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Chapter One

Mary and Eunice lowered Skylar to the floor.  Her orgasm had left her too weak to stand.

She lay on the tiled bathroom floor; on the same tiles she’d licked and sucked.  She wanted to at least get up on her hands and knees but she could not pull that off with her hands cuffed behind her. 

Was it done?   The… sex?  It was done?

She had a lot of mixed feelings at that prospect.  It would be a relief if it was over.  Once something was over, Skylar naturally examined it in her head and rated it, decided how she felt about it in greater detail than when it was occurring.  Skylar did not want to examine this.  Or even be aware of it but that could not be helped.

She knew she’d done a lot of things in the moment, under pressure, that she would hold against herself.

But she had not betrayed Bethany!

That was good.  However, she had called herself a dirty girl and she’d meant it and she still thought she was a dirty girl.  The way Mary and Eunice treated her was so unfair but Skylar felt – not thought, but felt – she deserved harsh unfair treatment.  Like a dirty girl.  Because she was a dirty girl.

She hasn’t sure she wanted the sex to be over because she was still so aroused.  How was it that orgasms she’d had before Mary were so much weaker than these Mary-induced ones and yet her previous orgasms had always left her feeling satisfied.  Have the orgasm and be done with it. 

Now she’d had huge orgasms and yet the fire of lust just kept burning.  They were bigger orgasms but they did not satisfy her.  They made her want more of them.  It felt like both a blessing and a curse.

Her mixed feelings did not matter.  It was not up to her whether the sex was over.  That was true not only because she was cuffed and weak.  Deep down, she’d accepted that matters such as whether she had sex or not and what the sex involved were above her pay grade.  They simply were not up to her.  Like a ship in a storm-tossed sea not getting to choose whether waves rolled into it. 

And made the ship roll.

And made the ship have a huge orgasm….

Skylar was like a sexual sponge now.  She soaked up whatever sex came her way.  Oh, and she sucked up whatever she was told to suck up.

Her bladder felt full again.  What were the odds she would get to pee like a normal woman, sitting on the toilet?  Probably not good.

She found out that the sex wasn’t over.

If you counted getting tickled with a big feather as sex!

More tickling!  Fuck!

Mary announced, “That was pleasing how you came for us, Dirty Girl.  But we have more work to do and we need to get it done by morning, before you go to work.”

Morning.  Work.  God!

Work seemed like a million miles away.  If Skylar fell asleep immediately she bet she’d still be tired at work.  Tired from lack of sleep and physically tired from the bondage sex and probably also worn out from the stress of becoming a dirty girl.

Mary added, “Luckily, we have hours and hours before the sun rises.  Hours to work on you.  Skylar, you haven’t promised to follow directions and help me with Bethany.  You will have to.  No, don’t cave in yet.  It’s fun when you make it a little challenge.  All along we both know you will give in but we both, in our way, enjoy the struggle.”

What?  Skylar will not have to cave in.  She could be strong!  In theory….

This was not fun!   (Unless orgasms counted as fun.) 

Skylar did not enjoy the struggle!  How could she enjoy losing every time?

Losing every time….

If that was true… then Mary was right.  Skylar would give in and betray poor Bethany.  Her friend!

Mary said, “Go ahead, Eunice.  You’re really good with that feather.”

“Plenty of practice.”

Why was Eunice so good with a feather?  Who did she practice on?

Skylar wondered if perhaps she was not the only tickle slut in the world.  And maybe not the only dirty girl. 

Eunice was effective with that feather.  Way too effective!

Skylar made a feeble, not at all thought out, attempt to do something to avert her immediate fate.  She was still cuffed but she lifted her head and tried to get her knees more under her.

Mary barked, “None of that, Dirty Girl!  You will be tickled.  Take it like the dirty girl you are.’

That was it.  Skylar gave up even unconscious resistance.  She felt fatalism that steadily transformed into dark eagerness.  God!  Eunice was going to tickle her again!  She might go mad, or worse, she might cum again!

She heard Eunice move behind her in the crowded little bathroom.

She felt her anticipation build.  She hated getting tickled and hated the humiliation of getting tickled into an orgasm and hated that Eunice was here to see it and more than see it, to do it.  But the previous orgasm she’d had from tickling was so amazing, so powerful.  It was hard not to want another orgasm like that.

She felt a self-defeating curiosity.  Could it be like that every time she was tickled, at least if she was tickled by mean lesbians with a big feather?

Would she go insane this time or cum again?  She was about to find out!

The end of the feather made contact with her ass.  It swirled around, much like before.  It tickled but it was a new brand of tickling.  It felt the same but Skylar had a better understanding now.  The feeling was one of sexual tickling.  It was ticklish and she wanted to avoid it but she wanted more of it at the same time.

Her head down and ass up position, with her knees splayed, presented her ass vulnerably.  Eunice could get that feather anywhere on Skylar’s ass!

Skylar was sure Eunice would not be satisfied with only tickling Skylar’s ass cheeks this time.  It wasn’t like Eunice was polite and discrete and cleanly and would refrain from venturing the feather into Skylar’s ass crack.  Eunice was a mean bitch who laughed at Skylar and enjoyed her humiliation!

Eunice had loved it when Skylar had to drink up her pee and her spend off the floor.  Eunice would not refrain from anything!

Skylar moaned and wriggled reactively as Eunice used the feather on her.  Skylar’s orgasm had made her flesh all the more sensitive.  Hyper sensitive. 

Eunice did what Skylar had thought she’d do.  She brought the tip of the feather back to its old hunting ground, the small of Skylar’s back, now stretched tight from Skylar’s position.  Then she trailed it down into Skylar’s spread ass crack. 

The ticklish sensation was already intense before that, but the feather in Skylar’s ass crack felt absolutely exquisite.  Again, she was torn between hating the feeling and loving it.  She wanted it to stop and she wanted it to keep going.

The feather did keep going.  All the way down Skylar’s ass crack, slowly, in no hurry, a contrast to Skylar’s racing heart. 

It juked around Skylar’s asshole, skimming the outer rim and making Skylar moan a dismayed moan.

The feather’s progress stopped on Skylar’s perineum, between Skylar’s asshole and her pussy, just short of the bottom of Skylar’s slit.  It paused suspensefully there. 

Skylar trembled from the ticklish sensations radiating through her.  She wondered wildly if Eunice would use the feather on her pussy and what that would feel like.

The feather finally went back up Skylar’s ass crack.  It skimmed around Skylar’s asshole again, this time on the other side.  Skylar shook and trembled. 

Mary asked, “Who’s a dirty girl?”

“I am.”  Skylar wasn’t just saying it.  She thought it was the truth.

Eunice mumbled, “What a fucking ass.  That’s an ass that needs to be fucked.”

By who!?!  Not Eunice!  Not anyone.  But Skylar quickly set that thought aside.  She was so over that time in her life when she decided what would and would not happen.  It wasn’t up to her.  But she was pretty sure Mary would not let Eunice do that to her.  Skylar was beautiful.  She knew that.  Mary had her.  Mary had Skylar dominated.  In the bag.  Hers. 

Skylar was sure that even though she was a dirty girl -- yes, she really was – that she was still a prize.  Mary would want her all to herself.  Mary would want to keep her and would not want to share her.

But even with a feather stroking in her ass crack and distracted by lust and worn out from orgasms, Skylar worried her thinking was flawed.

Why was Eunice here?  If Mary wanted her all to herself, then why was Eunice here?

Skylar struggled to recall the plot she’d overheard them talking about.  It was easy to overhear it because she was under their thumb at the time and they spoke openly in front of her.

They thought they had her.  Skylar sometimes thought so also.  Most of the time now actually.  But she hadn’t given up Bethany.  That was her ray of hope.  By saving Bethany from whatever they had planned, she might also be saving herself.

They’d talked about a plan.  It was Mary working together with Eunice and with Janice.  Janice, Skylar’s and Bethany’s work supervisor!  Which begged a question.  Was one of them in charge?  Which one?

Skylar was used to thinking of Janice as being in charge because Janice was her supervisor at work.  But that was at work.  Janice might not be in charge of whatever this was.

Mary was the youngest of those three.  She was far younger than Eunice or Janice.  Mary was probably not in charge.  She was least likely to be in charge.  Mary may or may not really be the daughter of a friend of Eunice’s.  If she was, then it was even less likely she was in charge.

Skylar tried to resist giving in to the tickling.  She needed to think about this.  Mary always kept her too much in the moment but Skylar needed to look ahead.  She needed awareness of where this was going.

Eunice kept working the tickling feather, but Skylar gathered her focus.  Her body shook from the sensations but she squeezed some thought out of her brain.

Mary was probably not in charge.  Probably someone was in charge.  Whoever was in charge could give orders to Mary.  Maybe not quite orders but could get Mary to do things.  Which, if true, meant Mary would not be Skylar’s protector.  Not that someone who cuffed her and made her eat off the floor and worse than that was all that much of a protector. 

Whoever was in charge… if they wanted Skylar… and what lesbian wouldn’t?... could probably get Mary to give Skylar to them!

Wait!  Mary could give her away?  Mary owned her?

It felt like it.

Skylar felt a surge of emotions that were contrary to one another. 

One was a panic to get the hell out of this situation.  Give up her job, her apartment, all of Chicago.  Flee home to her rural family.

The other was dark lust at the idea of being owned, possessed, by someone else.  And an equal panic to please Mary.  If Skylar made Mary happy enough then maybe if someone else wanted Skylar, maybe Mary would fight to keep Skylar.

Fight to keep what was hers: Skylar.

If Mary wasn’t in charge, and someone was, it would have to be either Eunice (Ick!) or Janice (Yuck!).  They were both so old!  Janice was much better looking than Eunice but not nearly as pretty as Mary.  Also, Janice was Skylar’s supervisor!

Skylar was dominated and humiliated when in Mary Land.  But when she was at work, she was Skylar Williamson, the good young woman.  A reliable hard worker and a good friend.  If Janice somehow… became Skylar’s sexual supervisor also in addition to her work supervisor?  Then what?  Then there would be no break and no escape from being Dirty Girl.  Skylar would be Dirty Girl all the time.  At home and at work.

The old Skylar would fade.  The old Skylar would keep fading until she felt like a dream, like a fantasy, like a story Dirty Girl had once heard.  Maybe a fairy tale because it was just too unbelievable that Dirty Girl was ever a good young woman named Skylar Williamson.

Skylar felt dire dread but it was almost nothing compared to the physical sensation of erotic tickling.  She could not hold on to the worry over a possible dark future.  The sensations demanded her attention and she had to give in to them.

Eunice and Mary were laughing and brainstorming. 

“Get her butthole,” suggested Mary.

Her butthole!

The feather circled Skylar’s asshole, and then prodded at it like it was trying to ass fuck Skylar.  It was intolerably ticklish and intolerably arousing.  It was so personal!

Were dirty girls allowed to have anything that was personal?  Probably not.  Maybe those days were over for her.

“Butthole gotten,” cackled Eunice.

“Keep it on target.  Don’t worry about germs.  She can suck the feather clean later on.  You know, after she agrees to bring Bethany to me all unsuspecting and ripe for the plucking.”

Not Bethany!  Skylar would not let Mary pluck Bethany!

Skylar’s aroused mind produced images that were not helpful to her determination to protect her friend, the friend who wanted to go out of her way to protect Skylar. 

Images of Mary plucking at Bethany’s nipples topping Bethany’s huge breasts….

That would be something to see….

Images of Mary plucking at Bethany’s clitoris, gentle but insistent little plucks.  How would Bethany react to that?  With moans and groans.  Maybe Bethany would spread her legs and arch her pussy forward while she moaned.

That would also be something to see….

Skylar would never see that… unless she brought Bethany to Mary… and did not warn Bethany that Mary had intentions….

Could Mary somehow seduce Bethany and dominate her the way Mary had Skylar?  Was it even possible?

Skylar doubted it.  Bethany seemed more mature and confident than Skylar.  Bethany was still full-time at work, not financially desperate, and Mary was not her roommate.  Skylar could not see how Mary could get into Bethany’s pants or how she’d even try.  Most especially because Bethany already knew Mary was bad news. 

Mary had taken Skylar more or less by surprise.  Also, gradually.  Sort of gradual though it still felt like everything had happened so fast.

If Skylar brought Bethany to the apartment, it would specifically for the express and expressed purpose of Bethany trying to help stop Mary.  Skylar knew it was too late to stop Mary as far as Mary and Skylar.  Bethany did not know that but she did know enough about Mary that she was forewarned.

It would be like if you went to a bar with your girlfriends and one pointed out a guy who she knew was both a dog and had a girlfriend.  If he came over and tried to get one of them to dance or come back to his place or whatever, he would be shut down.

Skylar could not see any way that Mary could get Bethany.  But she also hadn’t ever thought she’d become a dirty girl and would be on her shoulders and knees on the bathroom floor as the damn building manager tickle her asshole with an ostrich feather.

Skylar knew it was best, the right thing, and the wisest thing to protect Bethany, to never let Bethany come to the apartment, let alone bring her to the apartment without warning her what Mary intended.

Skylar also knew she wouldn’t know how Mary intended to do it, to get to Bethany, to make a beautiful smart heterosexual woman like her into some kind of dirty girl like Skylar unless she allowed Mary the opportunity to try whatever she intended….

Maybe it was the feather tickling her ass or maybe it was all the arousing activities that night, but Skylar was turned by the idea of getting to see Mary work on Bethany.  It would be so satisfying to see Mary shut down.  It would also be so hot to see Mary get her way and have her way with Bethany.

It was almost like Skylar could not lose no matter how it turned out.

She tried to remind herself this was not about her, her curiosity, or her dirty lust.  This was about Bethany and what was best for her.

The poking feather made it hard to keep track of that.

Mary said, “Look at how she circles her ass, like she’s trying to drill her asshole onto the feather as much as you are trying to fuck her with it.  I think she could cum just like this if you simply keep doing it.”

Skylar thought so too.  She hadn’t known she was circling her ass that way.  She was too busy thinking about Bethany.  And picturing Mary doing things to Bethany.  But the tickling felt so sexual.  Not only because it was so personal and in such a sexual area.  It felt like it was sex.  Like Skylar was already having sex with the feather!

The sensations kept building.  Skylar knew what building sexual sensations led to if they built big enough.  To an orgasm.  Yes, Mary was right.  Skylar could cum from this, like this, from a feather tickling her asshole.

She must look so slutty circling her ass like that.  She felt herself humping backward, trying to get firmer contact with the feather.  A feather!  She was trying to fuck a feather!  She was trying to get a feather to ass fuck her! 

She should stop.  She kept thinking she would.  But she just didn’t.  She knew Mary and Eunice delighted in seeing her act so slutty but that knowledge did not discourage her.  It actively encouraged her.

Mary said, “Dirty Girl, are you ready yet to solemnly agree to bring your coworker, Bethany, to me?”

Was she? 

It worried Skylar that she had to ask herself that question.  It was even more concerning that Mary seemed absolutely certain it was only a matter of time.

Skylar pressed her lips together.  Now was no time for open defiance.  Maybe Mary would forget about Bethany?  Skylar was worried about what she might say if she opened her mouth.

Eunice said, “She won’t agree like this, from this.  She likes it too much.  She’s a dirty girl who adores having her asshole tickled by a feather.”

Mary summed it up, “She’s a fucking tickle slut.”

Eunice cackled her witch laugh, “She’s a tickle slut and a dirty girl.  She wears many hats while wearing nothing at all.”

Mary said, “Here, I’ll try this.”

Oh-oh.  What was Mary up to?

At first, Mary was down to it, not up to it.  She knelt next to Skylar’s rear and reached between Skylar’s legs.  Skylar felt light contact near her pussy.

The contact excited Skylar.  Yes, her pussy!  Mary could pay attention to it.  Fine by Skylar!  There was no reason to fear what Mary was up to.  Skylar bobbed her ass and her hips around, trying to push her asshole on the feather and her pussy onto Mary’s hand.

But there was something to fear after all.

Youch!

“Owww!” yelled Skylar.  What the hell was that!?!

Eunice didn’t know either, “That got a reaction from the sexy tickle slut.  Even more than from the feather.  What did you do to her?”

Mary reported, “I pulled out a pubic hair.  It hurts.  She deserves some pain for not complying with the will of Mary, ruler of Mary Land.  Besides, we’ll want her bare down there.  No need for shaving or waxing.  We can do it the old-fashioned way and rip them out one by one.”

!!!!!

Skylar was freaked out!

Mary said, “Here, watch, I’ll rip out another.”

No!

Youch!

Eunice said, “It’s so sexy the way it makes her jerk like that.  Her sexy ass wiggles.  Do it again!”

Eunice was way too enthusiastic!

Youch!

“Please!” yelled Skylar, her cheek against the floor.

“Please do it again?” teasingly asked Mary.

And then she did it again!

Youch!

Mary told Eunice, “She has plenty of pubic hairs.  What do you think, will she break after I pull out twenty, or fifty, or a hundred, or more?”

Eunice paused like she was trying to accurately gauge the situation, like someone wanting to guess the number of gumballs in a giant jar at the state fair, “She is a dirty girl who will do anything other than that one thing.  But a true dirty girl must be willing to do absolutely anything she is told to do.  I’m sure she knows by now what a dirty girl she is and she probably wants to be the best possible dirty girl for us.  She is feeling it, both the pain and the hunger for another orgasm.  I mean, she is trying to fuck her ass on a feather. 

“Ha!  I bet she breaks without you even having to uproot twenty pubic hairs!”

What!?!  That was so insulting.  Who or what did they think she was?  Skylar thought she could make it, had to make it, to at least a hundred before she broke.  That was the least she could do for Bethany.  She should put in a good solid make-it-look-good effort.


Chapter Two

Youch!

“Owww!”

Skylar felt it and she knew it from the way she thought.  She would break.  The pain, the need for another orgasm, her need to please them, her being a dirty girl.  They were right.  She would break.

Youch!

“Owww!”

Should she… just go ahead and agree?  Or should she… continue to take it… because it was doing something to her?

The pain from plucked pubic hairs was sharp and stabbed into her.  The sensations from the feather were almost a complete contrast.  The feather sensations drifted downward and the pulled pubic hair pain stabbed upward.  The sensations met and blended and were darkly ill-matched equals.

Like a storm cloud, there was a huge climax fomenting inside Skylar.

Youch!

“Owww!”

Mary said, “Dirty Girl, don’t agree quite yet.  This is such fun.  I want to give your mouth something else to do before you agree.  Here you go.”

Mary used one hand to get a handful of Skylar’s hair.  She lifted Skylar’s face off the floor.  She pressed her other hand to Skylar’s open mouth.

“Eat it, Dirty Girl.”

Mary had some floor treat for Skylar?

Skylar was not hungry but, as always, what she wanted did not matter.

“Scarf it up, Dirty Girl.”

What was it?  Skylar was curious.  She felt the hunger of curiosity.  She felt a hunger to please mean Mary.

Okay.  Sure.  Whatever it was, she would eat it.

She licked at Mary’s open palm.  What was it?  Where was it?

She pulled her tongue back and realized.  Her eyes went wide.

Mary felt the understanding in the way Skylar went stiff.  She felt the prelude to possible resistance.  She clamped her hand on Skylar’s mouth.

“Chew it up, Dirty Girl.  Send that yum-yum down to your slutty tum-tum.”

Mary had fed Skylar’s uprooted pubic hairs back to her!

Skylar did not chew them.  She did not do anything.  At first.  She was appalled all over again.  They just kept shocking her, kept doing crazy things to her, and kept making her do terrible things.

How many pubic hairs had Mary pulled out?  Half a dozen?  Now they were in Skylar’s mouth.  How could she get them out of her mouth?

…

Skylar felt her mouth filling with saliva.  It was automatic, a physiological reaction.  When something was in the mouth, the mouth salivated.  Her saliva joined and surrounded the pubic hairs in a mouth pool of saliva.

Mary’s hand was clamped to Skylar’s mouth, preventing Skylar’s lips from opening.  Skylar was handcuffed.  And Skylar was so turned on from the feather that it was hard to gather any resistance to anything.

Skylar knew of only one way to get the pubic hairs out of her mouth.

She told herself it was no big difference.  They were already in her mouth.  That was probably grosser than having them in her tum-tum.  She’d meant to think her stomach, not her tum-tum. 

The recollection of her toddler talk sent a spike of lust through her core, lancing inward and down from her mind to join the mix of sensations from the feathering of her asshole and the sharp pains from the pubic hair pulls.

Her vulva felt like a reverse pincushion.  It was soft and puffy like a pincushion and it hurt as if pins were stuck into it, but instead of pins sticking in, the pain was from pubic hairs plucked out.

She was just too damned turned on not to do what Mary wanted!

Skylar swallowed the pubic hairs down.  It was no worse having them in her tum-tum – her stomach! – than in her mouth.  But it was.  Because she was obeying.  She hadn’t had a choice about them being in her mouth but she knew she could have and should have resisted swallowing them. 

Swallowing her pubic hairs turned her on.  She felt like such a slut. 

Having to eat what used to be growing out of herself should have been a big turn-off.  Or at least it should not have added to her lust.  But it did.  She felt such a surge of lust as she swallowed her pubic hairs that it felt like her orgasm was rising up to try to meet the pubic hairs on their way down to her… to her tum-tum.

Mary patted her on the head and released Skylar’s mouth once she saw Skylar’s throat working the mouth load of saliva and pubic hair down.

“Dirty Girl, you sure eat a lot of weird shit.  Don’t worry, I doubt I’ll run out of ideas any time soon for weird things you can eat.  I’ll expand the fuck out of your palette.  We’ll make sure you eat something fucked up every day.  I’m sure it will still be far healthier than processed foods.  Well, physically healthier.  You are otherwise a sick-o.  We will put up with you and, ah, feed your strange appetites.  Or make you have them.  Such fun.”

It wasn’t Skylar’s appetite!  She did not have “strange appetites!”  Just because it turned her on to eat her own pubic hair and turned her on to suck up her pussy juice and pee and aroused her to eat off the floor did not mean….

Okay.  Maybe it did mean that.  God!  She was such a dirty girl!

Would her demented new eating get to a point where she felt hunger for it?  Not just at the point of attack when weird stuff was right there and Mary ordered to eat it, but would she actually come to look forward to it?  Would it make her stomach growl?

Would it make her tum-tum growl?

Would she actively want Mary to make her eat normal food off the floor or weird non-food like pubic hair and plastic game pieces?

She wasn’t only a dirty girl.  And a tickle slut.  She wasn’t sure what to call this weird eating thing but it was sick and nasty!

Yes, she deserved the way they treated her.

But Bethany did not!

Mary inquired ominously, “Now, Dirty Girl, do you want to go ahead and agree now to help me entrap Bethany and make her into a total big-titty tickle slut, or should I keep plucking your pubic hairs?  You’ll have to eat all of them… and we won’t let you cum.”

More ripped out pubic hairs!?!

She would have to eat them all!?!

Worst of all… no orgasm!?!

Maybe… just maybe… Bethany did deserve to become a total big-titted tickle slut….

Bethany did, after all, have big tits… as was common among the total big-titted tickle sluts of the world.  So Skylar assumed.

Theoretically, Bethany could deserve that fate.  Who knew?  Skylar did not know every single thing Bethany had ever done, did she?  Gasp!  Bethany could be one of those female serial killers with big tits who were destined to become a total big-titted tickle slut.  They were better off, or the world was better off, if those total big-titted tickle sluts were rerouted from serial killing to getting tickled to orgasm… and… serving their betters, people like Mary.

The whole world would be better off and so would Skylar because she would get to have incredible tickle orgasms and eat-weird-stuff orgasms and humiliation orgasms.  A whole kaleidoscope of orgasms would open up, or be kept open, if only Skylar helped Bethany achieve her tickle slut destiny.

Plus, it would make Bethany stop serial killing people!  As long as Mary did not order her to kill anyone, Bethany wouldn’t be able to do it.  If Mary could make her like Skylar, then Bethany could only follow orders and would be way too busy eating off the floor and cumming from tickles to kill anyone.

Yes, it sounded plausible.  Especially the part about Skylar avoiding eating her own pubes and getting to have another orgasm!  That sounded so wonderfully fucking plausible.

Mary deviously urged Skylar, “You have to agree you will help me with Bethany and do as I say.  Either that or you get a meal of hair pie in a new way, a few hairs at a time.  And no orgasm.  Think about it.  How much do you want citizenship in Mary Land?”

Skylar knew she should not want any part of Mary Land.  She had it good in America.  She had it great in America.  A poor person in America was better off than ninety-seven percent of people in the rest of the world. 

Skylar knew there was no Mary Land.  Not really.  But that wasn’t how it felt.  Mary Land felt real.  Mary Land felt desirable.  Probably because of how much desire, good or bad, she’d felt while in Mary Land.

Skylar knew she really wanted to be a citizen of Mary Land.  The regime was harsh and unfair.  That’s what always happened with all dictatorships.  The dictator was only in it for themselves and, without checks and balances, took terrible advantage of the people. 

Mary was the dictator.  Skylar was “the people.”  Mary certainly did take terrible advantage of Skylar.

Skylar should flee Mary Land and seek asylum in America, maybe staying with Bethany until she could find a new place.

She knew she should leave Mary Land but that was only knowledge.  Only wisdom.  Just some silly common sense.  It felt like Mary Land was what she needed and what a dirty girl like her deserved.

The things Skylar felt recently seemed so much more important than the things she thought.  Maybe because all she had was a “walnut brain?”

Yes.  Skylar wanted to become a citizen of Mary Land.  She was sure it would be a second-class sort of citizenship and she’d be treated like a second-class citizen and a first-class slut.  But she wanted it.

She did hate the idea of betraying Bethany.

But…

…maybe Bethany would like it.

There was no way of knowing whether Bethany would like it if you did not give it the old college try!  Skylar and Bethany had both gone to college.  Had Mary?  Almost certainly not.  Probably not Eunice either.  But as long as the second-class citizens to be had gone to college, they could still give it the “old college try.”

Mary Land was just so topsy turvy.  In America, those with college degrees almost always did better in life than those without.  College graduates got better jobs, experienced greater happiness, were healthier, lived longer lives, lowers rates of divorce, just everything.  The one that most impressed Skylar was that you could go to college for four to six years, have a blast, improve yourself, and then live five to eight years longer than those who don’t. 

Mary Land seemed different.  Skylar had a college degree but was getting bossed around, used and abused by both Mary and Eunice who did not seem at all collegiate.  And they were plotting to do the same stuff to Bethany, who also had a college degree!

Mary probably could not make any headway with Bethany.  That was reassuring to think.  That made the idea of betraying her friend less revolting.  It wasn’t really betrayal if it had no negative impact on Bethany.

If Skylar did betray Bethany and Mary did make headway with Bethany, then maybe there was a reason for that.  Maybe Bethany would like it.  Who was Skylar to keep Bethany away from a sexy time being a dirty nasty tickle slut? 

More importantly, who was Skylar to prevent the great and powerful Mary from getting what she wanted, in this case Bethany?  Who did Skylar think she was?  A full citizen of Mary Land?  No.  She was second-class.  But she was a first-class breed of dirty girl.  She had that going for her.

Skylar was merely a candidate for citizenship in Mary Land, and only then to be a second-class citizen with no voting rights or, really, any rights at all.  She still had to earn her right to have no rights.  To become a human natural resource for Mary to exploit.

Mary was so amazing at exploiting her.  She was so great at it.

Skylar thought she should not try to be too big for her britches.  Especially after talking like a toddler and while wearing nothing at all, britches or otherwise.

Mary said, “I’ll go ahead and pull out more pubic hairs.  More at a time this time.  Let’s save time. I’ll just pull a bunch all at once.”

Mary better not!  That mistreatment and that much pain, in such a personal area and at a time like this, Skylar was pretty sure she’d cum.  And she knew Mary did not want her to cum until she caved in and sold out her work friend.

“I’ll do it!”

“Do what?”

“Anything you say.  Betray Bethany.  Whatever.  I mean, like you say, I’ll bring her here.  I won’t warn her.  I’ll help you with her.  Whatever you say.”

“Are you sure?”

Skylar was extremely not sure.

“I’m sure!”

“Because you’re a…?”

“I’m a dirty girl!”

“And do dirty girls have friends?”

“No.  No friends for dirty girls like me!”

Eunice exclaimed, “Fucking marvelous!  You did it, Mary!”

Mary sounded less sure, “Seemingly.  She’s earned an orgasm.  But she may not quite fully believe it.  She might even already be thinking about reneging.  We’ll need to work on her all night.  Tickles and orgasms.  Other stuff, too.  She won’t know if she’s coming or going but she’ll be cumming a lot, and then she will go to work tomorrow and do as I’ve ordered her to do.”

Eunice said, “This is going to be a great night!”

Skylar was a lot less sure about that.  But she was sure she needed an orgasm.  That was what was important.  Whatever came next, in this case her.  Long range plans like what happened tomorrow, or in an hour, or even in ten minutes, were leadership decisions.  Skylar was no leader.  She doubted dirty girls were allowed to lead.  Mary was the leader of Mary Land.

Mary said, “Keep playing with her ass.  I think she’s close.  Make this dirty girl orgasm.  We want to start building her loyalty towards you.”

Build Skylar’s loyalty towards Eunice?  Why?

Did Skylar want to know the answer to that question?

It was better not to worry about it.  Life would surprise her.  It sure had surprised her often recently!

But it was probably nothing.  It must be nothing.  Mary was Skylar’s age.  She knew Eunice was way too old for Skylar.  Plus, Mary was a fellow hottie.  They were different in so many ways, the leadership of Mary such a contrast with what a dirty nasty tickle slut Skylar was, but they were similar in hotness.  Mary would also know that Skylar was far too pretty to go to someone like Eunice.

Eunice kept playing with Skylar’s ass.  It felt great and it also seemed like reluctant proof that Mary might think Eunice could get to have sex with Skylar.  Eunice wiggled the feather against Skylar’s asshole and Skylar felt such a deep ticklish feeling like she could cum just from that.  If she did, would it mean she had sex with a feather?  Or with Eunice?

Worse, though it felt all too good, Eunice’s free hand moved to Skylar’s ass and captured her ass cheek in a hard grip.  Eunice pulled Skylar’s left ass cheek further out and exploited Skylar’s asshole all the more with the ostrich feather.

Mary moved around to Skylar’s front and sat on the floor, spreading her legs to either side of Skylar’s head and shoulders, “Dirty Girl, as a reward for your obedience, I am giving you a lovely treat.”

Skylar saw the lovely treat.  Mary did have a pretty pussy.  Even if it wasn’t, Skylar bet it would still look pretty to her.  Skylar felt almost worshipful towards Mary now.  To think, a low-down migrant immigrant wannabe dirty girl like Skylar was now about to lick the beautiful pussy of the great ruler of Mary Land!

Skylar’s mouth flooded with saliva.  Yes, she wanted to lick Mary’s pussy.  She wanted to worship it with her mouth.  It was a big upgrade over the other things Skylar had recently eaten or sucked up.

Skylar went at Mary’s pussy with an eager mouth.  She wanted to lick it and suck it and tongue-stab it and do everything she could for it.

Skylar thought Mary deserved her best efforts for doing such a good job of being mean to her.

Skylar thought she deserved the delight of feasting on Mary’s pretty pussy.  Hadn’t she agreed to betray Bethany?  She had!  Just like a dirty girl should, she had agreed to do her friend dirty.

But it was no problem.  Not anymore.  She was a dirty girl.  Dirty girls did not get to have friends.  Therefore, she had not betrayed a friend.  She had no friend.  She had only betrayed some woman named Bethany who she happened to know.

What about how Bethany wanted to help her? Mary’s plan would only work if Skylar played along and played up that she needed help and then allowed Bethany to try to help.  Did Bethany deserve the headache of fending off Mary or, worse, the woe of giving in to the same treatment Skylar had?

Bethany did not deserve that.

Bethany was a good Samaritan!

Well… that was true… but it was her fault for being dumb enough to want to help a dirty girl.

Skylar did not think there was any way for anyone to help her.  She was beyond help.  These nasty things had her hooked.  She was an addict and there was no twelve-step program for this kind of thing.  Even if there was, Mary would not let Skylar go to it.  Even if Mary would let her go, perhaps amused at the idea of Skylar trying to save herself, Skylar did not even want to be saved!  Skylar wouldn’t go even if Mary gave her permission.

Obviously, if Mary ordered her to go then Skylar would do it.

Skylar settled into pussy licking with dedication, determined to please Mary.  She openly rotated her ass and humped her asshole against the teasing feather.  She hated Eunice and Eunice grossed her out, but she enjoyed the way Eunice’s dry bony hand gripped her ass and pulled on it.

Eunice said, “I want a taste of her pussy.”

Oh-oh!  Mary!  Tell her no!  Skylar waited to hear Mary shut down Eunice.  Rulers needed to look after their people.  Even in Mary Land!

Mary’s gasping voice showed the successful effect of Skylar’s oral efforts but she managed to say, “Help yourself, Eunice.  All yours.”

Help herself!

All hers!?! 

Fucking dictators!  You just could not trust them!  They always fucked over the people.  Sometimes by letting older bitches get a taste of the people’s pussy.

