesbian!”

“The fuck you aren’t.  Now, here is what I must do.  It will be hard for me, but you will love it.  Poor heterosexual me, I need to give you another orgasm.  A study revealed that orgasms are the best form of physical therapy.  There is nothing better.  Breathing rate and unused muscles getting usage and blood flow and all that.  You lay back, and I’ll eat you to an orgasm.”

“Eat… me?”

Regina looked genuinely confused.  Perhaps she hadn’t heard that term for oral sex.

Older women were so innocent!

Emily pushed Regina into a full recline and dove face-first into her assigned task.  Assigned by her Mistress Dorothe.

“Oh, my God!” exclaimed Regina.

Regina’s hands rushed so fast to Emily’s head that it looked like she was trying to hit her.  The impact made a hand-slapping-pumpkin sound.

Mistress Dorothe snickered, “It sounds like Emily’s head is hollow!  I’m not surprised.”

Mistress Dorothe kept surprising Bellamy with her casual cruelty.  There Emily was on a mission for her Mistress, a successful looking mission of conquest, and here her Mistress was laughing at her and mocking her.

Yes, it was almost enough to make a submissive like Bellamy Wood question her choices in life.  Almost.  But then she remembered she wasn’t doing so well thinking for herself and her thing nowadays was obedience. 

A submissive should not question her Mistress!

Bellamy was developing a new twisted and stunted truncated code of ethics.

Regina must have felt bad about smacking Emily’s head so hard.  Her hands lifted and fluttered a few inches away from Emily’s head.  Emily’s mouth tunneled with intensity.

Regina was full of uncertainty.  And tongue.

Regina’s hands lightly settled on Emily’s head.  Then they saw Regina look around her apartment like she was worried someone might see this. 

Then she pulled at Emily’s hair but only as far as its length.  Once Emily’s hair in Regina’s hands was stretched straight, Regina stopped pulling.

Regina just could not bring herself to pull hard at Emily’s hair.  Regina was obviously a nice person and not used to getting her way or to fighting against anyone or to being seduced or to getting dominated.

Life had not prepared her to deal with a tricky lesbian seduction.  She had no real defense.

She couldn’t resist as hard as she needed to.

She just didn’t have it in her.

She did have a tongue inside her now….

Regina’s fingers went lax, and she released Emily’s hair.  Then her hands lay lightly on Emily’s head as Emily’s mouth worked voraciously.

Gradually, it looked like Emily’s mouth licked and sucked all the resistance directly out of Regina.  Regina’s body settled back into the couch.  Her head lay back over the armrest, further and further until her neck stuck up and out.  Her chest lifted like an offering to the dark gods. 

Emily nibbled hard little lip nibbles – lips backed by teeth – up and down each side of Regina’s pussy.

Regina bucked but not like she was trying to displace Emily’s mouth.  Not like that at all.

Regina gasped out, “Fuuuuuuuck!”

Oh my, that seemed quite uncharacteristic of sweet innocent Mrs. Dominguez!

Something was happened on the stripper stage view.

Two somethings after a minute.

The first something was Valeri taking the stage.  She looked dazed and disheveled.  Bellamy knew that look!  Valeri must have just had an orgasm!

Bellamy could only imagine having an orgasm and then, after, right after, having to perform on a stripper stage.  She didn’t have to imagine it, though.  She watched it happening to Valeri right then.

As she took the stage, Valeri already had nothing on below the waist, and her pussy was inflamed and wet.  That pussy sure looked like it had just orgasmed.  It looked good up there on the stage under the cheap disco ball.

It made Bellamy almost physically hungry.  She was so looking forward to Mistress Dorothe letting her please her pussy.  She could barely credit how turned on she was nowadays for pussy. 

Actually, she found it harder to believe she hadn’t licked pussy all her adult life.  She’d missed out on years of pussy licking and being dominated!

She knew Mistress Dorothe was helping her make up for lost time in those categories.  But not for Bellamy’s benefit.  That result was simply a happy accident.  Everything Mistress Dorothe did, she did for herself.

Valeri danced with only a top on.  She was clumsy with weariness at first, but then Bellamy saw her looking around at whatever small audience she had.  It was like seeing them watch her lit her fuse because her dancing became passionate, something wild and true, something from some ancestral memory.  Maybe some fertility right a female ancestor of Valeri’s performed five thousand years ago.

Probably one that ended with the ritual sacrifice of that same ancestor, thought Bellamy sardonically. 

Valeri was a sort of sacrifice as well.  The modern version.  Sacrificed at the altar of stripping and lust, sacrificed in service to her goddess Mistress Dorothe.

As Emily orally pleased Regina Dominguez and as Valeri debased herself and yet somehow uplifted herself through raw savage passion, a third spectacle joined them.

Bellamy saw Josefina, nude, shoved against the stage by a brawny woman who looked like she might be a senior citizen.  The woman was too old for Josefina’s mother, let alone Josefina!

And she was too butch for either of them.  Or maybe the exact right amount of butch.

Josefina looked lost to lust.  The woman wasn’t roughhousing her due to any resistance from Josefina.  There was no resistance at all.

The unknown brawny senior citizen butch woman shoved Josefina’s torso down on the stage.  Josefina’s ass and legs dangled, and it was obvious her feet could not reach the floor.  Not that the woman wanted them to.

The butch spit on her hand and worked it harshly on Josefina’s pussy.

It was quite the split-screen scene.  Valeri dancing like a shaman’s slut on a stripper stage, with her bare feet slapping and sliding just a yard from her friend Josefina getting more than molested by a roided-out grandma who might be the same woman who’d molested Valeri. 

And there was Regina, Josefina’s mother, rapidly approaching her first oral orgasm delivered by a woman. 

Let’s face it, it could be her first oral orgasm ever if she’d depended on men previously.

Josefina bucked up and down wildly.  It looked at first like a frantic escape attempt, but then Bellamy realized Josefina was trying to fuck her clitoris into the edge of the stage as the old butch worked her pussy like it was dough she was pissed at.

Mistress Dorothe sounded excited in a way Bellamy rarely heard from her, “Watch this, Bell Bell!  This happens sometimes, and it is amazing.  A natural phenomenon like a full eclipse.”

Bellamy was watching.  What was she supposed to see?  All she saw was Valeri stripping and the Dominguez women nearing orgasms.

It turned out that was also what Mistress Dorothe was seeing.

“Bell Bell, we have a slut alignment.  Watch this.  I know it.  Those sexy bitches, the mother and the daughter, unknown to each other, are about to orgasm at the same time!  Again!  Miles apart!  Before, Josefina was masturbating but that doesn’t quite count.  Watch!  When this happens, it’s like a psychic connection.  The orgasms are even bigger.  You’ve seen Josefina orgasm before.  You’ll see.  This one will be bigger.  You’ve seen her mother cum once already.  Her orgasm will be bigger also.  It’s like there’s a mother-daughter wavelength and they boost each other’s orgasms.  Now that is an unnatural natural phenomenon that I can endorse.”

Bellamy watched intently.  Could it be true?  They both looked so sexy.  They both looked near orgasm.  What were the odds they’d orgasm at the same time?  Again?

One hundred percent.

Regina Dominguez arched like her back injury was magically cured and shrieked an orgasm like she wanted the whole world to hear it.  The shriek made Mistress Dorothe wince because the volume at the Dominguez apartment was turned way up.

At the same time, Josefina, in a silent movie version of a porno, thrashed wildly.  She pounded her head on the stage like a diehard fan at an acid rock concert.

