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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    “This is so amazing!” Eliza was so enthusiastic that she was even bouncing a little on the rear seat of the taxi. 
 
    Angie couldn't blame her daughter.  It really was amazing.  Amazing to the point of being too good to be true. 
 
    Eliza summed up the reason for her amazement for the fourth time since they'd met up at the Tampa Bay airport. 
 
    “Mom, I can't believe it!.  We get to hang out for all of my Christmas break from college, at a mansion on an lake island, our flights were paid for, and we get paid for it besides!  Just to house sit.  It isn't even house-sitting!  It's mansion-sitting!” 
 
    “It is hard to believe, dear.  I have to admit I thought maybe the airline tickets weren't for real and that the bottom was going to fall out.  I halfway thought this wasn't going to happen.  I didn't want to get my hopes up too high.” 
 
    “This is so fantastic!  Bella is the best!  She heard how much I missed you because I guess I must have talked about it too much.  I wasn't trying to get sympathy but I am your only child and we just lost Dad last year.  It really sucked that we couldn't afford for me to fly home over Christmas break.  That's the bad part of a scholarship out of state.  I had no idea Bella was rich.  Did you?” 
 
    “How would I know?” 
 
    “You met her when you helped me move in.  Remember?  She helped carry some of my stuff.  She was the blonde.” 
 
    “The blonde?  What blonde?  We're blonde.” 
 
    “No, like, she has really distinct blonde hair.  It's nearly white.  She said it's called platinum blonde.  I think she dyes it.  She was the one who kept saying how pretty you are.  True words, of course.” 
 
    “Well, that was nice of her.  I think I remember her.  Maybe.” 
 
    Actually, Angie remembered her very well. 
 
    “Remember, Mom, she took photos?  Action photos of us moving in and then of us hugging?  Something for the school paper about Moms seeing their daughters get comfortable at college.” 
 
    Angie did remember.  She remembered more than half a dozen photos taken by the pretty blonde.  Bella was not just pretty.  Guys likely would describe her as a “bombshell blonde”.  They would have when Angie went to school.  Now maybe they would have called her a “guided missile blonde” or some such.  Whatever the newest big boom weapon was.  Bunker buster blonde?  That would be a funny one. 
 
    Bella.  Bella the Bunker Buster Blonde.  She was at least a bra buster.  The chest on that girl!  Those couldn't be real! 
 
    Angie did remember her well.   
 
    Angie recalled the ways that Bella kept positioning her and Eliza.  Bella had them get cheek to cheek for a photo, maybe her fourth photo, and talked about how they both had the same facial structure, and how you could totally see that they were mother and daughter, but that Eliza had those freckles, really intense and numerous freckles, and Angie had a porcelain clear complexion.    
 
    Bella had gushed about how Eliza and Angie could be sisters.  About how pretty they were. 
 
    Of course Angie remembered her.  Everyone remembered compliments.  But she remembered Bella for more than just that. 
 
    Eliza had gone to the bathroom and Bella and Angie had been talking about Eliza's big move to college and the whole college experience and whether Eliza was scared or eager.  Eliza was both of those though the fear was just for her Mom being left alone back in Missouri with Eliza attending college in Texas. 
 
    Right after Eliza left Bella had said, “Let me check something, Mrs. Klauson.” 
 
    Bella had stepped around Angie and then suddenly... Bella was feeling Angie's rear!  With both hands! 
 
    Angie had been entirely nonplussed.  In hindsight she still wasn't sure what she should have done.  Probably more than just stand there with wide eyes. 
 
    It had only gone on for maybe ten seconds.  Far longer than it should have.  Far longer than needed given the reason Bella gave for it afterward.  It had felt like much longer though. 
 
    It had also felt good.  Way too good! 
 
    Bella had whispered in Angie's ear, from behind, “You look like you're twenty.  I wanted to see if you still had the ass of a twenty-year-old.  I think so.  Maybe a little softer, but I like it.  You know what the guys call someone like you nowadays?  A MILF.  That means “Mother I'd Like To Fuck”.  It's a compliment.” 
 
    Angie had stammered something eloquent like, “Um, ah, oh, ah, um, well then.  Thanks, I guess.” 
 
    Bella said, with her mouth surely far closer to Angie's ear than it needed to be, “I respect an older woman who keeps herself a hottie.  Plus we blondes need to stick together.” 
 
    Then Bella had squeezed Angie's ass tightly with both hands like her hands were emphasizing Bella's words.   
 
    Angie had been entirely nonplussed as to what to do.  She was in that polite phase of social interactions with newly met people combined with cooperation with photographer phase and had already sort of given over to Bella's authority to shape her for a photo. 
 
    But this was no photo opportunity! 
 
    This was maybe some other kind of opportunity! 
 
    To Bella.... 
 
    Bella said, “I really really really like MILFs like you, Mrs. Klauson.” 
 
    The she suddenly released Angie's ass cheeks when they heard Eliza coming back. 
 
    Bella took a few more photos of them and even pushed and pulled them like they were bendable figures to make the mother helping daughter move in scenes that she wanted.  Every time one of Bella's hands touched Angie – always only on Angie's arms, shoulders, or legs once Eliza came back – Angie had the strangest feeling.  A soaring tingle that she used to feel when she was a teenager in a guy's car or when alone with a guy she liked and innocent parts were in the slightest of contact. 
 
    Angie had chalked it all up to her being so lonely since her husband Davis died and to Bella just being super friendly.   
 
    That must be how young women from Florida were.  She guessed.  
 
    Angie certainly did recall Bella!  She hadn't even caught her name then and hadn't realized that this house sitting deal was for Bella's family though. 
 
    Eliza had reminded her about the article that Bella was going to write and Angie now wondered how the photos turned out and which ones Bella decided to use for it. 
 
    “Oh, yes.  That's right, honey.  Did you ever get a copy of that article she wrote that she took those photos for?” 
 
    “No, I asked her but it turned out she had to quit the paper because her classes are keeping her too busy.” 
 
    “That's too bad.  I didn't connect that she was the one who was giving you this opportunity to house sit.” 
 
    “Us!  Us this opportunity!  We get to hang out for almost nine days on an island in a lake, in a fancy mansion, and we get paid!” 
 
    “You get paid!  I'm just here for the company.  Whatever she pays you is yours to keep.” 
 
    “Come on, Mom.  I know money is tight.  I have the scholarship.  We'll split it.” 
 
    “I'm fine.  You keep it.” 
 
    Eliza had her doubts but also knew she wouldn't be able to shake Mom from her stand.  Her Mom was the kind of mother who always said she was fine whether she was fine or not.  She was also the kind of person who gave to others and to causes but never asked for anyone to help her if she needed help.  It wasn't a pride thing, it was just selfless.  
 
    They caught up some more and arrived half an hour later.  There was some traffic and the lake was well outside of Tampa. 
 
    It was not technically an island mansion though Bella had told Eliza that they liked to think of it that way.  It was more of a lake peninsula with a stretch of land that thinned to sixty feet before bulging out into more of a circle with a hill at the center of it.  Almost entirely surrounded by water on a lovely huge lake. 
 
    Eliza had a key and she had the code for the gate at the end of the drive.  The gate and a wall were set in front of the isthmus that led out to the peninsula.  They were almost only ceremonial as an intruder could, if they wanted, wade around the wall easily. 
 
    Because Angie still had a hard time believing their luck she made sure to have the taxi driver wait until they ascertained that the code worked and confirmed that the automated gate pulled to the side. 
 
    It worked!  Angie finally let herself feel as ebullient as her daughter.  She certainly gave the taxi driver an ebullient tip. 
 
    In they went dragging small suitcases by the extended handles. 
 
    The isthmus was basically a long driveway.  It then split right and left.  To the right was a paved parking area and a garage that looked like a small aircraft hanger.   
 
    Eliza said that according to Bella the garage held almost double digit numbers of vehicles, each of them costing at least as much as most people's houses.  That was one of the reasons Bella's parents wanted a house sitter while Bella and Bella's father and mother spent Christmas exploring the Galapagos Islands off Ecuador. 
 
    The other reasons?  Take the curving road to the left.  That led to a smaller parking area next to a dock with a boat ramp.  There were three boats on the dock.  One was huge like a fancy houseboat for large groups, another was a speed boat, and the third was smaller and more functional, like for simple transportation across the lake. 
 
    Overly wide curved marble steps led up the hill in tiers like stories in a house.  About six stories in all leading up to a three story mansion that was quite wide as well.  It looked like it could hold forty typical rooms in a normal house.  However, it “only” actually had nineteen as the rooms were mostly huge. 
 
    The key for the house also worked.  As did the code for the alarm system.  Angie was relieved all over again.  It was still hard to believe.  If you wanted to rent a semi-island private mansion place like this for nine days you'd probably have to pay forty grand or more.  Her and Eliza had it to themselves for free with free food and their flights were also paid for.  With a payment for Eliza thrown in as well. 
 
    Just... amazing! 
 
    It was too good to be true but it really was true. 
 
    Angie thought it a little odd that there was no staff for a place like this.  She'd noticed what seemed like quarters for household staff to one side of the mansion.  Eliza said that Bella told her Bella's family did not believe in having servants because they liked their privacy.   
 
    The lack of staff was the reason that Bella's family needed house sitters.  Bella had joked that her parents did not know any “commoners” that they could call on to do it but that luckily she knew a commoner.  Eliza the commoner and her commoner mother!  Bella had laughed and poked Eliza's side. 
 
    Angie was still curious about maybe seeing the service staff quarters, abandoned, as a slice of life, just to get a feel for what that was like.  To get a feel for how the servants of previous owners of the lake island had lived.  Angie liked period pieces and liked to appreciate how much better she had it nowadays than people back when or people in other circumstances.  Just in order to be fully grateful for all that she had. 
 
    For instance, instead of focusing on having lost Davis she focused on their good times, that she had such a wonderful daughter, and that she had perfect health. 
 
    There were always things you could be unhappy about but there were also always things you could be grateful for if you did not take them for granted. 
 
    Being a full time servant to rich people.  Shudder!  Like those butlers who were basically slaves over in England.  The rich people were like their gods who they served every day.  All day and then living there on call at night as well.  No home for themselves.  Really, they were like well-dressed homeless people stuck in mansions.   
 
    Those butlers must actually buy into the rich people being some superior class of human that they, inferior, were to serve! 
 
    They supposedly took pride in being loyal peons to the rich folk.  Some were supposedly even snooty about it.  Like prideful slaves!   
 
    Angie asked Eliza about getting a look at the servant's quarters at some point but Eliza said she didn't have the key and that Bella mentioned it was a mess in there and maybe even that the floor wasn't structurally sound so it was the one place they were supposed to stay clear of while on “The Island”. 
 
    Angie smiled, “So it's like the forbidden fruit of Eden.  Well, this island is like a sort of paradise.” 
 
    Eliza said, “Why do you want to poke around some musty old stable for servants?  I'm going to spend my time on the beach!  Bella said her family had truckloads of white sand brought in and dumped, like two hundred loads of it.  It's on the far side of the island but we should be able to see it from the mansion.” 
 
    “That sounds fantastic.  We'll work on our tans together.” 
 
    “Yeah, we can swim on the beach but, for convenience and for cleaner water, they have a pool, a big cement one, behind the mansion.” 
 
    “You mean one better than our ten foot plastic one in Missouri?  Hard to believe.” 
 
    The mansion was incredible.  It wasn't just some giant rectangle.  It was asymmetrical, multi-layered, with spiral staircases, balconies everywhere, lots of bay windows, and sky lights all over.   
 
    There were two turret attachments with conical roofs and one room, the “sun room”, was circular with all glass windows from the floor all the way up to the domed ceiling.   
 
