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Attack of the Lesbian

Lass Ness Monster

Book One of “The Lesbian Orgy Next Door” series


Chapter One

“It’s unbelievable!”

“It is.”

“No.  Really.  I still don’t believe it.  This run of good luck and synchronicity is against all odds.”

“It is.  I know.  It really is.”  Helena Pipkins felt like something was missing.  There was something bad in amongst all the good.   Something she couldn’t quite put her finger on.  Hidden, yet there.

She’d felt that way ever since she bought this house. She’d thought it was an instinctive reaction that obeyed the rule that if something seemed too good to be true, it probably was.  But it sounded like London sensed it also.

Her eldest daughter, London, ticked off the incredible series of lucky and happy coincidences.  She did it chronologically with a tragic starting point, after which all the good luck happened.  Helena freely interjected clarifications.

Good luck?  More like great luck.

“Ever since Dad died, it’s been good luck.  It’s like the bad luck was used up when he was caught in that pile-up on the interstate.  Or like maybe he’s looking after us, like a guardian angel.

“First, Mom, you got a job offer.  A promotion.”

“It sounds like one, London, and it does pay more.  Assistant Mayor.  But, remember, Crawley is a much smaller town than Ambrick.  It only has a fourth of the population.  My title did change from Finance Director to Assistant Mayor, but I wear two hats here.  They don’t have a Finance Director, so I’m it.  Or her.” 

London ignored Helena’s qualifying statements, “Then, Mom, you got this incredible lake house.”

“It was your dad’s dream to have a lake house one day.  I never thought we’d do it at all, but if we did, I thought we’d manage to do it after he retired.  It is bigger than I intended but also a lot cheaper.  A whole lot cheaper.  I still don’t believe it.”

“Yeah, I know, I don’t either.  I need to pinch myself.  So the realtor pointed out the two extra bedrooms would be great for when Sydney and I visit, right?”

“She did.  I’d mentioned you.  I wouldn’t normally get a house with extra bedrooms just for that, but this cottage house was cheaper than the smaller ones I’d looked at.  And they didn’t have their own lake.  With only one neighbor!  It’s like whoever sold this house didn’t understand property values.  It’s incredibly lucky I had the realtor I did.  Sheila had me touring this house before it was listed.  I don’t think it ever was listed.  Thank God, or there would have been a bidding war and I’d have ended up bowing out or paying twice as much.”

London’s short blonde hair glowed around her face like a halo as she continued her listing of good luck, “After you bought the house, number three good luck, our old house sold in less than a month.  And the housing market isn’t even all that hot in Ambrick.”

“It did.  There was only one interested party, but it sold almost immediately.”

“So, then you moved here, the new job is great, living on a lake is great, and then, yesterday and today, came the most recent fantastic news.  Yesterday, out of nowhere, literally nowhere because I wasn’t looking for another job or to move, I got the job offer to move here to Crawley.  You had an extra bedroom for me and I can build up a nest egg instead of paying for my own place.  Now you won’t be an hour and half away from me.  You’ll be more like one and a half seconds away.  Being so far from Sydney and I was the biggest drawback to you taking the job in Crawley, right?”

“It definitely was, but I wanted to lose myself in my work, start anew, and you and Sydney are more than adults now.  You’re in your twenties, so I thought it might be best for you.”

“Hell no, Mom!  We like our mom!  We love you!”

“I was so joyful when I learned you wanted to move here.”

“Yes!  What great luck.  The Police Department here wanted a trained and experienced police dispatcher to join their team, so, just like that, here I am.  Making twice as much!  But, more than that, because I don’t need to pay for my own place.  But I will pay you rent, Mom.  I insist.”

“No, that isn’t needed.  This cottage is already much cheaper than I’d assumed I’d need to pay for moving, and I’m also making about twice as much.”

“And, lastly, today, Sydney calls with the news that she was headhunted to work as a nurse at the Crawley Town Hospital.  It isn’t a huge hospital, but her pay will be.  And you’re cool with her living here also!”

“Of course I am.  The Pipkins women are reunited!  I just hope Jimmy isn’t too put off by their relationship going long distance.  He’s been Sydney’s boyfriend for almost two years.”

“Jimmy is an ass.  I’m surprised he ever graduated from high school.  In part because he acts like a fifteen-year-old.  He can drive out here to visit Sydney.  Or, better yet, they’ll break up, and Sydney can find someone worthy of her.  Hey, maybe a doctor?”

Helena shook her head, “Jimmy is nice to Sydney.  He’s growing up now, I think.  Full-time work does that.  No one should ever have a relationship with someone they work with.  Don’t you go dating any of those police officers.  They run to alcoholism and abuse and die stressed out and early.”

“Mom, some of the best men I know are cops.  But you’re right.  I’d never date anyone at work.  There are too many ways for it to go wrong.”

“Crawley is a nice town.  Not too big, not too small.  I’m sure there are many worthwhile young men in the area.”

“It really is hard to believe.  I mean, all this luck.”  Now even London looked troubled, like there had to be a catch or like maybe she was in a dream that seemed real, one she might awake from.

“Yes.  It is hard to believe.”

Helena hugged her daughter.  It was Thursday, and Sydney would arrive in Crawley the following morning.  She’d move into her room over the weekend and start her shifts at CTH on Monday.  London’s first shift as a CPD dispatcher also wasn’t until Monday, the day shift.

London shook double fists of happiness like they were maracas, “Let’s make some popcorn and watch Gilmore Girls in celebration of all this great luck!”

“Watch it for the seventh time?  My God.  What season?”

“All of them, Mom!”

“I’m going to fall asleep two-thirds of the way through the first episode.”

London ignored her and went off to make the popcorn.

Helena was often surprised that London had such a range, such a capacity, in her behavior. 

She watched Gilmore Girls, and girly girl shows like that, shows no man would ever watch.  And she read the corniest romance novels. 

London also enjoyed, truly seemed to enjoy, dressing up and wearing girly outfits.

But London mostly had guy friends.  And she kept her hair short. 

And, at work, wow, she was like an emotionless machine.  Helena had visited London at work at the Ambrick PD during her usual third shift overnights.  The dispatcher also buzzed in visitors to the police station.  In Ambrick, there were two on duty at a time, and one would deal with visitors, whoever wasn’t busy responding to a situation.  Helena had often stopped in with midnight snacks and meals or just for a quick visit.  She’d read all about how stressful it was to be an emergency dispatcher.  It was more stressful than being a cop!  But, yeah, not as many dispatchers got shot.  There was that.

Helena had watched her daughter in action as a dispatcher many times.  She was calm, cool, and collected.  She was perfect!  She was also emotionless other than being serious, usually with that little furrow between her eyes.  London focused hard all shift long, even in the early morning hours.

London could behave in many ways, but all of them seemed sincere.  Helena figured London’s seriousness at work might be an overcompensation.  Same thing with London’s short hair.  She was beautiful and, like some beautiful women, seemed to think it was more of a minus than a plus. 

London certainly had the breasts of a girly girl, or maybe a supermodel, or, more truthfully, of a porn starlet or a centerfold.  Also, like some women with big breasts, London didn’t like hers.  She viewed them as a burden. 

Helena had no idea where London inherited her big breasts from.  She wasn’t the Dolly Parton of emergency dispatchers, but her chest was certainly too big for the rest of her.  London once told her it pissed her off that so many people assumed she’d had breast augmentation surgery. 

So, maybe she overdid it with her robotic, emotionless, focused work ethic.  And the short hair.

Helena sighed.  It really was great having London here where they could support each other.  And, in a few days, Sydney also.  Sydney’s job was high-stress.  A nurse had to care for people in pain and troubled circumstances.  It was emotionally stressful, and Sydney was such a caring sweetie. 

The Pipkins were close, and they could stay close now.  Emotionally and physically.  They’d all look after each other.

Helena frowned.

Why did she still have that feeling?  What was that feeling?

It was… she guessed it was a shadowy feeling of impending doom.  Like some unknown, unknowable, and unseen yet, threat was on the way.  That it was on its way and nothing could stop it.

Was that feeling from the disruption of the move, the new job, or from selling the old house that had so many memories of her husband Barry wrapped up in it?

Or was it real?  Was it some kind of primitive instinct activated, trying to warn her, but she was too deaf from civilization to hear it?


Chapter Two

The next morning, at nearly lunchtime, Helena was arranging a few more home decorations, just putzing around really, when the doorbell rang.

She thought it was probably a delivery or a wrong stop since she hardly knew anyone in Crawley yet.  But she saw she did know the person when she opened the door.

“Sheila!  Hi!”

Sheila Massey produced her wide one-time beauty queen (maybe in the early nineties?) smile, her lipstick a near glaring red and with no sign of crow’s feet around her eyes.  Sheila had definitely had some cosmetic surgery at some point, probably several times.

“Helena!  I’m here to see how you’re settling in.  You know, the personal touch post sale.  Just kidding.  I like you, and I want to make sure everything is so perfect for you.”

“Oh, it is, Sheila!  Thanks to you.  I still can’t believe this place.  Do you want to come in?”

“I’d love to!”

Helena asked what Sheila would like.  Sheila took a diet cola on ice.  They settled in on the back deck.  It had an irregular shape, a blocky zigzag, with steps leading down to the minuscule backyard.  It almost couldn’t be called a backyard.  It was more like a back lake.  Lake water lapped against massive boulders lining the water.

“Sheila, I can’t remember.  Does this little lake have a name?”

“I don’t think so.  It’s stuck between a lake and a pond.  More lake than pond, though, if you ask me.”

“It’s definitely a lake.  It’s almost like our personal lake.  With only one neighbor.  I’m surprised.  There’s room for maybe thirty homes around this lake, even if they were well-spaced out.  But there are only two of us, but we’re right next to each other.”

“I should have explained the history of your new home and its surroundings better to you.  Your home used to be a villa or guest house of the estate next door.  They decided to sell it off.  They still have the main house.  It has many rooms and lots of space for guests.  They have no use for the guest house.  And the guest house, as you know from now living in it, is big enough for a small family.  I know all this because I’m friends with the estate owner.  I’ve been a guest over there many times.”

“Oh.  Interesting.”

What Sheila said was interesting because Helena, as anyone would be, was interested in the history of her new home and the surrounding area, including her neighbors.  But it was also interesting, almost troubling, that Sheila knew the neighbor so well.  Sheila hadn’t said anything about that or this home once being a guest house for the estate when she brought Helena here to tour it or during the home closing process.   

It wasn’t wrong, but it struck Helena as a bit odd.  Why wouldn’t Sheila mention those things?  And was it a conflict of interest that she was friends with the seller?

Not that Sheila took advantage.  The place was so incredibly cheap.

“The estate owner’s name is Robina Walker.  I know her so very well.  Oh, I should tell you.  She likes to have outdoor parties on her land, the beach, and on her dock.”

Helena looked over at what she now knew was the Walker estate.  There was a bulge of land, almost a peninsula, that stretched out into the lake, and its nearest point wasn’t far away, maybe less than a hundred feet.  There was a long dock between it and Helena’s new home. 

Robina Walker’s house was a mansion.  It was three stories tall with brick and stone walls. It was to the right of the Pipkins' new home when they looked at it from the back deck.  To the left was the majority of the lake.  There was a boathouse next to the dock and a boat next to that.

Well, this explained why they were so close to the only other buildings on the lake!  A guest house would, of course, be near the main house.  The mansion looked like it would come with a guest house.  This also explained why the Pipkins’ new home didn’t have a dock.  Most people who had a private lake would have a dock, but since this was the guest house before, the guests would have used the big Walker dock.

Sheila went on, “Robina owns all the land around the lake.  Everything except your little pie slice.  So, she has lots of privacy, and so do you.  Except, of course, from each other.  Anyway, Robina can have some pretty wild parties.  I think she’s having one tonight.  And probably Saturday as well.  If you ever have an issue, like a noise complaint or a property line question, , just call me.  Remember, I’m friends with Robina Walker, but I’m also your new buddy here.”

“That’s nice of you, Sheila.  I’m sure it will work out fine.”

Actually, Helena wasn’t so sure.  She’d thought the lake would be so private and quiet.  So far, it had been.  But now Sheila was telling her about wild parties about to happen.  On the dock and on the bulge of land right across from Helena’s new lake house.  Within dozens of feet of her place.

Almost beer bottle throwing distance.  It would be if the partiers took the houseboat or one of the other boats past Helena’s place.

Why hadn’t Sheila warned her before Helena bought the place that the one neighbor liked to throw wild parties?

But Helena thought she knew why.  Sheila wanted to make a sale.  Or a buy for her client, Helena guessed. 

The more realtors could run through clients and set them up to buy new homes, the more money they made.  The realtors who made the most money had the most home sales and home buys, not necessarily for the best prices.  Ultimately, realtors worked for themselves, not their clients.

Helena was a little surprised Sheila took the time, post-sale, to stop by.  It was a nice touch, and it did take time from Sheila’s business making money through real estate sales.  Maybe Sheila hoped for word of mouth from Helena?  Not likely now that Helena knew Sheila hadn’t been entirely forthcoming before the sale.

Or maybe Sheila wanted to be friends?  Helena had thought Sheila’s friendliness was the typical realtor fakey niceness, but maybe it wasn’t.  Her huge stuck-in-place smiles were everything fake smiles wanted to be.

“What is Robina Walker like?” Helena asked.  She thought she may as well get as much information as she could out of Sheila.

“Oh, she is such a character!  She’s lots of fun but quite unusual.  You know, rich people.”

No, Helena did not really know.  Weren’t rich people like everyone else but with more money?

“I guess I’ll meet her sooner or later.”

“Sooner.  I’m sure of it.  You’ll get some great people-watching in tonight.  I’ll leave it at that.”

What did that mean?  Helena would have asked, but it sounded like Sheila wanted to “leave it at that.”

“Are you going to her party tonight?”

“I’ll be there with bells on.  Well, not on me but on someone with me.”

Helena had no idea what that meant.  She knew the phrase, but it wasn’t literal, so how could it apply to someone with Sheila but not apply to Sheila when they both went to the same party?

Helena decided not to ask.  She shouldn’t care, she guessed.  She’d stay off the deck tonight and stay inside.  She hadn’t been to a party, a real one and not one of her daughter’s birthday parties, since her college years.  She’d partied hard then but she was way past that stage in her life.

Sheila interrupted her moment of introspection, “Helena, how is your oldest daughter settling in?”

“You heard?”

“Yes, Crawley isn’t a small town, so it doesn’t have that level of gossip, but I’m connected all over.  Her name is London, right?  And she’s going to work at the CPD?”

“Um, yes, that’s right.  As a dispatcher.  It was an amazing coincidence that she got that job offer a little after I moved here.”

“Yes, and I heard the same amazing coincidence happened with your youngest daughter.  Sydney, right?”

“Yes.  Wow, you know everything.”

“I have lots of friends.  I’m friends with the CPD Chief of Police.  Her name is Ruby.  And I’m best buds with the CTH hospital administrator.  Her name is Stella.  So, I’ve heard all about it.  The community of Crawley is lucky to have all three Pipkins women.”

“It boggles my mind.  We’re the lucky ones.  We’re so lucky.  I meant to get a small house here, a tiny one, maybe with a guest bedroom.  Instead, I get one on a lake, a dream of my late husband’s, and with three bedrooms, and a month later, it turns out all three bedrooms are needed.”

“So your daughters will be living with you?  That’s great.  That’s perfect.  It’s ideal.”

Sheila seemed as happy about it as Helena was.  Then again, she was a realtor, always happy happy happy, just so happy that it made you want to go buy a house and maybe buy one for more than you could afford.  Realtors did get more money from bigger sales and didn’t have to worry about making the mortgage payments.

Just then, London walked out on the deck.  She’d slept in and wore loose shorts and a too-large shirt “acquired” from a past boyfriend.

London was surprised, “Oh, hi!  Sorry, I didn’t know anyone else was here.”

Sheila beamed, “Here’s your oh-so-lovely daughter, London!  Nice to meet you, London.  I’m your mom’s realtor.  You’re even more beautiful in person!”

“I am?”

Helena wondered, “What do you mean “in person?”

“Oh, I like to get to know my clients.  It’s fun to research them a little to help them get what’s best for them.  A little time on the computer and you can find out lots and lots.  Even more time and you find out too much!  Yes, I certainly saw that you have two incredibly lovely daughters.  They take after their incredibly lovely mother.”

“Thank you,” London thought the realtor researching them was pretty weird.  Or was it?  Maybe it was just good practice for a realtor.

“Yes, thank you for the compliment,” Helena thought the compliment was nice but that her realtor researching her and her family was odd.  Wasn’t it?  Did other realtors do that? 

Maybe it was a smaller town thing, or a medium-sized community thing, because Sheila was more likely to run into her clients after they moved to Crawley.  And she was probably more likely to field questions from other citizens about newcomers.

Sheila bubbled onward, “You have to tell me.  I’ve got to know.  What’s the story with these names?  All three of you are named after cities!”

Helena answered, “Oh, that.  It’s the start of a new tradition, maybe.  My parents figured I was conceived in Helena, Montana when they went on a fishing trip to that state.  My husband, Barry, and I used to love to travel when we could.”

“Yes!  And I bet you were much more romantic when traveling!”

“It seemed like it.  So, obviously, we thought London was conceived in London, and a few years later, we went to Australia—”

“And he impregnated you in Sydney!  Fantastic!”

Sheila sure was enthused… about everything.  Helena was upbeat, at least she was before Barry died, but she couldn’t hold a candle to Sheila.

London said, “I’m not sold on this possible tradition.  What if one day I’m traveling and get pregnant in some town like Buford, South Carolina?  No one who loves their kid would name them Buford.”

“Yes, and what if it’s a girl?  A girl named Buford would have a hard row to hoe!”

Sheila was still so enthused.  Even about the drawbacks!

London said, “I’ll need to tell my future husband that we have to honeymoon in Cheyenne, Wyoming.  Cheyenne is a great girl’s name and could maybe pass for a boy’s name.”

“Honey, just don’t get pregnant in Crawley!  Am I right?  You’d have a baby named Crawley crawling all around.”

“Yeah, Crawley would be an awful name.”

Sheila wagged her long-nailed finger at both of them, “You better warn Sydney also.  No sex in Crawley.  Well, not with men.”

London’s blonde eyebrows shot up and Helena blinked her eyes.  Did she really just hear that?

Sheila finished her soda and said her goodbyes, adding, “London, there’s a party tonight over at the neighboring estate.  I know Robina Walker, so I know any and all of you Pipkins women are welcome to come over as soon as you see any party in progress.  Just say who you are and that Sheila sent you.”

Helena and London made noncommittal statements. 

Helena said, “That’s nice.” 

London added, “Good to know.”

Helena saw her out.

She returned to the deck where London was drinking her morning coffee.

London said, “She’s… something.”

Helena nodded, “Yes, but I don’t know what.”


Chapter Three

London was curious.  A party at the neighbor’s was always of some interest.  But this was more interesting because these were new neighbors, yet to be understood and judged.  Would Robina Walker be a good neighbor or a poor one?

Also, parties were interesting in general.  All that social activity.  So much going on at once.  Quite often, hook-ups or flirting.  Always fascinating!  Esepcially to London.  She loved romance movies and read romance books but tried to keep it a secret as much as she could.  London liked to spot who had a romantic interest in who else.  That part wasn’t hard.  Understanding why they were attracted sometimes was difficult to understand.

London was only twenty-five, so she hadn’t out-matured her interest in parties even though she thought she probably should have by now.  She tried to be a serious professional, tried never to laugh or joke at work, and kept her hair efficiently short.  But, yes, the idea of a party held attraction.

And there was another reason to be curious.  Maybe more than curious.  Maybe intrigued.

Sheila made that weird casual comment to not have sex in Crawley “with men.”  Was that just Sheila covering all the bases or, London guessed, only covering the man base and leaving the other bases uncovered, or was it a suggestion of sorts?

Why had Sheila come over at all?  Most realtors did not do that weeks and weeks after a sale and well after their client moved in.  By then, the realtor had their money and had new clients to occupy their time and efforts.

London knew if it was a guy realtor, she’d immediately think he was interested in dating Mom.  If Sheila was a lesbian… then it made sense her showing up here so long after the sale or after the sale at all.  And it meant Sheila probably wanted to get into Mom’s pants!

It was impossible to say.  Yet.  Sheila did not look like a lesbian stereotype, but the stereotype held less true by the day. 

London had read that it used to be gays and lesbians had to differentiate themselves in ways that told others of the same interest that they were one of them.  Otherwise, they’d never meet anyone.  Super short hair on lesbians, gay men walking and talking differently.  Each one a human billboard advertising their sexual preference in order to attract a mate.

It was true of heterosexuals as well, they just did it differently.  Make-up on women, lipstick, cleavage.  The way both sexes dressed, women to look sexually appealing and men to look successful.

London was only twenty-five, but she knew humans were incredibly superficial.  She wasn’t immune from it.  Everybody was superficial.  Would she ever date a dwarf?  Nope. See?  Superficial.

London totally understood why gays and lesbians had to “put themselves out there” and advertise their sexual preference.

Hell, London had a hard enough time finding viable compatible guys, and she was pretty.  What if the dating field was cut down to, what, one-ninth?  One eleventh?  It would be so much harder.

But nowadays, with homosexuality so much more accepted, lesbians do not need to have butch haircuts or whatever to advertise their preference and increase their odds of finding a like-minded companion.  They could tell people in casual conversation that they were gay.  There were also plenty of dating services.  So, it was impossible to say if Sheila was a lesbian.

Despite Sheila’s proxy invitation to Robina Walker’s party, London wasn’t going over there.  Just walk in and start chatting with a bunch of strangers?  No thanks!  But she was interested in seeing it.  If it looked like her kind of crowd, she might go over there.  But she doubted they’d be a young group.  Sheila was Mom’s age.  Robina Walker owned that mansion, so she wasn’t likely to be a youngster.  Young people couldn’t be a large percentage of mansion owners.  Walker was likely to have people over who were in her own age group.

Age groups.  London read that was something everyone who went to public schools learned.  They grouped kids up by age.  If you hung out with people younger than you, there was some level of embarrassment.  Rich people were usually conscious of social status.  Robina Walker would, if anything, be more age discriminatory than most people were without trying to be.

Mom hadn’t expressed any interest in going over to the party.  London thought she was upstairs reading.

London wanted to spot Sheila over at the party.  London sat under the table umbrella in the deeper shadows than the rest of the night.  If she saw Sheila, she might see if Sheila had a female date at the party or, instead, flirted with men.  It was a sort of risk assessment on behalf of her mom.

It would be pretty funny if Sheila turned out to be a lesbian and was trying to nail Mom!  London could tell Sydney all about it tomorrow, Friday, when Sydney arrived.  They’d laugh and laugh.  And maybe they’d tease Mom a little.  Maybe nothing obvious, just some innuendo with both of them getting it and hiding laughs behind hands, and poor Mom clueless the whole time.

London sipped her coffee.  She took it black, like an old-time cop.  Sometimes she wished she was an officer who went out on calls.  It would be pretty cool.  But also dangerous and a lot of stress for her mom.  Sydney, too.  Sydney was a sweetheart, always worrying about others. 

As far as stress to herself, the job of a police dispatcher was supposedly more stressful than being a cop.  A cop had some control over their surroundings and could take action.  A dispatcher sat there in suspense often while others counted on her.

Maybe someday she’d try the streets.  Crawley didn’t have much crime anyway.

London looked over at the neighbor’s place.  The lights were on all over, every floor, and it was several stories tall with stone surfaced walls, large flat stones in a variety of shapes that did not fit nearly as well as the blocks in Tetris.  The stone was dark gray.  It looked like the big house had several fireplaces, judging by the chimneys.

There was another fireplace, an outdoor one, halfway between the big house and the dock.

There was a boathouse next to the dock.  A pretty big one.  It might hold several boats or a single big boat.

There were woods all around the lake and most often right up to the water.  There were no natural beaches, but there was a manmade one.  At least London thought it wasn’t natural because the sand looked so white and pure.  The beach was directly behind the mansion.

The lake was quiet and almost exquisitely private.  Just the Pipkins and Robina Walker.  London wondered if Robina Walker lived all alone in that big house or if she had a family.  She must not have a husband anymore, assuming she was ever married, or Sheila would have given his name or their name.  But she’d only mentioned Robina Walker.

London looked behind her at the new Pipkins home.  It was nice. 

But it was nothing compared to Robina Walker’s mansion and the surrounding land.

Each of them only had to worry about one neighbor. 

London frowned.  It didn’t make sense, did it?  Robina Walker’s place had all the bells and whistles and looked well-kept.  She must have plenty of money, and Mom bought this place for a surprisingly small amount relative to the housing market.

Why did Robina Walker sell this guest house when selling it was the only thing that kept her from having total privacy and an entire lake to herself?  Her and anyone who lived with her over there.  Why give up the control over the lake, the absolute privacy, and embrace the uncertainty of a neighbor when Robina Walker had no financial need?

Was she maybe… lonely?

Probably not.  She was having a party tonight, after all.  London had seen quite a few headlights shining on the well-manicured bushes.  London could not see the front of the house, but there must be quite a few guests already inside.

London wished she could see inside, but the big house was on a rise of land.  Its basement was likely level with the roof of Mom’s new place.  Robina Walker must have a commanding view of the entire lake.  And the Pipkins’ home.

London watched the neighbor’s mansion but guessed she wouldn’t see much.  Robina probably had talking parties full of gossip.  Nothing to see but a lot to hear.  But London wouldn’t hear it from where she was.

Whoa!

Holy shit!

Her guess was wrong!  Wow was it wrong!

As it turned out… Robina did not have talking parties full of gossip.  She had the kind of parties that other people would gossip about.

A set of double doors leading out from the lowest level, the walk-out basement that had no windows, opened wide.

They were opened wide… and three nude women emerged! 

Well, they were not totally nude.  They wore some kind of head covering.  Holy shit.  Were those leather masks?  They had something shiny on them where the mouth would be….

Were those maybe zippered openings for the mouths?

What.  The.  Fuck!?!

