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Tickled Into Submission: Skylar

Book 1 of “Tickled into Submission”


Chapter One

Skylar wasn’t thrilled.

Life was supposed to improve as you went along.  The jobs you did became more interesting, less physical, and more lucrative.  More of the good, less of the bad.

Your living circumstances were also supposed to improve.  Eat frozen food, eat fast food, eat takeout food from restaurants, dine inside nicer and nicer restaurants.  Who the hell knows, do well enough, start a family, and you might even get homecooked meals!

Live with your parents, maybe share a room with your sister, then share a dorm room in college, then live in your own apartment, and, after that, eventually, get a house.  Then a bigger house. 

Each improvement in circumstance was made all the more enjoyable by comparing it to the predecessor.

That was how it was supposed to go.  Upgrade.  You were not supposed to retrograde. 

Skylar, like the planet Mars sometimes did, was in retrograde.  Not herself but her circumstances.  She tried to be cheery about it.  She tried to be philosophical.  Life was like climbing a mountain some said, three steps up, slide back two, then three steps up, slide back two, and continue like that.

This was her two steps back.

She had a college degree, not much of one, not as useful as she’d assumed it would be.  She had moved to Chicago.  Have college degree, will travel.  Bigger city, more money.  She’d thought she was smart about that move and maybe she was.  Maybe it could have worked out.  If you save ten percent of your pay in rural areas, you had a handful of change at the end of the year.  But if you saved ten percent in an expensive city while making a lot more, at the end of the year, you might have a bundle.  Then bundle those bundles together over a decade and you could get a house.  Even without a spouse!

Skylar saw her evidence of retrograde butt bump through the slightly open front door to her apartment, carrying another load of belongings.

Her apartment? 

No.  Their apartment.

Skylar did feel bad about not helping.  She asked again, “Are you sure you don’t want me to help?”

Mary said, “No problem.  This is the last load.  Anything else I need, I’ll buy.”

“Well, welcome to your new home.”  Skylar put some brightness into her voice.  It wasn’t Mary’s fault that Mary moving in with Skylar was a step back for Skylar.  A personal retrograde in living circumstance for Skylar. 

It sounded like it was an upgrade for Mary.  Skylar should try to be happy for Mary and disregard how going back to having a roommate made her feel.  Skylar should look to the positives.  She’d have company.  There was strength in numbers.  This wasn’t a bad neighborhood for Chicago but still.  There were creepers everywhere and Skylar was a looker.  So was Mary.  Hey, at the least the creepers would be split up and have to decide which one of them to obsess over.

Skylar did not have any creepers that she knew of but she’d heard stories of them in the big cities.  And in the small towns.  They were out there.

Mary looked out of breath yet invigorated, “Thanks, Sky.  We are going to make some memories.”

Make some memories.  Skylar wasn’t the cynical type but “make some memories” sure sounded like the Chinese fortune “may you live in interesting times.”  It does not sound bad, but it is.  Earthquakes, ware, pestilence, famine.  Hey, those are some real interesting times!

And, ah, memorable.

Make some memories.  There were many kinds of memories out there.

Skylar shook her odd feeling off.  Mary was normal.  She was a stranger, pretty much, but they had good looks and their age in common.  Oh, and now where they lived!

Mary dumped her armload, then selected some items and carried them to the bathroom.

Skylar sighed and looked around the little apartment.  It wasn’t all that but she’d been so excited when she moved in six months ago.  Because it was her first apartment as a post-grad and it was all hers.  You know, as much as an apartment you did not own but paid rent on could be “all hers.”

It was a fourth-floor corner apartment.  Skylar loved that it was on the corner of the building.  It was made up of three rectangular spaces and one square space.  The square was the single bedroom.  The two smallest rectangles were the tiny hallway leading from the bedroom to the living area and the bathroom to one side of the hallway. 

The biggest rectangle was the living area, which had a bank of tall windows on one long side and on one short side, the side opposite to the bathroom and bedroom.  It was a combined living room and kitchen and dining area.  The dining area was a tiny table with two chairs.  The kitchen was along the far wall, a lineup of refrigerator, sink, and oven.  No dishwasher, of course.

Along the long side of the living area was a couch and a small desk looking out on the streets, and a futon.

She’d loved this apartment when she moved in.  All hers in a “I pay rent here” kind of way.  She’d never had her own space growing up or in college.  Even when she moved out of the dorm while still going to college, she had to share a place with a couple of roommates.

Chicago did not seem to have as many opportunities as she’d hoped.  Well, it did, but there was so much competition.  She’d had to settle.  Skylar’s job place wasn’t as upwardly mobile as she’d hoped either.  She had not planned to advance in six months but she certainly had not counted on going from full-time to part-time. 

Skylar’s boss at her workplace, Janice, had recommended this apartment building when Janice hired Skylar.  Janice had also somehow later on let slip to Eunice, the building manager, that Skylar had moved to parttime and might have a hard time paying rent going forward.

Skylar was sure Janice meant well or mentioned it by accident to Eunice but it was still irritating.  She had to admit it had worked out, in a way.  Eunice had approached Skylar and recommended a solution to her imminent problem paying the rent. 

Eunice said she did not want Skylar to have to move out.  She made it sound like she took pity on Skylar but Skylar was pretty sure Eunice just wanted to keep the apartment rented.  Eunice felt charitable towards Skylar because it was a charity that helped herself.  Skylar supposed Eunice was judged and maybe even compensated based on how many apartments were successfully rented and kept occupied.

Eunice had a solution for Skylar.  A roommate.  That was not ideal in general for Skylar.  She had so valued living on her own.  But worse, there was only one bedroom!

Eunice had a friend whose adult daughter, Mary, wanted to move out on her own.  Mary did not need anything fancy according to Eunice and was used to cramped living circumstances.  Skylar did not know any other details about Mary’s previous life.

Eunice said Mary could not afford her own apartment or maybe not even to share a two-bedroom apartment.  But Mary was willing to sleep on the futon in Skylar’s apartment and would pay forty percent of the rent.

That would make Skylar’s budget work.  She had to do it.  Retrograde movement.  Temporary.

Skylar had already decided when she went part-time to do whatever it took to stay in Chicago.  She did not want to move home with her tail between her legs.  She also did not want to get a second parttime job as a barista or some such just to make ends meet.

But before she committed to letting Mary move in, she had insisted on meeting Mary.  You did not agree to live with someone sight unseen.  Just in general.  But Skylar had another reason.  She wasn’t proud of it because she preferred to trust people and think they had good intentions and she hated to judge people superficially or because of their personal preferences.

Eunice was the other reason Skylar made sure to meet Mary before agreeing to be roommates with her. 

Eunice was a funny bird.  In fact, she was a little birdlike.  Not in size so much.  She was slim but taller than average.  She had a sharp nose, large ears, big dark eyes, and, for some reason, she kept her head shaved to a stubble.

When Skylar first moved into the apartment building, she’d just assumed Eunice was one of those women who liked to wear wigs all the time but had forgotten to put one on the day they met.  But it turned out Eunice always went around with her stubble-head uncovered.

After a few months, Skylar figured out that Eunice’s hair was not due to cancer or any health situation.  Eunice’s hair did grow, Skylar saw it a little longer at times, but then Eunice shaved it down again.  It was the female skull version of those guys that like looking like they were always three or four days since their last shave.  What was that called?  Stubble beard style!

Eunice had stubble head style.  Which, okay, fine.  But really?  They were in a big city.  Intentionally super short hair on a woman… you know….

Besides the hair thing, Eunice was an odd bird in other ways.  When she asked a question, once it was fully spoken, her neck tilted her head forward slowly and evenly like it was on invisible silent rollers.  The move made her face stick out until her chest was directly below the base of her chin.

When Skylar, or anyone, answered Eunice, she would slowly retract her face back into place where it should be.

Weird, right?

Then there were the visits.  Sure, it was nice and probably part of Eunice’s job when she stopped by Skylar’s apartment the first week after Skylar moved in.  But Eunice kept it up, stopping by with a harsh demanding knock, at least once every week but usually more than once.  And when she stopped by, she stopped in.  As in, when Skylar opened the door, after the first time always knowing who it was because of that demanding knock, Eunice would just walk right in.  Not only that, she would plop down and stay a while.

Eunice asked a ton of questions.  Too many questions.  She invaded Skylar’s apartment and then invaded her privacy.  Again and again.

There were a lot of apartments and a lot of residents in the apartment building.  Skylar was always polite to Eunice but she certainly was not overly friendly or chummy.  She never invited Eunice over. 

Eunice needed no invite.  She invited herself.

So… why was Eunice always coming over… with her buzz cut hairdo…?

Maybe that wasn’t enough to go on.  But that wasn’t all.  Eunice always looked at Skylar with admiration.  Not the respect kind of admiration.  The admiring Skylar’s body kind of admiration.

Those looks of admiration were much more direct and powerful when Eunice thought Skylar could not see her.  Eunice sometimes asked Skylar to get her a drink from Skylar’s fridge.  One time, Skylar happened to look in the mirror over the sink – for those apartment residents who enjoyed seeing themselves do the dishes – and saw Eunice absolutely ogling her ass.  Since then, Skylar always looked in the mirror when she went to fetch a drink for Eunice and every time she looked, she saw Eunice was checking out her body.

So, yeah, the thing about women with super short hair seemed to be a true thing.  It at least seemed true about a woman named Eunice.

The uncomfortable thing was that Skylar still had to fetch drinks, or snack crackers, or whatever, on demand when Eunice showed up.  Even knowing Eunice would check her out.

What was she going to do?  Refuse her building manager?

It wasn’t such a big deal.  Skylar knew guys checked her out all the time.  It was a compliment, blah blah blah and all that. 

It was a bigger deal though in the comfort of what should be her comfortable apartment, when she was living all alone.  Especially when Eunice showed up very late one night and Skylar was only wearing a T-shirt and panties.

Yeah, after that midnight visit – on a fucking weekday! – Skylar started wearing sweat shorts to bed every night. 

The damn building manager impacted what she wore to bed!  So not cool!

Skylar concluded Eunice was a strange bird, a birdlike woman, who almost had to be a lesbian bird.  Whatever.  No place was perfect.  Everybody and every job and every situation had warts.  But it did make Skylar cautious about the roommate match Eunice wanted to set up for her.

Could this Mary person… be another buzzcut lesbian?

The answer was no.  Mary was quite attractive and had long hair.  Long and wavy brown hair with some copper strands.  She was extremely female.  Her figure was not bounteous so much as athletic.  Mary had strong arms but in a wiry way, not like a weightlifter.  She was very slim in a vibrant outdoorsy healthy way, not like a pale wallflower.

Mary did not have a job but intended to look for work.  She said she had money stored up and, if there was ever any shortfall, her mom would immediately cover the difference.  She said there was plenty of time for her to find a job and, if she somehow failed, her mom was desperate to have her out of the house and would keep paying rent just so Mary was on her own in the legendary mythical idealized “real world.”

Skylar could not afford to be choosy.  She literally could not afford it.  Mary did not seem like a lesbian or weird or crazy or dangerous, so Mary passed Skylar’s informal will-she-be-a-decent-roommate interview.

Skylar realized something positive.  Another benefit to having Mary live with her.  With Mary moved in, Eunice might not stop by as often or maybe at all.  With Mary here, if Eunice did stop by, and Skylar had to fetch Eunice something, Mary would not be able to ogle Skylar if Mary was present. 

With Mary around, Eunice could not make a pass at Skylar either.  Recently, Skylar had felt like Eunice might be building up to that.

Eunice may have supplied the way to defuse her own Eunice creepiness!  Ha!


Chapter Two

Having Mary as a roommate was a little weird at first.

And then it became a lot weird.

Skylar had become used to privacy.  She had come to look at her apartment as her private sanctuary.  She would come home from work and, as they say, let her hair down.  Granted, Eunice’s unplanned and unwelcome visits put a dent in the privacy but Skylar was still alone in her apartment ninety-eight percent of the time.

That was out the window with Mary’s presence.

It was a small apartment but it had not felt so small before.  Adding Mary made it small.  Adding Mary made it tiny.

At first, that was not Mary’s fault.  Not really.  She was just there in the expected way.  You had a roommate, they were around.  You saw them a lot.  They used the same spaces. 

They had to share the bathroom.  The living room and the kitchen and dining area already shared each other with no wall between them.  But now they shared each other and Skylar and Mary shared them. 

The living room was where Skylar spent most of her time before Mary.  The bedroom next most but she had often fallen asleep on the futon while watching television. 

Now she could not sleep on the futon.  Ever.  That was Mary’s “bed.”  When she watched television, she was, basically, watching television in Mary’s bedroom.

Her privacy was fucked!

Mary did not have a job yet and she did not seem to have a lot of friends.  She was in the apartment when Skylar left it to go to work in the morning and she was in the apartment when Skylar came back to it.  The apartment and Mary quickly became almost synonymous.  Going back to the apartment?  Well then, she was going back to Mary.

So, it was an adjustment and a little weird at first.

Skylar knew they said you could get used to anything.  Maybe.  Probably.  She figured she’d get used to her loss of privacy and to living with Mary.

But the situation, the “little weird,” did not remain static.

It ratcheted up.  Way up.  Little weird became a lot weird.

The bathroom did not have a door on it.  Well, it sort of did, but technically it did not have a door.  Or it only technically had a door.  One of those two things.

It had a sort of pop open and pop closed wooden screen.  Sort of like a folding door to a city bus.  A push made it cave in and roll on sliders to the side.  There was no lock.

That was not a big deal at all when Skylar lived alone.  It hadn’t made Skylar hesitate to rent the place.  She had kept the sliding door slid open.  There was no need to close it.

She hadn’t thought it would be a big deal when Mary moved in either.  Just close it, right?

A couple of days after Mary moved in, Skylar noticed – the hard way, the graphic way – that Mary was no longer popping closed the wooden screen.  Maybe she’d stopped doing it or maybe she had never had done it.  But it was a couple days before Skylar became aware of it.

She came out of her bedroom, needing to pee, walked the few steps to the bathroom entrance, saw the wood screen was popped all the way open, and had understandably thought the bathroom was unoccupied.  The television on in the living room.  It was pretty much always on once Mary moved in.  Even while Mary slept!  So, she thought Mary was out there watching television.

She walked into the bathroom and there Mary was sitting on the toilet.  Peeing with her panties down to her knees!

Skylar had stammered an apology, like she was in the wrong, and Mary told her, “Don’t worry about it.”

Skylar had thought it was some kind of exception.  Or that maybe Mary really needed to pee so she hadn’t bothered to struggle with the wood screen which sometimes resisted sliding open because there was crud in the sliders.

But no, it was not an exception.  In the days after that, Skylar several times saw Mary on the toilet when she passed the bathroom.  One time she was certain Mary was pooping!

So, yeah, that was weird.  But that was only the start of the real weirdness.

Still on the bathroom front, maybe five or six days after Mary moved in, Mary would open the wood screen even when it was closed and Skylar was in the bathroom.  Hello!  Knock!  Just don’t come in!

But Mary would just shove it open.  The sound and the entry startled Skylar every time.  Then Mary would walk on in to touch up her makeup.  She’d face the mirror over the sink and chat up Skylar.  She even made a point of making eye contact with Skylar while they chatted and while Skylar managed to pee. 

Sometimes Mary’s eyes wondered further afield, away from Skylar’s eyes.

Not cool.  Weird!  It was weird, right?

Mary also came in when Skylar showered.  Always when Skylar showered.  That started on the sixth day.  When Skylar thought always, she meant always.  Every single time.  So, it couldn’t be an accident, right?  It had to be on purpose.

Mary would sit on the toilet and pee, or touch up her make-up, and she’d visit with Skylar as Skylar showered, like everything was normal, there was no big deal. 

Skylar thought maybe it shouldn’t be a big deal.  But it was.  They were both women but they did not know each other well.

Mary just hung out all through the showering.  Sometimes she would stick her head past the shower curtain, like when she was making a particular point about something.  And her eyes wondered a lot when she did that.

Skylar was forced to dry herself and get dressed right in front of Mary.

Obviously, she should have said something.  But it was so confrontational to tell someone they could not use their own bathroom.  It was both of their bathroom.  Skylar could not ban Mary from it.  If she made a big deal about Mary seeing her nude then it would almost be like accusing Mary of being a lesbian.

Mary could not be a lesbian.  Skylar did not think so.  Mary was too pretty, too femme.  Sure, Skylar had seen many beautiful lesbians in porn videos.  Well, not “many.”  She did not watch them other than by accident or when there was a threesome and two of the participants were women.

Like, fuck, what the hell, couldn’t two women fuck one guy at the same time without having sex with each other?  According to porn wisdom, no, not possible.

Skylar did get lesbian vibes from Mary as time progressed.  The way Mary checked out her body she had tried to attribute to innocent curiosity.  Or maybe competitiveness?

They were both pretty but they did have different styles of pretty.  Mary had darkish hair.  Skylar had wavy light blonde hair.  It was naturally more of a dark honey blonde but she highlighted it to a gleaming yellow-gold.  Mary was slim but wiry with muscle.  Skylar was slim also but she had a softer figure, toned but not muscular like Mary.  Mary looked like a free style climber, like those nature nuts who climbed rock cliffs without ropes. 

Skylar was an inch or two taller than Mary but Skylar had no doubt Mary would beat her in an arm-wrestling match.  Skylar was slim and, though not flat chested, she was not gifted in that department.  She was not at the back of the line up in heaven when they handed out tits but she was probably within sight of the back of the line.  Mary was none too gifted in the chest department either.

Skylar often wished she was taller and that she had bigger breasts.  Her breasts were fine, normal sized, but she’d always been curious what it would be like to have big breasts.  Not that she’d ever have hers augmented!  Finding out was not worth surgery. 

Besides, it was super superficial.  Double superficial?  Well, yeah, there were two breasts….

She thought maybe, you know, the grass is always greener and all that, maybe Mary wished she was a blonde.  Thus, the body curiosity.  Skylar’s eyebrows were darker than the hair on her head, even before she highlighted her hair.  Her eyebrows were nearly brown.  So, maybe Mary had checked her out on the toilet out of curiosity.  Maybe Mary just wanted to know if the carpet matched the drapes.  Whether the carpet matched the head hair drapes or the eyebrow drapes.  (It matched the eyebrow drapes.)

But it could be something else that caused Mary to crotch watch. 

The third time Mary hung out in the bathroom while Skylar showered, as she again poked her head past the shower curtain to make a point and make eye contact… while Skylar had her breasts all sudsy!... Mary joked, “This shower curtain just gets in the way.  We should get rid of it.  It probably attracts mold.”

Get rid of the shower curtain? 

Skylar said nothing.  It was just such a surprising thing for Mary to propose.  If she was serious.  Skylar thought Mary must be joking so Skylar did not see any reason to say anything.

When Mary withdrew her head from the shower and Skylar went back to cleaning her body, she thought about what Mary suggested.  It was a weird thing to joke about.  She did not think Mary was at all concerned about mold.  There was no mold.  It was not an issue.

Maybe it was irritating to Mary to have to stick her head past the shower curtain.  But it was super irritating to Skylar that Mary did that at all!  Mary did not need to do that.  Skylar could hear her clearly through the shower curtain despite the splashing water.

Just… weird.

She should have said something.  She should have said she loved the shower curtain and just had to have it.  But it would have been so silly to say.  She would have felt like a fool saying that if Mary was joking around about it.  Never take a joke seriously.

She should have taken it seriously.  She should have said something.

A couple of days later, when she came home from work, she stopped in her tracks in the hallway as she passed the bathroom.

The folding wood panel was gone.

The shower curtain was gone, too.

What… the… fuck…?

Mary, as was typical by then, was lounging on the futon.  Skylar marched out to the living room, feeling a shocking amount of anger.  She’d felt invaded all this time, more and more invaded day by day, but now she felt violated.

“Mary!  What the fuck?  Where’s the door to the bathroom?  Where’s the shower curtain?”

“Gone.  I got rid of them.”

“Why!?!”

“Feng shui, roomie.  They had to go.  They were blocking our energies.  Seriously, that wood thing with the slats, on the sliders, it wasn’t even a door.  Why wrestle with it?  The shower curtain was a divider, a separator.  That’s bad for our energies.  There was no need for either one.  We’re better off without them.”

“Eunice will throw a shit fit about the door!”

“Nope.  I asked and she said, by all means, do it.  She said you and I should have great feng shui and should not have physical obstacles blocking our closeness.”

“I like my privacy!”

“No privacy here.  This place is too small.  No need for it.  Privacy is a lonely thing best done away with.”

Where did Mary get all this weird philosophy?  Skylar did not think lack of privacy was a feng shui practice but then again, she did not know much about feng shui.

“You should have asked me.”

“Nope.  That isn’t healthy.  I asked Eunice.  She’s the building manager.  If I asked you and your up or down vote determined what I did then it would mean you’re in charge around here.  No way.  Not going to happen.”

“Well… we’re equals… it is both of ours place.  But I have been here longer.”

“Longer means nothing.  Equality never works.  So, I’ve decided I’ll be in charge of this place.”

Skylar gave her a bug-eyed look.  How should she address this?  How could she fix Mary’s twisted viewpoint?

She had no idea.

“No more changes without my approval!  Oh, and no more coming into the bathroom when I’m in there.  No matter why I’m in there, don’t come in.”

She spun and thunder-stepped to her bedroom where she fumed for a couple of hours before coming out for food and drink.

But besides the food and drink, she got a third thing when she emerged from her bedroom.

A rude shock.


Chapter Three

Mary was sitting on the futon like usual.

But she was nude!

“Mary!  What’s going on?  Are you changing clothes or something?  Taking a halftime between taking off your clothes and putting on other clothes?”

“No.  I had to take off my clothes.  It’s so hot in here.”

Skylar realized it was hot.  Extremely hot.  She went over to the thermostat.

Eighty-two degrees!

Skylar lifted her hand to move the little thingy that adjusted the temperature and then saw it was no longer there.  It was broken off!  She looked on the floor.  There was no sign of it.

“Mary!  The thermostat is broken.  Did you break it?”

“I must have.  I called Eunice and she said not to worry and to just enjoy the warmth.  No problem.”

“She needs to fix it!”

“I’m sure she will, but I’m sure she’s busy.  It’s no big deal.  Just take off your clothes and be comfortable.”

“No thanks,” Skylar said, putting some sour attitude into her tone.

Mary had really changed the climate of the apartment.  In this case by literally changing the climate.  Instead of global warming, it was apartment warming.  And with no shower curtain and no wood panel stupid goofy thing on the bathroom entrance, it might get humid in the apartment.  Or downright muggy!  Mary took super long showers.

Skylar went and got some food.  A sandwich because it was too hot to cook in the apartment.  And a soda.  Her six-pack of soda bottles only had one left.  There were four when she went to work that morning.

Fucking Mary!  Skylar had noticed Mary eating her food and drinking her drinks but hadn’t said anything.  She’d roughly planned just to make it even by helping herself to Mary’s stuff when Mary finally went shopping for groceries.  But so far, she hadn’t!

Fuck!  So now Skylar was paying for food for both of them?  How was this roommate situation supposed to help her get ahead financially if the money she would have spent on rent simply went to feeding her rent-saving roommate?

Fuck!

Skylar did not confront Mary.  She felt like she’d shot her bullet.  Her confrontation gun was empty.  It was pretty much an old-time single shot pistol.  Skylar was not a confrontational person.  She liked getting along with everyone, being kind and pleasant, and having everything go smoothly.

She’d save the confrontation over Mary taking her food for tomorrow or the next day, when her confrontation reservoir was filled back up.

Feeling beat down by these home events, Skylar retreated back to her bedroom.  She felt like a sulking child.

She resentfully ate her sandwich, chewing angrily. 

Should she go talk to Eunice?  She hated talking to that woman.  That was the one good thing about Mary moving in.  Eunice had not shown her weirdly bird-like face or rested her far too interested eyes on Skylar.

Skylar also had the sense Eunice would take Mary’s side whenever possible.  Mary was the daughter of Eunice’s friend.  Eunice would not want to offend her friend.  That tilted the scales.

Fuck.  Skylar guessed she should have thought of that before approving Mary’s move in.  She should have asked many more questions, too, when she met Mary.  Like, “How do you feel about shower curtains?”  And how about, “Are you going to steal my fucking food and soda?”  “Let’s talk about privacy.  Are you for it or against it?”  Yeah, your standard roommate interview questions.

Fuck.  Too late now.

Skylar finished her sandwich and crossed her arms defensively over her breasts.  This home environment – now a hot tropical one meant for fucking swamp dinosaurs! – was a rapid downgrade in her living circumstances.  Even though she was living in the same place!

Mary’s weirdness was disturbing.  The most disturbing thing of all, worse than any of the others, was the arrogant way Mary had said she’d decided she would be in charge of this place.  According to Mary, their apartment was Mary’s apartment.  Basically.

Skylar refused to be second fiddle in her own home!  She was here first!  She paid more rent!

Mary was stronger than her.

No, that did not matter.  This was not a physical fight.  But it was… what was it?  A situation.  A contest of wills?

Skylar felt like she’d lost control in her own apartment.  She’d lost her privacy, her bathroom door, her shower curtain, and each day she “lost” as much food as she ate.  Her bedroom was her bastion of privacy and reflection and strength recovery.  But when she left it, the bathroom was a nightmare of lack of privacy and she had to run the naked Mary gauntlet when she went to get food from the cabinets or a drink from the fridge.

Fuck.  It was so hot in the apartment!  Oh no!  It occurred to her that the heat was a problem in more ways than the obvious one. 

She’d have to drink more and then she’d have to go to the bathroom more!

And by getting sweaty from the heat, she’d have to take a shower every day.  She had to look decent at work.  She used to skip a shower some days when she was in a rush.

