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Chapter One
 
                 
 
                 As soon as I saw her across the party, plucking at the straw in her drink with the ruby bow of her lips, I knew I had to meet her. She was slender and young, a scout to be sure, with golden hair braided to match her medieval dress. And what a dress! My mystery woman was wrapped in crimson velvet and a heart-speckled bodice that cradled her like the hands of a dozen lovers. Her porcelain cleavage was no doubt enhanced by a hidden corset. My only criticism was that her skirt fell to her ankles, so I could not see what I imagined were long legs and a fit bottom. 
 
                 Of course, I also could not see her face. Pamela Candy, the party's planner, had insisted that every woman wear a mask. This was a masquerade, after all. My two young scouts, innocent Jennifer, and Ashley with her troubled past, wore pink masks so that I could spot them mingling with the other huntresses and scouts. 
 
                 It was gratifying to see them spending most of the party together, although I had seen Jennifer disappear into one of the curtained alcoves of the extravagant faux-stonework castle. I think she was with the Hunt Mother's scout, Casey and had emerged from their encounter with a familiar flush in her cheeks and her dark hair slightly ruffled.
 
                 Not that it mattered who Jennifer saw or what she did in that alcove. I had no intention of prying or trying to control who my scouts spent their time with at the party, but I quietly approved of Casey. She was a lovely and kind scout and one of the Hunt Mother's favorites.
 
                 The object of my affection put aside her drink. She took a small compact out from a clutch purse and began to fix her ruby lipstick. She was illuminated by the flickering light of one of the LED torches ensconced on the walls. I had to say something to her. She was gorgeous and by herself. The whole point of the party was to meet new people and have brief, tawdry encounters in one of Pamela's little alcoves. 
 
                 God, what I wanted to do to that girl in one of the alcoves. It would have violated a fire code.
 
                 "Something on your mind?" 
 
                 The voice belonged to my good friend Marissa, the woman who had gotten me into the Artemis Society. A dear friend and casual lover. She was nearly bursting out of her blue corseted dress and her matching blue mask had a distinctly feline appearance. She handed me a fresh drink and spotted who I was watching as she sidled up beside me. 
 
                 "Ooooh, she's a pretty one," said Marissa. "I can't tell who she is with that mask on. Are you going to go say something?"
 
                 "What do I say?" I laughed.
 
                 "'Want to fuck?'" said Marissa with a serious expression. "Want to duck into one of these little booths and get your kitty licked by a real woman? Or were you going to smother those pretty lips with your pussy?"
 
                 "Very clever lines," I said, and buried my smile behind the rim of my glass.
 
                 "Sometimes the direct approach is the best. But I don't want to be too pushy tonight. I just wanted to see how my best friend was doing. Where are Jen and Ashley?"
 
                 I pointed them out across the room. Jennifer had rejoined Ashley and brought Casey along with her. To my eye, the three were the most beautiful women in the room. Not counting the blonde I had been eyeing for the last ten minutes.
 
                 "Oh, they look so sexy," said Marissa. "I was worried about how Ashley would fit in, but everyone loves her."
 
                 "She's adjusting," I agreed. "It was hard for her going from walking the streets to living here. She still has some trust issues, but she is getting better."
 
                 "Do you think she might trust me?" asked Marissa with a wink. When she saw my mortified expression she gave me a bump with her shapely hip. "Oh, come on, don't be a prude. I just want to have a little fun with her. I'll pretend I didn't recognize her with the mask on if it makes you feel better."
 
                 I rolled my eyes, but she was right. Tonight was about breaking out of our sexual ruts and having fun with someone new. I always had to fight against the urge to be protective, or possessive, of my scouts. I gave Marissa a shrug of permission. "If you can convince her to join you in one of those booths then I won't ask for the gory details of what happens behind the curtain."
 
                 "Mmmm, gory indeed. I may have to write another novella after what I have in mind for that naughty little wench." Marissa gave me a pat on my bottom. She was about to say something else, perhaps another push to go talk to the blonde, when her expression suddenly darkened. "Oh, I just realized I have to be somewhere else. I'm sure we'll talk again later, Autumn."
 
                 The source of my friend's sudden discomfort was none other than Lillian Venture. The icy blonde was unmistakable in her black leather corset and knee-high black boots. Although her costume of leather and vinyl was cut in the fashion of a medieval king's court, it was looked to me more like she walked out of some sort of bondage porno. 
 
                 She was holding several silver chains clipped to a studded belt around her hips. Lillian usually had at least one of her scouts leashed by a chain to a collar around the girl's neck, but tonight the collars hung empty at the ends of the chains. Even the Lodge's chief disciplinarian had let her girls off the leash for the night.
 
                 "Hello, Miss Douglas." A slightly mocking smile curled Lillian's pretty lips as she sidled over to me. "I couldn't help but notice you don't have anyone on your arm for the evening."
 
                 "Sorry, Lillian, I'm not interested." 
 
                 Her hiss of laughter was like ice dropped down the back of my dress. I nearly spilled my drink.
 
                 "I assure you, my tastes are strictly for younger woman. Although you do look quite beautiful in your dress." She took a sip of the blue potion she was drinking. "I actually wondered if I might speak with you about the upcoming election. It is in just a few weeks, as you know, and I wanted to know if I could have your support."  
 
                 No, she most certainly could not have my support. Lillian Venture was trying to take over the Artemis Society by challenging the founder and Hunt Mother, Heather Bancroft, it what was normally a perfunctory election. There were whispers that Lillian's campaign was gathering momentum through some underhanded means. It was the first time the ice queen had approached me directly. 
 
                 "I still haven't decided who I will be supporting," I fibbed. "I will certainly keep you in mind."
 
                 "Yes, keep me in mind." Lillian stroked a lock of hair from her face. I'm sure it dates me to admit this, but even as a blonde, Lillian always reminded me of the weird women from that Robert Palmer Addicted to Love video. Barely even human. "Enjoy the party, Autumn. There are a lot of beautiful young ladies available. I'm sure even you could find someone willing to indulge you."
 
                 What a charmer. Rather than clawing her face off, I smiled and nodded.              I could not help but flick my eyes to that stunning young blonde standing by herself. She was still all alone and, as Lillian bid me farewell and slithered off to menace someone else, I decided to make my move. 
 
                 I walked straight across the party to where the blonde scout stood leaning her shoulder against the wall. The glow of the flickering LED danced over her collarbones and deepened the shadow between her breasts. The quality and perfect fit of her elegant dress became even more evident up close. Her narrow waist was cradled in satin. The pale cream of her cleavage was framed with delicate black lace. 
 
                 She flashed her blue eyes and smiled up at me as she realized I was not just another person walking past.
 
                 "I've been looking for you all night," I said. 
 
                 "Excuse me?" She was clearly caught off guard by my opening line. 
 
                 "Ever since I showed up at the party I have been looking for you and I didn't know it until just now. Just before I walked across the whole party to say hello to the most beautiful girl here."
 
                 "Me?" she fluttered her lashes and my heart did a little flip and a flop.
 
                 "Yes," I said, touching her hands as she clutched them against her breasts. "I can't look away from you. What is your name?"
 
                 "Polly," she said and bit her lips coquettishly. "You're Autumn. I remember you from your induction ceremony. That was so hot."
 
                 Her name sounded familiar to me. I had met so many young women at the Lodge it was hard to say when I had encountered Polly before. It didn't matter. I pushed ahead with Marissa's suggestion to be forward.
 
                 "Goodness, look at you," I teased Polly's braided hair and ran my fingers over her shoulder. She shuddered, as if my fingers tickled, but she did not pull away. I let my hands trail down her arms to her slender waist. I pulled her against me. "You're so gorgeous. I want you, Polly. Let me take you into one of those booths and peel that dress off." 
 
                 I leaned in to kiss her and at the last moment she pulled away. I thought I might have pressed too quickly. I cursed myself for listening to Marissa's advice and coming in so hot. But then Polly gave me a mischievous smile and I knew she wasn't offended.
 
                 "I'm not going to walk into one of those booths with you," she said. "If you want me...you're going to have to catch me."
 
                 In a whirl of satin, silk, and lace she disappeared through the crowd, heading for the stairs. I chased after her. My big breasts nearly bursting from my bodice as I made my way as quickly as I could. I knocked into more than one huntress who gave me a cross look. I said my apologies and forged ahead. I wasn't going to lose her. 
 
                 I emerged from the curtained stairwell and into the blue moonlight that painted the hedges of the Lodge's courtyard. The smell of night flowering jasmine perfumed the summer air. I found Polly standing in the grass where the scouts sometimes like to play a shortened game of soccer. She was barefoot and holding her high heels, just standing there and waiting for me.
 
                 "You've caught me," she said as I walked up behind her.
 
                 "I think you let me catch you," I replied, stopping just short of her and watching her toes wriggle in the soft grass.
 
                 "Maybe so," she said. "Will you be gentle now that you've caught me?"
 
                 "Gentle?" I pressed behind her and caressed her bare arms. "Is that what you want?"
 
                 She smiled at me over her shoulder.
 
                 "Can I still say 'no' to you?" she whispered.
 
                 "Always," I promised.
 
                 "No," she shook her head. "I don't think I can refuse someone as beautiful as you." 
 
                 Our lips met in a searing collision. Polly took one of my hands and guided it beneath the swell of her breasts at to the soft fabric of her skirt. She pressed my fingers against her mound as her lips part and invited my tongue to explore the sweetness of her mouth. She moaned as my hand cradled her teenage sex. I could feel her heat through her skirt. I squeezed and rubbed her as I ravished her with my kiss.
 
                 I caught her lower lip between my teeth, stretching it out gently as I pulled away and then releasing it. She let out a quiet gasp and thrust herself ever so slightly against my hand. Her breasts heaved in the confinement of her bodice, rising and falling with her excited breathing, her eyes reflecting the moonlight as she looked at me with all the innocent lust of a girl being kissed for the first time.
 
                 "God you are so beautiful," I moaned. "Come with me, Polly. Let's go into the hedges."
 
                 She nodded and took the hand I offered her. We stole in amongst the courtyard's hedges. It was darker and more private there. She turned her back to me again and I unlaced her corseted bodice. I slid it from her shoulders and kissed the back of her swan-like neck. My hands stroked down her back and my fingers slipped into the back of her sheer black panties. Her delicious ass was round and muscular and warm beneath my hands. I stripped her panties down her thighs and they dropped to her ankles. Her porcelain skin prickled with her excitement and I quieted her sighs with my lips.
 
                 Polly was the most beautiful girl I had ever seen, not just in that lusty moment, but anywhere, ever. Her skin was flawless. The only marking on her was a tiny tattoo just above her ankle. It was a stylized peacock, pretty, but still out of place marking Polly's blushing innocence. Her legs were long and slender, her waist narrow but wide in her hips, and between her legs, her ass an invitation to be touched, and her delicate cunt covered in a neat triangle of golden hair. 
 
                 She hid her breasts with her arms. I pulled her hands away and forced her to show me everything. She had very large breasts for such a slender girl. Perfect and youthful. Her areolas were a pale color that almost matched her skin tone. Her breasts were capped with tiny nipples that begged for my fingertips, my kiss, my tongue, and the soft, insistent sucking I gave them as she cradled my head against her chest. 
 
