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    Chapter One 
 
    What really happened on the boat outing with Stella and Eliza: 
 
    Stella had a plan and this one required a boat.  It sure was useful being rich! 
 
    Most would think that if you wanted to have both the mother and the daughter that you needed to keep it a secret from each of them.  But that was no fun!  A person of Stella's status should not have to sneak around and work at keeping secrets. 
 
    Sure, seductions were work, at first, but that was a lot like the business deals that the rich made.  Some hard work early on and then everyone else did the hard work and the rich got richer.  That was how life worked.   
 
    In this case, Stella's hard work would be seducing and dominating the mother and daughter and grinding down their self-esteem and moral standards.  In other words, making them useful.   
 
    Then she'd be able to fully relax with a couple sex slaves to do all her bidding both sexually and in all other regards. 
 
    The cheapest labor of all was slave labor! 
 
    Also, Stella needed the two of them to be fully aware of each other and what Stella did with them because she had plans for their future that required that they work together. 
 
    Telling the mother about the daughter hadn't done the trick as Angie had too much faith in her daughter.  Seriously!  Angie had fallen prey to Stella and Angie was a good mother and good person and more life experienced as well.  So why the hell shouldn't Stella be able to get Eliza also?  Yet, the mother resisted that common sense. 
 
    Stupid poor sluts!  That was just one of the many reasons that they were poor and Stella was rich. 
 
    Stella had scorn for Angie and Eliza Klauson though she valued their sexiness.  She just needed to make them feel as much scorn and disrespect for themselves as Stella felt for them. 
 
    So Stella decided she needed to show the mother that Stella also had the daughter under her sexual spell.  But, there were problems with that idea.  She couldn't just show Angie on the family camera system because that would give away that fun little spying capability.  She also couldn't just order Eliza to please her in front of Eliza's mother because she might not do it and Angie sure wouldn't watch it. 
 
    That was the thing.  Stella had Eliza and had taken her sexually.  But only sort of and somewhat.  One time.  One time rarely stuck and often caused a delayed severe resistance reaction.  So Stella could not even be sure she could tangle Eliza up further sexually. 
 
    It would be ever so embarrassing if the lowly lesser Eliza refused sex orders while the lowly lesser Mommy servant saw it.  It would be such a bad example to the Mommy servant!  It could cause a cascade of rejection and resistance. 
 
    Resistance must be crushed and never facilitated! 
 
    Stella had thought she might just wait to show Angie the sluttiness of her daughter but she also thought doing it would be ever so much fun and also might, despite what one might expect, actually make the mother even more vulnerable to Stella's advances. 
 
    So.  The boat. 
 
    Stella hatched a plan in which she made it appear as if Eliza was her subby lesbian slut.  Which she may or may not be but, if Stella did it right, then it would be beyond question the case to the Mommy servant.  In a sense, Stella would frame Eliza for what she was already guilty of. 
 
    Stella's plan required the mother watching.  She took care of that via her order that the mother must watch through the telescope.  Stella had made the order irresistible.  The mother had to find out what was true.  Check. 
 
    Then all Stella needed was a boat, a slut (Eliza), and some juicy fruit.  Yes, fruit.  Fruit with juices.  Not bananas or a fucking coconut. 
 
    Check, check, check. 
 
    Once they were on the boat and, of course, skimpily attired – the clothes make the man and also the slut (unless you were rich then, like Stella, you could wear whatever you wanted and still be in charge) – Stella steered the huge powerful speedboat to the small-scale bay in front of the beach with the white sands.  Right where mother Klauson would have an excellent view. 
 
    But not too good!  Just good enough to fool her while keeping her from suspecting she was fooled! 
 
    Stella was at the rear helm which was a stand up steering position.  Thus, an excellent view of her if one were, say, looking through a powerful telescope from the third floor of the mansion. 
 
    It was a simple matter to persuade Eliza to take off the bikini.  Well, not that simple.  Urging and coaxing actually failed as did Stella making an example of herself by taking off her own.   
 
    She wanted Eliza nude because nothing was more persuasive of naughtiness than nudity, to most people, and, she hoped, to Angie Klauson watching them. 
 
    But Eliza still didn't want to take off her bikini.  So Stella had to impose her Mistress will upon her.  She said that servants were followers and were to follow the examples of their Mistresses.   
 
    That word was powerful and Stella saw it had an effect on Eliza.  The way that her mother had begun calling Stella Mistress and how Stella claimed to be their Mistress.   
 
    Stella also knew that Eliza's directions from her mother were to go ahead and perform all servant duties as long as they might possibly be legitimate servant duties.  To give Stella no excuse to kick them off the house sitting gig in order for Stella to maybe take advantage of her own family.  Stella had no intent to do that but Angie and Eliza did not know any better. 
 
    Stella said it was improper for a Mistress to be “recreationally nude” while a mere servant selfishly and wrongfully kept her clothes on.  She said that risked confusing a servant as to their place in the social hierarchy.   
 
    Then she reminded Eliza that she'd seen her lady charms already and that no one could see them out there anyway. 
 
    What?  It wasn't a lie.  After all, Stella did properly mentally add “except for your Mommy” after saying “no one”.  The rich were under no burden to tell the serving staff every little thing.  Or every big life changing thing either! 
 
    So Eliza also took off her bikini.  She really did have a wonderful body.  A little skinny but perfectly formed.  Stella actually liked that the mother and daughter were skinny.  Stella was full and bounteous while still athletic so, in comparison, Eliza and Angie looked slightly malnourished and like the lessers they were, little sex beggars that Stella was “helping out” by putting some sex in their begging cups.  Their pussy cups that runneth over with pussy juice! 
 
    Stella knew she was like the majority of rich people in that she liked to take advantage of her money and status while also wanting philanthropic credit.  That way you took every advantage and all the credit as well!  Do all the bad yet adopt the role as being good. 
 
    It was fucking great to be rich! 
 
    Stella had set the sliced and peeled fruit to one side and down low next to the rear helm.  On the side away from shore.  That way she was casually using her body to block view if, say, anyone happened to be watching them through the telescope.  With her body blocking, she twisted to face out to the lake, popped a peeled slice of orange into her mouth, and got her lips closed before she turned back to the wheel. 
 
    Then she motored the boat gently until it was fairly near the big rocks of “The Strand” as the family liked to call that section of land that stretched out into the lake.  Now, at that point, it probably looked to ignorant peasant folk such as Angie and Eliza Klauson that the boat was in danger.  Which it wasn't at all. 
 
    Ignorant land peasants! 
 
    Then Stella chewed hard on the chunk of orange and let the juice dribble down her chin.  Dribble?  She pushed it out intentionally.  She knew Angie would not be able to see that through the telescope.  Just in case she kept her face partially turned away from shore. 
 
    Then she told Eliza that the boat was in trouble and that she had to struggle to keep it from running into the rocks.  Eliza looked delightfully worried about that totally fictitious possibility.  Stella told her she had to keep the wheel turned with both hands and that she was too close to the lake bottom to start the engine.  All bullshit. 
 
    Artistic license was the privilege of the rich.  And the unscrupulous.  Or, if you were Stella, both of them at once. 
 
    Then Stella told Eliza that “stinging acidic” fruit juice was running down her body and that Eliza simply must lick it off her. 
 
    Eliza was highly dubious as well she should be. 
 
    Stella sold it some more by acting freaked out about the rocks, that their only chance was if she kept both hands twisting at the wheel.  The wheel was entirely smoothly cooperative but Stella tensed her arms and let them fight their strength against each other. It must have been persuasive because Eliza did approach though she still had a questioning look on her face combined with stress over the supposed threat of the rocks. 
 
    Stella gripped the wheel hard and continued to pretend to fight it while telling Eliza to look, just look, and she'd see the juice running down Stella's body.  Eliza came closer and she did look and she did see. 
 
    Stella, exaggerating beyond all logic, said that if the acidic juice ran into her pussy it would sting so bad that she'd have to let go of the wheel and they might both die.  She told Eliza that Eliza had to quick lick it off before it was too late. 
 
    Eliza bought it! 
 
    As she first attempted to lean in sideways Stella told her she had to keep a clear view so they didn't crash and that Eliza should kneel in front of her to lick it off.  Suspicion blossomed on Eliza's face but she kept staring at Stella's body like she was tempted and fascinated by the situation. 
 
    It looked like Eliza forgot about any possible danger and actually just wanted to do it.  Her entire mind was preoccupied with the prospect of licking juice off of Stella.   
 
    Stella kept a straight face but felt like laughing at her.  Stupid commoner! 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Eliza knelt in front of her. 
 
    Eliza leaned her face forward and licked at the juice droplets slowly meandering down Stella's tummy in between her belly button and her pubic mound.  She caught the lower ones with her tongue, swept them up, saw more juice gleaming in Stella's belly button and swirled them out and into her mouth as well. 
 
    Eliza even applied a moment of suction to Stella's belly button, a quick suck that made a loose popping sound that almost made Stella giggle.  She controlled her face.  People getting oral sex or about to did not normally giggle and she wanted to sell this properly to the watching Mommy servant. 
 
    Stella murmured, careful to keep her lips stiff in case the Mommy servant could read lips, “Eliza, I feel it running down.  It's getting so close to my pussy.  It's wrecking my concentration.” 
 
    Eliza immediately and unquestioningly moved her face down, further down even than Stella had hoped, to head off the droplets by getting ahead of them.   
 
    If there actually had been any droplets left! 
 
    Her mouth and lapping tongue came back in contact with Stella's very lowest belly.  Any lower and you'd have to call it Stella's pubic area. 
 
    Perfect!  Now! 
 
    Stella twisted the wheel so the speed craft faced bow first away from the island.  She knew that way Eliza's mom would have a great view of Stella's ass and, partially in shadows, Eliza's body, Eliza kneeling with her knees spread wide so she could fit between the wheel-well and Stella.  Quite a view for her Mommy! 
 
    Once the proper improper and desired scene of desire was achieved, Stella revved the engine, gunned away from the island and kept her back to the telescope while directing Eliza as to where more juice was dripping down.  She did that in order to keep Eliza in place licking to fully make the mother Klauson think her darling daughter was servicing pussy. 
 
    Stella rounded the boat sharply at the end of The Strand and knew tall trees immediately concealed the two of them.  She slowed the boat but kept the engine humming loud. 
 
    Was it just her... or was the servant girl doing a really good job licking up the now fictitious stray fruit juice?  Like... a really good job.... 
 
    Stella looked down.  Oh, that sexy pink tongue darting in and out rapidly and making those hummingbird contacts with her tummy.  She saw, and felt, now what was happening.  Eliza was not so much licking as she was dabbing with the tip of her tongue. 
 
    Hmm. 
 
    The girl had looked doubtful and reluctant as she came across the boat deck.  And it could be that she did the tongue dabbing as a way to make the least amount of contact with Stella.   
 
    However, it sure felt sexy as all get out and the girl just kept going.  Eliza did not pause her efforts with the turn of the boat or the slackened speed. 
 
    It really did seem like Eliza didn't want to stop. 
 
    Huh. 
 
    Well, if Eliza didn't want to stop then Stella sure as fuck did not want to stop her either! 
 
