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A Shocking Lesbian Sleepover

Book 1 of “New Nude Neighbors”


Chapter One

​“Mom!  Somebody at the door for you!”

​Scarlett pulled her hand free from the garbage disposal.  She hadn't found whatever was rattling in there but, then again, she hadn't bothered to get the flashlight.  She quickly wiped her hand on a towel. 

She wagged a finger at the garbage disposal, “I’ll be back, buster!”

She blew a strand of hair out of her eyes. 

​It better not be another set of Jehovah's Witnesses!  Their house ought to be crossed off the Jehovah’s Witnesses maps by now.  Surely they must streamline their time and figure out sooner or later where not to knock. 

​The other reason it better not be Jehovah's Witnesses was that she and her daughter had agreed that whoever was unlucky enough to answer the door when they knocked would be the one to hear their spiel politely and to turn them away.  If Sapphire was playing a trick on her, then no ice cream for her!

​Sapphire stood in the door framed by sunlight.  The screen door was closed, but the upper half was just screen.  Scarlett saw Sapphire wore just a loose tank top and undies. 

It was hot – Scarlett did not like to run the air conditioner except on the hottest of Tennessee days in order to save on costs – but, still, Sapphire should not answer doors half-dressed!  Eighteen or not, you just don't do that.

​There was a middle-aged lady on the porch, but Scarlett ignored her for the moment, “Sapphire.”

​“What?”

​Scarlett pointed at her bare legs.

​“C'mon, Mom, big deal.  Above the waist, I'm decent, and she can't see through the door.”

​Scarlett shook her head.  Young people.  No one had to see “through the door.”  They only had to look through the screen covering the upper half.

Sapphire walked away, seemingly oblivious to her lack of clothing. Scarlett saw that on Sapphire's left butt cheek, the panties had ridden inward wedgie style and it looked like her left ass was naked other than where the bottom of the tank top flopped over the very top curve. 

Scarlett planned to talk with her later about proper clothing when answering the door.  Sapphire was an adult now, but how she behaved still reflected on everyone else in the house.  Everyone else being only Scarlett, but, still. 

Even Sapphire’s red tank top bothered Scarlett.  It was tight, and Sapphire wasn't wearing a bra.

​It wasn't just all about custom and politeness and what have you.  Sapphire was a true beauty.  They lived at the end of their lane with just a stream and woods in the back of them.  Sapphire wearing so little... was like advertising to the wrong kind of people.  Lack of clothing combined Sapphire’s beauty with what could only be termed sexiness.  It was like putting out bait but with no trap.  It was a pointless risk.

​She'd talk with her later.  Right then, she needed to speak with the lady at the door, whoever she was.  Scarlett stepped to the screen door, “Hello.  How can I help you?”

​“So nice to meet you.  My name is Francine Sorrelson.  I'm sorry to knock on your door and bother you.”

​The middle-aged lady was not too fit-looking.  Her light brown hair was up in a careless bun with hair strands leaking out all around it and frizzing up above it like escaping hair smoke.  She looked mid-sixties at first look because of the deep lines in her face but then sounded younger with a somewhat gruff voice for a woman, so Scarlett decided she must be a smoker.  Maybe late fifties then?  Her clothing looked like Wal-Mart hand-me-downs.

​Of course, Scarlett was not superficial and did not judge people based on looks or clothing choices.  She was just... making observations.

​Scarlett told her, “No bother.”  Obviously, it was a bother.  Something was still stuck down her drain.  But you had to be polite!

​Scarlett continued making her first impression observations.  There was a couple of inches step down from the door sill to the porch but, taking that into account, it looked like the visitor was shorter than Scarlett though the raised bun cheated her height to about equal. 

She definitely weighed more than Scarlett, though.  Probably by fifty pounds.  Not all due to the visitor being overweight.  Scarlett was much thinner than the average woman her age.

​Francine said, “I'm looking to buy a house and got a tour of the house for sale next door to yours.  It looks nice.  Well, honestly, it looks adequate, and it's in my price range.  It's just me and my daughter, Felicia, and before making any decision, I wanted to meet the neighbors.  Felicia is a young lady, just eighteen, and, you know, I want to keep her safe and all.  Is this a good neighborhood?”

​“Oh, I see.  Of course.  I have a young daughter also.  You just met her.  Sapphire.  So I know exactly what you mean.  As you can see, it isn't a fancy neighborhood, but everyone minds their business and there’s been no crime here that I know about.  The only creeper and, really, he wasn't that bad, it isn't really fair to call him a creeper, was actually Mr. Coninski, and it's his house you'd be buying.”

​“I'd love to hear more.  Can I come in for a couple of minutes?  It sure is hot out here.”

​“Oh.  Sure.  Yeah, these Tennessee summers get hot, don't they?  It's only going to get hotter and drier with global warming.  It will probably be a desert around here by the time Sapphire's kids are in college.  If she ever gets married and has kids.  I’m still working on getting her into college. Sure, come on in, Francine.”

​Francine laughed, “Not too sure about that global warming.  Not too sure your Sapphire needs to be married to have a baby either.  I sure didn't have a husband when I had Felicia.  Not before, during, or after.  Also, not too sure about going to college being the best move.  You lose four or five or more years of valuable earning.  Really valuable earning if you’re a woman with great looks.  What, really, do you learn in college?  Global warming is what, and who knows if that's even true.”

​Scarlett was turned away when Francine said that, opening the door, which was fortunate because she couldn't keep her eyebrows from shooting up.  Wow.  Just wow.  Her possible new neighbor was against college and didn’t believe in global warming?  This Francine Sorrelson was so ignorant she probably could not spell ignorant! 

​That was also a pretty weird comment about women with great looks losing valuable money-earning time.  The only jobs where looks were essential to pay were modeling, professional cheerleaders - who were barely paid, strippers, and weather girls.

Or was “weather women” more politically correct?  Or weather person?  It was hard to keep track.

Still, that didn't mean Francine was a bad person.  It took all sorts of people in this world.  Even the people who did not think it took all sorts of people.

​As Francine came in, Scarlett pointed her towards the two couches in the living room, “Take your pick of couches.  My daughter, Sapphire, and I joke that the brown one is hers and the white one is mine.  They don't match, obviously.  We're casual around here, and we got a good deal on the white one.  But it stains terrible.  If you're ever looking for a couch, don't go white.  So, anyway, funny you should mention the worth of college.  Sapphire is taking a year off to assess if she wants to go.  I'm trying to get her enthused, and I do think it will be best for her.  She seems to think I've done just fine without a degree, but she's thinking wrong.  She's very smart and can get a better job with a college degree.”

​She fetched Francine a cold can of soda from the fridge and one for herself.  With sparse use of air conditioning, cold drinks were a necessary Godsend. 

Scarlett told the visitor about her and her daughter, “My name is Scarlett Hartley.  We've lived here for twelve years.  I'm a waitress at Borneo's.  I'm a widow.  My husband, Ian, died in a car accident four years ago.  Luckily, he was a hard worker and smart and had fully paid off the house and left some savings so we can live off my pay as a waitress.  Sapphire and I are quiet and boring so, if you move in, you’ll have no problems with noise or parties or whatever from us.”

​Francine would not agree, “You may be quiet, but you're not at all boring.  You're nice people.  And you’re so nice looking.  You and your daughter are so beautiful.  You look like models!”

​“Actually, I was a model.  Still could be, maybe, I guess, but the modeling business has some bad elements and too much traveling to raise a daughter.  It's also funny that you mention that.  Sapphire wanted to go to one of those group model try-outs when she was seventeen, and I put the kibosh on it.  No way, Jose!  There are so many creepy managers and photographers and stalkers and people trying to recruit you into porn as well.  Sapphire is smart but maybe too innocent and trusting.  I would never want her exposed to that life.  I would not let her go, and it's still a sore spot.  Other than that, we get along great.  How about you, what's your story?”

​“It’s just me and Felicia.  No husband for me, no father for her.  Never was one.  I guess I was young and dumb and full of cum.  Literally.”

​Scarlett almost choked on her mouthful of soda and nearly spit it up.  Then she smiled self-consciously.  Wow, this Francine really would just say anything.  She looked pretty old, though, almost like she could be a grandmother.  She could have had a daughter who was in her mid-thirties.  Maybe Francine was not all that young while she was full of cum?

​Scarlett composed herself after covering a soda burp, “Well, yes, I guess that's how pregnancies happen, huh?  So, how old is your daughter?”

​“I already told you.  Eighteen.”

​Scarlett flushed.  Oh yeah, she had told her.  But if her daughter was eighteen then she must have had Felicia when Francine was, what, in her forties?  That was hardly consistent with Francine's claim of being young when she had her, though, obviously, Scarlett had no doubts about the “full of cum” part.

​Scarlett managed to say, “Oh.  Sorry.  Forgot.”

​“That's just fine.  So, anyway, we decided we needed a change.  So, this Mr. Coninski, what was his issue?”

​“I guess it was more like my issue with him.  He was always, you know, staring.  At both my daughter and me.  I'd be out gardening, and he'd set up a lawn chair pointed straight at me and just sit with a beer in his hand.  Drink and stare.  Stare and drink.  When I moved, he'd move his chair, angle it so it was still pointed straight at me.  Then one time, he even tried to get Sapphire to go over there and wash his car for him.  He was telling her she should wear as little as possible because it was so hot and to wear a white shirt, again because it was so hot.  But really, it was like he wanted his own one-girl wet T-shirt contest.”

​Francine nodded, “That's interesting.  Well, obviously, your daughter is a beauty.  You are, too, of course.  Maybe you two should think about him looking at you two as a compliment.”

​Francine didn't seem nearly as creeped out by the story as Scarlett had been by having Mr. Coninski as a neighbor.  Scarlett guessed Francine didn't want to condemn the owner of the house she was considering buying.

​“Thank you for the compliment.”  Scarlett had taught Sapphire to always thank people for compliments but knew she sometimes forgot to do it herself.  Not this time.

​She had also taught Sapphire to give a compliment right back, but Scarlett had no idea how to do that right then.  She didn’t know Francine Sorrelson, and it wasn’t like she could compliment the woman on her looks.  Francine was no looker.

​“It does seem nice and quiet here, and you certainly will be perfect neighbors.”

​“Will be?”

​“Yes!  After meeting you, that settles it!  You and your daughter are the clinchers.  A decent place that has perfect neighbors.  Once we move in, I look forward to having barbecues and getting to know you two.”

​“Yes.  Sure!  Of course.”

​It was later that day, long after Francine Sorrelson left, that it occurred to Scarlett that she had not found out much about Francine or her daughter, Felicia.  She didn't know where they worked or why they “needed a change” so bad that they had to move, or even where they were moving from. 

On the other hand, Scarlett had been talkative and an open book.  Perhaps not finding out more about them was her fault for not asking good questions.

​She'd get to know them once they moved in.  It really wasn't a worry.  Obviously not, since it was two women and not some perv guy like Mr. Coninski.  Even if Francine had some strange views and rough edges, she had to be a huge improvement over Mr. Coninski.

Plus, women were cleaner with their yards, quieter, and gardened better.  Scarlett loved to plant trees and flowers.  Maybe Francine did, too.  She could picture them simultaneously puttering around their yards and visiting back and forth.  That would be nice. No matter what, it was an upgrade to have Francine and her daughter replacing Mr. Coninski.

​So she thought.


Chapter Two

​Ohio.  Francine and Felicia were from Ohio.

​Scarlett and Sapphire found that out when they returned from a four-day weekend on the other side of the state visiting Sapphire's grandmother, Scarlett’s mother-in-law.  By then, Francine and Felicia were already all moved in.

​Francine invited them over that Monday Labor Day holiday and really put on the charm.  In her rough way.  Scarlett and Sapphire had returned first thing in the day, which meant they arrived home late afternoon as they'd slept in at Grandma H's, of course. 

Right away, Francine had shown up at their door and invited them over for lemonade.  Scarlett was tired from driving but didn't want to refuse her new neighbor, especially because Francine said they needed to meet Felicia.

​After Scarlett agreed and Francine went back to her house, Sapphire rolled her eyes and groaned, “Jesus, Mom, we just got back, and now we need to go visiting?  Again?  They’re not even family.  Although Francine looks almost as old as Grandma H.”

​“Sapphire, we don't want to be rude to our new neighbors.  Come on, what else do you have to do?  All your friends are off to college now. Francine's daughter is your age.  She isn't going to college either yet, I guess.  You could make a friend.”

​“I have plenty of friends, Mom.”

​“Not around here.  I'm telling you, you're going to get bored.  You'll regret taking a year off before going to college.  I already do regret it for you!  Your regret will catch up soon.”

​“I know you do, Mom.  It isn't “a year off before.”  It's time to think if I should go to college.  “If,” Mom!  If!”

​“You're too smart not to go to college.  We have the savings for it.  Your Dad was very smart about those things, really frugal and farsighted.”

​“I know, I know.  I just don't know if college is for me.  Okay, Mom, fine, let's go over there.  Hopefully this Felicia girl isn't some weirdo.  It would be nice having a friend right next door.  But her Mom seems kinda weird.  Really old.”

​“Sapphire!  Never comment on people's age!  Or anything they can't help.”

​“Shit, Mom, she isn't standing right here.  She can't hear me.”

​“Well, it's gossip, and it's superficial.  Keep that stuff to yourself.”

​“Mom, everybody is superficial, and the definition of gossip, pretty much the whole definition of gossip, is to not keep it to yourself.  You have to share those superficial observations in order to convert them into gossip.”

​Secretly Scarlett agreed with Sapphire's observation.  Not just about how gossip worked.  She'd noticed also, hadn't she?  Francine was weirdly old to have a young adult daughter.  Scarlett planned to keep her observational agreement to herself so it did not convert into gossip.  She'd lead by example.

​So she said, “See how you make these observations and the way you think so quickly?  You belong in college!”

​“We'll see, Mom.  A waitress like you or a doctor, it's all doing things for other people, and all the jobs are necessary.  One just makes you go to college first.”

​“Yes, but some pay a whole lot more!  All the ones that require a college education.  I wish I had gone to college.  I was fortunate to meet and marry your dad.  That made things financially comfortable.”

​“I may not know what I'm going to do, but I do know some things I'm not going to do.  I'm not going to get married until I'm at least thirty.  I'm sure you'd like me to start popping out babies and make you a grandmother.”

​“No, Sapphire.  Not at all!  Take your time.  I'm in no hurry to be a grandmother.  Of course, someday I'd like that.  First things first.  College, career, husband, babies.  In that exact order, no jumbling them around.”

​Sapphire gave a little tolerant smile, “Daylights burning.  Let's get this over with.”

​Ten minutes later, they were in the backyard of the Sorrelson's new home, which was Mr. Coninski’s old home.  Mr. Coninski had never put in a back deck, so they sat in lawn chairs on the grass.  They each had a glass of cold lemonade but nowhere to set them down, so they all held onto theirs.

​Scarlett didn't think she'd ever seen anyone but Mr. Coninski in his backyard.  He never had any visitors at all.  Here it was the Sorrelson’s first day fully moved in, and the Sorrelson's already had two guests over.  It was such a refreshing change!

​No one wore much because of the heat.  The little observations kept pouring in.  Everybody is superficial, right?

​Francine wore some damn tight cotton shorts.  Her thighs bulged out from the hems, and she had quite a few varicose veins.  It looked like a Civil War map over there on her inner thighs and calves.

​Felicia... how would Scarlett put this politely?  Felicia was... interesting.  Yes, that would be a good polite way to put it.

​She had her mom's light brown hair, but the family resemblance more or less ended there.  Maybe she had the same eye color as her mom's hazel, but it was impossible to tell because her eyes were squinted narrow slits, and it looked like they just were that way naturally.  Like she always looked sleepy unless maybe she was shocked and surprised and then would look just fully awake and not actually surprised.

They met her inside the new Sorrelson residence.  She looked uninterested.  Or sleepy.  She only said a few words and sounded grumpy.

When Francine led them through the house and outdoors into the backyard, Felicia followed them and slapped on dark shades with enormous lenses and bright red rims.

​Unlike her mom, Felicia was thin to the point of scrawniness.  Despite that thinness, she had full lips so red they looked like they were covered in lipstick, but Scarlett could tell it was all-natural.  All-natural in an unnatural-looking way.  Those full lips were sexy but they sort of pouted, which gave Felicia the look of a spoiled brat.  Like nothing would ever be quite good enough to her.

​Scarlett wondered what had sapped Felicia of the typical youthful enthusiasm.  Was Felicia born this way, or had she gone through some kind of trauma?

​Scarlett knew that people who acted hostile or like life bore them were practicing a sort of emotional self-defense.  Maybe a solid friendship with Sapphire would be healing for Felicia.

​Felicia was extremely tan, almost tan enough to make a person think she wasn't even Caucasian.  Like she was half-Hawaiian or like Francine had adopted her. 

Scarlett could see why Felicia was so tan.  She didn't wear much!

​Her top looked like maybe she used to wear it when she was twelve.  It looked that poorly fitting.  Felicia's breasts weren't that big or wouldn’t be large on the body of most young women, but they were quite big for her narrow body. 

Her breasts looked as oddly oversized for her frame as her lips.  Like both the lips and her breasts were transplanted from someone else. 

Or like Felicia had gone through a couple of dubiously successful plastic surgeries.  But surely she was too young for that?  Francine wouldn’t have allowed it or paid for that, would she?

Felicia’s breasts bulged out on all sides of the way-too-small bikini triangles.  Sides meaning the tops, the bottoms, and both sides of each triangle. 

The girl had breast cleavage top, bottom, inside, and side boob!

Scarlet bet there were strippers who wore more than her!

Well, at least Scarlett didn’t have to worry about the impression Sapphire made when she answered the door on Francine’s first visit, wearing only a tank top and panties.  That was probably ten times the amount of material and coverage that Felicia wore.

​Besides the way-too-small bikini top, Felicia wore cutoff jeans that were way too cut-off.  They were possibly tighter than her mom's shorts and, again, looked like something a twelve-year-old might wear comfortably.  They rode up right into her crack, and Scarlett could see a denim camel toe.  She wished she hadn't!  It was just... right there!

​Scarlett couldn’t help her eyes widening when Felicia passed her and walked in front. 

​Felicia’s lower ass cheeks stuck out, bulged out, from the cutoffs.  Scarlett thought she saw a flash of pink at her crotch but the frayed denim clouded it.  Were Felicia’s pussy lips also bulging out?  Did this girl, their new neighbor, not wear panties?

​It was hard to tell for sure because Felicia shook and swayed her ass.  She moved like a stripper, but it looked natural like Felicia wasn’t trying to put on a show.

​But she was putting on a show!  Scarlett bet any man seeing that walk in that get-up would spring an erection.

​Oddly, Felica also wore high-heeled sandals.  Like, very high heeled!  Maybe four inches.

​At Francine’s urging, the four of them sat down on the array of cheap lawn furniture, their legs stabbing into the dry lawn.

​Francine shuttled back and forth in her tight cotton shorts and delivered a glass of lemonade to each of them. 

​Scarlett couldn’t take her eyes off Felicia.  Even sitting, she was a display of raw sexuality.

​This girl sort of looked like what Scarlett imagined a streetwalker might look like.  Scarlett partially hid her blush behind her glass of lemonade.  What a terrible way to think!  Here the new neighbors invited them over so kindly, and here she was mentally comparing the young daughter to a prostitute.  Terrible! 

Scarlett felt like a terrible person.  The new neighbors were just... comfortable with their bodies, not putting on airs, and trying to relax after a stressful move.  Plus, it was a hot day!

​Scarlett reminded herself with a mental scold how Sapphire had answered the door that day Francine had knocked.  Tank top and panties.  What had Francine thought of her then?  Sapphire was a good girl, and probably so was this Felicia.

​The sooner and the better they got to know each other, the sooner they could move past all these superficial judgmental first impressions!

​Felicia made another first impression that invited judgment when she slumped down in her lawn chair and spread her legs.  It looked unconscious on her part.  It also looked lascivious!

​Scarlett no longer had any doubt.  Felicia wasn’t wearing panties.  The crotch of the cutoffs, at the lowest point, only covered two inches.  If you included the frayed fringy strings!

​Yes, there was no doubt now.  That young woman did have a pussy!  Scarlett felt hot and flushed, and it wasn’t all from the late afternoon Tennessee summer heat. 

She felt stupid.  Every woman had a pussy.  Of course this girl had a pussy.  Felicia just didn’t have the proper awareness and shame about her pussy to keep it hidden. 

Did Francine fail to teach her modesty, or was this some kind of lingering teenage rebellion by the girl?  Francine looked oblivious.

Scarlett saw Sapphire looking over at Felicia.  She saw Sapphire look back over there a few times, unaware of Scarlett watching her.  Sapphire’s eyes were also drawn to the little show between Felicia’s legs.

Scarlett reminded herself that they were guests in their new neighbor’s new house.  They were not here to judge and should not hold a relaxed atmosphere against them.

​Really, it should be Scarlett welcoming them to the neighborhood over at her house since the Sorrelsons just moved in.  It took a while to settle in, and that was why the existing already moved-in neighbors should greet and invite over new neighbors.

The house they'd walked through was a terrible mess of boxes.  Understandable with the move, of course.  Scarlett vowed to invite the new neighbors over to their place as soon as possible.

​Francine was talkative and welcoming and seemed very relaxed.  Actually, she seemed ebullient, almost triumphant at the move, and not at all exhausted.  She was a bit touchy-feely, often reaching over to emphasize a point by gently patting Scarlett's bare thigh.  Every time made Scarlett uncomfortable.  They did not yet know each other that well, did they?  What was the proper time limit before physical boundaries could be freely crossed?  Whatever it was, it had to be more than on their first few meetings.

​It made Scarlett uncomfortable, but what could she do about it?  Saying anything would be rude.

​It made Scarlett ten times more uncomfortable when Francine did the same thing to Sapphire, reaching out and grabbing one of her knees and not letting go as she told a short story.  But what could Scarlett do about that either? 

Saying anything would be rude….

As Francine made a point during her story, she laughed and jerked at Sapphire’s bare knee, pulling it outward.  Sapphire laughed nervously with her, a polite laugh.

Scarlett failed to make herself laugh.  She saw that now Sapphire was accidentally putting on a camel toe showing.  Sapphire wore white shorts that had a proper hem length, but the tilt of the chair combined with Francine pushing her knee outward made the camel toe magically appear.

Blessedly Francine released Sapphire’s knee and turned back to Scarlett.  Sapphire immediately but smoothly pulled her knee back into place in front of her, and her camel toe disappeared.

When Francine laughed, which she did loudly and often, her pats to Scarlett's bare thigh became stinging wallops.  They almost felt like spanks! 

It made Scarlett want to move her lawn chair away from Francine’s side but, of course, she couldn't do that.  It would be rude.

​Felicia got up and walked around the yard while the rest of them talked, but then she came over and plopped down in a chair next to Sapphire.  A while later, after Scarlett and, mostly Francine, had a one-on-one conversation, Scarlett glanced over and saw Felicia making a male jacking off style motion with one hand in her lap.  She was grinning at Sapphire, and Sapphire laughed back at her.

​Scarlett wondered if Felicia was making fun of her or of her own mother.  Or both of them?  Scarlett had made the last comment – some observation about the intensity and frequency of thunderstorms in Tennessee and the effect it had on certain breeds of flowers she'd planted.  Some flowers had stronger stems for withstanding strong winds.

Most of the time, though, Francine had dominated the conversation stating about five words for every one that Scarlett got out. Which was surprising because Scarlett was rather talkative normally.  By volume of talk to mock, it was more likely Felicia was making fun of her mom but, by most recent statement, maybe she was making fun of Scarlett.

Felicia and Sapphire had said almost nothing during the conversation up to that point.

​Scarlett gave Sapphire a little subtle frown, and Sapphire stifled her laughter.  Felicia gave Scarlett an irritated look for the admonishment and then a pretty similar look towards Sapphire as well, apparently for giving in to Scarlett and trying to minimize her laughter.

