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Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 9

Submissive Protector, Bellamy, May Have a New Giantess African-American Mistress Unless She Can Escape


Chapter One

Bellamy came back to herself after her adjourn to the lovely land of orgasm.  She never passed out, but she’d been quite out of it and unaware of her situation.

After her sexual high, her surroundings and circumstance were a rude, nasty shock.

She was lying in a warm puddle of urine.  It was a match for her soaked body and urine-wet hair.

There was a gigantic African-American woman looking down at her.  The woman was so huge that Bellamy, for a fraction of a moment, thought she’d somehow shrunk down to the size of a doll.

Luckily, the heat of her orgasm had not melted her like a human-shaped ice cube.  She was the same height as before.  Unluckily, that meant she had a giantess looming over her.

Mistress Charanda.  She remembered now.  She remembered everything.

Well, now she recalled where all the piss came from!

She was such a… such a… what had Mistress Charanda called her?  A piss slut!

Why was she thinking of Mistress Charanda as Mistress?  Mistress Charanda was a Mistress at this crazy show bitch contest at Mrs. Stanton’s but, the way Bellamy’s mind fondled the word Mistress, it was almost like….

Hadn’t Mistress Charnada said she was now Bellamy’s Mistress?

Hadn’t Bellamy called her Mistress Charanda out loud?

Whoa, whoa, whoa!  She’d played her role way too well!  She was in too deep!

She had to get out of here!

Mistress Charanda said, “You’ll never believe what I’m going to do next, and it is just soooooo sexy!”

Of all the things Bellamy might never have believed, the one Mistress Charanda actually did was the most unbelievable.  It took a little while to get to it.

Mistress Charanda took three long steps to the bathroom door, very long steps, what would have been nine long steps for an average-sized woman.

The door was open a crack.  Bellamy had closed it when she entered the bathroom but purposely did not lock it in hopes of luring Mistress Charanda in after her.  Hope fulfilled.  All to distract Mistress Charanda so Bellamy’s real Mistress (or first Mistress?), Mistress Dorothe, could try to seduce and remove Mistress Charanda’s show bitch, Flower.

Things had gone according to plan, at least inside the bathroom.

Yep, Bellamy was supposed to take a golden shower from Mistress Charanda, and she sure had.

It went well beyond going according to plan.  Bellamy had orgasmed.  She was only supposed to pretend to orgasm while peed on.

Oh, yeah, also: Mistress Charanda was not supposed to become her actual Mistress!

Mistress Charanda’s massive arm shot into the opening between the door and the door frame.  Then it pulled back, and it did not return alone.

She had Emily!

Mistress Charanda jerked at Emily’s upper arm, and Emily staggered in.  Then Mistress Charanda used just a tiny amount of her strength to shake Emily like a human-sized doll.

Mistress Charanda said, “Girl, I’m like the big bad wolf.  All of me is big, and this is the part for you to say, “What big eyes you got.”  Yeah, that right, I saw you, girl.  Saw you playing peekaboo looking in.”

Emily watched them?  Emily was Bellamy’s pretend Mistress.  She was actually a submissive to Mistress Dorothe but filled the Mistress role with Bellamy as her show bitch during this contest to trick Mistress Charanda and lure her away from Flower so Mistress Dorothe could move in for the seduction.

Emily wasn’t supposed to be near the bathroom at all!  In her Mistress role or for any other reason.  If she had needed to pee, there were other bathrooms in Mrs. Stanton’s mansion.

Emily looked wide-eyed like she had no idea what to say.  Bellamy was surprised to see that one of Emily’s hands was inside her leather Mistress outfit.  It looked like she’d unzipped the front crotch zipper and like she’d slipped a hand in to rub her pussy.

It looked like Emily’s hand was still rubbing her pussy!

Mistress Charanda chuckled, “So, you a Mistress?  Fucking for reals, girl?  Fuck no, you ain’t.  No Mistress gonna sneak up like a shy schoolgirl and hide and play peekaboo and rub one out while watching a nudda Mistress steal her bitch.  Question is, did you know all along you not a Mistress or you been lying to yo self?”

Emily made a pitiful attempt, with her hand still down her pants, still rubbing, “I’m-I’m a Mistress!  I’m Mistress Emily!  Fuck you!  Give me my bitch back!”

Mistress Charanda laughed and laughed, tears coming out of the corners of her eyes.  Emily’s face reddened, and she seemed to get smaller.

Mistress Charanda finally calmed her laughter, “You mean my bitch?  My new bitch?  This here Bell Bell?  She be mine now.  I don’t think she was ever yours.  Couldn’t be.  You ain’t no Mistress!  You is right about one thing, though.  The part where you said, “Fuck you!”  I think I’m taking you up on that offer.  Let’s fuck, little girl.  I got me one new slut slave bitch already.  Why not make it two?”

Emily’s eyes, incredibly round, went fully wide again, “What?  No!  I’m a Mistress!  Just like you!”

“The fuck you are!  I’m making you my bitch, you wannabe Mistress.  Looky you!  You still rubbing that subby pussy!  No self-respecting Mistress rubs her own pussy.  Ever!  That’s what the bitches are for.  Rub you with a tongue, rub with a hand, rub you with any damn thing you say.  No Mistress rubs herself.  Fuck, I ain’t rubbed one out for maybe ten years or more now!  Even though I get me three, four, five oh-gasms a day.”

Emily was wide-eyed and looked panicked.  Mistresses never looked panicked.  Her reaction to Mistress Charanda doubting her Mistress status made it clear Mistress Charanda was right.

Emily stammered, “Well, uh, um, ah, different strokes for different folks, right?  I’m just… one of those Mistresses who likes to masturbate.  You know, sometimes.  So, ah, yeah, I’m totally a Mistress.”

Mistress Charanda laughed, “’Different strokes for different folks, you say?’  Yeah, you be stroking yo pussy with yo hand!  Like a slut!  Like a not-a-Mistress!  I done be demoting you down to slave.  You give Mistresses a bad name, making us look all weak and shit.  Here, join your fellow slave slut.”

Mistress Charanda jerked Emily’s arm again, this time savagely hard, further into the bathroom and downward.

Emily, off-balance emotionally and physically, and with her hand still in her pants, toppled onto piss-soaked Bellamy.

Mistress boomed a laugh, but her eyes looked angry, “Lookee my pile of sluts!  Subby slut slaves!  I’m gonna play with you, and I’m gonna play hard.  Then I’m taking you two home and keeping you!  I can’t hardly wait to brag how I bagged a Mistress at the show bitch contest.  And a better-than-average show bitch.  Bell Bell, you be like Christmas in July.  You know what I needa do?  I’m a gonna get your pussy lips belled all up and down both sides.  Who gonna pull my slut sleigh tonight?  Bell Bell, the sore-nippled slut is who!  I don’t even think that make no sense, but it sound sorta good.  That keeps with you being Christmas-themed.  Maybe I’ll have a special slut for every holiday.  I already got one for St. Patrick’s Day.  My girl Flower is mostly Irish.”

Mistress Charanda wanted to keep them?  Keep them forever?  Fuck that!

Bellamy was out of there. 

Well, not yet.  Emily was on top of her, and Bellamy had piss all over her.  She’d get out of there at soonest, though.

No one owned Bellamy Wood!

Except Mistress Dorothe.  Of course!  And, even with her, only for a little less than one more year now.  That long for certain and then… Bellamy would have to see how she felt…

… and if Mistress Dorothe still wanted her….

All of which reminded Bellamy that her Mistress was Mistress Dorothe and not Mistress Charanda.  How had she been confused at all?  They did not look at all alike!

They were, however, both Mistresses.  Another thing they had in common was making Bellamy do naughty things involving their pee and making Bellamy get off on it.  Bellamy had to lick clean Mistress Dorothe after each trip to the bathroom.  Mistress Charanda had just peed on her, made her drink it, and made her orgasm from that treatment.

Bellamy was sure a good submissive could only have one true Mistress, especially if the two Mistresses who claimed her were enemies to each other. 

That was it!  No more obeying Mistress Charanda!

Bellamy and Mistress Charanda had had a moment but that moment was over.  No more!

Emily got her hand out of her outfit finally and tried to stand, but Mistress Charanda shoved her right back down onto Bellamy.

“No one leaving.  Everyone staying.  Until it be time to leave, and then you leave with me.  Mrs. Stanton says you can’t bring an Aunt-or-Rog, but no one ever said I can’t leave with one!”

Bellamy glanced at Emily, who’d slid down right next to her but was still partially on top of her.  Emily’s mouth was open, and her eyes were wide.  She didn’t look like she was about to speak or protest or take any action to avoid Mistress Charanda’s designs on them.

Emily looked… excited….

This was ridiculous.  They were two adult (albeit submissive) women in a piss-pile on the floor, and another woman was telling them she was going to keep them!

Fuck that!  It was two against one!

However, that one had twice as much body mass – or maybe three times as much – as the two of them.

Also, was it two against one or one against one?  Bellamy took another look at Emily.  She looked useless.

Well, useless for any resistance to Mistress Charanda.

But not useless.

Mistress Charanda had a use for her.

Charanda said, “No one got nuthin’ to say?  Good.  You learning.  I tell my bitches what to say and when to say it, and you both be my bitches now.  You see how big I am?  Can you imagine how hungry for food I get?  I tell you, I get ten times hungrier for sexy sluts like you two.  You, whatcha name again?  Emily?  You ain’t no Mistress.  Fuck that.  Maybe you thought you was or maybe you two are both subs and know it all along but wanted to get in on the show bitch action here.  You gonna tell me all eventual-like.  For now, you, Fake Mistress, take off all your clothes.”

Bellamy still said nothing.  She couldn’t quite bring herself to say anything.

Besides… Mistress Charanda wasn’t even talking to her.  She was ordering Emily around.  If she ordered Bellamy around then… Bellamy would cross that bridge when she came to it.

Bellamy looked again at Emily, who she felt moving.

Emily was taking off her clothes!

That stupid slut was obeying Mistress Charanda!

Mistress Charanda added, “Tinkle-Bells, don’t just sit in piss.  Help your fellow subby bitch get her clothes off.”

Bellamy helped Emily get all her clothes off.  She realized it probably would look, to an objective observer, like she was obeying Mistress Charanda despite her decision not to obey her any more now that Mistress Charanda wanted to keep her.

It sure looked like obedience, and Bellamy hadn’t said a word yet.  She reasoned she was only helping Emily obey the order Mistress Charanda gave her.

If you were ordered to help someone else obey an order and then went ahead and obeyed by helping them obey, that wasn’t obedience.  Not at all!  Not even close!  It only looked like obedience!  Everyone knew that!

Appearances were just so deceiving, and this was a great example.  Just because you followed orders exactly did not mean you were obeying them.  Bellamy was sure some people wouldn’t get that, but Bellamy knew the truth.

It was just Emily obeying, that naughty dumb slut!  So slutty!  She should be ashamed!  But that was up to Emily.  If she wanted to be an obedient slut to this gigantic freak Mistress, that was up to her.  Bellamy wouldn’t stand in her way.

Instead of standing in Emily’s way, Bellamy would graciously sit in a piss puddle and help the naughty silly slut get her clothes off.  It looked like Mistress Charanda had something planned for her and like Emily would do it, whatever it was.

Emily sure was sexy.  Especially now that she was, with Bellamy’s help, completely nude.

Bellamy would keep an eye on her.  That way, she could report back to Mistress Dorothe how disloyal Emily was. 

Bellamy didn’t even mind watching Emily.  She was sexy.  Bellamy was curious what Mistress Charanda would make her do.

Yeah, Bellamy was just… an objective observer!


Chapter Two

This might be a good thing.  Who knew how much time Mistress Dorothe needed to seduce Flower and get her away from Mrs. Stanton’s estate?  More time could ensure Mistress Dorothe’s success. 

Bellamy had done her part.  She was out!  Now that slut Emily, that sexy slut, could go ahead and do her part, whatever part Mistress Charanda assigned her.

Yes, it was a relief.  Bellamy remembered she was supposed to orally please Mistress Charanda to keep her busy and preoccupied.  Now she was off the hook.  Which was good because going down on that giant pussy would be like eating out ten pussies at once if you went by square inches of space in need of licking.

Once Emily was naked, Mistress Charanda nodded with satisfaction, “I knew no Mistress could be as hot as you, you Fake Mistress you, and you be even hotter all nakers.  Okay, here how it gonna be.  Everybody got a job.  Fake Mistress, you get between my big ass rumps.  My ass cheeks gonna hug yo cute face as you lick my back hole.  Tinkle-Bell, you lucky slut, you get to please your new Mistress’s great big pussy!  My job?  Take all that pleasure into my big body and to tell sluts what to do and when to do it.  It ain’t easy being me, but somebody got to control the sluts of the world.”

Fuck!  Mistress Charanda did want her involved.  Should she say something?  What was the best way to let Mistress Charanda down?

