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A NOTE FROM THE EDITOR 
 

This publication started with zero (that’s right – zero!) 
subscribers only a few months ago. Today, this magazine is 

graced by over five thousand pairs of curious eyes in over six 
countries. Pretty impressive - if I dare say so myself! 

  
I want to take a moment to thank each and every contributor 
and reader who shares this magazine on their social media 

outlets, sends it to a friend, or simply takes the time to enjoy its 
content. This publication is made possible by the participation 

and sharing power of our community. 
  

In this issue, we welcome our first Resident Author, Jordan 
Church. We are very excited to have Jordan on board and look 

forward to getting tied up in her ongoing erotica tales. 
  

Now, onto the good part…enjoy. 

This issue of Lusty Lesfemmes is composed of works from around the world! In love and lust we unite. 
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DETECTING AROUSAL 
AN ONGOING SERIES BY RESIDENT AUTHOR, JORDAN CHURCH  
 

 “Come in, Rousseau, and for fuck’s sake, shut the fucking door behind you.” 
 Vivi Rousseau did as ordered and sat down across from Lead Detective Carli Wilcox. 
 “Did I fucking say you should sit down?” 
 “Ah, no. I apologize.” Vivi quickly stood back up. 
 “That’s better. Okay, now sit the fuck down, you have my permission.” 
 Vivi sat back down. Wilcox was such a bitch! 
 Wilcox looked over at her computer screen and appeared to lose herself in whatever it was she 
was looking at. It was like she forgot that Vivi was even there. 
 Vivi held still and tried not to break Lead Detective Wilcox’s concentration if that was what it 
was.  
 Vivi was new to this Vice. It was her first chance to be a detective. She’d kicked ass in patrol 
and liked it but was happy for the opportunity to move up. Supposedly Carli Wilcox had personally 
chosen her for advancement from quite a few candidates.  
 Vivi found it hard to believe that Carli Wilcox chose her. She’d known of Wilcox but hadn’t 
personally met her though she’d seen her a few times. That made being chosen personally a surprise.  
Another reason for Vivi’s disbelief was that Wilcox treated her so disrespectfully. Almost with scorn. 
Was that an act or did Wilcox just think that Vivi was the lesser of the evils as per choices of detectives 
to add to her crew? 
 It was a compliment to be selected though and not just because it spoke to Vivi’s skills in the 
field. It was a running joke, told furtively, that Carli Wilcox’s crew in Vice was known as “Carli’s Angels”. 
Every member of the now five-person Vice team was an attractive woman. Including Carli. 
 With Wilcox distracted, right then was Vivi’s chance to get a good look at Carli. She was a well-
built blonde who often, like now, wore glasses. Maybe to make herself look smarter.  
 Carli was plenty smart but Vivi knew how people were with attractive females due to her own 
experiences. It was like they thought you couldn’t be both smart and good looking at the same time.  
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 Or maybe it was to balance out how foul-mouthed Carli Wilcox was. 
 “So, Vivi Rousseau, the girl who wants to make her fucking mark in Vice. The girl who thinks 
she’s good enough but might not be. You know why you’re perfect for my goddamn Vice squad?” 
 Wilcox always said the Vice squad belonged to her even though, of course, they worked for the 
city and for the citizens of the city. City = citizens. Hm. Vivi wondered if that meant people in the country 
were ‘countrizens’ and suburbanites were ‘suburbizens’. 
 “Earth to fucking space station Vivi!” 
 “Sorry.” 
 “When I talk, you listen. That’s how it works. Don’t waste my fucking time, girl.” 
 “Yeah. Sorry.” Vivi hated it when Carli called her “girl”. She was much older than Carli! 
 “You are here to serve me. By listening and obeying. By paying attention.” 
 “Yes. Sorry.” 
  
 

 

Come to think of it, Wilcox treated everyone 
who worked in vice as belonging to her. Like 
her slaves. She was so over the top. Vivi 
constantly tried to shrug it off. She just 
wanted to get along and do well. She’d have 
to put up with Wilcox’s idiosyncrasies or even 
her belligerence if need be. Whatever it took. 
 Vivi was just getting to know the 
others in Vice and they seemed to have the 
same strategy in dealing with Wilcox. When 
Wilcox called Allison “dumb cunt”, Allison 
literally smiled sweetly and tilted her head 
like she didn’t quite get what Wilcox meant by 
calling her that. When Wilcox told Louisa to 
move her  

ass or she would “spank it out of my way”, Louisa simply moved. Quickly, like she thought that Wilcox 
really would spank her. One time, during this first week on the team, Vivi saw Wilcox push Dominique 
out of her way for no good reason. Dominique had just recovered her balance, both physically and 
mentally, and kept doing her paperwork.  
 Probably the worst was how foulmouthed Wilcox could be. She really should have been a 
trucker. She could probably make a Marine blush!  
Wilcox said, “Rousseau, do you know why I chose you for Vice? Sure, you’re great looking. We can use 
honey to bait traps, for sure. You’ve got those long legs and that long curly dark hair, great tits, and 
your face would make a Greek goddess envious.” 
 “Um, thanks.” 
 “Big deal. You inherited that stuff, though you do seem to take good care of it. The big reason 
is that I understand you are very empathetic. You really get to understand people like you feel what 
they do. That is useful to me.” 
 “Thank you. I like people. I like to understand them and help out.” 
 Carli Wilcox said, “Vivian Rousseau, you may actually be extra useful right now. As long as you 
can keep your face shut. Can you?” 
 “Um, yes. I can… keep my face shut.” 
 “Here’s the deal. We did a raid on a porn dealer a while back who supposedly had some pirated 
stuff. It was all homemade, but we got him on other stuff, some drugs. Anyway, now there’s a tip that 
one of the girls in Vice has been freelancing as a prostitute and porn actress. I have my doubts but it 
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needs to be looked into. By which I mean, it needs to be watched. Supposedly she’s in one of the 
confiscated, maybe along with a city official who was going to be blackmailed. It was more than a week 
ago when we did the raid so I know you can’t be the hooker slut and I know I’m not going to watch a 
thousand hours of home-made porn. So. Lucky you.” 
 Vivi took a flash drive from Carli. Actually, Carli pretty much threw it at her. 
 Vivi bobbled it and then captured it, “So, I’m supposed to take this home and… watch porn?” 
 “Not quite. It’s work and who knows if you have a good work ethic. It might not look so good if I 
have you collecting pay while watching porn at home. We have an old suspect interview room in the 
basement. I’ll give you the only key. That way the others won’t run into you or suspect that they are 
suspected if one of them is this hooker porn slut. I’ll tell them I have you on special assignment. We do 
that sort of thing all the time. You can enter the building from the outside. Bring your laptop to watch 
the videos on.” 
 Carli tossed the key to the interview room at Vivi and Vivi did a better job of catching it than she 
had the flash drive. 
 Carli added, “Bring a notebook and take detailed notes. Supposedly they do some body double 
stuff. You’re supposed to look at the pussy of every actress and look for two gold piercings on her 
inner pussy lips. That is the pussy of our Vice detective supposedly. So, in your notes, for the possible 
case and to make sure you work and actually watch all the videos, you have to write down detailed 
descriptions of every pussy you see and every single scene and sexual act. Also, go in exact order of 
the video files. They are numbered. Start at one, then two, so on. Don’t be jumping around or your little 
head will get confused and we’ll miss it. Start tomorrow morning first thing. I’ll check on you at the end 
of each day. You can put in overtime if you want and work into the evenings or even the nights.”  
 Her little head? Wilcox was such a bitch! 
 Vivi was appalled by the size of the task and the gritty nastiness of it. She wanted to slump 
down from just thinking about it but maintained her usual excellent posture.  
Carli Wilcox had a half-smile on her face, an unkind one, like she knew a joke that Vivi was not in on. 
 

 
 The next day, Vivi discovered, she thought, what that inside joke was that had made Carli smile. 
The pornos. Every darn one of them was a lesbian show. Women everywhere, not a penis in sight. Not 
unless you counted the plastic ones. 
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 Great. Just great. She was going to have to watch – and describe in detail – hundreds and 
hundreds of hours of lesbian porn. 
 And, it wasn’t even romantic or artsy or soft porn. It was explicit, nasty, mean lesbian porn. Some 
BDSM and a lot of that weird domination and submission stuff. Ha! Like that kind of thing even ever 
happened in real life. Talk about fantasy! 
 The old interview room was actually clean and it had a plain square table and several 
uncomfortable metal chairs. Vivi could see why they didn’t use it any more besides its basement 
location. There was no one-way mirror for third parties to observe suspects during ongoing interviews. 
There was only an old camera high up in one corner. 
 Vivi took a look at the camera and saw that the cable was cut. Good. No one could watch her in 
here. Not that it mattered. She wasn’t going to do anything wrong; it was just that it was creepy if 
someone, maybe Wilcox, was going to check up on her by watching her on camera. 
 Especially creepy with Vivi watching lesbian porn! 
 Especially since there were rumors about Wilcox being a lesbian. Vivi didn’t give those rumors 
much credit though. Wilcox was a strong young woman who had a bunch of attractive women working 
for her. Of course, there would be rumors. The gossipers wouldn’t be doing their fine work if there 
weren’t such rumors. 
 It was sort of upsetting, if Vivi let herself think too much about it, how a woman ten years 
younger than her was bossing her and everyone else around, treating them like shit, or like slaves, and 
now had Vivi watching all this lesbian porn. 
 Vivi even wondered if this was legit. Maybe this 
was some kind of Vice hazing of the new girl. 
 The porn was so darn graphic, too! 
 It would be weird if she suddenly saw Allison, or 
Louisa, or Dominique, appear in one of these videos. Vivi 
had never known anyone who acted in a porn video. Who 
did?  
Porn actresses must know people and have lives though. 
But not as Vice detectives! That wouldn’t be right! 
 Vivi wondered which of them it could be. They all 
seemed nice. They all took Carli’s shit like they were 
happy to take it. They all seemed smart. You had to be 
to make detective. Too smart to go off and be a hooker 
porn actress on the side. Obviously, if any of them were, 
it would totally compromise their job in vice. 
 Vivi couldn’t see any of them doing it because it 
would make no sense to do it but people surprised you 
all the time with crazy stuff. Everyone in law enforcement 
knew that. So, in that sense, she wouldn’t be surprised 
by any of them. 
Before lunch there was a pounding at the door. 
 Vivi opened it and, of course, it was Carli Wilcox. 
Carli grinned in her mean way, “Are you enjoying your 
special assignment, Rousseau? All the lezzie porn you 
can get.” 
 Vivi grumped back, “Sure, it’s a real smorgasbord 
of lesbian porn. Such a delight.” 
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 Carli smirked, “All you can eat, huh, detective?” 
 Vivi took a deep breath to avoid snapping. Was it illegal to choke your supervisor to death and 
hide her body in the basement of the police station? Yeah, she was pretty sure it was. 
 Carli looked around the old interview room with open disdain, “I love what you’ve done with the 
place, Rousseau. I just stopped in to tell you I’ve decided to make the best of your special assignment. 
I’ll also use it to train you and to test you.” 
 Vivi sighed, to herself. Jesus. What now? 
 Carli stood way too close and stared aggressively up into Vivi’s eyes. Vivi was a good five inches 
taller than her. 
 Carli said, “One added duty. We’ll test your empathy. Some of these porn actresses are just 
that. Actresses. Others are into it. It turns them on. If one of the other detectives is doing this, that may 
be why. For the sex. So, while you watch take notes on every pussy you see and state in your notes if 
the porn actress is only acting or is actually turned on. Do you understand this order?” 
 “Yes, sir.” 
 “Call me ma’am.” 
 This was new! 
 Vivi stammered, “Ah, okay, ah, ma’am.” 
 Carli got even closer and Vivi suddenly realized fully that it was just the two of them all alone in 
the basement. She felt intimidated even though she was pretty darn sure she would destroy Wilcox in 
a hand to hand. 
  