    Oh, so sad, Eliza was going to run out of areas to tongue poke like she was making a prehistoric pointillism portrait the way cavemen might have attempted.  With their tongues instead of with paint brushes.  Stella's tummy, from her belly button to an inch above her pubic hair and from hip to hip, was slightly damp despite the lake breeze from that hard working hummingbird tongue. 
 
    Well then.  Perhaps this little blonde hummingbird would like some... nectar. 
 
    If you run out of areas to lick and tongue poke then a good Mistress simply must assign other areas that also needed treatment! 
 
    “Servant girl, you missed some.  I can feel it.  It trickled down into my pubic hair.  Quick now!  Fetch it, servant girl!” 
 
    To be honest, honesty being a thing that Stella occasionally indulged, she thought that there was very little chance that Eliza would do it. 
 
    That's why trying was so important.  Sometimes you were happily surprised! 
 
    Eliza didn't look up or look around or say anything to disagree or clarify.  Her eyes were hooded like she wasn't thinking much at all at that point. 
 
    Stella smirked down at Eliza who had no clue she was being smirked at.  Stella thought, “Yes, commoner, rest your tired little brain cells and use your energy to work your tongue.” 
 
    As if Eliza could read Stella's mind, down went her face.  Eliza spread her legs wider, ever wider, quite lasciviously, and it allowed her ass to sink down nearly into contact with the boat deck and her face to sink correspondingly lower.  That sexy servant girl mouth drifted down, her tongue lapping in tiny darts. 
 
    Her tongue was lapping at Stella's upper pubic hair! 
 
    Her tongue worked into Stella's tightest thickets of pubic hair about an inch above the top of Stella's slit.  This time Eliza's tongue stayed out instead of darting in and out of her mouth.  It swirled and wound around that tangle of pubic hair like she was trying to untie an invisible knot in it with her tongue. 
 
    Stella almost could not believe – almost could not fathom, ha ha – how incredible it felt.  Oh, she so wanted total control over this slut and her little mother, too. 
 
    Eliza kept at it and soon all of Stella's upper pubic hairs were wet with her saliva and then darkened with it and slicked down.   
 
    Oh, the little servant slut was going to run out of things to lick.  Can't have that! 
 
    Stella said, “Servant girl, you little fucking slut, how dare you, you've let some of it run right into your Mistress's pussy.  Your poor Mistress.  Go fetch that... juice... with your tongue before it perturbs your Mistress further.” 
 
    Again, Stella thought Eliza probably wouldn't do it.  Who would fall for that?  The girl supposedly hated her and should be fully on guard to Stella's machinations based on all that Stella had already done to her. 
 
    Eliza did pull her face back and looked up at Stella with those lovely dazed eyes.  Luckily the smirk was no longer on Stella's face.  Lucky for Stella, not Eliza. 
 
    Stella adopted a more commanding tone, or, really, an abusive one.  When dealing with a sexual weakling, sound strong! 
 
    “Don't be an idiot you dumb servant girl.  Get your stupid tongue into your Mistress's perfect pussy.  Get to work, dumb ass.  Serve your Mistress with your servant tongue!” 
 
    Eliza did it.  She did.  Stella's sense of triumph soared.  So did her confidence.   
 
    It had turned out that she should have left the boat in sight of the Mommy servant.  To think, she'd framed the girl for what the girl had done (sort of ) but now the girl was doing what she had just been framed for doing and doing it with exactly the same sexual act! 
 
    Life.  You just never knew for sure. 
 
    Eliza worked her tongue into Stella's pussy and began darting it in and out.  Mostly to the exact same area, the area of Stella's clitoris.  There was no more pretending now on either side. 
 
    Eliza was just plain going down on Stella.  Because Stella wanted her to and because Eliza also wanted it. 
 
    It was obvious it was new to her but it was also obvious she was aroused and trying her best.  Her best was pretty good! 
 
    Stella felt momentarily privileged to be the first female this sexy young woman had ever gone down on.  Probably the first.  Then she shook her head, partly due to the wealth of sensation, and rearranged her thoughts to the way that they should be. 
 
    This dumb servant girl was the privileged one for being given the privilege of licking Stella's pussy! 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Stella had one tiny worry left.  That was that Eliza would start thinking that they were equals, or girlfriends, or that she had any free will and was anything other than a sexual servant slave to Stella. 
 
    A simple matter of communication! 
 
    “That's a good little servant slut.  So slutty.  Pussy juice is the juice you really want.  You're so lucky I'm letting you please my pussy.  You're the luckiest servant girl ever.  I'm letting you do it as a reward because you will always obey your Mistress.  Now tell me.  Tell me you're thirsty for pussy juice.” 
 
    Stella used her palm to push on Eliza's forehead until she was disconnected from Stella's pussy.  Eliza's tongue strove to cross the distance and return to Stella's pussy but couldn't quite make it. 
 
    Eliza pulled her tongue in and then licked her wet lips.  She looked dreamy and confused but still hungry.  It looked like her mind was starting to work the problem of how to respond to Stella. 
 
    Easy answer.  With obedience, of course! 
 
    Eliza said, “I'm so thirsty for your pussy juice.” 
 
    “Mm, yes you are, slut.  I'll let you quench that pussy juice thirst but you always need to earn these privileges.  Tell me what a submissive little lesbo slut you are now.” 
 
    “I'm... I guess... yeah, I'm a submissive... lesbian.” 
 
    “Lesbian?  My servants are under no burden to be politically correct.  Lesbo.  You're a lesbo.  No more cock for you, cutie.  Just lots and lots of pussy.  Now say it.  Say what you are and what you will and won't eat from now on.” 
 
    Eliza looked up at Stella and there was submissive fire in her eyes.  She had the look in her eyes of a sexual zealot, newly converted into a cult. 
 
    “I'm a lesbo.  A total lesbo.  A lesbo slut.  No more cock.  Only pussy for me from now on.” 
 
    Stella giggled meanly but she was still quite delighted, “You're doing so well, oh yes you are, such a clever little servant girl.  A lesbo slut servant girl!  Now, you're almost there.  You've almost earned eating out my pussy until I cum all over your servant girl cute face.  This last part is important.  Your mommy, the Mommy servant, has already recognized me as her Mistress.  Now, it's your turn.  Who am I to a lowly naughty lesbo slut servant girl such as yourself?” 
 
    Eliza licked her lips like she was trying to pick up some of Stella's pussy flavor from them,  Then she licked them nervously like someone before they make a public speaking appearance. 
 
    It came back to Eliza just then.  How awful it had been to hear her mom call Stella Mistress.  How it had upset Eliza.  How it had made Eliza think so much less of her mom.  
 
    How she vowed that she'd never call Stella Mistress. 
 
    That was just when Mistress was a simple title with no actual sexual meaning. 
 
    Now it would be so much worse. 
 
    Infinitely worse. 
 
    Eliza looked at Stella's pussy like she was trying to make eye contact with it. 
 
    But what she really wanted was to make mouth contact with it. 
 
    It was so wrong, all topsy turvy.  Stella should be begging, or at least asking, Eliza to do the favor of licking Stella's pussy.  Instead it really did feel to Eliza like Stella was doing her a favor in letting her do it.  Like it was an honor for Eliza that Eliza had a chance at keeping at it and continuing to lick.  A chance with a requirement that Stella had just detailed for her. 
 
    Eliza really wanted to please that pussy.  And she wanted to please Stella. 
 
    Stella.  Her better.  Her superior in station and life. 
 
    Stella.  Her Mistress. 
 
    Eliza felt like an audience member listening to herself speak and not really knowing what words were going to come out of her own mouth. 
 
    “You're my Mistress.  I'm your lesbio slut.  I'm yours, Mistress.  Mistress, may I please have the privilege of making your pussy as happy as this servant girl can make it?” 
 
    Stella grinned in excited triumph but Eliza wasn't even looking at her.  Stella released her push-away on Eliza's head and Eliza's mouth dove back to work.  Avidly.  Actively.  Passionately.   
 
    Like a total lesbo! 
 
    For many minutes all that could be heard, besides the sounds of the lake waves hitting the boat, were Stella's groans and Eliza's empathetic moans and occasional accidental slurps.  Slosh of water, slurp of mixed saliva and juice.  Waves of water and waves of pleasure.   
 
    Pleasure for Stella.  Waves of submissiveness for Eliza.  The waves of submission seemed to wash over Eliza's free will and her very personality and erode away at them like they were loose beach sand. 
 
    Stella felt it best to make a couple more things clear to the lesbo servant slut. 
 
    May as well! 
 
    Stella had to do it before she lost the ability to speak.  Eliza, for a beginner, was doing an incredible job on her pussy.  Probably because she properly focused on the clitoris.  The little slut was tongue boxing it like it was one of those little speed bag punching bags.  Eliza was the sexy blonde Rocky of pussy pleasing! 
 
    Stella gasped, “You need a name so no one gets confused.  I plan on having plenty of lesbo slut servant girls.  Oh, and at least one Mommy servant.  Can you guess who?  So, as for yourself, I've already decided to call you Slut Spawn.  You are a slut and you are the spawn of a slut.  You have a slutty lesbo for a mommy.  She is just as submissive and eager to please as her Slut Spawn daughter.” 
 
    Stella's words had an effect on Eliza but not the one society would expect of her.  She did not pull her mouth away from its work.  She did not try to angrily rise up.  She did not even slow her tongue boxing of Stella's clit.  Instead, she nestled her face in tighter and drove her tongue faster and faster.  One of her hands gripped Stella's right thigh, the same thigh Eliza had ridden to orgasm the night before, and her other hand slid closer and closer to Eliza's own pussy.   
 
    It looked to Stella like Eliza was turned on before and then even more turned on by the verbal abuse of herself and her mom, by Stella's wicked plans for them, but that she couldn't quite dare to touch her own pussy in this circumstance.   
 
    It could be the lack of permission from her Mistress or it could be that she felt self-conscious about fingering herself because of and while Stella verbally abused her and talked so nasty about her mom. 
 
    Stella wasn't opposed to her little Slut Spawn pleasuring herself.  After all, she'd gotten all that she wanted out of the girl at the moment.  A pussy licking.  Obeying.  Putting on a show for the Mommy servant.  Admitting she was now a lesbo slut.  Calling Stella her Mistress.  Taking on a new humiliating name. 
 
    Yes.  Okay.  Stella would let the Slut Spawn finger herself to orgasm. 
 
    “Slut Spawn.  I've decided to reward you.  The good news is that you are permitted to finger your Slut Spawn pussy all the way to orgasm.  The bad news, maybe to you, is that from now on no orgasms unless I give you permission for them.  That includes masturbation.  No more private sex for you.  No more private anything.  Your Mistress must know all and you must always get your Mistress's permission.  I see your mouth is quite gainfully occupied so, if you agree to all that I said – and you must! – then simply keep licking and do finger fuck yourself.” 
 
    There was, perhaps, a slight hesitation.  But then the Slut Spawn slid the hand near her pussy upward and slid two fingers right in.  A moment later she was finger thrusting with each tongue thrust, a perfect match. 
 
    Stella appreciated a driven and coordinated Slut Spawn! 
 