Emily sure looked sexy crawling around behind Mistress Charanda.  There was something so sexy about a beautiful young woman eagerly obeying a nasty command.  Her obedience made Emily even sexier.  Far sexier.

Look at that slutty slut getting her face between those gigantic ass cheeks!  Mistress Charanda’s ass cheeks looked like two wobbly boulders grinding against each other!

What was that look on Mistress Charanda’s face?  Enjoyment from something that slutty slut Emily did deep between her ass cheeks?  Wait, was that a look of impatience?

Huh.  Mistress Charanda expected Bellamy to crawl over – soaked in piss! – and put her mouth to work on the location that piss had come from?

Did Mistress Charanda think it was that easy?

Did Mistress Charanda think that Bellamy was that easy?

Mistress Charanda said, “Tinkle-Bell….”

Oooo, she sounded slightly angry.  Now would be a perfect time to leave.  Bellamy might be able to get around Mistress Charanda, what with her encumbered by a human head planted between her ass cheeks.

But… if Bellamy did that… then Emily’s face might get shaken free.  That would be too bad.  Sure, she was a traitorous slut who’d let down Mistress Dorothe but… she was only a simple-minded slut.  Could you blame a slut for being a slut?

Bellamy would hate to let down poor Emily.

It occurred to Bellamy that if she did crawl over and licked Mistress Charanda’s pussy, Mistress Charanda would hold still for Emily to lick her butthole. 

It almost seemed like the least she could do for the poor girl.

You know, never leave a slut behind!

Also, she’d show this damn Mistress Charanda it wasn’t easy being a slut, and it wasn’t easy crawling through piss to lick a giant pussy.  She’d show her by doing it! 

People learned by example.  That was the best way.

She’d teach this damn Mistress Charanda!  She’d teach her up close and personal.  She’d teach her by doing exactly what Mistress Charanda had told her to do!

It wouldn’t be obedience.  Not at all.  It would be… coinciding in exact detail.

All of which would teach Mistress Charanda a lesson and fool her at the same time.

Brilliant!

Bellamy got on her hands and knees in a puddle of piss.

So there, Mistress Charanda!

Bellamy crawled to Mistress Charanda, dripping urine and getting wetter in another way as well.

Take that, Mistress Charanda!

Bellamy knelt up and began the arduous marathon task of pleasing a giant pussy.  Mistress Charanda’s clitoris alone was like a tiny penis, and her pussy lips were the size of an out-of-shape woman’s flabby triceps.

Bellamy hoped this was teaching Mistress Charanda a lesson!

Mistress Charanda gloated, “That’s my new bitches going to work and going to town.  Going to town in Charandatown.  Lick that big pussy, Tinkle-Bell!  Suck on my black donut ring, Fake Mistress Emily!”

It didn’t sound like Mistress Charanda was learning her lesson.  Not yet.  Bellamy licked up and down, her tongue collecting dewdrops of pussy juice.

Mistress Charanda said, “Mighty fine having a white bitch pleasing me inna front and another one pleasing me inna ass.  Could be a thing we do ever day from now.  Yeah, think so.  Plus, I’ll have Flower suck on one titty and anudda bitch on the udda udder.  Udda udder!  Ha!  Life is fucking great!”

Maybe for Mistress Charanda it was.  Bellamy was intimidated by all the pussy territory in her face.  The surface was hard enough to take care of by mouth, even though it was soft as a marshmallow.  But then her tongue split some folds and delved in… and just kept delving!  Mistress Charanda’s pussy fissures were so deep that Bellamy sometimes could not reach the bottom with her tongue tip!

Mistress Charanda moaned and gasped, “This be the way to get yo pussy all cleaned up!  Fuck that luffa on a stick thing.  I’ll just use a slut sometimes on a dildo!”

Hmm.  Mmm.  Bellamy’s world was pussy.  She was up in pussy world.  She could hear Emily snuffling for air and slurping.  She did not envy Emily her duty.  Well, it served that too-obedient slut right!  What a slut, doing whatever Mistress Charanda told her to do!

Mistress Charanda said, “Tinkle-Bell, suckee suckee onna my big fat clitty.  Suck it like a little cock!  Oh, I wish I could shoot juice through it!  Suck it now, you slutty girl!”

Bellamy knew right where that clitty was.  That was no itty bitty clitty!  It was ruffling across one of Bellamy’s eyebrows just then.  Bellamy captured it in her mouth and sucked and sucked.

Damn, what was she going to have to do before Mistress Charanda finally learned she wasn’t a dumb obedient slut like that dumb obedient slut, Emily?

Bellamy sucked that fat and long giant clit.  She thought Mistress Charanda had a point.  It would be nice if it could shoot juice. 

Mistress Charanda did have plenty of juicy secretions all around it and getting all over Bellamy’s face.  Bellamy didn’t mind that.  She liked it.  That naughty thought made Bellamy appreciate how lustful she felt. 

Maybe one orgasm wasn’t enough.

Yes, perhaps Bellamy was not obeying submissively at all.  She was using Mistress Charanda as a means to an end!  Another orgasm! 

That sounded good, both the excuse and the prospect of another orgasm.

It wasn’t submission at all.  It was all about intent.  Fucking Emily, that slut, simply caved in with no mind and no backbone and no fucking plan.  Bellamy, on the other hand, was strategically appearing and acting submissive.  All the better to fool this giant into giving her another orgasm!

It looked like – and felt like and sounded like and smelled like – she’d have to give Mistress Charanda an orgasm before she got another one for herself.

Well, whatever, a girl had to do what a girl had to do!

Especially when sucking on a huge clit attached to a giant woman who’d peed all over her.  Especially then.

Bellamy sucked and licked and made passionate adoring love to that clitoris.  It was all part of her revenge plan on Mistress Charanda.  She’d teach her to beat up poor wicked Mistress Dorothe!  Bellamy would suck that clit so good that Mistress Charanda, later after Bellamy had escaped her, would miss Bellamy big time and yearn for her.

It was slow revenge, Mistress Charanda wouldn’t understand it, and it took a lot of clit-pleasing.


Chapter Three

Emily needed air.  She was a compliant sub, but she pulled her face free of ass and sucked in breaths of air.

Mistress Charanda glowered over her shoulder and downward at her, “You done?  Get back in there.”

Charanda reached back with a gigantic hand, grabbed the back of Emily’s head, and jammed her face back into her ass crack, as deep as before or deeper.  Emily went back to licking.

“That a girl!” exclaimed Mistress Charanda with pleasure.

Charanda got louder and louder, just from her moans and groans, as Emily and Bellamy sought successfully to please her.

Charanda liked her sluts to associate their pleasure with hers.

Charanda ordered, “You two sexy bitches, I want you fingering yo trim.  Get yourselves all hot and bothered while you get your new Mistress hot and bothered.”

Bellamy’s and Emily’s hands leaped to their pussies, like their hands were sprinters who’d just heard the starting gun. 

Unfortunately, Charanda also, even in the throes of passion, had a plan for these two, a plan for their very near future, and one that required them to be incredibly aroused but not satisfied.

“’Member now, I said finger yo trim but ain’t said nuttin’ ‘bout you cumming.  No worries, bitches, I’ll have you both cumming, but not from your own hands.  Gonna be from my hands when the time be right.”

Charnada felt deep nasty satisfaction at the prospect of what she would do to these two slut prospects.

Ah, yes, the Charanda Special.  A trick so amazing and so unique that it could have won most years Show Bitch contests.  Not this year with the gymnast, but most years.

Charanda hadn’t ever done it for the Show Bitch contest.  For two reasons.  One, it was her trick, and she wasn’t a show bitch.  Two, it required the use of two sluts, and Mistresses could only bring one show bitch to each contest.

Bellamy sucked big clit, and Bellamy rubbed her pussy.  A lot, but not too much.

Emily sucked ass, and Emily rubbed her pussy, careful to avoid an orgasm.  Emily occasionally backed out to take deep breaths, and she was grateful Mistress Charanda let her do that.  Such a kind Mistress for not suffocating her in ass!

Emily wouldn’t want that cause of death on her tombstone. 

Charanda huffed louder and louder as her orgasm approached and finally struck.

“Oh, you bitches!  You done it now!  You done make me cum!  You some good bitches!”

Charanda roared out her orgasm.  Bellamy clenched her lips on Charanda’s clit and hung on to the woman-mountain like a terrier’s jaws on a trespassing moose.

Charanda’s muscles tensed, and her ass cheeks flexed and compressed on Emily’s head like a massive soft nutcracker.

After twenty seconds, just in time, Charanda’s ass relaxed, and Emily fell backward semi-conscious.

Charanda said, “Oooo eeeee, that was a good un!  Make a giant girl like me want to sit down, but Charanda don’t sit on no floor, and the porcelain of toilets don’t agree to accept Charanda’s weight.  Wish I had a silver dollar for every toilet I cracked.  Can’t leave either cuz we ain’t done here.  Charanda got the big plans for you two.”

Emily probably did not even understand the words.  Mistress Charanda’s statement concerned Bellamy, but what was she going to do?  There was no getting away from Mistress Charanda in this bathroom.  It was a huge bathroom, but Mistress Charanda’s presence made it feel tiny.

There was also no getting away from Bellamy’s arousal.  She’d followed orders and was on edge and keeping herself on the edge of orgasm.  Bellamy doubted she’d have left yet, even if she could. 

No leaving until she got her orgasm!  Even if that meant she lost her freedom.

Priorities!

The idea she had freedom was silly.  She wasn’t free even before she came in here.  If she was stuck with Mistress Charanda, it was no loss of freedom.  It was merely a switch in Mistresses.

Yeah, from a hot one to a circus freak one who was meaner.  Maybe Bellamy did have something at stake here.

First things first.  Orgasm.  Then she could attend to less important matters like the course of the rest of her life.

Charanda’s “fog of oh-gasm” as she liked to call it, was dissipating, and she was planning out her next actions.

It gonna be hot!

Charanda had a plan, but it wouldn’t be immediately clear to Bellamy or Emily what it was.  The two of them not knowing the plan was part of the plan.  If they knew the plan, they’d run, and Charanda had no interest in trying to chase them around like they were chickens, and she was a giant black female version of Rocky.

First, get the horny sexy little things even hornier.  Also, sexier.  That way they’d be distracted!

“Bitches, I know how you jealous sluts think.  All that “grass is always greener” way of slut thinking.  In this case, it be ass is always… I don’t know, tastier, I guess.  Tinkle-Bell all jealous she got da pussy and missed out on ass.  Meantime and same time, Fake Mistress here, she likely be all jealous she didn’t get a slice of my giant pie.  Biggest pie in da world!  I’m betting!  So, your Mistress Charanda gonna rectify that.  Or, in the case of Tinkle-Bell, I’ll rectum-fy it.  You two lay on yo sides facing each other.  Thas right, in the piss.  That add to the effect.  Then, you two sluts make out.  See? Or taste?  That way you each get a taste of what you missed.  That taste be in the mouth of the other slut.”

Charanda watched her two new bitches obey.  Their obedience was just as sexy as their bodies and their bodies were damn sexy. 

Charanda had come to Mrs. Stanton’s sixth annual show bitch party with expectations, realistic ones, of possibly winning the show.  Charanda knew no one could offer up a sexier bitch than Flower, so that she’d started with a big advantage.  Also, everyone loves an orgasm, usually for themselves, but the best you could do during a show bitch presentation was for the show bitch to cum.

Yep, she’d thought she had a pretty good chance.  Then that fucking Russkie, Mistress Zoya, and her little sex doll of a gymnast showed up.  Who could have seen that coming?

Charanda was quite sure now that she wouldn’t win.  She could maybe place.  But she felt like a winner anyway.

She’d won these two.  A damn fine show bitch – a bonus show bitch! – in Tinkle-Bell who also had bonus abilities in the bathroom that were not shown on stage.  Charnada had won her or taken her, and one of the other Mistresses, too, this here Fake Mistress Emily. 

Something about Emily bothered Charanda.  It was pecking at the back of her mind like a fucking carnivorous pigeon.  What the fuck?  What was Emily doing here? 

Did she think she was a Mistress?  That was hard to believe.

Did her and Tinkle-Bell cook this up as a way to maybe win and get some money?  That was also hard to believe.  Tinkle-Bell put on a good show, but Charanda doubted she’d even make the top ten list of show bitches at this year’s contest.

Soooo… what?  Why?

Surely there were easier ways to find a new Mistress than to disguise herself as a Mistress….

Fuck this thinking!  Charanda had no time for that.  She wanted to do her thing.  Her special thing.

She’d only done it twice before, and both times it did not go quite right.

The first time it did not go right because she underestimated slipperiness.

The second time it arguably went right. But, arguably, it did not.  It depended on whether it mattered that the two sluts had to be hospitalized afterward.

