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CHEAT SHEET

Rather than being in alphabetical order, this is in chronological order in the way characters, locations, races, and so forth were introduced in the series (mostly).  That means it is not technically a glossary (which requires alphabetization) and so I will call it a Cheat Sheet.  It is a reference point in case anyone gets confused as to who is a what or what looks like who.  This will grow as the series continues and is also generally a few books ahead, so there may be a few surprises in here that you have yet to read about.  So, semi-spoiler alert!

ETHECREETH:  A fair-sized town located in the expansive empire of Ethecreeth.

SNEB:  A type of four-legged pet.  Requires a lot of grooming.  Their fur reaches the ground even when they are standing.

KLOOFER:  A type of pet. They have long fur.  They have flat pugnacious faces.  They look like four-legged orangutans. 

KRELLINGS:  Short warlike aggressive creatures.  They are intelligent but brutal.  They are short but wide and powerful.  War parties consist of nine members, a lucky umber to them.  They do not believe in marriage or monogamy and think it is funny.  They always have twins.  They have black warty faces, huge noses, and purple-skinned arms that are heavily furred with black fur.

FLORUS:  She is a Healer, just finished with her apprenticeship.  She has more power than most Healers.  She is the daughter of Rinnassa, the Governess of the Magic Guild. She has a pouch of holding that can hold a wagon load of items, and a bit of enchanted mirror that when rubbed produces a full-size magical floating mirror.  She lives in a very nice villa on the edge of Ethecreeth, one paid for by her mother.  She has light blue eyes and curly blonde hair.

RINNASSA:  Florus’s mother. A sorceress of considerable power.  She is concerned about appearances in more ways than one.  She looks like Florus’s slightly older sister, perhaps mid-twenties instead of in her late forties.  Her hair is white but that is intentional magical coloration on her part.  Her hair is a match for her milky skin, which is never sunburned, magically protected from the sun.  She has light eyes, like Florus, but her eyes are green, not blue. Rinnassa wears revealing outfits that feature her physical assets, which are considerable.  She has very large breasts that rumor has it are magically enhanced.  She lives in a big mansion inside Ethecreeth.  Mysty is her familiar.

OOSVALT:  Florus’s mentor in Healing magic, the one she apprenticed to.  A tall yet stooped over man with long gray hair.  He retires once Florus completes her Healer internship.

NICRAR:  The most well-known necromancer in Ethecreeth.  He is scrawny and gray-skinned and looks older than he really is.  Necromancy is a type of magic, like witchery, that has a negative impact on the user’s appearance.  All necromancers are thin to emaciated and have greyed skin and look at least ten years older than they really are.  Necromancers have gray skin while witches have green skin.  Necromancy involves the ability to speak to the dead, raising of the dead, and enslavement of the undead.

MYSTY:  Rinnassa’s familiar.  She is an exceptional familiar and has a history different than most familiars.  She was not magically created, not in the usual way familiars are.  She was a fairy of the nearly extinct dragonfly fairy type.  Her clan, perhaps the only remaining dragonfly fairies, were slaughtered by Krellings.  Mysty was the only survivor of the massacre.  She may be the last of her kind. 

Florus’s mother, Rinnassa, found Mysty dying of sadness and loneliness in the woods, just weeks prior to Rinnassa’s own advancement from apprentice status two decades ago.  Once Mysty recovered from her tragedy, she volunteered to become Rinnassa’s familiar.

She is a little over two and a half feet tall and slim for her height.  She looks delicate and vulnerable but she is tough.  She has survived many battles alongside Rinnassa. 

Mysty has candy-pink hair and glowing yellow eyes.  Her main feature, the one that strikes everyone and catches the eyes, are her wings.  She has four segmented wings looking like what you’d get if you combined dragonfly wings with stained glass windows.

Mysty wears outfits exactly like Rinnassa’s other than being much smaller in order to fit her.  Rinnassa had decided they should both dress the same, sort of an individualized sexy uniform of the day.  Her skills in magic allow Rinnassa to easily produce smaller copies of her outfits for Mysty to wear.  Mysty has a much smaller chest than Rinnassa, even proportional to her small size, so that requires an adjustment to her mini sets of clothing.

ALURE:  She was the familiar of Sliphera the witch.  She is a kin-demon but no one in Ethecreeth knows her exact nature or abilities.  Kin-demons are raised in batches, known as hives, and their abilities depend on what their demon lords at the time consider useful.

She is under three feet tall.  Alure looks hard but sexy.  She is slim and her skin is bright red and glossy like colored leather.  Her hair is black and her eyes are blacker.  No pupils or irises for her.  Just pure black eyes.

Alure has horns.  They are black and ringed, like goat horns.  They sprout from her hairline, above her temples, and, oddly, stick forward before curving abruptly towards each other so that their sharp tips nearly touch.

She has a long thin tail ending in a leathery patch shaped like an arrowhead.  It is a prehensile tail that can move independently, like a limb. 

Alure has a little demon-red body.  Not an ounce of fat.  She is muscular but still feminine.  There is a tiny patch of black pubic hair above her slit.  Her breasts are small even for her overall size and capped by tiny near-black nipples.  Her fingers are incredibly long, maybe twice as long respective to her body as they would be on a human body her size.  The black talons on them made them look even longer.  Her toe talons are even longer and thicker.

FRINKABEAST:  A huge horned four-legged creature.  A plant eater but quick to anger and dangerous.

VIRRIN:  A redheaded young woman whose left foot is half the size of her right.  Her mother is Annis and they own and run a candles and cookware shoppe in Ethecreeth.

THUMPERCRUMP: A jester who became a conjuror.  He had a jack-in-the-box possessed toy turned familiar.  They were both eaten alive by a Welge Devil conjured up by Thumpercrump.

WELGE DEVIL:  A massive broad-shouldered devil with horns, a gaping maw, and a huge belly.  Often charges on all fours, like a bull.  When they do not eat their prey, they delight in burning the prey in ferocious fires and then smearing their massive bodies with the still hot ash.  They are nomadic, moving into an area, destroying everything they can, and then move on.  They are descended from devils but are “gone wild” living in Ethecreeth, serving no master but themselves.  They are loners and only rarely is more than one seen and if there is more than one, they will fight each other unless there is a juicier opponent available.  Barely intelligent.

ARIUS THE GODDESS OF HEALING:  Honored by Healers.  Prayed to by the diseased and health-afflicted.  Not nearly as compassionate as one would think or hope.

ZELUA THE GODDESS OF DEATH: “Goddess Zelua’s mocking crow!” is a common refrain of shock and surprise.  Eternally fascinated by death and loves to invisibly witness the moment of death.  Said to enslave and utilize souls of those who die and are unaffiliated with any other God or Goddess. 

SWENGE THE GODDESS OF THE SUN: “Sweet Swenge’s Spear of Dawn!” is a common refrain of outrage.  She always has a beaming smile and is always looking on the bright side.

IXIWIGGLE:  A small magically enchanted animal sometimes used to make familiars.  Limbless and long, like a ferret with no legs, or furred snake.

HILDEGAST:  A creature cursed with constant hunger.

PHELLASSIA: The land in which the town of Ethecreeth is located.  The humans of the land of Phellassia have a proclivity for naming people and places with words that have doubles of sets of letters, such as the name of Phellassia itself.

SNIFFERDELL FLOWERS:  A narcotic flower than people sniff and get addicted to.  Some sniff it all day long.  Those people lose all connection to regular life and care for nothing other than sniffing Snifferdells.

TURRIK:  A clawed creature that climbs up the sides of trees.

CLIFF DAINFER:  A leaping, hopping creature known to live on cliffs and the steepest hillsides.

CLULVE GEYSER:  A scenic natural wonder not far from Ethecreeth.  Every other bell it blasts out a geyser of steam and hot water a hundred paces tall.

WENWISS:  Mysty’s one-time fairy lover.

BALL OF LUST:  A magical item or perhaps a magical creature.  It causes lust and seeks to enter people through sexual orifices.  It can change its size to facilitate entry into tight places and then grow to prevent anyone extricating them.  Once inside a victim, it is almost impossible to get it out unless it decides to leave.  It can be trained and given lasting directions.  Besides changing size, it can move and wiggle and vibrate and even heat up.  It is always either seeking to make its recipient cum or trying to keep them on the edge of cumming without satisfaction.

PIDRINN CLIFF CAVES:  They are located South of Ethecreeth.  They were where the devilkins emerged and attacked through a devil hole that led from another dimension.

GREENWING FAIRIES:  The Greenwings have green wings most of the year.  Their wings actually look just like leaves on trees and, like leaves, their wings changed colors with the changing of the seasons.  But luckily, their wings do not fall off in the winter.

SPOTTED BOTTOM FAIRIES:  Appropriately named as they have spots – coin-sized dots of color – on their bottoms.  They are seen by most other fairies as lower class.  They are just as magical and clever and all that.  The only real difference is their spotted bottoms. 

ABBEGORNS:  They are humanoids with horns that curl like a ram’s.  An intelligent species

FLEETHINGS:  Extremely skinny, they move very quickly, in a blur, but are extremely weak.  An intelligent species.

OBCHORDS:   They are ponderously slow due to their armored plating.  Very wide.  Turtle-like.  An intelligent species.

SWAMPS OF FRASH:  Hypnotic rainbow lizards live in the Swamps of Frash. 

RAINBOW LIZARDS: Their ever-moving colored scales are hypnotic and cause victims to stare at them in wonder.  Then the victims hesitate and sit, then breathe ever slower, and then simply watch as the brood of lizards close in.  The travelers continue to watch as the lizards eat the traveler.  They keep watching the whole time and do nothing to save themselves.  The only thing that stops their watching is when the lizards suck their eyes free of their skulls!

FIKKELL, GOD OF LUCK:  The two-headed God of Luck.  One head for good luck, one head for bad.  Both heads look exactly the same.  He carries one large coin he likes to flip to determine things.  It is heads on both sides, no tails.  The heads on the coin look the same as Fikkell’s two heads.  One of the heads means good luck is bestowed and the other means bad luck.  But only he, or they, can tell which is which.  Many mutter, when faced with bad luck, “Fickle Fikkell!”  Others yell in frustration, “Fuck-Hell Fikkell!” 

GROCKUS:  A gargoyle.  Dark gray stone with a revivified large cock.  Is it a Greeg’s cock with an Ogre’s scrotum underneath?  Or a Troll’s cock with a Thript’s scrotum?  Who knows!

DESDER:  A gargoyle.  Light gray stone with two revivified cocks, one on top of the other. Are they a Greeg’s cock and an Ogre’s cock with a Troll’s scrotum underneath?  Or a Troll’s cock and a Thript’s cock with a Greeg’s scrotum?  Who knows!

ANNIS:  Daughter of Klegft, mother of Virrin.  Long reddish-brown hair.  Freckles on her nose and cheeks.  She and her daughter own and operate a candles and cookware shoppe in Ethecreeth.

STERSE:  A giantess and a member of The Watch, leader of the warriors of The Watch.  Partnered with Dinnaka.  Unlike many giants, she is not at all misshapen.  Just the opposite.  She is “shapen” if there is such a thing.  No one would change a single feature on her face or body, other than her tremendous size.  Sterse is single.  For one thing, she is all about the work.  For another, she is far too tall and far too strong for the ego of nearly any man – any eligible single handsome male – to accept.  Height is a bigger deal to giants and giantesses than it is to humans.  Perhaps because the size differential from the shortest to the tallest adults among them is more than the height of a tall human man.

Sterse is cursed with size expectations.  She simply cannot date anyone shorter than her. 

Despite her height and strength, Sterse looks slim and extremely feminine.  Sterse has long wavy black hair.  Sterse is strong because of her size but she is also much stronger than her size.    Sterse is five times stronger than a human of her same height and frame would be. 

Giants lived for hundreds of years, so at twenty-eight years of age, other giants view Sterse as a young pup, practically a juvenile. 

Sterse is not a user of magic per se but she does utilize magic.  It is just that her magic is object-based.  On her back is a quiver for javelins that is as long as a human and contains half a dozen Nevermiss Javelins.  She can grab and chuck one in a blur.  She does not have to look to see if it hit target.  It always does.

She also wears giantess-sized boots of stealth.  They keep her size from being a detriment by warning others that she is approaching.  Without them on, her heavy steps can be heard a street away and vibrations from her footfalls can be felt from even further away.

The “uniform” she is required to wear looks like a scale mail one-piece swimsuit.  It is magical and protective, but Sterse hates how revealing the outfit is.

DINNAKA:  Lead battle mage of The Watch.  Partnered with Sterse the Giantess.  Dinnaka has a warm face and full lips, with big eyes.  And a far better than average bosom.  She is short for a human and looks especially short next to Sterse.  Dinnaka has heard her physical charms discussed, either when the speakers did not know she was near, or when they crudely wanted her to hear their comments, or when she used a spell to eavesdrop.  She enjoys magically eavesdropping.  The two terms she secretly enjoys the most when people describe her are “stacked” and “luscious.”

Dinnaka is young but is an accomplished battle mage with extensive experience in battle and hunting down evil users of magic that have bounties on their head.  Her experience level is the reason she is the leader of the battle mages.

Dinnaka wears a thick robe with a big hood but underneath must wear the “uniform” of the battle mages of The Watch:  A skin-tight transparent outfit that would reveal all if not for the robe.

KUTHERKUT:  The Town Headsman of Ethecreeth, like a mayor.  He is the technical leader of Ethecreeth, by King appointment, but Rinnassa actually runs the town.  He is misogynistic and creepy, looking at women as sexual objects and often making advances towards females too young for him and/or well beyond his below average appearance.

PLEASURE HOUSE:  An establishment that functions as a whore house.  A place of organized prostitution.  “House” can denote a single building or a group of affiliated building placed near one another.  There are in-town Pleasure Houses and out-of-town Pleasure Houses.  The in-town ones are controlled by town laws and have prostitutes but no slaves as slavery is frowned upon though it is legal in Phellassia.  The out-of-town Pleasure Houses have sex slaves and no rules other than those enforced by the proprietor who, of course, is guided by profit and serving the needs of even the most twisted of patrons.

MOONA’S MOAN AND GROAN:  An out-of-town Pleasure House located a few leagues outside of Ethecreeth.  Previously owned and run by Moona, now under new management, Zurizza the Masked.

ZURIZZA THE MASKED: The new proprietor of Moona’s Moan and Groan.  Like all masked persons or humanoids, she is mysterious, an unknown quantity with unknown abilities.  She wears a bag over her head and a head cage over the bag, apparently to make sure no one takes the bag off her head.  Is she just that ugly or is she possibly a medusa hiding a head covered in snakes?  Oh, and maybe because she does not want to turn her patrons or her slave sluts into stone?

BLYPHODONT:  A balloon-like creature the size of a cow that floats through the air on wind currents.

JIBGIL:  A Fleething who works as a messenger and “trouble finder” at Moona’s Moan and Groan.  JibGil finds the troubles by zipping through the buildings at blurring speed, and then reports any found trouble to Tongue and Gullet, who deal with it.

HURRKINS:  An intelligent lake creature.  Huge with big lips and small eyes.  It can swallow entire human-sized creatures in a single gulp.

GULLET:  A Hurrkin who works at Moona’s Moan and Groan as security.  She is magically altered so that her belly carapace is see-through and those captured inside can be her easily viewed.

STHUTHIPPA:  Intelligent Salt swamp creatures who live near the ocean.  Known for their gigantic tongues which shoot out as fast as a frog’s and as far as four man’s lengths.  Their tongues are super sticky.  They glue anything they tongue-contact but can drool a second kind of saliva mix to release them.

TONGUE:  A Sthuthippa who works at Moona’s Moan and Groan as security.  She is mottled pink and gray and looks obese.

THE NEVER-ENDING WOODS OF DOOM:  Though not actually never-ending, they go quite aways and are the doom of most who enter them.

SUNOLF:  An intelligent race who act like they are better than humans.  Many humans agree.  They have bright halos.  And auras!

WYFFALLEN:  Another intelligent race who believes they are superior to humans.  They have huge wings that allow them to fly as high as the highest clouds.

QUORD:  Chieftain of the Death Rattle Clan of Krellings.

RUGATH:  Twenty years of age, war party chief of the Krellings.  Second in command.  Skull Splitter Squadron.

UFKA:  Fifty-Two years old, war party chief, oldest member of the Death Rattle Clan of the Krellings, third in command.  Bone Shatter Squadron.

THUMERIMNA:  Goddess of Nature.  Known as a force for good.  Reputedly wears vines and leaves for clothing.

GHIBRUSHK:  The Goddess of Mystery.  She has a third eye in the middle of her forehead and it sees through all lies and disguises no matter how powerful the magics.

FINNILU, GODDESS OF HINDSIGHT:  One of the Goddesses.  Also known as the Goddess of Earned Wisdom.

ISSIRI, GODDESS OF FORESIGHT:  One of the Goddesses.  Known for rarely being involved or helpful towards mankind.  “The intercession of Issiri is just plain fucking rare.”

OLLIIS:  A battle mage, member of The Watch.  Tall, blonde, wears her hair in a ponytail.

EFFA:  A warrior, member of The Watch.  Dusky skinned and almond-eyed, very slim and very fast, from the mysterious Eastern land of Pirooun.  Fights with a long spear which she also uses to vault around, during combat or to reach high spots.

FEPPA:  A deceased member of the Dragonfly Fairies, possibly a romantic partner to Wenwiss.  Both Feppa and Wenwiss were captured and consumed by Krellings.

