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    Chapter One 
 
    Stella woke up with lots of plans for the day.   
 
    She'd made good progress the day before, her first day back home on the family peninsula/island (it was called an island but was technically a peninsula) on the lake.  She'd established a pecking order with the mother and daughter house sitting the family mansion.  That pecking order consisted of Stella at the very tippy top and Angie Klauson and her daughter, Eliza, roughly equal to worms. 
 
    Well, not worms.  Servants.  Servants were admittedly more useful than worms.  Stella had made it clear that house sitters were just another form of servant – people serving the needs of their betters, that being rich people – and that servants had to serve in a variety of ways, not just with their main assignment.  She called it servant cross-training. 
 
    Besides talking down to them, Stella really got the ball rolling by making the bikini-clad Mom and daughter fetch and drag her suitcases over half the island all while making comments on their bodies.  The kind of comments that would land a man in court but which a beautiful rich woman could always get away with. 
 
    As the Mom and her daughter learned their new places and after Stella observed their general acceptance of their circumstance on her family's camera system, Stella soon had Eliza warming Stella's blanket in the dryer for her while Stella went to work on Eliza's sexy MILF mother, Angie Klauson. 
 
    Compelling her to brush Stella's hair while turning her on with innuendo baffled and bedazzled the older woman.  She didn't know if she was coming or going.  But Stella knew!  Soon Mrs. Klauson would be cumming! 
 
    Stella had even gotten Angie Klauson to begin calling Stella “Mistress”.  Oh, it would not be long now!  That word worked wonders.  It really established the pecking order and kept it nice and orderly.   
 
    Stella was in charge of Angie and Angie had to do what she said.  So sexy! 
 
    No sex yet, but, soon.  First comes sexy, then comes sex.  Usually. 
 
    Stella knew she'd had an effect on Angie Klauson.  She could smell it!  She'd also assigned Angie the task of brushing Stella's long golden hair twice a day.   
 
    It had particularly delighted Stella how she'd gotten the Mommy servant to call her Mistress right in front of her daughter. 
 
    That daughter servant, or servant girl as Stella like to call her, was also quite sexy.  Stella had a thing for MILFs but she was quite open to seducing and dominating the daughters of MILFs as well.  Quite open.  As in, wide open legs! 
 
    It also turned on Stella that the servant girl, Eliza, was a college girl with big plans.  Eliza was in college finding her way in the world and building for the future.  What a waste of time for that girl!  Her “way” was to serve in any “way” required and her future was serving all the whims, and especially the sexual whims, of Stella.  Foolish servant girl. 
 
    She'd made even more progress with the servant girl.  After the servant girl had witnessed how discombobulated the Mommy servant was due to Stella and after the Mommy servant retreated to her bedroom, Eliza had gone ahead and let herself also get discombobulated due to Stella. 
 
    Even more discombobulated! 
 
    So much more that it became a dis-cum-bobulation! 
 
    After the orgasms, by both of them, Eliza had “escaped”.  Sort of escaped.  Really, she'd only delayed her total capitulation.  For when?  Maybe today! 
 
    Actually, Stella had let her go.  She'd watched Eliza stand up, bedraggled, and wet where she should be, and watched her collect her recently discarded clothing.  Stella could have said something and probably, almost certainly, could have gotten the girl right back under her control. 
 
    Probably but not for sure.  If Stella had blown it right then with Eliza then she could have blown the entire seduction.  Stella knew Eliza was a cauldron of chemicals released by orgasm.  But those chemicals were mixed with doubts and worries and stress.  She was an organic grenade that could blow up! 
 
    Eliza just wasn't ready to be a total forever absolute lez slave.  Not quiiiiiiiiite yet.   
 
    Stella had decided to let the cutie cook in her own chemical stew for a little.  Give it some time for her horror at what she'd done or allowed to be done to her to enter a new phase in her mind.  Time for it to become a sort of fond memory.  One that turned her on.  A memory that made her vulnerable to making new memories that would be similar or perhaps even more extreme. 
 
    Stella knew she had to be careful and precise.  Dominating and lesbian enslaving a woman was no easy thing, especially with the level of extreme commitment that Stella expected.  It wasn't easy at the best of times.  It was a real uphill battle when it was two seductions in progress simultaneously.  It was an extreme upward arc when those two in progress seductions were a mother and daughter. 
 
    Work and risk but worth it for these two.  That MILF Angie Klauson!  Holy shit!  Hot Mommy!  She looked thirty and had no flaws.  The daughter, Eliza, was just as good looking.  Still, Eliza was more like a bonus.  Mmmm, that MILF!  That was the best treat!  If you found the right one.   
 
    Stella also liked that they were blondes.  Like Stella!  This was an opportunity to show how superficial things like looks and hair color did not matter.  All three of them were beautiful blondes. 
 
    So, what did matter?  Money!  Good breeding!   
 
    Sure, Stella inherited her money but she liked to think she also still deserved it.  That she and her family were bred to be rich and were a superior form of human.   
 
    Stella knew that line of thinking could be dangerous.  The Germans had thought they were superior humans and that led to a pretty big issue called World War II.  Also, the Japanese had thought that they were superior humans.  Also World War II.  There were many other instances of that type of thing in history.  Leaders tried to make their people feel superior in order to justify wrongs against “lesser beings”.  Those wrongs against the lesser beings were done in order to satisfy the leader's greed for power or need for ego feeding through war.   
 
    People lined up for that shit.  They lapped it up.  They wanted to feel superior and they wanted justification to behave badly towards or even at least to think badly of some other group of people.  That was also exactly how racism worked. 
 
    It could be dangerous thinking oneself superior.  But Stella felt in this case it was right because it was true.  She was better than them and the family money proved it!  Besides, what was the harm in enslaving and lesbian taming a mother and daughter pair?  That was so much more constructive than world wars! 
 
    What?  They'd get lots and lots of orgasms.  That was a good thing.  Stella would also get lots and lots of orgasms and would also have free servants to do her bidding and to take care of chores and menial labor.   
 
    See?  Everybody would win! 
 
    It was all just on a much smaller scale than that World War II thing.  She just needed to... make... Angie and Eliza agree with her about Stella being superior and the two of them being inferior.  She'd have to make them see sense.  And make them orgasm.  That too.  Then they'd drink down and soak in the knowledge that Stella gave to them.  Intimate knowledge.  There would be lots and lots of Angie and Eliza Klauson lapping it up.   
 
    Oh, yes!  Lapping away!  Lapping up knowledge and lapping at Stella's superior pussy. 
 
    Eliza, who was not yet enslaved but a good deal compromised, might also be perfect for leveraging the mother Klauson.  Normally trying to sexually wolf down a mother and a daughter more or less at the same time would be a huge disadvantage to the point of being impossible.  But if Stella was careful and precise and strategic she could make it so that they inadvertently facilitated each other's entrapment. 
 
    So, today's plan.... 
 
    One.  Prime the Mommy servant.  Soon Stella hoped to be calling her Mommy Slut and calling her that right in front of her daughter! 
 
    Two.  Lure the Mommy servant to spy on Stella and Eliza.  Knowledge was dangerous!  For inferior sluts it was. 
 
    Three.  Get the servant girl, Eliza, compromised and make her look bad to her Mommy.  Servant girl wasn't a good enough name for her though.  Hell, normal servant girls were called servant girls!  Really, it was too respectful a term for what she had intended for Eliza.  
 
    What would Stella end up calling her?  To her face and in front of the Mommy Slut?  Hmm, Daughter of Mommy Slut sounded like a black and white horror film and was too long anyway.... 
 
    How about.... Slut Spawn!  That sounded like a more modern horror film.  Yes, and quite humiliating.  You know what they said, no one liked to be called “Spawn”. 
 
    Stella would have a nicely matched pair of sluts.  A mommy and a daughter, both blonde, both so sexy, both so clearly related.  Mommy Slut and Slut Spawn!  A pair so meant to be that they spent the first eighteen years of Slut Spawn's life living together.  See?  They were totally meant to be together. 
 
    They may as well be together as sluts and servants to Stella for the rest of their lives.  May as well! 
 
    Stella could show off the pair all over.  It would prove she was a superior breed and that they were inferior, everyone in their proper places, Stella at the top, subhumans way way way down there. 
 
    Stella also had a special purpose for these two.  If everything worked out. 
 
    Where was she?  Oh, yes, today's plan.  By getting the Mommy servant to watch the apparent sexual compromising of her only daughter it would, in turn, actually compromise the Mommy servant.  Funny how that worked or that it was going to work that way. 
 
    Between Stella's newly developed leverage and Angie Klauson's obvious vulnerability to Stella's charms, if all went well Stella would have her wrapped up this very day. 
 
    Then, double back and complete the domination of the daughter.  Slut Spawn! 
 
    It was going to be a big day for Stella. 
 
    It was going to be a life-changing day for both Angie Klauson and Eliza Klauson. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Stella left her bedroom and wondered around the upper floor of the mansion.  She noticed that Eliza's bedroom door was now closed.  Defensively closed when it hadn't been before.  It made Stella feel wicked and that made her smile slightly.  A little tell that she'd had an impact on the girl.  Not that she needed one. 
 
    It also told Stella that Eliza was nervous about Stella and was trying to keep Stella away.  Fine for now.   
 
    Stella knew that most the doors in the house had no locks on them and that Eliza's room for sure did not.  A closed door was a hint to stay out.  One that could be easily ignored when the time was right to ignore it. 
 
    Stella found the MILF's bedroom.  That was the one she wanted.  She opened the door and walked on in.  She'd thought about reviewing the video recordings from the well-placed camera in the room but then had decided against it.  She thought she knew what she would have seen on it. 
 
    Stella had no doubt, with the way that Stella had treated the Mommy servant and how that Mommy servant had reacted, that a video review would show Angie Klauson masturbated last night in this room.   
 
    Sexy!  
 
     But she also had no doubt, Mrs. Klauson being so white bread suburbs goody goody, that Mrs. Klauson would have masturbated all normal, on her back, and under the blankets. 
 
    Boring! 
 