    There was also a huge telescope in that room, not quite observatory size but about the size of a small cannon.  It pointed towards the previously reported white sands beach.  It looked big enough to allow the user to see individual hairs on the head of a person on the far side of the lake which was nearly invisible to the naked eye. 
 
    Hmm.  Angie thought maybe Bella's family liked their own privacy but perhaps did not respect the privacy of others.  Maybe? 
 
    The “island”, the boats, the imported beach, the incredible mansion.... 
 
    It was all just... so incredible! 
 
     
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    They arrived on Saturday, fairly late in the day, and spent the rest of that day exploring the rooms and “estate lands” of “The Island”.  Everything was five stars. 
 
    Angie had been curious about Bella when she'd first met her and been... fondled, she guessed, by her.  Now, while roaming around, she kept picturing Bella living here.  Growing up here. 
 
    Bella on the beach wearing a skimpy swimsuit maybe.... 
 
    Was Bella a lesbian?  Maybe a lesbian who liked older women?  Or had Angie totally misunderstood her?  Youngsters each generation were different.  Then they grew up to be parents not understanding their own young and bitching due to their concerns.  The process repeated endlessly.   
 
    Not really for her and Eliza though.  They were more like really close friends than like mother and daughter.  Eliza was a really good girl so that made it easy on Angie.   
 
    It was the rest of life that was hard, like losing Davis and trying to continue to make the house payments.  Angie worked at the DMV but she hated to tell people where she worked because of the unfair stereotypes about DMV workers.  Dammit, she was friendly and she was a quick and efficient worker! 
 
    Maybe things had worked out so well with Eliza because Eliza was just naturally good.  She was so enthusiastic about life!  She always thought the best about everyone.  She almost glowed with health and vibrancy and goodness.  Maybe that was why Bella chose her and trusted her to house sit for Bella's family. 
 
    Or maybe Bella had some other thing in mind.  If Bella was a lesbian... and she had found Angie truly attractive and wasn't just being friendly and complimentary... then of course she must find Eliza attractive also.  Eliza was just a younger version of her mother.  With lots and lots of freckles.   
 
    How would Angie react if Eliza one day told Angie that she was dating... or whatever... a lesbian?  Angie would be supportive of course.  In fact, if that someone was Bella she might be supportive and a little jealous. 
 
    Angie was no lesbian and had never even come close.  Not even a single kiss!  Not even in college! 
 
    However, Bella sure was attractive.  And young.  And, as it turned out, rich or her family was.  So that attention from Bella when Angie helped Eliza move in at college was quite complimentary. 
 
    More than complimentary actually.  It was kind of intriguing! 
 
    Angie shook off those thoughts.  Just so silly!  Bella wasn't even here and likely did not even remember Angie.  Bella probably wasn't even a lesbian.   
 
    When they toured the house Angie actively looked for photos of Bella.  Actively but secretly.  She didn't want Eliza to know she was intrigued.  Especially because if Bella was a lesbian and Eliza knew it (because lesbians no longer had to hide it nowadays), then Eliza might begin to wonder why her mom was so interested Bella. 
 
    Angie was not interested!  That sounded bad.  Interested.  She was curious.  That was very different! 
 
    Angie talked about looking for family photos saying she wanted to figure out what Bella's dad did to make this much money, to try to see from the photo if he earned it or had inherited it.  That way Eliza would just think, if anything, that her mom was interested in a successful rich man her own age.  You know, like most women Angie's age. 
 
    Which she sort of was, actually.  It was just that she was even more... intrigued... by Bella and if Bella really looked as beautiful as Angie remembered her to be. 
 
    It was weird.  There were no photos anywhere.  None.  That seemed off to Angie and to Eliza as well.  Bella was so pretty one would think her whole family was attractive.  Even if not, people still did family photos.  Maybe rich people were different. 
 
    There was a set of portraits.  They were all made by the same painter, that was clear.  Each person was alone in their own portrait and there was also a painting of the whole family together in the middle of the portraits.  The portraits were in the huge entrance hall to one side of the front door.  They couldn't be missed and were clearly meant to be seen by anyone visiting. 
 
    The individual portraits showed each family member sitting with hands folded together, with little smiles on their faces.  Like Mona Lisa smiles.  Except for Bella's dad.  He looked serious or maybe even stern. 
 
    Bella's mother, if that was her mother, did not look at all like her.  Dark hair and thin.  Maybe she was Bella's Dad's second wife or some such. 
 
    The big surprise to Angie was that Bella had a sister.  A twin sister! 
 
    The sisters both had that same big chest and nice figures and their hair was styled the same as well.  Their hair color was the difference.  Bella must be the one with that whiter blonde hair.  That platinum.  Her twin sister had the classic yellow blonde.  The oil painting put a lot of bright golden highlights in her hair. 
 
    Angie casually expressed her surprise that Bella was a twin. 
 
    Eliza said, “Oh, yeah.  I forgot about that.  A few weeks ago she happened to mention it.  She said her sister looks like her but that they're very different.  Her sister is doing some grand world tour before she goes to college.  Bella says she'll do her own world tour after she graduates.  Must be nice, huh?” 
 
    “I bet!  What's her sister's name?” 
 
    “I know why you're asking!  That whole naming twins thing, right?  Always with their names starting with the same letter or with the names rhyming.  As if looking alike wasn't hard enough!” 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “Yes, your observation holds true with them.  Bella's twin sister is named Stella.” 
 
    “Ha!  You see?  Almost always!” 
 
    They explored the nineteen rooms.  Nineteen rooms for four people!  Almost five rooms each if they were claiming them. 
 
    Angie said, “I'm not sure if I should be impressed by everything or concerned at the decadence.” 
 
    “Impressed, Mom.  Definitely impressed!  Come on, if we had enough money, you know, tons of it, we wouldn't live how we do.  We'd have a place like this, too.” 
 
    “I guess you're right.  Still.  There is so much waste in the world and so much need.  There really are people who are starving or who have no homes or no medical care or no clean water.  All three.  Bella's family could live half as well on one tenth as much and upgrade the lives of a thousand people.” 
 
    “No reason to build up resentment, Mom.  We'd never even see this place if Bella wasn't so giving.  In a way, she's our employer.  Don't bite the hand that feeds you.” 
 
    Eliza moved down the double-wide plush carpet hallway.  
 
    Angie lingered a moment looking at the twins in the paintings.  Bella and Stella.  Angie wondered how alike twins really were.  If Bella actually did have some kind of thing, a sexual thing, a lesbian thing, for MILFs then maybe Stella was that same way.  Maybe? 
 
    Maybe and not hopefully, right? 
 
    It wasn't even worth thinking about.  Angie sure wasn't that way and she wouldn't be seeing Bella or Stella during this house-sitting.  That was the whole reason they were there.  Because no one else would be! 
 
    There were all sorts of rooms in the mansion that served exotic purposes reserved for the wealthy.  They had to fill the rooms with something.  It was like that game, Clue, but with lots more rooms.   
 
    There was a study, a billiard room, and a library just like in that board game.  There was also a room for plants, not a greenhouse, just full of plants and lots of windows.   
 
    There was a map room that also had globes all over.  The globes were on stands, set in end tables and coffee tables with the globe spin-able, and even globes hanging from the ceiling.  Some of the globes had gold inlaid in them that looked like genuine gold.  Some of the maps looked worn and were in glass cases like they were collector's items.  Like generals in the revolution actually referred to them.  Maybe they really had! 
 
    One looked like a pirate map complete with water damage and a big black X on it.  Angie wondered if that was how Bella's family got their money.  By following a pirate map to hidden treasure! 
 
    There were six bedrooms and two of them were guest bedrooms.  Eliza said Bella told her which rooms for them to use as bedrooms and she showed them to her Mom.  They were both great rooms and were both on the third floor.  Each was as large as half of their house back in Missouri.  Both rooms had balconies! 
 
    The kitchen and pantry were fully stocked.  There was an actual wine cellar!  Well, a basement that had a room full of wine bottles.  Was that a wine cellar?  Angie wasn't sure and didn't think it mattered. 
 
    They hung out, ate well, and visited the beach with the imported white sands though it was a little too late in the day to go swimming. 
 
    They slept deep that night.  The beds were big and soft. 
 
    It was all like a dream! 
 
    It was the next day that they woke up from the dream.  Or maybe the dream shifted and began to become a nightmare. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    It was after lunch on their first full day at the mansion and Angie and Eliza were both on the beach.  Angie was sunning herself on a huge towel she'd found in the linen closet and Eliza was wading around in over her waist. 
 
    Then.  A voice. 
 
    “So I suppose you two are the mother and daughter house sitters I heard about from Bella?  The Klauson females, I believe.” 
 
    Angie was so surprised that she fumbled her slick can of soda and barely caught it though it splashed on her suit and stomach.  Eliza whipped around so quick in the water that it caused a small whirlpool to surround her. 
 
    Angie squinted into the sunlight.  The newcomer, accidentally or maybe on purpose, was walking up with the sun right behind her.  Like a wise gunslinger. 
 
    The young woman who was talking about hearing about them from Bella... looked just like Bella.  Almost, except for the hair color.  It had to be Bella's twin, Stella.  Stella had buttery blonde hair full of glinting golden highlights that couldn't be natural.  Her hair was still lighter than Angie's and Eliza's blonde but much darker than Bella's platinum blonde. 
 
    Angie said, tentatively, “Hello?” 
 
    “I'm Stella.  I'm the world-traveling twin.  Also, as some say, the prettier twin.  I'm stopping off from touring this fucked up planet.  Maybe for a couple days or maybe for a month.  Who knows?  Not me.” 
 
    Stella stuck out a hand and Angie awkwardly shook her hand while leaning up from the towel.  Eliza swirled in from the waters and came dripping up onto the beach. 
 
    As she splashed out, Stella did not let go of Angie's hand, and spoke just for her, “Bella said you two were lovely.  Both sexier than the other one.  Sexy mother and daughter blondes.  I'm looking forward to getting to know you two.  To really getting to know you.” 
 
    Angie blinked.  This Stella seemed just as overly friendly as Bella.  As Eliza approached Angie said to Stella, “Nice to meet you, Stella.  You and your family have an amazing place here.  We had no idea anyone would be showing up.  Do you need us to leave then?” 
 
    Stella released Angie's hand and spoke loud enough for both the mother and daughter to hear her, “I would not dream of your leaving.  You were told you can stay here and you can.  There's plenty of room.  You two are so sexy beautiful that you are like new decorations for the island.  How wonderful!  I'm sure you'll be no bother to me.  Just the opposite.  You can be quite useful.” 
 
    Angie noticed, despite the glaring sun in her face, how Stella bounced her eyebrows like she was suggesting something more than just friendship. 
 
    Were all rich pretty young blondes from Florida like this?  So forward and so... not so heterosexual maybe? 
 
    When Angie and Eliza didn't say anything right away, Stella added a comment, “As an example of how you can be of use, I am used to servants.  From my travels to top end locales fully staffed by those eager to please their betters.  While you are here I'll let you fetch me drinks and food as required, you can clean around the house as required, and you can transport me to town as my chauffeur, as required.  As required by me of course.” 
 
    Angie noticed that Stella had some kind of accent.  Was that a bit of European from her travels or was that accent “snooty rich”? 
 
    Eliza jerked her head back slightly and frowned, “Ahhh, I'm ahh....” 
 
    Stella said, “You sound like you are moaning during sex.  Quite lovely.  Maybe we should hear more of that.” 
 
    Angie sat up in alarm.  Had Stella just sexually harassed her daughter Eliza!?! 
 
    Angie said, “Stella, I know we're guests here but we're house sitters, not servants.” 
 