That night, every time she went to the bathroom, Mary popped in, chatting Skylar up and checking her hair in the mirror while also using the mirror to check out Skylar.  That’s how it felt.  Skylar leaned on her knees to keep her crotch area in shadow.  The problem with that was Mary’s bare ass.

Mary even commented on it as she looked at Skylar via the mirror, “When you lean forward it looks like you’re trying to eat my ass.”

“Ah, no.  I’m just resting my elbows on my knees.”

Mary rested her hands on the sink and leaned her bare ass out and then over until it bopped Skylar on her cheekbone.

“What the fuck, Mary!”

Mary laughed and laughed.  She tried to bop Skylar again but Skylar pulled back, resting her hands in her crotch area to keep her kitty hidden.

Skylar glared at Mary, switching back and forth between Mary’s face and her wagging ass. 

Mary, laughing, told her, “What’s wrong?  I’m just trying to make it easier for you if you want to eat my ass.  You don’t have to strain your neck as much.”

“Keep your butt out of my face!”

Mary turned around and leaned back on the sink, hands behind her.  It pretty much presented her pussy for inspection from about three feet away from Skylar’s leaned-back face.

“People are so freaked out about the human body.  Like they’re allergic to it.  If you ask me, the whole world should be nude-allowed.  Like a nude beach that does not stop at the beach.  Why not?  Sure, Chicago winters, I get it.  But if it’s warm, why wear any clothes?”

“Because it’s… polite!”

“That’s what we’re told.  But really, think about it.  It’s secretive.  It’s hiding what we’ve got like it’s shameful.  Look at you.  You’re a fucking hottie.  Why hide the sexy?  It makes no sense.”

“We have to wear clothes or we’ll get arrested.  That’s why!”

“Okay, sure, society would have us arrested out there in the world.  Society is fucked up and we can’t change that.  We have to abide by the rules out there on the streets.  But we make the rules in this apartment.  Oh, I mean I make the rules.  So, here’s a rule.  No more clothes worn inside the apartment.  There is no need for them.  It’s too hot anyway.”

“I am not going to go naked in my own apartment!”

“You mean in my apartment.  Why not go nude?  You’ll be more comfortable and I enjoy seeing beauty.  We should not keep secrets.  Or at least you should not keep secrets from me.  Clothing it like constant nonstop secret keeping.”

Skylar could barely believe Mary was really proposing constant nudity.

“I can’t make you put on clothes but I’m not taking off mine.”

“Hm.  We’ll see.  It’s early.  You still need to get used to having me in charge.  It will be a big adjustment for you but, in the end, you’ll like it.”

“I will not be doing any adjusting!  I’m going to talk to Eunice about you!”

Mary laughed.

Then she looked at Skylar’s hands covering her kitty.

“Are you masturbating?  It looks like you’re masturbating!”

“What?  No!”  Skylar reactively pulled her hands away from her pussy.

Mary laughed harder, “Made you flash me!”

Skylar put her hands back in her lap, “Can you just leave and give me some privacy?”

“Privacy is way overrated.  Eventually you won’t have any and you’ll be happy as a lark under my leadership.”

“Won’t.”

“Will.  I heard you finish peeing anyway.  What are you waiting for?  Do you want me to wipe you?”

Skylar’s eyes widened, “Just leave!”

“That’s fine.  The follower should clean herself anyway.  And her leader.  But you’re not ready yet.  I’ll get you there.”

Mary walked out of the bathroom.

Skylar could not believe she’d just had that conversation.

This situation was a disaster.  She would have to go to Eunice tomorrow.

She cautiously wiped clean, watching the doorless doorway to the bathroom.  Skylar did not think Mary would come back right away, but Mary was so unpredictable.  The volume of the television was on blast so it wasn’t like Skylar would hear her coming back.

Mary did not come back.  Skylar retreated to her bedroom. It was getting hot in there.  At first, the bedroom was cooler than the rest of the apartment but now it was approaching sweltering.

Skylar had to admit, she did feel like getting out of her after-work casual sweatpants. But no way!  Not with Mary around.

Feeling defiant, she donned a sweatshirt over her T-shirt.  But she took it off half an hour later when a bead of sweat ran down the side of her face.

Fucking Mary!

Who acted the way Mary acted?  Only Mary.

Skylar lay in bed reading.  She wasn’t that much of a reader nowadays.  Used to be she was.  But she’d gone to zoning out in front of the television after work.  That no longer held attraction to her because she wasn’t comfortable watching a show with a nude Mary nearby.

With bitter humor, Skylar thought this was the one way in which Mary moving in might be good for her.  Less television, more reading.

Skylar set her book down and thought about Mary.  She was so weird.  But she looked normal.  Actually, she looked exceptional.  Most of the weird people Skylar knew or remembered from school were odd looking.  It was like odd behavior went with odd looks.  But not the other way around.  She knew plenty of odd-looking people, including several current coworkers, who looked odd but acted normal.  Or were exceptional.  Often very intelligent people looked odd also.  So it seemed to Skylar.

Mary was so beautiful.  And so fucking weird!  So odd!  Beauty with weirdness was an odd combination.

Who knocked the side of their ass against their roommate’s face?  Mary.  Who joked about Skylar wanting to eat their ass?  Mary.

That was a joke, right?

It had to be a joke.

Right?

Mary had to know Skylar wasn’t a lesbian and would not take Mary up on that offer.  Not even if she was a lesbian!

Eating ass would be weirder than anything Mary had done!

Who ate ass?  Not Skylar!

Why would anyone do that?

If Skylar was a lesbian – and she wasn’t! – and if she was open to having sex with Mary – and she wasn’t! – and she was going to “eat” something – and she wasn’t! – then she would eat Mary’s pussy.

Mary did have a nice pussy.  Nicely trimmed.  Some pretty shades of pink.

Skylar felt her tongue skim across the back of her front teeth.  She startled and flushed, disturbed by the subject matter of her thoughts.

She had to stop thinking about eating Mary’s pussy!

Her mind, desperate for a change of subject, lurched to the next most proximate subject matter in Skylar’s brain.

What if she had just… started eating Mary’s ass?

That would have been so….

That would be so….

What would that be like?

Sweaty.  Smelly maybe.  Maybe… intense?

It would be super personal.  Of course, sex was the ultimate in personal.  The physical ultimate.

Skylar guessed eating an ass would be more personal than most other sex acts.  Since “personal” was such a part of sex, and eating ass would be more personal, then… was it sexier?  An especially sexy sexual act?

Skylar slapped a hand on her mattress.  She was tempted to slap it on her forehead.  Why was she even thinking about that stuff?


Chapter Four

The next day, after work, Skylar sought out Eunice.  She didn’t want confrontation and she didn’t want to see Eunice, but she needed to resolve the Mary situation and the Mary situation was partially Eunice’s fault.

Granted, Skylar did not think Eunice knew Mary was so bizarre when she recommended Mary move in with Skylar.  But it was Eunice who set up Mary’s move in with Skylar.

She had to seek Eunice out because she’d never actually been to Eunice’s apartment.  Eunice did live in the same apartment building.  That was a requirement to be the building manager.  Skylar assumed Eunice got her place for free and probably some pay as well for watching over the building and renting the places out.

Eunice had a little office on the ground floor but she did not hang out there.  She used it to meet up with candidates to move in and that was where Skylar first met her.  After that first meeting and one more for signing the rental agreement, Skylar only saw Eunice whenever Eunice dropped in at Skylar’s place, which was often.

Skylar found Eunice’s apartment via the entry area vestibule listing.  Some apartment numbers had full names on stickers next to them, some had last names, and some had first initial and last name or vice versa.  Eunice’s stuck out because it only listed EUNICE in all capital letters in black permanent marker.  The lettering looked faded, though.  Skylar wondered how long Eunice had been the building manager. 

Skylar wen to Eunice’s apartment and knocked on the door.

She heard an odd carpet scuffing sound like someone was walking rapidly on carpet.  But walking away from the door?  The sound faded quickly.

Maybe Eunice was “indecent” and needed to throw something on.  How refreshing in comparison to Mary the home nudist!  Then again, maybe it meant Eunice also hung out in the nude in her apartment.  That would be weird if she had that in common with Mary.

Skylar thought she heard some talking inside the apartment.  It wasn’t clear though.  Perhaps Eunice had a guest?  Or was she talking to herself?  She was probably cursing that someone was bothering her.

Ha!  Shoe on the other foot, Eunice!  See how it feels when someone stops by unexpectedly and uninvited!

Skylar knocked again, hard, and almost started snickering.

A few moments later, Eunice opened the door.

“Skylar.  What a surprise.”  Eunice only opened the door halfway and filled the narrow opening with her narrow body.

Skylar was a little surprised Eunice did not invite her inside.  Eunice liked to walk right into Skylar’s place, uninvited, but she was blocking the door to her place.  Almost like she was hiding something!  She probably had a messy apartment while running around making other residents nervous about her visits, so nervous that they had to keep their apartment clean all the time. 

That was assuming Eunice visited them like she did Skylar.  Skylar doubted it.  Eunice would not have enough time for everyone.  So, did she do it because Skylar was new or because maybe she was a lesbian and Skylar was cute?

Skylar went ahead and told Eunice about some of the problems she was having with Mary.  Not all of them because there were some embarrassing elements. 

She told Eunice about Mary removing the wood sliding panel to the bathroom and about Mary saying she was in charge of the apartment.  Basically, she wanted Eunice on her side for any future issues, did not want to be on the hook for any monetary penalty for the disappearance of the wood panel, and wanted to be able to say to Mary that Eunice agreed Skylar was in charge, that Skylar had the deciding vote so to speak, and not Mary.

Skylar did not get what she wanted.

Eunice practically scolded her for not being more tolerate and welcoming of Mary.  Eunice made it clear that Mary’s mother was a close friend of hers and Skylar had better not do anything to strain that relationship.  Eunice did not care at all about the sliding wood panel to the bathroom.  She said good riddance to it.

Skylar was shocked at the lack of support but she was almost crushed by what Eunice said next.

“Mary moved in after you so she has a longer rental contract to fulfill.  That means she has to live here longer than you.  Now, you both might live here for years or a decade or whatever, but I go off of length of the currently signed rental agreement.  Because she is signed on to live here longer, she represents more future rental payments that do you.  That is a tiebreaker.  When push comes to shove between you two, she gets the deciding vote.  Really, dear, be an adult and make it work.  If I have to evict you, you will lose your two-month’s rent damage deposit even without any damages.  That’s in the rental agreement.”

“But that’s not fair!”

“Life isn’t fair.  You’re a big girl now.  Accept unfairness.  Get used to it.  This is probably a good lesson for you.  Embrace the unfairness.”

“What about when I’m in the right and she’s in the wrong?  Look, some things like the sliding panel on the bathroom are maybe a matter of opinion.  But what about when it is clearcut that she is wrong and I am right?”

“Oh, you silly little girl.  There is no such thing as right and wrong.  It’s all perception depending on life experiences, society, and how you were raised.  Most often it is based on self-interest.  I’m sure whatever you think is clearcut really is not.  You may think that something bothers you and therefore it is wrong.  But what about the flipside of that coin?  If that same thing pleases Mary, then it must be right?  Both at once?  Neither?”

Eunice was talking in circles!

“Some things are just plain wrong!”

“Some.  A few.  If Mary murders you and she does not claim self-defense then I will, of course, call the police.  Most anything else, when you break it down to its component parts, is just opinion, one person wants one thing, the other does not.  There is no right and no wrong.  Whatever the dispute is, just put it behind you.  Or get used to it.”

Skylar stood in the hallway, opening and closing her mouth like she was trying to get it started.  But what could she say to move Eunice off her unbelievable position? 

Eunice advised, “You should think of Mary as the one in charge.  I think you’ll both be happier that way.  If you ever think some issue is so allegedly “clearcut” that I will think she is in the wrong, then you can call me and I’ll come act as witness and I will decide who is right and who is in the wrong.  Agreed?  All good?  Is your head screwed on straight now?”

Was her head “screwed on straight now!?!”  What in the ever-living fuck!?!

Skylar was about to explode in angry disbelieving high-volume protest.  She was not the yelling type because she was not the angry type but she was so angry she thought she saw some red in the corners of her vision.

But there was a sound behind Eunice, a quiet scuffle.  Eunice looked irritated, looked over her shoulder, and then ended the conversation.

“I’ve got to go.  Next time call instead of knocking.  And only call if you are certain you are in the right and Mary is wrong.  I will then determine who gets punished.  I warn you, a false alarm by you will mean that you will be punished.”

Eunice stepped back into her apartment, still blocking view with her body, and shut the door hard.

Skylar was so shocked by the conversation that she stood their fisting her hands, staring at the door.

She came here for help.  Not only did she not get help, Eunice had insulted her, called her a “silly little girl,” and she’d threatened Skylar!  Threatened her with eviction and she had told Skylar she might punish her!

Punish her!?!  In what way?  A building manager could evict someone.  What else could they do?  How could they punish a renter?

Skylar felt like an idiot for standing there.  What if someone saw her staring at Eunice’s door?  What if Eunice was at the peephole looking at her?

She heard Eunice and knew Eunice wasn’t at the peephole because the voice was at least ten feet into Eunice’s apartment.

It was Eunice saying, “Bad little girl!  Bad!”

There was a papery thumping sound.

Skylar had an ah-ha moment.  Eunice had a dog!  That’s why she did not invite Skylar into her apartment and that was probably why Eunice was so hostile.  She was trying to keep people from showing up at her apartment.  No dogs were allowed in the apartment building.

Eunice was probably worried about losing her cushy building manager job.  Maybe Eunice would have been much more helpful if Skylar had approached her in the apartment vestibule or anywhere other than her apartment.

Skylar thought she had good reason for thinking Eunice would normally take her side.  After all… Eunice was probably a fucking lesbo and it seemed like she had a crush on Skylar.  If Eunice was a lesbian, there was no way she was not attracted to Skylar.  That was just a fact.  Skylar wasn’t egotistical but she’d never met a heterosexual man who did not want her so she assumed it must be true of any lesbian as well.

When a guy wanted Skylar – that was all of them – they went out of their way to help her out and be nice to her.  So would Eunice, in theory, other than at her apartment when trying to keep her dog a secret.  Sure, Mary was also attractive, but Mary was the daughter of Eunice’s friend so she must be off limits.

Skylar felt better once she figured out the situation and figured she still had the upper hand if it came to Eunice deciding between the two of them.  Eunice wouldn’t kick Mary out, not with the friend situation, but Eunice could come to Skylar’s defense in a dispute.

Skylar went to her apartment and let herself in.  She’d put another six-pack of soda bottles into the fridge that morning before she went to work.  She decided to get a drink from the fridge and check to see how many of her drinks Mary had taken that day.  Then she would take her drink to the privacy of her own bedroom.

She had to run the nude Mary gauntlet but was surprised Mary wasn’t on the futon or anywhere in the living room/kitchen/dining area.  Good.  Mary had finally left the apartment.  Maybe some fresh air would clear her head on how to interact with her roommate.  Maybe Mary interacting with society would make her think about her behavior thus far and how the way she acted was not socially acceptable.

Skylar coasted down the hallway to her bedroom, relieved again to see the bathroom was empty, and walked into her bedroom.

Mary was on her bed.

Mary was nude.

Mary was rubbing her pussy!


Chapter Five

“Mary!”

“That’s my name.”

“What are you doing!?!”

“What does it look like?  I’m jilling one out.”

“I… I can see that….”

“You can watch.  I don’t mind if you’re a perv.  Go ahead.  Perv away.”

“I’m not a pervert!  I’m not watching!”

Actually… she was watching.  She couldn’t help it.  She couldn’t look away.  It was too unreal to be believed so her mind kept checking and coming back with the same determination:

“Mary is masturbating on my bed.”

“Yep, Mary is masturbating.”

“She’s masturbating.  For sure.  She just stuck a finger into her vagina!”

Mary was still masturbating.  That’s what it was.  Not only because of the finger penetration.  Two fingers of her other hand, her right hand, were circling at the top of her slit.  Mary was rubbing her clitoris!

That was for sure masturbation taking place on Skylar’s bed!

Mary teased, “You can pick up some pointers.  Get it?  I’m pointing my finger up my pussy.”

“I don’t need pointers!”

“Every girl needs a finger pointing up her pussy from time to time. Hey, I’ve got a great idea.  Get naked and do what I’m doing while you stand in the doorway there.  That way we both get pointers while pointing fingers up our pussies.”

“I am not doing that!”

“Don’t you want us to bond as roommates?  I can’t think of any better way.  Well, actually, I do know a better way but you’re not ready for that yet.  You can do it.  I’m sure you can take off your clothes.  You do it every day!  I’m sure you can jill off.  I’d guess you do it… twice a week?  Is that about right?”

It was in the ballpark.  Skylar guessed she did it three times per two weeks.

She said, “I can do it, but I don’t want to do it.  I want you off my bed!”

Mary looked impassioned as she rubbed but she was still able to talk, “Your pussy would want it once you started.  It would feel good.  That’s why we masturbate.  It feels good, so why not?  It would be fair.  You invaded my privacy and you can make up for it by doing the same thing I’m doing.  We will be so much closer after we watch each other cum.”

Skylar couldn’t believe she was having this conversation!  While Mary kept masturbating!

She hated that Mary, who liked to run around naked, who had invaded Skylar’s bedroom, had accused Skylar of invading her privacy.  What a joke! 

She also didn’t like how Mary talked as if she thought Skylar would do it.  Like Mary somehow assumed Skylar would take Mary up on her “offer” for Skylar to put on a masturbation show for her.  The way Mary had said, “We will be much closer after we watch each other cum.”

Skylar was not going to do it!  She was not even tempted!

She liked a self-propelled finger poke as much as the next gal (she assumed) but not in front of a female roommate she might hate!

Skylar said again, but this time more angrily, “I want you off my bed.”

Mary moaned and rubbed her clitoris faster, a second finger joining the first in her vagina, double-fingering herself, “Sure… okay… if you insist….”

Skylar did insist!  Why wasn’t Mary getting up and leaving?

Mary kept moaning and rubbing and fingering.  Skylar kept expecting her to get up.  Skylar couldn’t leave.  This was her bedroom.  She had nowhere to go.  She had to watch.  She had to see Mary get up and leave… or… see what happened next….

The whole situation was so crazy.  Skylar felt dizzy.  She felt like propping a shoulder against the door jamb.  Her knees felt weak. 

She’d never watched anyone masturbate before.

It was… pretty intense!

Mary bucked and flopped her legs wide, jiggling her hips up and down, groaning long and loud.

Had she… did she just….  She had!  Mary had orgasmed!  On Skylar’s bed!

Skylar blinked her eyes in dizzy disbelief.

After a few moments, Mary stood up, “There you go.  You said you wanted me to get off on your bed and I did.”

“I did not say “get off!”  I said I wanted you off my bed!”

“Either way.  I got off and I’m off.  I guess we’re both happy.”

Skylar’s mouth fell open as Mary turned and made a show of wiping her wet fingers all over Skylar’s pillow.

Then she turned back to Skylar and smirked as she walked past her, “Enjoy.”

Skylar hurriedly slammed the bedroom door after Mary left.

Unreal!

She went to the bed to inspect the damage.  Her blankets were kicked off the bed, so they were fine.  Well, as far as she knew.  But she’d need to change the pillowcase.  And the sheet!  There was a huge wet spot.  Mary had soaked it!

Skylar changed them out and noted the mattress was also wet.  She realized that by accident, just automatically feeling the mattress where the wet spot was located on the sheet, just to check, and established it had soaked through the sheet.  She groaned in dismay, looking at her damp hand.  She should have known it was wet there.  The sheet was very thin.  Of course it was wet.

She had Mary’s pussy juice on her hand!

She tried to be philosophical.  She did try.  She told herself there was a first time for everything.  Then she groaned in frustration and hoped that wasn’t true.  For everything?  Hope not!

Damn it.  Mary had purposely wiped her juice on Skylar’s pillow and then Skylar had stupidly gotten some on her hand.

Mary’s pussy juice was all over the place!  Even in the air.  Skylar could smell her.  It wasn’t a bad smell if you did not know what it was.  But it was so personal!

Skylar blinked while looking at her wet hand.  The smell of Mary’s pussy meant some amount of Mary’s pussy juice was in her lungs!

She did not want to exit her bedroom.  She wasn’t ready to see Mary again.  Not yet.  Not ever!  She would have to, but not yet.  She lamely settled for wiping her damp hand on a dry section of the sheet. Then she stuffed the sheet and pillowcase into her laundry hamper.

She let the bed dry.  She paced around her room.

There was no avoiding the scent of Mary.  Her bedroom smelled like pussy!  It had smelled like pussy at times in the past but only ever like Skylar’s own pussy.  After she had a masturbation session.  Especially if it was an intense one. 

Her bedroom smelled like Mary’s pussy!  The scent was stuck in the room because she did not want to open the bedroom door.  Hell, Mary opened closed doors.  And open door would be like inviting Mary to come back.

Skylar sat on the edge of the bed.  Just hanging out in her bedroom.  Just her and the smell of Mary’s pussy.

This was so fucked up!

Should she call Eunice about this?  God, it was so embarrassing.  Skylar did not want to talk about this with anyone.  She did not want to know about it herself!

She’d need to do laundry.  And buy a new pillow.  Maybe a mattress pad, too.   A mattress pad would protect her mattress from future Mary masturbation events. Fuck, was Mary going to do this again?  Probably.  Mary was shameless!

She fumed over the pussy fumes in her room.  Then she decided she did not like where their conversation had left off.  She was going to give Mary a piece of her mind!

She marched out to the living room.

Mary was watching television, sitting on the futon, her knees spread wide, her pussy on display.  Her pussy lips looked swollen and wet.

Now she was getting her pussy juice all over in the living room!  The fuck!?!

Skylar demanded to know, “Why did you do that in my bed?”

Mary looked oblivious to the fact this was a confrontation, “This futon isn’t all that comfortable.  Your bed is nice.  I did it for comfort.”

“Never do it again!”

“Why would I not?  It felt great.  You’re the one who seems concerned about decency, you and your clothes on all the time.  Jesus, don’t be such a virgin.  Relax.  Get naked.  Feel free to masturbate anywhere in this apartment.  In the shower, in front of the bathroom sink watching yourself in the mirror or, hell, in front of the kitchen sink.  It has a mirror, too.  You can do it on my futon.  Cool with me.  Hey, we can sit side by side and both do it at the same time.”

“I am not doing any of those things!”

“We’ll see as we go along.  Never say never and all that.  I’ve got a cool idea for a way for you to jill off and it will be hot!  But I won’t tell you yet.  I’ll give you instructions when the time is right and you are ready to obey.”

“I don’t obey people.  I don’t obey anyone.  I will not obey you, of all people!”

“You obey constantly, but you don’t think of it that way.  You obey social norms and traffic signs and all the laws out there, and so on.  You are a much more obedient person than me.  That’s just a fact.  Deal with it.”

Incredibly, Mary slid a hand down to her pussy and traced her pussy lips with two fingers.  They were immediately wet.

It was like… it was like Mary was getting off on telling Skylar what was what!  Telling her what to think and how to view the world!

She was maybe getting off on telling Skylar that Skylar was obedient and didn’t even know it….

Skylar was struck speechless and was too upset to even look away.  She stared at Mary’s hand tracing her pussy lips.

Mary watched her and then went on, “You are obedient.  You like to obey.  It’s what you do.  It’s who you are.  Obeying is your safety net.  Obey away!  This is going to work out great.  Us in this apartment together.  You’re good at obeying and you like to obey.  I’m good at giving orders and I like to boss people around.  So, I’ll boss you around, tell you what to do, and you’ll lick it up.”

Skylar thought Mary had better not mean that literally!  “Lick it up?”  Did she have to use that term while she was caressing her pussy?

And while Skylar was staring at her pussy….

It really was such a suggestive term!

Skylar cleared her throat.  That gave her time to think of a good comeback.  But apparently not enough time because she had nothing.  She guessed it was pretty obvious what she should say.  Something along the lines, or exactly like, no.  Just plain no.  But she said nothing after clearing her throat.

She was… sort of curious… interested… in what Mary would say next.

Mary said the craziest stuff.  It really was quite interesting.  Almost… intriguing.

Mary didn’t disappoint her, “Let’s give it a try right now.”

Skylar cleared her throat again, “I don’t think so.”

That wasn’t put as firmly as she’d meant to.  It really did not shut the door on… whatever.

“I do think so.  See, this will be a good learning experience for you.  What I think is going to matter so much more than whatever you think.  At first.  Then, after a while, what you think won’t matter at all.  But then… it will matter!  Because you will think whatever I want you to think, whatever I think up for you to think, and what I think will always matter.”

Was she… where was she going with this?  Mary’s logic made no sense.  Or maybe it did in some twisted way.  It was some kind of circular argument that ignored Skylar thought whatever she wanted to think, as should anyone. But it seemed like Mary was getting at something, hinting at some kind of hidden truth, and finding out more from Mary, learning her bizarre viewpoint, felt… tantalizing to Skylar.

Skylar found herself wanting to know more.  Obviously, to make it clear to Mary that Mary was all wrong all the time.

Mary sure was looking at her intently!

Mary said, “We need to break the ice better.  Roomies need to be oh so comfy with each other.  Come sit next to me.  Don’t treat me like a pariah.  I don’t have the plague.”

She did not have a plague, Skylar did not think so unless it was a plague that made you act crazy, and Skylar really did not want to treat Mary like a pariah.  Skylar was not the bad guy and did not want Mary to be the bad guy either.

Couldn’t they just get along?

“Now.  Right now.  You sit right next to me.”