Mary was only giving Eunice permission to help herself to Skylar’s pussy and only right then, this one time, right?

One time of anything was just one time.  But more than one time would become a thing.  Eunice would come to expect the privilege and Skylar would come to expect she had no say over her own pussy and who ate it.

Skylar could not bear the idea of Eunice’s bird face pecking away at her pussy.  She would have to stop it from happening.  If it was supposed to be some kind of ongoing thing.

But right then, Mary climaxed, maybe incited by the idea of Eunice going down on poor Skylar.

Skylar had a lot to do.  She could not let her ruler down.  She had to be a good solid dirty girl citizen!  She needed to prove herself.  She had lots of pussy juice to suck in and swallow down.

There was simply no time to stop a building manager more than twice her age from eating her pussy.  Skylar had a lot on her plate!  She was actively eating it!  She was too busy eating to resist being eaten.

Skylar licked rapidly and then sucked at little pools of fluid between Mary’s labia while Mary moaned and writhed.

Skylar felt a peck of lips on her lower lips.

Peck peck peck.  Eunice even pecked pussy like a bird!

And then a tongue!

Older bird lady building manager tongue!

It was… poking up into her vagina!

Then it was… licking all over!

Then it tongue-pecked at Skylar’s clitoris!

Then building manager lips closed around Skylar’s nearly upside-down clitoris.  Skylar’s ass was that high.

Eunice sucked on Skylar’s clitoris!

Then…

…

…

Skylar orgasmed, groaning and humping bird face Eunice.  Skylar felt like the dirtiest dirty girl ever.


Chapter Three

Bethany had a lot to do this particular Thursday, but one thing was more important than anything else.

Poor Skylar needed help with her crazy bitch roommate.  Bethany wished she was able to help her immediately two days ago when she first learned of the bizarre situation at Skylar’s apartment but Bethany had already committed to going to her dad’s birthday party that night. 

Of course, she would not have missed that for the world.  She’d never missed a single one of his birthdays growing up and not even when she went to college because she’d gone to a college only a couple of hours away from Chicago.

But for Skylar, she had very nearly decided to not go.  A friend in need it a friend indeed, as they say.  And Skylar was definitely in need!

Skylar had sounded… well, not confident that she’d be alright but she had sounded certain that Bethany should go to her dad’s birthday party.

It was supposed to be a one-day delay before Bethany helped out Skylar by going back to her place with her and helping confront Mary.  The plan was to shame Mary into self-awareness.  Bethany thought her mere presence would get the crazy bitch to put some clothes on. 

Then Bethany and Skylar would sit around talking like human beings and treating each other with friendship and respect.  Role model to Mary how Mary should behave.  Show Mary that other people cared about Skylar and thought she deserved good and fair treatment.

But Skylar had not shown up for work yesterday.  Concerned, Bethany had tried calling her a few times and had also texted her.  She got no answers until quite late when Skylar texted back, “Don’t worry.  I will see you tomorrow.”

That was a relief.  By then, Bethany had checked in with Janice to find out what she’d heard from Skylar as to why Skylar wasn’t at work.  Janice said she was properly notified by Skylar that Skylar was taking the day off.  Janice had said it in a strange way.  She’d had a strange look on her face. 

About an hour after that, Janice had visited Bethany at Bethany’s cube in the office cube farm.  Janice did not usually do that.  She liked to make employees come to her.  She did not like to go around and “gather concerns” because then she might have to do something about them.  Or at least people who told her about their “concerns” would expect her to take action.

Janice did like to perform random flyovers, skimming past every cube, eyeballing each employee, keeping them on the toes of their seated asses, before banking around, homing in on her office, and going in for a landing on her office chair, a chair likely worth more than all the cube farm chairs combined.

Bethany thought Janice likely credited herself for any and all productivity by the staff.  Yep, all due to her fucking flyovers.  What a bitch.

Janice had visited Bethany at her cube, had actually come to a stop to converse with Bethany, and stood over Bethany while Bethany sat.  Janice stood behind her which always drove Bethany near crazy when anyone did that.  Bethany did not like anyone standing over and behind her but especially Janice because Bethany was fairly sure Janice was a lesbian and almost certain Janice enjoyed the view of Bethany’s cleavage.

Bethany did show lots of cleavage.  That was true.  And she had a lot of cleavage to show.  That was also true.  A friend of hers had once joked that Bethany showed more cleavage when dressed than most women could when topless.  That was also true!

Hey, if you’ve got it, flaunt it!

However, Bethany’s cleavage had a specific mission.  Missions.  To attract possible male “dates and mates” and to influence all other males.  Studies had shown that attractive people got better jobs, higher pay, and more promotions.  Showing cleavage made a woman more attractive.  Sexier.  Voila.  Cleavage was a sign of intelligence or at least strategy.  At least in Bethany’s case.

Perhaps it was a little calculating, a bit manipulative, as well as cynical, but it was also effective.  Bethany credited it with many successes, big and small.  Employment at other workplaces.  Raises.  Promotions.  She was smart and got good grades but there was a time in college when she’d gotten a B on a major paper.  She’d met with the professor in his little office on campus and made sure to wear her tightest short shorts along with a braless top that would make a halter blush.  The B became an A.

But the cleavage was there for males.  It was on display for coworkers who might be worth dating or who could help her at work in some way at some point.  Bethany’s cleavage was not on display for Janice to enjoy!

But Janice seemed to enjoy it anyway.  Bethany guessed Janice was unintentional sexy cleavage collateral damage.  Hey, maybe that was an appropriate analogy.  One of Bethany’s former boyfriends had described her tits as cannonballs.  He used to yell “cannonballs” (plural) as he jumped into bed when sex was on the agenda.  As it almost always was for him!  Horny son of a bitch!

Yesterday, Janice had stood over her, from behind, and it had irritated Bethany.  Janice kept talking about her concerns, blah blah blah, like she thought Bethany would be sympathetic to her.  As if!

Bethany had to play the part and look sympathetic.  Over her damn shoulder!  While craning her neck!  Janice had insisted that Bethany go ahead and do her data entry work while they conversed.  Fucking bitch!  Bethany had to multitask while Janice could give whatever she wanted to say her full attention.

That was okay, at first, because it spared Bethany’s neck and she didn’t have to keep faking sympathetic expressions.  But not looking at Janice meant the whole conversation felt even creepier.  Because it felt like Janice might not actually be giving what she had to say her full attention and was instead also paying attention to Bethany’s breasts.

Bethany had ignored whether Janice stared at her tits from behind and above.  She assumed Janice was doing that.  That was a lesbian tax Bethany had to pay to keep her tits on presentation in the office.  What was she going to do about it?  Cover them up?  Not show cleavage at the office?  Fuck that.  She had it and she’d flaunt it.  It was good strategy.

Then Bethany had looked up and around, not to see Janice, but because someone somewhere else in the cube farm dropped something that broke.  Probably a little potted plant kept in their cube in a desperate attempt to make it seem homier.

When Bethany looked up and around, Janice jerked her arm back and shoved her smartphone into a front pants pocket.  She’d looked like she was caught doing something wrong.  That was weird.  There was no policy against smartphones at work.

But Janice hadn’t been talking on the smartphone.

Janice had looked guilty or maybe sneaky was a more accurate word.  She hadn’t been talking on her smartphone but she must have done something with it.  Something she thought was naughty.

It was almost like… maybe… Janice had sneak-taken a photo of Bethany!  If so, it would have been at a downward angle and pretty much ideal for cleavage collection.

WTF!?!

Bethany guessed she’d never know for sure.  Not unless Janice posted it on some “Cleavage in the Workplace” website.  Not even then because it wasn’t like Bethany would spend her off time browsing such sites.  Bethany would never know if Janice did post it on such a site.

That was yesterday.  Despite the text from Skylar, Bethany was concerned about her.  Not so much for missing a day or the delayed response from her in and of themselves.  But they happened the day after Skylar, during their two-gal lunch at the coffee and sandwich shop, revealed those shocking things about her new roommate.

Really shocking.

Really shocking.

Skylar hadn’t only revealed shocking things about her roommate.  She’d revealed shocking things about herself.  Really shocking.  Really shocking.

It sounded like this Mary character was some kind of… dominant?  A lesbian?

Or maybe just plain crazy.

Or not so crazy… because somehow she’d gotten Skylar to play along.  Or to allow Mary to get away with things.  Very personal things!

No, Skylar had not played along.  That wasn’t a fair way of putting it.  What Mary got Skylar to do was not playful.  It was sexual!

First, that Mary bitch took away Skylar’s privacy by taking away doors inside the apartment.  And Skylar lived there first!

Bethany thought that was enough.  If she’d had a roommate who did that, she would no longer have a roommate.  She’d kick that bitch out.  If she couldn’t do it through the normal process, she would do it physically.

But that was nothing compared to other things Mary did.  She masturbated on Skylar’s bed!  Ew!  Burn the bed!

Skylar said Mary was pretty so maybe it wasn’t quite as “ew” as it would be if she were ugly.  Bethany wondered what was that like for Skylar, walking into her bedroom and seeing a pretty woman in the nude masturbating on her bed? 

Traumatic… or, like… sort of… tantalizing?

Like maybe it wasn’t Skylar’s style of art, like impressionism, but it was maybe still art, and Bethany thought seeing that must have made quite the impression on Skylar.

Bethany had heard that all women have lesbian tendencies.  Supposedly it had to do with natural selection.  Women who lost their men to war or other tragic events were more likely to survive if they hooked up with other women who’d lost their men.

Or was it so women who had to share a man, like in a harem, were less likely to murder each other?  Bethany could not recall the details of why natural selection favored lesbian willingness.  Any which way, it had not made sense to Bethany.  Not until she thought about it.  It did seem like women could more easily see and appreciate the attractiveness of other women.  There must be a reason for that.

Bethany herself could see and appreciate the attractiveness of other women.  She knew Skylar was a hottie.  Pretty obvious!

Skylar said Mary was super pretty.  Well, no, she had not said “super” pretty.  For some reason, Bethany had added that to Skylar’s description.  She should probably not add on in her mind like that. 

Besides, it did not matter if Mary was pretty or so ugly they said she was fugly, the conversational abbreviation for “fucking ugly.”  She should not have masturbated on Skylar’s bed!

Or did Mary’s attractiveness matter?  Maybe it did.  Attractive people could get away with more.  Bethany knew that because it worked that way with her.  Not that she really “got away” with anything bad.  She was a good person. 

It was maybe a compliment that an attractive woman would masturbate on your bed.  Bethany bet lots of guys would think so.  Probably lots of guys, maybe even most, would rent out their beds for free to sexy super pretty women who wanted to masturbate on them. 

It was certainly… suggestive that Mary had masturbated on Skylar’s bed.  Was it maybe a sort of invitation to sex?  After all, if you saw someone masturbating, you had to think of them as a sexual being.  That was just automatic.  Mary hadn’t tried to hide what she was doing.  She’d kept doing it while Skylar watched!

So maybe it was an invitation, like laying out the red carpet.  Or the pink carpet of Mary’s pussy.  Bethany assumed Mary had a pink pussy.  She’d thought about it a few times and thought pink was the most likely color but maybe it was more red or maybe browner.  There were all shades of pussy out there! 

The outer labia, that is.  Get a little in, like if maybe Mary had spread her labia to give Skylar a nice view of the pussy action, and pink would be the color.

…

Fuck.  Why did she keep thinking of that bitch’s pussy?  WTF!?!

Bethany hadn’t even ever met Mary.  She should probably wait to think about Mary’s pussy until after she met Mary.  Polite civilized people waited until they at least met you before picturing your pussy!

So, Mary had laid out the red carpet, which was likely a pink carpet, and… wait, what color was Mary’s hair?  Skylar hadn’t said.  Skylar also hadn’t said if, ah, Mary’s carpet, so to speak, had matched her drapes.  Or did Mary shave her pubic area?

Bethany hoped Mary at least trimmed her pubic hair and kept it nice and tidy.  And short.  All the better for the viewing pleasure of others.  Hey!  If you have it, flaunt it!  That was one of Bethany’s favorite phrases.  Hell, it was her motto when she went out on the town.  And when she showed cleavage at work, which was every single work day.

This Mary bitch seemed to have the same philosophy as Bethany but amped up on steroids. 

Bethany would show off the upper and inner curves of her big breasts because, why not?  People liked tits.  That’s a fact.

But Mary showed off her pussy.  And her masturbation technique.  That was some next-level flaunting!

Poor Skylar having to put up with all that flaunting in her apartment.  But Bethany guessed that part wouldn’t be that bad.  If Mary was as attractive as Skylar said, then it would be more like a living work of art, erotica art, moving around the apartment.  And, uh, living erotic art masturbating on her bed.  It wouldn’t be that bad.

Granted, it would be challenging to bring a guy home to that.  Or to have family members over for a visit.

If the problems with Skylar’s new roommate ended with nudity and door removals and masturbation on Skylar’s bed, Bethany would have found the situation highly unusual, but not one that required her to get directly involved.  Skylar was an adult and smart and capable.  Bethany would have felt confident that Skylar could handle it, either by getting Mary to change or getting her to move out or even just adapting and getting used to the situation.

But there was a lot more that happened.  Mary had masturbated Skylar!

It was too bizarre to be believed, yet Bethany was sure Skylar had not lied about that because, c’mon, who would lie about that.  And Skylar was not a liar.  It must really have happened.

It sounded like Skylar had sat there and taken it.  Sat there on a futon next to Mary and just let Mary diddle her twat.  And Skylar orgasmed!

So that was super lesbian!  Right? 

It was!  Right?

Skylar had never seemed at all lesbian.  Just like Bethany was not at all lesbian!  Except, just maybe, for those ancestral need-to-survive lesbian survival instincts.  Our males are dead, and so we will band together and share food and, oh, by the way, lick pussy.  You know, to stay warm and survive.

And well fed!  Ha ha!  On pussy!

Poor Skylar.  Forced to orgasm by her bizarro roommate.  Bethany had considered saying something of a humorous nature to Skylar but had refrained, knowing it was not fair and would not be well received by Skylar. 

There were many things she could have said.  They were on the tip of her tongue.  One good one, but bad to say in the circumstance, would have been to humorously note that it was the ultimate in lazy masturbation to let someone else masturbate you. 

Or she could have said, “Damn, Skylar, you know where your pussy is.  It’s right there between your legs.  Just rub it yourself.” 

That would have been funny to say, but far too hurtful.

It was strange, though, what Skylar experienced.  Orgasms, obviously, feel good.  But Skylar, just as obviously, and with good reason, had felt so bad about that orgasm.  Such a contrast. 

Bethany had really wanted to ask Skylar if her orgasm was better or worse than usual or about the same in comparison to when she masturbated herself.  She was dying to know but the question would have been inappropriate.

Bethany reminded herself that she wanted to help Skylar, not satisfy her curiosity.  Yes, she was curious.  Sex was interesting and weird sex was the most interesting.  But that did not mean it was a good thing!

After her dad’s birthday party, when Bethany went home, she had put herself in Skylar’s place and had imagined sitting next to a weird roommate who suddenly reached over and started rubbing her pussy.  Stroking it.  And fingering it.  Then finger fucking it hard.

That would be… really something.

Of course, big difference, Bethany would not let a roommate get away with that.  The weird roommate could start doing it, no way to prevent it from starting, but Bethany would then stop her right away.  Apparently, Skylar was not as strong-willed as Bethany.  That’s why Bethany needed to help her!

Skylar did need help.  Some of the earlier stuff Mary did was super weird but people were weird in general.  Basically, it was harmless.  Some missing doors, some nudity.  And the way Mary had masturbated Skylar on the futon could maybe be chalked up to Mary misunderstanding Skylar’s sexual orientation or maybe thinking she was being helpful by lending a helping hand.  Who knew? 

Maybe Mary went to college and was a member of a sorority where the sorority members all masturbated each other as a form of bonding.  Like, who the fuck knows?  Bethany had heard about lots of weird crazy sorority shit and, who knew, maybe some percentage of what she heard was true.  Maybe Mary was once a member of Delta Lambda Finga Me Kunta.

But there were bigger concerns.  Mary had made Skylar eat spilled food off the floor.  Hands free!

So, Skylar must have been on her hands and knees and then she had to lower her face to the floor, to the food, and eat it… while Mary stood over her.

Talk about domination!

Skylar must have been so humiliated.  Bethany could feel that humiliation vicariously.  Bethany was humiliated for her.  Bethany felt that humiliation every single time she thought about Skylar being forced to do that, eating like an animal off a floor while Mary stood over her. 

Bethany had thought about it often.  All afternoon after Skylar told her.  But not at dad’s birthday party.  That would not be appropriate.  But then again when she got home after that.  She had also wondered what might be happening at Skylar’s place.  She’d pictured a few scenarios.

She had worried Skylar might not be as okay back at her place as Skylar had said she would be.  There was nothing Bethany could do that night other than, of course, imagine what Skylar might be experiencing.  And also reliving what Skylar had dealt with in order for Bethany to be in a better position to help Skylar and deal with Mary.

She’d relived it that night at her place.  Quite a few times.  How it must have felt for Skylar being down on hands and knees on a floor eating old cold dirty food.   Forced to do it.  Forced by a nude attractive female.

It was weird, so it was understandable that it made Bethany feel weird also.

So weird.

Which was why she had to keep imagining it.  To try to understand the weirdness.  That weird feeling was, weirdly, quite similar to a ticklishness.  But much deeper in and not physical.  Well, sort of physical.  Sometimes when Bethany imagined being in Skylar’s position in that moment in time, poor Skylar, she found herself shifting around wherever she was like she could not get comfortable.  And opening her mouth a little as if she was about to eat something.  And salivating.  And feeling like she needed to do something but she wasn’t sure what.

It was such an uncanny feeling.

So, she made herself feel it over and over again by picturing the scene and putting herself inside the scene.  As Skylar of course!  Because she would never be mean to Skylar like that bitch Mary was.  Duh.  Skylar was her friend.  And Bethany was nice.  Nice people were not mean to their friends.

Also… Bethany wasn’t a lesbian.  Mary must be a lesbian.  She pretty much had to be.  How many heterosexual women masturbated other women? 

Bethany kept imagining herself as Skylar.  She did it that afternoon at work after Skylar told her everything at lunch.  She did it that first night back at her home after her dad’s birthday party.  She did it off and on at work the next day, even while she was concerned over Skylar missing work and why that might be and was worried by Skylar not getting back to her right away.  Then Bethany did some more imagining, a lot more, last night after work.

Her mind darted around and came up with ideas that were not positive.  She’d wondered whether Skylar had told her everything or if there were lots of interesting details she’d withheld.  She had never doubted Skylar like that before.

Damn, Skylar needed to tell her everything.  Every little thing!  Bethany needed to know.  She felt that need very strongly.  The more she knew and the better she understood everything, the better she could help.  Right?  Right.

Skylar better not withhold!  No need to be embarrassed around Bethany.  Skylar could tell her anything, should tell her everything, and Bethany would not think any less of her… than she already did.

Hey, she adored Skylar but it really was eye-opening and opinion-changing when you found out your work buddy let her roommate make her crawl around naked and eat off the floor!

Bethany felt a lot less respect for Skylar, no doubt, but she did feel bad for her.  So very bad.  When she thought of the things Skylar’s roommate subjected her to and forced on her, it made that ticklish feeling whiplash deep inside Bethany like a panicked snake under attack.

Bethany really wanted to get to the bottom of that uncanny deep ticklish feeling that often made her squirm without knowing she was going to squirm.  It was so strange that it was like a tickle and quite a coincidence considering that Mary bitch had tickled Skylar.  Such cruel tickling!

Bethany could not stand being tickled.  It was absolutely awful.  It sounded like Skylar was also very ticklish.  It sounded like Mary was a total bitch who took the tickling way too far!

Was that why Skylar gave up and gave in and ate nasty old food off the floor?  Mary had bullied her with tickling!

Bethany had never heard of such a thing but she could see how it might work.  Pain worked.  Fear worked.  Skylar probably disliked tickling as much as pain.  That was how Bethany felt!  Once Mary had tickled Skylar for a long time and so cruelly, Skylar was probably scared it would happen again.  Bethany knew she would be!

Bethany had to admit that her determination to figure out the uncanny ticklish feeling induced by reliving what Skylar endured sometimes went too far.  She should probably have cut off her imagination once Skylar ate the food off the floor and before the Mary in Bethany’s head made physical contact with her and… did things to her.

If people somehow could see into her head, they’d think they were watching lesbian porn!  They’d think Bethany was some kind of damn lesbian!

If they were guys, they’d get super turned on.  Maybe quite a few of the gals also.

Bethany did have an excuse, a reason, for continuing down the picturing path.  Yes, it was so embarrassing to let herself be treated that way, in that humiliating lesbian way, by that mean imaginary Mary.  But that humiliation probably did serve to help her better understand what poor Skylar was going through.  People needed to empathize with their friends.

Bethany did not have a dirty mind.  Not really!  She was simply trying to be a good friend.

She had added motivation for imagination because she wanted to solve that mysterious uncanny deep ticklish feeling.  The ticklish feeling increased greatly as she imagined the worst things.  Like when she imagined Mary bouncing Skylar’s/Bethany’s face off a kitchen floor to motivate Skylar/Bethany to obey and eat crap food off the floor, and imagined Mary reaching down and molesting Skylar/Bethany as she knelt vulnerably on all fours.

Well, Bethany wanted to solve that ticklish feeling!  And what better way to solve the feeling than to feel it more intensely?  There was no better way!

Bethany felt like one of those Old West prospectors trying to find gold.  You didn’t give up when you found more gold flakes in the pan when you panned for gold.  You went further upstream and tried to find the source.  She’d felt so many flickering golden flakes of ticklishness, some quite big, and felt more and more as she imagined more.  She was onto something.  Sometimes she felt like she was getting close to a big strike!

Bethany discovered that there was a different flavor to imagining Mary masturbating Skylar/Bethany while Skylar/Bethany was all fours on a kitchen floor as opposed to sitting on a futon.  Letting another women pet your pussy while you were on a futon was the way civilized people did it.  Bethany assumed.  It was sort of a favor among equals in that both of you sat on a futon.

A mean woman named Mary standing over you and fingering your pussy as you were on all fours on a kitchen floor and after eating food off the floor (!) was a whole different beast.  Because she treated you like a beast!  Bethany knew it was true that it was different because the second pictured situation made a lot more of that deep ticklish feeling inside Bethany. 

Bethany still hadn’t solved that feeling.  No matter how she tried.  Like a prospector who knew they were close to the big strike but could not quite find it.  It was odd she could not find the true source.  She was trying so hard and spending so much time on the internal search.

There was another thing odd about the ticklish feeling.  Bethany hated getting tickled.  She could not freaking stand it!  It totally made her lose her cool when someone did it to her for more than a moment.  She did not normally get angry, but tickling made her angry.  Probably because she did not normally lose her cool but tickling made her lose her shit.  Which was embarrassing!

But even though she hated being tickled, the deep-down ticklish feeling did not make her angry.

It almost… seemed like a positive?

Because… she felt really good about doing this independent research knowing it might help Skylar?  That would make sense of it… if only that was true.  It did not feel true.

So, what the hell, she had a “thing” now?  She might stay home instead of going out and just let her imagination play and experience that deep tickling sensation that was so much like… like what shall not be named.

WTF?

Whatever, the important thing was that Skylar would come to work today and Bethany would get the scoop as to what happened all of yesterday and the evening before that.  It would be so interesting!  Bethany felt a lot of anticipation.

Damn it.  No!  The important thing was helping Skylar, not letting her imagination feast on newly revealed realities of Skylar’s newly fucked up world.

Bethany was always a good friend.  She loved to make jokes and looked at the humorous side of things but her friends always knew they could count on her.  She looked out for others.  Even strangers.  Hadn’t she pulled that drunk guy out of the road and back onto the curb when that fucking sports car came roaring along weaving side to side down the avenue?  Yes, she had!  That was her, Bethany Crawley, rescuer of drunks!

Bethany had arrived at work early.  You know, just in case Skylar was early and wanted to talk.  More privacy that way.  Maybe more details that way.

No Skylar yet, though.  It was only a minute from the formal start time.  Everyone else had already shown up.

Damn, what if Skylar took another day off?  If Skylar again did not answer Bethany’s calls, then Bethany would have to wait an entire added twenty-four hours to find out what Mary had recently gotten up to with Skylar, as in, had she gotten her fingers up into Skylar again.  And there would be an added twenty-four hours of action – whatever weird behavior Mary subjected Skylar to – for Skylar to tell Bethany about.

But the more there was to tell and the more time that passed, the less detail there would be.  Skylar might leave out important parts!  Bethany would miss out… on understanding how best to help Skylar and how best to counteract Mary’s behavior.  That was why.  Sure, she was curious, but Bethany was more concerned about Skylar than curious about bizarre sexual behavior.

Definitely.

Shit!  What if Skylar missed today and tomorrow?  Then there would be the entire weekend added on before Bethany finally found out on Monday what she’d missed out on.  That was way too long to wait!  What was Bethany supposed to do, just keep recycling the things she knew so far in her head for four nights and just put up with that deep ticklish feeling for four more nights?

What if that ticklish feeling got weaker and went away?  Bethany thought she might miss it.  She needed new news!

Bethany shook her head in frustration with herself.  That was not what was important.  She needed to keep her priorities straight (no pun intended).  The true bad thing would be Skylar on her own dealing with (or failing to deal with) Mary.  Who knew what else Mary might try to do to Skylar or maybe even get away with doing to her.

That had to be the real reason she was so anxious for Skylar to show up today.

It would be great if Bethany could accompany Skylar back to her place.  To give her support and protection.  Bethany could be like a human bra for Skylar!

It would be great to meet Mary.  No great.  Useful.  Bethany could put an accurate face – and body – on Mary when imagining and recreating the various troublesome things Skylar had endured.  That would be useful.

Hm.  Would that increase the deep-down ticklish feeling?  Putting a true face to the imagination woman that pushed around Skylar/Bethany and made them do weird embarrassing nasty things?

Bethany knew one thing that would strongly bring on that deep down ticklish feeling.  That was news of any new things Mary had pulled with Skylar.  Maybe terrible and debasing and humiliating things.  Bethany had no doubt hearing about them would multiply the deep tickles and empower them.

If Mary had done anything more with Skylar.  Bethany just bet she had!

Bethany would be surprised – only surprised, not disappointed, she swore! – if Mary hadn’t done more to and with Skylar.

It was like Skylar gave Mary the keys to the sexy Skylar racecar.  Bethany was sure Mary would then drive that racecar.  Drive it to some strange places and make it perform acts definitely not in the Skylar operator’s manual.

Bethany so wanted to help Skylar that she almost hoped Mary had taken the Skylar racecar for a few spins in the last day and half.  Obviously, so that Bethany would have a better understanding of this total bitch, Mary, and Bethany would be better able to help Skylar.

Bethany looked at the doorway to the cube farm office area.  Beyond it was the main hallway on this floor, including the elevators.  Skylar would come through that door.  If she showed up today.

Bethany realized she was looking at the door in a longing fashion, the way she might if she expected a workplace love interest to walk through it.  Her face reddened with embarrassed self-awareness.

It only seemed that way!

And then… Skylar! 

Skylar walked through the door, looking worn out but seeming to somehow glow.


Chapter Four

Skylar couldn’t remember ever coming to work this worn out.  She wasn’t only tired, like from lack of sleep.  She was worn out like from too much hard physical work.

Both were true.  She’d hadn’t truly slept last night.  She had lost consciousness a few times after orgasms.  Once during an orgasm.  She wasn’t sure how long Mary and Eunice let her sleep – or remain unconscious – each time.  Maybe only seconds.  Probably not longer than ten minutes.

Even if it was for ten minutes, multiplied against the number or orgasms Skylar had, and it would not even add up to an hour and a half of sleep.  God!  She’d orgasmed so many times!  She was such a slut!

She was so dirty.  And so nasty.  Such a slut.  And so very tired.

Mary and Eunice were probably snoring away right then while Skylar had to work.  It wasn’t fair. 

Yeah, Mary Land was not big on fairness.  Just the opposite.

It was such a transition leaving Mary Land and returning to the United States of America.  Her homeland now seemed as strange to her as she herself seemed strange to her.  She was a stranger in America even though she grew up here.  She was a stranger to herself even though she grew up with herself.

She’d spent every second of her life with herself and yet somehow had not understood who she was.  And still didn’t.  At least, not when she was in America.

In Mary Land, she knew exactly who she was.  Which was more like what she was.  She was not Skylar Williamson.  She was Dirty Girl.  In Mary Land, she was almost continuously proven, over and over, to be Dirty Girl.  It left no room for doubt.

It was strangely comforting to know and understand and accept what she was.  Even if she wasn’t happy that she was Dirty Girl, such a nasty tickle slut.  But just like it is what it is, she was who she was.  Once you knew who you were, you could not un-know it.

Could you change it?  Maybe.

Did she want to change what she was?  Maybe.  Maybe not.

Maybe she was just too tired, but she felt entirely unmotivated to change.  She had just found out she was a dirty girl.  What was the rush to change who she was?  She had only just become Dirty Girl.  She should give it a chance and see where it took her.  She could change back in a week.  Or a month.  Or in a year?

God.  A year as Dirty Girl.  She could not imagine that.  That pretty much meant she had to do it, she had to experience it.

Plus, she thought she was this close to becoming a citizen of Mary Land!

The few.  The proud.  Well, the very few.  Just Mary and her, if Skylar passed the citizenship test to become a second-class citizen of Mary Land.  Oh, and not at all proud.  Not at all.  Just the opposite.

Mary was proud and confident and bossy.  But Skylar was not proud.  She didn’t feel like she’d ever be proud ever again.  That was how it was.  Didn’t they say it was good to be humble?  Mary sure was helpful in making her humble.

Mary and Eunice wore her out almost like they were trying to wear her out.  Were they?  But that didn’t make sense.  Surely, they wanted her sharp for today.

Skylar had instructions to follow.  They must want her sharp enough to properly obey.

All of the instructions had to do with Bethany.  Skylar felt bad that she had to carry them out.  Whew, good thing she now knew Bethany was not her friend.  Dirty girls had no friends, only those they served who were better than them.  Oh, and fellow slutty dirty girls.  Of course.  Skylar could not be the only dirty girl in the world.  Skylar might be able to feel some sort of companionship with a fellow dirty girl.

But for Bethany to be a fellow dirty girl, she would have to become one first.  No need to feel any loyalty to her until then and, by then, it would be too late.

Skylar’s betters were plotting against Bethany.  Mary, Eunice, and even Janice!  Damn.  Janice was Skylar’s and Bethany’s supervisor.  Skylar did not think supervisors should plot against their own staff, especially not plots of a sexual nature.  Didn’t that fall under sexual harassment?

But what did Skylar know about right and wrong?  She reminded herself, wearily, that she was only a dirty girl and by nature was always in the wrong.  That was why she needed to be treated so wrongfully.  That was why she deserved the way Mary and Eunice demeaned her.  That must be why she reacted with those powerful morality-shattering orgasms. 

Those orgasms broke her will.  She knew they had.  She would do as she was told and she would like it.  That was sort of a catch phrase response, a comeback, but in the case of Skylar it was just plain true.  She obeyed, they treated her just terrible, and she did like it.  Orgasms were the ultimate like.

She did worry about Bethany.  She caught herself worrying about her on the way in to work.  But she knew it was not her place to worry.  Bethany wasn’t even her friend.  Not anymore.  Skylar was not allowed friends.  She was not good enough to have a friend. 

Instead of worrying about Bethany, she should be focused on carrying out Mary’s instructions to the best of her ability.  Skylar needed to be a good dirty girl.  Like any migrant, if she wanted to stay in Mary Land, she had to make herself useful. 

Like how migrants worked all day for less than minimum wage.  That made them very useful and helped rich people get richer.  Quite useful.

Or like how migrants performed jobs full citizens would never want, like picking asparagus under the hot sun or shoveling cow manure in Wisconsin.  Skylar was sure she now did things that full citizens like Mary would never want to do.  Crawling.  Eating off the floor.  Swallowing down her own urine.  Things like that.  She was making herself useful as a migrant to Mary Land!

Skylar knew she was lucky to be a migrant in Mary Land instead of in America.  When in Mary Land, she did not have the hot sun beating down on her.  There was a ceiling over every part of Mary Land!  She did not have to work in the rain either.  No cows and no cow manure.  No chickens to render into useful parts.

She did need to crawl.  And eat off the floor.  And eat ass.  Skylar guessed some people would think she had it worse as a migrant wannabe citizen in Mary Land than migrants had it in America.  Skylar did not think so.  Crawling, eating off the floor, and eating ass were simply what dirty girls did. 

It was her thing.  Her things. 

She never knew they were her things until Mary took her under her suspect wing and taught her.  Good for Mary.  Bad for Skylar.

Well, she had lived a lie before.  At least now she was living the honest truth the way a dirty girl was supposed to.  Crawling like she should.  Eating all sorts of things off the floor.  Drinking her own pee.  The way it should be.

Eating ass.  It was so intense! 

Mary had her do that again last night and it was so humiliating to do it in front of Eunice.