HAIRY FAIRIES:  A breed of fairies that may or may not be actual fairies.  They have spherical bodies and are too heavy to take flight.  Their thick pelts of hair cause hunters and trappers to pursue them though the thick fur makes it more difficult for predators to take bites out of them.

SLEEPNG NUCT:  A creature that sleeps for many years at a time.  Furry and harmless except that they suck up and contain magic in the immediate area, preventing magic use.  If they are awakened, they may explosively release the magic they’ve absorbed over the years, causing harm and havoc.

GOLDEN DRAGONS:  A card game popular in Phellassia.

TREE-EYE:  A fungus that lives symbiotically with tress, affording them eyesight.  Can be removed from trees and magically bonded, placed in locations, and then the bonded person can see whatever the Tree-Eye sees when something moves.

WINGED OUG:  They have four wings and two tails.  They have the magical ability to vary its weight at will, enabling easy fast flight and crushing freefalls.  They hunt prey by exponentially increasing their weight and plummeting down to crush them.  They are heavily armored and the armor is spiked and sharp, like broken up stones, making their falls all the more deadly.  They are sometimes called Flying Morning Stars or Sky Flails.

THRIPTS:  Large nonhumans, intelligent, nine feet tall.  They are peaceful vegetarians slow to anger but powerful.  Instead of hair they grow a sort of mossy bark that armors their skin.  Not big on talking or socializing with other races though they admire farmers and herders and trade stock and seeds and share gardening tips with others.

GREEGS:  Very large, over ten feet tall, and strong.  Hard-skinned physically but thin-skinned emotionally, quick to anger or be offended or hurt or to panic.  Overly emotional.  They often kill one another and so the longer-lived ones are the ones who live alone like hermits or in small groups.  They are hard to work with, always thinking they work too hard or that others do not do their share.  “Don’t be a an aggrieved Greeg” is a common expression among the humans.

MINDSLAVE WORM:  They are nearly helpless, moving only very slowly.  If they are put on a human’s or humanoid’s face or head, they phase into the victim’s brain.  They do not take over the victim themselves as they are not intelligent.  However, they eat the part of the brain that make a person an independent thinker.  They make it so that the person is completely suggestable, basically taking suggestions from others as orders they must obey.  People are safe from it other than if other people acquire a Mindslave Worm and intentionally put it on someone.  They cannot move on their own to get up to faces, though people are advised to be careful where they lay their heads at night.  Because they are mostly immobile and hard to find, it is always suspected that if someone is infected by one that someone else put the Mindslave Worm on them while they slept or were otherwise helpless. 

FAST-GROW MUSHROOM:  An edible mushroom.  Travelers, especially poor ones and ones who have to carry their possessions and do not have a beast of burden, bring spores of Fast-Grow Mushrooms in air-tight containers.  At night, they scatter spores on grass and logs or even just dirt.  By morning, mushrooms larger than thumbs have grown.  They can be eaten raw and are nearly tasteless but are nutritious and supply some energy.

PRISONWOOD:  A magical tree that bonds with prisoners, parts of them, if magically induced to do so.  It holds a part of the prisoner within the tree, sticking them to it.  Could be both feet, both hands, only one of either, or their entire body.  The prisoner cannot escape without magical help.  The tree keeps them in place but also feeds and hydrates them intravenously through transpiration.  The prisoner can thus be an “open air” or “wall-less” prisoner but the huge downside – to the prisoner -- is almost total, sometimes total, lack of movement.  If a hand is free the prisoner can move it or talk if their mouth is free but no one can walk around while attached to a Prisonwood Tree.  It does not require an entire tree to work.  Some prisoners are connected to a stump.  Royalty use prisonwood to keep valued prisoners near for entertainment while also completely harmless and with no chance of non-magical escape.  A benefit of imprisonment in a Prisonwood Tree is that the prisoner’s physical appearance never changes as they do not appear to grow old.  The wood of the Prisonwood is purplish-brown.

PARKEL:  A male patron of Moona’s Moan and Groan who gets in trouble and needs to be dealt with by security.

BELSIE:  A female patron of Moona’s Moan and Groan.  Very lesbian and very rough around the edges.  And in the middle.  Rough everywhere!

IBBERGIBBER GOD OF INSANITY:  As crazy and unpredictable as his followers.  Other than in one thing; he will come after those who persecute, pick on, or harm the insane.  He is known for invisibly freeing those who are insane and confined.  Some prisoners, especially those who are condemned, take potent mushrooms or other drugs to try to make themselves temporarily insane in hopes of Ibbergibber mistakenly freeing them.

ERTOONTH:  A big drunken male patron at Moona’s Moan and Groan.

KLEBISS:  A big drunken male patron at Moona’s Moan and Groan.

CHEW FUNGUS:  A mushy white ball with silvery veins.  They taste like animal fat and a person can chew on them for many hours, even days, without making an impression on them despite how soft they were.  They are sometimes used as gags.

APHAPELLIS:  A tall lean wrinkle-faced woman who works at Moona’s Moan and Groan.  She is not a pleasure slave.  She helps prepare and outfit pleasure slaves in various ways.

CHEROLLIA: A region neighboring Phellassia.

AMBERCRANT:  A long-bodied eight-legged lizard-like creature covered in spikes that will randomly and dangerously shoot off its body when threatened, upset, or stampeding.  It is magical in nature with the spikes returning to it and reattaching after being fired.  It is taller than a man at the shoulder and longer than four horses in a row.  Ambercrants differ by region, in height, length, number of spikes on its body, and most of all in coloration.  For instance, Cherollian Ambercrants are bright yellow with red spikes while Phellassian Ambercrants are a deep purple with black spikes.  Some have suggested making national boundaries line up with local Ambercrant coloration.  Of course, only countries that would gain territory under such a plan support this idea.

PURLA GODDESS OF PERFECTION AND PROPRIETY:  The know-it-all Goddess, ever so willing to say she’d told someone so even when she hadn’t.  At least, that is how her followers often behave.  They want everything in exact order and are lawful to a fault.  People do not pray to her so much for guidance on what is right to do as they do pray to her to try to learn what is correct to do.

WULVANE: Similar to a Centaur, but on the body and legs of a wolf instead of a horse.  A horse-sized wolf.  They have the upper body of a human and arms and can and do use weapons.  Their heads are those of a gigantic wolf and they can barely speak.  They raid in small bands, hunting and killing.  No one likes a Wulvane other than other Wulvanes. 

THE WANDERING KNIGHTS:  A legendary outfit of nights, supposed do-gooders and law enforcers.  The problem with that idea is that they work for the King of Phellassia, not known for his morals, only his self-interest.  They also have little supervision and little accountability and that leads to corruption in many forms.  Still, they have authority, are unpredictable as to when and where and in what numbers they will show themselves, and are competent armored soldiers.

LIGHTNING LIZARD:  Varying in size from finger length to the length of a leg, they love to climb and have no fear of humans or humanoids.  They will scamper over quite quickly and climb, often to a person’s highest point.  It is best to leave them alone and let them climb around and to not make any sudden movements or harm them in any way.  They keep an electrical charge in their glands and when threatened they fire it off causing a nasty electrocution.  Only the largest will kill a human but several smaller ones in tandem can.  Some carry so much electrical power that a random bolt of lightning can shoot from them and might strike anyone nearby.

THINT:  Beings from another dimension.  Aggressive and intelligent but they refuse to communicate with anyone of this dimension.  They are extremely hostile and want to take over anyplace they can reach.  They are black and shadowy, legless.  They swim through the air by lashing their large tail, which they have in lieu of legs.  They fly but fairly slowly.  They do have long arms and can and do wield weapons.  Normal weapons harm them but not very well.  It takes magic weapons and magic powers to fight them with much success.  Their flight ability and ruthless nature and hording battle style are big advantages for them.  They seem to have no fear at all of death and that can also be an advantage.

THINT OUTBREAK MENACE:  A battle between two Gods and three Goddesses was, as was almost always the case, relatively harmless to them but disastrous to nearby lesser beings.  The battle took place in the hilly areas in the East of Phellassia.  The day long battle directly obliterated four villages.  It also tore a rent between dimensions.  Through the rent came a boiling horde of thousands of floating dark shadowy beings.  Thints.   It took an all-hands-on-deck effort by the users of magic of Phellassia to defeat them.  Many lives were lost.  The rent between dimensions was magically stitched back together, costing the lives of a dozen users of magic, but there are rumors that the repair is weakening.

SOUL GUIDE:  Magical insubstantial beings who work for the Gods and Goddesses.  They supposedly bring worthy souls to the afterlife paradises each God and Goddess runs.

DUKKUS:  A creature roughly combining the attributes of a duck and a fish.  It can fly and walk and paddle on the surface of water like a duck, and it can also dive and swim and stay underwater breathing through gills for just as long as any fish.  They have duck-like nests but build them underwater near the shore of creeks and lakes.

BRAIN SLICER:  A nasty magical trap.  It is invisible.  It is activated when a victim steps on a certain spot, generally near a hoard of gold or a hoard of harem women, whatever needs protection via a magical trap.  It swings like huge invisible blades, phasing harmlessly through flesh and bone other than grey matter which it slices like deli ham.  Those effected look the same afterward other than their gaping mouths and the drool running down their chins.  It is considered criminal to use the Brain Slicer trap spell but that does not stop its usage.


Chapter One

Sterse looked up from her cards.  She kept them in front of her face and close to her lips.  She was always on guard against cheaters when playing cards.

It was hard to judge the faces at the table around her.  She knew Alure was quite a little liar and that meant she was good at presenting whatever face she wished to present.  Lies were not only made from words but also from expressions and body movements.

As far as Tongue and Gullet, Sterse had never dealt with a Sthuthippan or a Hurrkin.  Tongue’s facial features were mostly lost to view in her folds of fat.  Gullet had tiny unreadable eyes, but her huge lips might give something away.  Or not.  They shook and trembled and pursed and puckered and sometimes they seemed to roll from one side to the other like waves rolling into a beach.  Sterse supposed that might reveal emotions, but which ones?

Parkel was there, too, in Gullet’s huge stomach, looking out through the transparent belly shell of Gullet.  But he wasn’t playing.  They’d decided against letting him play because he couldn’t hold cards while inside of Gullet.  Or maybe he could if Gullet swallowed them down to him, but they’d get her digestive juices all over them and ruin the deck.

Parkel was watchful however and often Gullet stepped away from the table in order for the two of them to discuss her cards and options.  Said discussion was Gullet showing Parkel the cards and Parkel then advising her what to do in the game. 

Parkel was helping Gullet and Sterse could not blame him.  Gullet could commence to digesting him at will if she wanted to.  A simple almost instantaneous squirt from one of her digestive organs would complete the deadly mix floating in Gullet’s belly, a mix that Parkel was floating in. 

Zurizza the Masked had told Gullet not to digest Parkel, but who knew how lax Zurizza’s command over Gullet was.

Tongue and Gullet were the security team, at least this night, at Moona’s Moan and Groan, an out-of-town Pleasure House a couple of leagues outside of Ethecreeth.  There were no laws here.  Only whatever rules Zurizza imposed and enforced with the help of her staff.

A Pleasure House full of pleasure slaves.  Sterse often marveled at the lives of pleasure slaves.  What a fate!  Sterse supposed most women spent some time thinking about such a life, what it would be like.  But they would never admit it.  But not Sterse!  She did not think about it!  No fucking way!

She only thought about the terrible situation every pleasure slave was in.  Not what it would be like to be them!  Not fucking at all!

Sterse felt bad for the pleasure slaves, but also felt like such a destiny came to those who deserved it.  There was probably a reason these women were at this place.  Sterse believed in minding her own business as much as she could.  She was a member of The Watch so she did need to mind other people’s business often if it conflicted with the laws of Ethecreeth.  But this was different.  This was out of town.

Sterse did like to help people.  She tried to keep an open mind.  Maybe the pleasure slaves did need help?  Maybe they should be freed?  But she also thought people should help themselves.  If the pleasure slaves did not want to be here, why did they not escape?  It was not a prison and even prisoners in a prison often escaped.

She knew her partner, Dinnaka the battle mage, took a different view.  Dinnaka was quite sure all of the pleasure slaves needed saving.  She wanted to save every single one, no questions asked.

But then who would take care of the more exotic and bizarre of human sexual needs?  Someone had to do it.

Like gravediggers.  No one wanted to dig graves, but the people needed graves.  Can’t have a bunch of dead bodies lying around!  Also, can’t have a bunch of lustful freaks lusting away without satisfaction.  Someone had to satisfy their urges.  Better for pleasure slaves to do so than for fine ladies to have to do it.

After looking studiously around the table, Sterse could not garner any tells from the expressions, body posture, or, in Gullet’s case, lip waves, of the other players.  Sigh.

She looked at her hand again.  Two snakes, two Druids, a Chimera, and a Golden Dragon.  This was almost as good of a hand as possible without actually having a winning hand.

The object of Golden Dragons was to get three of one kind.  But more than three was even better, and best of all was two three of a kinds, and best of all was two three of a kinds of the same kind.  As in, a six of a kind.  Not likely but each type of card had six in the deck.  Each card had its own rank which resolved ties if more than one player had a three of a kind.  For instance, Druids were better than snakes.

The Chimera was a magical card.  It could be anything and did not reveal its final form until laid down at the end of the game.  But they tended to be high cards and a third of the time they turned into Golden Dragons.

The Golden Dragon card was a match to any card.  The player chose what they wanted it to be and had to declare it when they laid their cards down at the end of a match.  In this case, right then, were the game over, Sterse would declare her Golden Dragon card to be another Druid, giving her a three of a kind of Druids.

But the game was not over, and the Golden Dragon card could be used in another way.

It was Sterse’s turn to go first.  That was not advantageous.  It was better to be last.  Sometimes.

They took turns going first, the order progressing hand by hand, first, second, third, last.  The players agreed on a number of sets, each set being divisible by the number of players.  That way no one had a built-in advantage based on order of card play.

They’d agreed on ten sets.  Each set was four hands because there were four players.  They were on the seventh set.  Alure was way ahead.  Little red bitch!

Sterse had two choices to make.  Each player on their turn had the first same choice to make. 

Sterse could either draw two more cards from the deck, or take one card from another player.  She got to pick which player she took the card from.  That little rascal Alure had won the most hands, so Sterse would take a card from her.  With fewer cards, Alure would be less able to form a winning hand.

If Sterse chose to take a card from one player instead of two from the top of the deck.

But two cards were usually better than only getting one card.  It was a matter of either helping herself twice as much or helping herself less but also harming one of her opponents.

Sterse’s other decision was what to do with the Golden Dragon card.  If she kept it, great, she would use it to make her best possible match.  But she was going first.  If she held onto the Golden Dragon card, there was a chance one of the other players would take it from her hand.

It was best to play a Golden Dragon if you were first or early in the order of card plays.

She would instead play the Golden Dragon, lay it out for all to see, and take two cards from one player (it would be Alure) or one card from each of the other players, which would total three cards.  Which should she do?

Hm.

She could grow her hand from six cards to eleven if she drew two cards from the deck and played the Golden Dragon to enable taking one card from each of the other players….

But.  She was going first this hand.

Each of the other three players would get their turns.  With her having so many cards, every one of them might choose to take a card from her.  Or more than that if they had a Golden Dragon.

Then she’d be down to eight cards!  Or less!  There was no guarantee of a three of a kind with only eight cards.

Perhaps it would be best to play at being the Sleeping Nuct.  Act as if she had a poor hand.  But what if one of the other players still took cards from her and happened to select and steal from her the Golden Dragon?

The Golden Dragon was such a valuable card because it was entirely flexible and could be anything you wanted.  But if she did not play it, odds were decent one of the other players might blindly take it from her.  It was only useful if you played it for other cards or retained it until the end of the hand.

Damn the Gods!  These were hard decisions!

Fuck it.  No matter what, she could not stand for Alure to win another hand.  That little red bitch!  What a run of luck!

Alure’s luck had probably started with that redheaded beauty on Market Street.  How did Alure get that one to take off her garments and give up her lady charms to her?

Sterse opted to take one card from Alure instead of drawing two from the deck.  The nervy little demon-kin familiar winked at Sterse as Sterse plucked a card at random from her hand.

A Tree-Eye.  Shit.

She played the Golden Dragon and took two more cards from Alure.  Sterse could not help smiling when Alure hissed with upset.  The red twerp was down to three cards and the hand had barely begun!

Sterse checked the cards she’d obtained.

A Winged Oug.  Good if you had three of them, better than all but two other types of cards, but useless alone or in a pair.  Shit.

Ah!  Another Druid!

She had three of a kind, Druids, and a total of eight cards.  If someone took one card from her, the odds were less than fifty/fifty it would be a Druid.  As well, she still had the Chimera card which could turn out to be a Druid or, just as good, a Golden Dragon.

She had a chance!  A good one!

Tongue was up next.  She wasn’t much for talking but at least, unlike Gullet, Tongue could talk though it was hard to understand her because of her incredibly thick and long tongue.  It often spilled out of her mouth when she tried to talk.  Actually, it seemed to roll out of her mouth like a rolled carpet unfurling.  There was usually an accompanying splash of saliva.  It was gross, but Sterse had gotten used to it.

As far as Sterse had seen or heard, Gullet could not or would not talk.  She certainly had not yet tried to speak.  Who knew how the Hurrkins communicated with one another?  Gullet seemed to be a good listener though, listening to Parkel’s advice.  From Parkel’s reactions it seemed that she also often took his advice.