    Some sluts just did not know how to be the total sluts that they were meant to be. 
 
    That was why God created people like Stella. 
 
    Not that Stella had ever passed that personal theory of hers on to the family minister.  That fucker would have choked to death on his sense of propriety.   
 
    There was the Mommy servant fast asleep under the covers.  It looked like she wasn't even a nude sleeper!  How dare she!  Sleep clothes were for the upper crust like Stella.  Sluts should sleep naked at all times! 
 
    Well, not all times.  Not if you counted things like handcuffs and chastity belts and hoods. 
 
    Clothes.  In bed.  More proof, if any were needed, that Angie Klauson, poor thing, simply had no idea that she was a slut meant to serve her betters in all ways including sexually. 
 
    Sluts should be naked at night and arguably even all day, depending on social outings and local laws, in order to be immediately accessible for use by their betters. 
 
    Angie Klauson slept away.  It looked like a deep sleep so maybe she'd had a real good masturbation session inspired by Stella.  Stella liked to think so. 
 
    Stella sniffed at the air. 
 
    She could not honestly say that she smelled anything that confirmed her suspicion.  Not honestly. 
 
    However, making a strategic decision to ignore matters of honesty was well within the rights of someone as rich as Stella!  Being rich was standing permission to engage in dishonesty at will.  In fact, which came first, riches or lies? 
 
    “Mommy servant!  Wake up servant!  Lazy servant!  There are duties for you to perform for your Mistress!” 
 
    Angie Klauson blinked awake looking confused and then alarmed.  Stella was delighted to be the cause of that reaction.  You had to keep these servants on their toes!  Sometimes literally like she had with this woman's daughter the previous night. 
 
    Angie said, “Listen, my daughter and I are house sitters for your family.  We're not servants like you keep saying.” 
 
    “Don't think so, Mommy servant.  You need to do the listening like a good servant.  As previously stated, house sitters are servants.  They serve a role and get a benefit in return.  Since I'm home you are not needed to house sit.  I am kindly allowing you to stay but then you must earn your keep in a new way since your former function is now superfluous.  Which is just for you and your spaw-- ah – daughter – to keep on being servants but in other ways besides house sitting.  What could be easier?  What could be more fun?  I can already tell you like serving your Mistress and are secretly eager to learn new ways to serve her.  All in good time.  Or maybe naughty time.” 
 
    Angie leaned up on her elbows in the bed, “Well, I don't think--” 
 
    “Good.  Servants should not be wearing out their few brain cells foolishly trying to think.  No one wants to know what they think.  Servants are like children.  They should be seen but not heard.  They should be seen obeying.  They need to simply obey the thoughts and will of their betters.  Betters like me.” 
 
    Angie sat all the way up.  Her face showed dismay and maybe something else. 
 
    Stella added, “Now, besides listening, perhaps we should be smelling.  What is it that I smell?” 
 
    Stella made a show of taking a deep breath through her nose. 
 
    Angie looked confused. 
 
    Stella said, “That smell!  Why, I do believe it is the smell of pussy.  Hot aroused pussy.  It sure smells like someone has been masturbating in here and quite recently at that.” 
 
    Angie's face flushed red.  Ah, that guilty look!  Stella knew she'd been right about her assumption. 
 
    Stella took another long breath through her nose, “Mm, I'm good at this.  Sniffing.  Us rich people have superior senses.  Sight, sound, smell, money counting, all the primary senses.  Smelling pussy is like wine tasting where the wine taster can identify the winery and the year.  Here. I'll prove it to you.” 
 
    Stella sucked in another long breath through her nose, this time swinging her face back and forth over Angie Klauson and her bed, “Mm, yes, this particular pussy scent is one of the slut variety.  Only a real slut makes that smell.  Oh, and the year?  It smells like a slut in her early forties.  Yes, I think I have it right.  A slut in her early forties must have rubbed out a big orgasm right here on this bed within the past half a day.  Oh, wait, this is such a coincidence!  How old are you, Mommy servant?” 
 
    Angie Klauson opened and closed her mouth, then swallowed thickly, and her face reddened further. 
 
    Stella said, “That is fine, Mommy servant.  I understand you must have been so excited to meet me, to serve me, and to brush my hair.  You didn't know the rules.  Just so you know, you are not a guest here, you are a servant.  As such, to be sure, you must understand you are not to rub out any orgasms unless given permission.  Or, of course, when you are ordered to.” 
 
    Stella wasn't sure how much of Angie Klauson's redness was from embarrassment, or shock, and how much was actual anger.  Plus, Stella did not care.  She'd enjoyed humiliating her and putting the much older woman – old enough to be Stella's mother! – on notice that Stella was well aware of the effect she was having on her. 
 
    Stella was making a verbal investment in her slut-to-be in hopes of big dividends shockingly soon! 
 
    Stella did not expect or need an admission and really did not want to put up with a denial either but she was interested in heaping on even more humiliation.   
 
    It was a good technique.  Rain humiliation down on them when they could not escape it.  There was only one way to make it end.  That was to please and satisfy the one humiliating them.   
 
    However, a strange thing happened on the way to relief from humiliation via obedience.  Two strange things.   
 
    The first was ironic.  Obedience, giving in, did not actually stop the humiliation.  It just kept on going and going.  After all, being successful was not about to change how Stella behaved! 
 
    The second was an odd blessing.  A suspect blessing.  The humiliation itself became a turn on to the poor “victim” trying to make it end.  Then they wanted it to continue!  Though, of course, they would never admit to that. 
 
    Humiliation.  It was a strange sort of magic.  Stella intended to work that magic on the mother and daughter Klauson pair.  She'd already begun the magical process! 
 
    Stella took another lung-filling deep dramatic sniff, “Mommy servant, so odd, that lovely MILF slut scent is growing stronger by the moment.  It's almost like the MILF slut was still here in this very bedroom!” 
 
    Angie tried to bring the conversation to an early close, “What do you want?” 
 
    “Tut tut. Mommy servant.  Ask again in the polite way you know you must.  Remember your first training with me.” 
 
    Angie struggled to get the words out and the final word sounded like a flower wilting, “What do you want, Mistress?” 
 
    “It is time for my morning hair brushing.  Come to my room at once.  Oh, also, there is a little mess there for you to clean up.  I will show you.” 
 
    Angie looked at the empty open doorway after Stella left.  She groaned.  She supposed she had to do it.   
 
    She had brushed Stella's hair the day before and that had set some sort of precedent.  It wasn't like she could subscribe to it as being a part of servant duties just yesterday and now claim that it wasn't. 
 
    Angie partly doubted that any servant had done that hair-brushing thing for Stella because what self-respecting servant would?  However, Stella was so demanding and confident about her selfish demands that it was also hard to believe that she would not have pulled that on servants in the past.  In the absence of proof either way Angie had to work with the assumption that it was true. 
 
    Angie groaned again, this time inwardly, as she thought about how she'd gotten... excited... yesterday while brushing Stella's hair and had ended up masturbating.  What had gotten into her?  Aroused by brushing the hair of a young woman her daughter's age?  There must be something in the water on this peninsula/island! 
 
    Angie thought that she must just be feeling off balance from the travel and from being in such a fancy, almost exotic, location.  It wouldn't happen again.  It better not! 
 
    Angie wondered at whether Stella really could have smelled that she'd masturbated.  She took a few curious sniffs.  She couldn't smell anything.  But Stella had supposedly smelled something and she had somehow been right about the source.  Was the sense of smell of rich people really more attuned? 
 
    Angie got up and got dressed.  She went down the third floor hall, which was so long it turned a few times, to Stella's room.  In that short walk she went from dragging her feet, to feeling dread, to feeling an inappropriate anticipation, to almost buzzing with some intense blended feeling.  A dreadful anticipation. 
 
    She was going to brush Stella's hair again.  That bitchy mean arrogant young lady. 
 
    With that golden hair.... 
 
    Angie would brush away at it for far longer than it needed to be brushed if the day before was any indication and, while she did that, Stella would demean Angie with the things she said.... 
 
    Damn.  Angie realized forlornly that her sexual excitement from yesterday was not some kind of one day bizarre exception.  She felt herself dampening.  It was happening again!   
 
    It was becoming some kind of trend. 
 
    Angie paused at Stella's open bedroom door.  How was she going to get through this house sitting vacation if she had to brush Stella's hair twice a day and every time she did it she got wet and excited? 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Stella saw her in the doorway, “Don't be timid, Mommy servant.  Never be scared to serve your betters.  You lessers have it so easy.  All you need do is obey.  Trust in the wisdom and judgment of your betters.” 
 
    Angie walked in.  She felt insulted by the demeaning way that Stella spoke to her but she had to admit, if only to herself, that she did feel timid. 
 
    It was so ridiculous!  Being afraid to brush some hair! 
 
    Golden perfect rich bitch hair.... 
 
    Really... sexy... hair.... 
 
    Of a total bitch! 
 
    Angie picked up the brush but Stella had something else for her to do first.  She pointed at a spot on the carpet. 
 
    “Mommy servant, do you see that spot right there?  It is the same color as the rest of the carpet but it is pressed down and slightly matted.  I do believe something was spilled on it.  Something gushed on it.  We'll need to clean that up.  In this case, when I say “we”, I mean you.  Betters do not clean up messes.” 
 
    Angie thought that Stella sure had a weird manner of speech.  Gush?  Spilled, yes, but what gushed?  Why would Stella assume something gushed? 
 
    Angie couldn't even see what Stella was talking about, “I don't see anything.” 
 
    Stella poked a bare big toe at the carpet, “Right there, Mommy servant.  Feel it.  Is it wet?” 
 
    Angie felt around the area, “Uh, no, I don't feel any wetness.” 
 
    Stella said, “Still, I am sure something gushed right there.  It must have dried.” 
 
    Angie began to stand up. 
 
    Stella said, “No, no.  Stay on your knees, Mommy servant.  This mess must be properly investigated.  You must learn what happened here.” 
 
    Angie was confused, “You must know, Stella.  It's just you and me and Eliza here.  You must have spilled something.  Can't you remember?” 
 