But so arousing!

It seemed like a dark miracle to Skylar that giving Mary pleasure was as good or in some ways better than receiving pleasure herself.  It doubled her lust opportunities.  She had to admit, having Eunice watch her do it, knowing Eunice knew Skylar was a dirty ass eater, had turned her on massively.

She guessed she no longer minded Eunice seeing her serve and obey and please Mary.  It added spice to it and power to the lust.  With another person seeing how slutty she was, it made Skylar feel and act even sluttier.  Skylar had always thought poorly of sluts and she guessed she still did.  It was just that now she knew she was one of them.

She liked feeling slutty.  It was like next-level lust.  Without the slutty nasty naughty aspect, lust could only go just so far. 

She did not mind Eunice watching but she it did bother her, even weary and defeated and with all those orgasm-released chemicals released into her bloodstream, that Eunice had done more than watch.

The feather tickling Skylar guessed did not really matter.  If Skylar was going to be tickled by a giant feather, who cared if it was Eunice who did it.  Someone had to and Eunice got to see all of Skylar’s body and saw Skylar get humiliated anyway.  Eunice could go ahead and have her fun that way by watching.  Whatever.  If it was cool with Mary then Skylar guessed she should be cool with it too.  Mary Land did belong to Mary and what happened in Mary Land was up to Mary.

But Eunice had done more than that.  She had licked Skylar’s pussy!  She had sucked on Skylar’s clitoris!  She had made Skylar cum!  Well, lots of things went into her orgasms last night.  Her humiliations, her need to please Mary, and other stuff.  But Eunice had to be considered a big part of them when Eunice licked her pussy!

How many times had Eunice licked Skylar’s pussy last night?  Skylar wasn’t even sure. 

That first time was when Skylar was on her knees eating Mary’s pussy.

Another time when Skylar was on her back and Mary sat on her face. 

A third time when Skylar ate Mary’s ass while Mary stood gripping the bathroom sink.  That time Eunice was on her back but Skylar wasn’t allowed to sit on her face.  That wouldn’t be right.  Mary could sit on Skylar’s face but Skylar was not allowed to sit on Eunice’s face.

Skylar was still learning the laws of Mary Land.

A fourth time that Eunice licked Skylar’s pussy was when Skylar had to lick the toilet, all over the toilet, while Eunice licked her from behind.

Eunice did a lot of licking!  She had a strong and active tongue for such a mature woman.

Maybe there were a couple more times.  Mary had also licked Skylar’s pussy to orgasm several times.

Skylar had never cum so many times in such a short time span!  Not even close!

Oh, wait, there was a fifth time also, one that Skylar did remember now that she thought about it.  Eunice had said she wanted to see Skylar eating weird stuff.  They’d left the bathroom, with Skylar crawling, of course.  By now, it would almost be weird if she did not crawl.

They had her lick the cushion on the futon!  It had tons of lint.  Mary said fiber was good for Skylar’s diet.  Skylar was not sure if lint counted as fiber.  Did strands of hair count as fiber?  She’d eaten quite a few of those!  They were half-woven into the futon.  No doubt by seated asses rubbing them into the fabric.

It probably would have been more shocking to Skylar, having to do such a sick and demeaning act, if she wasn’t already a lick veteran of licking other places people sat, such as the seat of the toilet.  It was hard to get too worked up or shocked by anything after that.

Skylar had gotten worked up in a way.  Not in an angry way.  All this sick stuff they made her do turned her on to no end.  More than she’d thought possible from anything, let alone things like that.  Every time they made her lick, or eat, or suck up something which should not be ingested at all, maybe wasn’t even food, or at least should not be eaten in that way, Skylar soon after, or often while she did it, had huge orgasms.

It was a good thing they didn’t make her eat weird fatty things or she might gain weight.  From all the physical exertions – orgasms took a lot out of a gal – Skylar was pretty sure she’d lost a few pounds and she was already skinny before.

One thing they had not made her eat, thank God, was Eunice’s pussy.  Yes, Eunice had licked Skylar’s pussy but Skylar had never returned the favor.  The sexual favor.

She could not credit herself.  She didn’t think she would have resisted.  She had licked the toilet all over and she had licked the futon cushion until it was dark from her saliva.  It would be hard to buy into if she told herself she would have refused to lick Eunice’s pussy.

She guessed she had to give the credit to Mary.  Eunice had never even asked for Skylar to do it.  She must have known Mary would say no.

Mary would have said no, right?

But Mary had let Eunice lick Skylar’s pussy.  Many times.  Why would Mary let Eunice do that but not the reverse?

Also… there were times when it was not clear to Skylar which one of the two had the greater dominance, who was most in charge.  They were in Mary Land all of last night and Skylar was used to Mary being in charge in Mary Land.  But Mary Land was located inside the building that Eunice was building manager of and Eunice was much older than Mary. 

And so much older than Skylar!  It was still hard to believe that the much older birdlike woman had licked Skylar’s pussy again and again!  To orgasm every time!

Did Mary protect Skylar from Eunice?  That did not seem likely.  Some protection.  Mary still let Eunice tickle torture her and let Eunice lick her pussy and made Skylar lick and eat weird things, just not Eunice’s pussy.

Maybe there was some custom in Mary Land that Skylar did not know about.  Like that dirty girl candidates for citizenship could not lick the pussies of anyone who was not the ruler of Mary Land.  Something like that.

Skylar decided not to question her good luck.  All that mattered was that she had not had to lick Eunice’s pussy.  Why question a good thing?

Skylar almost fell asleep in the elevator on the ride up to the floor containing their work space.  She felt so heavy and floaty at the same time.  The elevator made her feel both things all the more.  She wanted to curl up in a fetal position in one corner of the elevator.

She was not looking forward to work.  She was ready to go to work yesterday and Mary had called in and used up one of Skylar’s vacation days.  Yesterday was no vacation!  Mary and Eunice had worked her to exhaustion.  Sexual work. 

Now today, Skylar would have loved to take a day off.  To sleep.

And maybe…?

It was true.  She no longer dreaded the humiliating things Mary (and Eunice) did to her.  Or the sex.  Who could dread those orgasms?  Not Skylar.

Skylar was nervous about those things but it was an excited nervousness, like before going on a ride at the state fair. 

She was nervous about what she had to do today with Bethany also.  Not “with” her.  To her.

She would need to lie to Bethany or at least mislead her.  She had to make it seem like she needed and wanted Bethany’s help.  Honestly, she probably did need Bethany’s help but she just did not want it. 

Mary told her to, quote, “tantalize and tempt” Bethany with a few new things that might catch in Bethany’s head like sexual earworms.  Just a taste of continued wrongful actions in Mary Land.  That way Bethany would still feel Skylar needed her help. 

Mary told Skylar not to share everything that had happened because Bethany might conclude Skylar was beyond her ability to help and the best she could do was help herself by avoiding any involvement. 

Mary told Skylar to say nothing of Eunice, or licking toilets, or licking up pee.  Mary told Skylar that she should tell Bethany about having to crawl all over in the apartment and had laughingly suggested Skylar tell Bethany that Mary had masturbated her again, this time by mouth.  Oral masturbation!  Mary said Bethany might feel a call to arms to protect Skylar from her own stupidity at having bought into “oral masturbation” as an actual thing.

Mary also said it might get Bethany thinking about what it would feel like if she also got some “oral masturbation” from Mary.  It might plant a seed Mary would harvest later.

Mary said to be sure to tell Bethany that there was a lot more tickling and to tell Bethany that Skylar was getting over her hatred of tickling and was starting to love it.  Another seed to plant.

Skylar was none too sure about doing this, telling Bethany these things, or about Mary’s chances of success.  Far be it for her to question the great and mighty ruler of Mary Land, but these seeds did not seem like ones that would take root and thrive.

Tell Bethany about the tickling?  Bethany hated being ticked and yes, Skylar had told Mary that Bethany hated getting tickled.  How was that a good seed to plant?

Mary wanted Skylar to tell Bethany about having to crawl all over Mary Land, whether in the fertile bread crumb basket of the kitchen or all the way back to the hinterlands of Mary Land in Mary’s new bedroom with the extra-nice and quite expensive bed Skylar had bought, mistakenly believing it was for herself and would be hers for a decade.  Dirty girls did not get beds! 

What was Skylar thinking at the time?  But it was understandable.  She should be patient with herself.  She had not known then what she knew now.  She had not known she was merely a low-down dirty girl.  Heck, back then she had not even ever heard of Mary Land!

How was talk of Skylar having to constantly crawl in Mary Land going to “tempt and tantalize” Bethany?  There was no way.  Bethany would feel terrible for Skylar that Skylar had to crawl around.  In what way could Bethany be tempted by it?  Tempted to see it?  Tempted to do it? 

Neither one made any sense.  Who on Earth would want to crawl, in the nude, when they could walk?

Actually… Skylar was starting to get into it.  She was sure it was wrong to feel that way.  But when she crawled, it made everything so clearcut.  She was down low, literally low-down, and Mary was way up there standing.  It made a sort of sense.  But Skylar knew her newfound fondness for crawling was not a matter of pure logic.  It was also a matter of impure lust.  It turned her on!

What about telling Bethany about the “oral masturbation?”  That seemed so ridiculous.  Skylar would sound like an idiot.  If Mary wanted Bethany to think Skylar was stupid, saying that would accomplish the mission.  But how would telling Bethany about that “tempt and tantalize” her?  Bethany was no lesbian!  Just a few weeks ago, she was living with her boyfriend.

Skylar had her orders.  She would do as Mary wanted.  It was not for her to question.  She had to obey.  She did not hold out much hope for Mary’s seeds but maybe that was a good thing. 

Actually, that was a very good thing.  Bethany was no longer Skylar’s friend and poor Bethany did not even know that.  But Skylar still had fond feelings for Bethany and she did not want anything bad to happen to her.  Like becoming a dirty girl the way Skylar had. 

On the other hand, was it unpatriotic of her to root against Mary?  It probably was.  Mary was the ruler of Mary Land and Skylar wanted to be a good citizen of Mary Land and good citizens were supposed to be patriotic. 

Well, it did not matter who or what she rooted for.  She was simply a simple simple-minded dirty girl.  She would follow her orders and the chips would land as they may.

Skylar exited the elevator, walked the few feet down the hallway to the offices, lovingly (not!) referred to as “the cube farm,” and pushed through the glass door.  Right away, she looked for Bethany.  Her mission. 

Oh, wow, Bethany was right over there staring at her.


Chapter Five

They didn’t talk much that morning.  They did have work to do and people watching and, much worse than watching, people listening.  A cube farm was no place to talk about getting dominated by your lesbian roommate.  Nor was it a place to persuade your just-yesterday-was-my-friend coworker into going over to your place, what used to be your place and was now Mary Land, to meet and maybe much more than meet that same lesbian roommate.

Heck, just talking about that stuff in the mini office cubes was probably sexual harassment to anyone forced to overhear it!

Skylar made it clear to Bethany, who had pretty much rushed to her cube, that Skylar would tell her all about the last couple of days when the two of them went to lunch. 

Bethany sure was eager to hear what Skylar had to say!  She looked frustrated when Skylar told her she had to wait just a few hours.

But Skylar had lied.  She was not going to tell Bethany all about the last couple of days.  She was only going to tell Bethany what Mary had told Skylar to tell her.

Which was a relief because a lot of those things that she was not supposed to tell Skylar did not want to tell to anyone.  So, it worked in that way.  But it was stressful because it meant she had to lie to her former friend.  Bethany might only be a former friend but she was still a good person and still Skylar’s coworker. 

Skylar could barely manage to stay awake all through the morning.  Only her overall stress kept her from nodding off.  She was nervous about Bethany.  Nervous about tricking her, mostly through omission, onto a risky path.  She was also nervous about Bethany changing her good opinion of Skylar.  It was a lot easier for Bethany to like a victim of sexual domination than it would be for to like a cooperator with sexual domination as Skylar realized she now was.

Or maybe Skylar was an enthusiast?  No, she was too damn tired to be an enthusiast.  At least until she was back under Mary’s direct control.  Then the sexual electricity would make her very enthusiastic.

Seeing Janice from time to time also helped Skylar stay awake.  Janice sightings put her on alert.  She had to look at Janice in a new light now after overhearing the things Mary and Eunice had said.  Janice was in on it.

What was “it?”  The plot against Skylar.  The now successful plot, she realized.  And Janice was part of the plot against Bethany.  The not-yet-successful plot. 

Skylar had a disconcerting thought.  Now she was also part of the plot against Bethany!  Maybe she was only a tool but she had free will so she was guilty.

But did she have free will?  She did not feel like she had free will.  She felt like she had no choice.  Disobey Mary, the grand ruler of Mary Land?  That seemed inconceivable.  Wait, she’d just thought about it, so it must at least be conceivable.

Whenever she saw Janice striding through the cube farm, keeping everyone on their toes had they had toes on their asses, Skylar felt herself straighten.  She squared her shoulders to the computer screen and set her fingers on the keyboard, looking like she was typing or at least about to type. 

So… Janice really was a lesbian?  Bethany had always suspected as much and Skylar had generally weakly scoffed at the idea.

Had Mary and Eunice told Janice about Skylar, about the things they’d gotten her to do?  Maybe not Eunice because that was just last night.  Eunice was likely sleeping right then.  Skylar wished she was home sleeping like Eunice.  But Mary must have told Janice about her earlier progress with Skylar.  Janice had sent Mary that sneaked photo of Bethany and her cleavage.  Not for nothing.

Janice did not seem to treat her any differently that morning.

But then Skylar realized Janice was treating her differently.  Janice previously always stopped in and visited with her once or twice in the morning.  She did not do that on this morning. 

Also, Janice liked to look around and make eye contact as she progressed through the cube farm.  If someone rose up to go borrow a pen or stapler or to go to the restroom or the breakroom, Janice locked eyes with them and froze them like prairie dogs standing up to peek out of their burrows.  But Janice also looked inside cubicles as she passed them.

She did not do that with Skylar that morning.  No looks in her direction.  No eye contact.  No nearby flyby of Skylar’s cubicle.

It felt like Janice intentionally avoided her.  Was it a form of rejection or condemnation?  Like a silent treatment?

Skylar wasn’t sure but she was sure she had a mission.  It was too bad it was a mission against Bethany but a dirty girl had to do what a dirty girl had to do.

Skylar thought she might need to go get Bethany at lunch time but Bethany showed up at her cubicle ten minutes before their lunch break.  It was like Bethany was anxious to make sure Skylar did not go to lunch without her.  They often ate together, but not always. 

They needed to have a talk.

Skylar knew why she needed to talk to Bethany.  For Mary.

Skylar knew why Bethany wanted to talk with her.  For Skylar.  To help her.  To plan for Bethany to come home with Skylar at the end of the day.

To help Skylar.  Which would play into Mary’s hands.  Bethany wanted to come home with Skylar and that was what Mary wanted also, for Bethany to come home with Skylar.  To come home with Skylar but to come home to Mary in a very different way.

Skylar felt an odd satisfaction, a sort of excuse to embrace, that by obeying Mary she would simply please all parties by giving them what they wanted.

But she knew.  If she wasn’t a dirty girl and if Bethany was still her friend, or if dirty girls were allowed to have friends, it would behoove her to tell Bethany everything that had happened, to tell her Mary had something planned against her, and to insist Bethany not come anywhere near Mary.

She felt bad.  She also felt compelled.  She knew she was a dirty girl but she also felt like Mary’s creature.  She absolutely had to do what Mary wanted.  One thing about dirty girls, normally a good thing but not in this case, was that they had to be entirely unselfish.  Everything they did was for others, at least one other, to please and serve them.

It did not matter that part of Skylar cried out in outrage that she had to warn Bethany.  It did not matter that Bethany did not deserve to have anything bad happen to her.  What mattered was whatever Mary wanted. 

This time for lunch they went to a little burger and fries place.  Not a franchise.  It was usually less busy than the four or five other places they cycled between for lunch.  They both knew why it was ideal.  No nosy waitresses and hardly any other customers so it was easy to sit somewhere out of earshot.

At a little booth and with their food in front of them on a plastic tray, Skylar sensed she did not need to brooch the subject.  Bethany looked riled up with curiosity, her eyes wide behind her big glasses, her big breasts rising and falling with deep breaths, each breath making her ample breasts flesh bulge against her cleavage-showing top. 

Bethany liked to dress up for work, for anything really, but she seemed more dressed up than usual.  Her top was a sleeveless faux leather and showed even more cleavage that was her usual.  It pushed the bounds of what was appropriate in the workplace. 

Bethany wore her typical metallic pink lipstick but it looked more heavily applied than usual, or like she’d freshened it just before lunch.

Was it a coincidence that right then, when they were about to talk about sexual things, that Bethany was dressed in the sexiest outfit that Skylar had ever seen Bethany wear at any point at work?

Or was it in Skylar’s mind?  Was Skylar more aware of female sexual appeal after recent events in her life?

Probably, but there was no way Bethany ever wore a top like that to work before.  Skylar would remember that.

Like, holy cow, waitresses at strip joints had more cleavage coverage!

So… why was Bethany wearing that outfit?  It seemed most likely that she wore it with the intent of Mary seeing her in it when/if Bethany came over to Skylar’s place.

Skylar’s place?  No, it was not Skylar’s place.

Skylar meant it was the place Bethany thought of as Skylar’s place, the place that Skylar knew was no longer her place and was actually Mary Land.  Skylar knew Bethany’s ignorance was understandable.  Even Skylar had not known her place was Mary Land until it up and happened.  Most people thought there were one hundred and ninety-five countries in the world.  Skylar knew different.  Mary Land was number one hundred and ninety-six.

Why did Bethany want to look so sexy when/if she met Mary?  Knowing Bethany, it must be a strategy to help Skylar.  Maybe Bethany did not want to seem like someone who was anti-sexual.  Maybe she thought if she came across that way Mary wouldn’t care what she thought.  Maybe Bethany wanted to show Mary you could look sexy with clothes on, maybe sexier.  As a motivation to get Mary to wear clothes in the apartment.  In Mary Land.

Skylar guessed there could be another reason Bethany wore that outfit.  One that may or may not be conscious.  Maybe Bethany wanted to look sexy for Mary.  In and of itself.

Bethany did like attention.  She was no slut, not at all, but she did show off her cleavage.  She did flaunt it as she herself liked to say.  Maybe it was automatic that Bethany wanted to flaunt it to Mary.  Bethany flaunted to all guys, including ones she’d never have sex with, which was ninety-nine point nine percent of all males.  It sort of made sense that she would flaunt to a female who seemed like a lesbian.  The fact Bethany would not have sex with her did not preclude flaunting.

Skylar, of course, by then knew for certain Mary was a lesbian.  She’d licked Mary’s pussy to orgasm four or five times last night!  But she knew there was room for doubt in Bethany.  A lot had happened after their last conversation forty-eight hours ago.

At lunch, Bethany, normally fun-talking and yet pretty calm, burst into question mode, “Tell me what’s happened, Skylar.  Did your roommate try other things?  Is she the reason you missed work yesterday?  Are we still on for me to come over to your place after work?”

Bethany poured out questions like an enthusiastic little kid!

Skylar told Bethany what Bethany wanted to know and told Bethany what Mary wanted Bethany to know. 

“Mary is constantly nude.  She just won’t put on any clothing.  It hasn’t gotten better.  In a way, it’s gotten worse.”

Bethany looked both excited in a “I can’t believe she did that” way and confused, “Wait, how could it get worse?  She was already going nude the last time we talked.”

Skylar for some reason, probably a different reason, also felt excited, “It’s worse because there is twice as much of it now.  The thing is… I’m also nude at home all the time now.”

“What!?!  You are!?!  You joined her!?!  Why?”

“I didn’t have a choice.  She wanted me to be nude.  She said she was doing all the hard lifting by going nude and it wasn’t fair for me to not be nude.”

“That makes zero fucking sense!”

“Yeah, I know that, but she kept tickling me.  She is a really good tickler which means it is really hard on me.  I couldn’t stand it.  In fact, she tickled me so much that I ended up on the floor and she was on top of me tickling me and I was so helpless and so ticklish.  I just had to agree to take off my clothes.  Then I had to agree to always take off my clothes as soon as I get home.”

Bethany was wide-eyed for several seconds.  Her perfect lips, caked in metallic pink lipstick were parted with shock.

Then she managed words, “Your naked roommate sat on you tickling you, tickle torturing you, until you agreed to take off your clothes?”

“Ah, yes, I guess.  I mean, I didn’t pay attention to how naked she was, but she was.  The tickling was so intense I worried I was going to pee.  I had to agree to do it.  I just had to.”

Bethany said, “I hate tickling as much as the next gal.  Fuck, a lot worse than most, but probably not you.  It’s terrible what Mary did to you.  She is such a fucked up bitch.”

Bethany did not look or sound angry on Skylar’s behalf.  More like amazed.  A few times she looked away like she needed to break eye contact in order to better picture the situation Skylar had described.

Skylar told her, “So then we both went around in the nude.”

Mary had coached Skylar to use the word nude instead of naked.  Nude sounded sexy almost automatically, naked less so.

Bethany asked, “So, no more tickling?  And what was that like, both of you nude?”

“There was more tickling.  After I took off all my clothes, she said she needed to make sure I remembered to always take off my clothes in the apartment from then on.  So, then she tickled me again and pretty soon I was on my back on the floor and she was sitting on me again tickling away.  I thought I was going to go insane.”

“Oh, my God!  You did what she wanted, because of the tickling, and she still tickled you after that?  What a total bitch!  Tickling is mean!  I’d rather be punched!”

Skylar nodded a victimized, you-get-it nod.

Something else captured Bethany’s attention, “Wait, she sat on you again?  But she was still naked?  You were both naked as she sat on you?”

Skylar put a shamed look on her face, which was easy because she did feel so much shame about this entire situation, “I didn’t have a choice in it.  It’s like I don’t have any choices any more.  Mary just does things and makes me do things.  I give in because I can’t stand the tickling but then she tickles me a lot anyway.”

She saw Bethany look away; her eyes distracted.  It was obvious Bethany was picturing a nude Mary sitting on a nude Skylar.  While tickling her.

Feeling a spike of naughty thrill, Skylar told her, “While she tickled me, I felt her pussy sliding all over my stomach.  And it did slide, if you know what I mean.  It was wet!”

Bethany’s breathing hitched, her cleavage jiggling in a way that would fill men with lust and in a way that Skylar realized now also aroused her.  What she’d just told Bethany had clearly captured Bethany’s imagination.  Right there at the cheap plastic table of the cheap burger place.

Bethany put two and two together, “So… it turns her on to tickle you.  Or to jump on you.  Or maybe she’s into domination….”

Skylar saw an opportunity to plant a seed, one Mary had not even told her to plant.  She felt naughty to do it, to add on, to go above and beyond in obeying Mary, but it also excited her.

Patriotism to the newborn nation of Mary Land was so exciting!

“Bethany, have you ever been dominated?  I mean, I’m sure not like this, by a roommate or a woman, but have you ever given in to someone?”

“I’m sure I’ve lost my share of arguments.”

“Come on.  I’m not talking about that.  You know what I mean.”

Bethany looked thoughtful.  Actually, she looked a little dreamy.  Skylar wondered if Bethany was remembering back to some past incident or if she was imagining herself in Skylar’s latest related incident, one that was somewhat fictional but, as they say in the movies, “based on actual events.”

Skylar bet Bethany had never had anyone dominate her or humiliate her the way Mary had Skylar.  Not even close.  There was no way.  Bethany was always so casually self-assured, not in a stuck-up way, but just relaxed like nothing bad ever happened to her and, if it did, like she would know how to handle it.

Bethany shook her head slowly and sounded almost regretful, “No, not at all.  I’ve never let anyone dominate me.  No one had ever tried anyway.  Respect is what it is all about for me.  I respect others and they respect me back.  If they don’t, I won’t give them the time of day.  Their loss.  Like if a guy wanted me to do something I’m not comfortable with, then it wouldn’t happen.  That’s it.  So… I’ve never had that… opportunity… happen.”

Skylar knew Bethany wasn’t actually regretful that she’d never been dominated.  She was only trying to make Skylar feel like less of a weirdo.  Pretty sure.

Skylar, knowing she might be getting too into obeying Mary and knowing she was going above mere obedience, tilted her head, hooded her eyes, and adopted a false dreamy tone, “That’s too bad, Bethany.  You should.  I mean with a guy you like or whatever.  I know you’re not a lesbian and I know Mary is mean for real, not pretend.  But she has taught me there is something to being dominated.  It makes you feel a way you cannot feel in any other circumstance.”

“Yeah, super fucking terrible.”

“Humiliated, yes.  But not terrible.  You feel out of control and vulnerable and lowly and then you feel simplified, and then floaty and ticklish on the inside, deep down, but a different kind of ticklish than when someone is tickling you.”

Bethany’s eyes went wide and Skylar swore Bethany stopped breathing air in or out for about five seconds.  She looked surprised and disconcerted.  And very troubled.

Finally, Bethany managed, “Don’t tell me you like the way Mary treats you.”

Skylar knew better than to tell her that.  If Bethany thought Skylar liked it all, the way Skylar now did, for better or almost certainly for the worse, then Bethany would put out a talk-to-the-hand palm towards Skylar and Bethany would say something like, “Well then, I’ll leave you two at it.  Not my business.”

Skylar had to keep it Bethany’s business and it would only remain her business if Bethany thought her “friend” needed her help.

Skylar waved both hands weakly, “Of course not!  I’m just saying some aspects of it… if it was coming from someone else… like a handsome man I liked… you know… it isn’t completely black and white.”

There, that put a bee in Bethany’s bonnet.  Bethany looked over Skylar’s head and Skylar saw she wasn’t really looking at anything.  Bethany’s eyes looked unfocused.  She was thinking.  She was picturing it.

So… it was working!  Skylar felt so naughty.

Skylar felt like she was earning some extra credit in the Mary Land educational system.  She was sure now that Bethany was curious.  There was some invisible door there that had always been sealed and never opened, almost certainly a door Bethany had never known existed at all, that was now unlocked and open a crack.

Skylar bet Mary could work with that crack.  Pry it further open.  Maybe throw the door wide open.

Mary would be so pleased with Skylar!

But poor Bethany….

Well, it wasn’t like a Bethany was a friend.  Not anymore.  It wasn’t Bethany’s fault they were no longer friends.  Bethany did not even know yet that they were not friends and could not be friends.  If Bethany learned it, she would learn it the hard way.  The Mary way.

Bethany seemed to catch herself daydreaming.  She shook her head and squared her shoulders, which made her big breasts jiggle like a dish of flesh-colored gelatin.

“Okay, so, where were we?  She tickled you into taking off your clothes and then she sat on you, with both of you naked, and went right back to tickling you.  Then what?”

“Oh, she kept tickling me until I was begging to go nude all the time in the apartment.  I mean, that was it, that was game over for me.  When it comes to tickling, I have to do whatever I have to do to make it stop.  In this case, whatever Mary wants.”

Bethany crossed her arms and frowned hard, not at all dreamy now, looking furious on Skylar’s behalf.

Wow, Bethany really would be a great friend.  You know, to someone who was not a dirty girl like Skylar.

Bethany said, “That total fucking bitch!  You need my help and you will have it.  I’m definitely coming back to your place with you after work.”

Mission accomplished!  Skylar rejoiced.  She hadn’t really doubted Bethany would come back with her.  Bethany had already said as much the other day.  Skylar thought the only real roadblock to Bethany coming over was Skylar herself and Mary sure had taken care of her.

The mission was on track but Bethany had more questions.  Skylar looked at them as more opportunities to dish out the information Mary wanted in Bethany’s head and more chances to score extra credit points with Mary.  She was pretty sure Mary would de-brief her at some point.  Or maybe Mary would simply conclude Skylar had fully obeyed if Skylar brought Bethany to her unsuspecting.

Skylar wanted to make Mary proud of her Dirty Girl!

Skylar told Bethany, “I have to tell you what else has happened.  I know you’ll have a hard time believing it and you’ll probably think a lot less of me.”

Bethany’s angry protector look fell away and she leaned forward, her curiosity boiling to the surface.

Skylar could see it.  Bethany was hooked on this crazy situation Skylar was in.  Like it was Bethany’s new favorite show.  Skylar did not think that was enough for Mary to get away with the same things with Bethany that she had with Skylar.  But maybe.

Skylar told her, “Now, not only do I have to be nude in the apartment all the time but….”

“Tell me!”  Bethany sounded like a school girl desperate to hear about her friend’s interlude with a boy in the janitor’s closet.

“I have to crawl.  You know, on my hands and knees.  Not just sometimes.  All the time.  I have to crawl all over the place.  I can only stand to shower and to cook.  Like when I cook Mary’s meals.  Oh, yeah, I have to do all the cooking for both of us.  And all the cleaning.  Do you know how hard it is to sweep when you’re kneeling?  It isn’t easy.”

Bethany twisted her heavily lip sticked lips in an expression Skylar knew well from back in their days as friends, way back two days ago.  It was an expression that meant, “What the fuck!?!”  A phrase Bethany also often used verbally, both in full form and abbreviated to WTF.

Skylar said, “I know you must think less of me for crawling.  But I don’t have a choice because of the tickle threat.  And it really isn’t that bad.  I mean, animals go on all fours all the time.  It’s just another way of getting around.”

Bethany repeated the WTF expression, this time with an added pushing her face forward motion, like “don’t you get it?”

Bethany relaxed her face a little and asked in a hushed tone, “Don’t you feel humiliated?”

“Yes.  I do.  But you know what they say.  You can get used to anything.  Besides, it does no real harm and it does make Mary happy.”

“That’s a bad thing, not a good thing!  You should not want Mary to be happy!  Not that way!”

“Maybe that’s true.  But for some reason, I do want her to be happy.”

Bethany started to say something but then stopped and looked like she was reloading her words.  Skylar thought Bethany probably almost said that Skylar was sick in the head.

Bethany tersely asked, “What else happened?”

“Isn’t that enough?”  Skylar realized she was teasing out the information and she had a rapt audience in Bethany.  Now she was teasing that there was no more to tell.  Bethany looked thirsty for more.

Bethany tried to get more out of Skylar, “Are you and Mary having sex?  I mean besides the other stuff you told me about.”

Here it was, the big moment.  Skylar knew what to say because Mary had coached her.  Skylar felt almost giddy.  She wasn’t sure if she should cry for playing this cruel routine on Bethany or if she might start giggling because it was so ridiculous.

“Not counting the earlier… masturbations?  Well, nothing new….”

“What do you mean, nothing new?  You mean she masturbated you again?”

“Yes.  But it’s no big deal.  The line was already crossed before and she does make me orgasm.  She is really good at it!”

Bethany’s mouth was open and she was shaking her head slightly like she was thinking, “What am I going to do about the way Skylar thinks?”

Skylar teased, feeling so naughty and nasty, “There was something new about the way she did it.  About the way she masturbated me and the way I masturbated her.”

“What the fuck, Skylar!?!  You masturbated her?  That alone is new!”

“Oh.  Yeah.  I forgot that I hadn’t done that before.  I did it a few times for her since the last time I saw you.  I had to!  I did not want to be tickled!”

Bethany’s mouth open and closed several times before she managed to say, “Several times?  You had to masturbate her several times?  People need to be private and masturbate themselves.  Like our parents and grandparents did.  And all our ancestors.  Hopefully.”

Skylar saw an opportunity to up Bethany’s curiosity.  This part also happened to be true, “I know what you’re saying, Bethany, but the fact is that it feels better getting masturbated by someone else instead of doing it yourself.”

“It does?”  Bethany looked surprised, like the thought had not occurred to her.  Then she looked fascinated like the thought was quite compelling.

Now was the moment!

Skylar added, “It definitely feels so much better.  Especially the new kind of masturbation Mary showed me.  Have you ever heard of oral masturbation?  That’s when you use your mouth to masturbate the other person.”

Bethany looked confused for a heartbeat, like what she thought she’d heard Skylar say could not possibly be what Skylar really said, like she was replaying Skylar’s words and trying to figure what where she went wrong in listening to them and what had Skylar actually said.

Then she looked horrified.

“Skylar!  There’s no such thing as ‘oral masturbation!’  That was oral sex!”

“No, it wasn’t.  I don’t think Mary is a lesbian and I know I’m not.  Two non-lesbians can’t have lesbian sex.  Why would they?”

Bethany performed an open-mouthed, wide-eyed head bobbing which said “I can’t believe how stupid another human being can be!”

Bethany said firmly, a little too loudly, “Two woman performing oral sex on each other is lesbian sex.  It is pretty much the definition of lesbian sex.  One definition, at least.”

Skylar, feeling secret naughtiness but showing an innocently confused face, said, “But not if its masturbation done by mouth.  Masturbation is not lesbian or heterosexual.  It’s just masturbation.”

Bethany performed that same open-mouthed, wide-eyed head bobbing which said “I can’t believe how stupid another human being can be!”

Bethany slapped a hand on the plastic table, “Skylar!  It was sex!  With a woman!  Lesbian sex!”

“It was?  Really?  Are you sure?”  Skylar played dumb.

“Yes, I’m sure!  You had sex with Mary!”