The mother and daughter were both orgasming!  At the exact same time! Wildly!  Those orgasms looked epic!

Bellamy thought Mistress Dorothe might be right about this observation or discovery of hers.  Those orgasms were big ones!

Mistress Dorothe should get research funding to pursue this behavioral study.  Bellamy bet Mistress Dorothe would love that.  She’d buy some fake spectacles she did not need and line up all sorts of mothers and daughters to conduct experiments on.

Maybe the government could use it, the CIA, to send signals.  They could signal yea or nea, across continents, for an assigned mission to take place. The orgasm of a spy mother or a spy daughter would be like the firing of a starter gun.  Making the spy mother’s daughter orgasm or the spy daughter’s mother orgasm would signal the opposite end of the mother-daughter team.

Yes, Mistress Dorothe would love to conduct a study like that.  She already had a mother-daughter starter kit in the form of Kerin and Erin McAvoy and, now, maybe, probably, these Dominguez women as well.

They watched the mother and daughter orgasm with such passion it made them both, dom and sub, hold their breath and say nothing.  Mistress Dorothe’s petting of Bellamy’s hair went faster and harder. 

It made it hard for Bellamy to keep her eyes on the lovely mother and daughter in the throes of passion.  Mistress Dorothe’s slapping pets were so hard they made it hard to see steadily.

Even Mistress Dorothe’s attempts at affection were harsh….


Chapter Eleven

On the view of the lesbian strip joint someone off view tossed a dildo onto the stage.  Valeri reached down and captured the rolling spinning dildo like it was the thing she’d wished for all three times when she rubbed a genie lamp.

Without preamble or delay, Valeri slid it into her pussy.  Valeri fucked it, fucked herself, pushing the dildo in and her hips out, right there while standing on stage with her legs spread wide.

Watching her friend, Josefina, get molested into an orgasm made Valeri want another one for herself.  Also, she knew she was being videotaped and that her Mistress Dorothe was watching.  She had a primal urge to sexually entertain.  Knowing her Mistress, her wicked controller, watched her, turned her on.

Bellamy knew that was how Valeri felt because Bellamy had felt that same way quite a few times.  Mistress Dorothe brought out the masochistic entertaining exhibitionist in sluts.  It was masochistic not because of pain but because obeying that urge to serve and visually please their Mistress almost always lessened respect from her and from themselves.

You knew it was all wrong, you knew it was not in your own best interest, and you did it anyway.  To turn on your Mistress and because it turned you on also.

Another butchy older woman joined the butch grandma working on Josefina.  They lifted Josefina’s lax but spasming body and carried her off-screen to an immediate fate unknown.  But Bellamy bet it would be intense for the young woman!

Yes, Bellamy was pretty sure Regina’s daughter would not return home any time soon.  Regina had the luxury of lots more time for Emily to take her time to work her over!

Bellamy watched the screen with the mother Dominguez.

Regina had her eyes clenched tight and shook herself back and forth like her whole body was saying no. 

Emily released her mouth clamp on Regina’s pussy and lay on top of the woman.  She pressed her wet mouth to Regina’s.

Regina’s eyes remained clenched, but her forehead furrowed in concern.  Emily pressed her mouth insistently on Regina’s.  Regina quickly gave up resistance, a resistance that was instinctive and not intentional, and her mouth popped open to allow Emily’s mouth to have its way.

After a long, wet, tongue-fucking kiss, Emily broke the kiss, “That’s to give you a taste of you.  But I believe in free competition.  Pussy capitalism, as someone I know would call it.”

Bellamy knew who that “someone I know” was.  It was Mistress Dorothe!

“Now I’ll give you a taste of me.  Because I know you want it, you Mexican lesbian, and I feel sorry for you.  This is a pity pussy pleasing from me for you.”

Emily crawled up Regina’s body.  Regina oofed and groaned from the back pain that Emily’s weight caused her.

Then Emily sat on her face!  Right on it!  She pussy muzzled Mrs. Dominguez!

There were muffled sounds, and it looked like Regina was trying to work her face free.

Emily ordered her, “Lick and suck my American pussy, you naughty Mexican lesbian!  Do it, you slut!”

Regina stilled.

Then she started moving again but in a different way.

She’d made her decision.  She’d capitulated.  Her efforts flipped from hesitance to cooperation. She was cooperating with fulfilling her seducer’s desires.

Regina licked.  Bellamy knew she must feel hesitant at the start like most women who’d never licked a pussy.  Bellamy was also pretty sure she knew what Emily would say to her because Emily was an acolyte of Mistress Dorothe.

Either Mistress Dorothe gave Emily directions on how to handle this critical moment, or Emily remembered her own experiences.

“Oh, yes, you Mexican lesbian slut!  You’re licking me!  You do it so well.  You’re such a sexy pussy licking Mexican lesbian slut.”

Yes, she put it out there.  She put into words exactly what Regina Dominguez did.

It was a verbal confirmation that made it truer than Regina Dominguez simply doing it. 

Also, like with most well-behaved women, the dirty talk was shockingly arousing to Regina Dominguez.  It imprinted on her mind.  Regina Dominguez likely had never heard such naughty talk before, and certainly not with a racist content laced into it or from a white woman.

From there, Emily kept it up, enunciating loud and clear, possibly concerned that her inner upper thighs squeezing on the sides of Regina’s head might muffle her words.

“You’re licking slit!”

“You’re a Mexican licker!”

“Spic-n-slit!  Clean my pussy with your dirty mouth!”

“You love pussy!”

“Eat my cunt!”

“Keep eating my cunt!”

“Yum yum!  Isn’t my pink taco so much tastier than the tacos you usually eat?”

“You lick like a slut…”

“…a Mexican lesbian slut…”

“…because that is what you are!”

“Lick it up!  Keep licking it up!”

“Keep it up!  Keep that tongue up inside me!  I’m cooking that tongue with my hot pussy!”

“Lick the sauce out of my pink taco!”

It looked like the dirty talk worked on Regina and Bellamy knew it worked on herself.  She felt so hot, especially with Mistress Dorothe pet-slapping her head.  She worked her tongue inside her mouth, wishing it was going at a pussy, a Mistress pussy, the highest possible class of pussy.

Mistress Dorothe had the caviar of pussy! 

Bellamy admitted she’d never even tried caviar.  She didn’t know what it tasted like, but she bet it did not taste as good as Mistress Dorothe. 

Bellamy was so horny.  The sights on the flatscreen were incredible, but she was turned on by more than that and more than the light petting of her hair and more than the hope of getting at Mistress Dorothe’s pussy soon.

Because she was Mistress Dorothe’s subservient creature she was like a quiet cheerleader for Mistress Dorothe.  She was on team Mistress Dorothe.  Not as an equal, just as cheerleaders were not the equals of the star quarterback on their team.  But they rooted for their team, in this case, a team of one, and took pride in their team, identified themselves with their team, and enjoyed deep satisfaction over their team’s victories.

Everything up on that screen was not only sexy.  It was through and through pure victory for Mistress Dorothe.  Bellamy saw Mistress Dorothe’s cruel but masterful manipulation at work at full speed and hitting on all cylinders.

Bellamy’s soul, twisted and distorted from her ongoing toxic exposure to Mistress Dorothe, rejoiced and cheered all the various Mistress victories.  It cheered like the sluttiest of all cheerleaders.

Mistress Dorothe made Valeri and Josefina go try out to be strippers.

Yay!  Go team Mistress Dorothe!

Mistress Dorothe sent them to what looked like the darkest nastiest lesbian strip joint on the East coast, and Valeri and Josefina went there and got up on stage anyway.