    Stella said, “You are being a poor Mommy servant.  Do not call me by name.  Always call me Mistress.  Is that so hard for your simple mind to understand?  Yes, you are right, there are only three suspects as to who gushed on my lovely carpet.  If it was not you and it was not me then it must have been that slutty daughter of yours.” 
 
    “Eliza is not slutty!  Never say such things about her!” 
 
    “Still you fail to call me Mistress.  Must I punish you?” 
 
    “You can't punish me!  I'm twice your age!” 
 
    Stella smirked, “Twice my age but only half my intelligence.” 
 
    Angie protested, still kneeling in front of Stella, “I went to college young lady and have a degree.  It sounds like you have yet to even attend a college class.” 
 
    “Commoner colleges do not count.  Now, as to this daughter of yours, I have looked into her eyes, shall we say at critical moments, and, yes, trust me, she is a slut.  Now, back to you solving the carpet mystery.  What has gushed on my carpet?  You must lean down and sniff it.” 
 
    “I'm not going to--” 
 
    “A servant does as told to do.  You are a servant.  Are you seriously fearful to smell something?  You common folk are like superstitious monkeys scared of fire.” 
 
    “Fine, I'll do it just so you'll stop being so mean.” 
 
    “And how do you address your superior in life?” 
 
    “Fine.  Mistress.  I'll smell it, Mistress.” 
 
    Angie leaned down and sniffed around.  Stella used her toe to point out the area in question.  Angie couldn't smell anything. 
 
    “I can't smell anything.  Mistress.” 
 
    “Foolish Mommy servant you must get your nose closer.  As close as possible.  Lessers have less developed senses.  That is one reason they are called lessers.  Get your nose as near as possible.” 
 
    Angie did it.  She thought she could smell something then but it was elusive and she wasn't sure what it was.   
 
    “Mistress, I smell something but I don't know what it is.  I can just clean it up.” 
 
    Then Angie felt Stella's foot on the back of her neck and immediately pressing down.  Angie was unbalanced and Stella had a strong leg.  Angie felt her face mash into the rough carpet. 
 
    Stella ordered, “Your nose has failed you, Mommy servant.  Your mission remains the same.  What gushed right there?  If smell fails then you must rely on taste.” 
 
    “What!?!  I'm not going to taste it!”  Angie's voice was muffled because her mouth was squashed down awkwardly. 
 
    “You will!  You are here to serve!  Do you want me to punish you first and then you do it or will you just do it?” 
 
    Angie silently debated.  This rich bitch girl was practically assaulting her.  It was a complete outrage but it meant the girl was willing to use force.  Angie also worried about the talk of punishment.  What would that involve?  She did not want to find out.  She doubted that Stella was just all talk.   
 
    Angie silently had two more worries.  One was that Eliza might walk in at any moment.  The bedroom door was open and Eliza would no doubt look around for her Mom when she woke up.   
 
    It would be so humiliating to be seen like this with a foot pressing her face to the floor.  Seen by her daughter.  Angie already felt like she'd somewhat shamed herself the day before.  She couldn't afford to lose her daughter's respect. 
 
    Angie's other worry was that something about this, maybe being manhandled by Stella or, again, that nasty dominating way that Stella spoke, was making Angie's pussy get wet.  She couldn't afford for this to go on and on because she couldn't afford to get any more turned on. 
 
    “Okay okay, I'll do it.  I'll do it, Mistress.” 
 
    “Yes.  Good.  Go ahead, Mommy servant.”  Stella relaxed her foot pressure in order to allow Angie a greater range of movement.  One must allow servants to obey after all! 
 
    Angie felt such disbelief at this situation and at her own reactions that she felt frozen, hotly frozen, and felt unable to act by her own volition.  It was almost like... she needed to be told what to do and... had to do what she was told to do. 
 
    Within limits.  Of course.  Nothing crazy.  Licking carpet was maybe at the extreme fringe of not crazy.  But she just had to do it. 
 
    Angie tentatively licked the carpet, feeling her face flush and her pussy flush even more. 
 
    “Mommy servant, you can do so much better.  Let's have a real taste test now.  Get your tongue working.  Get some saliva into the carpet and then back into your mouth.  That will lead to flavor retrieval.  Do it, Mommy servant.” 
 
    Good lord! 
 
    She did it. 
 
    Angie just... did it! 
 
    Angie and Stella both marveled at this.  Stella marveled at what she could get the much older woman to do and Angie marveled at what Stella was able to make her do. 
 
    Angie tongued carpet.  Angie let saliva run out of her mouth and then sucked it back in.  Angie felt as low as she physically was.  She felt much lower than a servant. 
 
    Angie realized that there was some kind of taste.  Something that wasn't just the taste of carpet.  What was that taste? 
 
    Stella mocked her gently, her voice sounding way too sexy to poor Angie Klauson, “Look at you, Mommy servant.  Why, I've just realized something.  You are now a carpet licker!  Oh my.  What would that daughter of yours think, that slut, if she knew, if she were told by someone, I wonder who, that her mommy was a carpet licker.  Ooo, and if Eliza was also told that her mommy licked carpet in my bedroom.  Such assumptions she'd no doubt make!  Actually, I could honestly tell Eliza that her mommy licked my carpet.  She'd have to believe I did not mean the actual carpet.  Even if she did know it was the actual carpet, licking a carpet is just so odd that it might even be worse.” 
 
    That would be awful if Stella told Eliza!   
 
    Angie realized she'd have to lie and deny if Stella said anything to Eliza.  Telling Eliza that she wasn't licking Stella's pussy and had only been innocently licking Stella's carpet would hardly be persuasive and would make Angie seem even more compromised than simple pussy licking would. 
 
    Angie wondered bitterly how she'd been stupid enough to get into this situation.  Why was she so compliant?  Why was she putting up with all this?  Why was she getting so wet and aroused because of all this? 
 
    Why was she licking and sucking so much harder on that deep bedroom carpet? 
 
    Stella pressed her foot down harder on Angie's neck, hard enough to pin her in place and make it difficult for Angie to get enough air.  Angie forlornly licked and sucked at the carpet.   
 
    Her pussy was so hot and aroused it felt like she was somehow licking her own pussy when she licked the carpet. 
 
    Angie sensed Stella shifting a bit, the pressure from the foot on Angie's neck ebbing and then increasing.  Then Angie felt something.  Something between her legs! 
 
    Angie tried to lift her head and couldn't. 
 
    Whatever was between her legs felt soft and hot.  Sort of soft and sort of big.  It was in between Angie's legs and pressed upward onto Angie's pussy. 
 
    Angie tried to get away by knee-walking sideways in a curved semi-circle but it did no good.  Whatever it was stayed on her pussy. 
 
    Whatever it was rubbed back and forth from the top of Angie's slit to the bottom, applying pressure and far too much sensation. 
 
    With a shock and feeling stupid Angie realized what it was.  It was Stella's other foot!  In between her legs! 
 
    Sitting in the chair in front of the vanity Stella had full use of her feet to perform unusual tasks. 
 
    Stella ordered, “Keep licking, Mommy servant.  Lick and suck also.  Slurp carpet.  Our little secret.  For now.  Oh, I have another secret to tell you also.” 
 
    For some reason what Stella said made Angie hold still and that allowed Stella's foot to really do a number on her pussy.   
 
    Wanting to hear this secret Stella had must be why she held still.  Surely it wasn't due to the pleasure and the desire for more of that pleasure.  That foot pleasure was bad and wrong.  Who wanted it?  Not Angie Klauson! 
 
    Angie found that she was sucking and slurping at the carpet.  She felt like she had nothing to lose.  She was already down there.  It did need to be cleaned.  Her Mistress wanted her to do it. 
 
    Her “Mistress”!  Oh, God! 
 
    Stella sawed the foot between Angie's legs back and forth while pressing upward.  She sawed fast like she was trying to start a fire but the fire was already started.  She certainly made that fire flame higher though. 
 
    Angie sucked and slurped as fast as she could at the carpet.  She wondered if she looked like a speeded up video.  She had to do it as fast as possible.   
 
    That foot!  How could it feel so good?   
 
    Her pussy!  How could her pussy be so hungry so quickly for an orgasm? 
 
    Angie had to complete her carpet cleaning task before she did something even more terrible.  She didn't know if she could come back to a state of even a semblance of self-respect if she orgasmed on the foot of a terrible bitch half her age.  While sucking on soiled carpet! 
 
    Stella said, “You are such an obedient and sexy Mommy servant.  I don't know which is sexier, your beauty or your obedience.  Or the way you hump my foot!” 
 
    Angie was offended.  She wasn't humping a foot!  That foot was just taking advantage of her pussy! 
 
    Stella said, “Obey this, Mommy servant.  Hug my foot with your legs and then work your pussy down on it.  Your Mistress should not have to put forth such effort just to have her foot warmed by a servant pussy.” 
 
    Angie obeyed.  The act gave her greater sensual satisfaction, the obedience and the firmer contact.   
 
    There, now she was humping her Mistress's foot.  No need any more to feel offended by the accusation.  She was guilty.  Happily guilty. 
 
    Hadn't Stella said this was their secret?  If it was kept secret no one would know and no one would care.  No harm.  Could she trust Mistress Stella to keep this secret?  She hoped so but she doubted it. 
 
    She couldn't stop herself from humping harder. 
 
    Wasn't this Mistress Stella always right?  She'd said Angie was obedient and now Angie was obeying.  Even if Stella wasn't right about some other things, a lowly Mommy servant like her knew she'd better just go with it and pretend. 
 
    She had to clean this carpet faster.  Faster and faster!  It was a race.  Her mouth against her pussy. 
 
    An orgasm like this would be a terrible thing. 
 
    Stella said, “Yes, good, look at you go carpet licker.  Such a carpet licker.  One wonders what kinds of carpet you may excel at licking.  As you apply your mouth to your servant task you are applying for greater servant duties.  Could you perhaps earn the privilege of being allowed to lick the personal carpet of your lovely young Mistress Stella?  Yes, maybe.” 
 
    Angie felt a deep twisting vibration run through her and her legs clamped harder on that evil foot and her pussy rubbed up and down the arch of it in a rapid-fire of humping. 
 