    “That's a good little Slut Spawn.  So slutty.  This is so right for you.  This is your correct status in life now and for all the rest of your miserable slutty little life.  Don't worry, you are no longer useless.  I have ever so many uses for a Slut Spawn like you.  Now get more fingers up your nasty slut cunt.  Really stretch it.  Don't worry if it hurts.  Pain is perfectly good for Slut Spawns such as you.  In fact, get that other hand of yours involved.  Lazy Slut Spawn hand!  Get to work.  Let's see.  Pinch and stretch your nipples back and forth.  Really hard and be sure to be mean to yourself.  If you don't do it hard enough and don't cum soon enough I'm going to make you pinch your Slut Spawn clitoris.” 
 
    Slut Spawn obeyed perfectly.  It was clear that she was swept away on a submissive wave.  A tidal wave of submission to wash away her independence and self-respect.  That was fine.  That was good.  A Slut Spawn had no need for such things as those. 
 
    A minute into savagely twisting her own nipples while cramming, somehow, four fingers up her narrow Slut Spawn cunt, the Slut Spawn succeeded in bringing her Mistress to orgasm. 
 
    Stella yelped from the sheer pleasure and then managed to gasp out words she hoped would be understood by the Slut Spawn, “Suck my Mistress pussy, Slut Spawn!  Suck my juices down!  Drink me!” 
 
    Slut Spawn must have understood despite being a different species so much further down the sexual evolutionary ladder than her Mistress.  Slut Spawn pushed her mouth hard up and against Stella's pussy and applied tremendous suction.  As Stella's juices poured down Slut Spawn's suction made them speed into her mouth and made Stella release more juice. 
 
    Eliza sucked so hard that Stella felt like her uterus was going to turn inside out.  Now that would be a mouthful for the Slut Spawn! 
 
    Stella cried out and then managed to yell actual words through her pleasure storm, “Suck my cunt you cunt-sucking little cunt!” 
 
    Slut Spawn, excited by the verbal abuse, excited by the pain/pleasure of her jamming fingers in her pussy, excited by her Mistress cumming, excited even by the piercing self-induced pain in her nipples, and especially excited to be drinking the personal fluids of her Mistress, orgasmed hard. 
 
    Eliza orgasmed so hard that she could only keep her mouth attached for a few more moments to just barely drink down the last of Stella's juice flow.  Sensing her duty was complete and with the orgasm wave cresting. Eliza fell sideways and juddered about. 
 
    Stella would have laughed but she was too weary from her own orgasm.  She could only just barely stand. 
 
    To Stella, the Slut Spawn looked just like some big pale exotic game fish caught and hauled onto the deck of the boat against her will.   
 
    Slut Spawn pretty much was all that other than being an actual fish.  She was certainly caught on this boat and forced to submit against her will. 
 
    Her will?  Stella wanted to scoff at that idea.  It was proven right here and right now that it was best to ignore the will of one's inferiors and that their will was an insubstantial obstacle. 
 
    Free will was for the privileged and the privileged were allowed to take whatever they could lay hands on!   
 
    Once Slut Spawn's orgasm receded Stella ordered her to get on the bow of the boat where there was room to lay sideways on the polished wood boards.  To Stella it was the water version of a deer hunter putting a fresh deer kill on the hood of their car. 
 
    Stella had a submission kill!  She'd bagged a servant slut! 
 
    Stella smirked again, just slightly this time.  The little smirk was due to the thought that it was so wonderful that there were no limits on how many sluts you could bag.  Plus, it was always hunting season! 
 
    Then Stella told Slut Spawn, lucky her, to get back to masturbating herself again.  That the Slut Spawn was to keep her legs spread as wide as possible and was not to stop until she orgasmed.  Also that she was to orgasm before the boat made it back to dock. 
 
    Stella hoped that the Mommy servant would still be watching for them through the telescope and would see what a Slut that she had Spawned.   
 
    Stella doubted it though.  She bet that Mommy servant, that slut, having seen what Stella meant her to see, was off fingering her Mommy pussy. 
 
    Stella made a mental note to check the mansion's full coverage camera system as soon as she returned so that she could see exactly what kind of sluttiness Eliza's slutty Mommy had gotten up to during the boat excursion. 
 
    …! 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    Stella and Eliza arrived back at the dock with Stella expertly steering the large speed boat into place. 
 
    Except it wasn't really Stella and Eliza any more, was it?  The two of them had gone out together on the boat.  But now, arriving back, it was essentially Stella and Slut Spawn.   
 
    Slut Spawn was the name Stella had decided to call Eliza and had agreed that was her name.  She'd agreed she was that as well as a lesbo slut.  Slut Spawn likely thought the name was one of affection for use during sex.   
 
    Affection?  Ha! 
 
    Stella would use the name freely.  Maybe eventually she'd even forget Slut Spawn's given name.  Maybe Slut Spawn also would.   
 
    Slut slaves received no pay and so reported no taxes and so had the luxury to forget their real names. 
 
    Of course, the Mommy servant would probably try to keep using that name she gave to the Slut Spawn when the Slut Spawn was birthed. 
 
    Hmm.  Well, that could be an easy fix.  Once Stella had control over the mommy she could just simply order her to never use that stupid name again. 
 
    It would be so thrilling to hear the Mommy servant calling her own daughter Slut Spawn! 
 
    Slut Spawn had also recognized Stella as her forever Mistress.  
 
    Such a productive outing!  Stella congratulated herself.  It had gone even better than she could fairly have hoped.  She hadn't even planned to make another go at the girl and, when she did, she hadn't been at all sure it was going to work out. 
 
    Wow, had it ever worked out!  Stella felt that this was further confirmation of her superiority over the likes of common folk like Eliza Klauson.  She was such a lesser!  Now the Slut Spawn would have to accept her lessness as a fact of life and, indeed, a way of life.   
 
    With a name like Slut Spawn it would be real tough for Eliza to scrape back together enough self-respect to get out from Stella's sexual grasp. 
 
    Ooo, Stella could hardly wait before Slut Spawn was answering to her new name and even calling herself Slut Spawn right in front of her mother.  Angie Klauson, that sexy MILF.  That Mommy servant.  That submissive slut! 
 
    Stella looked forward to having two total lesbo subby sluts to keep forever and to amuse her and to obey all of her commands.  Such tremendous fun! 
 
    This was fun!  Common folk had no idea what real fun was.  This was it! 
 
    But Stella, getting slightly ahead of herself, wanted to be sure that she had super loyal lesbo subby sluts.  They should adore her and obey her and submit to her.  Not to just anyone! 
 
    Stella had heard that many sluts were just total sluts for anyone and everyone.  That wasn't so special.  Stella wanted special.   Loyal one-Mistress-forever sluts.   
 
    Servant sluts that Stella could pass down to her descendants.  Not just them.  They'd grow old and die.  Them and their female offspring.  The males could be, what, maybe given up for adoption?  Sure, that worked! 
 
    That they were mother and daughter, of course, made it so much more special. 
 
    Stella took a moment to go back over what she'd done and accomplished in order to best plot her next move. 
 
    Dominating the Slut Spawn was great but that wasn't even half of the success of the boat trip and nor was it the reason for the boat trip.  Stella arranged for the daughter to accompany her on it and had also ordered her slutty but resistant mother to watch through the giant telescope on the third floor of the mansion. 
 
    Stella's purpose was to make the mother think that the daughter was a lesbian slut who served Stella.  Which she hadn't been yet now was.  Stella had put on a crafty little show involving dangerous rocks (supposedly), having to keep both hands on the wheel (supposedly), and fruit juice running down the front of her body that Stella feared would reach her pussy and acid burn her delicate area (supposedly). 
 
    Angie Klauson could not hear what Stella told her daughter to do nor why.  Nor could she see the fruit juice.  She could only see things like earlier when Stella and, at Stella's stern demanding, Eliza also, took off their bikinis.  Then she saw Eliza, her coed daughter, down on her knees licking at Stella.  She would not have been able to figure out why.  It looked totally sexual. 
 
    Stella framed Eliza perfectly.  She'd forced the Mommy servant to know the truth about her daughter even if was through a lie.  A staged performance. 
 
    These things had to be done.  The Mommy servant and the servant girl – Slut Spawn! – would need to know about each other sexually servicing their mutual Mistress.  No onerous sneaking around for Stella!  Well, yes, right now but only so that she would not have to later on. 
 
    Stella had steered the boat away and around a section of forested land where she knew the Mommy servant could no longer see them.  Stella was sure that she'd put on enough of a show to convince Angie and didn't want to give away that her daughter hadn't really been licking Stella's pussy from a subservient position. 
 
    Then, the unexpected.  Eliza had seemed quite into what she was doing, licking Stella's body, and hadn't seemed to care that the excuse to do so was gone.  So, why not, go for it, you don't know until you try, so Stella went ahead and got her to do it.  On the flimsiest of excuses, that fruit juice had dripped into her pussy.  Eliza dove right in! 
 
    Fantastic!  Then Stella proceeded to dominate the fuck out of the Slut Spawn.  She'd dominated the fuck out of her, she had not dominated the shit out of her.  She might do that second one later if all went smoothly. 
 
    Stella had regretted that they hadn't put a full show on for the Mommy servant.  Oh well, Stella had done well enough.  She hoped.   
 
    Just in case the Mommy servant was still watching out for them through the telescope she'd ordered Slut Spawn, the newly christened Slut Spawn (shit, should she break a bottle of champagne over the slut's head?), to lay across the bow nude and to masturbate herself to another orgasm on the way back to the dock. 
 
    Slut Spawn, her fingers flying, had managed to pull that off while pulling at her pussy.  She'd had no idea her mom might be watching but she probably would have done it anyway because Stella had ordered her and she sure seemed entirely under Stella's spell.  Stella felt confident she had the younger slut wrapped up. 
 
    Slut Spawn was so sexy!  Now that was the kind of figurehead that should be on every ship!  Instead of a mermaid, a different kind of creature, perhaps one even more rare than a mermaid.  A genuine Slut Spawn!  Sadly, there were not enough sexy sluts to go around to become boat figureheads and most of them had no idea they were sluts. 
 
    Those sluts, to Stella, were like diamonds.  You had to emotionally carve them and polish them until they glowed brightly with sluttiness.  So few knew the secret that it needed doing let alone how to do it.  Yes, Stella had a rare skill.  She viewed it as a skill of the rich, like polo, but had certainly heard of proletarians who'd acquired the skill.  How gauche! 
 
    Back at the dock Stella put her swimsuit on and allowed Slut Spawn to get hers back in place as well.  The bikini was so sparse it was almost as good as nudity.  There would come a time, soon, when Stella might have both the mommy and the daughter running about the place performing tasks both sexual and mundane all while totally nude.  That time was not quite at hand. 
 
    Stella still needed to get full control over the mommy and further cement her control over the Slut Spawn.  Cement.  Yes, a crude yet accurate comparison.   
 
    Cement took a while to set.  You had to be patient and you had to avoid walking all over it too much.  Give it time and it became locked in place, a thing of strength.  Then?  Walk all over the Slut Spawn and the Mother of Slut Spawn, of course! 
 
    Stella would treat this mommy and daughter team like hardening cement.  She wanted them as her lifetime servants in all things.  Eventually, she'd walk all over them and in every way, from their freedom to being rude to them, to sexual domination of them, and, probably, she'd also literally walk on them sooner or later.   
 
    That would be such fun.  She could have them lay down, perhaps on those marble steps in front of the mansion, and then walk on one's back, then the next, then wait for the first one to move down to the next step to lay down and be stepped upon. 
 