    Stella tilted her face down towards Angie with a toss of her hair, “Names and titles.  House sitters serve a function.  Servants serve a function.  Serve.  Both serve.  Both are servants.” 
 
    Angie said, “But they, we, serve different functions.” 
 
    Stella shook her head gently with a small confident smile, “Surely you are capable of doing more than just the one thing.  For instance, I'm sure if I gave you chewing gum you could walk even while chewing it.  Servants often serve cross purposes.  The chauffeur does yard work.  The gardener helps the cook.  The cook also cleans.  The maids do lots and lots of stuff.  It is really quite sexy the things those maids can do.  They do just anything.  All these people know their place.  Their place is to serve in any way.  It is the same with you and your lovely daughter.  I will – what is the phrase for it – I will “cross train” you.  I will develop in you many useful skills in pleasing your betters.” 
 
    Angie felt outraged, “Betters?  Betters!?!” 
 
    “Yes, of course betters.  Who is rich?  Which ones serve the rich one?  It is lessers who serve the betters.  This is the way of life.  You must learn to accept who you are.  You will learn.  I will make sure of it.” 
 
    Angie said, a bit too loudly, “Young lady!  I think your sister would be disappointed in your expectations, as would your parents.  Were they to be told.” 
 
    Stella looked stern even behind her glowing smile, “I am, as they say, the rebel daughter.  I care nothing for what they think.  You and your daughter will serve as the servants you are or you will leave and I will report to my family your abandonment of your serving duties.  This would be a fine outcome to me as you were chosen by my sister.  Your failure will reflect poorly on Bella.  Very poorly.  I do so hope you shall leave this place.” 
 
    Angie stood up, “We aren't going anywhere!” 
 
    Eliza added, “We've been hired to do a job and we're going to do it!” 
 
    Stella said, “Good.  I am glad you've agreed to cooperate with your status.  My suitcases are at the gate.  Fetch them now and bring them to my room immediately.  That will be some “cross train” for you as valets.” 
 
    Eliza's mouth opened and closed. 
 
    Angie felt like punching this girl in the face but knew she couldn't.  She also felt like refusing but didn't want them to be kicked out or for Stella to make Angie's daughter or Stella's own sister, Bella, look bad. 
 
    Angie chose a middle path, lame as it was, “We can't, Stella.  We're in our swimsuits.” 
 
    Stella's smile widened, “You can and you will.  I do not mind at all.  In fact, I insist.  There is no need to change and no time to change as it must be done immediately.  The contents of the suitcases likely exceeds your yearly income even if you make a bit more than most who are not rich.  Go now in your sexy bikinis and drag those suitcases in with your sexy mother and daughter bodies.  I more than do not mind.  I like it.  I will watch you closely to, mmmm, to make sure you do not scuff my lovely cases.  Follow me now.  I will make sure you drag in the cases and not some rocks or bushes by stupid accident.  Servants are so stupid and must be shown everything.” 
 
    Stella spun and sauntered towards the drive, the isthmus, and the gate. 
 
    Angie and Eliza looked at each other with wide eyes and open mouths. 
 
    Angie couldn't help thinking it.  Eliza looked stupid like that and she bet that she herself looked at least as stupid.  No wonder Stella thought they were stupid! 
 
    Eliza closed her mouth in order to open it again, “Mom....” 
 
    Angie said, “Well, it was too good to be true anyway.  We're perfectly capable of dragging some suitcases.” 
 
    “We should tell her no!” 
 
    “I'd like to, honey.  Do you have Bella's contact number?” 
 
    “She didn't give me one.  They're off the coast of Ecuador.  She said she trusted us to know what to do and to always do what was right.” 
 
    “We can't leave and we don't want her to kick us out.  So.  A little suitcase fetching never hurt anyone, right?” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    They slogged across the white sands and made their way to the long driveway.  They were covered in perspiration by the time they reached the front gate.  There were four big suitcases.  They did have extending handles so they were barely able to each drag two suitcases at a time. 
 
    In their little bikinis. 
 
    With Stella supervising them, often looking up from her smart phone extended in front of her. 
 
    That made Eliza wonder.  Was Stella video taping them drag the suitcases?  There was no way to tell for sure but the viewfinder seemed like it was always pointed at her and her mom.   
 
    It made Eliza feel self-conscious.   
 
    Even more self-conscious. 
 
    Eliza had a bright green bikini on and it really was small.  It wasn't slutty though.  She'd never wear this to a public beach but it seemed harmless.  It had also seemed appropriate to wear it here because Bella had given it to her as an early Christmas present, telling her she'd need it for the beach here.   
 
    Bella had even kindly supplied a second gift for her mother, which her mother was also wearing.  The deep red bikini was also perhaps a bit too small even for her small-framed mother. 
 
    As they silently, angrily, dragged the suitcases, Stella sauntered behind them.  Possibly recording them. 
 
    Stella said, “I really like your itty bitty mother and daughter bikinis.  Red and green.  That is just so Christmas.  That reminds me of presents I want to open up.” 
 
    Angie's step faltered and then she went back to dragging.  Had Stella just now sexually harassed both her and her daughter now?  At the same time? 
 
    Angie was highly conscious of her ass tensing and flexing as she dragged the heavy suitcases over the cobbled driveway.   
 
    It turned out that she wasn't the only one highly conscious of her ass tensing and flexing! 
 
    Stella said, her tone sounding like there must be a leer on her face, “Angie Klauson, I'm just looking at and admiring your hard little ass.  So amazing for your age!  It looks just as sexy as your daughter's ass.  I know a way to make it look even sexier.  Do you want to know it?  I like to help my servants be all they can be or, at least, as sexy as they can be.  I'll tell you but only if you ask me really nice and agree beforehand to let me help you make it even sexier.” 
 
    Angie had no idea what to do about this downpour of harassment, especially with her being out of breath dragging the suitcases.  They were nearly to the mansion but that meant going up those too wide too smooth winding marble steps.  Precarious. 
 
    Eliza knew what to say though.  Or thought that she did.  It was no surprise to Stella that Eliza would react first and react more and that she would come to her Mom's defense.  It was always easier to righteously defend another than it was do it for oneself.  Had Stella directed her extended comment to Eliza then surely Eliza's Mom would have beaten her to the verbal defensive punch. 
 
    Eliza stopped, turned, and said, “Fuck you!  You can't talk to my Mom that way!” 
 
    Stella knew when to press and when to... manipulate.... 
 
    “Eliza!  You misunderstand.  I complimented your mother and then gave her an opportunity to improve her looks.  Her ass, to be specific.  What is wrong with that?  Nothing.  In fact, I give you that same opportunity.  Think about it and then ask so very nice and agree to let me help and I will help make your sexy ass even more sexy.” 
 
    Eliza was angrily puzzled, “What are you even talking about?  Plastic surgery for the ass?” 
 
    “No, never!  You will see.  When you come to me and ask and agree.  For now, let's get me settled.” 
 
    They “got her settled” and then mother and daughter met in the kitchen for a council of war of sorts. 
 
    Eliza said, “That bitch is really over the top.  That snot!  She's so fucking arrogant!” 
 
    Angie said, “No reason to be profane, Eliza.  No matter what Stella is.” 
 
    Eliza said, “You can say it, Mom.  I know you don't like to swear but she is a bitch cunt!” 
 
    “Eliza!  Don't talk like that.  It is her home and we are guests.” 
 
    Eliza crossed her arms, “Guests?  I thought she said we're her damn servants!  I wish we could just leave.” 
 
    “Eliza, your friend is counting on you.  Stella probably wants us to leave.  I think that's why she's being so outrageously rude.  No one can really normally be like that.” 
 
    Eliza shrugged angrily with her arms still crossed, “Why?  Just so she can be alone?” 
 
    “Maybe.  Or maybe she needs money and is planning on stealing from the family.  There's lots of valuable stuff here.  The boats alone!  Maybe she came back to support some drug habit or something.  So we can't leave.  Besides, we can't even afford the hotels and all that.  Our return flights aren't for another seven days.” 
 
    “I guess you're right, Mom.  Do we still have to serve her?  Do these things?” 
 
    “Dragging some suitcases is no big deal.  We can't give her a pretense to kick us out and maybe clean out her family.  Geez Louise, maybe we could be held legally accountable even.  You know, house sitting and all the valuables go poof.  It wouldn't be good.” 
 
    “We're just going to do anything she asks?  Anything?” 
 
    “Come on, not anything.  I'm sure she won't push it too far.” 
 
    “Mom, she was talking like some kind of sexually harassing lesbian or something!” 
 
    “That's probably part of her plan to drive us away.  Just ignore that and it will burn her just by us not reacting to it.  We won't do anything to give her any satisfaction.” 
 
    Little did Angie Klauson know what the future held in store as far as providing Stella with “satisfaction”.... 
 
    Eliza asked, “How do I know where to draw the line?” 
 
    “I guess, obviously, only do what a normal servant would normally do and nothing else.  That can't be that bad.  Anything outside of servant duties and she has no reason, not even a pretend one, to kick us out.  We just won't give her the pretense that we are somehow failing to do our jobs.” 
 
    “Yeah.  Maybe.  I wish I had a note or an email or something from Bella as proof that we belong here but I don't.  It really would just be our word against hers and she'd have this address on her driver's license I suppose.  Plus, those paintings, the family portraits.  She'd point at them and the cops or sheriff's deputies or whoever would drag us out of here.” 
 
    Just then a sweet wicked voice called from the upstairs, “Mother and daughter servant girls!  Where are you?  Come to me at once.  I have instructions for you.” 
 
    Angie and Eliza looked at each other with wide open eyes that mutually said, “Can you believe this shit?” 
 
    They walked reluctantly to the stairs and tromped slowly up them. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    How was Stella's timing so uncannily lucky?  Because it wasn't. 
 
    The house had a state of the art camera system.  So much so that it's memory was stored in the cloud and views, live or recorded, could be immediately accessed via the high speed internet.  Stella could watch them at will anywhere that she had wireless access.  All on her smartphone. 
 
    Stella had watched them on camera from her bedroom.  And she'd listened as well. 
 
    Now she knew their state of affairs and their battle plan and she could take advantage of it. 
 
    Beginning right away! 
 
    Angie Klauson and her daughter, Eliza, assembled in front of Stella and at the top of the steps.  They looked like fresh recruits standing in a row for inspection.  A very small recruiting class.   
 
    They were, in fact, fresh recruits and Stella did take time to inspect them visually while keeping them waiting. 
 
    Always do things on your own time line, not theirs! 
 
    That Eliza.  A perfect slim form.  Not perfect for everyone, of course.  No one was.  But she was built to be a runner or a dancer.  Such a wide expressive mouth with the moistest looking lips.  Stella looked forward to more than just seeing those lips.  She looked forward to feeling those lips.   
 
    On Stella's lips. 
 
    On Stella's other lips.... 
 
    Hmm, yes, Stella wanted to make those moist lips ever so much more moist.  With Stella's pussy juice! 
 
    The mother.  Talk about a MILF!  The best MILF was one who looked like she couldn't even qualify to be a MILF, at least not of a full grown daughter.  Angie Klauson fit the bill.   
 
    What else would be a good fit?  One of Stella's dildos!  Angie was slim and small-framed but she had given birth to the younger servant slut and her pussy at least had that experience in stretching so Stella intended to use one of her biggest dildos on the mother.   
 
    Not the biggest.  That one was purely for revenge.  Stella only used that one if she never intended to use the victim again.  It had a tendency to... break them. 
 
    Stella liked her toys, especially her sex toys, in perfect working order. 
 
    These two sex toys appeared to be in perfect mint condition.  Stella had seen as much watching their lovely asses striving while towing double suitcases. 
 