    That was so close!  She'd nearly cum.  She must not cum!  Not like this.  Never like this.  Never in front of or because of this arrogant spoiled Mistress. 
 
    Angie had to say something!  Stella was making some kind of plan for Angie to lick her pussy!  Her too young pussy attached to a too wicked person.  This could not stand! 
 
    With a mouth load of nylon carpet fibers and her own saliva smeared all over her mouth and cheeks, Angie managed to spit out a single word, “Never.” 
 
    It was weak and breathless but at least that word was out and about.  Angie felt the tiniest blossom of regrown self-respect, barely detectable in the waves of need and pleasure. 
 
    Stella said, “Oh, my other secret.  I nearly forgot to tell you.  I have remembered what made the mess in my carpet.  It's all coming back to me now.  Coming to me and cumming to you, Mommy servant.  It happened last night.  It was your daughter.  She was having her servant girl orgasm and she fell off me onto the floor and then she fucked her Mommy servant's daughter pussy right onto that carpet.  She came all over it.  She was the carpet fucker and you are the carpet licker.  What a perfect Mommy and daughter pair you are.  Now keep licking and sucking it up, Mommy servant.  Finish your task.  Oh, and go ahead and cum on my foot.  That will feel so luxurious, a hot orgasming Mommy servant pussy on my foot.” 
 
    Angie knew what Mistress Stella claimed could not be true. 
 
    Angie felt like what Mistress Stella said just might be true. 
 
    Angie knew she had to stop herself. 
 
    Angie knew she couldn't stop herself. 
 
    Angie had to obey.  Angie had to cum.   
 
    Stella had aroused her to a point of no return, had known it, and then pounced with her revelation.  Angie knew Stella had precisely manipulated the whole situation and played Angie perfectly. 
 
    Angie slurped a long suck from the saliva-inundated carpet filling her mouth with flavor.  The flavor of carpet and, Angie guessed, maybe, barely detectable, the flavor of her daughter Eliza's pussy. 
 
    Angie wagged her ass and ground her pussy on Mistress Stella's foot. 
 
    Angie orgasmed.  She shook and moaned like a tortured spirit. 
 
    Stella laughed with girlish delight. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    After so much pleasure Angie felt numb now by comparison.  Following orders, just automatically, she was now brushing Stella's long golden hair, and had been for five minutes.  No matter how straight and smooth and tangle-free her hair, Stella wanted Angie to keep brushing away at it. 
 
    Even just brushing the girl's hair felt sexual.  Maybe because of what Stella had just done to her.  Maybe because of the scent of sex in the bedroom.  Maybe because Angie felt soaking wet.  Angie Klauson was soaking wet between her legs. 
 
    Stella said, her tone casual but her words just the opposite, “Mommy servant, you rode my foot so well.  It was clear you had a wild fun time.  You love serving your Mistress.  That much is clear and you can never deny it again.” 
 
    Angie said nothing.   
 
    Angie brushed golden sexy hair. 
 
    Stella continued, “Mommy servant, it was fun for me, too, having you ride my foot.  Your daughter rode my thigh on that same leg!  I sure wonder what it would be like to have you each riding that leg at the same time.  You on my foot and Eliza the servant girl on my thigh.  Naked, of course.  I'm sure I'd have you two switch places back and forth.  Maybe we'd say it's a race and whoever orgasms last has to do some nasty thing.  Now that would be fun.” 
 
    Actually, the ridden foot and the ridden thigh had been on different legs.  Stella had no problem with altering or embellishing the truth.  Privilege of the rich! 
 
    Angie stopped brushing hair, “You're a liar.  Nothing happened with my daughter and you.  You're a terrible person.” 
 
    Stella said, “Don't you mean “You're a terrible person, Mistress”?  Also, I'm not lying.  Is it really so far-fetched that your daughter rode my leg to orgasm?  I'm sure she is the apple of your eye but the apple does not fall far from the tree.  I mean, you did just fuck my foot.” 
 
    “I didn't... have sex... with your foot.  That... wasn't sex.” 
 
    “So funny.  Yes, it was.  Oh my, Mrs. Klauson, you and I have now had sex and so has your daughter with me as well.  Such a pair of sluts you Klauson girls!  I haven't even been here twenty-four hours and you two are all over me.  Literally!  Humping on me.” 
 
    “I still don't believe you.” 
 
    “Sex is not slutty of course.  Not just sex.  That is why I am not a slut whereas you and your spaw – daughter – are sluts.  It isn't the sex that makes the slut it is the sluttiness.  Sluts have that far wider range of things they will do during sex.  Namely, anything.” 
 
    “I meant that I know my daughter didn't do what you say she did.  She didn't have any kind of... sex... with you!” 
 
    “I have no need to convince you.  I don't care if you believe your own lies.  Then again, it is an insult to your Mistress to disbelieve her.  I know!  Maybe I should call the servant girl Eliza in here, that slutty daughter of yours, and we'll let her know that you cleaned up the personal mess she made.  I'll tell her that you cleaned it and then you can tell her exactly how you cleaned it up.  By mouth!  I think her reaction will tell you the truth of it.” 
 
    Angie stood there with the brush in her hand.  She felt like hiding.  She felt like slapping this rich bitch.   
 
    No, she wouldn't hide.  She couldn't.  Stella was making that stuff up about Eliza.  Also, Stella was terrible but surely she wasn't so cruel as to call Eliza in here and say those things to her about her mother, about Angie. 
 
    Angie went back to brushing that golden sexy hair. 
 
    A moment later they heard a voice call out, “Mom?  Mom?” 
 
    Stella said, “Oh my, the slutty daughter is looking for her slutty mommy.  I shall call her in here.” 
 
    “No!  Please don't!” 
 
    “Servant girl!  Servant girl!  Come here, servant girl!  I have a surprise for you!” 
 
    Silence.  No answer.  No footsteps. 
 
    After a minute, Stella laughed though she was a little irked as well, “Your cowardly daughter was too scared to come in here.  Too scared of herself after what she did on my leg and to my carpet.  So she skulks off like the disobedient slut peasant she is.  No matter.  Just ask her later.  You will be able to tell, I think, that she really did hump my leg to orgasm and then tried to mix her pussy carpet with my bedroom floor carpet like she thought they'd join like Velcro.  You may go.  Wait, before you go, you must thank your Mistress.” 
 
    Too much!  Again!  This wicked girl kept asking far too much of Angie. 
 
    Angie felt divided.  She felt anger, real anger, almost rage.  In her head.  She felt fear, real fear, of her actions and reactions.  But, down below, below her waist, between her legs... okay, at her pussy, she felt something very different than anger.  Savage arousal.  Above the waist, anger, below the waist, lust. 
 
    Angie had to get out of there! 
 
    Angie set the brush down on the vanity, “Thank you for letting me brush your hair... Mistress.” 
 
    “Yes.  Good.  Now, what else should you thank me for?  Think with your little servant brain.” 
 
    Angie knew what Stella wanted.  She wanted too much!  Again!  Like always! 
 
    Like always, Angie felt like she had to do it.  This girl knew things about her now.  Compromising things.  Things that must stay a secret. 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress, for... for letting me... hump... your foot.” 
 
    “Yes.  Good!  We'll be sure to do that more.  My other foot should not miss out and I'm sure you are curious how much you will love fucking a bare Mistress foot.  Now wait, there is one more thing you can thank me for, one more duty I blessed you with.” 
 
    Angie knew what Stella wanted this time again. 
 
    Their secret.  She must do these things and surely Stella would keep them secret and spare her daughter. 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress, for letting me clean your carpet for you.” 
 
    “Close, Mommy servant.  But surely you can do better.  I like it naughty.  Make it sound as naughty as it was.  Acknowledge in your thanks all true details of what you did, what I allowed you to do.  You must sound so much more servile and thankful and tell your Mistress what you agree that you are.” 
 
    Allowed?  Ordered her!  Pressed her foot on Angie's neck!  Made Angie do it! 
 
    But she hadn't made Angie like it so much or made her act so totally slutty.  Angie knew she had some responsibility.  Not from conscious choice but from some faulty genetic tendency to be some kind of slutty creature. 
 
    “Mistress, thank you so very much for... letting this Mommy servant... be a total carpet licking slut.  Thank you for letting me lick and suck your lovely carpet and... thank you for letting me taste my daughter.” 
 
    Angie's face blazed red and her pussy pulsed with terrible arousal. 
 
    Stella giggled and made a hand brushing away motion, “You may go, Mommy servant.  You should use your time before your next task to question your slutty daughter.  A slutty mommy should know how slutty her daughter is.” 
 
    Angie scurried out of the bedroom of sexual horrors.  Her version of sexual horror.  She felt like a much lesser person than when she'd entered that bedroom.  She had that feeling even though she'd already felt like a much lesser person when she went in because of her reactions to Stella the day before.  Now she was even more lesser! 
 
    Angie traveled down two levels before she found Eliza.  She was in the kitchen slicing up some fruit for breakfast. 
 
    “Hi, Mom.” 
 
    It looked like her daughter.  It sounded like her daughter.  But if her daughter had ridden the thigh of Mistress Stella and then orgasmed all over Mistress Stella's carpet... that would just not be the Eliza she knew.  It would be some replacement Eliza.  Some sexual creature. 
 
    “Hi, Eliza, did you rest well?” 
 
    “Sure.  Great bed.  How about you, Mom?” 
 
    “Yes, very well.” 
 
    Had Eliza done that?  It was hard to believe and Angie did not want to believe it but that did not mean it did not happen. 
 
    Every parent had to deal with the plain fact that their child grew into an adult with adult needs and wants.  Most parents successfully handled it by ignoring it other than having the sex talk at a younger age.  Then pretending any boyfriends were platonic relationships or maybe just involved chaste kissing. 
 
    Sooner or later a parent understood and accepted it, sexuality, about their child.  But not like this!  Not a daughter riding some rich bitch's leg to orgasm! 
 
    It wasn't the lesbian thing.  Who cared nowadays?  It was that Stella was probably the worse person she'd met in years or maybe ever.   
 