 

 Carli Wilcox leaned in yet further and Vivi 
refused to back away. Which wasn’t much of a win 
because then Carli’s medium breasts pressed on 
Vivi’s larger breasts. Carli’s breasts were lower down 
so the run in caused Vivi’s breasts to rise up almost 
on top of Carli’s. Like tectonic plates meeting. 
 Vivi even thought that she felt a little 
earthquake. But it was lower. Much lower. The kind of 
mini-earthquake that should never happen in this type 
of circumstance. When there was no man around. She 
hadn’t thought she had any such fault line! 
Carli spoke so softly she almost just breathed out the 
words and her breath felt hot on Vivi’s neck and chin. 
 “Rousseau, you don’t have to call me ma’am. No 
when it’s just the two of us. No reason to be so formal. 
Just call me Mistress. Can you do that? Go ahead, tell 
me.” 
 “Yes, Mis---.” Vivi barely kept herself from 
saying the whole word. 
 Mistress!?! That was messed up! That was not 
what you called your female boss. Vivi had already 
heard that word quite a few times when watching the 
BDSM lesbian porn videos just from that morning. 
Carli shrugged, “I guess you’re not ready yet. Not 
quite yet.” 
 Then Wilcox left.  
 Vivi stood there, just thinking, for five minutes. 
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 This was so crazy messed up! Her boss had 
just come on to her. Maybe. Sort of. It certainly had 
not felt appropriate! 
 Should she report it? Report what? Would 
Carli admit she’d made a pass? Even if she did, there 
would be no surviving making a report about her. The 
higher ups seemed to love Carli Wilcox no matter 
how foul mouthed she was. 
 Vivi would have to tune it out. She’d run it 
through her mental sieve, anything Carli said, and act 
like anything weird just wasn’t even there. 
 Vivi went back to work. And back to watching 
lesbian porn. It was so weird that those two were one 
and the same thing.  
 She’d packed a lunch so she worked right 
through lunch. Eating food while watching lesbians 
eat pussy. Yuck. 
 Vivi made her observations and wrote her 
notes. She sarcastically thought that she could put 
this on a future resume or Carli could put it in her 
next work review. “Vivian Rousseau has proven 
herself to be a keen observer of lesbian porn and a 
good judge of pussy”. Something like that. 

 

 Vivi found it hard to be standoffish while watching hours and hours of porn. Not with all the 
details she had to write down. Especially not with having to stare at all the pussies, wait for the 
actress’s partner to spread the pussy and then try to see if the pussy had piercings.  
 And, of course, this made so much sense, she also had to look at the pussy and decide if the 
actress was really aroused. 
 They all looked aroused to Vivi. The bright pinks, the gleams of pussy juice. Yeah, sometimes 
maybe it was saliva from the licker but often the actress was wet before a mouth touched her. Maybe 
she applied something before the scene. But then more seemed to be produced as things progressed. 
So, it must be real.  
 The pussies all looked… flushed and colorful… swollen… aroused. The women all seemed 
incredibly passionate. 
 Vivi didn’t think she was half as passionate as any of these lesbians when she was with a guy. 
Which must be because she wasn’t an actress and wasn’t getting paid when she was with a guy. 
 Or… 
 … Vivi supposed that it was possible… that lesbians really knew what they were doing. Guys 
were often so clueless or so selfish. Both usually. These women seemed all in on it. Like they’d do 
anything with, to, or for their sexual partners. 
 That was hot. Like, it would be, if they were with guys. 
 Vivi reluctantly supposed it was still hot with no guys.  
 To lesbians. 
 Well, it must also be hot to non-lesbians. Heterosexual women like Vivi who were just way too 
empathetic. Maybe then also. 
 That would explain why Vivi’s pussy kept trying to emulate the flushed wetness of the pussies 
of the actresses in the pornos. 
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 Damn it! Carli Wilcox had her cooped up down here, in the basement, watching lesbian porn all 
day! Not only that, but Carli had also even assigned her, unbelievably, the task of detecting arousal in 
the porn starlets! 
 She hadn’t become a detective to make detecting arousal her specialty! 
 Carli would probably argue that it might be a useful skill for Vivi to have. What a bunch of bull 
pucky!  
 It really steamed up Vivi.  
 As did these darn lesbian pornos but they steamed up Vivi in a different way. She looked down 
at her crotch. She half expected to see those cartoon wavy lines indicating heat baking off from her 
pussy. 
 Vivi wondered what one of those FLIR cameras would see as far as the difference in heat 
between her sex and the rest of her. Vivi looked self-consciously at the old camera way up in one 
corner of the abandoned interview room. Still disconnected. She could see the cord, cut and dangling. 
 It didn’t matter if there was a camera. It wasn’t like she was going to start feeling herself up and 
masturbate. 
 Actually…. 
 No! Don’t even think it! 
 Vivi had to admit that there was no chance of discovery and it would make the time pass more 
quickly. 
 She was on the clock so to speak (she did not actually have to clock in) so she had to do her 
work. But, as long as she got her work done and no one ever knew about it… then it never happened, 
and no harm done. 
 But that meant… while she did it, she’d have to be watching lesbian porn…! 
 Nope. Better not. Not out of fear of being caught. She shouldn’t because of fear of something 
else. Instead of being caught, it was fear of catching something. Catching some kind of lesbian bug. 
Vivi decided absolutely for sure that there was no way she was going to masturbate – at work! – while 
watching lesbian porn. Zero chance. 
 An hour later, after another hour of lesbian porn, imagine that, she found that she felt quite 
differently. It didn’t seem so impossible that she pleasure herself. It didn’t even seem wrong. Well, not 
that wrong. 
 She’d be all alone like usual when pleasuring herself. There was no chance of being caught. 
It wouldn’t be lesbian at all to watch lesbian porn and finger her pussy to an orgasm. You couldn’t have 
lesbian sex all by yourself! Masturbation was masturbation no matter what you watched. 
If you watched a murder mystery did that make you a murderer? No. No, it did not. 
 Same thing with lesbian porn! 
 Vivi still wavered but then a new persuasive thought occurred to her. Right then that bitch Carli 
Wilcox was probably laughing at her knowing Vivi was stuck in the basement looking at pussy all day 
and deciding which pussies were aroused. Making this time in the dungeon into a good time would be 
a silent rebellion, a way to get her back, even if Carli never knew it. 
 There! It was decided! Now she had to jill off! 
 Vivi slid her pants and panties down to her knees, hoped she wouldn’t catch a disease from the 
chair, and used both hands to deliver pleasure right where it was needed. 
 One hand delivering fingertip pressure to her clitoris and the other sliding two fingers in her 
pussy. See, it wasn’t lesbian at all. Those fingers were like a small cock. So, not lesbian. 
 Vivi paused and found a scene, a lesbian orgy, where the actresses, half of them, were wearing 
strap-on dildos. Fucking away at their lesbian partners. There were six lesbians and three of them 
each had a different hole working with a dildo. 
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 There. See. Dildos were like cocks. 
Watching lesbians dildo other lesbians wasn’t 
lesbian at all. It was pretty much heterosexual 
sex. Except, you know, no men involved. 
 Vivi wasn’t sure if she bought what she 
was trying to sell. But it would have to do. 
Vivi worked her pussy and watched pussies 
being worked. She looked down at her pussy 
and looked back at the pussies on display. Yes, 
this was basically her job to do this! She was 
comparing aroused pussies. She was just 
establishing who was really aroused. She was 
detecting arousal as she’d been ordered to do. 
It was just that she was doing it even better! 
 It sure felt better…. 
 Hm. Maybe she should go above and 
beyond the call of duty. Maybe she should 
detect which orgasms were real orgasms… by 
comparing her own to theirs! 
 Yes, a great idea! 
 Vivi went to concentrated work, 
furiously fingering her pussy and strumming 
her clitoris like a country band violin…! 
 She hadn’t been sure if she could cum 
like this, at work, in an interview room, in the 
darn basement, on duty. She was sure now. 
She could and soon she would! 
 Almost… 
 Almost…!  
 Without even a rattle the door to the interview room swung open. Carli stepped through the 
doorway wearing a confident smile and holding a second key that wasn’t supposed to exist. 
 Christ on crutches! 
 Vivi pulled her hands away from her pre-orgasmic sex and scrambled with wet fingers to get a 
hold on the waistband of her pants. All she could think was that she had to pull her clothes back in 
place and come up with some impossible excuse. 
 Carli walked in, “Don’t bother. In fact, take them all the way off. Take everything off.” 
 Vivi cringed down in her chair, shrinking away from the much smaller, much younger, woman.  
 Carli walked up next to her and Vivi could only think of one thing to say. It came out sounding 
like a mouse squeak, “No.” 
 Carli laughed, “The answer is yes. Actually, you should say ‘Yes, Mistress’. We’ll get you started 
calling me Mistress starting now.” 
 Vivi tried to make her voice sound more confident but she made the exact same mouse squeak, 
like a wounded mouse stuck in a mouse trap, “No.” 
 “Yes! You’re having sex at work. Masturbating on police department property. While watching 
lesbian porn! What will Internal Affairs think of that?” 
 Vivi wasn’t sure why she hadn’t pulled up her pants and panties yet. 
She tried to sound strong but doubted she pulled it off with her pants not pulled up. They were  
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bunched at her knees and her bare ass was on the metal chair.  
 “It’s your word against mine.” 
 Carli grinned, “You mean my word and the video of you doing it.” 
 Vivi looked at the camera in the upper corner. It was still a big old boxy thing with the cable 
clearly cut. 
 Carli laughed again, “You fucking dumbass. Small wireless cameras nowadays. I have it inside 
the old one. Full color, great definition.” 
 Vivi could tell Carli wasn’t making it up. Detectives were good at knowing when people were 
lying or telling the truth. 
 “So, I’m fired?” 
 “No. That would be a waste. This is going to be good for you. You’re going to get what you want 
anyway.” 
 What she wanted? What was Wilcox talking about? 
 Carli’s hands helped themselves to Vivi’s big breasts which were still stuck in their bra and tight 
top. The contact made Vivi gasp. 
 Vivi and Carli both noticed that Vivi did not raise her hands to capture Carli’s. Vivi just sat there 
with her pants down and her pussy blazing with need as Carli worked her breasts like they were 
massive stress balls. 
 Vivi felt her nipples hardening and expanding further. 
 Carli must have noticed it. She found both nipples and gave them commanding pinches. Vivi 
gasped again. She felt dual bolts of sensation travel from her nipples to her sex. They amped up her 
need for an orgasm. 
 Everything was happening too fast! She needed time to think! 
 Carli gave each nipple a savage tweak and then took her hands away. 
 Carli spoke commandingly, “Take all your clothes off. Now, slut!” 

 

 Vivi just couldn’t seem to 
think. But she could act. As long 
as it was to obey. Vivi took off all 
her clothes, feeling more and 
more vulnerable and 
embarrassed, humiliated and… 
wild. 
 As soon as the last sock 
was pulled free, Carli grabbed 
Vivi by a wrist and jerked her over 
to the table and made her bend 
over it. 
 “Stupid slut. You forgot to 
say ‘Yes, Mistress’. You need to 
answer each order with your 
intent to obey.” 
 Mistress? Intent to obey? 
 Hey, why did Carli have 
her bent over the table? 
 Swack! Swack! Swack! 
 Carli was spanking her! 
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 Swack! Swack! Swack! 
 Carli was spanking her bare ass! At work! 
 Swack! Swack! Swack! 
 It really hurt! 
 Swack! Swack! Swack! 
 Even amidst the pain, Vivi wondered why she held so still and kept herself bent over and made 
no move to prevent further spanks. Had she already given up? 
 Swack! Swack! Swack! 
 Good Lord! That meant Carli Wilcox could do anything to her and she wasn’t going to try to 
stop it…. 
 Swack! Swack! Swack! 
 Carli Wilcox could do anything and would do anything to her. Vivi sensed it and, God help her, it 
turned her on. 
 Swack! 
 Carli’s tone held a sneer, “Now, do you fucking understand how things are going to be from now 
on you dumb fucking slut? Better answer right.” 
 Vivi knew what Carli’s “right” answer was. The thing was, that “right” answer was totally wrong! 
She hated Carli and she hated the leverage Carli had on her. But it wasn’t the leverage, the threat of 
what was on the video, that was the true danger. Vivi knew she could quit. She knew that she should 
quit. 
 Except…she was so damned turned on! 
 It was awful how Carli treated her and awful to give in to this much younger bitch. 
 Awful arousing! 
 Carli jerked Vivi’s arm, “What’s your answer? Or do you need more spanks to figure it out? Do 
you understand how things are going to be from now on?” 
 “Yes. I do. Yes… Mistress.” 
 “That’s a good new slut.” 
 Carli kept her bent over and rubbed between Vivi’s legs from behind. In less than two minutes 
she had Vivi cumming right into her cupped hand. 
 Even as Vivi vibrated in orgasm, Carli applied her pussy juice wet hand all over Vivi’s cheeks and 
forehead. 
 Then she made Vivi lick her hand clean. 
 Carli said, “Time for a taste comparison.” 
 Carli pushed down on Vivi’s shoulders. 
 Vivi still wasn’t thinking on all cylinders but even she could figure out what she was supposed 
to do next. 
 On her knees, Vivi shuffled slightly into place between Carli’s legs. Carli dropped her pants and 
panties and stepped out of them. 
 Vivi leaned forward. Carli put a hand on her forehead, stopping Vivi from delivering her mouth 
on target. 
 “Slut Rousseau, did you learn some things about pussy licking while watching porn today?” 
 It was so much worse when Vivi had to talk! Couldn’t she just follow orders and stay quiet? Did 
she have to implicate herself so totally? 
 Looking at Carli’s stern and expectant eyes, Vivi realized that she did have to implicate herself 
totally. 
 “Yes. Mistress.” 
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 What did you learn?”  
 “How to lick pussy. Um, to concentrate on the clit. You know. Suck it. Mistress.” 
 Carli smiled triumphantly, “And you want to please your Mistress, your Mistress Carli, by sucking 
her clitty, don’t you? Tell your Mistress the truth.” 
 Oh no! Not the truth! 
 “Yes, Mistress. I want to suck your clitoris. I want to please you. I want to make you orgasm on 
my mouth, Mistress.” 
 Carli pulled Vivi’s face into place and Vivi’s mouth went to work like it knew what it was doing. 
 Carli commanded, “Finger your snatch, slut. Make us both cum.” 
 Vivi obeyed. 
 Just before they both orgasmed, Carli moaned, “An excellent addition to Vice.” 