“I did?  I had lesbian sex?”

“You did!”

“Wow.  I had no idea lesbian sex was so incredible.”

“It was… incredible?”  Bethany looked thrown off by this latest information.

Skylar played up looking sheepish, “Well, I had no idea it was lesbian or I never would have done it.  I just thought, hey, everybody masturbates.”

“Not everybody masturbates other people of the same sex!  Or masturbates them with their mouth!  Which isn’t even a thing!”

“See, this is why I need your help.  I just fall for things.  I’m not like you.  I’m too trusting and too weak-willed.  Mary just steamrolls me and makes me believe things.  I swear, I feel so stupid around her.  She says I’m stupid and I guess she’s right.”

“She says you’re stupid?  That fucking bitch!  You’re not stupid, Skylar.  You’re just too nice.  I won’t be nice to her.  I will fuck that bitch up if I have to.”

Tall talk but Skylar knew Bethany was not aggressive by nature.  She might yell at Mary but that would be the extent of it.

If Bethany yelled at Mary, Skylar was sure Mary wouldn’t care.  She’d shrug it off. 

Skylar wanted to make sure of more than simply getting Bethany to come over.  That task seemed accomplished.  She felt so naughty!  Was this how Mary felt when she manipulated Skylar?  Now Skylar was obeying Mary and manipulating Bethany and it was turning her on in some dark way that made her muscles tense with excitement.

Skylar was a little worried that she’d said too many nice things about Mary and lesbian sex and that she’d acted too stupid.  Bethany was coming over but she might rapidly come to think that saving Skylar was hopeless or not needed because Skylar liked it.  Skylar did not want to be saved.  But she did not want Bethany to think that.

What if Bethany came over and after five minutes of giving it the old college try decided to give up?  And left?  Skylar would never get her to come back to Mary Land.  Mary would be so upset! 

Skylar did not want to let Mary down.  It was the job of every citizen or prospective citizen or migrant or whatever to serve the leader of their country.  Not in all countries.  Many of the countries served the people.  But in dictatorships?  The people served the will of the dictator.  Mary was definitely a dictator.

So, Skylar added some motivation to ensure Bethany was determined to give it her all to help.

“Bethany, I need your help.  I can’t stand up to the tickling or the threat of it.  I mean, I really can’t.  Literally.  I end up crawling on the floor.  The tickling makes me go all weak and I can’t think of anything else.  I’m so vulnerable and so all alone with Mary.  And then she can do anything she wants with me.  Or make me do anything.  I mean, anything.  Do you know how that feels?  Can you imagine it?  Just take a few moments and imagine how I feel all the time when I’m at home.  Close your eyes and imagine it.”

Skylar assumed Bethany would be reluctant to imagine it.  She thought Bethany might twist her heavily lip-sticked lips in disgust.  But instead, right away, Bethany leaned forward, set her elbows on the table, and closed her eyes tightly.

Wow, that positioning really made Bethany’s cleavage bulge!  Those big puppies were trying to escape their confines!

Skylar had quite a view of the tops and inner curves of Bethany’s breasts.  A little more cleavage and Bethany’s nipples would pop out!

Skylar wondered if Bethany had big nipples.  She wondered what they looked like.

She wondered what they might taste like….

Skylar pulled her eyes away from Bethany’s presented tits.  She did not want Bethany to open her eyes and catch Skylar tit-staring like an adolescent boy who lived in a trailer park.

Bethany looked lost in thought.  She looked like she was doing her best to imagine what Skylar had told her to imagine.  She was putting herself in Skylar’s place.  Helpless.  Under threat of tickles.  Having to do anything and everything Mary told her to do.  Whether Bethany liked it or wanted it or not.

Skylar watched Bethany’s closed eyes as Bethany obviously imagined Mary making her do anything Mary wanted.  Bethany breathed deeply and a little shakily.  At least, the breathing made her breasts shake.  Her upper cheeks started coloring.  She shifted in her seat a few times like she could not get comfortable.  It was true that they were cheap plastic seats but Bethany hadn’t shifted around like that before.

Was thinking about Skylar’s situation… maybe turning Bethany on?

That would be pretty amazing!  Skylar had a hard time believing it.  She wasn’t sure.  She knew Mary would be pleased if it was true.

Bethany’s eyes popped open and she made eye contact with Skylar.  Then she quickly looked away liked she’d been caught doing something wrong.

She looked guilty!  Like someone turned on by something they thought they should not be turned on by!

Bethany cleared her throat and then sounded like her normal self and she sounded determined, “She can’t boss you around if I’m there.  You don’t have to do anything she says if I’m there.  She can’t tickle you because I’ll be right there and I’ll stop her if she tries it.  You’ll know all that so you’ll be able to stand up to her.  You’ll tell her how you feel and what she can’t do any more and so will I.  I’ll fucking tell her I will destroy her if she pulls any more shit with you.”

Skylar poured it on, “Bethany, you are a true friend.  I can really count on you.  I know you won’t let me down and you won’t give up.  I am so grateful for our friendship.  Thank you so much.  I just hope… you won’t think less of me… and maybe you’ll think of all this as a “friend in need it a friend indeed” type of thing.  I will be forever in your debt.”

Skylar felt a lot more like she might spend forever in a burning lake in Hell. 

She remembered something else Mary wanted her to plant in Bethany’s mind.  It was something Mary had quite successfully planted in Skylar’s mind.  Skylar did not see how it could work on Bethany or why it would be helpful to Mary.  But she knew what she was supposed to tell Bethany.

Hey, Mary was the expert at dominating heterosexual women, not Skylar. 

Skylar cleared her throat, “There’s something else.”

Bethany leaned forward, looking all too eager to hear what the something else might be.

“Mary has this thing.  This point of view.  I think you should know about it.  You can’t go over there thinking it is an apartment that we share.”

“But you do share it, right?  She’s your roommate and you both pay rent.”

“Well, yes.  But it isn’t so simple.  It started off that way but now it’s a different way.”

“Like what?”

“Weeeeell… Mary says it is now Mary Land.  A little nation named after her.  She’s the, ah, ruler of it and, ah, I guess I’m “the people” she rules over.”

Bethany sat and stared at Skylar.  Bethany’s eyes slowly grew rounder and her lips parted.

Then she mouthed a silent, “What the fuck?”

Skylar said, “I’m just telling you so you know.  It doesn’t change anything.”

Actually, Skylar had told Bethany because Mary instructed her to tell Bethany.  And it probably did change something, or Mary thought it would.

Skylar felt so guilty for obeying Mary.  And excited.

She also felt aroused by obeying Mary.  She was a good girl forced to be naughty, sort of forced, and it turned her on.  It was so weird.  She was a good girl but Mary made her feel like a dirty girl, the Dirty Girl, and she felt like a good obedient girl to Mary for obeying her, and she felt like a terrible person for betraying Bethany.  All at the same time!

She was pretty sure the hook was deep into Bethany’s mind now.  The hook that Mary gave Skylar to hook Bethany with.  A mind hook.

There was more than one invisible hook in Bethany now.  The hook of a friend desperately needing Bethany’s help.  And the hook of whatever level of fascination Bethany had for what Mary was doing to Skylar. 

Bethany would come over and now she would be extremely reluctant to give up on helping Skylar.  She would not leave quickly or easily.

Bethany would try her best to help but all along Skylar knew there was zero chance of Bethany successfully helping her.

The best Bethany could hope to accomplish by coming over was nothing at all.

But the worst?  It would be sooooo bad for Bethany. 

But good for Mary.


Chapter Six

Skylar felt highs and lows through the early afternoon.

She felt low about tricking Bethany and for obeying Mary’s directions regarding what to tell Bethany.  She felt extra low about adding in extras, going the extra mile, and doing more than what Mary had specifically told her to tell Bethany.  She wasn’t only a friend traitor.  She was extra traitorous.

But she felt a giddy high when she thought about pleasing Mary.  That Mary would be pleased with her obedience.  She felt turned on when she thought about her own submissiveness.  It seemed like there was nothing she would not do for Mary.  That was unhealthy.  That was sick.  That was thrilling.

She also felt… funny… when she thought about Mary trying to do something to Bethany or trying to make Bethany do something… and… maybe having some success.

Mary was pretty.  Bethany was beautiful.  Skylar now looked at women in a sexual way.  Mary had activated a whole new side of Skylar’s sexuality.  Or maybe two new sides, the other one being Skylar’s newborn and yet full-grown submissiveness.

They weren’t aspects Skylar had wanted activated.  She wished she knew how to turn them off.  She guessed there probably wasn’t any way to turn them off.  Funny.  There was no way to turn off what now turned her on.

She didn’t want anyone to know about her situation and her new status of such low status and yet she was helping Mary draw Bethany in, said process involving telling Bethany a lot about it.  And there was no telling how much more Bethany would find out once she was in Mary Land.  Mary was not at all discrete nor did she care to save Skylar from embarrassment.  The exact opposite, actually!

Skylar wondered what her family would think.  Not much of her.  They would hate Mary.  They would poop their pants if they knew Eunice – Eunice! – had licked Skylar’s pussy.

Skylar felt bad for her mom and dad.  She knew they loved grandchildren.  One of Skylar’s brothers had two kids and her sister had one.  Their parents adored those grandchildren.  Skylar was worried they’d never get any from her.  And she’d never get to have any kids!

Skylar could not picture Mary putting up with kids.  Would Skylar have to introduce Mary to her family?  Like as her girlfriend?

No, what was she thinking?  Mary would not want to meet her family and Mary was not her girlfriend.  Skylar did not think a dirty girl was allowed to have a girlfriend or a boyfriend.  She wasn’t even allowed to have friends.  Both girlfriend and boyfriend had the word friend in them.

Skylar wasn’t sure if her future was bleak or scintillating.  No truly close connections for her, no friends and no sweethearts.  But so many huge orgasms.

A little after three in the afternoon, Skylar was in the hallway outside the offices.  She was returning from the restroom.  There were five businesses with offices on the floor and they shared restrooms which were accessed by the hallway that ran in a square around the floor.

Skylar looked up and saw Janice was in the hallway.  Janice raised a hand and stopped her.

Skylar was startled that Janice suddenly now paid attention to her.

Janice told her, “Come to my office in ten minutes.  Don’t tell anyone where you’re going.  Wait in the hallway here for a minute after I leave you.”

Then Janice turned and walked away!

That was weird!  Janice had never done anything like this before.  It sounded like she wanted to have a private meeting with Skylar in her office.

Why?

Skylar did not like the answers her mind came up with.

She waited in the hallway, feeling like an idiot, for the required minute.  She went back to her cube and fidgeted, stressed out.

Janice….

Her supervisor….

More than twice her age.  Older than Skylar’s mom!

Janice was in on it, whatever it was, with Eunice and Mary.

After ten minutes, Skylar went to Janice’s office.  There was a hallway inside their business, narrower than the public hallway, and it led to a series of offices, one of them Janice’s.  No one who saw Skylar go down the hallway would know specifically whose office Skylar was visiting.

Skylar snuck a glance at Bethany before going down the hallway.  Good.  Bethany’s head was down.  She was working. 

Skylar entered Janice’s office.  The door was open.  But not for long.

Janice said, “Close the door, Skylar.”

Skylar closed the door.

“Lock the door, Skylar.”

Skylar locked the door.

Gulp.  Oh boy.  Gulp.

“Stand in front of the desk.”

Skylar stood in front of the desk.  Normally Janice always told her to take a seat in one of the two chairs in front of her desk.  They were quite comfortable.  But not today.

Skylar told herself standing like this was still better than how she was treated in Mary Land.  Standing was better than crawling.

Although… standing did not make her wet like crawling did….

Janice was sitting on the other side of the desk.  She pushed some buttons on the office phone.  Skylar saw that Janice had a call waiting and she put the call on speaker.

Janice said, “Skylar, I have Mary on the line.  Mary, Skylar is present and standing at attention.  Almost like she’s ready to sing the anthem of Mary Land.”

Mary’s voice boomed into the room, “Mary Land has no anthem yet.  I’ll have to make one up.  I’m sure it will have lots of moans and groans.”

Janice chuckled.

Mary laughed at her own cleverness, such as it was.

Skylar did not even smile.  It was getting way too real in Janice’s office.  Before this, for the most part, Skylar had two separate worlds and they were very different.  Her work world and Mary Land. 

Sure, she thought a lot about Mary Land when at work and just today was dubiously successful in luring Bethany to come rescue her when in reality the rescue might condemn Bethany to the same or similar.   And she had missed work yesterday because of events in Mary Land.  So the lines between the two worlds were a little blurred.  But they were still separate.

Skylar did not have sex at work.  Skylar was not humiliated at work.  Well, no more than the average corporate slave.

But her supervisor, Janice, was in cahoots with Mary.  And Eunice.  And Skylar just bet Bethany’s suspicions about Janice being a lesbian was right.

What were the odds her “two separate worlds” were soon to become one?

Skylar had only acted dumb at lunch with Bethany.  And Mary did insult her intelligence.  Btu she was not a dummy.  She had a college degree and she’d learned a lot in the past few days about the darkness inside many people, including herself.

Skylar knew it.  The line between Mary Land and work – or should she think of it as a border? – was about to blur.  Maybe the line would be rubbed out completely.

Janice looked up at Skylar, but Skylar knew the truth.  Janice looked down on her.  Now even more than when Skylar was simply another cube drone.  Janice probably knew everything that Mary had done with and to her and made her do.  Janice probably had ideas for more things to do with and to Skylar and to make her do.

Janice said, “Skylar, go ahead and update Mary and I on Bethany.  Deliver a progress report.”

Mary, on speaker, added, “It better be good news or I’ll ask Janice to spank you.”

Janice smiled, “Which I will be happy to do.”

Feeling like an evil spy reporting back to headquarters, Skylar relayed in detail her conversation with Bethany.”

At least Mary sounded pleased by Skylar’s update, “Bethany Big-tits is on schedule for a little visit to Mary Land.  I’ll get her for you, Janice.”

“Please do.”

“In the meantime, feel free to avail yourself of Skylar.  But she likes to be called Dirty Girl.”

Gulp.  Had Mary just given Janice permission to make sexual use of Skylar?  Gulp!

Janice nodded, “You are a dear, Mary.  I’m looking forward to having Bethany.  I fucking love those big tits.  Oh, the things I will do to them!  But I’ll have fun with Dirty Girl here until Bethany is fully readied.”

Poor Bethany!

God!  Poor Skylar!  Skylar decided she needed to save all of her feeling bad for herself.  Bethany wasn’t even her friend any more.  Bethany was just a concerned coworker trying to help her and doomed to failure.  Bethany was a fool!

Skylar felt compelled to speak up but right out of the gate her voice was weak and she sounded uncertain even to herself, “Can I say something?  Mary, I’m at work and work is very different than… than Mary Land.  I’m different here.  I need to be different here.  Work is work and Mary Land is Mary Land.  Is that… okay?”

“No, it is not fucking okay.  You are a dirty girl.  You are such a dirty girl that now Dirty Girl is as much your name as Skylar.  I will not have a two-faced dirty girl.  Everywhere you go, you are Dirty Girl.  I want fucking consistency.

“Even though you are not a full citizen of Mary Land and can never be better than a second-class citizen at best, you are still an ambassador of Mary Land.  As such, you must obey your ruler and do as she wants you to do.  In this case, you will obey Janice in all things as if I speak through her mouth.  That is not only for today.  That is from now on.  Understood?”

From now on!

Skylar was an ambassador of Mary Land?

That was quite an honor!  Skylar had never thought she’d ever become an ambassador.  Sure, Mary Land was only a tiny country, the smallest country ever, but it was still a great honor.

“I understand.  This dirty girl ambassador will not let Mary Land down.”

Mary and Janice both chuckled as Skylar marveled at what she’d just committed to.  Sex with Janice most likely.  And always obeying Janice from now on.

Mary cautioned Janice, “Remember, for today there are certain dos and don’ts as per Dirty Girl.  Remember my plans.”

“I will keep them in mind.”

Janice ended the call.

Skylar knew the end of the call was the start of something else.

She was about to have a much closer relationship with her supervisor than she ever wanted or thought possible. 


Chapter Seven

Janice did not start slow.  Or maybe she did in her view, just not in Skylar’s.

Janice said, “No one will dare disturb us.  Take off your clothes and set them on a chair.  But keep hold of your panties after taking them off.”

That was weird.  And alarming.  Like everything else in Skylar’s life recently.

Skylar had an urge to refuse to do what Janice told her to do.  This was a workplace and so forth.  Taking off her clothes, that alone, was not such a big deal after the past few days.  She was now almost used to being nude and to another woman seeing her in the nude.

But it was a big deal.  Because this was at work.  And she darn well knew taking off her clothes was just the first step.  She knew it would lead to a lot more.  That “more” would be sex.  She knew it.  That would cross the line and make the workplace no longer a place of purity, of earning a wage and trying to prove her value in the world thru work ethic and smarts.  It would make the workplace into a place that included sex. 

People who had sex at work… were not good workers!  That was not good work ethic no matter how hard you worked at the sex!

Skylar’s hardworking parents would be so disappointed in her.

Skylar knew that following this order to take off her clothes, this not so hard order but one that foretold a certain imminent future, would be a sort of commitment to obey more orders.  Ones that were more difficult, more compromising, and more… intimate.

She did not want that.

But it did not matter.

Mary wanted it, so Skylar had to want it.  Or at least do it.

Skylar took off all her clothes other than her panties.  She was well aware of Janice’s hungry eyes feasting on her.

Then she took off her panties.  She noticed they were a little damp.  She wasn’t sure if that was from her naughty lunch with Bethany or from the current situation.  Neither cause was something to brag about, that was for sure.

Janice told her, “I’ve looked forward to seeing that sex body.  It does not disappoint.  Now, keep those panties in your hand for the time being.  Mary told me you’ve become quite the crawler.  I want a demonstration.  Crawl all around my office.  Just keep crawling all over until I tell you otherwise.”

Crawling.  First nudity and then crawling.

It was building up.  The humiliation.  Janice’s intent for her.

Skylar’s arousal, too.

Skylar felt a little weak-kneed anyway.  She dropped to her knees and then forward onto her hands, one hand holding her balled up panties in one fist.

Skylar crawled around the office.  She knew if Janice knew about her crawling that Janice must know everything.

Janice knew Skylar was a dirty girl.  Skylar had no doubt Janice would treat her like a dirty girl.

So now Skylar would have to be a dirty girl for two women, not counting Eunice.  And she’d have to be Dirty Girl in two locations, at work and when in Mary Land.  That was about ninety percent of where she spent her time, one or the other of those two places.

She would be Dirty Girl more often than she would be Skylar.  That was bad, she knew it was.  But she also felt a deep-down eagerness for it.  To just lose herself as Dirty Girl.  To do so many nasty dirty things and have them done to her.  So many mind-shattering orgasms awaited her.

Skylar crawled around and around Janice’s desk, crawled the outline of the office walls, and circled the chairs in front of Janice’s desk.  The office wasn’t large.  Skylar had to keep repeating the same routes.  It was boring and yet not at all boring.  It felt hypnotic, seeing the carpet running past her face.  That wasn’t the only thing running.  It felt like her pussy was streaming with wetness.

God!  She was such a Dirty Girl!

Sometimes she saw Janice watching her appreciatively.  It made her feel so slutty.  She worried what Janice would want to do to her.  And yet, when she saw Jancie looking, she crawled a little faster, spread her knees just a little wider, and stuck up her ass.  She knew men liked her ass and so must lesbians.  She pandered to Janice’s lust.

God!  She was such a Dirty Girl!

At other times, when she snuck a look at Janice, she saw her lost in thought looking at her computer screen, sometimes typing.  Here Skylar was crawling and sticking her ass up for Janice and Janice wasn’t even paying constant attention to her.  It was humiliating!  Wasn’t crawling humiliating enough?  Crawling and being ignored was even more humiliating!

Skylar felt so put in her place.  So low, literally and figurately, so unimportant, like such a dirty girl.

She heard Janice using a paper puncher.  Janice again wasn’t paying attention to the sexy show Skylar put on!  Skylar thought she needed to try harder.  It must be her fault.  She started crawling in a new way, bringing her knees far forward under her body and really popping her ass up.

There.  Janice should like that.  She hoped Janice liked that a lot.  At the same time, she hoped Janice would not touch her or require her to do anything sexual.  Crawling and showing off her ass while nude wasn’t… that… sexual.  It was only innocent entertainment for poor Janice with all her authority, likely menopause, and her measly six figures times two salary.

Skylar was not a complete slut if Janice did not do anything sexual with her.  She would only be a personalized office entertainer girl.  Just an added duty.  She was expanding her skill set. 

Maybe this was something she could add to her resume.

Um….

Probably not.  Besides, she couldn’t leave this job without permission from the homeland, Mary Land.  She knew she’d never get any such permission.  Mary would not agree to it because she wouldn’t want to take Skylar away from Janice.  With Janice at Skylar’s workplace, Mary had near total control over Skylar.  She wouldn’t give that up.

Skylar had never thought she’d be stuck at this job forever.  She guessed she had thought wrong.  She was so stupid!

Just a sexy dumb little dirty girl.  That’s who she really was.  She had to try her best to make up for her deficiencies by being as sexy and as obedient as possible.  You know, make the best of it.

She crawled while bringing her knees way forward under her and really pushed her ass up.  She found a way to improve on that by waggling her ass each time she got it to its highest point.  That should be good.  It felt so slutty.  It must look super slutty.  She bet Janice liked that.

The trick, of course, was to entertain Janice and turn her on as much as possible while somehow not encouraging her or giving her the wrong idea that Janice could touch or more than touch Skylar.

Skylar was such a dirty girl, she was, so much so that she often thought of herself now as Dirty Girl, but she still had limits.  She was pretty sure she must have some limits somewhere.  Hadn’t she successfully avoiding licking Eunice’s pussy?  Granted, no one asked or told her to lick Eunice’s pussy but they must have sensed she would not do it.  Pretty amazing considering Skylar had not even sensed she would not do it. 

Skylar knew how to look sexy but she had no idea how to keep Janice from acting on her sexiness.  Oh well, she could only do what she could do.  Act sexy and hope for the best.  Jancie was a hands-on supervisor but hopefully she was a hands-off lesbian.  What were the odds?

Janice spoke to her!

“Dirty Girl, scamper on over to my side of the desk.  I have something for you.  Just your thing as I understand it.”

Janice had something for her?  Oh, she shouldn’t have!  How considerate!

Just Skylar’s thing?  That sounded good but… what was Skylar’s “thing?”

Skylar crawled around the desk and it popped into her mind just as Janice’s side of the desk popped into view that Janice had not said it would be Skylar’s “thing.”  She had said it was Dirty Girl’s “thing.”  That did not bode well!

Janice said, “Oops, I spilled the paper puncher.  Clumsy me.  Look at all those little white circles of paper all over the carpet.”

Skylar looked.  Yep, there they were, just a couple of feet from her face because of her crawling position.  Lots of white paper circles on the carpet, making it look polka dotted in a snakelike scattering with a few asteroid belts of dots further out.

It looked like Janice got a little clumsy with the hole puncher.

Or had she?  Was this from clumsiness?

Janice sounded malicious, “I understand from Mary that you’re happy to eat anything as long as it is served up properly on the floor.  You just can’t stand plates and utensils.  You’re a real trailblazer for the human race.  When there is a food shortage, they’ll look to you for examples of the crazy shit they can eat instead of food.”

Janice had not spilled the hole punches by accident!

Janice knew about Dirty Girl’s new eating habits. 

“Go ahead, Dirty Girl.  You don’t have to wait.  Eat ‘em up.”

Skylar felt floaty disbelief as she lowered her face to the hole punches. 

Then she was doing it.  Eating paper off the carpet of her supervisor’s office.  She licked them up.  That was easy.  They stuck willingly to her tongue.  She salivated and worked them down her throat.  That was more difficult.  They clung to her teeth like shipwreck survivors to flotsam as the tongue shark tried to pull them under.  She swallowed and sent half a dozen at a time down to her tummy.

There were so many!

They were dry but her mouth was wet.  It was like she really was hungry for them.  But her pussy told the tale.  It seemed to salivate along with her mouth.  Yes, she was hungry for the hole punches but not in the classic sense of hunger.  This was a different kind of hunger.  This was Dirty Girl hunger.

Janice patted the top of Skylar’s head, making Skylar’s mouth bounce off the carpet, “Get every last one.  Get ever speck.  Don’t worry about eating up anything else down there.  Lint.  Hair.  Anything.  Go ahead and eat it.”

That sure was nice of Janice to pat her head like that and to let her eat anything on the floor, not just the paper punches.  It turned out she was an understanding supervisor not big on formalities.

Skylar ate them all up.  All of them.  Even several that had drifted under Janice’s desk.  Skylar had to cram her face against the bottom edge of the desk drawers and had to extend her tongue as far as she could but she got them.  Every last one!

There were hundreds of them.  She sent them all down to her stomach for digestion. 

It was a tough pill to swallow that she was this lowly.  It really was hard to swallow.  But it was easy to swallow the paper punches.

Once she licked the last one into her mouth, Janice gave Skylar an order.  Skylar recognized Janice’s words as an order and now recognized Janice as a person with the authority to order a Dirty Girl like Skylar around.

“Stand up, Dirty Girl.”

Dirty Girl stood up.

“You still have your panties?  Yes, good, I see them in your hand.  Stuff them into your pussy.  Soak them in your pussy spin cycle.”

Skylar was past thought now.  It no longer took thought on her part to obey.  She was fine with that.  Why think and cause hesitation when you knew you’d do it anyway?  There was no reason to force much more important people than her, people like Mary and Janice, to wait for a dirty girl like her.  Hear an order, obey an order.  That’s all she had to do.

Of course, that was actually a lot.

She heard what Janice wanted and she did it without thought.  She stuffed the balled up silky panties, so skimpy they were more like a thong anyway, easily up her pussy.  It was easy because she was so wet.  Spreading her labia, like bumping into a wet sapling after a rain, caused pussy juice to run down her thighs.

She got the panties in deep enough that they would stay in.  She thought they were almost instantly soaked.  She had a hard time pulling her hands away from her pussy.  She knew it was nasty and naughty, but she wished she could rub her pussy right there, right in front of Janice.  She was so turned on.  Lunch with Bethany, setting poor Bethany up and doing such a wickedly good job of it, setting her up possibly for a big fall, and now this.

Skylar had thought Mary was so good at treating her like a dirty girl the way Dirty Girl needed it, but it turned out Mary wasn’t the only one with that skill set.  Janice was no slouch!

Janice saw Skylar’s reluctance to pull her hands away from her pussy.  She chuckled, “Not yet, Dirty Girl.  I’ve enjoyed watching but I want to get some feels.  Step closer.”

Skylar more or less knew what was coming.  Janice was going to touch her!  While Skylar was nude and so turned on!  This was not good!  It would be bad!  So naughty!  So unwise!

But Skylar wanted the same thing Janice wanted.  She wanted Janice to “get some feels.”  Skylar was so turned on she could not stop herself from stepping forward, feeling the panties squished and wetly hugged inside her pussy.

She was just a dirty girl with a tummy load of paper hole punches.  So dirty.  So slutty.  Even after a long night of nasty sex, she wanted more.

She supposed it was understandable.  Sluts gonna slut.

“Spread those legs!”

Oh!  Yes, of course!  Spread her legs to give Janice access to her dirty girl charms.  One in particular.

Skylar rushed to spread her legs, so eager now even knowing that any eagerness at all for this was all wrong.  She set her feet about three feet from each other, making her body into an upside-down Y shape.

Janice cupped Skylar’s pussy like she was trying to help keep the panties inside her, “You’re such a wet girl.  Such a dirty girl.  It seems all that Mary said about you is true.”

Skylar didn’t know exactly what Mary said about her but if she’d said things like that Skylar was a dirty nasty slut then Skylar was sure Mary told the truth.  Skylar knew it was her patriotic duty to blindly trust her personal dictator.

Janice darkly urged, “Tell me what kind of girl you are.”

She gave Skylar an extra firm pussy jiggle to help Skylar know what kind of girl she was.  Skylar was so turned on she nearly came on Janice’s hand.  She was so glad she didn’t.  That would be so humiliating and so inappropriate in an office environment.  And with her supervisor!

“I’m a dirty girl.”

“Are you nasty?”

“I am!  I am a nasty dirty girl!”

“Are you a slut?”

Wasn’t it obvious?

“I am a slut!”

“Are you my slut?  Mine and Mary’s and Eunice’s?”

Wait….

Was she?  Was that right?

She was Mary’s slut for sure.

It felt like she was Janice’s slut.  That feeling seemed confirmed in the moment by Janice feeling her up.  Skylar was cooperating like a slut.  Her legs were spread like a slut.  She wore her panties inside her pussy instead of covering her pussy.  That sure was slutty!

But Eunice?  Eunice!?!

She had behaved so slutty last night.  Eunice was at least a witness to that.  But she was more than a witness.  Eunice had licked Skylar’s slutty pussy.

Fine.  Whatever.  Eunice could lick Skylar’s pussy because… because she already had.  Maybe that did make Skylar her slut.  As long as that was the extent of it.  Skylar would be Eunice’s slut, but no more than that!

“I’m your slut.”

Maybe Janice would let her get away with only declaring herself a slut for Janice?

Nope!

Janice squished Skylar’s labia hard and mean, “Whose slut?  Who besides me?”

Geez!  Apparently Mary and Eunice and Janice were better at friendship and looking out for each other’s interests than Skylar was to her one-time friend and current protective coworker Bethany.

“I’m your slut and Mary’s slut and… and… I guess… I’m Eunice’s slut also.”

“You fucking guess?”  Another hard pussy squeeze.

“I mean I’m sure that I’m Eunice’s slut!”

“That’s better.  Always tell us the truth.  You’ll know the truth because it is whatever we tell you it is.  Always tell others any lies we want you to tell them but only tell us the truth.  Stand there and think about how you’re our slut while I take care of your slutty pussy.”

Skylar stood there and obeyed, thinking about being a slut for three women she did not like, maybe hated, two of whom were more than twice her age, and one of them not attractive in any way.

Skylar felt the truth of it because of the way Janice felt her up and the way it made her feel, Janice’s hands and Janice’s words.

Yes.  True.  All true.

Skylar’s moans increased in power and length, turned into groans, and within minutes she shook through a standing orgasm.  With her panties still inside her.

Skylar ended up gripping the desk top with both hands to keep from dropping to the floor.

But the floor was where Janice wanted her.

Janice said, “Mary also claims you’re a good little pussy licking slut.  Prove it.”

Skylar got down on her knees and proved it.  Half an hour of proving it.  Janice took some work!

Skylar discovered she did not mind licking pussy.  No, she liked it.  Even Janice’s old pussy.  She guessed it no longer mattered that she was heterosexual.  She guessed she’d like licking anyone’s pussy.  Well, no, not anyone.  Not Eunice.  Not someone who was old and homely.

Skylar still had some standards.  Maybe.

When Janice orgasmed, Skylar lapped rapidly and eagerly.  She wanted to soak those little paper punch circles of white paper down in her tummy with Janice’s pussy juice.  That seemed right.  Janice punched them out with the paper puncher and Janice intentionally spilled them on the floor, and Janice made (easily made) Skylar eat them, so of course, it was only appropriate she provide the pussy juice to soak them down in Skylar’s slutty tummy.

Then Janice had Skylar sit under her desk but not to provide further oral services.  Skylar had to bring her clothing down there also, but not to wear. 

Janice instructed Skylar to fingerfuck herself but also told her that she was not allowed to cum.  That Skylar should get herself as close to cumming as possible but there would be no cumming for her until she was back across the border and in Mary Land again.  Skylar had to rub her pussy while crammed in there under the desk, her head bent down, chin to chest, because of the desk top.  

She had to rub her pussy with her panties still crammed inside her.  She wasn’t sure of that was a plus or a minus.  She was literally a little stuffed but not at all like having a cock inside her.  It was nasty and an ongoing humiliation and that turned Skylar on.  It made her want to cum all the more but she was not allowed to cum.  So it was hard to tell what was good and what was bad.

The desk was closed on the far side so anyone entering Janice’s office would not see Skylar down there.  Janice had had Skylar unlock the office door first in case anyone did show up.

For another hour, Skylar licked much older pussy and fingered panty-stuffed pussy and kept herself from cumming.  It was such a contrast, trying to make Janice cum while trying to keep herself from cumming.

Skylar dimly thought she knew why Janice told her to keep herself on edge.  Skylar was already so worn out from all the sex the night before.  Getting her into a state of orgasm denial would only distract her all the more and make her helpless to do anything except cooperate with whatever Mary had planned for when Skylar brought Bethany to Mary Land.

Janice and Mary were working their will on Skylar, she could not resist them, but they were at the same time working their will on Bethany, thru Skylar, setting Bethany up for the biggest fall of her life if they were successful, by removing any possible resistance or assistance from Skylar.

Skylar felt so bad for Bethany.  But she sure loved fingering her panty-stuffed pussy and licking Janice’s pussy.