    These sex toy dolls were perfect!   
 
    Stella just needed to figure out how to get them out of their “packaging”. 
 
    Eliza, clearly impatient, bobbed her head forward with wide eyes and her hands spread out wide.  It was a big non-verbal way of saying, “What the fuck?” 
 
    Stella sighed like she was trying to put up with idiots, “I'm going to take a nap.  Part of my nap routine is that one of my servants takes my smaller blanket and spins it in the dryer for ten minutes so it is nice and toasty warm.  Then the servant brings it back to me.  Which one of you is the blanket warming girl?” 
 
    Angie and Eliza looked at each other, a look that was half, “Can you believe this?” and half, “Is it you or is it me?” 
 
    Stella saw that they were not even going to try to refuse.  They seemed to accept that a servant might really have to do this.   
 
    Was it really part of Stella's nap routine?  Hell no.  She had no nap routine and, if she did, it wouldn't involve a warm blanket.  This was just a chance to get them hopping and obeying her orders.  More importantly, to get them used to obeying orders and, even more, to get them used to obeying strange orders. 
 
    Angie said, “It's warm out.  Why would you want a hot blanket?” 
 
    Stella said, “Don't be such an idiot.  The air conditioning is on!” 
 
    Eliza nearly verbally attacked at that abusive sounding statement and barely held herself in check. 
 
    Stella said, “Now, which one of my lovely blonde servants is to be the blanket warming girl?” 
 
    Perhaps calling the one who warmed the blanket a “blanket warming girl” helped determine who would volunteer. 
 
    Eliza kept an exasperated sigh inside, “I'll go do it.” 
 
    Eliza didn't want to do it but thought it would be even more terrible if her poor Mom had to do it. 
 
    Stella handed over a small throw blanket and watched Eliza go back down the stairs.  She pointedly looked at Eliza's ass still in the bikini.  Actually, the bikini was so small that her ass was mostly out of it. 
 
    Stella leaned so far forward to see that ass that her blonde hair twirled around and brushed the mother's bikini-clad breasts.  It gave Stella a thrill to make even such minimal contact with one of the mother's erogenous areas while checking out another of the daughter's erogenous areas. 
 
    Angie stepped backward like she'd been splashed with fire. 
 
    Stella chuckled while watching the daughter's amazing tight ass disappear around the bottom corner of the staircase, “Your daughter has a really nice ass.  I saw that she gets that from her Mom.” 
 
    “I don't want to talk about my daughter's ass.  Or mine.  You shouldn't talk that way.  It's rude.” 
 
    Stella was not put off by resistance.  In fact, it turned her on, “I gave you and your daughter, my lovely mother and daughter servant team, a compliment.  You need to learn how to take a compliment.  Also, how to take many other things I can think of.  Oh, and I will talk any way I wish in my own home.  It is you who need to change how you are talking.” 
 
    “Me?” 
 
    “I am the Mistress of the house currently as I am the only family member here.  You two are servants.  House sitters who I am cross training to better serve.  Manners are very important.  In a servant.  Servants are to call the Mistress of the house “Mistress”.  Do you understand?” 
 
    Angie couldn't believe it, “You want me to call you Mistress?” 
 
    “I do not so much tell you what I want as I do simply tell you what you must do.  You then obey whatever that is.  Is it really so hard for you to understand?  Please, we blondes get enough disrespect.  Please do not drag your fellow blondes down – including your own daughter – by acting stupid.  Now, do you understand what you are to call me?” 
 
    “Yes.”  It sounded like Angie was so upset that she could barely say the word. 
 
    “I don't think you do.  I'm afraid you need to prove it.  Yes what?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    Stella patted Angie on the very top of her head, “That's a good little servant Mommy.” 
 
    Angie wished she could take back her verbal obedience.  She blurted, “Wait!  Isn't Mistress some kind of weird sex term?  I think it's outdated.  It does not apply.  I'll just call you “Lady of the House”.  All right?” 
 
    Stella laughed like a bubbling brook.  A sexy one, “It is a sex term.  BDSM.  For some.  Maybe for you, too, if you are lucky.  Or your daughter.  I have not yet decided which one.  Or if I even must choose.  No, it is not all right to call me Lady of the House.  You will call me Mistress.  Do you understand?” 
 
    Angie gritted her teeth.  Had Stella just indicated she thought she could get Angie or Eliza – her choice! – to do some kind of BDSM sex thing with her!?!  The nerve of this young “lady”! 
 
    Angie would never do anything sexual with Stella and knew her daughter wouldn't either.  Both would refuse any such request or command.  But she couldn't refuse to call Stella Mistress.  That actually did seem like something a real servant might have to say.   
 
    “I understand.” 
 
    “Prove it, Mommy servant.” 
 
    “I understand.  Mistress.” 
 
    Stella smiled wider, reached out, and pinched one of Angie's cheeks, “Oh, we are so going to get along wonderfully.  Me giving orders and you following them.  It is so sexy.  So sexy for you.  You love it.” 
 
    What was this rich girl talking about?   
 
    More importantly, and somehow even more illogically, why did Angie feel so warm and damp suddenly?  That was so inappropriate!  It was even more inappropriate than how Stella was acting!  The reaction was weirder and worse than the action. 
 
    This rich girl was treating her like a child!  Like a servant!  Like someone she could demean and boss around!  Like someone she also planned to take advantage of sexually! 
 
    Stella turned away and walked down the hall towards her bedroom, “Come along now little Mommy servant.  It is time to brush my hair.  You, of course, will brush it.  I know you will love running your servant fingers through my golden hair.  A lucky privilege for you.” 
 
    Another order!  Stella just expected her to obey! 
 
    Angie felt increased personal wetness.  She felt a deep sensation that was half tickle and half itch but much stronger than either sensation. 
 
    Angie followed Stella to her bedroom.  There was a huge three-paned mirror vanity that Stella sat down in front of.  She crossed her legs.  Angie noticed how amazing Stella's legs were.  Long and muscular but feminine.   
 
    This girl couldn't be all lazy.  Even young she must work out.  Probably with some poor damn personal trainer “servant”. 
 
    Angie saw a brush on the cabinet and picked it up like she was in a hurry to get this over with.  Which she was but for more than just because she did not want to perform this personal task.  It unnerved her how wet she was and that she was getting more wet all the time.  Her pelvis was nearly equal in height to Stella's face.  It would be so embarrassing if Stella were able to smell or otherwise sense Angie's condition. 
 
    Just before Angie could touch the brush to Stella's golden hair, Stella halted her, “You must be polite and proper, Mommy servant.  You must ask to do it and you know how to address me.” 
 
    Angie felt furious anger but it wasn't only anger.  There was also a sharp strengthening of that deep tickle/itch feeling.  This young rich bitch... was... making her get even wetter! 
 
    “Mistress, may I brush your hair?” 
 
    “Come now.  You can do better than that.  You must strive at all times to be the very best Mommy servant you can be.  It is always a good time for compliments.  Everyone loves them, even your betters, even Mistresses.  Ask again but make it polite but also complimentary.  Feel free to absolutely gush.” 
 
    Gush?  Was Stella talking about compliments or about the state of Angie's pussy? 
 
    “Mistress.  May I please brush your beautiful golden hair?” 
 
    “Good.  That is good.  Maybe ask even nicer.  Yes, I think so.  Ask nicer, Mommy servant.  We Mistresses enjoy a little healthy servile begging.  Come on.  You can do it, Mommy servant.” 
 
    Angie felt like her mouth was possessed by the spirit of someone else, “Please, Mistress.  May I please, pretty please, brush your amazing sexy blonde hair, Mistress?  Pretty please, Mistress?” 
 
    Oh God!  Had she actually called this young woman's hair “sexy”?  This girl was her daughter's age!  And a total bitch! 
 
    “Well done, Mommy servant.  I will let you brush my sexy hair.  It is a little favor I do for you.  A great honor.  You will, of course, owe me after this.” 
 
    Owe her? 
 
    Angie silently went to brushing Stella's long golden... sexy... hair. 
 
    Angie stood over Stella and brushed her hair.  It was already smooth with no tangles.  It really did not need any brushing at all.  After a few strokes Angie went to set the brush down. 
 
    “Mommy servant, when I tell you to do something you keep doing it until I tell you to stop doing it.  That means if I tell you to dig a hole in the garden, leave, and forget to come back, when I do come back years or decades later, I want a hole all the way to China.  Do you understand?” 
 
    What a young bitch! 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Yes, what, Mommy servant?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.”  Behind Stella she rolled her eyes but then realized she could be seen in the mirror.  Angie's eyes darted to the mirror and there was Stella looking into her eyes via the mirror and smirking at her. 
 
    Stella said, “No to insolence, Mommy servant.  Yes to obedience.  Next time I get to punish you.  Mistresses always have the right to punish naughty servants.  Go ahead.  Agree with me.” 
 
    Angie was confused.  Was she agreeing she shouldn't be insolent or was she agreeing to be punished if her Mistress decided to punish her? 
 
    Angie guessed it was the same thing.  She felt humiliated and boxed in.  She was a free independent woman and not a servant at all but that wasn't how she felt. 
 
    Damn.  Had she just thought of Stella as “her Mistress”?   
 
    Toleration.  She had to tolerate this and get past it. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “That's a good Mommy servant.  Now get back to brushing my hair.  It feels ever so sexy and you look ever so sexy as I watch you in the mirror doing it.  Serving me.  It is so sexy to be served.  I bet it is so sexy to you to be serving me.  It is, isn't it?” 
 
    Angie decided not to answer that question.  She thought it was rhetorical anyway.  It didn't matter what she said, Stella would just believe whatever she wanted to believe. 
 
    It was just incredible what a bitch this Stella girl was.  It was really uncanny... also... that somehow what she said wasn't entirely untrue.  Angie wasn't sure how that could be or why it would be.   
 
    Well... Stella did have beautiful hair. 
 
    Angie did like brushing hair. 
 
    Sure.  She did.  But she didn't usually get damp between the legs while brushing hair! 
 
    What on Earth?  It was just so odd.  Angie hadn't been this wet outside of actual masturbation since the last time she'd been with Davis before his accident.  And there was no man anywhere on this peninsula/island! 
 
    Eliza walked in toting the bundled throw blanket in front of her. 
 
    Angie had forgotten that her daughter was coming back! 
 
    Angie felt a momentary surge of resentment that Eliza had interrupted... Angie's lovely time brushing Stella's lovely hair.  It was a totally inappropriate resentment but there it was. 
 
    Eliza stopped in her tracks, shocked to see Mom brushing the bitch's hair. 
 
    Angie said, “Oh, ah....” 
 
    Stella broke into Angie's helpless pause, “You've done such a good job brushing my hair.  I'm glad I let you after you begged for me to let you do it.  Since you do it so well and like it so much I'll let you do it every day twice a day while you're here.  You're just so eager to serve and I won't stop you!” 
 
    That did not make Angie any more eloquent, “Oh.  Well, ah, I think, I guess....” 
 
    Stella said, “Now be sure to remember, be a proper servant, and thank me for the privilege of letting you brush my hair.  You know the proper way.  Show your daughter what you've learned while she's been away obeying one of my other orders.” 
 
    Angie's own lips felt numb to her.  The ones on her face as she spoke but definitely not the other ones down below. 
 
    “Thank you... for letting me brush your hair... Mistress.” 
 
    “That's such a good Mommy servant.  I'd like to keep you.  We shall see.  For now, you are dismissed.  Leave your Mistress at once so I can focus on this other servant.” 
 
    Angie's face blazed red and she walked quickly out of the bedroom.  She brushed past her dumbfounded daughter. 
 