 
 

Jordan Church has over 70 erotica works on lesbian seduction and domination available on Amazon. 
Click here to visit Jordan's author page showing available books. 

 

https://www.amazon.com/~/e/B07RM51NYS
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ALEKSANDRA'S BOX OF GOODIES 
Rocking Her Right With The RockHer 

 

 When Wet For Her offered for me to choose from their site and 
find a toy to review, I immediately gravitated to RockHer Mini 
Scissoring Vibrator. Why? As much effort and coordination scissoring 
takes, it can be quite enjoyable, and I wanted to see just how much 
magic this little vibe could add to the party.  
 Scissoring is an oddly contentious topic amongst queer folks 
due to its association with lesbian porn made primarily for men. Many 
queer women accuse scissoring as being a fake representation of 
what truly goes on in the WLW bedroom. However, there are many 
women, me included, that enjoy it. (Plus, it's a great work out 😅) 
 The toy is currently on sale but is regularly $79.95 USD on their 
website and currently qualifies for free shipping. It’s an insertable, 
reversible vibe that is about 1.26" in diameter at the bulb.  

 

 

 It can also be used as a traditional 'rabbit' vibrator - stimulating both your clit and your g-spot 
(assuming your anatomy lines up). It comes in purple and only purple, but it's a nice shade of purple.  
 It is a firm toy, but the arm is flexible enough to bend to fit your body without pinching you. Like 
any traditional silicone toy, it does get a bit linty however, it's very easy to clean and the finish is very 
soft.  
 The RockHer comes with a remote (as the power button is on the bulb and hard to access when 
in place) and has 10 settings including 3 steady-state levels and 7 patterns. The only possible qualm I 
have about the remote is the lack of 'down' button for settings...you can go 'up' levels, but it'll take you 
several clicks to get back down if you hit it by accident.  
 Like any toy, one size is made to fit all but, we're all different - clits and all. It fit well for me with  

 

 

https://tinyurl.com/y37ozwgx
https://tinyurl.com/y37ozwgx
https://tinyurl.com/y37ozwgx
https://tinyurl.com/y37ozwgx
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the bulb inserted but my partner had to adjust a few times to have it fit within her labia. My partner and 
I tend to be on more 'compact' or 'slender' size-wise, and from what I've read on other toy review blogs, 
that some queer women find it too small.  
 For the actual scissoring part, it was a practice makes perfect situation 😉. No complaints here 
😍. We found that starting with one person on their backs and the other squatting over their partner's 
thigh and then shimmying about was the most effective way of finding a pleasurable spot. If you have 
a wedge, I'd suggest using it - makes life easier. Another trick we discovered was having the bulb out 
instead of in - less precision required and more vibes for both partners.  
 Sound wise - it's not too bad. Music helps cover up the whirs and it's definitely not the loudest 
toy I've experienced.  

Does it get the Aleksandra Goodie Box Approval? 
 Yes. 😍 If you enjoy scissoring, once you get the rhythm down, it’s worth the experience. This 
nifty little vibe adds pleasure to each partner and it's easily a solo toy if you want it to be. Buy it now. 
 

 

THE DOMINANT 
  

 Finance and marketing director Kelly Jones, aka "Jones" to 
her friends, is searching for a submissive lover and life companion 
to add the spark that's missing in her current relationship. As she 
leans on Caroline, her long-time best friend and colleague, platonic 
feelings begin to blur into something heated. Maybe her bestie has 
the sizzle she's been searching for. First, she has to get beyond 
the friend zone and convince Caroline to explore her submissive 
side. 
 Caroline Sykes, an edgy and rebellious women's fashion 
designer, has been heartbroken before and doesn't trust easily. 
Jones is the only one she'll open up to. When her ex comes back 
to haunt her, Jones is there for her. In a moment of weakness, the 
undercurrent of desire Caroline has suppressed for so long roars 
to life. Taking her friendship with Jones to an intimate level isn't a 
new idea, but sex with Jones would lead to a world she's not sure 
she's willing to explore. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Amazon • Barnes & Noble • Indigo • Waterstones • Goodreads 

https://tinyurl.com/y37ozwgx
https://www.amazon.ca/Dominant-Aleksandra-Amante-ebook/dp/B08L19NNT5/ref=cm_cr_arp_d_bdcrb_top?ie=UTF8
https://www.barnesandnoble.com/w/the-dominant-aleksandra-amante/1137895754?ean=9781509233632
https://www.chapters.indigo.ca/en-ca/books/the-dominant/9781509233649-item.html
https://www.waterstones.com/book/the-dominant/aleksandra-amante/9781509233632
https://aleksandraamante.com/naughty-releases
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THE AUTHOR OF THE LESBIAN 

BEDROOM COLLECTION - 

L.L. SHELTON 
  
 L.L. Shelton is a lesbian-themed author. She enjoys writing 
multiple genres, that include, but not limited to, erotica, 
contemporary romance, and paranormal romance. The reader will 
find strong woman characters with flaws in her books that allows 
a love-hate relationship to develop between the reader and 
characters. 
 L.L. Shelton was born and raised in Virginia, she has two 
children and seven grandchildren. The pen name is a combination 
of both parents’ name. Since a child, she has enjoyed creating 
stories in her mind, but never thought they would be interesting 
enough to put on paper for someone else to read. All the 
characters in the book have little pieces of her in them.  

A GLIMPSE OF ‘THE WOMAN IN THE GUEST HOUSE’  
  

[1]    “Harder! Harder! Yes,” The woman on the television begged, thrusting her hips up into the skilled 

mouth which devoured her. Bottom of her feet embedded into the floor, her ass lifted to the heavens. 
The TV star’s back arched with her mouth ajar in silent pleas for release. Her hips picked up speed, 
hypnotizing the viewers watching. “I need to come,” The husky words buried beneath a moan echoing 
through the speakers.  
 Eve’s eyes were heavy-lidded; the glow of the screen mesmerizing. Her swollen clit throbbed in 
sync with her heartbeat. The need to touch herself grew with each passing minute. Her nipples held 
taut by clothespins which hung off the red nubs, pulling them to the limit. She moaned when the woman 
on the screen denied the woman her climax.  
 “Shit, she’s making her wait,” Eve growled. Her hand slid down inside her boy shorts, as a slick, 
silky fluid covered two fingers. A roll between her folds and the two digits dipped inside, pulling her 
closer to a release. “Oh!” A line of wetness flowed straight to her ass. Eve’s eyes wanted to close and 
comply with the sexual need knocking on the door, but she forced herself to watch the box on the 
wall. The woman was finger fucking the blonde on the screen, and Eve mirrored their rhythm. Slow. 
Fast. Steady. The tightness between her legs enhanced with each thrust, twist, and tug.  
 She watched as plump red lips sucked in the woman’s hard clit, as her own thumb rolled over 
hers. “Fuck,” Eve moaned. She was reaching the edge of an orgasm. With her free hand, she yanked 
the clothespins from her nipples with a vengeance, sending her into a euphoric climax. Her hips 
bucked. Grabbing her breast, Eve arched and exploded. “Yes,” she moaned as the woman on the 
television moaned with her — both reaching their peak in unison. A slow decline followed. Eve’s breaths 
were short, and nerves tingled. Fingers laid limp inside, relishing in the warmth.  
 The afterglow of an orgasm was short-lived when a tap on the door sounded out. Shit! Eve’s 
freehand searched fiercely for the remote to kill the moans escaping her on-screen fuck buddy. The 

https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B0861DJX54/ref=dbs_a_def_rwt_hsch_vapi_tkin_p1_i0
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lucky lady on the television screamed as she headed into her second summit of a climax. Finding the 
small remote wrapped twice around inside the sheet, Eve cursed herself for not being better prepared 
for an intruder whom may interrupt playtime. Living in a crowded college dorm, she was the ultimate 
preparer for an orgasm blocker with locked doors, headphones, and the remote in close vicinity. But 
not today. Eve was so horny after waking at her parent’s house. A search for a quick release came 
hasty, which caused her to skip the preparation for an interruption. With not a millisecond to spare, 
she hit the off button just as the doorknob turned.  
 “Miss. Eve. Are you awake? It’s me, Helena.”   
 Great; it’s the housekeeper. But better than my mom, or worse, my dad. Her father finding her 
masturbating would be the world’s end — with her obituary reading: Girl dies of embarrassment 
caused by masturbation. Eve's thoughts jerked back to reality when the bedroom door creaked. The 
blanket yanked up within a hairsbreadth of the housekeeper, getting an eye full. Eve’s two fingers laid 
deep inside herself while a blush crept up her neck. Frozen in fear, she cleared her voice with a quick 
cough. “I am.”  Swallowing a few times, she attempted to move the knot that lingered in the middle of 
her throat.  
 “Your parents are about to leave and would like to say goodbye.” Helena stuck her head in the 
door's crack. “They would like for you to come downstairs.”  Helena worked for her parents as the 
housekeeper for the past four years. She was older than Eve, but not by much. Being of Hispanic 
descent with an olive skin tone, with eyes of the darkest of browns, she was sexy with a full curvy 
shape. On her visits back home during school breaks, Eve studied the gorgeous lady — from afar. 
Unlike the original Eve, this Eve decided not to take a bite of the forbidden fruit; but her mind thought 
of how sweet the nectar could be.   
 The out of place wooden object on the floor caught Helena’s eyes. “Oh, dear. I must’ve dropped 
this clothespin when I brought up your clothes from the dryer.” Helena bent over and stuffed the sex 
toy in her pocket. “What should I tell your parents, Miss. Eve?” Helena asked with her eyes never 
meeting Eve’s. Is it possible that Helena knew what Eve was doing mere minutes before she knocked 
on that door?  
 “I’m on my way,” Eve answered as her composure unraveled.  
  “Yes, ma’am. I will tell them.” The door closed behind her. 
 Eve sunk into her pillow and dragged her fingers out from herself, releasing the sweet aroma of 
sex. She covered her eyes. “Jesus Christ! I need to stop coming home on spring break. Instead, I 
should go to Fort Lauderdale like a normal college student.”  
 Eve took the long-wrapping stairwell two steps at a time, landing at the bottom with a thump. A 
smile spread across her lips with caution when her mother greeted her with an eyebrow raise. Eve 
gave herself a quick pep talk. She only needed to keep the peace for five more minutes, then the house 
would be hers to roam alone. No parents and no staff. Her parents, the CEO of a top Fortune 500 
company, have a business trip in Dallas, Texas, over the weekend. The staff was off.  “Goodbye. Have 
a nice trip,” Eve said while opening the front door. A gust of chilly air swirled around the foyer, lifting 
her mother’s purple Easter hat. She grabbed it seconds before it flew off.  A good laugh from the flying 
hat was a given, but her father got his much too expensive toupee that looked like a cheap rug tossed 
up, and that was hilarious.  
 “Eve Gretchen Spartan, close that door!” Her mother huffed out.  
 Eve doubled over in laughter, holding her belly. Her eyes cocked up, watching her father wet his 
fingers. He then flattened the fake strands of hair on top of his bald head. She laughed harder. 
     “Well, I never.” Her mother exclaimed. 
 “Oh, mom. Come on. That was funny. Sorry, I was trying to help you out the door.”  
 “Your attempt is not needed, young lady. We can exit by ourselves.” She made a final  
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modification to the oversized, floppy head decoration while taking a glance over at her husband, who 
was still trying his fake hair. With a roll of her eyes, Eve’s mother drew her attention back toward her. 
“Okay, now for the rules.”  The senior Mrs. Spartan pointed her long, crooked index finger as she 
counted off.  
 Eve leaned back on the double wooden front door, crossing her legs with her hands on her hips. 
A puff of air escaped as she settled in against the hardwood. Here it comes. The talk. What not to do. 
What not to touch. Blah. Blah. Blah. The same speech every time Eve got left alone in the house. You 
would think she was seventeen.  
 “No parties; no sleepovers. Stay out of your father’s office, and my room. You may order food if 
you like. There is two hundred dollars in the kitchen drawer. The envelope reads-”  
     Eve chimes out the words with her mother, “…for food only.” She pushed off the door, kissing her 
mother’s cheek and then her father. “I got it. I can’t buy drugs or hookers with food money. Have a 
good time.”  
  Her mother shook her head. “This is a business trip. Not a vacation.” She added, along with a 
frustrated sigh. “We’ll see you late Sunday night. The staff is all gone. Behave yourself, Eve. I’m not 
kidding. I don’t want a repeat of the fiasco that happened the last time we left you alone. You should 
care more about your image.”  
  “Yes ma’am,” Eve said the words that remained on auto-play for her entire life. She watched as 
the door closed behind the two she called mom and dad. How they ever had sex to conceive her was 
beyond her imagination. She shivered to remove the unthinkable image from her brain. There were 
more important things to do.  She closed her hand in a tight ball with her feet lifting off the ground, 
followed by a fist-pump in the air. 
 The front door opened back up, and the agony of defeat returned as her father stuck his head 
in the door. “I forgot to tell you. A colleague of mine asked if his daughter could stay in the guest house 
while she interviews at New York University for a job. She has a key to the main house in case she 
needs anything. I didn’t want her to startle you. Bye; love you. Behave. Let’s not get your mother riled 
up any more than she already is.” The door closed once again after her father blew a kiss in her 
direction. 
 “Behave. Behave.” Eve released the words between groans. “So much for being alone while I do 
a few nasty things in the family room while watching the eighty-five-inch television.” A rumble echoed 
in the hallway, causing Eve to grab her stomach. The last time she ate escaped her memory, so heading 
off to the kitchen to find nourishment was the first order of business. One thing she could count on in 
her parents’ house was a stocked pantry. Well, a stocked pantry and house rules.   