Yay!  Go team Mistress Dorothe!

Mistress Dorothe obviously called ahead and arranged for a bunch of nasty older dykes to molest and fuck the two beautiful young women.  Bellamy was sure Mistress Dorothe enjoyed the nastiness of it, got exactly what she wanted, and was not surprised by any of the things happening to those two.

Bellamy wouldn’t be surprised if Mistress Dorothe sent them to serve old pussy in the worst part of town so that they would treasure Mistress Dorothe’s pussy all the more.

All was going according to Mistress Dorothe’s wicked plans.

Yay!  Go team Mistress Dorothe!

Mistress Dorothe cleared Josefina out of her home in order to have Josefina’s mother seduced and dominated.  Imagine sending a young woman to become a stripper, altering the course of her life away from college and up onto a dirty stripper stage, in order to take over her mother also!

Yay!  Go team Mistress Dorothe!

Mistress Dorothe sent Emily on a mission of seduction and domination, a mission to lie to Regina Dominguez and to deceive her into a vulnerable position.  It was a mission in which Emily had to threaten the poor woman’s job status and health insurance status. 

And Emily went, likely anxious over what she had to do but desperate to please her Mistress, the same one who her service towards this last time at Mrs. Stanton’s Show Bitch Contest had led to a hospital stay.

Yay!  Go team Mistress Dorothe!

Mistress Dorothe had plotted out Regina’s downfall step by step, coached up Emily, and set everything in motion, like a machine that ground down whatever was put into it.  A human machine grinding down Regina Dominguez.

Or maybe not grinding her down.  Not that only.  Yes, grinding her down but also reshaping her into something both less than she was and more distinct, more clear-cut than she’d been before.

And it was working like a charm.

Yay!  Go team Mistress Dorothe!

Emily did something else that Bellamy recognized.  Another verbal trick.

“You’re so good at licking pussy!”

Get them to take pride in licking pussy by making them think they were particularly good at it before they got good at it.  When people thought they were good at something, they usually figured they should do it more often, not less.

“I can tell from the way you lick that you love this.”

Make them think you’re some kind of expert on pussy licking and, based on that expertise, you can tell they love it.  Regina was likely wondering right then whether or not maybe she did love it.

“You lick like you can’t ever get enough.  I’ll give you plenty of pussy.”

Bellamy knew what Emily meant by that but knew that Regina probably did not understand.  Regina probably thought Emily meant her pussy only when she talked about “plenty of pussy.”  Nope.  Emily was talking about her pussy and other pussies. Namely, Mistress Dorothe’s pussy. 

Emily was probably talking about Bellamy’s pussy also!  That Regina would end up licking Bellamy!

That thought… turned on Bellamy.  Regina was a sexy older Latina.  Sexy in an innocent sort of way, like she didn’t know how sexy she was.  Emily, and Mistress Dorothe working through her, would do their best to make her all the way sexy.  And to make her go all the way in many other ways.

Bellamy pictured it.  Mrs. Dominguez between Bellamy’s legs, licking away with her newfound pussy licking skill.  Ah, yes.  That was a good image.

That was one of the benefits of being a sub to Mistress Dorothe.  You could get her sexual leftovers, a sexual version of how Mistress Dorothe used to give Bellamy tiny scraps of her breakfast food once Mistress Dorothe finished with her room service meal.

“Lick my pussy!  Oh, you lick pussy so well.  All you Mexican lesbians are such great pussy lickers!  I know you wish you could do this all day, every day.”

There Emily went planting suggestive thoughts in Regina’s mind.  Bellamy knew Regina Dominguez was imagining spending a day between warm, soft thighs licking hot slick pussy lips.

Emily kept it up, kept up the dirty talk, and Regina kept up her pussy pleasing.  They watched as, in a single day, in much less than a day, Emily worked to transform Regina’s sexuality. 

A woman who’d never thought about sex with another woman – or perhaps only in the dark on rare occasions – would, in the coming days, think about pussy and lesbian sex more or less constantly.

Bellamy knew how deliberate it all was.  A calculated manipulation with an end goal in mind, a goal that Mrs. Dominguez had no chance of figuring out up until it happened.

That goal?

Mistress Dorothe petted at Bellamy’s head and commented, “Watching this sure makes me look forward to Josefina’s mom licking my pussy.  And my ass, of course.  Don’t you think this is ever so perfectly appropriate?”

Bellamy knew a setup question when she heard one, but she willingly played Mistress Dorothe’s game.

“How so, Mistress?”

“It is Mother’s Day, and I am well on my way to acquiring a mother.  Also, I gave away a maid today, so my slut maid ranks are depleted down from three to a mere two do-anything sex maids.  We rich never want less.  We want more or, at the least, to maintain our riches.  I obviously needed another maid, a third maid.  In my day of having three maids at my disposal I got used to it and now I refuse to go without.”

Now that was what Bellamy called spoiled!

Mistress Dorothe planned to take over Regina Dominguez’s life to suit her casual whim, her pretend need.

But that wasn’t the only reason.  It was also for Mistress Dorothe’s vanity!

Mistress Dorothe told Bellamy as they kept watching Regina’s downfall, “It will still be three maids, but it will also be an upgrade.  Just picture it; a mother and daughter maid team!  That is ever so arousing and so unique.  My rich dominant lesbian friends will respect me even more for this.”

On the stripper stage, Valeri, pleasuring herself with the dildo, orgasmed for the third time since they’d given it to her.  This time she was too tired from it and wilted backward.  The dildo slid out and rolled on the stage.

Two more women, one wearing a leather vest like a biker and the other one wearing a cut-off plaid shirt like a redneck, both strong looking and over fifty, easily lifted Valeri off the stage and took her out of camera view in the same direction Josefina was dragged off in earlier.

Bellamy wondered if they’d see any more of those two.  Either today or at all.  Today, who was going to video them now?  Valeri had left her recording device in place to catch the stage, and they were both now… busy… somewhere else.

Beyond today, Bellamy wondered about these women at the strip joint.  They sure seemed to like Josefina and Valeri.  Would they give them back?

Maybe Mistress Dorothe was acquiring one sex maid but losing two others!

On the other side of the screen, Emily came on Regina’s face.

Emily climbed off Mrs. Dominguez and knelt next to her on the floor of the Dominguez residence.  She pulled Regina around until her legs and butt were off the couch, and she was slumped down against the cushions on the back of the couch.  Regina, feeling back pain or other concerns, groaned.

Emily pushed Regina’s knees wide apart, “Time for some more orgasm therapy to get the blood flowing to the site of the wound.  I’ll have you up and around and working as a maid sooner than your little Mexican mind can believe and almost as soon as your little Mexican heart desires.  You’ve always been in the service industry and always wanted to serve your betters, and now you know a new way to do it, by licking their pussies.”

Before Regina could fully understand what Emily said, let alone comment on it or disagree, Emily put her mouth to work on her pussy.

Inside of ten minutes, Emily had Mrs. Dominguez cumming again, her knees shaking and flopping.

Then Emily stood up and gently but insistently pulled Regina into a sitting position with her head and shoulders leaning forward.  Emily directed Regina’s mouth onto her pussy.

“Time for some more practice for you.  Practice cleaning pussy with your mouth, a special new maid duty I am helping you acquire.  You see?  You will return to work but with an added skill.  Of course, no extra pay.  Servicing pussy is its own reward to a Mexican pussylicker slut like you.  Get licking.  Improve your skills.”

Regina got licking.