​The conversation went on, and Francine’s hand came to visit Scarlett’s knee.  It rested on her bare knee.  Francine had a hot sweaty hand.  Scarlett felt her knee get slick with sweat. She wobbled it a little, like trying to shake off a fly, but Francine had a good grip despite the slippery sweat.

​Scarlett heard Felicia and her daughter giggling but refused to look over at them.  Were they laughing at her?  Or at Francine for being so handsy?

​At one point, Francine made a comment that stood out to Scarlett, “You and your daughter and me and my daughter are like mother-daughter sets of twins.  Neither mother has a man – thankfully for that! – and both daughters are eighteen.  All four of us are sexy as fuck, and all of us are blondes!”

​There was so much wrong with what Francine said!  Wrong factually and wrong in other ways as well.

​The four of them did not look at all alike.  They were not like mother-daughter twins at all!  Francine was much older than Scarlett.  Much older and much less good-looking.  That was as politically correct as Scarlett could think it within her mind.

​Then Francine said she was thankful that neither of them had a man.  Scarlett's husband had died!  It was like Francine was saying she was glad Ian was dead.  Scarlett knew that couldn't be how Francine meant it, but still.

​Both daughters were eighteen but Francine describing all four of them as “sexy as fuck” was hardly appropriate talk in front of them or from a mother.

​Finally, saying all of them were blondes was also false.  Scarlett and Sapphire were blonde, clearly, but Francine and Felicia were not.  Not even dirty blonde.  They did not even have blonde highlights, not even fake ones.  They had brown hair.  Brown!  Was Francine a blonde wannabe or, well, blind or something?

​Scarlett didn't say anything.  How could you tell someone who thought they were blonde that they weren't?  Especially someone so old.  Besides, Francine's one-woman tide of conversation had washed past the moment.

​Felicia said she'd show Sapphire her room, and the two of them went into the former Coninski house.

​Almost immediately, Francine turned to Scarlett and put a hand on her forearm, leaned close to talk like she was telling a secret, “My Felicia can be an unusual one, but she really needs a friend.  I'm hoping she and your daughter, Sapphire, can be as good of friends as you and I.”

​Scarlett figured she meant as good of friends as they'd become in the future.  They weren't friends yet!  Scarlett hardly knew Francine and wasn't all that impressed so far.  Felicia didn’t seem like the type of friend Scarlett normally chose.  Up to Sapphire, of course, but Felicia didn’t seem like a good influence.

​Scarlett knew she shouldn’t be so overprotective that she worried about good influences on her daughter at this point in her daughter’s life.  Sapphire was an adult.  But she didn’t seem like an adult to Scarlett and Felicia seemed even more immature.

​Which one would rub off and influence the other one?  How much less would Sapphire end up wearing?

​Little did Scarlett know then….

​Speaking of “rubbing off,” Francine was holding Scarlett’s arm now.  Some people had no sense of personal space!

​Francine gripped Scarlett’s arm tighter and leaned closer.  Yep, she was a smoker.  Scarlett could smell cigarette breath on her too-close breath, “I know!  You can put in the good word with Sapphire.  You know, urge her to be friends with Felicia.  Really put her up to it.  I'd so appreciate that.  You're such a dear to do it, and so is Sapphire.  Like I said, Felicia can be odd, so you need to make sure Sapphire is ready to look past or put up with oddities.  Felicia would probably be diagnosed with a “condition” of some kind if those head doctors ever got a hold of her.  They'd give it some fancy-schmancy name.  Fucking doctors!  Goddamn know-it-alls who really know nothing!  Just tell Sapphire that whatever Felicia does Sapphire should just go along with it, act like it's normal, you know, just ignore it.”

​“Ignore... what?  I don't understand.”

​“Well, who does?  Not me.  Believe me, Sapphire will know when something is a bit weird and will know to ignore it if you tell her to.  Think of it as charity for my daughter.  Helping her.  It'll work out best for your Sapphire, too.  Having someone right next door to keep her entertained.  Felicia is many things, and one of them is entertaining.  Now, promise me.  Promise.  You'll get Sapphire to hang out with Felicia and put up with any idiosyncrasies.”

​Scarlett wasn't even sure if that was a question or more of a statement.  It sounded like some kind of order. 

Well, it could not be an order, obviously!  It couldn't be.  No one would give orders to someone they hardly knew.  And no one would follow any such orders!  Scarlett sure wouldn’t.

But… since it wasn’t an order, maybe she would do it.  For Felicia and maybe for Sapphire also.

Sapphire could use a friend, and Scarlett liked the idea of helping out, especially Sapphire helping out as part of Sapphire growing up.  Young people needed a greater awareness of charity opportunities.

She didn't like to make a commitment for her daughter, but her daughter was hanging out with Felicia right then anyway.  Also, she was only making a commitment for herself to talk to her daughter and tell her daughter what Francine wanted her to say.  After that, it was up to Sapphire.

​While looking into Francine's insistent and expectant face, it didn't seem possible to turn her down.

​“All right.  I'll talk to Sapphire.”

​“You know what's best for them to get to know each other?”

​“What?”

​“A slumber party!”

​“Oh, well, they are sort of old for that.”

​“No, silly-head, you're never too old for a slumber party.  I guess they'd call it something different at their age, though.  A sleepover?  Yeah, that's it.  Have Sapphire invite Felicia for a sleepover.  I am absolutely sure Felicia will accept the invitation, and the two of them will become much closer.”

​Well, they'd have to get much closer, thought Scarlett, because they barely knew each other.

​“Well, all right, I'll make the suggestion.”

​“You can do better than that.  Sapphire lives under your roof.  Crack your word whip if you have to.”

​“I really don't have a “word whip.”  I'll suggest it.”

​Francine looked at her a long moment, seemed to judge she'd pushed Scarlett as far as she could while being a decent hostess, and moved on to other topics.

​The girls came out of the house fifteen minutes later, and Scarlett thought Sapphire looked a little ill.  Or awkwardly uncomfortable.  Soon after, Scarlett made their excuses, and she and Sapphire left.

​Scarlett asked Sapphire if she felt okay, and Sapphire said she was fine.  She seemed lost in thought, though, and went to her room when they got inside their house.


Chapter Three

​Felicia showed up at their house several times each week unannounced for the next month.  No one invited her except, Scarlett guessed, herself.

After the first such visit, Felicia just walked on into the Hartley house.  No knock or sometimes a single knock as she pushed the door open, no ringing of a doorbell, and without an actual invitation!  Like she owned the place. 

Scarlett wanted Felicia to become friends with Sapphire and certainly to get to the point where she could just show up and walk on in.  But this was too early, too fast. 

​Nevertheless, Felicia was already at that point of showing up without an invite and walking on in.  Scarlett did not want to mess up a budding friendship with her daughter.  Not that it was “budding” all that much.  Either way, Scarlett did not want to be the “un-cool” mom. 

Admonishing Felicia might alienate her, especially if she had issues like Francine mentioned. Criticizing her might even cause resentment from Francine.  Scarlett did not want to get off on the wrong foot with the new neighbors.

They were a bit unusual.  That was true.  But then again, they were from Ohio.  Maybe they were just the way Ohioans were.  Maybe they couldn’t help it.  Scarlett hadn’t heard people from Ohio were unusual, but she hadn’t heard they weren’t either.

No matter what, they were definitely better neighbors than Mr. Coninski was.  They pretty much had to be unless they were criminals or something like that.

Scarlett did wonder how they supported themselves but was determined not to ask.  Asking about such things was incredibly rude.

So, Scarlett decided to accept Felicia’s self-actuating “open door” policy at the Hartley residence.  It was already happening.  It wasn't really a big deal.  Just a bit odd in an overly friendly way.  She could not imagine Sapphire going over to new neighbors and just availing herself of their home.

It wasn’t like Sapphire and Scarlett had anything to hide.  They were comfortable in their own skin.

Sapphire was maybe a little too comfortable in not much more than her own skin.  Sapphire still liked to spend sometimes entire days wearing only her undies and a tank top. 

Well, it was hot, and Scarlett hated to waste power – and money! – on electricity to cool the house.  That was money best held onto to pay for a dorm and books for Sapphire when she went to college.

When.  Not if!

Felicia clearly wasn’t a normal young woman.  She was almost… creepy.

​Whenever Felicia looked at Scarlett, she had this look on her face like she was trying to figure her out.  Like Scarlett was some kind of puzzle to solve.  Actually, she looked the exact same way towards Sapphire as far as Scarlett could tell.  When Sapphire wasn’t looking at her, Felicia was looking at Sapphire.

​Felicia seemed interested in their fashion sense.  She always looked them up and down and seemed to keep looking up and down their bodies the whole time she visited.  It was like she was trying to figure out the brand of their clothing or maybe what else would look good on them. 

​Felicia's eyes often rested on Scarlett's or Sapphire's breasts.  Scarlett didn't find that too weird.  Young women often focused on breast size like it was a sign of status or because they were comparing themselves to others.  Actually, all three of them had average or maybe even a bit below average size to their breasts. 

The Hartley’s did not have the kind of breasts that forced people to pay undue attention to them.  Nevertheless, Felicia gave them undue attention.

​Scarlett remembered her breast size was a point of contention in her short modeling career or modeling experiment or whatever you wanted to call it.  Maybe flirtation was the best word for it.

They’d wanted her to get an “upgrade” and claimed it was “natural.”  Natural to get a surgical increase in size!  They claimed it was “natural” to change what nature had given her, which, by the way, really wasn’t bad. 

Oh, how very natural!  That's what she'd said sarcastically then, and that's what she said sarcastically inside her own mind whenever she thought about it.  She was too smart to fall for that line of reasoning and she felt bad for the many young women who probably did fall for it.

​Felicia also seemed to spend a lot of time looking at their rears whenever they got up to go get her a soda she asked for. Actually, “asked” was really giving the girl the benefit of the doubt.  She'd pretty much tell whichever one of them she first saw to “Go get me a soda.”  Like that.  A quick little order. 

No please, and not even a thank you once delivered.  Like Scarlett was her waitress!  Scarlett was a waitress at Borneo's steak house, but that was there, not here in her own home! 

​Even when they told her to just help herself, she still told them to get her drinks.  Felicia claimed it was rude for a guest to take a drink and rude to not give a guest a drink they asked for.  All while ignoring her own rudeness in demanding the drink.

Scarlett had to admit it pissed her off when the rude girl told her -- in her own house! – what was and was not rude.  But Scarlett never showed her anger.  Showing anger was rude.  Everyone knew that, and she didn’t want to give Felicia the opportunity to teach her anything else she already knew about rudeness.

So the Hartley’s put up with Felicia’s soda demands and quickly got used to it.  Since she always wanted a drink, now, whoever was closest to the kitchen usually automatically went straight to the fridge to get her the drink as soon as Felicia appeared among them.

Sometimes Felicia did seem to appear in their house like she’d teleported into their house.  Scarlett nearly cried out when she had another battle with the garbage disposal, pulled her slimy hand free of it, and turned to see Felicia standing right next to her and right next to the switch for the garbage disposal.

Sapphire said one time she was peeing with the door open and Felicia walked right in telling Sapphire to get her a soda!

Actually, Scarlett had laughed at that one, and Sapphire had reluctantly joined in with her laughter.

Whenever one of them delivered a soda to Felicia, she immediately drank a lot of it like she had no soda over at her place.  She gulped it like a weird female Napoleon Dynamite, the way he gulped that drink in that movie.

​Scarlett figured this was just another idiosyncrasy of Felicia’s, as Francine had warned about. It was not really a big deal. 

When Sapphire commented on Felicia's behavior and how Felicia acted like she owned their place, or lived there, both times that Sapphire brought it up, Scarlett told her to be a good hostess and overlook little things like that and to be understanding and just go with the flow. 

​Scarlett sure was glad that Francine had forewarned them about Felicia, or she may have ended up being rude to one of their new neighbors!

​Sometimes they sat around visiting in the living room, usually all three of them, but sometimes it was just Felicia and either Sapphire or Scarlett.  Scarlett noticed that Felicia, honest to God, seemed to crotch stare at her crotch! 

And Scarlett saw it at least once when Felica and Sapphire sat in the living room.  Sapphire sat cross-legged Indian-style on the brown couch, just being comfortable, in her undies, and there Felicia was staring at Sapphire’s crotch!

It made Scarlett uneasy.  It looked creepy but, then again, Sapphire accidentally put on a show.  Her panties were semi-transparent. 

But why did Felicia stare that way at Scarlett’s crotch?  She wasn’t putting on a show.  And she saw it other times with Sapphire when Sapphire wore pants.

Felicia would just look straight between their legs.  She didn't try to hide it.  You’d think she would.  Everyone knew if you were going to crotch-stare someone, it was only polite to pretend like you weren’t. 

Did Felicia have a social issue?  Maybe she had a hard time with eye contact.  Maybe Scarlett should feel bad for her, not creeped out.

​The first few times Felicia did it with her, Scarlett thought maybe her clothing was awry, or she'd dribbled a spot of mustard or something.  But, no, when her eyes joined Felicia's in looking at her crotch, so four eyes were on her crotch, all she saw was jeans or pants or whatever she was wearing. 

​She wondered if Felicia did the crotch stare thing with guys also.  They would definitely take it the wrong way!

​It made Scarlett a little uncomfortable, but she figured the girl needed to get a clue on how best to dress anyway.  Felicia perhaps was looking at how various seams shaped to a woman's body, the Hartley women’s body type, or vice versa.  Something like that. 

She couldn't ask Felicia why she looked at their outfits, breasts, or crotches.  How could she?  It would be rude. 

​If Scarlett asked about it, Felicia would probably tell her Mom, Francine.  Scarlett really wanted them all to be friends, and Francine had a certain hard edge to her, a certain abruptness that hinted she'd be a bad one to cross.  Like she could hold a grudge for a really long time. 

​Francine reminded her of someone.  She couldn't put her finger on it at first.  Oh yeah!  Someone famous, a guy actually, and an athlete so he was physically the polar opposite of Francine Sorrelson.  The grudge thing, though, it was just like that Packers quarterback, Aaron Rodgers, who disowned and refused to speak to his entire family, direct, distant, all of them, every single one.  Scarlett read that Rodgers shut out his entire family all at once overnight.

For some reason, Scarlett felt like Francine was the same way.  You had to stay in her good graces, or you were out forever.  It wouldn’t be a good thing if their next-door neighbor refused to talk to them.  Granted, Scarlett did not always like what Francine had to say, but hostile silence would be worse.  Probably.

Francine was unusual, and her daughter, Felicia, was even more unusual.  Like that apple had fallen from that tree but maybe rolled a bit further once it fell.

Scarlett reminded herself it was good to be open and accepting of other people’s differences.  The world would be a boring vanilla place if everyone was the same, looked the same, and acted the same.  Variety was the spice of life. 

There was probably a reason for why Felicia acted the way she did.  If Scarlett knew the reason she bet she’d feel sorry for Felicia.

​Scarlett thought she'd read somewhere how women check out one another's bodies more than men do women.  Like checking on the competition or for role models like following the leader.  Maybe Felicia wanted to dress and walk and sit like the Hartley women?  Scarlett remembered a lot of her fellow models looking. 

But not continuously like this and usually with at least fake compliments.

​Scarlett didn't think Felicia was any kind of lesbian.  She was too good looking for that!  No, she must just do it to get ideas on fashion and how to wear clothing.

​Which she really needed!

​For instance, put more on!  Felicia usually wore very little and what little she did wear seemed a size or two too small.  Maybe Francine and Felicia had money issues.  Moving was expensive and full of unexpected costs.  It also turned out neither Francine nor Felicia worked, at least not yet. Not so surprising having just moved, perhaps.

Francine had told Scarlett over the fence when Scarlett was out gardening that she did various physical hands-on work, and so did Felicia.  Which perhaps explained how very tan they were.  Scarlett figured it must be outdoor work.

​Francine and Scarlett that day had talked about the friendship developing between Scarlett and Felicia.  Francine really wanted that friendship, and Felicia must also because she kept on coming on over uninvited. 

Thing was, it didn't really seem to be “developing” in Scarlett's view.  Like her, Sapphire seemed to look at Felicia a bit askance.  Felicia was just odd.  She was oddly quiet sometimes and spewed inappropriately harsh laughter at times.  Plus, the way she dressed.  Plus, her lack of manners.

​Scarlett really couldn't blame Sapphire for not bonding right away with Felicia or not wanting to bond at all, maybe.  However, she did feel a sense of charity or responsibility or a need to welcome her new neighbors.  Something. 

She and Sapphire really should try to establish a neighborly bond all they could.  People were so distant and online nowadays! 

​Even if she hadn't felt it herself, that goal for Felicia and Sapphire to become friends, Francine would have made her feel it! Francine was always talking about the two girls becoming as close as possible.  Like they'd socially drown if they didn't have each other to cling to and float with.

​Thing was, there wasn't much social even going on.  It was fall, and all the students who'd become adults were either off to college or working.  Sapphire wasn't too focused on finding work yet.  For Sapphire, it was like taking a year off to travel across Europe.  Except, no Europe.

​The manager at Borneo's offered to let Sapphire work there part-time as a waitress.  Scarlett didn't really like that idea, though.  It was sort of weird having a mother and daughter both working as waitresses at the same restaurant. 

It might be too much time togetherness, too much proximity.  In some odd way, it would make them both equal because both would have the exact same job.  Like they'd be sisters instead of mother and daughter.  The waitress sisters.  Like a scaled-back subtle freak show.

​No.  No way.  Besides, Scarlett did not want Sapphire to become a waitress.  She wanted Sapphire to do better than her and be better than her, not to be the same as her.  A parent should want their kid to do better than them, and that’s exactly what Scarlett wanted for Sapphire.

Scarlett knew she’d been lucky, marrying who she did and that he wasn’t some wife-beater and that he’d set things up so well financially for what ended up happening.  Without a college degree, things might not work out nearly so well for Sapphire. 

If Sapphire turned out the same as Scarlett career-wise, she might end up much worse off.

​Huh.  Maybe aimless Felicia and paused Sapphire really did need each other.  Maybe it would be good.  Get them both a little more involved in the world.  Maybe Sapphire could not see her aimlessness when she looked in the mirror but would see who or what she did not want to be when she looked at Felicia.  It was easier for people to be harshly honest about others than it was for them to be honest about themselves.

​So Scarlett pressured Sapphire a little to invite Felicia over to have a sleepover sometime.  For Sapphire, for Felicia, for Francine, and, yes, a bit for Scarlett herself to get Francine off her back about it. 

Not that Scarlett put it that way.  She simply played up how Felicia was new to the area and obviously needed a good friend, someone good and kind, someone like Sapphire.

Sapphire wasn’t ready to go to college or decisive about her future, but she really was a good and clever girl.

​Sapphire did not like the idea of hanging out with Felicia.  Scarlett could tell.  Sapphire didn't say no, but she made a noncommittal noise and busied herself with helping around the house.  That was sometimes Sapphire’s way of saying no without actually saying no while offering the make-up of helping out in another way, in this case, chores.

​A little later, Felicia showed up.  She knocked a single knock as she pushed the door open, “Hey, neighbors.”

​“Hi, Felicia.”  Said Scarlett.

​“Hi, Felicia.”  Said Sapphire.

​“What's up with the Hartley ladies?” 

​“Cleaning.” Sapphire liked to speak in single-word sentences when she was down, bothered, irritated, thoughtful, busy, or angry.

​Felicia made an intentional choking sound, “What a waste of life.  My Mom and I were just talking about how we ought to get a maid.  And a gardener.”

​This made Sapphire laugh a little, “Don't forget a cook and a chauffeur!”

​Scarlett thought it was funny too.  The Sorrelsons did not seem like they had much money.  Of course, she and Sapphire had joked about getting a maid and such in the past as well.  It just seemed even funnier with Felicia and her Mom.

Scarlett said, “While you’re at it, make sure to hire a butler.”

Felicia looked at her for a long second and then said, “Go get me a soda.”

Scarlett felt like saying no or telling Felicia to get it herself but held herself in check.  Felicia was a guest even if no one had invited her over.

“Sure thing, Felicia.”  Scarlett fetched the cold soda from the fridge.

Felicia held it at arm’s length and gave it a scornful look though she’d had many of these same sodas already at the Hartley residence, “Generic?  I like the name brands.  Better quality.  I mean, sodas are cheap anyway.  From now on, get the name brands.  Any kind is better than this.”

Then she cracked the can open and took a long slug of it.  She Napoleon Dynamited it.

Scarlett almost said something.  Felicia was so rude!  Who criticized a free soda?  It even sounded like Felicia thought she could order Scarlett around!

Guest guest guest.  Scarlett reminded herself again that Felicia was a guest.  This rudeness from Felicia was probably more like a disguised cry for help.

​Scarlett had a little inspiration.  Sometimes you needed to push the baby bird out of the nest.  Or, in this case, push the baby bird to bring another baby bird into the nest for a sleepover.

​“Felicia, Sapphire and I were just talking about you and her maybe having a sleepover here.  I was telling her it would be totally fine with me.”

​They had been talking about it, and Scarlett had said it would be totally fine by her.  Of course, she was the one who brought it up, and it hadn't been well-received by Sapphire.  But, still, all true.

​Felicia perked up, but Scarlett saw Sapphire glare at Scarlett from the other side of Felicia, where Felicia could not see her expression, “Mrs. Hartley, that so nice of you!  I don’t mind spending more quality time with Sapphire.  I like to help out.  Yeah, the only things more boring than these Tennessee days are the Tennessee nights.”

Felicia thought she was helping out Sapphire?

​Felicia spun towards Sapphire, who instantaneously adopted a neutral smile expression to cover her irritation with her mom, “Sapphire, that is so thoughtful by you as well!  I accept.  When do you want to have the sleepover?”

​“Um.  Friday, I guess.”

​About an hour later, but right after Felicia finally left, Sapphire turned on her mother literally and figuratively, “Mom!  I'm eighteen!  I don't need you setting up all-night play dates for me!”

​“Sapphire, maybe you'll make a great friend.  At worst, at least it won't be just another boring stay-at-home Friday night.”

​Scarlett was right that it would not be a boring Friday for Sapphire.

​Scarlett was wrong that lack of boredom was the worst that could happen.

​Extremely wrong.


Chapter Four

​Thursday, in the evening, Scarlett was in her backyard gardening.  Gardening was her hobby, her zen activity.  She could tend things and think about her day. 

There wasn't much to think about that day so far.

​She'd worked her shift at Borneo's.  She was lucky to work there.  It was an expensive restaurant just across from the medical center.  As a result, it constantly had every table full with doctors and specialists and medical experts. 

The owner believed in the seniority system, so the more veteran waitresses picked their shifts.  As a result of that management philosophy, Scarlett was practically nine to five.  It gave her time in the evenings to garden or, theoretically, to go out and have a social life.

​The meals at Borneo’s, often including steak or lobster, were pricey, but the patrons did not seem to mind.  That alone would make the tips big.  But, in addition, the doctors were fabulous tippers.  Truly incredible.  Almost every day, Scarlett got at least one tip that was bigger than the cost of the whole meal! 

The doctors tried to out-tip each other so that the waitresses looked forward to them and treated them like the kings they thought they were.  Or maybe it was altruistic and they had more money than they knew what to do with.  Scarlett preferred to think the second but suspected the first.

​Scarlett treated every customer like a king or like a queen.  Doctor or not.  That was her job!

In a way, it was also her social life.  She otherwise stuck close to home.  It was her and her daughter until Sapphire went to college finally.  Scarlett was pretty sure she’d be lonely when Sapphire left.  She would for sure miss Sapphire.  But maybe then she’d try an actual classic social life.  Dates or maybe even more than that.

It was funny, she was pushing Sapphire to go to college but did not want her to leave.  If she was selfish, she’d try to keep Sapphire from going.  She felt guilt because sometimes she thought Sapphire was reluctant to go because of concern for her mother.

Maybe she should start dating so that Sapphire would be reassured and would go to college?  That seemed like a stretch, though.  Probably Sapphire was truly uncertain about college and it had nothing to do with Scarlett.