The women looked incredibly fit.  Toned and well-proportioned.

Was it maybe some Hollywood movie shoot?  Crawley, Missouri, was a long way from Hollywood.  But people did shoot movies all over nowadays.

They wore leather boots, platform ones.  They had leather on top and leather on the bottom and nothing in between.  Nothing but sexy.

Not even pubic hair!  All three were shaved bare.  But London could still tell their hair color from the ponytails that sprouted from the back of their leather masks.  All three were blondes.

A matched set?

London felt a little offended for her fellow blondes, but then again, she knew half of all apparent blondes were not real blondes. 

They stood at attention in a short row.  They looked towards the open double doorway.

Then three more came out of the basement!

Well, sort of more.  They were not exactly the same.  They did not wear leather boots, and their leather masks did not fully cover their heads.  They were half-masks covering their upper faces.  But they had the same style of ponytail, a single tail that rose high before drooping down behind their heads.  And they were just as nude as the first three.  Including between their legs.  No pubic hair.

They also wore collars!  Like, dog collars!

Also, these three weren’t blondes.  One had black hair, and the other two had brown hair.  The hair of all six women was quite long.

These three looked as in shape and well-proportioned as the first three.

London realized she was holding her breath.  Some instinct to limit movement and keep possible enemies from detecting her presence?

She slowly released her breath and took another.

The second set of three women began… running in place?  Yes, in place, but it was a weird sort of run.  They pumped their knees so high that their knees, at their highest point, were often even with their breasts.

What the fuck?

London heard a sound, and, for the life of her, it sounded just like a whip striking flesh.  And it seemed slightly doubled, like some kind of echo effect.

The three women running in place kept running but they were no longer in place.  It was real running.  They ran down the hill towards the beach, dock, boathouse, and lake in general.

More women flowed out from the basement.  A few were yelling, cheering on the racing pair of nude ponytail women.

There were six more women.  They were dressed but dressed oddly.  They wore leather.  Not like a biker gang.  More like those Halloween BDSM costumes.

But it was nowhere near Halloween!

Two of them held whips!

They were only partially dressed.  They wore leather boots and leather corsets.  The corsets lifted their bare breasts up and did not cover their bare crotches.  All of these women had pubic hair.  Right away, London figured out pubic hair, or the lack of it, was a status symbol.  Women with it were one kind, and women without it were another kind. 

The dressed women wore masks.  Their masks were fancy colorful ones that covered their eyes and cheeks.  Their masks reminded London of the masks worn in movies that had scenes of fancy costume balls. 

London pigeonholed the women into two general groups.  Six appeared to be in charge.  The other six seemed to be… submissive?  Slaves?  Entertainment?

The mansion loomed darkly except for lit-up windows, but the beach blazed with lights.  Floodlights illuminated the entire beach behind the mansion, almost as bright as day.

The three racing women raced onto the beach.  Their bare feet kicked up sand.  They ran into the shallow water, kicking up splashes and foam, and then swam further out from shore.

It looked like the black-haired woman won the race, just barely.  At the halfway point of the dock, which they were near, the three women pulled up.  The race was over, London guessed.

What.  The.  Fuck….

The other nine women came along down the slope at a leisurely pace.  The six dressed women led the way, and the three nude ones followed them.

The three women who’d raced returned to the shore and emerged dripping wet.  They breathed hard, their chests rising and falling, their long ponytails streaming water that splashed off their ass cheeks.

London thought they looked incredibly sexy.  There was nothing lesbian about that thought!  They were three sexy women who appeared to be in the prime of life.  It was a simple observation.  It was true.

London wondered what that would be like.  Running in the nude.  At night.  Racing against other nude women with several other women watching and cheering.

She wondered what it would be like to be one of those first three women, wearing one of those leather helmet / mask things while wearing those awkward platform leather boots.

She wondered what it would be like to wear a collar.  Did they ever attach a leash? What would it be like to be on a leash with someone else holding the other end of the chain?

She did not wonder what it would be like to be one of the women dressed in leather corsets.  Later on, she’d wonder why that thought, that perspective, never occurred to her.

The twelve women joined together on the mini-beach.

London shrank down in her chair, hidden in the table umbrella’s thick night shadows.  She knew there was no way they could see her if they looked her way.  Not looking from a brightly lit area into the darkness of the back deck of the Pipkins' new home.  In fact, movement was the one thing that could possibly give London away.  But she couldn’t help it.

She looked nervously behind her at her mom’s new house.  Her new house now also.

She knew she wasn’t doing anything wrong.  She was just sitting there.  What the neighbors did had nothing to do with her.  But she felt like she was naughty for even seeing it.  She felt like a pervert. 

If Mom came out here, she might think London was out here watching them.  Which she was.  Yes, but Mom might think London was watching with interest.  She guessed she was.  It was interesting, no matter what.  But London would not want Mom to think she was watching with, you know, interest interest.

Because… no way!

She should stop watching.

She kept watching.  Three of the women in leather held something in one hand each as they approached the three nude women who’d raced. 

She saw that the three nude women were now down on their hands and knees in the sand.  The women in leather came up to them one on one and leaned down.  The nude women held still.  The leather-clad women attached something to their collars.

They were leashes! 

The leather-clad women held the leashes from behind the nude, collared women, like the collared women were pets and the leash-holders were the pet owners.

Hadn’t London just imagined that, being on a leash?  She guessed it wasn’t that amazing.  They were wearing collars.  It wasn’t a big leap to picture leashes. 

But it was really happening!  Women holding the leashes of other women wearing collars and down on their hands and knees!

It was just crazy!

It wasn’t all some pretend thing or some weird performance art, either.  London saw one of the leash-holding women kick – kick! – the rear of one of the collared girls, the one whose leash she held.

Women?  Girls?  London realized she thought of the nude women as “girls” and the leather-clad ones as women.  But they were all adults over there.  Their height and breast sizes – a breast augmentation surgeon somewhere had made some money – made it obvious all twelve women were adults.

Adults doing very adult things.  Things too adult for most adults to view and watch.

Way too adult for London!

Even though she was twenty-five, she felt way too young to see something like this.  Maybe she’d be ready when she was forty.  Or fifty.  Or maybe never.

Especially because of her workplace harassment training, standard fare at nearly all police departments nowadays, London knew it was inappropriate to call women girls.  If it was wrong to say it, it was wrong to think it!

She needed to think of all of the females over there as women.  Adult women doing adult things.  Things that were none of London’s business and not her fault.

Things she could not take her eyes off of.

She should go in.

She should stop watching. 


Chapter Four

London kept watching.  It was must-see reality!

Another leash-holding leather-clad woman moved in front of her leashed “girl” and kicked sand into the girl’s face.  The girl sputtered but maintained her posture.  What a posture! Could an on-all-fours position be thought of as a “posture?”  London guessed so.  She just had.

Was this abuse?  Or some kind of test of the collared woman?

But why did she hold still for that?  And why did the woman in leather kick sand in her face?

London thought it was bad when she’d thought they were treating the collared women like pets.  But it was worse than that because they were treating them worse than pets!

Why did the collared women put up with that?  They looked young and, though shapely, they also looked athletic.  Maybe nude racing in the sand and water was healthy.  But letting another woman kick sand in your face couldn’t be healthy.  Not for the mind and the spirit.

Those collared women should stand up and leave.  Right after punching the women in leather!  London couldn’t tell for sure from her viewpoint and because of the leather masks, but it was her impression that the woman in leather, the women in control, were older and were not in as good of shape as the subservient women.

London examined the girl – the woman! – who’d had sand kicked in her face.  Her front “legs” – which were arms! – were not directly under her shoulders, straight down like you’d expect.  They were spread.  And her “hind legs” – which were truly legs – were spread even wider with her knees much further out than logic called for.

If crawling nude on a beach while leashed had anything to do with logic.

The kick of sand to the face, counterintuitively, seemed to be due to the leashed girl failing to spread her knees and splay her hands far enough outward.  The girl pushed all four limbs further out from her body.

London shook her head but tried to do it slowly in case any of them were looking her way.  They must be aware of the former guest house over here.  It wasn’t hidden.  The trees were cleared from the back of the place, and the deck was nearly to the water, with massive boulders on the shoreline, probably set there on purpose to prevent the unwanted growth of vegetation.

They had to know this place was here.  Some of the lights were on inside, so they must know it was occupied.  Did they not care if they were seen?  Did they want to be watched?

That idea made London intensely uncomfortable.  She sure hoped they weren’t trying to put on a show for her or her mom.  Because, hey, not interested!

Although… it sure was interesting!

The women over there all wore masks.  So maybe they did care if they were seen.  Or maybe they wanted to be seen but not recognized.  But how could London recognize anyone over there?  She didn’t know hardly anyone yet in Crawley.

Except for Sheila Massey, the realtor.  London knew her but couldn’t tell if she was one of the women.

It bothered London that she couldn’t see their faces.  By God, when you saw something like this you wanted to know who was involved!

Now, when she was out shopping at the grocery store or whatever, she would wonder if the cashier who checked her out was one of these women (or one of the “girls”) that London checked out here tonight.

Watched.  Saw.  Not checked out!  That made it sound like London was sexually interested.  Which she was not.  Heterosexual, thank you very much!

London squinted, trying to examine the leather-clad women.  Her attention up to then, understandably, was on the nude women.  Nudity really caught the eye, didn’t it?  And the nude women (girls) were the ones who first appeared, the ones who raced, and the ones who crawled.  They were the action, and their movements and activity really caught the eye.

But the action and the nude women were controlled and directed by the women in leather.  That was obvious.

London bet one of the leather-clad women was their neighbor, Robina Walker.  She must be one of them.  It was her place!  Who held a lesbian orgy but failed to attend it?

Actually… who the hell had lesbian orgies?

London had asked her mom, and no, her mom had not yet met Robina Walker.  Up until tonight, she was a quiet neighbor.  London had no idea what she looked like or which one of the leather-clad women was Robina Walker, but she was pretty sure Robina was among them.

London looked closely at the masks the leather-clad women wore.  They were strange half-assed masks like what you’d see at one of those costume balls.  They covered the eyes but with holes for the eyes.  They also covered the cheekbones and part of the foreheads.  It made it hard to recognize the women, but then again, London doubted she knew any of them.

She probably would not recognize them as lesbian orgy participants if she ran into them around town.

Wait a fucking minute!

Was that realtor, Sheila, over there?

All the nude women looked like they were in great shape.  They must all be under forty, maybe even under thirty.  Sheila was older than that and had a little extra weight.  London scanned the nude blondes.  Nope, none of them were Sheila.

Was Sheila one of the masked women?  That was pretty hard to believe!  London had never met a pervert before.  Well, she bet she probably had, and she wasn’t counting the sex offenders she saw police officers bring into the station in Ambrick.  She’d probably met quite a few without knowing it for a fact.  Probably a few of them were police officers or maybe even fellow dispatchers.

But she’d never met a person who she found out, later, for sure, was a pervert.  Not counting the arrested sex offenders.

London thought of the leather-clad women as perverts but didn’t feel that way towards the nude women, especially the collared ones.  They were beautiful, or at least their bodies were.  They could probably have their pick of men.  Or, for that matter, of lesbian women. 

So why were they on that beach, nude and exposed, and humiliated?

London concluded they must be victims.  Victims were not perverts, so she didn’t think they were perverts. 

Was Sheila over there?  Was she one of the mean ones?

Sheila wore a pants suit when she’d visited earlier that day.  It was hard to mentally undress her and then dress her into a leather outfit with a leather mask.  But her body type fit several of the leather-clad women over there.

Sheila might be over there.

Hadn’t Sheila said she be over there?

London knew a pervert!  And so did her mom!

Gasp!

Maybe.  She knew she should not leap to conclusions.  It was probably natural to imagine people she knew in Crawley as being over there.  It was the human need to identify and classify.  What next?  Was she going to picture the Chief of Police, Ruby Sullivan, over there as well?

London squinted.  Actually, a couple of the leather-clad women, from where London sat/hid, had the heavyset body type of Ruby Sullivan.  Ha!  Yeah, right, the Chief of Police was over there engaged in… whatever that was.

But London did think Sheila could be over there.  She for sure knew Robina must be over there.  She didn’t know Robina Walker yet, but she was sure she’d meet her sooner or later.

Then she’d know two perverts!

London watched the three leash-holding leather-clad women walk the three nude collared women back and forth and in circles and figure eights on the beach.  It looked like they were showing their….

Did the nude, collared women belong to the leather-clad women?  Were they matched up?  Like girlfriends or whatever?  Well, those sure wouldn’t be monogamous relationships!

London had thought earlier that Sheila visited and made that suggestive comment because she was a lesbian and possibly interested in mom romantically.  Which was already strange and too funny.

But now there was a different flavor to that idea.  A dark flavor.  Maybe Sheila wasn’t interested in Mom romantically but in a sexual way nearly the opposite of romance.

Those women in leather over there sure weren’t treating the nude ones romantically!

Had Sheila thought she could one day get Mom to go over there and be another of those nude, mistreated young women? 

Maybe, but the submissive women over there looked like young women.  Mom wasn’t young, not really.  Although she was in incredible shape.  She could probably pass for a woman in her twenties.  Especially at night, seen on a beach and from a distance.

Maybe some of those nude women were older than London thought.

Or maybe Sheila somehow thought Mom might like to treat other women like that? 

Come on!  London’s mom would never strike anyone as a cruel lesbian!  She was super social and cared about everyone.  She had empathy.  Jesus, if mom ever hurt someone, she’d feel the pain more than them.  Mom had never spanked them, and neither had dad, but, if she had, she would have meant it and have told the truth if she used that stereotypical line and said, just before the spanking, “This is going to hurt me more than you.”

It made no sense that Sheila would think London’s mom would be like either type of women, the fully nude ones or the ones wearing leather corsets.

Wow, and didn’t Sheila invite them both to come over tonight, Lonodn also?  Did Sheila think London would be open to being one of the nudes or one of the leather-clad women?  No to both!

What if London and her mom had gone over there?  Would they still have behaved the same way?

Something new was happening on the beach.

The three collared and leashed nude women were lined up, still on all fours, at the end of the beach, furthest from London’s position.  They more or less faced towards the new Pipkins residence.  As they were, well, herded into place, London heard a distant tinkling of bells.  Coming from that group.

London leaned forward, squinting and cocking an ear at the same time.  She didn’t see any bells.  Where were those tinkling bells?

Three women in leather stood behind the nude collared women.  They each held a chain leash.

Was this going to be some kind of race?

It was!

At some signal London did not see or hear, the three leash-holders unclipped the leashes, and the three nude young women charged forward on the sand while on hands and knees.  Sand went flying.  They drove forward hard, seeming to race towards London.

This was unreal!

Something else was unreal.  The tinkling of the bells immediately transformed to a jangling of bells.  London realized the bells, at least some of them, had to be on those three racing women.

But where?  They were nude!

And then she saw them.  They were on their breasts!  Dangling from their nipples!

London wasn’t sure if the bells were pierced in place or maybe clamped in place, but all three women had bells jingling furiously from the ends of their nipples.  The bells were pretty for attachment to piercings.  Then again, they were pretty big if they were clamped on the nipples. 

London couldn’t understand why any woman would put up with that.  It had to hurt, didn’t it?

She did understand why the leather-clad women, the women who seemed to have control over the others, would do it to other women.  It was, undeniably, sexy even if it was bizarre.  The fact it probably hurt and was humiliating made it all the sexier.

London often carried herself and tried to portray herself as a rough-and-tumble tomboy type of gal.  She often failed to pull it off because she was too social and too empathetic with others.  Her large breasts and the fact she did like to dress up in a girly way from time to time probably didn’t help.

She couldn’t help imagining herself as one of the racing women on all fours.  What would that feel like?  Her imagination started with the question of whether or how much pierced nipples with big bells dangling from them would hurt. 

It caused her to imagine racing on all fours, her heavy breasts dangling, pulled downward by gravity, bouncing from her racing movements, with heavy bells jingling. 

Everyone would look at her and look at her breasts.

It would be so humiliating.  And yet everyone who saw it would like it or, at the least, find London fascinating to watch.

London wasn’t sure how she should feel about those racing women.  Sorry for them?  They were stars of the shows over there.

The bells on the women’s nipples bounced and jangled, and it looked like the women’s breasts stretched downward more than they would on their own.  It was hard to tell, though, as they ran on all fours.

The three women raced nearly shoulder to shoulder.  The one closest to the water had an early lead.  The sand by the water was smoothed by the gentle lake waves.  It was a firmer surface.  The dry sand behind the other two women kicked up like water.

London leaned forward to watch the race.  She used to be into sports in high school.  She was decent in track, relay and cross-country.  She liked a good race.  It was interesting.

She wasn’t a perv!  She bet a nun wouldn’t take her eyes off this sight.

Two of the racing women, the center one and the one nearest the water, bumped, tangled arms, and crashed into the beach sand.  The third kept going and made it to a finish line London could not detect.  A few of the “boss” women clapped, and two high-fived.

How could they subject themselves to such humiliation? 

What did they get out of it?

She guessed they got some exercise.  That was true.  But there were better ways to get exercise!  You could exercise without being nude in public.

Was this public?  It was sort of public/private.  It was a private lake, but the fact the Pipkins now lived next door made it not completely private.  London wondered whether she should report this.  If it was against the law in Crawley, if it was, say, viewed as public nudity or maybe something worse than that, then she had an obligation to report it because of her position as a police dispatcher.

It would be what charge?  Public exposure.  Although it seemed sexual with the masks and gear, it was not actual sex.

But, uh, that didn’t last.

The two who high-fived and one of the other “boss” women sat down in chairs on the beach, chairs which the three submissive women who did not race set up for them.  They were simple beach chairs.

The three women who raced stayed on their hands and knees and crawled over to the “boss” women in the chairs.  The women spread their legs, and the submissive women on all fours docked into the opening between their legs.

No way!  London both knew what was going to happen and did not think it could ever happen here, in semi-public, right after the Pipkins moved in.  It was a dizzying moment thinking it couldn’t be what she thought it would be and also thinking it had to be what she thought.

As it turned out, it sure could be and was.

Right over there, maybe thirty yards away, three women were on hands and knees were performing cunnilingus on three other women.  At the same time!  Side by side!

London bet she looked shocked.  Her eyes felt bugged out.  She was trying to take it all in. She noticed the sitting women were in a slight semi-circle.  Their knees did not touch but the asses of the three licking women did bump and rub while they served the pussy that was served up to them.

London bet those three licking women were pretty breathless.  First from the race, and now because their mouths were serving pussy.  They had no time to catch their breath!

London felt pretty breathless herself.  Was she holding her breath to hide any telltale movement, or was she breathless for some other reason?

London was distracted as she saw the three non-racing subservient women return from the house, each holding something.  They went to the other three “boss” women, the ones not sitting in the chairs, and knelt before them.  Then it looked like the boss women were stepping into something. 

London squinted and felt oh so breathless.

The submissive women rose and stepped away, forming a short line of three masked lovelies.

The boss women… were wearing cocks!  Fake cocks!  Strap-on dildos!

They approached the group of seated women and women on their hands and knees pleasing them.  They lined up behind the three women on their knees.  They pushed them a few times to separate them a little and made them spread their legs.  Then the boss women knelt behind them.

Were they…?

Yes, they were.  They started fucking the three submissive women.

London took a deep shaky breath.  Well, this certainly went beyond public exposure.  This was… London struggled for the code.  Public lewdness!  Still only a misdemeanor.

But London still wasn’t sure this was a crime.  It was if this lake were considered public which it might be with more than one home owner on it.  She wondered though.  If this was considered private, then was she guilty of being a peeping tom?

So, what the hell, either they were breaking the law by putting on the display, or she was breaking the law by watching the display?  No, surely not.  She was sitting outside her new home and on her own property.  It couldn’t be illegal to sit here and look around.

But she sure felt naughty for seeing this!

The fucking women fucked hard.  The fucked women licked hard.  London had to admire their focus.  She didn’t think she could lick a pussy while getting fucked.  Could she?

Holy fuck!  Why was she wondering if she could do that?  She was not a lesbian!

Gross.  For a second, only a flash of a moment, she’d pictured and almost felt herself on all fours over there in the sand, licking pussy and taking a pounding from a fake cock.

She should wonder about something else.  Like taking a real dick and sucking on a cock at the same time.  That was better.  That was very heterosexual.  It was, what, twice as heterosexual as usual because it had two cocks, not only one.

Heterosexual, yes, but also quite slutty.  Only sluts took two cocks at the same time. 

She probably should not imagine that either.

She felt stupid sitting here watching this.  But if she got up and went in the house, she had to leave the deep shadows under the table umbrella, and they might see her.  Rays of light from the back windows of the Pipkins' house illuminated parts of the back deck.

She sighed.  It was a dilemma.  She knew it didn’t make much sense.  Why should she be ashamed?  Why did she need to pretend she wasn’t here?  They should be the ashamed ones.

They sure didn’t act ashamed.

Fucking away.

Licking away.

Getting licked.

London saw the other three submissives, standing at attention, had each moved a hand to their pussy and were masturbating.  They were completely still other than the one hand working away at their pussies.

It looked like everyone over there was working toward an orgasm.  Well, not everyone.  The three boss women with dildos wouldn’t get orgasms, at least not yet.  London thought it was sort of funny that all the submissives had a shot at orgasms but only half the boss women did. 

It occurred to her that the boss women who appeared to celebrate the winning submissive in the beach race were the ones who sat comfortably on the chairs and had their pussies far beyond comfortably licked.  Was that what they won?  And the losers were on their knees, working to fuck the submissives.

Interesting.

London also found it interesting that it did not matter if a submissive won a race or if they’d lost it.  They were all equally getting treated as non-equals, all of them on hands and knees licking pussy.

It was quite an interesting little mini-culture over there!

London was no lesbian, but she had to admit these people put on quite a show.  Their forms, their bodies, especially of the submissives, were aesthetically pleasing to say the least.  And London was never sure what would happen next.  That must be why she felt so much anticipation.

She didn’t even want to go back inside the house.  She might miss something.

It would look bad if Mom came out here.  Not just because of what she saw with the neighbors but because it would look like London was watching the neighbors.  Which she was.  And with interest, just not sexual interest.

London looked nervously over her shoulder at the house.  No sign of Mom.

There was nothing wrong with watching.  Not from here, on their own property.  This sight was practically pushed into their faces.  Though not, of course, as pushed into their faces as those three pussies over there were pushed into the faces of the three kneeling submissives. 

Actually, it looked more like the submissives pushed their faces into the pussies.

That was interesting.  London was used to guys who did not go down on her, which was about fifty percent of the guys she’d had sex with, and guys, the other fifty percent, who did go down on her but not with any enthusiasm.  They did it because they thought they were supposed to or to be fair or to earn a blow job in the future.  An unspoken quid pro quo.  Or maybe a quim pro quo?

They did it because they had to, or felt they did, and they didn’t do for long.  It was a means to an end.

But the three submissive pussy lickers over there did it as if they liked it.  They ate pie… like they were eating their favorite actual pie, not hair pie.  They were enthusiastic.  They were so into it that their faces were all the way into it.  They pleased pussy with tongue, mouth, and face.  Most guys did it like a game of Operation in which only their tongue could touch or they’d hear a buzz and lose the game.

London had to wonder.  What would it be like to be with someone who actually was into and physically got their face into pussy licking?  Someone who pleased pussy with enthusiasm?

What would it be like to be one of those sitting boss women over there?  With a face between her legs and with that face giving it her all to please London’s pussy….

Oh, obviously she meant a face giving it his all!

Were there any such male faces available out there in the world?  If so, how could London find them?  She might have to have sex with fifty guys to find one like that.

But there were three female faces like that right over there.  Probably six.  London didn’t doubt the other six submissives would be as enthusiastic as the three on their hands and knees.

London’s right hand went between her legs.


Chapter Five

It might look bad if anyone could see her in the shadows, but she had an explanation. 

She had an itch there.  It happened.  If you had an itch, you had to itch it.  So, she did. 

Yes, a strange coincidence that the itch was all the way up and down her pussy lips.  She had to press her fingers hard into the crotch of her jeans because the itch was deeper than the surface.  You had to do what you had to do.

She kept rubbing.  Why did she keep rubbing?  The itch was still there.  Itching wasn’t making it go away.  It was getting worse.  Itchier.  Or ticklish.  London didn’t stop trying, though.  She knew what they said.  Try, try, try again.

London’s hand rubbed up and down and pressed hard.  Why so hard?  You had to press hard to get to an itch through jeans and panties.  That was just a fact.

She could maybe press lighter if she pulled her jeans and panties down….

Or if she slid her hand down past her waistband and into direct contact with her itchy pussy….

She almost did it.  She hung on the precipice as she rubbed away.  It worried her, though.  It probably already looked like masturbation to anyone who did not know she had an itch.  Especially if they also did not know she was not a lesbian.  And if they saw her watching a lesbian orgy with her heterosexual eyes.

That’s how misunderstandings get started!

She pulled her hand away.  It wasn’t easy.

She sat still and watched.  She wished her breathing wasn’t so ragged.  She wished she wasn’t so interested in watching.

She also wished she didn’t change her perspective.  But she did.

She’d imagined someone eating her pussy with enthusiasm.  That was something she’d never experienced.  Imagining that was bad enough because it was hard to keep out of her mind the image of a masked female face between her legs and to replace it with a guy’s face. 

It was understandable because she was watching women go down on women.  It was hard to see that with her eyes and then swap out her pussy and a guy’s face in her head.

But her new perspective, as she watched, was much worse.  So much worse.  She knew why her perspective changed.  As the face of a masked woman between her legs kept popping into her mind, her mind automatically put her in the role of one of those boss women.  But she’d never treat other women, or anyone, the way they did.  It didn’t make sense, even in her unwanted fantasy, for her to be in a chair on a beach with a masked submissive woman between her legs.

So, the unnatural came naturally.  Her watching eyes and her interested mind demanded a fantasy.  Her hands were purposely idle, kept still, kept away from her pussy.  Idle hands are the Devil’s playground.  But the Devil does not play with the idle hands themselves.  Oh no, they are too idle.