Judging from Emily’s moans a minute later, Regina’s new skill was already improving!


Chapter Twelve

After Emily orgasmed and after she recovered, she gave Regina Dominguez instructions on her “therapy plan.”

“Regina, you Mexican lesbian you, I’m going to tell you about your therapy plan, and you better listen good and do every single thing I tell you.  One, you need lots of orgasms to make that healing blood flow.  So, you will masturbate five times each day.  Five times!  Five!  I’ll leave my phone number on your nasty Mexican fridge, under one of your cute fridge magnets.  I will also write the number five on it, a big five, so your little mind won’t lose track of the correct number.  Each time you masturbate to orgasm, you are to text me with that day’s count.  Masturbation one, masturbation two, and so on.  Do not text only numbers!  They could mean anything.  Say what number masturbation it is, specifically.  I’m pretty sure you can count.  Mexicans can count, right?”

Regina took a dazed moment to finally look offended, “We can count!  I mean, we Hispanics can, and so can people in Mexico, I’m sure.”

“I don’t want any attitude from you.  You’re a walking Mexi-snatch and not even a very good one what with your injured back.  You’re a deeply flawed Mexi-snatch I will try to redeem with my therapy program.  I will talk slowly so your inferior Mexican mind can manage to interpret my words.  You.  Must.  Masturbate.  To.  Orgasm.  Five Times!  Every day!  Do.  You.  Understand?”

“I am fluent in English.  You should not talk to me this way.  It is so unprofessional!”

“So is cumming on my mouth and sucking down my pussy juices, but you sure did it.  Do you fucking understand?”

“Yes!  Okay!  Alright?  I understand!”

“Tone!”  Emily practically roared the word, and Mrs. Dominguez looked more than startled.  “Tell me nicely.”

Mrs. Dominguez swallowed heavily, “I understand.”

“Then say what you are going to do every day.”

“Masturbate.  Five times.”

Regina looked mortified.  She even literally looked over both shoulders as if she thought someone might be in the room with them.  Perhaps she sensed someone else watched her, maybe using the same undefined powers that made her coordinate her orgasm with her daughter’s.

Bellamy knew that as mortified as Regina looked now, she would be downright horrified if she knew about the hidden cam view in Emily’s purse, set on a convenient nearby stand in her apartment.

Emily said, “Good.  You do understand.  And you agree you will text me after each orgasm, within ten minutes?”

Regina looked uncertain, like she wondered if maybe she didn’t have to do it based on the way Emily asked the question.  Regina did not want to commit to anything she did not have to commit to. 

Mainly because she was a woman of her word who kept all her commitments always.  That was what God expected of a good woman!

“Ah… yes?”

“Good.  I will expect it and report you if you fail.  Believe me, you do not want to come before Ms. Holloway and the hotel board of directors for failure to properly report your masturbations.”

Regina’s eyes bulged with panic.  Yes, it sure did look like she would not want to appear before Ms. Holloway and a bunch of hotel execs for failure to report masturbations!  Today’s sexual events with Emily would likely come up.

“I will… text you.”

“Good.  That is settled.  Don’t let me down.  Mexicans should never let down white Americans.  You’re here to serve.  If you fail to please, then you may be reassigned to pick strawberries in some field in fucking Georgia.  Second, you must also picture your therapy sessions with me while you please yourself.  Imagine the gift of orgasm I gave you with my mouth.  Imagine the privilege of my white pussy sitting on your brown face.  Keep it at the front of your mind as you fingerfuck your Mexi-snatch.  Work your tongue against the roof of your mouth like you are trying to please my pussy.  Do that while you finger your Mexi-snatch.  Do that while you check your pussy wellness.  Does that make perfect sense?”

The same half-questioning half-affirmative answer, “Ah… yes?”

“Yes, good.  Now, I can’t keep track of all my patients or pronounce your weird fucked up Mexican names.  So, you need a code name.  You know, for discretion.  It’s all part of HIPAA.  So, your code name is “Vagina.”  That way, I will remember your name, Regina, and your tasty Mexican pussy.  I do so love Mexican food.  You will text me statements such as “Vagina fingerfucked her Mexi-snatch to orgasm three minutes ago.”  Isn’t it so ironic that we’ll call you, someone with a Mexi-snatch, Vagina?  It truly is quite… rich.  Spice up your text messages.  Talk dirty in them.  Dirty talk, or texting, is also healthy because it makes the blood flow.  Make it sexy and dirty, or I’ll come here and demand to know why you haven’t, and I won’t care who is present hearing about your failure.”

Another gulp from Regina, whose eyes looked away from Emily like she was imagining Emily demanding to know why she hadn’t texted dirty enough and doing it in front of Josefina.

Emily looked confrontationally into Regina’s eyes, “Also, whenever you are going to be alone for more than half an hour, you are to text me you are ready.  Don’t worry about ready for what.  If you’re alone, you will be ready, even if you are not ready.  I know how to make you ready.  I know you need more orgasm therapy. Giving and receiving are both therapeutic.  Isn’t that nice?  Mmmm, yes, more therapy.  Think about that while you finger your filthy Mexi-snatch.  Send a text each time.  I probably won’t show up but, in case I do, you must be entirely nude with the door unlocked.”

“But… this is a dangerous neighborhood.  And I live with my daughter.  What if she comes home unexpectedly and sees me naked or… you know… getting some therapy.”

“Then she’ll get an education, won’t she?  About the world, about her mother, and about herself.  No worries, I’m sure she’s a slut just like her mother.”

Regina looked worried and offended.

Emily stepped forward and lightly patted Regina’s cheek, hard pats that were almost slaps, “We’ll have such fun with your therapy.  You’ll learn wonderful new skills to please your betters.  Speaking of betters and new skills, set your personal calendar for a special meeting.  Gee, I hope you don’t go by some fucking Mayan calendar.  Use the American calendar, comprende?  Thursday night at the hotel.  My wellness check supervisor will meet with you then to check on your wellness and new skills.  Her name is Dorothe but you will have to call her Mistress Dorothe.  You have to show proper respect to your betters and you will need to prove you understand your place as a servant.”

Regina nodded.  It amazed Bellamy how accepting she was of all this pure bullshit.  Oh, Emily sincerely wanted Regina to do all these things and meant to make sure she did, but it was total bullshit having to do it.

Bellamy recognized this stage as well.  It was a “take all you can get” stage.  Regina Dominguez was nearly helpless with surprise and intimidation over the whole situation and almost could not say no.  Partly due to the overall situation but also because of the orgasms.

It was probably the hottest sex of Regina’s life.  Man or no man.  Even with the racism and domination.

Emily’s commands promised more orgasms.  Pretty much literally with the five masturbations per day.

It was hard for people to turn down orgasms.

It was hard to stop submitting once the submitting began.

That was it.  Regina Dominguez was all set, all prepped, already all ready… to be served up like on a silver platter to Mistress Dorothe.

Thursday.  Regina Dominguez only had until Thursday to find resistance and to shut down and shut out Emily.  She had until then to get out of Mistress Dorothe’s trap.  If she didn’t do it by Thursday, if she went to meet with Mistress Dorothe for some more “wellness checking,” then she’d be like a sheep to the slaughter.

If she couldn’t resist Emily – Emily, a submissive! – then she’d have no chance against Mistress Dorothe.  Especially now that she’d had a taste of submitting and lesbianism and a literal taste of pussy.

Bellamy thought there was no way Regina Dominguez could turn down Mistress Dorothe’s pussy, the most beautiful and best-tasting pussy in the world.  Bellamy wondered how she’d ever thought Mistress Dorothe was average-looking.