Scarlett had a great job, a paid-off house in a decent neighborhood, and her passion, her garden.  There was no reason for Sapphire to worry about her.

​The money Scarlett made at Borneo’s was truly amazing.  She knew her family, who were not in the area, and others must think just a bit less of her knowing she was a waitress.  But they had no idea what she actually earned!

Earning so much was almost a problem.  It may have contributed to Sapphire thinking she might not need college.

​One time a doctor, clearly interested in Scarlett due to her appearance, offered to make her his secretary, and he promised excellent benefits.  Scarlett knew there was no way the doctor could pay as much as she earned as a waitress.  Even if he could, she knew he wanted her for her looks which meant he'd want more than secretarial service from her.  Much more personal services. 

​He was handsome, and a doctor, but... nope, nope, nope, no can do.  Not with Sapphire still at home!  It just felt disrespectful to Sapphire and to Scarlett’s passed to the great beyond husband for Scarlett to be dating so soon. 

Ian would have wanted her to date and remarry and all that.  But not too soon!

Also, she did not want Sapphire to think her mother had not totally and completely loved her father.  Scarlett had.  She still did.  She missed him every day.

​Other than that doctor who clearly wanted more of a mistress type, Scarlett often received offers for dates and less specific invitations to events as companions that were really disguised dates.  She felt bad turning them all down but would have felt worse accepting.

​She never let on to Sapphire, but the idea of getting back to dating and having a romantic life was one reason she looked forward to Sapphire being off to college.  She wouldn't put that pressure on poor Sapphire by telling her that.  It was a distant second to her interest in Sapphire getting a good education.

She’d miss Sapphire, but the trade-off would be a social life outside that of mother and daughter.

It was funny, in a way, thinking that she looked forward to going on dates again and combining that thought with the idea Sapphire may be delaying college on her account.

Hmm.  That was an idea.  Maybe she should reconsider waiting to start dating.  If Scarlett made it sound like going to college would make her mother happy for other reasons besides Scarlett’s future, maybe Sapphire would go.

Okay, she had to admit it, maybe sometimes she was one of those mothers who would put pressure on their daughter.  But only for her own good!

​“Hey, neighbor!”

​It was Francine peering over the neck high wooden fence.  “Hi, Francine.”

​“Felicia told me about the big sleepover tomorrow night.  Pretty cool!  I think your daughter is going to be perfect for her.”

​“Oh, yes, I hope they get to be great friends.”

​“Sounded like maybe you helped make it happen.  Good for you.  You did well.  When Felicia comes over tomorrow, how about you come over to my place for a drink.”

​“Oh.  Well, I have a lot of chores to do.”

​“Ha.  Don't worry, I've got chores for you to do over at my place.”

​“What?”

​“Just kidding.  Look, let's give the girls some privacy.  We'll have a beer or whatever you drink.  Give them some space.  You know, only fair.”

​Scarlett thought maybe it would be good to give them some space.  Hard to relax with Mom around!  Still, she'd prefer to just go somewhere else like a diner to read a book than to go over to Francine's.  Francine was just so pushy and sort of up-in-your-business. 

It seemed rude to try to get out of going over there, though.  Too obvious.

​Francine was just trying to be friendly.  Shouldn't she try to be friendly also?             

​“Sure, Francine, that sounds great.  Once Felicia is over to my place, I'll come over to your place.”

​Francine's smile was huge.


Chapter Five

​This sucked.

​Sapphire was not exactly thrilled with having Felicia over.  Felicia was fucking weird! 

​Felicia came over about an hour earlier, totally on her own schedule.  She'd never even asked what time to arrive and ended up coming over before dinner, so Sapphire and her Mom had to share their dinner with her.  Just rude. 

​A sleepover!  Which was a slumber party.  How many eighteen-year-olds let their mothers set up a sleepover and pressure them into going along with it? 

Sapphire's Mom was cool, Sapphire knew that.  This was some kind of exception.  Had to be. 

Or was Mom trying to make Sapphire miserable so she'd go to college sooner than next year?  So that she'd start winter semester?

​Despite the ongoing joke/rough time Sapphire gave her mom, she did have every intention of going to college.  She just hadn't felt quite ready.

​Part of that was thinking about her mom.  Mom would be all alone when Sapphire went to college.  It had to happen sooner or later, but Dad's death wasn't that long ago.  Two years.  Sapphire didn't think her Mom was ready to be on her own.  Maybe almost, but not quite yet. 

Her mom wasn't even dating yet!  Sapphire knew her mom must have had offers.  Her mom was hot, a former model and all, and still in her prime.  Working as a waitress at Borneo's where all those doctors came in just by the law of averages and chance, Mom probably got asked out every month by someone acceptable.

​It was weird how Mom was so focused on Sapphire and Felicia being friends.  Like, why?  Felicia dressed sort of white trash slutty.  Somehow Mom still wanted them to be friends. 

Of course, Sapphire was an adult now and wouldn't give in to peer pressure, so it wasn't like hanging out with Felicia would influence her to dress slutty.

​Sapphire knew she didn't even need to dress slutty.  She was beautiful.  She could wear anything, boy clothes, a potato sack, anything, and she'd still look fantastic.  No need to advertise what advertised itself.

​Of course, Felicia was also quite pretty, and she didn't need to advertise either.  But she did.  When she came over for the sleepover, she wore a halter top and tight yoga shorts that looked like they were designed to be worn by a twelve-year-old.  The yoga shorts had sporadic holes in them like maybe Felicia used to wear them when she was a twelve-year-old.

​At dinner, when Felicia stood up and reached across their little dinner table to get the butter herself (instead of asking for it to be passed to her like a civilized human), her butt was right next to Sapphire's face.  Felicia had insisted on sitting super close to her even though there was no need for that.

​When she leaned forward, Sapphire could not help but look at her tightly covered ass and she saw flesh slightly bulge out of the various holes on the slick gray shorts.  All the holes!  Even ones that ought to be covered at the next line of defense, the panties.

​Felicia was not wearing panties!

​And, no, Felicia was not wearing a thong either.  How did Sapphire know that?  Because those yoga shorts had a split in their crotch seam and some part of Felicia bulged out there as well.  It looked like a labial lip, and there was pubic hair on it!

​Holy fuck, thought Sapphire.  Is Mom seeing this?

​No, she wasn't.  Wrong angle.  Oblivious.  Fucking trusting Mom.  Always thinking the best of everyone.

​What would Mom think if she knew what Felicia showed Sapphire inside the Sorrelson house when the new neighbors moved in? 

​Mom sure as hell never would have set up this damn play date sleepover is what!

​Felicia had taken Sapphire in there and right away whispered she had something “cool” to show her.  She took Sapphire into one of the bedrooms and said it was her mom's bedroom.  Going in there seemed weird and invasive to Sapphire.  Sapphire never went into her mom’s bedroom and vice versa.

​It got weirder and more invasive.

​Felicia opened the closet and then opened a big chest sitting on the floor of the closet.  It looked like a pirate's chest.  Sapphire had half-expected to see golden doubloons spill out when Felicia creaked it open.

​Instead... sex toys!  Enough for Francine Sorrelson to start her own adult shop or at least an adult shop corner stand.  Maybe under a big lacy umbrella made out of worn-out lingerie.

​There were, like, twenty dildos.  Twenty!  Every one different.  Some smooth, some alien-looking, some realistic.  Different colors, different materials.  At least five seemed too big to fit inside an actual human being.  Were they just for show?  For... inspiration?

​Three had a second penetrative cylinder next to the other one, one big, one smaller.  It was obvious these were meant to be used with the big one in a woman's vagina and the smaller one up her butt.

Sapphire had thought way too much about those two-pronged dildos since then.  The dildos looked bigger than real cocks.  The bigger cylinders did.  The smaller cylinders, for the butt, looked smaller than real cocks.

So, did that mean Francine Sorrelson wanted to be fucked by bigger cocks than a real man could provide and wanted anal sex but with smaller cocks than a real man provided?  Or was the smaller cock supposed to represent a finger?  Like, a really huge finger.  Or maybe a giant’s thumb.

Ew.

And yet.

Sapphire could see how some rude man might want to stick a finger up a girl’s ass, and she had a couple of friends who’d let them.  Not Sapphire!  No good reason for that and some very good reasons to not do it!

But here Francine Sorrelson was with “butt pleasers” as Sapphire came to think of them.  This was evidence that someone, Francine at least, might like penetration up their butt.

Ew!

It did make Sapphire curious.

A couple of nights after she saw that stuff, she’d rubbed her pussy under the covers in the dark and, inspired or something, she was in the moment, and her thoughts fondled the images of those two-pronged dildos.  Seemingly without permission, her other hand worked under her and into her panties, and, next thing she knew, she had half a finger up her ass.

It didn’t take long to hit her orgasm.

It did seem bigger than usual.

Question answered.  Some women could be aroused by things inserted in their butts.  Even a finger.  But Sapphire had no intention of being one of those women.  She had higher expectations.  Ha ha, higher.

It was a one-time experiment, and Sapphire vowed not to repeat it. 

It did worry her that she had to make that vow.

She understood, a little, Francine having those things now, but not why she had so many.  Shouldn’t she settle on a favorite?

Francine Sorrelson’s treasure chest of sex toys held more than dildos and two-pronged dildos.

​It had really freaked Sapphire out to see some of the dildos were attached to strap-on belts and some had screw on their ends – the opposite side of the “cockhead” side, so it was obvious they could be swapped out with one another on the strap-on belts.  It looked like most of the dildos were compatible with the strap-on belts.

​Which begged a question:  how do you wear a strap-on to fuck yourself?  Answer:  You don't. 

Second question: In what way does a strap-on belt assist you in masturbating with a dildo.  Answer:  It doesn’t.

So, it begged or demanded the question, who would a person – Francine Sorrelson -- fuck when wearing a strap-on, especially one with a double-headed dildo?  Answer:  A woman.

​Which meant Felicia's Mom was a lesbian, or at least bi-sexual.

​Gross.  Gross gross gross.  Whatever, she could be a lesbian, fine by Sapphire, but it was gross picturing Francine Sorrelson laying the plastic pipe to some other woman.

Granted, Sapphire guessed it was gross picturing Francine having sex with anyone, man or woman, so maybe she wasn’t being fair to lesbians.

It looked like the two-prong dildos were also made to connect to the strap-on belts.

Did Francine wear the strap-on, with a double-prong dildo attached and… fuck some other woman in both holes at the same time?

Ew!

That was crazy, but Sapphire guessed the other woman must like it, must want it, to let Francine do that to them.

Sapphire felt bad for Felicia.  Poor Felicia knowing about her Mom’s sexual preferences!  Sapphire would just die if her mom ever had a girlfriend girlfriend, like one for kissing on the mouth.  That type of girlfriend, not the “let’s go shopping” girlfriend.

​Felicia didn't seem sad or apologetic or embarrassed about her mom, though.  She was excited to show the sex toys to Sapphire.  How dysfunctional was that?

She kept picking up various ones and telling Sapphire to “Look at this one!” and “Look at THIS one!”  Sapphire did look. 

How could she not when Felicia kept playfully shoving them into Sapphire's face.  A couple of times, the damn things even flopped on her cheek or nose.

Nauseating!

​Sapphire actually got pissed and was expressive enough about her anger that Felicia stopped.  That was good because Sapphire very nearly to the point of enough anger to shove the girl.  That would not be good for neighbor relations.  Then again, was showing off one’s mom’s sex toys?

Who knows where those things had been!  Actually, they sort of did know, probably inside Felicia's Mom.  Or, Sapphire guessed, maybe inside Francine Sorrelson’s girlfriend or girlfriends, plural.  Who knew?

The real question was whether they were cleaned afterward.  Sapphire angrily pointed out that concern to Felicia.

​Felicia dared her to “Take a sniff and find out.”  Sapphire, of course, refused.

​There was other stuff in the chest.  Felicia gave her a tour of inventory.

​Handcuffs.  Four sets!

​Paddles.  Why two?  In case you broke one on someone’s ass?

​A whip!  Two of them also….

​Rope.  Enough for four arms and four legs individually tied.  To bed posts?

​Nipple clamps.  Enough for four nipples….

​Butt plugs.  Two of them.

​Gags.  Two of them.

​A blindfold.  Two of them also!

​A large candle and a lighter.  Why was that in there?  In case the lights went out while doing that BDSM stuff?  Or to burn the evidence of your sexual perversions in the chest?

​There was other stuff, too, but Sapphire said she wanted to get back outside to their moms in the backyard. 

Seeing that stuff made her way uncomfortable.  Just that, let alone the worry that Felicia's Mom would come in to use the bathroom and come across her daughter's indiscretion.

It also made Sapphire uncomfortable that Felicia would show it to her.  It was so fucked up!

She guessed Felicia, in her odd and off way, was trying to bond with her.  But, still.

​When she tried to go back to their moms, Felicia had grabbed her arm first and asked to know, in a rather demanding way, which of these same sexual toy items Sapphire had ever before used.

​Sapphire hadn't wanted to seem uncool by not answering and usually tried to avoid lying.  Reluctantly, she told Felicia, “A boyfriend put a blindfold on me once.  To increase sensation awareness supposedly.  And, one time, another guy sort of tied this kitchen towel around my wrists.  At a house party.  I was supposed to be studying with a friend.  Mom never suspected because it was a Wednesday.  Who has parents-away house parties on a Wednesday, right?”

​“That's all?”  Felicia seemed unimpressed.

​“Yeah.  I thought even that stuff was a bit much.  I'm no virgin or whatever like that, but I don't need anything weird.”

​“Fuck, Sapphire!  It's not that you need it, it's that you want it.  You need to try stuff!  Look at my mom's amazing collection here.  Looks like she tries and tries lots of stuff and likes it.”

​“Well, you know, good for her.  I'm not into that.”

​“You don't even know what you're into.  It sounds like you're not into anything.  But everyone is or would be if they knew how to be.  It's not that you're not into anything, it's that you don't know yet what you're into.  You’re too stifled.  You’re too eager to please the norm.  Tell me, did you like the blindfold or that stupid kitchen towel?”

​“Hmm.  It was sort of exciting at the time.  To do it.  Like, I guess, some kind of risk-taking thing.  I didn't like those themselves, the blindfold and the towel, but just the trying of it.”

​“It sounds like you were with guys who didn't even know what they were doing.  You need help!”

​“Ah, I don't need “help,” thank you.  I like sex just fine.”

​“Ah ha!”  Felicia sounded victorious like she'd just gotten confirmation of something she'd thought, “You like sex “just fine”?  Holy shit!  “Just fine”?  You are so obviously not maximizing your sexual potential.  Holy shit!  Have you ever even had an orgasm?”

​“Of course I have!  Not that it's any of your business.”

​“I'm sure you've had plenty of “just fine” orgasms when jilling off alone.  You're probably really good at finger-banging, aren't you?  I’m talking about a mindblowing orgasm with another human being.  Or, you know, three or four others.”

​“Three or four?  Jesus.  Well, no, I've never had any big orgasm with someone.  Or an orgy either!  I'm not one for orgies.  Wow, what do you guys get up to in Ohio?”

​“Orgies, whips and chains, you name it.  Kidding!  Not all of us Ohioans are so lucky.  Isn’t Tennessee supposed to be the “volunteer state?”  Girl, you need to volunteer for a big orgasm.  I feel bad for you.  Poor Sapphire, no great orgasms.  Eighteen and her sexual experiences have, at best, been “just fine.”  You need help, and I'm just the one to help you.”

​“Okay, that sounds really weird.”

​“You need to try things out.  I'll loan you some of Mom's stuff.  She'll never miss it.”

​“What!?!  No!  That's disgusting and so wrong.  No fucking way.”

​Felicia had turned to the chest and pulled out a dark pink wiggly realistic-looking too-large dildo.  She turned to Sapphire with a wicked grin and, before Sapphire could react, poked the rubber cock-head against Sapphire's crotch.  Hard and repeatedly.

​Sapphire had staggered back, composure gone, and blurted, “You fucking bitch!  Leave me alone!”

​Then she'd gone back outside with Felicia on her heels but, luckily, without that dildo.

​So fucking bizarre!  Who acted that way?

​Sapphire hadn't said anything to her mom.  Poor innocent Mom didn't need to hear about that kind of thing.  Would Mom even have believed her?

​Later it occurred to her Felicia could not have had time to put everything away and to close that chest up.  She’d come outside right after Sapphire, so she must have left that stuff laying around in mom’s closet and on her bed.  Wasn't Felicia worried her mom would find out she'd been messing with her chest of sex toys? 

Did Felicia's Mom know that her daughter knew about them?  Know and somehow not care?  How weird was that!

Did the Sorrelsons… share those sex toys?  Sapphire felt terrible that the idea even occurred to her.  But that didn’t mean it wasn’t a possibility.

She guessed it all fell under none of her business.  But Felicia had sort of made it her business.  Felicia had, almost literally, shoved Sapphire’s face in it.

Sapphire hadn’t told her mom about it.  Who wants to tell their mom about sorting through a collection of sex toys over at the neighbor’s place?

​Now she sort of wished she had said something to Mom.  Then maybe Felicia wouldn't be over all the time, and Sapphire wouldn't have to go through this stupid sleepover.  Mom would want Sapphire to stay away from the Sorrelsons.

The sleepover was stupid, but it sort of had Sapphire stressed out also.  What kind of crap was Felicia going to talk about?

Sapphire had to wonder if Felicia had any of her mom's sex toys in her backpack.  That backpack she'd brought looked packed full.  Packed full of what?  Sapphire did not dare ask Felicia in front of her mom.  Mom had no need to see sex toys!

​After dinner they visited, the three of them, and then Felicia's Mom, Francine, showed up.  The next thing Sapphire knew, her Mom was going over to Francine's place with her for drinks.

​Which left Sapphire alone with Felicia. Which, of course, was going to happen sooner or later that night, but it was still a disconcerting surprise to Sapphire that it happened so far on the “sooner” end of things.  Or, really, almost at the start of things. 

​Sapphire did not even have the moral support of at least knowing her Mom was in the same house with them.

​Felicia, bold as ever, took over and led Sapphire to Sapphire’s own bedroom.  Felicia knew their house very well by then.  She liked to just wonder around and help herself whenever she came over. 

Felicia led Sapphire to Sapphire’s own bedroom by simply picking up her backpack and going straight there as soon as their moms left. 

What could Sapphire do?  She followed.

​In the bedroom, Felicia said/ordered, “Close the door, Saph.”

​Felicia sometimes called her “Saph,” though Sapphire had tried to get her to stop.

​Sapphire closed the door.

​Felicia announced, “Time to get this party started! 


Chapter Six

​Sapphire told her, “It’s not a party.  It’s a sleepover.”

“A two-girl party but still a party!”

​Sapphire's eyes narrowed.  Felicia better not have booze in that backpack.  Sapphire's Mom would kill them!

​Sapphire spoke up, “No alcohol though, right?  I don't do that.  No drugs, no drink.  My Mom is against mind-altering stuff and so am I.”

​“Ooooo, Mommy wouldn't like it?  Is that right, baby Sapphire?”

​“No.  I mean I wouldn't like it.”  Sapphire really didn't appreciate the mocking.  This was her home and Felicia was just a guest.  “Rules of our house and my room.  You can do what you want over at your place.”

​“I can?  I'll have to keep that in mind.”

​What was that supposed to mean?

​Felicia went on, “Any-who, I didn't bring alcohol or, gasp, drugs.  Which is not to say I did not bring anything mind-altering.  No, no, no.  Not saying that at all.”

​What was that supposed to mean?

​Sapphire found out.

​Felicia opened her backpack and pulled out that same wobbly dark pink rubber dildo she'd poked Sapphire's crotch with that first time Sapphire went into their house.

​Sapphire’s worst fear confirmed!

​“Felicia, put that thing away.”

​“Relax, Ms. Vanilla Sex.  I didn't bring it to fuck you with if that's what you're thinking.”

​“Well, good.  Why did you bring it?”

​“So you can fuck yourself with it!”

​“What?  No!”

​“Are all you Tennessee girls so backward and cautious?  You need to learn how to have some fun.”

​“I have fun just fine.”

​“There it is again.  “Just fine,” you say.  That's a thing with you.  You're “just fine” with being “just fine” when you could be great.  Look, this is how we do great sleepovers in exotic and risque Ohio.  They are like workshops on how to achieve sexual satisfaction.  Toys and tools, and advice shared.  What a great way to build friendships!”

​Sapphire crossed her arms.  This was so fucked up!

​Felicia tried to hand her the dildo, and when Sapphire wouldn't take it, she tossed it onto Sapphire's bed, “Mr. Dildo always waits so patiently until you're ready.  He also always hits the right spots because you know where to put him, and he always goes at the right pace, too, because you know that also.  Well, maybe you don't, but, in theory.”

​Felicia dug into her backpack and pulled out another dildo, black, with a smooth surface curved like a saber.  It was about half the size of the other one, “This one is for me.”

​Sapphire said, “If you're so experienced, why don't you get the big one?”

​“And you use this one?  Deal!”

​“No, I'm not making a deal.  I'm just asking.”

​“Well, I know what I like.”

​This was all so bizarre.  Sapphire decided to try to shame or scare Felicia a little to get her to calm it down.  Slow her damn roll!

​“What would your mom think if she knew you brought her dildos over here?  I mean, you're going to be here all night.  Aren't you worried she'll open up that chest of goodies and see some missing?”

​“Why would that concern her?  She has plenty.  I mean, if your Mom is over there begging for a fuck then my Mom still has lots of options for fucking her with.”

​“What!?!  My Mom isn't like that.  She isn't a lesbian or anything like that.  My Mom?  Grosstastic!”

​“I think your Mom is a hottie.  I bet my Mom thinks so too.  If they want to fuck, who are we to judge?”

​“I'm not... judging... I'm just saying it isn't going to happen.  Look, if you thought this sleepover was some kind of lesbian thing, maybe you should just go home now.”

​“Take a breath, Saph!  There is nothing lesbian about this.  Look.  Cock!”

​Felicia waved the black dildo in front of Sapphire's face.  Sapphire refused to back away but wished she could.  It was her bedroom.  She shouldn’t have to retreat.  Besides, she had nowhere to retreat.

Sapphire had a feeling this was going to be a long grueling sleepover.

Little did she know!  Yes, but not in the way she thought!

​Felicia finally pulled it back, “Look, think of this as a sex seminar.  First of all, we can have a sleepover, or we can have a sleepover and orgasms.  The choice seems obvious to me.  Do you think you are all-knowing and sexually omniscient at your grand old age of all of eighteen?”

​“Well, I'm sure I'm not.  That isn't the point.”

​“That is exactly the point.  Now, let's just relax.  It is best to learn directly.  Want to learn to ride a horse?  Then ride a fucking horse, and you will learn.  But, if you won't or can't ride a horse, then watch someone else ride a horse.  I'll show you how I use this, and you can just watch.”

​“What?  No, I don't....”

​Felicia was already peeling down those Swiss cheese yoga shorts.  Yep, no panties or thong either!

​In seconds Felicia was entirely nude.  Inside Sapphire's bedroom.  With the door closed.  With no one else in the room but her and Sapphire.  With no one else in the whole house.

​Sapphire noted Felicia had a really nice body.  She already had known that based on how little Felicia wore, but she could certainly see more of it now!  Skinny waist, tight hips, bouncy little butt, firm breasts, dark nipples, neatly trimmed pubic hair several shades darker than her brown hair up top. 

​Felicia flopped back on the bed, “Watch me.  Learn something.”

​Sapphire's mouth fell open as Felicia's legs opened.  What to say?  What to do?

Sapphire felt oddly helpless.  She was not in control and could not stop Felicia.

Felicia positioned the head of the modest-sized dildo, and then her pussy spread as the black dildo slid into it. All the way in!  Just like that!

It was like watching a magic trick, except, instead of pulling a rabbit out of a hat, Felicia stuffed a dildo into her pussy.

On Sapphire’s bed!  The one she slept on!