The mind.  That is where the Devil played.  That was the Devil’s playground.

London naturally had to fantasize, and her mind fit her into the most plausible role.  It was extremely implausible to her, but it was still the most plausible of the three available roles, more plausible than London as a boss woman receiving cunnilingus or, most implausible of all, London receiving eager and dedicated oral sex from a man.

So, in a natural way, in her mind’s eye, London fit herself, found herself, in the role as one of the submissive women.  She was one of them.  She was the one in the middle.  She had submissive women on either side of her, their bare asses bumping gently, incidentally, from time to time against her bare ass.  Her face was between those full thighs in front of her, and her mouth lapped at the dark bushy crotch of the heavyset woman who sat in the middle.

She was fucked from behind.  By a cock but by a woman.  As she licked the pussy of another woman.

A threesome!  London had never had a threesome and never would.  Sex with more than one partner – more than one man! – at the same time was slutty.  Everyone agreed on that.  Except for sluts.  London figured even the men teaming up together on a woman, sexing her at the same time, also thought the woman was a slut.  That was probably how they wanted to think of the woman.

However, in all honesty, it was one of her go-to fantasies.  Not one she ever wanted to come true!  But there were times it sure did the trick when she was all alone and, ah, hands-on with herself.

She imagined it now.  She could not make her mind produce a man in front of her, giving him head, while a second fucked her from behind.  Her mind just would not cooperate.  Her mind would only give her a woman in front of her and a woman behind her. 

Her mind took the material from what London stared at on the neighbor’s beach.

A face full of pussy….

A pussy full of fake cock….

Fucked.  Pleasing a woman while having an orgasm fucked into her from behind by another woman.  Dominant masked women in leather corsets.

Fuck!  The problem with that fantasy was that it really turned her on!

God damn it!

Why the hell was her hand between her legs squirming around?

Her hand went back to her pussy without permission!

Why was she humping her pussy up against the hand?  Bad pussy!

She wasn’t sure which one was naughtier, her hand or her pussy.  They were both so naughty!  They had a lot in common.  She guessed that’s why they got together.

Her hand and pussy were making a denim sandwich out of the crotch of her jeans!

London pulled her hand away again.

Watching wasn’t her fault.  Getting turned on also wasn’t her fault.  Maybe so, but she felt bad about it. 

But masturbating while watching from the back deck of the new House of Pipkins?  That was wrong.

London moved her hands to the metal armrests of the deck chair.  She gripped them tightly.  She vowed to keep them there.

She watched.

One by one, like a short string of human fireworks, each of the fucked and licking submissives orgasmed.  Even from so far away, the orgasms were evident from their body motions, and London heard them as well, tortured groans of completion.

But they weren’t done.  They kept licking all through their orgasms.  Now that was dedication! 

Not long after that, each of the seated boss women had her own orgasm.  London noted that their orgasms, though also obvious, were quieter.  Moans instead of groans.  And they stretched their legs, but they did not spasm and jerk the way the submissives had.

London wondered about that.  Did submissives have better bigger orgasms?  Was that nature’s way of making up to them for their sorry lot?  Was it more arousing to be dominated than to dominate?

Or were the orgasms about the same but only looked different because the boss women wanted to stay in control or look in control of themselves while the submissives had no such concern?

London guessed she’d never know.

Not unless she tried it out.  Both sides of it.

What?  Who thought that?  Whoever thought that thought was a dummy!  No such thing would ever happen.

London wished she could somehow ask those women questions.  She’d like the answers but didn’t want to do any “personal” research. 

With their oral services apparently complete, the three submissive women did their best ostrich impressions.  They pressed their faces into the sand.  Like, really.  They went in face first, and it looked like they corkscrewed their faces to get them really down into the sand.

London did not think their ostrich maneuver would help them avoid the predators.  Three of the predators already had fake cocks deep inside them!

The three submissives were face down, deep down in the sand, but their asses were just as high as before or higher.  The three boss women behind them fucked them harder than ever.

After several minutes, the short string of human fireworks went off again.  One, two, three.  Orgasms for all three.

London blinked.  So the submissives maybe got better orgasms and for sure got more of them also?  Who really had the better part of the dominant and submissive deal?

London soon didn’t think it was close.  The submissives had it much worse!

She knew it when the three submissives were put into motion crawling back to the house.  The three women behind them pulled their fake cocks out and spanked the submissive’s asses. 

The spanks were not a big deal to London.  She’d had boyfriends, ergo she’d felt a few spanks in her time.  Not actual spankings, but spanks.  Seeing those spanks did not surprise or concern her.

The spanks were not what made London conclude the submissives had the short end of the stick (and the long length of the fake cocks…).  It was seeing their masks as they crawled toward the mansion.

They’d eaten pussy with most of their masked faces.  Their masks were sticky wet when they shoved them, forced them, into the sand.  When they pulled their heads out of the sand, like ostriches thinking the danger had passed, their masks were covered in sand!  The pussy juice made sand stick to them!

And they crawled like that!  With sandy masked faces!

How humiliating!

(And sexy.)

It was nasty.  It was so humiliating to those women.

(And sexy.)

No, damn it, it was disgusting!

(And sexy!)

London shook her head hard enough to silence the voice.

The other three submissives approached the three kneeling boss women with the strap-ons.  They went down on all fours like the first three had but facing the other way.

Almost simultaneously, they took the fake cocks in their mouths.  They bobbed deep a few times and then cleaned up and down the shafts and especially at their bases.

Also humiliating!

(And sexy.)

The voice was back!

London did not bother to try to silence the voice this time.  She knew it was right.  It was sexy.

London thought it was technically similar to what the other three did.  Either way, they took pussy juice into their mouths.  But it seemed more humiliating to do it off a strap-on dildo instead of directly from a pussy.

While the second set of three submissives cleaned off the fake cocks, the first three crawled behind the three boss women from the chairs.  All six of them went back into the mansion.

Back on the beach, the three boss women there took off their strap-ons and sat on the three vacated chairs.  The three remaining submissives crawled over and, like the first three, went to work licking pussy.

They did a little more than that.  London saw hands between their legs. They were masturbating while they ate pussy.  Oh, so they did get some sexual satisfaction after all!

London wondered about that.  What was the point?  Really?  They could masturbate anytime, almost anytime, and not do all the rest.  They could do it without the humiliation and without the pussy licking. 

Submitting like they did and serving those boss women must do something extra for them.  It must make the masturbation better.

London really wished she could masturbate right then.  But she couldn’t, or at least she knew she shouldn’t.  She was a little jealous of those submissive pussy lickers over there.  No, not because of the pussy licking!  London had never thought about licking pussy but she imagined it was messy.  And quite lesbian!  Don’t forget that!

Yeah, she had nooooo business thinking about pussy licking….

But, uh, what would that be like?  The pussy licking?  Those submissives seemed to like it.  They couldn’t get enough!  They were licking and sucking just as eagerly and as totally committed to it as the first set of three beach-racing submissives.  And masturbating while they did it! 

Luckies! 

The masturbation, not the pussy licking….

They must like it.  The pussy licking, not just the masturbation.  Everyone loved masturbation, duh.  But not everyone loved pussy licking.  Guys didn’t.  Not most of them.  Those submissive women must like masturbating while licking pussy more than masturbation alone.

They must absolutely love it to put up with so much in order to do it.  But did they “put up” with the humiliation and taking orders from other women, or did they like that also?

It was a mystery to London.  So, naturally, she tried to solve the mystery.  Her mind went to work.  She was one of them, over there, one of the submissives with a pussy in front of her face, right there, bigger than life.  It was her job to please it and she got to masturbate while she pleased pussy.

That would be….

Well, not bad.  A warm wet mouth on a warm wet pussy.  A hot hand on her own hot pussy.

Yeah, it did not seem so bad.

Wait a sec!  Masturbating in front of other people was bad!  It was embarrassing.  It was shameful.  It was humiliating.

But should it be?  Everyone masturbated.  The boss women wanted the submissives to masturbate.  The submissives wanted to masturbate.  The submissives looked incredibly sexy masturbating on all fours.

Admittedly, they looked especially sexy licking pussy.  It wasn’t that London was a lesbian!  Or had any lesbian tendencies at all!  Hell no.

It was sexy how into it the submissives were.  They were into it all the way with their faces into pussy.  They were so committed.  They licked, they masturbated, they obeyed, they looked sexy, they did not seem to care if London or anyone else watched them.

And the boss women?  Their bodies were less attractive though several had great bodies.  They seemed a bit older, perhaps.  Maybe a few were a lot older.  But they were almost as sexy as the submissives because they were so damn bossy.

They were confident.  London was always attracted to confidence.  In men.  But she saw it was sexy in women also.  Geez, how confident were those boss women to order around other women, make them race on all fours, and make them have sex in public?  All that.  That was a lot of confidence.

That was sexy….

Oh, fuck no!  One of her hands was back down there between her legs!  What the fuck?

It made her think, “Fuck no!” but it made her feel, “Fuck yes!”

Now that she saw her hand getting naughty, she could take it away.

Or… now that she felt how great it made her feel… she could leave it there if she wanted….

Why should she be jealous of those masturbating submissives?  Why shouldn’t a free, independent, confidently heterosexual woman enjoy a fingerbang?  Why should submissive lesbians get all the masturbation action?  That wasn’t fair.

Yes, the proximity of her mom was a consideration.  Well, her back was to the house so, even if Mom looked out or suddenly stepped out, London could withdraw her hand stealthily and Mom would be none the wiser.  As far as the women over on the beach, they weren’t looking around.  They hadn’t looked over at the Pipkins’ new home even one time.  If they did look, they’d need to have super night vision to penetrate the deep shadow London sat in.

Oooo, that hand felt good.  Good news, she thought she’d found another way to talk her way – think her way – into letting the hand stay there.

Even if they saw her, she was only doing what they were doing.  Who were they to judge her?  It was just a little outdoor sex, party of one. 

She didn’t think they’d see her, but the idea of them seeing her was arousing.  Those boss bitches would want her for sure.  London knew she was a beauty.  She couldn’t see the faces of any of the submissive women, but the best they could do was look as beautiful as her.  And London kept her body fit, strong from workouts yet extremely feminine.  Her big tits certainly aided the effect!

That was a little mental tell right there.  London normally thought of her breasts as breasts.  But when she was turned on, they were tits.  It made her feel sluttier to think of them as tits.  The only time she was grateful for her big tits was when she felt aroused and slutty.

London bet she’d fit right in over there.  Those boss women would want her to fit right in between their legs.

London rubbed firmly at the crotch seam of her jeans.  Her jeans felt damp there.  She’d already soaked through a little bit. 

She had thought those submissives were lucky because they got to masturbate while London restrained herself from masturbating.  She caught up by deciding to masturbate but the submissives were still luckier than London because they had no clothes in the way.  Their hands had full access to their slutty pussies.

London did not have full and free access to her slutty pussy.

No fair.

Should she…?

No!  She could not pull her pants down.  Mom was, what, thirty or forty feet away, depending on where she was inside the house?

She could not do that.

But…

…she could slip her hand into her pants.

She knew it because she did it.

Ahhhh.  Hand on pussy contact.

Wow.  She had a swamp down there. 

London’s sensations soared.  Even as she rubbed, she still felt disbelief.  It was so crazy what those lesbians, the boss ones and the submissive ones, did over there. 

But it was pretty crazy over here with London as well.  At least relative to her normal behavior.  Her normal behavior was, well, normal.  Fingerbanging herself outdoors while watching the lesbian orgy next door was definitely abnormal.

She watched the three submissives pleasing pussy like it was their mission in life.

She watched them rub their pussies.

She rubbed her own pussy.

Seven pussies filling with sensation and leaking even as they filled up with sensation.  With more sensation than they could contain for long.  The sensation overflow would be released in orgasms.

London was troubled.

London was hot and bothered but she was also just plain bothered.  It bothered her that she kept picturing herself as one of those submissives. 

Wearing their gear.  Or lack thereof.

With a mask hiding her identity. 

Serving a pussy. 

There to serve a boss pussy but allowed to rub her pussy. 

On all fours and on display, for the boss women and for the whole world to see or at least anyone who stumbled down to this small lake.

Shouldn’t she picture herself as one of the boss women?  She was strong for her size, taller than the average woman, and she thought she was very confident for her age.  She’d dealt with a lot in her few years as a police dispatcher.

She just could not make it fit.  Her, sitting there with a masked female head between her thighs?  Nope.

Picturing herself as one of the submissives fit like a glove.  That bothered her.  She tried to excuse it with the thought she must be picturing herself as one of them only because she was masturbating like they were.  It wasn’t like she was having her pussy licked!

The problem with that thought was that it felt way too perfect of a fit.  It felt real.  And, for her, licking a pussy was just as poor of a fit as imagining a woman licking her pussy.  Actually, it was a worse fit.  She’d had men lick her pussy, but she’d never licked a pussy. 

She finally mentally shrugged and decided to feel bad, or concerned, about it later on.  She certainly knew she would feel guilt.

Fuck it.  She wanted an orgasm and imagining herself over there, two knees and one hand in the sand, her other hand rubbing her pussy, and with a mouthful of pussy worked for her.  Her hand on her pussy felt many times better when she let her mind take on that embarrassing role.

Screw it.  Your imagination was for doing whatever you wanted to do without fear of consequences. 

She awkwardly worked one long finger into herself.  Her tight jeans pressing on the back of her hand made it a challenge, but she was highly motivated.

She didn’t only fingerfuck herself.  She flexed her pelvis, rocking on the chair.  She humped hand.  She fucked her hand as much as her hand fucked herself.

She knew what that meant.  When she got that carried away and did that without thinking, that humping thing, she’d end up orgasming.  An orgasm was on the way.

More than on the way!  Even as she thought about orgasming, it was like she gave it permission to happen. 

She was surprised when it started so soon.  She orgasmed. It took her by storm.  She tightly compressed her lips together but still released a stifled groan and a few clicking squeaks. 

It was a great orgasm.  But she cut it short because she was so nervous about her mom coming out or looking out a window.  She pulled her hand out of her jeans and wiped it on her pants.  It left a wet smear. 

She shook her head at the wet mark.  Now she needed to wait and dry out a little before she went in the house.

She knew she should shake her head at her behavior.  It wouldn’t be that bad if she was accidentally peeping on a heterosexual orgy.  Or even a threesome with a man and two women!  Anything other than a bunch of lesbians.  But even regular lesbians would be better than this with some of the lesbians humiliated by the others.

She slumped down in the chair and stretched her legs.  She still felt pleasure streaming up and down her body but especially between her legs.  The pleasure pulsed with her heartbeat.  A rapid heartbeat at that.

Through hooded eyes, she watched the neighboring beach.  She needed to dry out.  She’d keep watching.  She’d come this far.  She’d cum this far….

She thought the submissives were not allowed to cum until they made the boss women cum.  She thought that must be the case because all three boss women orgasmed before any of the submissives did.  And they also came, but only after.  All six of those women had orgasmed, at least as far as she could tell and assuming no one faked. 

London thought that was one hell of an orgasm percentage.  One hundred percent out of six women.  Throw in the first six, and it was one hundred percent out of twelve women.  The first three submissives even had second orgasms.  Fifteen orgasms over there among twelve women!

London thought it was easy to look down on women seemingly sexually abusing other women and on the women letting themselves be abused.  That was easy but simplistic.  It wasn’t abusive.  Not really.  Not with those orgasms.  It was successful.

She’d thought she was watching a lesbian orgy of the subspecies domination and submission.  And she had.  But she was also watching sexual success achieved.

If you were into orgasms.  If they counted.

After the orgasms, the three remaining submissives crawled all the way back to the mansion while the three boss women followed, walking slowly and casually.  It sounded like they were chatting.

London shook her head.  She was doing that a lot and she was already a little dizzy from her orgasm.  Yeah, sure, those boss women orgasmed right next to each other and then chatted?  That would be so weird.

Whatever.  That was boss business, she guessed.  She was still more comfortable imagining herself crawling alongside those three submissives.  They’d just orgasmed, and now they had to crawl through thick sand.  With other women following, probably still checking out their lovely sweaty bodies.

All six of them went inside the mansion, and the door closed.

London guessed the show was over.

She was sorry to see it go.  To think, at first, she was trying to figure a way to go back inside and avoid watching.  Now she wished there was more to watch.

London wondered if they would have more sex inside.  She bet they would.

She wondered why they had come outside at all.  Yes, fresh air and a change of scenery, but they had to know about the new neighbors, right?

London now suspected they’d come out on purpose in order to put on a display. 

Maybe they always did this kind of thing.  The race in the sand did not look like a new thing.  Still, even if this was their usual unusual, they’d chosen not to give a shit about watchers or if they offended the new neighbors.

London frowned.  Now that she thought about it, not one of them ever looked over at the sold guest house, now with lights on in it.  Not one of them even once glanced the way of the Pipkins’ new home.  That wasn’t natural.  It was like they purposely avoided looking over here.

Did they have that nasty sex outdoors on purpose, specifically to display it to the new neighbors?

Why?

London could think of a couple of reasons.  Mom and herself.  They were beautiful women, and those women over there were lesbians.  Two plus two and all of that.  There were two pretty Pipkins.  Were the orgy lesbians hoping to plus two their orgy group?

Instead of not caring if they were watched, or maybe getting off on it like exhibitionists, was it even more than that?  Were they maybe hoping to intrigue their new neighbors?

London slumped down a little further.

Shit.  If that was their plan, it fucking worked.  They’d intrigued the fuck out of her.  They’d intrigued the fingerfuck out of her at the least.

No more of that!

London went inside.


Chapter Six

London stopped in at the Crawley police station.  She knew her work hours the next week but they were posted on every Friday nine days early.  She wanted to know her hours for the following week.  And she had another reason for stopping in.

She checked her schedule and was pleasantly surprised.

They’d scheduled her nice and easy the first two weeks.  She’d expected third shift, also known as the midnight shift, and sometimes called the “drunks” shift.  It actually ran from eleven at night to eight in the morning. 

Each shift was nine hours long, for police officers and for dispatchers.  That way, the critical hours from eleven at night to two in the morning had double coverage, twice as many officers and dispatchers.  Those hours had the bulk of drunk driving incidents, domestic violence calls, fights, most everything.  Most involved alcohol.  There was a reason America had tried out prohibition from 1920 to 1933.

They had her on day shifts not only for the first week but, as she now discovered, also on the second week.  Eight in the morning to five in the evening.  Banker’s hours!

She knew that wouldn’t last.  She did not have seniority here.  She was fine with any shifts, she knew how to adjust her sleep, but she appreciated the gesture as a way to ease her into the CPD family. 

Her first shift wasn’t until Monday, and it was Friday today.  That was great because she would relax, get used to the new house, and Sydney was coming out today.  She and Sydney were very different in many ways, but they were quite close, more like friends than sisters.

But, really, getting her hours was an excuse for something else.

She hadn’t said anything to her mom last night about the next-door lesbian orgy because her mom was already in bed when she went inside.  Mom hadn’t bothered to watch despite Sheila telling her about the party.  Mom was too polite to be openly nosy.

London also didn’t say anything to her mom this morning when they had breakfast.

She probably should have said something, but she did not want to freak out Mom.  But the women next door would probably have more parties like that.  For all London knew, they had them every other night.  Who knew?

They’d had a lesbian orgy on a Thursday, for crying out loud!  Anyone who partied on Thursday must also party on weekends.

Sooner or later, Mom would see what went on next door.  She’d be much more shocked seeing it herself without forewarning than if London simply told her.  So the freak-out would happen no matter what, it was only a matter of when.

Mom would be concerned and Mom would have lots of questions.  London had them also though she was less concerned.  It seemed harmless.  She had, somehow, had a great orgasm while watching.  Not that she wanted to get in the habit of watching and masturbating to lesbian orgies.

Mom would be much less tolerant of lesbian orgies, especially ones like that one, with the crawling, leather, and humiliation.  It could really rain on Mom’s happy-in-the-new-house parade.

Mom would for sure want to know what she could do about the lesbian orgies, and she’d for sure ask London for advice.  London did work at the local police station.  She had that law enforcement experience, so it made sense that Mom would ask her.

London wanted to answer Mom correctly.  Different towns had different ordinances and, as well, some places did not enforce laws if they did not feel like it.

London wanted the scoop on what laws the lesbian orgy might violate and whether those laws were enforced in Crawley, MO.  The best way to do that was to ask the person in charge, CPD Chief of Police Ruby Sullivan.  She’d met Chief Sullivan only once so far, so this was also her chance to get to know the Chief better.  Chief Sullivan had made a point to tell her to stop in at her office at will, ask anything, and to let her know if there was anything she could do for London.  Now there was!

Also, London knew people in leadership loved it when supervisees asked them for guidance and advice.  It was a chance for her to rack up some brownie points.  London was young, but she knew how to play the game.

She’d seen Chief Sullivan’s office during her orientation tour of the station.  At least, she’d seen the door leading to it.  Surprisingly, it was at the back of the station, well out of the way and without a desk area outside for a secretary.  London had guessed either Chief Sullivan liked some privacy at work or perhaps had kept her old office when promoted to Chief of Police.

London saw a sign on the door, right below the sign stating, “Ruby Sullivan” and, under it, “Chief of Police, Town of Crawley” in fancy gold lettering.  The sign below it was made out of carved wood, a single piece, with raised letters.  It stated, “Always Knock First.  Always Wait Patiently.”

London smirked a little.  She wondered if Ruby Sullivan sometimes took naps inside her office.

She knocked.

She heard another knock from somewhere inside the office. Maybe a chair bumping into a desk?

She heard a different sound, but she wasn’t sure what it was.  Something rubbing carpet?  Maybe an office chair dragging on carpet?

London waited patiently.  The door opened just short of twenty seconds after she knocked.  Oddly, she heard a lock pop before the door opened.  Who locked an office door during business hours when inside the office?  London was pretty sure Chief Sullivan must have been napping.  But then she saw who answered the door.

It wasn’t Chief Sullivan.  It was a slim blonde, very attractive, wearing a pinned nametag that said, “Trina Gardiner, A.S.S.”

“A.S.S.?”  London wondered what it stood for but found out right away.

Trina said, “Hello, do you need to see the Chief?  By the way, I’m Trina, her Administrative Special Secretary.”

Secretary?  Who used that term nowadays?  London was used to Administrative Assistant or Executive Assistant.  Political correctness and all that.  Keeping the title secretary was at least outdated and, at worst, sexist.  Good thing for Ruby Sullivan that she was a female!

And that acronym.  A.S.S.  How terrible.  Poor Trina had to wear the title just above her left tit.  Maybe a little ironic.  Maybe she should wear her nametag on a belt and centered behind her.

London introduced herself and heard the Chief behind Trina, “Let her in, Trin.  Come on in, London Pipkins.”

Trina stepped aside.  Inside the office, London saw that it was a dual office with two desks, a smaller one Trina went to and sat behind, and a huge one that Chief Sullivan sat behind.

Chief Sullivan did not stand up but instead gestured to a padded leather chair in front of her desk.  The kind of chair that looked comfortable but was a lot less comfortable once you sat in it.

Chief Sullivan was a broad woman, quite wide and heavyset but not fat.  She had a heart-shaped body with a large bosom and a round face.  London was reminded again of one of the masked “boss” women” from the night before.  She better be careful.  Maybe that was Chief Sullivan’s sister.  She was only kidding herself on that.

Chief Sullivan was in her mid-fifties perhaps.  She looked healthy and strong.  London bet the Chief used to kick ass when she was a patrol officer.

Chief Sullivan pointed at Trina Gardiner and said, “I’m glad you’ve met my A.S.S.  I tell people if they want to brownnose, my A.S.S. is right there.  Get it?”

“Uh, sure.  I get it.”  London looked nervously at Trina. Trina did not appear offended.  She smiled brightly at London.  She really was quite pretty.

Sullivan asked London how everything was.  London felt uncomfortable relating the situation with the neighbor.  She knew she would be when she came here, but she hadn’t anticipated having an audience of one, Trina, to her left and a bit behind her but able to hear every word.

She told Chief Sullivan (and Trina) about the orgy last night.  Of course, she was not at all detailed and made it sound like she only saw it briefly and, obviously, left out the part where she masturbated.  That was strictly need to know!

Sullivan looked amused, “So Robina Walker had some fun over at her place last night?  Funny story.  Hey, if you’re interested in that kind of thing, just go over there.  I’m sure they’d let you participate.”

“What?  No!  I’m telling you because I’m concerned.”

“How so?”

“It was public nudity and public sex.  A lot of it.  I’m worried about what my mom will think of it when she sees it some night.”

“I don’t know your mom.  Maybe she’d like it.”

“What?  No!”

Ruby had a smile on her face.  Obviously, she was just having fun at the new dispatcher’s expense.  London whether maybe she did it on purpose as a test to see if London was easily flustered.  No one wanted a dispatcher who was easily flustered. 

London held herself still and spoke calmly, “Could they be charged with something?”

“Sure, I guess so.  Technically.  But we save our limited resources for real crime.  The police in Crawley are not here to harass citizens.  Ms. Walker pays her taxes and is law-abiding.  Except for this exposure thing.  No, we wouldn’t make arrests or charge anyone for this kind of thing.  Maybe if they walked down Main Street in the nude but not out there by that private lake.”

“It isn’t private anymore.  Not completely.  We’re her neighbors.  Would you maybe talk to them and at least tell them to stop?”

“Well, no.  It’s harmless.  If you don’t like it, all you have to do is look in some other direction.  Look up at the stars or whatever.  It’s a beautiful lake out there.”

It sounded like Chief Sullivan knew the place.

London heard Trina giggle.  Was this funny?  Maybe it was to Trina.  Actually, from the laugh lines getting a workout at the corners of Chief Sullivan’s eyes, it looked like Trina had company.

London frowned.

Chief Sullivan told her, “I’ll tell you what.  Just go over there and tell Robina Walker about your concern.  I’m sure you can work something out with her.  I’m sure she has no idea you’re offended or whatever.  Make it known.  If it keeps up, if you two can’t get along, then maybe I’ll get involved at some point.  Keep me in the loop.”