It mattered to Charanda now, with these two.  These two were her sluts now! 

Sluts were less than useful in the hospital.  Fucking medical bills!

Granted, it had paid off, injuring those other two sluts during her second attempt.  Charanda went through those nurses in the hospital like a sexual bull in a slut shop!

Charanda watched the two of them kissing hard, with tongue, wriggling on the floor, each with a hand still at their pussy.  She let them get worked up – or maybe stay worked up was more accurate with how close they were to orgasm – for several minutes.

Charanda fine-tuned her orders, “Keep on sucking face bitches, but get your hands away from your pussies.  I’ll be taking care of those matters.”

The hands flew away from their pussies as quickly as they’d previously rushed to the scene.  They were eager for attention.  Their hands were not allowed to give them the orgasms they used to want and now needed.  They depended on Charanda and put immediate blind faith in her assurance.

Charanda would be giving them what they wanted but not in the way they thought.  She’d do it in a way they’d dread if they knew what was coming.


Chapter Four

Bellamy felt as lustful as she’d ever felt in her life. 

She was on the edge of orgasm.  That wasn’t a new thing ever since her life crashed into Dorothe Gerbach.  Compared to the times Mistress Dorothe kept her on edge, Bellamy, this time, hadn’t been on edge for long at all.  Also, she’d just had an orgasm a little earlier.

Despite those factors, Bellamy didn’t think she’d ever been this turned on. 

Mistress Charanda was a scary, cruel bitch.  Her sheer size was scary.  Bellamy guessed if Mistress Charanda ever face-sat her that Bellamy would end up dead. 

Mistress Charanda was also scary because of the terrible things she was willing to do.  Mistress Dorothe was cruel too, no doubt.  But the way Mistress Charanda had dramatically altered Flower’s body and put her into a perpetual circumstance where Flower could not fit into everyday life was over the top cruel.

If Mistress Charanda did become Bellamy’s full-time Mistress, what might she do to Bellamy?  Bellamy might already know!  Mistress Charanda had told her she’d have belled piercings done up and down Bellamy’s pussy lips!

That would make her two nipple bells sound – literally, sound – like almost nothing.  Bellamy could picture it.  She could visualize how her pussy would look, like a dark comedy joke, like she was ready to report to Hell for eternal duty as a prostitute for demons.

Bellamy could also picture walking around subserviently behind Mistress Charanda, likely wearing a skirt to be ready to show off her pussy bells, and so their jingling could be heard clearly, and she hated skirts! 

She’d likely have to wear a damn mini-skirt, and she really hated mini-skirts!  As she walked, her pussy bells would jingle and jangle, their numbers drowning out her nipple bells.

Sooner or later, probably sooner, she’d run into people she knew.  Including members of the Philadelphia police department!  Oh, all the cops she knew would talk about “how far she’s fallen.”  And it would be true!

It was all so scary.

And, it was all so arousing!

Bellamy had always had a case of danger fascination.  It was what led her, in part, to become a police officer.  When that didn’t work out, she could not bear going into “civilian life” as some office worker or in any other role.  That led her to become a private detective.  Being a private detective was a lot less interesting than most people – or she – thought.

On the other hand, being a private detective had led her into this crazy bodyguard situation for Dorothe Gerbach and all the bizarre events after that.  Or maybe Mistress Dorothe’s mother, Getta, saw Bellamy’s face on that cursed billboard advertising her availability as a private detective.

That fucking billboard!  So help her God, if that thing led to her enslavement…!

Danger.  It was addicting.  Mistress Charanda was dangerous in ways beyond the physical.  Dorothe was cruel, but she at least spoke to her slave sluts, sometimes, like they were actual humans.  Bellamy could tell that Mistress Charanda did not have Dorothe’s fondness for her slaves.  Mistress Charanda viewed slaves as tools to be used.  As slut resources for exploitation until they were all used up.

All of which… turned on Bellamy!

Mistress Charanda had peed on her, made her orgasm, made her submit, and then captured Emily as well and made Emily service her at the same time as Bellamy. 

Now Mistress Charanda had them laying in her piss while making out.  This right after Emily had gone down on Mistress Charanda’s ass!  Bellamy could fucking taste it!

Yet… it only made her kiss harder.  She made out with Emily with desperate passion.

Bellamy had to get away, and she better take Emily with her.  Bellamy could sense that if she stayed too close to Mistress Charanda for too long, was too obedient to her, and experienced too much of this demented lust, she’d get addicted beyond recovery.

Bellamy had to get away from Mistress Charanda and get them back in the not-as-cruel control of Dorothe.

Why the Hell was she thinking of Mistress Charanda as Mistress Charanda and Mistress Dorothe as Dorothe?

Oh, fuck.  That wasn’t a good sign!

What was a good sign, Bellamy hoped, was Mistress Charanda’s order for them to take their hands away from their pussies and that Mistress Charanda would take care of their pussies.

Yes, orgasm first!  Then worry about freedom and which one was her real Mistress.

Bellamy sensed Mistress Charanda squat her big bulk down.  Or maybe she heard those giant knees creak. 

Bellamy felt a huge hand drift up to her legs.  Bellamy, cooperatively, helpfully, and eagerly, spread her legs to give Mistress Charanda the fullest possible access.

Bellamy kept making out with Emily, giving her the taste of Mistress Charanda’s pussy and receiving from her the taste of Mistress Charanda’s ass.  They had their orders, and it was sexy anyway.  It would be deeply repellant to the Bellamy Wood of last week, but the new, unimproved, degraded Bellamy thought it was incredibly sexy.

Mistress Charanda’s giant hand arrived, but it felt strange.  Bellamy could not look down.  It did not feel like all of the hand arrived, and it arrived both where it was expected and also where it was not expected….

Emily arched and made a mrrrrrf sound into Bellamy’s open-mouth kiss.  Bellamy understood that reaction to mean that whatever Mistress Charanda was doing, she was doing to both of them at once.  Bellamy also moaned a troubled moan.

Something big was sliding up her pussy!

Something else big was pressing on her asshole!

It was getting in!

It was sliding up!

Emily mrrrfed louder and louder, and Bellamy’s troubled moans grew into troubled groans.

Double penetration!

How was Mistress Charanda doing that?  Bellamy hadn’t seen any dildos and, even if there were, how could Mistress Charanda wield two dildos at once, two dildos each, on Bellamy and Emily?

Whatever they were slid deeper.

They felt too big, especially the one in her ass, and they also felt… warm?

Bellamy broke the kiss, and she and Emily both immediately looked down across their bodies to find out what was happening.

Oh.

Oh!

Oh, fuck!

It wasn’t dildos penetrating them.  It was fingers!  Mistress Charanda’s fingers were so huge, they were as wide and as long as dildos.  That’s why they felt warm.

It was one finger and one thumb inside each of them.  The massive hooked thumbs were plunged into their pussies.  Mistress Charanda’s index fingers were up inside their asses.

Bellamy looked at the incredible sight.  Mistress Charanda grinned crookedly at them, and it was, in no way, a reassuring smile.  It was an ominous grin.  It was the grin of a sadist looking forward to something sadistic.

Mistress Charanda slid her fingers and thumbs almost out and then jammed them back in, even deeper now.

Emily and Bellamy groaned in unison.

They looked away from the sight of Mistress Charanda working their holes.  They made eye contact.

Even if they wanted to say something, they may not have been able to form the words.  Even if they had formed the words, there was no way Mistress Charanda would listen to them.

Neither would their bodies.

Penetration, big warm penetration, felt good no matter how and from whom and how unexpected.  Their pussies were as wet as a puddle.  The fingers in their asses rubbed and scraped hotly, but even that discomfort was reassigned as sexy.

Bellamy and Emily went back to making out and sharing the tastes of this cruel Mistress.

Mistress Charanda kept up her quadruple fingerings.  Or double fingering and double-thumbings, depending on how you looked at it.

Bellamy felt herself beginning to soar towards an orgasm.  Emily’s kisses grew more urgent, and Bellamy knew she must also be rising towards orgasm.

But then Bellamy felt a change.

A lifting sensation.

Mistress Charanda, with her thumb and finger hooked into Bellamy’s nether holes, lifted her.

Emily’s bottom half was also lifting as Mistress Charanda began to stand while maintaining her intimate grips on the two of them.

Mistress Charanda said, “Sluts, bring your sexy legs together, nice and straight, and squeeze my hand with ‘em.  Keep kissing.  No big deal.  You just gonna be upside down is all.”

Bellamy sensed some sort of lie in Mistress Charanda’s words.  Or maybe not a lie but like she was leaving something out.  But what did Bellamy care?  She didn’t care what was left out as long as Mistress Charanda’s digits stayed in her.

So she thought.

Bellamy followed the direction and felt Emily doing the same.  They brought their legs together, hugging at Mistress Charanda’s massive hands and twining around her tree limb arms like leg vines.  Mistress Charanda stood up fully and, easy as most people lifted a book, set the two of them on their heads.

They were upside down, making out, with the top of their heads in the puddle of Mistress Charanda’s pee!

Bellamy felt her body running with fluids from the change in positioning.  She bet Emily and her were a sexy sight like this.  Was that why Mistress Charanda was doing this?  Or was it to humiliate them?

It was maybe a little more humiliating but nothing compared to the things that had already happened.

Mistress Charanda kept her index finger deep in Bellamy’s ass while she worked her thumb, with wrist twists, in and out of Bellamy’s pussy.

Bellamy could get used to this!

The near orgasm approached again.  Bellamy hoped, she nearly prayed, that she’d finally get to orgasm. 

Finally, you know, about fifteen minutes after the last one!

It was sloppy and exciting making out with Emily while upside down.

Her orgasm was approaching!  It felt like an imminent tidal wave of pleasure.

She was going to orgasm, while upside down, covered in piss! 

Mistress Charanda lifted them, lifted them just a little, but she did it using only her thumb, and index fingers hooked towards each other deep in them.  Bellamy felt her flesh between her ass and her pussy pinched together. 

Mistress Charanda moved them, still upside down, half a foot further away from each other.  They couldn’t make out any more.

Mistress Charanda said, “Each a you bitches tell me when you ‘bout to cum but don’t cum less I tell you to cum.”

Bellamy dimly realized that was why Mistress Charanda set them a little apart from each other.  It was so they’d be ready to inform on their orgasms.

Bellamy dreaded this meant that Mistress Charanda would again delay their orgasms, driving them further from sanity.

Bellamy’s dread was wrong.  Mistress Charanda’s intent was worse than mere orgasm denial.

Mistress Charanda kept her index finger, her cock-sized index finger, firmly planted in Bellamy’s rear.  Her thumb was back at rapidly sliding in and out of Bellamy’s pussy.  Bellamy guessed from Emily’s choked gasps that Mistress Charanda was doing the same to Emily.

Within seconds they were both verbally falling over each other to inform on their orgasms.

Bellamy yelled, “I’m going to cum, Mistress Charanda!”

Emily echoed her, “I’m going to cum, Mistress Charanda!”

Mistress Charanda unexpectedly granted them their fondest wish.

“Go ahead, bitches.  Cum on Charanda’s big fat fingers!”

Bellamy began to quake and shake.  Her vision blurred.

Bellamy felt Mistress Charanda’s massive thumb sink deep into her pussy and stay there.  It hooked to the back of her vagina and pressed hard with her index finger in Bellamy’s ass pressing right back. 

Bellamy felt a horrible massive pinching sensation.  It was horrible and wonderful at the same time.  Her orgasm, hitting her, made anything that happened seem wonderful.

Bellamy felt a lifting sensation.  Her blurry vision confirmed it. 

It wasn’t just a feeling.

Mistress Charanda was lifting her!  By the pussy and by the ass!  Like Bellamy was a six-pack!

Up, up, up.  As Bellamy’s body lifted, her orgasm also ratcheted up, up, up.

The pain from the internal vice grip of Mistress Charanda’s digits did nothing to interfere with Bellamy’s orgasm.  It drove the orgasm higher.

Mistress Charanda sounded only a little exerted when she spoke next, “Bitches, keep those feet together and point those pretty little toes at da ceiling.  I call this the double swinging orgasm.  It be the envy of every adult circus who don’t even know about it.  You keep oh-gasming.  This gonna end with a great big bang!”

Mistress Charanda sounded excited but in a cruel way.

Bellamy didn’t care.  She was excited differently.  Upside down, with giant fingers in her, whatever, all that mattered was this wonderful orgasm.

Showing incredible power even for a giant of a woman, Mistress Charanda swung them back and forth like pendulums, always going in the opposite direction of one another.  Bellamy was closer to Mistress Charanda, and Emily’s swing path was set further out, so they did not run into each other.

Bellamy dimly sensed her hair dragging through the puddle on the floor at the lowest point of each swing.  When she swung outward to the maximum, centrifugal force made her body pull against the vice grip of Mistress Charanda’s thumb and finger.  It hurt worse then, but it made Bellamy’s orgasm ratchet up, up, and up.