                 "Oh, yes, Autumn," she moaned as she stroked my hair. 
 
                 I played my tongue in circles around her straining  nipples. I sucked and nibbled and looked up at her, returning the mischief she gave me earlier. I laughed with a pink bud caught between my teeth, flicking it over and over with my tongue and watching her face contort in an agony of pleasure. Her nipples glistened with my saliva, I exhaled against them and let her feel the coolness. I was smitten with her and I let her know it with my adventurous kisses.
 
                 "You're trembling," I whispered and began to kiss my way down her tummy. 
 
                 "I'm sorry."
 
                 "Don't be sorry. It means you're anticipating what I'm about to do to you." 
 
                 "You're so bad." Her laugh did not quite hide her nervousness.
 
                 I fondled her breasts with both hands, reaching up as I fell to my knees before her, squeezing her tender flesh I pressed my face between her thighs. Her scent was peaches, cream and the faint, forbidden cinnamon of her arousal. I kissed her inner thighs and she trembled around me. I crushed her breasts until she cried out plaintively. I answered Polly's soft cry with the first lash of my tongue, the first press of my nose into her soft hair, and the first taste of her sweet cunt. 
 
                 She was steaming. Her tight flower yielded to my tongue. I pressed as deep as I could, tasting her, feeling her hot channel clench around me. I plucked at her nipples as my tongue teased her fat clit. I peeled it with my lips and sucked at it. That was all it took to drive her to the brink.
 
                 "What are you....nnnnn...oh my god! I'm going to...going to..."
 
                 She hunched over me, forcing me to release her breasts as she leaned her hands against my shoulders. I grabbed her firm bottom instead and sucked viciously at her clit. The poor girl never had a chance. I battered her clit with my tongue and felt the tremors of her climax shaking in her legs. 
 
                 I was just starting with her. I eased her back onto the ground and splayed her thighs wide apart. Before she could object, I bent her legs into the air and forced her to lift her butt until her back was almost bent vertically. I had access to everything. She was still in the throes of her climax and entirely at my mercy. 
 
                 "What are you doing?" she gasped.
 
                 I ran my tongue from her little clenched asshole, up the groove of her cunt, and back to her clit. I clamped my mouth over her, looking down over her contorted body as I sucked hard at her cunt. Her breasts were mashed together and piled against her throat. Her mouth hung open in a wordless cry of pleasure. I sucked loudly at her juicy peach and battered her clit with my tongue. Her back flexed, her feet bouncing above her head.
 
                 "Autumn! Stop please...ahhhhh...you're going to make me...cum again...ahhhh!"
 
                 "Mmmmmhmmmmm," I agreed and stuffed my tongue into her sweet groove.     
 
                 I tasted her orgasm in the flow of her sweet cum into my mouth. I drank it and sought more, probing deep into her squeezing tunnel as her juices wet my chin and spilled into her crack. As her orgasm subsided my fingers took over, stroking her clit. Her breasts jiggled in time with my vigorous rubbing of her cunt. 
 
                 "I...I can't cum again," she panted.
 
                 "We'll see about that," I said, smiling down as I extended my long tongue to the cum-damp wrinkle of her anus. She sucked in through her teeth as I rimmed Polly's naughty little asshole. My thumb rubbed steadily at her clit as I pressed my tongue into her clenching ring and slid it into her tight ass. 
 
                 "Fuck!" she gasped. "Your tongue...oh god...I've never...never had my ass..."
 
                 With an ass that gorgeous I found it hard to believe she had never had it licked, but I was a little preoccupied to object. I squirmed my tongue deep into her ass, one hand holding her cheeks apart and the other still working at her clit. Polly's balanced legs bounced in mid-air. In the moonlight it looked like she was wearing sheer stockings on her legs and feet. 
 
                 "Lick my...lick my ass," she hissed.
 
                 Polly reached a hand around to the back of my head and pulled my face into her. My tongue went deeper into her pink pucker and my nose pressed into the wet groove of her cunt. I inhaled her hot perfume and thrashed her clit with my fingers. She held tight against my head, pulling me into her, rubbing against me as I slid my tongue out and lapped at her asshole.
 
                 "Fuck, right there. Don't...don't stop on my clit...don't AAHHH!!!" 
 
                 Her spit-lubed little asshole clenched rhythmically beneath my tongue, her muscles responding to the orgasmic waves tearing through her body. I strummed her clit until her pretty pink pussy was making juicy sounds beneath my fingers. Her body tightened and slowly relaxed beneath me and I let her slip back down onto the ground in a natural position. 
 
                 We both needed a moment to catch our breath. A flush colored her face and spread down her throat and between the mounds of her breasts. She laughed and looked up at me. She was still wearing her cute mask. I lost mine long ago in the heat of our passion. I stroked her breast with gentle, teasing fingers. She cradled my cheek and beckoned my head down to give her a kiss.
 
                 "You've gotten grass all over your pretty dress," she said, running her hand over my corseted bodice. "I think you should take it off?"
 
                 "Oh? And what are you going to do when you have me naked?" 
 
                 I dropped my mouth to hers and crushed her beneath my kiss. She answered me in the hot, breathy space between our lips.
 
                 "I'll come up with something," she gasped.
 
                 I have always enjoyed undressing for a woman. Particularly one that has never seen me naked before. I'm not so narcissistic that I think I am perfect, but I have kept fit and I have a nice, voluptuous body that has held together over my forty years. It's a woman's body and I refuse to be ashamed of it.
 
                 Polly had no interest in shaming me. Her fevered hands worked at the back of my bodice as we kissed. I felt the loosening of the corset lining and I let my breasts free of their confinement, dropping them heavily against Polly's soft tits. Mine were just a tiny bit bigger, not so impressively anti-gravity and my nipples were much thicker. I played my fat nipples over her stiff pebbles, back and forth, enjoying her body and knowing she was enjoying mine.
 
                 She lifted my skirt as I straddled her. Her hands slid up the backs of my thighs and she squeezed my plump ass, spreading my cheeks and giving me one hell of a wedgie that cinched tightly into my crack and pulled against the steamy groovy of my cunt. I crawled up her body and dragged my breasts over her face. The hard edges of her mask pushed into my cleavage, soon replaced with her hands and her soft lips as she squeezed and kissed my breasts.
 
                 "Suck them," I murmured to her. 
 
                 A moment later I felt her tongue around my nipple and gravity pushing my titflesh into her open mouth. She closed her lips against my areola and sucked, gently at first, but with increasing force. He mouth popped with suction and her tongue caressed my aching nipple.
 
                 "Ohhh yes, baby," I moaned. "Suck the both."
 
                 I fed my other breast to her and she eagerly sucked and squeezed. I ground against her, pressing my hot mound against her and relying on the pressure of our bodies to stoke the growing furnace of my arousal. I dragged my nipple from between her lips with a last pop of suction. We were both panting with excitement as I climbed over her face, holding my skirt bunched up around my waist and settling my knees on either side of her head. 
 
                 I leaned back so I could see her peering up at me. Her breath was hot against my inner thighs. I dragged the damp gusset of my panties aside and showed her the dewing furrow of my cunt. My blond hair was so tightly trimmed I might as well have been completely shaved. I spread my plump pussy and showed my young lover the glistening pink of my tender hole.
 
                 "Lick it," I said.
 
                 She gave me a teasing, tasting lick, slowly running her pink tongue up the length of my slit. I spanked and rubbed my clit with my fingers until it stood out from its hood like a tiny like a tiny cock.
 
                 "Is that for me?" asked Polly, leaning her head up and running her tongue around my aching clit. 
 
                 "Yes it is," I said. "It's all for you."
 
                 "Mmmmmmmhmmmm," she said, sucking on my juicy clit and flicking it with the tip of her tongue. 
 
                 I grabbed her platinum braids and rubbed the length of my slit against her tongue, her lips, and her chin. Smearing my juicy cunt against her beautiful face seemed obscene in a way that drove me to do it more and more roughly. Polly did not seem to object. She grabbed me by my ass and pulled me against her mouth. Her tongue was eager and rough as she lashed my clit and stuffed it in and out of my cunt.
 
                 I could not hold back my orgasm for long. The seemingly innocent girl was delightfully skilled at licking pussy, alternating her sucking and tongue-flicking, adding her fingers to squeeze my labia and stroke my clit. She even wet a finger in her mouth and teased it against my asshole like a second tongue tickling my tender backdoor. 
 
                 "Aaaaaah!" I cried. "You naughty little bitch! I'm going to cum!"
 
                 "All over my mouth, please, I want to taste your sweet juice!" 
 
                 There was no resisting those words, exhaled against my throbbing clit. I have never been a gusher, but I coated her lips and tongue with my cum as orgasmic contractions wracked my body. I rolled my hips and pushed my slit against her mouth. 
 
                 Polly split my grove against the stiff curve of her tongue. It was a rail for my lust and I rode it until every last contraction had worked through me. I slowed to a shaking stop, only finally becoming aware that Polly's index finger was stuffed several inches up my ass. I squeezed it with my inner muscles as she lazily lapped at my dripping slit.
 
                 I lifted myself from her body and collapsed beside her in the soft grass. The night insects were singing all around us and the warm air cradled our naked, sweat flushed bodies. When I'd caught my breath I wrapped her up in my arms and pulled her tight against my breasts. We kissed for a long time, gentle, passionate tongue-kisses, before either of us spoke.
 
                 "You're still wearing your mask," I said.
 
                 "Would you like to take it off?" she asked and kissed me again.
 
                 I answered her by lifting it from her face slowly. It caught on her hair for a moment and I gingerly untangled the elastic band from her braids. She giggled softly and I kissed her again as I revealed the fully beauty of her face.
 
                 I recognized her. I knew her. She looked a little bit like my daughter, April, but not so much that it was disturbing. I was still unable to place exactly where we had met before. I wanted to ask her, but I didn't want to admit that I had met her before and could not remember it. The idea was preposterous. How could I have met this gorgeous girl and not immediately taken an interest?
 
                 "Who is your sponsor?" I asked. "Which huntress..."
 
                 She turned away from me and opened her clutch purse. She had a small pen in her hand. She took my hand and held it palm out. The tip of the pen tickled me as she wrote something on the palm of my hand. It was an address.
 
                 "I want to see you again," she said. "No masks. No Lodge politics. Would you like to see me?"
 
                 "Of course," I said. "Who is your sponsor?"
 
                 She smiled and looked up at me with those innocent blue eyes. Staring into them, I forgot I even asked her a question. We kissed for a very long time.
 
                 "I will call you when I want you to meet me at that address," said Polly. "The call might come suddenly. Can you be ready?"
 
                 "I can't pass up another chance to be with you," I confessed.
 
                 We helped one another dress. It was a chance to reacquaint myself with her entire body. I kissed and caressed her everywhere as I helped her lace up her dress. The rest of the party hardly even mattered to me. I knew Polly would inhabit my dreams that night.
 
                 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Two
 
                 
 
                 "Hey, are you even listening to me?" My assistant at the ad agency waved her hand to catch my attention.
 