    Just outside Stella's bedroom door, off to the side and out of sight, Angie paused.  She was suddenly concerned about how Stella was going to treat her daughter. 
 
    She heard Eliza say, with sarcasm but also with some dismay in her voice from her Mom's behavior, “Here's your warmed blanket.  Enjoy.” 
 
    Stella said, “Yes, I will.  Now I'll feel warm all over instead of in just one particular locale.  You are also dismissed, servant girl.  For now.” 
 
    Angie heard Eliza stalking out of the bedroom, her feet thumping angrily. 
 
    Angie hurried into her own room and closed the door.  A few seconds later there was a knock and Eliza called out, “Mom.” 
 
    Angie called through the door, “Honey, I have a headache.  I need to lay down.” 
 
    Eliza went away. 
 
    Angie did not have a headache.  But she did lay down. 
 
    She looked nervously at the bedroom door.  No lock.  She got under the bedspread and kept an eye on the door. 
 
    She moved the bikini bottoms to one side of her wet pussy. 
 
    Feeling like a debased sexual one-woman freak show even though she was all alone and just doing what everyone did, she fingered herself.   
 
    Everyone masturbated but not everyone did it because they'd just been humiliated by a rich young lesbian bitch in front of their own daughter!   
 
    It took less than five minutes for her to orgasm.   
 
    A new self-induced orgasm record.  At the age of forty-two! 
 
      
 
     
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    Eliza was confused and dismayed.  Together they formed up and made her disconcerted. 
 
    Mom had acted so strangely!   
 
    It was bad enough that Stella was such a... such a... well, she was just such a cunt!  Eliza never talked that way normally but she figured she may as well call it true inside her own head.   
 
    Eliza had heard that rich people were arrogant and spoiled and selfish but not like this.  Bella, Stella's sister, had seemed fine.  It was surprising that Bella's sister could look so similar and come from the same family and yet be so different. 
 
    Eliza guessed that maybe it was true what they said about twins.  There was sometimes an evil one!  Eliza nominated Stella. 
 
    Stella was bad enough.  But Eliza knew you couldn't change a bitch.  At least not overnight.  This was Stella's family home and Stella was just going to be selfish, spoiled, and evil.  Mom had been right that they had to tolerate it to some extent.  They couldn't get kicked out.  They had no where to go and they had a responsibility as well. 
 
    So, that was bad.  But not really disconcerting.  It was Mom's behavior that really disconcerted Eliza.  Mom was her Mom but she was also Eliza's leader.  Just naturally.  Eliza followed her lead.   
 
    Now Mom didn't seem like such a leader.  At all.   
 
    The bitch Stella had ordered Eliza to go heat a blanket which was stupid but still Eliza had to do it.  That was the agreed strategy from her leader, Mom.  Whatever. 
 
    But what the hell?  Eliza had come back and there Mom was brushing the rich bitch's hair.  Eliza supposed that Mom had to and had been ordered to do it by Stella.  So humiliating! 
 
    Mom had to do what Mom had to do, of course.  But then Stella had totally verbally debased Mom and Mom had put up with that, acted all ashamed, and had even called Stella “Mistress”. 
 
    Mistress! 
 
    That was crazy!  That was wrong! 
 
    Eliza guessed that maybe Mom was told to call Stella her Mistress and that Mom had simply complied to avoid trouble.  That freaky rich bitch Stella!  Poor Mom.   
 
    What was more disconcerting was that Mom had acted like it was getting to her, like Stella's humiliation was effecting her.  Mom even retreated to her bedroom immediately.  She'd then basically refused to talk with Eliza. 
 
    So wrong. 
 
    Eliza felt bad for her Mom but was also irritated by her behavior and... sort of ashamed of her.  Mom seemed so darn weak! 
 
    Some rich girl shows up and she almost immediately had Mom jumping to obey commands to perform menial tasks and then to put up with nasty comments and then Mom blushed like a school girl before retreating like a coward. 
 
    Eliza felt like she'd lost a lot of respect for her Mom in a short time span. 
 
    Eliza was hanging out in her room with the door open in case Mom changed her mind and wanted to talk.  Eliza thought they needed a new plan.  Like maybe to refuse to serve Stella and act as servants and then a refusal to leave if Stella ordered it.   
 
    Eliza wasn't sure how that would work with law enforcement if Stella were to call them in.  Stella would be able to prove she lived there and Eliza and Mom had no proof of anything. 
 
    Shit.  What if Stella claimed that Eliza and her mom had broken in?  They might be arrested as trespassers.   
 
    What would that do to Eliza's career opportunities?  She didn't want to have to explain a criminal record at a job interview.  It would be a huge disadvantage in getting a good job.  Good jobs were hard enough to find as it was! 
 
    Eliza heard a bell of some kind.  Like a little bell.  Where was that coming from? 
 
    The bell tinkled gently a few more times.  Then Stella was suddenly standing in the doorway of the bedroom, “Servant girl, I rang the bell for you but, of course, you're not so trained yet.  Here is how it works.  It is simply marvelous.  I ring the bell and then you drop whatever you are doing and come running on your little servant girl feet.  Even if they are bare feet.  Even if you were rubbing your pussy and nearly about to orgasm.  Nothing you do for yourself is important.  What I want and, specifically, what I want you to do, is important.  Do you understand?” 
 
    Eliza clenched her teeth.  She swore she wanted to go punch Stella.  She'd never felt so angry.  She wouldn't punch her though.  She was no fighter and she was smaller than Stella.  Besides, she knew Stella would for sure ruin their house sitting vacation then. 
 
    Eliza barely got her words out without profanity and without yelling, “I understand.” 
 
    “Now, I'll tell you what, servant girl.  If you are rubbing out an orgasm and need to come serve me, just tell me when you arrive.  If I'm interested I may perhaps let you do it in front of me as I watch you.  That may be of some interest to me and I bet it will get you all hot doing it for me and being watched.” 
 
    Eliza couldn't hold it in, “How can you act this way?  Who cares if you're rich.  That doesn't mean you get to be a bitch.  No one will ever like you if you keep acting this way.” 
 
    Eliza was immediately worried about her boldness but Stella seemed amused. 
 
    “Being rich does mean I can be a bitch and do just fine in life.  You see it all over the world, the story repeated endlessly.  Money does buy you a lot, most of all forgiveness.  Rich people can get away with all sorts of things, even, quite often, murder.  I'm not talking about the ability to pay for lawyers.  Bribes are cheaper than lawyers.  Influence is cheapest yet.  People liking me is not my goal and of little value to me.  However, since we're on the subject, I think your Mom likes me.  As in, likes likes me.” 
 
    “My Mom does not like you!” 
 
    “I disagree.  She liked me bossing her around and telling her what to do.  Lots of people do.  Especially weak spineless poor women like you and your Mom.  You practically beg for it.  Funny.  You beg to be made to literally beg.  Your Mommy brushed my hair so sweet and her breathing got so heavy and deep and the air in my bedroom got all humid and musky.  Your Mommy has a special little air freshener between her legs.  One of those heat activated ones.  It doesn't even need to be plugged in!  However, I think I will plug it in.  I'm sure you can guess with what.” 
 
    “Stop lying!  Stop being mean!  Stay away from my Mom!” 
 
    “I'm telling the truth but it is mean, yes, the truth is often hard and mean.  Try to be a big girl and accept the truth.  I can't stay away from your Mom though.  How can I when she is serving me hand and foot and, you know, now she's going to be brushing my hair twice a day.  Along with doing all sorts of other things.  No, I can't stay away from her.  In fact, I plan for your Mommy and I to get ever so much closer.” 
 
    “You....”  Eliza stopped herself from saying whatever would have come next.  She was so riled up she had no idea what she would have unleashed.  She had to be careful not to offend Stella.  She sensed that she should stop challenging Stella as far as whether her Mom was somehow tempted by Stella.  Mom wasn't!  Of course!  But Eliza sensed that presenting denials might only make Stella determined to prove it different.   
 
    “So, Eliza.  Something else my servants do, just as a normal course of their day, is to rub my neck or shoulders or back whenever I feel that need.  Or other places if they are lucky.  I feel the need now with my neck and shoulders after my long connecting flights.  So, my question and your choice, will you go ahead and take care of that or should I call your Mommy into my bedroom to steam up the place with her personal air freshener?” 
 
    Eliza clamped her mouth shut.  She didn't want to do it.  She didn't like Stella and Stella had a strong lesbian vibe – gee, was it the things she said? – so Eliza really did not want to touch her. 
 
    However, if she said no then she'd be putting her Mom in a bad position.  Her Mom had already had to brush Stella's hair and had sort of fallen apart.  Besides, Mom was in bed.... 
 
    Eliza said, “I'll do it.” 
 
    Stella made a mocking little golf clap, “Brave little servant girl!  You cover it so well and make it sound like you do not want to do it but your eyes tell the truth.  You are so eager.  Very well, I will let you rub my body.  Come along with me, servant girl.” 
 
    Stella disappeared from the doorway of Eliza's room and Eliza looked heavenward for help.  But, as usual, no helping angels appeared. 
 
    Eliza reluctantly went from her bedroom to Stella's. 
 
    Stella was in that same chair facing that bank of lighted mirrors where she'd been when Eliza's Mom was brushing her hair.  Eliza silently moved behind her. 
 
    She reached both hands out towards Stella's bare shoulders.  Stella was just wearing a string tank top and loose shorts.  Eliza went to touch her shoulders but then locked up with her fingers just inches away from them.  That wasn't due to any conscious choice.  Eliza just stopped. 
 
    For some reason this moment felt both momentous and bad.  Not bad like how it was wrong to do what Stella said or to give her any enjoyment out of being such a damn bitch.  It was bad as in a very bad move.  Ominous.   
 
    Eliza felt foreboding like her future self was sending some signal back in time trying to warn her.  Eliza felt that dread and was inwardly sure her instincts were right but she couldn't put her finger on why it was even as she couldn't get herself to set a single finger on Stella.   
 
    It was silly.  It wasn't like Stella was a hot stove top.  She was a bitch and it sure seemed like she was a lesbian or trying to sound like one just to be rude in her suggestions.  But those shouldn't matter.   
 
    It was just a neck and shoulder rub.  It was just non-erogenous areas.  It was just what servants did for their, well, their Mistresses Eliza guessed. 
 
    It shouldn't be a big deal. 
 
    It was a very big deal! 
 
    “Servant girl, rub my shoulders and neck, not too hard, not too light.” 
 
    Still Eliza hesitated. 
 
    “Now!” 
 
    The barked out word was sharp and loud and, almost before the word ended, Eliza's hands were on Stella's shoulders.   
 
    Rubbing.  Not too hard.  Not too lightly.  Just the way the Mistress wanted it. 
 
    Mistress.  What a word!  It had all those connotations.  Surely the real servants did not use it.  Eliza vowed that she wouldn't.  Only poor Mom.  Poor odd acting Mom. 
 
    One Klauson woman calling this rich spoiled mean cunt girl “Mistress” was already one too many. 
 
    Eliza rubbed Stella's shoulders, upper arms, and neck from base to hairline.  When she touched Stella's hair she couldn't help but think how this was the same hair that her Mom had been brushing just an hour ago.  So weird.   
 
    In a way it wasn't weird, just females and hair but, in another way, it was ever so weird.  First, Stella “forced” Mom to brush her hair and now, just a little later, Stella was “forcing”, or “ordering”, Eliza to rub Stella's neck and make contact with that same hair. 
 
    It was almost nothing.  And it was profound. 
 
    Stella's hair was a little stiff like it had too much hairspray.  The color was so shiny bright and with such perfectly golden highlights in all the right spots that Eliza suspected Stella dyed her hair.  Not that there was anything wrong with that. 
 