It sounded like the Chief was dismissing her.

London knew when to leave with her tail between her legs.  She got up and thanked Chief Sullivan for her time and advice and told Trina Gardiner it was nice meeting her.

She left the office.  Halfway down the hallway, she heard the lock engage again.  Weird.  They kept that door locked whenever it was just the two of them?

She paused.  She heard conversation, too muffled to make out words.  Then she heard giggles and laughs.  The giggles were Trina.  The laugh was deep.  It was Chief Sullivan’s distinctive laugh.  Were they sharing a laugh at London’s expense or laughing at something else?

London wanted to go press her ear to the door but she knew that wasn’t cool.  That was no way to start a new job.  First the peeping last night and then eavesdropping today?  No way.


Chapter Seven

Driving back to the new lake house, London inadvertently kept the frown on her face.

She now wished she hadn’t gone to Chief Sullivan.  She wasn’t taken seriously and maybe was even laughed at.  How was that for a first impression?

It also made her angry.  She’d had a concern, and the Chief pretty much scoffed at her.

The Chief had jokingly suggested London go over to Robina Walker’s if she was interested in that kind of thing and then, a little later, again told her to go over there to talk it over with Walker!

So, to get that “straight,” if London liked what the neighbors did, she should go over there.  If she did not like what her neighbors did, she should also go over there.

London was not going over there.  She was so not going over there.  She’d go anywhere else other than there.  She’d rather hang out all day in the middle of the town dump on a hot day.

Arriving at her new home, London’s bad mood almost instantly dissipated when she saw Sydney’s car in the driveway.  Sydney had arrived!

She looked forward to visiting with Sydney, and foremost on the subject list would be events from last night.  Properly self-edited, of course!

Her Mom and Sydney were visiting out on the back deck.  London joined them.  She took a quick look over at the Walker mansion and the beach in back of it.  Good, no lesbian orgy in progress!

They greeted her warmly, and London and Sydney hugged. 

London was a little over a year older than Sydney.  They were close in age and even closer in sibling friendship.  But they were their own persons.  They were both beautiful, but after that, they were so different both in appearance and in personality.

London was tall, Sydney was short.  London was blonde, Sydney was a brunette with light brown hair, caramel-colored.  London had short straight hair, Sydney had long wavy hair.  London was athletic, not brawny, but fit and strong.  Sydney was slim, some said too slim.  (Their grandparents used to say she needed more “meat on her bones.”) 

London’s looks took after their dad.  Her personality was all her own.  Sydney took after Mom though Mom had brown hair that was much darker than Sydney’s, nearly black.  Sydney’s personality, never seeking attention and always trying to do anything she could to help others, also took after Mom.  Her desire to help others led her to become a nurse.

When London hugged Sydney, she sensed a stiffness and knew right away something was wrong.  Because it was on her mind, she thought maybe it was because Sydney and Mom saw something scandalous over at the Walker residence before London arrived.

“Sydney, is something wrong?”

“London, you always seem to know.  I’m a bit upset right now, but I didn’t want to ruin the new house mood.”

“What’s wrong?”

“We aren’t the only ones moving.  Jimmy is moving also.  His insurance company is moving him to Hartford, Connecticut.”

“Fucking Connecticut?  Holy shit.”

“I know, right?  They may as well move him to the moon.”

“He’s going?”

“He has to.  They’re counting on him, blah blah blah, and it’s a promotion.  He’ll run the office out there.  He can’t say no.”

Jimmy worked at an auto and house insurance company that had lots of little pop-up offices all over the country.  Running one of them was probably equal to being a manager at a fast-food restaurant. 

London didn’t really like Jimmy, or at least she did not respect him.  She guessed she was like most daughter’s fathers, no man was ever good enough for their daughter.  She didn’t think any man Sydney went out with was good enough for her. 

She wasn’t sure if it was because Sydney was not selective enough or if it simply wasn’t possible for London to ever think any man was good enough for her.  Sydney was such a sweetheart! 

Jimmy did not really do anything to earn London’s dislike other than not being Prince Charming from the storybooks.  London wondered if she’d dislike Jimmy at all if their father was still alive and fulfilling the daughter guardian role.

She asked Sydney, “So… is it, like, over between you guys, or do you think you’ll move out there?”

“I probably would have moved out there with him, but I just signed this contract at the hospital here.  I have to work there for at least a year, or I lose the signing bonus, and my work record will look bad.  So, we’ll spend a year in different locations, and then we’ll figure out what to do, me there, or him here.”

If the relationship survived the next year, London was pretty sure it would be a case of Sydney moving out there and not the other way around.  Jimmy had a selfish streak.  Everybody did, and maybe that was healthy.  The problem was that Sydney did not have a selfish streak or not much of one, so she did not properly protect herself against the needs of others.

London decided to lighten the mood.

London bounced her eyebrows, “Open relationship free-for-all for this year?  Need me to set you up on some dates with cops?”

“Shut up.  No.”

“I bet Jimmy would have a different answer if we gave him a shot of sodium pentothal.”

“Again, shut up.”  Sydney said it playfully but London saw the underlying concern in her eyes.  London decided not to joke about something that might be true.

After one more “helpful” suggestion! 

“You should go out there on some random extended weekend and surprise him.  I’m sure he’ll love that.  Oh, and whatever chick is with him will get a kick out of it, too.”

Sydney gave her bigger big sister a playful shove to the arm, “What part of “shut up” do you not understand?”

London did shut up then, at least about Jimmy.  Hopefully she’d planted a healthy seed of doubt and Sydney would be watchful.  Hey, if Jimmy was loyal to her, no harm done.  If not, then fuck him, and Sydney was better off without him.

The three of them sat around out back and visited for a while.  When their mom went inside, London leaned towards Sydney and spoke in an urgent near-whisper, “Sydney!  I’ve got to tell you something.  Two somethings.  You won’t fucking believe it!  I think the realtor who sold the house to Mom has the hots for her.”

“Oh.  Well, Mom should start dating again.  New house, new town, new job, new start.  New love interest, too.  Is he nice?  What’s he look like?”

“No, I told you that you won’t believe it.  That would be believable.  If it was a guy.”

There was a pause as understanding bloomed on Sydney’s face.

“Get out!”

“Her name is Sheila,” London drew out the name in a sort of lioness purr.

“She asked Mom out?  Did Mom freak out?”

“No, she didn’t ask Mom on a date, but it was pretty obvious.  To me, not to Mom.  Sheila came over for no reason yesterday, saying she wanted to check on Mom.  It’s weeks and weeks since the sale of the house.  Then she made all sorts of innuendo.”

“Like what?”

“Like Mom shouldn’t have sex with men in Crawley, only women.”

“Get out!”

“I did take that out of context a bit.  Sheila said that to both Mom and me, and it was because we told her about the family baby-naming tradition.  You know, no one wants a baby named Crawley.”

Sydney agreed, “She’s right.  Especially if it was the baby’s middle name and his first name was Creepy.”

“The point is, Sheila could have just joked about taking men to some nearby town, like Arnold or Ferguson.”

“But not Hannibal!  That one movie ruined that name.  Or Festus.  That television show ruined that name.  I do like Branson for a boy’s name.  What about a girl baby?  I like Nixa for a girl's name.”

“Yes.  Whatever.   But you get the idea.  If Sheila wanted to joke, she didn’t need to suggest lesbian sex.”

Sydney wavered both her hands palm downward, back and forth in a not-so-certain gesture, “So we don’t really know she’s a lesbian.”

“I think we do know.  Sheila said she knew the neighbor who owns the lake mansion.  Our one neighbor.  Her name is Robina Walker, but I haven’t met her.  Anyway, Sheila invited Mom and I to a party over there last night.  We didn’t go.”

“Okay….  Still not lesbian!  Not everyone who goes to a party is a lesbian.”

“Yeah, okay, but get this: It was a lesbian orgy.”

“What!?!”

“Mom and I didn’t go over there, thank God, but I was on this deck we sit on now, just watching the lake last night.  A dozen women came out of the mansion, fucking naked except for leather stuff, you know, like whips and chains sex get-ups.  Twelve of them!  They did crazy stuff like a few of them racing on hands and knees on the beach.  And lots of lesbian stuff.  Some of them wore those strap-on penises and did what you’d expect with them.  Lots of other lesbian stuff, too.”

“Are you serious?”

“I’m not joking.  It really happened.”

“Does Mom know?”

“I didn’t tell her.  Not yet.  But I guess we should tell her.  I’m sure you’ll do a bang-up job of it.”

“Don’t draft me!  She who sees the lesbian orgy is the big sister who tells Mom about said lesbian orgy.”

London sighed, “I was afraid I couldn’t get you to do it.  I guess Mom should have known this place was too good to be true.  It was priced like a haunted house built on an Indian graveyard that was the site of three massacres.”

“How often do you think they, uh, put on a display….”

“Who knows?  Maybe Sheila knows.  That bitch should have told Mom about the orgies before letting Mom sign on the dotted line.”

Sydney looked thoughtful and amused, “You know, it’s funny, it would be a deal breaker for Mom if it was listed with the house – you know, like, “Spacious back deck, access to private lake, regular spectacles of lesbian orgies,” but I bet they could have sold the place for a lot more if it was listed with the house.  A lot a lot more.  Sold to a guy, obviously.”

“Yeah.  Or a lesbian!”

“Hopefully the orgy last night was an exception of some kind.”

“I doubt it is.  It was a Thursday, for God’s sake!  Plus, they had that gear they wore.  You don’t buy a bunch of leather for a one-time thing.”

Sydney’s eyes twinkled, “You know all about that, huh?”

“You know what I mean!”

“That you know a lot about leather gear from personal experience?”

“Shut the fuck up!” But London laughed.  Sydney cracked her up all the time.

Then London told Sydney that law enforcement did not seem to be an option.  Her “connection” as a police dispatcher was a dead end.  Sydney concluded that they had to tell their mom.  “They” being London, of course.

When Helena Pipkins returned from the bathroom, “they” told her.

Helena also thought London was making it up.  Once she knew London wasn’t making it up, she was none too pleased.  She wasn’t angry at the neighbor, but she was angry at someone.

“Sheila!  This is her mess.  She knows Robina Walker, she invited us to that party, or the orgy, or whatever.  She should have warned us.  She just wanted a quick commission!”

Sydney laughed and laughed.  Her Mom and sister looked at her and waited for her to get over whatever it was.

Sydney explained, “I saw her advertisement on the realtor sign in the front yard.  Her slogan is “Sheila Massey: Don’t get messy, get Massey.”  Then you just said this was her mess!  It’s a messy Massey mess!”

London laughed also, and after a few moments, so did Helena Pipkins.

Nothing happened that night.  No orgy anywhere.  All quiet over at the Walker residence though there were some lights on.

Nothing happened outwardly.  But three things happened inwardly, one for each Pipkins woman.

Sydney discovered that she was quite disappointed there was no orgy “display.”  She bet it was only a matter of time, but she was impatient to see it.  She was curious. 

Part of her still doubted London because London’s report of a lesbian orgy was so incredible.  But she also wanted to see it just in and of itself.  It seemed like one of those less than once-in-a-lifetime opportunities.  How many people get to see real live in-progress lesbian orgies?  She bet most people never saw one.  She wanted to be one of the people who did see one.

She wasn’t lesbian curious, she did not think she was, but it was interesting.  When she talked to Jimmy long distance, it would be something to talk about.  Ha!  He’d feel bad about moving to Hartford!  No lesbian orgy for him to watch!

Jimmy would have watched from start to finish.  He probably would have camped out on their back deck.  He’d have asked Sydney to make popcorn.  Or Sydney’s mom.  He was like that, always comfortable asking for whatever he wanted.  Like in bed!  Sydney was good at shutting him down.  She had to, or he’d have made her into a slut by then.  She was a good girl!

She bet when they talked on the phone that Jimmy would kid with her about it.  About Sydney going over there while he watched through binoculars.  But would he be kidding, or would he be serious?  Knowing Jimmy, he’d probably be serious!

One more thing to shut him down on.  But it would be funny listening to him react to the situation.

London and Helena Pipkins reacted differently than Sydney, but quite similar to each other.

Helena decided she’d call Sheila and ask about this.  If Sheila had known all along, then Helena would be quite angry with her!  She’d ask Sheila Massey to fix the messy situation.  Don’t get messy!  Get Massey!  It was a good motto or whatever.  Helena would find out if Sheila lived up to it.

London, without knowing what her mom intended, also decided she would call Sheila Massey.  She wasn’t interested in scolding Sheila.  It did not feel like her place to do that. It was her mom who paid for the house. 

London did not want to talk directly with Robina Walker, but she thought maybe Sheila could and would.  Sheila knew Robina Walker and knew the Pipkins.  London thought she could use Sheila as a go-between to let Walker know the outdoor lesbian antics were not popular with the Pipkins. Sheila could ask Walker to please stop.

It didn’t hurt to ask, did it?

Actually, sometimes it does.


Chapter Eight

London wasn’t looking forward to this.

She was already embarrassed and a little ashamed.

She was embarrassed anticipating what she was on her way to do.  She was ashamed at what she’d already done.

Two nights ago, she fingerbanged herself while watching the lesbian orgy.  That was understandable.  She guessed.  There was that element of surprise factor and voyeurism factor and even a little exhibitionist factor thinking they might see what she did or that Mom might walk out of the house and see her.

It was at least sort of understandable, and she could pigeonhole the way she shoved a finger in her hole as not at all or at least not so lesbian because of those factors.

But what about last night?

She swore she was disappointed no lesbian orgy developed next door.  Yes, she’d felt a need to prove her claim to Sydney and to Mom, but she’d also wanted to see it for its own sake.

But that wasn’t the worst part. 

In bed last night, she did it again!  She masturbated.  She was not ashamed of masturbation itself.  Because everybody did it, and why shouldn’t they?  It was “free” pleasure literally at your fingertips.  No waiting, no complications, no problem.  Hell, it was even healthy!

Last night’s self-pleasuring did have a complication, though. 

Her mental movie while masturbating was a repeat, a review, of that lesbian orgy.  It had it all.  Everything she saw that night.  And it had more.  She’d imagined certain things the women she’d seen did before they came outside.  And she’d imagined certain things, very lesbian things, they did after they went back inside.  They went inside but still came.  Those twelve women came into her mind and then came in her mind over and over last night!  They came all over her mind!  It was a big old lesbian mind orgy!

London also came last night.  The final trigger as she rubbed her little woman trigger was imagining herself in the middle of those masked women.  As one of them.  Treated like one of them.  Specifically, she imagined she was another one of those submissive woman, not one of the boss women.

Not much excuse for that!  Other than it being only harmless fantasy.

Now… she was on her way to Robina Walker’s!  The scene of the mental fantasy crime!

Yes, she’d promised herself she would not go over there.  She wasn’t happy about this, and she was quite nervous. 

Chief Sullivan advised her to go over there, and she’d decided she never would.  It was the last place she wanted to go. 

But now, she was on her way.

She wasn’t going over because of Chief Sullivan’s advice.  She was going because Sheila Massey told her to go.

She’d called Sheila this morning.  Her phone number was on the realtor sign still up in the front yard.  London knew her mom planned to call Sheila. She felt bad for her mom and decided to take the situation bull by the horns. 

London felt responsible for taking care of the situation.  Maybe because she was the first one to see it, or maybe because of her association with law enforcement.

When she called, Sheila was her overly cheery self, like always, like every single thing that happened was the best thing that ever happened, and like everything she said was the funniest comment ever made.

London told her the general situation – outdoor sex at the neighbors and that the Pipkins would prefer it did not happen again – and Sheila did not act surprised.  But she also did not admit she knew about the kinds of things that took place over at Robina Walker’s or that she should have told the Pipkins before they bought the house.

London had called Sheila hoping Sheila would solve the problem.  She’d hoped because Sheila had a relationship with Robina that she could and would discretely take of this.

Nope.  Sheila put it back on London.  She was so smooth and so efficient in how she did it that it struck London that Sheila Massey may have expected a call about this from the Pipkins.

Sheila told London what to do and stated it so confidently and simultaneously in such a matter-of-fact manner – while still sounding oh so way too happy – that London heard herself agreeing to do what Sheila told her to do.  Without even thinking about it!

So now she had to go over to Robina Walker’s home!  She had to meet Robina Walker in person and tell her the problem.  Sheila said she’d call over there and “prep” Robina for London’s visit.  Sheila claimed she would “pave the way.”

Sheila said London needed to meet Robina and “put a face” to her concern.  She’d stressed that it was up to Robina what she would do or stop doing, so London had better ask nicely.  She’d actually said, “very nicely.”

Sheila, seemingly an eternal source of innuendo, told London that London should “bend over backward to please Robina Walker.”

London hoped Sheila did not mean that literally! 

Who sent another woman into the den of a lesbian and told the visiting woman to “bend over backward to please?”  Was Sheila clueless, or was she being suggestive again?

Who knew, maybe this would be a quick easy conversation.

Or maybe not.

For sure not.  She found that out almost immediately.

When she rang the doorbell, the front door was answered by a woman London was sure wasn’t Robina Walker.  Why was she so sure?  The woman was masked and nude and her body looked quite young.  It was one of the submissives!

Fucking rich people!  Twisted fucks! 

Whatever happened to some big-ass Lurch fucker for answering your front door?

The woman asked, “London Pipkins?”

“Yes.”

“You are expected.  I will take you to Mistress Robina.”

Mistress?

London followed the masked young woman.  She dragged her feet a little, not wanting to be too close to a nude stranger.  She’d hate for the woman to stop suddenly and then bump into her like some slapstick comedy porno.

She wondered if this woman was one of the women London saw on the beach the other night.  She thought so.  The blonde hair was a match for one of the racing submissives.

She couldn’t help gauging the woman’s body.  Wow.  She had a tight-skinned sexy body.  She glowed with health or maybe sexuality.  London guessed Robina Walker had great taste in… sexy submissive female butlers? 

London also gauged the mansion.  Beautiful.  She didn’t know styles of décor, she wasn’t that kind of girl, but everything was made of wood or stone.  Both materials looked polished and high quality.  It looked like the best of everything, the building, the décor, and the furniture.  The contents of the downstairs of the mansion were probably more valuable than the Pipkins’ new house.

Yeah, Walker had the best of everything, including this sexy submissive female butler.  London almost could not take her eyes off the young woman.  London was no lesbian, but wow, what an ass on this young woman!  Her back was toned and muscular in a feminine way.  She must work out.

Yeah, sure, racing on all fours on the beach and shit like that….

London saw something that gave her so much pause that she nearly paused in following the woman.  There were marks on the woman’s tight-skinned sexy body.  There were faint stripes of pinkish red on the woman’s shoulder blades and on her ass.  Were those… from whips?

London thought they were.  Unbelievable.  These people were really into that thing.  What was it called?  BDSM. 

It wasn’t all innocent public sex and leashes and racing on all fours.  There was whipping also!

London remembered seeing two of the dominant women on the beach carrying whips.  So weird.  Fucking wacky.

What was wrong with these people?

Why did those whip marks on the female butler, clear signs of physical harm, look so incredibly sexy?  They shouldn’t, right?  London didn’t get turned on if she saw someone had a cast and knew their leg was broken.  She felt sorry for them.  But she didn’t feel sorry for this young woman.  She just thought the whip marks looked very sexy.

Is that why they did it?  Did they, both the boss women and the submissive ones, think whip marks looked sexy?  Did they get off on the act of whipping or the results of it?

That wasn’t the worst of it, though.  The woman had a mark above her left hip.  London had not noticed it at first because it wasn’t obvious from the front or the back, not with all that nudity and everything else for London to feast her eyes on, and, at the door, the woman must have turned her body in a way that revealed her other side, her bare side. 

For a second, London thought it was a tattoo.  But she saw it was raised and thick and rough, simple, without color.

It was a brand!

London had seen brands on some suspects officers brought in.  Usually black males.  She’d thought they were crazy for wanting brands.  And that they must be pretty tough.  She’d thought they must be brave and have a lot of willpower to sit still and take a branding.

This brand was on a sexy young woman.  She couldn’t be tough.  She was a submissive.  They were the opposite of tough.  How had she had the courage to get a brand?

London thought she knew.  This young woman’s dominant, or dominants, Robina Walker she guessed, must have made her get the brand. 

It wasn’t courage that led to this brand.  It was submissive cowardice?

Something like that.

London didn’t think the brand belonged on the girl’s body!  What if the girl changed her mind about being a submissive?  She was too young to know what she wanted.  She was just a girl!

Damn.  She’d done it again, hadn’t she?  She’d thought of this young woman as a “girl.”  The young woman was probably London’s age, and London wasn’t a “girl!”  Just because this girl – this young woman – was a submissive did not mean she was immature.

She had a perfect body.  Why ruin it with a brand?  Why would a submissive want one or, maybe a more relevant question, why would her dominant want one on her submissive?  Why distract from the rest of her?

Admittedly, it did not seem to ruin the young woman’s body.  It was… sexy.  Just like the rest of her.  It was the BDSM version of wearing jewelry. It accentuated her.  It accentuated her submissiveness.

But still!  She was branded!  Like cattle!

It was above the waistline.  That meant people would see it if she wore a bare midriff top.  Or a bikini.  Or, you know, if she raced on all fours on a beach while nude.  London figured she hadn’t noticed it the other night because she wasn’t close enough to see brands.

She’d have to look for them at the next lesbian orgy.

Unless there wasn’t another one.  London was here to prevent orgies.  At least the outdoor ones.  The wacky lesbians could orgy away indoors.  Have fun!

London caught up a little – not too much! – to get a good look at the brand.  What does a submissive woman have branded onto their side?  There was no satisfying or good answer to that, none that justified the branding, but London wanted to know.

It was… the outline of a mouse?  A small mouse with big ears and a long tail. 

Weird.  Was it because submissives were weak and mouse-like, prey for predators?


Chapter Nine

London followed the female submissive butler into a large inner area of the mansion.

To one side of the mansion's ground floor, the side furthest from the new Pipkens house, there was a huge room, lofted with high windows and lots of polished wood.  There was nice furniture scattered all over, recliners and deep-cushioned wide couches, like it was a hang-out area.  A gigantic flatscreen television was mounted halfway up the wall on one corner of the rectangular room the size of a tennis court.

London thought it would be a great place to watch a football game with a huge group of friends.

Or for watching whatever – or whoever – was put in the enormous cage!

Yes, a cage.  It looked like a birdcage, but one sized for an ostrich.  It hung from a hook in the ceiling that looked like it would make a decent anchor for a ship at sea.  It was easily big enough to fit a human.  Maybe three humans without touching, and they would be able to stand fully erect.

There was a door on it.  One big enough for a human to get through though they’d need to stoop as they went in.

The bottom of the cage was seven feet above the floor.  The cage did not have a floor, just more bars crisscrossing.  Whoever stood in in the cage would need to be careful where they stepped.  To one side, up against the wall, was a narrow wooden movable staircase set on wheels.  It was obvious that this would be wheeled into place for cage occupants to climb up or climb down.

The door to the cage was unlocked but there was a big padlock in the open position hanging from a metal bar next to the door handle.

London slowed to a stop.  She did not want to go near that thing.  No one could lock her in there if she never got too close to it!  That was just plain good logic!

As alarming as the big cage was, gear on the wall next to it was just as alarming.  Sex toys!  Whips!  London supposed whips and sex toys were the same thing to the people who used this cage.  There were dildos, crops, sticks, handcuffs, vibrators, candles, wands that might be vibrators, and what looked like leg manacles.

London wondered if one of the whips hung on that wall was the one that made the marks on the female butler’s body.

“Hello, beautiful neighbor.”

London startled.  There was another woman in the room, on the other side.  London hadn’t noticed her because the cage thing took her immediate attention.

The woman walked towards her.  Unlike the “female butler” and unlike everyone London had seen on the beach, she was fully dressed, dressed normally, and did not wear a mask.  She had short reddish-brown hair, very short but feminine, not butch.  She was extremely attractive for her age.  London thought the woman was perhaps ten years older than her mom.  So she was maybe in her early fifties.

“Uh, hi.”  London wasn’t going to say, “Right back at you.”  She wasn’t in the habit of calling women she’d just met beautiful.  Even though this woman was beautiful, she’d refrain because she knew Robina Walker was a lesbian. London did not want to give the wrong impression!

The woman’s tone did not sound sarcastic, but her words were, “Beautiful and eloquent as well.  Lucky me.”

London saw the female butler exit the room.  Her ass was so incredible it was distracting even to a solid heterosexual like London.

Now she was alone with the other woman.  It must be Robina Walker.  London wasn’t sure what she’d expected, but not this.  Robina was vibrant with beauty.  Despite what she observed on the beach the other night, London still had the idea stuck in her head that lesbians were not as likely to be good-looking. 

London wasn’t sure if it was good that she was alone with this woman.  She didn’t care for a nude female butler hanging around but being alone with Robina Walker felt… too intimate.  Assuming this was Robina Walker.  But why assume?

“Are you Robina Walker?”

“In the flesh.  You’re one of the daughters?”

One of the daughters?

“My family moved in next door.  My mom, my sister, and I.”

“Welcome to the neighborhood.  You’ve upgraded the beauty of this lake with your presence.  I took the liberty of viewing my new neighbors thru binoculars.  Sheila Massey told me you were three beauties.  I verified it.  She is right.  You have beautiful faces and beautiful bodies.”

That seemed creepy!  It would be if it was a guy saying those things.  Based on what London saw the night before last, what she allowed to take place on her beach, Robina Walker must be a lesbian, so when she said those things, it was just as creepy as a guy saying the same thing.  Maybe creepier based on the leather gear, the BDSM vibe, the branding, the nude butler in the daytime, etcetera.

London guessed she was supposed to say something and decided on a little sarcasm in return for the earlier comment, “Thanks for noticing.  Appreciate that.”

Robina walked slowly closer.  London felt like danger was approaching.  She felt her hackles raise.  Imminent threat!