The bed Sapphire used to sleep on.  Maybe she’d start sleeping on her couch in the living room.  Hell, maybe she would go to college ASAP and sleep in the dorm room.

​Felicia was dildo-fucking herself on Sapphire's own bed!

​Gross, right?

​Well, kind of....

​Felicia was the picture of passion.  And the audio of passion as well.  She produced really pronounced moans and groans.  Could she really be that turned on that quickly?  Or was she playing it up for Sapphire's benefit/detriment?

​Sapphire couldn't tell.  Those moans and groans sounded so real.  Well, so did the ones from porn starlets, right?  Of course, Sapphire had read many porn starlets really did cum and really did enjoy the sex.  Like maybe their passion led them into that business.

​Felicia's eyes were closed.  That helped Sapphire because then she could watch her and not be self-conscious about it.  Well, not be too self-conscious. 

She wanted to look away.  She did!  But she needed to keep track of where Felicia’s bare ass touched so she could put items in the laundry.  Sapphire knew she couldn’t sleep out on the couch forever.  Her mom would ask about it and what would Sapphire say?

She also needed to keep track of where Felicia set that dildo, no doubt wet, once she was done.

She also needed to keep track of Felicia’s pussy juice… running down her slit… into her ass crack… darkening the bedspread….

​It was... interesting....

​Maybe she should look away.  To be polite.

​No.  It seemed like Felicia wanted her to look.  So... looking away would be rude and not polite?

​A good hostess should always be polite.  Hadn't her Mom told her that earlier today? 

​So... in a weird way... she should watch that smooth chunk of plastic traveling steadily in and out of Felicia's pussy... for her Mom's sake! 

​She wouldn't want to disappoint her Mom.

​So she better keep her eyes on that hot wet needy neighbor pussy.

​She could see it better now.  It was amazing how much the view improved when you closed the distance by half.

Sapphire could see every little detail.  She could make out individual pubic hairs… plastered to pink labia….

Details were important.  Wasn’t that another thing her mom said sometimes?

Sapphire was pretty sure it was.

​It looked like Felicia's pussy took that dildo easily.  It wasn't too big for Felicia’s pussy.  The dildo seemed a little small, really.  Sapphire felt a strange urge to see the bigger one in Felicia’s pussy.

That would be… educational.

That was another thing.  Didn’t her mom want her to get an education?  Wasn’t that why Sapphire was supposed to go to college?

Well, here was some education, in living color, three dimensions, right there between Felicia’s legs.

Sapphire wondered what it felt like for a pussy to have a length of rubber inside it.  Her pussy also wondered.   Cooler than a penis?  Cooler as in temperature cooler?  More or less flexible?

She guessed a dildo might have certain advantages.  It stayed hard infinitely longer than a penis and did not directly make a mess by shooting jism.

It indirectly made a mess by arousing the pussy it was inserted in.  Felicia was making a wet mess of Sapphire’s bed!

​Sapphire wondered if Felicia could fit the big dark pink one into her pussy.  That one seemed like such a big step up.  In size and in realism.  That beast even had veins and a mushroomed man-like cock head. 

It would be interesting to see it go into Felicia's pussy.  To see if it would fit.  Also, would Felicia make those same moans and groans, or would the size of the dildo and, probably, the discomfort it caused make Felicia’s moans and groans increase in volume or alter their tone?

​Sapphire wondered if Felicia had maybe even already tried out the big one.  After all, Felicia had access to that whole trunk of sex toys her mom had.  A girl like Felicia, it seemed like she might have tried them all out over the course of time.  Maybe.

​One thing Sapphire knew for sure:  She'd never put that big one in her pussy.  Way too big!  It looked like if you did succeed in getting it in that, if you got too carried away, a girl could hurt herself with it.

​Not that big one.  But maybe that smaller smoother black one.  Sapphire might be willing to put that one in her pussy.  As part of her education!  Felicia sure seemed to like it!

​“Like what you see?” Sapphire's eyes jerked off Felicia's pussy and up to her face.  Felicia's eyes were hooded with passion.  Felicia kept thrusting the dildo and her hips rose up to meet the dildo again and again.

​“No!  I was just....”

​“Just looking at me pound my pussy.  That's fine, Saph.  That's what this is all about.  Got to see it to learn it.  Are you learning?”

​Sapphire was eager to agree to anything that made it sound less like she'd been staring at Felicia's pussy and allegedly liking what she saw, “Oh.  Yes.  Interesting.  You, ah, have some good technique there.”

​“I do, don't I?  Don't be so standoffish.  Come sit next to me.”

​“I'm... fine here.”

​“Really?  Are you “just fine”?  Not a ringing endorsement.  You seem to get satisfied too easily.  Which doubtless leads to you not getting satisfied at all.”

​Sapphire frowned.  Was that maybe a little bit true?  She was generally just fine with how everything went, and a date with a guy was good even without sparks, and if during sex she didn't have an orgasm, she sure wasn't surprised, and she sure wasn't upset.  No one’s fault!  She never worried about it. 

​And she never had any “mind-altering” orgasms either.

​Which was just fine.  Did she really want her mind “altered?”  She liked herself, there it was again, “just fine”....

​“Come closer, Saph.  Get a good look.”

​Sapphire wasn't going to sit next to her.  Fuck no!  But she may as well get closer.

​She was watching anyway.  May as well have the best view.

​She now stood just several feet away.  Really she was looking more down on Felicia than across at her.

​It was... quite a view.

​Yeah, Felicia wasn't shy about shoving that dildo in and out, was she?

​Not shy at all!

​“Saph, look at me fuck myself.  Look at my pussy.  Look how wet it is.  I bet you wish my pussy was your pussy, my hand was your hand, and this dildo was in them both.  In your hand and getting shoved in your pussy.  You wish that was true, don't you?  Tell me.”

​Sapphire almost did tell her.  It was all true what Felicia said.

​But Felicia did not need to know that!  It was best Felicia did not know that!

​Sapphire felt like sharing that kind of information with Felicia would give Felicia some kind of power-thru-knowledge over her.  Which was strange because Sapphire obviously knew this about Felicia – Felicia was dildo-fucking her pussy right in front of Sapphire -- but Sapphire felt like she had no power to influence Felicia at all.  It wasn't like now that she knew Felicia liked a dildo up her pussy that she could get her to stop fucking herself with that dildo.  Right there on Sapphire's own bed!

Somehow, Felicia could do this right in front of Sapphire with no risk, yet Sapphire could not even admit she might like to do something like that.  Too risky!

​What was she even doing watching this?

​It was like driving past a car crash.  You couldn't take your eyes off it.  You wish it hadn't happened but, now that it had, it was terribly interesting.

​She should look away.  This was way too personal.

​….

​No, didn’t work.  She just could not look away.  She tried and she failed.

​Sapphire struggled to find some reason why she wasn’t looking away.

​Sapphire figured she had to look.  As a responsible denizen of her own bedroom.  That Felicia girl was leaking pussy juice – bodily fluids! – all over Sapphire's bedspread.  Sapphire needed to keep track of where all that juice got to and how much soaked in.  For later clean up.  If she left, this strange neighbor girl might wipe fluid all over the damn bedroom.  Or on the bedstand or who knew where!  Maybe even on Sapphire’s stuffed animals. 

She'd never find it all or know for sure it wasn't around if she didn’t watch Felicia like a hawk.  She did have the view of a hawk.  She felt like she’d swooped a bit closer to Felicia now.  She could maybe feel a heated updraft from Felicia’s hot pussy….

​So, really, she had to watch.

​“Saph, I'm going to cum on your fucking bed!”

​She did.  Sapphire watched, holding her breath involuntarily, as Felicia writhed and groaned and bounced through an orgasm.  Sapphire's bed squeaked and even moved a few inches off from the wall.  There was an extra release of fluids as well, which disappeared down between Felicia's legs to soak into the bedding.

​All Sapphire could think was that now someone else besides herself had cum on her bed.

​After a minute or so Felicia caught her breath and sat up covered in sweat, “That was a good one, Saph.  Did you like watching?”

​“It was... interesting, I guess.”

​“You fucking know it was.  An orgasm is interesting.  Especially your own.  You should try it sometime.”

​“Jesus fuck, Felicia!  I've had orgasms!”

​“Prove it!  Your turn, Saph.  Here.”

​Unbelievably, Felicia held out the literally dripping wet black dildo towards Sapphire.

​“Uh, no.  It's got your... stuff... on it.”

​“So what?  It'll make it slide in easier.  That's what pussy juice it for, numbskull.”

​Sapphire let her eyes bug out a little, “You are nasty!  What I meant was, no, thank you, I don’t want to use it, and, by the way, it isn't clean.  Neither is my bed now, thanks to you.”

​“Stop your panic, Saph.  You’re not fifteen.  Take it easy.  Don't go all blushing virgin on me.  Holy shit, if you are one, choose a dildo, and let's get rid of it.”

​Sapphire shook her head in negation and disbelief, “I'm not a virgin.  You know, there's a whole middle ground between virgin and slut.  It's not like once you find out I'm not a slut that then I must be a virgin.”

​“You make slut sound so bad!  When, really, it's so good.  You should strive for slut status.”

​“Yeah, well, speaking of slutty, doesn't it bother you your Mom uses those same dildos in her pussy?”

​“No.  Why would it?  Besides, I think she uses the big ones on pussies other than her own.”

​“What?  Your Mom is a lesbian?”

​“She likes to dominate.  I wonder if she's dominating your mom right now.”

​“My mom!”


Chapter Seven

​“I'm so glad you came over!” gushed Francine Sorrelson.

Scarlett wasn't sure she agreed.  The Sorrelson home was a mess. 

Moving was messy, of course, but they'd been moved in for several weeks now, and a lot of the mess in the living room they sat in was recent and not from moving.  There were many dirty dishes lying around on the floor and on every piece of furniture.  Not only dirty dishes.  There were food wrappers and used tissues and other pure and simple no-mistake-about-it trash.

​Scarlett came up with a response, “Yeah.  Sure.  I guess it's good Sapphire and Felicia have some privacy.  They are eighteen.  Not that I would have been in their hair or anything.”

“Ha!”  Francine clapped a hand on Scarlett's thigh through her pants, “They don't really need privacy.  Kids these days!  With that internet thing, they're used to having no privacy.  They don't even want privacy!  They post all those photos and don't care who sees them.  Videos of them skinny dipping and streaking and taking showers.  Believe me, I watch those videos almost every day.”

Wha-a-a-at?

Francine sat around watching posted online videos of nude young adults?

“Has your girl posted any videos like that?”

​“Oh, Sapphire doesn't… do that.  You know, as far as personal photos, people can set those things so only friends and family can see it.”

​“Ha!  Speaking of friends and family seeing things, guess what I saw a couple of months ago?”

​“What?”  Scarlet didn’t think she wanted to know.  But she had to ask to know.  That was a part of being polite and neighborly.

​“Felicia giving oral sex is what!  I was home, and Felicia was in her bedroom.  I didn't even know anyone else was in the house.  I heard those sounds, sex sounds, you know, and thought maybe there was some porn on somewhere.  Ha!  I wanted to go watch it!  Well, I did watch it.  Bigger than life and in three-D full-color!”

​“Oh.  How awful.  That must have been so awkward for you.  What did you do?”

​“I already told you.  I watched.  My girl had good technique.  I'll tell you that.  I'm so proud of her.”

​“You-you watched!?!”

​“My house, so I get to watch if I want.  Why not?  It's like watching porn, but you happen to know one of the porn stars.”

​“But... that's your daughter!”

​“I didn't raise her to be a nun and don't expect her to be one.  Anyway, what's your story?  Your husband died, and then so did your pussy?  Gee, which one do you mourn more?”

​“Francine!”

​“I'm just saying!  You never have anyone coming over there, and I don't see you going out.  But you're so beautiful.  Did your lady parts shut down?”

​“No.  No!  My “lady parts” are, ah, good.”

​“Bragging?”

​“What?  No!”

​“Hang on a sec.  I've got something for you.”

Francine left the room.  Scarlett was glad to have Francine's hand off her thigh.  That woman was too friendly. 

She was also glad to have a moment to compose herself.  Francine certainly spoke boldly and was challenging.  She also had a very different perspective on what was appropriate.  She watched her daughter go down on some guy?  Wow.  Well, it wasn't illegal.  It was like a gray area, Scarlett guessed.  Still, she never would have done that!

Scarlett pictured coming across Sapphire giving some young guy a blow job.  Assuming she didn't scream or pass out from shock, how would she handle that?  Sneak away, she guessed.  Sapphire was an adult, so she wouldn't just walk in and try to stop it.

But she definitely would not watch it!  What would be the point of watching?  Why would anyone watch?  To learn the latest fellatio techniques?  Was there such a thing?

Well, if there were, she certainly would not want to learn them from her daughter!  That was just so wrong!

​Oh, Lord!  Scarlett wondered if Francine had watched the young man her Felicia was blowing cum.  In her mouth?  On her? 

​First, Scarlett pictured streams of white semen splashing across Felicia's face, and then she pictured the same act across Sapphire's face.  They were both so beautiful, though in very different ways.  Obviously, it would be a scene of passion, and something sexual like that done with such beauty... was sexy... which was a turn-on....

Then Scarlett, just for a second, even imagined Felicia instead gulping down the unknown boy's semen.  Her throat muscles working, over and over to send each stream down into her young belly.  For just part of that second, just a fraction, it was Sapphire's face switching out with Felicia's.  It was Sapphire swallowing sperm!

Scarlett felt her face flame into action, imitating her name.  She’d thought it was crazy wrong of Francine to watch her daughter perform oral sex, and here she was imagining her own daughter doing it.  Picturing it in intimate detail at the culmination, the most personal of moments.  How naughty and wicked was she for picturing such a thing?

Scarlett felt like a bad mother.  Maybe she was as bad as Francine but just hid it better or was less open about it?

Maybe she should not be so quick to judge Francine.  If Francine thought what she did was wrong, then she would not have spoken so openly about it.  Francine was like a primitive maybe when it came to social mores. 

Ohioans!  They were just different.  What can you do?

Scarlett reminded herself to be more tolerant of differences.  That was crucial if you wanted to be a good neighbor, and she did want to be a good neighbor.  A great neighbor, someone Francine could count on.  Like for watering her plants when the Sorrelsons went on vacation.

Scarlett looked around.  No plants anywhere inside the house.  Alas, Francine was not a gardener like Scarlett.  It was too bad they did not share the same interests.

Except, a little, watching or picturing their adult daughters perform oral sex….

Scarlett thought that was a low blow to both Francine and herself.  Then she thought “low blow” was an oddly poor choice of phrasing.

Scarlett had done that, oral sex, once for Ian.  Well, once on purpose and a few other partials by accident.  That is to say, swallowing.  She had, of course, done some licking preparatory to penetration.  Everyone did that.  How did that song go?  “You’ve got to lick it before you stick it?”

Everybody licked.  Nothing naughty about that.  But swallowing?  Good women did not do that.  Sperm was intended for the pussy.  Except, of course, to be caught in condoms.  That was fine.  It was meant for the lower tummy but not for going into the actual stomach.  That was how Scarlett had always looked at it.

She had let Ian do that to her one time….

It started with a joke.  They were alone, together, and Ian asked her in his “I’m-being-naughty” voice, “What do you call it when a woman performs oral sex and swallows?”

His face went red, and she was sure her face was as red.  She tried to avoid answering but he’d insisted.

So she’d told him/asked him, “A slut?”

He told her, “No, not what you call the woman.  What is it called when a woman swallows?”

She was puzzled then.  Was it some slang term?

Then Ian had grinned and said, “It’s called true love.”

Well, one thing led to another, or that thing led to another, which was, of course, Scarlett proving that her love was indeed true love.

It was intense, but it made her feel so slutty.  In part, because she’d done it on her knees while he stood, and that was so… just so submissive, like she was some slave girl.  No man respected a slave girl!  She’d wanted his respect.

She had, of course, done it before they got married.

She'd worried he thought less of her or soon would if she kept doing that for him.  If it became standard practice.  It was... just so slutty!

She’d told Ian she’d only do it on very special occasions.  More special than he, or she, knew because she never did it again.  Well, not on purpose.  A few times, she was getting him ready for insertion and he lost control.  He must have lost control, or he would have told her to stop or tapped her on the shoulder, right?

He claimed he lost control….

​Francine came back, and she held something in her hand, “Here you go, Scarlett.  Your own little love stick.”

​Scarlett couldn't believe it.  This was well beyond being forward, “A dildo!?!  Ah, I couldn't!  I mean, I don't need that.  You keep it.”

​“I've got plenty.  This one's great.  See this slide button?  Three settings not counting “Off.” They're just numbered one, two, and three, but I call them “orgasm,” “fast orgasm.” and “multiple orgasm.”  Here, take it.”

​“I couldn't!”

​“What are neighbors for?  My gift to you.  Not even a loan.  A happy neighbor is a good neighbor.”

​“I cannot take that!”

​“Are you going to sit there and insult me in my own home and refuse my gift?'

​Whoa.  Scarlett saw that suddenly Francine's eyes were hard.  She meant it.

Scarlett did not want to insult her.  In her home or anywhere else.  You should never insult your neighbor!  But Francine was also intimidating.  Francine was older, not in good shape, and shorter than Scarlett, but even so, it seemed Francine could go from friendly to almost scary in an instant.

Scarlett was not a confrontational person.  She hated confrontation.  She wanted everyone to get along.  She wanted harmony.  Most especially with her neighbors.

​“Sure.  Fine.  I can take it.  I'm just....  I'm just saying I'm fine and don't need it.”

​“No reason to be fine when you can be great.  I think Napoleon said that.”

​Napoleon did not say that!

​But Scarlett for sure did not say to Francine that Napoleon did not say that!  No way.  Let her think what she wanted. 

​“I call him “Harvey” after that drink Harvey Wallbanger.  He's so big he will pound the back wall of your uterus.  Get it?  Wallbanger?  He bangs the walls of your pussy as you bang yourself with him.  Ha!  Your new boyfriend.  You can try it out here.  Right now.”

​“What!?!”

​“I'm just kidding.  You should have seen your face!”

​“Oh.”

“I am serious though, about you using it.  I'm going to want a full report.  You must use it.  You.  Must!  You are way too much of a stick in the mud.  Or more like you have a stick up your ass.”

That was such a mean thing to say!  She was not a stick in the mud, and she did not have a “stick up her ass.”  She was just… normal.

Francine said, “The best way to get that stick out of your ass is to shove a stick – that there dildo – up your pussy.  Hey, if that doesn’t work, try it in your ass.  Then there won’t be room for a stick up there!”


Chapter Eight

In Sapphire's room, things were going all right in Sapphire's view. 

Well, maybe better was a better way of putting it.  Felicia was weird, but she was interesting, sort of challenging, sort of fun.  At least she wasn't dildoing herself to another orgasm. 

What she’d done with that dildo… on Sapphire’s bed!... was incredibly rude.

But… also… sort of an education?

Sapphire had decided to put it out of her mind.  As much as she could.  She did make a mental note to never have another sleepover, or a slumber party, or anything, with Felicia.  But she had to get through this one first.

They had a bunch of snacks and were watching a show on Sapphire's computer.  That way, they didn’t need to leave the bedroom. 

Felicia wasn’t properly dressed.  Well, she wasn’t properly dressed to start with, not really, but was a lot less dressed now.  She was entirely nude!  Sapphire had suggested Felicia put her clothes back on, and Felicia had simply said, “Why?”

It was hard to answer that.  Sapphire had already seen all of Felicia.  She’d more than seen it.  She saw it in action with the dildo.  They weren’t going anywhere….

Felicia had added, “I’m more comfortable nude.  Everyone is if they’re honest, including honest with themselves.  Instead of me putting on more clothes, I suggest you join me in less clothing.”

On the defensive, Sapphire had demurred, and the clothing or no clothing subject became a no man’s land.  Sapphire dropped it so Felicia wouldn’t try to get her to take off clothing.

But, other than Felicia’s nudity, it was going okay.

Sapphire sort of felt like she was fifteen again at a slumber party.  Which honestly wasn't a bad feeling.

​Felicia said, “Why the fuck do people stop having slumber parties when they get older?”

​Sapphire shrugged, “Their interests change.”

​She had almost said “our interests change” because hers certainly had.

​Felicia said, “I disagree.   What does a slumber party have?  Friends, for one.  We still like to have friends as we get older.  What else?  Staying up late.  Check, we still like that also.  What else?  Gossip!  The older you get, the more you gossip.  That seems to be true with Mom.  Lastly?  Snacks!  Everyone still likes snacks.  I mean, you could add some stuff, I guess, like booze, once you’re older, but that shouldn’t stop a slumber party from being fun.  It should make it more fun.”

Sapphire frowned her earnest, thoughtful frown.  Felicia had made a good point supported by decent observations.  Felicia wasn’t stupid.  She was just a bit off.  Sapphire felt like she should try to be more tolerant and less one size fits all.

She said, “I think you might be right about slumber parties.  Maybe we’ll set a new trend.  After all, we are adults now.”

Felicia twisted her lips and tilted her head back and forth, indicating maybe, maybe not so much.

​Then Felicia said, “Speaking of gossip, let's talk about our moms.  What do you think?  You think your mom is over at my place getting boned or, well, plastic-ed, or rubber-ed, or, to be exact, silicone-ed by my mom right now?”

“Felicia, that is so nasty!  No, she's not.”

Felicia leaned conspiratorially close to Sapphire, far too close for Sapphire’s comfort.  It would be too close if Felicia wore clothing but, with her in the nude, it was very much too close.

Felicia said, “Don’t you think our moms would make a cute couple?  My mom is dominant, so your mom would have to serve her hand and foot while, ironically, being on her knees.  Can’t you picture it?  Your mom, naked except for a collar and maybe a leash, kneeling at my mom’s knee, eagerly waiting for orders on how to please my mom.”

“What the fuck, Felicia?  That’s disgusting!  That is so damn perverted!  Besides, it’s stupid.  My mom couldn’t wait on your mom hand and foot if my mom was on her knees.  Hello!  Knees!”

Sapphire couldn’t help it, she was laughing now and had a hard time stopping.  The whole idea was so ludicrous it was pretty funny.

Felicia bounced her eyebrows, “Your mom could wait on my mom hand and foot if your mom nibbled treats from my mom’s hands and, I don’t know, maybe licked my mom’s feet.”

“Oh, my God!  That is demented!  My mom isn't like that.  At all.”

​“What, your mom doesn't have sex?  I think I see proof otherwise right in front of me.  You weren’t delivered by a fucking stork.”

​“Well, straight sex she probably likes, I guess.”

​“I'm very sure it was straight sex that led to you.  If your mom would take a cock up her pussy, then why wouldn't she take a dildo?  Same thing, right, except the dildo can't get you pregnant.  And doesn’t wilt.”

​“Felicia!  I don't like even talking about this.”

​“It would be better if we could do more than talk and could watch your mom take it.”

​“Watch!?!”

​“Sure, you know your mom is way sexy.  Who wouldn't want to watch her get shafted to a big wet orgasm?”

​“Me!  I wouldn't!  That is so wrong and so gross and so nasty!  It's lesbian or something also.”

​“Taking a cock is lesbian?  Appreciating female beauty is lesbian?  You are such a prude!”

​“I'm not a prude.  I'm just not a freak.”

​“You are a prude, but I think you have freak potential.  I intend to prove both.”

​“I'm neither, so you can't.”

“So, Ohio is pretty conservative about things, but even in Ohio, we girls always go nude at some point in a slumber party.  As you can see.”

Felicia, in a sitting position on the edge of the bed, stretched both legs and both arms out like she was doing a sitting jumping jack.

Yeah, Sapphire sure could see!  Way too much! 

Felicia resettled her arms and legs, but now her legs were spread lasciviously wide, “I'm going to prove you are a prude.  I bet you'll try not to look at my body, especially the best, most naughty parts that don’t see the light of day on most people.  Also, I bet you won't take off all your clothes either.  Not even in the privacy of your bedroom.  What could be more prudish than that?  You can’t look at nudity, and you can’t be nude even though both are perfectly natural.  That is pretty much one definition of a prude.”