Bellamy’s orgasm was like a tidal wave that wouldn’t crest.  It kept rising and rising.  Even though only moments passed, it felt endless, like she’d be orgasming for the rest of her life in some sexual Heaven or Hell conundrum.

Bellamy sensed a shift.  On her furthest outward swing, it felt like, as she swung back towards the center of the pendulum, she was on a different track than before.

Bellamy heard Mistress Charanda gasp out with excitement, “Ooo eee, here we gonna now!”

Going to what?

Bellamy, in that fraction of a second of newborn alarm, slit her eyes open.

She was swinging hard and fast towards the area just in front of Mistress Charanda’s feet.

So was Emily!

They were on the same airborne track!

Emily’s upside-down orgasming body raced towards Bellamy, and Bellamy’s upside-down orgasming body raced right back at her.

Emily’s forehead blotted out Bellamy’s vision.  She felt an impact.

Everything went dark.


Chapter Five

“The fuck?  What the fuck you say ta me?”

Bellamy blinked her eyes open.  That was Mistress Charanda’s voice, but it was coming from outside the bathroom. 

For a fraction of a second, it seemed like Mistress Charanda had teleported away.  One moment she was swinging Bellamy and Emily by her six-pack holds on their private areas, and the next moment, seemingly, she was out in the hallway.

Bellamy heard Ms. Zelinki’s voice, “You are a guest here and—”

Mistress Charanda’s voice was somehow both booming and shrill, “Don’t you tell me what I am!  No one define Charanda!  What the fuck you say ta me?”

Bellamy sat up, and the room spun.  She felt more in motion than when Mistress Charanda was swinging her.  It sounded like Mistress Charanda sure wanted to know what was said to her because she kept saying that.  Bellamy, on the other hand, wanted to know what the fuck Mistress Charanda did to her.

Ms. Zelinski tried to speak, “Fine.  I’ll put it this way.  You were invited here.  See?  Invited.  I did not define you.  This is a sex show, yes, but it is not an orgy.  We encourage after-show… interactions.  Not during the show!  That is rude as is a bathroom awash in urine.”

Mistress Charanda sounded calmer, “Don’t forget it be awash in sexy bitches, too.”

“About them.  Are they in need of medical attention?  I saw no movement though they appeared to breathe.  Mrs. Stanton would not like to have to call in emergency personnel.”

Bellamy felt sore on either end.  Her pussy and ass hurt for obvious and well-understood reasons.  Her head throbbed with pain.  It felt like an overripe fruit left out in the sun.  An overripe fruit that was also getting kicked repeatedly by a crazed donkey.

She looked around.  Emily was on the tiled floor nearby, breathing deeply in a deep sleep.  Bellamy slid over to her – literally slid – and shook her awake.

Emily immediately held her head and looked nauseous.  Bellamy forced her to look up and moved a raised finger in front of her face while holding her head still with a hand on her chin.

“Emily, look at my finger move.  Keep your eyes on it.”

Emily tried but couldn’t focus, and her eyes were slow to follow the finger.

Emily had a concussion.  Bellamy wondered if she had one also. Her vision blurred at times and a few times doubled.

What the Hell had Mistress Charanda done to them?  They were swinging… and orgasming… and then Bellamy couldn’t remember what happened next.

They heard the answer from the hallway.

Mistress Charanda was saying, “They fine.  They fine!  You know slutty bitches.  They be tough.  They gonna bounce back.  Or, uh, they gonna maybe swing back and get back in the swing of things.”

Mistress Charanda giggled hoarsely.

Ms. Zelinski sounded both suspicious and intrigued, “What did you do to them?”

“I don’t give my recipe for amazing shit away for free usually, but, as an act of good faith, and as a fucking guest, and since I likes to brag, I be gonna tell you.  I got to fingerbanging those bitches, then I got those bitches banging oh-gasms, and then I fucking pen-DOOM-lummed them and banged they heads together!  Ain’t that the shit?  See, do it right, and it be like oh-gasm denying but still them oh-gasming.  Knock out the bitches, and they keep oh-gasming while da lights be out.  Knock ‘em hard enough, and they don’t even ‘member it.  Knock ‘em too hard, and they gots to go to the hospital.  I don’t think I knocked ‘em too hard this time.  ‘Sides, that be okay even if so.  Lots of sexy nurses atta hospital, so I sure don’t mind visiting.  Also, women’s lib good for getting some sexy girl doctors, too, if you be lucky.”

Well, now they knew what Mistress Charanda did to them.  Bellamy felt anger, much of it due to Emily’s condition.  Emily looked like she couldn’t focus on anything and like she might puke at any moment.  She definitely had a concussion.

Bellamy swore she’d get revenge on Mistress Charanda.  Charanda!  She was only Charanda from now on to Bellamy.  No more thinking of her as Mistress.  That was bullshit!

First, before revenge, they had to get away.  They also needed to get cleaned up, but that was less important than getting away.

Ms. Zelinski helped them unwittingly.  She had information for Charanda, and it sounded like she delighted in relating it.  It was pretty clear she did not like Charanda.

“It’s halfway through the show.  Do you know where your show bitch is?”

Charanda was instantly alarmed, “What the fuck that mean?”

“Isn’t your show bitch Flower?  That hottie with the pierced lip and pierced clit?  Or perhaps I should be asking, “Didn’t Flower used to be your show bitch?”

“What the fuck?  What the fuck!  What da fuuuuuuuck!?!”

Charanda’s voice grew simultaneously louder as she got angrier and more distant as she stormed down the hallway to look into the possible loss of her show bitch.

It sounded like Mistress Dorothe had possibly had some success in seducing or luring away Flower while Charanda was preoccupied. 

Time to get away!

Bellamy helped Emily to her feet and questioned her.  There was no time for clothing or to wash away the pee.  But Bellamy remembered they did need keys for the car.  Emily told Bellamy the car keys were in her coat which she’d left at the entrance of the mansion. 

Bellamy remembered Ms. Zelinski taking their sweeper coats.  They needed the keys, but they also needed their sweeper coats.  Nudity was normal at this mansion, but they’d need coverage to get into the hotel.

Bellamy stuck her head into the hallway.  There was no sign of Charanda or Ms. Zelinski, but she heard angry voices in the distance, and one of them, the loudest, was certainly Charanda.  Bellamy gathered that Mistress Dorothe had successfully made off with Flower.

Either that or she was about to be crushed by Charanda.  Bellamy debated.  Mistress Dorothe had enough time to have worked her seduction talent.  There were also guards around the mansion.  Bellamy wasn’t sure if she could make a difference if Charanda had found Mistress Dorothe anyway.  Even in the best of times, let alone with her ongoing double vision.

If she went to Mistress Dorothe’s aid and there was no Mistress Dorothe, only Charanda, Bellamy might not escape a fate serving a giant Mistress.

No, the best she could do was to get her and Emily out of here.

Bellamy supported Emily as they made their way to the mansion's front by a circuitous route avoiding the banquet hall and stage area.  Bellamy could hear the distant roar of an enraged Charanda.

Bellamy felt like Cinderella leaving the ball, in a rush to beat midnight.  A nasty adult BDSM ball, and they didn’t leave a glass slipper behind, although they both were barefoot now.  They might be pursued but not by a smitten prince.

Nude, they arrived at the front coat check area.  An informal coat check with no one present.  Bellamy found their sweeper coats and fumbled with Emily to get hers on her.  Emily was almost helpless. 

Bellamy found the car keys in one of the big side pockets of Emily’s sweeper coat.  They stumbled into the parking lot. 

One of the tall female security guards was there, but she hardly lifted an eyebrow.  Bellamy was sure she’d seen a lot in her time.

Emily was in no shape to drive.  Neither was Bellamy, but she was better off than Emily.

Bellamy got Emily loaded into the passenger seat and scrambled around to the driver’s side.  It may have been in her mind, but it felt like the ground was vibrating… as if a giant woman was thundering towards them.

Bellamy started the car and roared away from Mrs. Stanton’s.


Chapter Six

Bellamy stopped at a cheap outlet store, told Emily to wait in the car, and made a rush shopping trip.  She got two sets of clothes, all the same stuff, like Emily and her were twins or employed at the same cheap-ass place of work. 

T-shirts, bras, panties, socks, sweatpants.  Emily was shorter than her but about the same build, so Bellamy could judge her size, at least in the ballpark.

It wasn’t fancy, but Bellamy did not need fancy.  She needed simple clothing that was easy to put on Emily.  Hell, her too.  She still didn’t feel like herself and had a lump right between her eyes.

She realized she smelled and knew Emily must also, so she grabbed a cheap spray bottle of perfume.

She brought her purchases back to the car, told the voice-operated navigator to locate gas stations, and then drove from one to the next.  The fourth one had the basic style she was looking for: restrooms on the outside.

She made a symbolic purchase and got the key to the lady’s room.  She drove over to it and got Emily inside.  There she did her best to wash them both.  They needed to get rid of the smell of urine.  She even did a rough job of washing their hair, including using hand soap as shampoo.

They dried off under the huge hand dryers.  By stooping down – Bellamy had to hold Emily to keep her on her feet – they even used them as hair dryers.

Their hair looked surprisingly good in the mirror!

Then she managed to get Emily dressed and herself as well.  A few sprays of the cheap perfume completed the “midnight makeover.”

Then Bellamy took Emily to the nearest emergency room.  Emily’s car had all the bells and whistles, including built-in voice-activated navigation.  Bellamy thought it must be nice to come from a rich family other than being targeted by predators like Dorothe Gerbach.

Bellamy thought about that on the way to the ER.  Emily had it made from a financial perspective.  The best in colleges, Bellamy was sure of that, incredible wheels, and a secure future even if she never worked.

Except.

Except for her unhealthy addiction or submission or whatever it was to Mistress Dorothe.

Emily wanted to hand over all she had to Mistress Dorothe, as soon as she could, and eagerly.

Emily would hand over more than that.  Her freedom.  Her free will.  Her entire future.

All to please and serve wicked selfish dominating Mistress Dorothe.

Now Emily was also wounded from serving Mistress Dorothe’s latest impulsive fancy for revenge and slut acquisition.

It was wrong.  It was all so wrong.

Mistress Dorothe was like… was like… some kind of sexual/financial vampire!  Sucking the freedom and the money out of her victims.

Bellamy would like to feel scorn for Emily.  But she couldn’t.  Emily wasn’t stupid.  She was a victim.

Also, Bellamy wasn’t stupid, and she wasn’t a hypocrite or at least tried her best not to be one.  She knew she was the same way as Emily.  She was just as addicted to and controlled by Mistress Dorothe.

It was just that she had less going for her.  She had a lot less to give up financially.  No inheritance, no fancy car, none of that. 

But just as much freedom!

Like Emily, she also wasn’t stupid.  Maybe not as finely educated but certainly more life experienced.  Her fall was probably ten times more improbable than that of Emily. 

Rich girls lived in protected environments.  Which perhaps ended up endangering them early on.  It was like being so protected from sicknesses that your immune system never built up, and then when you were finally exposed, you got clobbered.

Emily was exposed to Mistress Dorothe, the human disease.  Exposed and infected.

Bellamy got Emily to the ER.  They confirmed she had a concussion, and the on-duty doctor wanted to look at Bellamy as well, but Bellamy refused.

She told them Emily fell down a staircase and that, in her hurry to get Emily to the ER, she’d banged her head into the car door.

Lies.  Everybody tells them sometimes.

What was she going to do?  Tell the truth?

You see, doctor, we were just innocently getting swung by our pussies and assholes, while orgasming, when we were intentionally banged into each other by a Mistress.  I’m sure you deal with that all the time, doc. 

They wanted to keep Emily overnight for observation, just in case, and Bellamy agreed, and Emily went along with it.  Bellamy made sure Emily had her purse and phone.

Then Bellamy, thoroughly exhausted but energized with fury, drove to the hotel.  She was mad at Charanda, but she was even angrier with Mistress Dorothe.  Bellamy got angrier as she drove.

Mistress Dorothe and her goddamn antics and sexual greed!  She put herself and those around her in danger just to suit her current whim.

Fuck her!  Bellamy was done with this.

She was so done!

Done!


Chapter Seven

Bellamy parked in the same parking lot, by the hotel, where Nosy Noelle had attacked Dorothe Gerbach.  And Bellamy.  Where Bellamy had saved Dorothe’s life in all likelihood.

Why had she done such a good job?  She was a first-time bodyguard.  Maybe she should have let things run their course.

Bellamy would not have had to seduce Rosetta.

Emily would not be in the hospital.

Bellamy would not be sore in lady parts or have a stupid-looking bruise right between her eyebrows.

Bellamy wouldn’t have these damn fucking bells jingling on her nipples!  Damn nipples!  They were always at least semi-erect now!