 

[2]     The glow from the guest house’s window was the 

first thing that caught Eve’s attention as she looked out 
the kitchen window. Placing the dishes in the sink, Eve 
studied a black silhouette filling the golden glimmer. She 
squinted, forcing her eyes to focus. A woman? But not 
just a woman; the perfect woman. She sat in front of an 
oval mirror, combing her hair in long strokes. After Eve’s 
eyes adjusted to the dark against the light, the appealing, 
sexy vision wore a sheer lace nightie. It clung to her as if 
it needed her skin to exist. It was dipping in a V to where 
a woman’s lips desired to travel. Perfect. The reflection in 
the mirror revealed beauty. Long brown hair which 
matched Eve’s shoulder-length hair laid gracefully down 
her back. High full cheekbones encased her face.  



 

 19 

 
 

 

Desirable lips so exquisite that they were breathtaking. Eve remained entrapped by the powers of her 
temptress, becoming her captive voyeur. 
 Placing the brush on the vanity, the stranger admired her beauty in the oval gold rim mirror. She 
bent at the waist, wanting to get closer to her image. A finger rolled over her lips before she sat back. 
A slight cock of the head to right, then left before the backside of her hand ran over the medium breast 
— breast of the perfect size. She pulled the lace to the side, releasing the perky nipple that craved a 
touch. The woman resisted the urge as she cupped her breast — stoking her fire. A second pull and 
both breasts broke free of the lace restraints — the second nipple as cherry and ripe as its sister. A 
soft tug of her buds and the woman closed her eyes; ecstasy blanketed her face. Her hand traveled 
down the milky white skin towards her forbidden fruit.  
 Eve cursed as the mirror stopped the erotic vision at the woman’s waist. Denied the perception 
of pleasure, she needed to concentrate on the unfamiliar face and enticing breasts. The image fueled  
 

Eve’s desires. She grabbed the sink in front of 
her with one hand, slipping the other down into 
her sweatpants. She was wet. An unnamed 
person, known only as the woman, has her 
dripping with need. Her clit swelled with a 
feathery touch. Forcing her eyes to remain 
open, Eve savored the mysterious guest. 
 The motion and rhythm brimmed with 
alluring seduction as the woman finger fucked 
herself. One hand squeezed on a tit while the 
other remained out of sight in her wet hole. The 
speed picked up as the hip rotation became 
shorter and shorter. Her hand fell from her 
breast, revealing handprints made of elaborate 
red marks. She grasped the top of the vanity 
with her fingers sprawled out and the tips 
clawing at the painted wood. She closed her 
eyes, as her mouth formed the shape of an o.  
 Eve rotated her hips into her hand. Fuck! 

 

The woman in the guest house was coming. She was climaxing. Damn. I needed more time. As she 
stood in awe, the woman's body jerked into an explosive orgasm. The heated rush out of control as 
she rides the orgasm to the end. Eve watched as the woman’s forehead rested on the vanity upon 
completion. The second hand joined the other on top of the wood, bracing her body as she trembled. 
As if she knew Eve was watching, the woman pushed up with both arms; her eyes open as she pivoted 
towards the main house.   
 Flipping around and falling to the floor, Eve hid. She had just gotten caught watching a stranger 
masturbate. The blush crawled up her neck into her cheeks. Her breaths short and heart racing, she 
interlocked her fingers around the back of her head. She rose an inch but fell back into her squat. Oh, 
fuck!  
 Her fingers ran through her hair as her thoughts surge into a frenzy. What if the woman told my 
parents? No, what would she say? Your daughter watched me get off. Maybe she would tell them I was 
a Peeping Tom. She wouldn’t dare. Even if she did, my parents would do what they always do - pay 
people off with their money or make things disappear into nonexistence. It was what they had done 
with my gayness my entire life. That was why they sent me to USC. They intended to hide me in the 
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world's corner so that no one would see me.  
 Spinning around to her knees, Eve grasped at the sink above her head and crept upwards. Inch 
by inch, she drifted, afraid of a strangers’ eyes boring a hole into her soul or seeing her for what she 
was. Reaching the moment of no return, she peeked. Empty. Eve exhaled an inhale she never took. 
The woman perished from sight with the mirror lying bare—like her soul.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 

[3]   Disappointment ravished Eve’s benumbed body. A dull ache throbbed in her vagina as the 

shortcoming of a climax lingered. A want, which needed fulfilling, overwhelmed her. She remained 
paralyzed at the sink by her hopes that the gorgeous woman would return, allowing her beauty to 
enhance the mediocre piece of glass in the mirror that laid naked.  
 I could go back to my woman on the television, she thought. No, I don’t need that much 
stimulation. I’m ready. A few strokes and the climax would come fast and furious. I could take myself 
while staring into the window of the guest house, thinking of the stranger touching herself before 
bringing herself to a release. How many fingers did she have in her pussy? The simplicity of one stroking 
her flesh, maybe two, dared to breach her warmth. Was she a rebel and invaded her tightness with three 
fingers? Oh, fuck. A renewed wetness formed. Mere seconds from her hand traveling to her desires, 
Eve felt the soft touch of a hand in the middle of her back. She began to turn, but an angelic voice 
stops her in her tracks.  
 “Please. Don’t turn around.”  
 Eve stared forward, her body crippled by fear and excitement. A soft reflection of a woman 
stared back at her in the window's frame — it’s her; the woman from the guesthouse. She was more 
beautiful, if possible, than before. Her features were kind, alluring, and seductive with a soft nature—
the perfect woman. Unable to find her words, Eve bit at her lower lip in silence. She felt as the woman 
stepped into her with breasts caressing her back. Her cheek lied between her shoulder blades.  
 “Don’t move,” she requested in the softest voice. 
 Fingers slip under Eve’s sweatshirt, as nails rake over her back with a gentle scratch. Eyes  
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closed, she felt every morsel of touch. A single graze brought her closer to her desires. Eve inhaled 
just as a hand slid around to her front. No grasp. No twist or pinch. An index finger rolled around her 
hardening nipple, never touching the sensitive bud. Eve bent and white-knuckled the sink. She 
whimpered while feeling the pride in her seducer’s body as she succumbed. The second hand joined, 
as both nipples circled like wild west bandwagons. 
     “You watched me?”  
     Eve nodded. Rewarded for the truth, a hand slipped over her stomach.  
     “You enjoy seeing me come?”  
     Eve inhaled. Oh, the truth would’ve that hand slipping lower. I couldn’t be shy. Not now. So close. 
Eve forced her head to affirm. Though she didn’t enjoy it, she loved watching the woman take herself. 
Her only regret was that it didn’t last long enough. But a slow climax and Eve would have come by her 
own demise, instead of by this gorgeous creature inches from feeling the need between her legs. 
Fingers circled over her mons. A soft scrape of her fingernails sent a surge straight to Eve’s clit. 
Leaning harder on the sink, her legs trembled in anticipation.   
     “I want to touch you?” a whisper from behind her came.  
     Finding a single word, Eve murmured, “Please.” 
     Not breaking from her pattern, the woman didn’t go straight to her clit. One push of that red button 
and Eve would lose all control. No; she teased her. A finger rolled over the thick skin of her labia. Up 
the one side, then the other before it slipped into her folds. Eve felt her wetness drip down. She has 
never been so wet — wanting. Louder than before, Eve moaned out. The deliberate ignoring of her 
throbbing clit driving her to slow insanity. A small rotation of her hips, the woman countered, denying 
her hole and clit of pleasure.  
     “Can I enter?” the stranger asked.  
     “I won’t last.” Eve found more words between hitches of breath.  
     Eve’s insides clamped down around the tip of the finger which inched past her entrance. A climax 
stalked her. The second finger opened her wider but denied full entry while Eve bucked to no avail. 
The woman, a mistress of the tease, controlled the pace. Inviting her in, Eve widened her stance. The 
woman gave her a RSVP, filling her with both fingers and driving them deep before pulling out. Again, 
again, and again. 
     “Oh, fuck!” Eve moaned out. The build was intense, sending shock waves through her.  
     “You like?”  
     “Oh… Yes...” Eve cried. The fingers slipped out and ran over the pulsating clit, spreading juices 
around the bud. “I’m close!” Eve gasped.  
     “Fair is fair. Let me watch you come.”  
     Eve fluttered her heavy lids open, to see the woman watching her in the glass pane. A hat trick sent 
Eve into a euphoric state. Two fingers breached her hole and dug deep while a thumb rubbed at her 
clit. Then the cherry on the top. A pull and a twist of her nipple crashed her over the edge. Eve arched 
back with an explosion. “Oh. I’m coming!” Her body arched against the woman. Nipples rock hard; clit 
pulsating. Her inners tightened as she released. She was giving herself to the woman playing her like 
a violin. She relished in wave after wave of spasms. Her breaths ragged. She slumped over the sink — 
remaining unturned. “Oh my god,” she mumbled out. Her eyes remained closed as the realization sunk 
in hard; a stranger just caused an atomic orgasm to explode from deep inside her.  Two fingers slipped 
from her, dragging juices from her depths; then fingers released her distended nipple. The stranger 
laid her cheek on Eve’s back.   
     “You sounded delicious. Would you meet me in the guest house in an hour?” her seducer asked.  
     “What is your name?” Eve questioned.  
     “I will tell you in the guest house. Will you come?” 
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 “Yes,” Eve whispered. 
“In one hour,” she repeated 
the instructions.  
 Eve’s mystery woman’s 
touch fades away, replaced 
with loss and loneliness. The 
air wrapped around her 
became chilled. Even after 
she knew the woman was 
long gone, Eve didn’t turn. 
Afraid this was a dream, Eve 
remained frozen at the sink. 
Her mind replayed the last 
half hour in her head. She 
waited until the woman 
entered the guest house 
before pushing off the sink. 
She needed a shower before 
she met her seductress.  
 