    Eliza wished she could get a look at Stella's pubic hair.   
 
    Whoa!  Who had just thought that?  Not Eliza!  Okay, she had, but she only wanted to see Stella's pubic hair to see if the coloring matched the hair on her head.   
 
    That way she'd know. 
 
    She'd know what Stella's pussy looked like. 
 
    No, wait, she'd know if Stella dyed her hair.  That was it.  That was what she meant! 
 
    It was good to clear that up inside her own head.  Just so there were no misunderstandings... inside her own head.... 
 
    As Eliza rubbed, Stella made little ooo sounds and then moans that sounded sexual.  Eliza wondered if she was really doing such a good job rubbing or if Stella was trying to make it sound sexual.  Eliza also wondered why those moans made her rub faster and dig her fingers in deeper.  Stella might get the wrong idea from that.  Stella might think that Eliza liked hearing sexual sounds from her and wanted more of them.  Or something. 
 
    A few minutes later, Stella broke the silence other than the moans, “Do you like my hair?” 
 
    What was Eliza supposed to say to that?  She had to make some kind of answer she guessed. 
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
    “Do you think I have sexy hair?” 
 
    “I... wouldn't know.  I like short hair on men.  That's what I find sexy.” 
 
    “Really?  Your Mom sure likes my hair.  It was obvious.  She thinks my hair is sexy.  Her air freshener was going crazy.  She has a lovely scent.  You should smell it.  Have you smelled it before?  Tomorrow, if you want, I could have her brush my hair for a long time.  So long that maybe she is close to having an orgasm.  Then I could call you in so that you could smell it.  Would you like that?” 
 
    “Stop saying things like that.” 
 
    Stella chuckled, “Everyone says they want the truth but most reject it if they hear too much of it.  It's like in that movie.  You can't handle the truth.” 
 
    Eliza said nothing.  She didn't think it wise to set Stella off or to make the relationship any more antagonistic than it already was.  Also, she wasn't sure what she'd even want to say to that.  It seemed like a trap.  Like if she said she did always want the truth and could handle the truth that Stella would say all sorts of other crazy, nasty... maybe even truthful... crap. 
 
    Yeah, Eliza was pretty sure that she did not want to hear more truth.  Especially not about her Mom! 
 
    Stella said, “Lean forward and rub my front a little.” 
 
    “No way!” 
 
    “Not my tits, silly servant girl.  Just my front shoulders and the upper slopes.  I have a lot of tension there.  I need one of my servants to take care of it for me.  Must I call the Mommy servant to do it?” 
 
    Eliza grouched, “Fine.  I'll do it.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Eliza leaned forward, being careful so that her own modest chest did not touch Stella's back or shoulders.  Eliza peered down to better target her hands.  It was obvious Stella wasn't wearing a bra.  Her tank top was white and Stella's nipples were prominent.  The tank top was also too big and too small at the same time.  It was too big in that it was loose and spacious so Stella's tits easily tilted and slid heavily like ships in a storm.  It was too small in that it had sparse material coverage, just thin straps over the shoulders.  Overall, Stella's massive tits were barely contained. 
 
    Eliza wondered what it would be like to have such big breasts.  Stella's sister, Bella, also had huge breasts but Eliza had never thought to ask her what it was like toting them around.  It was rude to ask such a personal thing.  Eliza had no need to know anyway. 
 
    Those tits really looked too good.  Good?  She meant too big and too perfectly circular.  They couldn't be real, could they?  They must have had some work done.  Stella seemed like the superficial type to do that.  But not Bella.  If Bella's were real, and she was Stella's twin, then Stella's must also be real, right? 
 
    Eliza thought to herself that she wished she could touch Stella's breasts and handle them and then caught herself thinking it.   
 
    To see if they were real!  That was why!   
 
    That was why! 
 
    Eliza rubbed Stella's uppermost chest.  She just kept rubbing right there back and forth across Stella's front.  Like there was an invisible line she wouldn't dare cross.  Like each of her fingers had those special dog collars on that delivered a shock if the dog crossed the property line. 
 
    Except Eliza was keeping her fingers away from a property instead of on a property.  She was keeping them off of Tit Land.  Or maybe Tit Estate was a better description considering what a rich bitch Stella was. 
 
    Stella kept up her melodramatic sexual sounding sighs and moans. 
 
    What?  Did Stella think that kind of thing -- from a girl! – would somehow turn Eliza on? 
 
    Well... actually.... 
 
    But that was just, you know, empathy.  She wasn't turned on by it.  She was only turned on because of it.  Wait, that didn't make it sound any better!  She must be turned on because she was putting herself in the place of being the one making those sounds.  Like it was herself making those sounds during actual sex, not from getting her upper chest rubbed by some poor unwilling... servant girl.... 
 
    Eliza wrinkled her brow in concentrated mental resistance.  It was so embarrassing!  Was Stella going to also now smell Eliza's personal little “air freshener” between her legs?  Like she had with Eliza's mom?   
 
    Eliza no longer sincerely doubted that her mom had “freshened” the air while brushing Stella's hair.  Geez, if this could happen to Eliza so quickly then obviously it could have happened to Mom over the course of ten minutes while Eliza was down in the laundry room. 
 
    Eliza silently cursed her personal private air freshener.  It was heating up.  The damn thing felt like it was bubbling!  Where was the mental off switch? 
 
    Stella's voice was a shock, the gentle sound waves seeming to travel right into Eliza, “You're such a good servant girl.  You're doing so well.  Now rub further down.  I need your lovely fingers further down.  My tension and soreness is where my breasts meet my chest.  They are so big and heavy and they pull down so very awful.  Bring those fingers down, girl, and make my big tits feel better.” 
 
    Ohhhhh, this Stella!  This damn... Stella!  Calling her girl.  So humiliating!  Saying that Eliza was doing so well.  Why did that make Eliza feel such a surge of... something... something so unwelcome/welcome. 
 
    Stella was trying to get Eliza to cross that invisible line!  Eliza knew better.  Her finger puppies were going to get a shock if she did that! 
 
    Eliza sounded like she had a frog in her throat like she was coming down with a cold, “Uh, I, uh, I can't.  I mean, I can't reach so far.  I'd have to stand on my toes and even then I'd bump into you back here.” 
 
    Eliza was overplaying it and she and Stella both knew it.  Stella's upper tits were only a couple more inches further down. 
 
    Stella said, “Yes, yes, you have my permission, servant girl.  By all means, stand on your toes.  I very much like to keep my lovely servants on their toes.  It is just so perfect.  Your little titties can bump my neck or back.  I do not mind.  I'm sure they will be soft and warm.” 
 
    Eliza mumbled, “They're not that small.  They're just not as... big... as yours.” 
 
    Stella said nothing. 
 
    Eliza felt like she'd somehow committed to do it already.  She'd had those two pitiful stupid excuses to not do it.  Stella had easily knocked them aside.  Why hadn't Eliza just said no?  Why couldn't she say no now? 
 
    Well... she just couldn't! 
 
    Eliza stood up on her toes.  Honestly, she really didn't need to but now she felt like she had to.  Otherwise she'd be a liar.  Well, she had lied about having to but, by doing it, it was sort of crossing out the lie and remaking it into a sort of truth. 
 
    Which also meant... crap... she'd have to press her breasts on Stella's neck and shoulders.  Even though she really didn't need to! 
 
    Eliza tentatively, lightly, pressed her slightly under medium-sized breasts onto Stella's shoulder blades.  Oh, it felt so naughty!  It felt uncanny!  Even though it was only her breasts making contact it somehow delivered sensation to Eliza's pussy.  Way too much sensation! 
 
    Stella said, “Yes, good.  Your tits feel warm and soft.  Soft everywhere but the very center.” 
 
    What?  It freaked out Eliza to think Stella could feel that her nipples were hard.  She reassured herself that there was no way that Stella felt how erect they were through Eliza's bra and relatively thick top.  However, it was disconcerting that they really were hard. 
 
    Was Stella guessing or assuming or what? 
 
    A better question was why her nipples were hard at all.  It wasn't like it was chilly in this bedroom.  In fact, it was far too warm.  Almost... steamy. 
 
    This situation!  It was as messy as the inner lining of the gusset of Eliza's panties.  And Stella was just as slick! 
 
    Stella said, “Hands, girl.  Do not neglect the hands.  Make them useful to your better.” 
 
    Her better?  Stella wasn't her better!  Just because she had so much money and her family had a damn island/peninsula and she had tits three times the size of Eliza's did not mean she was Eliza's better!  She was Eliza's worse!  In fact, it seemed to Eliza that Stella was very bad for her and for her Mom, too. 
 
    Like her hands had a mind of their own, Eliza looked down and watched her hands rub-creep ever downward like they knew the miniature invisible imagined electric shock collars were turned off.   
 
    It felt like all the shock power had been diverted to Eliza's pussy! 
 
    Eliza watched her hands descend in little rubbing circles.  She felt her breasts press more firmly against Stella's shoulder blades for no good reason.  Only some bad reason. 
 
    Eliza's green eyes widened into near circles as she looked down at her fingers making contact with the Stella's uppermost breast slopes. 
 
    Then Eliza watched those fingers press in even as they pushed further down, going down and, at the same time, climbing up the slopes of Stella's breasts. 
 
    Stella said, “Yes yes, you are doing so good, girl.  Such a good girl.  So good at serving.  You were born to be a servant.  You are born to serve.  It is what you are meant to do.  After all, you are so good at it.  So obedient.  So eager to please your better.” 
 
    That way that Stella spoke to her.  It was so wrong, so humiliating, so naughty.  It felt so real like it might actually all somehow be true.   
 
    But it wasn't.  It couldn't be!   
 
    Eliza was no lowly servant!  Stella was not her better! 
 
    Oh, her fingers were really getting carried away.  They were past the upper cleavage and slightly under the tank top now.  They might be halfway to Stella's nipples!  Oh, she could not touch those nipples.   
 
    Stella had not given her permission to touch them.   
 
    No, that wasn't it! 
 
    Stella had not yet told her to do it.  A servant should not presume. 
 
    No!  That wasn't it! 
 
    Eliza would never do it.  It was not dependent on permission or an order.  It was dependent on Eliza and what Eliza was or was not willing to do.  And she was not willing to do it! 
 
    Doing it would not be normal or doing something that a servant would do.  Touching nipples was much less innocent than rubbing breast flesh.  Much less!  Much worse!   
 
    Eliza guessed that touching Stella's upper breasts was already pretty bad.  But you could show breast flesh, like with cleavage, and so touching it wasn't so very naughty.  Nipples did not see the light of day, at least outside, usually, so they should not be touched.  Touching them was much worse than touching breasts elsewhere. 
 
    There was also an excuse for rubbing Stella's upper breasts, at least some pretense.  Their supposed soreness. 
 
    Yeah, there was no way Eliza was going to be touching anyone else's nipples.  Not unless that certain someone came up with a really convincing premise for doing it. 
 
    Eliza did not do that kind of thing.  Go around touching other girls' nipples?  No, thank you. 
 
    There was some underlying thought just below that one.  The echo of it sure sounded like “Yes, please”. 
 
    On her mental surface, “No, thank you”.  Below the surface was that sneaky so wrong, “Yes, please”. 
 
    Eliza knew she had to avoid touching nipples and knew she easily could.  There was no way it would happen by accident.  She couldn't see her fingers under the tank top but those Stella nipples sure stuck out against the tight white material of the tank top. 
 
    So there!  Stella also had hard nipples! 
 
    Which Eliza sure wasn't going to touch.... 
 