That was no way to go through life.  Nor was serving a selfish and careless Mistress like Dorothe.

This was bullshit.

But, now that she was at the hotel, Bellamy was nervous.  She’d almost been looking forward to the confrontation.  Like she thought it would be cathartic. 

But now she was worried.  Dorothe Gerbach had such a powerful will.  Bellamy had signed that contract.

She might have been better off signing a contract with the Devil. 

That gave Bellamy an idea.  Dorothe’s mother!  She was the one who recruited Bellamy and got her to sign the contract.  She was the one who could let her out of it. 

Maybe if Bellamy presented a persuasive case.  She’d tried once, and Mrs. Getta Gerbach had backed her daughter.  But that was early on and for something much less. 

The elder Gerbach, Bellamy now knew, was probably a lot like her daughter.  She would not care what Bellamy went through.  But she did care about Dorothe.  Maybe if Bellamy spun it that her presence was putting Dorothe in more danger because it encouraged Dorothe to take more chances….

Yes, that might work!

It was extremely late, but she felt like she had to call Mrs. Gerbach right then while her determination was strong.  Dorothe had a way of wearing down and leeching away the willpower of others. 

A late call might irk the woman, but it also might get her attention.  Emergencies did not follow business hours.

Bellamy called.  Mrs. Gerbach answered after three rings.

“Bellamy Wood.  I’m sure you know the hour.  State your concern.  Is my daughter in good health?”

“Yes.  I’m sure she is.  I mean, as far as I know.  I’m calling –”

“How can you not know?  How are you not right next to her at this moment?”

Bellamy spent five minutes explaining where she was and where she thought Dorothe was, and the various circumstances that led to her current concern.  She did her best to sell that Mrs. Gerbach should release her from the contract, and it would be best for Dorothe.

Bellamy finished, she thought, strongly, “Dorothe does not listen to me in security situations, and she is taking more risks now that she has me near her.  My presence does not decrease Dorothe’s danger.  It puts Dorothe in greater danger.”

There!  That should do it.

Mrs. Gerbach said, “Why are you calling her Dorothe?”

“Excuse me?”

“No, I will not.  My daughter keeps me informed.  She is your Mistress.  You’ve become her eager slut.  I knew you would.  Or, more accurately, I knew she would.  Seduce you, dominate you, and add you to her harem.  She’s a clever girl and excellent at getting her way.  I’m proud to say she takes after her mother.  I’ll need to tell her you failed to address her as Mistress.  I’m sure she will punish you.  Perhaps you’ll tell her yourself.  That may mitigate the punishment.”

Bellamy’s face burned with embarrassment.  Dorothe told her mother about dominating Bellamy?  And about Bellamy submitting to her?  That was messed up!  And humiliating!

“Mrs. Gerbach, please, I am not suited to protect Dorothe.”

“Mistress Dorothe to the likes of you.”

“Look –”

“No, I won’t look.  I will listen.  Address your better properly, or this conversation is over.”

Bellamy bit her lip.  She felt flushed.  Heated up from exquisite humiliation.

And maybe heated in another way….

Lower down….

More and more….

It was so humiliating talking about being a submissive to a woman’s daughter!

Humiliation… did things… to Bellamy nowadays.

She shifted her legs, and her thighs shimmied against each other.

She was.  Yes, she was wet and getting wetter.  Bellamy felt the way her pussy lips slipped and slid against each other.

Jesus, her Mistress’s – her former Mistress’s! – mother was turning her on by humiliating her over the phone!

Mrs. Gerbach changed her tone from stern to sly, “Say it, Bellamy.  Or should I call you Bell Bell?  Yes, I know about your bells.  Say it, slut.  Address my daughter properly, in recognition of her status and your status.”

It was so terribly embarrassing!  How could anyone respect Bellamy or her recommendations if she talked that way?

She couldn’t say it.

She could say it.  She just shouldn’t.

It was wrong.

Wrong but… something about it was right also.  It was true, after all.  For the moment.  She hadn’t yet formally broken off her subservience to Dorothe.

To Mistress Dorothe that is.

Until Bellamy broke it off, Mistress Dorothe was still her Mistress….

She guessed Mrs. Gerbach was unfairly mean to her in a somewhat fair way.  Mrs. Gerbach was a pure bitch, but maybe Bellamy was the stupid one.  She felt stupid.  She guessed she should blame herself.  Mrs. Gerbach had not made her fail to call her Mistress by the Mistress title.  That was all on Bellamy.

She needed to name Mistress Dorothe as her Mistress to get Mistress Dorothe’s mother to agree to let her break it off with her Mistress so that her Mistress was no longer her Mistress…!

She had to call Dorothe Mistress to get somewhere in no longer having to call her Mistress.

It was so confusing.  And upsetting.  And, somehow, exquisitely humiliating/arousing. 

Not all arousal was humiliating but, nowadays, all humiliation involving Mistress Dorothe was arousing.

“Okay.  I’m trying to talk with you about my Mistress.  Your daughter.  Mistress Dorothe.”

“Repeat it.  Say Mistress Dorothe but, this time, make it sound as sexy as you can.  The title is sexy, but I want to hear your subservience as you say it.”

Bellamy’s thighs squeezed together and squeezed her hand tightly.  Her hand was between her legs, rubbing.  When had it gotten there?

It felt so good and the humiliation… so badly wonderfully exquisitely sharp.

Jesus, between her hand and her humiliation, she felt near to cumming!  Sitting in the car in the parking garage!

It must be her mild concussion.  Bellamy hoped that was the reason.

She gave in to the elder Gerbach the way she always did to her daughter.

She said it slow and low and made it sound sexy.  She didn’t have to work at it.  She just had to stop working against it.

“Mistress Dorothe.”

“Mmm, that did sound sexy.  That’s a good girl, Bell Bell.”

Calling her a “good girl” in that condescending tone offended Bellamy, but it also filled her with warmth, mostly on her cheeks and between her legs.  Or maybe part of the heat between her legs was from the friction of her hand rubbing, for some reason, so much faster and more firmly at her pussy.

“Uh, um, thank you.  I mean, I guess.”

“No more silly thoughts in your silly head, you silly slut.  No one gives a feces what you think.  Your purpose in life is to serve your betters in ways other than thinking.  For instance, if you give your life protecting my daughter’s life.  That would be an excellent service and a wonderful use for your life.  Other than that, do as you are told to do, without straining your slut brain with thought.  That is how things are meant to be for the likes of you.”

Bellamy realized, to her horror, that she was nodding as she kept rubbing.  She felt like moaning, but she for sure wouldn’t.  That would be too humiliating… even for the likes of her….

“Bell Bell, go ahead and be a good girl and say you understand and you agree with everything I said.”

She couldn’t do that!

That would be terrible!  A betrayal of herself!

Saying that would be as bad as… as bad as… as bad as rubbing her pussy while getting verbally demeaned by the mother of her Mistress Dorothe!

It sounded like Mrs. Gerbach had faith in her.  Judging from her words spoken in a tone and with an enthusiasm usually reserved for puppies, “You can do it, Bell Bell.  Yes, you can, Bell Bell.  Be a good girl now, Bell Bell.”

“I-I-I… I agree, Mrs. Gerbach.  I will do anything it takes to protect your daughter, my Mistress Gerbach.”

“Yes, yes, yes, I know you will will will.  What about the irritating way you’ve been trying to think for yourself?  Are you going to let that be a problem?”

“Uh.  Um, ah.  No.  I mean, it’s no problem.  I, ah, won’t let it happen again.”

“That’s such a good girl.  Do you think you should apologize for trying to think and have an opinion not graciously provided to you by your betters?”

Bellamy felt it.  She was sorry.  She should be sorry.  What was she thinking?  By thinking? 

She was just lucky that Mrs. Gerbach was allowing her to think about the foolishness of her foolish thoughts so that she could try to make amends by apologizing!

Now was her chance, her golden chance, to apologize!

“I am sorry, Mrs. Gerbach.  I am so sorry.  I… won’t let it happen again.”

“You should be grateful and not ungrateful.  Am I right, Bell Bell?”

“Yes.  Yes!  I am.  I am so grateful.”

There was a pause.  Bellamy wondered if Mrs. Gerbach could hear how heavy her breathing was or maybe even hear her rubbing her pussy.  The sweatpants did not make much noise, but they sure did get in the way.

Once she got to the suite, Mistress Gerbach would probably let her get naked and let her crawl around again.

That sure would be nice….


Chapter Eight

Mrs. Gerbach added, “It doesn’t sound quite right when you call me Mrs. Gerbach.  I think our relationship has grown closer than standard formalities, and Mrs. does not give me credit for the level of person I am.  You’d probably call an older cashier at a grocery store Mrs.!  You already have a Mistress.  I feel you should not have two Mistresses.  So, from now on, call me Madame.”

“Madame?”

“Yes, I think you’re getting it.  But with the family name after as well.  Say it.”

“Madame Gerbach.”

“Yes, that sounds… quite sexy.  I feel closer to you already.  I think we’ll get much closer than this… and you’ll keep calling me Madame Gerbach.”

“Ahhhh, yes, Madame Gerbach.”  Wait, what did she agree to?

“Bell Bell, tell tell.  Do you look forward, all of a sudden but quite powerfully, to calling me Madame Gerbach up close and personal in person?”

Bellamy felt it.  She felt exactly that way.  She looked forward to it, and she also dreaded it.  It would be so much naughtier and humiliating to call her Madame Gerbach.  Especially if she was naked when Madame Gerbach came to visit her daughter.

Mistress Dorothe might have, probably would have, Bellamy crawling about on the floor, naked except for nipple bells.  That bitch, Madame Gerbach, would probably just love to see Bell Bell like that.  That bitch!  It would be so humiliating that… that it would be awesomely arousing. 

Oh, she’d crawl on the floor craning her neck to look up at her Madame as her Madame had a casual conversation with her Mistress. 

Then, what would happen when Mistress Dorothe went to the bathroom and insisted Bellamy follow to perform her pussy-cleaning post-potty duty?

What would happen if her Madame Gerbach needed to go pee?  Would her Mistress Dorothe invite her mother to use the hotel facilities and the slut facilities?

Would Bellamy have to lick pee from the pussies of two generations of Gerbach women, maybe only minutes apart?

Why did she even think up these things nowadays?  They never would have occurred to her a week ago.

If she was ever in that circumstance, what else would happen?  What else would her Madame want her to do?

Because… if her Madame wanted her to do it… then, Bellamy would have to do it….

Then, like now, she would not be able to resist whatever her Madame wanted….

Bellamy felt a deep, shaky tremble.  She pressed her butt and pussy down against the leather driver’s seat and pressed harder on her pussy with her hand.

“Bell Bell, tell tell.”

Bellamy did tell, “Yes, Madame Gerbach.  I will call you Madame Gerbach in person.  Next time I see you.”

“And you look forward to it?”

She shouldn’t.

She did.

“I… look forward to it, Madame Gerbach.”

“Hmm, now tell me, are you getting close?”

“I-I don’t know what you mean.”  Bellamy made her hand stop rubbing, and she looked guiltily around the parking garage.  Was Madame Gerbach somehow somewhere nearby?

Bellamy wouldn’t be able to stand Madame Gerbach knowing what she was doing with her pussy.  What she had been doing.  No more of that!

“Yes, you do, you little liar.  I know what you are, even if you don’t or can’t accept it.  I’m quite sure your slutty slut hand is in between your sexy slutty slut legs rubbing your slutty slut pussy.”

Bellamy wanted to argue that wasn’t quite true… because she’d just stopped rubbing, though, for some reason, her hand was still resting on her pussy.  Resting on it like it was just taking a short break before the home stretch.

Bellamy realized any such counterargument would be worse than no argument at all.

Madame Gerbach continued once it was clear Bellamy was not going to respond… unless ordered to respond, “Come now.  And when I say “come now,” I mean cum now or, at least, cum soon.  I’m not against fun or orgasms.  We Gerbach’s want our sex slaves to love serving us.  And to love us more than they love themselves.  Much more,”

Sex slave! 

Bellamy wasn’t a sex slave!

Well… maybe she was a sex slave to Mistress Dorothe.  Maybe sometimes.  Or most of the time.  Or all the time for the next nearly a year.

But she wasn’t a sex slave to Madame Gerbach!  Madame Gerbach was more than old enough to be Bellamy’s mother.  For every year Bellamy had lived, Madame Gerbach had likely lived more than two years.  She was probably about sixty!

Oh, it was so humiliating that some way too young girl was dominating her, and now this way too much older woman was also dominating her.  And they were mother and daughter!

It was so very humiliating… and that made it so arousing… that her hand had to go back to rubbing her pussy.  She hadn’t given it permission!  It just acted on its own.  Damn hand. 