CRAVING MORE? 
 

L.L. Shelton’s work can be 
purchased on Amazon. 
You can also reach her on 
Instagram, via her author 
Facebook page or by email at 
llshelton.author@gmail.com.  

 

 

THE WOMAN IN THE GUEST HOUSE - READER REVIEWS 

HOT!! 
Reviewed in the United States on May 29, 2020 
Eve is a college student who is home for a visit. Her parents go away for the weekend, leaving her home 
alone with a mysterious woman staying in the guest house. Things get heated quickly when Eve gets 
her first glimpse of the other woman, and it’s a weekend full of surprises for both of them. 
I liked this orgasmic tale and was left breathing heavily in some places. There was also more to this tale 
than a delicious weekend romp. There is some serious family drama that gets dealt with and a lovely 
epilogue to wrap things up ever so sweetly. This is a lovely way to spend some alone time!! 

Engaging and Hot Entertainment! 
Reviewed in the United States on March 18, 2020 
More than just a saucy roll in the sheets with the tantalizing woman in the guest house. Eve’s struggle 
with her homophobic parents gives weight to story but her combusting connection with Mia keeps the 
focus on their relationship. There are actually several rolls in the sheets but who’s counting. 

 

https://www.amazon.com/Woman-Guest-Lesbian-Bedroom-Collection-ebook/dp/B0861DJX54/ref=cm_cr_arp_d_pdt_img_top?ie=UTF8
https://www.instagram.com/authorllshelton/
https://www.facebook.com/author.llshelton
http://llshelton.author@gmail.com/
mailto:llshelton.author@gmail.com
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NOT ALWAYS SO BLACK AND WHITE 
A NAUGHTY SERIES BY GUN ROSWELL, PART 2 OF 3 

 
Missed Part 1 of this intoxicating series? Take a peek here on page 24… 
 

 So, the business was going great, I was really great, especially since that small treat of a thing 
last Saturday night. Well, it was more than a small one really. As a matter of fact, it was quite a biggy, 
thrice actually, so I was happy now, the woman making it happen, well, I don’t really recall her so well, 
but the last bit, is totally etched to my brain, for good, I think. Because, out of nowhere, there she was, 
the tall dark handsome one, glaring right into my eyes as I came. And guess what, she was too. Must 
have been quite the show for her, and for some reason, her having watched me come undone, well, 
that was just the cherry on the top, as I came harder than I most likely would have with the aid of my 
charming companion for that night. Or was she? Well, to be honest, I don’t really recall too many details 
of her, just that she was serving her purpose and well, that is about it. I may seem callus to someone, 
but that party was not about making lifelong relationships. No, it was basically one big orgy, free for 
all, so don’t think too hard of me for commenting something like that, as we all knew, what it was about. 
 But, for now, I needed to concentrate on business as my pussy was happy for the moment. 
Today, there was a new recruit coming in for an interview. As business was booming and I needed 
more skilled workers, I would most likely be getting one today. My assistant had already done the 
preliminary interview and vetted the applicant. What remained for me to do, was to have the final looks 
and my approval of a stamp to hire the person, as they came highly recommended and had an 
extensive CV to back that up too. I just hoped Liz, my personal assistant, who had been with me since 
the start, had made a good choice, as I liked to have a chemistry with each of my employees. After all, 
this was a rather small company even if the revenue was quite large in comparison, but we worked 
together long hours and were, a tight knit team. Most of the members being of the same persuasion 
as myself, not a preference, mostly a coincidence, like I said, there had to be chemistry there, so guess  
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it was only natural to levitate towards those who shared your frame of reference for life in general.  
 I took one last look on the CV and saw, that Liz had forgotten to add the photo there. But that 
was fine, looks meant squat usually, and it was easy to photoshop the shit out of those profile pics 
anyway. Max Ferguson, a twenty-year veteran in the IT business despite their age, having been 
recruited directly from high school as apparently, they were totally natural in coding these days. I read 
the other companies listed there, and it was all impressive. It seemed pretty similar to my life story 
really, except add twenty more years to the experience on top of that plus the company I now owned 
and then only were we matched. But I suspected that this Max person, was most likely not to my taste 
personally, as I was more for the ladies kind of a gal. But if this Max was half as great as the CV 
suggested, I knew they would fit in nicely. It was five minutes before the interview would start and I 
heard a knock at the door.  
 “Come in!” I told the knocker, who peeked her head inside, which was Liz, my assistant. 
 “Max Ferguson is here.” She told me. 
 Early to the interview. I liked that, “Please, send them in.” I asked her. 
 Smiling she opened the door open wide to my office and spoke to the person in the waiting 
room. I stood up and walked towards the door to greet Max and as I did, I got the shock of my life, as 
Max walked in. 
 “Max, please meet Elena Johanssen, our CEO and owner of EJ Enterprises.” Liz introduced us 
to each other. 
 I must have stood there for a moment, stunned and maybe a tad confused, and somewhat 
surprised and also, a somewhat happy maybe, to see this woman, the one I had not only once, but 
twice refused to have a drink with and well, the more was that as the third time would have it, she was 
making me have the best orgasm of my life, yes, it was partly her doing, I swear!  
 Liz looked at me as I did not say anything or take the hand Max was offering to me in greeting. 
“Boss?” She then said, sounding a tad worried, but as I heard Liz I finally came back, from whatever 
la-la land I was in momentarily, Saturday night and all that returning to my memory, at a most 
unfortunate timing at that. 
 “Oh, sorry, where are my manners!” I then pushed a smile on my face and took Max’s hand and 
shook it while staring her into those eyes, which I had done just a few days ago, knowing full well, it 
would be a difficult interview to have with her now. 
 What I felt during that handshake, well, it was not appropriate for a job interview, I can tell you 
that much. But, being the ever professional, I shook all of that off and put my game face on and went 
all Boss Johanssen on the recruit. Luckily or unluckily, I knew Max and I would have a lot in common 
with her and as Liz had stated, or rather ranted as she was obviously taken by Max too, yes, too! Max, 
would be a perfect match for our little team. 
 “Please, take a seat.” I then offered to Max and she sat down on the comfortable sofa area in 
my office and I took the chair opposite of her. 
 Our eyes met for the second time as we sat there, Liz gone, so it was just the two of us there. 
It was hard, really hard, but I had to try to the cool and calm professional I usually was. Besides, Max 
was someone I needed for my team, so I had to put all else aside, for now. 
 “So, Max, I know you come highly recommended and my assistant assures me you are a perfect 
choice for the company.” It was a cliche I know, but hey, I was still halfway only there, professionally 
speaking of course. 
 Max must have felt the tension between us, as she too felt somewhat uncomfortable, but she 
did not hide it, as a matter of fact, she was quite forward about it: “Look, I know this is a tad awkward 
for both of us, especially, well since Saturday.” She paused and her eyes never left mine, something I 
really found pleasing. “But, whatever, there might be personally there,” oh we really were on the same  
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page now, I thought, as we both had a personal reason here too, “I’ve heard so many good things 
about EJ Enterprises and the growing market you have, and well, I think I would offer you some good 
things too, professionally.” Was there a slight smirk there too. 
 I really liked Max, as a person, an employee and well, yes, so. After the initial moment of, yeah, 
it was odd, really, but we got past it, and after a good hour or so, we were already chatting like old 
friends, mostly about the work and the company. I decided that Liz was right, and Max was perfect for 
us. So, after the interview, which had run over a tad, was over, we got up and shook hands again. 
 “Max, I would really love it for you to come work for us.” I told her. 
 Max nodded and said with a smile: “Thanks! When do you want me to start?” She was really 
straight forward, that woman, but I knew this already, didn’t I! 
 “How about next Monday? I understood your prior obligations were all completed.” I wasn’t 
really privy to that information, but Liz had told me she was available right away. 
 “Sounds really good.” Max said and then, she turned to leave, but then, she turned back again, 
and her eyes were once again on mine, “So, now that I got the job, how do you feel about fraternising 
with coworkers?” She asked without any hint of slyness present there. 
 “Um?” I was surprised, once again. “Well, I have nothing against it, as long as it does not interfere 
with work.”  
 “Are you free tonight?” She asked then bluntly. 
 My eyes grew wide like saucers and well, it wasn’t what I had expected to hear, because I 
thought that maybe, she was interested in Liz, despite our previous, well encounters. 
 “I, well, yes.” I could not come up with any excuse at the moment. 
 “So, how about my place, say,” she checked her watch, “two hours time?” It was already late in 
the day after all. 
 “Oh-K.” I replied, and immediately thought, 
what the hell was going on with me?! 
 “Good, I am glad.” She told me flashing that 
smile of hers again. “I’ve sent my address to your 
phone.” Just then a ping sounded indicating a 
received text message. “See you soon.” She said 
and then, she was gone. 
 I stood there, for several moments, glaring at 
the door, not quite sure as to what had just 
happened.  

- - - - - - - - 
 It had been two hours already, and the agreed 
time was upon, but there was still no sign of her. 
Maybe, I had been too bold, overstepping my 
boundaries. After all, she was my boss now and I had 
not even started the job. But then again, technically, 
she would not be my boss until Monday, so there 
was plenty of time to fraternise before that, right? 
Maybe I had read the signs wrong after all, it 
happened, not often, but it did, and besides, she had 
already turned me down two times before, and I 
knew the reason why, those times anyway, as she 
had straight on told me. 
 Today, I had been just me, nothing extra, so  
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maybe, she was willing. Or maybe, she just had second thoughts about the whole thing, getting 
involved with someone she had just hired. Then again, the gaze she gave me, just before she reached 
her peak at the party, well, that was something I haven’t seen in a long time, no matter how skilful I 
knew I was, especially with my tools. What ever the case was, I kind of felt fear, of quite a few things 
actually, which was a new thing for me, at least these days as hardly any woman had these kinds of 
effects on me, not anymore. I stopped my pacing and looked at the clock on the wall again - fifteen 
minutes past the agreed time. Well, not that had set it in stone, just a suggestion, right? What the hell 
was happening to me? 
 Just as I was about to lose my mind, well, not really, but something of the sorts, but in a calm 
controlled manner… yeah right! Anyway, the doorbell rang. I jumped a little just then. Damn! She was 
really getting under my skin, or was there already? What ever the case was, I was both pleased and 
terrified, which was a new on so many levels. Opening the door, and there she was, looking immaculate 
as ever, still wearing the business attire from earlier, the tight skirt which I had already drooled over at 
the interview and yeah, her long legs too.  
 “Hi!” She said, sounding a tad nervous, which was great, because I wasn’t alone there. 
 “Hi,” I replied with a faint smile, “please come in.” I offered. 
 She practically flowed past me and into my living room, giving a quick glance around the 
spacious, yet spartan area, even if there were a few knickknacks here and there in the otherwise clean 
decor. I followed her, my eyes on her ass, yeah, I am like that and then I said: 
 “Please, have a seat,” and being the good host, always, “can I get you drink?” 
 She took the offered seat on the comfy large sofa and looked up at me: “White wine, if you have 
it?” She asked then. 

 

 “Coming right up.” I told her with a 
wide smile and went to the open area 
kitchen to grab a bottle from the wine bar. 
After all, I was always prepared for 
company, having a variety of drinks and 
food, just in case. 
 I opened the bottle and went back to 
the living area, offering her the glass and 
then took a seat at the other end of the 
sofa. I looked at her, as if I would be able to 
keep my eyes off of her anymore, especially 
now that she was here, and she looked 
back at me too. I did the host type thing and 
raised my glass. She mimicked me and 
almost in unison, we said: 
 “Cheers!” 