Janice moaned a little moan, “Try to keep the slurping down to a dull roar.  I need to make a work call.  At the end of the afternoon, you’ll fish those wet as a fish panties out of your slut pussy and put them right back on.  You’ll wear them for the car ride with Bethany over to Mary Land.  Your scent and pheromones will fill the car.  Gee, I wonder if Bethany will suspect you’re wearing soaked panties.  Probably not, but she might recognize the smell of pussy and think you’re uncommonly eager to get back to Mary Land.  Which you fucking will be.  That’s where you can get some orgasms.  As long as all goes well with Bethany.  In Mary Land or maybe in an allied country.”

An… allied country?  That made no sense.

Of course, none of this made sense.  Skylar was heterosexual but kept sexually servicing lesbians.  And having orgasms from it!  Skylar was an independent young woman a couple of days ago but no longer had self-determination.  America was the land of the free but Mary Land sure wasn’t.  Skylar loved America and yet yearned to become a second-class citizen in Mary Land.

Nothing made sense!

But she was so aroused, so needy.  Her pussy knew what it wanted.  More sex!

As Skylar kept licking pussy, Janice kept instructing her, “In the car, while Bethany unknowingly fills her big-tit lungs with your pussy fumes, talk up how much you need her help.  Make her promise not to leave you with Mary unless you give her the all clear signal.  Which you will not give her, of course.  Bethany is good at keeping commitments.  She always makes her deadlines here at work.  Stupid sexy fool!”

That wasn’t nice of Janice!  Of course, by then, Skylar knew Janice was far worse a person than were even most bosses.  Management attracted assholes!

Janice added, “Get her to promise.  Once that’s done, act apologetic and talk about how the great big orgasms, the best ever orgasms, made it hard to resist Mary.  Keep talking about how your orgasms, especially the ones from the “oral masturbations,” were by far the best you’ve ever had.” 

Actually… that was true.  Janice had that right.  How did Janice know that?  Maybe she didn’t and wanted Skylar to lie.  Maybe it did not matter if it was true or not, only that Skylar made Bethany think it was true.

Skylar saw how they planned to work on Bethany.  First on her mind.  Get her committed to help while also getting her intrigued about the best ever orgasms.  Maybe subtly on her physically as well, with the scent of pussy and the pheromones.  Skylar wasn’t sure she believed in pheromones in the sense that they worked wonders on people, but she knew it did not matter what she believed.  Only that they believed it.

Skylar knew she would do as she was told to do.

So recently, just last night, quite late, she was absolutely determined to never betray Bethany.  And now?  She was a spineless tool of bitches.

She was such a dirty girl.


Chapter Eight

Bethany was getting a little stressed.  Or uncertain.

Really, to Bethany, uncertainty was the same thing as stress.  She did not feel it often.  Uncertainty caused her stress in direct proportion to how much uncertainty she felt.

Bethany liked to make quick decisions and to display confidence when she made them.  Fake it until you make it would be how some put it.  Bethany had a different perspective.  In the big scheme of things, she just did not think most decisions mattered.  Get one wrong, get the next one right, no one was perfect, and it didn’t matter much anyway.  Not from thirty thousand feet above.

However.  Bethany would be the first to acknowledge her decisions were fairly small in importance even at ground level.  Where to work?  She would work somewhere.  Every job gets filled.  If she left her current workplace, they would be fine without her.  She would do well anywhere.  That sort of thing. 

Break up with her boyfriend?  She’d get a new one.  He would be better.  Or worse.  She could break up with that one also and get another new one.  Past boyfriends would get new girlfriends.  They would be fine.  It was no big deal.  It didn’t really matter that much.

That was the way she liked to think.  A little defiant towards life’s stresses, trying to put things more than in perspective, trying not to let anything get under her skin.

But today was different.  Skylar’s situation was different.  It was really different as in weird, but it was also different in that this was important.  It was sort of… life and death.  Almost.

The way Mary treated Skylar could change the course of Skylar’s life.  If that treatment continued on the same as it had.  Or got worse!

This bitch Mary was dramatically impacting Skylar’s life and for the much worse.  Skylar seemed so different and the changes in her had occurred so quickly.  Two days ago, when she first told Bethany about her roommate’s bizarre behavior, Skylar acted one way, sort of beleaguered or afflicted, and it was clearcut.  Mary, bad.  Skylar, victim.

That was still the case now.  Bethany was certain it must be.  But it wasn’t as clearcut.  It seemed like… Skylar was into it.  Two days ago, she was a victim of Mary and now she was a cooperating victim.  To some extent.  Like believing the shit Mary told her.  Oral masturbation?  What the fuck?  Who could believe that?  Skylar.  Now.  Not the Skylar Bethany used to know.

Skylar was smart.  Only an idiot would believe in oral masturbation.  And yet, Skylar believed it!

Was it the orgasms?  They must have changed Skylar’s mindset.  Some.  Not all the way.  Skylar still wanted help.  In fact, after they got in Bethany’s car for the trip over to Skylar’s place – Skylar normally took the bus to and from work – Skylar made Bethany promise not to leave her alone with Mary.

Bethany had promised but hadn’t thought it out.  She regretted it a little.  It was a weird promise to make.  Skylar and Mary were roommates so… what the hell?  Bethany wasn’t going to move in.  She would have to leave Skylar alone with Mary eventually. 

She had promised, though.  She hadn’t thought it out.  She just needed to re-interpret her promise and not take it so literally.  She would keep her promise in that she would not leave Skylar alone with Mary until Skylar was comfortable with her leaving.  Not until after Bethany had a few choice words with Mary.

Bethany was stressed.  She had no problem making decisions for herself and living with the consequences, right or wrong.  It all seemed to fall under the Shit Happens category.  But in this case, Skylar counted on her and helping her was crucial.

Bethany could not stand to let others down.  Supervisors, workplaces, family, friends.  She had license to let herself down, but not others.  That’s how she looked at it.

This thing with Skylar’s roommate seemed… sticky.  Hard to deal with.

Skylar could not seem to help herself so it moved the responsibility to Bethany.  She felt responsible like it all depended on her.  Skylar making her promise only added to that feeling.

Bethany did not feel uncertainty about confronting Mary.  Not in and of itself.  Her defiant philosophy that not much really mattered and everybody makes mistakes and tries again put her in a comfort zone when it came to confrontations.  Also, she liked to go to bat for others, more than for herself. 

She was uncertain because Skylar seemed so conflicted and weak.  During the car ride, Skylar kept waxing poetic about the orgasms she’d had from the infamous “oral masturbation” sessions with Mary.

What the fuck!?!

They were on their way to confront Mary and Skylar kept talking about these “best ever” orgasms she’d had!  It was almost funny.  Except it was more like sick.

Who cared how great the orgasms were?  Look at the cost!  That Mary bitch was manipulating and humiliating Skylar! 

The talk of the orgasms made Bethany feel like any progress she made correcting Mary’s behavior might be immediately undermined as soon as she left Skylar alone with Mary.  Was that why Skylar practically begged her not to leave Skylar alone with Mary?  Maybe Skylar sensed the same thing.

Skylar wanted to be saved.  With her mind.  But those “best ever” orgasms were already undermining what she knew was best for her.

Skylar kept wiggling around in the passenger seat.  She just could not sit still.  Or get comfortable.  Something.

Skylar couldn’t seem to stay focused on the mission.  Mary, bad.  Make Mary stop.  Skylar should be talking about what they’d say to Mary, not about her “best over” orgasms. 

It was distracting Bethany also.  She kept wondering how Mary could have pulled such a number on Skylar and so quickly.  Exactly how big were those “best ever” orgasms?  How long did they last?  How much better were they than Skylar’s usual orgasms?

Did they make Skylar moan and groan… or cry out?  Were they screaming orgasms, the stuff of legend?

What would it feel like to orgasm so hugely?  Great, duh, but how great?

It seemed like they had messed with Skylar’s mind.  Or maybe destroyed a bunch of brain cells!  Yeah, the ones responsible for self-esteem and looking out for oneself.

Was Mary that good at sex?  Or was the power of the orgasms from the type of sex?  Not lesbianism.  It couldn’t be that simple.  Skylar wasn’t even a lesbian!  The humiliation thing.  Or was it domination?  Did that bring about bigger orgasms?

Bethany joked inwardly as Skylar chattered on about her orgasms, that maybe she should try getting dominated sometime.  Just to find out.  All scientific like.  To know whether getting humiliated and dominated actually made a person orgasm more powerfully. 

But how could she do it scientifically?  Doing it “scientifically” would automatically taint the results.  If she asked a future boyfriend to do it to her then he’d be doing what she wanted, even if he treated her in a way she was supposed to not want and yet did want in order to experiment. 

She could never trust the results of such an experiment.  It would be something other than what she was trying to figure out. 

The only way to truly find out would be for an actual dominant to actually dominate her.  Against her will or at least while she felt reluctance the way Skylar must have.  Only then could Bethany know what Skylar felt and if these “best ever” orgasms were a one-off, a thing that happened between Mary and Skylar, or if it was a typical outcome – out-cum -- of domination.

Ha.  Too bad Bethany did not know any dominants.

…

Well, she guessed she was about to meet one.  Mary. 

Ha, but no, not funny.  As if!  That was so not going to happen.  Bethany hadn’t even met Mary and she already hated her.

Bethany also wasn’t a lesbian.  She liked popsicles, not banana splits.

Bethany’s mission was to help Skylar, not conduct an experiment best left unconducted.


Chapter Nine

There she was.  Mary.  Just as naked as Skylar had said she’d be.

They had just entered Skylar’s apartment.  Skylar’s and Mary’s apartment.  Bethany and Skylar stood just a few feet inside the door. 

Mary had stood up from the futon without making any attempt to cover herself.

Bethany’s first thoughts was, “My God, it’s true.  It must all be true.”  Like Mary’s nudity was proof of all the rest that Skylar had said happened.  Not that Bethany had truly doubted Skylar.  Why would Skylar make anything like that up?  But it had been hard to believe.

Bethany’s second thought was that Mary really was quite pretty.  She was slim but muscular.  She was in great shape.  It was ironic that Mary seemed a living reflection of Bethany’s philosophy “If you’ve got it, flaunt it.”

But Bethany only flaunted her cleavage.  Not all of her like Mary!

Should she admire Mary or resent her?

Resent.  Yes, resenting was safest.

Mary smiled widely but Bethany saw calculation in her eyes as she sized up Bethany and spoke to Skylar as she eyeballed Bethany, “Dirty Girl, who have you brought home with you?”

Skylar sounded like a nervous schoolgirl caught being naughty, “Oh, ah, Mary, this is… this is Bethany.  She works with me.”

“Isn’t this sweet.  You brought a playmate home.  Do you like to play, Bethany?”

Bethany was almost dumbfounded by how nervous she was.  It made her feel slow, clumsy, and just plain dumb.  She cleared her throat, “I’m here for a reason.  Before we talk about some things, could you maybe please put on some clothes.”

Bethany hated that she used the word “maybe” and hated even more that she used the word “please.”  She sounded so weak and wishy-washy!  She did not know why she said it that way.

She was stumbling out of the gate on this mission to rescues Skylar.

Mary shrugged quickly, her small breasts bouncing a little, “There is no need for clothes here.  It’s my place.  I decide.  Decision made.  No clothes.”

This was Bethany’s chance to firmly point out that it was also Skylar’s place and Skylar was here first.  Oh, and that people were not supposed to greet guests in the nude.

But the words caught in her throat.

Mary went on like it was settled she would remain naked, “I want a proper introduction.  Full name.”

Bethany didn’t like this.  It felt like Mary was dictating terms.  Like she was already in control of the conversation.  An introduction was no big deal, polite and expected even, but it felt like Mary was telling her what to do, bossing her around.  Giving Bethany an order like she gave Skylar orders.

Already!  Bethany had only just arrived!

Bethany had to clear her throat again. 

“I’m Bethany Crawley.”

Mary laughed and laughed, her nipples bobbing around on her small breasts, “Are you shitting me?  Your last name is Crawley?  This isn’t April 1st, is it?”

Bethany frowned hard, “What’s so funny?”

She felt almost relieved at the anger Mary’s laughter made her feel.  She should be angry.  Mary treated Skylar terribly and now she was laughing at Bethany!

Mary calmed her laughter, “Your last name reminds me of what Dirty Girl likes to do.  She loves to crawl, don’t you, Dirty Girl?”

Bethany’s anger surged, “Her name is Skylar!  Not ‘Dirty Girl!’”

But incredibly, Skylar also responded.  Not in the way Bethany wanted.  In the way Mary seemed to want.

“Yes, Mary, I’ve come to like crawling.”

“You love it.”

“Um.  Oh.  Yes, that was what I meant.  I love to crawl.”

Bethany looked wide-eyed at Skylar.

Mary said, “Bethany, maybe you should live up to your name by getting down and crawling.  You can be the crawling Crawley.”

Even insulted and surprised someone would say such a thing to someone they’d just met, Bethany had to admit it was sort of funny. 

“Not my thing, bitch.”

Ha!  The verbal gloves were off!  If Mary was going to talk about Bethany crawling because her last name was Crawley, then Bethany would go ahead and call her a bitch to her face.

It wasn’t at all effective based on Mary’s response, “That’s right, I am a bitch.  Proud of it.  How do you know crawling isn’t your thing?  I bet you haven’t tried it.  I know we’ve only just met but we can get off on the right foot by you getting off your feet.”

Bethany felt herself losing her cool.  In fact, it was incredibly warm inside the apartment.  It felt like a damn jungle!

“You fucking crawl!”

“I truly know it is not my thing.  I’m the kind who helps others crawl and enjoys their crawling.”

“You won’t be enjoying any crawling from me!”

“We’ll see.”

The fuck they would!  Mary would never see Bethany crawl!

Mary moved on, but not by much, “Speaking of seeing things, Dirty Girl, what are you doing wearing all that clothing?  You know you’re most comfortable with them off.”

Bethany right away thought this was another thing that was not happening.  Little did Mary know that Bethany was there to put a stop to such things.

Bethany’s eyes went wide, again, as Skylar started taking off her clothes.

“Skylar!”

Before Skylar could answer, Mary said, “Dirty Girl, focus on getting those clothes off.  Don’t worry about answering the Crawley who will not crawl… yet.”

Incredibly – incredible to Bethany but obviously not to Mary – Skylar kept quiet as she kept divesting clothing.

Bethany was at a sort of impasse.  Almost instantly, she had lost this round.  Mary wanted Skylar to take off her clothes.  Bethany wanted Skylar to keep them on.  Skylar was taking them off.  It was pretty obvious that Mary won that one.  It was also obvious that Mary’s influence – fuck, just plain command – of Skylar was more profound than Bethany had ever thought.

Anything more that Bethany said would only make this loss, this round, bigger and more obvious.  Which would serve to further cement the terrible control Mary had over Skylar while at the same time weakening Bethany’s friendship influence.  That’s what Bethany thought strategically.

More basically, it was compelling viewing watching Skylar behave so obediently and seeing so much bare skin popping out of clothing.

Bethany watched her friend get naked.  What else could she do?  She could not leave and Skylar was the only show in town so to speak.

Skylar sure was beautiful.  Bethany almost could not blame Mary for wanting Skylar to be nude when inside the apartment.  Bethany would probably want that also if she was Skylar’s roommate and a fucking diabolical lesbian.

It was so hot in the apartment!  It was like that line in that song, “It’s getting hot in here… so Skylar should take off all her clothes.” 

Skylar probably would be more comfortable with no clothes on.  Bethany had to admit Mary had that one right.  Sort of.  Skylar would be physically more comfortable but not socially.

Bethany thought that even she would be more comfortable with no clothes on….

If this was her apartment and no one else was around, and it was this hot like the thermostat was broken, she would probably take off her clothes.  Except maybe for her panties.

Just then, Skylar’s panties came into view.  In fact, they were the last remaining garment on her.

They were skimpy and they were… quite shiny.

Was that some kind of wet-look material or….

Well, it must be the material because that wet shininess was all over, even at the narrow waistband.  It must be, right?

Mary said, “Dirty Girl gets so excited from taking her clothes off.  She’s so eager to show it all.  She’s like a convenient home-based stripper.  She is really into it.  Look.  Her panties are soaked.”

“Bullshit.  They just look that way.  Like some swimsuits always look wet.”

There was no way Skylar could be wet from this.  Not that wet!  Not this quickly!

Skylar slid the panties down and swooped them over her feet.  Bethany could not help noticing what a wonderful ass Skylar had.  Lucky!  Bethany knew any guy would love to see what she was seeing right then.  Or any lesbian.

Actually… Bethany did not mind seeing it either.

Maybe Mary was onto something here.  Maybe people should go nude when at home.  If they could afford to keep their place this heated.

Mary ordered Skylar, “Toss those panties to Crawley.  Do it now!”

Skylar obeyed immediately, like she was wired to obey.  There was no hesitation at all.  Bethany had not expected anything like this.  The panties came flying at her and she could not move out of the way or duck.  She flinched but that was it.

The panties landed on her cleavage.

Damply.  Wetly.  They landed and stuck there like mud against a wall!

Bethany defensively, too late, reached up and grabbed them.  They were so wet! 

Mary sounded cocky, “There you go, Crawley.  It isn’t bullshit.  It’s pussy juice.  Do you agree or do you need some other form of proof?”

The panties were for sure soaked with pussy juice.  Bethany could smell it!  Come to think of it, she’d smelled that smell for quite a while and hadn’t realized what it was.  She’d smelled it during the car ride over. 

Now it was wafting up from her tits!  Her cleavage was damp.  It was visibly damp! 

She moved to wipe it away but then thought she didn’t want it on her hands either.  Though it was too late for her right hand which still lamely held Skylar’s wet panties.

“Jesus Fucking Christ on crutches!” she half-yelled and then threw Skylar’s panties on the floor.

Mary laughed, “I guess you don’t need another form of proof.  Too bad.  That would have been fun.”

Mary talked like she could get away with anything and make anyone do anything she wanted!  That might be true of Skylar, for the moment, but Mary was way wrong otherwise!

But how was Bethany supposed to get Mary to leave Skyla alone, to treat Skylar with respect, when Skylar stood there in the nude and Skylar’s pussy juice was drying on Bethany’s cleavage?

Bethany had to try.  No, she had to succeed.

“Mary, we need to talk about the way you behave.  We need to get—”

Mary cut her off, “Let’s sit down like civilized people.”

That seemed like a welcoming gesture.  Bethany was agreeable to that.  Maybe there would be less nudity on display if Mary and Skylar sat down.

Bethany soon had reason for hesitation.  Skylar remained standing.  The invite to sit was not for Skylar.  Only for Mary and Bethany.

See, this was what Bathany was talking about!  It was unfair to Skylar.

There was something else.  Mary sat down on the futon, to one side of it.  She patted the stretched material next to her.

Bethany did not want to sit next to nude Mary.

Bethany was also all too aware of the recent history of that futon, as described by Skylar.  Mary had masturbated Skylar on that futon! 

While Mary sat next to Skylar….

And now Mary expected Bethany to sit next to her on that same futon….

Mary patted the futon seat cushion next to her again, “Civilized people sit down.”

Bethany looked at Skylar, “What about….”

Mary scoffed, “Her?  She’s a dirty girl.  Dirty girls aren’t civilized.  Nor would we want them to be.  I’ll show you in a moment what dirty girls do instead of sitting.  As for you, Crawley, make a decision.  Sit like a civilized person, for now, or declare yourself a dirty girl and go stand next to Skylar.”

Bethany stood with Skylar when it came to confronting Mary but there was no way she wanted to stand next her and have Mary look at her as a dirty girl like Skylar.  That presumptuous association by Mary, no matter how ridiculous, was a little scary.

Bethany did not want Mary to start thinking Bethany was at all like Skylar.  Hey, they worked at the same place and were both hotties, but that was it!  Skylar was blonde.  Bethany had dark hair.  Skylar had a great ass and Bethany had big tits.  See?  Very different!

Bethany did not want Mary to think Bethany was a dirty girl like Skylar.  Hell, she did not even want Mary to think of Skylar as a dirty girl!  If Mary started thinking Bethany was a dirty girl, that might be the start of something.  Mary might think she could treat Bethany like Bethany was a dirty girl.  Bethany did not want that mental ball to get rolling inside Mary’s head.

She needed Mary to take her seriously so that she could provide some serious help for Skylar who was clearly in serious trouble. 

Fuck it.  Bethany plopped down on the futon.  She did it hard.  She sat down defiantly.  So there.

She wondered if she was in the exact same spot that Skylar sat in when Mary fingered her to the first orgasm Mary forced on Skylar.  She wouldn’t put it past this Mary bitch to have her sit in the same spot.

And maybe to have the same or similar intentions.

Bethany was hyper-aware that she was now sitting on a futon with a naked lesbian who no doubt looked at Bethany as a sexy dish.  Bethany knew men thought she was sexy.  She had the natural assets – ass-set and tit-sets – and she also worked hard to make herself particularly appealing.  Because why not?  It fucking worked!

Now it might be working on this pushy mean lesbian.  Wow.  Maybe she should not have worn this top today.  It was one of the sluttiest ones she had not counting lingerie.  This was as slutty as she could wear in a workplace.

Why had she worn it?  Had she forgotten this morning as she got dressed that she needed to come over and confront Mary on behalf of Skylar?  Yes, it must have slipped her mind.  Which was weird because she did remember thinking about Skylar and the not-yet-met Mary this morning as she got ready for work. 

And yet she still maxed out her slutty look.  Huh.  Go figure.

Bethany’s eyes nearly bulged out of her head when Mary patted her knee.  Bethany’s knee was bare.  She’d worn a knee-length skirt, a tight one, but it had ridden up nearly to mid-thigh when she sat down.

Mary’s hand should not be there!

Bethany should say something!

Or peel the hand off of her knee!

Something….

But it was hard to decide which one to do.  To say or to peel.  That must be why she failed to do either one.  She just could not make up her mind.

Bethany also thought she should move things along.  She was a get-to-the-point kind of gal.  Usually.  But she felt a need to wait.  Mary needed to say she was ready to listen.  Something like that.  It felt like Mary was calling the shots and determining what happened.  For instance, with Skylar taking off her clothes and Bethany having to sit on the fingerbang futon.  That had set the rhythm or the roles.  Something.

Bethany told herself these things were no big deal.  That it did not matter when she said what she needed to say to Mary, only that it worked.  That going along and being a polite guest was a strategy to get Mary to listen to her with an open mind.

Mary needed to understand Skylar did not like the way Mary treated her!  And that Skylar’s friend Bethany would not stand for it!

But there was time to get to that.  And so… here she sat instead of not standing for it.

Mary’s warm hand on Bethany’s knee… now a little more on her thigh that her knee… was harmless.  It did not hurt.  It actually felt good.  Really good.  Some might say too good.

Mary said, “Before we have this chat you say you want to have with me, I need to get Skylar squared away.  Dirty sluts need constant guidance.  They need orders to follow.  They need it.  They want it.  They love to obey.”

Dirty sluts loved to obey?  Like… anything?

Bethany wasn’t sure of that.  She freely admitted she had no expertise in dirty sluts and their ways or mannerisms.  But she was sure Skylar was not a dirty slut.

Although… in some ways… she could see how there was room for confusion in the mind of Mary.  Skylar had followed orders and was naked, just standing there.

And her panties!  They were soaking wet when they smacked onto Bethany’s cleavage. 

Mary addressed Skylar, “Dirty Girl, you know you aren’t supposed to stand when in Mary Land.  Obey the rule of Mary Land.”

Huh?  “Mary Land?”  Oh, right, that weird thing Skylar had told Bethany about.  How Mary pretended she was the ruler of the apartment and the apartment was her country.

Skylar got down on her hands and knees!  There she was, obeying “the rule of Mary Land.”  Wow.  Crazy.

Bethany felt some alarm, only some of it from Mary’s hand sliding an inch or two further up her thigh, and the rest from witnessing Skylar’s obedience.

Bethany had come here to keep Mary from treating Skylar this way!  She needed to say something!

She should probably get that hand off her thigh… but helping Skylar took precedence.

“Skylar!  Stand back up!  And Mary, this is what I want to talk with you about.  You can’t treat Skylar this way.  She doesn’t like it and she doesn’t deserve it.  She’s a good person.”

Skylar, quite pointedly and obviously, and surprisingly to Bethany, did not stand back up.  She did not even start any motion to do so.  Just nothing.

Mary clarified, “You telling her to stand up might work out in the hallway.  But she’s across the border and in Mary Land now.  I am the ruler of Mary Land.  I’m proud to say it is an absolute dictatorship.  Within the borders of Mary Land, which occupies the land formerly known as Skylar’s apartment, she obeys me.”

What the ever-living fuck!?!  Mary really did think of the apartment as a nation she ruled?  And it looked like Skylar might also believe it!

Mary went on even as her hand went on up Bethany’s leg, “I can treat her this way.  I do treat her this way.  She likes it.  As for whether she’s a good person or not, it doesn’t matter.  Who cares?  I fucking don’t.  What matters it that she is a dirty slut who likes it dirty.”

“That’s not true!  That’s why I’m here.  She does not like it.  She came to me.  She needs my help.  I’m here to help her.”

“Hmm.”  Why did Mary’s little sound seem so unconvinced?  Hadn’t Bethany just used logic that anyone should be able to understand?

Was Mary’s damn hand on the inside of Bethany’s thigh now?  It was!  It was sliding just a little around as it slid just a little upward.  Like a damn hand squirrel going up a tree in slow motion!

Was Mary doing that to distract Bethany from her mission?

Was it… working?  Just a little bit?

It was both hot in the apartment and getting hard to think.  All the heat and the humidity from things like soaked panties.  It made it hard to stay focused!

Skylar depended on her!  She needed to get her head in the game!

Yes, that was exactly why she should ignore that progressing hand.  If she gave it too much attention, like by peeling it away or demanding Mary lifted it off her leg, then Mary would succeed in distracting Bethany from her mission.  Bethany would not fall for that!  She would let that hand do whatever it wanted just to prove to Mary that she was here for Skylar, to help Skylar.

What was getting felt up a little compared to a friend in need?  Nothing at all.  Mind over matter.  Mind over thigh.  Mind over… pleasure?

It did feel good… and naughty….

Bethany knew she had excellent plausible deniability.  She was concerned about her friend.  That was why she might not feel Mary’s hand at all even though she very much felt it feeling her up.  Plausible deniability.  It was thing.  It was handy when someone else was getting handsy.

Mary told her, even as Bethany hated that she’d come here to say things and was doing a lot more listening than talking, “Skylar is in the process of adjusting to being a dirty girl and accepting that she is a dirty girl.  I bet she told you a couple of days ago that she needed help.  She might still think so.  This is a common error that dirty girls make. 

“They’ve grown up not knowing they are dirty girls who need it rough and mean.  Also, they are not exactly known for their intelligence.  Before you go all yada yada yada on her fucking grade point average or college degree, just stop.  I’m talking about a different kind of intelligence.  Real world, social, and self-awareness intelligences.  She was stupid and ignorant about them, about her being a dirty girl.  She is still stupid but I’m making her a lot less ignorant.  She is a dirty girl.”

This Mary bitch had a whole line of thinking that was alien and unwholesome.  And not in Skylar’s best interest!

Especially if it was at all true.

Bethany wanted to say something.  She knew she needed to say something.  Skylar did not look like she was going to deny anything that Mary had just said.  That meant Bethany had to do it for Skylar on her behalf.  That was what friends were for!  To save one another from dominant lesbian predators.  That had to be a top reason for making friends.

That dominant lesbian predator hand on Bethany’s thigh seemed to cause a delay in forming words and pushing them out of her mouth.  She just couldn’t say a thing.  She couldn’t even start.  Not before Mary spoke again, another order for poor Skylar.

“Dirty Girl, do some crawling.  Show off to your sexy work buddy what a good crawler you are.”

Incredibly, yet not so incredible to Bethany by then, Skylar started crawling.  All Bethany could do was watch, wide-eyed and openmouthed, as Skylar crawled to the open kitchen/dining area, crawled about in ovals around there, crawled back across the apartment and into the hallway leading to the bathroom and bedroom, reappearing moments later to repeat her crawl route.

This was just so wrong!

How could Skylar do that?  Why would Skylar do that?  Just because Mary the bitch told her to?

Bethany had a “stop the world, I want to get off” feeling.  Information overload.  Does not compute.

Bethany was fascinated by the crawling.  She could not take her eyes off of Skylar crawling around.  It was such a simple act but it was like watching fire or ocean waves roll in to a beach.  Always the same but always a little different and constantly fascinating.

Making Skylar crawl was wrong.  Skylar obeying Mary and just doing it and crawling around her own home in front of her roommate and in front of her work friend Bethany was also so wrong.

It was wrong… and it was also damn sexy.  Skylar was so beautiful and the crawling, like it or hate it or… be fascinated by it, made her about ten times sexier than when she stood up and wore clothes. 

Bethany wondered how Skylar could stand the humiliation.  Maybe she couldn’t.  She didn’t have to “stand” at all when she was on hands and knees. 

As Skylar crawled around, Mary’s hand seemed to imitate her, crawling around on Bethany’s thigh.  Was it under Bethany’s dress now?  It was!  Bethany could feel it, the hem of her dress stretched upward, the hand sliding underneath. 

She did not dare look down at it.  She’d have to take her eyes off Skylar and… she needed to keep watching Skylar… in order to best protect Skylar’s interests.  Of course.

Also, if she looked down, she would probably have to do something about that hand.  Make some kind of remark.  Maybe ask Mary to stop.  No, wait, she’d have to demand that Mary stop.  And if Mary did not stop?  Then she’d have to hand wrestle with her.  Bethany wasn’t here to fight.  Well, not for herself.  She was here to fight for Skylar.  But not literally!

Yeah, she guessed she must be doing the right thing by doing nothing at all.  She did not want to escalate the situation.

Mary’s hand was escalating up her leg.  It was mostly on Bethany’s inner thigh now.  That was so personal!  It was so rude!  They’d only just met!

It really wasn’t fair.  Bethany was trying watch Skylar.  Politely watch her humiliating crawl through the apartment.  Mary’s hand was so distracting!  Couldn’t she at least slide it up Bethany’s outer thigh?  That would be the polite thing to do.  Bethany was sure Mary’s hand would not feel nearly so good if it was on her outer thigh.

Bethany thought Skylar’s humiliation was at absolute maximum.  Skylar was crawling around while nude and in front of two people!  Bethany learned she was wrong.  There was greater humiliation possible, as Mary and Skylar (assuming she was still responsible for her actions at this point) soon demonstrated.

Mary darkly suggested, “Dirty Girl, I cooked some bacon while you were at work.  I didn’t cover the pan and grease spattered all over the kitchen floor.  Even worse, I tossed bacon bits all over the floor for the cat and then remembered we don’t even have a cat.  Go clean them up with your dirty mouth.”

No!

But… yes, Skylar was crawling over to the kitchen as if she was on her way to obey.

Surely Skylar would not do it.  Yes, Bethany knew Mary had made Skylar eat the eggs off the floor a couple of days ago but that was then and this was now.  Skylar knew Bethany was right here.  Bethany’s presence and their sense of purpose, their mission to put a stop to Mary’s outrageous transgressions, should give Skylar the strength to—

Nope.  Guess not.  Skylar was licking the kitchen floor!  Licking it!

Bethany saw a crispy shred of bacon clinging to Skylar’s tongue.  And then no longer clinging to it as Skylar’s darting tongue re-emerged from her mouth.

Bethany wished she was one of the computers at work.  She could simply reboot herself then.  Turn off and turn back on.  That fixed most computer problems.

Bethany did not know how to turn herself off.  In fact, she felt quite turned on.  She was very turned on.  She was as turned on as she could remember.

She could feel it.  Those wet panties of Skylar’s, the ones that made her think Skylar might be slutty and might be a dirty girl, were not the only wet panties in this apartment, in “Mary Land.”  And, ah, Mary wasn’t wearing any panties so, ah….

Mary’s hand crawled higher, her wrist pushing Bethany’s dress upward, insistently, not caring that the material resisted.  That hand was getting ever closer to Bethany’s on/off switch but Bethany was sure, quite sure, Mary did not intend to helpfully turn her off and reboot her.  Mary’s hand and her strong thin fingers would go for Bethany’s switch and try to make her switch teams!

Mary would keep that switch in the on position by rubbing it.  Bethany did not think her on/off switch could take that without… without having a very strong reaction. 

Skylar was eating bacon bits off the floor, humiliated, and her persecutor was pawing Bethany and Bethany wasn’t saying or doing anything!  She came here to help Skylar, not let Mary help herself to her!

Bethany mustered her will and struggled out of the futon, almost jumping into a stand once she was free of the futon quagmire. 


Chapter Ten

Bethany turned to face Mary and backed away like she thought Mary was a thirsty bloodsucking vampire.

Mary remained seated.  She laughed.

Bethany let her anger expand into absolute fury, “This is why I came here.  You have no right to treat Skylar this way!  It has to stop now!”

Mary arched one eyebrow at her, “Is that the reason you came here?  The only reason?”

Bethany wondered what the hell Mary meant by that.

Mary relaxed her eyebrow to its normal level, “I do have the right to treat her that way.  I took that right.  Or she gave it to me.  Here in Mary Land, dirty girls do not have the same rights as people like me.  Their only right is the right to obey and they absolutely must exercise that right. 