                 "Hey, I was listening!" I objected. "You were saying something about the Sunshine Cream casting."
 
                 I hadn't been listening. I had been back in the courtyard at the Lodge, stroking Polly, kissing my way up her tummy and running my tongue over those little pink nipples. Thrilling at the way she moaned and squirmed beneath me. She was all I could think about ever since I had Internet searched the address she had given me. It was a cabin located on a private retreat in the hills outside the city. A quiet place to let my fantasies run wild.
 
                 "You really are out of it today," laughed Janice. "We finished with Sunshine Cream five minutes ago. I left the room and came back and just tried to tell you that your daughter is waiting in the lobby."
 
                 "April?" That startled me back to reality. "What is she doing here?"               
 
                 "She wouldn't say, but she seemed really excited."
 
                 "Alright, thank you, Janice. We can go over Sunshine again when I get back. Sorry if I've been spaced. I had a crazy weekend."
 
                 "You and me both. It's no problem. I'll call Teddy from production and see if he wants to bring up the casting videos."
 
                 "Sounds good." 
 
                 I grabbed my purse and hurried down to the lobby. We shared the building with several other creative companies and the lobby was suitably spacious and modern. April was lounging in the atrium area, looking suntanned and beautiful. 
 
                 Seeing her made me realize that I had been neglecting my relationship with my real family for the second family I had acquired at the Artemis Society. These were her last days of high school and then, after summer, she would be off to college somewhere. I needed to savor the time I had left to just be her mom.
 
                 She spotted me coming down the stairs and waved me over. The excitement was plain on her face. We hugged so hard I knocked the sunglasses out of her hair. She caught them before they hit the ground.
 
                 "Jeez," she laughed. "I should be the one giving you the crazy hugs."
 
                 "Why? What happened?" 
 
                 "Nothing bad! I came right over. I had to tell you first, mom. I got accepted to Brown."
 
                 "Ahhhh!" I grabbed her and lifted her off the ground in my arms. "I thought you'd given up on them!"
 
                 "I was on the consideration list, but then it was getting so late I figured I was no longer under consideration...but they accepted me! Someone must have dropped out. I'm going to an Ivy League, mom!"
 
                 We would have to find the money, it would cost much more than a state college, but with my connections at Artemis that shouldn't be a problem. Heather Bancroft had pulled strings for countless scouts and family members of huntresses to get them scholarships, loans, and all sorts of assistance.
 
                 "Let's go to lunch," I said. "You can tell me all about it."
 
                 "It's like a dream come true," said April and I could tell that it was. She had settled for state colleges despite her good grades and good test scores, but she had always fantasized about going to an Ivy. Brown was her second choice. She never had a real shot at Harvard and she liked it over Princeton and Yale.
 
                 "I know it's going to cost more, but I can sell the car and over summer-"
 
                 I held up my hands.
 
                 "It's good to know you're willing to sacrifice, but we'll make it work. We will find a way for this to happen, sweetie." 
 
                 "Thank you, mom." 
 
                 "Tell your father. He will be so happy for you."
 
                 "And worried about the cost."
 
                 "Let me handle that with your father."
 
                 "Can I go out tonight? I want to celebrate with some of my friends."
 
                 "Alright," I said. "But no drinking and driving. If there is alcohol then you be smart."
 
                 That night I convinced my husband, Gerald that it was a good thing. He even managed to sound excited even though he knew our savings would only cover her Freshman year.
 
                 After wine and dinner he wanted sex. He was pawing at my breasts and kissing my shoulder and neck. Since becoming a huntress I had refused him as much as possible - there was no hint of attraction anymore between us - but I gave in. It felt so strange. So boring. His cock thrust in and out and in and out. His middle-aged bulk pressed me down into the mattress. I tried to make him think I enjoyed it, but when he pulled out and shot his disgusting cum onto my belly I was glad it was over. 
 
                 Don't get me wrong, I loved my husband for years and I even enjoyed sex with him, but it was always a little like only having one book on the desert island. When he started cheating on me I felt open to exploring my repressed sexuality. And that was how I ended up at Artemis, with a little help from my friend, Marissa.  I know now why I do not like having sex with my husband: I am a lesbian.
 
                 I showered off Gerald's funk and the slimy feel he left clinging to my body. As I stepped out of the shower and wrapped myself in my bath robe my phone vibrated to notify me of a text. It was Jennifer, my original scout, and she had texted "missing u" with a photo of her peering out from under  the covers of an otherwise empty bed in my suite at the Lodge. 
 
                 I decided to call her and left the shower running to conceal my conversation from my husband in the adjoining bedroom. 
 
                 "Hey, Jenny, "I said. "I'm at my house tonight."
 
                 "Awwww, I've barely seen you since last weekend. I miss you." 
 
                 "Where's Ashley?"
 
                 She sniffed, sounding a little resentful that I would assume Ashley could fill in for me. 
 
                 "She is with Marissa again. They invited me to go out dancing and then, you know, whatever, but I thought you might be at the Lodge tonight."
 
                 "I wish I could be. I hate spending the night with my husband, but it's been so long and my daughter had some really good news today."
 
                 Sometimes I forget that Jennifer is pretty much the same age as my daughter. That I met her under the pretense of me checking out a college's soccer program for my daughter.
 
                 "April? What's the good news?" She sounded genuinely interested.
 
                 "She was admitted to an Ivy League. She's going to Brown."
 
                 "Oh my gosh! That's so awesome!" Jennifer practically squealed with excitement. "Come on, we have to celebrate. If you don't want to come back to the Lodge tonight, let's meet somewhere and have a drink or something."
 
                 "You're under 21, silly," I said.
 
                 "I'll hide it in a bag," she said. "Come on. I want to be with you."
 
                 "Alright," I said, reluctantly. "Meet me at Observatory Park. There's a bus stop at the entrance."
 
                 "See you soon," she said.
 
                 I dressed casually. It was a cool night for early summer, so I wore a fleece over a tank, a matching (and deliciously sheer) bra and panties, and a pair of workout shorts that showed off my butt and practically turned into a thong when I bent over. I tied my hair back in a ponytail, grabbed a bottle of wine and a couple of glasses, and hopped in my Audi to head to Observatory Park. I was almost there when my phone rang. I didn't recognize the number, but I picked up anyway.
 
                 "Hello? Who is this?" 
 
                 "It's Polly," she spoke softly. "I want to see you tonight." 
 
                 The sensuous way she talked awakened the sense memories of our night together in the Lodge's courtyard. The way her hands felt, the taste of her kiss, and the soft flexing of her thighs around my face. My fantasies of a quick, midnight tryst with Jennifer immediately became a scorching encounter with Polly.
 
                 "Polly? I...I'm in the middle of something. How about in a couple hours?"
 
                 "It has to be now," she said simply. "Come to the address I gave you."
 
                 She ended the call before I had a chance to reply. I stared at the phone as if it might give me some guidance in my sudden predicament. With a sigh, I did the only thing I could: I called Jennifer.
 
                 "I'm sorry, sweetie, but something came up."
 
                 She was crushed. She tried to hide it, but it was apparent in her voice.
 
                 "I rode my bike to the Observatory," she said. "I...brought you flowers."
 
                 "Oh, sweetie, I'm so sorry. I will find a way to make it up to you."
 
                 "I know you will," she said. "Have fun. Or whatever."
 
                 "I love you," I blurted. She had already ended the call. It was the first time I had ever said it to Jennifer and she hadn't heard me. Maybe I even meant it. The girl meant a lot to me and it really hurt to disappoint her. 
 
                 My lust ruled my heart. I wanted Polly more than any woman I'd met. I had to go to the rendezvous even if it meant stomping on Jennifer's feelings.
 
                 The cabin was up a winding private road through the woods. There were no lights and the forest was so close to the road made me feel as if I was driving into a cave. Although the hillside retreat was only a few miles away from the city it felt like I had entered another world. Or another time. 
 
                 The cabin itself seemed to confirm my feeling. It was a rustic log cabin, built on an impressive scale and with a deck and a second floor. Someone had designed a 19th century cabin with all the amenities of a modern vacation home. There were even solar panels on the roof and a wind generator. 
 
                 There was a Porsche parked outside. A bit of a surprise to think of a teenager driving the expensive sports car. I reasoned that a girl that beautiful surely had her patrons in the Artemis Society. The sort of patron that might lease a sports car for her as a favor. 
 
                 I parked beside the Porsche and wished I had taken the time to put on something a bit nicer. My casual outfit was good enough for Jennifer. Not good enough for Polly, who I was still trying to impress. To be honest, thinking about that delicate, beautiful blonde turned me into a nervous wreck. I was used to being in charge of the situation and she made me feel like the scout.
 
                 I knocked at the heavy wooden door. There was a peacock carved into the wood. Something about that carving...it reminded me of Polly's peacock tattoo. Not an identical design, but odd that the same animal would show up twice. Was there a deeper meaning to that? Some family symbol? Maybe, I thought, Polly had some very rich parents.
 
                 The door opened and Polly once again reminded me of why I was smitten with her. She was dressed in a loose-fitting white button-up shirt that hid the shape, but not the size, of her ample breasts. She wore a lace choker around her slender neck with a peacock cameo at its center. Her tight, tan breeches revealed the exquisite shape of her thighs and hips. She wore them with inner thigh pads and the legs tucked into creamy brown riding boots. Her platinum hair was pulled back from her face in a tight ponytail with the exception of two errant locks of hair that curved over her forehead.
 
                 She smiled warmly, her blue eyes glittering in the golden light of the cabin's interior.
 
                 "Autumn, I'm so glad you made it," she said. "I've just come from the stables and decided I absolutely had to see you."
 
                 "I had to cancel plans at the last minute," I said.
 
                 "Unfortunate. I hope she was understanding."
 
                 "She?" I raised an eyebrow.
 
                 Polly giggled softly. She walked me into the cozy main room warmed by an oversized hearth. Deep red and gold light spilled out of the roaring fireplace. Her firm bottom looked amazing in her tight breeches. I could not tear my eyes away until she turned and caught me staring.
 
                 "Do you ride?" 
 
                 "Horses?" I asked. "No. My sister was the horseback rider. I am a little intimidated of climbing onto a moody, half-ton animal."
 
                 "They can be imposing," she agreed. "But there is nothing like it. Mastering the animal and making it do exactly what you desire is thrilling. When your will triumphs over the horse's and you feel those powerful muscles moving beneath you, well, it can be quite stimulating."
 
                 She continued through the man room and opened the door of an adjoining bedroom. I glanced up at the second floor of the luxurious cabin. I thought I heard footsteps upstairs. I searched what I could see of the second floor from the open main room. Polly seemed bemused by my curiosity.
 
                 "Is someone else here?" I asked.
 
                 "It is empty and cold up there. Come along, my dear." 
 
                 She slithered her arm around my waist and guided me into the bedroom. I offered her no resistance, happy to share the warmth of her body and inhale the sweet, perfumed air she seemed to exude naturally.
 