- - - - - - - - 
 I knew I was late, but it could not be helped as there was a late minute business call I had to 
take. But luckily as I arrived, she seemed fine and greeted me with a great and catching smile of hers, 
and then there was her body, which I could not keep my eyes off, not this time, making me wonder 
why I had declined those two times before, but then I recalled the why. But maybe, we could get past 
that, after all, I was here now and well, those feelings of Saturday night were present too, so, what was 
I to do? I knew I could not resist her, the moment she had asked me to come over, well, I knew I would 
be here, no matter what, and well, maybe, just maybe, I could forget about my hang ups for a moment 
and enjoy what ever she had to offer.  
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 Sitting down with her, having wine, was nice and we started talking again. The same thing which 
had happened during the interview, the connection of a thing, was happening here too, only this time, 
it was more personal. But here is the thing, I wasn’t really looking for anything permanent, just a little 
roll in the hay, that’s all. And I never talked with any of my fuck buddies, not like this anyway. Yet, there 
was a certain chemistry, a connection I had felt the first time, I knew now, but I had gotten scared and 
taken the easy way out. And I suspected it had nothing to do with the tools she had been carrying both 
times around, rather it was this, what was happening here, now. The easy banter, the overall safe 
feeling when sitting here with her. And even if it was wrong on a few levels, namely me becoming her 
boss soon enough, I seemed to be completely unable to resist her. 
 So, we talked and drank some more wine, not that either of us was drunk, just a tad tipsy maybe. 
But definitely, it was so easy to be with her, something I had not had in a long while with any of my 
hookups and in a way this was all terra incognito to me, as it had been over ten years since my last 
relationship. And I wasn’t looking, certainly not. But then again, I felt something more than just a one-
night stand happening here with her. And for the first time in a long while, I really did not mind. And, 
after a while of talking, I decided it was time to move things forward, as I was already so ready, even if 
there had been only a hint of flirting in the air so far. But my panties had been wet since the moment 
she had stepped into my office earlier and she was giving me the looks too, so I knew she was willing. 
After all, she had not asked me here to chat, not that I minded, but chatting, not at all, but that would 
have to take the backseat from now on. Because now, it was time to get to know each other better, at 
least, in a carnal way, so to say, as felt the heat emanating from myself, knowing I must have been 
positively glowing by now, of want and need, and it was all her doing. 

- - - - - - - - 
 I moved closer to her even further so, as it had already started levitating towards her quite 
naturally during our conversation. But now, I clearly made the move and was right at her side. She 
looked at me and did not even try to get away from me, which was a really good sign. Not that I had 
doubted this for a moment, or had I? Anyway, it was time to take things to the next level, so I gently 
put my hand on her slightly exposed upper leg, as her skirt had risen up while seated. She put her hand 
on top of mine and let it rest there. She turned her face so that we were eye to eye. For moments, we 
just glared at each other, as time stopped, or at least, that is how I experienced it. She moved her head 
an inch closer to me, so close I felt her breath on my skin, her breathing heavy now. She licked her lips 
and glared at mine, and then, she closed the final gap and, in that moment,  time really stood still 
as her lips latched onto mine. Full flesh on flesh, letting them glide against each other and then, sucking 
a bit on my lower lip before letting go for a moment only, before she came in for another one, this time, 
a more demanding, probing one, tongue darting out and invading my mouth, which I did not mind at all, 
letting her control me, like a puppet, which I liked, at least for now. Because I too, liked to be in control, 
most of the times. 

- - - - - - - - 
 Goodness, she tasted delicious, her juicy lips and the way she responded to me, well, we were 
in for a great start. Why the hell had I ever hesitated about coming her here tonight? Or had I? I sucked 
on her flesh of her lips, nibbling and running the tip of my tongue over them, then feeling bolder and 
bolder, my tongue finding its way inside of her mouth, I probed her, until she responded with her own 
and we danced a little just then, our tongues duelling inside of her mouth. I felt so invigorated and 
aroused, I knew this petting could not last long as I was so ready to take her. If I was honest, I had 
been ready and willing the moment she stepped into my office and if I had felt any bolder or more 
deprived I would most likely had pinned her onto the sofa there and taken her. Luckily, I had some 
relief so, I could keep it in my panties and be more professional in the moment. But now, all that was 
forgotten and all I could think about was getting her naked with me. 
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 I felt her hand burning the skin on my leg, and if I moved it just a little further, she could burn my 
other places too. I knew it was selfish of me, but I felt rather bold not that I was timid in anyway when 
it came to sex, but still, this was important to me for some reason, to not to feel selfish, but did not 
seem to be able to help myself so I assaulted her lips one more time, and with my hand on hers, I 
moved them both between my legs, spreading them as I did so. And she, did not seem to mind, rather 
was willingly going along. I moved her hand so close I could feel her fingertips touching my special 
spot, even if they weren’t there quite yet. With our lips were still locked, me having the lead for at least 
now, and then it all changed.  
 She pushed me gently against the back of the sofa, her lips taking control over mine now, and 
her fingers, found their target, touching the thin material covering my overflowing pussy. Everything 
she did to me was so arousing, making me hotter and wetter each passing second. Seemingly eager 
to please me, and I had no doubt she wasn’t, why would I? She pushed the thin material aside and 
then, her fingers started stroking my lips and clit, up and down, up and down, first with soft strokes, 
then adding pressure on each passing of my flesh. Stimulating my clit with just the right amount of 
pressure keeping me hanging on to her for dear life while the pending release was building each 
moment. The hot flashes behind my eyes flickering like lighting from a thunder, and the loud beating 
in my ears of my heart matching the storm inside of me. I was whimpering into her mouth, the kind of 
sounds, which were more pleading than commanding, something I rarely did, as I never begged. Not 
really. But with her, it seemed all bets were off, and she was the one commanding me now, and I loved 
it, all of it. It did not take long before she made me come in a mind-blowing orgasm, making me shake 
and whimper and keep a tight hold of her as all this was happening to my body. And well, it as new, all 
of this, the feelings I mean, not the coming part and I knew I would let her do what ever she wanted to 
me as I screamed by release after she released my lips as I came, hard, on her fingers. 
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1 CONTRIBUTOR, 1 MILLION DOLLARS (-$998,931) 
 
 As a recently published lesfic erotica author, I have come to understand the value of supporting 
the LGBTQ2+ writing community and want to do so in a more impactful way. As you have read up until 
this part of the magazine, you can surmise that this publication works with several different lesfic 
authors from all over the globe. In helping contributors to publish their work, this magazine enables 
authors to gain exposure and generate organic traffic to their work – hopefully supporting them in 
sales of their novels and compositions. 
 The magazine is free - 100% free for authors to submit to, free to distribute and free to read. 
The publication relies on all of you, and the communities online, to help distribute and get the word 
out. After all, community support is the best kind of support to have!  
 At the same time, I think it would be pretty neat (or as the kids say it would be lit, or perhaps it 
would be fire…sigh, I digress) to offer awards and recognition to authors who submit outstanding 
stories frequently. As such, Lusty Lesfemmes has started a GoFundMe page called Sensual Stories 
Supporting Women Who Love Women, which is dedicated to collecting donations to put towards a 
financial award and subsequent recognition for a lesfic erotica author. There is a modest goal of 
$1,069. 
 Fundraising will be an ongoing endeavour till the end of 2021 when a reader-favourite author 
will be announced and recognized in the following issue of Lusty Lesfemmes. If you feel like donating 
- yay! If not, that's okay - sharing is caring and it's zero cost!  
 Thank you to those who have already contributed and, an advance thanks to those who are 
clicking to donate. Let’s turn a Lusty Lesfemmes contributor into a rewarded one! 

 

file:///Users/jacquiemarshall/Library/Mobile%20Documents/com~apple~CloudDocs/Personal/Writing/LesFemmes%20Magazine/Lusty%20Lesfemmes_Issue%203_E2_Q22021/gf.me/u/zkn742
https://gofund.me/11ba0c15
https://gofund.me/11ba0c15
https://gofund.me/11ba0c15
https://gofund.me/ceebe471
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IT’S TIME TO SIN WITH TJ 
 
 A Shot of Absinthe, book 3.5 in the Pride 
Trilogy, is a lesbian erotica anthology featuring the 
Seven Deadly Sins. This anthology is a collection of 
deleted and bonus scenes from the three novels in 
my trilogy that were too hot and steamy to leave 
unread!  
 This anthology features fifteen wlw erotic 
scenes that never made it into the final trilogy and, 
as an extra incentive to get the juices flowing, here’s 
a sneak peak… 

PRIDE’S LAP DANCE 

A Harry & Lara Bonus Scene | POV; Pride 

 Sambuca, flames, and soaking wet abs! 
Intrigued? In Pride and the Stranger, Harry offers 
Lara a firefighter-themed lap dance. Read on for that 
lap dance in all it’s hot, delicious glory. 

- - - - - - - - 
 I pulled the heavy yellow Kevlar trousers over 
my hips, adjusting the red straps over my shoulders. 
I twisted, grinning as I admired my outfit in the mirror. 
My muscular abdomen rippled above the waistband, 
a black sports bra the only other item I wore save for 
my black boots. I flexed my biceps, the bulging  

muscles bringing a smile to my lips. 
 As I turned, the reflective strips on the side of the material caught the light. While Lara had 
requested I wear the trousers (well, Zoe had requested I wear them for Lara, because Lara had lost 
the ability to speak), I found the corner of my mouth lifting in a smirk as I checked myself out. I was the 
hottest woman I knew and there wasn’t anything about my physique that didn’t cause adrenaline to 
fire right through me. I was Pride and checking myself out was what I lived for. 
Firefighters weren’t only at the top of Lara’s list of role-playing fantasies. 
 I pulled my gaze away from my body, tousling my hair as I made my way back to the club. I 
tightened the thick black strap of my watch and slipped behind the bar, whispering a few quiet 
instructions to a new bartender who nodded in response. 
 I scanned the crowd while I waited for her to gather two jugs of icy water. She placed them at 
the other end of the bar before stepping out, speaking briefly to another bartender before 
disappearing towards the DJ booth. 
 She was back within a few minutes and I was pleased to hear her voice wavering when she 
returned, unable to hide the flush from her cheeks. She’d joined my team a month ago and, while she 
hadn’t realised and accepted the fact she was bisexual yet, I regularly caught her checking me out. 
Like Lara did when she first arrived, I thought, smiling at the memory. 
 My tanned skin and exposed six-pack was enough to make the bartender lose her train of  
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thought because she coughed and said, “Um, he’s um, it’ll be—” 
 I raised my hand to my neck, flexing my bicep again. “What, pet?” 
 She swallowed, trying to look anywhere else. Her dark brown eyes refused to catch mine as 
she ran a hand through her hair. “The DJ says he’ll be ready in a minute,” she finished , shuffling her 
feet. 
 “Thank you.” I scanned the crowd again, spotting Althea in the far corner keeping Lara occupied 
until I was ready. Do you think she’ll like it? I thought, not even trying to hide the sarcastic edge to my 
tone. 
 You know the answer to that, Althea replied, glancing in my direction. She snagged her bottom 
lip between her teeth, her eyes widening when she also lost her train of thought. 
I wiggled my eyebrows and turned so she could admire the outfit. The firefighter trousers were heavy 
with numerous pockets, and the thick red straps over my muscled, broad shoulders brought a sparkle 
to her eye. 
 I winked, and she shook her head with a smirk, looking back towards Lara who must have asked 
her a question. I leaned a shoulder against the wall while I waited, enjoying the sensuous curves and 
enticing shades of green in Althea’s dress. The knee-length fabric matched her eyes. A tightness 
spread through my core as I watched the silky material gliding over her skin. 
 I lost myself for a few moments, admiring the literal manifestation of Lust in front of me, when 
a change in the music caused me to stand up straighter, my gaze rising to the dance floor. Another 
bartender walked towards me, nodding his head as he passed, placing a bottle of Sambuca next to 
the two jugs of water. 
 It was time. 
 I saw a chair sitting in the middle of the dance floor as requested and caught the DJ’s eye. I 
grinned and double checked that my brand-new Zippo lighter was in my pocket. 
 The lights dimmed and there was a confused murmur throughout the club as everyone tried to 
determine what was happening. I’d offered Lara a lap dance at the start of the night, but after four 
hours and far too many shots, I think she’d forgotten. No one else knew what I was about to do. 
I made my way towards the centre of the room at the same time Althea guided Lara to the chair. A 
single spotlight illuminated me and Lara’s mouth gaped. 
 She froze, unable to blink. Her breath was shallow, her neck flushing a delightful pink as her 
hungry gaze travelled the length of my body. She gulped and forced out a single sound. “Fuck.” 
 “I always keep my promises, pet,” I murmured, straddling her lap. Her hands landed on my thighs, 
fisting the material. I smacked them away. “Haven’t you had a lap dance before?” I asked, arching my 
brow. “You’re not allowed to touch.” 
 “W-What?” she stammered. 
 I leaned closer, my lips grazing her earlobe. “I said … you’re not allowed to touch,” I repeated, 
enunciating and drawing out every word, the tone of my voice dropping to a husky, breathless 
command. “Unless I tell you to.” 
 She shuddered and a look of frustration crossed her face. We hadn’t even started yet and she 
was already losing her composure. 
 I pulled back to look at her, biting my lip. I placed my hands on my waist, moving them seductively 
over my torso, up my ribs to cup my breasts. My nipples hardened underneath my palms and Lara’s 
breath hitched. 
 I winked as the song I’d chosen to dance to kicked in. 
 The bass thudded throughout the club and I rocked my hips against her, trailing my hands back 
down my body. She forgot the rules when she grabbed my thighs again. 
 “Three strikes and it’s over,” I warned. 
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 She groaned and pulled them away. Her eyes never left mine as I touched myself, pressing 
harder against her centre. 
 I stood up and took a step back. The look of panic on her face was astounding. 
 “Where are you going?” She sat up and leaned forward. 
 “I’m not going anywhere, pet,” I replied, dropping to my knees in front of her. I kept my hands 
behind my back, watching her bottom lip swell while I sparked the Zippo. 
 A ring of blue flame engulfed us in a wide circle. She gasped, whipping her head around to study 
the flames as the crowd started cheering. One of my bartenders had drawn a circle of Sambuca on 
the dance floor moments before I’d arrived. The flames would burn out quickly, but seeing the bright 
blue reflecting in Lara’s eyes was worth it. 
 Scared, pet? I thought, crawling towards her. I didn’t speak out loud; the music was so deafening 
she wouldn’t have heard me anyway. 
 No, she replied, her telepathic voice breathless and desperate. She watched me crawling 
towards her on all fours. When I reached her feet, I knelt upright, slipping the red straps from my 
shoulders and allowing them to fall to my waist. 
 I slid my hands up my body again, my fingers hesitating when I reached my nipples. After a short 
suggestive delay, I continued up my throat, fisting the hair at the base of my neck before moving back 
down again. 
 Placing my hands on her thighs, I forced her knees apart and moved closer. My height brought 
me to her level, and I locked her in a fierce gaze. I caressed myself again, feathering my fingers over 
the contours of my tight abdomen. The look she gave me was powerful - full of lust, desire, and deep 
yearning. 
 I stood up and turned around before sitting backwards on her lap, facing away from her. Her 
hands clenched into fists at her sides as she tried hard not to touch, her lips millimetres from my bare 
shoulder. I held her wrists, tilted my head back to rest against her, and exposed my throat. 
 The flames died out around us and Althea appeared behind Lara with her own wicked grin. I 
winked at her as she poured the ice-cold water down my chest, drenching my abdomen and soaking 
Lara beneath me. 
 Lara gasped and I gripped her wrists harder, bringing her hands to my stomach. I gave her ten 
seconds to feel me, tensing my six-pack under her splayed hands and rolling my hips. She moaned in 
my ear. 
 The water droplets glistened when I stood up again and turned to face her. Placing the heel of 
my hands on her shoulders, I leaned forwards so her mouth was at my chest, my sports bra soaked 
and dripping. 
 “Lick,” I commanded. 
 Her tongue darted out without hesitation and lapped at the icy water lingering on my collarbone. 
She groaned, pressing her tongue against my skin, tracing a path up my throat before nibbling my 
neck. 
 I pulled back and she squeezed her eyes shut, her chest heaving.  
 The song was halfway through now. I waited until she opened her eyes again before kneeling 
between her legs and reaching under her chair. 
 She couldn’t look away from me while I poured the second jug of water over some dry ice hidden 
in a container underneath. The ice crackled, the noise disguised by the music, but the mist enveloped 
us both. Lara looked around, her mouth opening in shock. 
 I grinned, my lips parting as more mist rose around us. I placed the jug down and pulled out the 
bottle of Sambuca, standing again to straddle her thighs. 
 Placing a finger under her chin, I tilted her head back and poured a generous shot of Sambuca 