Skylar moved without making a conscious decision.  She was surprised she wasn’t moving towards her bedroom.  She was almost shocked at herself when she sat next to Mary.

Mary was naked on the futon and Skylar was sitting right next to her!

Skylar felt like she’d made a mistake sitting down next to Mary.  She did not want to be there.  She wanted to retreat.  Why had she sat down?  Apparently, only because Mary told her to sit next to her.  Mary wanted her there and now Skylar was there even though she did not want to be there.

Like… what Mary wanted was more important that what she wanted?  That was a lot like the crazy shit Mary had said moments ago!  But Skylar didn’t believe that what Mary wanted was more important than what she wanted. 

She’d disagreed, in her mind, when Mary said that would be how it would be.  And yet here she was, a minute later, fulfilling Mary’s prediction!

Fuck this!

Skylar started to stand right back up.  Mary’s hand flashed from her pussy to Skylar’s thigh.  She clamped onto the middle of Skylar’s thigh and exerted pushing down strength.

Skylar couldn’t stand up!

“You’re not going anywhere,” Mary said confidently.  “Remember, I’m in charge now.”

Mary was not in charge!  No way!

Mary said she was in charge.

Eunice said Mary was in charge.

Skylar had just obeyed her and sat next to her when she did not want to, as if Skylar sensed Mary was in charge of her.

Mary had put a hand on her and was forcing her to stay! 

Skylar thought she should tell Eunice about this.  But would Eunice understand what a big deal it was?  It was a big deal to Skylar but on the other hand (the hand on her thigh) it was just a hand on her thigh.  Would Eunice say it was not “clearcut wrong” and decide that Skylar, not Mary, needed to be punished?

Skylar did not want to risk any sort of punishment from Eunice.  Skylar had not liked the way Eunice’s eyes lit up when she talked about punishment.  She’d looked like she looked forward to punishing Skylar! 

Skylar did not want to get kicked out of her home or lose her damage deposit.  Assuming that was the kind of punishment Eunice had in mind.  But what other kinds of punishment might she consider?

Eunice would only have to consider them if Skylar gave her the excuse to punish her.  By going to her with something that was less than “clearcut wrong.”

Skylar stopped trying to get up.

Just a hand, just a hand, just a hand.  Play it cool.  Don’t let Mary see it was getting to her.

It was hard to play it cool when it was so damn hot in the apartment!

It was not just any hand.  It was a hand connected to a nude young woman.  It was hand still a little wet from Mary fondling her pussy lips.

Mary’s damp hand slid up and down Skylar’s nearest thigh, which was only covered by thin work slacks.  There were darker smudges where wetness had absorbed into the fabric.  That was Mary’s pussy juice!  Yuck!

Skylar wondered if she would try to wash the slacks or simply throw them out as soon as she took them off.  Which she would as soon as she got back to her bedroom!

Or would Skylar take them off sooner?

Mary said, “There.  All settled down?”

Skylar guessed she was “settled down.” She was no longer trying to get up.  But she didn’t want to admit out loud that she was “settled down.”  She did not feel settled down inside.  She felt a maelstrom of frustration and upset and embarrassment.  And… some other things….

“Now, I’m not normally a lefty, but take a look at this.”

Skylar looked over at Mary’s left hand.  It was in Mary’s lap!  It was rubbing Mary’s pussy!

Skylar demanded, “What is it I’m supposed to see?” 

“You’re supposed to see me Jilling my pussy.  See?  It’s harmless.  Actually, it’s healthy.  It’s sexy.  Doesn’t it make you happy to see another person getting happy?  You must be so happy for me.”

Skylar was so furious with her!  Was Mary mocking her or trying to drive her from the apartment or what?

“What are you up to?” she asked with an accusatory tone.

“I’m two fingers up to my pussy.”

Skylar saw it was true. Mary was delving two fingers in and out of her pussy.

“Why?  Didn’t you just do that on my bed?”

“You can never masturbate enough or too much.  I did it on your bed and you know what?  I’m going to do it lots more on your bed.  And in the shower.  And in the bathroom. 

“I’ll do it here on the futon.  I’ll do it while I fry eggs at the stove.  I’ll do it anywhere and everywhere, all over this apartment.  It’s like married people in a new house.  Get some in every room.  I’m not married but I am Mary, so I’ll be a one-woman get some.  Or, who knows, maybe more than one woman.”

Huh?  Mary was going to invite some friend over to also masturbate in the apartment?

“Now watch my hand.  Watch my pussy.  It’s perfectly natural.  You have two hands and a pussy also.  You have needs.  I bet you feel a little needy right now.”

Her?  Needy?  Why would she be?  Why would Mary think that?  Just because Skylar did not have a boyfriend right now?

Skylar watched Mary’s hand and Skylar looked at Mary’s pussy.  She had to admit, she had quite the sexy view.  This view was so much closer than the one she’d had in the bedroom.  Her eyes were just a few feet from Mary’s pussy!

But what was she supposed to look for?  The wetness?  That was clear.  There was no doubt Mary was turned on and there was fresh wetness.  It wasn’t all left over from the bedroom.

Did it turn Mary on to have someone watching or was it the simple work of her fingers arousing her?

Wait, if it turned Mary on to have Skylar watch her masturbate, then did that mean Mary was a lesbian?  But she couldn’t be.  She was too good looking.  Or could she be?

Mary’s left hand slipped up and down her slit, two fingers skimming along inside herself.  That hand only traveled inches each way.  But her right hand slid up and down Skylar’s slack-clad thigh.  That hand traveled much further up and down, from almost to Skylar’s knee to almost her hip, but both hands changed directions and moved in the same directions at the same time.  Both downward and then both upward.  Repeat ed over and over.

The mirroring behavior of Mary’s two hands was quite disturbing.  It was almost like she was masturbating Skylar’s slim muscular thigh!

It was almost like Skylar was part of Mary’s masturbation.  It was almost like they were having sex!

Another woman was masturbating herself while she rubbed Skylar’s leg!  Skylar was in contact with a masturbator!

It was so disturbing.  It was so bothersome.  It really made Skylar feel like doing something but she sure didn’t know what.  She suddenly felt like she had no idea about anything.  It was probably safest to stay still, like prey with a predator nearby. 

She had better not try to leave.  That might incite something.  She better just stay quiet until Mary was done doing what she was doing.  Then Skylar could slip away.

But there were problems with that strategy.  Mary wasn’t only doing what she was doing to herself.  She was doing something to Skylar.  Rubbing her thigh!  And it was hard to think about slipping away unnoticed later when Mary’s hand slipped up and down her leg right then and there, very much taking notice of her!

She had just thought that trying to leave might incite something.  But it also felt like staying was inciting… or exciting… something.

Skylar knew she should have said something and disagreed when Mary said she probably felt needy right then.  She hadn’t denied it because she was trying to get along and avoid arguing with Mary.  And also because she guessed it was true.  A little. 

She knew for sure that she should have spoken up because Mary took an action as if she’d taken Skylar’s silence for agreement.

When Mary’s sliding squeezing hand moved up Skylar’s leg it did not stop and reverse course at the top.  It took an offramp!  Right to Skylar’s crotch!

“Uh!”  Skylar reacted with surprise and a distinct lack of eloquence.

Skylar started to stand up.  That is, she started to try to stand up but did not get far.  The damn futon was like quicksand and the damn new roommate, Mary, stuck her elbow out, the one attached to the hand on Skylar’s crotch, and jammed the point of her elbow against Skylar’s solar plexus.  Trying to get up only made Skylar ram her solar plexus into Mary’s elbow.

“Hey!”

“Relax, I’m helping you out.  Got a need, satisfy the need.”

“I don’t have a need!”

“Sure you do.  I feel it.  Maybe you should slide these pants down so I can feel your need better.  And better satisfy your need.”

Slide her pants down!?!  But then… Mary would see Skylar’s pussy!  And it did feel slippery to Skylar.  She thought she was wet.  That wetness would be obvious if she slid her slacks down.  Even if she kept her panties on.  The ones she wore today, like most of the ones she owned, were sheer.  They did nothing to hide wetness.  They practically showed it off!

All that was assuming Mary only wanted the slacks down!

Why was she slippery there?  What the fuck? 

No time to think about that.  She had a crazy roommate to deal with!

Skylar quickly altered her argument away from the easily disproven claim she did not have a need, “I don’t need help with my needs!”

“Need.  Want.  Like.  Enjoy.  Semantics.  Just relax.  Give in to the futon.”

Semantics!?!  Mary was rubbing her pussy!

Relax!?!  Mary was rubbing her pussy!

Give in to the futon?  It wasn’t the futon doing this even if it was the furniture equivalent to a quagmire.  It was Mary doing it!  Mary wanted Skylar to give in to her!

Mary’s hand aggressively helped itself to Skylar’s cookie jar.  Mary’s fingers were down between Skylar’s thighs now and her palm was vertical across Skylar’s clothed slit. 

Skylar realized with dismay that when she had tried to stand up she’d moved her legs slightly apart, allowing Mary’s hand greater access.  Skylar’s escape attempt made the situation worse!  But she had to try or… something would happen.  Mary would do more.

Mary with her bullshit about satisfying Skylar’s need.  It seemed like the opposite was true.  Skylar’s need was growing like a wet spot spreading in panties.  Whose panties?  Skylar knew whose but did not know what to do about it.

Mary jiggled her right hand while pressing down firmly, her soft palm crushing on Skylar’s soft swollen labia.

Skylar realized with dismay that it felt good.  She did feel a lot of neediness.  That was what it was.  But she did not want to solve it this way!  Not with Mary’s helping hand.  Of course not.  But the need was there.  Right there.  Right where Mary’s hand was.

Damn Mary!  She was not helping with the need!  She was not solving it!  She was making it bigger and worse and harder for Skylar to deal with.

An invasive undermining thought tried to take root in her mind.  If Skylar was having such a hard time dealing with her need… then… maybe she needed a helping hand to help her deal with it….

Mary said, “Isn’t this charming?  Two new roomies getting along great.  Getting off or getting along.  Same thing.  Getting off together is getting along together.  It’s feeling better by the second.  Me in my way and you in your way.”

This wasn’t charming!  This was… something else!  Not charming!

Skylar was not getting off.  Is that what Mary thought?  No way!  Is that what Mary intended?  No way!

Mary was right, though, about it feeling better by the second….

Skylar made a renewed effort to get off the futon.  She didn’t think it through.  She just felt compelled to do something.  She had to before… before it might start feeling so much better that it felt too much better.  Dangerously better.

Her effort was not rewarded with success.  She bounced back from Mary’s bony elbow – Skylar had never thought it was bony until right then – and flopped against the back of the futon.

Damn it!  Her legs were spread even further now!  That was an accidental byproduct of her escape attempt.

That was accidental, right?

Mary cupped and jiggled Skylar’s lower pussy lips while the base of her palm ground down on the top of Skylar’s slit. 

“Mary!”

“That’s my name.  Rubbing pussy is my game!”

“Rub your own pussy!”

“I am.”

Skylar was momentarily conversationally stuck.  Mary was rubbing her own pussy.  That was true.  And also Skylar’s!  At the same time.

“Don’t!”

“Don’t what?”

“You know what.”

“But I want to hear it.  Say it dirty.  I love dirty talk.  That’s the only kind of talk I’ll listen to.  If you don’t talk dirty, then you must not want me to listen to you.”

Wha-aht?

Skylar couldn’t get up. Mary wasn’t stopping.  The… effect… of Mary’s hand was increasing.  Damn Mary for an effective hand!  The fucking bitch must spend a lot of time masturbating.  She knew what she was doing down there between Skylar’s legs.

Skylar’s legs felt weak.  It felt like she might have a hard time standing up even if Mary’s arm did not block her.

Skylar had to do something.  She guessed she had to say what Mary told her to say.

Mary was power-tripping!  She wanted Skylar to say the word pussy just because Skylar did not want to say it.

Fine!

“Mary, please take your hand off my pussy.”

Mary scoffed, “That’s not dirty talk!  Make it dirty.”

Dirty….

If she had to.  She had to.

God, what would sound dirty?  She wasn’t a dirty talker.  She was the heavy breather type during sex.  But now she had to talk dirty not as part of sex but to avoid sex.  Did Mary’s hand rubbing her pussy count as sex?

God.  It felt like sex.

Skylar had a flash of thought that it was ironic that she did not talk dirty during sex but needed to talk dirty now to avoid… this.

She didn’t know what to say!  It was too weird to talk dirty while Mary rubbed her!

Mary urged while rubbing both of their pussies, “Come on, dirty girl.  Talk dirty, dirty girl.”

Skylar was starting to feel dirty.  This felt so dirty!  Mary and her crummy stained futon!

And her damn hand.

Skylar better say something, anything.  She better make it dirty enough.  The words welled up in her mind and slid down to her mouth. 

“Mary, my hot pussy is so wet.  It’s so soaked.  It’s all juicy.  I need you to stop rubbing it.  Please.”

Skylar had said the words but, even so, her eyes bugged out at hearing them.  They surprised her.  They were so graphic!  They were so naughty!

She burned with humiliation at having said that.  She felt the burn on her face and all through her body but the burn seemed to pool between her legs.

Skylar belatedly thought she guessed she now knew why some people talked dirty during sex.  Everyone would if they knew about this effect.  As long as they did not need to face their lover after sex.  Or look in a mirror.

“Mmm,” was the only reaction from Mary.

What did that mean?

Why was Mary still rubbing?

Why did it have to feel so good?

Mary asked, sounding calm inversely proportional to Skylar’s panic and need, “You sound like a dirty girl.  Are you a dirty girl?  Tell me.”

Mary wanted more dirty talk!  Skylar gave her what she wanted, the dirty talk, and now Mary wanted more.  Skylar guessed she had to keep going with the dirty talk.  She had to because Mary kept her hand going.  The only way to make it stop going was to keep going.  Maybe.  If Mary could be trusted.

Mary wasn’t trustworthy.  Skylar knew that.  But it was still her only hope.

“I’m a dirty girl!”

“Mmm.  Make me believe it.”

“I’m a very dirty girl.  So dirty.  A dirty girl!”

“Nasty?”

“I’m a nasty dirty girl!”

“Mmm.”

What?  Wasn’t that good enough to stop Mary from making Skylar feel too good for her own good?  What did Skylar have to say or do!?!

Mary knew, “Words just won’t convince me.  A nasty dirty girl would hump my hand.”

Hump her hand?  But that would look so… okay, right, it would look dirty.

Skylar had to convince her….

She had to prove she was a nasty and dirty girl.  She was losing track of exactly why it was important to do that.  But Mary wanted her to prove how nasty and dirty she was, Mary seemed so in charge, and Mary had just told her how to do it.

Skylar’s confusion morphed into a mistaken certainty.  She had to do it and she knew just want to do.  Thanks to Mary.

Skylar leaned back in the futon, spread her legs a little more, and pushed her pussy up like an offering to barbaric gods.

The avatar of the barbaric gods, their dark angel, took the offering and exploited it.  Mary rubbed Skylar’s humped up pussy vigorously, running her hand up and down Skylar’s swollen labia.  Skylar was soaking through the slacks.  They were no real obstruction to sensation because they were so thin and now so wet.

Mary wished she could get some fingers into Skylar but did not dare delay to take off Skylar’s pants.  She couldn’t input her fingers into Skylar’s pussy but she could still input her words into Skylar’s mind.

“You are a nasty girl.  You’re a dirty hand humper humping your dirty pussy on my hand.  You’re a nasty slut trying to act like a normal decent girl but no more of that act from you.  You can’t fool me.  You’re a dirty nasty slut.”

That was… bad news?  A revelation?  Not true?

Skylar felt like she suddenly knew nothing.  Not about herself.  Not about the world around her.  Except she knew Mary’s hand felt amazing and humping Mary’s hand was the best.

It was bad to be a dirty nasty slut.  But it felt great!

“Ooo.  Oh.  No.”

Mary demanded, “Tell me how slutty you are!”

“So slutty!  I’m so slutty!  I’m such a fucking slut!”

“Oh, yes, you are a slut.  Slutty slut is gonna cummy cum on my hand.  Hump my hand, dirty girl.”

Wasn’t… wasn’t she humping Mary’s hand and talking dirty in order to not cum?

Why was it again that she had not wanted to cum?

Skylar humped Mary’s hand.  Her ass was off the futon and tensed up.  Her shoulder slid down the weak shifty back of the futon.  She ended up with her pussy higher than her head.  Her pussy was trying to reach the ceiling!

Mary saw it another way, “Sky that pussy, Skylar.  Put it in the sky.  I’m going to make you fly high, sky high, dirty little girl.”

Mary did make Skylar fly high.  Skylar’s orgasm exploded.  She made an achy croak sound from her futon squished position.  She went from pumping her pussy up and down midair to shaking it side to side against Mary’s rubbing hand.

Still orgasming, her nerves firing, Skylar’s body half-twisted, her face ending up against Mary’s hip, her pussy turned towards Mary, her feet slapping at the floor.


Chapter Six

Skylar was in her bedroom.

It was two hours after… that.  Whatever that was.

Skylar was pacing a hole in her bedroom carpet.  She had the bedroom door closed.  It did not have a lock but she’d moved a little chair she had, one she used as a bedstand, and jammed the back of it under the door knob.

She was safe.

Safe from… Mary.

That sounded ridiculous.  It felt ridiculous.  Mary was not dangerous.

Mary was not dangerous in the traditional, run-of-the-mill, easily understood way like, say, how an armed robber was dangerous.  But she was dangerous.  Maybe she was more dangerous than an armed robber.

With an armed robber, the robbery lasted a few seconds, or maybe minutes, and then it was over and you’d never see them again unless the police caught them and you testified in court.

There was no getting away from Mary.  They lived together!

An armed robbery might change a person to some extent.  Maybe they’d flinch years later when they saw someone in a ski mask.  Something like that.  But Mary was more dangerous long-term because she had tried to change how Skylar viewed herself.

A dirty girl!?!

A nasty girl!?!

A slut!?!

That was not who Skylar was.  That was not who Skylar wanted to be.

If she ever did want to be some slut, maybe for an hour or two, in would be with a hot guy who was head over heels in love with her and would do anything for her.  Like maybe right after he proposed to her or maybe on their honeymoon.

It would not be for Mary!

It would not be for Mary… a second time.

Damn.  Shit.  Wow. She had talked dirty, hadn’t she?  Mary made her or got her to do it but still, she did say those things.  She called herself bad names!

Wait!  Had she had lesbian sex?  It wasn’t, was it?

Skylar had orgasmed.  With a woman.  Because of what that woman did to her.  Or because the woman got Skylar to hump her hand?

Orgasm equals sex.

With a woman, no man around.  Physical contact between them.

Fuck!  It was lesbian sex!

Damn it!

Skylar had lost her lesbian virginity!  She had assumed that was one virginity she’d keep for life.

What should she do?  Go to Eunice?  And tell her about losing her lesbian virginity?  Tell her about calling herself a dirty girl and orgasming while humping Mary’s hand?

No fucking way!  Skylar could picture it.  Eunice’s eyes would light up.  She might act a little sympathetic or maybe she would be not at all sympathetic.  Eunice would probably keep asking questions and try to pull out every little intimate detail from Skylar.  Eunice would probably get off on it!

No way!  Skylar had already lived through… that… once.  She would not verbally relive it to Eunice’s delight.

So, Skylar would… what?

Well, she’d have to… what?

Pretend it never happened?  Have “a talk” with Mary?

Thinking about Mary made Skylar feel defensive.  She plunked down on the edge of her bed and crossed her arms tightly over her chest.

She’d thought about Mary a lot over the last couple of hours.  How could she not?  Specifically, obviously, about what had happened on the futon.  Skylar thought of it as “the futon incident.”  It was easier on her to think of it as that instead of thinking “when Mary rubbed my pussy until I orgasmed… like a dirty girl.”

After her orgasm passed, she had found herself face to side cheek of Mary’s bare hip and ass.  Worse, Mary was still rubbing her pussy. 

Skylar was so tired and the futon was a morass of blankets and pillows. 

Skylar guessed that was why she just lay there… and watched.  She had watched Mary’s hand rubbing her pussy with Skylar’s eyes maybe less than two feet away from the action.

It was embarrassing now.  All of it was.  But she’d watched for a minute, or a few minutes, as Mary rubbed her pussy. 

She really should have gotten up right away.  But she watched until Mary drew out a long moan, like someone stretching, and came on her hand.

That had brought Skylar back to her circumstance and made her worry that Mary would turn her attentions back to Skylar.  She had quickly sat up, all of a sudden it was easy to sit up and stand up, it was just a stupid futon, not some clever trap, and she had retreated to her bedroom.

There were a few parts of “the futon incident” that bothered her.  A few details that bothered her.  Yes, Mary had no right.  Yes, Skylar was not a lesbian.  But moving her mind past the big things, there was room for other regrets and worries.

Why had she sat down on the futon at all?  Mary had ordered her to do it.  She insisted.  But there was no reason to do it.  Mary had talked about being in charge and then, with words alone, made Skylar do something Skylar had not meant to do and did not want to do.

Skylar did it.  She had obeyed.  Had she sensed that something was going to happen and then she still did it?  Skylar wasn’t sure if she had suspected anything.  Certainly not what actually happened.  Who could suspect that?

Did she somehow agree, deep down, that Mary was in charge?  Mary wasn’t in charge.  But maybe it had felt that way. 

Fucking Eunice! 

And Mary was an asshole!

Skylar tried to stay constructive on the issue of how she had obeyed Mary’s direction to sit down.  She needed to focus on the future, not the past.  She decided there would be no more obeying anything Mary ever told her to do. 

Mary could ask for something, nicely, and Skylar could consider it.  Not things like masturbating Skylar!  Things like if Skylar would pick up Mary’s favorite cereal when she went to the grocery store.

Okay.  Decided.  It felt good to have that decided.  It felt good to know how she would handle a similar situation, Mary giving an order, in the future.  Just don’t do it.  So simple!

But there was something else.  Something that bothered Skylar much more than how she cooperatively sat down next to Mary when Mary demanded it.

When Mary touched Skylar’s pussy (her nasty dirty pussy….), Skylar had tried to get up.  She had.  She tried more than once.  But… why had she failed?  Mary’s elbow was digging into her solar plexus, no doubt, but Skylar had not turned and rolled away from Mary on the futon.  She had not tried her best to escape Mary’s elbow.  Why not? 

She could have gotten away from Mary’s arm and, at the same time, away from her grabby hand between Skylar’s legs.  It seemed so simple in hindsight.  So easy.  Instead, she’d been the easy one.

How had she not realized how easy it would be to escape and then escaped?  Was she too flustered to think of the obvious or… was there another reason?  Had she avoided finding the solution because she had not wanted to solve the problem?

Maybe part of her did not view the problem as a problem.  If so, she knew which part!  Who stood to gain by making her just sit there?  Her damn eager-to-orgasm pussy.

But there was something else that bothered Skylar even more.  Maybe failing to turn away was a simple brain hiccup.  But what about Skylar’s hands?  She’d sat there, hands at her sides.  The whole time.  Like she had no idea she had hands.  She should have reached out and grabbed Mary’s arm.  Hell, it should have been automatic, pure instinct.  Mary was a big bigger than her but Skylar’s two hands would have defeated Mary’s one hand.  Assuming Mary’s other hand stayed on her own pussy.

Skylar’s hands had done nothing at all!

What the fuck exactly?  So, she had sat there, tried and failed to get up, almost like she was only going through the motions.  Mary’s hands masturbated them both and Skylar’s lazy hands did not one damn thing.

It made no sense.  What was wrong with her?

Speaking of which… thinking of which… what was up with that orgasm?  It was a big one.  Especially for a heterosexual girl (a dirty girl….) getting sexually mauled by a female. 

It was a much bigger orgasm than the ones she gave herself the times when she rubbed her own pussy.  Why was it so much better?

Jesus, maybe she should wear slacks whenever she masturbated in the future. 

No, that wasn’t why.

Was it… because she was a “nasty dirty girl?”  She hoped that wasn’t true!  Fucking lying Mary! 

As she remembered it, she was pretty sure she did get more aroused when Mary said those things about her and made her say those things about herself.  Skylar guessed that was why some people talked dirty during sex.  They must have discovered that secret.  Mary must also know it.

Now Skylar knew the secret, but it wouldn’t do her any good.  No way could she talk that way while having sex with a guy!

She wasn’t going to go to Eunice with this.  She couldn’t afford to move out either.  Having a talk with Mary would be too embarrassing and might cause more harm than good. 

She decided she would ignore it.  Sometimes the best course of action was no action at all.


Chapter Seven

The next day, when Skylar came home from work, she got an unpleasant surprise.

Her bedroom door.  It was gone!

The hinges were there.  But there was no door. 

Skylar found Mary sitting on the futon.  There she was at the scene of “the futon incident.”  Mary was naked as usual.  Her unusual usual.

“Mary, where’s my fucking bedroom door?”

“I decided we need more open space.  Make this place into a convoluted studio apartment.”

“You should have asked me!  You know I would have said no.”

“Doors just separate people and keep them apart.  Not cool.”

Skylar gestured with both arms, “That’s what doors are for!  That’s why there’s a door on my bedroom!”

“Was a door.  Was.”

Skylar fumed, “I’m going to tell Eunice!”

“I already talked with Eunice.  She approved.  She likes my ideas.”

Mary and Eunice were both bitches!

Skylar sputtered, “Don’t you dare come into my bedroom.  You understand me?”

“Holy fuck.  Where’s the gratitude?  I gave you that orgasm last night.  You owe me.  You should show some gratitude.”

“I am not grateful and I am not going to talk about what happened last night.”

Mary smiled big.

“I’m not!” Skylar insisted.

Mary had a gleam in her eyes, “I was thinking about more than talk.”