    Hmm, that might be slow progress waiting for a slut repeatedly to get in place to be walked on.  That just meant she'd need more lesbo subby sex slaves.   
 
    Maybe another pair, another mother and daughter.  Maybe for variety she'd make sure they were brunettes.  With big tits so that when she stepped on them they were like tit trampolines and would add a little bounce to Stella's step. 
 
    Just before Stella and the rather dazed and quiet Eliza entered the mansion, Stella told Eliza – of course calling her Slut Spawn – to always be ready and obedient when called upon by her Mistress but that, for the moment, Eliza could go rest or do as she wished. 
 
    Angie Klauson greeted them when they came inside.  Her face was an emotionless mask.  Stella knew what that meant.  Oh, so, Angie Klauson had watched through the telescope and had believed what she'd seen! 
 
    Eliza went up the stairs and Stella pointedly asked the Mommy servant if she'd made any interesting observations recently. 
 
    Angie knew what Stella was talking about, of course, and sounded coldly angry when she answered, “I watched through the damn telescope if that is what you're asking.  I saw what you wanted me to see.” 
 
    “Oh, good.  See?  I share the truth with my loyal servants who love to serve me.  Isn't this wonderful?  You must be so happy that your daughter is just like you.  Submissive.  Lesbian.  Desiring to obey and serve me.  Loving being my personal servant.  My so very personal servant.” 
 
    Angie scowled cutely.  It looked like she was going to protest.  Like maybe she'd make some kind of argument but then she seemed to deflate a little like she was resigning herself to not debate Stella.  Stella liked that.  Servants should not be debating her or disagreeing with her even if they did disagree.  Besides, Stella was right, wasn't she? 
 
    Angie Klauson just couldn't accept it yet. 
 
    Stella would help her with that! 
 
    Stella said, “You just stay here and look forward to brushing my hair later on.  I have some special plans for you.  You're going to, let's just say, eat it up.  Yum yum so don't eat too much at dinner.  Leave some space.  We'll see what we can add to the carpet fibers and daughter pussy juice digesting in your tummy right now.” 
 
    Angie scowled harder. 
 
    Stella went upstairs.  She was looking forward to checking the camera system.  Who knew what Angie Klauson had gotten up to after seeing her daughter apparently servicing Angie's own Mistress. 
 
    Who knew?  Well, quite soon it would be Stella who knew! 
 
     
 
     
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    That little Mommy servant slut! 
 
    Stella had watched the video of Angie Klauson's... antics. 
 
    It made Stella frown sternly at the insolence.  The way that Mommy servant fucked herself with Stella's hairbrush!  On her Mistress Stella's bed!  While sitting bare-ass on Stella's favorite pillow!  The one she would have laid her head down upon to sleep that night except that now she knew better. 
 
    However, Stella also felt aroused by the scene, satisfied at the further confirmation of Angie's sluttiness, and self-satisfied that she was ever so clever to have a great camera system and the wisdom to review it. 
 
    And, of course, look at this lovely digital material she had to use against the Mommy servant were it needed.  It probably would not be.  Not directly.  Not with such a slut that Stella was so very superior to. 
 
    Hmm.  What to do about this? 
 
    There was no way Stella would sleep on that pillow tonight.  But simply not sleeping on it wasn't nearly enough.  Defiance must be crushed!  Defiance must utterly backfire on the defiant one! 
 
    It was like those harsh yet functional Germans of World War II.  When the resistance killed a German soldier the Germans lined up ten citizens from among the occupied citizenry and summarily shot them and then announced the deed and the reason to the world.  The result was a big increase in safety for the German occupying troops.  Safety from the rebels but not from their nutty mad arrogant racist stupid leader. 
 
    Stella knew she had to make this pillow thing totally backfire on Angie Klauson.  Also, the brush! 
 
    She could make Angie sleep on the pillow.  And she could make her fuck the brush but, then again, she already had, hadn't she? 
 
    No, that simply was not enough.  What did Angie Klauson love the most? 
 
    What... or who? 
 
    Easy answer! 
 
    For now, it was her daughter, Eliza Klauson.  Even now after being led to believe her daughter was the submissive lesbian sexual weakling that, as it turned out, she actually was.  Angie must still love her daughter just as much as ever.   
 
    Commoners were like that.  So forgiving, so understanding, and so unconditional in their love.  Not like rich people.  The rich were quite conditional and transactional.  They disowned children and wrote people out of wills for the slightest of slights.  Non family members?  Fired.  They awarded both inheritances and advances based on who best brown-nosed them. 
 
    For now, Angie Klauson loved Eliza Klauson the most and that made Eliza Angie's greatest vulnerability.  So that was where the most punishment and the deepest consequences for rebellion must be brought to bare. 
 
    Eventually, Stella planned that Angie Klauson would love her the most just like Eliza Klauson would love Stella far more than her mom.  Not a romantic love.  Not a wholesome love.  A proper useful total commitment love a sexual servant has for their Mistress. 
 
    A do anything love. 
 
    That was a much deeper love.  After all, what other kinds of love would lead a person to do anything?  Like, really anything? 
 
    So.  Revenge for the revenge taking by Angie Klauson.  It would primarily be wreaked upon the daughter but the mother must be completely and irrevocably aware of it and aware that she was the cause of it.  That way there would be no more rebels blowing up train tracks or, in this case, rebellious hairbrush fucking and the soaking of Mistress pillows with pussy juice.   
 
    Stella shut down the camera system and closed the cabinet doors that concealed it. 
 
    She went to the door of her bedroom and tinkled her little servant calling bell.  Eliza was used to the bell calling her to duty but this time Stella wanted the mother so she also yelled out for the “Mommy servant”. 
 
    Stella heard muffled angry sounding thumping coming up the stairs.  The stairs were well built and carpeted so, if you heard anything at all, it was either a giant on the way or someone stepping angrily. 
 
    Stella felt her anticipation rising.  If Angie Klauson thought she was angry now then just wait!  Stella would get her even angrier and then would twist the anger around, inflict it back onto Angie Klauson, and then demolish her rebellious streak through humiliated defeat.   
 
    Oh goody!  This would be fun! 
 
    In came the Mommy servant.  She looked braced for battle.  Poor thing!  She had no clue. 
 
    “Mommy servant, my boat jaunt with your daughter went so well.  Tell me again how you watched it.” 
 
    Angie Klauson looked at Stella, a hard look, then ground her teeth together, stuck out her lower jaw slightly, and looked away across the room. 
 
    Ha ha!  So funny!  Stella could tell that Angie Klauson had decided “not to play”.   
 
    That wasn't going to work!  When Stella wanted to play the sexy servants damn well must play.  Whatever game Stella wanted.  Plus, they had to let Stella win.  Yes, Stella still needed to teach them that but surely, with her good blood (and some high quality clear video), she'd have no problem winning. 
 
    “Speak up, Mommy servant, or there will be consequences.” 
 
    Angie looked momentarily defiant but then her shoulders slightly lowered in secret defeat.  She had a necessary strategy which was to avoid poking the beehive, Stella being the beehive. 
 
    “I watched.” 
 
    “What did you see?” 
 
    “You know what I saw.” 
 
    “Come now, Mommy servant, don't limit your words so.  Tell exactly what you saw and get back to calling me Mistress as is proper.” 
 
    “I saw... you and Eliza.  Mistress.” 
 
    “More specific, Mommy servant.  Are you stupid?” 
 
    Angie glared at her and spoke obediently but in a way meant to be defiant through her tone, “Mistress, I saw my daughter licking you.” 
 
    Angie's defiance failed at the end as her volume wilted. 
 
    Stella kept driving poor Angie Klauson, “Licking me?  There is a lot of me.  Narrow it down.  Where did she lick me?” 
 
    Angie looked exasperated and her face flushed an unnatural pink, “She... my daughter!... licked your... your... your stomach and... and I guess she licked... your pussy, Mistress.” 
 
    “Oh, yes!  That's right!  I remember now.  She did!  You should be proud.  Your little slut did such a good job.  I wonder – and I'm sure you must wonder as well – if you could also do a good job serving your Mistress's pussy.  What do you think?” 
 
    Angie was silent.  She assumed it was a rhetorical question and it was.  A thought darted through Angie's mind.  An answer.  Of course she could lick and please Mistress Stella's pussy as well as her daughter could.  Better!   
 
    If she were to choose to.  Not that she would.  Or if she were forced to for some reason.  If Mistress Stella could somehow come up with a compelling enough reason for Angie to obey such a command. 
 
    If only Angie had a reason to do it.  Then, naturally, she'd do it no matter how unnatural it was to lick a pussy her daughter had so recently licked. 
 
    Angie wondered what that would be like.  Being down there between Stella's legs.  Maybe after brushing the hair on Stella's head then she'd have to go down and brush Stella's pubic hair with her tongue.  And use her tongue like a brush on Stella's pussy lips.  And then on her clitoris.   
 
    Angie bet that Mistress Stella had a larger than average and totally perfect clitoris... surrounded by a perfect pussy.... 
 
    Angie was curious.  She'd never seen a perfect pussy, or clitoris, in her life.  Now was her chance!  If only she weren't such a good person who didn't want to get used.  If only. 
 
    Angie very nearly physically shook her head.  Instead she only did it mentally. 
 
    Focus, Angie!  Focus!  This Stella bitch is way too clever and fucking evil!   
 
    Angie knew she had to be at her best.  She could sense that a lot depended on it.  Not just herself.  Her daughter, too, if it wasn't too late.  She had to stay focused and get her daughter and herself away from Stella. 
 
    Stella, after enjoying the pause in conversation and Angie's obvious discomfort, spoke again, “Do answer this one, Mommy servant.  After seeing your daughter pleasing the pussy of your Mistress, did you make yourself orgasm?  Be honest.  Never lie to your Mistress.  Lies are for the privileged, not the help.  After all, lies are not helpful and the help are there specifically to be helpful.  Be honest or face consequences.” 
 
    Angie wanted to lie.  Well, she did not want to lie but she sure did not want to tell the truth.  Who on Earth would make themselves orgasm after seeing their daughter submit sexually to an evil adult brat? 
 
    Angie realized that there was at least one person on the planet who would.... 
 
    Angie was an honest person.  Angie was also fearful of what Stella might do if she lied to her.  But her urge to tell the truth now was more than that.  Stella was so... commanding.   
 
    Yes, Angie could see it now.  She could see exactly how her poor little baby could fall into obedience to this terrible adult brat.  She could see it and feel it.  She could more than sympathize.  She could almost empathize. 
 
    Angie felt compelled to be honest and was unable to continue putting attitude into her voice, “Yes.  Yes, I did, Mistress.” 
 
    “Oo, goody!  Honesty from the Mommy servant.  I knew you would do that.  I knew because you are a slut and you were watching two hotties, one of whom just incidentally is your own daughter, doing some naughty sex stuff.  So you got all turned on and jealous at the same time.  I wonder if I should tell your daughter how you watched and then right after, all hot and bothered and inspired, made yourself orgasm.  A daughter should get to know her mommy and this does seem like a great opportunity for that.  I haven't decided yet but I'm taking it under consideration.” 
 
    Angie knew a threat when she heard one.  Angie felt vulnerable and compromised.  She was at the mercy of Stella.  Did Stella even have any mercy? 
 