Sapphire frowned her pretty little earnest, thoughtful frown.  An expression Felicia was getting good at making her express.

Sapphire was starting to think maybe she was a prude and that Felicia could prove it.  Both were worrisome.  Where was her self-awareness?  She’d never thought of herself as a prude. 

The lack of self-awareness was worrisome, but it was even more distressing to think that if Felicia could prove she was a prude that Felicia might also prove that she was a freak.

Sapphire did not want to be a prude or a freak.

Also, proving she was a freak better not involve that dildo!  Fuck that as in she would not fuck that thing!

​Felicia stood up and spread her legs defiantly or challengingly wide. 

Sapphire forced herself to watch.  But she couldn’t force herself to look at Felicia’s sex. 

Felicia noticed.  She made it pointedly more difficult for Sapphire to avoid looking.  She push her pelvis outward, popping her pussy into preeminent view.

Sapphire’s eyes settled into that interesting, too interesting, and detailed area between Felica’s legs.  She couldn’t help looking.  Her eyes traced the contours and details and then traced them again.  It was a repeating cycle.

Felicia posed and wiggled her pussy and grinned her enjoyment as Sapphire’s eyes flicked to follow every little movement.

“That’s some real good staring, Saph!”

Sapphire pulled her eyes away.  This whole thing was so embarrassing!  Worst sleepover ever.

It was such a terrible sleepover that it kept making her feel funny.  More funny all the time.  Especially down there.

Felicia said, “Oh, here, I have another prude test.  Coming your way!”

Felicia twisted around, and Sapphire thought her comment referred to flashing her ass.  Sapphire thought seeing an ass was not nearly as testing as seeing a pussy, especially a wet one that had orgasmed not too long ago.

But that wasn’t why Felicia turned around.

Felicia grabbed her hole-filled yoga shorts and tossed them at Sapphire’s face.  They landed on her left shoulder, and they landed more heavily than one would expect.  They were heavy with dampness!

Sapphire acted like a scary bug had landed on her shoulder.  She swiped the panties off with a cry of disgust.

Felicia laughed and laughed.  Sapphire’s face heated with self-consciousness.

Sapphire wondered why she was so embarrassed.  Felicia should be the one embarrassed!  Felicia was nude, and she was a guest and supposed to act like a guest.  It was Felicia throwing her nasty yoga shorts at her hostess.

Of course, if Felicia was the type to feel shame for acting that way, she would not have done it.

Felicia got her laughter under control, “Saph, you are such a prude.  Those are shorts.  Just shorts!  I wish I did wear panties so I could have thrown them at you.  Ha, you probably would have had an allergic reaction to panties.”

“Whatever.”

​“Your turn, Saph.  You can still avoid total prude status.  Take off your clothes.  Let your slut out.  Let her breathe.”

​“No.  I'm fine.”

​“Just fine, huh?  Prude, prude, prude.”

Sapphire sort of did feel like a prude.  They were in the privacy of her own bedroom. 

No way, though.  Too weird.

​“Whatever.  Think what you want to think.”

Felicia didn't push it, and Sapphire was grateful for that.  Felica told her of a fun way that she and her friends sometimes watched shows. 

“You just put the computer on the bed, and you lean on the side of the bed on your knees watching and with snacks all within reach.  It’s like a kneeling drive-in theater.”

​It seemed odd and uncomfortable to Sapphire, but she didn't want to shut down every single thing that Felicia wanted to do.  Nudity?  No.  But this, watch a show in that somewhat odd position?  Well, okay.  Fine, no big deal.

Felicia moved the computer and pretty much steered and directed Sapphire to her spot.  Sapphire leaned on the bed’s side with Felicia right next to her.  Side by side positioning was a little weird because Felicia was still naked (so naked!), but she wasn't in contact with Sapphire, so there was no reason to protest anything.

Kneeling made Sapphire recall Felicia talking about her mom theoretically having Sapphire’s mom kneel at her side.  Just demented!  Yeah, clearly Felicia did not know Scarlett Hartley.  Sapphire’s mom kneeling?  For a lesbian?

Either of those elements would be a dealbreaker.  Geez, any kind of non-platonic relationship might be a dealbreaker to her mom.

It did make Sapphire self-consciousness, even more self-conscious, to kneel after hearing that twisted fantasy, but this was clearly a quite different situation.  Felicia was also kneeling, and they were for sure not in a relationship.

​A few minutes into the show, Sapphire felt dampness on her breasts and upper tummy.  Her oversize night shirt was wet!  Had someone spilled?

​Someone had.

​Sapphire realized Felicia had placed her right where Felicia had earlier masturbated or dildoed or whatever and where she'd left a big wet spot.  A very wet spot as Sapphire discovered.

​Sapphire quickly stood up and uselessly brushed at her night shirt.  Like she could brush off pussy juice!

​Felicia laughed and laughed.  Sapphire glared at her.  The little bitch had done it on purpose!

​“Hey, Saph, now you're wearing my pussy juice!  Are you going to keep wearing it, or are you going to change?  If you change, you have to give me your best strip tease.”

​Strip tease?  No way!

Sapphire stalked off to the bathroom and blow-dried the front of the nightshirt.  It was dry in seconds.  There was a smell.  Sapphire thought, “So this is what baked pussy smells like.”  She couldn't help a little smile. 

What a fucked-up night.  Well, she'd just get through it and never do another one of these sleepovers.  Not with Felicia, that was for sure!

​She went back to her room, and after about ten minutes of movie viewing, they heard Sapphire's mom come home. 

​Felicia bounced up, “Ooo, ooo, let's go see if your mom is all sweaty from an orgasm!”

​“Felicia!  She is not.  I guarantee it.  And you don't even have any clothes on.  Just be quiet.”

​“You go check.  Bring your cell phone and snap a photo of her to show me.  You have to, or I will go in the nude.  I'll tell your mom you took off all my clothes.”

​“Felicia!  You will not, and I will not!  She wasn't even over there long enough.” 

​“Long enough?  An hour is plenty of time to get fucked.”

​“That's my mom you're talking about!”

​“Both our mom's, actually.  You have to go check and take her photo unless you're in no condition to.”

​“What do you mean?”

​“I feel weird being the only nude one.  Get naked.  If you're naked, you don't have to go see your post-orgasmic mom.  What a great deal!”

Sapphire considered.  She wasn't really worried about Felicia telling her mom that Sapphire had taken her clothes off.  As if!  Felicia hopefully wouldn't say something like that, but, for sure, she wouldn't be believed if she did. 

However, her mom should not even be exposed to that kind of behavior.

Also, Sapphire did not want to take her mom’s picture to show to Felicia.  Her mom would think it so weird!  Or, if she did it on the sly, then it was like she was tricking or betraying her mom.  Going out there to take her mom’s photo – or fail to take it – was a no win situation.

The other thing was, it was sort of weird that Felicia was naked and Sapphire was not.  It didn't really seem fair to Felicia even though Felicia looked at ease and, yes, quite naturally sexy.  Sapphire couldn’t seem to get Felicia to put her clothes back on, so the only way to make it even, to be a good sleepover hostess, was to also get naked.

Felicia had no shame, apparently, and Sapphire felt like nearly the polar opposite of this strange girl.

Felicia had, basically, fucked herself right in front of Sapphire as well and here Sapphire was, in her own room, worried about being naked.  Sapphire did feel like a bit like a prude, at least in comparison with Felicia.

​“All right.  Okay.  I'll go naked as well but then we leave my mom alone.”

​“Let's see it!”


Chapter Nine

​Sapphire said nothing to that but went ahead and took off her night shirt, then her bra, and then her panties.  The time Felicia watched and licked her lips but in an overblown way that had to be just her pretending to be a guy or whatever.

​Or whatever....

​“Nice goodies you've got there.  Share them with the world, girl!”

​“All right.  Whatever.  Can we watch our show now?”

​Sapphire set up the show.  She had to take her eyes off of Felicia and bend over.  Her eyes were off Felicia, but she knew Felicia’s eyes were not off her.  She could feel Felicia’s eyes on her, probably looking at every detail.

​It was incredible how vulnerable Sapphire felt.  Clothes were no real protection.  They weren’t armor.  Yet she felt like a female knight without armor about to go into battle.  Exposed.  Like every single part of her was a weak point.

​It wasn’t a self-esteem thing.  Sapphire knew she was beautiful, and Felicia had just complimented her.  She did it in a rude simple way but it was still a compliment. 

It wasn’t that Sapphire thought Felicia was finding little things to judge and criticize that made Sapphire feel so vulnerable.  It was just the opposite.  It was like Felicia would find things she wanted, things on Sapphire’s body.  Things Sapphire did not want to share or give away.

Was Felicia a lesbian?  Or some variety of bisexual?  Sapphire had read there were many kinds out there and to many degrees.  That was fine for them, but did Felicia understand Sapphire had no such interests?

Probably not!

But maybe Sapphire wasn’t being fair.  Maybe Felicia was just trying to have fun, memorable, semi-rebellious fun.

Who knew?

But Sapphire wasn’t eager to find out.  And, in the meantime, she felt like an all-alone bank manager whose front doors were wide open and whose vault was unlocked and full of valuables.  And a robber named Felicia was standing in her doorway.

​They watched the show for a while.  Sapphire kept her eyes steadfast on the show.  She did not want to see Felicia’s nudity, did not want Felicia to catch her looking and read something into that, and did not want to visually confirm that Felicia constantly checked out Sapphire’s firmness.

​But…

​Sapphire did feel like while she watched one show, Felicia watched a very different show, a show called “Sapphire Hartley in the Nude.”

​Sapphire did not have low self-esteem, not at all, but, like anyone, she could be self-conscious.  Felicia watching her made her self-consciousness spike.

​As a result, Sapphire made sure to have a good posture.  A straight back, chin up.

​That wasn’t quite enough.  For some reason. 

​Felicia was to her left and a little behind her, just barely in peripheral view.  She’d taken the basket chair, which was easy to slump into.  That left Sapphire the padded stool, a foot rest.  She put a throw blanket over it for comfort, but it had no back.

​Felicia’s eyes had to travel past the “Sapphire Hartley in the Nude” show to get to the movie Sapphire had on.  Except, Sapphire was pretty sure they never got past her show.

​Sometimes Felicia leaned forward, even tilting her head down and to the side, like an art buyer trying to see Sapphire in different lights and from different angles.

​Sapphire felt more and more self-conscious.  It was almost intolerable.  It spiked into something that made her feel like she might break out in a sweat.  But she didn’t sweat.  She got goosebumps instead.

​She swore it almost felt like a hand drifted fingertips up and down her bare spine.

​Sapphire, without planning to do it, arched her back, tilting her shoulders back.  She felt more exposed because the move lifted her breasts like she offered them to the world.

​What was she doing?  Why had she done that?

​Felicia leaned forward again, the basket chair creaked, and Sapphire knew, she just knew, that Felicia was looking at her breasts and, especially, her nipples.

​Oh.  Oh no.  Were her nipples hard?

​Sapphire thought they were but did not dare look down.

​She discovered they were not fully erect, but the discovery wasn’t comforting because she only knew they weren’t fully erect because she felt them hardening further, poking out.  Little stiffies!

​Damn it!  Thinking about them and thinking about Felicia looking at them made them get hard.  Was she some kind of perverted exhibitionist?

​Dubious comfort, whatever kind of pervert she might be, she strongly suspected Felicia was a pervert many orders of magnitude beyond her own.

​Sapphire felt a need to escape or to do something.  She kept getting warmer, her nipples harder, and Felicia seemed closer somehow.  Sapphire could not focus on the movie and could not imagine watching all of it like this, watching a show and putting on a show.

Sapphire put on a robe she usually never had to use.  She kept it on the back of her bedroom door on a hook, and it probably had dust on it.  Thick long bathrobes like this one were for old people.  But she welcomed the return of some “armor.”

Felicia made a small cluck sound that seemed to be a mix of disappointment and “thought so.”  She leaned back in the basket chair.

Sapphire went to the bathroom.  The house was quiet, and her mom's bedroom was more or less on the other side of the house, so she wasn't too worried about running into her.   Her mom was great about minding her own business.  Innocent mom focused on work, keeping up the house, and gardening.

After peeing, Sapphire lingered in the bathroom.  She opened her robe and looked at her nipples.  Yes, damn, they were hard. 

She looked down at her pussy.  Was that wetness?  That better not be wetness!

It must be from peeing.  It must be.  She’d wiped but hadn’t done a thorough job she guessed.  She wiped again.  There.  Dry.

Those fucking nipples!

Sapphire waited impatiently.  Blowing cool air on them was not helpful.

After a couple of minutes, she thought they were not so hard but did not dare touch them to check them.  She’d be right back at square one!

She had to get back to Felicia.  She had a guest.  She was a hostess.  Whether Felicia was odd or not – okay, there was no doubt about it – Sapphire needed to be a good hostess.

Sapphire twisted her mouth as she realized that being a good hostess, in this case, meant having to spend lots of time in the nude with the guest.

​When Sapphire returned to the bedroom, Felicia smirked at her.  There was a naughty excited look on her face.

​Oh-oh!  That couldn't be good!

​She motioned for Sapphire to drop her robe, and Sapphire did, feeling self-conscious and vulnerable all over again.

​Her nipples began hardening again.  Fucking nipples!

​“Saph, while you were pissing, I found a video of what our moms did over there at my place.”

​“What!?!”

​“Watch.”  Felicia spun the computer around and pressed play.

​It was some kind of porno!  It definitely wasn't Sapphire’s mom, or either of their moms, so Felicia was only kidding about that – she was probably kidding about all that stuff she'd been saying – but it was two women engaged in sex. In fact, one was blonde like Sapphire's mom, and the other had brown hair like Felicia's mom.  The “Felicia mom” wore a strap-on dildo and was using it quite... effectively... in the blonde's pussy.  Really laying it in there while lying on top of the blonde.

​“That's not my mom.”

​“I know, idiot.  Just think, though.  What if it was?  You think your mom would moan like that?”

​Sapphire crossed her arms protectively and then subtly raised them a little, so they mostly covered her nipples.  Felicia was such a weird jerk.

​Felicia did not deserve to see Sapphire’s nipples….

Felicia grinned, “Don’t be that way, Saph.  Come on.  She'd like a dildo up her pussy, wouldn't she?  I bet she has one in her bedroom and uses it on her pussy.  Why not?  Here we see one woman helping another woman properly apply the dildo.  It’s perfectly natural.”

The brown-haired woman, who had a thick short body similar to Felicia’s mom, humped and drove the dildo with careless energy.  The slim blonde, a sexy MILF about the same age and body type as Sapphire’s mom, made sounds of deep appreciation for the brown-haired woman’s efforts.

​“Damn it, Felicia!  I don't want to think about that kind of stuff!  It's disrespecting my mom!”

​“What?  That your mom likes sex?  Wouldn’t it be more disrespecting if I claimed she did not like sex?”

​“That isn’t sex.  I mean, yes, it is, but that isn’t normal sex.  That’s lesbian.”

​Felicia snorted, “And I bet you think of yourself as not biased against lesbians, and yet, here you are.”

​Sapphire did not think she was biased.  She would be offended if shown a video showing a woman that was supposed to be her mom getting fucked by a man.  Then again, she had just told Felicia that the video did not show normal sex because it was lesbian.

​Okay, point taken. She needed to work on tolerance.

​Sapphire’s lack of response chalked up a debate win for Felicia.

Felicia said, “I'm not being mean.  You saw me earlier.  I had a dildo up my pussy, too.  Hey, I'd respect your mom more, not less, if she moaned like a troubled ghost while taking a big dildo up her pussy!”

​“Whatever.”

​“Just watch it, Saph.  Maybe you’ll learn something.  Maybe you’ll see something you want to try.  Remember, I brought that dildo.”

Felicia seemed to have no social filters at all!

Sapphire had a thought, “Hey, turn the volume down.  Sound carries in this house.  Central air.  The vents.”

​“It does, does it?  Do you like it when I speak in palindrome?”

​“Huh?  What?”

​“Maybe I should turn the volume up.  Way up.  Your mom will think we're in here engaged in sinful lesbian sex.  I bet she’ll get wet and wish it was her.  Then maybe she'll be easier game for my mom.”

​“I hope you're joking about all this shit that falls out of your mouth but especially about turning up the volume.  Give me the computer!”

​“You want to wrestle for it?  In the nude?”

​“Uh, no, guess not.”

​“Then I'll turn the volume way up.  Unless....”

​There was a long pause, and Sapphire finally took the bait.

​“Unless what, Felicia?”

​“We watch it together and....”

​Another long pause.  Sapphire sighed and took the bait again.

​“And what, Felicia?”

​“You give me a foot rub at the same time.”

​“A foot rub!?!”

​“A nice relaxing foot rub so I can sleep.”

​Sleep sounded great to Sapphire right then.  Not only was she tired, but she was also tired of Felicia's antics.  Sleep would be like a single nighttime travel into the future of morning.  Once she made it to morning, the sleepover was pretty much over, and she’d be free of Felicia and free of hostess obligations.

​Rubbing Felicia’s foot, though....

​Physical contact was, of course, personal.  No matter what.  A foot rub provided physical pleasure.  So, she would be providing physical pleasure to a nude girl while she herself was naked.

​Sapphire noticed her change in terminology.  But it felt true.  Felicia looked nude while Sapphire felt naked.

​Was it okay to give a nude girl physical pleasure by rubbing her foot while you were also naked?

​It seemed perverted.  It must be.  If a pervert was floating outside the second-story bedroom window and watched Sapphire rubbing Felicia’s foot, he (or she!) would certainly rub one out.

Rubbing the foot of a nude girl... while you were also naked... well... that was just barely shy of something lesbian!

​Apparently, Felicia saw that Sapphire was about to speak against providing her a foot rub, “Saph, I need a foot rub.  It's either going to be you giving it to me or your mom.  If it's your mom, she'll do it while hearing all about how you had me take off all my clothes and forced me to watch nasty lesbian porn on your computer.”

​Shit!  Mom would never believe the part about Sapphire forcing Felicia to go nude, but they had watched that porn, and it was Sapphire's computer. 

Would Mom believe that Felicia took advantage and accessed the video when Sapphire went to the bathroom?  Probably. 

But did Sapphire want to expose her to all that?  No.

​Fuck it.  It was just a foot rub.

​“Fine.”

​“I think you meant to say “just fine.”  I think I can make it finer than “just fine.”  We’ll see! Here's how we'll do it.  You sit up against the wall, and I'll be across from you, and I'll put the computer over here on this chair next to the bed.  That way, we can both watch it while you rub my feet.”

​Sapphire sat with her back pressed to the wall. She thought she had the better of this arrangement from a positional standpoint because she could sit up while Felicia had to lay sideways and prop her head up on an elbow.

​She soon learned she thought wrong.

​It was not such a good position.  Not for her.


Chapter Ten

​When Sapphire got in position, she saw Felicia scootch down the bed on her side, worming her way closer.  It seemed like she got way closer than she needed to.  Sapphire inadvertently caught a far too revealing look at Felicia's pussy.

​Instead of the expected Felicia foot stretched out to lay, as Sapphire expected, next to her own outer thigh, a bare foot landed right on Sapphire's bare lap.  This was Felicia's left foot as she lay on her left side.  Her leg wasn't stretched out but instead was bent at an angle.  Her right leg was also bent at an angle but with the knee straight up.

​This position put Felicia's entire crotch and, especially, her pussy on intimate open display.  The zero to sixty onset of this predicament, with a bare foot on her bare crotch and another bare crotch on display bigger than life, took Sapphire’s breath away and made her freeze.

​It was like when you get caught in some unexpected dangerous physical entanglement, like getting caught up in a barbed-wire fence.  The first instinct was to stop all motion so you could figure out the best move.  It was a combination of trying to figure out how to make it better while avoiding making it worse.

​An instinct that led Sapphire to sit there for two seconds, not breathing, mouth slightly open, while staring helplessly at Felicia’s pussy.

Felicia looked at her with a Mona Lisa smile on her face, “Yeah, I know I've got a pretty pussy.  I don't mind.  You can stare at it while you rub my feet.”

​“What?  What!?!”  Sapphire realized she was staring at Felicia’s pussy.  Felicia's position made her pussy open slightly, and Sapphire could see some of the more delicate pinks. 

​Felicia's little Mona Lisa smile became a slightly wider Mona Lisa smile.

​“I'm not staring at it.  I'm not!”  Sapphire said that even as she stared at it.  Then she realized she really was staring at it and looked away.

​Felicia stretched to reach the computer on the chair, and she fiddled with the computer to get the show playing.  Sapphire felt Felicia’s foot flop and slide around in her lap.  The toes even bumped her pubic hair, and she gasped a little gasp but didn't think Felicia noticed as she focused on the computer. 

​She hoped Felicia didn’t notice.  She hoped Felicia didn’t do that on purpose.

​Sapphire looked down at the foot like it had slid free from a cracked-open meteor.  A foot!  In her naked lap!  It wasn’t like The Blob from that sci-fi movie because it was a shapely foot.  But it was insidious like The Blob!  Sapphire did not think Felicia accidentally placed her foot in Sapphire’s lap.

​Was Felicia picking on her, trying to freak her out?  Was that what Felicia meant when she said she thought Sapphire had freak potential?  Felicia claimed she’d prove it.  Was this that?  She was trying to make Sapphire freak out, and then she’d claim she’d proven Sapphire’s “freak potential?”

​It was either that… or maybe Felicia was one of those.  Them.  A lesbian.

​No, that didn’t make sense.  No lesbian would make her move by shoving a foot in your lap.  So, this must be that other thing.

​Fuck Felicia!  Sapphire was determined not to freak out about this.

​She wouldn’t even think of it as a foot.  She’d just think of it as an alien Blob here to take over Earth.  That was much less troubling!

​Sapphire saw Felicia start up the movie and recalled a scene from the movie The Blob.  Didn’t the Blob attack a movie theater?  And here they were about to watch a movie, and Felicia’s foot Blob was right there in the middle of the two movie watchers.

​But was it hungry for popcorn or something else?

Felicia twisted back to her sideways laying position, the foot in Sapphire’s lap rubbing and scraping around, and she looked at Sapphire with one eyebrow raised imperiously.

​“I'm not feeling much foot rubbing, neighbor bitch.”

​“Don't call me that.”

​Sapphire decided she better capture Felicia's wiggling foot.  That damn foot!  Why did it have to wriggle so much all over Sapphire's bare upper thighs and even bump her pubic mound and brush those toes on her lower tummy? 

​Was all that… movement… accidental or on purpose by Felicia?

​Sapphire quickly captured the foot in both hands before it could... do more... or do worse... damage or whatever it was doing.

​She rubbed it.  Felicia had good feet.  Clean.  Pink toenail polish with little purple dots added for effect.

​Felicia told her, “We can do this all the time if you want.  I'll let you rub my feet every day if you ask politely.  I'll even let you paint my toenails.”

​Sapphire let some sarcasm out, “Can I?  Oh, can I?  You'll really let me?”

​The sarcasm did not get to Felicia at all, “Sure can.  Back in Ohio, I had a few girls who liked to do this for me.  Liked it?  It was more like they loved it.  They couldn't get enough of it.  It was like I didn't have enough feet to go around.  They competed with each other for the privilege.”

​That sounded weird to Sapphire.  That couldn’t be true, could it?  Felicia must be making that up!  Felicia was an annoying, weird little liar.

She was curious, though, “Why would they do that?  I mean, why would they “love it?’”

​Sapphire had stepped right into it, and it stepped right back into her.  Almost literally.

​Sapphire's unsuspecting and relaxed hands on Felicia's feet were no defense as Felicia slightly straightened her bent left leg.  Doing that slid her foot forward into firm contact with Sapphire's pussy.  Sapphire’s bare legs were like pink curbs guiding Felicia’s pushing foot on a straight path to Felicia’s goal.