Tongue used her darting sticky tongue to slap up the top card off the deck.  She added it to her other six, her tongue acting like a third arm.  Tongue squinted, then cursed, “Fukth didth!”

Maybe she was upset.  Or maybe she was acting.  She might be attempting to get the other two players to think it wasn’t worth their while to take cards from her.  A card was a card, random and anonymous when chosen, but it was better to take cards from players who were more likely to have a winning hand.  Try to fuck them over while adding a good card to one’s own hand.

Gullet stepped away from the table to consult with Parkel.  She turned her back to the other players – her shell really – and held her cards in front of her transparent belly shell so Parkel could see them.  She stood far enough away so that the other players could not hear Parkel’s whispers.

A gust of wind blew through the windowless one-room building and a gray shape blurred past Sterse.

JibGil the Fleething slowed to a stop, “Paying patron attempts to remove two pleasure slaves from The Harem Room.  It seems he paid to get access and thought it less likely he would be watched there due to the high price of paying to be the Master of the Harem for a bell.  He has not gone far.  The slaves are resisting his efforts.”

Tongue slammed a pink and gray fist on the table, “Futhking hassshole!”

Alure said, “You know what Zurrizza would want you to do.  Digest the fucker.  But bring him back here so Sterse can enjoy the show.  Gullet!  Release Parkel.  It’s been over a bell anyway.”

Gullet made hurking sounds and then tipped over and opened her huge mouth incredibly wide.  A gush of liquid shot out and then Parkel slid out, coughing and gakking.

Gullet snapped her maw shut and trooped after Tongue, on their way to capture the offender.  JibGil darted around them over and over, circling them like a moon.

Parkel tried to dust himself off and soon realized it was hard to dust off a full-body vomiting.

Parkel said, “I was hoping to join the game once I was free but… yuck.  I’m not in the mood for pleasure slaves either.  I’m sure they’d charge me double or triple in my circumstance.  So, good night to you, ladies.”

Alure grinned, “Don’t let the Krellings eat you on your back to Ethecreeth.  But if they catch you, tell ‘em Alure says hi.”

Sterse wondered if Alure did know Krellings or if she just talked shit.

Parkel stumbled out the door.

Alure winked at Sterse, “Just you and me, big girl.”

“Do not wink at me.”

“Make me, big girl.”  Alure winked at her again, this time in a more exaggerated fashion.  Her barbed tail wagged around behind her and above her.  The lights from the magic glow globes in the guardhouse shone on her black horns.

Alure looked like a very small demon.  But she also looked like a very sexy female.

Sterse ignored the wink, saying, “Also, do not call me big girl.  Call me Sterse.”

“Make me, big girl.”

“Do you have a death wish?”

“Nope.”

Sterse wondered why the demon spawn taunted her so.  Did Alure not know that Sterse was easy to anger and slow to cool?  Did she not see that Sterse’s war club was bigger and heavier than Alure herself?

Did Alure somehow know that Sterse was not allowed to smash her?  Sterse and Dinnaka were here at Moona’s Moan and Groan in part to learn if there was a threat to Ethecreeth as Alure claimed but also in part at the behest of Rinnassa, Governess of the Magic Guild.  Alure was the familiar of Rinnassa’s daughter, the new Healer, Florus.

Sterse and Dinnaka had reported to Rinnassa that they confronted Alure when she left the second story bedroom of Virrin, the redheaded beauty, daughter of the other redheaded beauty, on Market Street.  They had told Rinnaassa that Alure claimed there was a threat to Ethecreeth, one she would only reveal to them if they came out to Moona’s.  Supposedly the new proprietor of Moona’s, Zurizza the Masked, had as much or more information on the threat than Alure.

Sterse and Dinnaka had also told Rinnassa about seeing Alure, the familiar of Rinnassa’s daughter, Florus, leading Florus and Virrin around Ethecreeth.  By light chains attached to collars worn by the two young women.  Oh, and that Florus and Virrin were topless as well while they were leashed and pulled about by Alure.

It wasn’t easy telling your boss that her daughter got treated like a slut.  Talk about awkward!

Rinnassa wanted them to learn if there was a credible threat to Ethecreeth or if Alure was making it up.  Sterse assumed Rinnassa planned on confronting Alure over her daughter’s situation but would also want to deal with any other situation Alure knew about at the same time.

If the threat was not credible, Rinnassa would likely simply destroy Alure.

If the threat was credible, then Rinnassa may have some follow up questions, ones that did not occur to Sterse and Dinnaka.  And then she would destroy Alure after that.

It put Sterse in an unexpectedly awkward situation.  Even though Rinnassa doubtlessly wanted the little demon beastie dead, she also doubtless wanted to do it herself.  That meant Sterse had to put up with Alure’s shit.

Sterse was not good at putting up with shit.  She had no patience for it.

She comforted herself that Alure would be dead pretty damn soon anyway, but Sterse was used to resolving such disrespect with immediate smashing.

No human would dare talk to Sterse the way Alure did.  Besides the winks and saucy attitude and the unwelcome moniker “big girl,” Alure had already said several times that Sterse was stupid.  Almost every time Sterse made a move in the game of Golden Dragon, Alure said it was stupid, or dumb, or unwise, or foolish.  Or the way that only a fool would play!  Or that Sterse was the world’s biggest idiot… in more ways than one!

That was bad enough but, the times Sterse lost, which was usually, it made it seem like Alure was correct in her insulting judgments.

No human would say these things to Sterse.  Because they did not want to die!

Alure was half the size of a human and presumably also did not want to die.  And yet she was so insulting, practically asking to be smashed.

Did Alure somehow know she could get away with talking shit? 

Maybe she did assume that.  Alure knew they wanted to know what she knew.  She could not tell them if she was dead.  Pretty simple.  Alure could get away with things right up until she revealed the information.  Still, what the hell did Alure think would end up happening to her in the end?

Alure pointed at the facedown sets of cards Tongue and Gullet had left on the table, “Should we peek?”

Sterse glared at her, “I do not cheat.”

“Fucking loser.”

Perhaps if Sterse asked Rinnassa nicely, Rinnassa would let Sterse wallop Alure until her soul departed this plane of existence?  What if Sterse said pretty please?

It seemed like Dinnaka had been gone for a long time.  She was on a tour of the Pleasure House, her guide the proprietor of the Pleasure House, a thin woman who wore a bag over her head and a head cage over the beg.  Zurizza the Masked.  Fucking weird!

Sterse wasn’t able to go with them because she was too tall.  She fit comfortably in the guardhouse building of the Pleasure House, but all the other buildings had doors that would not allow someone as big as Sterse through.

Sterse had had major difficulties finding a place to live in Ethecreeth, and now this.  She was staying in a former stable and she’d had to knock down the horse stalls to fit her bed.  Her bed was made up of six human beds, two rows of three. 

Sterse asked, “How long will it take for the masked lady to show Dinnaka around?”

“As long as it takes.”

“How helpful.”

“This place has a lot of pleasure slaves.  If the battle mage wants to check on every one of them, it could take all night.  But don’t worry, I will keep you entertained.  Tongue and Gullet and I.  We have kept you entertained so far, right?”

Yes, they had.  Sterse enjoyed games of chance.  Golden Dragons was a favorite.  But all night?  Followed by a walk back to Ethecreeth?  And then having to meet with Rinnassa?

Inner groan.

Tongue and Gullet returned, bouncing around energetically, victoriously.

Tongue reported, “Gothk im!”

Indeed, Gullet’s transparent belly had a new occupant.  A man wearing black studded leather armor.  He had bounteous black hair, now plastered to his cheeks and neck due to the sloshing Hurrkin digestive juices he stood in.

The man punched the transparent belly plate and made a pained face.  It looked like Gullet smirked with her giant actively moving lips, but again, Sterse was unsure of Hurrkin facial expressions.  Or if their beady eyes and giant lips, with no nose, no cheeks, and no ears, qualified as a face.

Alure waved her hand in a get-on-with-it gesture, “Yeah, okay, eat him and let’s get back to the game.”

The man’s eyes went wide with terror.

Tongue giggled a high pitch sputtery giggle.  Gullet’s arms, short in comparison to her massive rounded body, stretched out and she made a thumbs up sign with each hand.

The digestive juices inside Gullet and nearly up to the man’s neck changed color to a deeper orange and began to bubble.  They could still see the man’s body through the cloudy orange digestive juices.

The man looked down horrified.  In moments his flesh melted off his bones, leaving a skeleton below the bubbling surface of digestive acids.  Then his head and neck toppled off his skeleton body and plunged into the acids.  They were completely de-fleshed by the time they settled on the bottom of Gullet’s digestive chamber.

Gullet made a show of slapping her open palms back and forth against each other, seeming to say “job all done.”  Her hands could just barely reach one another.  Then she turned and vomited out the bones of the man.

Sterse twisted her lips, “Fucking nasty.”

Alure chuckled and rubbed her hands together like she was trying to start a fire, “Let’s play, bitches!”


Chapter Two

Sterse was getting pissed off.

Just having to be at the Pleasure House irritated her.  She had not wanted to come to this out-of-town Pleasure House.  Not really.  Maybe she was a little curious about it.  Who wouldn’t be?  But it wasn’t proper for members of The Watch to be here.

She particularly did not like that it was Alure’s idea that Sterse and Dinnaka come here.  Twerpy little demon bitch!  Sterse was sure the story Alure had told was a mere pretense to get them out to the Pleasure House.  If there was a threat to Ethecreeth, why wouldn’t Alure just spit out what it was?

If Alure wanted them here for some other reason, that reason could not be a good thing.  She was fucking with them!  Wasting their time!  Laughing at them! 

Sterse thought Alure would probably make fun of Sterse and Dinnaka as soon as they left the Pleasure House.  Years from now, Alure would be telling her fucking asshole demon friends about how she got a hero warrior and a heroic battle mage, forces for good, to visit an out-of-town Pleasure House.

Probably.  But all claims of danger to Ethecreeth had to be investigated.  Rinnassa had sent them out here.  This was where they had to be.

But Sterse was pissed off for other reasons.  She did not think Dinnaka should be off on her own or distracted chasing after her own personal goal of obtaining the freedom of pleasure slaves.  Sterse felt bad for these women but hey, someone had to sell sex for money.  No civilization could stay civilized without it.

Dinnaka’s distraction meant Sterse was going to end up pulling an all-nighter.  She was sure of it.  Dinnaka had already been away for nearly two bells.  How many pleasure slaves did she have to check out?  How long did each one take?

But none of that had pissed off Sterse all that much.  There was more.

She hated to lose at anything, and she particularly hated to lose money.  She did not get paid nearly enough for being the leader of the warriors of The Watch.  Now she was losing her limited funds like a drunken village idiot.

While Alure frequently called her a foolish idiot!

She’d never had a worse night playing Golden Dragons.  She was a smart player.  She was an experienced player. 

Well, she’d never played hands with a kin-demon, a Hurrkin, and a Sthuthippan.  The kin-demon, Alure, was one fifth Sterse’s size.  The damned Hurrkin, they called her Gullet, could not even talk.  The Sthuthippan, named well enough Tongue, could talk, but it was hard to understand her because she had to speak past her gigantic tongue.

Sterse had lost more than any of the other players.  In fact, she was the only one down and she was down a lot.  It made her suspicious.  She did not know how close these three were or if they were friends or only acquaintances, but her three opponents at least knew each other before tonight.  Could they be working together and cheating?

Alure had already offered Sterse a line of credit via Zurizza the Masked.  Goddesses weep!  Sterse did not want to get in debt with a Pleasure House.

She also did not want to stop playing.  She loved Golden Dragons!  Her luck was bound to change.  If she walked away now, she would be a loser.  The only way not to be a loser was to keep losing until she won.

But even her ever-lighter purse wasn’t the main source of her anger, of how pissed off she was.

It was one of the other players.  The fucking bitch!

It was not Gullet.  She was big and she did not even speak.  She dealt cards and selected cards from others in a polite manner, though her big stubby fingers were clumsy.

It was not Tongue.  Sterse liked her.  Tongue had a speech impediment, but she didn’t ever say too much at any one time and she was funny, though maybe not on purpose.  When Tongue was uncertain what move to make, she swept her huge tongue out and curled it around her dome of a head.  The big tongue even rubbed the top of her head like she was itching it!

Pretty fucking funny!

It wasn’t them.  It was Alure.

Sterse thought she hated the little twerp bitch. 

Alure hopped around and crowed every time she won, which was often. 

Alure chortled about her pile of coin and pushed it around to call attention to it.

A couple of times Sterse caught, literally caught in her hand, Alure’s tail on her side of the table attempting to slide coins out of Sterse’s waist purse.  Fucking thief!  Sterse wasn’t sure if she caught the tail every time.  Maybe the damn thing had gotten a few coins.

Alure claimed she was not at fault.  She said her tail had a mind of its own.

Swenge’s glowing dung!  That just meant Alure was also a fucking liar!

Sterse was a young Giantess, only twenty-eight, considered barely an adult by other Giants, but she was not born yesterday!

Tails did not have their own brains!  And, had they, they would have no use for coin.

Besides being a braggart and a thief and a liar, Alure was something even worse. 

She was… a little bully!

Alure shriek-giggled, “What a move, big girl, trying to keep that Golden Dragon until the end!  You are such a fucking dumbass!  Biggest dumbass ever because you’ve got that big ass.”

Sterse colored, “It is not big… for my size.”

Alure waved a little red hand dismissively, “Yeah, yeah, you’ve got a tight ass.  I like checking it out.  But it is big.  A great big tight Giantess ass.  But what good is it if you don’t give it up for others to use to take their pleasure?  Then it’s just a big waste of a dumbass’s big tight ass.  Fucking crime if you ask me!”

“No one asked you!”

“You are a sexually repressed Giantess.”

“Am not!”

“Are too.  I’ve never heard of you putting out.  I’ve got good ears and friends all over.  I’d know if you were getting fucked.  The whole town would know it if the hypothetical fucking made you moan.  With your set of lungs, we’d hear it all over town.”

“I do not “put out” as you state it because there is no one in Ethecreeth worthy of me.”

“Yeah, okay, I’ll tell everyone you’re a special snowflake and no one is good enough for you.”

Sterse slammed a fist onto the tabletop, “I am a Giantess!  I must only mate with a Giant taller than I am!”

“Who made that stupid rule?  Short people are good at sex.  I’m a prime example.  Mating?  Mating!?!  You think sex is only for making little Giants and Giantesses?  Really big little ones?  You’re so ignorant that you’re like one of those female monks.  What are they called?  Monkesses?  Monkey-asses?”

Tongue moved her tongue as much out of the way of her mouth as she could and said, “Calledth a schnun.”

Sterse caught that, “A nun?  I am not a nun!”

Alure laughed too hard and for too long, her laughter grating on Sterse’s nerves, “Same difference, big girl.  Nuns don’t have sex.  You don’t have sex.  Same fucking thing.  Except you show off your great big sexy body while a nun keeps hers under wraps.  You know what you do is called?  It’s called false advertising.”

Sterse hated her revealing uniform.  That asshole Kutherkut, the town Headsman, gave the battle mages and warriors of The Watch slutty uniforms he insisted that they wear.  Skintight full body transparent suits for the battle mages and metal armor that only covered what a one-piece swimsuit did for the warriors.

The battle mages got around the requirement by wearing cloaks and robes. They used magic use as an excuse.  No such luck for the warriors.

Sterse pounded her fist on the table again, “This is my uniform as a member of The Watch.  I am required to wear it.  Thus, it is not ‘false advertising.’”

Alure acted like she did not hear Sterse, “Listen up, big girl, you big sexy nun, sex isn’t only for procreation.  Whatever, save your breeding for some walking tower.  But you’ve got to put out!  Let the short people fuck you, every hole.  Give them a chance.  Short people get horny too, you know.  Trust me, I know.”

Alure swiped her split snake-like tongue back and forth across her lips.  Sterse guessed Alure would know about horny short people.  She was short and did seem focused on sex.

Sterse pounded the table again, “I am not going to let short people or any people shorter than myself make use of my body to satisfy their sexual urges!”

“See?  You don’t put out and you are sexually repressed.  You’re just a big sexy false advertising armored nun.”

Sterse was seeing red with anger.  Or maybe she was seeing red because she was glaring at Alure and Alure had so much red skin uncovered by any clothing.

It did not help Sterse calm her fury that both Tongue and Gullet were now laughing.  Tongue’s laugh was slurpy and Gullet’s laugh would not be recognized as a laugh at all by most, but Sterse had figured out what it was by then.  Why?  Because Alure kept making Tongue and Gullet laugh at Sterse!

Sterse so wanted to smash the little imp.  But she wasn’t allowed.  It wouldn’t be prudent.  Alure might have useful information.  She was, sort of, the hostess.  One did not smash one’s hostess.  It would not be proper!

“Let us play another hand.”

“We will, big girl.  But first, let’s bring in some casual entertainment.  I’ll give you a chance to prove you aren’t as repressed as I think.”

Sterse frowned hard.

Alure whispered to JibGil who was suddenly right there next to her.  And then JibGil was gone.

Tongue dealt the next hand.  Sterse checked out her cards.  No Golden Dragons, but she did get two Chimeras.  They might turn out to be any cards at all, she had to wait until they were laid down at the end of the match, but they did tend to be high cards.  Unfortunately, three of a kind of Chimera’s were no good because they would all change in the end and like would not all change to cards that matched with each other.

The other cards depended on finding matching cards for them.  She had a Flying Oug, a Troll, a Satyr, and a Frinkabeast.  Nothing too special.