    Of course, now that the threat was hanging in the air, Stella knew it was the perfect time to make some progress on the Mommy servant. 
 
    Time to make the Mommy servant's attempt at revenge backfire! 
 
    Stella said, “While I think about things, I need your help with something.  I came back from the lovely... arousing... and satisfying... boat trip with your lovely daughter who is just so very obedient and eager and I detected a scent in my bedroom.  As you know, the rich have high class senses greatly superior to the common folk so there is definitely something new in here.  I just can't put my finger on what it is.  I know where the scent is coming from though.” 
 
    Stella stepped over to her bed and picked up the pillow that Angie Klauson had orgasmed on top of and then had wiped her pussy with the other side as well.  Little did Angie know that Stella's bedroom was digitally recorded and that Stella had had the wisdom to review that video right after getting back. 
 
    Stella tossed the pillow to Angie who caught it like she was catching a flying squirrel with rabies. 
 
    Stella said, “Use your commoner nose.  I can't put my finger on what it is so I need you to put your pretty little nose on it.  Sniff it up and tell me what is the cause of that smell.” 
 
    Angie could not help but pause.  Stella really wanted to laugh at her befuddlement but instead kept her expression imperiously expectant. 
 
    Angie didn't want to smell it.  She knew exactly what had been done to the pillow because she was the one who did it.  Did Stella know it was her fault?   
 
    How could Stella know?  There was no way.  So Stella must really have smelled something.  If Angie did not sniff the pillow then it might make Stella suspect that Angie was behind the smell.   
 
    The smell that Angie could not smell. 
 
    Angie had to wonder if rich people really did have highly developed senses.  Taste, smell, money counting.  Those sorts of things.  Stella had said so but Angie had been sure that was superior snooty bullshit.  Now she wasn't so sure. 
 
    Damn.  She'd have to smell it. 
 
    No, wait!  She'd only have to look like she smelled it! 
 
    Angie brought the pillow to her face and made a show of moving her nose around about five inches from the surface but she did not actually breathe in air through her nose. 
 
    Stella had expected just such sneaky resistance, “Take deep whiffs, Mommy servant.  I want to hear them and I want to see those sexy MILF nostrils of yours narrowing.” 
 
    Angie felt caught.  She felt that way because she had to do it and also because she could not help but suspect that Stella somehow knew what she'd done. 
 
    Angie moved her face around the pillow she held up, keeping it about five inches from her face, and took deep loud sniffs in through her nose. 
 
    Stella had also expected that sneaky resistance, “Mommy servant, you do not have the attuned senses of the rich.  To identify it you simply must get your nose in actual contact with the pillow.  I insist.” 
 
    Angie felt like throwing the pillow down or like slapping Stella or... or... or something, she didn't know what.  She felt a strange deep down tickle that was a lot like... but, no, it couldn't be some new species of arousal.  It must be something else. 
 
    Angie hadn't detected any scent yet even knowing what would be the cause of it.  How the hell had Stella smelled anything?  The rich, or at least Stella, must really have heightened senses! 
 
    Reluctant but trying not to look reluctant, Angie put her nose in contact with the pillow and sniffed actively as she moved the pillow over her nose. 
 
    Stella, closely supervising, made sure that Angie sniffed at both sides and took especially deep breathes after the quick ones.  Angie could smell herself a little and even felt some remaining dampness.  It hadn't been that long since she'd orgasmed while purposely sitting on the pillow. 
 
    Angie realized that her revenge plan had backfired. 
 
    But she had no idea how big the backfire would be! 
 
    Stella began laughing and she kept on laughing.  Laughing and laughing.   
 
    Angie knew that somehow Stella must know what she'd done.  Angie threw the pillow on the bed. 
 
    Stella calmed enough to speak, “I've told you before that the rich have superior senses.  Perhaps now you will believe your better.  As I did before, I smelled your personal sexy MILF scent.  Even if I couldn't smell each woman as unique then a simple process of elimination told me what happened.  Fresh pussy and yet there are only three pussies in the general area and two of them were off the island, mine and your daughter's pussy.  So, voila, while we were away and after you saw your daughter serving my pussy you came here and used my pillow in some fashion to service your pussy.” 
 
    Angie's lips parted and then she closed them again and flushed.  There was nothing to say.  Stella's logic was impeccable and undeniable.  Angie forlornly took comfort in the fact that at least she'd get partial revenge by brushing Stella's hair later on with the hair brush that Angie had used to fuck her pussy with. 
 
    Stella sounded luxuriantly judgmental, “I gave you permission to masturbate, Mommy servant, but I never said you could slime my favorite pillow with your servant pussy.  Icky!  There must be a consequence.  At least one.  I'm tempted to make you sleep on the pillow but I doubt I can trust you to do it and have no interest in realigning my sleep schedule to monitor your obedience.  So.  You will take the pillow to your daughter's guest bedroom, say hi to your daughter, tell her you've been tasked by your Mistress – be sure to say Mistress – to take the pillows in her guest bedroom away for cleaning but that you have that one replacement pillow for her.  Ah, yes, I see it dawn's on you now.  Tonight, your slutty daughter will be resting her head in a mess of pussy juice that you produced!” 
 
    Angie had to protest this.  She had to!  She even opened her mouth to do it. 
 
    Stella held up a finger and tutted, “No no.  Say nothing, Mommy servant.  I'm sure you would protest how sick and unfair I am.  Yet which one of us was orgasming all over the other one's pillow?  Which one of us was unfair to her Mistress Stella?  Say nothing and go and do it as ordered or there will be further consequences.  You are warned.  Oh, and do it exactly as I said.  I will be quizzing your daughter and she is no longer able to lie to me.  Of course, I will not quiz her until after she sleeps on it tonight.  If you fail to do as I've told you then I will have her masturbate on your pillow and make you sleep on it and I'll make her fully aware of who will be sleeping on the pillow.  I assume that would alter the mother-daughter relationship dynamic.” 
 
    Angie, feeling hot-skinned and clumsy, with tunnel vision from her storm of furious emotions, went to the bed and picked up the pillow. 
 
    She looked resentfully at Stella and Stella told her, “Run along.  Go make your special delivery and then come right back.  You'll be happy to know that there is... more... that you can do for your Mistress.” 
 
    She then did exactly as Stella had ordered her to do. 
 
    She felt hot-skinned and verbally clumsy as she greeted her daughter and switched the one “scented” pillow for Eliza's other ones.  She told Eliza that Mistress Stella had told her to take care of this.   
 
    She noted that her daughter looked tiredly dazed like she'd gotten too much sun.   
 
    But Angie knew that her daughter had actually gotten too much of something else.   
 
    Too much Stella. 
 
     
 
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Returning to Stella's room Angie felt as low as she'd ever felt, as low down as the lowest of the low.  She'd just knowingly brought a pillow with her dried pussy juice all over it to her only child, her beautiful daughter, to sleep on! 
 
    Despite how low she felt as she returned she soon found out she could go even lower. 
 
    Stella sat in the chair in front of the mirrored vanity. 
 
    “Mommy servant, time to brush my hair.  No need to wait for later.   It was so windy out on the boat... while Eliza licked my pussy.” 
 
    Stella was such a bitch!  Did she have to keep pointing out what they both knew?  No, she didn't have to.  Angie knew that Stella just liked doing it.  She just liked doing it to Angie. 
 
    The hairbrush!  It also had Angie's pussy juice all over it, now dried.  That was the second half of Angie's quiet revenge, the half that had not gone so terribly wrong. 
 
    Angie kept her face as mild as possible and moved to get the brush.  At least she'd have this.  It wasn't much but it was at least some payback.  She'd brush Stella's hair with it.  Stella would never know but Angie would and could take some comfort in it. 
 
    It was twisted, this frustrated revenge she'd set up, but not as twisted as what Stella had made her do to Eliza just now. 
 
    At least she could focus on getting this tiny revenge and that way she wouldn't get turned on while brushing Stella's hair like she had the night before and then even more so that morning.  So much more so that she'd humped an orgasm out on Stella's foot! 
 
    That was something.  She could focus on the business of revenge and avoid any more compromising arousal or, so much worse/better, totally compromising orgasms. 
 
    Angie picked up the brush whose wavy rubber grip handle had been inside her pussy just an hour ago, noted it was no longer warm or damp, and brought it up to Stella's long golden hair. 
 
    Towards but not to. 
 
    Stella barked, “Stop, Mommy servant!” 
 
    Angie froze all movement, “Uh, what?” 
 
    “I smell it again.  I smell sexy MILF pussy but not fresh.  Not only fresh.  Your pussy is wet, I know it, but there is more in the air than just that.  I know what this means.” 
 
    Angie fumbled for words, “What?  I mean, what are you saying?  I don't-- “ 
 
    “You did.  Yes, you did, Mommy servant.  The pillow has left the room yet the scent remains.  Tell your Mistress the truth.  You rubbed your pussy, your nasty sexy commoner pussy, on something else, didn't you?” 
 
    “No!  No, I swear, I only... only the pillow...!” 
 
    “Lying to your Mistress?  They say everyone lies but, trust me, only the rich do it truly well.  So now you've lied to me.  Poor Mommy servant, you were doing so well obeying your Mistress but now this setback.  You will be punished.  You must understand, you can never ever lie to your Mistress.  Never.  Lying is the privilege of the rich.  You will be punished and so, too, will your daughter be punished now because of this.  It is only a matter of degree.  Now, tell the truth, tell your Mistress, what else did you rub your pussy on or... wait, yes, that may be... did you fuck your pussy with something in this room?” 
 
    Angie felt caught and concerned that she might incite a worse reaction in Stella.  She was so caught!  The rich really must have a more sensitive sense of smell.  Maybe their other senses as well.  Is that what helped them get so rich?  Were they like super-humans living among regular humans?  They sure acted like they thought so. 
 
    Angie was scared of being punished by this mean girl as young as her daughter but felt like all she could do was limit the extent of the punishment.  For her daughter's sake as well.  The only way to limit it was with honesty.  That might work. 
 
    More than that, Angie actually felt naughty.  Granted, it was naughty what she'd done but she felt naughty for doing wrong to Mistress Stella and then for lying about it.  Mistress Stella was the mean spoiled terrible bitch but somehow Angie felt like she was the bad person.  Person?  What kind of person fucked a hair brush as part of some hair-brained (hairbrush-brained?) scheme to get revenge?  A slut did things like that. 
 
    Angie was a bad slut.   
 
    She felt like a bad naughty slut.   
 
    She felt like a bad naughty slut who even deserved to be punished.   
 
    She felt like a bad naughty slut who was suddenly intrigued by the idea of how the wicked adult brat lesbian might punish her.  A slut who was suddenly hot and wet between the legs.  Even more than before. 
 
    Angie felt totally unable to lie to... to... to her Mistress. 
 
    “Yes.  Yes, Mistress.  I... I did.” 
 
    “Details, Mommy servant.  All the nasty details.  Do share.  Don't be shy.  No secrets from your Mistress ever from now on no matter how personal.” 
 
    Angie felt overwhelmed and off-balance. 
 
    The way that Mistress Stella pushed her.  The way that Mistress Stella demanded and commanded.  The way that Mistress Stella humiliated her, kept humiliating her, and kept making her pussy get wetter and wetter! 
 