But Robina did not sound threatening, “Unlike most, I place more importance on beautiful bodies than on beautiful faces.  Like this one who guided you here.  She’s wearing a mask.  As well, facial expressions can be distracting from the matter at hand.  Sexually, I mean.  In most places, people’s faces are uncovered all the time – excluding pandemics – and the bodies are covered up.  The reverse is true here.  Here at my haven, the faces are sometimes covered and the bodies are not covered.”

London did not buy that, for an obvious reason, “Your face is uncovered, and your body is covered.”

“Are you saying you want to see my body?”

“No!”

“Don’t look so freaked out.  It’s good I’m not easily insulted.  The rules are not for me.  Well, they are for me, but not for me to obey them.  It is for others to obey my wishes.  Poor people, stupid people, same thing, they need the direction of the rich.  The poor people – people like you and your mother and sister, doubtless – do not know what to do with themselves.  Rich people like myself, not all of us but some, know what to do with other people.  We maximize the human resources around us.”

The woman’s arrogance boggled London’s mind!  Robina sounded like she regarded humans like cattle!

She did have a female butler branded like cattle….

Robina smiled winningly, “For the record, I think you would enjoy my body.”

“I’ll pass.”

“For now.  A woman often goes from no interest or active dislike to begging for it.  Sometimes quite rapidly!  Perhaps in a few days you’ll beg.”

London did not bother responding to that.  She would not give that idea any of her time and attention.

London was surprised the woman made no secret of her predilections and intent.  Of course, the cat was out of the bag when London saw the big cage and the sex toys and whips.  Or probably it was out when London saw what they did on the beach the other night. 

Still, Robina Walker knew London was coming.  She could have met her at the door or had the female butler take her to a room without sexual overtones.  Assuming there were any in this mansion.  Oh, and she could have had her female butler put on some clothes!

London had expected shame or at least secrecy.  But Robina made no secrets of anything.  She seemed entirely shameless. 

London wondered if Robina was one of the boss women from the beach the other night.  She must be.  The hair length and color matched up with one of the first set of women who’d sat in the chairs while the racing submissives, post-race, orally pleased them.

“Did Sheila Massey tell you why I’m stopping by today?”

“She did.  I gather you peeped at our soiree the other night and rudely did not come over to offer your services.”

“Offer my services!?!  You mean, like, to have sex?”

“Of course.”

“I’m not interested in… that stuff.”

“Come now.  Or, more likely, cum a little later.  Quite soon now.  Oh, and you probably orgasmed that night.  Tell me, did you rub one out while watching or did you wait until you slipped into bed and then slipped your fingers into your pussy under the covers like a pretend good little girl?”

London couldn’t help jerking her face backward slightly.  She was shocked by the language, the boldness, and the accuracy coming from Robina. 

London wanted to deny Robina Walker’s guesstimation but did not want to lie.  Ignoring the accusation seemed like the best option.  A lie might give her away more than it persuaded Robina Walker otherwise.

“I came here to talk with you about the display from that night and to ask you to avoid that kind of… display… in the future.”

“I know.  You did.  What you don’t know is that you also came here for another reason.”

“Uh, you think so?  I don’t.”  London felt more and more flummoxed by this woman.  Something about her staring eyes and the way she now slowly circled around London had London off balance. 

She turned to follow Robina with her eyes at first but felt ridiculous spinning in place.  She consciously held still while Robina slowly circled.  It made London feel quite vulnerable though the threat wasn’t a physical one. London was probably four inches taller than Robina.

Robina purred like a cat, “Yes, I do think so.  In fact, I know so.  You see, I am a woman of vision.  I don’t see the future like a fortune teller, but I see what the future can be.  I know others better than they know themselves.  I always know what I want, and most people don’t.  You can’t get what you want unless you know what you want.  Or someone like me knows it for you and makes it happen. 

“I’ve watched you and your mother and your sister thru binoculars.  You look so different from each other except that you’re all lovely.  But I could tell you are all the same in the way I find of most interest.”

“And that is?”  London tried to sound matter-of-fact, like Robina wasn’t getting to her.  But Robina was getting to her.  London just wasn’t sure in what way. 

Should she be angry at this woman, at her boldness and arrogance?  Should she be impressed by her mansion?  Impressed by her confidence?  Confused by her demeanor?  Intrigued by the strange things she claimed?  All of the above?

“All three of you are submissive.”

Such a false statement and stated with such assurance!  Then again, London bet the rich were super good at that sort of thing.  Most of them got rich thru some sort of sales or cousin of sales, and that required confident persuasion.  A good product at a fair price was secondary to persuasion.

London knew the best denial was a flat, matter-of-fact denial.

“No, we are not.”

Robina acted like she did not hear what London said, but London knew she had.  Robina Walker acted like it didn’t matter what London thought. 

Thought?  No, London knew the Pipkins were not submissive.  She did know that, right?

London bet this behavior by Robina, acting like she did not hear when someone disagreed with her, was a technique to try to get the speaker to question and reconsider their stated position.

London would not fall for it!


Chapter Ten

Robina went on, “One reason I’m so successful – and I’m not only talking about money – is that I know exactly what I want.  That’s how I get what I want.  You have to know what you want to get what you want.  I want it, I know it, and I get it in that order.  And I know what other people want even when they don’t know it.  If what they want but do not know they want lines up with what I want, then I help them get what they want.  They are surprised, but they end up pleased.  And I end up very pleased indeed.”

This lady was a real piece of work!

London sighed a little frustrated sigh, “As I was saying, I am here for a reason, not whatever one you’re thinking of.  I’m asking you to keep the sex, and the nudity, indoors.  Can you do that?”

“I can, yes.  But I won’t.  Why should I?  I share beauty with the world and inspire reactions.  You had a reaction inspired in you the other night.  I know it.  I can tell.”

Could she tell?  This bizarre rich bitch was getting on London’s nerves.  Or something.  London was forced to recall how much she’d reacted the other night.  And then again last night!

London felt unbalanced and like she couldn’t come up with effective responses to the way Robina Walker acted.

London made another little sigh, this one sounding sulky and defeated.  She hated it, “I talked to the Chief of Police about you.”

“Oh, really?”

“Yes.  She was understanding and constructive.  She wanted me to talk with you first.”

“First?”

“To get this resolved.”  London was using the name drop, or, really, the position drop of Chief of Police, as a way to get some results. 

Robina Walker did not look or sound impressed.  Not at first.

But then London thought maybe she was.  Robina did look thoughtful for a moment.  Maybe she was now seriously considering London’s request.

Robina said, “Don’t get me wrong.  I love to get along with neighbors.  Much more along than you can imagine.  But I can’t stand intolerance.  I think you are prejudiced against lesbians.  I cannot reward that behavior.  That is why I have to say no to you.”

“I’m not prejudiced!  It isn’t prejudice to not want to see sex from our backyard.  Or… back lake or whatever!”

“You won’t even admit you rubbed your pussy!  That proves you’re prejudiced.  You’re ashamed you rubbed out a juicy orgasm while watching lesbians.”

London opened her mouth, about to rebel and deny Robina’s statement by loudly proclaiming she had fingerbanged herself and was proud of it. 

She closed her mouth.  She couldn’t say that!

She mentally reset and opened her mouth again to speak, “Just because I didn’t masturbate does not mean I’m prejudiced against lesbians.”

“Hm.”  Robina appeared to consider it.  “I’ll give you a chance to prove it.”

That sounded….

Robina stepped a little closer, stopping her circling and coming up to London’s shoulder, like a drill sergeant talking to a soldier on parade.  But her voice was low and… was that a crafty tone or was it amused?”

Robina asked, “Tell me, what did you first see the other night that caused you… concern.”

“Well, I saw nude women come out of your home through the back door.  There were twelve of them.  I guess you were probably one of them.”

Robina responded, “You were understandably surprised by the nudity.  I get that.  Let’s find when – if! – you were then and are still now prejudiced.  What did you think of the racing?  Did you feel hatred?”

“No.  No, not hatred.  No hatred at all.  I just did not think it was appropriate.”

“Ah, did you feel hatred when the three racers provided cunnilingus to the three Mistresses?”

There was that word again. Mistress.  Something about that title was disturbing and really… grabbed London’s attention.  Mistress was usually used for a man’s side woman, a woman he had regular sex with besides his wife.  But London knew this usage was much different.  These Mistresses did not serve a man.  They served themselves.  (Put that way, she almost had to admire it.)

“No, I did not feel hate when I saw that.  I never felt hate.”

“We’ll see if we can work together to track down the hate.  Just be honest.  How about when the other Mistresses penetrated the subby sluts from behind?  Did you feel hatred then?”

London was shocked by that title; subby sluts.  It was pretty insulting!  But she guessed it was accurate.  Those women were submissive, and they sure were slutty, nude outdoors, masked, having sex with multiple Mistresses at the same time.

“Nope.  No hatred.”

“What about when you saw the sitting Mistresses and the kneeling subby sluts orgasm?  Did you feel hatred then?”

“Nope.”  London thought it was good Robina Walker did not ask if she’d felt a little jealous.  Had she?  Maybe.  If Robina had asked, London would have lied.  Lies in self-defense were justified.  Self-defense was always justified!

“And what about when the subby sluts stuck their subby slut heads into the sand?  What about then?”

“No.  Nope.  No hatred!  No hatred for the… ah… subby sluts.”

“And when the other three subby sluts cleaned the strap-ons with their mouths?  And then they also licked Mistress pussy?  While they rubbed their subby slut pussies?  Did you feel hatred at any time right up until you saw the last sexy ass disappear into my home?”

Those asses were sexy.  Robina was right about that.

Oh, she was supposed to answer!  Why was she daydreaming about lesbian stuff from the other night?  It made no sense on multiple levels.  She had to keep her head in the game.

She couldn’t afford to… stick her head in the sand, so to speak.  Like the subby sluts did the other night.

What would that be like?  That much humiliation in front of that many people?

London forced herself to focus.  Jesus, pretty soon the rich neighbor bitch would be snapping her fingers in front of London’s face to get her attention back on target.

“I felt no hatred at any time.  From start to finish.  All the way until the last one went inside.  I never felt any hatred at all.”

Robina Walker smiled widely, “I tend to believe you.  I think you were too busy feeling aroused and probably feeling your pussy and probably feeling a lovely orgasm to feel any hatred.”

“What!?!”  This sudden turn disconcerted London.

“You didn’t mean to, but you just admitted you watched every minute from start to finish.  That was at least half an hour, maybe an hour, of you watching an all-female orgy.  I don’t think you’d do that if you felt hate.  I also think you wouldn’t do that if it didn’t turn you on.  And I don’t think you’d watch that long, turned on, and not rub your pussy.  It’s my experience that subby sluts have poor self-control.  They go where their urges take them.  Mistresses such as myself are guided by our minds.”

London mentally scrambled to free herself from this word trap she’d walked into.  Was she caught?  Did Robina Walker really know she’d rubbed one out while watching?  No, no, she could not know.  Walker was only guessing. 

It was an accurate guess!  It was so disconcerting!  And so embarrassing!

Robina could not prove it.  That was a relief.

But Robina did not need to know it was true.  Just thinking it was true made London look bad.  And what had Robina insinuated she was? A subby slut!  Like those crawling, licking, racing submissive women!  Robina thought London was one of those. 

And she thought London got off on watching lesbian sex!  London would swear she didn’t.  Then again, she had watched and masturbated.  So she had gotten off on it.  It was getting pretty confusing!

“Just because I watched everything does not mean I masturbated!”

There!  London liked that answer.  It was a denial but without lying.  She hadn’t quite said she hadn’t masturbated, but it would make Robina Walker think she hadn’t masturbated.  Hopefully.

Robina did not press her on that, but she did press her in a different way, “That’s too bad.  If you’d watched and rubbed one out, then I’d be convinced you did not hate lesbians.  But now, it’s still up in the air.”

Shit!  Now London thought maybe she should have admitted she’d masturbated.  But who admitted that?  Ever!  And that wasn’t this lady’s business!  That was private!  And shameful.  Rubbing out an orgasm while peeping at a lesbian orgy?  No, there was no way London could have admitted that. 

Robina said, “I’ll tell you what.  Currently, I cannot consider granting your wish to keep sexual activity here indoors.  Not when you might be prejudiced against lesbians.  I simply cannot reward such a negative.  But!  I will give you a chance to prove you are not prejudiced.  Oh, and also to pay me back.  Come with me.”

Again, London did not like this idea of proving she wasn’t prejudiced against lesbians.  How can anyone prove that?  The only thing she could think of was by engaging in lesbian sex.  No, thank you!  In general and specifically with Robina Walker.  Robina was older than London’s mom!  But, even if she wasn’t, hello, London was not a lesbian.

London also didn’t like and did not understand Robina’s add-on that London needed to pay her back.  London did not owe Ms. Richie Rich any money!

London reluctantly followed Robina Walker.  They better not be on their way to a bedroom!

They hadn’t gone far before London’s nervousness got the best of her, and she blurted, “We better not be on our way to a bedroom.”

Robina kept walking, laughing, and then said, “Why do so many people assume sex has to take place in a bedroom?”

Well, that wasn’t comforting at all!

Robina led her to the back of the mansion.  London was startled by the lavishness.  The outside of the mansion mostly looked like stuffy old-school wealth, but the inside was modern-looking.  And kinky!

Robina opened a door that led to an area that was both indoors and outdoors.

Across half the back of the mansion, the part further from the Pipkins new home, was a big indoor pool.  It was set far down in the ground.  Robina and London went down a dozen steps to reach the surrounding cement.  One end, the far end from the Pipkins’ new home, had a huge open archway leading to the outdoors.  There was a channel of deep water there, so deep London could not see the bottom. 

The channel led to the lake.  The water in the indoor pool was from the lake.  London thought that was odd.

The walls were brick so, from the Pipkins’ house, it looked like a simple walled rear of the mansion, but like the ground floor stuck out much further than the upper floors.  The channel of water leading from the lake was concealed from the Pipkins’ house by a small wooded area with thick undergrowth.

London blinked at the sunlight.  She guessed it wasn’t really an indoor pool.  There was no roof.  If it rained, the rain would fall in the pool.  But you could walk around the perimeter of the house and you wouldn’t see the pool because of the high walls.  Not until you reached the channel running through the archway, and then you could maybe look in from there.  You’d have to swim to get in, and the door they’d come through from the house had a lock on it.  It wasn’t a security risk to Walker’s mansion, but it sure was unusual.

Right away, London thought, “Why’d they use the beach for their orgy on Thursday?  They’ve got lots of water right here.”

Yeah, but no racing in the sand.  Or sand clinging to leather face masks.  Or exhibitionism.  She wondered if Robina and her “ilk” (“ilk” were never good, always bad) had thought about the new neighbors while they displayed themselves.  Maybe that was exactly why they put on the display.

Speaking of displays, there were four women in the pool.  London thought one of them was the female butler, now without a mask.  They all looked naked and they were all pretty.  London noted they were also as young as herself, maybe younger.  They were also too young for Robina Walker, yet here they were swimming around like erotic wannabe mermaids.

Robina gestured towards them, “These beauties were on the beach the other night.  You watched them perform.  So, obviously, they are lesbians.  Are you prejudiced against them?”

“No.  I already told you.  I’m not prejudiced against lesbians.”

“Are you scared of them?”

“Of course not.”  But London did feel a bit outnumbered.  Was that why Robina brought her here?  Five against one?

“I told you I would give you a chance to prove you aren’t prejudiced against lesbians and also a chance to pay me back.”

“Hate to tell you this, I don’t owe you anything.”

“I’m not talking about money.  Here is how you do both things at the same time.  Get in the pool and take a swim.  No one prejudiced against lesbians would ever swim with four known lesbians.  They’d worry they’d get lesbian germs or lesbian cooties or what have you.  See how easy?  Just take a dip.”

London frowned.  This was so stupid.  But Robina had her in a fix.  Clearly, Robina would conclude London was prejudiced against lesbians if she did not get in.  There was no way Robina would keep her bizarre sexual activities off the beach if she thought that London was prejudiced.  Robina had made that clear.

Hell, she’d probably go out of her way to do it more often.  Maybe every night!

London sighed.  She sighed before she even knew for sure that she’d decided to do it.  That sigh notified both of them that she’d do it.  London and Robina knew it at the same time. 

She saw a gleam of triumphant confirmation in Robina’s eyes.


Chapter Eleven

London asked, “Okay, whatever.  It’s a nice pool.  But I didn’t bring my suit.”

Robina smiled and said nothing.

London looked at the four swimming beauties.  They weren’t wearing suits.

She turned to Robina, exasperated, “Really?”

“Yes, really.  Remember, you’re out to prove you aren’t prejudiced against lesbians.”

“Yeah, but then it’s like, I don’t know, skinny dipping with guys or something.”

“Are you getting excited about it?  Is that what you’re saying?”

“No!  I’m saying… I’m saying I wouldn’t do it if there were four naked guys swimming around in the pool.  So why would I do it with lesbians in the pool?”

“I already told you.  To prove you aren’t prejudiced.  Look, I do understand, but you wouldn’t do it with guys because they might talk or think you’re slutty or whatever.  What are we going to say?  How can we look down our noses at you?  Do you see?  What you compare it to a pool with naked men, that’s a false equivalency.”

London thought Robina Walker might have a point.  Sort of.

Robina added, “The four women in the pool are total and complete sluts, and yes, I do know they can hear me.  It’s not a secret.  They already know they’re sluts.  They simply can’t think of you as a slut simply for swimming in the nude.  You saw them in action the other night.  They don’t talk about what happens at my place but, even if they did, you are new in town, and they don’t know your friends or whoever.  So there is no risk of anyone forming a bad opinion of you or of any damage to your reputation.”

That did make sense.  London wished it didn’t.  Yes, Robina would have a worse opinion of her if she did not get into the pool than if she did.  In that sense, if she wanted to protect her reputation, she should get naked and get in.

How the hell was Robina Walker doing this?  She made heterosexual London going nude into a pool of lesbians sound perfectly logical!

Robina made her feel ridiculous for hesitating, “Please tell me, and show me, you do not actually think you could get lesbian germs or lesbian cooties by taking a dip in the pool.”

No, she did not think she would get germs or “lesbian cooties” from the four swimming women.

She didn’t tell Robina Walker that.  She knew she would show Robina Walker that.

London decided not to argue over having to do this because she already knew she’d do it.  She liked to swim, the pool looked nice, and she was determined to resolve this outdoor lesbian orgy thing with the neighbors.  She had to do it for Mom.

But she still had a question, “How does my doing this pay you back?”

London saw a sparkle in Robina’s eyes, a little flash of amusement.  London thought it was an at-your-expense kind of amusement.

“Simple, beautiful neighbor.  You saw us on the beach the other night without our clothes on.  It’s the least you can do to return the favor.”

No.  It wasn’t.  She should not have to repay for seeing them naked, repay in the same nudity coin, when she hadn’t wanted to see that nudity in the first place.

London didn’t like that Robina Walker would see her naked.  For some reason, in her mind, she’d only thought about swimming naked while other women swam naked in the same pool. 

She hadn’t thought about Robina Walker seeing her naked.  It was different.  Robina was also basically a stranger, but London at least knew her name and was getting to know her in some sense beyind appearance.  The others were strangers.  There was a difference between nudity among strangers and nudity in front of a near stranger but someone known.

There was an equality with the others in that they’d be as naked as London.

But did London want to be “equal” with submissive lesbians?  That didn’t sound right.

A clothed Robina bothered her more than the nude women in the pool.

If Robina stood around wearing clothes while London did not….

It felt like a power play.  If two people were near each other and one was nude, then the other one automatically had more power.  That was how it seemed to London.

But what could she do about that?  Ask Robina to also take off her clothes?  That would sound all wrong.  London did not want to see her naked.  Although she probably already had seen her naked the other night, though from a distance.

London already knew the answer when she asked, “So you aren’t going back into your big house to… do whatever?”

“And miss the show?  Of course not.  I’ll watch.  You have a pretty face, and you look like you have an ideal body.  Of course, I’ll watch you.”

Fuck.  Well, it was her house.  Or mansion, or whatever.  London decided verification was part of proving she wasn’t prejudiced against lesbians.

She didn’t like how eager Robina looked for the coming show.  London knew she couldn’t let that upset her.  It would only make it seem like she was prejudiced against lesbians.

What did it matter, really, if four nude lesbians saw her in the nude or four nude lesbians and one clothed one?  Was five much worse than four?

Maybe there was a more subtle way to get Robina to put herself on the same level by taking off her clothes.

London asked, “Are you coming in also?”

“You want to see my body again?  Up close this time?”

London blushed, “That isn’t what I meant.  It’s just sort of weird swimming naked with you watching while wearing clothes.”

It was.  London was sure of that.  It was unequal.

Not that she felt like Robina’s equal.  Robina was older, yes, and wealthy, obviously, and those things made for inequality.  Also, Robina had her off balance.  London felt… outsmarted.  She also felt manipulated.

Did she feel manipulated, or did she know Robina was manipulating her?

She knew it!  Robina was manipulating her right out of her clothes!

But knowing Robina was manipulating her did not help her resist the manipulation.  Not in this case.  It was like a trap she knew was there but still had to walk right into.

Walk right into it in the nude….

London did not think it was healthy for a nice heterosexual young woman like herself to be manipulated by an older lesbian, the leather and whips and giant cage in her mansion kind of lesbian.

Not ideal!

Robina told her, “Maybe some other time we can swim in the nude together.”

London murmured sarcastically, “Gee.”

Robina said, “For today, we are developing our relationship.  Our relationship will be completely dependent on and shaped by my expectations.  Your being nude while I am fully clothed sets the expectations nicely.”

London almost shook her head at that.  She nearly scoffed.  She nearly said a few angry words.  Someone needed to straighten out this rich bitch!

Robina Walker talked like today was the start of something, like Robina and her would spend a lot more time together in the future.  And that the time would include London’s nudity! 

Robina was wrong.  London was here to clear up the sex on the beach thing.  She was here to get Robina to keep the lesbian orgies indoors.  That’s it.

London started taking off her clothes.  She kept her eyes on her clothing but sure felt Robina’s eyes swarming her.  Robina even stepped a little closer.  The neighbor Richie Rich bitch wasn’t shy, was she?

London felt shy.  Or embarrassed.  Maybe humiliated.

She’d come over here because of wrongdoing by this woman, and, in not much time at all, Robina Walker had literally talked her out of her pants.  Knowing that was as humiliating as actually getting naked under the watchful eyes of a clothed lesbian.

Already topless, having set her shirt and bra on a nearby chair, London pushed down her pants.  They were tight, so she hopped a little and struggled a little.  Her face reddened.  She bet Robina Walker liked the show.  She felt awkward as hell, and knew she must look both silly and sexy at the same time.

She knew her hops made her large breasts sway and slap.  She was sure Robina, being a lesbian, must think it was sexy.  Robina Walker was probably getting turned on watching her!

She hadn’t come over here to be sexy for a lesbian.  But here she was, putting on a sexy show.

Sexy.  Did she feel sexy?  Yes, she did.  She couldn’t help it.  As an adult, always when taking off clothes when with another person, it had always preceded sex.  Taking off clothes was pretty much part of sex.  It was a preliminary and a prerequisite.  Hard to have sex with clothes on! 

It didn’t matter that no guy was around.  It still felt like she was getting ready for sex.

It didn’t help that Robina stood so close.

Or that Robina watched her so intently.

Or that she knew Robina was such a lesbian.

Or that Robina had called her beautiful and made her appreciation known.  Yes, London knew she was pretty, but there was something about someone telling her the already-known, that one, that was a turn-on.  It made her want to put on a display.

She didn’t want to want to put on a display to Robina Walker, though!

She guessed it didn’t matter what she wanted.  She was going this and taking off all her clothes whether she wanted to or not.

There.  Done.  Totally naked.  Even her socks were off.

Robina turned toward the pool and called out through cupped hands, “Sluts!  You have a new friend to play with.  Have you ever been to London?  Probably not.  Now London has come to you.  This sexy girl is named London.”

Did Robina have to make a production out of this?  London guessed she did.

Did Robina just call her a girl?  She had!  London hated that.  She wouldn’t care if it was a friend, like a girlfriend.  Girlfriend even had “girl” in the term.  But she hated it when a man called her a girl, whether in a sexual approach or just in general.  So she had to hate it when a lesbian did the same thing.

The four nude swimming women swam over and looked up expectantly.  London felt like she was putting on a show.  Or was the show.  Robina Walker wasn’t making it easy on her, this proving she wasn’t prejudiced against lesbians thing.

London was surrounded by lesbians!  Four were looking up at her from the pool.  They had a view of London that a gynecologist would envy.

The only way she could get away from their eyes was to get into the pool which would bring her closer to them.

Robina swept a hand towards the pool, “Go ahead, London.  Get in with your playmates.  I think you’re going to find you have a lot in common with them.”

London hesitated.  Do or die.  In or out.

She had to go in.  She was already naked.  She didn’t take off her clothes for nothing, did she?  She’d look like a fool if she left now.  But she felt like a fool for staying. 

She felt, almost knew it, that Robina was playing her for a fool.  Robina Walker was having fun at her expense, but London felt like she had to go along with it.

London also did not like Robina saying these women in the pool were her “playmates.”  They were not.  They better not try to play with her!  They better stay in some other part of the pool.  Also, the “playmates” thing made it sound like London and the four young women in the pool were children, like Robina was their mother telling them to play.  It was humiliating!

The part of Robina’s statement that London most wanted to scoff at was that crack that London had a lot in common with them.  She guessed they did superficially because they were all beautiful and all nude, and soon London would be swimming in the pool just like them.  But that was as far as the “in common” went.  She hoped Robina understood that.

London stepped over to the little aluminum pool ladder.  She avoided looking at Robina Walker.  She felt like she should make a statement, maybe something flippantly confident, but she didn’t think she could pull it off.

She silently climbed down into the pool and then slipped free of the ladder.

There.  In.

Now what?


Chapter Twelve

Robina clapped her hands rapidly together, like a person would when trying to get a little dog to do a trick.