Regina better buy a clue!  Her only hope was to never ever meet Mistress Dorothe.

Emily had more or less identified exactly who Regina would need to service sexually next!  Mistress Dorothe!  She’d even fit in the word “Mistress.”  It had to be painfully obvious to Regina.  It should be.  If not yet, if she was too befuddled in this moment, then she’d surely figure it out when Emily left.

Bellamy envisioned what came next.

After Emily left, Regina would figure it out and… it would not matter!

Regina was in a no-choice situation.  Because of her health predicament, her shame keeping her from going to anyone for help or advice, and because of her orgasmic reactions to how she was treated today.

Even knowing, she would follow Emily’s orders and masturbate five times a day, text her dirty messages after each one, and knowingly walk right into Mistress Dorothe’s lair to be used hard.

Once Regina sent text messages, she’d supply a stream of blackmail material binding her ever more tightly into a state of submission.

As long as Josefina never found out about her mom, Emily and Mistress Dorothe would have leverage over the woman.  Maybe even if Josefina did find out.  If Regina cared what people thought about, whether they were friends or family or neighbors, she’d be doomed to servility.

Bellamy doubted Mistress Dorothe would ever need to leverage the texts or the hidden video.  Once women submitted to her, they had a habit of staying submitted.  In fact, submission itself became a habit, like a drug, to them.

Realistically, all Bellamy could do now was hope Mistress Dorothe didn’t aggravate Regina’s back injury when Mistress Dorothe dominated the hell out of Josefina’s mom!


Chapter Thirteen

Emily left and turned off the live stream camera view after she left.

Mistress Dorothe was pleased as punch but in her quiet, confident way.

As far as Josefina and Valeri at the strip club, Mistress Dorothe was slightly irritated.  She couldn’t see what was going on with them, and Mistress Dorothe always wanted to know everything.

Mistress Dorothe made a phone call and made her wishes known.  Bellamy wasn’t sure who she talked to at the strip club, but her call was effective. 

Mistress Dorothe really did have connections in both high and low places!  But probably only among those of low morals in the high places and low morals in the low places.

In less than twenty seconds after Mistress Dorothe got off the phone, the camera was turned.  Then the view approached Josefina and Valeri and then pointed more or less downward on them.

What a sight!

Bellamy, still aroused at seeing what happened to the mother Dominguez, was inflamed with lust at seeing what was happening to the daughter Dominguez and her used-to-be-blonde friend, Valeri.  Bellamy’s lust roared like a fire that someone dumped a bottle of vodka onto.

The older rough women had Josefina and Valeri arranged like a plus sign but much to their minus.  If getting sexually worked over was a minus.  Hell, maybe for them, maybe by then, it was a plus on top of being a nude sexed plus sign.

They were both on all fours.  Josefina, with her longer arms and longer legs – longer thighs to be exact – was across Valeri’s back.  Her tummy fit into the curve of Valeri’s back, her ass on one side of Valeri’s torso and her upper torso on the other side.  Josefina’s breasts hung down but also pressed on Valeri’s side.  Or Valeri’s side pressed on them.

They were in a plus shape, but it was an extended plus shape, and they were only the central part of the plus. 

Each of them was worked over by butch older women.  Two butch older women for each of them, one at each end of each lovely “greaser” maid!  Both of them were getting dildo-fucked in the pussy and in the mouth at the same time.

Whoever held the camera must be holding it out at arm’s length because the view was one an aerial drone would envy.  But the view was only a few feet away, just far enough away to show all the players in the scene.

Mistress Dorothe exclaimed, “This is what I’m talking about!  When I send some sluts to get used and abused, I want it done all the way.  It needs to be more savage than even I’m willing to do.  This isn’t just savage, though.  This is art.  Tell me what you see.  Look closely.”

Bellamy looked hard, “I see four women, pretty old, they look like life has been hard on them, and they’re all fucking Josefina and Valeri, and they’re in the shape of a plus sign.”

“Look closer.  Watch.”

Bellamy saw it then.  She saw it in the motions of the mass of six women, two of them beautiful, four of them pretty ugly.

Bellamy told Mistress Dorothe what she’d noticed, what the quick-witted – or wickedly experienced -- Mistress Dorothe had already observed almost immediately.

“Mistress, they are fucking them in a planned or… choreographed… way.  The ones fucking Valeri, er, ah, the Assistant Greaser Maid, both thrust into her at the same time.”

“Yes, like the sexiest corn on the cob getting impaled with those little things that common people use to hold them in place and avoid the butter.  Corn holders?  Whatever.  Yes, you observe correctly.  And…?”

“The ones fucking Josefina do it differently.  One fucks in while the other one pulls out and vice versa.”

“Yes, exactly so.  It makes her tits jiggle on the other one’s sides and makes her hips ram into her other side.  The Ass Greaser Maid gets fucked from the front and the back but also, in a way, gets fucked from the sides as she can feel the Greaser Maid slung over her back getting fucked.  Do you know what that means?”

“Ah… no.”

“It means she is literally getting fucked sideways!”

Bellamy got it.  Like the phrase, fucked sideways.  As in fucked over.  That was what was happening to Valeri, and Josefina.  They were getting fucked sideways and also fucked sideways.  Two kinds of fucked sideways.

Mistress Dorothe said, “This turns me the fuck on.  Enough of me petting your head.  Time for you to pet my pussy with your tongue.  Lucky you.”

Bellamy wasn’t sure if Mistress Dorothe meant that last comment in a cruel way or not but Bellamy actually did feel lucky.  Lucky to be licky.

She moved immediately into position, on her knees next to the chaise lounge.  Mistress Dorothe turned her body and spread her legs to provide pussy for Bellamy.

Bellamy dove in.

Ahhh.  Pussy.  The best of pussies.  The champagne of pussies.  Mistress pussy.  A delicacy. 

Bellamy knew she was transformed from the supposedly strong, supposedly heterosexual, supposedly independent woman she once was.  Oh, and from the moral person she once was.  She was so different now, and it happened so fast.

The truth was she did not want to change back.  She guessed that was how you knew you were totally stuck and fucked.  You had no desire to fix what was broken.  She couldn’t see it as wrong or broken any longer.  It was how it should be.  That was how it felt.

The pussy licking was a perfect example.  Something, before she came here, that she had not done, had no desire to do, and never thought she would do.

Something she thought was gross.  She was fine if guys did it on their own to her, but she never asked them to do it, let alone insisted.  She used to give oral sex and was fine with getting none in return. 

She knew a lot of women would think she should have insisted or that she let herself be run over when it came to oral sex.  But she just did not think it was fair to guys for them to have to have their face down there.  It was… gross.

But what a change!

She loved eating pussy.  She was a heterosexual not so long ago and now she looked forward to eating pussy and was willing to beg for it if that was what her Mistress wanted.

Hell, she was willing to do anything her Mistress wanted.

She’d lost her old self and wasn’t out to launch a search party to find her.  Goodbye, old self.  I’ve got lots of pussy to please.  That will keep me busy and happy without you, old self.

Bellamy pleased Mistress Dorothe and Mistress Dorothe, at times, gasped out a sort of stilted play by play as to what Valeri and Josefina were experiencing at the lesbian strip bar.

“I wonder why they aren’t fucking the Ass Greaser Maid’s ass.  Do they not know she is an Ass Greaser Maid?  Perhaps not.  I think I failed to specify.  I could call them back.  Whatever.  Her ass can have a break today from getting broke in.”