                 The decorations of the bedroom were austere and surprisingly modern. The heels of her riding boots clicked on the bleached wood floors as she brought me over to the neatly-made expanse of the bed. She sat me down on the edge of the bed. My heart was beating a powerful rhythm in my chest. I admit it, I was nervous around her. She was so composed and gorgeous. Like something out of fantasy. A nymph or an elf.
 
                 I stared up at her as she stood with her legs bumping against my knees. She took the cheap wine and glasses from my hands. I felt embarrassed by them when she glanced at the bottle. She said nothing and put them on the table beside the bed. 
 
                 Polly's gaze swept over me and my pulse quickened. She smoothed the air away from my face, leaned down, and lightly kissed me on my lips. I opened my mouth to her, inviting her tongue, but Polly withdrew, leaving me with my mouth hanging open.
 
                 "You're as beautiful as I remembered," she said. "I want you to undress for me. Slowly."
 
                 I started to get up and she gently pushed me back down onto the bed.
 
                 "On the bed," she commanded and there was no refusing her.
 
                 I kicked off my shoes and stretched back on the cool sheets. I unzipped my fleece. Beneath it, the pale pink tank was stretched to bursting to contain my large breasts. I arched my back to get my arms out of the jacket and that made my nipples stand out, even through my bra. My breasts heaved in sympathy with my struggle to get out of the jacket. I grunted softly and pulled the fleece out from under my back and tossed it beside the bed.
 
                 "Mmmmm," said Polly, her eyes glittering as she watched. 
 
                 She knelt down beside me on the bed as I lifted my feet and began to wiggle out of my tight athletic shorts. Beneath them, my plump ass, only technically covered by the sheer red panty bottoms. I skinned the shorts up my long legs and pulled them off my raised, sock-covered feet. Polly took them from me, held them up to have a look, and passed them off the side of the bed.
 
                 I peeled my tight tank up my tummy. It caught on my bra and nearly sucked it off my breasts as I brought my tank up and over my head. Not that it made much difference that I still had my bra. It was made from the same naughty red sheerness as my panties. My fat nipples were plainly visible, erect beneath the fabric of the bra. I spread my plump thighs and showed Polly the neatly shaved furrow of my cunt, my sheer panties clinging tightly to it. 
 
                 Her hand was cool against my tummy. She slid her fingers lightly up to my breasts. She teased my nipple through the bra. I luxuriated on the bed and tried not to shiver with excitement like some virgin teenager.
 
                 "Is this what you wanted?" I asked.
 
                 She slowly stroked my other nipple, teasing it to exquisite, aching hardness beneath the sheer bra. 
 
                 "Oh, yes," said Polly. "You're lovely. Turn on your hands and knees now. Show me your bottom."
 
                 I bit my lower lip as I rolled onto my hands and knees. I was unusually self-conscious of my big butt showing it to Polly like that. There was plenty of light in the room and she was such a fit young woman with a firm bubble butt. I have always worked hard to stay in shape, but my ass is big and I know it. Of course there was no acting shy after what happened between us at the party. I raised my panty-clad onion for the prim young woman to inspect.
 
                 Her soft hands caressed my plump cheeks. I turned my head to watch her as she played with the roundness of my ass.  Her fingertips curled into the waist of my panties. She pulled them so the gusset bit into my increasingly damp groove and the back slid into my ass. She let the elastic snap back into place. Her fingertips teased over my bare ass. 
 
                 "Do you like to be spanked?" asked Polly.
 
                 "Are you going to spank me?" I asked, wiggling my butt from side to side and inviting her hand to take its toll.
 
                 "Mmmm," she replied. She got up from the bed and reached beside the table. Her boots clicked on the hardwood floor. She returned and pulled me to the edge of the bed. She held the braided black length of a riding crop in one hand. She tapped the leather tip against one of my tender cheeks. "You must assert yourself as dominant. Once that has been done, all further interaction will flow smoothly outward from that one, simple understanding."
 
                 "I'm the huntress," I reminded Polly. "I'm twice your age."
 
                 "I am nineteen," said Polly, tapping my bottom again with the tip of the riding crop. "You are actually 40. Which makes you more than twice my age."
 
                 I began to object and she lashed my bottom with the riding crop. There was a whistle of the crop in mid-air and then the smack of impact. A fraction of a second later I felt the sting on my bare bottom. I gasped, girlishly, and jerked my body away from her.
 
                 "Easy," she said and put a hand on my lower back to hold me at the edge of the bed. "The title you have from the Artemis Society doesn't mean anything in this bedroom. Here, I am the rider and you..."
 
                 She lashed my other cheek. My mouth jerked open and I gasped. A moment later, a scarlet welt began to appear across my pale bottom.
 
                 "...you need to understand that, Autumn."
 
                 "Polly, I don't mind play-"
 
                 She lashed me again. Harder this time. Her jaw tightened and her blue eyes blazed at me.
 
                 "Mistress," she said. "Mistress or nothing. Mistress or I send you out of my cabin."
 
                 "I'm not your slave," I said defiantly and began to sit upright.
 
                 She lashed me three times, each driving me down further until I slumped forward, onto my breasts and shoulders, my face buried in the soft bedding and my aching bottom raised high behind me. She tapped the head of the crop against my pussy. 
 
                 "You're wet," she said. She brought the crop to my face so that I could see my arousal glistening on the black leather. "Dressage is not about cruelty. It is about authority. If we can just find that understanding, if you can accept your place in the bed, then we can get along rather well."
 
                 Before I could give her some annoyed retort I felt her fingers at my sex. She dragged her delicate fingertips against my panty-flossed peach and stroked the fat bud of my clit. I quaked with pleasure, as sharp and sudden as her lash. I sucked my breath through my teeth in a loud hiss.
 
                 "Isn't this better, Autumn?" she cooed sweetly as her fingers massaged me through the sheer fabric. "Or do I need to work a little harder to break you in?"
 
                 She withdrew her hands and before I could reply she delivered a series of whistling lashes to my bottom. My ass quivered with each blow and the impacts resounded in the cavernous bedroom. I cried out, but made no attempt to escape her. I took it like a big girl. When she was done my pussy was even juicier than before.
 
                 "I can see how wet you are through your panties." Polly squeezed my soft, sensitive mound. "Maybe you prefer the pain to the pleasure."
 
                 "No, I prefer the pleasure," I said.
 
                 "You prefer the pleasure, what?" 
 
                 "I prefer the pleasure...mistress," I said, feeling a thrill as I spoke the word aloud. I had never called any woman my master, let alone a petite blonde less than half my age. 
 
                 "Good," said Polly. "I'm glad we have reached an understanding."
 
                 She tucked the crop under her arm. She took a step back.
 
                 "Pull your panties down. Slowly. I want to see everything." 
 
                 "Yes, mistress," I said, still thrilled by the meaning of the word. 
 
                 I slowly peeled the panties out of my crack and the soaking gusset from my peach. I rolled them down my thighs. I lifted out of them and then leaned forward again, showing Polly everything. I even reached back with one hand and spread my round cheeks apart so that she could see the clenched pink of my asshole.
 
                 "Lovely," said Polly and she dropped her hand onto one tender cheek of my ass. "Reach between your legs, Autumn."
 
                 "Yes, mistress."
 
                 I reached an arm past the dangling weight of my breasts and slid my hand between my thighs. My fingers framed the swollen heat of my cunt. I stroked my clit lightly with my fingers.
 
                 "Yes, like that. Good. I want you to stroke your pussy, enjoy that feeling, but absolutely do not make yourself cum. If you do that I will be very cross with you. I am going to go fetch some things we will be using tonight." 
 
                 "Should I stay in this position?" 
 
                 She bit her lip, looking me over, and obviously admiring my tensed thighs, my pink slit and the offered onion of my ass. Her fingertips caressed my bottom so lightly they were like silk dragged across my lashed cheeks. 
 
                 "Yes, that will do," she said. "If you'd like you can rest those heavy breasts on the bed, so long as you keep your fingers busy. I'll only be a minute."
 
                 I sighed with lust and strummed my fingers over my cunt. My clit was hard as a bead and I had to avoid rubbing it directly for fear of disobeying Polly and cumming almost straight away. It wasn't just the demeaning position or the act of submission, it was also the remote location and Polly's sudden, domineering behavior. And her beauty. That sweet face, with a slightly mocking smile, watching me touch myself for her.
 
                 I managed to hold off my orgasm and yet keep my fingers working at my soaked cunt. I lowered my fat tits to the bed and rested my weight heavily against my face, shoulders, and chest. My hips seemed to move without my consent, thrusting my slippery slit against my honey-drenched fingers. I cried out with pleasure into the bedding, caught on the agonizing brink of my orgasm and resisting the powerful urge to touch my throbbing clit.
 
                 "Well done," said Polly. "You're denying yourself pleasure because I ordered it."
 
                 "Y-yes, mistress," I said, lifting my head. 
 
                 Polly approached the side of the bed nearest my face. She smiled down at me and stroked my golden hair. My hair was damp with sweat. My body trembled at her touch. I looked up at her and saw what she had fetched for me. 
 
                 Polly had shed her riding breeches and whatever panties she might have worn beneath them. She had replaced them with a menacing black dildo strapped around her shapely hips and tight against her lovely mound. It had an insect-like appearance, covered in exaggerated ridges, and the length of it was curved. It was not especially long, but it was thick. 
 
                 She pressed it to my mouth, playing it against my full lips. I could not resist sucking it in a show of abject submission. 
 
                 "That's a good girl," said Polly. I dragged my lips over the artful ridges of her cock, my lips a tight ring around it as I took it to the back of my throat and pressed my nose against the leather base. She held my hair tightly out of my face and gently worked her hips to fuck mouth drooling mouth. 
 
                 "Mmmmmm," I moaned around her cock.
 
                 "So very eager," said Polly. "Reach your hands up to the bed frame. I have another little treat for you."
 
                 I kept my head turned to the side so that Polly could work her cock in and out of my mouth. I gripped the vertical bars of the head of the bed frame. Polly threaded a pair of fur-lined handcuffs through the bars of the bed frame and clapped the cuffs tightly around my wrists. 
 
                 "There you are," she said. "I don't want you going anywhere. Now..."
 
                 She slid the cock from between my lips. I gasped for air as strands of my saliva trailed from my mouth to the glistening dildo. 
 
                 "...which of your lovely little holes shall I have first?" She stroked my face. He fingers followed my shoulder down the curve of my back and to the gentle rise of my plump, welt-marked ass. "Would you like it up your ass?"
 
                 "Yesssss, mistress," I hissed, working my hips lustily and inviting her to fuck my ass.
 
                 "Or would you like it here?" Polly played the hard head of the spit-lubed cock over my steaming cunt. The hard dildo teased the soft velvet of my labia. A thrust of her shapely hips and she could bury it in my slicked channel. It would be even nicer than having her fucking my ass.
 
                 "Please, mistress," I cried. "Please, let me cum."
 
                 She stepped back and folded her arms across her chest.
 
                 "Do you think you deserve that?"
 
                 "Oh, yes, mistress. I've done everything you asked."
 
                 "Yes, I suppose you have." 
 
                 Polly tapped a finger thoughtfully at her lips. The cock was an obscene sight, bouncing lightly up and down, inviting me to imagine what it would feel like as it slipped inside me.
 