Skylar turned and stormed to her bedroom.  She would have slammed the door but she had no door to slam.

She knew couldn’t stay in her bedroom all night.  With no door it almost didn’t serve as a place of sanctuary anyway.  She paced around for a time, burning off energy from her anger.

She felt disbelief as she checked her bedsheets for a wet spot.  Either Mary had not masturbated on her bed today – too busy stealing her damn door! – or the wet spot had dried.

At dinner time, a late dinner, she left the “open air” bedroom.  Mary lounged in the nude on the futon.  Skylar ignored her and fried eggs with hashbrowns in a skillet in the kitchen area.  She thought she sensed Mary watching her.  Or maybe it was in her mind.  She ignored the feeling. 

Just as she got all the food onto a plate, tossed a fork on top, and was about to bring her dinner with her to the bedroom, she felt simultaneous pokes against her sides, yelped, and leaped a few inches off the floor.

She whirled and Mary was right there smirking and then laughing.

“What the fuck, Mary?”

“I pincered you!”

“What the hell?  What does that mean?”

“My sisters and I used to sneak up on each other and, bam, jam a few fingers into each side from behind, at the same time.  We called it “getting pincered.”  It taught us to be alert.  Lots of fun.”

“Don’t do that!  Ever again!”

“I will not agree to any such thing.  I won’t deny you or me the fun of it.  I did it for both of us.”

“You can’t just sneak up and poke somebody.”

“I can.  I just did.  I can tell you’re stressed and having a hard time adjusting to me being in charge around here.  So, we need to get much closer.  So much closer.  You’re going to like it.  Eventually.”

“You are not in charge around here!”

“See what I mean?  You’re still adjusting and having a hard time.  I am in charge.  I say so and Eunice agrees.  Two against one.  All settled.”

“Bullshit!  And I don’t want to be closer to you.  I’d like to be further away.”

Mary looked mock hurt, “Oh, come now.  Or I mean, you came last night.  That was us being nice and close and look how that worked out.  You shot off like there were lit fireworks in your panties.  If you really think about it, you’ll start looking forward to being closer to me.”

Skylar picked up her plate and made to move around Mary.  She was finished with this conversation.

But Mary wasn’t finished.

With her hands fisted with two fingers extended from each hand, she pincered Skylar’s skinny sides again, two fingers on each side digging in deeply.  Skylar yelped and jumped, and half of the eggs slid off the plate onto the linoleum floor.

“Damn it!”

Mary laughed hard, only slowly getting her laughter under control as Skylar angrily looked at the eggs on the floor.

Mary said, “Go ahead, get them off the floor.  Eat ‘em up.  Five second rule!”

“Gross!”

“Waste not, want not.”

“You fucking eat it!”

Mary ignored that, “You’re a lot more sensitive than my sisters or me.  I almost always won at pincering.  That’s how I became the boss among my sisters.  That and some other stuff I did.  You and I will go through the same process of establishing that I’m in charge.  This is going to be great fun with how sensitive you are.  You know, I saw that last night when you came.  You’re wired for sensation.  Hey, you ever try vibrators?  I bet they’d make your eyeballs roll into your head.  I can hardly wait to see that.”

Skylar gawped.  Mary was talking a lot of crazy shit and making bizarre plans.  She was so incredibly bold!  And weird!

“Mary!  Do not ever touch me again!”

“No can promise.”

Skylar moved around Mary who stood still, just as oblivious of her nudity as Skylar was conscious of it.  Mary made a sudden move as if to pincer her again and Skylar dodged to the side, barely keeping her remaining eggs on the plate.

“Psyche!”

“Fuck off!”

“You need to clean up those eggs you spilled.”

Skylar, speedwalking towards the bedroom, yelled back, “You fucking spilled them!  You fucking clean them up!”

“I will.  In my way.”

Skylar wondered what Mary meant by that.  Again, she wished she had a bedroom door to slam.

She sat on the edge of the bed, plate on her knees, and ate her dinner.

Was Mary trying to bother her or was Mary, in her own way, trying to bond with Skylar? 

If so, Mary was going about it in entirely wrong way.  You do not bond with someone by going around in the nude, stealing the door to their bedroom, and “pincering” them!

Skylar looked up at the wall across from her and shook her head with wide eyes.  A nude woman had “pincered” her! 

(The same one who masturbated her last night.  The one who rubbed the pussy of the nasty dirty girl.)

Skylar shook her head harder, trying to fling the thoughts out of her head.

Skylar had always hated getting tickled.  It was the worst.  Mary was right about that.  She was sensitive, highly sensitive to tickling.  It was her personal kryptonite.  Boyfriends always discovered her ticklishness and she always had to lay down the law with them.

She thought about Craig.  Her last boyfriend.  He was so immature and had no ambition at all.  He liked to go out drinking with his friends more than he liked going to a movie with Skylar!  She’d broken up with a few weeks ago.  He thought there was another guy to blame but there wasn’t.  A couple of guys had asked her out at work and they would have been possibles but Skylar wasn’t going to mix work with romance.  Hell to the no!

The way she’d orgasmed last night, the way a woman did that to her, with her hand, through Skylar’s slacks, made her wonder if she should maybe call Craig.  Not to get back together.  Not for the long term.  But maybe until this weirdness with Mary settled down.  Maybe Craig coming over to watch a show or to take her out would act as a buffer with Mary.

Then again, Mary probably would refuse to get dressed and then Craig would be ogling her and then suggesting in private that they should have a threesome with Mary.  Craig could be such a lecherous asshole!

She finished her dinner and brought her plate to the kitchen area sink.  She saw the spilled eggs were still on the linoleum floor.  Mary had not picked them up and Skylar wasn’t surprised.  Mary was not the cleanly type.

Fuck her.  Skylar was not going to clean up those eggs.  They could stay there for a week, for ten weeks for all Skylar cared, as a testament to Mary’s transgressions and a symbol of Skylar’s will to defy Mary’s weirdness.  Not that Skylar spilling those eggs was defiance.  It was more like a small defeat.  Okay then, the eggs on the floor would serve as a symbol that the war went on.

It was a war….

She was in a war!  On her home turf!

As she walked back towards her bedroom, just as she passed Mary on the futon, Mary stood quickly, a flash in the corner of Skyler’s vision, and was near instantly behind Skylar.  Mary jammed two fingers from each hand simultaneously into Skylar’s sides.  Right where she was most ticklish!

Skylar reactively jumped and at the same time tried to move faster to get away.  Unfortunately, she was caught in Mary’s “pincers.” Mary’s poking fingers dug under her ribs.  Skylar was finger-hooked!

Skylar started to stumble, would have recovered, but Mary wrapped a foot in front of one of Skylar’s ankles, and drove her shoulder lightly but hard enough into Skylar’s back.

With a carpet-thumping oof, Skylar landed on her face.  Right away, Skylar started to get her hands under her to rise into a hands and knees position to stand up from there.  Mary pounced on top of her back and Skylar released another oof as she crashed flat to the carpet, on her stomach.

Skylar wanted to swear and demand that Mary get off of her but Mary’s weight kept her from getting enough air to talk.  Just breathing was a struggle and that was the priority.

Skylar realized three things.

She was under assault!

There was a naked woman on her back!

And… Mary was on top of her but faced the other way, towards Skylar’s feet.

Mary announced, “Here’s how we settled things at my house.  How my sisters and I got along and got things done.  In other words, how they all came to understand I was in charge and they had to do as I said.  You’ve met the pincers.  Now meet the ticklers.”

The ticklers?  Mary wasn’t about to—

She was!  Mary was tickling her!

Skylar’s pink sweatshirt she’d changed into when she got home had already ridden halfway up her torso.  Her sides were bare and vulnerable from the hem of it down to her matching pink sweatpants.

Her ribs!  Her tender sides!  Mary tickled both sides at the same time.  The pincering had hurt a little while also feeling a little ticklish.  It was the rib equivalent to the rubber hammer thing the doctor bounces on your knee.  But now came the real tickling.

Mary’s fingers were skillful and intent, like she knew exactly how much pressure to apply and the exact right places to maximize the effect.

Skylar couldn’t stand it! 

Skylar tried to buck Mary off but Skylar was too flat and Mary was too heavy.

Skylar tried to twist her body to at least protect one side.  No go. 

She could not take the tickling!

Skylar flopped her legs, trying to get a buck of motion to ripple along her body to maybe throw Mary off her.  No go.

The tickling was driving her crazy!  It had to stop!

The intensity of the tickling made her muscles jump and tense, made them fire randomly, and sucked up all her oxygen.  She could not expand her lungs enough to get the air she needed.  Mary wasn’t big but she was big enough, wiry muscular, and Skylar was slim.  When Skylar exercised, she went for flexibility and stamina, not strength.  She was no weightlifter.

The tickling kept on and Skylar heard the panicked gasping sounds she made, including what sounded like half words.  Even she did not know what she was trying to say.  She was in a tickle panic with no escape in sight.

She probably looked like she was having a seizure and like Mary was helpfully holding her down so she wouldn’t hurt herself.

She wasn’t sure which would happen first, if the tickling would drive her insane or if she’d pass out from lack of air.

Then, blessedly, the tickling stopped, though Mary still sat on her.  Skylar felt crushed and sweaty from panic.  But she felt so relieved the tickling had stopped.  She almost felt a sort of high from the cessation of tickle torture.

Mary asked, “Are you a dirty girl?”

Skylar gathered her breath.  This dirty girl thing needed to stop.  It sounded so sexual!  Especially last night when Mary said it and got Skylar to say it about herself and made Skylar orgasm.  That was very sexual!

It was important that it stop right away.  It never should have started. 

“No!”

Mary laughed, “Go ahead and think about it for about the next twenty seconds.  Then we’ll revisit your answer.”

Twenty seconds?  Mary could give her twenty years and Skylar would not change her mind about it.

The tickling resumed.

No!  No!  Fuck no! 

Skylar wriggled and thrashed and bucked or at least tried as well as she could.  Mary had a secure position and seemed to have tickling expertise honed by years of persecuting her poor sisters, however many of them she had.

Skylar kept trying to get away even while knowing she couldn’t.  Mary kept tickling but she also laughed.  Mary was having a grand old time.  Skylar was able to get out a few singular words, ones that cost her precious air.

“God!”

“Fuck!”

“Bitch!”

Mary laughed, “Fuck bitch?  You’re the fuck bitch.  My fuck bitch.”

“Fuck!  You!”

Mary reveled, “You are so ticklish.  I love it.  This is so perfect.  I love to tickle and you’re more ticklish than any of my sisters.  And to think what my tickling got them to do!  Who knows I much I can accomplish with you.  I’ll know sooner than you think.  I will find out how much I can get out of you.”

Skylar had a hard time registering Mary’s message.  The tickling was driving her crazy!  It was almost blinding her not that the carpet against her face was much to see.  It was just that all of her focus was on the overwhelming sensation of tickles.

At the end of twenty seconds, Skylar felt like she might pass out.  She felt sweaty from her struggles and the heat of Mary’s body sitting on her.  The apartment was so damn hot, Mary’s nude body was hot on her, and Skylar’s struggles were steamy failures.  Skylar felt exhausted.

The tickling stopped.

Skylar groaned a defeated yet relieved groan.

Mary said, “Now let’s do it again.  I bet you want to change your answer.  Are you a dirty girl?”

Fuck.  No choice.  Skylar had to change her answer.

“Yes.”

“Then say it.  I want to hear you say it all the way and I want you to hear you say it.”

No choice.

“I’m a dirty girl.”

“And nasty?”

No choice.

“I’m a nasty dirty girl.”

“Yes, you are.  You got it right.  You’re coming along.  Don’t worry, I’m going to help you.”

Skylar sincerely doubted that!  Skylar did not want Mary’s help in “coming along.”  She did not want to go along with “coming along.”  She bet Mary had plans to include cumming in “coming along.”  No way!  One lesbian-caused orgasm was enough for Skylar.  One was one too many already.

But Skylar held her tongue.  Don’t poke the bear who poked you with her pincer fingers and all that.

Not everyone wanted her to hold her tongue.  Or hold their tongue.

Mary surprised Skylar by standing up.  Skylar tried to catch her breath as that was a bigger concern than trying to get away when she knew she would fail at that.  She would do what she could do and, in this case, that was catching her breath.

Mary surprised Skylar again by grabbing Skylar’s arm while standing over her.  She flipped Skylar around.  Skylar found herself on her back looking up at nude Mary and at the ceiling.

For a heart stopping moment, as Mary squatted, Skylar feared Mary would sit on her face.  Like something out of a lesbian porno.

Skylar even had time to feel defeated resignation, that if Mary did that then there was nothing she could do about it.  Under that resignation was a spike of thrill, like walking next to the edge of a cliff.

But Skylar was on the floor, not next to a cliff, and Mary did not sit on her face.  Mary sat hard on Skylar’s tummy, making Skylar oof and lose most of her sucked in air. 

Even with the air loss, Skylar was socially horrified that Mary’s bare pussy pressed down on the pulled up bottom hem of Skylar’s pink sweatshirt.  There were only a few millimeters of material between Mary’s pussy and Skylar’s body!

Mary smiled a snake-in-the-weeds sort of smile, “It’s good that you have acknowledged you are dirty girl.  But I do enjoy tickling you and I would like to keep doing it….”

No!  Skylar could not bear it!

“Please, no, don’t.  Please don’t!”

“I could refrain… but… I do think you need further consequences for not right away admitting what a dirty girl you are.  I will brook no rebellion in Mary Land.  Or resistance of any kind.  Or delays in obedience.  I could do something else besides tickling.  You must have another negative consequence but perhaps not as negative as the tickling.”

“Anything!”  Skylar immediately felt like she’d overpromised.  “I mean, what else?”

“Are you a lesbian?”

“No!”  Skylar was almost glad Mary asked.  Mary was nude and pressing her pussy down on Skylar’s midriff.  Now was a great time to make it clear to Mary that Skylar was not at all lesbian.  It would have been even better if they’d clarified this before Mary masturbated her.

“Would you like to kiss a woman?”

Hadn’t Skylar just made it clear she wasn’t a lesbian?

“No!”

“Okay.  That’s perfect.  To you, kissing a woman is a negative.  Me, I don’t care.  Lips are lips.  We will kiss.”

“What!?!  No way!”

“It’s up to you.  I don’t care.  I enjoy tickling you and I also would not mind kissing.  You must have a negative consequence for your delay admitting you are a dirty girl.  I thought kissing would be a lesser negative to you but I can just go with the tickling.”

Mary’s hands moved towards Skylar’s sides.

Decision time!

Skylar could not stand tickling.  She could not take it!

“No!  No, wait!  Okay, alright, I’ll take the kiss instead of the tickling.”

Had she really just agreed to let Mary kiss her?  She had.  Unbelievable.  It was the lesser of two evils but it was still so bad, so naughty.

Mary wasn’t having it, not in the way Skylar had assumed, “No, I did not say a kiss from me.  I said you would kiss and we would be kissing.  As in, you need to participate in the kiss.  You have to give it your very best effort.  If I think you are slacking off – like if your lips are slack – then after the poorly performed kissing, I will tickle you and I will do it for twice as long as I otherwise would have.  Why?  For wasting my fucking time.  Understood?”

Skylar did understand though she wished she did not.  She would not be kissed, or would not only be kissed.  She would have to kiss back.

Skylar tried to buy time and maybe catch a break, “Closed mouth, right?  No tongues, okay?”

“Not okay.  No bullshit.  You say you don’t want to kiss a woman, great, it is a negative consequence.  But it will only be negative enough to qualify if you kiss me with your best and sloppiest kisses.  I expect spit swapping, dirty girl!

Spit swapping….

The way Mary had called her dirty girl made Skylar feel like a dirty girl.  It sounded like Mary really believed Skylar was a dirty girl.

Well, the “dirty girl” had to decide between tickle torture and kissing a woman.

A pretty woman.  Who was nude and sitting on her.

Skylar would have to give the kiss her all or she might end up with the double the tickling.

She had to risk it.

“Okay.  I’ll kiss my best.”

This was so naughty!  It was so inappropriate between roommates!

She did not even like Mary.  She was pretty sure she hated Mary.

Mary leaned down, her lips approaching rapidly.  Skylar felt disbelief it was really happening.

Then Mary’s lips were on hers.  Right away, Mary’s tongue slipped into Skylar’s mouth.  Skylar felt like closing her mouth but knew it wasn’t allowed. 

She had to kiss back.  With tongue!

Skylar felt angry and a little defiant.  She could not express those emotions while doing what she had to do.  Their energy got funneled into her return kissing.

Skylar was amazed at herself as she kissed back and tongue dueled with Mary’s tongue.  First, inside Skylar’s mouth and then, as Skylar’s surprising kissing energy won the day, her tongue battled Mary’s tongue inside Mary’s mouth.  But Mary wasn’t having that.  She moaned with excitement and tongue-shoved Skylar’s tongue right back into Skylar’s mouth. 

Mary had the position of advantage and gravity working for her.  She tongue-plundered Skylar’s mouth.  Skylar did not give up the battle.  She pushed and slid her tongue.  She took in air through her nostrils and took Mary’s tongue in her mouth.

Skylar realized it was getting pretty damn lesbian in their apartment.

In Mary Land… where the tongue and lips and mouth of Mary seemed to rule supreme over Skylar.

Skylar also realized it was getting very hot in Mary Land, far hotter than could be explained by the thermostat or even the closeness of their bodies. 

It was the softest kiss Skylar had ever experienced.  Mary had far fuller and softer lips than any guy Skylar had ever been with.  But even though Mary’s mouth was softer, her kissing was harder, more demanding.  It was quite the combination.  Physically soft but with a hard attitude.  No guy had ever kissed Skylar so demandingly.  It felt like Mary’s mouth took Skylar’s and dominated the hell out of Skylar’s mouth. 

It was also the wettest kiss Skylar had ever experienced.  Mary’s mouth seemed to drizzle saliva down into Skylar’s mouth.  While Skylar struggled in a losing tongue battle, she also struggled to keep swallowing spit and keep air coming in through her nostrils.  Mary’s nose often rubbed on hers, temporarily collapsing one or the other nostril from the side, immediately cutting Skylar’s air supply in half.

Maybe it was the lack of air or maybe it was from the intensity of the situation, but Skylar felt dizzy.  She thought if she wasn’t already on the floor that she might have fallen down.  Either from dizziness or because of how weak-kneed the kiss made her.

At first, Skylar wondered how long they had to kiss and felt irritation that such a personal oral assault was going on for so long.  But she could not hold onto the irritation and her desire for the kiss to end soon gave way to desire for it.

Maybe the lesbians were onto something!

God, but not with Mary.  She was so fucking mean and so crazy.

Just when Skylar got to a point where she did not want the kiss to end, Mary lifted her face away.  She grinned and stuck out her tongue before taunting, “I’m starting to wonder if this is a negative consequence at all to you.  Your kiss acting is very convincing.  I think maybe you’re a lesbo.”

A lesbian!  Her?  Skylar Williamson!?!  Only in the wet dreams of every guy who’d ever known her.  Not in real life!

Mary told her, “I’ll find out soon enough.  Maybe the next time you put your mouth to work it will be on a different set of lips.  Lots of tongue will be required!”

A different set of lips?  Mary had a friend coming over and was thinking about making Skylar kiss her also?

No way!  Skylar’s kisses were only for Mary!  No one else!

Eh, er, only for guys.  From now on.


Chapter Eight

Mary told her, “I’m going to help you be less dirty.  Well, you’ll still be a dirty girl but you will make the apartment less dirty.  I’m going to get up and then you can get up on your hands and knees.  No standing!  You can see dirt and mess better from down low.  Then you’re going to crawl over and clean up the eggs you spilled.”

“I didn’t spill them!  You did!  You fucking clean them up!”

“Dirty girl with a dirty mouth.  Okay, sounds like you want more tickling.”

More tickling!?!  No!

Mary went back to tickling her and it was just as torturous as before.  Skylar was weakened from her previous struggles so this time her legs randomly kicked and slid on the carpet and her fingers clawed weakly at the carpet but there was never a semblance of a chance that she would make the tickling stop any sooner than Mary wanted it to stop.

After half a minute of it, Mary stopped and Skylar sucked in deep panicked breathes.  It was so bad that time, she’d almost peed herself!

It was embarrassing but she decided to tell Mary that.  She hoped the information would stop Mary from doing any more tickling.

“I can’t take tickles.  You have to stop.  I almost peed just now.”

“How much you get tickled isn’t up to me.  It’s up to you.  Are you ready, dirty girl, to crawl over and clean up those eggs you spilled?”

God.  Fuck.  Anything.  Whatever.

“Fine.  I’ll clean up the fucking eggs!”

“You have to say it first.  The whole thing.  Say it with ‘this dirty girl will’ at the start of what you verbally agree to do.  That will sound nice and… formal.”

Formal?  No.  It sounded humiliating.  But it was just words.  Speaking words was so much easier than taking tickles.

“This dirty girl will go clean up the eggs.”

Mary stood up off her and stepped away.  Skylar took a moment to huff in more air.  Then she rose up on her hands and knees.  Mary was making her crawl.  It was so humiliating.  Skylar was overheated from the struggle and felt added heat from the embarrassment.

Mary was the worst roommate ever!  Skylar would absolutely have to do something about Mary.  After.  But first, she absolutely had to do this.  She could not take any more tickles.

Skylar turned herself around while on all fours and crawled the short distance to the kitchen area.  It was an area, not a room, because it was up against the wall and only had the one wall.  To the right of it was the pantry and to the left was the dining area, again not a room, just a little table with a couple simple chairs in the corner of the apartment, each of the two walls on the exterior of the apartment building.

The yellow of the spilled eggs was easy to spot.  Scrambled eggs with extra pepper and some melted grated cheese in them.  Large chunks and a few wet smears of egg.  About one egg’s worth in total.

Once at the small mess on the linoleum, Skylar began to stand.  She did not ask for permission – and did not think she should have to ask for permission! – but it was obvious she had to stand to get paper towels and maybe a disinfectant spray.  Mary would see that she had to stand.

Mary definitely saw her standing up….

Mary shoved on Skylar’s back, right between the shoulder blades as Skylar got halfway into a stand.  Skylar spilled back down to the floor.

“Dirty girls don’t stand and walk.  They crawl.”

Skylar sputtered, “I have to stand up to get towels!  Or, fine, just hand them to me.”

“Towels?  For what?  You’ve got a mouth.  I told you earlier, waste not, want not.  There is no need to waste towels on this mess.  Not when I have a dirty girl.  It is food.  That means you can eat it.”

On all fours, Skylar froze, blinking.

Was Mary really telling her—

“Eat it up, yum.  Use your mouth and nothing else.  Hands are dirty.  Hands on a dirty girl are especially dirty.  Eat it up like an animal would.  Snuffle in there.  Suck and lick it up.”

No.

No!

No!

No.

No….

Did she… did she have to?

“If you need motivation, I can spank your ass.  Or go back to tickling you.”

The idea of either of those was plenty of motivation for Skylar.  She did not need the reality.

Skylar could not use her hands because her hands were supposedly too dirty.  Yet the eggs were on the linoleum floor and it had definitely needed a sweeping.  As in, not all of the pepper in those eggs was actually pepper.

She started to lean towards a chunk of egg and then froze.  She just couldn’t do it.  If she did it, then Mary would know she did it.  Mary was right there.  Mary would know she made Skylar do it.  Skylar knew that if Mary could make her do this, then Mary would think she could make Skylar do other stuff, all sorts of other things.  How long was the list of possible “other things” and what demented items might be on it?  The potential list was probably almost endless!  This, right here and right now, would be a highwater mark for how low-down Mary could treat her.

Assuming this was the worst that Skylar would let Mary treat her….

Skylar decided against eating the eggs.  But tellingly, she remained in place, as if she was about to eat them.

As if she was waiting for inevitable convincing….

Mary said, “Maybe you’d like to eat something else instead?  I get to choose what and you only find out after you choose between the mess you know and door number two.”

Skylar had an immediate suspicion as to what Mary might intend.  Surely not and yet it also seemed almost certain.  The girl was running around nude and had masturbated Skylar to an orgasm last night.  Mary was pretty but, even so, if she wanted lesbian action, at this point it would not be that shocking.  It would almost be surprising if Skylar found out Mary was not a lesbian.

Was it just Skylar or was there quite a sexual vibe going on?  Skylar almost felt like all of her was vibrating.  There was a feel to this.  Maybe because a nude person had sat on her.  Or was it the tickling and the crawling?  The way she’d felt so vulnerable under Mary and the way Mary took advantage of her.  It all felt sexual.  Which was fucked up and creepy but the sexual feeling of it all still made Skylar feel sexual.

Skylar was silent, staring at the eggs.

Mary sounded a little impatient but also like a kid unwrapping a present, “It sounds from the lack of sound coming from your mouth, that you do not want door number two.  You are not yet ready.  That’s fine.  I’m so patient.  You’ll go through door number two someday soon.  We need these eggs cleaned up anyway, so that’s what we’ll do.  We being mostly you.  This will be fun.  I’ll go ahead and help you.  That way, together, we make sure you get it all cleaned up.”

Skylar felt Mary’s fingers dig into her hair and get a good grip, right at the top rear of her head.  Skylar squawked a little in outrage and from the spike of pain in her scalp but there was no time to say anything or make more sounds because Mary squatted down and pushed down on Skylar’s head.  She jammed Skylar’s mouth area, approximately, against a small of pile of egg and cheese.

Skylar refused to open her mouth.

Mary rolled Skylar’s face back and forth in the soft mess.  Mary kept Skylar’s lips on the spilled food while she rolled her face like a ship in a stormy sea.