“As for stopping this, now or ever, why would we?  Dirty Girl likes the way things are.  So do I.  In fact, I think you’re starting to like it here in Mary Land.”

“The fuck I am!”

“Where else can you see things like this?”

“I don’t care where else.  This shouldn’t be seen or done anywhere.  You’ve made Skylar miserable in her own home!”

“From all those miserable orgasms?  What are you so uptight about?  I have fun, she has fun, and the floor is so much cleaner now.”

“She is not having fun!”

“She is.  She loves it.  This is what she needs.  Granted, she did not need it before I got here but now, after all the progress made, she will need it from now on.”

That sounded awful to Bethany.  Skylar condemned to weeks or months or maybe even longer of this kind of treatment and behavior. 

It was terrible!

It would be something to see….

“She doesn’t love it!”

“Then why does she obey my orders?  Why were her panties soaked?  Why is her pussy so wet?  I mean, look at the slutty pussy.  Just look.  Looks tasty, doesn’t it?  Why is she eating crap off the floor if she doesn’t love it?”

Damn Mary!  She was trying to use logic and evidence against Skylar!  That was so unfair!

Bethany lamely tried to counter Mary’s claims, “It’s because you have her scared of you tickling her.  She can’t stand tickling.  It’s like torture to her.  That’s why.”

“Sure, I guess that could explain her immediate and total compliance.  Maybe.  But what about her wet pussy?”

“Well, that’s… that’s because… I mean, that can happen… like maybe if she was thinking about something else.”

Mary laughed, “Fuck that.  There’s no room in her stupid slutty head for thinking about other shit.  She’s focused on obeying and licking up bacon and bacon grease and floor crud.  But maybe she also has some room to be turned on from you and I looking at her nude body and enjoying it.”

Bethany broke eye contact and lowered her chin, looking down, trying to think up the right thing to say, the verbal key that would unlock Skylar’s invisible chains.

Bethany fumed with anger and frustration and was appalled to realize that while looking down she also breathed in fumes left by Skylar’s wet panties when they landed on Bethany’s more than ample cleavage. 

Well fuck!  Yes, Skylar was wet.  Bethany was literally breathing in the proof of that.  And she was pretty sure she’d unknowingly breathed in that proof during the entire car ride over to “Mary Land.”

But if Skylar was so turned on by Mary’s terrible treatment, then why had Skylar invited her to help, practically begged for Bethany’s help?

Why had Skylar made Bethany promise not to leave her alone with Mary?

Maybe some of what Mary said was true, maybe these things did turn on Skylar.  It did not seem so impossible now because they also turned on Bethany.  In some ways.  For some unknown reason.  But that did not mean Skylar wanted it. 

Maybe it was like candy.  You liked it but if you knew it was bad for you, so maybe you did not want it even though you liked it.  The kind of behavior required of Skylar was clearly not good for her.

Bethany said with as much confident certainty as she could muster, “Skylar wants all this to stop.”

“She doesn’t.  I will prove it.”

“As if.  Yes, I know her pussy is wet.  That’s doesn’t mean anything.  It isn’t proof.  And I don’t care if you tell her to tell me she doesn’t want to stop.  I still won’t believe it.”

Mary stood up with an amused expression, “You won’t believe physical evidence – that of a slut’s wet pussy – and you won’t believe testimony that comes from the mouth of a dirty slut.  For the second one I don’t blame you.  Dirty girls are not to be trusted.  And I’m sure you don’t trust me.  In sum, you won’t believe me and you won’t believe her.  That leaves only one avenue of proof.”

What could it be?

“And what’s that?” Bethany asked suspiciously.

“You.”

“Me?”

“You.”

“In what way?”

“I’m great at many things and one of them is understanding people, what they really want deep down.  I have taken your measure and look forward to taking a lot more than that.  You are the same as Skylar was when I moved in.  You won’t believe me or her but you will have to believe yourself.”

Bethany frowned, “I am not at all like Skylar.  Well, in some ways but not in that way.”

“Ah, but you are.  You don’t think she wants this but, since you are the same as her, if you want the same thing then you will have to believe it.”

“Well, I don’t want the same thing.”

“No, not yet.  But you will.  Just let me do some work on you.”

“What the fuck!?!  No way!  I am not a lesbian!”

“Neither am I.”

“Yeah, I’m not falling for your shit.  I already heard all about your “oral masturbation” scam.  I’m not falling for it.”

Mary sighed an exasperated sigh like Bethany was too stupid to understand her properly, “I am saying that you will react in the same way as Skylar when subjected to the same treatment.  I am not saying you are a lesbian.  So, here is the deal: you think Skylar needs help and I will give you the chance to help her.  In fact, no matter how this works out, you will help her if you do it.”

Huh?

Mary continued, “You will follow my orders for tonight.  So easy.  Just obey.  If you don’t get turned on, then I will move out and will not contact Skylar.  You will “save her” from me.  If you do get turned on, then it means you are like her and she does not need saving.”

Bethany furrowed her brow.  This was a suspicious offer she sensed she should turn down immediately.  It was way too much of a blank check.  Way way way too much.

But she couldn’t turn it down out of hand.  So far, she’d done nothing to help Skylar and it had come to look like helping Skylar was hopeless.  Until now.  If Mary could be taken at her word, this was a golden opportunity.  Bethany would not need to magically convince or threaten Mary into leaving Skylar alone.  She would not need to deprogram whatever brainwashing Mary had subjected Skylar to.

In one night, Bethany could solve Skylar’s problem.  The biggest problem of her life.  A problem that looked like it could derail Skylar’s life. 

Bethany could not walk away from this offer.  It would be the same as walking away from Skylar and leaving her to her fate. 

Bethany had to take the offer but she knew she needed to narrow it in scope.  She had to eliminate some possibilities.

She said, “I will not do anything lesbian!”

Mary was agreeable, or so it seemed, “I wouldn’t want to limit you.  Who knows what you might want to do after a little time passes?  It is a woman’s prerogative to change her mind.  A man’s, too, by the way!  I guess you are scared of little ole me.  I’ll tell you what, you have to follow all my orders but I agree not to touch you.”

“If you touch me, then I automatically win and you move out and leave Skylar alone!”

“Agreed.  Shall we start?”

“Uh,” this all seemed to be going quite quickly, too quickly.  Bethany still had that “It’s a trap!” feeling.

There was still a lot that she would not want to do or have done to her besides Mary touching her.

To be honest… Mary’s hand on her thigh had felt pretty nice.  No, not nice.  Nothing about Mary was “nice.”  It had felt… sexy.

Bethany felt like a deer in the headlights as she tried to imagine what Mary would order her to do.  She came up empty.  There were too many possibilities.  It was overwhelming.  Her mind clung to one thing she did know.  Mary made Skylar eat food off the floor!  That was nasty!

There was no way Bethany wanted to do that!

“I won’t eat any food off the floor.  Is that clear?”

“Clear as can be.  I cannot order you to eat food off the floor.  But remember, just like if I touch you, then you win, if you refuse an order, then I win.  Of course, I will only give you orders that are possible for you to obey.”

“Wait a minute!  What if you ordered me to run naked into the street?”

“Sure, let’s limit the scope so you’re in a comfort zone.  All my orders must be limited to the territory of Mary Land.  What you know as Skylar’s apartment.  Okay?  All done with delays?  Or will you get cold feet and avoid a hot pussy?”

“How do I know you’ll keep the agreement?  Once I win?”

“Where’s the trust?  We do have a witness here even if she is only a dirty girl.  If you win by not becoming obviously aroused, by not cumming, then I will leave this apartment and never return and never bother Skylar ever again.  If I win, then Skylar must accept she is a dirty girl and you must accept that Skylar is a dirty girl who does not need your help.  Skylar is here to witness and we will have an objective judge.”

Bethany wondered if she could rely on Skylar being on her side.  Would Skylar truly be an objective judge?  Mary did not seem trustworthy, but she seemed like a sneaky sneak, not like someone who directly lied and outright broke her agreements.  Even though Bethany did not think she could trust her in general, she did think Mary would keep her end of the bargain.

It did seem like a bargain of a bargain.  A few hours of her time to give Skylar back her apartment and maybe a lot more than that.

Mary persuaded, “You’ll either win and do your buddy a solid, as well as get the satisfaction of proving me wrong, or you’ll learn more about yourself and have an orgasmic time.  One way you win, the other way, we both win.”

Orgasmic?  Mary thought she’d get Bethany to orgasm?  As if!

Mary kept up the tempting encouragement, “Just think, a few hours of your time could save Skylar from a lifetime of being treated like a dirty girl.  Which she likes but you think – and maybe she sometimes still thinks – she does not like.  If you’re right, you can save her from a lifetime of it.  With just a little bit of your time.  Or maybe Skylar’s friendship isn’t worth your time….”

Bethany felt like Mary was trying to trick her.  She couldn’t put her mental finger on it.  She was extremely uneasy.  She was used to being confident.  But how could she say no?  Skylar needed her help.  She thought so.  She was pretty sure.  Skylar’s behavior since entering the apartment did give Bethany some pause.

Mary’s words were persuasive and… thought-inciting….

Bethany truly wasn’t sure about this.  But she was sure she had to help Skylar.  This seemed like the only way.  Why was Mary giving her this opportunity?  What did Mary get out of it?  It wasn’t like she was someone who tried to do the right thing. 

Did she propose this as a way to get Bethany out of the way, hoping to get Bethany to agree that Skylar was willing?  Or did Mary so want to mess around with Bethany – with Bethany’s head, not even her body -- that it was worth it to her to risk all her gains with Skylar just to get a few hours of making Bethany obey her?

Bethany bet it was that second one.  Mary had fondled Bethany’s thigh.  Bethany was a hottie like Skylar.  If Mary wanted to dominate Skylar it stood to reason she also wanted to dominate Bethany. 

Bethany guessed it was a sort of compliment.  She guessed she could not blame Mary for wanting her.  She was hot. 

Why was Mary so confident?  That was worrisome.

Bethany had reacted to Mary’s hand on her leg.  But that was a physical reaction.  Under this proposed agreement, Mary would not be able to touch her.  In fact, it would be good if Mary did touch her because then Bethany would immediately win and Skylar would be saved.  Weirdly, agreeing to this bet or dare or whatever it was would actually protect Bethany from Mary trying to fondle her.

Make the agreement, follow some stupid no doubt demeaning orders for a few hours, and save Skylar, and, bam, mission accomplished.  She just had to keep from getting aroused and that should be easy.  Mary couldn’t touch her and what kind of idiot would get turned on from obeying orders from a bitch?  Not Bethany.

It would be embarrassing but who would judge her?  She did not give a shit what Mary thought of her.  They would stay inside the apartment.  The only other person was Skylar and, let’s face it, she was in no position for judge anyone.  And Skylar was right there listening so Skylar knew Bethany did it to save her, not because Bethany was into that sort of sick twisted shit.

Bethany might still be embarrassed on her own account, but she’d keep track she was doing it out of friendship, for a friend, and so she should forgive herself for whatever Mary ordered her to do and for obeying Mary’s stupid orders, whatever they might be.

The only thing she would not forgive herself for was if she did get turned on and lost the bet.  She wouldn’t forgive herself for being sick in the head or for letting poor Skylar down.

But she didn’t have to worry about that.  She was so not going to get turned on.

So she thought.

“Okay.  Fine.  I agree to it.”

Mary’s grin was almost impossibly wide, a real Cheshire Cat grin, “Wonderful!  Let’s get started!”


Chapter Eleven

Mary was so eager that it made Bethany feel a mixed sort of dread and anticipation.  What Mary might order her to do worried her deeply but, at the same time, Bethany felt an intrigued curiosity that seemed to match Mary’s eagerness.

She wanted to know what Mary would tell her to do.  She did.  She’d call it curiosity but the desire to know felt a lot stronger than simply curiosity.

She’d had a feeling, one she hadn’t put her mental finger on at first, that Skylar wasn’t telling her everything.  She hadn’t thought it directly, probably because it seemed unlikely that Skylar would tell her about humiliating things like constant nudity, eating off the floor, and “oral masturbation” and yet withhold other things.  If you did not withhold those things, what would you withhold?

Bethany had an ominous feeling that there was more that had happened in “Mary Land” and that feeling only solidified into a sort of certainty once she’d agreed to follow Mary’s orders.  Now she would possibly find out if there was more, if Mary did even crazier stuff, and Bethany would find out firsthand. 

There was something else that concerned Bethany and intrigued her in equal measure.  She wanted, she felt a powerful need, to know not only what Mary would tell her to do but also how she would react to it.

She’d spent a lot of time thinking about Skylar’s situation and, honestly, not all of that time was productive or thoughts on behalf of Skylar.  She had to admit she was fascinated by this entire situation.  It was amazing that someone like Mary could exist and get away with the things she got away with.  That Mary could get Skylar to do these things.

Bethany realized the same was true of her as Skylar.  It hadn’t happened yet but it was about to start.  Mary had not gotten Bethany to do the same kinds of things but Mary had found a way to get Bethany to do things. 

She’d gotten Bethany to sit down next to her.  She’s somehow gotten Bethany to put up with a Mary’s hand on her leg.  Up until Bethany did not put up with it.  She’d now gotten Bethany to make this agreement.  It was quite the broad agreement.  Following Mary’s orders for hours!

It was so frustrating!  A demented bitch like Mary should not get her way and should not get away with getting her way!

It was also really fascinating….

Bethany felt so anxious but also excited, like a youngster about to take the stage in a starring role at the first performance of a school play.

Mary’s tone was also excited, like a five-year-old opening a birthday present.

“First things first, Crawley.  Take your clothes off.  Oh, by the way, no talking until I say so and then I’ll tell you what to say.  Understood?”

“I understand.”

Mary made a loud buzzer sound, “EHHHHHHH!  Wrong answer.  I fucking told you not to talk.  Are you an idiot?  You must be.  No talking, dummy.  You can nod your answers to questions.”

Mary had already seemed like a bitch but her bitch gloves now seemed to be off.

No talking?  Well… Bethany didn’t want to talk to this bitch anyway!  She was probably a shitty conversationalist!

“Do you fucking understand, dumbass?”

Bethany nodded, her cheeks red. 

Bethany resentfully plucked off her clothing, so angry at Mary that she didn’t really think about getting naked.  Not at first.

She couldn’t avoid thinking about it once she was down to her panties and took them off.  She had dropped the rest of her clothing one by one right away after taking them off but she hesitated with her dark green satin panties in her hand, as if as long as she held them she wasn’t truly nude.

Mary stood up and grabbed them out of Bethany’s hand.

Bethany started to say something but then remembered she wasn’t supposed to talk.  She did not want to lose the bet right out of the gate and after getting naked.  She reminded herself that she had to obey.

Mary raised the panties and then dropped them like a dolled-up girl at a street race getting the race started.

Bethany felt relief that Mary had not examined the panties for dampness.  She knew what Mary would have found.  But that was only from the hand sliding on Bethany’s thigh!  A purely physical reaction!  That was all!

Bethany did not feel relief for long.

Mary spoke louder, addressing Skylar, “Dirty Girl, crawl over here.  There’s a mess on the floor.  Come sniff it.”

OMG!

Skylar scampered over on hands and knees.  Bethany felt so helpless.  All she could do was stand there and await orders.  And watch Skylar obey an order. 

It surprised Bethany how much the no talking thing got to her.  She was a talker, it was true.  She could not even say “OMG!”  She could not even use an abbreviation.  She could only think it.  She certainly could not countermand Mary’s order.

Skylar snuffled at Bethany’s panties.

Mary teasingly inquired, “What do you smell, Dirty Girl?”

“Pussy,” Skylar responded readily.

“Just pussy or pussy juice?”

“Pussy juice,” Skylar responded just as readily.

Skylar was rubbing the tip of her nose right on the crotch of Bethany’s panties!

Right on the wet spot….

This was so embarrassing!  They’d barely started and Bethany already felt exquisitely humiliated.

It could be a long couple of hours!

Mary teased, “How does your big-titted buddy’s pussy juice smell?  Get a good whiff.  Rub your nose in there.”

Bethany saw Skylar get a really good whiff.  She rubbed her nose right on in there.

Bethany guessed Skylar’s participation in “oral masturbation” made her no stranger to pussy scent.  There was no sign of hesitation from Skylar.  The Skylar Bethany knew would not have done something like this.  Not the one she knew a couple of days ago.  Not the one she’d talked with earlier today either.

Had Skylar only pretended to want out from under Mary?  But why would she pretend?

It must be that Mary’s presence completely clouded Skylar’s self-determination. 

“How about it?” demanded Mary.

For some reason… and it made her feel ticklish down low… Bethany also wanted to know what Skylar thought of the smell of her pussy juice.

Skylar looked up earnestly, looking only at Mary, not one glance towards Bethany, “Her pussy juice smells good.”

“Does it smell like it would be tasty?”

OMG!

“Yes, it smells like it would taste wonderful.”

“Do you want to taste your buddy’s pussy?”

OMG!

“Yes.  I mean, if you want me to.  If it’s allowed in Mary Land or… required in Mary Land.”

Holy shit!  Skylar had really bought into this “Mry Land” insanity!

And… Skylar was willing to lick Bethany’s pussy?  That was… ah… some news right there.

Mary patted the top of Skylar’s head like she was a puppy, “Maybe later.  Considering that Bethany’s pussy is already so wet, probably later.”

Goddammit!  Her pussy was not “so wet!”  It was only… wet. 

And who was Mary to say Skylar could lick Bethany’s pussy later?  That was up to Bethany.  But apparently not up to Skylar.  Wow.  Skylar was in a terrible situation.  It really was a wonder how her pussy could look so wet and her nipples look so hard.

Mary said, “Oh, wait, we better be both fair and absolutely certain about this.  Dirty Girl, sniff at Bethany’s pussy and make sure it is a match for the scent on the panties.  For all we know she swapped panties with some aroused slut when you weren’t looking.”

Swapped panties….

What the fuck!?!  That was bullshit!  Mary was only saying it as an excuse, a premise, for Skylar to sniff at Bethany’s pussy!

Oh fuck!  Skylar was already doing it!  Her face was a scant inch from Bethany’s pussy.  Skylar took deep whiffs, her lungs filling, her breasts pushed out until they very nearly touched Bethany’s legs.

Bethany felt Skylar’s hot breath!  On her pussy!

Bethany looked nervously down at Skylar.  Her face was so close and the warm breath supplied a sort of contact.  It felt just short of cunnilingus.  It was just short of cunnilingus!

Bethany looked at Mary, in part to distract herself from the warm breath sensations, but in part thinking Mary might have something further to say.  Like it was her cue to speak.  Skylar was too busy huffing pussy and Bethany wasn’t allowed to speak.  Words were up to Mary.

Mary did not disappoint, “Look at you, looking at me.  It looks like you want an order also.  Poor Bethany, feeling a little left out.”

That wasn’t true!  She was very much not left out.  Wasn’t Skylar sniffing her pussy from two inches away from it?  In what world was that “left out?”

Maybe in Mary Land?

Mary said, “Okay, fine, have it your way.  I’ll give you an order to obey since you want it so badly.  I am a considerate ruler.  Well, as long as my subjects do every single thing I say.  Here is my order: Spread those sexy legs nice and wide.  Give Dirty Girl some room to work with.”

OMG!

She had agreed to follow orders and, whether she had something to say or not, she was not allowed to speak.

Bethany spread her legs a little wider.  She looked at Mary and saw displeasure on her face.  Apparently she had not spread her legs widely enough.  She sighed a frustrated sigh that sounded a little squeaky.  It wasn’t the sound she’d meant to make.

Bethany set her feet further apart.

She looked back at Mary.  Mary was staring at the interplay between Skylar’s face and Bethany’s pussy.  She was staring at Bethany’s pussy!

Only men had ever looked at her pussy in that way.  And only briefly, in passing, in the process of sex.  Only a gynecologist had ever had such a legs-spread view of Bethany’s pussy.

Maybe to distract herself from a situation that was starting to overwhelm her, Bethany thought about how Mary did not call Skylar a dirty girl.  She called Skylar Dirty Girl, like it was a nickname.

What an awful nickname!  Was there a worse nickname in the world?  Well, probably, but still. 

Calling someone dirty was so disrespectful, whether as per cleanliness or for sexual reasons.  Skylar was a good person!  Super clean!  Good hygiene!  And she certainly wasn’t “dirty” sexually!

…

Ah….

Well….

Skylar was on her knees sniffing Bethany’s pussy.  That was pretty damn dirty!  Just before that she was rubbing the tip of her nose on the wet crotch of Bethany’s panties.

Crawling on the floor was pretty dirty.  As was eating bacon off the floor and licking up bacon grease.

Okay.  Fine.  Skylar was a dirty girl.  For now.  If so, then Bethany was here to clean her up.

How was that going?  Bethany stood with her legs spread wide and was allowing Skylar to sniff and huff at her pussy.  A strange way of cleaning up Skylar.

Bethany had to admit, for now, Skylar was dirty any way you read the word, physically dirty or sexually.  For now. 

Was Skylar a “girl?”  Bethany knew lots of women who called themselves girls or their friends girls.  Like saying they were going out with their girlfriends.  Bethany did that herself.  But it was said in a fun way as equals. 

This was different.  It was a demeaning use of the word girl.  As if Skylar was immature.  It particularly stuck out because of the crawling that Skylar did.  Crawling like a very little girl.  But otherwise doing things too mature even for an adult!  Too demented!

It was just a terrible nickname.  Bethany had to wonder, and was a little curious, if Mary would come up with a nickname for her.  Not that she wanted a nickname at all let alone one given by Mary the bitch.  No doubt it would be demeaning.  But, if Mary did give her a nickname, Bethany very much doubted it could be as bad as Dirty Girl.

Mary was a lot closer!

She better not get too close or Bethany would win.  Of course, Bethany wanted to win but… maybe not too quickly.  Maybe.  She was already naked and things were mighty interesting.

Mary said, “Doesn’t it feel great to obey me?  Just let go and obey any order that comes your way.  So easy to do.  Simply do as you are told to do.  And all this for a friend also!  Oh, and a journey of self-discovery.”

That was not true!  It did not feel good to obey.  It was humiliating!  Especially orders like these. 

Just look at Skylar.  Poor Skylar had nose-poked wet panties and was sniffing at Bethany’s pussy from inches away.  What a thing for a heterosexual girl to have to do!  Bethany felt bad for herself also.  Having to spread her legs and have her pussy sniffed.  Like a slut!

It did make her feel ever so slutty.

No, she did not like obeying!  Never!  She would die on that hill! 

It was true, though, that obeying had led to certain things.  That slutty feeling which wasn’t bad the way it should be.  Skylar’s warm breath ruffling at Bethany’s pubic hair actually felt good.  Only in a sensual way!  Not in a lesbian way!

Surely one woman – let’s say a Dirty Girl – could sniff at Bethany’s pubic area from two inches away – okay, maybe only from one inch away now – without it being anything lesbian in nature.

This fucking apartment was so fucking hot!  Even with no clothes on.  It seemed like it was getting hotter by the moment.  It felt like it was making Bethany’s pussy sweat!

Mary reminded her, “You have to obey me and you have to answer me when I ask questions.  But you have to answer without talking.  Go ahead, nod yes that it feels great to obey me.”

Did she have to?

She had to.

Mary had better understand she was only nodding because she had to and not because she actually agreed!

Bethany, legs spread, pussy being sniffed, nodded agreement that she liked obeying orders.  An agreement she thought she did not agree with and yet an agreement which she did feel deep down.  Because there really was something about obeying.  Even this quickly, right away, and it being such a new thing.

Bethany always thought about things, thought quickly but still thoughtfully, and then agreed or disagreed and would follow a recommendation or a supervisor’s recommendation.  This was so different.  She had to obey no matter what.  That made her feel a spiraling up yet sinking down feeling, like when she was on some rides at the fair and her body didn’t seem to know what to think of them, whether she was coming or going.

Bethany had only followed a couple orders so far.  To take off her clothes and to spread her legs for Skylar to sniff at her pussy.  Just two.  A new thing.  But obeying the two orders had made Bethany feel a lot of emotion, not as clearcut as she’d like, not purely negative.

It was humiliating to nod agreement that she liked obeying orders.  Worse, nodding agreement made her feel closer to actual agreement.  Like nodding was making it happen.

Mary turned her attention back to Skylar, “Dirty Girl, how does her pussy smell?”

“Um, good.  It smells the same as the panties.”

“Maybe you’ll get a taste later.  Bethany looks like she could do with some vigorous oral masturbation.”  Mary snickered.

Bethany did not like the sound of that.  Mary’s words or her laughter.  It didn’t sound like a joke or a tease.  It sounded like an intent.

But that would be against the rules!

…

Right?

Or would it be?

Shit.  Bethany realized Mary had only agreed that she would not touch Bethany.  Not that no one would.  Not that Skylar wouldn’t.  And Bethany had promised to obey….

If Mary ordered Bethany to take a pussy licking from Skylar… Bethany would have to obey and allow it!

Bethany had a bad feeling she wouldn’t leave this apartment, fucking “Mary Land,” without having taken her first ever pussy licking from a female!

Mary said, “You’re already getting turned on, aren’t you?”

Bethany shook her head no.  But it was a lie and all three of them knew it.

This was so unfair.  Bethany was completely heterosexual.  Very heterosexual.  As heterosexual as heterosexual got.  Why was she so turned on?

She had lesbian tendencies?  She hoped not.  But the alternative was worse.  It would mean she liked the strange humiliations Mary subjected her to.

Not good!  And this thing, this bet, this dare, had only just begun.


Chapter Twelve

Mary said, “Stand up straight, Bethany.”

Thank God!  An order she found agreeable.  Bethany brought her legs together.  Skylar was still right there, though, her face scant inches from Bethany’s pussy.

Mary came around behind Bethany, “Keep your eyes on the dirty girl.  Watch her closely.  She is such an eager pussy licker.  She might just start licking away even without orders.  Such a fucking lesbo.”

A lesbo?  Skylar?  Why was Mary using such an insulting term?  Wasn’t Mary the, uh… the lesbian?  The one and only one in this apartment?

Bethany looked down at Skylar who appeared to look a little hurt or like she wished she could say something.  Would she say she was not a “lesbo?”  Or did she only want to say she would not lick Bethany’s pussy without an order to do so?

Wow.  Skylar would lick Bethany’s pussy if ordered?  That was so crazy!

Bethany had to admit, she did like a good pussy licking.

Bethany also had to admit, if she had to have her pussy licked by a female, Skylar would be a good choice.  She was so pretty and she had beautiful lips….

But no!  Bethany did not want Skylar to do that!

Bethany heard a scraping-over-carpet sound behind her but did not think much about it.  She had to keep her eyes on Skylar.  That sexy-lipped mouth was way too close to Bethany’s sex lips!

Mary spoke from behind her and this time, oddly, it sounded like Mary was much taller, “I’m going to help you keep your balance for those times you have your legs spread wide and a dirty slut’s face is too close to your juicy beaver.  One slip and her tongue could slip into your slippery beaver.  Instead of the drink called The Slippery Beaver, she would drink from your slipper beaver.”

Mary was so twisted!  She had a nasty mouth!

The proximity of Skylar’s mouth and the idea of Skylar’s hot wet slippery tongue slipping into Bethany’s “slippery beaver” was getting into Bethany’s mind and getting to her.  It was driving her crazy!  What if it happened?  Bethany worried that if it started, she might not be able to stop it.  Why not?  Because she might not want to stop it!

Fuck!  She was waaaaay too turned on.  She felt in danger of… things she should not think about or she would become even more aroused. 

Mary wanted to help her avoid it?  Really?

Mary cooed, “I’ll help you.  So much.  Reach both hands all the way up as high as can be.  Like you’re stretching.”

Bethany hesitated.  What was this?

“Remember, you have to obey.  You agreed.  Or do you want to forfeit and leave your friend high and not at all dry?”

Good one.  But it was no joke.  Bethany knew Skylar was wet.  She could smell her.  Or maybe she could smell herself.  Damn it!  She knew she was wet.  This was not going well for her.  She needed to keep in mind that arousal in this situation was bad.  Very bad.  Dangerous even.  A way to fail her friend Skylar.  And maybe herself?

Scary! 

She had no choice.  She reached both hands upward.  She did not see how stretching her arms would help her, but she also did not see how it would hurt her.  She was preoccupied with Skylar’s face so close to her pussy and with the sensation of Skylar’s warm breath ruffling at her pubic hair.

She felt Mary grab her hands and did not react, or at least not in time.  She felt cold contact with her wrists.

Then… two ratcheting snaps!

Huh??!  Handcuffs!  The fuck!!!

She was still slow to react.  She didn’t even try to pull her hands back down.  She had no orders to do so!  She was already in the rhythm of only acting in response to orders, especially so because she wasn’t allowed to speak.

Before she reacted – not before she could have reacted, but before she did react – she felt her hands tugged upward hard and quick and then released.  But when they were released, they only came down a very little.

Bethany twisted her head, looking straight up.  There were cuffs on her wrists and the chain between them ran through a large hook suspended from the ceiling.

What the holy fuck was going on!?!

Mary purred, “Take it easy now, Bethany.  I like my girls easy.”

Bethany did not think she should take it easy!  First Mary put handcuffs on her and now Mary was giving her bad advice!

“Take it easy.  That’s an order.”

Oh.  Well then.  Bethany guessed she had to take it easy.

She was surprised to see a screwdriver in Mary’s hand.  She worked on a metal plate against the ceiling.  The large hook hung down from it.

Bethany did not understand what Mary was doing until it was too late.  Mary tightened the screws, which pulled the hook higher, and Bethany was forced to lift her heels and then stand on tip toes.

Bethany was appalled to realize she could have stood on her toes right away and gotten the handcuff chain off the hook.  But it was too late to do that once Mary screwed the long screws all the way in.

That was it!  Bethany was so going to say something!

“What the fuck!  Let me down!”

“If I let you down, it would let you down.  Don’t worry, I won’t let you down.  At least, not yet.  This is to help you experience what Skylar gets so that you can understand she likes it.  Because I’ll make you like it, too.”

“You lost!  You touched me!”

“No, I didn’t.  Know why?  I probably could have cuffed you without touching you anyway but I also slipped on gloves.  So, it doesn’t count as touching.”

Wait a minute!  Was that right?  Did touching have to be skin to skin or was it still touching if it was not direct skin-to-skin contact?  If it was the first, Bethany could envision ways in which this situation could go even more sideways than it already had. 

Mary got down off the little stool she’d stood upon, “Now you get to experience what Skylar experiences.”

“It better not be sex!”

Mary laughed, “Oh, of course not.  You only get sex if you ask for it nicely.  Or beg for it.”

What a relief!  No lesbian sex then!  Bethany would never ask for it let alone beg for it.  But even then, it would mean Bethany won because Mary touched her.  Like, with her mouth.

That would be quite the way to win….

Mary sounded like she was savoring a favorite joke, “There is something that Skylar adores because she is more than only a dirty slut.  She adores it, but you would probably think she needs to be saved from it.  And you won’t take my word for it.  Or her word for it because you think, okay, I guess you just plain know, she is under my influence.  Therefore, you must experience it.  You see… Skylar the dirty girl… is….”

Holy dramatic pause, catwoman!

“…a tickle slut!”

A what?  Wait a minute!  Did that mean what Bethany thought it meant?

Did Mary intend to treat her like an alleged mythical-as-bigfoot tickle slut?  They were so mythical and so rare that Bethany had never heard of them until now.

Bethany hated getting tickled.  She hated it so much!  She could not stand it.  She probably would especially be unable to stand it while standing on her tip toes.

Mary better not!  She wasn’t allowed to touch Bethany!

Mary added, “Good thing I’m wearing gloves.”

Oh oh!

Mary poked fingers into both sides of Bethany’s waist, at the same time, like plugging her fingers into an outlet.  And she got an electric reaction!

Bethany made a choked whooping sound and thrashed so hard the handcuff chains screeched along the hook and paint chips fell from the ceiling.

Mary kept up the poking into Bethany’s tender sides.  Into Bethany’s ribs pushing out from her stretched skin.

Bethany sucked in air shakily and then started to yell.  Mary put a gloved hand over her mouth.

“You were not supposed to talk at all.  I put up with your recent comments in order to patiently explain things to you.  You will be tickled and you will be quiet or I will make you quiet and you will not like it.  That would be some more of the Skylar experience so I’m fine with it but I doubt you’d be.  Skylar is a dirty girl and a tickle slut but, credit where credit is due, she can now take a hard tickling without making loud sounds with her slut mouth.  See if you can be as well behaved as her.”

This wasn’t a competition between Bethany and Skylar!  This was a rescue effort!

And Bethany was not a tickle slut.  She hated getting tickled!

So had Skylar just a couple days ago.  Was she really now a tickle slut?  Was there such a thing?

Bethany thought there probably was such a thing.  You could make up almost anything under the sun, or the moon, or the stars, and some people somewhere would be into it.

Skylar might be a tickle slut.  Even though she hated tickling just a couple of days ago.