    How could Eliza get sexually involved with her? 
 
    Well... how could Angie either?  Was Angie “sexually involved”?  Yes.  It was a fact Angie had to deal with.  She couldn't pull some mental trick with definitions of sex.  Who cared if there was no penetration and that neither one of them had even been naked.  If there was an orgasm – experienced together – then it was for sure sex.   
 
    How had Stella pulled it off with Eliza so quickly and after Stella treated them so poorly and with Eliza so disliking her? 
 
    Well... Angie guessed the same question should be asked of herself. 
 
    No.  Forget it.  No way.  Eliza had not done that! 
 
    Angie found some oatmeal mix and a banana and sat across from Eliza at the breakfast nook table.  It looked like a table set up for servants to eat at.  Rich people wouldn't let servants eat with them or even after them at the same table.   
 
    Angie wondered again about how Stella's and Bella's family did not actually have any servants despite things set up for servants and with that building meant for servant quarters.  Also, just look at Stella and how she seemed so, well, not dependent, but used to servants.  Used to treating them poorly.   
 
    Perhaps Stella got used to servants – and getting away with treating them badly – during her world travels while Bella was in college with Eliza.  In fact, that must be it. 
 
    Still, it seemed odd that the family did not actually have servants.  They must not though.  That was the whole reason why Angie and Eliza were needed to watch over the place while Stella's twin, Bella, and their father and mother were on vacation. 
 
    Angie was still curious and uncertain about what Eliza may or may not have done. 
 
    “So, Eliza, what do you think of Stella?” 
 
    Eliza chewed a mouthful of pear before she answered, “Same as yesterday.  She was a bitch yesterday and I'm sure she's still a bitch today.” 
 
    There!  That settled it!  No way was Eliza involved sexually with Stella. 
 
    Unlike Eliza's mom.... 
 
    Angie suddenly felt like an ass.  Even more of an ass.  She was the naughty one.  Not Eliza!  She was the one letting herself be humiliated and getting off on it like she was sick in the head.  Not Eliza!  Eliza was good, so good, and Angie herself... well... Angie supposed she was some kind of submissive lesbian slut.  She wasn't a day ago.  She was now. 
 
    Somewhat and sometimes a submissive lesbian slut.  It had happened and it had led to a big orgasm.  She couldn't deny it had happened and she'd acted that way but she wouldn't agree or think that it meant that was who she now was. 
 
    The events with herself were troubling but Angie had hope.  It looked like Eliza was still the pristine good girl with a great head on her shoulders that Angie knew and loved.  As for Angie herself, if she'd changed so rapidly from how she was to this slutty persona that must mean she could change right back just as quickly. 
 
    Probably.  Hopefully. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    In the late morning they heard a bell ringing and Eliza grumpily explained to her mom that Stella had a damn bell and expected servant service when she jingled it.  That produced an oddly physical trill inside Angie. 
 
    Was Mistress Stella calling on Angie?  For... more... of whatever it was this was called? 
 
    It was Eliza, though, who went up and asked what Stella wanted.  It turned out that she wanted food delivered to her.  Stella made a simple order but Eliza was newly humiliated just taking the order and realizing, as per her and Mom's game plan, that she would have to do it for Stella. 
 
    Angie was relieved when Eliza returned and then relieved all over again when Eliza delivered the food and came right back. 
 
    It also relieved her that Eliza continued to make little comments about what a terrible bitch that Stella was.  No way could Eliza have been humping Stella's leg to orgasm the day before and then now be calling the owner of that same leg a bitch. 
 
    Although... Angie had to admit that she kept thinking of Stella as a bitch and even agreed with Eliza about Stella being a bitch and yet that did not mean that Angie had not been humping her foot just that morning, earlier, all the way to orgasm and while licking carpet, actual carpet. 
 
    Her girl was safe.  This also seemed like more confirmation that nothing had happened between Eliza and Stella.  If it had then surely Stella would have made Eliza do something up there.  What?  Angie's imagination ran wild.   
 
    Hump her leg again?  Hump a foot like Angie had?  More?  Worse?  What kind of more and worse could evil Stella have on her evil mind inside that beautiful head of hers under all that sexy hair? 
 
    It made Angie tremble to even think about it.  She wasn't sure what kind of trembles those were.  They were not from a chill.  Trembles of disgust or trembles of... it better not be arousal! 
 
    They must be trembles of frustration.  Yes, frustration. 
 
    Angie did feel some kind of frustration. 
 
    It was frustrating how her mind took anything anywhere near waist level and mentally compared it to Stella's foot as to how different or similar it would feel were Angie to rub her pussy on it. 
 
    So... those must just be... innocent trembles of frustration.  Having nothing to do with arousal. 
 
    They stayed downstairs and Stella stayed upstairs after that.  Up two sets of stairs actually if she was still in her bedroom on the third floor. 
 
    Angie was afraid of going back up to the third floor on her own.  What if Stella called her in?  She'd have to go and then more things might happen.  Luckily, Eliza also did not go upstairs.  They also took a walk together and Angie noticed that Eliza proposed it but also said she'd only go on one if Angie came with her. 
 
    To Angie it seemed like they were both clinging to each other and were both avoiding Stella.  Did Eliza sense how stressed out and vulnerable her mother was?  Or was Eliza also worried about Stella.  It was hard to tell.  Eliza had plenty reason to want to avoid Stella even outside of any fantastical not-true sex stuff. 
 
    They were both reading in the study which really was reminiscent of a room from that board game Clue.  It was early afternoon and Stella came striding in.  Stella wore a bikini, a black one, that made the tight bikinis Angie and Eliza wore the day before look like something from the 50s.  It looked like she could floss with those bottoms.  It looked like she was flossing with them in a way. 
 
    Stella said, “I'm going to get some sun.  Out on a lovely boat trip in fact.  Who is coming with me?  Oh, wait, I get to choose because I'm the rich one.  Never let a servant choose anything!  It's a family motto around here.  I choose... eeny, meeny, miny, moe... fuck it, I choose the servant girl.  Chop chop, servant girl.  Get that green bikini on that you wore yesterday.  It doesn't matter if it's wet.  It's about to get wet again even if we don't go in the water.  Well, part of it anyway.”  
 
    Angie felt like she should protest these nasty verbal insinuations towards her daughter but felt like she was in no position to protest.  A few hours ago she was humping this spoiled adult brat's foot.  What if Stella said something about that?  Angie was sure that her own face would give her away.  She was no liar.  Things would be so much worse if Stella talked about Angie cleaning her carpet by mouth. 
 
    No, there was nothing she could say. 
 
    It surprised Angie though that Eliza, despite her repeatedly expressed hostility towards Stella, cooperated without protest. 
 
    Eliza said, “Yes, Stella.  I'll be right back with my suit on.” 
 
    Only that and in a subdued voice and out of the room she went to go get her suit on. 
 
    After she left, Stella smirked at Angie, a look Angie was getting used to.  Well, not “used to” as it seemed to have some crazy dizzy ticklish effect on her. 
 
    Stella said, in a low voice, “So, let me guess.  You still think your daughter and I haven't had sex?  You think I'm lying.  She rode my bare thigh with her uncovered pussy seated on it like it was her favorite pony and that pony was galloping.  Oh, I forgot to tell you, she had a couple fingers up my pussy.  She was a good girl in that she made me cum as well as cumming like a wild little untamed slut.  I won't let her be wild for long.  Not wild as in free.  I'll break her and tame her and then make her do wild things in an obedient slut way.  You should have been there when she rode my leg.  Maybe next time!” 
 
    Angie knew she had to be careful but she couldn't let this stand, “You're right, I don't believe you.  We're doing the servant thing for you.  Can you just otherwise leave us alone?” 
 
    Stella's smirk widened, “I would except for three things.  Two little things and one great big one.  The first little one is that your daughter does not want me to leave her alone as far as sex.  The second little one is that you do not want me to leave you alone sexually either.  The big thing is that I don't want to leave either one of you alone and what I want is what counts.” 
 
    Angie gave her a sullen resentfully incredulous look. 
 
    Stella said, “Cheer up, Mommy slut.  Lots of good things are coming.  I'm sure it distresses you that you are doubting your Mistress Stella when she talks about your daughter.  I have a cure for that so you can always rely on your new Mistress and never ever doubt her again.  You simply must choose to believe me at all times even when I'm lying.  Especially when I'm lying!  But I'm not lying this time.  You'll see.  Literally, you will see.  After the servant girl, your daughter, and I leave you are to go to the observatory.  That's the room with all the windows and that giant telescope.  You are to attend the telescope and teach yourself how it works.  Then you are to watch for us.  We'll take a boat and be in the waters off the beach with the white sand.  Just watch us on the boat.  That will answer your question and settle your internal debate.  Oh, and you do have permission to finger yourself to an orgasm as you watch.” 
 
    Angie glared at her. 
 
    Stella said, “Tell me you will obey what I've told you to do or I'll be sharing certain information with your slutty daughter.” 
 
    “Yes, fine, I'll watch but only to confirm that you are full of shit, young lady!” 
 
    Stella said, “You better watch.  I wouldn't want your daughter going to all sorts of... added effort... for nothing.  Watch because there will be a quiz later and much will depend on your obedience to my order.” 
 
    Then Stella winked. 
 
    Winked! 
 
    Then Stella patted the back of Angie's hand.  The touch, so casual, so patronizing, felt like an invasion and sent an electric shock through Angie Klauson. 
 
    Stella then went humming about in and around the kitchen.  Stella seemed satisfied by Angie's agreement to watch.  That quiet confidence unsettled Angie.  Stella sure did seem sure of herself.  What was her plan?  She couldn't prove what wasn't true.  Angie refused to consider seriously that Eliza had done what Stella claimed.   
 
    So what was her end game?  Angie bet that Stella just wanted to get Angie watching them because Stella was in that skimpy bikini and all of her charms were on display.  That must be it.  That must be Stella's plan. 
 
    Stella must be so vain that she thought Angie would get all hot and bothered just from watching her mostly bare body for a length of time.  Like Angie was some lesbian! 
 