Skylar felt anger, a dark blazing fury, and a sense of injustice and violation.  She felt more helpless than she’d ever felt in her life.  All that and one thing more.  Something that did not belong with the other things, like a twisted adult version of Sesame Street, which one does not belong, like the taste of pesticide when eating fresh fruit from a roadside fresh fruit stand.

Skylar had no time to examine that feeling.  Her face was getting rolled in egg-on-floor!

She made muffled sounds of protest.  They were self-muffled because she had to keep her mouth closed.  Mary had to know she did not want to do this!  Mary had to know what she was doing to Skylar was wrong!  Mary had to know there was no way Skylar would do this.  Being mean to her would not get Skylar to do it.  Nothing would!

Mary sounded confident and condescending, “No, no talking for you.  First, eat up your yummy yum yum and then after that, you can tell me all about it.”

Damn Mary!  If only Mary would stop rolling her face in the eggs and give Skylar a chance to talk, Skylar was sure she could persuade Mary to allow her to pick up and dispose of the eggs some other way.  Could she persuade Mary?  She realized she probably couldn’t.  Mary had to know it was wrong, all wrong.  It wasn’t like telling Mary it was wrong would be a news flash to her.

Skylar tried to lift her head from the floor but there was no way.  Mary had all the leverage, squatting over her and Skylar was face down and ass up while on all fours.  She knew she must look like quite a sight.  Her sweatpants had slid halfway off her ass.  Her panties must be showing.  Her thong, actually.  She probably had one of those “whale tails” going on back there.

This was so humiliating!

Mary mocked, “You must like rolling your face rolled in those eggs.  Rubbing that cute little nose on the floor.  I think you’ll like rubbing that nose somewhere else even more.”

What did that mean!?!

“Roll roll roll your face, gently on the floor….” Mary mock-sang.

Skylar was not rolling her face!  Mary was rolling Skylar’s face!  Big difference!

“You know you’re going to eat up that yum yum.  You know it.  We can do this for hours though if it turns you on so much.  Sooner or later, you’ll get so hungry you’ll just start eating.”

Skylar did not know she was going to eat the dirty smooshed floor-flavored eggs.  She didn’t!  She wouldn’t!

This did not turn her on!  It didn’t!  It couldn’t!  That just was not possible.

There was that odd additive, that emotional pesticide, in the mix of Skylar’s emotions.  But who knew what that was?  Not Skylar.  She did feel… not as outraged or upset or as determined to make this end as she was before.  Not as much.  Replacing it was more of that emotional pesticide.  It was getting all over.  Especially inside her thong.   God, how did it get in there?  What was it up to in there?

What was going to happen?  Skylar felt a defeated desperation.  Like she did not know what would happen, she needed something to happen, but it probably would not work out well for her.

Mary was stronger than her.  Not bigger, but stronger.  She had those wiry I-could-be-a-free-style-rock-climber muscles.  And Mary had positional advantage.

Mary sounded so confident and determined and Skylar began to feel like those two emotions were newly estranged from herself, like former friends who for some reason would not call you back no matter how many times you called them or called on them.

Mary’s voice sounded more intent, almost passionate, “Yeah, yeah, you like this.  Rolling your face in it like a pig in mud.  This is what you want.  You get off on it.  Of course you do.  You’re a dirty nasty girl.  I said so.  You said so.  We’re both right.  Refusing to eat your slop is just you proving how dirty and nasty you are.”

This didn’t prove anything about Skylar!  It only proved that Mary was a fucked in the head bitch!

Yes, they’d both said Skylar was dirty and nasty.  But Mary made Skylar say that!  It was dirty and nasty, egg all over her face literally and figuratively, along with lint and dirt from the floor.  Sticking to her face, all over her lips and cheeks.  It was so irritating and bothersome having that stuff cling to her face.

It almost… made her want to open her mouth… to let her tongue come out… to sweep around and try to get it off….

Wait.  Her hands!  What the fuck!?!  Again, her hands were not doing a damn thing to help.  They were palms-flat on the floor.  They did support some of her weight and they kept her breasts off the floor.  Mostly.  The tips of Skylar’s breasts hung down and slid around on the smooth linoleum, the sweatshirt and bra between them and the floor.  Her breasts were swirling in tight little circles as she weakly struggled – almost like she was only going through the motions – like her breasts were two little mops made out of pink sweatshirt.

Skylar did not think her hands were doing their part.  Hands were supposed to be helpful.  Helping hands, right?  It seemed to Skylar that the hands supporting some of her weight was only an excuse for those lazy hands not to do more to help her in this awful situation. 

Her hands were getting a reputation now.  Last night, they did not one damn thing as Mary masturbated Skylar.  And now today, more of the same lack of action.  Fucking hands!

Do something, hands!  Handle this, hands!

But her hands still did not move.

Mary said, “Nasty dirty girls can’t live on air alone.  Eat up your slop, little piggy.”

Skylar felt an urgent desperation.  This could not go on forever.  Something had to break and it felt like it would be her.  She did not want to be one of those girls who ate food off the floor.  One of those dirty… nasty… girls….

Skylar put her remaining will and determination into a hard buck of her head.  Even her hands helped, pushing hard against the floor.

Skylar felt pain in her scalp, Mary’s grip in her hair only slipping a little, and then responding downward force from Mary.  Skylar’s face bounced hard on the linoleum and she saw stars.

Mary giggled, a little breathless but not nearly as breathless as Skylar, and went right back to rolling Skylar’s face in the smeared mess.

That was it.  Skylar knew it.  She had tried.  She gave it her best.  And what had to gotten her?  Possibly a bruised face.  Also, more of that sparkling pesticide feeling.  Like actual pesticide, Skylar was sure that feeling could not be good for her.  It could build up and form an emotional cancer.

Skylar felt a deep tickle at her core.  Like Mary’s tickling had progressed to Skylar’s insides even though Mary’s hands were otherwise occupied.  Skylar did not know what that sensation was or why it would be there or why it felt almost good but she knew it could not be healthy.  It was not appropriate!

Skylar also knew she was beaten.  There was no getting away for her.  There was no avoiding this.  Her determination was sapped and Mary seemed to be confidently content to do this all night. 

Did she want Mary to roll her face in the mess all night?  No.  Did she now feel an urge to obey and do as Mary told her to do, an urge not based at all on practicality but a thing that existed in and of itself?  Yes.  She wished she didn’t, but she did.

It felt like their statuses were newly proven.  Like this situation was a living example and a template for all such things in the future.  If Mary wanted Skylar to do something and Skylar did not want to do it, no matter how much she did not want to do it. Skylar would still have to do it. 

It felt like eating the eggs off the floor would be a huge mistake.  Extremely foolish.  That doing it would commit her to doing so much more after this.  Mary would probably think a “dirty girl” who ate eggs off the floor – and other crap – would eat anything. 

But it also felt inevitable and… something like the way of the world?  Like… Mary was earning the right to make her do things and Skylar was losing the right to make her own decisions because she was not strong enough to have that privilege.

Skylar sighed.  She deflated.  She opened her mouth and licked up a chunk of smeared egg.  Previously melted cheese, now cooled, clung to her lower lip.

For the first time, she ate something off the floor.  Directly, with no hand to mouth transfer.  It felt like a huge step down in life.

Mary laughed, a confident as expected laugh of delight, “There you go.  Get that yum yum.  Now you get it.  You’re a dirty nasty girl and dirty nasty girls need to do dirty nasty things.  They need to live up to it by being down in it.  Go get your din din.”

Defeated, feeling corkscrews of ticklish sensation inside her, especially behind her belly button, deep in her, corkscrewing around into her womb, Skylar licked up egg chunks, swallowing them down and upward at the same time.  Licking her lips.  Sucking in more food.  Tasting eggs, cheese, and other tastes, dusty and unknown, and some previously spilled and scattered spices from weeks ago.

It was all over now.  Her struggle.  Her resistance.  For now, it was completely disappeared.  She had to move her head and stretch her neck and shift her hands to move closer to food chunks.  At some point, she realized Mary wasn’t even holding a handful of her hair anymore.

That wasn’t cool!  That wasn’t right.  With Mary’s hand on her, she’d had to do it.  But now Mary’s hand wasn’t controlling her and it was too late to stop now.  She’d already kept doing it even without the hand on her.  That made it look like she was willing!

It was so terrible how it was up to her and she could stop at any instant and yet she kept going.  She couldn’t make herself stop.  She hadn’t licked up and eaten up all her yum yum yet.  She had to keep going but now it was no longer purely Mary making her do it.  It was Mary and herself, both of them, making her do it.

Both Mary and some part of herself, that tensed ticklish emotional pesticide part that wasn’t good for her, just the opposite, made her continue.

Mary patted Skylar’s stuck up rear end, lightly and patronizingly, “There you go.  You just love it.  You don’t need me telling you to do this or holding your hand, or your head, because now you know.  Dirty nasty girls clean up dirty nasty messes with their mouths and they like it.  You are what you eat!”

Skylar hoped that wasn’t true.  She did not want to be a pile of eggs and cheese and floor pepper.  She did already feel kind of loose like them, kind of gooey.

Mary said, “Let’s make a rule.  First of many.  Everybody needs rules, to give them or to obey them depending on what type of person they are.  I’m a rule maker and you’re a rule follower, in case you don’t get it.  Every town, tribe, or civilizations has rules and laws.  Or fucking commandments.  Whatever you want to call them.  We’ll call our little tribe, our civilization in this apartment, “Mary Land.”  But it isn’t the state.  We have our own rules.  I mean, my own rules that you must follow.”

What was this crazy nonsense now?

Oh, was that some shreds of egg she had missed over there?  Or something else?  Better safe than sorry.  Skylar crawled closer to them and licked them up.

Why had she not wanted to lick things up off the floor before?  It was hard to keep track of her reasoning.  Licking up nasty dirty things made her feel like a nasty dirty girl and feeling like a nasty dirty girl made her feel light and heavy at the same time and made her lower muscles tense and squeeze and made her feel all squishy between her legs.  Dirty, nasty, and great, like a drug.

Mary told her, “Whenever you are in Mary Land, which will be every night because I will allow you to stay here, you will have to follow all Mary Land rules, laws, customs, and traditions.  Which I will make up and you will find out as we go along. 

“First rule is that I should not have to tell you to lick up food from the floor.  Or whatever it is, it does not have to be food just because you eat it.  When you see something you can possibly eat and it should not be on the floor, you will eat it.  No hands allowed.  Only use your mouth.  I proclaim this the Law of Mary Land.”

Skylar felt gob smacked as she smacked her lips, trying to clean the last of the greasy cheesy egg off her lips. 

Mary was asking too much!

Mary wasn’t really asking, was she?

Skylar felt a return of self-awareness.  What was she doing down here, eating off the floor?  She could never do this again!  But Mary wanted her to do it all the time, as needed?  Skylar felt renewed determination.  Never again.

Also… just in case… she better be very careful not to drop any food on the floor….

Not that she’d obey this new “Law of Mary Land.”  But she had to admit, there was a very recent trend of her deciding she would not do something, being so sure she would not do it, and yet doing it almost right away.

So, yeah, she would not drop any food.  That would protect her from the “Law of Mary Land.”

Mary pointed out a few smears of possibly one-time dropped eggs and cheese and told Skylar to clean each one up.  Skylar felt intense humiliation and a new deluge of that emotional pesticide, that killer of self-esteem that also somehow made her pussy feel like blooming.  Like how all the vegetables nowadays were bigger and prettier but had less nutrition.  Skylar had read some vegetables had thirty-eight percent less nutrition.  You had to eat more to get the same content as your grandparents got when they were your age. 

Skylar crawled from one pointed out smear to the next and applied her licking tongue.  Mary told her to suck on the surface of the linoleum floor at each spot once Skylar thought she had it clean.  God help her, Skylar did it.  She obeyed.

The whole thing, from the tickling onward, had a sexual feel.  It wasn’t sex but it felt like some twisted version of sex.

Or like Mary’s idea of foreplay?

But there was no guy here….

That hadn’t stopped Mary the night before, had it?

How could Mary be a lesbian?  She was so pretty!

Was it just Skylar, or did Mary now look a lot prettier than she did when she first moved in?  She hadn’t done anything new with her hair.  The nudity was new but she was a lot prettier now than when she first started going nude.

So… did the way Mary treat her somehow make Mary look more attractive to Skylar?  Oh, that would be so wrong.  All wrong!

Skylar did not want to be attracted to a woman.  And, if she was attracted to a woman, not to Mary.  Mary would be her last choice!

All of a sudden, the sexual feeling became a sexual feeling-her-up feeling, a physical feeling instead of only an emotional one.

Mary swung a leg over Skylar, standing with a foot on each side of Skylar on hands and knees.  Mary was faced towards Skylar’s feet.  She brought her legs in tight against Skylar’s sides.  Skylar was skinny so her hips and rib cage stuck out further than her sides.  Once Mary had her legs in place, Skylar could not crawl forward or backward.  She was locked in place.

Skylar tried to figure out what was happening.  She guessed she could try to lay flat but didn’t want to lay flat on the dirty floor.  Wasn’t licking food off it already bad enough? 

What was Mary up to? 

Mary told her the plan, “Dirty nasty girls who try to be good and obey the law of Mary Land will be rewarded.  In a manner of choosing by the elected leader of Mary Land.  That is me.  I won one vote to zero.  Only I have a vote because you are only a guest in Mary Land.  A permanent guest who pays rent, sure, but that does not make you a citizen.”

That was so unfair!  Skylar thought she should get a vote.  Where was the democracy in Mary Land?

And… what was the reward?  Skylar had a hard time understanding the way she felt.  Whatever that feeling was, sort of an anything is possible kind of feeling, it sure got a lot stronger with Mary’s legs pressing on Skylar’s sides and Skylar feeling even more helpless than before.

Wait, that wasn’t a self-affirming anything is possible feeling.  It was not like Skylar could do anything.  It was more like a Mary could do anything to Skylar feeling.  Or, even worse, a certainty that Mary would do something.  Some new… transgression.

That feeling was a bad thing, up in Skylar’s head, but it felt very different in her body.  She felt such unexpected eagerness to get a reward from Mary.  She bet it wasn’t really a reward.  She bet it wasn’t a good thing.  But she still wanted it.

She bet it was a reward fit for a dirty nasty girl, which was not who Skylar wanted to be.

She bet right!

Mary bent over and rubbed a hand down Skylar’s ass crack, using the thong like a road map, getting her hand between Skylar’s sweatpants and her ass.  Skylar jerked at the contact.  It was not a true escape attempt.  It was a physical “what the fuck?” reaction.

Mary coached her, “Hold still.  I’m giving you a reward.”

Skylar’s eyes widened as Mary’s fingers found her sex through the thong and pressed at her swollen labia.”

Her labia were swollen?

Mary said, “The dirty nasty girl is so wet down here.  Just as I expected.”

Her pussy was wet?

Mary kept rubbing her!  That wasn’t right.  Mary’s hand should not be there at all, let alone rubbing! 

So, ah….

Mary kept rubbing.

Skylar thought she should… say something?

Well, she had to.  No one else was there to do it.  Mary wasn’t going to stop herself.  Skylar could not get away from Mary’s vise-like leg hold on her waist, but Skylar could still say something.  She had to say something.  It was the responsible thing to do.

She was surprised she hadn’t yet said anything.  She should have said something right away.  It was like that thing with her hands where they did not do a damn thing just when she needed them the most.  Now her mouth was letting her down!

Mary forced her fingers in between the edge of Skylar’s thong and her pussy lips and that made Skylar force herself to say something.  Forced fingers?  Forced to say something!

“Stop that!  Stop it, Mary!”

“I will certainly not stop rewarding you.  You earned your reward with the dirty nasty obedient way you licked up your yum yum off the floor.  I am a good ruler of Mary Land.  I look after my people.  You are my people.  My person.  My dirty nasty person.”

“You have to stop.”

“No.  I don’t.”

“You need to stop!”

“No.  You need me to continue.”

Mary worked two fingers up into Skylar’s pussy.  They made Skylar want to moan.  The made Skylar want to spread her legs.  They made Skylar want to fuck back on the fingers.

But no!  She could not do any of those things!  They would be slutty and compromising!

Those things would be so nasty and dirty.

Skylar bit at her lip.  She did not dare to try to say more.  Not right then.  If she opened her mouth, she was pretty sure she’d start moaning. 

Mary had waited for a response and it seemed she understood none was coming yet, so she explained, “Another rule in Mary Land is that full citizens are not allowed to pleasure themselves.  That means you can’t rub one out unless you have permission.  You have to ask me. 

“And the bed, the only bed in Mary Land, is for the exclusive use of the ruler of Mary Land.  That’s me.  You are not allowed to sleep in the bed.  You are not allowed to pleasure yourself in the bed.  You’ll have to ask me for the privilege and, if I favor you with permission to do it, I’ll tell you where to do it and how.  But your special reward right now is that I’ll do it for you.  We can’t have you going to bed all wet and needy.  You need your rest.”

She couldn’t masturbate without permission!?!  That was the same thing as no masturbation at all!  There was no way Skylar could ever bring herself to ask for permission to do something so personal.

Why was she even thinking about it?  She wouldn’t agree to this!  She would have to agree for it to count, right?

She needed to focus!  Mary’s fingers were inside her!

They weren’t just sitting there inside her.  Mary worked them fast.  She machine-gunned them in Skylar like she was on a mission to cram as much sensation as quickly as she could into Skylar.

Mary was succeeding.

Skylar felt panic.  She could cum like this.  If it continued.  She would cum like this.  She was already so close. 

It wasn’t Skylar’s fault.  She wasn’t a slut.  It was all that tickling and then the floor licking.  Any red-blooded American girl (a nasty dirty girl) would be highly susceptible to an orgasm after activities like those.  That’s what she tried to tell herself, but it wasn’t convincing.  Not as convincing as Mary’s fingers convincing her pussy to have an orgasm.

Skylar jerk-crawled futilely, trying to crawl away from the fingers, knowing she was doomed to failure.  Her hips kept ramming against Mary’s legs. 

Trying to get away, knowing it was useless, thinking she must look stupid, like a horny dirty nasty slut who was also dumb, thinking Mary probably enjoyed her struggles, made Skylar feel… feel so much more… like even more of a poor victimized stupid horny girl… who needed an orgasm.

Oh no.  Oh fuck.  She’d started panting during her struggles and, next thing she knew, there were no more struggles, she held still for Mary’s active fingers, and she was moaning. 

Not moaning!  That sounded so obviously aroused.  So slutty in this circumstance.

Her panting and moans sounded so sexy.  It made her even hornier.

She just couldn’t take it.  She just could not resist.  It got to a point she no longer wanted to resist.  If Mary had released her clamping legs, Skylar would not crawl away.

Fuck it.

Fuck.  It.  Fuck those fingers.

Skylar pushed her pussy against Mary’s fingers.  She moaned and did it again.  She moaned louder.  She began rocking her pussy into the finger thrusts.  She fucked Mary’s fingers as much as they fucked her.

Mary used her free hand to shove down Skylar’s pink sweatpants.  They bunched up near Skylar’s knees.  Her black thong did little to conceal her ass, only her ass crack.

Mary sounded excited, “There you go.  You’re a sexy rocking horse.  Rock on my hand.  Rock on, dirty girl.  Enjoy your reward.”

Her reward….

She hated that it now felt like a reward.  A fantastic reward.  She felt rewarded.  Pushing her pussy on Mary’s fingers felt sooooo rewarding.

She felt so torn and so aroused.  All she could do was moan eloquently and rock her pussy on Mary’s hand even more eloquently. 

Mary slapped her free hand onto Skylar’s left ass cheek.  It wasn’t a spank but it still startled Skylar and made her rock forward.  But the need for more finger sensation made her rock right back. 

Mary’s hand squeezed her ass cheek hard.  There was a harsh right-to-do-as-I-want feeling to it but Skylar could not help liking it.

Mary said, “You’ve got a fantastic ass.  I plan on seeing a lot more of it from now on.”

Skylar was so horny she could barely think through what Mary was saying.  It sounded like Mary had plans, or some intent, to see Skylar’s ass frequently.  That was probably not a good thing.  But it was maybe a compliment?  Lots of people, okay drunk guys, really loved Skylar’s ass.  Maybe all guys did, but only the drunk guys told her so.

How could Mary see lots more of her ass?  Like this?  Did Mary expect this to be a thing, that a couple of nights each week or maybe even every night, that Skylar would be on her hands and knees while Mary stood over her fingerfucking her?

As shocking as that idea was, it was even more shocking that it did not sound bad to Skylar.  She was incredibly aroused.  It was hard to hate being aroused.  Oh God, but she knew she’d have a hard time looking herself in the eyes in a mirror after this.

Skylar moaned and rocked and her urgency and imminence grew.

Mary kept hand-mauling Skylar’s ass cheek, squeezing and pulling and releasing, at times lifting her hand only to land it hard again in a near-spank and go right back to treating Skylar’s ass harshly.

Mary told her, “Dirty nasty girls like it rough.”

They did?  Skylar had not known that.  It was a strange coincidence, her being a good girl, because she also liked it rough.  She guessed.  She liked Mary’s hand roughing up her ass cheek almost as much as she liked the fingers ramming her pussy.  She was a good girl.  Or was she?  Mary seemed so confident that Skylar was a dirty girl.  And Skylar did feel like a dirty girl.

She was so fucked in the head!  This was all wrong!  She needed to be her own ally here.  She could not afford fucked up thinking or fucking her pussy onto Mary’s fingers.  She could not afford it but she kept doing it.  This was some really poor financial planning!

She was so aroused, hot for it now, and there was no denying it and no hiding it.  She could not hide that she was close to an orgasm.  Not from herself or from Mary.  The way Skylar moaned and moaned sure didn’t help keep a secret.

As proven by Mary when she said, “Go get your reward, dirty girl.  I give you permission to cum. The Ruler of Mary Land so says.  Clamp on my fingers and cum like the dirty nasty slut you are.”

She wasn’t a slut!  She was not a dirty nasty slut.  She wasn’t….

She was… she was cumming!

She was cumming like a dirty nasty slut!

Skylar’s muscles spasmed, making her legs kick, propelling her forward, her arms giving out, her chest and chin bouncing on the linoleum floor.  As she kept having a monster of an orgasm, her legs kicked and jerked and drove her torso a few inches over the same floor space she’d licked clean.


Chapter Nine

Skylar lay on the floor, staring wide-eyed at the linoleum a few inches from her eyes.  She was mortified.  She’d gone from such a high because of the fantastic orgasm to the lowest of lows.  Fucking perspective!  Damn self-awareness!

She had awakened from her orgasm fog and found herself in a strange new world.  Mary Land.

She started to get up.

Mary wasn’t having it, “Nope.  No.  No!  You’re a dirty nasty girl.  You eat off the fucking floor.  It just makes sense that you should crawl around.  You look wiped out.  Go ahead and crawl to the bedroom.”

Crawl….

Skylar was in no mindset to resist and she did not want to lay there with her sweatpants down and her thong soaked.  So, she got on hands and knees and turned around.  Then she hesitated before reaching for her sweatpants to pull them up.

Mary wasn’t having any of that either, “Fuck no!  Leave those pants down.  We’ll talk more about the Mary Land dress code tomorrow.  You need to get your rest for work.  Leave those pants down.  No more modesty for you.  You’re got a great body anyway, so there’s no need for modesty.  Crawl to the bedroom and show off that sexy ass while you do it.”

Oh God.  Mary would not even let her pull her pants up?  And she had to crawl?

In her strange new world, what Mary wanted dictated what happened.  Skyler knew she had to do as instructed.  She just had to.  Mary had so much willpower.  And she had tickle power. 

And… it felt like Mary had somehow earned some say, a lot of say, a lot of control, over Skylar.  Or maybe like Skylar had lost some of her own rights.  Kind of like when you traveled from America to a third world country and you suddenly no longer had as many rights.  Like the right to freedom of speech.  Or the right to pull up your sweatpants to conceal your pussy juice-soaked thong….

Skylar crawled to her bedroom.  She felt Mary’s eyes on her “sexy ass.”  She felt Mary’s attention and her satisfaction at what she had wrought with Skylar.  Skylar thought Mary enjoyed both the sight of Skylar’s ass and Skylar’s obedient humiliation.

Skylar noted with a sort of despair, an unpleasant reminder, that her bedroom no longer had a door.  She crawled into her bedroom and looked behind her.  No sign of Mary.  She was a little worried that Mary was going to follow her.

Skylar had orgasmed.  Mary had not.  So… that was why Skylar had worried Mary would follow her.  Bedrooms were often the site of sexual activity.  Yeah.  Sure.  Bedrooms and, of course, dirty linoleum kitchen floors.

God!  Fuck!  Mary was so fucked up!

Mary Land was a fucked up place!

Skylar thought she must also be fucked up.  Had she just allowed those things?  Not really but also kind of.  She had orgasmed.  There were times she wanted what she got.  Especially as she approached her orgasm.

Did she… had she just had lesbian sex?  Her!?!  Skylar Williamson!?!

Again.  It was not the first time.  The “futon incident” last night was the first time.  This was the second time.  But it was not the same.  It was so much more.

Skylar had not thought she’d be one for lesbian sex.  Because why?

She was hot!  She wasn’t a lesbian.  Yes, she guessed hotties could be lesbians but that sounded like it was usually experimental or during a sexual team-up during a threesome with a guy.  Or whatever, like a phase.

Fuck.  She recalled a couple of boyfriends and a few male friends curiously or smirkingly asking if she’d ever had lesbian sex.  She was always able to honestly say no.  Now she’d have to lie about it!  Maybe a couple of times a year.  Or worse, tell the truth.

Skylar knew what that would lead to.  Then the guys who asked, those horny fuckers, would start whining and pleading for a demonstration and they’d keep referring to it.  Any boyfriend who found out would inevitably lobby for a threesome.