Sterse was to go last this round.  Alure had somehow taken the first two rounds of this match despite disadvantageously having to go first and then second.  She would go third this round, just before Sterse.

JibGil returned.  Moments later, four females entered the guard house.  Pleasure slaves, no doubt about it.  They were beautiful and naked.  Sterse guessed this was the “casual entertainment.”

Sterse did not like their number.  Four pleasure slaves and four card players.  She hoped Alure did not expect her to prove she was not sexually repressed by Sterse interacting with one of these women.  If so, the kin-demon would be disappointed!

Sterse decided to get in front of this, “I do not make use of pleasure slaves, male or female.”

Alure sounded mock innocent, “No one asked you to, big girl.  They’ll just do their thing, and we’ll play cards.”

Sterse’s eyes went wide when the four women, a blonde, a brunette, a dark-haired beauty, and a redhead got down on all fours and crawled under the table they were at. 

The table was big and high in order to suit Sterse’s size and, to a lesser extent, the large sizes of Gullet and Tongue.  Gullet could not sit.  She stood with her head and shoulders a little above the table.  Tongue and Alure sat in very tall chairs with long legs on them.  Sterse sat in what amounted to a stool in order to keep her low enough to be at table level.

There was plenty of room under the table for four human pleasure slaves.  But Sterse did not welcome them there!

Sterse banged her fist on the table, doubtless scaring the pleasure slaves below, “I will not allow a pleasure slave to touch me!”

Alure giggled, “Not repressed, huh?  Don’t worry, they aren’t down there to lick pussy.  Fuck, ya got your armor on anyway.  Just ignore them.  That’s the test.  Can you ignore them or are you so uptight you can’t even be near a pleasure slave at a Pleasure House.”

Sterse did not like the idea of the demonic pipsqueak testing her!  She did not like the idea of anyone testing her!

However, this sounded like a test Sterse could easily pass.  She cared not if a pleasure slave was anywhere near her, even under a table.  After all, she was a confident and commanding Giantess, a heroine of the people.

Sterse looked back at her cards and waited for Tongue to make the opening play.

Tongue drew two cards from the deck rather than stealing one card from one of the other players.  No sign that she had a Golden Dragon in her hand but, of course, she might be saving it to help ensure a three of a kind.

Tongue’s face was hard to read.  It was so inhuman.

Sterse felt something.  And she heard a slight sound.  Sort of raspy?

She looked under the table.  The four pleasure slaves were arrayed with their rears facing one another and their faces… well… their faces were down at the boots and feet of the four card players.  All four were licking feet or boots!

Including one licking one of Sterse’s Boots of Stealth!

It was the brunette pleasure slave.  She was quite a looker.  That looker was looking up close at Sterse’s boot as she licked it!  That was the source of the slight sensation and the quiet rasping.  It was the sound of the pleasure slave’s mouth on Sterse’s boot.

Sterse glared across the table at Alure, “What is this?”

Alure shrugged, “What does it look and feel like?  It is just pleasure slaves being pleasure slaves.  They like to lick feet and shoes and boots.”

“They do?”  Sterse was honestly surprised.  Why did they like to do that?  How strange!

Then she felt suspicion.  Pleasure slaves did not just go do something because they wanted to do it.  And all four of the pleasure slaves were doing the same thing!  Someone told them to perform this act!

Gullet plucked a card from Sterse’s hand.  Fuck!  One of her Chimera’s!

Gullet made a blubbery sound that may have been a laugh.  Sterse had picked up on that all three of the other players seemed to enjoy when she was losing or irritated.  That just made her even more irritated!

Sterse looked back under the table.  The brunette was licking away like Sterse’s boot was an ice cream cone with her favorite flavor of ice cream.  Sterse wasn’t sure what to do about it.  Let her continue?  Stop her?

Sterse experimentally lightly pushed at the pleasure slave with her big boot.  Very lightly so as not to crush the beauty.  The brunette bent backward but then bent right back to task, licking perhaps faster and more sloppily.

The pleasure slave down there was licking boot like a pig in slop!

Alure said, “Aw, c’mon big girl, let the pleasure slave make herself happy.  Don’t be so uptight.  You’re like one of those people scared of a little mosquito.  Are you a coward or something?”

“I am not a coward!” Sterse thundered.  She so disliked the kin-demon!

“She isn’t hurting you, Sterse.  You big fucking baby.  She’s shining up your boot.  Are you uptight or not?”

Sterse glowered but said nothing.  It was true, the pleasure slave was not causing harm.  It was also true she was doubtless removing some trail dust off the boot.

In fact, the rapid licking caused only a slight sensation through Sterse’s boot and, if she were to classify that sensation in and of itself without knowing the source, then it was actually a pleasant sensation.  A little.  Only a little!

Sterse was still alarmed.  Wasn’t a pretty naked human woman on her knees under your table licking your boot… something sexual?

It seemed sexual!

Alure chose to take a card blindly from Sterse’s hand.  She got the Satyr.  Not a big deal.  Still, Sterse was down to only four cards.  Not ideal!

And then Alure played a Golden Dragon.  And the little demon bitch picked on Sterse, taking two more cards from her, obtaining the Flying Oug and the second Chimera.

Sterse only had two cards left in her hand!  Pretty hard to get three of a kind with only two cards!

She did get to go next, which was last for this hand.  She could draw two cards from the deck or take one card from one other player.  But since her two remaining cards did not match, her only shot of getting three of a kind was to draw two cards.  Even then, the odds were slim.

“Fuck this!” she yelled.

Alure, Tongue, and Gullet all laughed in their unique ways.  Alure’s laugh was a high-pitched witch-wannabe giggle.  Tongue’s laugh was slobbery.  Gullet’s laugh was sometimes blubbery, but right then it deep and broken, like big sliding rocks.

“Fuck you all!” glared Sterse.  They were teaming up on her!  And-and Alure was a little bully!

Sterse took two cards from the top of the deck.  A golden dragon was perfect but the second card was a Druid, meaning she could not manage a three of a kind.

Alure won the hand with two three of a kinds, three Flying Ougs, and three Soul Guides.

Fuck!

Alure snickered and raked in the gold coins ponied up at the center of the table.  She had a nice-sized pile of coin next to her.  Tongue and Gullet were treading water overall or perhaps a little ahead.  All the extra coin the three of them had had come from Sterse.

Fuck!

Gullet shuffled cards for the next set after they placed their coinage at the center.  She was a slow card shuffler. 

Wait!  Something was different down below!

Sterse looked under the table.  She’d felt a sudden added weight on the arch of her boot.  It was the brunette pleasure slave!  She was sitting on Sterse’s boot!  While naked!

No, wait, it was worse than that.  The pretty slut was humping Sterse’s huge boot!

Sterse shook her boot a little, trying to make the pleasure slave fall off.

The brunette giggled and yelled, “Wheee!”  She hung on, hugging on Sterse’s leg as Sterse swung her boot around under the table.  She hung on and rode the boot like it was a Frinkabeast ride at the county fair.

Sterse briefly considered smashing the pleasure slave up against the underside of the table.  Or scraping her off the one boot with the other boot.  But no, the pleasure slave would then be most grievously harmed, if not killed.  That would not be good!  Heroines like Sterse did not go around smashing pleasure slaves.  They were victims of their circumstance and if anything needed help, not harm.

“Wheee!”

The pleasure slave sure was having fun down there….

Sterse grumpily sighed.  She guessed there was no harm in it.

She looked at the others and saw they were amused by her predicament.  Sterse looked back under the table, looking past the pleasure slave riding her boot. 

The blonde was licking the lumpy mottled gray and pink feet of Tongue.  Tongue wore no footwear.  Gross!

The redhead was licking the… hooves?... of Gullet.

The dark-haired pleasure slave was licking upward against the dangling soles of Alure’s little red feet.

Sterse was pissed.  Why were the others laughing at her when the same thing was going on with all of them?

Then Sterse became even more pissed because Alure taunted her like Alure had a death wish.

“Boo hoo, Big Girl loses again.  Big Girl is not too smart.  Gotta have a good brain to win at this game.  And luck.  Or at least one of them. But the way you lose, Big Girl?  It’s like you’re stupid and unlucky.  Some would rather be lucky than good, or smart, but everyone wants to be at least one of the two.  Fuck, I feel sorry for you.”

Alure’s snicker made it clear she did not actually feel sorry for Sterse.  Not that Sterse wanted anyone to feel sorry for her.  She wanted respect!  Alure should give her respect!  Sterse’s size alone, especially in comparison to Alure’s short stature, should command respect.

So should her tree root club….

So should her quiver of Nevermiss javelins….

Sterse took a deep breath.  She knew what this was now.  Alure had a death wish.  She wanted a quick death.  What was a quicker killing than one delivered by an angry well-armed Giantess?

Fuck Alure!  If she wanted to die, Sterse would not kill her!  That way, Sterse would win!

But not at cards.


Chapter Three

During the next round of Golden Dragons, Alure upped her game.  Not her card game.  That did not need upping as she seemed to have devilish luck.

She upped the game she was playing with Sterse.  A seemingly incredibly foolish and dangerous game.  People sometimes said, “Never fuck with a Giant.”  It applied just as well to Giantesses. 

The female Giants were, if anything, more prone to abrupt anger than the males.  It was a known fact that the only thing some male Giants feared was a Giantess.  During occasional conflicts between small tribes of Giants – their tribes were small, but each Giant was big – and their natural rivals, Greegs and Ogres, the Greeg and Ogre warriors went out of their way to avoid fighting Giantesses, seeking out the Giant males instead.

It sure as fuck wasn’t chivalry that made Greegs and Ogres avoid the females.  They were the least chivalric intelligent nonhumans in Phellassia.  Other than Krellings who were the biggest assholes of all even though they were not all that big.

Alure did not seem familiar with the cautionary phrase to refrain from fucking with a Giant.  Alure went out of her way to mess with Sterse.

It had started with mockery over Sterse’s poor luck with Golden Dragons.  And insinuating – or really, just plain saying – that Sterse might not be too smart.  Okay, literally saying Sterse was stupid.

That Sterse was unlucky this night was just plain true, and it might turn out to be true in more ways than one.  Unless it was not bad luck at play.  Sterse suspected Alure, and perhaps the other players, Tongue and Gullet, had some way of cheating her.  If she learned they were cheating, she would destroy them piece by piece.  But if not, and until proven guilty, Sterse had to give them the benefit of the doubt.  If they were not cheating, then it would be true that Sterse was unlucky.

Luck was fickle.  Everyone knew that.  Hell, the damn God of Luck was named Fikkell!  No one could mock or blame Sterse all that much for having bad luck.  Commenting on Sterse’s bad luck was not the main source of Sterse’s anger.

Alure stating that Sterse must be stupid did hit a lifelong sore spot.  Not only for Sterse, for all Giant-folk.  Humans assumed that big people were less intelligent.  Why?  They had to.  If they thought Giants were as smart as them while obviously being much more powerful, then humans would be a lesser species.  Can’t have that!  So, humans liked to think Giant-folk were less intelligent.

Most hatefully, it was actually often true.  Hill Giants amused themselves for bells at a time simply and stupidly rolling boulders down hillsides.  Sea Giants were content simplemindedly floating in beds of seaweed, giggling as fish nibbled sea scum off of them.  Cave Giants bragged about the simple stick figures they made on cave walls.

Giants were not the most intellectual of intelligent nonhumans.  As well, they did not use magic and, in the minds of most, magic use was connected to intelligence.

Giants had a reputation that they were “dumb as a box of rocks.”  And when they had an idea, some smirked and said – out of hearing of the Giant – that they thought they’d heard a slab of stone sliding somewhere.  Like there were stones inside the big skulls of Giants!

So yes, it was quite the sore spot for Sterse.  She was much more intelligent and quick-witted than most Giants.  Which, truth to tell, meant her intelligence approached that of an average human.

Approached average human intelligence… but not quite arrived there.

Intelligence was a sore spot.  Alure probably knew it would be for a Giantess.

As they played cards, Sterse smiled less, not that she smiled all that often, and she glowered a lot more. 

Alure had said she was unlucky.  Okay, no big deal.

Alure had said she was stupid!  Fucking big fucking deal!

Sitting there playing cards after that, failing to smash the little demon beastie in retribution for the insults, made Sterse feel like she really was stupid.  But she knew smashing Alure was not the smart move.  So then why did she feel stupid for not smashing Alure?

Sterse also felt stupid because of the pleasure slave humping her leg. 

When Sterse swung her leg, the pleasure slave cried out in pleasure.  The little human slut was having a good time down there!  Shouldn’t pleasure slaves be quietly miserable?

The pleasure slave’s cries of giddy fun were distracting from the cards and made ignoring her impossible.

But when Sterse did not swing her leg, the pleasure slave hugged at Sterse’s leg.  And slid up and down!  If Sterse did not know better, she would think the pleasure slave was humping her bare pussy on Sterse’s shin!  Sterse was appalled to realize Sterse did not know better.

The pleasure slave was humping her leg!

The pleasure slave was also licking Sterse’s knee.  Licking it!

It made Sterse very nervous that the pleasure slave was licking her.  She knew licking was a frequent activity during sex.  She reassured herself this was not sex.  It wasn’t!  It was simple standard licking of a knee.  That’s all! 

But when a pleasure slave licked, it was almost always as a part of sex.  What would the people of Ethecreeth think if all several thousands of them peeked under the table and saw this pleasure slave licking Sterse’s knee while humping her leg?  They would likely mistakenly conclude sex was taking place!

Sometimes when Sterse shook her leg in irritation, the pleasure slave moaned and cried out in a different way.  The moans and cries were followed by comments like, “Do it more!” or “Do it to me!”  Like she liked it!

No matter what Sterse did, the pleasure slave liked it.  She sounded like she got more aroused, and the damn pleasure slave kept clinging hotly to Sterse’s leg.

There seemed no escape from the humiliation caused by the presence of the under-the-table pleasure slave.  The other card players were not at all bothered.  They seemed to enjoy the activities of the pleasure slaves.  But Sterse was quite bothered.

But not hot and bothered!

However, the brunette pleasure slave sure was hot and bothered.

Sterse grumped worriedly, “We should send the pleasure slaves back to their tasks.  I am sure there are patrons who are in need of them.  Let us be serious about cards.”

Alure giggled, “This is their task.  Have no worry, Zurizza has plenty of pleasure slaves.  In fact, she will add a few tonight.”

“Tonight?  There is a slave auction tonight?”

“Not exactly.  More like a delivery.  The Krellings recently raided a caravan and made acquisitions for Moona’s Moan and Groan.”

The raid on the caravan!  Those bastard Krellings!  But wait, they did it for Moona’s Moan and Groan?

Sterse demanded, while trying to tune out the pleasure slave yelling “Wheee” as Sterse shook her foot around, absentmindedly trying to displace the pleasure slave, “This Pleasure House does business with Krellings?  Fucking Krelling bastards?”

Alure moaned from some under the table activity of her pleasure slave, and then shrugged, “Of course.  Pleasure slaves are expensive to buy.  But the Krelling get them for cheap.  Free is as cheap as possible. 

“The Krellings are excellent pleasure slave trainers.  They are very efficient.  The females they obtain go from free person to pleasure slave in the span of two or three nights.  Then Zurizza and her people knock off the remaining rough edges – ‘rough edges’ being independence and thoughtfulness and a desire for freedom – and then sell their services at Pleasure Houses.  And sometimes sell on entire pleasure slaves when there is an overabundance of pleasure slaves.

“It is a perfect arrangement.  It is the reason the Pleasure Houses are safe from Krelling raids.  They do not bite the hands that feed them.  Nor do they use an axe to cut off the hands that feed them.  They also do not prey on the patrons who come out from Ethecreeth to spend their money here.  It works out for everyone.  Everyone that matters.”

Sterse sputtered, “But they murder!  And they forcibly take the women!  This past raid, they murdered fourteen guards, drivers, and merchants!”

Alure barked a laugh, slapped a hand on the table, and then made a distracted moan from further under-the-table activity, “Those deaths are no issue.  None of them spent money at the Pleasure Houses.  I mean, it isn’t like they were valued customers.”

Sterse was appalled!

Sterse protested, “But the Krellings also made off with an entire harem of women as well as three adult daughters of the merchants!”

“Yeah, yeah, I know.  Harem girls are meant to fuck.  And they will.  So, it’s all the same, no big deal.  Besides, whoever owned the harem will enjoy refilling his harem’s ranks shopping at slave markets, making his choices, training them or watching them get trained.”

Actually, Rinnassa had said much the same thing about the loss of the harem.

Sterse insisted, “The adult daughters of the merchants did not want to be taken and made into pleasure slaves!”

“Well then, they should have tried harder to avoid their fate.  It’s either their fault or you can blame fate.  Krellings gonna Krelling.  Besides, the adult daughters only did not want to be pleasure slaves at first.  By now, they probably like their new lives.  If not yet, then soon.  The training takes care of that.  They are trained until they like it.  That way no one needs to watch them to keep them from escaping.  They guard themselves.  They are their own jailors.  They don’t try to escape from what they like.  Don’t they say it is the end result that matters?”

Well, they did say that, but they sure as fuck were not talking about free women becoming pleasure slaves!

Sterse was so shocked by Alure’s casual assured attitude that she could not even manage words.

Alure added, “Look at it this way: those women will get lots more fuckings and so many more orgasms than they ever otherwise would have gotten out of life.  All while making Krellings richer and adding coin to Zurizza’s coin purse.  Adding coin for years and years.  And helping so many others, the patrons, the customers, have more orgasms also.”