 



 

 34 

 
 

 

into her mouth. She swallowed, a tiny trickle lingering on her bottom lip. I leaned forward, crushing my 
lips against hers in a hungry kiss. 
 She gripped my waist again and, for a brief moment, I let her touch me. I rolled my pelvis, 
moaning against her mouth, deepening the kiss and holding a handful of hair at the base of her neck 
to keep her steady. 
 Her hands moved around my back and down to my arse, gripping my cheeks through the thick 
material of the Kevlar trousers. She squeezed and another moan rumbled in her chest. 
 I wrenched my head away, my breath shallow and my heart racing. Her hands trailed up my 
torso, massaging my breasts through the wet fabric of my sports bra, wringing the material and 
sending more water trickling down my abdomen, adding to the dampness of her T-shirt beneath me. 
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 “Two and a half,” I murmured, and it took Lara a 
second before she whipped her hands away. I smirked, 
reaching into one of the trouser pockets. I pulled out a 
length of red rope, wrapping the cord around her wrists 
and pulling them tight behind the chair. A small groan 
lingered in her throat when I pulled her shoulders back. 
 “You definitely can’t touch this time,” I whispered, 
standing up and swaying my hips in time with the music 
while I removed my bra. 
 Her jaw dropped, and I caught her squeezing her 
thighs together, trying to dispel the ache in her clit. I 
couldn’t blame her; if I’d been the lucky one to watch me 
dance, I’d have been touching myself long before now. 
 I winked and cupped my breasts. I wasn’t shy about 
my body and the gathering around me were all people who 
had most likely seen my breasts anyway. Except perhaps 
the new bartender. 
 I glanced over to see she’d frozen to the spot, her 
jaw agape. Another bartender was trying to get her 
attention, but she was oblivious, unable to drag her eyes 
away from me. I flashed her a wicked grin. 
 I turned back to Lara to find her eyes focused  

intently on my hands, trying to sneak a peek at my nipples. Her lip was back between her teeth. I 
straddled her again, staying on my feet but removing my hands from my chest and pressing my body 
against her. 
 I held the back of her chair and braced, tilting it onto the back two legs. She gasped, unable to 
prevent herself from falling due to her hands tied behind her back. I grinned again, lowering the back 
of the chair further towards the floor. 
 “You don’t think I’d let you fall, do you?” I leaned close enough so that her lips grazed my breast 
as I stood over her. 
 “I fell for you a long time ago,” she replied, desperately trying to lick my nipple. I pulled back, just 
out of reach of her exploring tongue. 
 “I know.” I lowered her closer to the floor before pulling her chair upright again. I knew how much 
she wanted me and I never let her forget it. 
 The song was ending, so I untied her wrists from behind her but held them tight. I brought them 
to my chest, holding them just far enough away that she couldn’t touch. I hesitated, then moved closer  
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to her ear and let out a sensual, feminine moan just for her.  
 I stood back up with a wicked grin and took a full step back when the song trailed away. 
 I held out my hands. Lara took a moment before trusting her legs, then clasped them and I 
hauled her to her feet. Pulling her towards me, I chuckled at the wetness of her clothes. “Acceptable, 
pet?” 
 “God, yes,” she replied. She was still panting, and her pulse throbbed under my mouth when I 
pressed my lips to her throat. She inhaled and closed her eyes. “Although, I have a very serious 
problem—” 
 I grabbed her hand, already tugging her towards my flat. “I’ll fix that now,” I growled. “Come.” 
 “Yes, please. Quickly.” 
 I flew up the stairs, pulling Lara behind me and dragging her inside. I’d barely shut the door 
before I forced her against it, fumbling with the zipper on her jeans and slipping my tongue into her 
mouth. 
 She gasped and seized my waist, drawing me closer. Breaking the kiss, she whispered, “I’m 
allowed to touch you now, right?” 
 “I’d be disappointed if you didn’t,” I replied, my own arousal shooting through me. I lowered her 
jeans, slipped my hand inside her underwear, and pushed two fingers inside her. 
 “Holy shit,” she groaned. She was soaking wet already, and I’m not talking about her water-
drenched T-shirt. I captured her lips in another kiss and pressed deeper, my other hand snaking up 
her chest to her throat. 
 Her eyes widened when I tightened my grip. I locked her in a fierce gaze, my breaths getting 
heavier as I fucked her against the door. 
 She moaned again, another sensual rumble, and bent her knees. I scratched my fingernails 
down the skin on her neck, observing the thin red streaks as they appeared in the dull light, before I 
moved my hand higher and clamped it over her mouth. 
 “Can you be quiet?” I asked, thrusting harder. 
 She shook her head and I heard another muffled groan behind my palm. 
 “It’s a good thing my flat is soundproofed then.” I uncovered her mouth to grab her arse, hoisting 
her up and slamming her against the door. She wrapped her legs around my waist and squeezed my 
breasts, her mouth opening in ecstasy as the climax built inside her. 
 “Fuck. You feel so good,” she gasped, pinching my nipples between her fingers and tugging. We 
were both still soaking wet from the icy water Althea had poured over us and her fingers slipped over 
my skin. 
 I growled when she tugged harder, my nipples aching and my pussy flooding. She was rougher 
with me these days, and I adored it. If I had a choice, rough and rugged was how I liked it. 
 I grit my teeth, sweat running over my collarbone to join the water droplets as I held her up. Her 
thighs spread and her ankles wrapped around my back. Her wetness made my core clench, and I 
pounded faster. 
 Her luxurious moans ceased for a single heartbeat. 
 She screamed as I tipped her over the edge. The climax shook her legs and curled her toes. 
She squeezed her eyes shut and another rip-roaring scream echoed through my flat when she threw 
her head back, her entire body convulsing. 
 A fire lit up in my eyes as I watched her. Her pussy clenched around my fingers, and I let out my 
own wanting moan, my arousal pooling inside me. 
 It was several minutes before she quietened. I withdrew slowly, holding her until I was confident 
her legs would support her. She draped her arms around my neck while she panted. I kissed her hair 
and took a moment to catch my breath. 
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 “You OK?” I asked.  
 She nodded, wiping her forehead with the back of her hand. “But I am very sweaty.” 
 “That’s because I’m hot stuff.” I giggled. 
 “You’re not a very good firefighter then. You’re supposed to douse the flames, not encourage 
them.” 
 “Ooh, burn.” 
 She rolled her eyes. “Was that a firefighter pun?” 
 “That depends. Did you like it?” 
 She chuckled. “No.” 
 “I don’t care. It was a firefighter pun, and I’m proud of it. Bite me.” 
 “Gladly.” 

 

A Shot of Absinthe • Amazon • Twitter (@TJDallas7) • Website 
 

 
 

https://www.goodreads.com/book/show/55992376-a-shot-of-absinthe
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https://twitter.com/TJDallas7
https://tjdallas.home.blog/
https://www.amazon.ca/TJ-Dallas/e/B086JML9G7/ref=dp_byline_cont_pop_ebooks_1
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SHOWERS DON’T GET ANY HOTTER 
A PASSAGE FROM ‘THE LESBIAN BILLIONAIRES CLUB’ BY KC LUCK 
 