    Angie felt like a toy slut being mentally and meanly played with by her Mistress. 
 
    “Mistress Stella, I'm so sorry, but I... I fucked my pussy with... with your hair brush.  On the bed while I sat on your pillow.  Please only punish me.  Please don't say anything or do anything with my daughter.” 
 
    “Mmm, yeah, I'm not sure I can keep your daughter out of this.  I'll tell you what though.  If you follow my next orders perfectly and do a perfect job of obeying then I'll make sure your daughter enjoys the punishment.  The punishment that will happen because of you.  Isn't that just so fair of me?” 
 
    Angie knew it probably wasn't.  Stella was just so evil!  This young proud mean bitch had some wicked plan for Angie's daughter! 
 
    But what could Angie do about it?  Nothing.  Just obey as best she could and see where the sexual tornado set her down in the end. 
 
    Her and her daughter. 
 
    Angie, completely cowed, murmured, “I guess so, Mistress.” 
 
    Stella smiled brightly, stunningly, “That's a good reasonable Mommy servant.  Just you wait and see, we'll turn all your sore resentment into actual soreness and gratitude.  Hear me now and believe me later!  You'll like this first part.  Take off all your clothes.  Let's see all of your sexy MILF body.  I so love MILFs.  I'm sure a psychologist would say it has something to do with the lack of nurturing from my own Mommy.  I even had to go to a psychologist one time but I never found out what she would have said or diagnosed.  She was just too sexy and she was also a MILF!  So, I fucked her!  Daddy paid for a dozen sessions and it was like he leased me my own lesbian do-anything MILF whore.” 
 
    While Stella talked, Angie took off all of her clothes.  She felt awash in disbelief and physically wet in a whole different way.  She had the strangest eager feeling.  It was like she couldn't get her clothes off fast enough. 
 
    My God, she thought, I think I actually want this.  She wondered if she felt competitive with her daughter, some genetic thing, or if she truly liked being treated this way. 
 
    Stella leaned back in her chair, “So, what you're going to do is a little recreation.  Without the pillow or my bed.  Right there, right in front of me, you will show me exactly how you fucked yourself with my brush.  Keep on showing me until you gush all over it.  Don't you dare drop it or suck it clean after.  Normally, I like a lesbo slut to lick up her juices but not this time.  Go ahead, Mommy Slut.  Oh, yes, that's right, no more Mommy servant.  I think Mommy Slut is a more... accurate... name for you now.  So slutty!  But that's good.  That's how I like my MILFs.  Obedient, goody goodies, and super slutty.  Okay, fuck that MILF pussy.” 
 
    Angie did it.  She spread her legs slightly and slid the hair brush home.  Back home.  It slid in easily and the feeling was tremendous.  Penetrating herself in front of her Mistress was amazing!   
 
    Stella watching in that judgmental patronizing way and the way Stella had masterfully forced her into doing this were like extra toppings on a dessert of sex. 
 
    Stella watched silently for five minutes as Angie struggled to keep quiet between breathing so hard and wanting to moan.  She knew that it was getting to her and she knew that Mistress Stella would love to hear the moans but she also knew it would be a great big admission that she liked this.   
 
    Stella broke her dam of silence by forcing the issue. 
 
    “Mommy Slut, as you fuck yourself with a hair brush for my entertainment, tell me who and what you are now.  You know what I want to hear.  More importantly, you know the truth of it.” 
 
    Yes, Angie knew. 
 
    “I'm a mommy slut.” 
 
    Stella interrogated Angie as Angie slid the hair brush handle in and out even faster, “Are you a mommy slut or the Mommy Slut or...?” 
 
    Angie said it so loudly it was nearly a yell, too loud, not thinking about her daughter down the hallway and the open doorway, “I'm both, Mistress!  I'm fucking both!  I'm a mommy slut and I'm the Mommy Slut!” 
 
    Stella looked extremely satisfied, “Yes, you are correct again.  You have such sexy potential.  You're doing so well.  Soon we'll have the old you all disappeared and I'll have a shiny new do-anything sex servant and in all ways a servant who will do anything, say anything, be anything that I want.  Wonderful.  Now, go ahead and cum all over that brush and, while you work to make that happen, keep telling me what a mommy slut you are.  Make it nice and loud!” 
 
    Once Stella mentioned volume Angie was conscious again of her daughter perhaps forty feet away with no closed doors between them.  But she had her order from her Mistress and, besides, she almost... almost wanted to be loud.  It was like she wanted Eliza to hear her. 
 
    Eliza should know the truth.  The new truth.  What Angie now knew and what she felt she owed to Mistress Stella. 
 
    “I'm a mommy slut and I am the Mommy Slut!” 
 
    Angie worked the brush so hard it felt like she was going to make herself stand up on her toes. 
 
    “I'm a mommy slut and I am the Mommy Slut!” 
 
    She was louder that time.  Even louder.  She wondered if Eliza heard.  She felt a spike of wild dark do-anything lust at the thought. 
 
    “I'm a mommy slut and I am the Mommy Slut!” 
 
    Even louder.  She continuously moaned between each repetitive declaration. 
 
    “I'm a mommy slut and I am the Mommy Slut!” 
 
    She was close! 
 
    “I'm a mommy slut and I am the Mommy Slut!” 
 
    So close! 
 
    “I'm a mommy slut and I am the Mommy Slut!” 
 
    Oh God, what if Eliza heard and was concerned and came down the hallway to see if her mom – her Mommy Slut – was all right?  What if Eliza walked in and saw her mom like this, up on her toes but with her legs spread, slamming a brush handle into her pussy almost viciously, a few feet away from the girl Angie now called Mistress? 
 
    “I'm a mommy slut and I am the Mommy Slut!” 
 
    The very idea of it.... 
 
    “I'm a mommy slut and I am the Mommy Slut!” 
 
    Angie orgasmed.  She shook and wailed and stumbled a few times but kept her feet and even remembered not to drop the brush. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Stella told her, “Hand me my brush.  Dry end first, dummy!” 
 
    Angie handed over the brush as instructed.  She had no idea what was next and, anyway, could barely even think. 
 
    Stella stood up, “I need to go do something.  You stay here.  I want you on your knees right in front of this chair.” 
 
    Angie sunk to her knees.  She still trembled from her orgasm and was having a hard time catching her breath.  She looked up and Stella was already gone with the hair brush. 
 
    Angie must have knelt there nearly void of thought for fifteen or more seconds before the concern of what Mistress Stella might be off to do with that hair brush occurred to Angie. 
 
    Where could Mistress Stella possibly be taking it?  For what purpose? 
 
    Somewhere that involved also punishing Angie's daughter... but in a way that, as Stella had said, would make Eliza enjoy her punishment.... 
 
    Oh God. 
 
    She hoped she was wrong about her guess.  Could Stella really have such a wicked mind?  Then again, hadn't Angie just thought that idea inside her own head?   
 
    Angie thought she really should get up.  She should stand up and then stand up for herself.  And for her daughter.  She must.  Well, she should.  She at least could. 
 
    Could she? 
 
    She didn't feel like she could. 
 
    She felt like she couldn't. 
 
    She wasn't allowed.  She had her orders from her Mistress.  That was it then. 
 
    She'd just kneel here and wait for Mistress Stella to return.  Whatever Mistress Stella did was her own business.  Whatever she did with that wet hair brush was her business.  Even if it involved Angie's daughter.  Eliza was an adult.  If she let Mistress Stella do... something... anything... to her then that was also Eliza's business. 
 
    Compartmentalize.  That is what Angie would do.  Enjoy or... experience... the things that Mistress Stella had planned for her and ignore the rest.  Even if it happened in the same house and even if it happened to her daughter.  Even if it happened to her daughter as a consequence for Angie's own actions. 
 
    Angie noted that her pussy felt almost exquisitely sensitive.   
 
    That was obviously a post orgasm reaction.  It wasn't any new kind of arousal. 
 
    Obviously. 
 
    As Angie tardily suspected, Stella had carried the wet hair brush down the multi-turn third floor hallway.   
 
    Stella saw that Eliza's door was wide open.  She was happy to see that.  Not so much because it meant that the younger slut may have heard the older slut being all slutty in her declarations.  There was plenty of time for that.  They'd hear each other.  They'd see each other.  Who knew what else? 
 
    What pleased Stella about the door being open was the psychology of it.  Eliza, that sexy Slut Spawn, wasn't trying to hide out and emotionally heal herself after the things that Stella made her do on the boat.  Nope.  She had that door open like she was ready to respond to any call – or servant bell jungle – from Stella.  Also, like she was open and welcoming to Stella walking on in and making her do more stuff. 
 
    Which is exactly what Stella did. 
 
    Stella was pleased all over again when she saw Eliza laying on her bed scantily dressed and reading.  She was laying on her back with her head already resting on that pillow her mother had brought her, the one treated and scented with the Mommy Slut's pussy. 
 
    Stella felt like producing an evil laugh but she resisted the urge.  Gloating was perfectly fine for the rich but said gloating was best saved for showing up other rich people.  These sluts were too lowly to even gloat with.  Everything was going so swimmingly! 
 
    Time for a check on quick unquestioning obedience.  That was the goal!  So, how close was she to it with this one? 
 
    “Slut spawn, I have something for you.  Take off your bottoms and be naked below the waist.  Then get your ass up, knees under you, knees spread, with your face planted nice and deep right in the middle of that lovely pillow.” 
 
    Stella saw right away on Slut Spawn's face that she was going to do it.  She had a wondering look like she wondered what was going to happen once she obeyed but she wasn't bothering to wonder if she should obey. 
 
    Eliza followed the directions.   
 
    Eliza soon had her ass up and her face down on the pillow.  At first she lay her head sideways on the pillow but Stella told her to push her face right into it and to go ahead and breathe through the pillow. 
 
    There, that would do it.  Now the Slut Spawn would for sure breathe in and fill her lungs with the fumes of the slut she'd spawned from.   
 
    It gave Stella such a thrill.  Making people do things, sexy females, that they never otherwise would have done and normally would not want to do was one of Stella's favorite things in the whole wide world.  Another one was making them like what they should not. 
 
    Now that Eliza had assumed the desired position, Stella told her that when she received directions she should acknowledge them like a polite slut. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.”  Eliza's voice was muffled by the pillow but the words were still understandable. 
 
    So dutiful!  Already! 
 
    Stella then took a few moments to drink in the sight of Eliza's bare ass on such display, all popped out, and to examine the pleasure nest between her thighs.  The Slut Spawn was a fine specimen.   
 
    It still puzzled Stella, slightly, how poor common folk could achieve, at times, such incredible bodies and beautiful faces despite their inferior sets of genes.  Even when they were not rich they could look like they could be rich or might even deserve to be rich.  Nature could be so deceptive! 
 
    Stella didn't worry about it though.  It was the intelligence and, more importantly, the cruel selfish calculating mindset that truly set apart the rich from the poor. 
 
    Stella's delay made nervous anticipation build in Eliza.  She wondered what Stella wanted but knew that whatever it was Stella wanted that Stella would get it and Eliza would do her best to help her get it through total obedience.               
 
    Eliza knew all this was a momentary, or for a few days, bubble of unreality.  It was like this island/peninsula could have its own rules different from the outside world.  Eliza would obey these strange rules, expectations, and urges until she left this place.  Then she'd don again the dress and demeanor of her previous self.  She'd be back at college with normal people, people like Stella's twin sister Bella.  All this would fade in time like the nightmare or dream that it was. 
 