Fuck!  This was so irritating.  And troubling.  Mary messed with her tonight but Mary also messed with her down the line, future nights unknown, when Skylar got asked that question.

Skylar realized she was still on her hands and knees, pants down.  She could stand up now, right?

She felt a shock that she asked herself that question.  She shook off her submissive fog.  That was crazy crap that just happened but it could not be the way of things moving forward.  It just couldn’t.  This was not fucking Mary Land!  This was Skylar’s apartment and she knew for damn sure she had to get Mary kicked out or she had to move out herself.

Skylar, feeling daring and defiant, stood up.  She looked nervously at the doorless doorway to her bedroom.  No sign of Mary.  She was relieved.  God!  She should not have to be relieved at not seeing her roommate.  What would Mary do even if she did see Skylar standing up?

Skylar frowned.  Mary probably would try to do something.  She would probably order Skylar to get back down on her hands and knees.  And then… Skylar wouldn’t do that, right?

…

Of course she wouldn’t!

Then…

…Mary would not give it up.  She wasn’t the give it up or give in type.  She would probably march on over and… and… shove Skylar to the floor?  Or… spank her?

Just the idea of nude and demanding Mary forcing her back down to the floor, maybe swatting her rear, and standing over her imperiously was so awful and… just so terrible, and….

Why did her pussy feel that way?  Her arousal had died down after the orgasm, like it always did after an orgasm, but now it was peeking its head around the corner and it felt like her erect little clitoris was trying to peek through the swollen shades of Skylar’s labia.

Oh fuck!  Did the idea of Mary mistreating her and humiliating her again turn her on?  Turn her on again?

It did, even though it should be an awful prospect.  What kind of freak would want Mary to push them to the floor, stand over them, and maybe swat them on the butt?

Or Mary might do worse!  Mary might tickle Skylar again!  Skylar could not stand tickling.  She’d always been so ticklish.  Her parents had to make a rule at their house that no one could tickle Skylar.  She’d told them it was like torture and it was.  Her brothers and her sister were not allowed to tickle her.

A friend or two, a couple of boyfriends (including a guy who was both a friend and, to some extent, a boyfriend, for a while), had jokingly tried and she’d quickly laid down the law of the land.  No tickling!

But now she was in a different land.  A strange new land called Mary Land.

Her friends and boyfriends had always immediately stopped and given up any and all tickling of her once they knew how she felt about it and how it made her feel.  Like she could not breath, could not think, and might pee herself.

Skylar doubted those things would make Mary stop if Skylar told her about them.  It might make Mary more likely to do it!  It would probably make it a near certainty that Mary would do it.

Tickling was Skylar’s kryptonite and Mary was Skylar’s Lex Luther.  Never let your adversary know your weakness!

Mary probably already knew.  She’d seen the way Skylar reacted when tickled.  Mary had kept it up until Skylar couldn’t breathe.  Skylar had actually told her she’d nearly peed.

God!  Skylar had felt so helpless as Mary tickled her.

Skylar was startled to feel so much sensation from between her legs.  She looked down.  Her hand was on her pussy!  Her fingers were circle-rubbing her clitty!

No wonder why it felt so great down there.  But, uh, she really should not do that….

Why was she doing it?  She was trying to think seriously up here in her head.  She’d thought about Mary doing wrong things to her, especially Mary tickling her, and Skylar had reacted by rubbing her clitty at the same time.  That was sick!

Skylar pulled her hand away.  She tried to.  She pulled it away quickly at first but her hand soon slowed to a stop, about a foot away up and to one side of her pussy, like an invisible string ran between her fingers and her clit and she was at the end of the string.

And then… her hand reversed direction, like a tether ball swinging back, picking up speed as it approached her pussy.  Her hand made a tiny yet audible wet smack as it collided with her pussy.  Her index and middle finger sought out her clitoris and were right back to rubbing, as if they’d never left.

Skylar could not seem to help herself!  Her fingers and her clitoris were like the opposite poles of magnets.

Skylar heard a sound from out in the living room.  Oh shit!  Mary was getting up off the futon!

In a thoughtless panic, Skylar dropped to her hands and knees, her sweatpants further down now, past her knees.  She held her breath.  Did Mary know she’d stood up?

Skylar heard bare feet padding away, towards the kitchen area.

False alarm.  And she was on her hands and knees.

This was so fucked up!  She was so fucked up!  Her question as to what Mary would do if she saw Skylar standing was moot.  Apparently, Mary would not have to do anything because Skylar would drop to her hands and knees just from hearing the sound of a possibly approaching Mary.

Skylar felt low, far lower than her hands and knees position.  She felt like a coward and an idiot.  A cow-iot?  An idi-ward?

Cow-iot.  That was the one because she was all fours like a cow.

Skylar stood back up, angry at herself and angry at Mary.  She pulled her pants up, simmering with anger but also simmering with something else between her legs.

Fuck Mary!  And fuck herself, too, for being a cow-iot.

Skylar lay in bed.  She was exhausted from the emotional turmoil and the orgasm but was too buzzed from both to fall asleep right away.  She kept looking nervously at the dark doorless doorway to her bedroom, even after she got up and turned out the lights.

Her hand really wanted to go back to her pussy.  A few times she caught it starting the short trip.  She stopped it each time and tried to move it as far away as she could get it.  Above the covers and way off to one side, dangling off the bed.  But each time it tried to worm its way back as soon as she wasn’t paying attention.

She knew if her hand reached its goal, she probably would not make herself pull it away.  She was too needy and it would feel too good.  She was perfectly fine with masturbation, did it as often as anyone she assumed, but not in this circumstance, not with Mary right there not far away and very much right there in her head. 

She finally moved her hand under her body, behind her back, so that her weight pressed down on it.  There.  If it tried to squirm out, she’d feel it and know to stop it.

Fuck!  Then her left hand started to feel the magnetism exerted by Skylar’s clitoris.  So then Skylar had to put that hand behind her back and lay on it as well so it would behave.

She felt stupid.  It was like lying in bed with her hands cuffed behind her.  It was like she was in self-bondage!

Bondage.  She bet Mary would love to do that to her.

What would that be like?  Like this, feeling vulnerable and awkward and with a pussy hot for attention?

Just the idea of it made her want to give her hands free rein to do what they wanted to do.

But no.

That would be wrong.

Wrong for Skylar. 

And also… it would be a violation in Mary Land.  Mary had told her she could not masturbate without permission.  So, whether for herself or because she was a law-abiding dirty nasty girl… either way… she couldn’t do it….

Those kinds of sneaky self-betraying thoughts only made her want to do it more.

But she resisted.  She held out.  Finally, she fell asleep.


Chapter Ten

The next day, at work, Skylar did not have her head in the game.  It was impossible to focus on work after what happened the night before.  Not only what happened but also the prospect that she knew she had to go back home.  She expected more… issues waiting for her at home.

The regret and confusion over last night and the anxiety over the coming night worked on her mind like a wrestling tag-team.  Her thoughts flipped back and forth between the recent dark past and the imminent near future.

Her co-worker and friend, Bethany, noticed something was amiss and took her out to lunch.

Bethany was about Skylar’s age, a year older, and had only been at the company just a little longer than Skylar.  But she’d made it unscathed through the cut, or the cutbacks, and unlike Skylar she was still full-time. 

Bethany and Skylar were similar and also quite different.  Nearly the same age and they both carried the same “burden” as they liked to joke about it, of being beautiful.  Bethany was more of a jokester and had a naughty bent to her joking, such as saying Skylar and her were “sexual harassment bait.”  Bethany also liked to joke, when anything went wrong or they were given extra work, that they were targeted due to “hotness discrimination.”

Skylar theorized Janice had hired them as honeytraps to draw out males at the workplace who might be sexual harassers.  She theorized that jokingly.

Bethany had a different theory and she seemed serious about it.  She thought Janice was a lesbian and hired them in part for their looks.

Skylar had dismissed that idea.  Janice was way too old for them and did not seem as lesbian as the stereotype in her mind.  Janice had never hit on her and Bethany admitted the same in her case.

But Bethany still thought so.  She said she bet Jancie simply hoped being around them and with the way some women were towards supervisors, that sooner or later one of them might plop down in her lap.  So to speak.

Skylar had not thought that was a possible motivation for Janice.  But Bethany claimed she’d caught Janice twice checking out her breasts and often caught Janice eyeballing Skylar’s ass.

Skylar wasn’t sure if it was true, if Bethany was serious, or what it would mean if it was true.  Probably nothing.  Women checked each other out.  It was instinctive to compare oneself.

Bethany asked with a quirked eyebrow how a woman in her fifties, like Janice, could compare herself to young women in their early twenties.  It seemed like a defeating way to go through life.

So, they had the same boss but viewed her differently.

Skylar and Bethany were also beautiful in different ways.  Bethany described the two of them as different flavors and it depended on a man’s taste in women as to which of them was more attractive.

Skylar was slim and blonde and her body was proportional, no one feature sticking out.  That was what Skylar said, but Bethany said all of Skylar stuck out because she was a beauty from head to toe. 

Bethany was only an inch taller than Skylar but her chest was massive in comparison to Skylar’s or in comparison to the rest of Bethany’s body.  Bethany’s breasts were out of proportion to the rest of her. 

Bethany joked she had an issue with hormone overproduction during her teen years.  Maybe it was true.  Whatever the cause, she had breasts that seemed built in a lab, funded by a premiere strip joint.  Though they looked built in a lab, Skylar was sure Bethany’s breasts were real and unadjusted in any way other than by the support from her bras.  They had that liquid jiggle when Bethany walked.

Bethany said it was hard to know how much a guy valued her for herself and how much for her breasts.  But Skylar joked back that she thought that was always the case, no matter how large or small a gal’s breasts were.

They’d both laughed at that one.

Bethany had then joked that she wore glasses so that men would respect her intelligence and that she didn’t even need glasses, that she had perfect vision.  Skylar had started to believe her and Bethany had laughed and laughed.

Bethany had mercifully clarified that she did need glasses and liked to look both sexy and smart.  So, she wore dark-rimmed glasses that accentuated them on her pretty face and also wore outfits that accentuated her breasts.  Heavy on the heavy-titted cleavage as Bethany herself put it.

Bethany’s hair was the opposite of Skylar’s in coloration.  Black to Skylar’s blonde though the length was about the same and they both had wavy hair.

Bethany was more direct and said what was on her mind while Skylar ran her words through a mental filter first, removing whatever might offend someone.  Skylar admired Bethany for the oftentimes bold way that she spoke to people while Bethany admired Skylar’s comparative restraint.  Both their similarities and their differences made their friendship stronger.

At lunch, at the sandwich and coffee shop, Bethany used questions and open wide eyes to pry into what was bothering and distracting Skylar.  Bethany knew something was up.  Skylar was a dedicated worker who was always on top of things up until that day.  Bethany assumed it was a guy problem and bet it was probably that asshole Craig bringing Skylar more angst.

Skylar had no desire to talk about the true issue.  But Bethany had that open-minded-to-anything caring way about her and Skylar was not deceptive by nature.  She lied like anyone did at times but she wasn’t good at it and tried to avoid it.

What really doomed Skylar (or perhaps doomed Bethany?) to spilling the beans, was how troubled Skylar was and how clueless she felt.  She was at wit’s end and she was desperate for advice.

You could not get good advice on something the advising person did not know about.

Skylar started off just saying she was having issues with her new roommate.  She meant to keep it at that.  A general statement and likely a fairly common situation.

But of course, Bethany wanted details.  About the roommate and about the exact problems.

The exact problems.  It was hard for Skylar to say there were problems but to refuse to say what they were.  And she would not make ones up.  The real problems were bad enough without having to add on fictional ones! 

Skylar could have lied, but Bethany cared about her and did not deserve lies.  Though Bethany could be bold in her sense of humor and her strong statements, she was also trustworthy and discrete and when it came to other people’s concerns.

Still, Bethany cracked the Skylar egg slowly.  Skylar started off talking about Mary running around the apartment naked.  Which led to other questions from Bethany, ones covering Mary’s appearance (pretty) and her possible sexual orientation (unknown is what Skylar said but she sure had strong suspicions!). 

Skylar talked about Mary walking into the bathroom uninvited.

Skylar talked about Mary removing the bathroom wood panel thing that had served as a door.  And about removing the shower curtain.

Skylar talked about Mary removing her bedroom door.

Skylar talked about going to Eunice for help and Eunice supporting Mary over her.

Bethany said, “Holy shit on the sidewalk, I am so glad I did not move into that place!”

That was when Skylar found out that Bethany had nearly lived in the same apartment building.  As with Skylar, their boss, Janice, had strongly recommended the place to Bethany, almost seeming to push her to rent there, as if Janice got a cut of the rental profits. 

Bethany had lived with her boyfriend at the time (“Living in sin the way people should” Bethany liked to say) though they’d broken up two months ago and Bethany had forced him to move out.  Since Bethany’s breakup, she and Skylar had gotten closer and got together more often.  Single gals and all that.

Bethany started asking more specific questions and Skylar just did not want to lie.  She needed someone to talk with about what happened.  Skylar was not a gossip but she liked to talk problems through.  There was something about putting things in words instead of only thinking them.  Maybe a lot like how Mary made Skylar call herself a dirty nasty girl.  It wasn’t enough that Mary thought that or made Skylar feel that way. 

Skylar could not resist Bethany’s questions, Bethany’s helpful good-humored friendship, or Skylar’s need for honesty and advice.

So, things came out that Skylar had never intended to tell anyone ever as long as she lived.

That Mary had masturbated on Skylar’s bed.

That Mary had gotten her to sit on the futon next to her and then… had… taken advantage of Skylar… by masturbating her.

(Skylar talked about that in a near whisper while furtively looking around the sandwich shop.  Her face went red.  Bethany’s big eyes went bigger and she leaned in so Skylar did not have to talk loudly.  Bethany had a look of disbelief on her face but Skylar knew Bethany did believe her, for better or worse.)

Saying Mary had masturbated her was a bit open-ended.  There was a natural following question.  Skylar did not want to answer it without being asked but she did not blame Mary for asking it.

Bethany, in a hushed voice, asked, “Did you… did she make you….”

It was clear that the usually casually rude-mouthed Bethany did not want to speak rudely when her friend was talking about such a personal situation.  But she wanted to know.

Skylar felt ashamed to tell the truth but, for some reason, it was exciting to talk about it.  She guessed everyone loved to talk about themselves, maybe even the bad things.

“She kept doing it until… I did have an orgasm.”

Thank God, Bethany did not say anything to that, blessedly refraining from wisecracking, “Then what’s the problem here?”

After a pause while each of them drank some coffer, Skylar continued.

That the following night, last night, Mary had viciously tickled her.  While Mary was naked!  That the tickling was worse to Skylar than if Mary had hit her.  Skylar said she was worried Mary might hit her and that Mary had talked about spanking her.

Bethany was outraged that a roommate, or anyone, might cause Skylar physical harm.  Skylar, in fairness, said Mary had not actually hit her, it was only a feeling because Mary was so determined and such a “my way or the highway” kind of person.

Bethany commiserated with the tickling.  She said that might be worse than getting hit.  It lasted longer.  She said she lost all self-control when tickled.  It was the worst.  Relying on her traditional fallback of humor, Bethany said she was pretty sure if she ended up in Hell when she died that she’d be on whatever ring of Hell had the eternal tickling.

They both tried to get the minds around that.  An eternity of tickling!  Bethany claimed it wouldn’t be an eternity for her because she’ go insane after a few hours of it.

That was funny but then Bethany asked what else had happened.

Skylar really did not want to talk about the next thing.  But she did.  She felt it was important that Bethany understood how bad, how mean, Mary was.

Skylar told Bethany that Mary had forced Skylar to clean up the spilled eggs -- which was Mary’s fucking fault! – and the mean humiliation Mary forced on Skylar.  Skylar hated that it happened but she felt she had to tell Bethany about it.  So, she admitted that she’d eaten the eggs from the floor, day old eggs, and Mary forced her to do it hands-free. 

Bethany mumbled under her breath, in a shocked tone but like she didn’t even know what she was saying, “That is such a violation of the five second rule.”

Skylar pointed out the muted bruise on her chin that she’d covered up with makeup.  She told Bethany the bruise was from Mary bouncing Skylar’s face on the floor when Skylar tried to avoid the egg cleanup and tried to stand up.

Bethany gasped in shock.

Skylar tried to stop the flow of information at that point.  She already regretted talking about Mary masturbating her the night before that.  She was no wallflower, had been a bit of a partier in college, but holy fuck, who wanted to talk about masturbation at all let alone getting masturbated by someone else?

But Bethany already suspected there was more.  Mary masturbated Skylar the night before, then had Skylar down on all fours, humiliating her….

Bethany asked, “What did she do to you?  I mean, what else?  I know she must have done more.  You can tell me.”

She knew?  Skylar thought maybe Bethany did know, in general, because she could sense it or read it on Skylar’s face.  Or maybe it was simply logical to assume such a thing in such an illogical situation.  Mary had exercised a sort of absolute power over Skylar, for a time, and everyone knew absolute power absolutely corrupted.  Bethany would naturally think Mary may have taken more liberties.

But knowing in general was a lot different and not nearly as bad as Skylar telling Bethany exactly what did happen.

Skylar teetered for a few heartbeats.

Bethany was her friend.  Bethany wanted to help her.  Skylar did need help.  She needed good advice from someone.  The best advice worked hand in hand with the truth, otherwise the advice given was for some other situation than the real one.

Skylar blurted, in a hushed voice, “She did it again.  She felt me up.  You know.  There.  While I was on my hands and knees on the floor.”

“Oh, my God!  What did you do then?”

“I couldn’t do anything!  She stood over me with her legs on both sides of me and sort of had me pinned with her legs.  I couldn’t get up or go forward or backward.  I was stuck.”

“So, like… she rubbed you… there?  Through your clothes?”

“I guess, technically, through my thong but then… inside my thong….”

“Her bare hand on your pussy?” Bethany leaned forward, looking both scandalized and a little excited, like this was the most interesting thing she’d heard in a long time.  Skylar thought it probably was.  It was for her too.  It was terrible but it was interesting.  She wished it was someone else’s story, not hers.

“Yes.”

Bethany stared and it felt like an administered truth serum and a plea for more details.

Skylar almost vibrated with nervous shame.  She added, “She… you know… got some fingers… inside.”

“That is so….” Bethany’s words trailed away.  She didn’t know what to say.

Skylar wasn’t sure what to say either.  She was sure she’d said too much but there was no undoing it.

Finally, Bethany said, “So, did you?  I mean, did it result in the way it did the night before?”

Skylar knew what Bethany was asking.  Did Skylar cum?

It was so humiliating that she had.  First, Mary humiliated her.  Now it seemed like Skylar was humiliating herself by revealing everything to her friend.  Humiliation every way she turned!

Refusal to answer would be an answer anyway.  It would be a confirmation. 

She’d gotten this far with honesty and it was too late to derail the honesty train.

“Yes.  It did.  I guess I’m only human.  Okay?”  Skylar thought she sounded defensive.  Well, why wouldn’t she be?

For a fraction of a second, Skylar saw a tiny upward curve at the corners of Bethany’s mouth and a sparkle in her eyes.  Skylar could almost swear that Bethany was going into her comic mode and was about to say, “So, what was the problem again?”

Or maybe a sarcastic, “That must have been so hard for you, Skylar.”

Bethany’s mouth straightened and she stopped herself from saying what Skylar thought she might.

“Did she try to get you to do anything for her?  Anything like that?”

“No.  But she did make me crawl back to my bedroom.  And I had to keep my pants down while I crawled.”

Bethany shook her head, her mouth open.  A total “what the fuck?” reaction.

Skylar knew it was unbelievable.  And so shameful.  And intensely embarrassing.

Bethany looked like she had a compelling thought, “She hasn’t asked you – or gotten you – to do anything for her.  I mean, you know, directly.  Like do a sexual act for her.  But there is no way that will last.  She’s going to want more.  I’m sure she’ll want you to do stuff to her, for her.  I mean, I think she will.  You were right to tell me about this.  You have to stop this before… before it becomes even more of whatever it is.”

Skylar hadn’t thought about that.  She was too preoccupied with what had happened and how to stop it from continuing to happen.  She had not thought about the direction this was going in or where it could end up or even what the hell Mary wanted.  She might need to worry about more than it continuing.  Maybe she should worry it could get worse.

Bethany must be right.  It wasn’t like Mary would be satisfied as things were.  She was literally not satisfied as far as having an orgasm.  Mary had masturbated herself on the futon the night she masturbated Skylar.  During the personally infamous “futon incident.”  Mary had an orgasm then.  But she had not had an orgasm last night even though she gave one – or forced one – on Skylar.

It was weird.  Normally, if one person had an orgasm and their “sexual partner” (Oh God, was she really thinking of Mary as a sexual partner!?!) did not have an orgasm and did not even try to get one, Skylar would think of the sexual partner who didn’t get an orgasm as selfless. 

Mary was anything but selfless.  She would want hers.  She would want more.  She hadn’t done it yet, hadn’t tried to get it from Skylar, probably because she was working on Skylar.  Softening her up.  Developing her.

Grooming her?  To be a lesbian who followed orders?

Holy shit!  The idea of it freaked Skylar out.  She needed help!

Skylar had thought talking about it with Bethany would make her feel better.  Instead, she felt like an idiot for letting those things happen, for reacting to them the way she had, and now for telling Bethany about them.  And for not seeing where Mary might be going with this when Bethany had seen it quickly.

Skylar sighed a long and sad, a frustrated woe-to-me sigh.  She propped her cheek on one hand, elbow on the table.

Bethany looked like she understood how Skylar felt.  She quickly took on a serious look, a very serious look, a purposely serious look.  She reached over and put her hand comfortingly on top of Skylar’s hand.

“Skylar, none of this is your fault.  It is totally on Mary.  She was wrong to treat you that way.  Absolutely wrong.”

Skylar knew Mary was in the wrong, but she did feel like some of it was her fault.  It was her fault for not standing up to Mary.  She hadn’t stood up to her and ended up on her hands and knees. 

“What should I do?  I can’t move out.  I can’t get rid of her.”

Skylar almost added that she could not stand up to Mary.  It was true, it seemed like it, but it was hard to say it out loud. 

Bethany seemed to know it anyway, “You need to reclaim your apartment and reestablish necessary boundaries.  She’s been bullying you.  You have to stand up to bullies.”

Skylar had just thought she could not do that!

Bethany showed her understanding and the strength of her friendship, “You do not have to do this alone.  It’s like with bullies.  There is strength in numbers.  I’ll come over to your place and hang out.  She can’t treat you poorly if I’m there.  You can say what you need to say and she’ll have to listen.  She’ll probably scramble to put on clothes when she sees me.  In fact, text her that I’m coming over with you when you come home from work.  She’ll already have clothes on by the time we get there.  That’s step one.”

“Bethany, you’re the greatest!”

Bethany had sudden a deer in the headlights look, “Fuck me!  I can’t do it tonight.  It’s my dad’s birthday.  I have to go over to my parent’s place for dinner and then after dinner board games and cake.  We can’t do it tonight.  Tomorrow, okay?”

“Sure.  Tomorrow.”  Skylar felt like a condemned prisoner given a reprieve and then told, oops, it was for a different prisoner.

Bethany offered, “You can come with me if you want.”

“To your dad’s birthday party?  No, thank you.  I’ll be fine.  I’m an adult and now I know what kind of person Mary is.  I can stay away from her for one night.”

But could she?

Skylar had a bad feeling.  But it was not an unadulterated bad feeling.  It was not a normal bad feeling.  It was spiced up.  As nervous and anxious as the prospect of having to deal with Mary again that night made her, she also felt a powerful curiosity.  Would Mary try to do something to her again?  What kind of new weird thing might Mary have in store for her?

Could it also make her orgasm like she had the past two nights?

She dreaded anything happening again.  But with that need to avoid came a balancing eagerness to find out.  Just to know. 

What was Mary up to with her?  What was Mary’s intention?  Was Mary a lesbian or just super weird or was there something else to this?

It seemed like – it felt like – there was something else going on.  Some intent that was not obvious.  Something.  Skylar could not quite put her mental finger on it.

Bethany insisted on paying for lunch and checked in on her a couple times that afternoon.  Bethany was apologetic about not being able to come home with her after work but Skylar pointed out that was silly.  Bethany did not need to apologize that her dad was having his birthday or that she’d made a previous commitment to be there. 

Bethany promised she would come home with Skylar the following night.  Skylar made herself sound confident that one more night would not make any difference.  She did not feel that confident.

Skylar thought about staying at a hotel but then decided that was ridiculous.  She had an apartment.  She could not afford to stay at a hotel to avoid her roommate.  Do that one night and she’d need to do it other nights as well.  No one, at least not Skylar, could afford to stay at a hotel every night.

Skylar did not want to stay at a hotel.  Even if it was free.  Her apartment wasn’t much, but it was her home.

And she had to admit, she was curious what weird thing Mary might try on her that night.  If anything.  Maybe the weirdness was over.  If not, Skylar would not participate.  Not again.  Of course not.

There were mysteries to solve.  Skylar was intrigued.  Was Mary a lesbian or not?  It wasn’t crystal clear.  Sure, if another woman wants to masturbate you, and did masturbate you, then it did seem lesbian.  But maybe it wasn’t. 

Skylar was sure they both masturbated.  Everyone did.  It wasn’t a sign of anything wrong.  Just the opposite.  There was almost certainly something wrong with someone who didn’t ever do it.  Either physically wrong or they’d fallen into some religious trap that made them feel like it was immoral.  Yeah, sure, right, pleasure that harms no one is wrong.  Fucking religious nuts were the true immoral ones when it came to that!  There was enough bad shit in life without attacking something that brought harmless pleasure.