“Go ahead, London, do your swim-swim.  You can do it.  Yes, you can.”

London looked at her.  Really?

Robina wasn’t cowed by London’s look, “Don’t fear the deep end.  If you drown, all my girls know CPR.  Well, I assume they do.  They certainly know the mouth-to-mouth part.  And the mouth to other parts also.”

Hardy fucking har!

London clarified rebelliously, “I’m a great swimmer.  Don’t worry about me.”

London swam back and forth.  She was conscious of eyes watching her, Robina’s and those of the four women in the pool.  She intentionally kept from looking at them.  But, after a few minutes, she accidentally saw the four women gathered at the edge of the pool, elbows on the cement, at Robina’s feet.

Robina was talking to them.  But quietly.

What was Robina telling them?  Was she telling them to do something?  London did not like this.

They broke the huddle, if it could be called that, and the four swimmers went back to swimming.  They went their separate ways, but London noticed they were on all sides of her like points to a compass.

Robina clapped her hands three times stridently, “London, we have a tradition here.  This lake is inhabited by a creature.  Or maybe a spirit.  Or maybe it is both.”

London stilled her swimming, her toes barely touching at the bottom of the pool.  What was Robina talking about?  It sounded crazy.

Robina continued, “It sometimes comes up the channel and into this pool.  It pays a little visit.”

What the hell was she talking about?

“Of course, like all creatures, it must be appeased.  And, if you want it to come visit, you need to know how to call it.”

What the fuck was Robina Walker talking about?

Robina inquired, “You don’t believe me?”

“That there’s some kind of creature living in the lake?  Like what?  A fish?  A turtle?”

“No.  Something mythical.  Something unique only to this lake.”

What else could London say?  “Yeah, sure, riiiiiight.”

“We’ll prove it to you.  We’ll call it here to meet you.  Actually, you’ll prove it to yourself because you’ll call it.”

“Uh, I will?”

“Yes.  It’s tradition.  You’re a guest, and the guest must call her.”

“Her?”

“Yes.  I forgot to mention the creature is a female.  And this is a chance for you to prove you are not prejudiced against lesbians.  The creature is a lesbian.”

London didn’t know what to think, “You’re putting me on!”

“One way to find out.”

“What is this supposed creature?  I mean, besides a female and a lesbian.”

“We call it the Lass Ness Monster.  It isn’t generally seen even when it visits, but maybe you’ll… get lucky.”

London did not like the emphasis Robina Walker put on the words “get lucky.”  It was suggestive of sex.

There wasn’t any fucking creature!  And, if there was, London was not about to “get lucky” with it.

She also didn’t like that she’d had to take off her clothes and get in a pool with lesbians to prove she wasn’t prejudiced against lesbians, and now she had to do something else to prove the same thing.  Robina Walker had moved the goalposts!

London didn’t say anything but gave Robina Walker her best dubious look.

Robina told her, “Here is how you call her.  Stand in the middle of the pool with your arms straight out from your sides.  Look straight up at the sky.  Then yell as loudly as you can, three times, ‘Come make me cum, Lass Ness Monster!’”

London rolled her eyes.  She would look and sound so silly doing that!

The four nude swimming beauties swam to the middle of the pool.  Robina made a go ahead, what are you waiting for, sweeping motion of her hand.

Fuck.  Was she really going to play along with this?

She guessed she had to.  She’d come this far.  She was naked in a pool with lesbians.  But she guessed that wasn’t good enough.  She had to play along a little more.

London swam to the middle of the pool, joining the four lovelies there.  It was a bit shallower than where London was before.  She stood on the bottom of the pool, and her breasts floated on the water's surface. 

She didn’t like any of this.  She didn’t like how her four lovely “pool buddies” were so near and assembled all around her like sexy points of the compass.  Sexy North.  Sexy East.  Sexy West.  Sexy South. 

She wasn’t prejudiced against lesbians – she wasn’t! – but she did not like four naked ones almost within touching distance all around her and while she was also naked.  She looked from one to the next and twisted around to see the one behind her.  There was no way to watch them all at the same time.  That was disconcerting.

She looked at the black-haired one to her left.  The woman had quite the body.  Perfect tits.  Were those real?  She was so pretty she should be a model.

The others were just as beautiful.  A brown-haired beauty across from her and two blondes.

She bet a guy would give up his left nut to be where she was now.  She’d happily switch places with the guy if he was anywhere but here.

But, uh, no guy was around.  That was the problem.

More and more, London wished she had nothing to prove or that it was already proven.  She wished she could tell Robina Walker about masturbating while watching them have lesbian sex on the beach the other night.  That would possibly convince her that London was not prejudiced against lesbians. 

But there was no way London could ever admit to that.  Besides, it might make Robina think she was more than just not lesbian-biased, that she was actually open to lesbianism personally.

Which she was not!

London looked at Robina and gestured around at the four nude beauties, “Could you tell your… whatever they are… to move away?”

“Ooooo, that sure sounds lesbian-biased!”

“Okay, whatever.  No big deal.”

“They are there to help anyway.”

“Help how?”

“You’ll find out.  Now remember my instructions and go ahead and call the Lass Ness Monster.”

London felt a flash of something.  Some intimation.  She couldn’t put her mental finger on it, but it was a powerful feeling that something was wrong with this, that she should not do what Robina Walker told her to do.

Robina and the four beauties in the pool all looked so intensely expectant.

It was silly, though.  There was nothing to be scared about.  It was only some silly words.  She’d feel like an idiot and like a coward if she couldn’t say a few words three times.

She knew there wasn’t any “Lass Ness Monster.”  It did not exist.  It could not exist. 

They were putting her up to this just to see if she’d punk out!

London was not a punk, and she was not a coward.

She spread her arms straight out, just above the pool water, and looked straight up.  Then she yelled out loudly and clearly so they wouldn’t claim the Lass Ness Monster could not hear her and then make her go through this silliness all over again.

The words were really naughty and made her ears burn.

“Come make me cum, Lass Ness Monster!”

“Come make me cum, Lass Ness Monster!”

“Come make me cum, Lass Ness Monster!”

Having to do this embarrassing act and focusing on getting it right, with her arms spread out straight and face to the sky and yelling loudly, took up all of her attention.

She felt two hands tangle in the hair at the back of her head.  They tangled in, got good grips on handfuls of hair, and pulled down just hard enough to keep London’s face pointed toward the sky.

Oh, Hell no!  One of these sluts was making contact with her? London wouldn’t put up with it!

She would have turned as much as she could and grabbed at the hands, pulled them free, or, failing that, kicked some ass.

But she couldn’t!

The women on either side of her, a fraction of a second after London’s hair was grabbed by the woman behind her, grabbed her arms.  They did it in a way London was familiar with from some police training videos she saw back when she’d thought about becoming a patrol officer instead of a dispatcher.

They each grabbed a wrist with one hand and put their other hand palm up under London’s elbows.

These holds locked London’s arms in the open and spread, straight position.  She could not use her strength, her biceps, to curl her arms.

She was stuck!

What was this?

All they were doing was making her hold the same position she was already in.  Was that what Robina Walker meant about them helping out?

Jesus.  Just fucking ask!  London would have held her position if Robina had told her to hold it.

London did not like anyone touching her without permission, especially naked lesbians in a pool.  And she hated that one of them had double handfuls of her hair.  That fucking hurt!

She protested or at least tried, “Let go of my—”

“Quiet!” yelled Robina.  “Don’t ruin it.  Be quiet and wait to see if she comes.”

What the fuck?  Wait for an imaginary creature to show up?  Held in place by three lesbians until this never-going-to-happen event takes place?

A few moments passed.

Robina Walker announced, “She approaches!  I see the waves!  She is here tonight!  The Lass Ness Monster heard your plea, London.  She’s come here for you.”

This couldn’t be real!

London heard splashing in front of her.  Not far away and getting closer.

The “Lass Ness Monster” was coming…?

The Lass Ness Monster heard her plea… and is coming for her….

Oh fuck!  Oh, fuck no!  London recalled her plea stated three times.  She hadn’t taken it seriously, of course, and hadn’t given it much thought beyond that it was so silly.

But that was a really bad plea if there really was a lesbian Lass Ness Monster!

She’d begged for the Lass Ness Monster to come and make her cum!  It sounded like the first thing was happening!  The Lass Ness Monster was coming, and her purpose might be to make the second thing happen!

More splashing.  Closer.  Louder.  Water droplets landed on London, many of them raining down on her face.

The Lass Ness Monster must be right fucking there!

Robina Walker intoned, “Behold!  The Lass Ness Monster gifts us with her presence!”

London couldn’t behold shit other than the sky above her.  The grips in her short hair were right down by the roots and so powerful they felt like they were pulling some of the hair out by the roots.  London did not have any way to move her head.  She couldn’t get a look at the Lass Ness Monster!

London felt fear.  A previously almost unknown feeling to her.

The splashing reached a furious pitch, water going all over, fountaining up in front of London, and much of it landing on her face.  London sputtered and tried to clear her eyes of water with her hands but rediscovered her arms were held and locked in position.  She tried to blink away the water,

Robina announced, “I see from her behavior that the Lass Ness Monster will grace you with the honor of feeding.  It is a great honor!  She will feed upon you!  Certainly, this will prove you are not prejudiced against lesbians.”

London yelled out, “Wait, wait, wait!”

She wasn’t sure how this creature planned on feeding.  The old-fashioned way on her flesh?  London did not want to die!  Especially not as a snack for a lake monster!

She felt the woman behind her jerk powerfully and steadily on London’s hair.  London bent over backward.  She had no choice.  Her hair went into the water, and then the top of her head was covered by water.  Instead of looking up at the sky, she now looked at the naked upper body of the woman gripping her hair.

The women holding her arms kept them locked straight out from London’s body.  London lay on the surface of the water.  Her feet had lost contact with the floor of the pool, and she felt her toes exposed to air and water lapping at her feet.

Soon she felt a lot more exposed and a different kind of lapping!

She’d had her feet nearly together, but she felt something push them apart.  She felt panic.  There was something there!  It pushed her legs apart, and London couldn’t get them back together no matter how hard she tried!

Whoever it was….

Whatever it was….


Chapter Thirteen

The creature!  The Lass Ness Monster was in between her legs!  She felt it’s hands on her thighs and felt it’s body on her inner legs!

Robina sounded delighted, “It appears the Lass Ness Monster has chosen you, London.  You should be honored.  She is taking you up on your invitation.”

Invitation?  What--?

Then London remembered.  She’d said it three times.  But she hadn’t meant it!  She’d never thought there was such a creature! Who would?

Oh no!

London would have tried to say something then, something, but the woman behind her jerked downward on her hair and for a fraction of a second London’s face was under the surface of the water.  Her face bobbed back up to the surface and she sputtered from the dunking and from the sudden surge in sensation between her legs.

The creature!

The fucking creature was… feeding on her!

It wasn’t eating her, thank God, but it was eating her out, no thank you God.

There was a lake creature between her legs… licking her pussy!

London bemoaned that she’d invited this creature, not once, not twice, but three times to come make her cum.  It sure as hell was trying to take her up on her invitation!

It felt… really good.

She couldn’t help it.  She went from bemoaning to actual moaning.

Oh no.  That was so bad.  She failed to use words to communicate and instead squandered her breath on moans.  But they still communicated.  They told the creature that she liked it!

She’d sent the wrong message!

Now the creature would never stop!

That already didn’t sound like such a bad thing.

The creature’s mouth was really active down there.  It seemed to really like eating pussy!

It felt like the Lass Ness Monster knew what it was doing!

Maybe she should let the creature grant her request.  Especially because she had no choice.  And it felt so fucking great!

Oh hell.  London wondered what code this fell under.  Was she now guilty of bestiality?  Was the Lass Ness Monster an animal?  If so, she’d be guilty.  If it was a true monster or supernatural, then she was in the clear.  But then it was scarier.

It didn’t matter if it was an animal or a monster.  Legal issues were the least of her issues.  For all she knew, the monster might literally eat her right after it ate her out.

Didn’t some creatures in the animal world have sex and then eat their sexual partner?  The black widow?

Wow.  Just wow.  The Lass Ness Monster was really fucking great at eating pussy!

London didn’t want to die and hoped it wouldn’t eat her literally afterward but, she had to admit, there were worse ways to go.

It felt like the Lass Ness Monster was intent on making London’s request to make her cum, come true.

It felt like the Lass Ness Monster would succeed…!

London’s head could move a little to either side, she just couldn’t look down her body.  She saw Robina Walker at the edge of the pool, taking off her clothes.  She saw that Robina had an incredibly tight body for her age. 

London, despite all that was going on, noticed something else.

Robina, like the female butler, also had a brand!  It was on her upper right bicep.  It looked different than the mouse brand on the butler, but London couldn’t tell what it was.

Then Robina slid into the pool and London could no longer see her because she could not move her face far enough sideways.  The churning water splashed in her eyes at times, and the exquisite pleasure between her legs made her squint her eyes.  She finally gave up sight altogether and closed her eyes entirely. 

The loss of the distraction of sight made the pleasure from her sex roar higher like a fire getting oxygen from a bellows.  The Lass Ness Monster’s mouth was the bellows.

Robina came into the pool….

Robina was joining them.  No doubt coming closer.

That was… good?  Robina must not be worried that the Lass Ness Monster would eat her.  Hopefully, that meant the monster was not a maneater.  Or a woman-eater.  Only a pussy eater.

A really skillful and enthusiastic pussy eater…!

Then Robina’s face and shoulders floated into view above London.

Robina smiled down at her with almost a kindhearted look.  Or maybe only amused?

“London, you’re doing such a good job giving up your pussy to feed the Lass Ness Monster.  You’re the perfect neighbor.  Neighbors should give up their pussy.  All neighbors should.”

What was Robina trying to say?  It was hard for London to make sense of words.  She kept moaning, and the pleasure from her pussy kept increasing, more than she knew was possible outside of an orgasm.

London wasn’t giving up her pussy!  It was taken!

But… now that it was taken… London couldn’t help it.  She was all for it.  She would not have left if she had the chance to leave.

Hell, she may not have left if she knew for a fact that the Lass Ness Monster would eat her alive right after her orgasm!

Why did Robina stress that word “all?”  Did she think….  What the fuck?  Was she going to try to get Mom and Sydney here in this pool feeding pussy to the Lass Ness Monster?

London would have to make sure that never happened.  But, you know, priorities.  First things first.  She needed to orgasm.

Robina said, “Yes, just like that.  Feed the Lass Ness Monster your pussy.  You are part of her diet.  She lives on pussy.  You were born to sacrifice your pussy to her.  This is your destiny.  This is your fate.”

Not good!  And… not true?

It sort of felt true.  At least, she sure felt a lot.  All those amazing feelings between her legs.  How did the Lass Ness Monster ever learn how to suck a clitoris like that, just right, pulsing the pressure, but not too savage and not too gentle?

The Lass Ness Monster really was beyond human!  She was better at pleasing a pussy with her mouth than any guy London had ever gotten to go down on her.

Robina helped herself to London’s breasts.  She took one in each hand, gently but firmly pushing them around.  They were too big for her small hands, but her small hands bossed them around. Then Robina tweaked at London’s nipples with her thumbs and index fingers. 

Great, now sensation spiked into London from her nipples as well as her sex!  It was getting overwhelming!

London felt like telling Robina Walker that this was a special private moment between London and the Lass Ness Monster and to leave her nipples alone.

But all of London’s breath was put to use for moaning.

Besides, the way Robina pinched and jerked at London’s nipples… felt fucking great!

London tried to make sense of it all. 

This was bad, a terrible situation, so why did everything feel so great?

She didn’t want any of this.  Except the orgasm that felt closer by the moment.  She wanted that!  But she couldn’t have the orgasm without the other stuff.  Did she want this or not? 

Did it matter if she wanted it?  It didn’t seem to matter to anyone else.

Oh, that licking creature!  It was so fucking good at it!

Every woman should have a pet Lass Ness Monster….

Too bad they’re so rare that London had never heard of them before.  Was this the only one, or were there more?

It was still so hard to believe.  There was a Lass Ness Monster between her legs…!

What did it look like?  Did it matter?  If an ugly dwarf could lick this great, and she knew what the dwarf could do, she thought she’d let him lick away as much as he wanted.

The Lass Ness Monster didn’t only lick.  She sucked!  Sucked in a good way!  It was sucking on little mouthfuls of labia up and down London’s sex.

Was the Lass Ness Monster Robina Walker’s pet or what?

Mental gasp.  Or did Robina Walker serve the Lass Ness Monster?  She’d certainly served up London Pipkins to the monster.

Did all these women serve the monster?  The other women held her in place.  They weren’t receiving any direct pleasure.  Were Robina and the other women some kind of monster-worshipping cult?  Was the lesbian orgy the other night like their church mass?  Why didn’t the creature show up on Thursday night?

The creature mouthed nonstop at London’s pussy.  London arched.  She wasn’t trying to get away.  Why get away from so much pleasure?  She was so close to orgasm.  She arched, offering up her pussy to the creature.

The sheer pleasure made London’s thoughts jump around like her mind was on the fritz.

Was this why their new house was so cheap?  Property depreciation due to monster proximity?

Didn’t the realtor, Sheila Massey, have a legal obligation to inform them a monster lived in the lake?  Did Sheila know about the Lass Ness Monster? 

Should London report Sheila to the National Association of Realtors?

Wait….  Sheila seemed like a lesbian.  Robina Walker and her… party friends… were lesbians.  The Lass Ness Monster was for sure a lesbian!  Female monsters who ate pussy were still lesbians, right?

Sheila sold them the house.  Sheila sent London to Robina.  Sheila called Robina and warned her.  Robina was ready to feed London to the creature.  She already had the other women in the pool when London arrived.

It was all coming together for London.  About as fast as her cum was coming together.

The creature between her legs found and tongue-pummeled London’s clitoris.

Oh fuck. 

So good. 

Oh fuck. 

So fucking good.

Robina jerked at London’s nipples like she was trying to jerk off tiny cocks.  She leaned over London and looked down into her face, forcing eye contact.

Then she spoke, “The Lass Ness Monster is not here to serve you.  You serve her.  You’ve served up your pussy, but you need to serve her with your words.  Tell her what she wants to hear.”

Whaaaat?  London wondered what the Lass Ness Monster wanted to hear.  She didn’t wonder if she should say something, only what she should say to her or it.

Before she could stumble out words to ask Robina, Robina supplied the answer.

“Tell her your pussy is all hers.  Tell her your pussy now belongs to her.”

What…?

London couldn’t say that.  London would never say that!

“You better tell her, or she’ll stop feeding on your pussy.”

Okay fine!  Obviously, London absolutely had to say it!

London felt so much pleasure that she didn’t even feel embarrassment as she said it, “My pussy is all yours!  My pussy belongs to you!”

It seemed like the fantastic licking got even better.  Those words were worth saying!  You had to do whatever you had to do to keep the Lass Ness Monster licking your pussy.  That was just a fact of life.

Robina whispered more instructions and London was in no mood and no mind, what little mindfulness she had left, to refuse anything.

“I’m the Lass Ness Monster’s representative on land.  As such, she wants you to call me Mistress.  Do you understand?”

“Yes!  Yes, Mistress!”  London could scarcely believe that passionate voice of desperation was her own.  She couldn’t believe she’d used that terrible word that held so much power in such an intimidating way.  Mistress. 

“That means you must always obey me at all times.  No matter what.  Even if the Lass Ness Monster isn’t here.  Even if you don’t want to.  Do you understand and agree to that?”

What the…?

No.  London knew she couldn’t agree to that.  Well, at the least, she shouldn’t.  That could lead to all sorts of crazy stuff.  She just wanted an orgasm.

Robina noted London’s reluctance, “You have to agree, or the Lass Ness Monster will have no interest in pleasing your pussy.  I mean, the pussy that used to be yours but now belongs to her.”

That wasn’t true!  Was it?  The Lass Ness Monster was just a monster with an appetite for pussy, right?  She probably did not understand the words they spoke.  The Lass Ness Monster did not care if London obeyed Robina Walker!

But then the Lass Ness Monster stopped licking.

Oops.

London guessed she’d miscalculated.  She’d underestimated the Lass Ness Monster’s intelligence.

Shit.

Fuck.

She had to have that orgasm!

She needed that monster mouth back on her pussy!

“I’ll do it!  I’ll obey you, Mistress!  I’ll do anything you say!  No matter what, Mistress!”

It was a monstrous commitment, but it brought the monster mouth back to committed work on London’s pussy.

And London was sure she’d have a monstrous orgasm soon!

Robina pinched London’s nipples.  Was that a reward or a punishment of some kind?  London did not know.  It could be either one.  It hurt and it felt great.  That monster mouth on her pussy made everything sound and feel great. 

Pinch her nipples?  Great! 

She’d promised to obey this older woman she’d just met, some kind of monster-serving dominant lesbian?  Great!

London knew she wouldn’t think these things were great a few minutes after she had her orgasm.  She’d be walking around with hurting nipples and with the unwelcome knowledge that she had a Mistress as old as her mom. 

But that would come much later than the present moment.  That was after the all-important orgasm.  Who cared about the rest of her life?  Not London!  She was all about the here and now!

Robina was finished making London make unwise commitments.  London knew that because Robina’s mouth was otherwise occupied.  She had London’s tits in hard handfuls, bulging the nipples upward and outward, maximizing their surface area and vulnerability. 

Robina sucked one tit tip into her mouth, the nipple, the aureole, and more.  She sucked hard, so hard that her mouth slurp-popped off as she pulled her mouth away.  But she only pulled it away in order to latch onto London’s other tit top.  She sucked hard at it also!

London felt dizzy with lust.  A monster was eating out her pussy, and a human monster, a woman with monstrous demands at least, was feeding on London’s tits!  All while three other woman held London in place.  Not that they needed to.  You could not have paid London to leave at that point.

London had an epiphany.  This was an orgy!  Another lesbian orgy!  And she was the star attraction!

She was the main dish….

London yelled but not for help.  She yelled as she orgasmed.  Her yells quavered into a scream cry of joyous pleasure.

It was the best orgasm of her life.  It was the scariest orgasm of her life.  It was the only lesbian orgasm she’d ever had. 

She thrashed and flopped.  Waves splashed away and back over her.  She felt like she was drowning in pleasure.  On her back, not floating on the water, but floating in pleasure.

The Lass Ness Monster didn’t stop.  She kept feeding.

London didn’t stop either.  She kept orgasming with less time between each orgasm but every one of them bigger than any she’d ever had before.

The End

Sequel on the way!  It’s a must!

Is there really a Lass Ness Monster?

Is Robina Walker really London Pipkins’ Mistress now?

Will London honor her unwise and dishonorably passion-forced commitments?

How long will Robina keep London at her mansion?

If let go, is there any way London would ever come back?

Is there a plan to dominate all of the Pipkins women?

Is the realtor, Sheila Massey, also a lesbian and on team Lass Ness Monster?
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“The Lesbian Orgy Next Door” series: 

ATTACK OF THE LESBIAN LASS NESS MONSTER 

Helena Pipkins and her two adult daughters, London and Sydney, move into a new lake home that seems too good to be true.  It is too good to be true.  Their one neighbor has lesbian orgies on the beach next door to them.  London enters the jaws of the new neighborhood's dominant lesbian’s mansion to get her to stop the outdoor orgies.  She does not suspect she will soon be at the mercy of a different set of jaws, allegedly belonging to a mythical lake creature Robina calls the Lass Ness Monster. 

The “New Nude Neighbors” series: 

A SHOCKING LESBIAN SLEEPOVER 

Scarlett Hartley and her adult daughter, Sapphire, are relieved when the creeper next door moves away.  Except it soon turns out the newcomers, Francine and Felicia Sorrelson, might be worse.  The Sorrelson are dominant lesbians.  They’ve moved from Ohio with an eye to acquiring a sexy mother and daughter submissive team in Tennessee.  Why not?  Tennessee is the volunteer state and the Sorrelsons have strong ideas on what they will make the Hartley women volunteer to do.

SO NAUGHTY WITH THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER

Sapphire is stuck in her bedroom with the weird neighbor girl and things are getting more hardcore sexual by the minute.  It’s a lesbian nightmare for heterosexual Sapphire.  Except for all the amazing orgasms.  Sapphire is no lesbian but Felicia is breaking her down and working her over and changing her to suit Felicia’s whims.  Felicia also has her eyes on Sapphire’s mom.  Felicia’s diabolical dominance leads to the most alarming and arousing breakfast of Sapphire and Scarlett Hartley’s life.

TWISTED LESBIAN TEAM UP: MOM AND DAUGHTER

Now that Felicia had a sleepover at the Hartley’s house, a sleepover with little sleep but a lot of lesbian domination, it’s time to return the “favor.” Sapphire has no choice but to go for a sleepover at the Sorrelsons’.  She thinks she’ll have to / get to have more sex with Felicia.  She’s not wrong, but now she’ll also need to satisfy Felicia’s mom, Francine!  Who is more twisted, Felicia or her mom?  The answer is both!  Francine, an experienced manipulator, also plans to involve Sapphire’s mom!

The “Lactating Lesbian Dictator” series: 

LACTATING LESBIAN DICTATOR 

American Ambassador and hot MILF, Margot Parrow, and her adult daughter are stranger’s in a strange land where all the adult women lactate constantly.  The Queen of the Rambikkuns chooses which diplomats other countries, desperate for Rambikkun mother’s milk, send to her.  She chooses only sexy MILFs and requires that they bring their beautiful adult daughters with them.  The Queen wants an international lesbian harem of mother and daughter breastmilk gulpers.  The Queen cares nothing that these women are straight heterosexuals.  Soon many of these female ambassadors will also care nothing about their heterosexuality….

SEDUCING THE AMBASSADOR’S DAUGHTER

With her mom busy getting her tummy filled during a visit to the Queen, Journee is back at her new temporary home, the Ambassador’s Residence.  Two young adult African women are assigned to “liaison” with her.  Well, it turns out the plan to “liaison” her right into a state of sexual submission.  Journee is home alone with the two horny and arrogant African girls.  Can Journee resist them?  If not, in what perverted ways will they make use of her?