But Bellamy was glad her hand had that independent streak of trying to be a good sex slave.  That hand felt so good rubbing deep and hard and fast on her soaked pussy.  Bellamy felt her wetness even through the panties and thick sweatpants.

Madame Gerbach must have heard her panting, “Yes, you are rubbing your slut hand on your slut pussy.  Tell me.  You can tell me.  Never keep anything from your betters.  No secrets from your Madame Gerbach!  Tell me.”

Secrets were wrong….

So was rubbing her pussy in a parking garage while getting mentally fucked over the phone by a woman twice her age….

Bellamy could only fix one of those two wrongs, and she sure couldn’t take her hand away from her pussy!

“Yes.  You’re right, Madame Gerbach.  I am.  I’m… rubbing my slut pussy with my slut hand and… and I’m feeling so slutty.”

“You should feel that way all the time other than when protecting my daughter.  After all, you are all the time a slut.  So, you should feel like one.  That’s a good Bell Bell, telling your Madame Gerbach the truth.  Always tell me all the truth.  Even what you don’t want to tell me.  Especially what you do not want to tell me.”

That… that made some kind of sense to Bellamy.  Like she now knew a great truth about telling the truth.  Maybe not to everyone.  Everyone told lies, and lies could save you or others in some situations.  Lies were a self-defense mechanism.  They could save your life.

They could save your freedom in some circumstances….

But she should never lie to Madame Gerbach or Mistress Gerbach.

They were her clients.

More importantly, they were her betters.

Madame Gerbach asked, “Are you still wearing your bottoms?”

“Yes, Madame Gerbach.”

“Why?”

“I’m in a parking garage at your daughter’s hotel.”

“No matter.  Listen to me, Bell Bell.  You’ve been a good obedient honest slut for your Madame, and so I will reward you.  Push your dress up or pants down and get your panties out of the way. If your Mistress, Dorothe, lets you wear panties.  Tell me when you’ve done it.”

Bellamy looked around and saw no one.  She did it and reported her dubious progress to Madame Gerbach.

“That’s a good girl, Bell Bell.  Now take off your top also.”

Bellamy did it and told her so.

“Do you want to put on a show for your Madame?  Do you think your Madame deserves the best slut show you can provide?”

She did!  Bellamy did think so!

“Yes, Madame Gerbach.”

“Correct answer, Bell Bell.  Such a clever slut.  You are an outstanding example of your breed.  I’m sure your vehicle has a dashboard or a cup holder or something.  Set your phone for streaming video, and I’ll watch you rub your pussy to orgasm, and you’ll watch me watching you as well.”

Oh no!  Or should that be, “Oh, yes?”  It was wrong and naughty, but Bellamy was so aroused it sounded like a great idea.  She should show off her slut body and slutty orgasm to her Madame Gerbach.

She should respect and serve her better.

And she should respect and serve her elder.  She could do both at once.  And have an orgasm!

Bellamy, with shaking fingers, set up the smartphone on the dash and turned it to sharing live video. 

There was Madame Gerbach, looking at her.  Her face was puffy with age or perhaps sleep considering the time that Bellamy called her.  With no make-up on, she looked much older than the one, and only other time Bellamy met her, a week ago that felt like a lifetime ago.

Madame Gerbach sure looked interested!  Bellamy knew what Madame Gerbach was seeing.  A nude slut named Bell Bell.

Madame Gerbach said, “Bell Bell, rub that slut pussy with one hand.  While you do it, shake those belled tits back and forth.  Let’s jingle you all the way to an orgasm.”

“Yes, Madame Gerbach.”

Bellamy’s deep respect for Madame Gerbach was growing into something almost worshipful.  Madame Gerbach was old, but that meant she was wise, too.  Like telling Bellamy to have an orgasm.  That was so wise and felt so right.

Doing it in a parking lot and with her actions communicated across the ether felt risky, but Bellamy knew she shouldn’t even think about that.  Thinking was not her job.  It was not her thing.  She needed to leave all that thinking to her betters, Madame Gerbach and Mistress Dorothe.

Bellamy felt wanton as she swayed her bells back and forth and jingled away as she rubbed herself.  Wanton and slutty.  Just like she should feel.  That was just the way she was meant to feel.  That was her true position in life.  Slut.

Madame and Mistress helped her be all she could be and all she was meant to be.  A total subby slut who may have the privilege of giving up her life to protect Mistress Dorothe.

Madame Gerbach had more input for her, and Bellamy was in such a wide-open mood to do anything – any thing – she was told to do.  Willing and eager!

“Bell Bell, let’s make this better.  Don’t get me wrong, you are being nice and slutty but let’s get you to that naughty and slutty level.  Yes, I’m sure we’ll both like that.”

Bellamy rapidly nodded while biting her lip and moaning.  She was sure Madame Gerbach must be right.  Madame Gerbach was always right and should never be doubted!

“Shine up your titty bells with your pussy juice.”

Brilliant!

Bellamy did it.  It worked.  Her nipple bells looked so bright and shiny!  Also, the car smelled like it had just been dredged up from the bottom of Pussy Swamp.  The smell of pussy was Bellamy’s new thing.  One of them.  Anyone’s pussy, including her own.

“Such a good girl, Bell Bell.  Yes, be sure to polish your nipple bells every day with your own natural oils.  We wouldn’t want rusty nipple bells.  Although I’m not against replacing them.  I think you can take bigger bells there.  Not church bells, but bigger.  Maybe the size of crabapples.  They’ll be heavier and pull down hard on your tits and bulge out in your clothes, but I’m sure it will be worth it if they make a slightly sweeter and louder jingle.”

Bellamy rubbed her pussy and nodded and didn’t know which one she was doing faster.  Madame Gerbach was so right!  Great big loud bells dragging her poor titties down all day.  It would hurt and be embarrassing and encumbering but, if it pleased Madame Gerbach and Mistress Dorothe, then, obviously, it would be so worth it.

Madame Gerbach said, “Now I want you to get a taste of what a good slut you are.  Lick your slut juices off your fingers and let your other slut hand play with your slut pussy.  Yes, I want you to have a one-woman slut orgy.  Can you do that for your Madame Gerbach?”

Could she?  Of course, she could!

“Yes, Madame Gerbach!”

Bellamy brought her wet hand to her mouth and slavered it with her slavey tongue.  Her other hand went to her pussy, and it decided to pump several fingers into her hole.  Such a clever slut hand!  That way, if Madame Gerbach had Bell Bell lick it also, the juices may be richer from deeper inside herself.

Bell Bell loved it.

Madame Gerbach did let her lick her other hand.  Let her by ordering Bell Bell to do it.

Bell Bell was so into it.  When an older couple passed in the parking garage and the woman pointed at her, and the man’s mouth opened wide as he pulled the woman away from Bell Bell’s car like it might be infectious, Bell Bell did not let that stop her.  She finger licked and fingerfucked.

Who cares if total strangers saw what a slut she was?

She should be proud of her service to her Madame and her Mistress!

Bell Bell was getting close.  So close.  She rose a little to jam herself down on her fingers.  She was fucking her hand now more than she was fingerfucking her pussy.

It felt so despicably good!  This was the real reason she called Mistress Dorothe’s mother.  It must be.  She must have sensed that Madame Gerbach could be a commanding Madame for her and would give her lovely direction and get her sluttiness back on track.

Yes.  Yes!  That was it.  That was why she called.  It must be.  She couldn’t even remember why else she would have called.

Madame Gerbach noted Bell Bell’s imminent orgasm, “Listen to me, girl.  I do want you to cum cum for your better.  But you must do it properly.  The slut kind of improper proper.  You’re such an ignorant, but I will guide you.  Let’s see… yes, I know just the thing.  As you cum, I want you to declare what you are and who you belong to.”

Direction.  Guidance.  Lovely confident words telling her what to do.  Words packaged with an orgasm.  A winning combination to ensure she lost herself!

Now that Bell Bell knew Madame Gerbach wanted her to cum and permitted it, her orgasm roared into being.

She had to quickly say what Madame Gerbach told her to say!

That was more important than the orgasm!

Bell Bell’s orgasm was selfish but obeying her betters was her vital life’s mission!

“I’m a slut, Madame Gerbach!  A slutty slut who loves to cum for her Madame!  This slut is yours.  I’m Bell Bell, and I belong to you and Mistress Dorothe!”

This was the first time Bellamy had ever called herself Bell Bell out loud.  It was so humiliating, and it felt so right, and it was so wrong, and it was so true.

Bell Bell’s orgasm shook through her, and her bare ass thrust up and down on the wet, slick leather of the driver’s seat.  Her weight crushed her hand, and her tongue lolled at the fingers of her other hand.

In contrast, Madame Gerbach sounded thoughtful, “Yes, good, also… tell your Madame Gerbach how you’ll always obey from now on.  Promise with all your slutty heart!  Oh, and how you are meant to serve your betters.  That is who and what you are and who you are meant to be.”

Bell Bell thought all of that was so obvious now.  It was a given!  It was hardly worth saying because it was so obvious.  But she was happy to say it with one of her betters telling her to say it.

Oh, this was a fantastic orgasm!

“Always always always.  I’ll always obey. Madame Gerbach.  Always.  Uh uh uh ahhhh, I’m meant to obey you and your daughter.  I’ll always obey forever!”

It felt like the best, wettest, dirtiest, most humiliating orgasm over!

Afterward, Bellamy felt cloudy with sex-weariness.  She barely knew where she was.

She saw Madame Gerbach on the screen of the smartphone. 

Madame Gerbach was looking over her shoulder and talking to someone, “That’s enough tonguing my asshole, girl.  It doesn’t feel itchy anymore.  Go brush your teeth.  Then come back here and lick my pussy.”

Bellamy heard a tiny voice that sounded like a little girl, “Yes, Mistress.  Right away, Mistress.”

It seemed that the whole time Madame Gerbach was talking to Bellamy, some other slut girl was licking her asshole!

Well, Bellamy thought that was good.  That meant she hadn’t woken her precious new Madame with her late-night phone call.

Madame Gerbach watched the girl leave and turned back to Bellamy, “Ah, I see you have recovered somewhat.  That’s good.  These smartphones are wonderful, aren’t they?  The smartphones are so useful to get sluts to do dumb things.  I think they should be called smartphones in the hands of myself or Dorothe but, if they are in your hands or some slut like you, then the same phones should be called dumbphones.  Go ahead and agree with me.”

“Um, yes.  Yes, Madame Gerbach.  Your phone is a smartphone.  My phone is a dumbphone.”

“Now, it appears you are AWOL in your duties protecting my daughter and your duties pleasing her and doing every little thing she tells you to do.  Go report to her.  Tell her I say hello, tell her I think you need bigger bells, tell her I am now your Madame, and tell her you need a hard spanking to set you right.  Do you promise to tell her?”

Did she?  Of course, she would!

“Yes, Madame Gerbach.  I will tell her.”

Madame Gerbach cut off the call.

Then it hit Bellamy like a splash of cold water.  Or maybe like a splash of warm pussy juice….

She’d just doubled the number of Gerbach’s to boss her around and make her do things!

She had to give up all she’d intended to do when she got back to the suite.  What was it again?  Refuse to serve Mistress Gerbach?  Admonish her for putting Bellamy and Emily in danger?

What was she thinking?  She really was dumb, she guessed.  If her Mistress wanted to put Bell Bell or one of the other sluts in danger, that was for her to decide.  That was well above Bell Bell’s pay grade.

It would be so embarrassing to pass on those things Madame Gerbach wanted her to tell Mistress Dorothe.  But obviously, she had to do it.  Madame Gerbach told her to! 

That left no choice.  It wasn’t like Bell Bell had free will.  She used to, but those were in her self-guided self-deception days, wandering and wondering aimlessly through life.

Now she knew what she was and what she needed to do.

She was a slut.  A slut obeys her betters.  A slut serves with all her heart.

Or with any other body parts that were useful in serving her betters.


Chapter Nine

Bellamy had a key card for the suite, but she knocked anyway with the code knock she’d previously arranged with Mistress Dorothe.  Three knocks, wait a second, two knocks, wait a sec, one knock. 

She bet Mistress Dorothe was having sex with Flower.  Maybe Lara also. 

She opened the door.

Mistress Dorothe sat on the chaise lounge in front of the massive flatscreen.  Her injured foot was up on the coffee table.

Bellamy looked around.  There was no sign of anyone else.

Mistress Dorothe motioned her nearer, “It’s about time you showed up, Bell Bell.  You can’t protect me if you aren’t with me.”

Bellamy said nothing to that.  It was true.  She’d been on a mission for Mistress Dorothe but maybe not during her orgasmic delay in the parking garage.

Bellamy was about to speak and knew she was expected to call Mistress Dorothe Mistress or face punishment.  She’d thought, for a brief time, that her days of calling Dorothe Mistress were over.

Not anymore.  Not yet.  Maybe not ever.  She was already back to calling her Mistress Dorothe in her head.

So, of course….