Sapphire, back to the wall, could not back away.  Felicia turned her foot so that her toes pointed upward.  Her heel ground against Sapphire's pussy lips.  They split wide from the pressure, and Sapphire gasped.  Then she groaned.

Felicia’s heel ground on Sapphire’s pussy and also pinned her in place.  Pinned her in place like a butterfly in a museum with Felicia’s foot pin pressing home on Sapphire’s pink butterfly.

Sapphire moaned, then groaned, then made a choked sound like her mouth and throat were trying to talk while trying to moan some more.  Her verbal Stooges were all trying to go through the same doorway simultaneously and were stuck.

​Sapphire felt panic.  Panic and something else.  Something unfortunate and wrong and dangerous and embarrassing.

​Felicia spoke calmly in a matter-of-fact tone, “They loved it the same reason you're going to love it.”

​Sapphire felt bubbling panic.  Like she might yell or something. 

Or something.

​Sapphire began to rise up, sliding her back up the wall.  Felicia saw that and used her other foot, her right foot.  She planted it firmly on Sapphire's chest, right between Sapphire’s breasts, and pressed.  With her leg starting in a bent position, it was easy to apply a lot of force, more than enough to immobilize slim Sapphire against the wall. 

The ball of Felicia's left foot continued to pin Sapphire's small pink butterfly between her legs.  More than pin it.  The ball of her foot rotated back and forth, just a little but just enough.

It was… it was… it was like the ball of Felicia’s foot was trying to screw into Sapphire’s pussy…!

She was getting screwed!

By a girl’s foot!

​“Felicia!”

​“That's my name.”

​“Stop it!”

​“Stop wha-a-at?”  Felicia spoke slowly and kept the heel of her left foot rubbing.  She was clearly not in a hurry, unlike Sapphire, who felt great urgency.

​“You know what!  I'm not a lesbian!”

​“Me neither.  But I can't speak for my foot.”

​“Yeah, well, the verdict is in.  It's lesbian!”

​“How can you tell?  Are you getting turned on?”

​“No, I am not.”

​“Then I don't get it.  What's the problem?  If you're not getting turned on, then it's no big deal.  If you are, great for you, go with that.  I don't mind.”

​Sapphire slid back down the wall the few inches she'd earned.  She hated to lose that hard-earned progress but knew she wasn’t going anywhere that way.  But it felt like she half sat on Felicia’s foot, and she released an unfortunate gasp.

She tried to cross her arms, but Felicia was having none of that.

​“You're supposed to rub my feet.  They aren't going anywhere until they get a good long, thorough rub.”

​Sapphire frowned and glowered.  She couldn’t keep her dark expression going.  That foot was too irksome and demanded too much mental and emotional energy.

​So, that was all she could do?  She couldn’t get away.  She needed Felicia to let her go.  Felicia had just made it clear what Sapphire had to do.

​Sullenly, Sapphire began rubbing the foot on her lap.  The heel still dug at her pussy but she was able to relieve a little of the pressure by pushing outward on the top of Felicia's foot as she rubbed. 

Oddly, the relief of pressure somehow made the sensations strengthen.  It went from too-much pressure to less pressure plus more friction.

Sapphire stared at her hands on Felicia’s foot.  She stared at the foot pressing on her pussy.  She just couldn’t get over this.  It was too much.  It was crazy.

Sapphire did not see Felicia’s happy grin of near-triumph.  Felicia knew all was going just the way she wanted.  She’d never had – never allowed – a seduction to escape past this point.  Felicia had, or almost had, this sexy soon-to-be slut. 

Now the innocent blonde idiot was sitting there, taking it while rubbing Felicia’s foot.  Sapphire was cooperating. 

That was when their downfall was truly assured.  While Sapphire rubbed Felicia’s foot, Felicia’s foot would rub her.  Her foot would start a sexy friction fire in that fresh blonde pussy.

Sapphire had failed to muster an effective resistance, and the odds of her doing so while she became more and more aroused were slimmer by the moment.

​Once Sapphire calmed and seemed to give in to her fate, or at least not know what to do other than obeying Felicia's instructions, Felicia put her right foot to work. 

She no longer needed to press a defeated, for now, Sapphire against the wall at the head of her bed.  If Sapphire began resisting, Felicia could bring her foot back.  Her right foot moved and slid, and Sapphire probably didn't even notice at first and thought it was just accidental slippage.

​Sapphire definitely noticed when Felicia used her foot to press and squash Sapphire's moderately-sized left breast.  Then she noticed even more when Felicia lifted the foot a little off the breast but only in order to flick at Sapphire's nipples with her big toe.

​“Felicia!”

​“Yes.  We've established that is my name.”

​“Stop that!”

​“What “that?”  There are a few “thats” going on right now.  Never mind, whichever one you mean, the answer is no.  Do a better job rubbing my feet.  Now, remember, if there is anything going on you want a referee for to settle the dispute, we can bring your mom in here.  But I'm sure the first thing you'll need to explain is why we're naked.  I'm sure our two versions of the answer to that question will not agree.”

​Yeah, Sapphire did not like the sound of all that.

Felicia added, “It would be rude to involve your mom.  I'm sure my mom exhausted her, and your mom only wants to rest.”

Sapphire felt like rolling her eyes at that.  Or was it the sensations Felicia’s foot caused that made her eyes want to roll into her head?

There was no way Sapphire’s mom let Felicia’s mom do anything sexual with her.  No way!  But it was not so farfetched to think Felicia’s mom had tried to do something.  If she was at all like Felicia.

Yes, Sapphire was pretty sure now, and more and more sure all the time, that Felicia was one of them.  A lesbian!

​Sapphire forced herself to simmer down.  Which was hard because she was starting to simmer somewhere else.  But she did not want to pay attention to that other simmering or to acknowledge it in any way.

She tried to think of what she could do.  She came up blank.  It was hard to think with a bare foot in her bare lap, more than just in her lap, a bare foot rubbing her pussy, and with a second bare foot's big toe flick, flick, flicking at her bare nipple. 

She had to decide to either defend her nipple or defend her pussy.

The heel dug into her pubic mound.  She put her hands back on it but for defensive reasons.   That didn't really help, but her hands did go back to massaging Felicia's foot. 

She forlornly hoped that the better she rubbed the foot the sooner the foot rub would be over.  The sooner the foot rub was over, the sooner the foot rubbing her pussy would stop rubbing it.  That had to be how it worked, right?

​“That's a good girl.”

​It angered Sapphire that Felicia would call her that.  Sapphire was three months older than her!  Sapphire was not a girl!  And Sapphire did not want to be a “good girl” for weird almost-certainly-lesbian Felicia. 

​Felicia looked over Sapphire's body, appraising and appreciating it.  The way Felicia looked at her felt so sexual.  It was sexual!

Sapphire thought Felicia was some breed of lesbian, and Felicia’s mom probably also was one. 

Or maybe not.  Maybe that dildo collection over at the Sorrelson’s was Felicia's, and Felicia’s mom didn't even know about it. 

Sapphire's mind wandered to those dildos and other items in that chest of sex toys.  She let herself think about them.  She had to take her mind off the foot rubbing her pussy and the toes flicking her nipple.  The damn movie didn’t do the trick.

That was quite the collection of dildos the Sorrelsons had.  There had been some interesting stuff in there besides dildos.  Not that she'd ever tell Felicia that or ask to borrow them or anything like that!

​Felicia spoke with delight, “Hey, Saph, check out your nipples.  One looks long and hard.  Can you guess which one?”

​It was not!

​But, yeah, Sapphire was sure which one it was.

​Sapphire looked down at her left nipple, the one getting flicked repeatedly by Felicia’s toes.  Her left nipple did look hard and swollen.  It looked fifty percent bigger than her right one. 

It must be a trick of the light.

Fuck.  She knew it wasn’t.  Why the hell was it hard and aroused?  Shouldn’t it shrink down and try to get away from those lesbian toes picking on it?

​Felicia's toe flicked it again, and it wobbled like a bobber above bait nibbled on by a fish.  That felt... good actually. 

It shouldn't.  'Course not. 

Sapphire held still, and Felicia flicked her nipple again, a really hard flick.  Felicia’s toenail scraped Sapphire’s nipple.  It sorta hurt, and it definitely felt good, too.

Sapphire felt in real trouble.  It was bad enough when good things felt good, but it was super scary when bad things also felt good.  It shouldn’t be, and yet it was.

​Felicia's heel wormed in.  Sapphire kept trying to squeeze her thighs together.  It only made her thighs hug the foot.  She bet Sapphire liked it!  That little lesbo bitch! 

​Sapphire couldn’t squish that foot out from between her legs.  Although, it did feel squishy down there….

​Felicia pulled her foot back a few inches, and Sapphire felt a flood of relief and maybe something else.  Was her pussy leaking?  Oh, please, no!

​Was it over?  Was Felicia done?

​If Felicia had known what Sapphire was thinking, she would have laughed and laughed.

​Sapphire was so slim that her upper thighs could not meet when her knees were tightly together.  Her thighs were an open foot runway, like a slide for Felicia’s foot toboggan.

​Felicia rammed her foot, heel in the lead, against Sapphire’s pussy.

​Sapphire made an oomph sound and then a troubled moan.  And then a longer, even more troubled groan.

Felicia’s foot dug in, and she pressed her heel against the top of Sapphire's slit. 

Sapphire gasped from a combination of violated outrage and pleasure. 

This was too much.  It was more than too much.  She could not stand for this!  Not even if she could not stand up!

But just because the situation got worse for her did not mean she could suddenly think up a solution. 


Chapter Eleven

Should she protest again?  In what world would that work?  Felicia never listened! Felicia did not care what Sapphire wanted!  Or did not want.

​“Saph, why's that nipple of yours so hard?  I think it has a foot fetish.”

​“No!  No way.  That nipple... it's always bigger like that.  It’s… bigger than the other one.”

​“Oooo, you're going with the I'm-a-mutant excuse, huh?  Not a good play.  I'll show you why.”

​Felicia's foot moved to Sapphire's other nipple, her right.  Flick, flick, flick.  Sapphire tried to tune out the sensation.  She tried to think of something else.  Anything else! 

​Oh, but thinking about that chest of sex toys over at the Sorrelsons, that was not helpful.

She did not want that nipple to harden!  It shouldn't.  There was no reason for it to.  No good reason.  Sure, that flicking toe and toenail did supply sensation.  But those sensations should only make her mad.  She should hate this.  Sapphire tried to hold onto her anger.

​“Look at your other nipple, Saph!  I think it's a mutant also.  Who knew?”

​Sapphire looked down.  Her right nipple was nearly as erect as her left.  She flushed. 

​Felicia got her big toe on one side of the nipple and her index toe on the other.  The nipple was right between them, resting on the hollow of flesh, the curve, between the two toes.  Felicia pressed her foot towards Sapphire and some of Sapphire's breast flesh, including her nipple and aureole, bulged forward to fill the gap between the two toes.

​Then Felicia flexed her toes together. 

​A toe pinch!

​As Sapphire's breast and nipple bulged out and her nipple hardened fully, Sapphire's eyes also bulged.  She could scarcely believe how good this thing with Felicia's foot felt. 

​Sapphire felt other things, too.  Her upper chest was pink from a sort of heated/embarrassed flush.  Her pussy....

​Her pussy was not behaving!  It was just sitting there.  Sapphire was literally in a sitting position.  Felicia’s heel kept rubbing and grinding on it.  That was bad.  Her pussy was even worse, though.  More naughty.

​Why was her pussy getting so wet?  Why why why?  This had to stop.  It had to stop soon, or it would be too late.  Felicia would feel the wetness.  Felicia would know it was wet and would use that knowledge against Sapphire. 

How would Felicia use that knowledge against her?  Maybe just to tease her, or maybe in a way much worse. 

​Much worse!

​What if Felicia claimed Sapphire liked this, no matter what Sapphire said, and refused to stop doing these things even when the foot rub was over?

​What could Sapphire do?

​“Saph, do you have any explanation for why your nipples are so hard?  Don’t you dare say they are both mutant nipples!”

​Sapphire thought this might be her chance.  Felicia wanted to hear her point of view.  She had a chance!  She just had to come up with something convincing that would get her out of this.

​It couldn't be the truth, obviously.  Not that!  What, tell Felicia her nipples were aroused?  And, so, that the rest of her, was aroused?  No freaking way!

​Any admission of arousal was wildly dangerous.  There was no guy around.  They hadn’t talked about guys.  The damn movie wasn’t even showing a guy! 

​What the hell was this movie?  A chick flick?

​She had to say something.  Felicia's feet working their magic and her body reacting like it was someone else’s body, some lesbian’s body, kept keeping on.  The longer that went on, the closer..... 

No, she would not dare to contemplate that!  Never would, never could!

The point was, she had to say something, anything, to make this stop.  Fuck, why should she say that her nipples were hard?

The whole X-Men mutant mascot thing wouldn’t work….

​Finally, Sapphire blurted, “It's because it's cold in this room!”

​It wasn't cold.

​They both knew that.

​Felicia had known what Sapphire would say even before Sapphire knew it.

​She’d had so many girls in this vulnerable position before.  Ohioan girls.  Felicia was pretty damn sure these Tennessee girls worked the same way. 

​What Sapphire said was exactly what Felicia wanted her to say.

​Sapphire had stepped into it now, and now it was time to “step” into Sapphire!

​Surprisingly, Felicia agreed, “You know, it is cold in this room.”

​Sapphire felt a gush of relief.  Felicia believed her!

​Her relief didn't last.

​Felicia said, “Your nipples are cold.  I can feel it on my toes.  My toes are so cold.”

​Sapphire looked at the toes of the foot on her right breast.  They didn't look cold, and her nipples sure didn’t feel cold, but fine by her!  Felicia was buying it!  Sapphire was talking her way out of this.  Yay lies!

​Perhaps she could add a helpful suggestion on how to fix this cold issue.  One that would help save Sapphire from her situation.

​“Yeah, Felicia, let's get our clothes on.”

​“Oh, no need for that.  Never let nudity be defeated!  Besides, it's only just my toes, and I know a great way to warm them up.”

​What?  What way?  Sapphire was mystified and awkwardly peered down at the toes that were sort of jerking off her right nipple now.

​Then she felt it.

​Felicia's other foot!

​It was-it was... it was....

​Felicia lifted her heel off Sapphire's pussy, turned her foot, and re-approached, leading with her toes held sideways.  Sapphire tried to back away, which was a total joke because her back was already pressed to the wall, so she only retreated about a millimeter.

​Sapphire felt all of Felicia's toes at the lips of her slit, top to bottom, pressing inward.  The pinky toe was near the bottom, and the big toe at the top, just under her clitoris and urethra.  They pressed and wormed. 

It took away Sapphire's breath.  She couldn't even form words of protest.  When sounds came out of her mouth, “ooo ah ooom erms”, they sounded suspiciously like the opposite of a protest.

​The toes got in.  All the way in.  It boggled Sapphire's mind. 

​Felicia's voice now had a different tone, a sexier languid tone, “Oh my, it is warm in there.  That feels so nice on my toes, Saph.  You had a great idea.  Just think, my toes are warming up inside you and all because of you and your idea about it being cold in here.  It feels like when I poke toes in a warm, bubbly bath.  Or like when I poked toes up the pussies of girls in Ohio.  Hey, we should take a bath together sometime.  You could get me all nice and clean.  You’d be my little bath maid.  Rub all the dirt off me and just keep rubbing to make so sure it's all off.  You'd like that, wouldn't you.”

​“Ooo?  Ah, um, ermmm, no, no.”

​“Oh, I think you would.  Your pussy is already giving my toes a nice warm bath.  It feels great.  You sure are wet up there.  Like you sprung a leak.  Gee, you must have a mutant pussy also.  That's fine.  It will be like a little car wash for my toes.  Let's do this every fucking day.”

​For some reason, the word “fucking” at this moment in time in this circumstance and the way Felicia emphasized the word really bothered Sapphire.  It should not be associated with this whole toes in the vagina thing. 

It made it sound like they were having sex or something!  Which they weren't, of course.  Felicia just had cold toes, and Sapphire was forced to help.  That wasn't sex!  Or anything like that!

Felicia’s supposedly cold toes sure felt warm inside her.  So warm that they were heating up Sapphire now.  Radiating heat.  Radiating a burning slutty do-anything heat.

​“Uh.  Uh.  Uuum.”

​Sapphire hated those little sounds she was making.  But she couldn't stop them!

​Felicia loved those sexy little helpless sounds Saph was making.  She wanted to make those sounds get bigger.  Longer.  Louder.

​It sure would be a hoot if Saph’s mommy came to investigate the sounds and found what went hump in the night!

​Felicia assumed that mommies who were too curious and too protective of their daughters were why she had two feet….

​Felicia began poking hard with her toes.  Really just thrusting all those toes into Sapphire's pussy puddle.

​The sounds Sapphire made did get louder.

​“Oooo.  Um um um.  Ugh.  Oh!  Errrrm.”

​Louder but still not loud enough in Felicia's view.

​“Saph, slide your ass up the wall a little bit.  Like a foot up.”

​Sapphire couldn't think beyond doing as told. It didn't seem like a dangerous request anyway. 

Hadn't she wanted to get away?  Past tense.  She no longer felt that way. 

Felicia's toes....  Poor Felicia, her toes needed warming…. 

​Sapphire slid her back up the wall about a foot and waited to be told what to do next. 

​A strange thought flickered through Sapphire’s mind.  If she just did whatever Felicia told her to do, then whatever happened was all on Felicia.  She shouldn't feel bad about any of it.  Felicia had to take that responsibility.  No matter how slutty Sapphire acted, it would all be Felicia's fault and none of it her own fault.

​Felicia pulled her toes out and set her left foot heel down on the bed with her toes pointed straight up.  This was slightly awkward for Felicia, but she had a plan that made it worthwhile.

​“There.  I'm ready, Saph.  Sit on my foot.”

​Sapphire looked down.  She saw those five toes pointed up at her between her legs.  She couldn't!  She couldn't... do that!

​Felicia took on a bossy, impatient tone, “How hard is it?  Sit the fuck down on my foot, bitch.  My toes are cold.  Get that hot pussy toe warmer around my toes.  Do it now, slut!”

​The angry urgency in Felicia's tone knocked aside Sapphire's concerns.  She practically impaled herself on that foot.  She hadn’t thought she’d do it. 

She hadn't thought it would go in.  She hadn't thought it could.  But, somehow, all five toes went up and in, and Sapphire felt herself stretch impossibly, more than she ever had before.  Felicia had small feet.  Sapphire's pussy was small as well but very elastic, and her weight drove her down. 

She could not hold her back tight against the wall.  She was weak from passion and weakening further by the moment.  She felt like all her muscles were turning to jelly.  Her weakness gave in to gravity, and her weight drove her downward on Felicia’s foot. 

​Those toes!  They were so far up inside her!  They were running into her depths.  They collided with her flesh and pushing aside the walls of her vagina.  Finally, Sapphire could sink no further.

​She looked down.  It looked like the foot was more than halfway up her pussy!  The top of her pubic mound bulged outward above her slit.  Sapphire knew female toes were inside her, a couple of inches deep, pushing her lower abdomen outward.  She knew it but still couldn’t believe it.

​Sapphire yelled out with urgent panicked disbelief, “Oh God!”

​Felicia bopped her foot a couple of times, banging her toes around inside Sapphire and slightly lifting her.  Sapphire’s clitoris slid along Felicia’s transverse arch.  Stuttering lightning bolts of sensation electrified Sapphire.

​“OooEeeeOooo!”

​Felicia wiggled her toes inside Sapphire's depths, and the wiggles made Sapphire make all sorts of cooing chirping sounds. 

It reminded Felicia of a trip to a zoo in Ohio, to a bird aviary, with all those birds making all their various sounds at once.  She thought she ought to record Sapphire's sexy sounds sometime and then play them for a bird expert in front of Sapphire and ask the expert to identify what breed of bird that was. 

That would be so funny!  Maybe she could send a recording to a bird-watching club or something.  Ask them to post it on their website for identification.  A hundred dollars to whoever successfully identified it as the oh so rare North American Sapphireius Hartleynian cumma Slutta Maximus.

​ “Saph, you know what else can warm up my toes?”

​“Wha-wha... wha?”  Sapphire could not even form the word she was trying to make.

​“Friction.  Friction causes warmth.  So, I need you to rise up a bit.  But don't let my toes out!  Don't you dare, slut.  Then push that hot wet slut pussy down on my toes and foot.  All the way.  As far as you can.  What then?  Do it again!  Like a hundred times.  Or two hundred.  Or five hundred.  Just keep doing it.  Sooner or later, the fireworks will go off, and then my toes will be really warm.”

​Heaven help her, Sapphire did as ordered.  They were orders.  They felt like orders.  She needed the order.  She was grateful to be ordered around.  She was a hot near-orgasmic body in need of a brain to tell her what to do, and Felicia was that brain.

Sapphire didn't mind.  Sapphire couldn't mind.  You had to have a mind in order to mind. 

​Up, then down.  Fully impaled!  Yelp.  Moan.  Groan. 

Again. 

Repeat. 

Again.

Another.

​Felicia watched Sapphire with appreciation.  What a hottie!  Sapphire had always looked hot, but now she was also acting hot.  So passionate.  You never knew for certain until you got them going.  This Sapphire was a hottie in every meaning of the term.  Her appearance and her reactions.  Just fantastic.  Felicia looked forward to telling her mom all about this.  Mom was going to love it!

​Mom would love it for more than just the vicarious thrill of hearing all about it.  Much more.  Felicia intended to make damn sure her mom got to indulge in this slut.  Not that her mom needed help.  It wasn’t like her mom was a charity case.

​Felicia’s mom gave as often as she received.  Felicia would be happy to swap time and sexual service from Saph in return for her mom giving Felicia full access to Mrs. Hartley’s wide-open legs.

​Sapphire was bouncing and self-impaling and moaning and twisting in delight like a porn actress with actual acting ability.  But it was all the real deal!

​Felicia thought there were ways she could increase this, take it to another level, do more.  It would be even more to brag about to her mom, and it would do more to alter Sapphire's state of mind.  A state of mind that hadn't been ideal so far.  Felicia wanted this one utterly dominated, and she wasn’t there yet.

​Before Felicia could put in play her ideas, Sapphire went ahead and orgasmed.  She took a whooping air-sucking breath in, held it, and shook so fast and hard, that she looked like she was sitting on a vibrating chair. 

Sapphire slammed her pussy down and held it down with as much of Felicia's foot inside her as she could get.  Then she went limp, bending forward but caught on Felicia's foot like a spear-impaled defeated Amazon warrior.

​Felicia let Sapphire rest for a minute even though it was stressing her leg muscles to support the sweaty girl.  She let Sapphire catch her breath.

​That had gone well.  Felicia was pleased.  Thrilled actually.  This was her first conquest of a Tennessean slut!

But it was only be a start. Just a start.  There was so much more to do.  These ones with good parenting who were smart and wanted to go to college and all that, they were more challenging than the average everyday easy-to-make-into-a-slut slut. 

​Felicia used her right foot to push Sapphire back to prop her up on the wall at the head of the bed.  Then she pulled her left foot free of the Sapphire pussy bog.

​Sapphire made a forlorn cooing sound like she regretted the loss of the penetrative toes and that foot.

​Felicia liked that sound.  She knew Sapphire wouldn't feel lost without Felicia's foot for long.  It was going to be right back in there if all went well.

The End
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LESBIAN TAMING AND TRAINING A WHITE SAVAGE

Brinlee struggles to maintain her free will and is uncertain how to handle Zurica’s demands and commands.  She wants to obey and she wants the cums to keep coming.  But she shouldn’t!  Zurica isn’t at all uncertain.  She wants this sexy American blonde beauty to be her sexual plaything and she wants Brinlee humiliated and obedient.  She plans to tame and train the white savage and to force her to admit Zurica is her black superior and her Mistress.
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Best friends Maya and Cora go to a new nightclub for a fun time.  But they’re in for a lot more “fun” than they ever thought possible.  Their strange sexy flirty server, Kammy, takes them into the hole for a sexual adventure they could never have anticipated and are reluctant, at first, to participate in.  Kammy is a dominant lesbian.  Maya and Cora are independent straight young women.  But Kammy is confident she can make Maya and Cora be the way she wants them to be. 