Good God!  A fate worse than death!  Bethany wasn’t sure which she’d choose if she had to choose between tickle torture and the Spanish Inquisition.  But the fact she’d need to think about it said a lot.

She didn’t get to make a choice anyway.  Mary had already started the tickle torture session.

She was in for it!  Damn tickling!  Damn Mary and her stupid gloves and handcuffs. 

It wasn’t a competition but Bethany was sure she could at least do as well as Skylar.  She had to keep quiet and keep her cool as well as she could.  She did not want Mary to know how very vulnerable she was to tickling.  She could do this.  Now that she had to endure it.   She was more mature and confident than Skylar.  Plus, she had a mission of mercy going on here, to help her work buddy.

She would be just as quiet as Skylar ever was when tickled!  She would take her tickling like a woman.  With dignity and grace and—

Mary went back to tickling and Bethany barely managed to keep quiet.  She thrashed hard, scrabbling her toes on the floor, twisting, doing anything she could to get away even though she knew she could not get away.

The tickling caused so much sensation and so much panic that it was hard to compute what her eyes saw.  But as the tickling went on and on and Bethany’s ineffectual struggles weakened and became ever more ineffectual even as she got more and more desperate, it got through to Bethany that Skylar, still on her knees, was staring up at her, at the tickling.

Skylar looked entirely fascinated.  She looked just a little bit like she felt sorry for Bethany.  But mostly, she looked amazed and aroused, in equal measure.

Bethany knew Skylar looked up to her.  Now Skylar was literally looking up at her from her sitting on her legs position, but it felt like Bethany was losing Skylar’s respect.  Was it because Bethany was flopping around?  Was it because it must be clear to Skylar that Bethany was losing her shit? 

Was it because Mary had talked Bethany into cooperating with this crazy situation?  Bethany must look so foolish to Skylar.  So ridiculous, thrashing and groaning, releasing sharp little squeals.

It hurt that she’d lost Skylar’s respect.  While trying to save her!

But even that hurt was dim compared to the tickling.  Bethany’s chest heaved for air.  As the endless tickling went on, she could never take a full breath.  Each poke into her ribs made her release air only to try again to pull in enough to fuel her struggles. 

She bet this was a lot like how it felt to get waterboarded!  No way to get enough air when the tickling kept making her lock up or explode into reactive action. 

Bethany’s big breasts flopped a little harder than the rest of her, slapping back and forth and bouncing up and down like a rookie stripper way overdoing it.  Skylar’s eyes often looked at Bethany’s breasts, her action breasts in action.

Mary noticed also, “Look at those big tits go!  Bethany, you sure know how to motivate me to keep tickling you.”

Bethany hated how Mary said her name, with that mocking bratty tone like Bethany thought she was special and was wrong about that, but Bethany hated the tickling a lot more.

Bethany did not want to motivate Mary to keep tickling her so she tried to keep still, tried to keep her tits from sloshing around.  She did like to show them off, but only in part, not in full, and not in motion.  And not to a damn dominant lesbian freak or whatever Mary was!

Her attempt to still her breasts failed miserably.  She was too reactive and Mary was too good at tickling.

The tickling went on and on and Bethany felt weaker and weaker and less and less sane.  Mary moved her hands, sometimes tickling Bethany’s arm pits and sometimes getting her neck.  Each time Mary’s hands returned to a place she’d tickled before, Bethany’s flesh was even more sensitive, hyper from the earlier tickling.

Most things wore down over time.  They became less sharp.  Not so with the tickling.  It became even more intense!

Bethany got to a point she really thought she was losing her mind.  She thought she had proof that she was going insane.  Probably not acceptable evidence in a court of law but it was persuasive to Bethany.  It was proof of insanity because it made no sense.  It was madness!

The tickling was… turning her on!  The more Mary’s fingers tickled; the more Bethany’s pussy cried for attention. Lots of wet tears flowing from it!

She had to be going nuts.  It made no sense.  It wasn’t some slight kinda sorta maybe feeling.  It became so powerful that sometimes when she thrashed hard to get away, knowing she could not get away, she thrashed with her pelvis, thrusting her pussy up and out like she was begging for someone to do something to it.

Oh, thank God, holy fuck!  The tickling had stopped.  Just in time.  Bethany was pretty sure she was still sane.  Just barely.

Bethany slumped in the cuffs, her chest heaving, trying to catch her breath. 

Mary spoke into Bethany’s ear, “You were such a good tickle slut.  You kept as quiet as you could.  Just as well as Skylar!  And you reacted like her.  Mm, a matched set of tickle sluts.  Both of you are hotties but in such different ways.  But you are only outwardly different.  Inside, you are the same.  Submissive dirty girl tickle sluts.”

No!  Mary was a liar! 

Mary did sound sincere…. 

Like a fucking sincere snake!  There must be a big misunderstanding!  Bethany Crawley was not a tickle slut!

Tickle sluts did not run in her family.  Not that she’d ever heard of them before.  But if there was one in her lineage, wouldn’t she have heard about it?

That was worrisome.  If that logic held true and it turned out Bethany was one… then her family would find out!

Poor Mom and Dad!  They’d feel terrible if they thought they’d raised a tickle slut daughter!

Mary concluded, “Getting tickled turns you on.  I know from several indicators but I want you to know, not how I know.  Look at the dirty girl’s face.  Look closely.”

Skylar’s face?  What of it?  It was way too close to Bethany’s pussy but, besides that—

!

Bethany had looked even as she’d wondered what she was supposed to look for.  She looked and she saw.  There were tiny spots of wetness on Skylar’s face.  Like when someone stood close to a waterfall.

That wasn’t… was it?

Mary laughed as she sensed the recognition in Bethany.

“This means I would win.”

It did?  It did.  Spattering pussy juice on the face of her friend sure did seem like proof of arousal.  Physical proof.

Bethany started to say something, she wasn’t sure what, maybe some kind of face-saving denial about what was on Skylar’s face.  Mary pressed two fingers against Bethany’s full lips, not so much stopping her from talking as physically directing her not to talk.  Bethany smelled the leather of the gloves Mary wore.  It seemed like a dark and naughty smell, one that matched the situation.

“Shush, dumbass.  No more talking for you unless I permit it.  And probably not unless I tell you what I want to hear and then you give it to me.  I said it “would” be proof.  That is, if I wasn’t so very fair minded.  I mean, who knows how turned on you were when you arrived and who knows what you’ve been thinking about.  I mean, we could accept this as proof, but only if you wanted to forfeit… your friend.  Or….”

Or?  Bethany was very interested in the “or!”

“…I think we could re-set.  I don’t think you want to give up… or want me to let you down and make you get dressed just yet.  You’ve only just started to show off your big titties.  Why rain on your sexy parade just because your pussy rained on Skylar?  No reason to stop yet.  You really haven’t experienced the things Skylar has.  You really need to.  Can you feel it?  How much you need it?  Just nod like a good little girl with great big giant tits.”

Did she need to experience more of this?  Not more tickling!  More tickling?  Maybe she needed to experience more…. 

For Skylar!  In order to save Skylar!

That was the mission.

That was the main reason for doing this.

That was how it started out.

She still had the mission.  It was important.  But now she’d acquired, along the way, a need.  A big need.  A huge need. 

A bigger need than she could handle all on her own and all alone.

A need she could not handle with her hands cuffed above her.

Even though Bethany was a stranger to things like bondage and handcuffs and helplessness, a whole new territory for her, she realized she felt no urge to get her hands and her freedom back.  She felt no such need.  If there was one, it was dwarfed by the greater need.

A need so naughty, Bethany did not dare think directly about it or try to picture at what the solution to that need might look like.  It was too naughty!

It seemed like Mary might know about the need and might know all sorts of naughty solutions.

Bethany nodded.  She nodded “like a good little girl with great big giant tits.”  She felt so ashamed for nodding.  She was pretty sure she did not nod because she wanted to help Skylar.

Her need and Mary’s growing influence over her guided her chin up and down, nodding her full lips against Mary’s leather-clad fingers. 

The orders and the tickling.  She felt like they’d done this to her.  Once she accepted that she had to follow Mary’s orders, no matter the reason, no matter that she obeyed in order to stop Mary’s transgressions against Skylar, it had put her in a state of obedience. 

Then the tickling made her feel so much.  So much sensation.  The tickling was bad, it was torture, but then it became something else.  Anyone who could cause her so much sensation, good or bad, more sensation than the collective sensation delivered by boyfriends Bethany had had for months, had some claim, some authority over Bethany.

That Mary could cause so much sensation, that Bethany had not wanted it, that what Mary wanted had mattered and what Bethany did not want did not matter, was frightening and exciting.

Mary’s voice was even, but there was a hint of triumph in it as Bethany inexplicably kept nodding her soft full lips up and down Mary’s leather-clad fingers.

“That’s a good girl.  I knew you would want that.  To keep going.  To keep learning more.  You’re a real modern Eve and I’ve got lots of apples for you to bite into.  Well, maybe more like lick than bite.”

Lick?  Lick!?!  Bethany did not want to lick any apple that might be between Mary’s legs!  She wasn’t ready for that.  No, wait, she meant she would never do that.  Not her thing.  Hello!  Heterosexual!

Though she did feel so fucking horny and with no man in sight or in mind.

“Now, like I said, we need to re-set you.  You’re so turned on that you’re leaking all over and you spattered the dirty girl’s face with your slut juice.  I just can’t have that.  How can we prove upcoming arousal, yea or nay, if you start off already aroused?”

Good question.  Bethany sensed Mary had a solution.  Bethany was so needy, so eager for Mary’s solution, that it was all she could do to keep from pushing her pussy forward, thrusting it against air, working to present it, here is the problem, fucking solve this thing. 

So slutty! 

Maybe she was a slut?  Sluts must feel slutty, right?  She felt slutty.  She felt ready to be even sluttier.  Mary said Bethany had gotten her slut juice on Skylar’s face.  Most of the droplets were so tiny that they’d already evaporated, but Bethany had seen them.  It was true.  Her slut juice.  Probably only sluts had slut juice.  That made perfect sense in this crazy world, this insane apartment.

This Mary Land place was doing a number on her!  Did it effect all travelers, tourist like her, this way?  Or only sluts?

Mary told her, “I know the best way to re-set you.  The best.  You’ve already gotten your slut juice on Skylar’s face anyway.  And she’s right down there, already on her knees, already almost between your legs.  So convenient.”

Oh no.  Was Mary suggesting….


Chapter Thirteen

“What are friends for?  To help each other.  You’re here trying to help her.  Hee-hee.  Trying and failing.  You are such a sexy failure and so slutty when you fail.  I know lots more ways you can fail in the future.  Such sexy slutty ways.”

How could Mary sound both so fucking evil and so fucking sexy with the way she talked and the things she said?

Bethany bet that serpent in the Garden of Eden must have sounding tempting and sexy when it chatted up Eve.  You know, who the fuck let that serpent in the garden anyway?  It seemed like God did a shitty job minding his own damn garden!  Or was he in on it with the serpent?

Mary coached, “Now stop your sexy nodding for a second.”

Jesus!  Was she still nodding her lips on Mary’s leather?  She was.  There was some saliva on the leather gloves.  Bethany had rubbed her lips so hard on the leather glove that her lips had split apart and she’d drooled a little.  She felt wetness on her chin.

Bethany was leaking fluids both up top and down below!  So slutty!

Bethany managed to stop her nodding, her face burning, wondering if a slut’s saliva was also “slut juice” or if “slut juice” only came from the slut’s pussy.

Mary giggled, the giggle somehow sounding both cruel and gentle, like a pleased mad tyrant satisfied because they were getting their way, “You had to stop nodding so that you can start up again in order to agree with me.  You need to nod yes that you want it.  That you agree that you want Skylar’s dirty girl face and her dirty slutty nasty mouth to directly re-set you via your pussy.  Now, go ahead and nod.”

But that would be cunnilingus!

Oral sex!  Super duper lesbian!

It would be some kind of gamechanger.  How could she face Skylar at work knowing Skylar’s face was once between her legs?

Also, this sounded like total bullshit.  Oral sex would not “re-set” Bethany.  It might set her up for a big fall, the biggest fall of Bethany’s life.  This “re-set” was a set-up!  A re-set-up?

It also sounded like exactly what Bethany needed.  She hadn’t needed anything like that when she came here but now she needed it.  Badly.

It wasn’t her fault.  That tickling.  Right after getting naked.  All that helplessness, knowing how sexy she must look and feeling so sexy as they looked at her.

She needed help!  She needed satisfaction!  She had a huge need!

Her hands were cuffed.  She could not take care of her need herself.  She needed a helping hand.

No, she needed a helping face….

Help.  Help….

She was here to help Skylar!  Not to take a pussy licking from her!

If she let Mary order Skylar to do this, let Mary dominate Skylar into doing this, and then received the benefit, it would mean Bethany was part of the problem.  She came here to be a solution, not part of the problem!

Bethany shook her head no.  Bethany did not speak but obediently communicated via head shake instead of words.

Mary sounded amused, not denied.  Most likely because Mary was completely confident.

“We can do whatever my new big-titted slut wants.  Of course, limited to the choices I graciously supply.  You’re in Mary Land now and I rule all here.  All things and everyone.  So, up to you, we can go back to tickling.  That was a nice short little opening session but maybe you’re ready for a nice long tickling.  A real tickling.”

Holy fuck!  That was a real tickling!  That was the worst tickling Bethany had ever endured in her life!  She could not take the same treatment again.  Let alone a longer session!  She’d be tickled right out of her mind.

Bethany made a troubled sound of distress, she could not help it, and vigorously shook her head no.

“Mm?  No?  But that is something Skylar experiences in the magical land of Mary Land.  She loves it and it makes the horny slut cum.  It affected you in the same way.  We just did not do it for quite long enough.  How does that sound?  I tickle you until you cum?  It might take an hour.  What a fun hour that will be.  How about it?”

An hour!?!  Bethany thought she would certainly go insane.  Worse, she thought she might cum while getting tickled.  She would cum while Mary drove her mad.

Bethany shook her head even more vigorously, almost whiplashing it, and made a whiny sound, a pleading sound.

“Or, your only other choice is to get re-set.  Skylar will hit that re-set button.  First with her nose and then with her tongue.”

But that was so lesbian!

Bethany did not want to be a lesbian! 

Mary saw Bethany, drowning in the situation, mentally grasping for straws.  Mary craftily gave her a straw for her mind to grip.

“Bethany, you slut, a little oral masturbation never hurt a gal.  That’s all I’m talking about.  Some nice healthy and very much needed oral masturbation.”

Oral masturbation…?

Oral masturbation.

Oral masturbation….

Hadn’t that seemed so implausible when Bethany first heard about it?

It sounded very fucking credible at that moment.

Oral masturbation was a thing, right?  It was real?  It wasn’t lesbian?  It wasn’t so lesbian?

Bethany really did feel ready for… a re-set.

That was it.  Those words, that term, that excuse, was the key that unlocked Bethany’s willingness to satisfy her need by the only means given for her.

Bethany nodded.  She could not keep herself from nodding.

It was a triple out.  She got out of more tickling.  She would get out from this state of neediness.  And Mary had supplied an out as far as how to think of it as something other than a lesbian sexual act.

But she knew, even as she nodded.  She was smart.  She did not even have to be smart, just not a total idiot.  She knew.

Bethany knew it would only be a reprieve from tickling for the moment.

The tickling had gotten her to a point where she was so aroused that she was confused whether she hated it or loved it. 

Bethany also knew that if Skylar satisfied her need, it would only satisfy her need for a while.  An unknown amount of time.  It was not a permanent solution.

And “oral masturbation?”  From the mouth of a female?  It was lesbian.  It was very fucking lesbian.  It was arguably maximum lesbian when it came to sexual acts.

Mary declared, “I knew you’d cave in.  Sluts are slaves to their needs.  And, when I want to, they become slaves to me.”

Mary just had to rub it in!

Slave!  What bullshit!

Could they just get on with the “oral masturbation?”  Bethany did feel like a slave to her need.

Mary ordered Skylar, “Go ahead with your head, Dirty Girl.  Orally masturbate your big titty work buddy.”

Bethany looked down at Skylar, looked down with her arms stretched straight up above her, and caught the look on Skylar’s face.  She looked disappointed or worried, no doubt about Bethany, that Bethany had agreed or about how this would change things between them.  But she also looked hungry.  She looked turned on. 

Skylar wanted to “orally masturbate” Bethany.

Bethany wanted Skylar to “orally masturbate” her.

Mary definitely wanted it.  She had engineered this moment.  She was in command of both of them now.  For now.  When they were on the other side of the apartment door, Bethany had thought Skylar was free but needed help.  Then they entered and Skylar was immediately under Mary’s command.  Either Skylar could not resist when Mary was right there or Skylar was always under Mary’s orders.

But Bethany wasn’t under Mary’s command.  Not then.  Not when she arrived.  But like some kind of dark magic, she felt it, she was now under Mary’s command.

Everything was going down the way Mary wanted.  And now, Skylar would go down on Bethany’s pussy.

Skylar did not show much hesitation, if any.  Her mouth had very little distance to close but, as her face approached, Bethany pushed her hips forward, even on tiptoes, and met her halfway.  Mary was in charge, they did as Mary ordered and wanted, but they also wanted what Mary wanted in the moment.

Skylar licked fervently and she did not spare the face, she used it to advantage.  She burrowed her nose in almost as much as her tongue.  Her nose squashed against Bethany’s black pubic hair and her tongue licked fast, at first at Bethany’s outer labia.  Then Skylar’s face slide down hard, her nose poking on Bethany’s throbbing clitoris, and then shot her tongue right on in and up Bethany’s pussy.

Bethany gasped and trembled. 

Skylar rapidly licked and licked and the sensations rose and rose just as rapidly. 

Bethany moaned and pumped her hips just a little.  She did not need to urge on extra effort from Skylar because Skylar was already giving it her all.  It was a reactive movement.  An encouragement to keep going, to keep it coming, to keep it coming until Bethany was cumming.

Mary seemed to want in on the action.  But she showed awareness of the rules they’d agreed to.  Mary put her leather gloved hand back on Bethany’s mouth, not to prevent speech because Bethany wasn’t talking, but in order to be part of what happened and to add an element of humiliation, as if any more was needed.

Mary rubbed the glove hard against Bethany’s mouth, shifting her lips around and mashing them lightly against Bethany’s perfect white teeth. 

Bethany moaned against the glove.  The smell of it turned her on.  Everything turned her on.  Her helplessness, the harsh way Mary treated them, and most of all, the “oral masturbation.”

Oral masturbation was the best ever!  Why did anybody masturbate any other way?  Just get a partner, especially one with such a pretty face like Skylar, and let them do all the work, all the mouthing, of the masturbation.

Mary was a bitch but Bethany had a new respect for her, a profound one.  Mary was a genius when it came to the best way to masturbate.  She should get a patent for oral masturbation!  She could report to the U.S. Patent and Trademark Office that she tested it out with Skylar Williamson and Bethany Crawley.  Bethany would sign whatever needed signing.

Just as long as Bethany’s family did not find out.  They might not understand how oral masturbation worked.  They might make a snap judgement that it was somehow lesbian.

So not the case!

Skylar licked deep.  It wasn’t even licking any more.  Not really.  She fucked Bethany’s pussy with her tongue.  And Bethany’s clit with her nose.

Bethany released a long shaky groan against the leather glove sliding on her lips, making her lips slide all over her teeth.  Mary’s roughness hurt a little but Bethany liked it a lot.  She wanted it rough.  She wanted whatever anyone wanted to give her at that moment. 

Bethany felt herself drooling down her chin and didn’t care.  Her pussy was already drooling.  Her mouth may as well drool also.

This oral masturbation was so intense!

Mary slid three leather-clad fingers right into Bethany’s mouth and then fingerfucked Bethany’s mouth.  Bethany made awkward embarrassing sounds, like  a chicken getting choked.  She got her sounds under control, but then everyone could hear the wet sounds from Mary’s thrusting fingers.  That sound drove Bethany half-crazy with lust.

Bethany wasn’t sure if Mary fingerfucking her mouth was supposed to be part of oral masturbation but, then again, it was oral, wasn’t it?  Sure, okay, this must be part of it.  Maybe key to it.  It made Bethany feel so slutty, like she was a set of holes, like she was getting double penetrated my multiple sexual partners.

….

Oh.  She guessed that was what was happening.  Just not with two cocks.  Instead, with a tongue and several fingers.

She was getting so very orally masturbated!  Oral receiving from Skylar and oral receiving by her mouth.  Or more like it was Mary taking Bethany’s mouth.  Mary was finger-ravishing her mouth!

Bethany started off surprised by the fingers in her mouth, almost resistant, but then gave up any and all resistance and turned into it.  She licked at the fingers as well as she could as Mary roughly machine-gunned them in Bethany’s mouth.

The leather gloves tasted as sexy and as naughty as they smelled.

She knew she should hate how rough Mary treated her.  It was almost like Mary was trying to be mean!  She probably was.  But Bethany liked it.

Mary always seemed to have new ways to add hot humiliation, “Bethany Big Tits, I’m fucking your slut mouth with my fingers.  You love it.  You’re such a slut.  I knew it when I saw your big tatas.  No one with tits like yours and such a pretty face and sexy body should be anything other than a slut.  I won’t let any of you go to waste.  I will use you and use you up and you’ll be grateful for it.”

Mary kept calling her a slut!

Bethany kept feeling like a slut.  More and more like a slut by the second.  Like she was the biggest big tits slut ever.  She was so turned on, she almost wanted to be a slut.  She’d never known sluts had it so good.

Just like she’d never heard of oral masturbation.  Best thing since sliced bread!  She thought that even as Skylar’s tongue sliced into Bethany’s heated slit.

Mary taunted, “I’m fingerfucking your slut mouth.”

But… that didn’t count as lesbian sex, right?

There was no way for Bethany to ask that clarification question.  All she could do was moan it unintelligibly. 

Mary ordered, “Don’t talk with your mouth full.”

Bethany tried to keep her moans and groans down to a dull roar even as Mary got a fourth finger into her mouth.  Holy fuck, was she going to fist Bethany’s mouth?  She felt so slutty she almost wished Mary would.

Bethany gurgled.  The leather-clad fingers in her mouth were so uncomfortable, sometimes painful, but that was nothing, not a distraction at all from the flood of sensation from her pussy flooded with pussy juice and ineffectually dammed up by Skylar’s darting tongue.

Mary withdrew her fingers from Bethany’s mouth.

Bethany gasped, tried to clear her mouth of spit and tried to breath in more air.

Mary commanded, “Open that slut mouth wide.”

Bethany opened wide, wondering why Mary wanted her mouth wide open, worried, and darkly eager for a good old-fashioned facial fist fuck.

But that wasn’t what Mary had in mind.

Mary slid two fingers back into Bethany’s mouth, right into the center of her O-ed lips, not even touching Bethany’s lips or teeth or tongue.

Mary ordered, “Suck two of my finger cocks, Bethany.”

Oh, so that was what Mary wanted?  Well then.  Bethany would give it to her.

Bethany felt a masochistic defiance.  If she was going to be a slut – she meant act slutty for the moment, this one time – then she was going to be the best and sexiest slut ever. 

Bethany engulfed Mary’s fingers with her mouth.  She sucked hard, getting lots of leather flavor, a flavor that did not belong in her mouth and yet a flavor she thought she could get addicted to.  Like a sexual cigarette!

Mary coached, “Make some sexy sloppy noises with your mouth while Dirty Girl down there licks out your sloppy pussy.”

Mary was so wicked!  She was such a bitch!  This was such a massive turn on!

Bethany made the messiest, sexiest, sloppiest slurping sounds she’d ever heard, let alone made herself.  She ate leather gloved fingers and Skylar ate her pussy.

There was only one way this could end even though Bethany did not want it to end.  She did not want to face the aftermath of consequences.  She wanted to just be stuck like this forever.  A Hellish heaven.

Bethany sucked Mary’s leather “finger cocks,” briefly telling herself it wasn’t so lesbian because it involved “cocks” but then gave that up to focus on pleasing the two leather cocks in her mouth.  It felt like she needed to make them cum.  She had her doubts she could make finger cocks cum but she had to at least try.

She had no doubt that she’d have to cum.  Skylar’s mouth was re-setting the fuck out of Bethany’s pussy.

A girl could only take so much!

Skylar’s mouth felt so expert at oral masturbation!

Bethany felt like such a naughty girl.  She felt so slutty.  Slurping on leather finger cocks made her feel the sexiest ever.  And Skylar’s mouth on her pussy was irresistible. 

She came here to rescue Skylar and now she felt like she needed rescuing.  She was the damsel in distress trapped in bondage.  But she needed saving from herself, her own lust, as much or more than saving from Mary.

Later.  After.  Some other time.  There was plenty of time to get saved later on.  After the orgasm.  She would turn away any potential knight in shining armor until she was properly “re-set.”

It didn’t take long.  She was too hot for it to resist orgasming and had no will to even try to resist.

Around the finger cocks, Bethany released a long sound like someone trying to eat far too large a piece of the most delicious cake ever.

“Hmmm-Mmmm-Mmm-HHHHhrrrrrrrrrrm!”

Her orgasm released a torrent of hot-blooded pleasure.  Her own sounds, the slurping from her mouth and between her legs, and Mary giggling victoriously amped up the orgasm into easily the best one Bethany had ever experienced.

The End

…Until Book 4, the series conclusion.

Bethany has gotten quite off track, hasn’t she?  She’s gone from rescuing Skylar to needing rescue.  No, there is no knight in shining armor outside the apartment door or on his way.

Bethany is on her own but not alone.  Her friend Skylar isn’t being a good friend because she’s gotten far too friendly with her.  Will Bethany figure out and accept that Skylar cannot be saved and does not want to be saved?  Can Bethany realize that in time so she can at least save herself?

If Bethany can’t get away soon, she’ll be even more not alone.  Mary is doing great on her own, making fantastic progress with Bethany, but you know Eunice and Janice are going to want to get some.
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“Tickled into Submission” series: 

TICKLED INTO SUBMISSION: SKYLAR 

Skylar’s new roommate, Mary, starts taking over, turning Skylar’s apartment into her apartment, and then into a strange land she calls Mary Land where anything goes if Mary says it does.  As Mary tightens her control, Skylar loosens her inhibitions and does things she never thought anyone would do, let alone herself.  Mary discovers Skylar’s extreme ticklishness and uses it to advantage in taking full advantage of Skylar’s charms.  Skylar hates Mary and is not happy about Mary turning her into a dirty girl.  Except for the orgasms….

TICKLED INTO SUBMISSION: MARY MAKES SKYLAR….

Mary isn’t satisfied with sex or domination.  She wants to change Skylar forever and make Skylar her creature.  Mary is turning their apartment into a place she calls Mary Land where she rules and Skylar is a second-class citizen.  Under the influence of powerful orgasms, Skylar is starting to believe Mary Land truly exists.  Does she want to become a citizen?

TICKLED INTO SUBMISSION: BETHANY

Skylar falls completely under Mary’s control.  Skylar has multiple dominants dominating her.  Too many dominants, or not enough submissives?  Skylar’s work buddy, Bethany, was going to help Skylar deal with Mary, but she doesn’t know that Skylar is beyond help now.  However, Mary does know about Skylar’s sexy friend with the large breasts who likes to show lots of cleavage.  Mary is satisfied with her total control over Skylar but that does not mean she is completely satisfied.  She wants Bethany also.

“Female Veterinarian at a Lesbian Ponygirl Ranch” series: 

PAIN INTO PLEASURE 

Recruited by an older woman, Dixie, to move out of state to start her own practice and also care for the woman’s livestock on her ranch, Doctor Krista McDonald feels like the opportunity is almost too good to be true.  As it turns out… there is no almost about it!  It is too good to be true.  Dixie runs an all-female ponygirl ranch!  Dixie expects Krista to be both doctor and vet for the ranch.  But does she expect even more than that?  Is it a business or is it a sexual trap?  The ranch fore-woman behaves like a butch lesbian and Dixie’s daughter behaves like a sadistic lesbian.  Soon, Krista even gets dominant lesbian vibes from Dixie!  Krista does not suspect that soon she’ll wear ponygirl gear and will be forced to become more and more willing despite her reluctance.

RELUCTANT AROUSAL

Doctor Krista McDonald is temporarily living at ponygirl ranch in Indiana.  That is surprising enough to her but more surprising is that she’s doing more than simply living there.  She is the new doctor/veterinarian for the ponygirls and she’d been having a lot of orgasms.  With no men around!  None!  Krista is surrounded by dominant lesbians.  The ranch owner, her adult daughter, the fore-woman, and even the ranch hands.  She wants nothing to do with them sexually but they all want her and they have darkly naughty plans for getting her.  Krista is just trying to fit in but the lesbians keep trying to fit things into her!

RIDDEN HARD, PUT AWAY WET

Doctor Krista McDonald, a blonde beauty with smarts, both a physician and a veterinarian, is having quite a time at Mason Ranch.  She just can’t be sure if it is a good time or a nightmare.  The orgasms are incredible!  But they usually involve pain and always involve lesbianism.  Krista is heterosexual.  Pretty sure.  But less sure all the time. While she wants to do a good job, it seems like most of the people living at and staffing Mason Ranch want to do her.  Will she do anything to stop sexually submitting or will she let them do anything they want to her?

TRICKED AND TRAINED

Doctor Krista McDonald is fitting in way too well at the lesbian ponygirl ranch.  She really should not fit in as well as she has.  She’s heterosexual!  Or was?  She is a strong and smart independent woman.  But she sure has made a lot of poor decisions while acting way too submissive!  Dixie is working with her daughter, Luna the Lunatic, to tag-team Krista, to keep her off balance and keep her dominated almost around the clock.  Krista thinks about quitting her new position and fleeing the ranch.  But the orgasms really are amazing….

TAUNTED AND TAMED

Doctor Krista McDonald is witnessing and reluctantly involved in ponygirl ranch owner Dixie Mason’s seduction and domination of Ivy, a beautiful applicant to work with Krista at her new vet clinic.  Ivy isn’t the only job applicant getting a tour of Mason Ranch.  Sweet sexy nerd Veronica’s tour guide is the very butch fore-woman, Crazy Maisie.  How crazy will that tour get?  Very!  Loony Luna is Mackensie’s guide.  Krista thought there were three prime job applicant candidates for her vet clinic but the ranch women are busily scooping them up for themselves! 

COWGIRLS AND INDIAN GIRLS AND PONYGIRLS

The ranch is always looking to seduce new ponygirl recruits to train, race, and sell.  They want Doctor McDonald’s three lovely applicants for work at her not-yet-opened vet practice.  Instead of staffing Doctor McDonald’s practice, they want the young beauties to staff the stalls of the stables as permanent occupants!  Ivy, Veronica, and Mackensie are in for some hard training and big orgasms and a dark fate.  Krista would normally try to protect them but she is sent on a mission to the casino on Indian lands.  Why is Dixie Mason sending her there and why does Dixie put Krista in a state of orgasm denial before sending Krista there? 

DOCTOR KRISTA MCDONALD VERSUS CRAZY MAISIE

Krista knows her next-bedroom-over neighbor at Mason Ranch, butch lesbian Crazy Maisie, is plotting against her.  Maisie wants one of her submissives, the chef’s daughter, Sally, to trick Krista into ponygirl gear and bondage to sneak some erotic photos of her to give to Maisie.  Forewarned should be forearmed but not in this case.  More like disarmed because Krista overheard the terrible punishments Maisie intends for Sally if Sally fails.  Krista has to play along with the plot against her but she has no idea how far she will end up playing along, how very convincingly, or where it will take her.  To the last place on Earth she wants to go!  Crazy Maisie’s bedroom!

STRANGE SEX AT THE PONYGIRL RANCH

Unknown to Krista, the three lovely young women who are applicants to work for her at her veterinary practice when she opens it, are still at the ponygirl ranch.  They were given a tour of the ranch and their tour was extended indefinitely!  They are down at the stables undergoing changes.  Krista decides to sneak down to the stables to discover Mistress Dixie’s secret.  What are the dominant ranch women up to with Ivy, Veronica, and Mackensie?  How do the young ladies feel about it?  You know, not counting the orgasms….

DOWN AND DIRTY

The hardcore erotic action intensifies by leaps and bounds that contrast sharply with some of the helpless bondage.  Wicked Mistress of the Ranch, Dixie Mason, is pulling the strings and her master plan – her Mistress plan – is fully revealed.  It is a doozy!  Krista’s lovely job applicants to work with her at a vet clinic, Veronica and Mackensie, are fully entrapped and helpless, physically helpless and helpless against their own submissive lust.

A RELUCTANT PONYGIRL “VOLUNTEER”

Aponi brings her two prettiest friends with her for the tour of the lesbian ponygirl ranch she plans to shut down.  The plan is for her friend Dayanni, a fierce and beautiful Indian warrior woman, to sneak away from the tour in order to discover the secrets of Mason Ranch.  Too bad for the visitors, the white ranchers also have a plan and lots of surprises!  They know their Native American visitors will not be able to shut down the ponygirl operation or even want to shut it down… if they end up becoming ponygirls!