    Angie had verbally promised to watch in order to avoid trouble with Stella but mentally she promised herself to disregard Stella's body.  No more of this getting turned on by a female!  One or two times, no big deal.  Angie did not want some pattern developing. 
 
    Stella came back out from the kitchen area.  Apparently she'd only been looking around at what was in stock. 
 
    Stella told Angie to prepare a basket of snacks for her and Eliza on the boat.  Stella supervised Angie's selections and told her to be sure to include some oranges and a sharp knife to slice them with.  She had Angie put everything into the fanciest picnic basket that Angie had ever seen. 
 
    The thought occurred to Angie how bizarre this would be if Eliza actually was having sex with Stella, had before and was about to again, and with Stella having Eliza's mother prepare snacks for the sex outing. 
 
    A little later Eliza came down wearing that skimpy bright green bikini.  It had seemed sparse before but like it was no big deal as it was just the two of them.  Now it seemed really naughty and... well, it seemed slutty! 
 
    The two young women headed out but then Stella stuck her head back in and said to Angie in a forceful whisper, “Remember to watch the boat off the shore of the white sand beach.  See what happens.  I'll quiz you when I get back and, if you fail the quiz then Mommy servant must be punished.  With a spanking!  I fucking mean it.” 
 
    Stella winked again. 
 
    Angie opened her mouth.  What a shocking suggestion!  But then Stella was already gone.  With her daughter. 
 
    She looked out one of the windows and saw the two of them going down those wide curved marble steps at the front of the mansion on their way to the boat dock.  Of course, Stella already had Eliza carrying the big fancy picnic basket. 
 
    For some reason Angie looked at their asses.  Pushed out and featured by those skinny bikini bottoms.  Stella had a great ass.  Eliza had a great ass. 
 
    Angie was flooded with guilt from looking at and thinking about their asses.  Her pussy was flooded with something else. 
 
    That made Angie feel even more guilty.  What was Stella doing to her?  Just because Stella made her orgasm while pressing down on her neck, made Angie hump her foot, and made Angie lick carpet – lick and suck it! – that hypothetically had pussy juice from her daughter on it... well, that was no kind of reason to be looking at her daughter's ass that way! 
 
    It wasn't like acting like a slut made Angie into some kind of... some kind of... some horrible slut! 
 
    Angie could barely resist touching her pussy. 
 
    Then Angie could barely see them boarding one of the boats.  It was that big long fancy speedboat.  It looked like it should be in a race and should have a number on it like a race car.  Except it did have a raised steering area at the rear besides the low steering wheel in front and also had an open canvas top up to block the sun.   
 
    Stella was at the back wheel.  Between that and the open top, like a convertible boat, it was clear that at least Stella would not do any dangerous racing in the boat this outing. 
 
    So Eliza was safe from speed but maybe much less safe from Stella. 
 
    Angie had an awful sinking feeling.  How had she just let her daughter go out alone with that arrogant, bratty, and... dangerous... young woman? 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Angie watched Stella at the wheel confidently ease the boat out slowly and then out of sight moving around the island.  Stella steered that boat with the same kind of assured arrogance that she had when steering Angie in the bedroom into obeying her sexual will.   
 
    The boat moved towards the beach with the white sands.  It had to round about a third of the island/peninsula in order to reach it. 
 
    Angie wanted to distract herself from the urge to touch her pussy and knew she had time before they'd be in view over there.  She decided to explore a little. 
 
    She was still curious about those servant's quarters in the building next to the mansion.  They didn't have a key and she knew that Bella had told Eliza that the building was in bad shape and that they should stay away from going inside it for reasons of safety.  But Angie had no intent of going inside it.  She would just look through the windows and then try to picture life as a full time servant.   
 
    Angie scoffed to herself.  It was getting easier all the time to picture, envision, and to feel exactly what it was like to be a full time servant at the beck and call of a Mistress.   
 
    Angie was always interested in how other people lived.  Usually it made her grateful for what she had.  Maybe in this case she could think of some way that servants secretly and effectively rebelled against their betters.   
 
    Angie made her way over to the building.  It didn't look old or decrepit at all and wasn't overgrown with foliage or anything.  No broken windows either.  It actually looked like a building currently in use, clean and perfectly functional. 
 
    It appeared to have space for maybe eight apartments.  On the ground floor alone! 
 
    Angie peeked through a window that had no dust on it and that appeared recently cleaned.  Inside... it looked nice.  Furniture.  A little table.  A television.  A small kitchen.  A door leading to a bedroom. 
 
    What the heck?  Why would Bella's and Stella's family have it all furnished if there was no actual servant to live there? 
 
    Angie went from window to window.  All around the building.  There were actually six apartments, not eight, as they were bigger than Angie would have thought, and each one had a direct door to the outside and a sort of individual patio area as well.  
 
    There were six little balconies sticking out from the second floor so Angie assumed that the second floor was arranged much like the first and wasn't just some kind of storage.  This was a lot of space for servants!  It was like a barracks for servants.  A really nice barracks. 
 
    Every downstairs apartment was fully furnished and looked lived in.  Even the patios had barbecue grills and deck chairs and the like. 
 
    Huh.  Curiouser and curiouser.   
 
    It sure looked like Bella's and Stella's family did have servants.  But Bella had told Eliza that the family had no servants and valued their privacy too much to have them.   
 
    Also, no servants anywhere! 
 
    The building was in excellent repair or appeared not to need any repairs.  It wasn't the hazard that Bella had supposedly made it out to be.   
 
    So weird.  Angie decided to figure it out later and maybe ask Eliza to revisit what Bella had told her.  Maybe this building was furnished as a location for guests, like when having a guest over, but instead of putting the guests up in the mansion, they were given guest apartments.   
 
    Maybe Angie would ask Stella about it.  Yeah, maybe.  During a time when Stella's damn foot wasn't on Angie's neck or when her other foot wasn't jammed up on Angie's pussy and when Angie could speak like when Stella wasn't making her orgasm! 
 
    Time to get to that observatory to watch Stella and Eliza.  As she'd shamefully told Mistress Stella she would do.  But only to prove that Stella was full of shit and to reassure herself that her daughter, Eliza, was a good girl.  Still and always. 
 
    Angie made her way up to the third floor observatory.  The room glowed with sunlight as it had no outer walls, just massive windows.  Angie maneuvered the telescope around.  It was the size of a small cannon but it was on a well-balanced swivel so it was easy to move and it held still exactly in whatever place it was set.  There was no irritating drift. 
 
    Once you had it focused the view on the target that balance made it hand's free.  The focusing was easy to do.   
 
    Hand's free.  Angie bet that that was what Stella was thinking about when she gave Angie permission to masturbate while watching. 
 
    What a suggestion!  That Angie would do that at all let alone from seeing anything sexual involving her daughter. 
 
    A sexual something that wasn't even going to happen.  Angie was sure of that.  Fairly sure.  More sure than not sure. 
 
    Angie peered.  There was the speed boat about forty yards out from the beach with the imported white sands.  The boat was floating sideways to the beach.  She could see two figures, mostly skin tone because their suits covered so little area.  Angie zoomed in the view and got both Stella and her daughter in detailed view. 
 
    The boat had two steering wheels.  One was down low and at the front with seats behind it and a low glass windshield in front of it.  That wheel was obviously for use when going fast. 
 
    There was a second wheel at the back up on a stand which was, in turn, on a platform.  It looked to Angie like that was for slow moving and when steering the boat and wanting to have a high up commanding view.  Stella stood at that wheel turning it with both hands.  The wheel was a big wagon wheel looking thing with the wood spokes that stuck out like some pirate ship wheel,  For looks, Angie guessed. 
 
    Speaking of looks.... 
 
    Wow.  Stella sure was built.  Like her or hate her, that young woman had a stacked body, muscular in all the right places and big and soft in all the other right places.  Top-heavy and unbalanced but in a good way.  To a guy!   
 
    The bikini's task in keeping Stella's chest contained and in maintaining her technical non-nudity looked like a close matter indeed. 
 
    Guilty at examining Stella's body so minutely and with such respect and even arousal, Angie moved the telescope slightly to see how her daughter was doing. 
 
    Eliza had certainly grown into quite a beauty.  Her little girl!  A college girl!  A woman now.  It was like suddenly Angie had an adult daughter though she'd turned eighteen more than a year ago.  It was those freckles.  They made her look younger than she was. 
 
    For some incautious unthinking reason Angie imagined how a young man, or any man, would look at Eliza.  In that tiny green bikini especially.   
 
    Looking at those toned ass cheeks.  Her medium-sized breasts bulging out from that top.  Her flat tummy and her curved delicately muscled back.  The way that her body just naturally stuck out her ass... like... like... her ass wanted to be fucked.   
 
    She stuck that ass out like that ass belonged to a total slut....   
 
    Like she wanted to be fucked again and again, in the pussy and in the ass.... 
 
    Angie jerked her face away from the telescope.  Jesus, what was wrong with her? 
 
    Then she went back to the telescope but guilt made her look back at Stella.  No more looking at her daughter and pretending what a man would be thinking they'd want to do to her!  No more demeaning thoughts about her poor innocent daughter! 
 
    Bad enough that Stella talked untrue trash about Eliza but it was so much worse for Angie to think that way.   
 
    As she watched Stella though, she could not help drinking in the sight of her built-for-sex body.  Every part of her seemed perfect.  Well, perfect to a guy, including those massive breasts. 
 
    Angie decided to try to forgive herself for giving in to the young bitch that morning.  Even though it was wrong what she'd done and allowed.  Riding a foot to orgasm while licking pussy essence out of a carpet.  Her daughter's pussy essence supposedly though Angie knew that couldn't be true.  Still, even the possibility!  So shameful. 
 
    No, she shouldn't beat herself up.  She was human so she made mistakes.  It was bad and it was a dark memory.  An oddly bright dark memory.  She had to just learn from her mistakes like everyone did.   
 
    It was no big deal.  There was no harm done.  No damage to Angie's pussy or to Stella's foot.  Or to her carpet...!  Just as long as Eliza never found out and it never happened again then it was not a real problem. 
 