When it came to masturbation – when it came to cumming at one’s own hand – Skylar was in the Cyndi Lauper “She Bop” camp.

Skylar thought it was possible that Mary did what she did out of a pathological need for control and not because she was a lesbian.  Maybe.  Mary wanted to masturbate Skylar – had masturbated her – but had not requested or demanded or whatever any other kind of sex. 

Plus, Mary told Skylar that Skylar wasn’t allowed to pleasure herself.   That Skylar had to get permission from Mary.  That was an effort to control Skylar’s most personal of actions.  So maybe the way Mary behaved was only about control.

Maybe.

Or maybe not.  Maybe Mary was softening Skylar up?  Working on her?  Wrapping around her like an anaconda, judging when the moment was right, and then putting on the death squeeze of lesbianism?

If so, Mary would try something again that night.  She’d want to keep making progress, to keep tightening her control grip over Skylar.  If she did not want that, then maybe Mary would leave her alone.  Maybe Mary, in her own bizarre way, looked at this as roommate bonding.

Skylr thought she’d learn more that night.  It made her anxious but she also felt some breed of anticipation.  She thought she was no doubt eager to learn the truth about Mary.  That must be why she felt the anticipation.  The more she knew, the better she could deal with her strange roommate.

Skylar was intrigued by the questions she had about Mary.  She knew she should be so mad at Mary and she was but not as much as she thought she should be.  She should hate Mary. but she didn’t hate her at all.  She was leery of her, true that.  Mary was a threat but it was hard to quantify and understand the threat or to take it too seriously. 

Mary had acted badly.  She’d treated Skylar badly.  But ultimately, there was no real harm.  Oh, except for the bruise on Skylar’s chin.  But that was… sort of an accident.  It wasn’t like Mary punched her.

Why was she defending her persecutor?

Skylar guessed it was those two orgasms she’d had at Mary’s hand, from Mary’s hand.  It made it impossible to hate Mary or take her as a complete threat.  Threats caused harm, not great pleasure.

It was so weird how much better it felt when Mary masturbated her than when Skylar did it to herself.

But Skylar would not let that happen again.  It was twisted.  And it was either lesbianism or way too close to lesbianism.  Mary was demeaning and controlling.  She was a threat.  Skylar kept reminding herself that Mary was not a friend in any way and could not be trusted at all.  She was selfish and did bad things.

Bethany popped into Skylar’s cubicle at the end of the day and asked again if Skylar would be alright and if Skylar wanted to come to her dad’s birthday party.  She also suggested a hotel for just for one night and then Bethany would come home with her tomorrow.

Skylar told her again that she would be fine.  That was the first time she felt like what she said to Bethany was an outright lie.


Chapter Eleven

Skylar felt like a lost traveler navigating a threatening jungle as she quietly unlocked the apartment door and slipped inside.  Like she was trying not to attract the attention of an anaconda that could be sliding over branches above her head, looking for its next prey.

Fuck!  She was not prey!  Her apartment was not a jungle, it was in goddamn Chicago, and Mary wasn’t an anaconda either.

But she still crept in quietly.  She tried to change her mindset.  She was the predator.  Mary was the prey.  She would come in all quiet and shock the shit out of Mary.  Turn the tables and turn the tide.  For once, Mary would be off balance.

Skylar walked silently into the living room, expecting to see Mary in the nude on the futon, generally her usual position.  But the futon was clear, as was the kitchen and dining area.

Skylar thought Mary must be out.  Good.  Maybe she’d find a fucking job and leave Skylar alone.

A thought occurred.  Skylar walked quickly to her bedroom.

Dammit!

Mary was asleep on Skylar’s bed.  In the nude!  With her hand on her pussy.  Which was wet.  The bedroom smelled like sex.  Sex minus the man smells.

Mary had masturbated on Skylar’s bed!  Again!  And then fell asleep.

Skylar was tired.  She’d planned to take a nap.  Her day was made longer by that stressful conversation with Bethany and then all the stressful thoughts about what Mary might or might not try.

She thought she should wake up Mary and kick her out of the bed.  But she also thought a sleeping Mary was a harmless Mary and she had her doubts whether Mary would leave her bed when told to leave it.  Don’t kick a sleeping dog?  Let a sleeping Mary lay?

Not only would Mary not leave Skylar’s bed if Skylar woke her up, she might do something.  Like what?  Maybe masturbate on the bed again?  Or maybe try to mess with Skylar?

Probably that second one.  Skylar wasn’t sure what Mary might try and she was none too confident about foiling whatever evil plot Mary might hatch.  Skylar did not have a good recent track record of defying Mary.

She was so tired.  Living with Mary was so stressful!

Skylar wondered back to the living room.

Well.

Mary took Skylar’s bed.  Skylar guessed that left her the futon.  She put her purse in the nook next to the door to the apartment, kicked off her dress shoes, and lay on the futon.  It was none too comfortable but it was better than standing around and going without a nap.

Skylar zonked out.

She woke up a couple hours later, not on her own but because of Mary.

“What the fuck are you doing on my futon?” Mary yelled.

Skylar sat up and felt like she’d been caught with her hand in the cookie jar.  Mary sounded so angry!

“You were in my bed, so—”

“Shut up!  That’s our bed.  Whoever gets there first.  Wait, shit no, the bed it mine now.  The futon is also mine and you never asked permission to use it.”

Huh?

“You were asleep and I didn’t want to wake you up.  I guess next time I’ll wake you up and kick you out of my bed.”

Mary glared at her and it seemed to Skylar that Mary’s dark nipples and dark patch of pubic hair glared as well.  Glared in some kind of way.  They certainly caught Skylar’s attention.

Mary’s voice was full of iron, “Never wake me up.  Ever.  Unless this shithole is on fire.  You did right not to wake me up.  But you have to keep in mind, you’re in Mary Land now.  The bed is mine.  So is the futon, but I’ll let you sleep on it at night out of the kindness of my heart.”

Skylar looked at her in disbelief, opening and closing her mouth several times.  She felt stupid listening to Mary’s crazy talk without immediately correcting her.  She bet she looked like a fish out of water trying to get enough air.

Before she could come up with anything to say, before she could really wrap her mind around what Mary was claiming, Mary went on, “You said you would kick me out of my new bed?  Kick me?  I should tell Eunice you threatened to assault me.”

“No, I didn’t mean I’d actually—”

“So, you’re a fucking liar?  Well, I don’t lie.  I will kick you out of my futon.”

Wait, no, Mary did not mean she would—

Mary’s bare foot kicked Skylar’s knee, surprising Skylar more than hurting her, but then Mary kicked again, this time higher, her toes jabbing hard into Skylar’s ribcage just below her left breast.

Skylar shrieked.  Mary grabbed Skylar’s wrist and jerked hard.  Skylar spilled awkwardly to the floor, nearly taking a header off the futon and only able to get one hand out in front of her to catch her fall.

Skylar turned on one side and looked fearfully up at Mary.

Mary stood nude and imperious above her, “Well?”

Well, what?

Skylar just looked at her, panting.

“Don’t you think you should apologize?”

“I don’t think—”

“I know you don’t think.  Thinking isn’t the forte of dirty nasty girls.  You need to humbly apologize to the great ruler of Mary Land.”

“Um….”  Skylar did not want to apologize.  She hadn’t done anything wrong!  But she didn’t like being down on the floor looking up at Mary’s pussy.  It was hard to pretend it wasn’t there when she had to look past it to see Mary’s face.

Mary said, “I see what you want.  We’ll talk about that later.  First, you need to say you’re sorry.”

She could see what Skylar wanted?  What did Skylar want?

Was Mary talking about her pussy!?!

No time to deny that.  Mary demanded an apology.

Skylar thought maybe she could get away with saying it with a question mark tone.  That way she wasn’t really apologizing, she was only clarifying Mary’s request.  Skylar thought that might work.

“I’m sorry?”

“Say it like you mean it.  Or I can spank you until you are sorry.”

A spanking!  Skylar could not stand that idea.  It would be so humiliating.  Thoughts of defying Mary and standing up for herself were now entirely absent.  Skylar was in the moment.

“I’m so very sorry!”

Instantly, Mary’s demeanor changed, “Okay.  That’s good.  I think you are onto something here, though.  You need clarification.  We wouldn’t want another unpleasant misunderstanding.  So, keep in mind that the bed is mine.  The bedroom is mine.  Fuck it, you can have this futon and don’t need to ask permission to sleep in it.  I guess you do need to sleep somewhere.  There we go.  That’s nice and clear and all settled now.  Hm, maybe not that the bedroom is mine, maybe you should pay Eunice to have a door put back in for it.  Yes, I think that is a good idea.”

Her bedroom!  Mary was taking her bedroom!  Consigning Skylar to the futon!

It was so wrong and yet Skylar felt helpless to stop it from happening.

Mary added, “Go ahead, tell me it’s a great idea.”

Skylar knew how this went.  When Mary wanted her to say something, she had to say it.  Or Mary would make her say it anyway.

Skylar had to choke the words out, “It’s a great idea.”

“Say you’re all for it.”

Skylar wasn’t at all for it!  But Mary was so unpredictable, her switch flipping from actual physical assault to the fanciful idea they were in a place called Mary Land to who knew what.  Skylar did not want that flip to switch back to literally kicking Skylar.

“I’m all for it.”  Skylar sounded defeated to herself.  That was also how she felt.

“Now, I told you last night I’d educate you on some other traditions and rules in Mary Land.  Your new culture.  Let’s do that right now.”

Oh no.  More rules of Mary Land.  The land where Skylar would now have to sleep on a futon while the ruler of Mary Land enjoyed Skylar’s bed.  It was a nice bed.  Skylar had overspent on it.  She’d heard someone talking about the importance of a good bed, that you spend a third of your life in bed, and the time in it, good or bad sleep, greatly impacted the other two thirds of your life.  So, Skylar had put a lot of time into shopping around and then a lot of money into a really nice bed.

Which was now Mary’s bed.

Question: When she got Mary to move out, would Mary take the bed with her?

Mary told her, “I’m tired of doing all the heavy lifting of being sexy around here.  I go nude, so you have to go nude also.  Only fair.  Take off everything.  Now.”

Skylar was so not goi—

Oh.  She already was.  She was taking off her clothes.  Her hands just started doing it like they took orders from Mary now, no Skylar brain go-between. 

Oh no!  She was taking off her clothes!

She guessed Mary just had one of those commanding demeanors.  Or the way she spoke.  Or maybe it wasn’t Mary’s strength but Skylar’s weakness?

Or maybe… Skylar sort of wanted to be naked… because then she might find out what terrible thing Mary may or may not have planned for her?  A thing so terrible that Skylar ended up liking it.  Which really would be terrible.

Skylar did not ever think she took her clothes off as fast as she did then.  It wasn’t fear of what Mary would do to her if she did not do it.  In fact, though she was quite worried and anxious, she was sort of a little eager to find out what Mary would do to her if she did do it.

The way Mary confronted her, surprised her, literally kicked her (!), and had so quickly gotten Skylar down to the floor had amazed Skylar.  She had expected something to happen when she came home but not so quickly and harshly.  It was shocking. 

It left Skylar feeling clueless as to what to say or do.  But then Mary told her what to do, slotting her instructions into the wide-open needing-to-decide-what-to-do part of Skylar’s mind.  Just like that, Skylar knew what to do and it was a sort of dark relief.

It was not healthy, of course.  She knew that.  She couldn’t let it go too far.  She wouldn’t let it go too far.  But she had to go a little way just to find out what Mary wanted to do.  Skylar had to know what the plan was in order to resist it, right?  She had to cooperate with what Mary wanted in order to best resist it.  Eventually.  When she had to.  Skylar knew it was strange that the way to find out how to resist was by not resisting at all… but she was willing to buy into it for the moment.  It seemed like a credible excuse.

Whatever this was, whatever Mary was trying to do to her, sure, it was certainly bad, but it was also quite exciting.  Life was so often so boring.  But not with Mary around! 

Life was not boring… in Mary Land.

Maybe Mary Land should put that on their license plates.

Skylar felt Mary’s sharp eyes on her as Skylar took off all her clothes.  It was hard to take off clothes when on the floor. 

Skylar was no exhibitionist.  She usually dressed with a lean towards the conservative.  She couldn’t recall ever taking off her clothes while someone watched her from up close, doing nothing but watching.  It felt intense.

It was… okay, it was pretty arousing.  Knowing that as she revealed each detail of her body it was swallowed up by Mary’s eager eyes.  Skylar felt the excitement of the moment.  It made her feel so naughty.  Even though Mary made her do it, she felt like the naughty one.

She knew she must be quite a sight.  A cute blonde rolling around and oofing to get her pants and then her socks off.  Then her top.

And then her bra.

And then… her panties.

There, Mary, your roommate is nude down on the floor.  Now what?

She looked up.  She saw gleams of delight in Mary’s eyes.  So, Mary was a lesbian?  Or was she delighted because she was getting her way and successfully exerting control over Skylar?

The fact that Mary chose to exert her control to make Skylar take off her clothes seemed like a strong hint as to Mary’s nature and intent.

Skylar had given Mary what she wanted.  For better or worse.  Now Skylar was naked and even more vulnerable.  She felt like the clothing she’d worn had been her armor and now she had nothing.

She felt, now that her clothes were off, that she needed some new directions.  There must be some more orders coming.  She was so curious about what Mary would order to do.  She was burning with curiosity.  That had to be why she felt so hot.

Skylar realized her legs were spread rather incautiously.  Should she move them closer together?  No.  She refused to try to cover up because… that would make the humiliation worse.  Was that why?   Or was she maybe showing off her body?

No, it must be because she felt so hot.  She had spread her legs automatically as a way to try to cool off.  That made sense.  After all, much of the heat, a lot of the heat, was sourced right between Skylar’s legs.  It made sense to keep her legs spread to help cool herself off.  It made sense but it wasn’t very effective.  The heat only seemed to increase!

Mary laid it out as Skylar sat on her bare butt. 

“I’m always naked in the apartment, I mean when in Mary Land, and so you also have to always be naked.  There is no damn reason for clothes.  Hiding things is like lying.  No more fucking clothing lies.  When you come home from work, as soon as you close the door, you will take off every stitch of clothing.  I may, as we go along, give you a thing or two to wear.  Stay tuned on that.  Now, do you understand, there is no clothing allowed in Mary Land?”

Skylar could not wear any clothes in the apartment….

That was… unreasonable!  Outrageous!  Too big of an ask!

Mary wasn’t asking….

“I understand.”

Oops.  Why did she say that?  Well, she guessed it was technically true.  She did understand what Mary told her.  But had it sounded like she agreed to it?

It must have because Mary went on, “Violations of Mary Land laws can and will bring punishments.  I have a good number to choose between.”

Skylar wished Mary would detail them.  This part sounded interesting.  She should know these punishments so she knew what was at stake and, if she happened to not resist, they could be excellent justification for doing what Mary told her to do.  If. 

Mary stepped closer.  A lot closer.  She set her feet on either side of Skylar’s right knee.  Skylar looked up at Mary’s face but Mary’s pussy loomed large.  With Skylar sitting up, Mary’s pussy was none too far from Skylar’s face.

That certainly brought a “what if” to mind.  What if Mary wanted Skylar to….

She wouldn’t.  Mary wouldn’t want that.  Skylar was pretty sure.  Well, she hoped Mary wouldn’t want that.  And, if she did, then Skylar wouldn’t.

Pretty sure.  So, was that what she was saving her first successful resistance for?

Mary said, “There’s another rule in Mary Land.  You’ll understand how necessary it is.  If we’re both walking around nude, no one who visits us will be able to tell who is the ruler and who is the people of Mary Land.  Our difference in status needs to be immediately clear.”

Mary was going to have visitors over while both of them were nude!?!

Skylar opened her mouth to say something but then snapped it closed again.  Mary’s pussy was far too close!

Mary went on, “To keep things nice and clear, when we are here in Mary Land, I can stand and walk around as much as I want.  You, however, must crawl on all fours.  If you are good.  If you are naughty, maybe you will have to worm around on your tummy.  We’ll see.  But you will crawl to start off.  Oh, and you can sleep on the futon at night but otherwise no furniture for you.  If we’re both sitting, our differential will not be easily detectable.  So, you will sit on the floor when you need to sit.”

Skylar sputtered in outrage, unable to say anything for a moment but trying to.

Mary spread her hands (and spread her legs just a little wider like it was her pussy talking and maybe, in a way, it was doing the talking) and said, “What?  It will be convenient for when you eat off the floor.  You’ll already be right down there.”

Convenient?  Convenient!?!

This was another asking too much on top of already asking way too much.  It was beyond the pale, whatever the fuck a pale was.  Maybe it was Skylar.  She felt pale from shock.

It motivated her to finally put her foot down even if she could not actually put her foot down firmly while sitting on her naked butt.

“No way, Mary.  No fucking way!  None of those things are going to happen!”

Mary grinned a lopsided grin like she’d expected this reaction and knew just what to do about it.

“All of those things are going to happen.  I’m going to like it and, eventually, probably pretty damn quick, you’re going to like it also.  Everyone likes to understand where they belong.  You fucking will like it, dirty girl.  I’m going to make sure of it.”

Mary telling her that she would make her like it sounded like a threat.  Or a promise.  Both.

Mary bent down and used both hands to push sharply on Skylar’s shoulders.  Bam, just like that, Skylar was flat on her back.  The hard landing on her back knocked some air out of her. 

But not as much air as when Mary sat on her!

Mary sat on Skylar’s solar plexus, just below Skylar’s breasts, and higher than her belly button. 

Skylar felt Mary’s pussy on her bare skin!

Mary’s legs and knees encompassed Skylar’s torso and her arms, pinning Skylar’s arms to her sides.

Skylar was helpless!

Mary said, “Let me just go ahead and change your opinion.  It is so important that all rules are faithfully followed in Mary Land.”

Mary leaned back a little and reach both hands behind her, just a little.

Mary’s hands were on Skylar’s tight tender ticklish waist!

Mary was tickling her!

Skylar made a “Huuuh” sound of effort as she tried to sit up without leverage from her hands.  She tried to sit up like a vampire from a coffin pissed off that humans with torches dared to be in her lair.

But a vampire was a lot stronger than Skylar and did not typically have a nude woman sitting on them.

The sitting up was a no go.  All it did was take Skylar’s energy and take away more breath she needed as she flopped back onto her back.

Mary tickled knowingly and viciously while mocking Skylar, “Tickle.  Tickle.  Tickle.”

Skylar thrashed, or tried to, and looked like someone going through shock therapy.  But there was no escape.  With a lack of air, all she could do was verbally react and release a high-pitched whining sound of distress.

The tickling went on for an endless minute.  Skylar’s eyes bugged out.  She felt like she was going insane.  She felt near to peeing herself.  She was seeing spots in her vision from not enough air supply.  She shined all over with tickle-perspiration.

Mary stopped but her hands remained in place, “I like doing this.  It’s so much fun.  I could do this for hours and hours.”

Hours!?!  Skylar thought she’d go insane from one more minute of it!

“It’s up to you.  Shall I continue or maybe you’d like to tell me what you’ll do in Mary Land from now on, forever.”

Skylar could not agree to that!

But… she could not take the tickling.  She couldn’t.  If she did not break now, she would break eventually.

“I’ll take off my clothes and go nude in the apartment from now on!”

Mary jabbed her fingers into Skylar’s sides and for a breathless wriggling ten second time span went back to tickling Skylar.  Then she stopped.

“We already know you won’t wear any clothes in Mary Land, other than special things I decide you should wear.  That was already settled.  Now, what is your honest opinion about you crawling everywhere and not sitting on any furniture?  Go ahead, you can be honest.”

Skylar damn well knew Mary did not want her honest opinion!

Skylar also damn well knew what she now had to say.  She had to change her “opinion.”  The tickle monster named Mary had to be appeased.

Skylar felt Mary’s fingers twitch in preparation against her sides.  Mary was about to tickle again!

Skylar knew it was time to spill out some honesty.  Not real honesty.  Mary’s kind of honesty.

“I’ll crawl!  I will!  I’ll crawl all over from now on!  And-and… I won’t sit on the furniture.  I’ll sit on the floor.”


Chapter Twelve

Mary stood up, stepped away, and said, “Excellent.  Now we have clarity and you know how to behave.  In part.  You still need lots more training to get used to life as a citizen of Mary Land.  But first, practice what you said you’d do.  Let me see you move around the apartment in a natural way while au naturel.  Your kind of natural.  Crawl.”

Skylar had her crawling order.  Just like a marching order but ever so much more demeaning.

Crawling.  It was much worse than the nudity.  The nudity thing applied to both of them.  It was weird and all but there was an equality to it.  But crawling?  That was low down literally and emotionally and socially. 

Crawling while naked also seemed… sexual.

Skylar had to do it.  She could not take any more tickling.  She turned and rolled onto all fours.  She hesitated, not wanting to start, not sure where to go.

“You’ve got a great ass, dirty girl.”

Okay, Mary was looking at her naked ass.  Not okay actually.  It got Skylar going.  She did not want to “stand around” on her hands and knees with Mary staring at her ass.

She crawled over to the kitchen.  Onto the linoleum.  It brought back memories of Mary forcing her to lick up the eggs and cheese, spiced with black pepper and “floor spice.”  That made her feel… funny.

Mary had humiliated her and she had masturbated Skylar and Skylar had that incredible orgasm.  She had not wanted it but it was great while it lasted.  Terrible before and after but wonderful during.

Skylar felt so odd.  So funny.  Almost like… she wanted another orgasm today….

What was wrong with her?

“Stay still a sec,” said Mary.

She was doing something up at the countertop neat the sink.  Skylar saw the four-piece toaster tilted on its side and then tilted further, angling over the curved edge of the counter.  A small avalanche of toast and muffin crumbs, many of them burnt, spilled onto the floor.

“Clean, dirty girl, clean.  Eat, nasty girl, eat.”

Oh no.  Not again.  Should she resist now?

Hesitating was apparently too much like resistance to Mary.  She reached down and swatted Skylar’s ass. 

“Ow!”

“That’s what happens to dirty girls who don’t eat up their yummy yum and clean the floor at the same time.  You see how efficient this is?  Two things at once.  Mary Land is all about efficiency.”

Smack!

“Ow!”

“I think you like it.”

“I don’t li—”

Smack!

“Ow!”

“Yeah, you like it when I spank your sexy ass.  But you still need to eat.  Dirty sluts don’t survive on air alone.  Get your nutritious crumbs.”

Smack!

“Ow!”

Smack!

“Ow!”

Smack!

“Ow!”

Skylar thought she was doing the very worst thing.  She was hesitating which brought on this punishment but she was also holding still for the punishment, just letting Mary spank her ass, making it easy for Mary to cause her harm.  Skylar felt so stupid.

Smack!

“Ow!”

Smack!

“Ow!”

Skylar had to decide.  Eat the crumbs off the floor or don’t.  Her butt hurt and each spank made it hurt much more. 

Smack!

“Ow!”

Smack!

“Ow!”

If she didn’t do something, it would lend credence to Mary’s claim that Skylar liked the spanks.  She didn’t!  Who could?

Smack!

“Ow!”

There was… something.  Skylar felt so exposed and so vulnerable and so dominated.  Those feelings teamed up on her and the pain from the spanks added some kind of spice. 

Smack!

“Ow!”

She was back where she was last night, on hands and knees again, feeling something a lot like arousal, uncanny really, and, like last night, she was about to eat something off the floor.

Wait, she was?  She was going to do it?

Smack!

“Ow!”

Smack!

“Ow!”

She was.  She was going to do it.  Knowing it made her tummy clench like she was sick.  But she knew she wasn’t sick, not in the normal way.  But she might be sick in the head.

Smack!

“Ow!”

Smack!

“Ow!”

She tilted her face forward and down.  She started licking up crumbs, big and small.  Crumbs from the toaster mixed with “floor spice.”

“There you go.  You like it.  You’re a dirty girl.”

Yes, she was a dirty girl.  Skylar had to agree.  Her ass buzzed with pain but that buzz was nothing compared to the buzz between her legs. 

Did she… like it?  Was it somehow true?

Skylar swept her tongue over the floor, covering it with crumbs like an anteater getting ants, and then pulling it in to swallow them down.  And then repeat.  Tongue loads of crumbs.

Mary said, “That’s such a good dirty girl.  Mary Land is very accepting of dirty girls.  Yes, we are.  We have a role for them.  A dirty girl can be quite useful as long as she understands she is a mere dirty girl there to serve.”

There to serve….

Just a simple dirty girl….

There was a role for her in Mary Land….

She needed to make herself useful.  She was succeeding right then.  Who else would lick up these unseemly crumbs and the “floor spice” from the linoleum floor?  It was up to Skylar!

Mary told her, “When a dirty girl is being useful, she deserves a treat.  Ever wonder if you are useful?  There is an easy way to know.  Are you obeying your upper-class citizens – or citizen – of Mary Land?  If yes, then you are succeeding in being useful.  Who is the upper-class citizen of Mary Land?  That’s me.  Obey me and make yourself useful. 

“Keep licking up the yum yum.  If you run out, you have not run out.  Just lick up anything you find down there.  It doesn’t have to be from the toaster.  It doesn’t even need to be food.  Get it all and, while you do that, I’ll reward you.”

Skylar followed the instructions.  No, the orders.  It was darkly exciting and somehow comforting.  She knew what to do.  All she needed was for Mary to tell her what to do and then she knew what to do.  Skylar licked and swallowed and she did it with new enthusiasm.

Mary rewarded her.  With a hand on Skylar’s pussy!