    For now... Eliza felt warm in that aroused way.  Her pussy felt damp and already ready for more.  Eliza hoped the more would be more than instead of more of.  Out on the big speedboat the only satisfaction she'd gotten was providing pussy licking and being allowed to finger herself to orgasm once and then when she was ordered to do it a second time. 
 
    Could someone as commanding and important as Stella actually deign to... go down on someone as lowly as a Slut Spawn? 
 
    Eliza's mind was all on pussy, pussy, pussy.  Her own and Stella's.  It played tricks on Eliza.  It was amazing the effect that it had on her.  Like right then.  Even with her face buried deep in the soft pillow she would have sworn that she smelled pussy if she hadn't known better.  There was no way that magical mystery scent could make it to her nose through that pillow all the way from Stella's pussy or her own. 
 
    Stella said, “You're being such a good little obedient Slut Spawn.  I really enjoy your breed.  Just keep obeying, just like you are.  Think about it and make up your mind to do it.  Forever.  Remember, it is forever.  That's the only way we can be together always.  If you always obey and are thus useful.  Otherwise, why would I keep you, silly Slut Spawn?  Now, go ahead and tell your Mistress what she wants to hear.  You may lift your face from the pillow to do so.” 
 
    Stella knew to always pursue a routed enemy!  Take full advantage of their disarray, physical or mental! 
 
    Eliza lifted her face and spoke fervently, like it was a privilege to talk, which, in Stella's world, it sort of was, “I'll keep obeying, Mistress Stella!  I'm-- I... this Slut Spawn, your Slut Spawn, will always obey you.  Always!  Forever!  Please keep me!” 
 
    Stella made uncertain she-wasn't-sure little moaning sounds, and then said, “What about that college silliness?  Will you give it up if I tell you to?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
    “I'll think about it.  I'm torn.  One wouldn't think a Slut Spawn needed a college education but, then again, it might be quite the feather in my cap – a delightfully socially unacceptable term! – to have acquired and taken under my wing a college-educated Slut Spawn.  I could perhaps sell tickets to see you at the local fair.  Let's see, a few more questions.  Will you move anywhere anytime I say and then do anything I say, whether it be sex or boring work?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!”  Eliza was surprised at herself.  Hadn't she just been thinking that this was a temporary blurring of reality?  It sure sounded like she was eager for this to not be at all temporary. 
 
    “Slut Spawn, will you, in fact, have sex with anyone, anywhere, and in any way, that I tell you to?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
    “That's fine then.  I'm pretty sure I will keep you forever.  Just be on your best behavior at all times.  Best behavior, in your case, means total obedience.  You've answered well.  Such a good Slut Spawn!  You're going to so love your reward.  You know what they say, one daughter's reward is another mother's punishment.” 
 
    Eliza had her face plunged back in the pillow but she was able to move her eyebrows against the pillowcase enough to frown.  What was Mistress Stella talking about? 
 
    Eliza felt... something... pressing on her pussy.  It wasn't Mistress Stella's mouth as she'd hoped and it wasn't even Mistress Stella's hand which would have been a fine consolation prize. 
 
    It was... what was that?  Whatever it was split Eliza's labial lips and moved inward.  It was getting inside her!  She was being penetrated from behind, by something, with her ass wagging in the air, and her face pressed to pillow, and with her nose somehow full of the scent of pussy. 
 
    Stella revealed the secret, “Slut Spawn, I decided to fuck your pussy.  On this occasion I'm using my hair brush.  Does it feel warm?  Just minutes ago it was in your mommy's warm hand as she served me.  Isn't that just so sexy?” 
 
    Oh.  Oh, that was... that was really... Eliza guessed that it actually was sexy.  It had to be.  It wasn't like Mistress Stella could be wrong about anything. 
 
    A mom-warmed handle of a hair brush was in her pussy!  Now, deeper in her pussy!  All the way in it felt like.  And now that mom-warmed hair brush handle was ramming steadily in and out. 
 
    It was sexy.  It really was!  It felt great! 
 
    Eliza moaned. 
 
    Stella said, “Ah, I hear the call of the previously wild and untamed but now quite tamed Slut Spawn.  I do believe that is its mating call.  Yes, little Slut Spawn, mate with this hair brush.” 
 
    Stella rammed harder and faster.  Encouraged by Stella's talk of mating and by her own passion, Eliza pushed her pussy back to meet each hair brush thrust.   
 
    Eliza moaned louder and unintentionally added intermittent groans when the moans did not release enough of the overflow of lust that she felt. 
 
    Stella leaned in to whisper at Eliza, “Such a luxury for you to have your mommy warm it before it penetrates you.  You know, I have many things to shove up your Slut Spawn pussy.  Maybe it can be a little tradition.  We bring it, whatever it is, to your mommy.  Perhaps a big dildo with those fake veins.  We'll have your mommy hug it and maybe keep it between her tits for ten minutes.  Then, we simply shove it into your hot pussy.  Such fun!” 
 
    Stella fucked Eliza's pussy.  Eliza felt wild energy and she felt like moving but she dared do nothing to disturb the inundation of pleasure.  Or do anything that would distract her from the foul soup of Mistress Stella's naughty words. 
 
    It sure was a good thing all this was just talk.  Anyone (Mistress Stella) could say anything and anyone else (Eliza the Slut Spawn) could hear it and get turned on but there was no real harm.  Not counting the destruction of decency and self-esteem.  Not counting them. 
 
    Stella added, “I'm so sure your mommy will be happy to help out.  She is such a Mommy Slut.  Trust me.  She will consider it an honor to warm all sorts of things for insertion into you.  If I tell her to feel that way.  You can also warm items for me to shove into your mommy.  Like an exchange program for warmed up fuck toys.  Isn't that wonderful?” 
 
    Eliza knew is wasn't wonderful.  It was nasty terrible.  But that was just an inconvenient fact.  It sure did feel wonderful, naughty, and sexy so she guessed Mistress Stella was still right like always. 
 
    Stella kept up the thrusting and Eliza kept her face down in the pillow.  With her face in the pillow it was like Eliza was hiding and it helped her focus on the sensations.  Somehow it didn't even interfere with the lovely scent of pussy. 
 
    Stella began thrusting so hard that Eliza's ass lifted and her knees slid on the bed.  The thrusting drove Eliza's face deeper and more firmly into the pillow. 
 
    Stella watched carefully.  The pillow effected the pace of Eliza's breathing and the volume of her moans.  But not their frequency!  Stella watched and listened and thrust until she was pretty sure that the Slut Spawn was near orgasm. 
 
    Then Stella rammed the hair brush firmly deep into Slut Spawn's pussy. 
 
    Then Stella let go of it. 
 
    Stella said, “I have some information for you.  I want to tell you exactly how that Mommy Slut of yours warmed up the hair brush.  Not with her hands.  So much better than that.  She did it with her hot wet MILF pussy!  For you!  That's why it slid so nicely right on in.  Mommy got it all lubricated for you.  She personally lubricated it with her personal lubrication!” 
 
    Eliza panted into the pillow and shook slightly, already breathing hard but having to breathe harder through the pillow.  Also, having to somehow digest this news from her Mistress.  It was hard to take in.  It was hard to digest.  It might have been easier to swallow that entire pillow. 
 
    She was on the edge.  On the edge of orgasm and she felt like she was on the edge of insanity as well. 
 
    Stella lightly stroked the upper curve of Eliza's stretched ass, felt that tight perfect skin, felt Eliza's heat baking off of her, “Slut Spawn, you're not allowed to touch that brush and neither will I.  To show support!  Actually, to show you off.  You can cum anytime you want but you may as well wait until I bring that Mommy Slut over to see you with the hair brush she personally lubricated right up her daughter's pussy.  She'll be so proud!” 
 
    Eliza shook with a horrible arousal.  She'd never felt so low, so wronged, so aroused, so full of lust, so horrified, so willing to put up with anything. 
 
    Stella added another log to the conflagration, “Say, Slut Spawn, do you smell anything?  That pillow you're face-planted into was also soaked with Mommy Slut's pussy juice.  I'm sure you must be able to smell it if you try.” 
 
    Eliza almost opened her eyes wide right against the pillow.  It was true.  She knew it.  She could hear the truth of it in Mistress Stella's voice.  She could smell the truth of it.  She'd been smelling that truth all along! 
 
    “Don't you lift your Slut Spawn face out of that pillow.  Just think.  You came out of your mommy, then, many years later, pussy juice came out of your mommy and then that same pussy juice has gone into you.  Deep down in your pussy and even breathed into your lungs!  What you breathe in goes into your blood stream and what's in your blood stream goes everywhere in your whole body.  Mommy Slut makes Slut Spawn, Mommy Slut makes pussy juice, pussy juice goes into Slut Spawn.  Do you know what that's called?  The Circle of Slut.” 
 
    Eliza trembled.  Her body was covered in a sheen of perspiration.  She was hot in every way and she held her position and kept her face in the pillow. 
 
    Even now she was obedient!  And ready to orgasm! 
 
    Stella said, “Don't cum quite yet, Slut Spawn.  I need to go get a special someone.  I'll show you off to her.  Once you hear that she is here, you can cum.  I'm sure she'll want to see that also!” 
 
    Stella left. 
 
    Eliza trembled.  Her vaginal muscles hugged on the hair brush handle.  She had to have an orgasm.  Not having one was not an option.  She felt panicked that her mom would see her like this.  She thought she should try to have the orgasm as quickly as she could but then thought, no, that was not what Mistress Stella wanted. 
 
    Eliza held off her orgasm.  Barely. 
 
    God help her, she was going to end up putting on an orgasm show for her mom! 
 
    Eliza heard Stella come back. 
 
    Stella said, “Just look at your slutty daughter.  Ass up.  Pussy filled with the handle of the same hair brush you had up your MILF pussy.  You are such a Mommy Slut and she is such a Slut Spawn.  Here, I'll show you.  I'm going to tell her to orgasm with you watching and she will.  Do you hear that, Slut Spawn?  Go ahead.  Orgasm!” 
 
    Eliza had had held off just long enough.  Everything clicked together.  She was a total lesbian slut.  Not even that.  A Slut Spawn.  Only a Slut Spawn would orgasm in front of its mother but she was a Slut Spawn and so she did orgasm. 
 
    Eliza bobbed her pussy up and down, contracted her vaginal muscles as tightly as she could, and wailed into the pussy-scented pillow. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Standing in the bedroom doorway, all alone, Stella smiled.  She so enjoyed her adorable new Slut Spawn!  She had so many tricks to teach her! 
 
    Stella had left but only to stretch her legs in the hallway and to come back with about the right timing that she hoped Slut Spawn would assume that her Mommy Slut was right there watching. 
 
    Stella had considered fetching the Mommy Slut for this display but didn't want to risk it.  Not yet.  She didn't want to juggle sluts until she felt like she had them both dominated beyond recovery.  When not even the deepest shock could rouse them out of their submissive obedient states. 
 
    She was close.  Pretty close.  Almost there.  She might even already be there.  She just wasn't totally sure. 
 
    Plenty of time for future displays of sluttiness between the family members! 
 