                 "Very well, I will fuck you, but you must beg for it." Her voice hardened. "Not just asking please, either. I want you to grovel for it. Tell me what a dirty little whore you are."
 
                 "Oh, Polly - mistress! - I'm such a whore. I barely deserve it, but I've worked my little pussy so hard. It's so wet for you. Please, fuck me. I...I cancelled my plans with Jennifer to see you."
 
                 "Oh?" I thought I heard a titter of laughter. "Poor girl. You're a very bad mentor, aren't you?"
 
                 "Yes, all I think about is my own lust. My own pleasure."
 
                 "But what about with me, Autumn?"
 
                 "I will do whatever you want."
 
                 "Anything?" 
 
                 "Yes!" I cried, my ass waving in the air as I tried to will her to fuck me. "I'll lick you. I'll lick your ass. Your toes. Whatever you want."
 
                 "Mmmmm, that's good to know. I'm sure I'll think of something you can do for me. But for now..."
 
                 Polly wanked her rubber cock and slapped it against my soft ass. I grunted and tried to slide it into my puss. She pulled apart my cheeks and I felt a hot gob of spit land on my clenched hole. Almost immediately, she pressed the head of the dildo against my wet asshole. 
 
                 "Play with your pussy," hissed my teen domme. "Two fingers inside, deep."
 
                 I plunged two fingers into my boiling cunt as Polly applied more pressure. The spit-lubed head of the dildo overcame my clenching ring and the rubber cock popped into my tight hole. I gasped at the sensation. Polly worked it deeper into me before dragging it back, nearly pulling it out, before ramming it in even deeper.
 
                 "That looks so beautiful. Your naughty pink hole is stretched around my cock. It's hungry for this, isn't it? Hera! How that lovely, plump ass just swallows it up." She took hold of my hips and began to fuck into my ass at a steady pace. I continued to work my fingers into my slit and rub my clit, propelling me ever-closer to an explosive orgasm. 
 
                 "That's it," said Polly. "Fuck that ass back against me. You have  wonderful way of moving your hips. I want you to work for it."
 
                 I dropped my head and breasts against the sheets and bit the pillow as the slender blonde pounded her rubber cock up my tight ass. I fucked back roughly against her. She occasionally pulled the cock out and leaned forward to spit against my gaping hole. I jerked my head as her dildo smeared her saliva into my ass again and she resumed fucking me. Each stroke buried her cock in my clutching hole. Her slender thighs slapped against my plump ass and sent impact waves through my lower half. 
 
                 "I'm going to cum," I cried and quickly added, "Mistress!"
 
                 "Yes, you are, aren't you? I will permit it. Cum for me, Autumn. Cum for Hera."
 
                 That was twice she'd said "Hera." Was it some sort of pet name she used? Whatever concerns I had were quickly forgotten as the undeniable pressure of my orgasm became intolerable. I lifted my head up and made some insane sound of pleasure that made Polly laugh. She roughly grabbed my hear and yanked my head back. She bent her body over mine and hammered down into my ass.
 
                 "Cum for me," she hissed into my ear. "And after you're done cumming I'm going to fuck your mouth with this beastly thing until you're crying."
 
                 "Aaaahhhhhh!" Polly's vulgar threats only heightened my pleasure. Her rough treatment of my tender hole and my fingers against my clit were more than enough to send powerful ripples of pleasure through my body. My breasts bounced wildly and Polly bit my ear as she stabbed her cock into my clenching ass. The heat and intensity of my orgasm was such that I momentarily lost my hearing in the other ear. 
 
                 Polly's thrusts slowed. My body quaked with the aftershocks of my pleasure. Sweat coated my body and, when Polly turned my head to give me a kiss on the mouth, my lips were salty with my exertion. Her tongue invaded my mouth. Her strokes grew slower and slower until she stopped moving entirely and rested her weight against my ass.
 
                 "She broke you so much more quickly than I had expected." 
 
                 The voice sent a shock through my body. It came from behind me and approached as the woman spoke.
 
                 "I thought you might be too proud to give in to her in a single night, but she assured me that she could have you pleading to be fucked in a matter of hours."
 
                 Lillian Venture walked around to the side of the bed. She was dressed in knee-length black boots, stockings and corseted leather lingerie that made her look the part of the villainess. She was coldly beautiful. 
 
                 Polly lifted her weight from my back and slipped the cock from my tenderized asshole with a damp slurp. I moaned as my gaping hole slowly began to close. Lillian gazed at the lash marks and my gaping asshole and her lip curled in disgust.
 
                 "So weak," she said. She turned her attention to Polly and gave her a deep, slow tongue kiss. "Good girl, Polly."
 
                 "Why?" I managed. 
 
                 "Congratulations to your daughter, April, on her admission to Brown." Lillian pulled off her leather gloves and began to unfasten the strap-on secured around Polly's hips. "I understand she was on a waiting list and unexpectedly was admitted. What good luck."
 
                 "You did that?" I asked.
 
                 Lillian let the dildo drop to the floor. Polly's trimmed mound was marked with a red impression of the strap-on's base. She ran her fingers delicately over Polly's delicate slit.
 
                 "Is it sore?" she asked.
 
                 "No, mother," said Polly.
 
                 "She's your daughter?" 
 
                 "Of course," said Lillian. "All of my scouts are my daughters, for I am the living servant of Hera and all who follow me are my daughters." 
 
                 "You're crazy," I said. 
 
                 Lillian smiled coldly. 
 
                 "I am not the one handcuffed naked to a bed in a cabin in the middle of nowhere..."
 
                 "Bitch." I yanked at the handcuffs.
 
                 "Yes, well, I think it's time to be certain I am understood." She squatted down so that we were at eye level. I shuddered as she ran her fingers over my back. "You and your mousey little scouts will vote for me in the upcoming election."
 
                 "And if I don't you're going to take away my daughter's admission to Brown?"
 
                 "Unfortunate things can happen during the admission process." She leaned closer, her expression and movement as if she intended to lean in and kiss me. "But that's not all that will occur, Autumn. You recognized Polly, but you couldn't place her, right? It is because she goes to school with your daughter. In fact, Polly and April are quite close and Polly has assured me that if I want it, Polly will introduce me. I'm sure your daughter would make a lovely scout."
 
                 "You wouldn't," I whispered, so angry that I could hardly form words.
 
                 "Your daughter looks so much like you," whispered Lillian. "I'm sure it would be strange for you to see me in the courtyard with lovely April kneeling between my legs. Being such a good little girl for me."
 
                 "I'll...I'll..."
 
                 Lillian leaned so close that I felt her breath on my lips. Her words kissed me.
 
                 "You'll vote for me and everyone will be happy." She stroked my head. "As a reward I will even give you Polly as a scout. You can have your revenge on her for today's little deception."
 
                 The thought of having Polly close to me sounded more like a threat than a reward. It didn't matter. It didn't matter how much I cared for Heather Bancroft. How much I wanted to keep the Artemis Society as it was. All that mattered was my daughter, April, and her future.
 
                 "I'll do it."
 
                 "Of course you will," said Lillian Venture and she smothered my lips with her torrid kiss.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Three
 
                 
 
                 We assembled for the election in the tiled chamber beneath the Lodge. We stood barefoot atop the mural of Artemis that covered the floor. A small platform had been brought in to replace the "altar of induction" on which each new Huntress and Scout was introduced to membership. 
 
                 Heather Bancroft, looking drawn, but dignified, stood on one side of the platform conferring with my good friend Marissa. Their worry showed in their faces. Lillian Venture stood at the opposite end of the platform. Her corseted gown was tight as could be, her blond hair piled up imperiously on her head, and her back ramrod straight. Her usual coldness had cracked a bit and she was smiling.
 
                 Between them was Pamela Candy. The voluptuous and usually exuberant blond Huntress was the Official of Elections for the society and, during the period of the election, she held Heather's beautiful staff of office and was acting Hunt Mother. She looked as if she might be sick.
 
                 Every sister of the society was present to participate in the election. Each Huntress, including me, wore her ceremonial red gown and stood with her Scouts in their simpler, open-cupped gowns. Ashley wore a pendant of Artemis between her bare breasts. Jennifer's slightly smaller, pert breasts were unadorned. Her tan nipples were stiff in the cool air that circulated in the underground chamber. Ashley stared daggers at me. Jennifer would not even look in my direction.
 
                 Pamela banged the tip of the Hunt Mother's staff on the platform. The sound echoed in the chamber and brought the conversations to silence. All eyes focused on Pamela.
 
                 "Before we begin the vote, it is customary to allow the challenger and the incumbent to offer a brief speech." Pamela took a deep breath. "I hereby introduce the Keeper of Artemis, third most senior sister of our order, and the challenger to become the Mother of the Hunt, Lillian Venture."
 
                 We applauded politely as Lillian glided to the edge of the platform and regarded the gathered sisterhood with her usual aloofness.
 
                 "I want to thank Heather Bancroft," began Lillian. "She created this wonderful society and she has made it possible for me to stand before you now. Over a hundred young Scouts have become Huntresses under her leadership, a hundred women who have grown into the next generation of leaders. But there was always something more to the Artemis Society. Something that I fear became lost in the bonds of friendship and love. The Artemis Society was not just a school for women, it was the nexus of an agenda to change the world. Without discipline the world has passed us by. The agenda has been forgotten."
 
                 A certain portion of the women gathered seemed to be smiling and nodding along to what Lillian was saying. It was as if they had heard this before and understood the implications of what she was talking about. The whole thing was so hidden behind phrases from the old books that I couldn't make much sense of it. I just assumed Lillian Graves wanted the Artemis Society to take over the world. Had I known that wasn't far off the mark, I might have stood up and said something.
 
                 "So, yes, let us thank Heather Bancroft," continued Lillian. "Let us celebrate what she has built. And let us make that a foundation for the future of the Artemis Society. Let us realize the potential we have seemingly forgotten. Together, let us change the world."
 
                 A third or so of the women gathered in the chamber began to enthusiastically cheer for Lillian Venture. The icy blonde waved to her supporters, soaking in the adulation for several seconds before the applause began to die. She moved to the back of the platform to make way for Heather Bancroft.
 
                 Compared to the upright vigor of Lillian Venture, the handsome nobility of Heather Bancroft seemed diminished. She was quiet and humbled as she approached the front of the stage. The room fell silent. We strained to hear her words. 
 
                 "Sisters," she began, "it has been a long journey, but it is not yet done. Whatever choice you make, I will always have faith in you and support you. Cast your vote for me and we will continue our proud tradition of nurturing young women and spreading the bonds of love that only women can share. Your sister and mine, Lillian Graves, is a wonderful, intelligent woman who has faithfully served the society for many years. I will not malign her, only say that I do not think she is the right choice to lead the society."
 
                 "Thank you, my sisters," she said, sadly, "for all these years."
 
                 She knew something about the election. She knew...she was going to lose. Before she left the stage, Heather's eyes met mine, and I saw understanding and sadness there. She favored me with a pitying smile before her gaze traveled elsewhere.
 
                 "Why does she feel sorry for me?" I whispered to myself.
 
                 "What did you say?" asked Jennifer. 
 