“Mistress Dorothe, where is everyone?”

Mistress Dorothe made a tutting sound, “How soon stupid sluts forget how to behave.”

Bellamy was confused for an instant.  Then she took off her clothes and dropped down onto all fours.

Mistress Dorothe waited patiently.

“Crawl over here, Bell Bell.  Your back is the sexiest coffee table ever.”

It was, of course, dehumanizing but somehow reassuring and complimentary that Mistress Dorothe thought she was a sexy coffee table.

Bellamy crawled into position next to the chaise lounge, and Dorothe thumped her foot in the walking boot down on the small of Bellamy’s back.

Bellamy made a small oof sound.

“Bell Bell, my foot likes your sexy back so much more than that hard coffee table.  You have some bounce to you.  Now, to answer your question.  I take it you are asking about Flower and possibly about Lara.  Have no doubt, I did seduce Flower away, and I brought her back to my hotel lair, so to speak.  Also, have no doubt, we did consummate our… lust.  It was quite enjoyable.  Say what you want about Charanda, but she instills both skills and willingness in her submissives.  Yes, Flower was a delight and well worth the efforts to obtain her.  Oh, and yes, I know what Charanda did to you and to Emily, and I know that Emily is in the hospital.  Let us just say that Mrs. Stanton and my mother went to the same university.  Well, you can just imagine.”

Bellamy wasn’t sure if she could picture it.  Two dominant personalities like Mrs. Stanton and Madame Gerbach… infecting… the same college simultaneously.

Mistress Dorothe continued, “Reuniting with Flower was wonderful.  But, like all the best things in life – and the worst ones, too – it could not last.  Charanda is no idiot.  I was there, and then, poof, Flower was gone.  And there was Emily, the Mistress who was not a Mistress.  If I did nothing, Charanda would have figured out it was me.  She wouldn’t know where I was, perhaps, but Charanda could have gone after Emily in the hospital.  All she’d need to do was ask around between the few nearby hospitals.  She could just ask how many pretty young women were admitted with head injuries, etc.  I hear Charanda has, for whatever reason, quite a few nurse submissives, and maybe a few female doctors are her submissives as well.  She’d then either trample Emily, and I’d be sorry to lose her, or Charanda would force her to spill her guts.  Perhaps while spilling her actual guts.”

That Bellamy could picture.  A defenseless Emily in a hospital bed dwarfed by a furious and gigantic Charanda.

Mistress Dorothe continued, “Then Charanda would come here in a rage, to this suite, and break the door down and commence to breaking various bones.  She’d start with yours as you strove to defend me.  No offense, you are a fine bodyguard, extra sexy and obedient, but she would splinter you and then pick her teeth with a splinter from your tibia.  Then she’d start in on me.  Worst of all, she’d scoop up Flower all over again, pluck her from my garden of sexual debauchery.”

Mistress Dorothe leaned a little bit and took a sip from her tea, “A win is only a win if it stays a win.  Charanda getting her back would be worse than if I never had my short time with Flower.  Also, it is true; I do owe you and Emily something.  A little something.  The one thing a Mistress owes her submissives is a simple measure of protection.  Not against most things and not against the Mistress herself.  But a Mistress must not let her subs be murdered or maimed.  See?  I have a moral code.”

Bellamy did see it.  She understood.  Mistress Dorothe was not completely amoral.  She just was mostly immoral.  She was not like most human beings.

Mistress Dorothe took another swallow of tea, “The best win, sometimes, is when you know you won, and the person you beat does not even know you beat them.  They can never strike back that way.  How to manage it?  Believe it or not, Charanda unwittingly helped me.  Also, I got a bonus measure of revenge, this time on your behalf.”

Her behalf?  Bellamy had no clue what Mistress Dorothe was talking about.

“Bell Bell, they say if you love something or someone, you should set it free.  How stupid is that?  But I’m giving it a try.  Flower and I had our tryst, and it was wonderful.  Then I sent her to a friend of my mother’s, of a type such as us.  Flower is going with her to her island in the Caribbean.  Not an island she visits or lives on.  It is her island.  There, Flower will be her nanny.  And, yes, by nanny, I do mean pussy licker.  Who knows, I may visit her from time to time.”

Flower was no longer in the picture?  Bellamy felt her jealousy dissipating.

Mistress Dorothe said, “That would only serve to protect Flower and not the rest of us.  Charanda still would have figured out to track down Emily and then us and make our bones into toothpicks.  She’s so fucking big, maybe she’d use the whole bone.  Like all great plans, the JFK assassination, etc., etc., etc., I needed a patsy.  It was too bad I did not know anyone named Patsy.”

Was Bellamy supposed to laugh?

Mistress Dorothe continued, “Once I opened it up to anyone regardless of name, I was able to choose a patsy based on who was such a bitch that they deserved an angry Charanda crushing them underfoot.”

Bellamy did not think anyone in the world deserved Charanda after them!

Mistress Dorothe sounded like she particularly relished this next part, “I am many things, but one of my best attributes is my patriotism. So, the choice was easy.  Zoya is the patsy.  Fucking Russkies need to leave American subby sluts for us American Mistresses.”

“Mistress Zoya?”  Bellamy couldn’t help asking.  “How?  Why would Charanda think she had Flower?”

“First, Bell Bell, is why I chose Zoya to be the patsy.  Besides taking American sluts from us all-American Mistresses, I saw that low rating Zoya gave your performance.  A 2.7?  Goddamn cheating Russians!  They try to rig every-fucking-thing!  You were at least a six and perhaps a seven.  So, sending Charanda after her was me getting revenge for your slut honor.”

That… was kind of considerate of Mistress Dorothe.  In a fucked up way.

It gave Bellamy a warm feeling.  She felt the heat between her legs.

There was a certain ambiance here in this suite, the scene of so many of Mistress Dorothe’s depredations of Bellamy and others.  Here, alone with her Mistress, nude, on all fours, with her Mistress’s boot-cast foot on her spine.  Those things were all making her wet.

“As to the how of it.  Flower is a valuable asset, and she was clearly a reluctant submissive.  Charanda would have had to worry all the time that Flower would sneak away.  Yet, she brought her alone to Mrs. Stanton’s and left her alone when she rendezvoused with you in the bathroom.  It was obvious that Charanda must have a tracking device on Flower.  But where?  She was nude!  Or was she?  It depends on what you consider nude and clothing.  In the parking lot at Mrs. Stanton’s, I removed Flower’s lip ring and clit ring.  The tracking device was in the ball of Flower’s lip ring.  I’ve observed Zoya before in various settings, and I know what she drives.  I borrowed her keys out of the coat check area and put Flower’s lip ring, clit ring, and their chain into Zoya’s glove box.  Then I returned Zoya’s keys to her coat.   Then we left.”

“But—”

“Yes, yes, Bell Bell.  I know what you are concerned about.  What if Charanda does not destroy Zoya or Zoya persuades her she had nothing to do with it?  That is quite likely though, hopefully, Zoya will be badly damaged by then.  That is why Flower had to exit stage left.  It is possible Charanda will have suspicions but, if she observes the hotel, has people watching it, or whatever, they will simply never see any sign of Flower because she simply is not here.  I also just now made arrangements to transfer Emily to a different hospital, a private one with security and under a false name.  Just in case.”

“So….”

“That’s it.  Revenge complete.  The sex with Flower was great fun.  Flower is free.  Sort of free.  Okay, not free, but differently and more rewardingly enslaved.  My mother gets a credit, a favor owed, with a powerful person in exchange for the Flower acquisition.  Everybody is happy except for those bitches Charanda and Zoya.”

“But I thought you had a thing for Flower.  Like you’re in love with her.”

Mistress Dorothe used her walking boot to kick, literally kick at, Bellamy’s ass, “What is with this thinking thing you try to do?  You can’t even remember to call me Mistress!  Clearly, thinking is not your thing.  As further proven by this talk of love.  I love my mother.  I love money.  I love winning.  I love dominating sexy sluts.  I love the best things in life.  That’s it.  There is no such thing as true equal love.”

“But… Mistress Dorothe—”

“At least you got the ‘Mistress’ in early.  The rich know things the poor cannot understand.  Things such as there not being any romantic love.  What you call love is merely “like” combined with lust at times.  It seems like something greater than the sum of its parts, but it is not.  Put another way, love is only a strongly held opinion, and opinions, even strong ones, can change.”

Did Mistress Dorothe mean that?  Bellamy had to admit she didn’t think she’d ever felt true love.  Not for sure.  She felt like she had a crush on Rosetta and something like a crush on Mistress Dorothe.  An addiction?  If one or the other went on long enough, would it qualify as love?

“Bell Bell, to answer your question more directly, no, I do not love Flower.  I never have, and I never will.  I love her face between my legs.  I love her tongue up my pussy.  I love her sexy body.  I love dominating her… as much as I love dominating you or any other sexy slut.  That’s it.”

That felt like good news and bad news to Bellamy.  It relieved her of her jealousy over Flower, as did knowing Flower was on her way to an island to be a pussy licking nanny.  Flower was no big deal to Mistress Dorothe, and she was inaccessible anyway.

However, what Mistress Dorothe said also meant, if Mistress Dorothe told the truth, that Mistress Dorothe could not fall in love.

Bellamy could never have love with Mistress Dorothe.

Was that what she’d wanted, secretly, somewhere deep down?  Bellamy wasn’t sure.

Did this mean she was free of her addiction?

No, the anaconda of sexual addiction squeezing her soul was just as suffocating as before.  Maybe it was worse without the secret hope of love to comfort her deep down that all this wasn’t as bad as it seemed.

Mistress Dorothe sounded sly suddenly, “Gee, Bell Bell, isn’t there some things you’re supposed to tell me?”

Bellamy’s eyes, staring at the floor a foot away from her face, widened.  She remembered.  Madame Gerbach told her to tell Mistress Dorothe a few things.

In all the excitement….

“Misress Dorothe, I am so sorry.  Yes, there are some things for me to tell you.”

“Go ahead then, you slutty bodyguard, you.  Speak, girl, speak.  Words, not barks.  You know, it might be sexy to have you bark and act like a dog.  However, my plans for tonight involve you becoming something even less than a dog.  You’ll see.  Go ahead, say what you need to say.”

Bellamy wondered how Mistress Dorothe knew, but she realized almost immediately.  As soon as Madame Gerbach ended her call, she must have called her daughter.  She probably called Mistress Dorothe while that girl with Madame Gerbach was back from brushing her teeth and was going down on her!

Madame Gerbach called her daughter to inform on what Bellamy was supposed to tell her.

Accountability, Bellamy guessed.  What one knew, the other one knew.

Bellamy's dull resentment drained away.  Accountability was supposed to be good, right?

“Mistress Dorothe, your mother says to tell you hello.  Also, your mother is now my—”

Bellamy’s words caught in her throat.  Her throat felt tight.  Saying these things was going to be so humiliating.  Mistress Dorothe would think even less of her, maybe even less than Bellamy thought of herself.  It was so wrong to have to say these things, by order of a mother, to the mother’s daughter!

But Bellamy did lots of wrong things nowadays.

Wrong was the new right.

Bellamy got her words going again, “Mistress Dorothe, your mother is now, to me, my Madame Gerbach.  She also wanted me to tell you that you should put bigger bells on my nipples, big heavy ones, and that you should spank me.”

“Spank you?  It does sound like you’ve been naughty.  Did you really put yourself on video and get naked, in the fucking parking garage, and shake your bells and lick your wet fingers as you masturbated for my mother?  Really?”

Damn.  Mistress Dorothe knew it all already from her mother.  She was only asking to humiliate Bellamy.  It sure worked!

“Yes, Mistress Dorothe.”

Oooo, now she was dripping wet.

“Bell Bell, that wasn’t even the naughty part.  By all means, be a total slut for my mother.  I like to share with her or even give her gifts.  You know, that does give me pause.  Here I was thinking I’d give the Bulgarian maid to mother or give her that maid’s supervisor, Jill-Off.  Or maybe both!  But maybe I should reconsider who would make the best gift….”

Oh, fuck!  But Mistress Dorothe had to be kidding, right?  Bellamy was her bodyguard!

Mistress Dorothe and her mother, Madame Gerbach, were a lot alike.  Same last name, same dominant, arrogant attitude, same greed, and money.  But Madame Gerbach was so old.  Mistress Dorothe was the new and improved, but equally evil, one.

Bellamy sure hoped Mistress Dorothe was joking around!

“Well, I have a little time to make up my mind.  It’s a few more days until Mother’s Day.  Where was I?  Oh yes, I was making a special effort to illuminate your dim little mind.  The naughty part of what you did was not the submission to my mother or behaving like the slut you are.  The naughty part was disturbing my mother late at night.  From now on, you must ask my permission to call her.  You know, like how you have to ask my permission on all things nowadays.  And, I must say, I feel slightly betrayed you were trying to end our… arrangement.  Tell me, is that silly idea out of your silly head?”