    Stella said, “Girl, you are doing so well at this.  I can tell this is really your thing.  To serve your better and to bring your better the pleasure that she requires.  I'm going to allow you a treat now.  It seems my nipples are chafed and sore from all their travels.  They also need to be massaged by an eager little girl.  Do it now, girl, but do it ever so gently.” 
 
    No no no...!  Eliza wanted to get off this ride.  The Stella ride.  Actually, she did not want to get off it.  Which was bad and all the more reason to get off of it!  Off of Stella. 
 
    Eliza wanted to get off it because she was starting to get off on it! 
 
    Stella knew exactly what to say to make Eliza compliant, “Do it now, girl, or you will lose your chance.  This gift I give you to allow you to please your better.  A gift I am sure your Mommy wishes she had.  Someone will please my nipples.  Choose now.  Will it be you or the Mommy servant?” 
 
    Eliza could not let Stella inflict that humiliation on her Mom.  Or let her Mom take that privilege from her!   
 
    Letting that other “lesser” do it for this “better” would be worse.  It would be best if the current lesser did this little thing for the “better”.   
 
    It was the lesser of the two evils! 
 
    Also... that other lesser, that “Mommy servant”, had already gotten to brush all this golden “better” hair for such a long time and Eliza had not gotten to do much of anything to serve her better.  Which meant Eliza was the lesser of the two lessers in the eyes of Stella.  Eliza wanted to be the better of the two lessers! 
 
    So Eliza clearly just had to do it.... 
 
    Eliza was a lesser ready to do more.... 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Eliza's hands moved down quickly and her fingers found the nipples.  She moved so quickly to do it that it was almost like her hands feared Eliza would change her mind. 
 
    She had those nipples between her thumbs and index fingers.  She had them delicately captured.  She worked her fingers like someone making the hand motion for “pay me the money”. 
 
    But gently.  Stella had said gently.  Eliza knew she had to do it right or she could have this privilege withdrawn.  She could be so easily replaced by that Mommy servant. 
 
    Part of Eliza, a now distant part, realized her thought process was twisted all the way around from what it was before and what it still should be.  Pleasing Stella was no privilege!  No matter how pleasurable it seemed at the moment, she was not being pleased, she was doing the pleasing.  Because she was ordered and compelled by a girl who was a total rich bitch. 
 
    Rubbing another girl's nipples wasn't okay! 
 
    It wasn't okay.   
 
    It was great.... 
 
    Eliza felt a strange energy but like she had no idea what to do with that energy.  It was some kind of sexual power up.  The energy to do anything sexual.  Maybe the desire to do almost anything sexual. 
 
    She didn't know what.  She felt like she needed to be told what to do. 
 
    Stella felt that way also! 
 
    Stella said, “You're being such a good little girl servant.  I can tell you like making my nipples happy.  Sadly, you only have two hands to please me with.  But you do have more than hands.  My back misses the rubbing you were giving it.  But my nipples are of greater importance than my back.  It is just like how I am more important than you, such a low little servant girl.  So keep massaging my nipples but rub your little serving girl titties on my back.” 
 
    Eliza suddenly really felt like she was a lowly serving girl there to please and serve some princess in a medieval European castle.  It just felt so real. 
 
    Her breasts also felt so real and so hot against Stella's back.  Even more real when Eliza rubbed them back and forth.  She just did it.  She hadn't decided to do it.  She guessed she was just obeying right away... this rich bitch... which she really shouldn't... but which it felt like she should. 
 
    Oh, it felt way too good!  Eliza's nipples felt hard as tiny pebbles.  They ached.  They itched with sensual power like they wanted to burst.  Ripened little berries, ripened and fermented by Stella the sexual gardener, almost ready to be plucked and harvested. 
 
    The thought of it gave Eliza a hot shaky shiver that made her twist and swivel her chest, her breasts on Stella's back, almost like a stripper would for a customer. 
 
    Stella said, “Hmmm, yes, you are doing that so well.  Tit rub my back, servant girl.  You've found your calling.  Who needs college?  Maybe others but not you.  We've found what you're meant to do.  We've found your trade.  You are meant to serve your betters all your life.  Lucky for you that you've finally found your better.  You did not even know that you secretly yearned for this all along.” 
 
    That wasn't true! 
 
    That wasn't... so true... or... entirely true.... 
 
    Oh, that was so twisted and wrong! 
 
    Eliza rubbed her breasts more firmly and squeezed those lovely Stella nipples more firmly but still gently.  A servant girl had to be careful to be gentle with... with... for... the one she served.... 
 
    Stella said, “Servant girl, I may give you another honor.  Would you like to see my nipples?  Of course you do!  Such a great honor.  It is a privilege though.  You must ask me, your better, sweetly.  Go ahead.  Ask me.” 
 
    God help her, Eliza opened her mouth.  She nearly did ask!  Why?  She did not want to see those nipples! 
 
    Just because they felt so hard and she was curious about their shade of coloring and just because she bet that they were the most beautiful nipples in the whole world... that did not mean she wanted to see them.   
 
    Surely feeling them and pleasing them was enough... for someone as lowly as herself. 
 
    Stella said, “You'll need to learn to ask.  For now, stand up higher.  Yes, good.  Your tits are on either side of my head now.  Like ear muffs!  Now lean to my left side and bend forward.  Get high up on your little servant girl tippy toes.  You can do it, girl!” 
 
    Yes, she could.  Eliza knew that because she actually did do it.  The backs of her thighs trembled and the backs of her calves ached but they did not ache as much as her nipples or her pussy though their aches were very different. 
 
    Eliza didn't know what Stella was up to just like she didn't know why she was so compliant.  She felt overwhelmed except when she simply obeyed.  Then she felt overwhelmed by new sensations that were far too good.  Physical like the soft warm naughty personal contacts and emotional like the cloud of subservience she seemed to breathe in and out and which seemed to thicken and tighten by the moment. 
 
    Stella whispered, “Ask to see my nipples.” 
 
    Eliza very nearly did. 
 
    Stella added, “Call me Mistress.  I am your Mistress now in all things.  You need to recognize that and show your acceptance by calling me Mistress.  You're going to love saying it.  Just like that Mommy servant loves it.  Try it out.  Say it.” 
 
    That was too much!  Eliza couldn't!  Eliza wouldn't!  She'd just lost so much respect for her Mom for saying that word.  She'd have to also lose almost all respect for herself.  The only respect that would remain would be any respect that Stella gave her verbally for being a “good little servant girl”. 
 
    Even more, Stella was making it sound like some kind of dangerous commitment.  Something sexual.  Eliza had no interest in a sexual relationship with a female or with a rich bitch like Stella.  None!  No matter how it may seem with her fingers tugging on Stella's nipples and Eliza's pussy swamped with wetness. 
 
    Eliza kept herself from saying what she'd been told to say.  She said nothing.  She could not trust her voice or what words might pop out if she opened her mouth.  She breathed rapidly and heavily though her nose while her legs ached, her nipples ached, and her pussy ached. 
 
    Stella grew impatient.  Other methods were needed.  Stella could tell Eliza wasn't ready to give herself over and give up her independence and her heterosexuality. 
 
    Such unacceptable insolence from the servant girl!  She seemed to think she knew what was best for her better than her better! 
 
    Yes, the servant girl was probably right about that.  But that missed the whole point!  Servant girls were to serve, not to concern themselves with what was best for themselves. 
 
    Selfish servant girls could not be tolerated. 
 
    Stella turned her face and, before Eliza could react, engulfed her shirt and bra-covered nipple in her warm mouth.  Before Eliza fully realized what was happening and before she could decide to pull away Stella clamped her teeth down really hard, so hard that Eliza yelped and said, “No!” 
 
    Eliza's protest had no effect on Stella.  She had Eliza's young hard nipple and its surrounding aureole as well as shirt and bra in a tooth vise they could not escape.  Stella began working up saliva and bathing the captured flesh and material in hot spit that soaked in even as Eliza weakly struggled and tried to find a way to get away. 
 
    Amusingly, Eliza kept her fingers, somehow, gently working Stella's own nipples.  
 
    The slight pain and the anxiety of Stella having captured her nipple caused Eliza to bounce her feet and go from tippy toes to flat footed and back again over and over like she was trying to jack up a car with her body. 
 
    Stella reached backward with her left hand and found Eliza's pubic mound through Eliza's pants.  Once Eliza felt that hand arrive she swiveled her hips back and forth in avoidance but her range of movement was limited by her captured nipple being pinned in place inside Stella's mouth.  Eliza could not get that hand off her pussy. 
 
    Eliza took some solace in the fact that she had her pants and panties on.  And in the fact that Stella's hand felt so terribly good where it was.  Different breeds of solace certainly. 
 
    Whoops.  Damn.  Stella had just popped the button at the top of Eliza's pants.  That was... maybe an accident? 
 
    Oh, but what about that zipper going down?  Was that accidental also?  Eliza bet not.  Eliza wiggled her hips, shifting them all over randomly, trying to escape that dexterous hand.   
 
    Still not effective.  In fact, it was the reverse of effective.  Eliza's own wiggling was making her loose pants slide down a little.   
 
    That thought made Eliza hold herself still.  Like she was cooperative!  She wasn't!  She swore she wasn't! 
 
    Now Eliza's pants were being worked down as Stella's hand went back and forth from side to side to pull the pants down alternately, working them ever southward.  Eliza holding still made it ever so easy for her. 
 
    Then the waistband of Eliza's pants was further down than the bottom crotch of Eliza's panties! 
 
    Eliza gasped, “Oh please!  Please don't!” 
 
    Stella's hand cupped Eliza's pussy through her panties and Eliza gasped. 
 
    Stella released Eliza's nipple and said, “Don't you mean 'Please do, Mistress'?  You seem confused.  Good thing your Mistress knows exactly what to do and exactly how to handle the inferior likes of you.” 
 
    Stella's cupped hand jiggled up and down while pressing firmly on Eliza's pussy through the panties.  Eliza tried to back away but it was too late.  Stella had recaptured her nipple.  Eliza's captured nipple kept her on a nipple tether like a dog on a chain. 
 
    “Please!”  Eliza felt desperate in multiple ways.  Desperate to escape and desperate to cum.  Desperate to get her clothes back in place and desperate to be entirely naked. 
 
    Stella let go of the nipple again and said, “At least one pussy must be pleased.  Would you like to please my pussy instead?” 
 
    Now was her chance!  Eliza tried to back away now that her hot nipple was no longer teeth clamped but found that Stella had too tight of a grip on her pussy.  Still no escape!  Stella always had her up high or down low.  Or both. 
 
    Eliza thought wildly.  What was better and what was worse?  To please or be pleased?  To touch Stella's pussy or for Stella to keep touching her pussy? 
 
    It depended.  It was just a hand on her own pussy which, though another female's, was somewhat equivalent to Eliza pleasuring herself.  After all, her own hand was female.  But a mouth on a pussy was a total lesbian thing if that mouth was feminine.  Like, for instance, her own.  To trade being touched for having to... lick or whatever... would be a profoundly poor trade. 
 
    Eliza's words burst out as she felt desperation to find some alternate resolution.  There seemed like there was only one deal to be made, “Look, okay, I can... touch you.  Down there.  But nothing with the mouth.” 
 
    “Deal,” said Stella. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Eliza was surprised that Stella agreed so readily.  It seemed like Stella was usually all about getting all her own way selfishly and taking as much as she could.  Eliza wondered what more she might have given up had Stella pressed.  Mostly, she was just relieved. 
 
    Stella made her will known, “Take off those pants.  You'll see why.  Then come around here to the front.” 
 
    Eliza did as ordered.  By her better.  In her own head she desperately compromised.  She compromised and so compromised herself.  She'd choose another lesser of the evils that is seemed lessers like her kept facing.  She would not call Stella Mistress.  She never would!  But she felt like she had to think of Stella as her better. 
 