                 I shook my head as Pamela returned to the fore of the platform and again banged the staff of the Hunt Mother against the stage. 
 
                 "The time has come for you to cast your votes," she declared. "For each sister whose heart is with the Mother of the Hunt, our founder and benefactor, Heather Bancroft, shall take ten steps to the west."
 
                 She paused to indicate the left side of the room with a dramatic sweep of her arm.
 
                 "If you seek change. If you believe the Mother of the Hunt has failed us. Then you shall take ten steps to the east and join those who cast their vote for Lillian Venture."
 
                 She gestured to the right side of the room.
 
                 "You have five minutes to find your place."
 
                 The majority of the women separated quickly into their two groups. Those who had been cheering for Lillian Venture hurried over to the right side of the room with obvious excitement. An equally large group of women walked to the left side of the room. Among them were my dear friend, Marissa, Heather's Scouts, including Casey, and Pamela Candy herself. Almost everyone I knew at the Artemis Society were on the left side of the room.
 
                 On the right side of the room, among Lillian's many Scouts, stood Polly, watching me and smiling at me. Waiting for me.
 
                 The remaining women in the middle of the room began to make their decisions. Groups of two, three, and four - Huntresses and their Scouts - began to head left or right. I noticed that the women who broke to the right almost all did so with pained expressions on their faces as they led their confused Scouts to vote for Lillian Graves.
 
                 It was quickly becoming clear that the election would be close. I lingered in the center of the room. The face of the stag of Artemis was on the tiles directly beneath my feet. The darkness of its eyes seemed to accuse me of a betrayal I had not yet committed.
 
                 I thought of April and how happy she was about her admission to Brown. Lillian had promised to not just take that away, but to turn my daughter into one of the subservient scouts that Lillian led around by chains attached to collars. I imagined Lillian kissing my daughter and my heart hurt, not because of the cruelty of my daughter in changes, but because I knew I would derive some sick pleasure from seeing that. I could not allow it to happen.
 
                 And if I didn't vote for Heather? If I voted for Lillian? I looked over and saw my blue-eyed, platinum-blond reward waiting for me.  Polly blew a kiss across the room.
 
                 "I'm sorry," I said to Jennifer and Ashley. "We have to do this."
 
                 "I still can't fucking believe it," cursed Ashley. "The Hunt Mother has done so much for me."
 
                 Ashley had been outraged about my intent to vote for Lillian. I told her I was being blackmailed. That I had no choice. To Ashley, two people had saved her life from prostitution: me and Heather Bancroft. I was forcing her to obey me and betray one of her two heroines. 
 
                 "I know she helped save you," I said. "She saved me in a way too. But we have to do it. I have no choice."
 
                 "There's always a choice," said Jennifer.
 
                 "No," I snapped. "We have to do it. There is no choice."
 
                 I took their hands and dragged them with me to Lillian's side of the room. Polly was waiting for us. She brushed past Jennifer and Ashley and caught my face in her hands.
 
                 "I knew you would come for me," she said. 
 
                 Polly's soft, scorching lips met mine. I hated her and I hated Lillian for what they had done. I wanted to pull away. I wanted to demand her to stop. Instead, I closed my eyes and parted my lips and my tongue met Polly's in the sweet, steamy privacy of our mouths. My hand slipped free of Ashley's. I let Jennifer go with my other hand. I wrapped Polly up in my arms, kissing her, surrendering entirely to the hot huhger of her kiss.
 
                 "No choice," muttered Ashley.
 
                 "Autumn? Who is this?" Jennifer sounded confused and hurt.
 
                 "I'm your new sister," said Polly. "We are daughters of Autumn in the eyes of Hera."
 
                 "Hera?" wondered Jennifer.
 
                 Before Polly could answer, Pamela began to tap the staff of the Hunt Mother on the stage. The room fell silent to await the final judgment. There weren't enough members to hide the truth from us. We already knew.
 
                 "By the will of the sisterhood, by the tallying of Huntress and Scout, Lillian Venture, Keeper of Artemis, is hereby declared the Mother of the Hunt." Pamela turned to the triumphant woman and offered her the staff. "For the next term, you are ruler of the Artemis Society. May you lead every hunt true."
 
                 Lillian snatched the staff from Pamela's hand and strode to the edge of the stage.
 
                 "Discipline," she said, her voice like the crack of a gun in the silence of the chamber. "Discipline is now the watchword of the Artemis Society. Before there was Artemis there was Hera. While Artemis was and should always be venerated as a great patron of women, it was Hera who was the goddess of women. Hera who guided women from beneath the darkness of men. Hera who graced us with the power of motherhood."
 
                 Her icy gaze swept the stunned women. Even some of Lillian's supporters were gaping in shock at what Lillian was saying. 
 
                 "We honor Artemis with our name, but from this point forward we are daughters of Hera. I, as her servant, and each Huntress as my sister, will rule over our daughters, the Scouts." She smiled and raised the staff. "Tomorrow night, return to this chamber for the ceremony of the reaffirmation. We will extend our oath to Hera and wed our daughters in the ways of discipline."
 
                 A harsher tone edged her final words, "Attend this ceremony or you will not enjoy the full benefits of membership in the Artemis Society."
 
                 The tension seemed about to burst as Lillian left the stage. Heather, slowly and purposefully, and unexpectedly, took the stage.
 
                 "Follow the words of your new Hunt Mother," said Heather. "She has been duly elected and it is her right to rule. I...I thank you all, my sisters."
 
                 Heather Bancroft departed with her loyalists, including my friends, and left me standing with the majority. 
 
                 "I can't do this anymore," said Ashley. "I voted how you wanted. Now I am going."
 
                 I said nothing as she walked away.. I felt sick from what I had helped happen. I looked at Jennifer. My betrayal was reflected in her eyes. A single tear dropped down her cheek.
 
                 "I don't know why you have done this," she said, softly. "Why you...I will stay with you. I will always stand by you, Autumn."
 
                 "Mmmmm," Polly leaned against my shoulder. "Me for Ashley? I think that's a fair trade. And I will so enjoy getting to know...Jenna, was it?"
 
                 "Jennifer," said Jennifer.
 
                 "Ah, well perhaps we should adjourn to Autumn's suite so I can introduce myself."
 
                 I looked from Jennifer, with her dark eyes imploring me to refuse Polly and to Polly and her gorgeous body tightly wrapped in her ceremonial gown. Her generous breasts and hard, pale pink nipples were exposed by the cupless bodice. The heat between my thighs could not be ignored. 
 
                 "Let's go up to my suite and have a drink," I said. 
 
                 Polly smiled triumphantly. Strangely, Jennifer's disappointment only seemed to stoke my lust. She adored me and the more I mistreated her the more it seemed to turn me on. Maybe I was sick. Maybe I belonged with someone like Lillian Venture.
 
                 Upstairs, in the privacy of my suite, I found a bottle of expensive Tokaji wine waiting for me on the table in the kitchenette. There was a note attached from Lillian. 
 
                 "I left this here before the vote because I knew you would come through for me. I trust you, Autumn. Serve me well and you will have a powerful ally. Pleasure share this with all of your lovely daughters."
 
                 I tore the note from around the bottle and tossed it in the trash. I hated Lillian and did not care for her gestures, but I would not pass up the bottle of sweet Tokaji. I poured three glasses and brought it into the bedroom. Polly had already removed her gown and was standing at the bedside table, looking like a pale-skinned model in her white satin panties, stockings, garter, and open-cupped white bra. Her nipples were relaxed and puffy pink. I handed her a glass and offered the other to Jennifer, who sat fully dressed upon the bed.
 
                 "To new friendships," I said, raising my glass. "And to making up for the bad things we sometimes have to do out of necessity."
 
                 "Oh, yes," agreed Polly. "We have a lot of making up to do, don't we, Autumn?"
 
                 I answered her by taking a long gulp from my glass. Jennifer drank her entire glass in a single, intense gulp. When she finished she gasped and held the glass out. 
 
                 "May I have more?" she asked.
 
                 I refilled her glass and let her finish the remainder of the wine. It disappeared down her throat almost as quickly as the first glass. She wiped her lips on the back of her arm. 
 
                 "I think I'm ready," she said.
 
                 "Are you nervous, sweetie?" I sat down beside her and smoothed the dark hair from her face. 
 
                 "Polly is one of Lillian's Scouts. I don't know if...I don't know what this is anymore. I love you and I always knew I would have to share you, Autumn, but..."
 
                 "Sweetie, it will--"
 
                 "You think I'm a bad person," interjected Polly. "I think I'm a bad person sometimes. I wonder about the things I have done for Lillian. All the people I have hurt for her. That's over now. Lillian gave me to Autumn--"
 
                 "What, like a slave?" Jennifer said bitterly.
 
                 "Yes," said Polly. "That's exactly how she views it. I thought for a long time that Lillian loved me, and love can make anyone do bad things, but I know now that I was just one of her slavegirls. Her property. And it's different with Autumn."
 
                 Polly put her arm around my shoulder and leaned her weight against me. She reached out and teased Jennifer's hair with her fingers.
 
                 "It can be different with the three of us," added Polly.
 
                 Jennifer smiled uncertainly. She looked from Polly to me and asked, "What do you want me to do?"
 
                 Maybe I should have taken things slow with Jennifer. A lot had changed and it might have been the right thing to save intimacy for a later date. But I wasn't interested in doing the right thing, I was letting my lust make up my mind for me more and more, and I had been burning with lust since that kiss with Polly in the ceremonial chamber. 
 
                 "I want you to relax," I said to Jennifer as I caressed her back. "Relax and enjoy."
 
                 I leaned forward and pressed my lips to hers. My tongue gently opened the kiss and explored the heat of her mouth as I reached up to her pert breast and rolled the hard pebble of her nipple beneath my fingers. I felt her hands on me, opening gown to expose my bra-cradled breasts. 
 
                 I dropped the overflowing lace weight of my warm chest against Jennifer's breasts as I pushed her back onto the bed. I tore my kiss away from Jennifer's lips and caressed her collarbone, her breast and, finally, my lips found the hardness of her nipple. She sucked air through her teeth in a wordless hiss of pleasure. 
 
                 Polly slithered onto the bed beside me. She stroked my back as she planted tentative kisses on Jennifer's flat belly, moving up to her ribs, up to the perky succulence of Jennifer's breast. Side by side, Polly and I licked, sucked and caressed Jennifer's breasts. Her straining nipples glistened with our saliva. She held our heads and arched her back. The dark-haired teen spread her thighs beneath us and squirmed with pleasure from our touch. 
 
                 Jennifer's young body was familiar to my touch and to my kiss, but exploring it with Polly was a new experience. Our lips found each other above Jennifer's toned tummy. Her kiss was hot and surprisingly yielding to my tongue. Together, we caressed Jennifer's thighs and our fingers warred over the trimmed triangle of her pubis. I slid my fingers along Jennifer's hot groove. Polly's nimble fingers splayed Jennifer open and picked out Jennifer's clit with practiced strokes. 
 
                 "Yesssssss," hissed the dark-haired teen. She cradled us against her body. Our legs wove together in an intimate brave. I felt the heat of her cunt on my thigh and I know she felt my overheated cauldron.
 