SEXUAL DIPLOMACY IN THE LAND OF THE LESBIANS

American ambassador, Margot Parrow, is a redheaded MILF is stuck in the land of lesbians, a tiny new African country with an extremely valuable resource: breastmilk that makes children grow up to be geniuses.  All the countries are competing for this resource but the competitive expectations involve a lot of lesbianism and Margot is heterosexual.  Worse, her young adult daughter is with her in this land of lesbians. They are all dominant lesbians and they are targeting both Margot and her daughter!

FORCED TO SQUIRT

Journee is the youngest daughter of the American ambassador to Rambikku and Journee has problems, two of them with two lactating African beauties.  The first problem is that these two “liaisons” sexually dominated her yesterday.  The second problem is that the two giggling dominants are back this morning to overwhelm and dominate her again!  They plan to dominate her much worse than they did yesterday.  They have a new trick to make Journee’s body perform.  Journee may never be the same! 

“WHITE SAVAGES” IN THE LAND OF THE LESBIANS

American ambassador, Margot Parrow, has to revisit the Queen for another “diplomatic” meeting.  The Queen made heterosexual and confident Margot into an eager lesbian submissive during their first meeting.  Ah, the power of diplomacy!  Margot hopes the news lusts stirred up in her are temporary.  But she worries this second meeting will be much like the last one when the Queen forced her to breastfeed from the Queen and brought Margot to orgasm with her skillful hand.  The good news? This meeting will not be as bad or have as much sex.  The bad news?  This meeting will be worse and will have a lot more sex!

YOUNG ADULT LESBIANS DOMINATE THE AMBASSADOR

Her daughter’s African liaisons have sexually dominated Margot’s daughter and they intend to do the same thing to Margot!  They know just the way.  It involves a traditional bath, a tradition the Queen just made up and made official.  They intend it to be the naughtiest, wickedest, sexiest, nastiest, most intense, and most orgasmic bath Margot has ever taken.  And they’ll have Margot take it with her daughter only yards away!

DEJA DOMINATES THE DAUGHTER (AND THE MOTHER)

The Parrows expected one kind of adventure and are in the middle of a sexual adventure instead.  They expected to command respect from the third worlders but instead have to take commands and are humiliated and are treated like “white savages.”  Even Margot’s diplomatic assistant, Deja, a black woman from America, wants in on the Parrow family.  She wants to dominate both mom and daughter!  Will Margot let her assistant dominate her?  Will her daughter Journee?

BRINLEE COMES TO THE LAND OF THE LESBIANS

The dominant lesbian African country of Rambikku want to seduce and dominate as many beautiful MILF ambassadors and their daughters as they can literally get their hands on.  But they also want to nail all of their daughters if there is more than one.  Margot Parrow, the American ambassador, has another daughter back in America, her eldest, the blonde beauty Brinlee.  They’ve conned Brinlee into coming to Rambikku.  Brinlee has no idea what she is in for.  They want to add Brinlee to their collection of American hotties.

LESBIAN TAMING AND TRAINING A WHITE SAVAGE

Brinlee struggles to maintain her free will and is uncertain how to handle Zurica’s demands and commands.  She wants to obey and she wants the cums to keep coming.  But she shouldn’t!  Zurica isn’t at all uncertain.  She wants this sexy American blonde beauty to be her sexual plaything and she wants Brinlee humiliated and obedient.  She plans to tame and train the white savage and to force her to admit Zurica is her black superior and her Mistress.

TRAPPED IN THE LAND OF THE LESBIANS

Ambassador Margot Parrow and her lovely adult daughters, Brinlee and Journee, are now all in Rambikku, a tiny African country dominated by dominant lesbians.  The question is whether they can ever leave.  Queen Muunu and her crew of crafty cronies have extremely dark plans for the Parrows, but they require the Parrows to betray themselves to fulfill those nasty plans.  Can they pull it off as easily as they pull off the Parrows’ clothing?

“The Hole in the Wall” series: 

THE HOLE IN THE WALL 

Best friends Maya and Cora go to a new nightclub for a fun time.  But they’re in for a lot more “fun” than they ever thought possible.  Their strange sexy flirty server, Kammy, takes them into the hole for a sexual adventure they could never have anticipated and are reluctant, at first, to participate in.  Kammy is a dominant lesbian.  Maya and Cora are independent straight young women.  But Kammy is confident she can make Maya and Cora be the way she wants them to be. 

HANDCUFFED TOGETHER

Their hair is braided together with each other and they are handcuffed with their arms around each other!  Kammy plans to change Maya and Cora, to forcibly adapt them to what she wants them to be.  They don’t want to be changed but they are feeling incredibly submissive suddenly.  Kammy-induced orgasms do that to a girl!  What more will Kammy do to them?  What else will she make them do and make them like? Can they escape?  Will they still want to? 

RETURNING TO THE HOLE

Should a straight woman submit to a lesbian Mistress?  Of course not!  But that doesn’t mean it won’t happen.  Maya is about to return to the hole in the wall inside the nightclub The Hole in the Wall, the scene of her reluctant lesbian seduction and domination.  The reason she thinks she’s going is perhaps quite different than the real reason.  What will happen when she confronts Kammy in hopes of getting her fired?  Surely Kammy the psycho server can’t sexually dominate Maya again when Maya is alert to Kammy’s danger and so angry with her….

SUBMITTING TO THE PSYCHO MISTRESS

Cora is haunted by memories of her unexpected and shocking sexual submission to Kammy the psycho server inside the hole in the wall in the nightclub called The Hole in the Wall.  She was determined never to go back, but after several days of wild self-pleasuring, she is returning.  She just needs a quick answer.  She returns for the answer.  But not to submit!  Never that!  Never again!  Never might not be as long as she thought.

“The Black Masters” series: 

Book 1:  HER DAD’S FIANCEE’S BLACK MASTERS 

Hannah comes home from exploring Europe to find her newly widowed wealthy father already engaged to be married.  His fiancée, Olive, is beautiful, blonde, and big-breasted, just like Hannah.  But they are different in almost all other ways.  Little does Hannah know, but Olive has plans, a dark conspiracy, to turn Hannah into a lover and obedient submissive to black men. Can Olive’s evil plan work? Can she make Hannah behave so naughty and nasty that her dad will disown her?  


Book 2:  HANNAH’S DAD’S FIANCEE DOMINATES HER 

Rich young heiress Hannah Hill saw her dad’s fiancée having sex with black workers at the estate and witnessed her call one of them her “Black Master.”  She wants them off the estate.  But they know she watched and know what she did as she watched.  They want all the Hill money and need to seduce and dominate Hannah to get their wicked way.  Will Hannah win out over her potential stepmother, or will she also betray her father, but in a very different way?

Book 3:  THE SUBMISSIVE HEIRESS

Olive wants to get Hannah’s dad to disown Hannah so that Olive will eventually collect all of the inheritance.  How?  By getting Hannah pregnant with a black baby and by making sure the father is a disreputable ex-con.  Hannah plans to get out of her situation and make Olive go away and take the four black laborers with her – well before the laborers can make Hannah go into labor!

Olive has plans also.  She plans to dominate Hannah in new ways, severe and savage, and intensely arousing ways.  She plans to transform Hannah into a do-anything submissive. 

Book 4:  HANNAH GETS ADULT BABYSAT

Hannah is trying to keep her head above water but keeps finding her head instead between Olive’s thighs.  Blonde on blonde domination and submission.  And Hannah isn’t even a lesbian!  Or she wasn’t….  Olive develops the perfect plan to break down Hannah.  Force her to be an adult baby babysat by none other than the neighbor girl Hannah used to babysit, a neighbor girl whose grown into quite a slut herself. 

Book 5:  HANNAH’S BIG BLACK DATE

Hannah’s dad’s fiancée, Olive, wants total dominion over Hannah, and Olive knows how to deepen Hannah’s submissiveness.  Olive wants a do-anything human sex toy, and she’s chosen beautiful blonde Hannah.  Olive expects Hannah to go on a date with a dangerous black ex-con parolee!  With Olive and another big black man as “chaperones.” Hannah thinks the chaperones may be as bad as her date and have just as much intention to have sex with her.  Three against one.  So unfair!

Book 6:  HANNAH WANNA

Hannah’s dad’s girlfriend, rival to Hannah’s rich dad’s inheritance, has dominated Hannah sexually but that isn’t enough for Olive.  She needs Hannah’s dad to disown Hannah and she thinks the best way to make that happen is for Hannah to get pregnant with a black baby.  Olive has a nasty ex-con lined up to impregnate Hannah but can she make the reluctant Hannah all too cooperative, and induce her to succumb?  Will Tivon add Hannah to his urban harem?  Will Hannah wanna?

“She’ll Take All Three Sisters” series: 

Book 1:  SHE’LL TAKE ALL THREE SISTERS 

Three sisters and one dominant Mistress.  Kennedy Klein, newly discharged from the Army, learns from her older sister, Carter, that their younger sister, Reagan, is incommunicado in the big city of Denver, Colorado.  An attempted visit reveals that Reagan is a submissive in a lesbian relationship with a much older woman. Kennedy and Carter go undercover at a lesbian strip club to save Reagan. But Mistress Sadie knows!  Can Mistress Sadie dominate all three sisters?

Book 2:  DOMINATED AT THE LESBIAN STRIP CLUB

Two heterosexual sisters, one lesbian strip club, and dozens of horny groping and grabbing lesbians!  Carter and Kennedy are trying to save their little sister, Reagan, from lesbian BDSM domination by an older woman.  They are undercover at one of the dominant woman’s strip clubs, trying to find evidence to put her in prison.  But they’re not as undercover as they think and they’re not as covered with clothing as they’d like.

Book 3:  HETEROSEXUAL SISTERS FORCED TO BE LESBIAN SISTERS

Two Klein sisters, Carter and Kennedy, seek to save the third Klein sister, Reagan, from hardcore lesbian submission to a much older domme.  They’ve gone undercover at the domme’s strip club but not all is it seems with their trainers.  Both trainers have huge breasts, wide streaks of cruelty, and far too much understanding and experience with the female body.  They want to continue lesbian training the sisters long after closing time.  Could Carter and Kennedy, instead of saving Regan from lesbian submission, end up each submitting themselves?

Book 4:  EXTREME LESBIAN ADVENTURES FOR THE SISTERS

The two independent still free heterosexual Klein sisters, Carter and Kennedy, are deep under water (and other fluids) getting seduced and dominated by lesbians.  They want to save their little sister, Reagan, from a much older and far too controlling domme but they may need to adjust their goal to simply saving themselves!  Little do the Klein girls know but their trainer at the lesbian strip club, the lesbian dominant spanking them into shape, is the very same dominatrix they seek to save their sister from!

Book 5:  THE SISTERS FACE LESBIAN DOMINATION

The two older Klein sisters, married Carter and ex-Army Kennedy, are undercover working at a lesbian strip club in Denver in hopes of acquiring evidence of illegal activity by their youngest sister’s new lesbian domme, who owns the club.  But they do not know they’ve been set up not only to fail but to be lesbian seduced and dominated.  The domme, Sadie Clark, wants all three sisters, and she is also undercover as one of the women training the older Klein sisters and making them jump through nasty and compromising sexual hoops.

Book 6: OLDEST SISTER TAMED AND LESBIAN TRAINED

Does Mistress Sadie have a nasty plan to lesbian impregnate one of the Klein sisters?  The two older Klein sisters, married Carter and ex-Army Kennedy, are undercover at the Denver lesbian strip club, Juicy’s Big Box, trying to save their youngest sister, Reagan, from lesbian domination.  Reagan’s Mistress, Sadie, is all too aware of their plan and undercover herself as the sister’s trainer at the club.  This can’t end well for the Klein sisters!

Book 7:  MIDDLE SISTER TAMED AND LESBIAN TRAINED

Can the final beautiful young Klein woman avoid a fate of total submission to a cruel and clever domme?  Dominant lesbian businesswoman Sadie Clark has tamed and lesbian trained two out of three sexy blonde Klein girls.  She has the youngest, Reagan, and the oldest, Carter, in states of complete and utter sexual submission.  Can she nail the final Klein sister, Kennedy?  The middle sister could be the biggest challenge.  She’s sexy but tough and an Army veteran.  As they say, sexually conquering two out of three Klein girls isn’t bad but three out of three is even better. 

“Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard” series: 

Book 1:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 

Bellamy must protect a rich young predatorial lesbian seductress whose “social activities” are the seduction of straight women and making enemies!  Dorothe is ravenously hungry to seduce as many women as she can and is delighting in making more enemies, seductions Bellamy will have to witness and enemies she will have to battle.  Dorothe’s mother warns Bellamy that Dorothe will try to seduce her as well.  Sometimes forewarning doesn’t help….

Book 2:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 2

Bellamy Wood, ex-cop private detective, reluctantly persuaded to be a personal bodyguard, is on a year-long contract to guard a spoiled young adult socialite, bratty Dorothe Gerbach.  The problems are many:  Dorothe’s many enemies, Dorothe’s penchant for making more enemies, and Dorothe’s passion as a predatory lesbian seductress who wants to add Bellamy to her stable of submissive women who will do anything for her.

Book 3: LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 3

Wealthy spoiled socialite, Dorothe Gerbach, has seduced and dominated her new lovely bodyguard, ex-cop Bellamy Wood.  Can Dorothe keep Bellamy submissive?  Can Bellamy break free from Dorothe’s willpower, or will she succumb further, losing more of her independence while increasing her orgasms significantly?  What new seductress ploys will Dorothe unleash on Bellamy to tame her to make her perform new sexual tricks?

Book 4:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 4

Ex-cop and current bodyguard, Bellamy Wood, is under rich young heiress Dorothe’s sexual spell.  Bellamy’s younger-than-her Mistress orders Bellamy to seduce and dominate the new sexiest female police officer in the Philadelphia Police Department, Rosetta Wright.  Dorothe wants a second submissive bodyguard!  Bellamy genuinely likes Rosetta Wright and Rosetta’s hero is Bellamy.  Will Bellamy do Ms. Wright wrong?

Book 5: LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 5

Bellamy Wood, ex-cop and current submissive bodyguard, reports back to her young adult Mistress, heiress, Dorothe Gerbach, after her successful seduction of a lovely police officer.  Dorothe intends to reward Bellamy in three ways.  The catch is that her rewards often seem like punishments. Dorothe lucks into an opportunity to seduce and dominate a heterosexual mother and her adult heterosexual daughter, back and forth, simultaneously! Can she pull it off? 

Book 6:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 6

Dominant lesbian seductress, Dorothe, and her newly subservient bodyguard, Bellamy, survived a deadly attack by Noelle who was trying to protect her little sister from Dorothe’s sexual dominance. Noelle is badly wounded and under house arrest.  Dorothe decides it is time to seduce and dominate Noelle as well. Noelle won’t be so dangerous if Dorothe can add her to Dorothe’s lesbian harem!  Will Noelle’s little sister, Lara, betray Noelle and assist in Noelle’s seduction?

Book 7:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 7

The dominant lesbian seductress dominated and took sexual advantage of the sexy Bulgarian maid and now she wants a second helping of her favorite Bulgarian dish. Will Ekaterina be just as vulnerable or even more susceptible?  Can Dorothe make Ekaterina and Bellamy work together for orgasms?  What happens when Ekaterina’s beautiful American supervisor investigates and intervenes?  Can Dorothe turn her good intentions into absolute submission?

Book 8:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 8

Mistress Dorothe has big plans, and her newly tamed and submissive bodyguard, Bellamy, is a star in those plans whether she wants to be or not.  The Lesbian Seductress plans to add to her lesbian harem the hard way by deceiving a black giantess Mistress who hates her and stealing away her top sub, Mistress Dorothe’s “the one that got away,” Flower.  Can Mistress Dorothe pull off her plan?  Can Bellamy submit to new dark sexual delights?

Book 9:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 9

Newly and reluctantly submissive bodyguard, Bellamy Wood, wakes up after hard sex at the BDSM party and seems stuck with a new giant black mistress, Mistress Charanda, bigger and crueler than Mistress Dorothe.  Charanda intends to keep Bellamy and her little friend, too, Emily.  Bellamy intends to get away but, if she can, will it only move her from the sexual frying pan into the sexual fire of further submission to Mistress Dorothe?

Book 10:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 10

Mother’s Day is just a couple days away and Mistress Dorothe knows exactly what she wants to give her mother.  Or who. She’s decided she wants her mother to have a live-in sex maid who will serve her entire life pleasing Dorothe’s mother and laboring for her in both the most twisted and the most menial of ways. The young woman she’s chosen doesn’t know her fate yet and sure hasn’t agreed to it.  Can Mistress Dorothe compel the sweet and sexy Bulgarian Maid, Ekaterina, to give up all her freedoms just to please Dorothe’s mother who she has never met?

Book 11:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 11

Mistress Dorothe wants to lure pretty redheaded police officer, Rosetta Wright, into her web of lesbian domination.  She wants a new member for her lesbian harem and she wants Rosetta’s total sexual submission!  That isn’t what Rosetta wants so only one of them can get what they want.  Who will it be?  Rosetta comes to Mistress Dorothe’s honeymoon suite in the hotel for her second interview to become a high-paid bodyguard for the lesbian seductress.  Her idol, Bellamy Wood, is Mistress Dorothe’s first bodyguard and Bellamy will conduct the interview.  It will be unlike any interview ever done before!

Book 12:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 12

A sexy young adult police officer, redheaded Rosetta walked into Mistress Dorothe's honey trap honeymoon suite for her second job interview to become a female bodyguard for the wealthy socialite. Since walking in, she’s done very little walking!  Well, not on two feet….  Exactly how, cough cough, in-depth is this interview?  Mistress Dorothe is about to make her grand entrance!  What does Mistress Dorothe intend to do to her?  To her body, to her mind, and to her soul?

Book 13:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 13

Police Officer Rosetta Wright comes back to her senses in the honeymoon suite honey trap of Mistress Dorothe.  Or does she?  Mistress Dorothe is not done with her and Rosetta is far too aroused and submissive and cooperative for her own good.  Mistress Dorothe wants her to commit to signing a contract.  Can Rosetta resist committing herself to a life as Mistress Dorothe’s second submissive bodyguard?  Mistress Dorothe likes to have multiple irons in the fire and she has scheduled the new maid, Josefina, for seduction and domination. Can Mistress Dorothe dominate another maid?

Book 14:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 14

The new maid, Josefina, succumbed once to Mistress Dorothe’s advances and what a once it was!  Terrible and wonderful at the same time.  Josefina isn’t even a lesbian!  If she was, she would not want to be a submissive one and would want nothing to do with a racist.  But it is what it is.  It happened.  Now what?  Mistress Dorothe no longer has the element of surprise and Josefina has no intention of submitting again.  However, Dorothe has many other elements other than surprise on her side….

Book 15:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 15

An extra-long extended book to cover all the nasty action!  Dominant lesbian temptress, young Mistress Dorothe, has another wicked seduction plan in motion.  She seduced and dominated the new maid, lovely Josefina, and now she wants a second maid.  Where can she get another sexy subservient maid?  She assumes Josefina has a beautiful friend she can force Josefina to trick into walking into Dorothe’s trap.  She assumes right but a big surprise is in store!

Book 16:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 16

Mistress Dorothe’s plots to give a human being as a gift to her dominant lesbian mom.  Will sexy Ekaterina, the gift in question go through with it? Mistress Dorothe has her new subby maids, Josefina and Valeri, report for rough sexual duty.  They are required to go become strippers at a nasty lesbian strip club.  Sending them to try out and be tried out at the strip club clears the way for Mistress Dorothe to have Josefina’s mother seduced!  On Mother’s Day!

Book 17:  A FRESH NEW SEXUAL DOMINATION

Will publicly and pubic-ly shamed Philadelphia Police Officer Rosetta Wright show up to serve as nude bodyguard for her spoiled young Mistress?  What will her police family do about it now that they know their beloved daughter and sister is a dominated submissive?  There is a possible obstruction in the form of the new lovely member of hotel management.  When Mistress Dorothe runs into a problem like her, she smashes it into submission.  Can she make the problem beauty into a sexual asset?

Book 18:  THE FINAL SUBMISSION

Mistress Dorothe intends to make the mother of a different sex maid become yet another sex maid for her.  Bringing mothers and daughters closer together, that’s Mistress Dorothe’s idea of altruism.  Will Regina follow her daughter, Josefina’s, path into submission? Everyone’s ultimate fate is revealed and sealed!  A big, long, savage, sexy, surprising, orgasmic, nasty, arousing, kinky, wicked, bizarre, passionate, character-driven, action-packed grand finale to the series.

“Seducing the Mother and Daughter House Sitters” series: 

Book 1:  SEDUCING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 

A beautiful mother and her pretty coed daughter agree to house sit at the island mansion of the daughter's new college friend, Bella.  It seems like a dream come true but then Bella's twin sister, Stella, shows up.  She is arrogant and demanding and intent on seducing both the mother and the daughter.  Can she turn the mother and daughter into full service anything goes servants? 

Book 2:  TEMPTING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 

Stella, the bratty young heiress, has the mother and daughter, Angie and Eliza, off balance and beginning to serve her will.  All that Angie and Eliza want is to finish the mansion sitting job on the beautiful island.  All Stella wants is to be their sexual Mistress for life.  Can Stella enforce her will on the mom and daughter and make them want what she wants? 

Book 3:  DOMINATING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 

Angie saw her daughter, Eliza, sexually pleasing Mistress Stella on the speed boat before it went out of view. But Stella had seduced Angie that same morning!  What is Mistress Stella up to?  What really happened on that boat trip?  Most importantly, who does Mistress Stella like the most, the mom or the daughter?  Mistress Stella can't have both!  Can she...? 

Book 4:  CONQUERING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 

Angie Klauson and her daughter Eliza were sexually dominated by the rich adult brat Stella and it certainly caused a new family dynamic.  It's good to share but maybe not sexually. Now Stella's twin, Bella, is coming to the island. Is she different than Stella or will she have the same outrageous expectations?  Do they want her to be different?  What is the awesome fate of the mother and daughter? 

“Tramp Pauline” series: 

Book 1:  TRAMP PAULINE

Pauline is a responsible young shift manager at Fine Burgers. She tries to help a female coworker, Valentina, who is getting dominated every shift by a lesbian coworker. When domme Melody learns Pauline is trying to take away her submissive girl she decides the perfect consequence is to turn the attempted minus one into a plus one. Can Melody be a Mistress for her own Shift Manager?

Book 2: TRAMP PAULINE TRIES TO BOUNCE BACK

Pauline was sexually dominated by a girl she supervises, her new Mistress Melody, who gave her the nickname Tramp Pauline.  Pauline does not want to live up to that name but Mistress Melody wants her to live up to it in every way including bouncing naked on a trampoline for her coworkers. Pauline wants to be a good girl and Melody wants her to be a tramp.  Can they compromise at “good tramp”?

“Black Dominatrix Neighbor” series:

Book 1: BLACK DOMINATRIX NEIGHBOR

Zahra is a middle-aged overweight black woman who has no business seducing and dominating her new young sexy white neighbor girl. Unless she makes it her business. Domination suits Zahra fine but is sexual submission right for Lainey? Lainey tries to be a good neighbor and tries to be friendly with her much older African-American neighbor lady. Maybe Lainey tries a little too hard....

Book 2:  TOO BAD TO BE TRUE

Zahra thinks she has sexual control over Lainey but Lainey thinks differently.  Lainey still thinks she is heterosexual, not submissive, and that interracial sex is not for her.  The nerve of some young and pretty white women!  The apartment building it buzzing with rumors about Zahra and Lainey. Lainey has a plan to deny and defuse the rumors.  Zahra has a plan to confirm them.  And to share Lainey!

Book 3:  SEXUAL REPARATIONS IN THE BIG CITY

Lainey tried to free herself of one Black Mistress only to find herself serving three much older Black Mistresses.  All of them older than her Mom!  They have all sorts of new duties and bizarre orders for Lainey. Including to have her best friend, Mallory, come visit her and to set up Mallory to be brought under their control!  Lainey is a loyal friend... but maybe these new duties would be easier shared....

Book 4:  MALLORY'S INTERRACIAL LESBIAN DOMINATION

Zahra found Lainey's brunette friend, Mallory, very attractive. Mallory does not like Zahra though even without knowing how she treats poor Lainey. Zahra would like to make Mallory eat her smarty-pants words and eat something else also. Maybe Lainey and Mallory could both be sexy goldmine earners for Zahra.  Can Zahra against all odds, make that happen?

“Impossible Seduction” series:

1. IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION ONE:  VOYEUR MOTHER AND DAUGHTER SEDUCED

Three beautiful all-female families are moved into a secluded gated community for a unique opportunity to model together.  However, all is not as it seems.  The two bull dyke photographers actually have a contract and a plan to seduce and tame them all in order to supply them to Saudi harems in return for riches.  The plan takes shape and progress is made.

2.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION TWO:  PEEKING MOTHER AND DAUGHTER DOMINATED

Megan watched what happened with Naomi's daughter Abigail.  Now we find out what Naomi saw when she watched over Megan's daughter, Kaia.  What will the bull dyke Lydia do with Kaia?  Is there anything Naomi can do? What will the dominant dyke team of Gretchen and Lydia do with Abigail who they now have in their clutches in the privacy of their home for hours?

3.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION THREE:  A TALE OF LESBIAN TAMING TWO MILFS

The dominant dyke team of Gretchen and Lydia investigates who made the noise that ruined Lydia's final seduction of Kaia.  It was two of the MILFs!  They see that Megan peeped at Gretchen and Naomi peeped at Lydia and even had the nerve to interrupt her!  They also see how aroused the MILFs became watching.  Now it is their turn to experience lesbian domination!

4. IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION FOUR:  JANELLE VS. REDHEAD MOTHER AND DAUGHTER

Janelle, a once famous model and now the sexual pawn of the dominant dyke team of Gretchen and Lydia, must carry out their assignment to separately seduce both Brooke and Bridget Finn. Janelle must do it to avoid a dark fate but finds she likes it.  Brooke also finds she likes it on the other end of things.