    It made sense no matter how unwise.  Stella was her better because Stella was getting the better of her. 
 
    Eliza got her pants off, feeling clumsy and awkward and vulnerable in the extreme, realizing her obedience was just making herself even more vulnerable and would encourage Stella, her better, to take further advantage of her.  Eliza stepped nervously around in front of Stella wearing only her top, bra, and shockingly wet panties. 
 
    Stella's eyes soaked in the sight of Eliza, “Ah, there you are in all your lowly servile non-glory.  But you are quite sexy.” 
 
    Eliza stood tremulously.  Stella pulled her own shorts off and she wore no panties underneath them.  Then only the thin strappy white tank top was left on her.   
 
    Stella patted her left thigh, “Take a seat right here, servant girl.  Straddle my leg.  My leg is going to be your little horsey and you're going to ride it.  While you ride your horsey you're going to hold the reins.  The “reins” are my pussy.  You will make your horsey gallop over the orgasm finish line.  Won't that be fun?” 
 
    Eliza balked.  This was too bizarre!  Yet again, Stella was asking far too much of her.  Eliza even backed up a few steps. 
 
    Stella made a show of taking a big breath in through her nose. 
 
    “Servant girl, your personal air freshener is ever so activated.  A delightful scent every bit as good as the Mommy servant's.  A different one, but equally pleasant.  Oooo, I wonder how wonderful this room would smell with both scents mixed.  What a winning combination that would be!  We simply must try it at some point.” 
 
    Eliza started, “I-I can't--” 
 
    Stella cut her off, “You can and you will.  You hop on your horsey leg and you grab those reins and you ride.  Either that or I call Mommy servant – that slut! – in here to see what a slutty disobedient daughter she has.  You'll try to deny it but then Mommy servant will smell your scent and I'll order her to check your pussy for wetness.  Is that what you want?  Would that turn you on for your Mom to be up close looking at your bare pussy, sniffing at it when I order her to, pulling it open to get a better look, peering closer and closer?  Is that what you want?” 
 
    Eliza felt a wild burst of lust.  It couldn't be from the idea of Mom doing that.  It must be from being turned on at how Stella was manipulating her and forcing her to do this. 
 
    Stella was totally dominating her!  This rich bitch lesbian!  And there was nothing that Eliza could do about it. 
 
    All she could do was let herself be dominated. 
 
    Time to ride the horsey...! 
 
    Eliza straddled Stella's muscular perfect leg, leg hugged Stella's thigh, and it felt way too incredible.  Eliza found “the reins”.  Stella was wet and Eliza slipped two fingers right in, and curled them slightly to keep them inside Stella. 
 
    Stella said, “That's a good little rider servant slut.  Slut all over my leg.  Ride me.  Get yourself off on my leg while you get me off.” 
 
    So that was her trick!  Dammit!  Eliza had suspected this was too easy to be true, getting Stella's hand away from her own pussy by agreeing to please Stella's pussy. 
 
    Instead of Stella just pleasing Eliza's pussy it seemed that Stella thought she could get the better of her lesser and get Eliza to please Stella's pussy and still have Eliza's pussy as well.  A trick to double the pussy pleasing! 
 
    No fair! 
 
    Eliza sounded weak and whiny to her own ears, “But you said only one pussy had to be pleased.” 
 
    Stella laughed, “Actually, I specifically said “at least one pussy” had to be pleased.  It can't be less than one but it can be more than one.  Mine is the only one that has to be pleased but I am a kind Mistress or, at least, I like my lesbo slut servants to cum because it amuses me.  I will not cum until you cum on my leg and I must cum or I'll get that Mommy servant in here for a scent comparison to her daughter.” 
 
    Oh God! 
 
    That idea was awesomely scary and humiliating... and... somehow arousing.  Eliza realized she was in such a state that apparently anything Stella did or said she might do turned her on.  Her head would clear and then fill with horror, she was sure, as soon as she escaped Stella's bedroom. 
 
    Eliza began humping Stella's leg.  She rode that soft wonderful rich bitch leg.  She slid back and forth like she was buttering a cob of corn.  Her fingers scrabbled and thrust inside the rich bitch.  Both of them moaned and groaned. 
 
    Stella called Eliza the foulest and most humiliating things.  The things she said were awful but Eliza's befuddled brain kept reinterpreting them into something good.  The words made Eliza's lust spiral and rage. 
 
    “Look at you, leg humper!” 
 
    “Such an eager slut!” 
 
    “Run your slutty cunt up and down your Mistress's leg!” 
 
    “Do it you lowly miserable little bitch!” 
 
    “Bounce on that leg!  Fuck your whore pussy on it!” 
 
    “You're such a total slut!” 
 
    “You lesbian whore servant girl!” 
 
    “Submissive do-anything lesbo!” 
 
    “Sex creature!” 
 
    “You cunt with a servant girl attached to it!” 
 
    “There's a sex monkey humping my leg!” 
 
    The words combined in a torrent of foul language that stoked Eliza's lust and sent Eliza into a body-stiffening orgasm that made her legs shake and flop, her mouth open wide and tilt up towards the ceiling, and made Eliza too breathless to make a sound. 
 
    Eliza's stiffened spasming fingers made Stella cum just after.  Stella had barely held off this whole time, tremendously aroused at dominating this lovely girl.  Stella had great self-control over her orgasms if not her appetites.   
 
    Stella's orgasm was huge as well and it made her buck and writhe. 
 
    Eliza slid backward off the “saddle” of Stella's thigh and, still orgasming, launched off the end of Stella's knee, leaving the upper surface of Stella's thigh dripping with servant girl pussy juice.  Eliza thumped ass first, legs wide, onto the plush carpet of the bedroom floor.  
 
    Eliza's orgasm ratcheted back up like a roller-coaster that had climbed the next hill and began its plunge. 
 
    Eliza's fingers had pulled free of Stella's pussy and that wet hand grabbed at Stella's wet knee where her and Stella's pussy juice mixed on the surface of Stella's shaking knee. 
 
    Eliza kept cumming and she found herself grinding her pussy down into the rough deep carpet and she bent forward to get greater contact.  Her face lay and slid around on Stella's moist knee as they both calmed from their orgasms. 
 
    Stella was so pleased.  This new servant girl was so sexy!  So much fun to dominate and to make her do things!   
 
    A real keeper.  Her trial period was going so well and laying the groundwork for a permanent position as Stella's servant in all things.  A lifetime position. 
 
    Stella felt triumph.  The first seduction was going smashingly.  There was much more work to be done and a Mommy slut servant to also dominate and tame but Stella was on her way to having them both.   
 
    On her way to getting her way! 
 
    Like always! 
 
    Like it was meant to be when betters dealt with their inferiors! 
 
    Stella patted the younger sex servant on her sweaty little servant head.  The girl had made a mess right into the carpet down there.  Her personal air freshener was also a carpet freshener! 
 
    Stella shrugged.  No worries.  She wouldn't have this one clean it up.  She had other things for this one to do. 
 
    No, Stella would just have the Mommy servant slut clean it up tomorrow and, once she had, maybe then she'd tell that Mommy servant all about who was responsible for that mess and how she'd made it.... 
 
    Mmmm.  Or maybe she'd tell the Mommy servant first and before and then still make her clean it up.  Yes, that would be ever so amusing! 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
    This is for sure not the total end.  A sequel is coming and it won't be a long wait.   
 
    What happens next for Eliza?  Will she let herself become a total and complete full function servant?  Will she call Stella her Mistress? 
 
    Will Angie find out what's been going on with her daughter?  Will Angie be forced to clean up her daughter's mess?  Will Angie fall further prey also to Stella? 
 
    What will Eliza and Angie think of each other and themselves?  Where is this taking them? 
 
    What is Stella's plan to improve the asses of the mother and daughter? 
 
    What discovery might be made at the old servant's quarters? 
 
    Will Bella make an appearance? 
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    Available Books 
 
    “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? 
 
    “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!  Yhey 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 smartypants 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 blondes 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 form each other while driving them further in to the grip of submission, so far 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! 
 
    “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 hold out 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.  
 
    Stand Alone books: 
 
    CHEERLEADER IN TROUBLE 
 
    Addison it worried about a cheerleader on her team.  Unfortunately, she goes to the wrong person for help:  her dominant older lesbian cheer coach.  As it turns out the assistant dominating the other cheerleader is the cheer coach's son.  As it also turns out the cheer coach and her son would also like to dominate Addison! 
 
    KEEP YOUR PANTIES ON, WHITE GIRLFRIEND 
 
    Three black women invite themselves into Haley's home.  Opal and Dereka target Haley's friends, Rachel and Sandy, for lesbian seduction and domination.  Destiny?  Destiny wants to completely change Haley's destiny.  Destiny wants to make herself Haley's new Destiny. Can Haley save her friends from... what they seem to be liking? Might Haley also like what she should not like? 
 
    LESBIAN LUST AT THE CASH REGISTER 
 
    Mave thinks Julie is really a submissive.  But how to make her submit?It's hard to get alone time with Julie so Mave decides on a bizarre way to seduce her.  Suddenly Julie's underling is under her at the cash register!  Mave decides she will pull off the seduction and domination of Julie while the store is open and customers are in the store!  That's not all she'll “pull off”.... 
 
    LESBIAN LUST AT THE CASH REGISTER 
 
    Cadence has to supervise a problem employee but she has no idea how big of a problem beautiful Mave really is.  Mave thinks that her problem is being horny and she thinks pretty Cadence it the solution to that problem.  When they close the store together Mave decides she will become Cadence's new Mistress.  Cadence sure will be dismayed!  She doesn't even know she's a lesbian!  Or a submissive! 
 
    THE SUBMISSIVE CHEERLEADERS 
 
    Penny is a college graduate but stuck in a waitress job and stuck with oversize breasts she'd like to have reduced.  Her submissive roommate lets her in on an opportunity to be a cheerleader.  This semi-pro team expects their cheerleaders to be submissive.  Totally submissive!  Will Penny allow herself to be dominated? 
 
    TOO CURIOUS ABOUT HER ADOPTED LESBIAN SISTER 
 
    Hope is sent home from college to check on her trouble-making adopted lesbian sister.  Ruthie the Ruthless!  Ruthie has tried to dominate Hope in the past so Hope brings her funny friend Aspen who just happens to also be an orphan and to be a near lookalike to Ruthie.  Ruthie has diabolical plans for Hope and Aspen.  Surely they can resist since it's two against one.  Surely!  Right?  
 
    SOMETHING THAT BELONGS TO ME 
 
    Louisa's heterosexual roommate, Heidi, brings home from the bar a tall slim woman with dyed red hair.  Klara is bold, arrogant, and sexually hungry. Klara is making Heidi do all sorts of crazy sexy things and Klara just won't leave their place.  Klara also seems to have plans and expectations for Louisa's involvement!  She wants Louisa to also submit to her in every way possible. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Questions, complaints, or suggestions? 
 
    Feel free to contact me:  jordanchurch@mail.com 
 
    See what I have available and my author bio (such as it is) and photo (such as it is) at amazon.com/author/jordanchurch 
 
      
 
    Follow me on Twitter at:  https://twitter.com/JChurchAuthor 
 
    Sign up for my newsletter to be notified of new releases as they occur.   
 
    No waiting and wondering, just waiting!   
 
    http://tinyletter.com/Jordan8Church  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Visit me, my blog, my list of available books including samples of every one, and be able to read For Free a never-before-published book in the “Mother-In-Law's Gift Cards For Lesbian Seduction” series at: 
 
      
 
    lesbianseductionfiction.com 
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