Bellamy knew the answer to that.  What she was expected to say and the truth, in this case, lined up perfectly.

“Mistress Dorothe, I am so sorry.  I wasn’t thinking right.  It was a… a dumb silly idea.  It’s out of my head.  My dumb, stupid head!  I’ll try never to think that way again!”

“In that case….”

Mistress Dorothe sat up on the chaise lounge and delivered a single light spank to Bellamy’s ass cheek.

“There, Bell Bell.  That was your spanking.  You answered correctly, and you did take a head-bashing for me tonight.  After a giant pissed all over you.  Oh, yuck, I forgot about that.  Go take a shower.  Be sure to crawl.”

Mistress Dorothe lifted her walking boot cast, and Bellamy crawled rapidly to the massive suite bathroom.

It felt like a boon that her Mistress was letting her shower!  She felt a wave of totally inappropriate gratitude even though she knew Mistress Dorothe was doing it for herself and not Bellamy.

Would Mistress Dorothe use her sexually once she was clean?

Bellamy sure hoped so!  She hoped that bitch Flower hadn’t worn out Mistress Dorothe!


Chapter Ten

Cleaned up and with her hair blown dry, Bellamy returned to Mistress Dorothe. 

She was weary from all the events but energized as well.  The presence of Mistress Dorothe infused her with energy.  She knew she needed it to be ready to follow any and all orders.  It was her body getting her prepared to fulfill her mental needs.  Her body called on reserves of energy from somewhere somehow.

It felt to Bellamy like maybe scientists could hook up a string of submissives like her, get them turned on and ready to serve, and then draw power from them to light a city’s lights.

Bellamy returned to Mistress Dorothe by crawling, of course.  She wasn’t stupid!

She had to correct that.  She wasn’t stupid as long as she always did what Mistress Dorothe told her to do.  There, that sounded right.  Maybe not right, but correct.

Mistress Dorothe was so smart, and Bellamy felt so dumb.  But if a dummy always did what the smart person told them to do, were they still dumb, dumber, or as smart as the smart person’s directions?

Mistress Dorothe stood and walked towards her bedroom, “Follow me, Bell Bell.  Oh, what is that one command?  Heel!  Yes, that’s the one.  Heel, Bell Bell.”

Bellamy heeled and followed her.  She heeled, crawling fast to keep up, and thought she’d heel for Mistress Dorothe all the way to Hell.  Heel to Hell.  Why not?  It felt like she was in some kind of Hell anyway.

Had she perhaps died and didn’t know it?  Was not knowing you’re dead a more effective way for Hell to fuck with your mind?

In the bedroom, surprisingly, Mistress Dorothe told her to stand and then lay on her back on the bed.  Bellamy complied quickly.

Mistress Dorothe asked, “Is it true Charanda swung you and Emily like human six-packs?”

“Yes, Mistress Dorothe.”

“Do you hurt from it?”

“Yes, Mistress Dorothe.  My pussy and… and my ass.”

“Very well.  Just don’t get too used to this.  Not unless you want to be swung by the pussy every day.”

Then, incredibly, like a miracle… Mistress Dorothe went down on her!

Mistress Dorothe turned out to be a wonderful pussy licker.  She was gentle and detailed and fully committed.  It was the real deal.

It was the real deal… twice!

Mistress Dorothe orally pleased Bellamy to two orgasms!

Bellamy felt like it was the best day of her life.  Earlier, it was the worst, and now it was the best.

Mistress Dorothe made sure Bellamy did not get the wrong idea.  She had Bellamy lick the wet sheets afterward and then switch the sheets between their beds.  That way, in the unlikely event Bellamy was allowed to sleep in her bed, she could sleep in her own wet spot.

Then Mistress Dorothe had Bellamy eat a snack.  Bellamy was so grateful when Mistress Bellamy picked up a stale muffin from some earlier room service delivery and crumbled it into a bowl.  She set the bowl on the floor.

“Wait, Bell Bell, wait.”

Bellamy waited, with her mouth just a couple of feet from what looked and smelled like the most sumptuous feast of her life.  If she were allowed to eat it.  Her mouth watered.

Mistress Dorothe watched a show.  As in, the entire show. 

Bellamy knelt on all fours at a sort of attention, with her nose leaning forward towards the bowl, like a pointer dog.

She knew Mistress Dorothe was dehumanizing her.

She knew how she looked.

She looked sexy!  This was sexy food torture!

Bellamy’s pussy watered as much as her mouth.

Mistress Dorothe was so cruel and so lovely and made her do the sexiest things!

How had Bellamy ever thought she could leave this?

The answer did pop into her head for a few seconds.

Rosetta.

But Rosetta hadn’t called or texted.  Rosetta was a no-go.  It wasn’t going to happen.  If it did happen, Rosetta would also end up a submissive slave to Mistress Dorothe.  Rosetta would be Mistress Dorothe’s and not Bellamy’s.

There was no future with Rosetta.

Mistress Dorothe was Bellamy’s future and her fate.

Once the show was over, some late-night rerun of a court show – a whole hour! – Mistress Dorothe said, “Unleash the hound, singular!  Get your snacky, Bell Bell.  Quick!  You have ten seconds!”

Bellamy jammed her face eagerly into the bowl and ate with clumsy urgency.

Mistress Dorothe laughed so hard that Bellamy was able to eat for twenty seconds, and she even got to lick the bowl!

Mistress stood up, “I’m tired as a Chinese miner, and I’m sure you are, too.  Of course, the weariness of one of us is important.  The other?  Not so much.  I’m sure you aren’t confused about which is which.”

No, Bellamy was not at all confused about that.  She’d just eaten out of a bowl while on all fours and without using her hands.

“Heel, Bell Bell.  Not like a real dog.  Heel to them means to walk close by their owner’s side.  For you, it just means to follow behind me on all fours.”

Mistress Dorothe led the way back into her bedroom.

Mistress Dorothe said, “I’ve been thinking….”

That was never good, especially when Mistress Dorothe said it in that amused ominous tone.

Bellamy marveled as Mistress Dorothe retrieved some items from a dresser.  When Bellamy got caught thinking, she got punished.  When Mistress Dorothe did some thinking… Bellamy also got punished!

Mistress Dorothe used Bellamy’s handcuffs to cuff Bellamy’s hands behind her back. 

Bellamy suspected Mistress Dorothe liked to use Bellamy’s handcuffs on Bellamy as an added humiliation.

Bellamy was right.

Mistress Dorothe had Bellamy crawl onto the bed.  It was awkward for Bellamy to do it.  She was so tired, and now she had no hands to help her move.  How was she supposed to crawl around for Mistress Dorothe?

Mistress Dorothe threw the pillows off the bed.  The bed had enough pillows for a harem.  Bellamy thought that was what Mistress Dorothe needed for her growing harem of submissive women.

Emily.  Lara.  Lara’s older sister, Nosy Noelle.  The Bulgarian maid, Ekaterina.  That slut!  Ekaterina’s supervisor, Jill “Jill-Off” Holloway.  The mother and daughter McAvoy, Kerin and Erin.

Seven.  Seven not counting Flower, who was off to be a “pussy licking nanny” and not counting Bellamy.

And not counting Rosetta.  Yet.  Probably not ever.

That was a lot of… competition?... company?... but Bellamy was proud she was the only one there that night.

She was cuffed in her own cuffs, she was exhausted, she knew more was coming, and… she was grateful for Mistress Dorothe’s attentions.

Mistress Dorothe had Bellamy lay at the head of the bed, lengthwise, across the top of the bed.  Then she grinned and hummed happily.

Mistress Dorothe slid something into Bellamy’s pussy.  It felt smooth and not too big.  Easy to take because Bellamy was so wet.  Bellamy had a natural urge to lift her head and look, but she gave it up.  It made no sense to look.  It was already inside her.  All she’d see was her pussy. 

Also, in a way, it did not matter what it was.  In the way that no matter what it was, if Mistress Dorothe wanted it inside Bellamy’s pussy, so it would be.

Mistress Dorothe kept humming as she stuck some fingers also into Bellamy’s pussy.

Bellamy moaned.  Getting worked on by Mistress Dorothe was so sexy.  Bellamy, by now, felt like a sexual being first and a human being a very distant second.

Then it seemed Bellamy could feel Mistress Dorothe’s humming.  She could feel it inside her pussy!  Was the humming coming through Mistress Dorothe’s fingers?

It must not be because Bellamy still felt it after Mistress Dorothe withdrew her fingers.

There was a humming inside her pussy!

Mistress Dorothe stopped humming, laughing lightly, but the humming in Bellamy’s pussy continued.

Bellamy realized the cause a fraction of a second before Mistress Dorothe told her, “A vibe to keep you entertained tonight.  All night!  Fresh batteries!”

Bellamy wasn’t sure how she felt about that.  It felt amazing.  Her body seemed always at the ready to orgasm quickly, even when Mistress Dorothe wasn’t edging her like she enjoyed doing.

Orgasms were great and all but Bellamy felt beyond exhaustion by then.

It did not bode well when Mistress Dorothe then used rope to bind Bellamy’s thighs tightly together.  Mistress Dorothe ran the ropes from Bellamy’s upper thighs down to just above the knees, wrapped around and around.

The vibe wasn’t coming out any time soon….

Mistress Dorothe wouldn’t even be able to turn it off, unless she had a remote somewhere for it, until after she got the ropes back off of Bellamy.

The realization came home to Bellamy, and so did her first orgasm from the vibe.  She bucked and moaned loudly.

Mistress Dorothe said, in a mock old seaman’s voice, “Thar she blows!  The first of many, I’m sure.”

Many orgasms?  Starting then?  With Bellamy so tired, it was affecting her vision?  Either her weariness or her minor concussion or both were making everything blurry at times and, at other times, made them look the wrong size, some things too big and some things too small. 

She was so tired she might be hallucinating.

Having many orgasms starting right then would be so good/bad and so damn bad/good.

Mistress Dorothe said, “I’ve thought of a way you can be more useful.  I know you like to be useful in every way for your Mistress.  Now you can be useful even at night and even when I’m asleep.  It’s all about maximizing my sluts.”

Oh, damn, wasn’t she “useful” enough already by getting sexually used all the time?

The vibrations from the vibe did not seem overwhelmingly strong, and yet Bellamy felt the next orgasm building quickly.

Holy shit!  How many minutes was Mistress Dorothe going to keep her like this?  Four minutes?  Seven minutes?

What if Bellamy had to last for ten minutes?  Or, God no, fifteen minutes!?!

Mistress Dorothe hopped up on the huge bed, flipped around, and laid her head on Bellamy’s vibrating and convulsing tummy.

Mistress Dorothe stretched her arms and then made a show of snuggling the side of her face into Bellamy’s lower tummy.

“Isn’t this so perfect, Bell Bell?  You’re like one of those heated vibrating pillows.  Now, I need my rest, so here are your pillow rules for tonight.  Only low moans and no groans.  I like whimpers if they are not loud.  No words.  No turning over or shifting position.  No movement!  Other than that, you may cum as often as you want.  Or, you know, as often as you do not want.”

Oh, fuck!

Bellamy came again.  Her body tensed and shook.  She managed to keep still other than the shaking, and she kept her moans under control.

“Yes yes, Bell Bell.  Just like that!  You’ve got it.  You’re one of those quick-learning good-for-a-lifetime pillows!  Good for the lifetime of the human pillow.  It might be nice to have a second human pillow to put my injured foot upon at night.  Perhaps a smaller human pillow, a foot pillow.  Perhaps one named Rosetta.”

Rosetta?  Bellamy doubted it.  There’d been no contact from Rosetta, and Bellamy no longer expected any.  That was a good thing.  Bellamy would hate it for Rosetta to become a living foot pillow.

Also, she didn’t want to share Mistress Dorothe with yet another slut.

Mistress Dorothe shut off the lights and laid her head back on Bellamy, just above Bellamy’s pubic mound.  She turned her face towards Bellamy’s pussy, and Bellamy felt her Mistress’s warm breath attempting, in vain, to cool Bellamy’s hot pussy.

Bellamy shook into another orgasm.

It was going to be such a long night….

The End

*The Bulgarian maid returns, sweet and innocent, simply wanting to clean Mistress Dorothe’s room.  Dorothe has nasty plans for her.

*Dorothe also has nasty plans for poor Jill “Jill-Off” Holloway, Ekaterina’s supervisor!

*Dorothe had nasty plans for both of them… at the same time!

*What about Rosetta?  Is she only a one and done?

*Rosetta was seduced by Dorothe, but that was by proxy, thru Bellamy.  She was seduced and dominated by Bellamy, but just once, and Bellamy had the element of surprise. 

*Anyone can be seduced and dominated once!  Rosetta is a long ways away from a lifetime of submission.  Or is she?
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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?

“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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