“I think Greaser Maid just came.”

“Okay, I know it.  She sprayed on the other one’s ribcage.”

“Oh, look!  Or no, don’t look.  Keep licking my pussy, Bell Bell.  The Ass Greaser Maid is also cumming.”

“That nasty slut did it again!  She came, and then she peed on the floor.  Those old dykes look surprised but strangely pleased.”

“You know, I bet that would be a draw for business if they can get her to do that consistently up on stage.”

“Here’s a first.  They appear to be a synchronized team of older dyke dildo fuckers.  Once those two orgasmed, all four of the dykes pulled out, shifted one quarter counterclockwise, and reinserted into new holes.  That way, they each have a new slut to fuck, and each slut gets a flavor to savor from the other slut, be it their pussy juice or their spit.  Look at these older dykes!  I tell you, experience has value.  Case in point.”

“They’re back at it now.  Everyone is fucking hard.  Simultaneous thrusts for Valeri and alternating thrusts for Josefina.”

“Yes, Bell Bell, right there!  Keep licking!  Fast but light!  You’re doing it right.  Your Mistress has trained you well.”

Yes, thought Bellamy, I am well trained.  I am a trained-up do-anything lesbian submissive slut.  I am what my Mistress made me be.

Bellamy thought she would not have it any other way.

Mistress Dorothe came quicker than usual.  Bellamy thought Mistress Dorothe started already intensely aroused.  Nothing turned on Mistress Dorothe like a fresh seduction, especially if it had an extra dose of naughty as with Josefina’s mother, Regina Dominguez.

Bellamy suctioned and sucked in as much of Mistress Dorothe’s spend as she could obtain.  She swallowed it down like it was medicine she desperately needed. 

It wasn’t medicine.  It was more like a fix of a drug.  A liquid drug.  It wasn’t an illegal drug, but it should be.

Mistress Dorothe was so aroused she wanted a second orgasm.

“Keep at it, Bell Bell.  This time, go for my clit.  Quick licks, firm and hot.”

Fine by Bellamy!  More than fine!

She truly felt lucky.  She got to give her Mistress more pleasure!  She was allowed to lick more Mistress pussy!

Bellamy went at it passionately, but she was careful to obey Mistress Dorothe’s directions.  She pussy licked with dedication.

Mistress Dorothe had Bellamy go after her orgasm-sensitive clitoris because she wanted a quick orgasm, so that she orgasmed at the same time as Valeri and Josefina.  Mistress Dorothe reached down and tapped Bellamy or sometimes slapped her head to get her to lick slower or faster.

Mistress Dorothe turned up the volume on the lesbian strip bar view, and a cacophony of music invaded the honeymoon suite.  Bellamy could still hear, under the loud music, the dyke grunts and the slut moans and groans.

Mistress Dorothe, Valeri, and Josefina all came.

Mistress Dorothe closed her legs and lay back on the lounge.  She went back to petting Bellamy’s head, and Bellamy felt a thrill from the demeaning contact.  It gave her a thrill that went right through her core and down to her pussy, giving her a tingling ticklish feeling deep inside her like her ovaries were vibrating.

Mistress Dorothe petted her like she owned Bellamy and Bellamy felt entirely owned.

Feeling owned, knowing she was owned, was incredibly sexy.  Bellamy felt like a sexy sexual being first and like humanity was a distant second if it was in the race at all.

Mistress Dorothe petted Bellamy, and she did not need to tell Bellamy to keep the sheen of juices on her face.  Bellamy knew Mistress Dorothe wanted it to remain right there where it was, and that was where Bellamy also wanted it.

Sitting on the floor next to Mistress Dorothe, Bellamy could see the action on the flatscreen, and the action wasn’t over.  Those old dykes were not afraid to take full advantage of fresh young sluts!

They decided to try out both the young women on the stage at the same time.  That was the stated premise.  They’d each performed and proved they were willing to be total sluts on stage.  And off stage.  Obviously, they’d do the same with both on stage at the same time so no trial run was needed but they did it anyway. 

The premise led Valeri and Josefina into a sixty-nine on that dirty, scratched up, warped wood stage.  Valeri and Josefina did everything asked of them without question or delay.  They were in absolute slut mode.

Mistress Dorothe spoke her plotting and self-satisfaction out loud.  Of course, she did not care what Bellamy thought about her.  She just enjoyed gloating with a captive audience. 

And, of course, Mistress Dorothe’s wicked plotting did not alienate Bellamy.  It only made Bellamy give Mistress Dorothe more respect.

“Bell Bell, I like the progress I’ve seen today.  I like my plan.  These two will be great strippers.  They have the beauty and the flexibility, and they will do anything, anything at all.  That is a stripper attitude!  They will both strip in the evenings.  Probably seven days a week.  The money Josefina earns will pay for this honeymoon suite.  Sure, I can easily afford it, but it is a claim to fame to have my own stripper pay for it.  I seduced and dominated her, and she’ll work her ass off to pay for it so I can continue to use it as a base of operations to seduce and dominate other women who think they “aren’t like that.”  Aren’t like that?  If they turn me on, then I will make them be like whatever I want them to be like.  And I’ll make them like it.  That is the ultimate humiliation.”

Yes, Bellamy had no doubt of that.  Mistress Dorothe did the same thing to her!  Not the stripping but the making her into what Mistress Dorothe wanted.  And making her like it.

“Valeri’s money, at first, will be saved up.  I’m not selfish.  Not in this case.  The money will be for her.  Out of the kindness of my cold heart, I will use the money on her.  It will go towards breast augmentation surgery.  She is hot, but she’ll be hotter with bigger titties, ones too big to be called “titties.”  Too big even to be called tits.  They will be knockers or floppers.  They will look way too big for her body which means they will look just right up on stage.  With that investment, she will make much more money.  That money I will keep.  I need to get something out of all my hard work making stripper sluts.  Hang on, I need to make a phone call.  Arouse your pussy while I do.”

Bellamy’s hands dove to her pussy, and she rocked her pussy on her hands, back and forth, forward and back, and tuned out Mistress Dorothe’s phone call.

Mistress Dorothe finished her call and went back to petting Bellamy.  Bellamy was grateful Mistress Dorothe allowed her to keep masturbating.

Imagine.  Gratitude at being allowed to masturbate… in front of someone else!

It might be all wrong, but it was absolutely correct.  Bellamy felt grateful, and she felt hot.

She was in the control of an evil adult prodigy.  A Mistress of perverted sex.

Bellamy swam in those waters now, she’d adapted, and she did not think she’d ever leave them.

Either she’d adapted, or she had devolved.


Chapter Fourteen

Mistress Dorothe said, “My call ensures an element will be added to the show soon.  I think I’m crueler than those dykes.  What I am looking forward to, they do not want to do.  Still, it can’t be foreign to them.  They do have the tools for it on site.  Two of them. Though perhaps they have them only for show, as stage items.  Well, they will be used on stage because they will be used on Valeri and Josefina, and they are both on stage.”

Bellamy couldn’t guess what Mistress Dorothe was talking about.  She knew she’d learn soon enough.

Bellamy had a more important matter… at hands….

Bellamy humped her hands.  She made a squishy sound.  It was embarrassing and sexy at the same time.  She hoped her Mistress liked it.

“Those two will strip at night, as I said.  In the mornings, they will be my maids.  Someone as special as me deserves two hard-working maid sluts.  I like to have lots of hard-working sluts around me.  It makes me so appreciate never having to work.  All things relative and all that.  In the evenings, Josefina’s mother will be my night maid.  Let’s face it, we make lots of interesting messes up here in this honeymoon suite, and we do not limit them to mornings and afternoons.  You know what I’ll do that will be so sexy and so interesting?”