HANDCUFFED TOGETHER

Their hair is braided together with each other and they are handcuffed with their arms around each other!  Kammy plans to change Maya and Cora, to forcibly adapt them to what she wants them to be.  They don’t want to be changed but they are feeling incredibly submissive suddenly.  Kammy-induced orgasms do that to a girl!  What more will Kammy do to them?  What else will she make them do and make them like? Can they escape?  Will they still want to? 

RETURNING TO THE HOLE

Should a straight woman submit to a lesbian Mistress?  Of course not!  But that doesn’t mean it won’t happen.  Maya is about to return to the hole in the wall inside the nightclub The Hole in the Wall, the scene of her reluctant lesbian seduction and domination.  The reason she thinks she’s going is perhaps quite different than the real reason.  What will happen when she confronts Kammy in hopes of getting her fired?  Surely Kammy the psycho server can’t sexually dominate Maya again when Maya is alert to Kammy’s danger and so angry with her….

SUBMITTING TO THE PSYCHO MISTRESS

Cora is haunted by memories of her unexpected and shocking sexual submission to Kammy the psycho server inside the hole in the wall in the nightclub called The Hole in the Wall.  She was determined never to go back, but after several days of wild self-pleasuring, she is returning.  She just needs a quick answer.  She returns for the answer.  But not to submit!  Never that!  Never again!  Never might not be as long as she thought.

“The Black Masters” series: 

Book 1:  HER DAD’S FIANCEE’S BLACK MASTERS 

Hannah comes home from exploring Europe to find her newly widowed wealthy father already engaged to be married.  His fiancée, Olive, is beautiful, blonde, and big-breasted, just like Hannah.  But they are different in almost all other ways.  Little does Hannah know, but Olive has plans, a dark conspiracy, to turn Hannah into a lover and obedient submissive to black men.  Can Olive’s evil plan work? Can she make Hannah behave so naughty and nasty that her dad will disown her?  


Book 2:  HANNAH’S DAD’S FIANCEE DOMINATES HER 

Rich young heiress Hannah Hill saw her dad’s fiancée having sex with black workers at the estate and witnessed her call one of them her “Black Master.”  She wants them off the estate.  But they know she watched and know what she did as she watched.  They want all the Hill money and need to seduce and dominate Hannah to get their wicked way.  Will Hannah win out over her potential stepmother, or will she also betray her father, but in a very different way?

Book 3:  THE SUBMISSIVE HEIRESS

Olive wants to get Hannah’s dad to disown Hannah so that Olive will eventually collect all of the inheritance.  How?  By getting Hannah pregnant with a black baby and by making sure the father is a disreputable ex-con.  Hannah plans to get out of her situation and make Olive go away and take the four black laborers with her – well before the laborers can make Hannah go into labor!

Olive has plans also.  She plans to dominate Hannah in new ways, severe and savage, and intensely arousing ways.  She plans to transform Hannah into a do-anything submissive. 

Book 4:  HANNAH GETS ADULT BABYSAT

Hannah is trying to keep her head above water but keeps finding her head instead between Olive’s thighs.  Blonde on blonde domination and submission.  And Hannah isn’t even a lesbian!  Or she wasn’t….  Olive develops the perfect plan to break down Hannah.  Force her to be an adult baby babysat by none other than the neighbor girl Hannah used to babysit, a neighbor girl whose grown into quite a slut herself. 

Book 5:  HANNAH’S BIG BLACK DATE

Hannah’s dad’s fiancée, Olive, wants total dominion over Hannah, and Olive knows how to deepen Hannah’s submissiveness.  Olive wants a do-anything human sex toy, and she’s chosen beautiful blonde Hannah.  Olive expects Hannah to go on a date with a dangerous black ex-con parolee!  With Olive and another big black man as “chaperones.” Hannah thinks the chaperones may be as bad as her date and have just as much intention to have sex with her.  Three against one.  So unfair!

Book 6:  HANNAH WANNA

Hannah’s dad’s girlfriend, rival to Hannah’s rich dad’s inheritance, has dominated Hannah sexually but that isn’t enough for Olive.  She needs Hannah’s dad to disown Hannah and she thinks the best way to make that happen is for Hannah to get pregnant with a black baby.  Olive has a nasty ex-con lined up to impregnate Hannah but can she make the reluctant Hannah all too cooperative, and induce her to succumb?  Will Tivon add Hannah to his urban harem?  Will Hannah wanna?

“She’ll Take All Three Sisters” series: 


Book 1:  SHE’LL TAKE ALL THREE SISTERS 

Three sisters and one dominant Mistress.  Kennedy Klein, newly discharged from the Army, learns from her older sister, Carter, that their younger sister, Reagan, is incommunicado in the big city of Denver, Colorado.  An attempted visit reveals that Reagan is a submissive in a lesbian relationship with a much older woman.  Kennedy and Carter go undercover at a lesbian strip club to save Reagan. But Mistress Sadie knows!  Can Mistress Sadie dominate all three sisters?

Book 2:  DOMINATED AT THE LESBIAN STRIP CLUB

Two heterosexual sisters, one lesbian strip club, and dozens of horny groping and grabbing lesbians!  Carter and Kennedy are trying to save their little sister, Reagan, from lesbian BDSM domination by an older woman.  They are undercover at one of the dominant woman’s strip clubs, trying to find evidence to put her in prison.  But they’re not as undercover as they think and they’re not as covered with clothing as they’d like.

Book 3:  HETEROSEXUAL SISTERS FORCED TO BE LESBIAN SISTERS

Two Klein sisters, Carter and Kennedy, seek to save the third Klein sister, Reagan, from hardcore lesbian submission to a much older domme.  They’ve gone undercover at the domme’s strip club but not all is it seems with their trainers.  Both trainers have huge breasts, wide streaks of cruelty, and far too much understanding and experience with the female body.  They want to continue lesbian training the sisters long after closing time.  Could Carter and Kennedy, instead of saving Regan from lesbian submission, end up each submitting themselves?

Book 4:  EXTREME LESBIAN ADVENTURES FOR THE SISTERS

The two independent still free heterosexual Klein sisters, Carter and Kennedy, are deep under water (and other fluids) getting seduced and dominated by lesbians.  They want to save their little sister, Reagan, from a much older and far too controlling domme but they may need to adjust their goal to simply saving themselves!  Little do the Klein girls know but their trainer at the lesbian strip club, the lesbian dominant spanking them into shape, is the very same dominatrix they seek to save their sister from!

Book 5:  THE SISTERS FACE LESBIAN DOMINATION

The two older Klein sisters, married Carter and ex-Army Kennedy, are undercover working at a lesbian strip club in Denver in hopes of acquiring evidence of illegal activity by their youngest sister’s new lesbian domme, who owns the club.  But they do not know they’ve been set up not only to fail but to be lesbian seduced and dominated.  The domme, Sadie Clark, wants all three sisters, and she is also undercover as one of the women training the older Klein sisters and making them jump through nasty and compromising sexual hoops.

Book 6: OLDEST SISTER TAMED AND LESBIAN TRAINED

Does Mistress Sadie have a nasty plan to lesbian impregnate one of the Klein sisters?  The two older Klein sisters, married Carter and ex-Army Kennedy, are undercover at the Denver lesbian strip club, Juicy’s Big Box, trying to save their youngest sister, Reagan, from lesbian domination.  Reagan’s Mistress, Sadie, is all too aware of their plan and undercover herself as the sister’s trainer at the club.  This can’t end well for the Klein sisters!

Book 7:  MIDDLE SISTER TAMED AND LESBIAN TRAINED

Can the final beautiful young Klein woman avoid a fate of total submission to a cruel and clever domme?  Dominant lesbian businesswoman Sadie Clark has tamed and lesbian trained two out of three sexy blonde Klein girls.  She has the youngest, Reagan, and the oldest, Carter, in states of complete and utter sexual submission.  Can she nail the final Klein sister, Kennedy?  The middle sister could be the biggest challenge.  She’s sexy but tough and an Army veteran.  As they say, sexually conquering two out of three Klein girls isn’t bad but three out of three is even better. 

“Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard” series: 


Book 1:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 

Bellamy must protect a rich young predatorial lesbian seductress whose “social activities” are the seduction of straight women and making enemies!  Dorothe is ravenously hungry to seduce as many women as she can and is delighting in making more enemies, seductions Bellamy will have to witness and enemies she will have to battle.  Dorothe’s mother warns Bellamy that Dorothe will try to seduce her as well.  Sometimes forewarning doesn’t help….

Book 2:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 2

Bellamy Wood, ex-cop private detective, reluctantly persuaded to be a personal bodyguard, is on a year-long contract to guard a spoiled young adult socialite, bratty Dorothe Gerbach.  The problems are many:  Dorothe’s many enemies, Dorothe’s penchant for making more enemies, and Dorothe’s passion as a predatory lesbian seductress who wants to add Bellamy to her stable of submissive women who will do anything for her.

Book 3: LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 3

Wealthy spoiled socialite, Dorothe Gerbach, has seduced and dominated her new lovely bodyguard, ex-cop Bellamy Wood.  Can Dorothe keep Bellamy submissive?  Can Bellamy break free from Dorothe’s willpower, or will she succumb further, losing more of her independence while increasing her orgasms significantly?  What new seductress ploys will Dorothe unleash on Bellamy to tame her to make her perform new sexual tricks?

Book 4:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 4

Ex-cop and current bodyguard, Bellamy Wood, is under rich young heiress Dorothe’s sexual spell.  Bellamy’s younger-than-her Mistress orders Bellamy to seduce and dominate the new sexiest female police officer in the Philadelphia Police Department, Rosetta Wright.  Dorothe wants a second submissive bodyguard!  Bellamy genuinely likes Rosetta Wright and Rosetta’s hero is Bellamy.  Will Bellamy do Ms. Wright wrong?

Book 5: LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 5

Bellamy Wood, ex-cop and current submissive bodyguard, reports back to her young adult Mistress, heiress, Dorothe Gerbach, after her successful seduction of a lovely police officer.  Dorothe intends to reward Bellamy in three ways.  The catch is that her rewards often seem like punishments. Dorothe lucks into an opportunity to seduce and dominate a heterosexual mother and her adult heterosexual daughter, back and forth, simultaneously! Can she pull it off? 

Book 6:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 6

Dominant lesbian seductress, Dorothe, and her newly subservient bodyguard, Bellamy, survived a deadly attack by Noelle who was trying to protect her little sister from Dorothe’s sexual dominance. Noelle is badly wounded and under house arrest.  Dorothe decides it is time to seduce and dominate Noelle as well. Noelle won’t be so dangerous if Dorothe can add her to Dorothe’s lesbian harem!  Will Noelle’s little sister, Lara, betray Noelle and assist in Noelle’s seduction?

Book 7:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 7

The dominant lesbian seductress dominated and took sexual advantage of the sexy Bulgarian maid and now she wants a second helping of her favorite Bulgarian dish. Will Ekaterina be just as vulnerable or even more susceptible?  Can Dorothe make Ekaterina and Bellamy work together for orgasms?  What happens when Ekaterina’s beautiful American supervisor investigates and intervenes?  Can Dorothe turn her good intentions into absolute submission?

Book 8:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 8

Mistress Dorothe has big plans, and her newly tamed and submissive bodyguard, Bellamy, is a star in those plans whether she wants to be or not.  The Lesbian Seductress plans to add to her lesbian harem the hard way by deceiving a black giantess Mistress who hates her and stealing away her top sub, Mistress Dorothe’s “the one that got away,” Flower.  Can Mistress Dorothe pull off her plan?  Can Bellamy submit to new dark sexual delights?

Book 9:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 9

Newly and reluctantly submissive bodyguard, Bellamy Wood, wakes up after hard sex at the BDSM party and seems stuck with a new giant black mistress, Mistress Charanda, bigger and crueler than Mistress Dorothe.  Charanda intends to keep Bellamy and her little friend, too, Emily.  Bellamy intends to get away but, if she can, will it only move her from the sexual frying pan into the sexual fire of further submission to Mistress Dorothe?

Book 10:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 10

Mother’s Day is just a couple days away and Mistress Dorothe knows exactly what she wants to give her mother.  Or who. She’s decided she wants her mother to have a live-in sex maid who will serve her entire life pleasing Dorothe’s mother and laboring for her in both the most twisted and the most menial of ways. The young woman she’s chosen doesn’t know her fate yet and sure hasn’t agreed to it.  Can Mistress Dorothe compel the sweet and sexy Bulgarian Maid, Ekaterina, to give up all her freedoms just to please Dorothe’s mother who she has never met?

Book 11:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 11

Mistress Dorothe wants to lure pretty redheaded police officer, Rosetta Wright, into her web of lesbian domination.  She wants a new member for her lesbian harem and she wants Rosetta’s total sexual submission!  That isn’t what Rosetta wants so only one of them can get what they want.  Who will it be?  Rosetta comes to Mistress Dorothe’s honeymoon suite in the hotel for her second interview to become a high-paid bodyguard for the lesbian seductress.  Her idol, Bellamy Wood, is Mistress Dorothe’s first bodyguard and Bellamy will conduct the interview.  It will be unlike any interview ever done before!

Book 12:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 12

A sexy young adult police officer, redheaded Rosetta walked into Mistress Dorothe's honey trap honeymoon suite for her second job interview to become a female bodyguard for the wealthy socialite. Since walking in, she’s done very little walking!  Well, not on two feet….  Exactly how, cough cough, in-depth is this interview?  Mistress Dorothe is about to make her grand entrance!  What does Mistress Dorothe intend to do to her?  To her body, to her mind, and to her soul?

Book 13:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 13

Police Officer Rosetta Wright comes back to her senses in the honeymoon suite honey trap of Mistress Dorothe.  Or does she?  Mistress Dorothe is not done with her and Rosetta is far too aroused and submissive and cooperative for her own good.  Mistress Dorothe wants her to commit to signing a contract.  Can Rosetta resist committing herself to a life as Mistress Dorothe’s second submissive bodyguard?  Mistress Dorothe likes to have multiple irons in the fire and she has scheduled the new maid, Josefina, for seduction and domination. Can Mistress Dorothe dominate another maid?

Book 14:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 14

The new maid, Josefina, succumbed once to Mistress Dorothe’s advances and what a once it was!  Terrible and wonderful at the same time.  Josefina isn’t even a lesbian!  If she was, she would not want to be a submissive one and would want nothing to do with a racist.  But it is what it is.  It happened.  Now what?  Mistress Dorothe no longer has the element of surprise and Josefina has no intention of submitting again.  However, Dorothe has many other elements other than surprise on her side….

Book 15:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 15

An extra-long extended book to cover all the nasty action!  Dominant lesbian temptress, young Mistress Dorothe, has another wicked seduction plan in motion.  She seduced and dominated the new maid, lovely Josefina, and now she wants a second maid.  Where can she get another sexy subservient maid?  She assumes Josefina has a beautiful friend she can force Josefina to trick into walking into Dorothe’s trap.  She assumes right but a big surprise is in store!

Book 16:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 16

Mistress Dorothe’s plots to give a human being as a gift to her dominant lesbian mom.  Will sexy Ekaterina, the gift in question go through with it? Mistress Dorothe has her new subby maids, Josefina and Valeri, report for rough sexual duty.  They are required to go become strippers at a nasty lesbian strip club.  Sending them to try out and be tried out at the strip club clears the way for Mistress Dorothe to have Josefina’s mother seduced!  On Mother’s Day!

Book 17:  A FRESH NEW SEXUAL DOMINATION

Will publicly and pubic-ly shamed Philadelphia Police Officer Rosetta Wright show up to serve as nude bodyguard for her spoiled young Mistress?  What will her police family do about it now that they know their beloved daughter and sister is a dominated submissive?  There is a possible obstruction in the form of the new lovely member of hotel management.  When Mistress Dorothe runs into a problem like her, she smashes it into submission.  Can she make the problem beauty into a sexual asset?

Book 18:  THE FINAL SUBMISSION

Mistress Dorothe intends to make the mother of a different sex maid become yet another sex maid for her.  Bringing mothers and daughters closer together, that’s Mistress Dorothe’s idea of altruism.  Will Regina follow her daughter, Josefina’s, path into submission? Everyone’s ultimate fate is revealed and sealed!  A big, long, savage, sexy, surprising, orgasmic, nasty, arousing, kinky, wicked, bizarre, passionate, character-driven, action-packed grand finale to the series.

“Seducing the Mother and Daughter House Sitters” series: 

Book 1:  SEDUCING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 

A beautiful mother and her pretty coed daughter agree to house sit at the island mansion of the daughter's new college friend, Bella.  It seems like a dream come true but then Bella's twin sister, Stella, shows up.  She is arrogant and demanding and intent on seducing both the mother and the daughter.  Can she turn the mother and daughter into full service anything goes servants? 

Book 2:  TEMPTING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 


Stella, the bratty young heiress, has the mother and daughter, Angie and Eliza, off balance and beginning to serve her will.  All that Angie and Eliza want is to finish the mansion sitting job on the beautiful island.  All Stella wants is to be their sexual Mistress for life.  Can Stella enforce her will on the mom and daughter and make them want what she wants? 

Book 3:  DOMINATING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 

Angie saw her daughter, Eliza, sexually pleasing Mistress Stella on the speed boat before it went out of view. But Stella had seduced Angie that same morning!  What is Mistress Stella up to?  What really happened on that boat trip?  Most importantly, who does Mistress Stella like the most, the mom or the daughter?  Mistress Stella can't have both!  Can she...? 

Book 4:  CONQUERING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 

Angie Klauson and her daughter Eliza were sexually dominated by the rich adult brat Stella and it certainly caused a new family dynamic.  It's good to share but maybe not sexually. Now Stella's twin, Bella, is coming to the island. Is she different than Stella or will she have the same outrageous expectations?  Do they want her to be different?  What is the awesome fate of the mother and daughter? 

“Tramp Pauline” series: 

Book 1:  TRAMP PAULINE

Pauline is a responsible young shift manager at Fine Burgers. She tries to help a female coworker, Valentina, who is getting dominated every shift by a lesbian coworker. When domme Melody learns Pauline is trying to take away her submissive girl she decides the perfect consequence is to turn the attempted minus one into a plus one. Can Melody be a Mistress for her own Shift Manager?

Book 2: TRAMP PAULINE TRIES TO BOUNCE BACK

Pauline was sexually dominated by a girl she supervises, her new Mistress Melody, who gave her the nickname Tramp Pauline.  Pauline does not want to live up to that name but Mistress Melody wants her to live up to it in every way including bouncing naked on a trampoline for her coworkers. Pauline wants to be a good girl and Melody wants her to be a tramp.  Can they compromise at “good tramp”?

“Black Dominatrix Neighbor” series:

Book 1: BLACK DOMINATRIX NEIGHBOR

Zahra is a middle-aged overweight black woman who has no business seducing and dominating her new young sexy white neighbor girl. Unless she makes it her business. Domination suits Zahra fine but is sexual submission right for Lainey? Lainey tries to be a good neighbor and tries to be friendly with her much older African-American neighbor lady. Maybe Lainey tries a little too hard....

Book 2:  TOO BAD TO BE TRUE

Zahra thinks she has sexual control over Lainey but Lainey thinks differently.  Lainey still thinks she is heterosexual, not submissive, and that interracial sex is not for her.  The nerve of some young and pretty white women!  The apartment building it buzzing with rumors about Zahra and Lainey. Lainey has a plan to deny and defuse the rumors.  Zahra has a plan to confirm them.  And to share Lainey!

Book 3:  SEXUAL REPARATIONS IN THE BIG CITY

Lainey tried to free herself of one Black Mistress only to find herself serving three much older Black Mistresses.  All of them older than her Mom!  They have all sorts of new duties and bizarre orders for Lainey. Including to have her best friend, Mallory, come visit her and to set up Mallory to be brought under their control!  Lainey is a loyal friend... but maybe these new duties would be easier shared....

Book 4:  MALLORY'S INTERRACIAL LESBIAN DOMINATION

Zahra found Lainey's brunette friend, Mallory, very attractive. Mallory does not like Zahra though even without knowing how she treats poor Lainey. Zahra would like to make Mallory eat her smarty-pants words and eat something else also. Maybe Lainey and Mallory could both be sexy goldmine earners for Zahra.  Can Zahra against all odds, make that happen?

“Impossible Seduction” series:

1. IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION ONE:  VOYEUR MOTHER AND DAUGHTER SEDUCED

Three beautiful all-female families are moved into a secluded gated community for a unique opportunity to model together.  However, all is not as it seems.  The two bull dyke photographers actually have a contract and a plan to seduce and tame them all in order to supply them to Saudi harems in return for riches.  The plan takes shape and progress is made.

2.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION TWO:  PEEKING MOTHER AND DAUGHTER DOMINATED

Megan watched what happened with Naomi's daughter Abigail.  Now we find out what Naomi saw when she watched over Megan's daughter, Kaia.  What will the bull dyke Lydia do with Kaia?  Is there anything Naomi can do? What will the dominant dyke team of Gretchen and Lydia do with Abigail who they now have in their clutches in the privacy of their home for hours?

3.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION THREE:  A TALE OF LESBIAN TAMING TWO MILFS

The dominant dyke team of Gretchen and Lydia investigates who made the noise that ruined Lydia's final seduction of Kaia.  It was two of the MILFs!  They see that Megan peeped at Gretchen and Naomi peeped at Lydia and even had the nerve to interrupt her!  They also see how aroused the MILFs became watching.  Now it is their turn to experience lesbian domination!

4. IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION FOUR:  JANELLE VS. REDHEAD MOTHER AND DAUGHTER

Janelle, a once famous model and now the sexual pawn of the dominant dyke team of Gretchen and Lydia, must carry out their assignment to separately seduce both Brooke and Bridget Finn. Janelle must do it to avoid a dark fate but finds she likes it.  Brooke also finds she likes it on the other end of things.

5.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION FIVE:  SEDUCED VIA LESBIAN HOME INVASION

Janelle has left the Finn home with Brooke and Bridget in disarray. Gretchen and Lydia saw on their hidden cameras how aroused and ready Bridget is and they mean to take full advantage.  But, to do so, they'll need to engage in some lesbian home invasion.  Fine by them!  Plus, more psychological manipulation and domination of Megan Reynolds.

6. IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION SIX:  THE EROTIC EVIL CONSPIRACY

The dominants Gretchen and Lydia invite Abigail over and its an invitation she cannot refuse.  She isn't sure if she wants to.  They seek to isolate her further and make her ever more dependent on their demanding orders.  Megan wants to escape the gated community.  She thinks so. Pretty sure.  But she needs a permission slip from the dominants to leave.  What must she do for it or because of it?

7.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION SEVEN: WICKED MANIPULATION BY DOMINANT LESBIAN NEIGHBORS

Megan, mother of three lovely blonde daughters, decided to leave the gated community that is feeling like a prison. But she had to get past the black lesbian prison parolee “security guards” to escape. They know the phrase that means Megan must obey them.  Janelle, the disgraced former supermodel learns her dark fate.  Brooke serves the dominant lesbian neighbors.

8. IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION EIGHT:  DOMINANT LESBIANS DOMINATE REDHEADED MOM AND DAUGHTER

The cruel wicked dommes Gretchen and Lydia seek to complete their control over the redheaded all-female family, the mother and daughter, Brooke and Bridget Finn. They want to drive them apart from each other while driving them further in to the grip of submission, so submissive that they cannot escape.  More than that, they want to train both of them to orgasm from pain!

9.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 9:  DOMINANT LESBIANS TARGET THE FINAL PIERSON GIRL FOR SEDUCTION AND DOMINATION

Evil Gretchen and Nasty Lydia have more seducing to complete.  Harmony is still innocent.  Her mom and her little sister have already fallen and are submissively following the twisted bizarre orders of Gretchen and Lydia.  Will Harmony join her mom and her little sister in submissive servitude?  Can Gretchen and Lydia complete an oh so dirty “clean sweep” of the Pierson family?