5.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION FIVE: SEDUCED VIA LESBIAN HOME INVASION

Janelle has left the Finn home with Brooke and Bridget in disarray. Gretchen and Lydia saw on their hidden cameras how aroused and ready Bridget is and they mean to take full advantage.  But, to do so, they'll need to engage in some lesbian home invasion.  Fine by them!  Plus, more psychological manipulation and domination of Megan Reynolds.

6.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION SIX:  THE EROTIC EVIL CONSPIRACY

The dominants Gretchen and Lydia invite Abigail over and its an invitation she cannot refuse.  She isn't sure if she wants to.  They seek to isolate her further and make her ever more dependent on their demanding orders.  Megan wants to escape the gated community.  She thinks so. Pretty sure.  But she needs a permission slip from the dominants to leave.  What must she do for it or because of it?

7.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION SEVEN: WICKED MANIPULATION BY DOMINANT LESBIAN NEIGHBORS

Megan, mother of three lovely blonde daughters, decided to leave the gated community that is feeling like a prison. But she had to get past the black lesbian prison parolee “security guards” to escape. They know the phrase that means Megan must obey them.  Janelle, the disgraced former supermodel learns her dark fate.  Brooke serves the dominant lesbian neighbors.

8. IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION EIGHT:  DOMINANT LESBIANS DOMINATE REDHEADED MOM AND DAUGHTER

The cruel wicked dommes Gretchen and Lydia seek to complete their control over the redheaded all-female family, the mother and daughter, Brooke and Bridget Finn. They want to drive them apart from each other while driving them further in to the grip of submission, so submissive that they cannot escape.  More than that, they want to train both of them to orgasm from pain!

9.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 9:  DOMINANT LESBIANS TARGET THE FINAL PIERSON GIRL FOR SEDUCTION AND DOMINATION

Evil Gretchen and Nasty Lydia have more seducing to complete.  Harmony is still innocent.  Her mom and her little sister have already fallen and are submissively following the twisted bizarre orders of Gretchen and Lydia.  Will Harmony join her mom and her little sister in submissive servitude?  Can Gretchen and Lydia complete an oh so dirty “clean sweep” of the Pierson family?

10.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 10:  SEDUCTION AND DOMINATION AND SUBMISSION AS THE DOMINANTS GO AFTER THE BLONDE DAUGHTERS

Gretchen and Lydia, the evil lesbian dominants, have blonde mother Megan Reynolds under their control.  Now they want her three daughters!  They decide to make the mother help out!  Can Megan resist or will she cooperate?  Megan and Janelle also need to keep sexually satisfying the much younger black lesbian guards. What is planned for Megan's daughters Lilliana, Julissa, and Kaia?

11.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 11:  TWO OF THE BLONDE DAUGHTERS ARE IN THE HOUSE OF THE DOMINANTS.  CAN THEY ESCAPE WITH THEIR LESBIAN VIRGINITY?

Dominant lesbian Gretchen had the middle blonde daughter right where she wants her.  Right between her legs!  Julissa still struggles for independence and against her own arousal.  Meanwhile her older sister, Lilliana, is in the basement with the other photographer, the oh so dominant Lydia.  Lilliana is older than her sister and Lydia is even less attractive than Gretchen. Will it matter?

12.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 12: YOUNG ADULT KAIA'S INTERRACIAL LESBIAN DATE WITH DARK SUBMISSION

Of the three mothers and six daughters, only Kaia has not been seduced, dominated, tamed and trained.  Kaia, the youngest blonde daughter, is the final hold out. Kaia's compromised mom forces her to go on a “friendship date” with Quiesha, one of the ex-felon black lesbian guards.  Quiesha has expectations for this date to be a very friendly “friendship date” indeed!

13.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 13:  KAIA'S INTERRACIAL DATE BECOMES A THREESOME AND SHE SUBMITS TO DOMINATION FROM MISTRESS LYDIA

Young adult Kaia, still only a teenager, is in the middle of “friendship date” with a black girl that had gotten far too friendly. Her own mom set her up for this dark seduction and Kaia was defenseless.  Now, after having submitted to dominant Quiesha, Kaia has a new Mistress and she is even more defenseless!  Quiesha intends to share her with the giantess Ladonne and wicked Lydia.

14.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 14:  NEW LESBIANS TAMED AND TRAINED BY NEIGHBOR MISTRESSES, BLACK LESBIAN DOMINATION OF SUBMISSIVE BLONDES

The entire blonde all-female Reynolds family are stuck in a submissive sexual fog that keeps getting thicker and more compromising.  Megan Reynolds and her youngest daughter, Kaia, are both being sexually used inside the black lesbian guards' house.  Megan's two eldest daughters, Lilliana and Julissa, are stuck in the house of the dominant photographers just a few houses away from them. 

15.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 15:  YOUNGER AND OLDER LESBIANS, DOMINATION AND SUBMISSION, MOMS SUBMIT SEXUALLY 

The grand finale conclusion of the Impossible Seduction Saga!  Not all the submissives really think they are submissive!  Also, the dominants require more and more and go to further extremes.  Could they go too far and spark a rebellion?  Can the dominants keep all three all-female families entirely under their sexual control? Will the mothers have sex with each other's daughters? 

“A Lesbian Orientation” series:

1.  CARA TRIES TO BE A GOOD EXAMPLE

Cara agrees to live with Mindy Short in order to be a positive example to her regarding the benefits of heterosexuality versus Mindy's lesbian nature. Instead of Cara having a positive influence on Mindy, the opposite occurs, and Mindy begins to influence Cara in dark negative sexual ways. What can Mindy change about Cara?

2. CARA'S LESBIAN SEDUCTION

Mindy's influence over Cara expands as Mindy completes her lesbian seduction of the former prom queen.  And more!  Mindy doesn't just want Cara's submission.  She wants to show her total control by making Cara become her human sex pet!  Can Cara keep her humanity?

3.  CARA BECOMES HER ROOMMATE'S LESBIAN PET

Mindy has decided her little “good example” Cara should be kept naked, wear a collar, even wear a “tail”, and act like a doggy.  She also has decided to share Cara with others for sex.  What does Cara think about that?  And... does Mindy care?  Will Cara admit Mindy is her Owner?

“Teen Lesbians Taking Over” series:

1.  TAKING OVER MRS. GREENWAY:

Mrs. Greenway discovers that Cara, who she sent to influence Mindy Short, has instead been influenced.  Mindy discovers it was Mrs. Greenway, that sexy MILF, who set up Cara to live with her.  Mrs. Greenway wants to kick Mindy out of school.  Mindy wants to sexually take over Mrs. Greenway.  Who will win?

2.  TAMING MRS. GREENWAY

Mindy wants Joan to be another sex pet for her, to be her little “Pet Joannie”, another human doggy.  She also wants to make Joan do lots of things, wicked things, even things involving Joan's lovely young adult daughter. Will Joan stand up to her... or stay down on all fours?

3.  TAKING OVER AUBREE

Aubree, Joan's lovely administrative assistant, has come across Joan in a compromised position.  Mindy orders Joan to seduce Aubree to protect the young dominant lesbians on campus.  Will Joan do it?  Will she succeed? Will Aubree escape or... like it?

4.  OWNING AUBREE

Aubree is a young mother who still breast feeds her little daughter.  Mmm, breast milk!  The teenage lesbian dominants are fascinated. They have naughty plans for Aubree.  They already have a few sex pets, all of them human doggies.  How about a pet human cow?  Can Aubree avoid a fate of extreme submission?

5. TAKING OVER TANYA... AND HER NEIGHBOR TOO

Mindy likes the idea of owning a sexy African-American woman.  Tanya, a Director on campus, would be perfect!  Mindy wants to take her over sexually and give her to her friends as a pet.  What kind of pet?  Tanya has a big backyard perfect for a horsey!  One horsey is not enough. Maybe they should tame Tanya's neighbor also?

6.  TAKING OVER TANYA'S STEP-NIECE

When the dominant teen lesbian coeds learn about Tanya's step-niece, Takira, and see how lovely she is, they decide to expand the herd!  They trick her into moving in to “The Ranch” they've turned Tanya's house into. Can Takira resist their dark plans and their sexual racism?  Can Takira save Tanya from domination?  Or will Takira be sexually domesticated like her step-aunt? 

7.  TAKIRA'S NEW WHITE MISTRESSES 

The white Mistresses want to make permanent a dominant hold over Takira.  Can they pull it off with Takira is on her guard?  Can Takira resist?  The dominants have a plan. So does Takira!  Only one plan can win.  Takira has nothing in common with them. They are her opposites in all things including skin color. But dominants and submissives are opposites and opposites do attract one another....

8. ADDING CORAL TO THE CORRAL

The dominant teen lesbian coeds, Deb and Shan, are gluttons for lust and greedy for domination. They want more and more!  Will Butterscotch help them sexually trap her friend's daughter?  Can the doms tame and train Coral before she leaves for college?  Can they really just keep getting away with making independent heterosexual women into obedient lesbian sex ponies?  Can they add Coral to the corral?

9. TAKING OVER TAKIRA'S MOM

The teen lesbian coed domination team of Deb and Shan have Takira under their sexual control as a sex pony.  They sure would like to have a mother and daughter team working together in tandem.  The young white dommes have the perfect secret weapon in the conspiracy of seducing and taming Takira's mother.  Her own daughter!

10.  CORAL GETS FULLY CORRALLED

Lovely blonde coed Coral ran into a tough situation. Dominant hillbilly lesbians that wanted to make her into a sex pony!  They tricked her and took full advantage of her.  They even claimed they were her Owners and renamed her Coral Corral!  Coral totally disagrees with this assigned fate and has decided to put a stop to the craziness.  The Owners, however, have very much decided to put a continuation to it!  Owned by them! Forever!

11.  TAMED AND TRAINED BY LESBIAN HILLBILLIES

The African-American mother and daughter pair, Kalindi and Takira, have been seduced, dominated, and tamed by two white coed lesbian hillbillies. They've been treated like sex animals, a donkey and a pony, and have learned to be addicted to it.  Now the dommes want to take them even further!  Why not have them betray two of Takira's lovely friends who can also join the growing herd of lesbian lust?  Kalindi and Takira are reluctant to do that but the hillbillies are experts at overcoming reluctance.

12.  SEDUCING AND TAMING NALA

Takira and Kalindi Bushrod invite Takira’s longtime friends, Nala and Atasha, to come live with them at The Ranch.  They think the Bushrods are being altruistic.  The mother and daughter, conflicted but newly obedient to their white hillbilly Owners, actually intend to help seduce, tame, and lesbian train the two young cuties.  Can Kalindi Bushrod overcome their age gap and Nala’s understandable reluctance and take her for a wild orgasmic ride?

13.  RIDDEN HARD IN THE BACK YARD

The two lovely young adult friends, Nala and Atasha, have moved in with the African-American mother and daughter pair, the Bushrods, who they thought were being kind but actually have wicked plans for them at the behest of the Bushrods’ white Owners.  Daughter Bushrod is out to seduce Atasha but, can she do it in public out at the mall? Mother Bushrod seeks to cement her new sexual control of Nala by taking her for an after-midnight ride in the back yard.

14.  DOUBLE SEDUCTION DOUBLE DOMINATION

The mother and daughter team, Kalindi and Takira Bushrod, are reluctant black seductresses controlled by white hillbilly lesbian dommes. They must obey their sexual Owners and seduce and dominate their lovely passionate friends, Nala and Atasha.  Now they have to do it at the same time in the same house and they must be more seductive and more dominant than ever before.  Can they ensnare their friends despite reluctance, make them sexually submit, and make them ready to be sexual servants to whites?

15.  TEEN LESBIANS TAKING OVER 15

The mother and daughter pair, the Bushrods, have seduced and sexed best friends Nala and Atasha but noW the Owners are arriving! The white hillbilly coeds want fresh mounts! Will the mother and daughter Bushrods continue to cooperate with the Owners against their beloved friends? Will Nala and Atasha fall for it all and fall right into the same interracial sexual trap that the Bushrods are stuck in?

16.  TAMING AND TRAINING A NEW MOTHER AND DAUGHTER

Owners Deb and Shan have wicked plan to bring a new mother and daughter in range of their dominant lesbian clutches. Margot Dillon and her daughter, Kinsley, have a new landscaping contract at The Ranch. Little do they know who they’ve contracted with. A contract with dominating lesbian hillbillies is as bad as a contract with the Devil himself. Can Deb and Shan seduce and dominate the mother with the daughter nearby? Can Deb and Shan seduce and dominate the daughter with the mother nearby?

17.  KINSLEY’S KINKY LESBIAN THREESOME

The lesbian hillbilly coeds hatched a new plan to turn a mother and daughter lawn care business team, Margot and Kinsley Dillon, into obedient mother and daughter lesbian Owned servants. Deb and Shan decide to cut one of the Dillons out of the two-person mother and daughter herd. Divided, the Dillons are vulnerable.  Together, the hillbillies are nasty and demanding unstoppable dommes.

18.  DOMME ON THE MOM

A night of sexual punishment and ruthless sex addicted Kinsley and forced her to give up her freedom. She has agreed with dark eagerness that the hillbillies Own her but may not really know what that means.  Kinsley also hopes to keep her mom from finding out about her daughter and has no idea her new Owners are targeting her mom.

“Lesbian Stalker's Pets” series:

1.  LAURI'S LESBIAN STALKER BECOMES HER ROOMMATE

Mindy uses her control over Joan Greenway to force her to reassign Lauri Hayward to live with Mindy's dominant lesbian friend Rosalie. Rosalie has been stalking Lauri.  Now with Lauri conveniently forced to live with her can she seduce and dominate the beauty despite Lauri being a brown belt in jujitsu?

2.  LESBIAN STALKER'S PET ROOMMATES

Rosalie has entrapped Lauri into losing a bet meaning Lauri, like the third roommate Pet Mia, must be her sexual pet. For twenty-four hours.  Rosalie wants to Own Lauri body and soul forever!  Can Rosalie get Lauri to agree to be her pet for longer, much longer?  Will Lauri like being submissive to her bully stalker?

3.  LESBIAN STALKER PET TRAINS HER ROOMMATE'S BEST FRIEND

Lauri has a close friend, Francesca, living close by and has been in secret contact with her.  Rosalie finds out and also finds out how beautiful the Italian immigrant is.  Mindy and Rosalie concoct a crazy plan to use Francesca's caring good will and loyal friendship against her.  Can Rosalie manage to seduce this incredible hottie?

4. LESBIAN STALKER STALKS AGAIN

Anne-Marie, the rules enforcing authority on the dorm floor, receives a noise complaint about Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker's dorm room. The sound of loud sex!  Anne-Marie investigates thinking where there's sex there must be boys violating dorm code.  Anne-Marie sure won't find any boys... but she will find lots of sex....

5.  LESBIAN STALKER ON THE PROWL

One of Rosalie's neighbors, Tina, hears the noise of loud female orgasms from Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker's dorm room causing her to lose sleep. When Tina takes matters into her own hands will Rosalie take Tina into her own Owner hands?  If she can “handle” Tina what kind of sexual human animal will she have, literally, on her hands?

6.  LESBIAN STALKER HUNTING

Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker goes on the hunt to drag down Anne-Marie into sexual submission.  Her stalking reaches new levels of extremity.  Rosalie hunts her down and brings her down in the campus library! Rosalie also wants to establish total control over her neighbor Tina.  She first took sexual control over Tina in her own room and now she goes for a repeat in Tina's home territory. 

7.  LESBIAN STALKER'S EVIL TRAP

Anne-Marie has escaped Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker but it is a Pyrrhic victory.  A few more like that and she'll be a lesbian pet!  She can't seem to get Rosalie out of her mind. Meanwhile, Rosalie has a plan to stop Tina's roommates from complaining about the sound of loud female orgasms emitting from Rosalie's dorm room. The plan is to make them just as guilty!  No such thing as too many pets!

“Lesbian Seduction Conspiracy” series:

1.  CONSPIRACY TO SEDUCE

Mindy Short is obsessed with seducing and taming Emilia. Emilia, set up by Joan who is Director of Campus Housing and Student Orientation, will have to live in a dorm with Mindy. Before then Mindy worries Joan may warn Emilia.  Can she totally compromise Joan?

2. THE TRAP

Emilia Greenway and her best friend, Charlotte, arrive on campus but are forced to dorm apart not knowing they are each rooming with dominant lesbians who have dark plans for them.  Can their friendship and working together save them from a fate of sexual submission and keep them from becoming human set pets?

3.  TAKING OVER CHARLOTTE

The teenage lesbian dominants are seducing Emilia Greenway and her lovely friend Charlotte too.  Divided they fall! Seduction is not enough. Domination is not enough.  They want to Own them both.  They want them to be human pets! Dominant lesbian roommates know how to trick Charlotte into intense lesbian experiences.  They have a plan to make her into a new variety of sex pet.

4. TOO TOGETHER

The teenage lesbian dominants want Emilia and Charlotte to be their sexual pets forever and always.  But... will they give in to the domination and their own submissiveness?  If they do, what kind of pets will they be made into?  Will this shared submission actually bring them closer together?

“Seduced Trophy Wives” series:

1.  TAKING THE TROPHY WIVES

Four trophy wife friends living in the same neighborhood notice a suspicious vehicle following them and then bizarre strangers move into the mansion for sale near them.  These two look like escapees from a porn movie! The new neighbors have lesbian seduction in mind for the four married friends.  Can they resist?

2. TAMING THE TROPHY WIVES

The strangers are making inroads into breaking up the friendships of the four trophy wives, turning them against one another, and turning them into obedient subservients for the dominant lesbians.  Can the trophy wives stop the dominoes from falling since they are the dominoes?

3.  TRAINING THE TROPHY WIVES

The stranger dominant lesbians' dark plans for the trophy wives are coming closer and closer to fruition.  Can those seduced recover their dignity in time?  Can the last holdout of the trophy wives stay faithful to her husband?  What exactly do the two dominant lesbians plan to do to and with them?

“Gift Cards for Lesbian Seduction” series:

1.  MOTHER-IN-LAW'S GIFT CARDS FOR LESBIAN SEDUCTION

Maddy's bitchy mother-in-law to be gives her and her sister, Bailey, gift cards for a free “Ultimate Massage”.  When the two beautiful blonde sisters go to the massage parlor, they find it run down and operated by a stern Asian woman and two huge black masseuses. It turns out the “Ultimate Massage” involves bondage and domination but Maddy and Bailey learn that too late to avoid their awful fate.

2. LIKING IT WAY TOO MUCH

The blonde sisters, Maddy and Bailey, are stuck in the interracial lesbian massage parlor from Hell.  They are also trapped enjoying the shocking and sensual sexual acts they are drawn into by the African-American masseuses and the older Asian dominatrix.  The three minority members are dominant lesbian seductresses determined to make the blondes obey and like it.

3.  PURSUED BY INTERRACIAL LESBIAN SEDUCTION

The blonde sisters, Maddy and Bailey, have been dominated by black and Asian lesbian seductresses at a run-down massage parlor. But... all good things must come to an end.  Or... will they?  Maddy and Bailey are pursued by memories of exquisite yet foul pleasures. More than that, they discover that they are literally pursued!  Wicked Lai Ping decides to pay the sisters a special visit at their places of work.

4.  SUBMISSION TO HER BLACK MISTRESSES

Maddy the blonde bank teller was seduced and dominated at the massage parlor from Hell. Now the muscular black masseuse, Luella, who claims to be Maddy's Mistress, has texted her demanding that she come over to Luella's place to meet some of Luella's friends. Maddy knows an interracial lesbian orgy is in the works.  Maddy can't go!  She's engaged to be married! But... she also can't not go....

5.  SEDUCTION AT THE INTERRACIAL LESBIAN ORGY

Maddy foolishly thought she could avoid being drawn into the orgy of domination and submission. Not so! Instead, she found the black women also seduced several of Maddy’s bridesmaids! Now all the loud orgasms and spankings are causing too much noise and a pretty Hispanic woman comes over to complain. That can’t go well for the newcomer!

6.  CATFIGHTS AT THE INTERRACIAL LESBIAN ORGY

The interracial lesbian orgy is in progress with black on white domination and submission.  Mariana, the seduced and dominated Hispanic ex-con who made the mistake of complaining about the noise, discovers her darkly tempting fate. Maddy and the Caucasian females must fight in the nude.  They fight to inflict orgasms.  Will Maddy fight her own little sister?

7.  BAILEY’S ORGASMIC CATFIGHT

The interracial lesbian BDSM orgy is raging.  The Black Mistresses are juggling the white submissives and keeping them quite busy with white-on-white catfights.  Little does Maddy know that her little sister, Bailey, was invited and compelled to come over.  The sisters are both at the same interracial lesbian orgy!  But what has her little sister, Bailey, experienced at the interracial lesbian catfight, and how do those experiences intersect with Maddy’s?

8.  THE SISTERS GET DOMINATED

The blonde sisters, Maddy and Bailey, are caught and tangled up in the interracial lesbian orgy but so far neither knew the other was present at the same orgy. That lack of awareness is about to change!  The sisters are about to learn more about the plot against them.  They are also going to get used sexually, individually, in brand new sexual acts neither ever could have conceived of participating in.

9.  TOTAL LESBIAN DOMINATION

The blonde sisters must report to their new owner – none other than Maddy’s mother-in-law-to-be.  Or, now, not-to-be.  Mistress-to-be for both of them!  They learn their dark fate and begin to learn to like it.  Maddy’s four sexy white bridesmaids think they can leave now that the interracial lesbian orgy has wound down.  They think wrong! Big Ola and Big Luella decide they are keepers and divvy them up fairly, two each.

10.  SUBMISSION MANSION

The sisters, worried and secretly darkly eager, were ordered to the estate of Maddy’s mother-in-law-to-be, where they learned she intended to keep them.  They were collared and separated. Their fate is to be sex maids linked to the family mansion for the rest of their lives!  How will they adjust to their new loss of status?  Will they hate it like they should, or will circumstances work on their minds and souls?

Stand Alone books:

ANYTHING SHE WANTS

Juliana goes undercover for a newspaper story as a maid for a rich older woman, Ms. Einhorn. She is told that her mission is to document abusive treatment by the wealthy towards their servants. Juliana she is to obey Ms. Einhorn and do anything she wants in order to draw out Ms. Einhorn’s nasty behavior. Juliana takes on the opportunity with enthusiasm but is shocked by Ms. Einhorn’s true expectations, Ms. Einhorn’s wickedness, and by her own growing submissiveness.

CHEERLEADER IN TROUBLE

Addison it worried about a cheerleader on her team.  Unfortunately, she goes to the wrong person for help:  her dominant older lesbian cheer coach.  As it turns out the assistant dominating the other cheerleader is the cheer coach's son.  As it also turns out the cheer coach and her son would also like to dominate Addison!

HER BROTHER’S NEWLYWED DOMINANT WIFE

Paige’s bother, Lincoln, has gotten married and she wasn’t invited to the wedding!  She wants to get to know Lincoln’s newlywed wife, Myna, and understand the dark influence she has over him.

Be careful what you wish for! Myna is a mine, mine, mine person.  She even wants to make other people, the attractive ones, hers!  She already has Lincoln whipped in every sense of the word.  Can she complete her collection of the brother and sister? 

KEEP YOUR PANTIES ON, WHITE GIRLFRIEND

Three black women invite themselves into Haley's home.  Opal and Dereka target Haley's friends, Rachel and Sandy, for lesbian seduction and domination. Destiny?  Destiny wants to completely change Haley's destiny.  Destiny wants to make herself Haley's new Destiny. Can Haley save her friends from... what they seem to be liking? Might Haley also like what she should not like?

LESBIAN LUST AT THE CASH REGISTER

Mave thinks Julie is really a submissive. But how to make her submit? It's hard to get alone time with Julie so Mave decides on a bizarre way to seduce her.  Suddenly Julie's underling is under her at the cash register!  Mave decides she will pull off the seduction and domination of Julie while the store is open and customers are in the store!  That's not all she'll “pull off”.

LESBIAN LUST AT THE CASH REGISTER

Cadence has to supervise a problem employee but she has no idea how big of a problem beautiful Mave really is. Mave thinks that her problem is being horny and she thinks pretty Cadence it the solution to that problem.  When they close the store together Mave decides she will become Cadence's new Mistress.  Cadence sure will be dismayed! She doesn't even know she's a lesbian! Or a submissive!

THE SUBMISSIVE CHEERLEADERS

Penny is a college graduate but stuck in a waitress job and stuck with oversize breasts she'd like to have reduced.  Her submissive roommate lets her in on an opportunity to be a cheerleader.  This semi-pro team expects their cheerleaders to be submissive.  Totally submissive!  Will Penny allow herself to be dominated?

TOO CURIOUS ABOUT HER ADOPTED LESBIAN SISTER

Hope is sent home from college to check on her trouble-making adopted lesbian sister.  Ruthie the Ruthless!  Ruthie has tried to dominate Hope in the past so Hope brings her funny friend Aspen who just happens to also be an orphan and to be a near lookalike to Ruthie.  Ruthie has diabolical plans for Hope and Aspen.  Surely, they can resist since it's two against one.  Surely!  Right?

SOMETHING THAT BELONGS TO ME

Louisa's heterosexual roommate, Heidi, brings home from the bar a tall slim woman with dyed red hair. Klara is bold, arrogant, and sexually hungry. Klara is making Heidi do all sorts of crazy sexy things and Klara just won't leave their place.  Klara also seems to have plans and expectations for Louisa's involvement!  She wants Louisa to also submit to her in every way possible.


Questions, complaints, or suggestions?

Feel free to contact me:  jordanchurch@mail.com

See what I have available and my author bio (such as it is) and photo (such as it is) at amazon.com/author/jordanchurch

Follow me on Twitter at:  https://twitter.com/JChurchAuthor

Visit me, my blog, my list of available books with detailed descriptions, free lesbian seduction fiction and be able to read For Free an ongoing never-before-published book at:

lesbianseductionfiction.com
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