                 "You're so beautiful," said Polly, kissing lower. "Are you Iranian?"
 
                 "Half," said Jennifer. "On my...ohhhhhhh..."
 
                 I'm pretty sure she forgot her whole genealogy as Polly's passionate kiss found the straining bud of Jennifer's clit. The platinum blonde closed her lips fast around the cusp of Jennifer's perky mound and she audibly sucked. Jennifer arched her body and thrust her fuzzy little cunt into Polly's mouth. Polly moaned and sucked at Jennifer's ripe peach.
 
                 I freed my legs from the tangle and slid behind Polly so that I could admire her firm ass in her white satin panties and caress its heart-shaped perfection with both hands. Polly, head down between Jennifer's thighs, wiggled her raised ass beneath my palms. 
 
                 I was aching with my own desire. I leaned in to cradle my face against Polly's perfect posterior, caressing the firm mounds of her cheeks and pulling her panties tight between them. Giving her a gentle wedgie also pulled the fabric tight against her mound and I sawed my fingertips against the warm, soft groove of her cunt. I drank the scent of Polly's arousal and my fingers conjured her dewy lust through the fabric of her panties. 
 
                 Jennifer's soft sighing and Polly's muffled moans were fuel to my fire. I buried my nose in the cleft of Polly's ass and tongued her panty-covered peach. Her juices soaked through, sweet as could be, and I could not resist pulling her panties aside. The rich, clean musk of her cunt filled my nostrils. Her pussy was waxed clean, delicate, perfect, her pink inner lips visible. I thrust my tongue inside her and she jerked her head up for a moment from Jennifer's cunt. 
 
                 "Ohhhh, yes, Autumn," she murmured. "Lick me. Lick my pussy. Lick my mMMmmmmpphhh." 
 
                 I was able to see that Jennifer had grabbed Polly's head and thrust it back down. I smiled at that and grabbed Polly's ass with both hands so I could properly devour her sweet cunt. I peeled her soaked panties out of her ass and down her thighs and gave her tender crescent a thorough tongue lathering. Polly seemed to like that quite a bit, wiggling and pushing her bottom against my tongue as I licked her clenching ass. 
 
                 My tongue soon returned to her sweet pussy and I did not relent from my merciless licking until she was wailing into Jennifer's juicy cunt. By then, Jennifer was on her second or third orgasm, thrashing her hips and thrusting her little twat against Polly's mouth. My blonde Scout could finally stand no more and she lifted her head to sing out her pleasure.
 
                 "AAaaahhhhh yessss, I'm cumming! Hera, I am cumming!"
 
                 I gave one pale cheek a wallop with the flat of my hand and screwed my tongue into her fluttering fuck channel. Her sweet cum poured into my mouth. She pushed back, grinding her clit against my chin and fucking back into my tongue. I held her cheeks with both hands and would not release her until she was begging for me to relent.
 
                 Our fun had only begun with that steamy chain of lust. We shared a three tongue kiss, their flavors mingling before Jennifer and I rolled Polly onto her back and I mounted her face. Jennifer grabbed Polly's long leg and wrapped her own thighs around it, scissoring hard into her freshly juiced groove. 
 
                 "You're so wet," moaned Polly beneath me. 
 
                 "Yes, I quite enjoyed your sweet bottom," I confessed. "But I think it's more than fair for you to repay the favor."
 
                 "With your bottom?" she suggested and gave my ass a teasing flick of her tongue. 
 
                 "OoooOOoh," I cooed. "That might be nice."
 
                 "Well, let's just see how nice it will--"
 
                 I silenced her by dropping my weight and smothering her pretty face beneath my plump ass. I reached back and grabbed her platinum hair and dragged her tightly against me. 
 
                 "You had better prove yourself with your tongue," I hissed. "You have much more than an orgasm to repay me tonight."
 
                 To my surprise, she moaned with muffled pleasure and grabbed me around my thighs to pull me even more heavily onto her face. She could not possibly breathe in this predicament and yet I gasped in stunned pleasure as her tongue deftly parted the weight of my cheeks and screwed into my tight asshole. She tongue-fucked my tender wrinkle without apparent concern for her own life. My pleasure grew and yet her grip on my thighs did not. I realized that a moment after my threat, Pollly had taken control again and was refusing to give herself oxygen until I came.
 
                 Jennifer was unaware of what was happening. She continued to grind her wet cunt into Polly's and work her body like the best-paid dancer working the pole at a strip club. She saw me watching her move. She swept the hair out of her face and leaned across Polly's body to give me a kiss. 
 
                 "Mmmmmm, I will never leave you," she breathed, her strawberry lips falling open in the kiss and her tongue mingling with mine. "I'm sorry I questioned you. I'm...ohh...sorry..."
 
                 "I know, sweetie," I hissed.
 
                 Jennifer and I were holding each other and gasping into the kiss. Our breath spilled between our lips. Our orgasms were converging. Jennifer rode harder and more roughly against Polly. I could hardly stand it as Polly's devilish tongue plunged in and out of my ass while her fingers curled around to my clit and strummed me with delicate skill. 
 
                 I took back some control over what was happening and began to grind myself against Polly's mouth. I felt her suck air against my ass. Good, I needed a little more time and I wanted to use her tongue on more than just my tender little asshole. I slipped the groove of my pussy against the sweet curve of her tongue and smeared my juices across her lips. Polly moaned beneath me. 
 
                 I was too busy to look back, too busy holding Jennifer as her orgasm wracked her body. I caught Jennifer's lips and we shared a deep, wet kiss that vibrated with her muffled cries of pleasure. I stroked Jennifer's back and lavished her with kisses she had more than earned with her loyalty. Her girlish cries of pleasure drove me on, lashing my own excitement as I bounced on the hot, amorous saddle of Polly's face.
 
                 My attention was so raptly on Jennifer and her orgasm that it allowed Polly to retake control. She leaned back, splitting my cheeks with her hands and guiding my moving hips against the tip of her tongue. Her hard licks pressed against my clit, dipped between my velvet folds, dragged across my tender taint and jammed into the spit-damp crinkle of my anus. I was at her mercy and she claimed the orgasm from me. 
 
                 I fell into Jennifer's arms, shuddering as my hips worked, desperately trying to feed Polly's tongue into my cunt or ass, but unable to catch her slippery licks at the right moment. The merciless path of Polly's tongue prolonged the hot spasms of my pleasure. Even after I stopped moving and lay panting, only supported by Jennifer's embrace, Polly continued to torment my quivering quim and the tingle clench of my anus.
 
                 "You simply...ahhh...can't be trusted," I said to Polly.
 
                 "Never turn your back on me in the bed," she agreed and smacked a kiss against the inner curve of my bum. "I've brought my toys with me. Shall I get one you are familiar with?"
 
                 "A toy?" asked Jennifer, sliding off of Polly.
 
                 "Oh, yes," said Polly. "I'll introduce you to it. Just lie back and give me a moment to strap it on. You're going to love it."
 
                 I'm not so sure Jennifer did love Polly's strap-on, but Polly certainly loved using it on the slender teenager. I watched as the shapely young blonde teased Jennifer's delicate folds with the head of the rubber cock. When she thrust into her I thought Jennifer's eyes might pop from her head. Her mouth fell open in a wordless gasp of surprise. Polly took control of Jennifer's legs, pulling them against her shoulders and using them as leverage to hammer the cock into Jennifer's tight pussy. 
 
                 "It's too big," cried Jennifer.
 
                 "You'll manage," laughed Polly and continued to plow the cock into Jennifer's helpless slit.
 
                  I crawled out of bed and positioned myself in the chair alongside them with my legs apart and hanging over the arms. My fingers played merrily in the juicy furrow of my cunt as I watched Polly giving it to Jennifer. Each stroke of Polly's hips drove the piston of the black strap-on into the velvet tightness of Jennifer's cunt. Jennifer, helpless beneath Polly, moaned and tensed against the cock as her body was propelled closer and closer to a violent orgasm.
 
                 "Yessssss, fuck her harder," I murmured. 
 
                 Polly answered me with a flash of white teeth. She pinned Jennifer's wrists together above her head and sawed the cock into Jennifer's little cunt. Polly's lovely breasts heaved with each stroke. The bed bounced beneath them. I worked faster at my clit, entranced by the sight. Jennifer's juices glistened on the cock. Her blushing fuckhole was dripping with her cum.
 
                 "Oh god," managed Jennifer as she finally succumbed to pleasure. Her face was contorted as if in pain. She wrapped her slender legs around Polly's thrusting hips. Her mouth fell open, a forgotten question on the delicate "O" of her lips as her body tensed with her orgasm.
 
                 "That's it," whispered Polly, licking and kissing Jennifer's neck. "Cum for me. Cum for my cock."
 
                 "I...I...aaaaAAAAHHHHHHH!!" 
 
                 Jennifer bucked beneath Polly, thrusting herself against the rubber cock, impaling the pink sleeve of her cunt. I could see the climax in the tension of her thighs, the curling of her toes, and the soft, steady cry of pleasure that passed her lips. Polly quieted Jennifer with her mouth and Jennifer's pleasure became a scorching kiss that lasted long after her body had descended from its heights of ecstasy. 
 
                 I reached my own orgasm crescendo in those quiet moments following Jennifer's orgasm. I gasped and fucked against my fingers. My thumb beat against my clit and I pushed three and then four fingers into my sucking cunt. I needed the fullness of them. I needed to be fucked like Polly had fucked me that night at the cabin.
 
                 I ended my night, or at least that first act of the night, on my knees beside the bed. Polly's legs were over my shoulder, her firm bottom was hanging over the edge of the bed while she stretched out and tangled with Jennifer in languid ecstasy. They kissed and caressed. Their bodies glistened with sweat.
 
                 My full attention was on Polly's pretty pink pussy. I opened her outer lips with my fingers and ran my tongue over her. She tasted of sweat and cum. The smell of so much sex was thick in the air and it seemed to write the permission for a raunchy, sucking, wanton tongue-fucking of Polly's perfect cunt. I luxuriated in the hot sweetness of her body. I drank her cum as it flowed steadily into my mouth.
 
                  Sex fills you with secrets. In the quiet of the bedroom you become more than lovers, you become conspirators on every intimate detail. There is a rush in the day following particular intimacy, a sort of giddiness as you share glances and smiles fraught with passionate meaning. They know you and you them.
 
                 It was that way for Polly, Jennifer, and me that night at the gathering ordered by the new Hunt Mother. I held Jennifer's hand and, without even being asked, Jennifer offered her other hand to Polly. They were blushing and radiant in their open gowns. I wanted to suck at their nipples and ravish them all over again and I believe they both knew it whenever they caught my gaze.
 
                  I never bothered to think of Ashley. I never stopped to consider she might attend the ceremony. She was outside our trio of conspirators. The hurt was apparent on her face when we arrived in the chamber.
 
                 "It really is over," I whispered to myself. "Why did she come?"
 
                 "She came out of duty," whispered Polly.
 
                 "Should I go talk to her?" asked Jennifer.
 