10.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 10:  SEDUCTION AND DOMINATION AND SUBMISSION AS THE DOMINANTS GO AFTER THE BLONDE DAUGHTERS

Gretchen and Lydia, the evil lesbian dominants, have blonde mother Megan Reynolds under their control.  Now they want her three daughters!  They decide to make the mother help out!  Can Megan resist or will she cooperate?  Megan and Janelle also need to keep sexually satisfying the much younger black lesbian guards. What is planned for Megan's daughters Lilliana, Julissa, and Kaia?

11.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 11:  TWO OF THE BLONDE DAUGHTERS ARE IN THE HOUSE OF THE DOMINANTS.  CAN THEY ESCAPE WITH THEIR LESBIAN VIRGINITY?

Dominant lesbian Gretchen had the middle blonde daughter right where she wants her.  Right between her legs!  Julissa still struggles for independence and against her own arousal.  Meanwhile her older sister, Lilliana, is in the basement with the other photographer, the oh so dominant Lydia.  Lilliana is older than her sister and Lydia is even less attractive than Gretchen. Will it matter?

12.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 12: YOUNG ADULT KAIA'S INTERRACIAL LESBIAN DATE WITH DARK SUBMISSION

Of the three mothers and six daughters, only Kaia has not been seduced, dominated, tamed and trained.  Kaia, the youngest blonde daughter, is the final hold out. Kaia's compromised mom forces her to go on a “friendship date” with Quiesha, one of the ex-felon black lesbian guards.  Quiesha has expectations for this date to be a very friendly “friendship date” indeed!

13.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 13:  KAIA'S INTERRACIAL DATE BECOMES A THREESOME AND SHE SUBMITS TO DOMINATION FROM MISTRESS LYDIA

Young adult Kaia, still only a teenager, is in the middle of “friendship date” with a black girl that had gotten far too friendly. Her own mom set her up for this dark seduction and Kaia was defenseless.  Now, after having submitted to dominant Quiesha, Kaia has a new Mistress and she is even more defenseless!  Quiesha intends to share her with the giantess Ladonne and wicked Lydia.

14.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 14:  NEW LESBIANS TAMED AND TRAINED BY NEIGHBOR MISTRESSES, BLACK LESBIAN DOMINATION OF SUBMISSIVE BLONDES

The entire blonde all-female Reynolds family are stuck in a submissive sexual fog that keeps getting thicker and more compromising.  Megan Reynolds and her youngest daughter, Kaia, are both being sexually used inside the black lesbian guards' house.  Megan's two eldest daughters, Lilliana and Julissa, are stuck in the house of the dominant photographers just a few houses away from them. 

15.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 15:  YOUNGER AND OLDER LESBIANS, DOMINATION AND SUBMISSION, MOMS SUBMIT SEXUALLY 

The grand finale conclusion of the Impossible Seduction Saga!  Not all the submissives really think they are submissive!  Also, the dominants require more and more and go to further extremes.  Could they go too far and spark a rebellion?  Can the dominants keep all three all-female families entirely under their sexual control? Will the mothers have sex with each other's daughters? 

“A Lesbian Orientation” series:

1.  CARA TRIES TO BE A GOOD EXAMPLE

Cara agrees to live with Mindy Short in order to be a positive example to her regarding the benefits of heterosexuality versus Mindy's lesbian nature. Instead of Cara having a positive influence on Mindy, the opposite occurs, and Mindy begins to influence Cara in dark negative sexual ways.  What can Mindy change about Cara?

2. CARA'S LESBIAN SEDUCTION

Mindy's influence over Cara expands as Mindy completes her lesbian seduction of the former prom queen.  And more!  Mindy doesn't just want Cara's submission.  She wants to show her total control by making Cara become her human sex pet!  Can Cara keep her humanity?

3.  CARA BECOMES HER ROOMMATE'S LESBIAN PET

Mindy has decided her little “good example” Cara should be kept naked, wear a collar, even wear a “tail”, and act like a doggy.  She also has decided to share Cara with others for sex.  What does Cara think about that?  And... does Mindy care?  Will Cara admit Mindy is her Owner?

“Teen Lesbians Taking Over” series:

1.  TAKING OVER MRS. GREENWAY:

Mrs. Greenway discovers that Cara, who she sent to influence Mindy Short, has instead been influenced.  Mindy discovers it was Mrs. Greenway, that sexy MILF, who set up Cara to live with her.  Mrs. Greenway wants to kick Mindy out of school.  Mindy wants to sexually take over Mrs. Greenway.  Who will win?

2.  TAMING MRS. GREENWAY

Mindy wants Joan to be another sex pet for her, to be her little “Pet Joannie”, another human doggy.  She also wants to make Joan do lots of things, wicked things, even things involving Joan's lovely young adult daughter. Will Joan stand up to her... or stay down on all fours?

3.  TAKING OVER AUBREE

Aubree, Joan's lovely administrative assistant, has come across Joan in a compromised position.  Mindy orders Joan to seduce Aubree to protect the young dominant lesbians on campus.  Will Joan do it?  Will she succeed? Will Aubree escape or... like it?

4.  OWNING AUBREE

Aubree is a young mother who still breast feeds her little daughter.  Mmm, breast milk!  The teenage lesbian dominants are fascinated. They have naughty plans for Aubree.  They already have a few sex pets, all of them human doggies.  How about a pet human cow?  Can Aubree avoid a fate of extreme submission?

5. TAKING OVER TANYA... AND HER NEIGHBOR TOO

Mindy likes the idea of owning a sexy African-American woman.  Tanya, a Director on campus, would be perfect!  Mindy wants to take her over sexually and give her to her friends as a pet.  What kind of pet?  Tanya has a big backyard perfect for a horsey!  One horsey is not enough. Maybe they should tame Tanya's neighbor also?

6.  TAKING OVER TANYA'S STEP-NIECE

When the dominant teen lesbian coeds learn about Tanya's step-niece, Takira, and see how lovely she is, they decide to expand the herd!  They trick her into moving in to “The Ranch” they've turned Tanya's house into. Can Takira resist their dark plans and their sexual racism?  Can Takira save Tanya from domination?  Or will Takira be sexually domesticated like her step-aunt? 

7.  TAKIRA'S NEW WHITE MISTRESSES 

The white Mistresses want to make permanent a dominant hold over Takira.  Can they pull it off with Takira is on her guard?  Can Takira resist?  The dominants have a plan. So does Takira!  Only one plan can win.  Takira has nothing in common with them. They are her opposites in all things including skin color. But dominants and submissives are opposites and opposites do attract one another....

8. ADDING CORAL TO THE CORRAL

The dominant teen lesbian coeds, Deb and Shan, are gluttons for lust and greedy for domination. They want more and more!  Will Butterscotch help them sexually trap her friend's daughter?  Can the doms tame and train Coral before she leaves for college?  Can they really just keep getting away with making independent heterosexual women into obedient lesbian sex ponies?  Can they add Coral to the corral?

9. TAKING OVER TAKIRA'S MOM

The teen lesbian coed domination team of Deb and Shan have Takira under their sexual control as a sex pony.  They sure would like to have a mother and daughter team working together in tandem.  The young white dommes have the perfect secret weapon in the conspiracy of seducing and taming Takira's mother.  Her own daughter!

10.  CORAL GETS FULLY CORRALLED

Lovely blonde coed Coral ran into a tough situation. Dominant hillbilly lesbians that wanted to make her into a sex pony!  They tricked her and took full advantage of her.  They even claimed they were her Owners and renamed her Coral Corral!  Coral totally disagrees with this assigned fate and has decided to put a stop to the craziness.  The Owners, however, have very much decided to put a continuation to it!  Owned by them! Forever!

11.  TAMED AND TRAINED BY LESBIAN HILLBILLIES

The African-American mother and daughter pair, Kalindi and Takira, have been seduced, dominated, and tamed by two white coed lesbian hillbillies. They've been treated like sex animals, a donkey and a pony, and have learned to be addicted to it.  Now the dommes want to take them even further!  Why not have them betray two of Takira's lovely friends who can also join the growing herd of lesbian lust?  Kalindi and Takira are reluctant to do that but the hillbillies are experts at overcoming reluctance.

12.  SEDUCING AND TAMING NALA

Takira and Kalindi Bushrod invite Takira’s longtime friends, Nala and Atasha, to come live with them at The Ranch.  They think the Bushrods are being altruistic.  The mother and daughter, conflicted but newly obedient to their white hillbilly Owners, actually intend to help seduce, tame, and lesbian train the two young cuties.  Can Kalindi Bushrod overcome their age gap and Nala’s understandable reluctance and take her for a wild orgasmic ride?

13.  RIDDEN HARD IN THE BACK YARD

The two lovely young adult friends, Nala and Atasha, have moved in with the African-American mother and daughter pair, the Bushrods, who they thought were being kind but actually have wicked plans for them at the behest of the Bushrods’ white Owners.  Daughter Bushrod is out to seduce Atasha but, can she do it in public out at the mall? Mother Bushrod seeks to cement her new sexual control of Nala by taking her for an after-midnight ride in the back yard.

14.  DOUBLE SEDUCTION DOUBLE DOMINATION

The mother and daughter team, Kalindi and Takira Bushrod, are reluctant black seductresses controlled by white hillbilly lesbian dommes. They must obey their sexual Owners and seduce and dominate their lovely passionate friends, Nala and Atasha.  Now they have to do it at the same time in the same house and they must be more seductive and more dominant than ever before.  Can they ensnare their friends despite reluctance, make them sexually submit, and make them ready to be sexual servants to whites?

15.  TEEN LESBIANS TAKING OVER 15

The mother and daughter pair, the Bushrods, have seduced and sexed best friends Nala and Atasha but noW the Owners are arriving! The white hillbilly coeds want fresh mounts! Will the mother and daughter Bushrods continue to cooperate with the Owners against their beloved friends? Will Nala and Atasha fall for it all and fall right into the same interracial sexual trap that the Bushrods are stuck in?

16.  TAMING AND TRAINING A NEW MOTHER AND DAUGHTER

Owners Deb and Shan have wicked plan to bring a new mother and daughter in range of their dominant lesbian clutches. Margot Dillon and her daughter, Kinsley, have a new landscaping contract at The Ranch. Little do they know who they’ve contracted with. A contract with dominating lesbian hillbillies is as bad as a contract with the Devil himself. Can Deb and Shan seduce and dominate the mother with the daughter nearby? Can Deb and Shan seduce and dominate the daughter with the mother nearby?

17.  KINSLEY’S KINKY LESBIAN THREESOME

The lesbian hillbilly coeds hatched a new plan to turn a mother and daughter lawn care business team, Margot and Kinsley Dillon, into obedient mother and daughter lesbian Owned servants. Deb and Shan decide to cut one of the Dillons out of the two-person mother and daughter herd. Divided, the Dillons are vulnerable.  Together, the hillbillies are nasty and demanding unstoppable dommes.

18.  DOMME ON THE MOM

A night of sexual punishment and ruthless sex addicted Kinsley and forced her to give up her freedom. She has agreed with dark eagerness that the hillbillies Own her but may not really know what that means.  Kinsley also hopes to keep her mom from finding out about her daughter and has no idea her new Owners are targeting her mom.

“Lesbian Stalker's Pets” series:

1.  LAURI'S LESBIAN STALKER BECOMES HER ROOMMATE

Mindy uses her control over Joan Greenway to force her to reassign Lauri Hayward to live with Mindy's dominant lesbian friend Rosalie. Rosalie has been stalking Lauri.  Now with Lauri conveniently forced to live with her can she seduce and dominate the beauty despite Lauri being a brown belt in jujitsu?

2.  LESBIAN STALKER'S PET ROOMMATES

Rosalie has entrapped Lauri into losing a bet meaning Lauri, like the third roommate Pet Mia, must be her sexual pet. For twenty-four hours.  Rosalie wants to Own Lauri body and soul forever!  Can Rosalie get Lauri to agree to be her pet for longer, much longer?  Will Lauri like being submissive to her bully stalker?

3.  LESBIAN STALKER PET TRAINS HER ROOMMATE'S BEST FRIEND

Lauri has a close friend, Francesca, living close by and has been in secret contact with her.  Rosalie finds out and also finds out how beautiful the Italian immigrant is.  Mindy and Rosalie concoct a crazy plan to use Francesca's caring good will and loyal friendship against her.  Can Rosalie manage to seduce this incredible hottie?

4. LESBIAN STALKER STALKS AGAIN

Anne-Marie, the rules enforcing authority on the dorm floor, receives a noise complaint about Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker's dorm room. The sound of loud sex!  Anne-Marie investigates thinking where there's sex there must be boys violating dorm code.  Anne-Marie sure won't find any boys... but she will find lots of sex....

5.  LESBIAN STALKER ON THE PROWL

One of Rosalie's neighbors, Tina, hears the noise of loud female orgasms from Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker's dorm room causing her to lose sleep. When Tina takes matters into her own hands will Rosalie take Tina into her own Owner hands?  If she can “handle” Tina what kind of sexual human animal will she have, literally, on her hands?

6.  LESBIAN STALKER HUNTING

Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker goes on the hunt to drag down Anne-Marie into sexual submission.  Her stalking reaches new levels of extremity.  Rosalie hunts her down and brings her down in the campus library!  Rosalie also wants to establish total control over her neighbor Tina.  She first took sexual control over Tina in her own room and now she goes for a repeat in Tina's home territory. 

7.  LESBIAN STALKER'S EVIL TRAP

Anne-Marie has escaped Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker but it is a Pyrrhic victory.  A few more like that and she'll be a lesbian pet!  She can't seem to get Rosalie out of her mind. Meanwhile, Rosalie has a plan to stop Tina's roommates from complaining about the sound of loud female orgasms emitting from Rosalie's dorm room. The plan is to make them just as guilty!  No such thing as too many pets!

“Lesbian Seduction Conspiracy” series:

1.  CONSPIRACY TO SEDUCE

Mindy Short is obsessed with seducing and taming Emilia. Emilia, set up by Joan who is Director of Campus Housing and Student Orientation, will have to live in a dorm with Mindy. Before then Mindy worries Joan may warn Emilia.  Can she totally compromise Joan?

2. THE TRAP

Emilia Greenway and her best friend, Charlotte, arrive on campus but are forced to dorm apart not knowing they are each rooming with dominant lesbians who have dark plans for them.  Can their friendship and working together save them from a fate of sexual submission and keep them from becoming human set pets?

3.  TAKING OVER CHARLOTTE

The teenage lesbian dominants are seducing Emilia Greenway and her lovely friend Charlotte too.  Divided they fall! Seduction is not enough. Domination is not enough.  They want to Own them both.  They want them to be human pets! Dominant lesbian roommates know how to trick Charlotte into intense lesbian experiences.  They have a plan to make her into a new variety of sex pet.

4. TOO TOGETHER

The teenage lesbian dominants want Emilia and Charlotte to be their sexual pets forever and always.  But... will they give in to the domination and their own submissiveness?  If they do, what kind of pets will they be made into?  Will this shared submission actually bring them closer together?

“Seduced Trophy Wives” series:

1.  TAKING THE TROPHY WIVES

Four trophy wife friends living in the same neighborhood notice a suspicious vehicle following them and then bizarre strangers move into the mansion for sale near them.  These two look like escapees from a porn movie! The new neighbors have lesbian seduction in mind for the four married friends.  Can they resist?

2. TAMING THE TROPHY WIVES

The strangers are making inroads into breaking up the friendships of the four trophy wives, turning them against one another, and turning them into obedient subservients for the dominant lesbians.  Can the trophy wives stop the dominoes from falling since they are the dominoes?

3.  TRAINING THE TROPHY WIVES

The stranger dominant lesbians' dark plans for the trophy wives are coming closer and closer to fruition.  Can those seduced recover their dignity in time?  Can the last holdout of the trophy wives stay faithful to her husband?  What exactly do the two dominant lesbians plan to do to and with them?

“Gift Cards for Lesbian Seduction” series:

1.  MOTHER-IN-LAW'S GIFT CARDS FOR LESBIAN SEDUCTION

Maddy's bitchy mother-in-law to be gives her and her sister, Bailey, gift cards for a free “Ultimate Massage”.  When the two beautiful blonde sisters go to the massage parlor, they find it run down and operated by a stern Asian woman and two huge black masseuses. It turns out the “Ultimate Massage” involves bondage and domination but Maddy and Bailey learn that too late to avoid their awful fate.

2. LIKING IT WAY TOO MUCH

The blonde sisters, Maddy and Bailey, are stuck in the interracial lesbian massage parlor from Hell.  They are also trapped enjoying the shocking and sensual sexual acts they are drawn into by the African-American masseuses and the older Asian dominatrix.  The three minority members are dominant lesbian seductresses determined to make the blondes obey and like it.

3.  PURSUED BY INTERRACIAL LESBIAN SEDUCTION

The blonde sisters, Maddy and Bailey, have been dominated by black and Asian lesbian seductresses at a run-down massage parlor. But... all good things must come to an end.  Or... will they?  Maddy and Bailey are pursued by memories of exquisite yet foul pleasures. More than that, they discover that they are literally pursued!  Wicked Lai Ping decides to pay the sisters a special visit at their places of work.

4.  SUBMISSION TO HER BLACK MISTRESSES

Maddy the blonde bank teller was seduced and dominated at the massage parlor from Hell. Now the muscular black masseuse, Luella, who claims to be Maddy's Mistress, has texted her demanding that she come over to Luella's place to meet some of Luella's friends. Maddy knows an interracial lesbian orgy is in the works.  Maddy can't go!  She's engaged to be married! But... she also can't not go....

5.  SEDUCTION AT THE INTERRACIAL LESBIAN ORGY

Maddy foolishly thought she could avoid being drawn into the orgy of domination and submission. Not so! Instead, she found the black women also seduced several of Maddy’s bridesmaids! Now all the loud orgasms and spankings are causing too much noise and a pretty Hispanic woman comes over to complain. That can’t go well for the newcomer!

6.  CATFIGHTS AT THE INTERRACIAL LESBIAN ORGY

The interracial lesbian orgy is in progress with black on white domination and submission.  Mariana, the seduced and dominated Hispanic ex-con who made the mistake of complaining about the noise, discovers her darkly tempting fate. Maddy and the Caucasian females must fight in the nude.  They fight to inflict orgasms.  Will Maddy fight her own little sister?

7.  BAILEY’S ORGASMIC CATFIGHT

The interracial lesbian BDSM orgy is raging.  The Black Mistresses are juggling the white submissives and keeping them quite busy with white-on-white catfights.  Little does Maddy know that her little sister, Bailey, was invited and compelled to come over.  The sisters are both at the same interracial lesbian orgy!  But what has her little sister, Bailey, experienced at the interracial lesbian catfight, and how do those experiences intersect with Maddy’s?

8.  THE SISTERS GET DOMINATED

The blonde sisters, Maddy and Bailey, are caught and tangled up in the interracial lesbian orgy but so far neither knew the other was present at the same orgy. That lack of awareness is about to change!  The sisters are about to learn more about the plot against them.  They are also going to get used sexually, individually, in brand new sexual acts neither ever could have conceived of participating in.

9.  TOTAL LESBIAN DOMINATION

The blonde sisters must report to their new owner – none other than Maddy’s mother-in-law-to-be.  Or, now, not-to-be.  Mistress-to-be for both of them!  They learn their dark fate and begin to learn to like it.  Maddy’s four sexy white bridesmaids think they can leave now that the interracial lesbian orgy has wound down.  They think wrong! Big Ola and Big Luella decide they are keepers and divvy them up fairly, two each.

10.  SUBMISSION MANSION

The sisters, worried and secretly darkly eager, were ordered to the estate of Maddy’s mother-in-law-to-be, where they learned she intended to keep them.  They were collared and separated. Their fate is to be sex maids linked to the family mansion for the rest of their lives!  How will they adjust to their new loss of status?  Will they hate it like they should, or will circumstances work on their minds and souls?

Stand Alone books:

ANYTHING SHE WANTS

Juliana goes undercover for a newspaper story as a maid for a rich older woman, Ms. Einhorn. She is told that her mission is to document abusive treatment by the wealthy towards their servants. Juliana she is to obey Ms. Einhorn and do anything she wants in order to draw out Ms. Einhorn’s nasty behavior. Juliana takes on the opportunity with enthusiasm but is shocked by Ms. Einhorn’s true expectations, Ms. Einhorn’s wickedness, and by her own growing submissiveness.

CHEERLEADER IN TROUBLE

Addison it worried about a cheerleader on her team.  Unfortunately, she goes to the wrong person for help:  her dominant older lesbian cheer coach.  As it turns out the assistant dominating the other cheerleader is the cheer coach's son.  As it also turns out the cheer coach and her son would also like to dominate Addison!

HER BROTHER’S NEWLYWED DOMINANT WIFE

Paige’s bother, Lincoln, has gotten married and she wasn’t invited to the wedding!  She wants to get to know Lincoln’s newlywed wife, Myna, and understand the dark influence she has over him.

Be careful what you wish for! Myna is a mine, mine, mine person.  She even wants to make other people, the attractive ones, hers!  She already has Lincoln whipped in every sense of the word.  Can she complete her collection of the brother and sister? 

KEEP YOUR PANTIES ON, WHITE GIRLFRIEND

Three black women invite themselves into Haley's home.  Opal and Dereka target Haley's friends, Rachel and Sandy, for lesbian seduction and domination. Destiny?  Destiny wants to completely change Haley's destiny.  Destiny wants to make herself Haley's new Destiny. Can Haley save her friends from... what they seem to be liking? Might Haley also like what she should not like?

LESBIAN LUST AT THE CASH REGISTER

Mave thinks Julie is really a submissive. But how to make her submit? It's hard to get alone time with Julie so Mave decides on a bizarre way to seduce her.  Suddenly Julie's underling is under her at the cash register!  Mave decides she will pull off the seduction and domination of Julie while the store is open and customers are in the store!  That's not all she'll “pull off”.

LESBIAN LUST AT THE CASH REGISTER

Cadence has to supervise a problem employee but she has no idea how big of a problem beautiful Mave really is. Mave thinks that her problem is being horny and she thinks pretty Cadence it the solution to that problem.  When they close the store together Mave decides she will become Cadence's new Mistress.  Cadence sure will be dismayed! She doesn't even know she's a lesbian! Or a submissive!

THE SUBMISSIVE CHEERLEADERS

Penny is a college graduate but stuck in a waitress job and stuck with oversize breasts she'd like to have reduced.  Her submissive roommate lets her in on an opportunity to be a cheerleader.  This semi-pro team expects their cheerleaders to be submissive.  Totally submissive!  Will Penny allow herself to be dominated?

TOO CURIOUS ABOUT HER ADOPTED LESBIAN SISTER

Hope is sent home from college to check on her trouble-making adopted lesbian sister.  Ruthie the Ruthless!  Ruthie has tried to dominate Hope in the past so Hope brings her funny friend Aspen who just happens to also be an orphan and to be a near lookalike to Ruthie.  Ruthie has diabolical plans for Hope and Aspen.  Surely, they can resist since it's two against one.  Surely!  Right?

SOMETHING THAT BELONGS TO ME

Louisa's heterosexual roommate, Heidi, brings home from the bar a tall slim woman with dyed red hair. Klara is bold, arrogant, and sexually hungry. Klara is making Heidi do all sorts of crazy sexy things and Klara just won't leave their place.  Klara also seems to have plans and expectations for Louisa's involvement!  She wants Louisa to also submit to her in every way possible.


Questions, complaints, or suggestions?

Feel free to contact me:  jordanchurch@mail.com

See what I have available and my author bio (such as it is) and photo (such as it is) at amazon.com/author/jordanchurch

Follow me on Twitter at:  https://twitter.com/JChurchAuthor

Visit me, my blog, my list of available books with detailed descriptions, free lesbian seduction fiction and be able to read For Free an ongoing never-before-published book at:

lesbianseductionfiction.com
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