Alure made it sound like it was a good thing!  Almost like a charitable project!

Alure said, “Other than the women the Krellings will bring tomorrow in the early morning, there may be a couple more new pleasure slaves acquired tonight.”

“Really?  How?”

“Yes, really.  As for how, you will have to just wait and see.”

“I get to see it?”

“You will.  As it happens.  You will have an incredible personal view as the pleasure-slaves-to-be begin their training for their future lives.”

That sounded very interesting indeed.  Sterse was not sure why it sounded so incredibly interesting, but it did.  She wanted to see it happen and see how it happened.  She was all for freedom and totally against pleasure slavery though she did view it as an unpleasant necessity.  Even so, she looked forward to her upcoming “incredible personal view” of the training.

So fascinating!  Only in an academic way, of course.  Only for that reason.  Not for titillation!

Just then, she heard a squeal under the table and felt the brunette pleasure slave hugging her leg tightly.  Was the lovely little thing orgasming against Sterse’s leg?  She was!

Alure giggled, “Your pleasure slave likes you, Sterse!  Or she at least likes your leg.”

Sterse found it humiliating to have a pleasure slave orgasm on her leg.  It was inappropriate!  It was too much like sex!

Sterse felt hot.  No doubt with anger.  Or maybe from more or less wearing the hot-skinned pleasure slave?

Sterse’s leg felt wet!

Sterse’s leg was not the only place on her that felt wet.

The brunette’s grip slackened a little at the end of her orgasm.  Sterse struck while the pleasure slave was hot and so was Sterse.  She gave her leg a tremendous abrupt shake and the pleasure slave flew off her leg, thumping hard on the underside of the tall table, rolling into the asses of two of the other pleasure slaves who crouched under the table.

Sterse heard other cries from under the table and at first thought it was because the other pleasure slaves were shocked at Stere’s treatment of “her” pleasure slave or were hurt by Sterse’s pleasure slave colliding with them.  But then Sterse realized they were cries of orgasm.

Sterse looked under the table.

The brunette, Sterse’s recent leg humper, lay on her back, eyes closed.  She looked knocked out.  A knocked-out knockout?

Gullet’s pleasure slave was cumming while humping Gullet’s… was that a hoof or what?

Tongue’s pleasure slave was sucking on one of Tongue’s big soft webbed toes while she diddled herself through her orgasm.

Alure’s dark-haired pleasure slave….  Hey!  That was sex!  Alure’s tail had somehow grown much longer and was clearly fucking the pleasure slave.  And the pleasure slave clearly liked it because she was the loudest cummer of them all.  At least now that the brunette was unconscious.

Sterse shook her head, “What a mess.”

She reached down and wiped at slick residue her pleasure slave had left on her bare shin.  It looked like her armor did not protect her from humping leg-riding pleasure slaves.  Duly noted.

Sterse laid her hand of cards face down, “I cannot play with these pleasure slaves in the room.  You must choose; cards or pleasure slaves.”

Alure looked irritated, but also indecisive.  Finally, she said, “Leave, slaves.”

They left with two of them dragging the brunette face up.  They each had one of her arms.  The fourth pleasure slave blew a kiss at the door and Tongue and Gullet competed to catch the pretend invisible kiss.  Gullet “won” when she shoved Tongue to the floor.

Tongue whined, “Noth fairth!”

The card game resumed.

On her turn, Alure chose to take a card from Sterse’s hand.  The little horned bitch always took cards from Sterse!  Every fucking hand!

Alure was a little bully!

Alure said, “Hey, Tongue.  Hey, Gullet.  I bet you think I’m crazy for taking cards from the Giantess.  But I know something you don’t know.  I know a secret about Sterse.  Ya wanna hear it?”

Gullet leaned her huge shelled body forward, her orange digestive juices washing up against her see-through belly shell. 

Tongue nodded eagerly, her massive tongue hanging out sprinkling droplets of saliva all over.

Even Sterse leaned forward.  What was this secret about her?  She wanted to know!  It was her secret.  She had a right to know what her own secret was!

Alure giggled and waved at Sterse, “Not you, Big Girl.  You’re not invited.  This is a private conversation.”

What!?!  What an outrage!

“You claim it is my secret.  If it is mine, you must give it to me.  That which is mine belongs to me.”

Alure giggled and rolled her eyes, “Holy monks gathered to pray around Swenge’s glowing dung!  You really are stupid!  Back off, stupid Big Girl.  I need to share your secret with Tongue and Gullet.”

Sterse fumed for a moment.  But she was a guest.  Alure may have vital information.  Not the information about Sterse’s secret, the information about a threat to Ethecreeth.  She could always smash the kin-demon after they confirmed Alure’s information regarding the threat to Ethecreeth was either genuine or Frinkabeast shit.

She’d give them their fucking privacy.  See if she cared.

Fuck. She did care.  She really wanted to know her secret.  She’d never had a secret before and now she did not know the one she had!

Sterse stood up and stepped several long paces away from the tall table. 

She looked back at them over her shoulder.  Alure made a spin finger motion, telling Sterse to face away.  Then Tongue and Gullet also made the same motion!

Sterse grumped and turned away from them.

She heard murmuring.

Murmuring….

Was it bad murmuring?

She heard laughter.  Alure’s giggles, Tongue’s slurpy wet sounds that were her way of laughing with a mouth partially blocked by her massive tongue, and the crunking thumping sounds from Gullet that were likely her way of laughing.

Were they laughing at her?  They must be!

She had a secret that was amusing to them?  What could the secret be?

Sterse felt picked on.  Like it was the three of them against her, just like in the card game.  They were together against her.  If not yet, then might Alure soon persuade Tongue and Gullet that Sterse was a stupid unlucky Giantess who they should not hang out with?

Sterse had already given thought to persuading Tongue and Gullet to join The Watch.  It made sense.  They were used to dealing with troublemakers.  It was pretty cool how Gullet acid-melted that one guy.  Gross, but cool.  Respect.  Gullet was big.  Not half as tall as Sterse but wider.  It would almost be like having a fellow Giant on the team!

Tongue had a giant-sized tongue.  Bigger than that actually.  What a tongue!

They would both make great warriors for The Watch.  Kutherkut would not be pleased with how they looked in the scale mail swimsuit uniforms.  But fuck Kutherkut!  That asshole!

But Sterse could not invite them to join The Watch now.  They knew a secret about Sterse that even Sterse did not know!  A bad one that made those who knew it laugh and giggle!  They might tell someone.  Maybe Sterse would be laughed at by all the members of The Watch, both the warriors and battle mages.

Not cool!

She heard Alure say, talking louder as if she wanted Sterse to hear her, “Look at the big girl’s ass.  Sexy, huh?”

They were looking at her ass!  This damn “uniform” Kutherkut made the warriors wear!  It was lascivious!  Sterse knew it did feature her ass to advantage.  Much to her disadvantage!  It was like a one-piece swimsuit made from silvery scale male.  Hers was giant-sized of course but not giant-sized enough.  It rode up her crack and pushed her butt cheeks outward.  Too much of her private flesh was on show!

Should she turn around?

Alure said, “Gullet, you should feel her ass.”

“Errr Uhh?”  Gullet was trying to talk.  She sounded surprised that she was allowed to feel Sterse’s ass.

Sterse would have news for her.  Gullet was not allowed to touch her ass!  Gullet was not a male and, even more importantly, Gullet was not taller than her.  No decent Giantess ever allowed sexual contact from anyone shorter than her.  Even letting someone the same height as her make sexual contact held some shame.  Sterse would consider it, with a male Giant of equal height, if she’d drank a lot of mead and if it was only a make out session.  But to breed?  Never.

Alure suggested loudly, “Tongue, you should slide that big tongue of yours up and down her legs.  See how she tastes.”

Tongue sounded surprised, “I thood?  I thood dooth dat?  Shtaste her?’

Taste her!?!

Tongue would not taste her!  Sterse would not allow it!  If Tongue tried to taste Sterse, then Sterse would make sure Tongue tasted the business end of her root club!

Sterse spun around, “There will be no tasting and no feels!  Alure, tell me this secret.  If there even is one.  I do not trust you.”

Alure looked mock-shocked, pretending the accusation hurt her feelings, holding a long-taloned hand against her bare chest as if she’d been grievously insulted, “You don’t trust me?  You think I’m lying about your secret?  That is sooooo offensive.”

Sterse cared not and said as much, loudly, “I care not, kin-demon!”

“That’s it then.  I have no choice.  I must reveal the secret, your secret, so you know I am not making it up and that it is true.”

Ah ha!  Now they were getting somewhere!


Chapter Four

Sterse congratulated herself for trapping Alure into revealing what she’d obviously meant to keep secret.  The little bitch had meant to keep Sterse’s own secret a secret from her!

Sterse came back to the table and sat on the huge wood stool that was her chair.  It was quite low to the ground, with the table quite high and the chairs of the other players all high to varying degrees.  Alure’s chair was a highchair of epic proportions to bring her up to Sterse’s field of view.  It had a ladder attached to it and Alure had climbed it like a red monkey.

Alure put an elbow on the table and leaned forward conspiratorially but spoke plenty loud for Tongue and Gullet to easily hear her.

“First, what the secret is not.  It is not that you are unlucky at cards, a crappy card player, and stupid.  Your stupidity has been obvious to all of us.  It is not a secret.”

Sterse seethed.  But she held her still sitting position and her tongue.  She wanted to know her secret!

Alure went on, talking slowly with a slight smile tugging at the corners of her lips.  She looked at Sterse while speaking but acted as if she was talking to Tongue and Gullet.

“The Giantess’s secret is….”

Sterse’s anticipation was sky high.  What was it?  What could it be?

“…she is a coward.”

…

What?

…

But--!

…

She was a heroine of the people!  She was a protector of Ethecreeth and Ethecreethians!  She had served in the Styrrgian War!  (Albeit not in combat.  That damn prince and his bragging about potentially adding a Giantess to his royal harem!)

Sterse stood up and grabbed her tree root club, lifting it high, “I will show you my cowardice!  Would a coward smash all your bones?”

Alure calmly but clearly said, “Yes, she would.  Quite cowardly, wouldn’t you say?”

“It is the opposite of cowardly!”

“To smash someone who hurt your feelings with true words you could not face up to?  To smash someone who does not weigh one twentieth part of your weight?  To smash someone smaller than the club you wield to smash her?  It would be the epitome of cowardice, and it would prove that I’ve told the truth about you.”

Sterse started to swing her club and then thought better of it.  She did not want to prove she was a coward.

She opened her mouth to speak, but then closed it again.   She was unsure how to disprove this claim that she was a coward.  It sounded like smashing, her usual go to, would not do the trick.  But lack of smashing seemed equally ineffective.

She looked nervously at Tongue and Gullet, who seemed to watch with rapt attention though it was always hard to tell where Gullet was looking because her eyes were so widely spaced.

Sterse took a deep breath.  Was it to fuel her lungs for the blow from her club?

No.  She would use her words.  Dinnaka had told her that she needed to try to use words more often to solve things.  That was after the eighth time Sterse killed a citizen of Ethecreeth.  No, wait, it was after the fifth time and then again after the eighth time.  And then again after the thirteenth and fourteenth times.

In her defense, Sterse had pointed out that crime was down and mortuary services were booming.  See?  Sterse was good for business!

Sterse demanded, “Why do you think I am a coward?”

“I don’t think.  I know.  I’ve already persuaded Tongue and Gullet that you are a coward.  Soon everyone will know this fact.”

Sterse looked at Tongue and Gullet.  They both nodded their agreement that they were persuaded.  Tongue’s nods made her big tongue flop around.  Gullet’s nods were more like her whole stiff double-shelled body tipping forward and back.

Sterse was greatly troubled.  The guards of the Pleasure House were already persuaded that Sterse was a coward?  So fast?

Word of this may spread.  Everyone might laugh at her and reject her status as heroine of the people!

Sterse had a hard time keeping her composure.  Keeping composure was not really a thing with Giant-folk.

“What had led you to conclude I lack courage?”

Alure grinned a cocky impudent grin, “It’s simple, Big Girl.  You’ve never once had any courage.  You’ve never needed it.  You’re like a large child who takes candy from a baby.  Does that require courage of the large child?  No, it does not.  You’ve never fought anyone anywhere near your size.  You’ve never shown bravery because you’ve never had to.  You’re just a large child dragging around a big club and taking candy from babies.”

“I have never once taken candy from a baby!”

“Don’t be so literal, Big Girl.  It’s an analogy.  The fact is, you’re so big and so strong, you’ve never faced a real challenge.  Tell me, have you ever felt fear?”

“Of course not!  I am a warrior!  I am brave!”

“You’ve got it wrong.  Bravery is not when you do not feel fear, it is when you feel fear but face it and still do what you need to do.  It is not letting the fear own you.

“Look at me.  It is pretty scary to taunt a Giantess, but I still went ahead and did it.  See?  I’ve got bravery and just proved it.  Right, Tongue?  Right, Gullet?”

The Pleasure House guards assented. 

Sterse felt peer pressure.

Sterse hated peer pressure!  She had no peers!  She was peerless! 

And yet the peer pressure was hard to take.

Alure continued, probably seeing that she was getting to Sterse, “I’m proven brave.  You are not.  I can sense fear and cowardice.  It is one of my abilities.”

She could?  It was?  What did she sense about Sterse the Giantess, heroine of the people?

Alure snickered, “Your cowardice is as big as you are.  You are both literally and figuratively the biggest coward in the county.”

This could not be!  No!

Sterse’s mouth dropped open.  She was appalled.  The kin-demon must be a liar.

But what if she was not lying?  Sterse had to admit the little bitch was quite brave to insult her so egregiously and so continuously.  Perhaps she was comfortable doing it, taking such a risk, because she was confident in her conclusions.

This was most disconcerting!

True or not, and Sterse really did not think it was true because her whole self-image was wrapped up in her potential greatness as a warrior Giantess, this assertion by Alure was a big problem and a major risk to her reputation.  The other warriors of The Watch would not follow and obey a coward.  Why would they?

Sterse had to nip this in the bud!  She’d heard about a deputy sheriff in a different town (Was it Nottingham?  Sterse could not recall.  Perhaps it was in the county of Mayberry!) once say that about criminal activity, that you had to nip it in the bud, and she thought it applied as well to accusations of cowardice. 

“I am not a coward.  I will prove my bravery.  Bring forth the tallest, biggest, meanest Giant or enemy of Giants and I will bravely fight him or her.  With weapons or bare fists.  To death if need be!”

Alure rolled her eyes, “Oh, how convenient.  You say you will prove your bravery against a Giant, all along knowing you are the only Giant in the county.  How convenient, Sterse the stupid coward.”

Stupid coward!?!  She was both stupid and a coward!?!

To be dumb but brave would be bearable.  To be a clever coward might command a certain degree of respect.  But to be both!?!

It was not true!  It could not be true!

Sterse released a low groan of rage.

She ground her teeth and then protested, “It is not my fault I am the only fighting Giant in the county.  The Hill Giants are far too peace-loving to be any proof of bravery were I to smash them.  As well, they give no cause for smashing.  You must presume my bravery.”

“Presume it?  Fuck that.  No fucking way.  I sense your cowardly nature.  I know it.  I don’t need to presume.  I think everyone in Ethecreeth has a right to know they are wasting good coin on big stupid coward.  I’m going to tell every single citizen of Ethecreeth, even the fucking street dwellers.  All the merchants and scam artists who pass through town also.  They can let the neighboring towns know.”

Oh, fuck no!  The kin-demon intended to go out of her way to ruin Sterse!

Sterse’s eyes were wide, and her lips were parted.  She was breathing hard.  She felt loads of anger and frustration, but that wasn’t all.

She actually felt… fear?  Was that fear?

How odd.  There weren’t even any weapons or worthy opponents nearby.  There was no physical threat and yet she felt fear.

What if she was terminated from The Watch?  Terminated for alleged potential cowardice?  What if everyone laughed at her?

She could not smash everyone in Ethecreeth.  Not for mistakenly believing Alure’s lies.

Sterse complained, “This is not fair to me!  You cannot tell others I am a coward when I am not and when there is no way for me to prove I am not.”

“Can to, Big Girl.  But there’s no need.  You can prove you aren’t a coward.  Or prove that you are one.  I know a way.  But I bet you are too cowardly to even try to prove you are not a coward.”

“What is this way?”

“The reason you have never proven your bravery is because you are always so much larger and more powerful than anyone else.  You are the large older child taking candy from the babies.”

“I cannot make myself smaller!  And you cannot find someone my size!”

“Your size and strength lead to complete confidence you will win in any encounter.  It is easy to be brave then because no bravery is required.  So, the way to prove your bravery is not in fighting a large opponent or in making your small.  It is for you to finally feel helpless.  If you were helpless, even with no opponent anywhere, would you break down, cry, beg?”

Sterse?  Beg!?!  Never!  Cry!?!  Like a baby?  Never!

“How can I ever be helpless?”

“Easy.  We chain you down.  Then we see if you are relaxed and brave or uptight and cowardly.”

Hm.  Sterse wasn’t sure about this.

Alure flipped her tail tip against Tongue’s fatty pink and gray mottled shoulder, tapping at Tongue’s shoulder like a human would with an index finger, “Do you see how she hesitates?  Like a coward!  Cowards always fear that their fearfulness will be proved.  Just watch, she will make some excuse as to why she cannot do it or may do it at some later time, a later time that will never arrive.  I told you what she is.  A big stupid coward.”