GETTING TAMED

Aponi Two Rivers, the most beautiful member of her tribe, and her two most lovely friends are on a visit to Mason Ranch.  They are trying to better understand the ponygirl business.  They should be careful what they wish for!  The white ranchers have a diabolical plan.  Aponi brought her friends for helpful support, but she may have instead led them right into lesbian domination and a life as ponygirls!

SEALING SEXY FATES

The entourage of Native American beauties is having a rough time at the lesbian ponygirl ranch run by white dominants.  Aponi, Dayanni, and Taima visited in order to discover wrongdoing and use the discoveries to help shut down the wicked ponygirl business.  They’ve found plenty of wrongdoing, but unfortunately much of that wrongdoing has been done to them!  Instead of shutting down the ponygirl business, they may end up helping it out by swelling the ranks of the ponygirls with themselves!

“The Lesbian Shiv” series: 

THE LESBIAN SHIV 

Kadeesha, wants in on the white slave action.  She wants both Iris and Norah!  She has a big sexual appetite… though she likes to make others do the eating….  Norah tries to defend Iris from sexual abuse by Kadeesha but Iris is completely submissive and when Norah is exposed to lesbian domination and submission she is intensely aroused against her will.  She wants to protect Iris but she should focus on protecting herself!  She has no idea how susceptible she is to sexual domination.  But Kadeesha does!

THE TROUBLE WITH INTERRACIAL LESBIAN DOMINATION

Norah’s roommate, Iris, was released prison and her cellmate’s sister, Kadeesha, showed up at their door to take up sexually dominating Iris where Kadeesha’s sister had left off.  Iris is all too willing to submit.  But Norah isn’t!  No way!  Not at first, but then….  Kadeesha wants to make Norah into her personal white submissive, a matching set with Iris.  Kadeesha likes to wear a “lesbian shiv.”  Will she use it on Norah?  In what way?  Not the way you expect! 

SEXUALLY COMPROMISED

Norah has a big problem.  A big tall dominant African-American lesbian problem.  Norah isn’t a lesbian but you wouldn’t know it from what Kadeesha makes her do!  Norah feels her resistance transforming into a need to obey.  But obeying a dominant ex-con black lesbian can’t be wise!  Norah’s submission is spreading from her home to her workplace!  And now there are more than one Black Mistress to obey and please!

BLACK ON WHITE LESBIAN DOMINATION

Ashley Evans is knocking on the door to her friend’s apartment, concerned about Norah’s tales of lesbian domination at the hands (and feet) of a big-breasted ex-con black woman.  She wants to help.  And, secretly, she wants to get a look at this mysterious dominant woman.  What Ashley does not know is that she is also knocking at the door and on the precipice of her own submission to the Black Mistress.  Can Ashley save Norah and Iris from the domineering Black Mistress?  Or will she fall prey also to the sexual predator?

BLACK MISTRESSES DOMINATE

Ashley comes back to her senses after mind-blowing orgasms.  She’s in a den of Black Mistresses!  There are three Black Mistresses: a tall one, a big one, and a tiny one.  But only one has dominated her so far.  If two out of three isn’t bad, then one out of three must be pretty good.  Ashley is still practically a lesbian virgin!  But, uh, she better get going before that changes.  But has Ashley come back to her senses?  She knows she needs to leave, but….

TOO MANY BLACK MISTRESSES

Sometimes a girl gets dominated by a Black Mistress.  Or by several.  It happens.  The important thing is to then get away as soon as possible.  Ashley tries.  Time to be good.  But the Black Mistresses don’t want her to be good.  They want her to obey.  And give them her money.  And her apartment.  And her body.  And her mind.  And her soul.  They want it all!  Something has to break.  Will it be Ashley?

BRING YOUR BLACK MISTRESS TO WORK

Her brand spanking new Black Mistress, the one who does the spanking, shows up at Norah’s workplace!  Why is she there?  She wants more beautiful white women to submit to her!  She isn’t satisfied with Norah and her roommate, Iris, and their friend Ashley.  She wants more!  She wants a lesbian harem!  She poses as a “trainer.”  Two pretty interns have no idea what the Black Mistress intends to train them to do.  But they’re going to find out!  They’re going to love/hate it!

ROUGH SEX INTERRACIAL THREESOME

Ashley wakes up with problems and a deadline.  Two of the problems are Black Mistresses, a big one and a little one.  Tella and Pinky are in her apartment, claiming it is now theirs and claiming so is Ashley after a long night of hard lesbian sex.  Ashley needs to “evict” the Black Mistresses before Ashley’s live-in boyfriend returns home that evening.  Can she get them to leave and give up their sexual control over her or will she reluctantly orgasmically spend the day submitting to them in shocking new ways?

ASHLEY’S FATE

Ashley’s live-in boyfriend, Rich, is returning home within hours.  Ashley needs to get the Black Mistresses out of the apartment and out of her life.  The problem is, they think the apartment is now theirs and they think Ashley now belongs to them.  They think they own Ashley!  While Ashley is planning on getting out from under, the Black Mistresses have their own plan to drive her so far under that Ashley will spend the rest of her life submerged in submission.  The plan is shocking and diabolical.  Will Ashley allow herself to be black bred?  Will Ashley end up having both Black Mistresses and a Black Master?

TOTAL INTERRACIAL DOMINATION

Kadeesha has successfully seduced and sexually dominated Norah and two lovely young interns from Norah’s workplace.  And she “successfully” got them fired.  She has a new opportunity for the white women but they may find it quite upsetting.  Or orgasmic.  Probably both!  Kadeesha and her family have extremely dark and nasty plans for Norah, Katherin, Juliana, and Norah’s roommate, Iris.  Plans so shocking no one will believe them until they actually happen!

“The Lesbian Orgy Next Door” series: 

ATTACK OF THE LESBIAN LASS NESS MONSTER 

Helena Pipkins and her two adult daughters, London and Sydney, move into a new lake home that seems too good to be true.  It is too good to be true.  Their one neighbor has lesbian orgies on the beach next door to them.  London enters the jaws of the new neighborhood's dominant lesbian’s mansion to get her to stop the outdoor orgies.  She does not suspect she will soon be at the mercy of a different set of jaws, allegedly belonging to a mythical lake creature Robina calls the Lass Ness Monster. 

DOMINATED BY LESBIAN NEIGHBORS

London has fallen!  Robina intends to keep her down while making London’s lust soar.  London can leave Robina’s mansion but she cannot leave her submission behind or get it out of her head.  Will it take her over?  Will her reluctance or will her arousal rule her?  Will she be foolish enough to return to the mansion full of dominant lesbians?  If she does go back, what new sexual limits will they, cough cough, stretch?

ATTACK OF THE LESBIAN REALTOR

Helena’s realtor, Sheila, invites herself over to verify the lesbian orgy issue by watching an orgy with Helena.  What Helena does not know, but all too soon will know, is that Sheila is a dominant lesbian in on the orgies and intent on sexually dominating Helena.  Helena also does not know and would be shocked to know, that one of the masked submissive women she watches having sex on the beach is her oldest daughter, London!  Helena Pipkins will face the Attack of the Lesbian Realtor while unwittingly watching her daughter’s lesbian sexual submission!  Can Helena resist seduction?

CRAWLING FOR LESBIANS

Helena is still in Sheila’s clutches.  What will Sheila do with her and make her do and can Sheila make a reluctant Helena love it?  They watched a lesbian orgy on the neighbor’s beach.  Little did Helena know that one of the star attractions was her oldest daughter, London!  The dominant neighborhood lesbians have London and they aren’t done with her.  They intend to make London perform and to make some dramatic changes to London’s body!  By the time an altered London finally straggles home, Sydney, her younger sister, is home.  What might a still horny, bold and prowling Sheila accomplish with a Pipkins girl other than Helena?  There’s an aggressive domme on the loose in the house!

LASCIVIOUS LAUGHING LESBIANS

Can London save her mom?  Spoiler alert:  The answer is no.  She can’t even save herself!  London is in the hands of Robina’s laughing lesbian submissives and London is partly in the mouth of the lesbian Lass Ness Monster who returns for another taste.  Meanwhile Robina and Sheila are laughing it up at Helena’s expense.  Helena doesn’t think it is any laughing matter!  She’s never done anything like this before!  But she’s done for and she knows they will do her any way they want.

CAGED BY LESBIANS

Sydney decides to go over to her neighbor’s to put a stop to her outdoor lesbians orgies.  But, uh….  Her neighbor, Robina Walker, does not want to stop the orgies.  She wants to grow them in size by adding Sydney as another submissive along with Sydney’s mother and sister.  Sydney is a heterosexual with a boyfriend but Robina doesn’t care about that.  She has her ways and she thinks she can have her way and get her way with Sydney.  Robina thinks she can trick and seduce Sydney into full participation.  Can Robina pull it off and get Sydney’s clothes pulled off?

THE LESBIAN ORGY NEXT DOOR

Sydney is stuck in a cage in the neighbor’s mansion, the one that holds lesbian orgies.  She is in a sticky situation and is literally sticky from her reactions.  Sydney is now part of one of the orgies she set out to shut down!  So are her mom and her older sister!  At least it can’t get any worse or any more wicked.  Right?  Wrong!  Can the neighbor dominatrix get Sydney to cruelly break up with her longtime boyfriend?  Can the lesbian dominants make Sydney into an adult “little girl” willing to do very adult things?

The “New Nude Neighbors” series: 

A SHOCKING LESBIAN SLEEPOVER 

Scarlett Hartley and her adult daughter, Sapphire, are relieved when the creeper next door moves away.  Except it soon turns out the newcomers, Francine and Felicia Sorrelson, might be worse.  The Sorrelson are dominant lesbians.  They’ve moved from Ohio with an eye to acquiring a sexy mother and daughter submissive team in Tennessee.  Why not?  Tennessee is the volunteer state and the Sorrelsons have strong ideas on what they will make the Hartley women volunteer to do.

SO NAUGHTY WITH THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER

Sapphire is stuck in her bedroom with the weird neighbor girl and things are getting more hardcore sexual by the minute.  It’s a lesbian nightmare for heterosexual Sapphire.  Except for all the amazing orgasms.  Sapphire is no lesbian but Felicia is breaking her down and working her over and changing her to suit Felicia’s whims.  Felicia also has her eyes on Sapphire’s mom.  Felicia’s diabolical dominance leads to the most alarming and arousing breakfast of Sapphire and Scarlett Hartley’s life.

TWISTED LESBIAN TEAM UP: MOM AND DAUGHTER

Now that Felicia had a sleepover at the Hartley’s house, a sleepover with little sleep but a lot of lesbian domination, it’s time to return the “favor.”  Sapphire has no choice but to go for a sleepover at the Sorrelsons’.  She thinks she’ll have to / get to have more sex with Felicia.  She’s not wrong, but now she’ll also need to satisfy Felicia’s mom, Francine!  Who is more twisted, Felicia or her mom?  The answer is both!  Francine, an experienced manipulator, also plans to involve Sapphire’s mom!

NEW NUDE NEIGHBORS

Scarlett had twisted phone sex, by accident, with her new neighbor.  She did not know her daughter was sexually pleasing her neighbor at the time.  She sees her neighbors and her daughter nude in their backyard.  How terribly wrong and how incredibly naughty can it get if Scarlett goes over there to save her daughter?  Will both Hartley women, mother and daughter, end up at the mercy of the merciless Sorrelson mom and daughter?

ESCAPE FROM LESBIAN DOMINATION?

Can the Hartleys turn their submission around? Can they escape the clutches of the Sorrelsons? Even if they do physically escape, the Sorrelsons are still neighbors living right next door. The Sorrelsons never take no for an answer and have complete disregard for reluctance or morals. Has submissiveness and lesbianism already infected the psyches of the mother and daughter Hartley? How will the Sorrelson women overcome the Hartleys reluctance?

MOM AND DAUGHTER DOMINATE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER

Scarlett and Sapphire Hartley, beautiful Tennessee blondes, think they’ve gotten out from under the lesbian domination of their new neighbors from Ohio, Francine and Felicia Hartley.  But they think wrong!  Their own submissive natures and recent events weaken their willpower despite thinking they’ll have nothing more to do with those wicked neighbors.  The twisted Sorrelsons have a new plan to divide and sexually conquer the Hartleys. 

NAUGHTY NASTY NEIGHBORS

The wicked dominant lesbian new neighbors from Ohio, the mother and daughter Sorrelson, have yet again had their way with the beautiful heterosexual blondes from Tennessee, the mother and daughter Hartley.  But Scarlett and Sapphire are still reluctant and still want to be good normal man-loving women.  They do not want to succumb to Francine and Felicia’s domination.  Any more.  If they can help it.  If they don’t get too turned on….

THE FINAL MOTHER AND DAUGHTER DOMINATION

The mother and daughter Sorrelson force Scarlett and Sapphire Hartley to go on a seemingly harmless “friendship date” to a drive-in theater.  Where they intend to get extremely friendly indeed!  If they can have their way there, they will bring the passionate reluctant mom and daughter back to their home and take complete advantage of them in ways most could not conceive.  All questions answered!  All fates are sealed!  Brace yourself for a shocking surprise ending!

The “Lactating Lesbian Dictator” series: 

LACTATING LESBIAN DICTATOR 

American Ambassador and hot MILF, Margot Parrow, and her adult daughter are stranger’s in a strange land where all the adult women lactate constantly.  The Queen of the Rambikkuns chooses which diplomats other countries, desperate for Rambikkun mother’s milk, send to her.  She chooses only sexy MILFs and requires that they bring their beautiful adult daughters with them.  The Queen wants an international lesbian harem of mother and daughter breastmilk gulpers.  The Queen cares nothing that these women are straight heterosexuals.  Soon many of these female ambassadors will also care nothing about their heterosexuality….

SEDUCING THE AMBASSADOR’S DAUGHTER

With her mom busy getting her tummy filled during a visit to the Queen, Journee is back at her new temporary home, the Ambassador’s Residence.  Two young adult African women are assigned to “liaison” with her.  Well, it turns out the plan to “liaison” her right into a state of sexual submission.  Journee is home alone with the two horny and arrogant African girls.  Can Journee resist them?  If not, in what perverted ways will they make use of her?

SEXUAL DIPLOMACY IN THE LAND OF THE LESBIANS

American ambassador, Margot Parrow, is a redheaded MILF is stuck in the land of lesbians, a tiny new African country with an extremely valuable resource: breastmilk that makes children grow up to be geniuses.  All the countries are competing for this resource but the competitive expectations involve a lot of lesbianism and Margot is heterosexual.  Worse, her young adult daughter is with her in this land of lesbians. They are all dominant lesbians and they are targeting both Margot and her daughter!

FORCED TO SQUIRT

Journee is the youngest daughter of the American ambassador to Rambikku and Journee has problems, two of them with two lactating African beauties.  The first problem is that these two “liaisons” sexually dominated her yesterday.  The second problem is that the two giggling dominants are back this morning to overwhelm and dominate her again!  They plan to dominate her much worse than they did yesterday.  They have a new trick to make Journee’s body perform.  Journee may never be the same! 

“WHITE SAVAGES” IN THE LAND OF THE LESBIANS

American ambassador, Margot Parrow, has to revisit the Queen for another “diplomatic” meeting.  The Queen made heterosexual and confident Margot into an eager lesbian submissive during their first meeting.  Ah, the power of diplomacy!  Margot hopes the news lusts stirred up in her are temporary.  But she worries this second meeting will be much like the last one when the Queen forced her to breastfeed from the Queen and brought Margot to orgasm with her skillful hand.  The good news?  This meeting will not be as bad or have as much sex.  The bad news?  This meeting will be worse and will have a lot more sex!

YOUNG ADULT LESBIANS DOMINATE THE AMBASSADOR

Her daughter’s African liaisons have sexually dominated Margot’s daughter and they intend to do the same thing to Margot!  They know just the way.  It involves a traditional bath, a tradition the Queen just made up and made official.  They intend it to be the naughtiest, wickedest, sexiest, nastiest, most intense, and most orgasmic bath Margot has ever taken.  And they’ll have Margot take it with her daughter only yards away!

DEJA DOMINATES THE DAUGHTER (AND THE MOTHER)

The Parrows expected one kind of adventure and are in the middle of a sexual adventure instead.  They expected to command respect from the third worlders but instead have to take commands and are humiliated and are treated like “white savages.”  Even Margot’s diplomatic assistant, Deja, a black woman from America, wants in on the Parrow family.  She wants to dominate both mom and daughter!  Will Margot let her assistant dominate her?  Will her daughter Journee?

BRINLEE COMES TO THE LAND OF THE LESBIANS

The dominant lesbian African country of Rambikku want to seduce and dominate as many beautiful MILF ambassadors and their daughters as they can literally get their hands on.  But they also want to nail all of their daughters if there is more than one.  Margot Parrow, the American ambassador, has another daughter back in America, her eldest, the blonde beauty Brinlee.  They’ve conned Brinlee into coming to Rambikku.  Brinlee has no idea what she is in for.  They want to add Brinlee to their collection of American hotties.

LESBIAN TAMING AND TRAINING A WHITE SAVAGE

Brinlee struggles to maintain her free will and is uncertain how to handle Zurica’s demands and commands.  She wants to obey and she wants the cums to keep coming.  But she shouldn’t!  Zurica isn’t at all uncertain.  She wants this sexy American blonde beauty to be her sexual plaything and she wants Brinlee humiliated and obedient.  She plans to tame and train the white savage and to force her to admit Zurica is her black superior and her Mistress.

TRAPPED IN THE LAND OF THE LESBIANS

Ambassador Margot Parrow and her lovely adult daughters, Brinlee and Journee, are now all in Rambikku, a tiny African country dominated by dominant lesbians.  The question is whether they can ever leave.  Queen Muunu and her crew of crafty cronies have extremely dark plans for the Parrows, but they require the Parrows to betray themselves to fulfill those nasty plans.  Can they pull it off as easily as they pull off the Parrows’ clothing?

“The Hole in the Wall” series: 

THE HOLE IN THE WALL 

Best friends Maya and Cora go to a new nightclub for a fun time.  But they’re in for a lot more “fun” than they ever thought possible.  Their strange sexy flirty server, Kammy, takes them into the hole for a sexual adventure they could never have anticipated and are reluctant, at first, to participate in.  Kammy is a dominant lesbian.  Maya and Cora are independent straight young women.  But Kammy is confident she can make Maya and Cora be the way she wants them to be. 

HANDCUFFED TOGETHER

Their hair is braided together with each other and they are handcuffed with their arms around each other!  Kammy plans to change Maya and Cora, to forcibly adapt them to what she wants them to be.  They don’t want to be changed but they are feeling incredibly submissive suddenly.  Kammy-induced orgasms do that to a girl!  What more will Kammy do to them?  What else will she make them do and make them like?  Can they escape?  Will they still want to? 

RETURNING TO THE HOLE

Should a straight woman submit to a lesbian Mistress?  Of course not!  But that doesn’t mean it won’t happen.  Maya is about to return to the hole in the wall inside the nightclub The Hole in the Wall, the scene of her reluctant lesbian seduction and domination.  The reason she thinks she’s going is perhaps quite different than the real reason.  What will happen when she confronts Kammy in hopes of getting her fired?  Surely Kammy the psycho server can’t sexually dominate Maya again when Maya is alert to Kammy’s danger and so angry with her….

SUBMITTING TO THE PSYCHO MISTRESS

Cora is haunted by memories of her unexpected and shocking sexual submission to Kammy the psycho server inside the hole in the wall in the nightclub called The Hole in the Wall.  She was determined never to go back, but after several days of wild self-pleasuring, she is returning. She just needs a quick answer.  She returns for the answer.  But not to submit!  Never that!  Never again!  Never might not be as long as she thought.

“The Black Masters” series: 

Book 1:  HER DAD’S FIANCEE’S BLACK MASTERS 

Hannah comes home from exploring Europe to find her newly widowed wealthy father already engaged to be married.  His fiancée, Olive, is beautiful, blonde, and big-breasted, just like Hannah.  But they are different in almost all other ways.  Little does Hannah know, but Olive has plans, a dark conspiracy, to turn Hannah into a lover and obedient submissive to black men.  Can Olive’s evil plan work?  Can she make Hannah behave so naughty and nasty that her dad will disown her?  


Book 2:  HANNAH’S DAD’S FIANCEE DOMINATES HER 

Rich young heiress Hannah Hill saw her dad’s fiancée having sex with black workers at the estate and witnessed her call one of them her “Black Master.”  She wants them off the estate.  But they know she watched and know what she did as she watched.  They want all the Hill money and need to seduce and dominate Hannah to get their wicked way.  Will Hannah win out over her potential stepmother, or will she also betray her father, but in a very different way?

Book 3:  THE SUBMISSIVE HEIRESS

Olive wants to get Hannah’s dad to disown Hannah so that Olive will eventually collect all of the inheritance.  How?  By getting Hannah pregnant with a black baby and by making sure the father is a disreputable ex-con.  Hannah plans to get out of her situation and make Olive go away and take the four black laborers with her – well before the laborers can make Hannah go into labor!

Olive has plans also.  She plans to dominate Hannah in new ways, severe and savage, and intensely arousing ways.  She plans to transform Hannah into a do-anything submissive. 

Book 4:  HANNAH GETS ADULT BABYSAT

Hannah is trying to keep her head above water but keeps finding her head instead between Olive’s thighs.  Blonde on blonde domination and submission.  And Hannah isn’t even a lesbian!  Or she wasn’t….  Olive develops the perfect plan to break down Hannah.  Force her to be an adult baby babysat by none other than the neighbor girl Hannah used to babysit, a neighbor girl whose grown into quite a slut herself. 

Book 5:  HANNAH’S BIG BLACK DATE

Hannah’s dad’s fiancée, Olive, wants total dominion over Hannah, and Olive knows how to deepen Hannah’s submissiveness.  Olive wants a do-anything human sex toy, and she’s chosen beautiful blonde Hannah.  Olive expects Hannah to go on a date with a dangerous black ex-con parolee!  With Olive and another big black man as “chaperones.”  Hannah thinks the chaperones may be as bad as her date and have just as much intention to have sex with her.  Three against one.  So unfair!

Book 6:  HANNAH WANNA

Hannah’s dad’s girlfriend, rival to Hannah’s rich dad’s inheritance, has dominated Hannah sexually but that isn’t enough for Olive.  She needs Hannah’s dad to disown Hannah and she thinks the best way to make that happen is for Hannah to get pregnant with a black baby.  Olive has a nasty ex-con lined up to impregnate Hannah but can she make the reluctant Hannah all too cooperative, and induce her to succumb?  Will Tivon add Hannah to his urban harem?  Will Hannah wanna?

“She’ll Take All Three Sisters” series: 

Book 1:  SHE’LL TAKE ALL THREE SISTERS 

Three sisters and one dominant Mistress.  Kennedy Klein, newly discharged from the Army, learns from her older sister, Carter, that their younger sister, Reagan, is incommunicado in the big city of Denver, Colorado.  An attempted visit reveals that Reagan is a submissive in a lesbian relationship with a much older woman.  Kennedy and Carter go undercover at a lesbian strip club to save Reagan. But Mistress Sadie knows!  Can Mistress Sadie dominate all three sisters?

Book 2:  DOMINATED AT THE LESBIAN STRIP CLUB

Two heterosexual sisters, one lesbian strip club, and dozens of horny groping and grabbing lesbians!  Carter and Kennedy are trying to save their little sister, Reagan, from lesbian BDSM domination by an older woman.  They are undercover at one of the dominant woman’s strip clubs, trying to find evidence to put her in prison.  But they’re not as undercover as they think and they’re not as covered with clothing as they’d like.

Book 3:  HETEROSEXUAL SISTERS FORCED TO BE LESBIAN SISTERS

Two Klein sisters, Carter and Kennedy, seek to save the third Klein sister, Reagan, from hardcore lesbian submission to a much older domme.  They’ve gone undercover at the domme’s strip club but not all is it seems with their trainers.  Both trainers have huge breasts, wide streaks of cruelty, and far too much understanding and experience with the female body.  They want to continue lesbian training the sisters long after closing time.  Could Carter and Kennedy, instead of saving Regan from lesbian submission, end up each submitting themselves?

Book 4:  EXTREME LESBIAN ADVENTURES FOR THE SISTERS

The two independent still free heterosexual Klein sisters, Carter and Kennedy, are deep under water (and other fluids) getting seduced and dominated by lesbians.  They want to save their little sister, Reagan, from a much older and far too controlling domme but they may need to adjust their goal to simply saving themselves!  Little do the Klein girls know but their trainer at the lesbian strip club, the lesbian dominant spanking them into shape, is the very same dominatrix they seek to save their sister from!

Book 5:  THE SISTERS FACE LESBIAN DOMINATION

The two older Klein sisters, married Carter and ex-Army Kennedy, are undercover working at a lesbian strip club in Denver in hopes of acquiring evidence of illegal activity by their youngest sister’s new lesbian domme, who owns the club.  But they do not know they’ve been set up not only to fail but to be lesbian seduced and dominated.  The domme, Sadie Clark, wants all three sisters, and she is also undercover as one of the women training the older Klein sisters and making them jump through nasty and compromising sexual hoops.

Book 6:  OLDEST SISTER TAMED AND LESBIAN TRAINED

Does Mistress Sadie have a nasty plan to lesbian impregnate one of the Klein sisters?  The two older Klein sisters, married Carter and ex-Army Kennedy, are undercover at the Denver lesbian strip club, Juicy’s Big Box, trying to save their youngest sister, Reagan, from lesbian domination.  Reagan’s Mistress, Sadie, is all too aware of their plan and undercover herself as the sister’s trainer at the club.  This can’t end well for the Klein sisters!

Book 7:  MIDDLE SISTER TAMED AND LESBIAN TRAINED

Can the final beautiful young Klein woman avoid a fate of total submission to a cruel and clever domme?  Dominant lesbian businesswoman Sadie Clark has tamed and lesbian trained two out of three sexy blonde Klein girls.  She has the youngest, Reagan, and the oldest, Carter, in states of complete and utter sexual submission.  Can she nail the final Klein sister, Kennedy?  The middle sister could be the biggest challenge.  She’s sexy but tough and an Army veteran.  As they say, sexually conquering two out of three Klein girls isn’t bad but three out of three is even better. 

“Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard” series: 

Book 1:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 

Bellamy must protect a rich young predatorial lesbian seductress whose “social activities” are the seduction of straight women and making enemies!  Dorothe is ravenously hungry to seduce as many women as she can and is delighting in making more enemies, seductions Bellamy will have to witness and enemies she will have to battle.  Dorothe’s mother warns Bellamy that Dorothe will try to seduce her as well.  Sometimes forewarning doesn’t help….

Book 2:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 2

Bellamy Wood, ex-cop private detective, reluctantly persuaded to be a personal bodyguard, is on a year-long contract to guard a spoiled young adult socialite, bratty Dorothe Gerbach.  The problems are many:  Dorothe’s many enemies, Dorothe’s penchant for making more enemies, and Dorothe’s passion as a predatory lesbian seductress who wants to add Bellamy to her stable of submissive women who will do anything for her.

Book 3:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 3

Wealthy spoiled socialite, Dorothe Gerbach, has seduced and dominated her new lovely bodyguard, ex-cop Bellamy Wood.  Can Dorothe keep Bellamy submissive?  Can Bellamy break free from Dorothe’s willpower, or will she succumb further, losing more of her independence while increasing her orgasms significantly?  What new seductress ploys will Dorothe unleash on Bellamy to tame her to make her perform new sexual tricks?

Book 4:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 4

Ex-cop and current bodyguard, Bellamy Wood, is under rich young heiress Dorothe’s sexual spell.  Bellamy’s younger-than-her Mistress orders Bellamy to seduce and dominate the new sexiest female police officer in the Philadelphia Police Department, Rosetta Wright.  Dorothe wants a second submissive bodyguard!  Bellamy genuinely likes Rosetta Wright and Rosetta’s hero is Bellamy.  Will Bellamy do Ms. Wright wrong?

Book 5:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 5

Bellamy Wood, ex-cop and current submissive bodyguard, reports back to her young adult Mistress, heiress, Dorothe Gerbach, after her successful seduction of a lovely police officer.  Dorothe intends to reward Bellamy in three ways.  The catch is that her rewards often seem like punishments. Dorothe lucks into an opportunity to seduce and dominate a heterosexual mother and her adult heterosexual daughter, back and forth, simultaneously!  Can she pull it off? 

Book 6:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 6

Dominant lesbian seductress, Dorothe, and her newly subservient bodyguard, Bellamy, survived a deadly attack by Noelle who was trying to protect her little sister from Dorothe’s sexual dominance.  Noelle is badly wounded and under house arrest.  Dorothe decides it is time to seduce and dominate Noelle as well.  Noelle won’t be so dangerous if Dorothe can add her to Dorothe’s lesbian harem!  Will Noelle’s little sister, Lara, betray Noelle and assist in Noelle’s seduction?

Book 7:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 7

The dominant lesbian seductress dominated and took sexual advantage of the sexy Bulgarian maid and now she wants a second helping of her favorite Bulgarian dish.  Will Ekaterina be just as vulnerable or even more susceptible?  Can Dorothe make Ekaterina and Bellamy work together for orgasms?  What happens when Ekaterina’s beautiful American supervisor investigates and intervenes?  Can Dorothe turn her good intentions into absolute submission?

Book 8:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 8

Mistress Dorothe has big plans, and her newly tamed and submissive bodyguard, Bellamy, is a star in those plans whether she wants to be or not.  The Lesbian Seductress plans to add to her lesbian harem the hard way by deceiving a black giantess Mistress who hates her and stealing away her top sub, Mistress Dorothe’s “the one that got away,” Flower.  Can Mistress Dorothe pull off her plan?  Can Bellamy submit to new dark sexual delights?

Book 9:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 9

Newly and reluctantly submissive bodyguard, Bellamy Wood, wakes up after hard sex at the BDSM party and seems stuck with a new giant black mistress, Mistress Charanda, bigger and crueler than Mistress Dorothe.  Charanda intends to keep Bellamy and her little friend, too, Emily.  Bellamy intends to get away but, if she can, will it only move her from the sexual frying pan into the sexual fire of further submission to Mistress Dorothe?

Book 10:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 10

Mother’s Day is just a couple days away and Mistress Dorothe knows exactly what she wants to give her mother.  Or who.  She’s decided she wants her mother to have a live-in sex maid who will serve her entire life pleasing Dorothe’s mother and laboring for her in both the most twisted and the most menial of ways.  The young woman she’s chosen doesn’t know her fate yet and sure hasn’t agreed to it.  Can Mistress Dorothe compel the sweet and sexy Bulgarian Maid, Ekaterina, to give up all her freedoms just to please Dorothe’s mother who she has never met?

Book 11:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 11

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

Book 12:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 12

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

Book 13:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 13

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

Book 14:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 14

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

Book 15:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 15

An extra-long extended book to cover all the nasty action!  Dominant lesbian temptress, young Mistress Dorothe, has another wicked seduction plan in motion.  She seduced and dominated the new maid, lovely Josefina, and now she wants a second maid.  Where can she get another sexy subservient maid?  She assumes Josefina has a beautiful friend she can force Josefina to trick into walking into Dorothe’s trap.  She assumes right but a big surprise is in store!

Book 16:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 16

Mistress Dorothe’s plots to give a human being as a gift to her dominant lesbian mom.  Will sexy Ekaterina, the gift in question go through with it?  Mistress Dorothe has her new subby maids, Josefina and Valeri, report for rough sexual duty.  They are required to go become strippers at a nasty lesbian strip club.  Sending them to try out and be tried out at the strip club clears the way for Mistress Dorothe to have Josefina’s mother seduced!  On Mother’s Day!

Book 17:  A FRESH NEW SEXUAL DOMINATION

Will publicly and pubic-ly shamed Philadelphia Police Officer Rosetta Wright show up to serve as nude bodyguard for her spoiled young Mistress? What will her police family do about it now that they know their beloved daughter and sister is a dominated submissive?  There is a possible obstruction in the form of the new lovely member of hotel management.  When Mistress Dorothe runs into a problem like her, she smashes it into submission.  Can she make the problem beauty into a sexual asset?

Book 18:  THE FINAL SUBMISSION

Mistress Dorothe intends to make the mother of a different sex maid become yet another sex maid for her.  Bringing mothers and daughters closer together, that’s Mistress Dorothe’s idea of altruism.  Will Regina follow her daughter, Josefina’s, path into submission?  Everyone’s ultimate fate is revealed and sealed!  A big, long, savage, sexy, surprising, orgasmic, nasty, arousing, kinky, wicked, bizarre, passionate, character-driven, action-packed grand finale to the series.

“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!

HER BROTHER’S NEWLYWED DOMINANT WIFE

Paige’s bother, Lincoln, has gotten married and she wasn’t invited to the wedding!  She wants to get to know Lincoln’s newlywed wife, Myna, and understand the dark influence she has over him.

Be careful what you wish for! Myna is a mine, mine, mine person.  She even wants to make other people, the attractive ones, hers!  She already has Lincoln whipped in every sense of the word.  Can she complete her collection of the brother and sister? 

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 with detailed descriptions, free lesbian seduction fiction and be able to read For Free an ongoing never-before-published book at:

lesbianseductionfiction.com
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