Oh, that felt so good.  Skylar shimmied her pussy on Mary’s hand.  But she was newly dedicated to being a good dirty girl so she kept licking as fast as she could, like she was in an eating contest. 

Mary rubbed Skylar’s pussy and Skylar’s arousal spiraled into something ticklish and imminent.  She was curving sharply towards an orgasm.  So fast!

But Skylar could not help being disturbed as well.  For one thing, what had she just swallowed?  It was a dried corn kernel!  Skylar could not even remember the last time she ate corn.  She really should have swept the kitchen floor more often.

Then she swallowed something she was sure wasn’t even food!  It was a tiny plastic piece to some board game.  A little peg for tracking some board game scoring system.  When had that fallen on the floor?  She and Craig had played some games on the little dining area table but that was months ago.

Jesus.  Now she had a game piece in her tummy.  But was that any worse than all the other dirt and crap she was eating down here?

Skylar had a lot of doubts and worries about her strange new situation and the odd customs of Mary Land.  But it was certainly true that her stay in Mary Land was expanding her palate.

The other reason her predicament was disturbing was that Skylar knew this would look super lesbian if someone did visit them in Mary Land.  Some people were intolerant and did not take the time to understand the traditions of other cultures.  So judgy!

It was only masturbation.  A hand on a pussy.  That was masturbation.  It did not matter if it was the person’s own hand or the helping hand of someone else.  Skylar needed this.  She could not masturbate herself.  That was not allowed in Mary Land. 

It was… efficient.  Only Skylar could eat food and non-food off the floor.  It was way below the pay grade of the ruler of Mary Land.  But Skylar still needed masturbation.  This was Skylar could keep up the good eating off the floor and still get masturbated.  It was efficient and practical.  So, it was functional, necessary, and not at all lesbian.

Well, not completely lesbian.  Not lesbian beyond all doubt.

Even if it was lesbian… Skylar needed it.  She so needed it.  She humped Mary’s hand and waggled her ass and found herself hoping the ruler of Mary Land was pleased with her.

“That’s a good dirty girl.  You’re soaked.  You’re dripping.  You love Mary Land’s citizenship test.  I see no obstacles to you becoming a full-time dirty girl citizen of Mary Land.”

That was good, right?  Or not? 

It must be good.  It felt so good!

A dirty girl like her needed a place where her floor-licking talents were appreciated.

Mary said, “Stop eating for a sec.  Your mouth must be dry.  I’ll help you out.”

Her mouth was dry!  Mary was wise.  Skylar stopped licking and lifted her head.

Mary’s hand left Skylar’s pussy.  Oh no!

Mary moved around Skylar, stopped, and presented her hand, palm up, just below Skylar’s face.

It was wet!  From Skylar’s pussy!  Skylar guessed Mary was right about her pussy being soaked.  Here was the proof.

“Lick it, dirty girl.  Lick it up.”

Skylar felt a twisting swirl of disgust and lust.  It was so nasty.  Skylar would never do that on her own.  She’d never even thought about it! 

That was why she needed Mary.  To do the thinking for her. 

It was nasty, but she was a dirty girl.  She felt it.  She felt like a dirty girl.  So dirty.  A dirty girl would lick up her pussy juice from someone else’s hand. 

Skylar had a new perspective on herself and on life.  A dirty girl like her should obey the higher-class citizen of Mary Land.  Mary was the ruler of Mary Land.  Skylar was only here to be useful, to serve.

Skylar licked and she licked hungrily.  Or thirstily.  Eagerly.  The more she licked up the more that leaked out between her legs.  It was so arousing to be so nasty.  For every drop she licked up, it felt like a trickle streamed out of her pussy.  It was running down her inner thighs.

She licked it all up as well as she could.  She wanted to do a good job at being nasty.

Mary said, “All the great rulers have taste testers to make sure they don’t eat anything poisonous.  That’s because the life of, say, a dirty nasty girl is so much less valuable than that of the ruler.  Now that you’ve licked up your own sauce, I know it is safe for me.”

Mary was also going to lick her own hand?

Mary withdrew her hand and moved back behind Skylar while ordering, “Get back to licking, dirty girl.”

Oh.  Yes.  Of course.  Silly Skylar.  She should lick floor as much and as often as possible.  But Skylar did shift position on all fours, like a clock ticking from twelve o’clock to about two o’clock.  There.  Now she could work on some fresh floor space that was not at all fresh.  Anything but.

She really should have swept more.  But better later than never.  She would simply sweep the floor with her tongue.  Or was she tongue mopping it?  She guessed she was doing both at once.

And then…

…Mary was licking her pussy!

Mary was now also on hands and knees and was directly behind Skylar.

Skylar’s head shot up and her neck extended, like an antelope at an African watering hole who’d sensed a predator approaching.  But she wasn’t sensing it.  She was feeling it.  And the watering hole was Skylar’s pussy.  And the predator was not about to eat her, the predator already was eating her.

Eating her out!

Skylar had a “that’s it, the results are in” feeling.  Mary was a lesbian!  There was no other way to interpret the act of Mary licking her pussy. 

The results were not the only thing that was in.  Mary’s tongue was inside her!

What should….

Should she….

Pleasure thrilled through her, tapped into and drilled into by Mary’s tongue.

Skylar felt a sexual laze descend and blanket her.  Lust filling her cup as Mary’s tongue tried to fill Skylar’s pussy.

Skylar felt so weak.  So unable to do anything other than feel.

The predator had her.  It was best to give up.  If you were going to get eaten by a predator, it was best it was done quickly.  Just accept it.  Just give up.

Skylar’s weak neck relaxed and her face returned to floor cleaning.  If the ruler of Mary Land could lick Skylar’s pussy, then the least Skylar could do was tongue mop the kitchen floor.  That just made good sense.

Skylar had a dim thought, barely produced by her pleasure-addled mind.  Mary doing this did prove Mary was a lesbian.  But Skylar was not a lesbian!  It was not her fault Mary licked her pussy.  Skylar was a stranger to Mary Land.  She was a simple immigrant dirty girl here in Mary Land.

A desperate immigrant had to do whatever a desperate immigrant had to do.

She was sick in the head.  She was licking the floor. 

She was weak-willed.  Mary had dominated her. 

She was a slut.  She liked it. 

No matter how much she should hate these things, she pretty much adored them.  It was a whole new world of possibilities, things she’d never considered, let alone wanted.  Only Mary knew what Mary would do with her and Skylar had serious doubts she could resist Mary’s plans.

If Skylar had not drawn the line at licking up “floor spice,” then where would Skylar draw the line?

Mary feverishly ran her tongue up and down the line of Skylar’s sex, sweeping it with strength, forcing Skylar’s labia to spread.  The feverish tongue action made Skylar feel feverishly lustful.

She couldn’t get enough of it!  She had to have more!

Skylar licked the floor with intensity, as if the faster she licked the floor the faster Mary would lick her.

Skylar felt her climax rising.

She was going to cum from a woman licking her pussy!

While she licked the floor!

Oh, she was such a dirty nasty girl.  Mary was so right about that.  She was such a wise ruler of Mary Land.

Skylar wilted while still on all fours.  Her right cheek pressed against the spit-slick linoleum floor.  Her mouth gasped for air, her tongue pushing in and out, still trying to lick floor, but doing a poor job of it.

Mary did an excellent job of licking Skylar’s pussy.  She seemed to know the state Skylar was in and knew it was time to go for the throat.   In a pussy eating kind of way.

Mary captured Skylar’s clit and pulse-sucked on it, like a favorite tiny long-lasting candy.

Skylar made a whining screech and orgasmed, her knees giving out, her legs splaying.

Behind her, Mary grinned in wicked satisfaction.  She knew she had Skylar now. 

But there was more to do if she wanted to keep her.

The fish was hooked but still flopping.  She might still slip the hook.  Mary intended to hook her much further, to have her so hooked that there was no escape.

She was making great progress with Skylar.

Eunice was going to be so pumped!

The End

…of the beginning.  More to come.  More cumming to come.

Eunice?  Fucking Eunice!?!  The birdlike building manager!?!

What is going on here?

Will Skylar come to her senses?  Can she escape from Mary Land?

Mary Land is not so much a location, though it seems to be their apartment, as it is a state of mind.  It is much harder to escape from a state of mind than a location, other than prisons.

Skylar has a key to the physical Mary Land, but does she have a key that can unlock her Mary Land state of mind?

Mary is not one to rest on her laurels unless it is sitting on the face of a girl named Laurel.  Even as Skylar wants to withdraw from Mary Land, Mary has plans to draw Skylar deeper into Mary Land.  There are many dark erotic things to explore in Mary Land.  Skylar may not be able to resist the temptations or the commanding orders of Mary.
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“Tickled into Submission” series: 

TICKLED INTO SUBMISSION: SKYLAR 

Skylar’s new roommate, Mary, starts taking over, turning Skylar’s apartment into her apartment, and then into a strange land she calls Mary Land where anything goes if Mary says it does.  As Mary tightens her control, Skylar loosens her inhibitions and does things she never thought anyone would do, let alone herself.  Mary discovers Skylar’s extreme ticklishness and uses it to advantage in taking full advantage of Skylar’s charms.  Skylar hates Mary and is not happy about Mary turning her into a dirty girl.  Except for the orgasms….

“Female Veterinarian at a Lesbian Ponygirl Ranch” series: 

PAIN INTO PLEASURE 

Recruited by an older woman, Dixie, to move out of state to start her own practice and also care for the woman’s livestock on her ranch, Doctor Krista McDonald feels like the opportunity is almost too good to be true.  As it turns out… there is no almost about it!  It is too good to be true.  Dixie runs an all-female ponygirl ranch!  Dixie expects Krista to be both doctor and vet for the ranch.  But does she expect even more than that?  Is it a business or is it a sexual trap?  The ranch fore-woman behaves like a butch lesbian and Dixie’s daughter behaves like a sadistic lesbian.  Soon, Krista even gets dominant lesbian vibes from Dixie!  Krista does not suspect that soon she’ll wear ponygirl gear and will be forced to become more and more willing despite her reluctance.

RELUCTANT AROUSAL

Doctor Krista McDonald is temporarily living at ponygirl ranch in Indiana.  That is surprising enough to her but more surprising is that she’s doing more than simply living there.  She is the new doctor/veterinarian for the ponygirls and she’d been having a lot of orgasms.  With no men around!  None!  Krista is surrounded by dominant lesbians.  The ranch owner, her adult daughter, the fore-woman, and even the ranch hands.  She wants nothing to do with them sexually but they all want her and they have darkly naughty plans for getting her.  Krista is just trying to fit in but the lesbians keep trying to fit things into her!

RIDDEN HARD, PUT AWAY WET

Doctor Krista McDonald, a blonde beauty with smarts, both a physician and a veterinarian, is having quite a time at Mason Ranch.  She just can’t be sure if it is a good time or a nightmare.  The orgasms are incredible!  But they usually involve pain and always involve lesbianism.  Krista is heterosexual.  Pretty sure.  But less sure all the time. While she wants to do a good job, it seems like most of the people living at and staffing Mason Ranch want to do her.  Will she do anything to stop sexually submitting or will she let them do anything they want to her?

TRICKED AND TRAINED

Doctor Krista McDonald is fitting in way too well at the lesbian ponygirl ranch.  She really should not fit in as well as she has.  She’s heterosexual!  Or was?  She is a strong and smart independent woman.  But she sure has made a lot of poor decisions while acting way too submissive!  Dixie is working with her daughter, Luna the Lunatic, to tag-team Krista, to keep her off balance and keep her dominated almost around the clock.  Krista thinks about quitting her new position and fleeing the ranch.  But the orgasms really are amazing….

TAUNTED AND TAMED

Doctor Krista McDonald is witnessing and reluctantly involved in ponygirl ranch owner Dixie Mason’s seduction and domination of Ivy, a beautiful applicant to work with Krista at her new vet clinic.  Ivy isn’t the only job applicant getting a tour of Mason Ranch.  Sweet sexy nerd Veronica’s tour guide is the very butch fore-woman, Crazy Maisie.  How crazy will that tour get?  Very!  Loony Luna is Mackensie’s guide.  Krista thought there were three prime job applicant candidates for her vet clinic but the ranch women are busily scooping them up for themselves! 

COWGIRLS AND INDIAN GIRLS AND PONYGIRLS

The ranch is always looking to seduce new ponygirl recruits to train, race, and sell.  They want Doctor McDonald’s three lovely applicants for work at her not-yet-opened vet practice.  Instead of staffing Doctor McDonald’s practice, they want the young beauties to staff the stalls of the stables as permanent occupants!  Ivy, Veronica, and Mackensie are in for some hard training and big orgasms and a dark fate.  Krista would normally try to protect them but she is sent on a mission to the casino on Indian lands.  Why is Dixie Mason sending her there and why does Dixie put Krista in a state of orgasm denial before sending Krista there? 

DOCTOR KRISTA MCDONALD VERSUS CRAZY MAISIE

Krista knows her next-bedroom-over neighbor at Mason Ranch, butch lesbian Crazy Maisie, is plotting against her.  Maisie wants one of her submissives, the chef’s daughter, Sally, to trick Krista into ponygirl gear and bondage to sneak some erotic photos of her to give to Maisie.  Forewarned should be forearmed but not in this case.  More like disarmed because Krista overheard the terrible punishments Maisie intends for Sally if Sally fails.  Krista has to play along with the plot against her but she has no idea how far she will end up playing along, how very convincingly, or where it will take her.  To the last place on Earth she wants to go!  Crazy Maisie’s bedroom!

STRANGE SEX AT THE PONYGIRL RANCH

Unknown to Krista, the three lovely young women who are applicants to work for her at her veterinary practice when she opens it, are still at the ponygirl ranch.  They were given a tour of the ranch and their tour was extended indefinitely!  They are down at the stables undergoing changes.  Krista decides to sneak down to the stables to discover Mistress Dixie’s secret.  What are the dominant ranch women up to with Ivy, Veronica, and Mackensie?  How do the young ladies feel about it?  You know, not counting the orgasms….

DOWN AND DIRTY

The hardcore erotic action intensifies by leaps and bounds that contrast sharply with some of the helpless bondage.  Wicked Mistress of the Ranch, Dixie Mason, is pulling the strings and her master plan – her Mistress plan – is fully revealed.  It is a doozy!  Krista’s lovely job applicants to work with her at a vet clinic, Veronica and Mackensie, are fully entrapped and helpless, physically helpless and helpless against their own submissive lust.

A RELUCTANT PONYGIRL “VOLUNTEER”

Aponi brings her two prettiest friends with her for the tour of the lesbian ponygirl ranch she plans to shut down.  The plan is for her friend Dayanni, a fierce and beautiful Indian warrior woman, to sneak away from the tour in order to discover the secrets of Mason Ranch.  Too bad for the visitors, the white ranchers also have a plan and lots of surprises!  They know their Native American visitors will not be able to shut down the ponygirl operation or even want to shut it down… if they end up becoming ponygirls!

GETTING TAMED

Aponi Two Rivers, the most beautiful member of her tribe, and her two most lovely friends are on a visit to Mason Ranch.  They are trying to better understand the ponygirl business.  They should be careful what they wish for!  The white ranchers have a diabolical plan.  Aponi brought her friends for helpful support, but she may have instead led them right into lesbian domination and a life as ponygirls!

SEALING SEXY FATES

The entourage of Native American beauties is having a rough time at the lesbian ponygirl ranch run by white dominants.  Aponi, Dayanni, and Taima visited in order to discover wrongdoing and use the discoveries to help shut down the wicked ponygirl business.  They’ve found plenty of wrongdoing, but unfortunately much of that wrongdoing has been done to them!  Instead of shutting down the ponygirl business, they may end up helping it out by swelling the ranks of the ponygirls with themselves!

“The Lesbian Shiv” series: 


THE LESBIAN SHIV 

Kadeesha, wants in on the white slave action.  She wants both Iris and Norah!  She has a big sexual appetite… though she likes to make others do the eating….  Norah tries to defend Iris from sexual abuse by Kadeesha but Iris is completely submissive and when Norah is exposed to lesbian domination and submission she is intensely aroused against her will.  She wants to protect Iris but she should focus on protecting herself!  She has no idea how susceptible she is to sexual domination.  But Kadeesha does!

THE TROUBLE WITH INTERRACIAL LESBIAN DOMINATION

Norah’s roommate, Iris, was released prison and her cellmate’s sister, Kadeesha, showed up at their door to take up sexually dominating Iris where Kadeesha’s sister had left off.  Iris is all too willing to submit.  But Norah isn’t!  No way!  Not at first, but then….  Kadeesha wants to make Norah into her personal white submissive, a matching set with Iris.  Kadeesha likes to wear a “lesbian shiv.”  Will she use it on Norah?  In what way?  Not the way you expect! 

SEXUALLY COMPROMISED

Norah has a big problem.  A big tall dominant African-American lesbian problem.  Norah isn’t a lesbian but you wouldn’t know it from what Kadeesha makes her do!  Norah feels her resistance transforming into a need to obey.  But obeying a dominant ex-con black lesbian can’t be wise!  Norah’s submission is spreading from her home to her workplace!  And now there are more than one Black Mistress to obey and please!

BLACK ON WHITE LESBIAN DOMINATION

Ashley Evans is knocking on the door to her friend’s apartment, concerned about Norah’s tales of lesbian domination at the hands (and feet) of a big-breasted ex-con black woman.  She wants to help.  And, secretly, she wants to get a look at this mysterious dominant woman.  What Ashley does not know is that she is also knocking at the door and on the precipice of her own submission to the Black Mistress.  Can Ashley save Norah and Iris from the domineering Black Mistress?  Or will she fall prey also to the sexual predator?

BLACK MISTRESSES DOMINATE

Ashley comes back to her senses after mind-blowing orgasms.  She’s in a den of Black Mistresses!  There are three Black Mistresses: a tall one, a big one, and a tiny one.  But only one has dominated her so far.  If two out of three isn’t bad, then one out of three must be pretty good.  Ashley is still practically a lesbian virgin!  But, uh, she better get going before that changes.  But has Ashley come back to her senses?  She knows she needs to leave, but….

TOO MANY BLACK MISTRESSES

Sometimes a girl gets dominated by a Black Mistress.  Or by several.  It happens.  The important thing is to then get away as soon as possible.  Ashley tries.  Time to be good.  But the Black Mistresses don’t want her to be good.  They want her to obey.  And give them her money.  And her apartment.  And her body.  And her mind.  And her soul.  They want it all!  Something has to break.  Will it be Ashley?

BRING YOUR BLACK MISTRESS TO WORK

Her brand spanking new Black Mistress, the one who does the spanking, shows up at Norah’s workplace!  Why is she there?  She wants more beautiful white women to submit to her!  She isn’t satisfied with Norah and her roommate, Iris, and their friend Ashley.  She wants more!  She wants a lesbian harem!  She poses as a “trainer.”  Two pretty interns have no idea what the Black Mistress intends to train them to do.  But they’re going to find out!  They’re going to love/hate it!

ROUGH SEX INTERRACIAL THREESOME

Ashley wakes up with problems and a deadline.  Two of the problems are Black Mistresses, a big one and a little one.  Tella and Pinky are in her apartment, claiming it is now theirs and claiming so is Ashley after a long night of hard lesbian sex.  Ashley needs to “evict” the Black Mistresses before Ashley’s live-in boyfriend returns home that evening.  Can she get them to leave and give up their sexual control over her or will she reluctantly orgasmically spend the day submitting to them in shocking new ways?

ASHLEY’S FATE

Ashley’s live-in boyfriend, Rich, is returning home within hours.  Ashley needs to get the Black Mistresses out of the apartment and out of her life.  The problem is, they think the apartment is now theirs and they think Ashley now belongs to them.  They think they own Ashley!  While Ashley is planning on getting out from under, the Black Mistresses have their own plan to drive her so far under that Ashley will spend the rest of her life submerged in submission.  The plan is shocking and diabolical.  Will Ashley allow herself to be black bred?  Will Ashley end up having both Black Mistresses and a Black Master?

TOTAL INTERRACIAL DOMINATION

Kadeesha has successfully seduced and sexually dominated Norah and two lovely young interns from Norah’s workplace.  And she “successfully” got them fired.  She has a new opportunity for the white women but they may find it quite upsetting.  Or orgasmic.  Probably both!  Kadeesha and her family have extremely dark and nasty plans for Norah, Katherin, Juliana, and Norah’s roommate, Iris.  Plans so shocking no one will believe them until they actually happen!

“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. 

DOMINATED BY LESBIAN NEIGHBORS

London has fallen!  Robina intends to keep her down while making London’s lust soar.  London can leave Robina’s mansion but she cannot leave her submission behind or get it out of her head.  Will it take her over?  Will her reluctance or will her arousal rule her?  Will she be foolish enough to return to the mansion full of dominant lesbians?  If she does go back, what new sexual limits will they, cough cough, stretch?

ATTACK OF THE LESBIAN REALTOR

Helena’s realtor, Sheila, invites herself over to verify the lesbian orgy issue by watching an orgy with Helena.  What Helena does not know, but all too soon will know, is that Sheila is a dominant lesbian in on the orgies and intent on sexually dominating Helena.  Helena also does not know and would be shocked to know, that one of the masked submissive women she watches having sex on the beach is her oldest daughter, London!  Helena Pipkins will face the Attack of the Lesbian Realtor while unwittingly watching her daughter’s lesbian sexual submission!  Can Helena resist seduction?

CRAWLING FOR LESBIANS

Helena is still in Sheila’s clutches.  What will Sheila do with her and make her do and can Sheila make a reluctant Helena love it?  They watched a lesbian orgy on the neighbor’s beach.  Little did Helena know that one of the star attractions was her oldest daughter, London!  The dominant neighborhood lesbians have London and they aren’t done with her.  They intend to make London perform and to make some dramatic changes to London’s body!  By the time an altered London finally straggles home, Sydney, her younger sister, is home.  What might a still horny, bold and prowling Sheila accomplish with a Pipkins girl other than Helena?  There’s an aggressive domme on the loose in the house!

LASCIVIOUS LAUGHING LESBIANS

Can London save her mom?  Spoiler alert:  The answer is no.  She can’t even save herself!  London is in the hands of Robina’s laughing lesbian submissives and London is partly in the mouth of the lesbian Lass Ness Monster who returns for another taste.  Meanwhile Robina and Sheila are laughing it up at Helena’s expense.  Helena doesn’t think it is any laughing matter!  She’s never done anything like this before!  But she’s done for and she knows they will do her any way they want.

CAGED BY LESBIANS

Sydney decides to go over to her neighbor’s to put a stop to her outdoor lesbians orgies.  But, uh….  Her neighbor, Robina Walker, does not want to stop the orgies.  She wants to grow them in size by adding Sydney as another submissive along with Sydney’s mother and sister.  Sydney is a heterosexual with a boyfriend but Robina doesn’t care about that.  She has her ways and she thinks she can have her way and get her way with Sydney.  Robina thinks she can trick and seduce Sydney into full participation.  Can Robina pull it off and get Sydney’s clothes pulled off?

THE LESBIAN ORGY NEXT DOOR

Sydney is stuck in a cage in the neighbor’s mansion, the one that holds lesbian orgies.  She is in a sticky situation and is literally sticky from her reactions.  Sydney is now part of one of the orgies she set out to shut down!  So are her mom and her older sister! At least it can’t get any worse or any more wicked.  Right?  Wrong!  Can the neighbor dominatrix get Sydney to cruelly break up with her longtime boyfriend?  Can the lesbian dominants make Sydney into an adult “little girl” willing to do very adult things?

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!

NEW NUDE NEIGHBORS

Scarlett had twisted phone sex, by accident, with her new neighbor.  She did not know her daughter was sexually pleasing her neighbor at the time.  She sees her neighbors and her daughter nude in their backyard.  How terribly wrong and how incredibly naughty can it get if Scarlett goes over there to save her daughter?  Will both Hartley women, mother and daughter, end up at the mercy of the merciless Sorrelson mom and daughter?

ESCAPE FROM LESBIAN DOMINATION?

Can the Hartleys turn their submission around? Can they escape the clutches of the Sorrelsons? Even if they do physically escape, the Sorrelsons are still neighbors living right next door. The Sorrelsons never take no for an answer and have complete disregard for reluctance or morals. Has submissiveness and lesbianism already infected the psyches of the mother and daughter Hartley? How will the Sorrelson women overcome the Hartleys reluctance?

MOM AND DAUGHTER DOMINATE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER

Scarlett and Sapphire Hartley, beautiful Tennessee blondes, think they’ve gotten out from under the lesbian domination of their new neighbors from Ohio, Francine and Felicia Hartley.  But they think wrong! Their own submissive natures and recent events weaken their willpower despite thinking they’ll have nothing more to do with those wicked neighbors.  The twisted Sorrelsons have a new plan to divide and sexually conquer the Hartleys. 

NAUGHTY NASTY NEIGHBORS

The wicked dominant lesbian new neighbors from Ohio, the mother and daughter Sorrelson, have yet again had their way with the beautiful heterosexual blondes from Tennessee, the mother and daughter Hartley.  But Scarlett and Sapphire are still reluctant and still want to be good normal man-loving women.  They do not want to succumb to Francine and Felicia’s domination.  Any more.  If they can help it.  If they don’t get too turned on….

THE FINAL MOTHER AND DAUGHTER DOMINATION

The mother and daughter Sorrelson force Scarlett and Sapphire Hartley to go on a seemingly harmless “friendship date” to a drive-in theater.  Where they intend to get extremely friendly indeed!  If they can have their way there, they will bring the passionate reluctant mom and daughter back to their home and take complete advantage of them in ways most could not conceive.  All questions answered!  All fates are sealed!  Brace yourself for a shocking surprise ending!

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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