 The shower slowly fills with steam as I undress. Like the rest of the penthouse, the master bath 
is grand, and the luxurious walk-in shower is its centerpiece. Claire is already naked and under the 
spray of hot water, letting it cascade over her in a manner so sensual and erotic, I pause to watch. Her 
long blonde hair slowly turns darker as she wets it, and I have the sudden urge to take it in my hands. 
I quickly finish removing my clothes and join her just as she turns her back to the spray. Her body is 
on display for me and a throb of desire pulses between my legs, so intense I tremble. The heat of the 
water, and perhaps my proximity, has tightened her nipples and made her skin flush a pinker shade. I 
want all of it, but first, I am drawn to her hair.  
 Stepping closer, so our skin brushes, I feel her body stiffen with excitement. This dance is not 
just for me. I reach up and take a strand of her hair between my fingers, relishing the texture. “Let me 
wash this for you,” I say looking into her eyes. There is so much passion there, so much want, I almost 
reconsider. Taking her in the shower at this moment is very appealing, but I also know anticipation is 
the greatest aphrodisiac. After a moment, she nods, making me smile. I am grateful she has come back 
to me, and this can be part of my apology. 
 Gently, I turn her around, relishing the feel of her under my hands. Hot, wet skin. So tempting, 
but I inhale a deep breath to calm my racing heart. The need to take her is strong, but I pick up the 
shampoo and put some in my hand. Slowly, I lather it in her hair, running my fingers through a little at 
a time, and appreciating the beauty of the color. Golden, my favorite, and long trailing down between 
her shoulders. So perfect. Massaging as I go, I hear her moan under my touch, and again I must check 
myself as I twitch in response. This is such sweet torture for both of us.  
 “Turn around,” I tell her, and she obeys closing her eyes before tipping her head back so the 
water pours through it, rinsing away the soap. Some of it slips down the front of her, and I bite my lip 
when it slides over her hard nipples. This is too much to bear.  I reach out to run my thumb across her 
breast’s surface. If I surprise her, she doesn't show it and instead arches into my touch. I growl in 
response as my fingers slide over her slippery skin and squeeze. She shivers but keeps her eyes 
closed, pushing harder into my hand, and I love how she relishes my touch. Slowly, I step closer until 
we are pressed together under the hot spray. The mixture of the wet heat and the slide of our skin on 
skin is exquisite.  
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 With her head back, I see the contour of her neck and the beat of a racing pulse. Moving on 
instinct, I run my tongue along the spot and am rewarded with a gasp. The sound drives me crazy, the 
way she does it, and I answer by trailing my mouth up her neck until I am at her ear. “I want you,” I 
whisper, and her hands reach for me slipping around my waist.  
 “Then take me,” she moans, and the words make me want her all the more. Never have I had a 
lover more in sync with my need. An ache between my legs threatens to distract me, yet, I want to go 
slow. I want to relish this moment a little longer because once I start to fuck her, I won't be able to 
control myself. 
 “Turn back around,” I say, and she does so without question just before I take her by the hips 
to roughly pull her backside against me. Again, she gasps, and I bite my lip with anticipation. “Lean 
forward. Put your hands on the wall.” 
 She does what I want, splaying her fingers over the gray tile, then looks over her shoulder at 
me. “Like this?” she asks, her voice breathless. I know she is as turned on as I am, and this thrills me 
as I move my thigh between hers to spread her legs. “Yes,” I growl. “Perfect.” Even in the steam of the 
shower, I feel the heat between her thighs on my skin. As I slide my hands up her back, wrapping one 
in her hair running down between her shoulders, she begins to tremble. I know she does not know 
what to expect, which excites her even more. A small smile plays over my lips, and I decide to tell her 
as I move my other hand down her body. “Claire, I’m going to take you from behind. Right here in the 
shower.”  
 

 Her cry of anticipation is all I need to slip 
between her legs and find her swollen lips. They 
are spread and inviting me in. With a moan I can’t 
control, I fill her with two fingers, while I hold her 
in place with my hand clenching her hair. She is 
trapped against the tile and my hand inside her, 
and I can tell by her moans, she loves it. 
 “Oh God,” she cries when I pull out and 
then slide back in, harder and faster than the first 
thrust.  “You feel so good.”  
 “What do you want?” I ask her, and I thrust 
inside her again, going deeper. She whimpers and 
doesn't seem able to answer, so I pull back and 
wait. “Answer me. What do you want?” 
 “You,” she moans. “I want you.” 
 I reward her with another thrust with my 
fingers, and then another, going faster. “And how 
do you want me?” 
 A low moan comes from her throat. “I want 
you harder,” she gasps. “Harder.” I comply, 
bending her forward a little more by her hair 
before moving to three fingers and stretching her 
until she is full. Another cry from her mouth. 
“Jesus,” she pants. “You’re incredible.” This is 
what I want to hear from her, need to hear from 
her, and I fuck her faster. She starts to buck her 
hips to match my thrusts, and I know she is close. 
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 “Tell me when you come. Scream it.” This is all she needs, and as I continue to slide in and out, 
the orgasm rocks her. 
 “I’m coming,” she cries out. “Oh God. What are you doing to me?” It is all I need to nearly push 
me over as well, and I slip out of her to touch myself. My clit is throbbing, and with practiced fingers, I 
make myself climax while the waves of pleasure still wash over her.  
 Before the intensity subsides, I turn her around and take her in my arms. We both tremble on 
unsteady legs, so I just hold her for a minute letting the hot water rain down on our bodies. She nuzzles 
her face in my neck as her breathing slows toward normal. “How do you know just how to touch me?” 
she asks. The question is a good one. My body seems to know exactly what Claire needs without my 
really thinking about it. 

A CLUB WELL-WORTH THE MEMBERSHIP FEES 

 

Amazon •  Twitter (@kc_luck_author) •  Website 

 

https://www.amazon.ca/s?k=kc+luck&i=digital-text&ref=nb_sb_noss_1
https://twitter.com/kc_luck_author
https://www.kc-luck.com/index.html
https://www.amazon.ca/s?k=kc+luck&i=digital-text&ref=nb_sb_noss_1
https://www.gofundme.com/f/sensual-stories-supporting-women-who-love-women?member=8998728&utm_campaign=p_cp+share-sheet&utm_medium=copy_link_all&utm_source=customer
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With summer around the corner, it’s time to find fresh pages to flip! Here’s a reading list with a few 
new, and old, favorites that will keep you entertained and satisfied no matter what the season brings. 
Happy reading ladies! 

YOU AND ME BY JADE WINTERS 
 

 
Buy Now 

The only person standing between Alice and Machu Picchu, 
Haight Ashbury and the Great Barrier Reef just dumped her for 
someone else. 
 
But with her ticket booked, her backpack overstuffed and her 
Lonely Planet underlined, Alice gets news of her mother's stroke. 
 
Returning home to look after her, Alice meets Kerry, the nurse 
assigned to care for her mum. Frustrated, heartbroken and 
caught in the headlights, the last thing Alice needs is another 
relationship, but there's something about Kerry which draws her 
in. As time passes, professional ethics are tested and lines blur 
as Alice and Kerry grow closer. 
 
However, when Alice discovers Kerry's secret, she decides that 
fate may have brought them together... but fate, it appears, has a 
mind of its own... 

https://www.amazon.ca/You-Me-Jade-Winters-ebook/dp/B08S7BR8C7/ref=sr_1_9_sspa?crid=3VSEBLPBTVE22&dchild=1&keywords=lesbian+erotcia+books&qid=1620363391&s=books&sprefix=lesbian+er%2Cdigital-text%2C220&sr=1-9-spons&psc=1&spLa=ZW5jcnlwdGVkUXVhbGlmaWVyPUExVU4zNDVBTEVZNjRRJmVuY3J5cHRlZElkPUEwNTQ4MjIzMUs4VUdNWUkwUERMUCZlbmNyeXB0ZWRBZElkPUEwMTYzNTE5TTBTSFVIUE9ZNVZCJndpZGdldE5hbWU9c3BfbXRmJmFjdGlvbj1jbGlja1JlZGlyZWN0JmRvTm90TG9nQ2xpY2s9dHJ1ZQ==
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BEING HERS BY ANNA STONE 

 
Buy Now 

 

Melanie has spent her entire life working her way up in the world. 
By day, she studies at law school, and by night, she serves drinks 
at an exclusive club to afford her tuition. But the hard-working 
Melanie will never admit her true desire: to escape from her fast-
paced, high-pressure life, if only for a moment.  
 
When Melanie meets Vanessa, a glamorous executive and a 
regular at the club, she is drawn to the enigmatic black-haired 
woman. Vanessa is relentless in pursuing what she wants—and 
what she wants is Melanie. Soon, Melanie finds herself caught 
up in Vanessa’s sensual games of submission.  
 
Melanie insists that her affair with Vanessa remain purely 
physical. But as her limits are tested, so is the line between lust 
and love. When ghosts from the past reappear, both women 
must face their deepest fears. Can Melanie surrender her 
everything to Vanessa, or will old wounds prove too great? 

WELCOME TO RUBY’S BY KC LUCK 
 
Allie Dawson and her group of friends consider Ruby’s their 
second home. The bar is where they all go to commiserate over 
drinks about crappy jobs, wrecked relationships, and life in 
general. Everyone is family and everyone comes to Ruby’s.  
 
Even though her job sucks, Allie’s life appears to be taking an 
especially good turn when a gorgeous dark-haired stranger 
comes walking into Ruby’s and sweeps her off her feet. As much 
as she wants to deny how she feels, the chemistry between 
them is an eleven on a scale of one to ten.  
 
Struggling through a nasty divorce, Vivian Wade is not looking 
for any more complications in her already crazy life, but when 
she goes north to Portland to check on business, she sees a 
blonde woman who takes her breath away. Although a 
relationship is the last thing she wants, she cannot deny what 
her body is telling her.  
 
When their worlds collide, all starts perfectly, until Allie learns 
Ruby’s has been sold to an investor. A woman from Los Angeles, 
named Vivian, who plans to change everything. 

 
 

Buy Now 

https://www.amazon.ca/Being-Hers-Irresistibly-Bound-Book-ebook/dp/B07DHX84KJ/ref=sr_1_50?dchild=1&keywords=lesbian+erotcia+books&qid=1620364505&s=books&sr=1-50
https://www.amazon.ca/Welcome-Rubys-KC-Luck/dp/1728970814/ref=sr_1_1?dchild=1&keywords=Welcome+to+Ruby%27s+kc&qid=1620624668&sr=8-1
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DON’T CRY FOR ME BY RACHEL LACEY 
 
A frosty television host, a bubbly bar owner, and a litter of abandoned 
kittens. The recipe for ratings gold…or heartbreak? 
 
Eve Marlow has her eyes on the prize: a third season of her popular 
business makeover show, Do Over. But when her ratings take an 
unexpected dive, Eve needs a blockbuster new client, or she can kiss 
season three goodbye. She has her work cut out for her, and that’s 
before she discovers a litter of newborn kittens in a trash can. Now she’s 
desperate to find someone to take them so she can concentrate on 
reviving her career. 
 
Josie Swanson had to put her kitten rescue on the back burner when she 
inherited her father’s bar two years ago. Since then, she’s invested all her 
time and energy into keeping it afloat, but despite her best efforts, 
Swanson’s is going under. When she gets a phone call from Eve Marlow, 
host of the television show Josie applied to earlier that year, the woman 
she’s convinced can save her bar, Josie hopes her luck has finally turned. 

 
Buy Now 

Eve knows what she needs to succeed, and it isn’t Josie—or her bar. There’s no denying the chemistry 
sizzling between them, though. Josie’s personality is as vibrant as her turquoise-tipped hair. She stirs 
things in Eve that haven’t been stirred in a long time, but there’s a reason she keeps her heart under 
lock and key. Eve stands to lose a lot more than her TV show if she lets her guard down, no matter 
how tempted she is to see if Josie’s love would be worth the risk. 

THE LADY'S GUIDE TO CELESTIAL MECHANICS BY OLIVIA WAITE 

 
Buy Now 

 
As Lucy Muchelney watches her ex-lover’s sham of a wedding, she 
wishes herself anywhere else. It isn’t until she finds a letter from the 
countess of Moth, looking for someone to translate a groundbreaking 
French astronomy text, that she knows where to go. Showing up at 
the countess’ London home, she hoped to find a challenge, not a 
woman who takes her breath away. 
 
Catherine St Day looks forward to a quiet widowhood once her late 
husband’s scientific legacy is fulfilled. She expected to hand off the 
translation and wash her hands of the project - instead, she is 
intrigued by the young woman who turns up at her door, begging to 
be allowed to do the work, and she agrees to let Lucy stay. But as 
Catherine finds herself longing for Lucy, everything she believes 
about herself and her life is tested. 

While Lucy spends her days interpreting the complicated French text, she spends her nights falling in 
love with the alluring Catherine. But sabotage and old wounds threaten to sever the threads that bind 
them. Can Lucy and Catherine find the strength to stay together, or are they doomed to be star-
crossed lovers? 

https://www.amazon.ca/Dont-Cry-Midnight-Manhattan-Book-ebook/dp/B0844QBD2V/ref=sr_1_22_sspa?crid=3VSEBLPBTVE22&dchild=1&keywords=lesbian+erotcia+books&qid=1620363927&s=books&sprefix=lesbian+er%2Cdigital-text%2C220&sr=1-22-spons&psc=1&spLa=ZW5jcnlwdGVkUXVhbGlmaWVyPUEyVTRPRlNRSUEwV0pLJmVuY3J5cHRlZElkPUEwMDk3NzYyMjBTQU9CNDc3WEE2QSZlbmNyeXB0ZWRBZElkPUEwNjg4NTMzMUs0REJIQjJIUUVOWCZ3aWRnZXROYW1lPXNwX2J0ZiZhY3Rpb249Y2xpY2tSZWRpcmVjdCZkb05vdExvZ0NsaWNrPXRydWU=
https://www.amazon.ca/dp/B07XM8S6YH?plink=XkG8TD3DoZyph7zV&ref=adblp13npsbx_0_10_im
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