                 I was about to say that I would go talk to her when Marissa entered the room, along with her Scouts, and swept Ashley up in their midst. I saw that conspiratorial smile fly between Marissa and Ashley. They had made love last night. Maybe every night since the party. And yet I was the betrayer? Anger burned in my cheeks.
 
                 "You're hurting my hand," said Jennifer.
 
                 "Sorry," I said and forced myself to relax. 
 
                 Further conversation was brought to silence as one of Polly's scouts, a tall and very slender redheaded girl named Samantha, took to the platform from the election. 
 
                 "The Mother of the Hunt of Artemis, the embodiment of Hera, Lillian Magdalene Venture."
 
                 A gasp went through the room as the new Hunt Mother took the stage. She wore a lavish dress decorated with jewels and the pattern of a peacock. It was like something out of those Hunger Games movies my daughter likes so much. On anyone but Lillian Venture it would have been a laughable costume. Lillian wore it with icy confidence and instead of being judged her eyes seemed to judge each of us. In one hand she held the staff of Artemis. On her other arm was a red basket piled with fruit of some sort.
 
                 "Form a line," she said. 
 
                 Wordlessly, we did, lining up shoulder-to-shoulder in a single line that crossed the width of the room. There was almost supernatural stillness to the proceedings. Even the women who had voted against her and obviously despised her remained totally silent.
 
                 "Today we reaffirm our pledge to uphold the laws of Artemis and honor her plan, but we also pledge ourselves to another." 
 
                 A spotlight switched on behind Lillian and illuminated a life size golden statue of a beautiful woman. In one hand the woman held half of a pomegranate. In her other hand she held the severed head of a bull.  
 
                 "Hera, mother of mothers, we consecrate ourselves for you. We honor your name with our deeds. To become mothers to our daughters. To work the will of Hera through our actions." 
 
                 She raised her arms and seemed to survey the line of women.
 
                 "Speak after me, 'I, daughter of Hera, do swear to uphold her laws.'"
 
                 Lillian paused to hear us repeat the oath. I spoke it. Jennifer and Polly spoke it. Some women remained silent. Marissa's jaw was clenched shut. Pamela Candy did not speak. Heather Bancroft, founder of the Artemis Society, was as still as the golden statue of Hera.
 
                 "'I swear to obey my mother and to honor my daughters and to act to further Hera's purpose in the world every day.'" 
 
                 The words chorused down the line, becoming louder and more confident.
 
                 "In the name of Hera, you are her daughters." 
 
                 Samantha clapped her hands together in applause and we gradually began to join in until the chamber echoed with the sound of clapping hands. Lillian descended from the platform amid the rush of applause. She was followed by her Scouts. All four of them. They wore leather choker collars around their slender necks. Silver peacock charms dangled from the collar.
 
                 "It is Hera's will," explained Lillian as she walked down the line of Huntresses and Scouts, "that each Huntress also be a Mother and each Scout is her Daughter. The days of relative equality are over. This was a mistake, a fine one, but a mistake nonetheless. A young woman must learn discipline from her mother. She must be subservient in all things and never refuse her mother. The Daughter must wear the collar."
 
                 Lillian stopped in front of a Scout standing in the line. One of Lillian's Scouts brought over a leather collar and Lillian clamped it around her neck.
 
                 "It is also the will of Hera that each Daughter be marked," said Lillian. "For now, with the juice of lust, but soon enough they will wear rings to symbolize their bonds to their mothers."
 
                 Lillian, still standing before the Scout, took a pomegranate fruit from the basket that hung from her arm. She crushed and twisted the fruit in her hand. Red juice spilled out across the Scout's breasts. The young woman gasped at the cool juice and seeds that dripped into her cleavage.
 
                 "I will place the collar upon the neck of your Scout and the bond will be created. You will crush the fruit of Hera onto her breasts to seal the bond."
 
                 Slowly, Lillian moved down the line. Scouts bent their heads down and she secured the collars around their throats, each with a tiny, dangling charm of Hera. Each Huntress took a poemgranate form the basket and broke the fruit open over the breasts of their Scout. The effect was almost immediate. The room became sexually charged and Huntresses began to kiss and suck the breasts of their young Scouts. Those of us still waiting our turns began to grow tense with lust.
 
                 Lillian gazed pointedly at me when she reached me. Polly bent her head down without hesitation. Lillian fastened the collar and handed me the pomegranate. With most of the women she had moved on, but she stood and watched as I smashed the juice and seeds onto Polly's plump breasts. Her tits were coated with red. Jiggling red seeds dropped down her belly and over the swell of her breasts.
 
                 I felt the pang of lust between my legs and I leaned down to lick her nipple and suck the sweet juice from her body. Jennifer pressed in beside Polly and I broke a second fruit open on her chest. They pushed their tits together and I buried my face in them. The red juice coated my fingers and nose and chin. I shared it with them in hot kisses. I tore at my gown until I released my breasts and pushed them against Jennifer and Polly. 
 
                 "Yes," said Lillian, beginning to move on. "Praise Hera."
 
                 Not every woman accepted the collar. Lifting my head from Polly's breasts for a moment, I saw that Ashley refused and so did most of the Scouts of Heather Bancroft's faction. Many left as the ceremony developed into something more like an orgy. 
 
                 "I love you," cried Jennifer, smearing her juice-covered breasts against mine. "I love you, mother."
 
                 "Daughter," I said. I embraced them both, "Daughters."
 
                 I had the decency to go to my suite for further intimacy. Many women, particularly Lillian's loyalists, did not. A true orgy broke out, with women stripping off their gowns and sliding their bodies together in the mess of the pomegranates. It was a disturbing sight made doubling disturbing for the effect it had on me.
 
                 Naked, in the shower of my suite, we did not wash away the pomegranate. Polly, Jennifer, and I let it stain our skin as we writhed together, kissed, and caressed one another in the name of Hera. Somewhere, beneath the burning passion of our embrace, I was reassured that I had spared my daughter the depraved lust of Lillian Graves.
 
                 But, as Jennifer hugged her slender body against mine, as her hand pressed between my thighs and she whispered, "I love you, Mother," into my ear, I could not help but think I had not saved my daughter at all.
 
                 I had enslaved her.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Also available from Amanda Clover...
 
    
 
   Your Naughty Playmate 2 - Succubus Fantasy
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   Have you ever wanted a nubile redheaded demoness to do your sexual bidding? It sounds like a fantasy come true, and maybe it is, but when you discover a ritual that allows you to conjure a succubus you learn to be careful what you wish for. Especially when your lover has an appetite for your life force!
 
    
 
   Your Naughty Playmate 2 - Succubus Fantasy puts you in the action and lets your choices guide the erotic fantasy. You can command the succubus to perform a variety of erotic acts or use her incredible powers to change into someone else. You can have an affair with your friend's lusty wife or spend some quality time with your own. Maybe, if you play things right, you can even convince your wife to take a turn with the succubus.
 
    
 
   Create the erotic fantasy you want with the demonic girl of your dreams. Your choices guide the action to one of 25 possible steamy endings. Countless hours of entertainment are to be found in this 44,000 word epic of erotic choices.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   My Lesbian Cougar Diary now compiled in The Complete Deepest Secrets Collection! 
 
   [image: collectionthumb]
 
   All SIX scorching installments of My Lesbian Cougar Diary, collected complete with cover art. Plus, Madison is back in an ALL NEW and EXCLUSIVE epilogue to the saga, "My Daughter's Honeymoon Sex Video."
 
    
 
   Join Madison Acres, recently-divorced cougar, on her erotic odyssey through her repressed lesbian lust for younger women.
 
    
 
   Part 1 - Seducing College Cuties at My Daughter's Sleepover
 
    
 
   Madison explores her newly discovered attraction to younger women by seducing two of her daughter's closest teenage friends.
 
    
 
   Part 2 - Submitting to the College Athlete's Perfect Body
 
    
 
   Madison bumps into Penny, a fit and fetching teen coed with a perfect ass and a decidedly kinky side.
 
    
 
   Part 3 - Dominating the Spoiled Beach Brat
 
    
 
   After an airline tryst with a flight attendant, a sexy teen brat tries to blackmail Madison, but Madison turns the tables and then some.
 
    
 
   Part 4 - My Best Friend is Dating My Daughter
 
    
 
   Madison convinces her cougar pal Rebecca to seduce Madison's teenage daughter to a life of lesbianism, but Madison takes things to steamy extremes.
 
    
 
   Part 5 - Romancing My Neighbor's Naughty Nanny
 
    
 
   Madison has her eyes set on the neighbor's gorgeous French nanny, but the flirtation becomes complicated when Madison's teenage ex intrudes on the budding relationship, with steamy results.
 
    
 
   Part 6 - Pursuing the Perfect Threesome
 
    
 
   Madison learns that Rebecca and Madison's daughter are getting married. In a spiral of lust, Madison reunites with Penny and seduces a naive straight girl, all the while in danger of crossing a taboo line.
 
    
 
   All New! Epilogue - My Daughter's Honeymoon Sex Video
 
    
 
   Madison avoided crossing a line with her daughter, but a surprise package from Rebecca reawakens her feelings with explosive results.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Choose Your Own Erotic Odyssey #1 – Escape the Monster Breeding Grounds
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                 In this darkly erotic twist on the tradition of interactive novels, you decide the actions of a beautiful virgin princess as she tries to escape a forest prowled by lusty monsters...
              Princess Sabrina was not happy to be promised as a bride to the elves, but her dismay soon turned to fear as her carriage came under attack, stranding the princess in a dark forest infamous for harboring monsters.
              Can the princess escape the clutches of the foul denizens of the wood and reach her elven groom? Will she go through with the marriage or find a different love along the way? 
              It is all up to YOU in this 100,000+ word erotic novel, featuring dozens of erotic encounters and 27 steamy endings. This dark fantasy is not for the timid; orcs, goblins, trolls, beastmen, werewolves, tentacle beasts, and many more horrors lurk within. From romance with a handsome knight, to an encounter with a seductive succubus with something extra, to bondage at the hand of the elven queen, every fantasy can be explored, if YOU choose.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Sexy American reporter Emily Jansing debuts in The Gangbanged Reporter's Journal: Bound in Bulgaria
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                 I should have known better than to agree to a late night meeting at a seedy club in the suburbs of Sofia. I thought a little flirting could get me closer to my big story, but Bulgarian mobster Sergey Black had other ideas. Before I knew it, I was tied up and on my knees in front of his desk. When Sergey was done with me, his thugs dragged me down to the basement and things only got worse. I knew I was going to be lucky to make it out of that club with my story, but I had to do whatever it took. 
 
                 My name is Emily Jansing and I am a reporter with a knack for getting into trouble. I have been hot on the heels of the biggest kingpin of international sex trafficking. It's the sort of story that could make a career, even if it means traveling the world without a safety net. Sometimes, to get the lead, I have to do things I don't like with people I hate. Nothing and no one can stand between me and my story. 
 
                 Join blonde American bombshell Emily on her journey through the seedy world of international sex trafficking. Bound in Bulgaria is an 8,000+ word story of dark erotica, featuring bound sex, coerced sex, and gangbangs filmed for a Bulgarian sex ring.
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