    Wow.  Stella's body was majestic.  If she wasn't so rich that she didn't need to work she could easily make a living as a model.  All three of them could but Angie and Eliza were more like the skinny department store catalog “family gone camping” wholesome type models and Stella was more like a runway model.  Or, with those huge breasts, maybe a stripper who worked a pole. 
 
    Then Angie saw something that made her hold her breath. 
 
    Stella took off her top! 
 
    Then Stella took off her bottom also! 
 
    Stella, still at that stand-up wheel, was entirely naked.  On a little boat with her daughter! 
 
    Stella was clearly talking to Eliza so Angie shifted the telescope to Eliza. 
 
    Eliza had an uncertain look on her face.  What the hell was Stella saying to her? 
 
    The conversation seemed to go back and forth in little word volleys.  Angie wished that she could read lips. 
 
    Then... Eliza was taking off her bikini also! 
 
    Oh no! 
 
    Angie cautioned herself not to overreact.  The lake seemed to have no boat traffic so there was no risk of being seen.  Young women did that sort of thing together.  Took off swimsuits so they could get an even tan. 
 
    They did, didn't they? 
 
    It would be no big deal... if Stella wasn't a lesbian... and if Stella had not told – commanded – that Angie watch them. 
 
    That Stella!  She must be doing this just to force Angie to see her daughter in the nude! 
 
    Angie did look at her daughter's body.  She was curious, she guessed, and hadn't seen her in the nude for many years. 
 
    The problem with looking was that one automatically looked at the new areas not seen before.  Since Eliza had worn just a tiny bikini the day before the only new areas to look at... were Eliza's nipples and pussy and ass crack. 
 
    Angie felt a naughty thrill looking at her daughter's most personal areas.  She forced herself to look back at Stella.  Whereas Eliza had looked reluctant and uncomfortable, Stella looked perfectly at ease in the nude. 
 
    Stella looked with appreciation towards Eliza. 
 
    That bitch!  Ogling Eliza!  Just because... Eliza was so sexy and so naked and Stella was such a lesbo! 
 
    Then Stella was clearly looking out and away from the boat.  Angie expanded the telescope view.  Angie saw that the speed boat was now near a length of land sticking out into the lake, like a miniature cape.  There was a jumble of large boulders with sharp angles along that strip of land, some partially submerged in the nearby waters. 
 
    Were Stella and Eliza in any danger?  The boat seemed too close! 
 
    Angie zoomed back in to the boat and its occupants.  Stella was turned away, looking out into the lake.  Looking for help? 
 
    Then Stella was saying something to Eliza.  Her face looked urgent and she was gripping that wheel with both hands.  Angie moved the viewer onto her daughter. 
 
    Eliza looked upset.  Or something.  Reluctant but sort of... alert? 
 
    There was an exchange of words between them. 
 
    Angie watched as Eliza walked across the long speed boat deck to Stella.   
 
    Then she... 
 
    Eliza... 
 
    …knelt down in front of Stella.  Right between her legs.  They were both so very nude!  Stella had stepped back from the wheel but kept both hands on it.  She looked down and said something to Eliza. 
 
    Angie had a side on view of them. 
 
    Eliza leaned in and... my God... she was licking Stella's tummy!  Just below her belly button!  Then in her belly button!  Then trailing down!   
 
    Eliza's mouth was getting so very close to Stella's pubic hair...! 
 
    The boat spun and the propellers seemed to gain traction in the water.  Angie could no longer see Eliza's face.  She had a full-length view of Stella's body, her back and her ass, and could see, a little more shadowy, Eliza kneeling and Eliza's pubic area as well. 
 
    Angie had to presume that Eliza was still licking.  Licking Stella!  In a very personal area!  Stella, who just a couple hours ago, Angie had been fucking herself on her foot! 
 
    Then the boat was suddenly at full speed and racing away from the island/peninsula and then it whipped around the far end of that stretch of rocky boulder-strewn land that stuck out into the lake.  At that point Angie could no longer see them because of all the trees. 
 
    Angie stepped away from the telescope like it was a poisonous snake. 
 
    Stella had told her that she'd had sex with Eliza.  Then Stella had made Angie promise to watch them on the boat in order to prove it.  Then Stella and Eliza had gotten naked.  Then Eliza had willingly gone over to Stella and had gone down on her knees and, Angie really had for sure seen it, she had licked Stella.  Eliza had started at Stella's lower tummy but then she'd kept licking down there, somewhere down there, during the less than half minute before the boat was out of Angie's sight. 
 
    Angie shook her head wildly but couldn't shake out the images seen or the knowledge of what this meant. 
 
    Eliza was having sex with Stella. 
 
    Eliza was also having sex with Stella. 
 
    Stella was having her way with both the mother and the daughter. 
 
    Angie couldn't believe it.  This was like... like... some really wild episode of Jerry Springer.  But those always involved white trash.  Not good people like Angie and Eliza. 
 
    Good people like Angie and Eliza didn't fall into this kind of behavior. 
 
    Angie hadn't thought they did. 
 
    She was disappointed in Eliza.  Eliza must be superficial and maybe weak to fall under the spell of this rich bitch she hated. 
 
    Angie was disappointed in herself also.  She also must be superficial and definitely weak to fall under the spell of this so young rich bitch. 
 
    A rich bitch she hated!  That damn Stella had gone out of her way to tell Angie that Eliza was sexually involved with her and she'd done it right after taking Angie.  That was bad enough if it had been a lie but so much worse when it was true.  Then she'd intentionally set it up to force Angie to see and really know the truth about her daughter. 
 
    Stella was so damn cruel and manipulative! 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Angie was furious at Stella and disappointed in herself and her daughter.  But that wasn't all she was. 
 
    Angie was horny. 
 
    Angie was wet. 
 
    It made Angie feel even worse but she knew she was aroused.  She hoped that was only from seeing Stella's amazing body and not from seeing Eliza's body or Eliza submissively servicing Stella.  Or being turned on by how Stella was so playing them like they were foolish sluts. 
 
    Best not to think about it.  Thinking did no good!  Thinking only brought troublesome thoughts. 
 
    What was Angie to do?  She couldn't even think about what to do about Stella or Eliza or what to do if Stella tried something with Angie again.  Angie was pretty sure Stella would try to do more sexual things with Angie even as she continued to do sex things with Eliza.  Her little girl! 
 
    The question just then was what Angie was to do about her lust.  She couldn't make it go away.  She couldn't because her mind kept thinking about Stella, the situation, Eliza, and what Stella had already done to Angie so far.  Thinking about that humiliation that morning in Stella's bedroom. 
 
    Angie couldn't make her arousal go away and she couldn't bare to be this aroused in the coming hours and days as she tried to deal with this situation. 
 
    So she had to find a way to get some satisfaction.  Before Stella and her daughter came back. 
 
    A vicious hidden reptile mind part embraced the idea of getting some satisfaction for herself.  Stella, that bitch, and her daughter Eliza, that... slut!... were getting satisfaction with each other right then out on the lake on a damn boat.  Angie should get some satisfaction also! 
 
    There was satisfaction and then there was satisfaction.  Angie knew that young privileged perfect bitch Stella was getting both kinds right now.   
 
    The physical kind.  From Angie's only child!   
 
    But that bitch also had the satisfaction of knowing she'd gotten the mother as well that morning, humiliated her, and then had engineered a situation in which the mother watched the daughter also performing sexually for Stella.   
 
    Stella did that on purpose.  Why?  Because somehow she liked it.  She probably delighted in it.  The emotional sadism she inflicted.  A sort of evil satisfaction to blend in with the physical ones that Angie's daughter must be right then providing her.  With her mouth! 
 
    So Angie felt a need to redeem her self-respect by fighting fire with fire.  Stella had gotten – and was still out on the boat getting it! – two different kinds of satisfaction. 
 
    Angie had to get two kinds as well.  And a little revenge! 
 
    Just a little.  No murder or fistfight or anything like that.  In fact, in their situation, stuck house sitting for the mansion and with nowhere to go if Stella kicked them out, Angie's “revenge” needed to be kept a secret.  For her to know only. 
 
    Angie had an idea.  A very naughty idea.  Which was perfect.  It would be two kinds of satisfaction and some revenge all at once! 
 
    She had time.  Angie went down the hall, such a long third story hallway that it had several twists and bends, and went into Stella's bedroom. 
 
    She went to the middle of the room.  She could smell that perfume that Stella wore, some rich snooty brand Angie had never smelled before likely because it was so expensive.  The scent distracted her.  It brought her back to that fresh memory of humping on Stella's foot.  Humping until she orgasmed. 
 
    My God, she thought, I had sex with a foot.  A lesbian foot! 
 
    Angie drifted over to the mirrored vanity.  She tried not to but she looked down at the slightly matted section of thick-piled carpet where she had licked and sucked that morning. 
 
    My God, she thought, she must really have been re-hydrating and then sucking up Eliza's pussy juice! 
 
    Angie felt despicable but she knew she was really only weak and that Stella was the despicable one.   
 
    She'd been weak.  She'd been surprised.  Stella took advantage of her.  Never again! 
 
    When she was much younger a few guys had taken advantage of Angie but just not so terribly as what Stella had done.  For instance, they were in her own age group and not in her own sex group.   
 
    The real difference was that those guys only went just so far.  They just wanted sex and nothing abnormal or crazy or submissive.  The real difference was in degree.  Stella had no limits and a more creative evil going on. 
 
    Angie had given in to a few guys in ways she regretted but never more than once.  Not the same guy.  Not once she knew they were selfish liars.  So now she'd do that same thing with Stella.  She'd put a stop to it like she had with those guys.   
 
    Could she stop Stella from having sex with Eliza?  More sex?  Eliza was an adult but almost surely Stella must be treating her badly just like she had with Eliza's mother. 
 
    Angie looked down at that matted area of carpet and felt a wave of something like a sexual version of deja vu.  She felt a nearly overwhelming urge to kneel down and start licking at it again.  Maybe while she also fingered herself. 
 