    Stella left Eliza there, like that, hyperventilating from her orgasm and from lack of oxygen and from the dire sexual situation. 
 
    With her ass still up in the air but waving back and forth like a flag of surrender held in the hand of someone already mortally wounded. 
 
    Stella sauntered down the hallway to her bedroom.  She sure was horny!  Good thing she had a spare slut! 
 
    Stella strode into her bedroom and was pleased, but not surprised, to see Angie Klauson still kneeling on the carpet next to the chair in front of the mirrored vanity. 
 
    Stella took off her clothes below the waist.  Angie watched her attentively and with willing desire in her eyes.  Horny slut MIILF!  Stella knew Angie Klauson wasn't stupid.  She must at least suspect that Stella had payed an intense wet-brush-in-hand visit to her daughter. 
 
    Ha!  Still willing to serve her better!  As well it should be. 
 
    Stella set her now bare ass down in the chair in front of Angie. 
 
    Stella leaned back and spread her legs. 
 
    Angie sat there with wide eyes just a few feet from Stella's pussy.  She sat nude but almost prim with her ass on her heels and her hands flat on her thighs.  Ready.  Attentive. 
 
    Stella said, “Do I really need to tell you what to do?  Sometimes, you will learn, your Mistress's orders will not involve words.” 
 
    Angie started like someone had poked her.  Which Stella had verbally.  She leaned forward and up and shuffled her knees.  Her mouth came ever closer. 
 
    Stella smiled indulgently.  Now she was enjoying her own anticipation. 
 
    It was clear Angie struggled only with how to best obey and not at all with whether or not to obey.  Stella had already proven she had leverage over the woman and then had dominated her in so many ways.   
 
    Stella had proven herself to be Angie's natural better.  Now, for Angie Klauson, it was only a matter of serving as best she could while hoping for the best outcome, somehow, for her daughter and herself. 
 
    Stella enjoyed that anticipation as well.  The anticipation of Angie Klauson's reaction when she learned all that Stella had planned for her.  Ah, if Mrs. Klauson only knew what Stella's future held for her and her Slut Spawn.  She might risk anything to avoid it.  She might even be a danger to Stella.  Peasants did, after all, at times rebel. 
 
    But Angie didn't know. 
 
    Angie leaned in and put her mouth to work on Stella's pussy.  It was clear this was a first time thing for her.  It was also soon clear that she was eager to please and a quick learner as well. 
 
    Yes, it was all working out as it should!  Stella felt ever so satisfied. 
 
    The Mommy Slut's mouth was occupied but Stella saw that her ears were still available for duty.   
 
    “Mommy Slut, you lick pussy good for a pussy licking virgin.  Mmmm, like your daughter.  Your pussy licking daughter.  Yes.  Yes.  Get your tongue far up there.  Work it around.  I'm sure some of Eliza's saliva is up there in my pussy.  Add yours to the mix.  Ahhhh.  So wet.  So good.  Just like that.  Mix it mix it mix it.  Such a good Mommy Slut using her Mommy Slut tongue to swirl her daughter's spit inside my pussy.” 
 
    Angie Klauson paused and halted a few times in her obedience like the knowledge that Stella inflicted on her was causing her to misfire.  But she kept at it and did a good job continuing to obey. 
 
    Good but Stella decided to make it even better. 
 
    “Mommy Slut, work that Mommy Slut pussy down there with your hands and fingers.  Make sure you cum at the same time as me.  The same fucking time.” 
 
    Angie went to work on her pussy.  With a passion.  She was hotly aroused.  The worse the things were that Mistress Stella did to her and said to her the more she liked it.  All wrong and all true. 
 
    After five minutes they were both more than ready to orgasm.  Stella decided she still had some time to tamp in further humiliation and to force more obedience. 
 
    Stella said, her voice thick with lust, “I fucked your daughter with that hair brush.  I fucked your pussy juice high up inside her.  I left her with her ass high in the air and her face pressed into that pillow crusty with your pussy juice.  I told her all about the recent history of the pillow and of the hair brush.  Now she knows what a Mommy Slut her mommy is.” 
 
    Stella let her words soak in and let them get the Mommy Slut even more soaking wet. 
 
    “Now, Mommy Slut!  Make us cum!” 
 
    Angie was distracted by her horror at Mistress Stella's revelations so she just automatically obeyed.  She applied a flurry of licks to Stella's exposed clitoris while pressing in on her own. 
 
    They orgasmed simultaneously.   
 
    The house was warm and the slut was hot so Stella told the Mommy slut to stay right where she lay on the floor.  On the carpet.  Just a couple feet away from where Eliza had left that personal wet spot which was dampened once again when Stella had made Eliza's mother lick that spot.  Lick it and suck it. 
 
    Now the Mommy Slut would sleep next to it. 
 
    Stella casually explained that she wanted Angie available in case she needed anything in the night.  Like a glass of water or a pussy licking.  Any kind of service that Stella might need. 
 
    Stella also explained that she didn't share her bed, for sleeping, with servants because it would be unseemly and beneath her.  She also said she did not like servants getting underfoot but that, ironically, one way to avoid that was to keep the servants down at her feet. 
 
    Angie fell asleep on the floor, uncovered by anything other than a coat of perspiration. 
 
    Way down the long third floor hallway Eliza the Slut Spawn held her position, ass up with her face in the pillow, for a long time.  Long after Stella was snoring softly in her comfy bed. 
 
    Eliza finally got so tired that she tipped over sideways.  The brush handle slid out.  Eliza passed out more than she fell asleep. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    In the morning when Angie woke up there was no sign of Stella in the bed.  In fact, the bed was made.  That struck Angie as odd.  Wouldn't Stella have her new servant sex slaves make her bed instead of stooping to doing something so menial? 
 
    Angie felt a little sore physically and a lot sore emotionally.  She also felt changed.  Reduced.  Simplified.   
 
    She had red carpet prints all over her legs and hip and shoulder.  She went to her guest bedroom to get dressed praying not to run into Eliza.  She realized she'd have to face her sooner or later.  Even worse, it didn't take a rocket scientist to guess that Mistress Stella might have them do things for her at the same time.  Together. 
 
    Which was horrible.  But why wouldn't Mistress Stella make them do things like that?  Who would stop her?  Not Angie or her daughter.  Stella had the Klauson girls and had them for as long as she wanted them.  Angie knew it. 
 
    It was terrible... but... that didn't seem like such a bad thing. 
 
    Those orgasms.... 
 
    It was shameful but they were on a private island/peninsula.  It was like that tree falling in the woods with no one to hear it.  Did it make a sound?  If a slut falls into her sluthood but no one knows about it... is she really such a slut? 
 
    Yeah.  She was.  Angie was pretty sure because she sure felt slutty. 
 
    In fact... she felt a yearning to see Mistress Stella right away again.  To see her beauty and hear her commands.  To obey her and to feel what Mistress Stella allowed her to feel... or made her feel. 
 
    It was so wrong but she wanted to see Mistress Stella as soon as possible and she wanted to avoid her own daughter.  In fact, she wanted to make it to Mistress Stella before her daughter did.  That way, if Mistress Stella had any... needs... then Angie could help her with them first. 
 
    Angie went downstairs and found Eliza waiting for her at the breakfast nook “servant table”.  Eliza had a note in her hand and she silently passed it over to Angie. 
 
    Angie read it.  It was from Stella.  
 
    The note said that Stella had to leave because she'd just learned that Bella was arriving that day.  Their parents had gotten ill touring the Galapagos, nothing too serious, but it had derailed the vacation.  The parents were recuperating in a hotel in Ecuador and Bella decided to spend the remainder of her Christmas break from college back on the family estate. 
 
    Stella must not have been supposed to have been there.  The note said that “Mommy Slut and Slut Spawn” were to act surprised when Bella appeared and to never, no matter what, say anything about Stella or Stella having been there.  The note said to keep everything a secret and even to burn the note that they were reading. 
 
    The note concluded that Stella was still the Mistress of both Klausons and that she would see them some day much sooner than they expected. 
 
    It was signed with a huge flourishing John Hancock of a signature.  Even Stella's signature was arrogant. 
 
    Now what? 
 
      
 
      
 
    The End 
 
    Now what indeed! 
 
    What happens when Bella arrives?  Will she suspect something? 
 
    Will Angie and Eliza be willing or able to keep the secret of Mistress Stella from Bella? 
 
    Will Angie and Eliza Klauson be relieved to be rid of Stella? 
 
    Or will they miss their new Mistress? 
 
    Exactly how much sooner is Stella's “much sooner than expected”? 
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    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. 
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    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? 
 
    Book 3:  DOMINATING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 
 
    Angie saw her daughter, Eliza, sexually pleasing Mistress Stella on the speed boat before it went out of view.  But Stella had seduced Angie that same morning!  What is Mistress Stella up to?  What really happened on that boat trip?  Most importantly, who does Mistress Stella like the most, the mom or the daughter?  Mistress Stella can't have both!  Can she...? 
 
    Book 4:  CONQUERING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 
 
    Angie Klauson and her daughter Eliza were sexually dominated by the rich adult brat Stella and it certainly caused a new family dynamic.  It's good to share but maybe not sexually.  Now Stella's twin, Bella, is coming to the island.  Is she different than Stella or will she have the same outrageous expectations?  Do they want her to be different?  What is the awesome fate of the mother and daughter? 
 
    “Tramp Pauline” series: 
 
    Book 1:  TRAMP PAULINE 
 
    Pauline is a responsible young shift manager at Fine Burgers. She tries to help a female coworker, Valentina, who is getting dominated every shift by a lesbian coworker. When domme Melody learns Pauline is trying to take away her submissive girl she decides the perfect consequence is to turn the attempted minus one into a plus one. Can Melody be a Mistress for her own Shift Manager? 
 
    Book 2:  TRAMP PAULINE TRIES TO BOUNCE BACK 
 
    Pauline was sexually dominated by a girl she supervises, her new Mistress Melody, who gave her the nickname Tramp Pauline.  Pauline does not want to live up to that name but Mistress Melody wants her to live up to it in every way including bouncing naked on a trampoline for her coworkers.  Pauline wants to be a good girl and Melody wants her to be a tramp.  Can they compromise at “good tramp”? 
 
    “Black Dominatrix Neighbor” series: 
 
    Book 1:  BLACK DOMINATRIX NEIGHBOR 
 
    Zahra is a middle-aged overweight black woman who has no business seducing and dominating her new young sexy white neighbor girl. Unless she makes it her business. Domination suits Zahra fine but is sexual submission right for Lainey? Lainey tries to be a good neighbor and tries to be friendly with her much older African-American neighbor lady. Maybe Lainey tries a little too hard.... 
 
    Book 2:  TOO BAD TO BE TRUE 
 
    Zahra thinks she has sexual control over Lainey but Lainey thinks differently.  Lainey still thinks she is heterosexual, not submissive, and that interracial sex is not for her.  The nerve of some young and pretty white women!  The apartment building it buzzing with rumors about Zahra and Lainey.  Lainey has a plan to deny and defuse the rumors.  Zahra has a plan to confirm them.  And to share Lainey! 
 
    Book 3:  SEXUAL REPARATIONS IN THE BIG CITY 
 
    Lainey tried to free herself of one Black Mistress only to find herself serving three much older Black Mistresses.  All of them older than her Mom!  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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