“Urrrm, uh, no, Mistress.”  Bellamy thought she would cum soon. 

“As Josefina leaves each day, sore and wet and tired from sex, at the door, she will physically tag off with her mommy.  Then, once she leaves, I will make the mommy maid sore and wet and tired.  That will be the sexiest tag off ever.”

It was nasty and wrong… and Bellamy agreed it sounded incredibly sexy.

But how could it happen?  Those two would have to find out about each other.  They’d have to know what the other one was doing.  Or what was being done to the other one.  The same as themselves! 

The tag-off would give it away, right?  Regina, no matter how trusting she was of Josefina, would be able to see – and maybe smell – that Josefina was sexually used in the honeymoon suite before she arrived.  Josefina’s alarm bells would go off just seeing her mother enter the suite ever, at all, let alone changing her shift to work exclusively in the honeymoon suite at night.

Why would either one of them think the lesbian domination they experienced would be limited to their shift?

They’d have to figure it out!  And what about Josefina going every night to work as a stripper?  No matter what excuse she gave her mom, like maybe telling her mom that she was over at Valeri’s, after a week of that happening every night and maybe coming home smelling of sex, Regina Dominguez would have to know something was going on.

Mistress Dorothe addressed Bellamy’s concern without Bellamy having to voice it, “Oh, do not fear, Bell Bell.  The mother and the daughter will soon have a full awareness of one another, much fuller than you guess.”

Bellamy humped furiously, rising and settling in little humping downward thrusts onto both her hands, “They won’t…”

She was about to say that the two women wouldn’t both submit to her knowing the other one also submitted.

Then Bellamy realized that “They will” was a more accurate response from her.  She wasn’t sure how, but somehow Mistress Dorothe would get them to do what she wanted.

They were lucky Mistress Dorothe was only talking about having them tag off instead of something else!

Mistress Dorothe didn’t mind Bellamy’s voiced doubt, “It is the way it must be.  Sure, it is twisted fun to make them aware of one another’s true natures, but I am not going to pussy foot – or pussy anything else – around that they are both my sluts.  Once Regina “Vagina” Dominguez actually is my slut.  That point is fast approaching.  After that, I refuse to be burdened trying to juggle them while they keep matters secret from each other.  What is it you common folk like to say?  That quaint phrase?  Honesty is always best.  Fine, we’ll see about that.”

Bellamy humped her hands harder.  Mistress Dorothe was so damn evil!

It turned on Bellamy that she was under the control of such an evil person.  It was bizarrely reassuring.  Surely Mistress Dorothe would always give Bellamy the nasty sexy treatment she needed.

It aroused her seeing the two young women on that stage, sexy and exposed, sixty-nining in public like they’d done such things for years instead of days.

Bellamy was about to cum!  She rose up a little, straightening, leaning her shoulders back and pushing her tits forward.  She wasn’t trying to display herself; she was starting to orgasm.

Mistress Dorothe slapped at Bellamy’s head.  Not too hard, but again and again insistently.

“Settle down, Bell Bell!  Don’t cum yet.  Wait a minute.  I want you to see this.  Watch.”

Bellamy stilled her wet hands.  It was hard to stop in that moment, but thirst to serve her Mistress gave her the strength to obey and delay.

She watched, half her mind on keeping her twitchy hands still.

At first, it was the same, which was quite sexy.  Two young women she’d come to know so well sexually, up on stage, having sex.  Wrongful curcumstances or not, it was fucking sexy. 

Two women full of potential.  Bright young women with bright futures.

But now, there the bright-minded young women were, up on that dim stage, on the dark wood flooring, with dark eyes staring at them, inciting dark thoughts in dark minds.

Josefina was on her back with her face between Valeri’s legs and Valeri’s head between her thighs.  Valeri was smaller, so it looked most natural with her on top. 

Valeri’s hair was black now, freshly dyed to suit Mistress Dorothe’s racist twisted whim to have two greaser maids.  But she still had it in a ponytail, like before.  Her “girl handle” as Mistress Dorothe had put it.  Yes, Bellamy was sure Mistress Dorothe wanted Valeri to keep that convenient handle.

The two women went at it, lost in passion.  No, wait, not passion.  That was lust up there on that stage.

Sure, they were good and innocent young women.  Sure, Mistress Dorothe manipulated and used them.  Mistress Dorothe had plotted them into this position – stripping at a strip club and in the sixty-nine position -- for her own interests and more or less directly against their best self-interest. 

All true, but those two young women were not simply obeying.  They were in a state of completely abandoned, yet obedient, lust thanks to Mistress Dorothe. 

It was always an unfair trade with Mistress Dorothe.  Loss of freedom, grace, independence, honor.  But they did get something back in return.  Savage lust and more orgasms than they’d ever thought were possible.

Mistress Dorothe took humanity from people and exchanged it for animal nature. 

The two young women, newly doomed to serve Mistress Dorothe, licked and sucked pussy furiously like it was their only mission, their only awareness.  As they did, beefy dyke shoulders and flabby older dyke arms motioned and gestured rudely, with lined lustful faces occasionally entering the camera view.

Nothing different happened for another minute.  Bellamy knew she was supposed to see something.  Mistress Dorothe looked eager to see whatever it was.  Bellamy could tell that Mistress Dorothe was both eager to see it and wanted to see Bellamy’s reaction to whatever it was because she noticed Mistress Dorothe kept glancing over at her.  She checked to make sure Bellamy was observing.

Then it happened, and there was no doubt it was what Mistress Dorothe wanted to see and what she’d called to put into action.

There was a blur on the screen, and at first, for a fraction of a second, Bellamy thought someone threw something past the camera view.

But then a red streak appeared on Valeri’s back, and she arched up and stiffened, her face rising from Josefina’s pussy, her mouth wide open, but with no sound coming out of it.

Then another blur, two more blurs, and two more red streaks appeared, one across Valeri’s shoulder blades and another across her waist like a belt made out of red welt.

Then Valeri’s mouth did release sound.  The sound of great pain.

Josefina seemed to think it was a cry of orgasm because she gripped Valeri’s ass tighter and licked furiously.

More blurs, two more.  Another across Valeri’s bony shoulder blades and the second lower than her waist, leaving red streaks on Josefina’s knuckles.

That made it clear to Josefina.  Valeri wasn’t cumming.  She was in agony, and now so was Josefina.

Those dykes were whipping them!

Bellamy was horrified.  It was upsetting.  It was the dykes physically whipping them, but she knew it was actually Mistress Dorothe having them whipped.  The older dykes were Mistress Dorothe’s tools.

Josefina and Valeri had obeyed Mistress Dorothe in every way even up to going to a nasty lesbian strip club and stripping and letting these rough lesbians take advantage of them and what did they get for their complete obedience?

A whipping!

Give Mistress Dorothe an inch, and she fucking takes a mile!

More whip strikes landed, more cries from both young women, and then they heard the dykes demanding that they get back to licking pussy.  They did but still cried out when struck, their cries adding to the sensations in the pussies they tried to please under such difficult circumstances.

Bellamy did not see the point in their licking pussy while they were whipped.  It wasn’t like they could orgasm! 

Bellamy looked reproachfully at Mistress Dorothe. 

Mistress Dorothe was pleased as punch, laughing with her eyes glowing happily.