Damn the Gods!  Just when Sterse was about to make an excuse!

Now what?  She could not say no or make up an excuse… and if she did not do it the damn red beastie would go around telling everyone that Sterse was a coward.  Sterse knew it took time to build a reputation but very little, a single incident or a persuasive lie, to ruin a reputation.

Wait!  Sterse nearly snapped her fingers and grinned but knew she needed to prevent her thought from being obvious on her face.

She’d been hesitant about this proposition to chain her down.  Not due to cowardice!  Only because… because… it would not be seemly for a member of The Watch to allow themselves to be bound.

But what was she worried about?  They would not dare do anything to her.  Besides, Dinnaka was nearby, had her back, and no one messed with a battle mage.  And besides all that, Alure knew that no chains could actually bind her.  She was stronger than the strongest metal.

She would do it!

“I do not fear chains.”

Alure’s face was composed, but her eyes danced, “Wonderful.  Let’s finish this hand of cards first.”

They finished the hand.  Sterse lost again.  She felt a little stupid as she recalled the way the other three players had huddled and how Alure had made Sterse turn away from them.  Did they cheat and trade cards while she was turned away?  It seemed likely.  All three had better hands than her.

Fucking cheaters!  Sterse hated cheaters!

She would prove her bravery and then she would not invite Tongue and Gullet to join The Watch.

As for Alure?  Sterse would not smash her… tonight.

She would prove her bravery, keep her calm, and she and Dinnaka would get the information they were sent to get.  Then, in the coming days, the more the better so as to allay suspicion, Sterse would come across Alure at some point, perhaps in a darkened street at night, and then Sterse would smash her like a red horned bug!


Chapter Five

Sterse was chained down, and she was not too happy about it.

All along, she’d had a sense, a suspicion, she was being played with.  Even manipulated!  She did not like that feeling, but had no way to back out of the chain a coward challenge without losing face.

As a result, in order to avoid losing face, her face was on the floor.  That was the other thing that made Sterse unhappy about the initial result of her chaining.  Alure insisted on chaining her in place in a most humiliating position.  Alure said it was to emphasize helplessness and therefore to truly test Sterse’s mettle as a warrior.  Sterse had not felt like she had room to maneuver on the matter because any hesitation would make her look fearful.

As a result, she had no room to maneuver, chained face-down on the floor.  But it was worse than laying on her front.  Far worse.  Only her face and shoulder and knees were on the floor.

Because she did not want to look fearful, she was now looking across the floor from floor level.

Because she did not want to look fearful, did not want to look like an ass, she was face down and ass up!

Her ass was up!  High up!

Her face and knees were on the floor, her knees directly under her hips.  Her ass was thus sticking out and on full display.

The positioning had made her hesitate despite her determination to prove her bravery.  But Alure insisted and Tongue and Gullet all too readily agreed.  Alure had pointed out that they’d seen her ass anyway in the slutty swimsuit armor.  What matter if Sterse was ass up? 

Sterse still wore the armor.  She knew she was perfectly safe in the position and in the chains.  In fact, she was free to move freely the instant she chose to break the chains around her forearms and around her ankles.  However, it was a most humiliating position.

Sterse knew she was a giant-sized beauty, and no one would criticize her assets or her ass asset.  She knew the position only better featured it.

As did the way her ankles were chained to the floor and yet were spaced wide apart, thus spreading her legs in a way that would seem quite inviting indeed to the male patrons of Moona’s Moan and Groan.

She did not fear them.  If one came in, she would sunder the chains, rise up, and smash them.  All that would be left was a pile of bloody jelly filled with bits of bone and perhaps and erect cock on top of it or possibly squirted off to one side of it.

Ha!  Alure thought she had Sterse helpless, but in fact Sterse was not at all helpless!

Even so, she felt some helplessness.  She could not help participating in this embarrassing challenge.  It was an insult that she had to prove her bravery at all, let alone like this, chained face down and ass up. 

There were some giggles from the impudent kin-demon and slurpy laughs from Tongue.  And sounds from Gullet that could be laughter or were perhaps only sounds of further digestion of the earlier rule breaker Gullet had consumed.

Sterse had to admit – only to herself! – that she’d wondered where Dinnaka was and yearned for her return from the tour Zurizza took her on.  Sterse’s size had prevented Sterse accompanying them.  Dinnaka had been away for several bells now.  How long did tours of Pleasure Houses take?

Silly Dinnaka, wanting to save pleasure slaves from their slavery.  Someone had to do what they did.  Free women would not do it.  So, it was necessary that many beautiful women had to be pleasure slaves.  This was a simple fact.  But not for Giantesses.  Of course not!  Human women were the pleasure slaves.

Sterse was sure, fairly sure, or at least hoped, all these pleasure slaves were pleasure slaves for some just reason.  That they deserved their fate. 

What kind of just reasons?  That was hard to say, but one might be that the Gods or Goddesses, or maybe just one of them, willed it to be so.  If one of them wanted something, that was it, that was the new right thing no matter how unjust it was.  Everyone knew that.  Gods and Goddesses had wants and they got what they wanted and everyone deemed whatever it was just and right. 

Accept it, doomed pleasure slaves!

Sterse had a harder time accepting the chaining down.  She’d crouched ass up as they chained it.  That sure had seemed counterintuitive.

She spoke with her big head sideways to the floor, her left ear chilled by the flagstones, “Have I proven my bravery?  I need to win back my money at Golden Dragons.”

Alure tutted, “You’ve only just been chained, and you already want it to end?  Anyone can hold their water while chained for a segment of a bell.  It takes time for the cowardice to well up to the surface.  Sometimes it takes time.”

“I do not think this positioning is respectful or necessary.”

“Oh, it is necessary.  Just think of it as a better opportunity to prove how brave you are.  Anyone can be chained up but chained with their ass up and face down?  That has to make you feel much more vulnerable than simple chaining alone.”

Damn her.  The kin-demon was correct on that point.  This ass-up position was terribly humiliating and made her feel extremely vulnerable.  Especially because Sterse now recalled how she’d first met Alure.  It was when Alure left a sexual interlude with the lovely redheaded virgin on Market Street.

Alure was one of those females who enjoyed other females for sexual relations!

And here Sterse was in her slutty “uniform” with her ass in the air.

But she was big, huge even, and especially so in comparison to the tiny kin-demon.  There was no real danger here, not even of the non-physical moral danger variety.

Sterse sighed grumpily.  It seemed to her that even after she won this challenge and had successfully displayed her bravery, or at least a lack of cowardice, that Alure might tell people about how she once had Sterse the Giantess chained up.  And at an out-of-town Pleasure House, no less.

It would feel so much more satisfying to pulp the kin-demon to bone-bit jelly than it did with the others who Sterse had smashed.  She guessed she had something to look forward to.

Sterse growled, “Do not deal the next hand until after I am back in my seat and ready to play!”

“So noted.  That seems fair.  Oh, I know something else that is fair.  I have something for you.  It will help us prove or disprove your cowardice more rapidly.”

Out of these chains sooner?  That sounded good.

Alure dashed her little red black-taloned feet around behind Sterse. 

What was the beastie bitch up to?

Sterse felt something snap closed around one ankle.

“What are doing, kin-demon?”

“A little decoration.  Hold still.”

Sterse felt something snap closed around her other ankle.

What was it?  More chains?  They felt cool like metal but light like they were not manacles or chains.

Alure ducked under Sterse’s suspended tummy and Sterse felt her doing something at her wrists.

Click.

Click.

Sterse’s wrists felt hugged by light metal, just like her ankles.

Sterse asked, “What is this?  I am participating in this process of bravery proving but I demand you keep me informed.”

Alure walked back out from under Sterse’s tummy to a spot where Sterse could see her in a sideways way.

“I’m simply better enabling you to prove you are not a coward.  You see, it occurred to me that a Giantess like you is quite strong, even much stronger than her big girl size, and so a sexy dark-haired vixen of a Giantess like you could likely break any man-made chains placed on her.  So, I place four Bands of Weakness on your wrists and ankles.  Now there is no risk of any movement by you or of any chain sundering.”

Uh… what?

Sterse hoped the kin-demon was only joking.  If Alure spoke true… then for the first time in her life Sterse was truly helpless!

Sterse tested the chains.  She did not even get to the part where she tried to break them.  Her arms and legs were as weak as an elder’s on their death bed!

Sterse tried to rise up onto her knees.  But she could not even lift up her torso!  Her face remained against the floor.  Her tight tummy muscles flexed but did not accomplish anything.  The weakness from the Bands of Weakness extended further than her ankles and wrists.  She felt weak all over.

She was… helpless!

Alure had a smirk on her face, “Are you going to cry and whine and beg for freedom?  Are you a big stupid coward?”

Damn the red bitch!  Sterse gritted her teeth.  She would never beg!

She told herself this was no big deal no matter how big she was.  In fact, because she was so big.  No one here would harm her.  Dinnaka was nearby.  Dinnaka was Sterse’s wonderful partner and ally.

Still, Sterse did feel extremely helpless.  She knew why.  Because she truly was helpless!

Was this how the lambs felt when the Drakes came to eat them?  Or, for that matter, when the Giants came to eat them?  How awful.  Poor lambs!

Poor Sterse.

How much longer must she remain chained in this position?  Should she ask, or would asking that question make her seem cowardly?

She had to ask.  This position… this situation… made her most anxious.  But not fearful!

“How long must I remain chained in this position before you accept that I am not a coward?”

“As long as it takes.”

What did that mean?  Sterse did not ask.  She did not want to keep asking questions like a simpering chicken-heart. 

Alure announced, “We need some entertainment to pass the time.  I told Tongue and Gullet to get some special entertainers.  I think I hear them coming back.”

Sterse, with her limited view and preoccupation with her situation, had not even realized that Tongue and Gullet had left. 

They did return and they were not alone.  There were two women with them.  Pleasure slaves!

Sterse had a hard time seeing them properly with her left cheek on the floor, but the two women looked familiar.  And yet she was sure she did know them.  She had never seen them before.  She did not associate with pleasure slaves.  And yet….

Wait a cursed bell for Zelua to drag her soul across the black canyon of death!  Fuck!  Fuck this!

The tall one with long dark wavy hair wore a silver swimsuit, an imitation of the armored “uniform” that Sterse wore.

The shorter one had honey brown hair the same shade, length, and style as Dinnaka!  And she wore an imitation battle mage robe!

These were the imposters!  The Sterse and Dinnaka imitators that Sterse and Dinnaka had heard tell of!

Such an outrage!

Gullet pushed the table and chairs out of the way, clearing a space.

Alure stepped over near to Sterse’s big head.  Shockingly, Alure lifted a foot and rested it on Sterse’s right temple.  Sterse felt Alure’s black talons pressing into her skin!

Sterse rolled her eyes upward, questioningly, but Alure was not even looking down at her.  As if Sterse did not matter!  As if it was no big deal that Alure had her foot on Sterse’s face!

Sterse was appalled to see that Alure’s positioning, in respect to Sterse’s own disrespectful positioning, was extremely lascivious.  The red kin-demon monkey was showing her pussy!

Sterse was so appalled by the sight and by the foot on her face that she gasped. But she did nothing about it.  She was too shocked to react. 

Or was it the position?  She felt different with her face against the floor.  She felt… short!  Low down.  Lowly….

But she was not a foot rug for a kin-demon!

She thought wildly that Alure must not even know where her foot was.  Who would be foolish enough to purposely step on the face of a Giantess?

Alure said, “Come on over, Tongue.”

Sterse sensed Tongue’s heavy steps and then felt a heavy fatty arm plop to a resting position on her ass.

On her ass!

Then she heard a slurpy sound and felt Tongue’s big tongue flop onto her ass.

On her ass!

There was a giant tongue on her Giantess ass!

The tongue lay along the line where Sterse’s “swimsuit armor” cut into her ass cheek and made it bulge out.  Honestly, the big sloppy soft tongue was almost a little comforting because the damn uniform chafed so terribly.

Sterse’s eyes bulged with alarm.  Or shock.  Or outrage?  But she did not open her mouth.  For one thing, it was ongoingly difficult and embarrassing to speak with her left cheek flat on the floor.  For another, she did not care to open her mouth with a kin-demon foot so near it.  For another, she thought it must be some accident by Tongue.  Maybe Tongue did not have full control over her tongue?

Tongue’s big tongue rolled and moved a little up and down along the edge of Sterse’s swimsuit, as if she was petting Sterse. 

Petting her like Sterse was a pet!

Petting Sterse with her tongue!

Alure asked Tongue, “Hey, Tongue, while Gullet’s getting the show ready, I wanted to ask your professional opinion.”

“Yeth?”

“As security at Moona’s, you’ve seen a lot of pleasure slaves, right?”

“Fplenty!”

“Is the big girl up to snuff?  Is she hot enough to be a pleasure slave?”

“Oh, yeth!  Vlerry hoth!”

Sterse was more outraged than ever.  Chain her up with her ass in the air, step on her face, whatever, maybe things like that happened to Giantesses at Pleasure Houses.  But talk about her worth only in terms of the physical and suggest she would ever choose to be a pleasure slave!?!  That was going too far!

Sterse snorted, tried to raise her head, and tried to speak in order to set them straight.

Alure’s foot crushed down on her cheek with surprising suddenness and power.  Sterse’s lips bulged out, making forming words difficult.  She did not want to sound like Tongue!

Alure said firmly, “Settle down, stupid Big Girl.  No one wants to hear what you think about anything.  I have questions for Tongue, not you.”

Sterse guessed there was no longer any doubt as to whether Alure knew her foot was on Sterse’s face.

Sterse would end up smashing Alure even harder than she’d originally intended!  Once she was not helpless.

Alure asked Tongue, while keeping Sterse’s face pinned down, “But what about how big Sterse is?  Wouldn’t that hamper her career as a pleasure slave?”

“Oh, nothe!  Notth at all!  Big ghirl woulddg makthe uniqueth athtrackthun.  All da morth to fuckth!”

These assholes were making fun of her!  Was this part of the helplessness thing?  They thought talking like this, like she was a pleasure slave prospect, would make her feel even more helpless?

Sterse had to admit, it was working.

Chained.  Wearing Bands of Weakness.  Face on the floor, ass in the air.  Dressed the way she was (that was not on them, that was Kutherkut’s fault!).  With a kin-demon foot on her face!  And a Stuthippan tongue on her ass!  And with the kin-demon and Stuthippan discussing if she would make a good pleasure slave.

It was working.  Sterse did feel helpless.  She’d never felt helpless at all.  Ever.  Now she felt intensely helpless. 

Alure commented, “Oh, look, the show is ready.  Big girl, watch this carefully.  There is a reason for it.  No looking away or your cowardice will be confirmed.”

Alure stepped away.  Sterse breathed in a deep breath.  She was relieved.  Alure’s foot was little but powerful and it had had a powerful effect on Sterse.  Such humiliation!

Tongue stepped away also, her huge tongue sliding off Sterse’s rear.  Sterse felt thick saliva from it drooling down the back of one of her legs.  Disgusting!

Should she also make time to come back and smash Tongue?

Well… it just seemed like that was how Tongue was.  Her tongue had seemed more friendly than anything else.  Even the way Tongue spoke about Sterse’s potential as a pleasure slave.  It was basically pretty complimentary.

The huge wet hot tongue had not actually felt bad.  It had felt pretty good.  Sterse’s sore ass was as soothed by it as much as her ego was irritated from the treatment. 

Sterse decided she would not smash Tongue. 

Sterse thought she might even still invite Tongue to join The Watch.  Of course, she’d need to give the Sthuthippan explicit directions on what to do and not do with her tongue.  No tongue touching!

Sterse did believe in diversity in hiring.  Hell, she was a Giantess leading warrior security in a human town.  She had to believe in diversity.

Sterse wanted to scold – or threaten – Alure for having stepped on her face.  More than stepped on it.  But right then was not the time.  She knew that.  She would eventually tell Alure what she thought of Alure.  She would do it just before she smashed Alure.  Talk about getting in the last word!

Sterse had a show to watch.  Oddly, despite her uncomfortable helpless position, she was interested in seeing the show.  It starred an actress – okay, a pleasure slave – who would pretend to be her.  And the other one would pretend to be Dinnaka.  And they would doubtless do something sexual!


Chapter Six

Despite her circumstance, Sterse was quite interested in the pleasure slave show she was about to witness.  If they made her and Dinnaka look bad, then she could smash Zurizza for putting on the show at this Pleasure House. 

Sterse debated whether she should also smash the pleasure slaves involved in the performance if it depicted Sterse and Dinnaka poorly.  Tempting, but the pleasure slaves did not have a choice, did they?  They were only pleasure slaves and had to do what they were told to do.  No matter what!

What would that be like?  To have to do things even when you did not want to do them?

That would be low-down, even further lowly than Sterse felt at that moment.  Pleasure slaves were the lowest of the low.  Standard slaves got fucked over.  Pleasure slaves got fucked over and fucked.

The show was starting!

The lookalikes wore outfits similar to what the real Sterse and Dinnaka wore.  Their hair coloring, real or fake, was the same as Dinnaka’s and Sterse’s and worn the same length and style, wavy honey brown for the Dinnaka lookalike and curly black and long for the Sterse lookalike. 

They had a size difference between them, but understandably not nearly as much as there was between the real Dinnaka and the real Sterse.  It simply wasn’t possible for two humans to reflect a real-life size difference of greater than a human’s height.  That said, the Dinnaka lookalike was very short for a human female and the Sterse lookalike was very tall for a human female.