    It would be different this time because Stella would not be there dominating her and because she'd know for sure she was licking up some of her daughter's sexual essence. 
 
    No!  That would be worse!  So much worse than what she'd done that morning. 
 
    She was sorely tempted.  For a scary moment she thought she was going to lose control and actually do it. 
 
    So awful! 
 
    Angie managed to resist.  She stepped over the spot and found what she wanted.  What she intended to use. 
 
    Stella's hair brush! 
 
    It was such a perfect instrument of Angie's quiet hidden revenge. 
 
    Stella had used the pretense of Angie having to brush her hair in order to debase Angie and then seduce her.  Angie was going to use that pretense right back. 
 
    Angie stepped back over that carpet spot and then over to Stella's massive bed.  It was big enough for a king and a queen.  Stella almost smiled when she thought that it's official size, rather than a king-size or a queen-size, was maybe a king+queen size bed. 
 
    It had four big pillows.  Angie narrowed her eyes and detected a head dent on one of them. 
 
    That one.  That was the one. 
 
    Angie got up on the bed feeling like a naughty delinquent but knowing she was far naughtier than that.  She wriggled out of her clothing below the waist.   
 
    The air felt refreshing on her hot wet pussy.  Who knew getting revenge was such a turn on? 
 
    She refused to feel bad about her arousal.  She needed it for her revenge.  She would use it constructively.  Well, not quite.  Sort of destructively constructively.  Something like that. 
 
    Angie plopped her little bare ass right onto the middle of the pillow she'd picked.  She settled it right into the head dent. 
 
    Now, the hair brush!  The hair brush was so perfect because it was more or less phallic.  Phallic and not sapphic.  A welcome return to some kind of non-lesbian sex act. 
 
    Although... it would be used on a lesbian's bed, on a lesbian's pillow, and because the lesbian had... caused... Angie to do some lesbian things. 
 
    And because that damn spoiled rich arrogant lesbian was doing lesbian stuff right then with Angie's daughter! 
 
    Angie had a moment in which she nearly changed her mind about doing this.  It was so unlike her!  It really was wacky.  She would never do something like this and yet was about to. 
 
    It was only wacky in comparison to who she'd been for the first forty-two years of her life before today.  Very wacky.  But, in comparison to what she'd done or what Stella made her do that morning – she still wasn't sure which was the truth of it – then what she was about to do was almost normal. 
 
    Angie leaned back on the massive dark wood headboard, prepared her pussy with a minute of rubbing and spreading around her natural lubrication, and then slid the handle of the hair brush in.   
 
    The rubber handle with the bumps for grip felt weird as they tried to get a grip on her pussy inside her pussy.  But it felt good.  It felt damn good.  Physically and to be doing this to defy the bitch and to strike back at the bitch. 
 
    Angie fucked the hairbrush handle in and out, feeling herself run with wetness and widen to accommodate and pretty soon the bumpy handle was gliding easily in and out despite those wavy bumps. 
 
    It was good that her pussy was getting so juicy and not just in order to facilitate the hairbrush fuck.  Angie felt her juices run down between her ass cheeks and then soak into Stella's pillow.  She gradually felt the pillow dampen more and more until her whole ass was in a wet spot. 
 
    Take that, you bitch!  Take that pussy juice on and in your damn pillow!  Sleep on that, bitch! 
 
    It wasn't as good, not full revenge, as it couldn't compare to Stella making her lick her daughter's juices out of the carpet.  Mostly because there would be no awareness by Stella.  And because Stella had no daughter.  But it was something. 
 
    Or maybe Angie could make Stella aware of what she'd done once it was safe to do so.  On their last day, just before they left, and maybe after Eliza was already in the taxi to go to the airport, Angie could smile wide and go ahead and tell Stella.  Oh, wouldn't the look on Stella's face be something to behold! 
 
    It was also good because, wow, that hairbrush felt great.  Angie had heard a few insinuations about hairbrushes.  One of her neighbors, about ten years ago, had made an offhand comment that her hairbrush was the best lover she'd ever had.  Angie had thought she was joking.  Maybe she was.  Or maybe not.  It certainly now seemed plausible. 
 
    Angie liked it so much that she wished she could fuck herself with it for an hour but she couldn't afford much time as she wasn't sure when Stella and her daughter would be back.  She guessed that depended on how long the sex took.  She sure didn't want to be caught in flagrante with a hairbrush. 
 
    Angie moved her other hand in for the kill.  The clitty kill.  She found it easily, felt how swollen it was, and rubbed it slickly while pumping the hairbrush. 
 
    Soon after she started the duel attack she orgasmed and her ass flopped around liking she was trying leave as many imprints and as much wetness as possible.  Which she was but the flopping was unconscious. 
 
    Angie got off the bed.  Wow, the pillow looked quite wet.  Whoops.  Maybe she'd gushed too much.  Also, the hair brush had a wet handle but the brush itself was dry and that was the part that would make contact with Stella's hair. 
 
    Angie brought the brush head to her wet pussy and combed it through her pubic hairs and then rubbed the rough plastic spines on her sensitive post-orgasm pussy.  The sensation was uncanny.  It felt harsh and yet pleasurable.  She also felt humiliated doing it, embarrassed even alone, and that seemed to heighten the sensation like the feeling of humiliation was a sensual one. 
 
    Angie couldn't control herself.  She pressed the brush in hard with her hand holding the handle, standing next to Stella's bed, and used her other hand to press on the back of it. 
 
    So naughty! 
 
    So debased! 
 
    Angie felt one of the thick plastic spines poke hard and scrape unpleasantly on her swollen clitoris. 
 
    Just like that she was orgasming again. It made her hop and shuffle like she'd stepped on coals.  She staggered a little and kept rubbing hard and heard herself squealing.   
 
    She barely kept her feet and ended up bent over, legs straight, head down, ass up.  Moaning.  Standing and yet curled around that hairbrush. 
 
    After she calmed she straightened, felt lightheaded, and looked at the brushes on the hairbrush.  They were wet.  There.  That would serve the bitch right even though Stella might never know about it. Angie placed the brush back on the vanity top. 
 
    Then Angie looked at that wet pillow.  She picked it up, waved it around a little, and tried to fluff it into shape.  Then she decided she'd flip it so the wet side was under and would have more time to dry.  But she really wanted Stella to lay her rich stuck up evil bitch head in a mess so she wiped the other side of the pillow on her pussy and got it a little wet.  It would dry quickly and leave no obvious indication. 
 
    Angie smiled, feeling the orgasmic hormones giving her quite a high, and maybe also feeling high from satisfied revenge.  She imagined Stella laying there on the pillow that night and thinking she smelled pussy but not able to figure out why.  That made Angie grin. 
 
    She'd gotten some revenge even though Stella would never know she had. 
 
    But Angie was wrong about that.  She was wrong about Stella not knowing and she was wrong about having gotten her revenge. 
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
    The End 
 
    Only the end for now.  Book 3 will be out quite soon.  Stella has much more to do and more lines to drag the mother and daughter Klauson across. 
 
    How will Stella react when she reviews on camera what Angie Klauson has been up to? 
 
    How much fight does Eliza have in her?   
 
    What all will Stella try to do to Eliza on the boat and will Eliza let her? 
 
    Angie hates Stella.  Will that be any impediment to Stella completing her seduction domination of the lovely MILF?   
 
    Will Angie knowing that Stella is sexually using her daughter give her strength to resist also falling prey? 
 
     
 
     
 
     
 
     
 
    Would you like free erotica? 
 
    Yes, please! 
 
    Sign up for my newsletter.  It is super easy.   
 
      
 
    Sign up here (just control-click it or cut and paste it into your search bar): 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    http://tinyletter.com/Jordan8Church 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    You get three things by signing up free of charge. 
 
      
 
    
    	 Total privacy.  Your email is not sold or shared with anyone. 
 
   
 
      
 
    
    	 I'll send you a free novella featuring lesbian seduction and domination! 
 
   
 
      
 
    
    	 Each time I publish a new book you get a single email letting you know about it.  It shows the cover and the book description and maybe a few update words on the creative process or about other projects. 
 
   
 
      
 
    That's all.  Nothing else.  Easy and convenient. 
 
      
 
     
 
    Visit me at my web site: 
 
      
 
    lesbianseductionfiction.com 
 
      
 
    No cost 
 
    No advertisements 
 
    No commitments 
 
    No tricks 
 
      
 
    Just enter your DOB on the initial page and,  
 
    if you over 18, you are allowed in. 
 
      
 
    Descriptions and pictures for all my books and links to purchase them. 
 
      
 
    Come visit and you get free access to the latest book in the ongoing series “Mother-In-Law's Gift Cards for Lesbian Seduction”.  A controlling Mother-in-law gives her unsuspecting daughter-in-law to be and her sister gift cards for lesbian seduction. 
 
      I'll be adding on to it weekly and it will ultimately be about five books long.  
 
      
 
    Also, I'm open to working in suggestions! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Now Available! 
 
    In Audiobook format! 
 
      
 
    All three books of the “Seduced Trophy Wives” series 
 
      
 
    Taking the Trophy Wives 
 
      
 
    Taming the Trophy Wives 
 
      
 
    Training the Trophy Wives 
 
      
 
    Narrated by the incredible voice talent 
 
    Samantha Stroker 
 
      
 
    Samantha's amazing vocals relate every word  (and lots of gasps and moans and groans!) of these book, unabridged, in lovely perfect detail.   
 
      
 
    Samantha has a unique voice for each character and is true to the personality of each one.  Every character has their own tone, pacing, emotional content, and even accents true to the character. 
 
      
 
    Listening to Samantha Stroker narrate “Taking the Trophy Wives”  
 
    is a beautiful experience.  She is the Michelangelo of voices and narration! 
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
    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? 
 
    Book 2:  TEMPTING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 
 
    Stella, the bratty young heiress, has the mother and daughter, Angie and Eliza, off balance and beginning to serve her will.  All that Angie and Eliza want is to finish the mansion sitting job on the beautiful island.  All Stella wants is to be their sexual Mistress for life.  Can Stella enforce her will on the mom and daughter and make them want what she wants? 
 
    “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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