Mistress Dorothe also looked pleased by Bellamy’s horrified reaction, “Don’t give me that look, Bell Bell.  Mind your place.  On your knees, humping hands, delaying your orgasm because I demand it.  Yes, I’m having them whipped.  It’s no big deal.  Look at how sexy they are!  I’m having some red stripes added to make them look even sexier.”

Bellamy frowned furiously but knew saying anything would be a waste of breath other than that her words would possibly entertain Mistress Dorothe.

Mistress Dorothe had enough damn entertainment up on that flatscreen!  Bellamy did not want to add to it.  Her upset was like an added reward to her Mistress. 

She decided not to give Mistress Dorothe any added satisfaction.  Bellamy would just kneel there and watch and keep her face neutral.  She sure wasn’t going to masturbate any more.  Well, maybe if she was ordered to, she’d have to, but she wouldn’t be able to cum.  She no longer wanted to cum. 

She wouldn’t give Mistress Dorothe the satisfaction of that added manipulation and humiliation.

Bellamy knew she was, in many ways, lost from having found her submissive core.  Serving the sexual whims, and all other whims, of this young rich bitch was no way to live.  She’d lost her pride and her independence, and her self-respect.

But she wasn’t completely changed.  She still had hope.  There were some things she’d never do.

One of those things was orgasming while watching innocent young women get whipped!

Mistress Dorothe snapped her fingers in front of Bellamy’s face, “Keep watching the show.  Oh, and you can rub one out as you watch.  I insist.”

Bellamy locked her jaw and turned back to the whipping.

As she watched, Valeri, struggling to escape the whipping, twisted to one side.  Josefina sensed Valeri’s pain and her need to get away.  She was bigger and stronger than Valeri, so she could have kept Valeri in place on top of her like the sexists, wettest, most nude human shield ever.

Instead, Josefina rolled with her until she was on top and Valeri was under her.  The whips blurred in and mostly struck Josefina then.  Josefina flinched and groaned with each strike.

Mistress Dorothe petted Bellamy’s head, a tender light touch, a sensual contrast to what the young women were enduring, “Look at that, Bell Bell.  Josefina is taking it for the team.  The slut team.  Isn’t that sweet?”

Sweet?  It was horrible that Josefina had to make that choice!  Bellamy refused to show any expression.  Mistress Dorothe would only get off on it.

The whipping went on.  Josefina and Valeri kept licking.  It looked like Valeri was giving her best oral efforts.  Bellamy thought maybe Valeri was trying to make it up to Josefina for Josefina taking the majority of the pain instead of her.

Mistress Dorothe cupped Bellamy’s chin but kept Bellamy’s face directed at the view.  Bellamy didn’t need any help watching.  She admitted, to herself, and she’d never tell Mistress Dorothe, that the view of the two sexy young women pleasing each other and taking pain with each other and getting whipped together was incredibly sexy.

It was arousing.  It was arousing Bellamy.  She’d been on edge before, she did need an orgasm, and now this… this wasn’t making it easier to resist orgasming.

Damn Mistress Dorothe.  She made you delay orgasm, and then, once she allowed you to go for an orgasm, she made you wish you could resist it.  You could want it and not get it or not want it and get it.

Mistress Dorothe was forcing her to watch, but Bellamy didn’t think she could pull her eyes off those two poor sexy young women anyway.

Mistress Dorothe told Bellamy, “The strip bar lesbians would have made those two fresh sluts switch positions back and forth anyway because they know I want them both whipped.  But it’s so much better that they did it on their own.  So sweet.  You see the things I make happen?  That sweet sacrifice would never exist if not for me.”

That was… one way of looking at it….

“You see, Bell Bell, good cannot exist without evil.  Everything would become blah and average.  The world has become tame, and it is in desperate need of greater wickedness.”

Bellamy wasn’t buying it!  Mistress Dorothe and her fucking bullshit!

Bellamy felt way too close to orgasm….

“I know you’re upset, Bell Bell.  You are so sexy when you get so concerned and protective and when your goodness tries to rise to the surface like the purest spring water bubbling up.  However, there is nothing in nature, including human nature, that we rich cannot pollute if we feel the urge.  Keep watching and rub your pussy.  I know you want to orgasm while innocents are whipped, Bell Bell.”

Dammit.  Bellamy did want to.  Mistress Dorothe was right.  She was always right.

What chance did Bellamy have?  Had she ever had a chance?

Bellamy rubbed herself, and Bellamy watched.

Everything was sinfully sexy.  Even the way Mistress Dorothe worked Bellamy, manipulated Bellamy, controlled her, and made her obey Mistress Dorothe’s will.  Her willful will.  It turned on Bellamy to be played.

Bellamy was fully aware of Mistress Dorothe corrupting her mind and spirit and degrading her humanity.  That awareness did not discourage Bellamy’s arousal.  Instead, it inflamed and informed her lust.

But there was something else that sent Bellamy over the edge into climax.

It was seeing both Josefina and Valeri, whipped and licked, orgasming on that dirty stage.

Even whipped… they were orgasming!

And… even as they orgasmed… they were whipped some more!

It was like a permission slip as Bellamy slipped three fingers into her pussy.  If they could cum while being whipped, then it was the least she could do to cum with them!

Orgasm solidarity!

It wasn’t logical, but it worked.

Bellamy came and shook, her orgasm obvious as she gasped and then held her breath.  She couldn’t keep it a secret from Mistress Dorothe, whose hand still held her chin.

But she didn’t want to keep it secret from Mistress Dorothe. 

Mistress Dorothe gave her this orgasm, by permitting it, just like she’d given those whipped orgasms to Josefina and Valeri.  All three orgasms served Mistress Dorothe’s will. 

Bellamy served Mistress Dorothe, and her orgasms were the bittersweet fruit Mistress Dorothe harvested from her.

Mistress Dorothe added some humiliating condescending words that served to extend Bellamy’s orgasm as Mistress Dorothe knew they would, “That’s a good little girl, Bell Bell.  Cum for me.  Cum from watching your slut buddies take pain and pleasure.  I bet you’d look good with some red stripes on your body.  Or up on stage at a strip joint.  Or being fucked by a bunch of old dykes.  Or all three of those things!”

Bellamy could not help but agree.  She’d agree with anything her Mistress said or wanted.  Bellamy knew she’d look hot as fuck getting whipped, and up on stage, or getting surround-fucked by old dykes.  She would look hot, and it would be hot, and, most importantly, it would arouse her Mistress.

Bellamy knew she’d do if Mistress Dorothe ordered her to do it.

Bellamy might volunteer to do it!

Bellamy rubbed and fingered, and her orgasm kept going.  It felt like it wouldn’t stop, couldn’t stop, like how Bellamy would not and could not stop serving her Mistress.

The End

…Until #17, cumming soon…

*

*What new danger will Bellamy and Mistress Dorothe face?

*Will Rosetta return to Mistress Dorothe to serve as her second do-anything slut bodyguard?

*Will Regina Dominguez become “Vagina” and recognize Mistress Dorothe as her Mistress?

*Can the mother and daughter Dominguez both serve Mistress Dorothe?
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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!

Book 16:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 16

Mistress Dorothe’s plots to give a human being as a gift to her dominant lesbian mom.  Will sexy Ekaterina, the gift in question go through with it?  Mistress Dorothe has her new subby maids, Josefina and Valeri, report for rough sexual duty.  They are required to go become strippers at a nasty lesbian strip club.  Sending them to try out and be tried out at the strip club clears the way for Mistress Dorothe to have Josefina’s mother seduced!  On Mother’s Day!

“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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