Sterse had heard Alure refer to them by their nickname initials, DL for the Dinnaka lookalike and SL for the Sterse lookalike.

DL led the way, literally leading SL.  DL held a leash that was attached to a collar around SL’s neck.

Sterse blinked.  That was not accurate!  Dinnaka never led her around on a leash!  No one did.  None would dare!  Nor would Sterse ever allow such a thing.

DL said, “Come along over her, you stupid giraffe.  Good thing I have you on a leash or you’d get lost and end up eating all the leaves off the trees.”

Gullet chortled.  Tongue guffawed, sending spit spray into the air.  Alure snickered.

Sterse silently raged.  Another insinuation she was stupid!  And she did not get lost when not leashed.  She was never leashed and rarely lost.  And she absolutely never ate leaves.  She did not even like salads!

SL whimpered, “I am sorry I am such a burden on you, Dinnaka.  Thank you for keeping me on a leash.  Without you and this leash, I’d likely wonder off, leaf-nibbling, and eventually tumble off a cliff and die.”

Sterse did not think SL should thank DL for pulling her around on a leash.  That was a big mistake!

But the real Sterse did also make mistakes.  Sterse knew that well.  She was wondering if she’d made a mistake, a big one, when she agreed to be chained down and made helpless.

DL said, “You look sweaty.”

SL said, “Walking is hard work.”

DL said, “Your crotch is dripping!  That isn’t sweat, is it?”

SL sounded shamed but excited, “I’m sorry, but it turns me on to walk around Ethecreeth wearing this and showing off my body to all the commoners.  I think of the people climbing all over me, mounting me, and fucking me in every hole.”

DL inquired, “Every hole?  Any surprising ones?”

SL nibbled at her lips and then spoke in a perfectly playacted nervous rush, “They fuck me in all the usual holes and also… they fuck me in the ear.  Both ears at the same time!”

Gullet chortled.  Tongue guffawed, sending spit spray into the air.  Alure snickered.

Sterse was not laughing!  If such a thing happened, might not eardrums be harmed?  This was no laughing matter!

DL clarified, “So you get DPed in the ears?”

The laughter rose in volume.

SL added, “Also, two more fuck me in the nostrils of my nose.”

Gullet, Tongue, and Alure roared with laughter.

Sterse felt wounded.  They were laughing at her… lookalike.   It was almost like they were laughing at her. 

DL said, “We better be careful that you don’t rust out the crotch of your uniform.  You don’t want to get rust-crotch.  Better take it off.”

SL took off her mock uniform.  Sterse thought she was ill-advised to do so.  Her armor was magical.  It did not rust.  As well, she wore cloth between it and her skin.  The edges still cut into her and irritated her but the cloth was there to supply warmth and soak up perspiration as needed.

Sterse thought about speaking up and counseling SL not to do it.  But she supposed they had their routine.  Very quickly, SL was nude.  Sterse did not think SL had to shimmy the way she did while taking it off.  Nor did she need to stick out her rear and waggle it as she stepped out of it.  But Sterse also knew different people undressed in different ways and how they undressed was up to them.

Sterse noted that the pleasure slave had a wonderful body.  Smooth and generous in texture and proportions.  SL was not exactly a small-sized Sterse.  Relative to size, she was less slim and her breasts were larger.  She was more sexually lush.  Sterse supposed Pleasure House patrons liked that sort of thing.

Sterse had to admit the Sterse-imitator was very attractive and extremely sexy.  Did the shimmies and the way she stuck out her ass add to her sexiness?  They did.  Would such moves perhaps work well for Sterse when she finally met a Giant taller than her?

The Dinnaka-imitator suggested, “Wouldn’t you be more at home, now that we are home after a long day of breaking the bones of the criminals of Ethecreeth, on your hands and knees, crawling like a Sneb?”

Sterse nearly answered for SL that no, of course she would not want to do that.  But SL did it!

Just like that, she was down on the floor on her hands and knees.  Who would do that?

DL ordered, “Get your face down to the floor like a Sneb sniffing around.”

SL did that too.  Who would do that?  Who would have their face on the floor while on their knees and with their ass high?

Uh….

This part of the act was spooky in its accuracy!

DL walked behind SL, talking while she walked, “You were a naughty warrior of The Watch today.  You tried to smash that drunk who took the melon from the market and forgot to pay for it.  It was not a clean smash and you only pulped one of his legs.  His screams gave me such a headache.”

Gullet chortled, Tongue guffawed, and Alure snickered.

“I’m sorry!” said SL.

“Not as sorry as I will soon make you, big dumb girl!” DL responded.

Then she spanked SL’s bare rear!  Repeatedly!

Sterse could barely believe what she was seeing.  Sterse would never let anyone spank her!  Why did they pretend such a thing?

Dinnaka had not once ever spanked Sterse!  The pleasure slave act would give the good people of Ethecreeth – the bad males who came to Pleasure Houses – the wrong impression about Sterse and Dinnaka.  They had a partnership!  Not… this!

The spanks kept landing and SL kept yelping.  Like a little girl!  A big little girl.

Gullet, Tongue, and Alure laughed and laughed.

Sterse did not see how it was funny.  It was an untrue portrayal!  It was not accurate!

The spanks were real.  SL’s ass was soon livid red.  Poor SL!

Sterse felt bad for SL.  Almost as bad as if she were the one taking those spanks.  What must that feel like?  So bad!  Why didn’t SL crawl away?  Or stand!  Or fight!

Why didn’t she strike back at DL?  Granted, SL was not an actual Giant and therefore could not effectively smash DL, but she would still win if she fought.  DL was tiny, even for a human.  She would look small even next to the real Dinnaka.

Where was the real Dinnaka?  Sterse thought Dinnaka should also see this travesty.

Instead, Sterse saw a lot more of DL.  The Dinnaka lookalike stepped back from the fake Sterse.  She pulled her robe over her head. 

Sterse expected to see the same slut suit uniform that she knew Dinnaka had to wear under her robes.  But no, DL was nude under the robe.  Sterse guessed the imitators did not know about the uniform Dinnaka wore in secret.

Now both of the imitators were nude!

Sterse had to admit the show was getting interesting.  Was it wrong to be so interested?

Who could blame her, though?  One of the pleasure slave actresses was pretending to be her.  She had a right to watch this.  Nothing wrong with knowing how you were portrayed by others… at a Pleasure House….  Watching while she was chained and with her face on the floor and her ass up….

Nothing wrong with that at all.

The imitation Dinnaka went back to spanking the imitation Sterse.  While naked!  Both of them were naked!

Well, that was it in Sterse’s mind.  Sure, okay, if only one of them was naked while one spanked the other, whatever, it did not mean anything.  But both of them naked at the same time?  That was it.  There was no doubt.  This was sexual!

Sterse found that she was quite excited.  Sex for her was a thing she would one day partake in when she mated with a Giant taller than her.  No, she was not a virgin thanks to her younger year’s experimentation at the annual Giants and Giantesses athletic meets. 

The stone rolling races.  The tandem stone rolling races.  The team stone rolling races.  The relay stone rolling races.  The marathon stone rolling.  There was such a wide variety of events at the Ginat-folk athletic meets!  It almost made one dizzy!

Big competing against big and, quite frankly, big humping on big also.

But other than the athletic events, Sterse did not get hook ups.  She was busy with war and then here in Ethecreeth there simply was no one tall enough to fuck.  Instead of hook ups, she used a finger hooked up into her pussy.  When she felt the need.  Which wasn’t often.  When she did, she thought of previous sexual encounters with Giants.  It worked.

She did not go watch live people having sex.  She did not imagine things that had not already happened to her.  Seeing the two faker pleasure slaves putting on a show, even though they were two females and only short little humans, was a whole new thing for Sterse and had a profound effect on her.

The fake Dinnaka’s spanks seemed to have a profound effect on the fake Sterse.  Sterse could not help but see, thanks to a diagonal view of the two, that the fake Sterse had a most damp pussy. 

How did the fake Sterse fake that?  Was it like how good actresses faked tears?

The fake Sterse was getting wetter with every spank.

And she wasn’t the only one!  The fake Dinnaka also had a wet pussy.

And they were not the only two!

Sterse was startled and then embarrassed to feel herself lubricating. 

Well, that was… that was because… of… because… of course… well…. Sterse was sure it was understandable.  To someone.  Not really to her.  She did not understand why she was getting wet.

She must be putting herself in the place of the fake Sterse.  But was she?  She had not imagined getting spanked.  She was sure she would not like spanks! 

Fake Dinnaka kept spanking poor fake Sterse’s now quite red ass.

Sterse felt wetter.

This could not be!  She wished she could look away.  Unfortunately, Alure had challenged her to watch continuously and kept looking at her to make sure she watched fixedly.  Sterse could not look away.  Alure would say it was proof that Sterse was a coward!

At least Alure was looking at Sterse’s face and eyes, and not lower down on Sterse.  But Sterse knew, if she kept dampening, someone was sure to notice.  If Gullet or Tongue noticed, they were almost certain to tell Alure.

Alure would mock her!  Alure might think Sterse was aroused by the sight of spankings.  Alure might think Sterse was aroused by the sight of female-on-female sex.

Ah ha!  Sterse knew what to do.  But of course, she could not take physical action.  She was reminded again of how shockingly helpless she was.  She had never felt so helpless.  She had never felt at all helpless. 

She was not turned on by spankings.  She was sure of it.  So, she would continue to watch, but she would mentally escape anything that would make her wet situation worse.  All she had to do was pretend to be the fake Sterse (who was pretending to be her) and pretend to take those painful spanks.  That was sure to dry her up!

Sterse wasn’t exactly imaginative, or all that empathetic, but she managed to do it, desperately pretending it was her having to hold position and take spanks.

She was tough.  She could take spanks!

She could take the pain, but what about the humiliation?  If the real Dinnaka asked her to take off her clothes and take spanks from her, Sterse would turn her down.  But, what if she didn’t?  What if the real Dinnaka truly spanked her? 

Sterse could take the spanks.  Giants were tough! 

But the humiliation?  That would be hard to take.  Giants were quietly prideful.  They did not boast, but they did not put up with any humiliation.  Why put up with it when you could simply smash it away?  And who would try it knowing they would be smashed?

Alure would.

Sterse pretended to be the pretend Sterse and pretended to take spanks and take humiliation.

That would be so humiliating….

That was so humiliating.  Sterse felt the humiliation.  Little weak Dinnaka spanking great big Sterse and getting away with it?  Sterse just taking it over and over?  That would be so humiliating!

Spanking her like she was a little girl!  A little… big girl.

Sterse did not feel like she was drying up.  Just the opposite!

Sterse felt claustrophobic in her chains.  She had the Bands of Weakness on but she was a Giantess!  She was strong!  And magic was iffy with Giants.

Sterse strained at her chains.  Alure alertly noticed right away.

“What are you doing, Big Girl?”

“I am done with this!”

“The show has only just begun.”

That was what Sterse was worried about!  One of the things.

Alure looked worried, but then like a thought had occurred to her, “The show is only starting and you know what?  We’re missing someone.  Dinnaka should be here.  After all, she is also being imitated.  Hold on right there, Big Girl.  Don’t do a thing.  JibGil!  Go fetch the battle mage.  Tell Zurizza what’s going on here and ask her to bring the battle mage back.”

The distraction of the new situation made Sterse give up breaking the chains which had begun to grind and warp.

Before Sterse could protest she did not want Dinnaka to come to the guard house, JobGil was off and gone.  Fucking speedy Fleething!

Damn the Gods!  Now Dinnaka would see her like this!

Sterse did not want to be further embarrassed.  But then she felt relief.  With Dinnaka present, Sterse’s fears would be put to rest.  Alure and her Pleasure House guard buddies were messing with Sterse.  She was sure of it!

She would have thought no one would mess with a Giantess like herself.  But they were.  This thing with the helplessness gave them license to laugh at her.  But they would not mess with a battle mage like Dinnaka! 

Dinnaka’s presence would bring embarrassment, but it would also bring relief.

She hated to admit it, and would only do so to herself, but she’d gotten quite concerned at the way things were going.  Not even so much because of Alure and her guard cronies as at the way she’d reacted.

The way Alure had partially stood on her face and Sterse had failed to protest or resist was not like her.  She guessed she must have been too surprised and was feeling too helpless to roar and break her chains.  After testing her strength against them she was pretty sure she could break them if she had to.

This wet condition between her legs, from watching the fake Dinnaka spank the fake Sterse, was also quite concerning.

Was it because she was a sadist?

No, she was sure she wasn’t a sadist.  She liked to smash but only those who deserved it.  She liked a good solid smash where there was no pain.  One moment, the smashee was breathing and the next moment the smashee was a pile of gooey bloody flesh and bone bits, usually with a few unimpacted limbs sticking out. 

She took pride in the smashees not feeling any pain.  Other than the times she accidentally missed a good blow and only smacked away a limb or two.  No Giantess was perfect!

Especially when she swung sideways to smash multiple victims at once.  It was hard to get that right.  The first one struck usually pulped up nicely but its pulp cushioned the smashing blow against the next ones.  It usually ended up quite a mess with at least one of them still struggling to move and making unpleasant sounds until she finished them off.

She heard Alure giving orders, “Pleasure sluts, hold up until we have a bigger audience.  Tongue, come over here and ask the big girl how helpless she’s feeling.”

The two imitators froze in place, the fake Dinnaka’s spank hand still in spanking position.  Tongue thumped over, her fat toes slapping on the floor.

Sterse momentarily wondered why Alure wanted Tongue to ask her something that Alure could just as easily ask.  Perhaps to keep Tongue from getting bored while they awaited Dinnaka?

Tongue tilted her bulging body to one side to make better eye contact with Sterse whose cheek was against the floor, “Howth Hepthleth du yu flpheel?”

Very helpless!

But Sterse put on a brave front.  Besides, she was pretty sure she could break the chains if need be.  She’d stopped trying to because Dinnaka was on the way and there was no need for concern over her helplessness.

“I am well and fine.  I feel no fear at all, for I am not a coward.  I am warrior Giantess.”

She’d almost said that she was a “great warrior Giantess,” but she was not feeling as cocky and plucky as usual.  Now she knew she was not totally helpless because she’d put the chains to the test and they’d started to give way. But she still felt humiliated.  It was hard to be prideful with her cheek on the floor and her ass in the air.

She felt something down at her chained ankles but she could not get an immediate look.  She started to try to look but Tongue’s massive tongue shot out like a toad catching a fly, the big sloppy ball-like end of it slapping against Sterse’s right cheek, the cheek facing the ceiling.

Tongue’s tongue was powerful!  It held Sterse’s head in place.  Sterse was strong though and knew she could move her head if she really wanted to.  But the big tongue blocked her view anyway.  Besides, Sterse assumed it was only a loose Kloofer sniffing around down there or maybe one of the foot-licking pleasure slaves was back.

Tongue distracted her with commentary on Sterse’s statement that she was a warrior Giantess.  It was an opinion Sterse would rather not hear, “Oth, really?  Youth lookth more like ath pspleathure shclave thantha a warrior.”

Fucking Tongue!  What an asshole!

Sterse, looking like a pleasure slave?  As if! 

Sterse did have to admit that pleasure slaves likely did spend a lot of time with their asses up and with their pussy available.

Why was she in this position again?  Oh, right, to prove she was not a coward.

Well, at least time spent proving bravery was time away from losing coin at cards.

Whatever it was back at her feet moved around.  Sterse sensed it under her!

Then she felt something with her wrists.  Right in among the chains?

Right where the Bands of Weakness were…?

Which was also about where Sterse had felt the earlier contact at her ankles.  About where the chains and Bands of Weakness were.

Then Alure came into view, standing next to Tongue. 

Alure slapped her hands together, back and forth, like she was slapping dust off them, “There.  Took care of that.  Thank you, Tongue.  It’s easy to distract a stupid Giantess, especially one as stupid as Sterse, but I thank you nevertheless.”

Took care of what?  Took care of what!?!

Tongue reeled her big tongue back into her gaping facial orifice, “Yourth whelthcum.”

Alure addressed Sterse, “I noticed you were getting antsy earlier and maybe not feeling so helpless.  Can’t have that!  You need to prove you are a big girl and not a coward.  So, I added a whole extra set of Bands of Weakness to your ankles and wrists.  Hee-hee, I’ve got you now, big girl!”

Fuck!  Fucking fuck!

Alure patted Sterse hard just above one eyebrow, “It’s for your own good, Big Girl.  Or for my own good.  Yeah, I guess mine, not yours.”

Sterse felt frustration, humiliation, and helplessness all crash into her.

She could have been free!  But then Alure distracted her and got Tongue to help distract her in order to make her helpless.  Now it was obvious.  Sterse should have realized Alure was up to no good.

Double layered Bands of Weakness!  Even Sterse had strength limits.  She could have barely defeated the first set.  Maybe and only just barely.  But two sets?  Now she truly was helpless.

It wasn’t all bad news.  Her helplessness did not matter.  Not with Dinnaka about to arrive at the guard house.

Good thing Sterse’s partner Dinnaka wasn’t as foolish as Sterse and would never allow herself to become physically compromised the way Sterse had!


Chapter Seven

Dinnaka could not believe how compromised she was.

She was entirely compromised.  She did not think she could get anymore compromised.  Then again, she’d never thought it was possible for her to get half this compromised.

She was fucked.  She was so fucked.

She had, in fact, just fucked.  She more than suspected one fuck of a lot of fucking awaiting her.  In the near term and in the long term.

She was in the viewing room of The Orgy Room, which was an entertainment building that actually had two rooms.  The viewing room was where people watched, multiples of people stacked in differing dimensions, each in the same room and each looking into the display room and yet all of them watching in private.  The display room of The Orgy Room was huge, even including differing terrains catering to Trolls and Ogres and other nonhumans.

It was a shock that Moona’s Moan and Groan freely allowed nonhumans to make sexual use of human pleasure slaves.

Dinnaka guessed she herself had just had sex with nonhumans.  She did not know for certain, but suspected Zurizza the Masked may not be human.  Pervy the invisible perverted spirit may or may not qualify as human.  Dinnaka assumed Pervy used to be a human when alive.  Now dead and invisible and silent, but all too feelable, Dinnaka was not sure if Pervy still qualified as a human.

Dinnaka was a mess, a wet post-orgasmic mess, and an emotional mess.

It was hard to get over or get used to slavery!  She hoped she never did.  She hoped she did not have to.  She knew she could not save herself.  But luckily, she had a huge hole card, literally huge but not literally a card, a hole card who was currently playing cards or other games of chance and strategy with the guards of the Pleasure House, Tongue and Gullet, and also with Alure, the demonic familiar.

Sterse.  Good old, great big Sterse.  Dinnaka’s warrior partner.

Good thing that Sterse, unlike Dinnaka, would never let herself get compromised at a Pleasure House.

At some point, Zurizza would have to let her rejoin Sterse.  Zurizza had no choice.  Otherwise, an angry and concerned Sterse would tear down every building at Moona’s Moan and Groan. 

Once Dinnaka and Sterse were united, Zurizza could not dominate Dinnaka.  Sterse would not put up with it!  Even if Dinnaka had to.

Then they’d ask about the alleged threat to Ethecreeth – a threat Dinnaka by now very much doubted existed – and say their good byes.

Then what?  Stay near Sterse constantly?  Well, no, not when it was time to sleep.  The damn Black Dragon Mistress would start fucking Dinnaka as soon as she laid down.  It would be so embarrassing if the thing fucked her in Sterse’s presence.  Dinnaka would not be able to bear it!

There was no doubt that Dinnaka was in a tough situation.  It was almost more worrisome how wonderful the orgasms were and how submissive she felt.  Why was she so eager to please an evil ancient bitch who kept doing her wrong?

Dinnaka was normally pretty upbeat.  She had a good attitude.  Had.  Used to.

It was hard to be positive about her highly negative situation.  Was it even a situation or was it now a fact of life for the rest of her life?

Even though she was a female who liked males (She was!), she now suddenly had two female sexual Mistresses.  One might not be human!  Even if Zurizza was human, she was old as fuck.  She was old when Dinnaka’s great-great-grandparents were babies!  Dinnaka’s other Mistress was definitely not human!  It wasn’t even alive!

The first Mistress (her main Mistress?) was Zurizza the Masked.  The proprietor of Moona’s Moan and Groan.  What did she look like?  Dinnaka had no idea!

It was true.  Dinnaka had no idea what her Mistress looked like.  Or exactly how old she was other than, according to Zurizza, having lived for centuries.  Too old for Dinnaka!  Except, turns out not!

Goddesses cringe and close their eyes tight!  That was a spectacular age differential!  The age difference between them had to be at least ten times Dinnaka’s full age!

Zurizza the Masked did not actually wear a mask.  Instead, she wore a bag over her entire head and, over the bag, an iron cage connected to a metal collar around her throat.  Dinnaka could not see her face and could not take off her beg to get a look at her face.  She wasn’t sure if she wanted to see it anyway.

Was it better to think her Mistress was maimed or ugly or was it better to know it for a fact?

Was it better to think her Mistress might be a Medusa or was it better to unbag her head and get turned into stone?

Dinnaka was sure Zurizza was not hiding beauty under her head bag.  Zurizza was hardly the shy or modest type.  So, that meant she had to be ugly.

But not as ugly as her personality!  The evil bitch owned and ran a Pleasure House!  An out-of-town one!  Which meant she owned dozens or maybe over a hundred pleasure slaves.  Zurizza owned people!  And she profited off them having sex with strangers and even, gasp, nonhumans!

Worse than that… it seemed like… maybe… perhaps… Zurizza now owned Dinnaka.

Zurizza definitely had total control over Dinnaka.  She’d gotten Dinnaka to say that Zurizza was her Mistress.  A sexual Mistress! 

She’d gotten Dinnaka to admit Dinnaka was a pleasure slave.  Did she “admit” it or did she only say it?  Dinnaka was not quite sure.

Didn’t pleasure slaves have to be bought?  Zurizza had not paid anyone for Dinnaka.  But then again, Dinnaka guessed pleasure slaves had to be made or captured or whatever and were only sold after that.  Which came first, the pleasure slave or the selling of a woman who was then a pleasure slave?

Fuck.  The pleasure slave came first, didn’t she?  At least in this case!

Dinnaka never ever would have thought she would one day be a pleasure slave.  She knew that others, crude males, had wished for it and talked fondly of her becoming one.  They had speculated she would make a fine pleasure slave.  That was pure conjecture she’d heard various males say when she magically eavesdropped on them.

She’d never had a Mistress, or a Master, her whole life and now, in the span of a few bells, she had not just one, but two Mistresses!

The second Mistress was added to her body by order of her first Mistress.  It was a tattoo of a Black Dragon, supposedly a female Black Dragon. But it was a lot more than just a big ugly tattoo.  It was magically alive!  Or acted like it lived.

It was on her inner left thigh.  It was a tattoo of a Black Dragon from the bottom of its neck to the tip of its dilated nostrils.  The bottom of its thick neck started just above her knee.  It looked as if it was sniffing at her pussy, just a finger away from it.

The terrible thing was, besides being an ugly defacing tattoo, the damned thing could take on three dimensions.  When it did, the base of its neck was still connected to Dinnaka, but the rest of it floated free and moved as it willed.

It had a long neck, curled back and forth on her thigh when it was in tattoo form.  When it became three-dimensional, that neck allowed it to extend very far indeed.  All the way up inside Dinnaka!  Right to the gateway to her womb!

The Black Dragon had fucked her and Zurizza got Dinnaka to proclaim that she was a pleasure slave to the Black Dragon as well and that the Black Dragon was also her sexual Mistress.

How intensely humiliating!  The damn thing wasn’t even human!  Or even alive!  And now she had to call it Mistress.

She really did.  She could not take back what she’d said.  She almost did not want to.  Already.  It had fucked her with its head deep inside her and it had fucked her to such an incredible orgasm.  It had fucked her pussy and licked it at the same time!  Licked from the inside.

Her situation seemed inescapable.  She did not wield any kind of magic that undid this kind of magic.  Even if she did, her magic did not work on the grounds of Moona’s Moan and Groan.

She would need someone else with magical power, great power, to undue this.  But even that did not seem possible.  She could not stand the idea of taking this problem to anyone.  Even for help.  It was so embarrassing!

She knew she would have gotten past that.  Getting help was more important than avoiding humiliation.  She would have had to.

But her first Mistress was a mind reader and would no doubt put a stop to any attempts by Dinnaka to seek help.

Even if there was a way to avoid Zurizza’s mindreading – like by killing her! – the Black Dragon Mistress was always right there with Dinnaka and connected to her mind.  It could also mind read had some kind of intelligence and a mission to keep Dinnaka in line and enslaved.  The Black Dragon would take three dimensions as needed and press its fangs threateningly against Dinnaka’s right thigh.

According to Zurizza, if Dinnaka misbehaved in any way that Zurizza considered misbehaving, the Black Dragon Mistress would eat her alive!

Getting eaten alive, not getting her pussy eaten while alive.  Which her Black Dragon Mistress had already done.  There was a big difference between the two.  Oen made you cum, the other one you did not come back from.

Zurizza had explained Dinnaka’s new life to an ever-incredulous Dinnaka.

Dinnaka was now a pleasure slave.  She was Zurizza’s pleasure slave.  The evil bitch had so many of them and now she had one more.

Dinnaka had to always obey Zurizza.  Or else.

Whenever she became aroused, Black Dragon Mistress would fuck her.  Anywhere, anytime.  Not up to Dinnaka!

Whenever Dinnaka lay down, no matter for what reason or how tired Dinnaka was, Black Dragon Mistress would fuck her.

She was going to get fucked at least once every day she lived!

Dinnaka had thought that Sterse would be her savior.  But she realized it wasn’t so simple.  Whether here at Moona’s or back in Ethecreeth, all Zurizza had to do was “ask” Dinnaka to go for a walk with her or to have a private conversation.  Zurizza could ask it right in front of Sterse.

Dinnaka would have to obediently separate herself from Sterse.  Because she had the other Mistress, the Black Dragon Mistress, on her thigh ready to fuck or chomp her as needed. 

She would always have to do what Zurizza wanted her to do.  As well, Zurizza and the Black Dragon Mistress would always know what she intended to do as soon as she intended to do it.  Then they could immediately force her to not do it.

She was completely compromised.

Even though Zurizza explained these things to Dinnaka and Dinnaka had to accept them as true and real, no choice, there were many things Dinnaka wondered and worried about and did not know.

She had no idea what Zurizza intended to do with her.  Well, some idea.  The old bitch was lusty and kinky.  But was that all there was to it?  Zurizza just wanted yet one more sexy beauty to obey her and to do as she pleased?

And maybe… dare Dinnaka even think it… make some coin for Zurizza?

Would she still get to be a battle mage?  Could she remain a member of The Watch?

Or did Zurizza intend her to be a true and constant pleasure slave and intend to keep her at Moona’s Moan and Groan?

Dinnaka hated to admit that it would make sense for Zurizza to do that.  Dinnaka was magically helpless here.  She knew many denizens of Ethecreeth would pay good coin to have their way with a genuine battle mage, especially one they’d eyed appreciatively for the dozen moons since Dinnaka moved to Ethecreeth.

Not only human denizens of Ethecreeth.  Nonhumans outside of Ethecreeth. 

It boggled Dinnaka’s mind that Moona’s Moan and Groan catered to nonhumans.  It was one thing to sell nonhumans saddles or food or even weapons.  But the sexual services of human women?  There ought to be a law!

Dinnaka had recovered her breath since her orgasm.  Zurizza was holding onto her.  Black Dragon Mistress was back in two-dimensional tattoo form on Dinnaka’s inner left thigh.  Dinnaka had no idea where Pervy had gone to or if she even was gone.  She was probably nearby, invisibly perving.

Zurizza said, “That was a big orgasm for a sexy battle mage pleasure slave.  Are you ready for more?  Should we go to another building?”

Oh Gods.  More.  More sexual sights.  More nasty kink.  Dinnaka was exhausted.

But also… she felt a flick of a spark. 

More nasty kink… mmm….

It wasn’t like she could lay down in this viewing room to get any rest.  Black Dragon Mistress would fuck her!

“I’m ready… Mistress.”


Chapter Eight

Zurizza tugged her along to another entertainment building.

Tugged her along by her pubic hair!

It was so demeaning to get pulled along by pubic hair.  Why not take her by the hand?  Why not just tell her where to go since she had to obey?

Dinnaka knew why.  Zurizza did it to humiliate her and probably to put on a show for others, to show her dominance over another lovely.

Zurizza did it to shame her, to humiliate her, to crush her further to Zurizza’s will.

It would be even more shameful if anyone recognized her as not only a battle mage but also the lead battle mage of Ethecreeth.  If she saw anyone she knew or, more to the point, if anyone she knew saw her getting pulled along by the pubic hair. 

Holy fuck, the Association of Battle Mages would not be pleased if they heard about this!  They would take away her Member in Good Standing card. 

They might strip her of battle mage status… because Zurizza had stripped her of clothing….

Much of her clothing.  Zurizza got Dinnaka to leave her robe at another building before the tour really started.  Then, during the tour, which was really a process of sexual domination, Zurizza had torn away the thin transparent “uniform” material over Dinnaka’s breasts and then tore away the same material from coverage over Dinnaka’s pussy.  And then the tattooist, Aphapellis, tore away yet more material in order to bare Dinnaka’s thigh for the big tattoo.  To allow Aphapellis to tattoo a second Mistress onto Dinnaka.

What the fuck?  Dinnaka more than wore her second Mistress, Black Dragon Mistress.  It was a part of her!  How could she escape what was a part of her?

She was so fucked!

Now she was stumbling around the grounds of a Pleasure House, wearing torn strips of a slut suit, like some slutty undead mummy, getting pulled along by a grip in the tufts of her pubic hair.

She looked like a wreck, and she felt like a wreck.

And?

….

Okay… and… she also still felt turned on….

That was so shameful.  But she could not help it!

The tugging on her pubic hair was humiliating and it hurt a little and… it turned her on.  She could not even excuse it as coming from a pleasure slave’s mind.  She was not magically connected to a pleasure slave’s mind as she had been in various of the entertainment buildings.  Zurizza no longer facilitated doing that.  Dinnaka guessed Zurizza didn’t think she needed pleasure slave lust to influence Dinnaka because Dinnaka had enough of her own.

Zurizza was right about that.  It was such a shameful truth!

They passed a few patrons who were greatly interested in making use of Dinnaka.

Zurizza told them no, which was good.

But Zurizza told them no in an ominous way.  She told them, “Not just yet.  Check back on this one another time.”

Gods!  It sounded as if Zurizza meant to sell Dinnaka’s sexual services!

Dinnaka would never allow that to happen!

The problem was… she would have to allow it.  She had to do whatever Zurizza told her to do.

It was hard to wrap her mind around it.  It was hard to admit she would wrap her bare legs around a horny Pleasure House patron if Zurizza told her new battle mage pleasure slave to do it.

They arrived at another entertainment building.  Dinnaka wondered what the theme of this one would be.  Since starting the tour, they’d visited several different entertainment buildings. 

The first was a sort of joke one where two Obchords, a male and a female, were ever so slowly fucking each other.  The extremely slow intelligent shelled creatures were even slower when fucking.  They made turtles seem as fast as scared rabbits.

After that, they had visited The Worm Room where dozens of pleasure slaves and paying patrons formed a continuous writhing chain of constant given and received oral sex.  Many patrons went there to choose which pleasure slaves to take to one of the fuck huts around the exterior of Moona’s Moan and Groan.  Pleasure slaves with nothing else to do spent their “free” time in there giving and receiving orgasms from oral, usually with other pleasure slaves.

They’d also visited an entertainment building which held the namesake of Moona’s Moan and Groan.  Apparently Zurizza had taken over the Pleasure House by force.  Moona’s fate was to become one of the pleasure slaves.

They’d also visited the tattooing and piercing building.  That was where Dinnaka unwillingly and shockingly acquired the permanent Black Dragon Mistress.

Fuck!  She was so fucked!

After getting her new tattoo – oh, she meant after she permanently acquired a second Mistress she had to obey – they visited the largest entertainment building, The Orgy Room.  It wasn’t just any orgy.  It wasn’t just humans.  There were all sorts of nonhumans having sex with humans.

Dinnaka liked to think of herself as openminded but, Gods, should human women have sex with Ogres?  Or Trolls?  Should a female Goblin be allowed to whip human women, whip them for sadistic sexual enjoyment?

Dinnaka had to admit though that most of the pleasure slaves looked just as happy to fuck nonhumans as they did humans.  She also had to admit that she cared a lot less about what happened to and with the pleasure slaves now.  She was too preoccupied with her own situation.  Zurizza had also made it pretty obvious to her that most, maybe all, of the pleasure slaves did not want to be saved.

And…

… and it was also true Dinnaka kept getting turned on watching what the pleasure slaves did and experienced.  It was hard to condemn what turned you on.

Zurizza tugged her into the next viewing room.  Dinnaka had seen several groups and individuals enter before them.  This one seemed popular, but they were alone in the viewing room thanks to the magical dimensional stacking of space.

The display room was richly furnished.  Thick colorful carpets, fancy lights, and fine furniture.  There was a huge bed, big enough to fit more than a dozen occupants.

Dinnaka knew that for sure because there were more than a dozen occupants on the bed.  All of them were females but not all of them were pleasure slaves.

Dinnaka recognized Belsie, the rough-looking woman she’d seen at The Worm Room.  Zurizza had said Belsie frequented the Pleasure House most nights.

Belsie lay in the center of the bed, and she was also the center of attention inside the room.  Belsie was naked other than wearing a crown on her head.  There were more than a dozen naked pleasure slaves serving her and satisfying her.

One was licking Belsie’s pussy, two more were sucking on her nipples, and several others were licking her legs and sucking on her fingers.  Two others knelt up next to her head, alternately dropping berries and sweets into Belsie’s mouth.  Belsie munched on them as the pleasure slave munched on her pussy.

Zurizza said, “This is The Harem Room.   It is by far the most expensive service that we provide at Moona’s Moan and Groan.  The patron who pays for an hour in this room gets the dedicated undivided attention of at least a dozen pleasure slaves.  Two dozen pleasure slaves if they purchase the expanded package.  The patron gets to feel what it is like to own a harem, to be a harem master, to be a member of spoiled indulgent royalty.

“Of course, usually it is a male patron in this room, but we take the coin of anyone who pays.  Belsie looks rough and she is, but she has wagon loads of coin thanks to a huge inheritance.  What better way to spend her coin and her time than right here?”

Dinnaka could think of many ways.  How about helping the homeless of Ethecreeth, of which there were many?  Belsie almost looked like a member of the homeless.  She did not look like she bathed regularly for one thing.

Dinnaka asked, “What are we doing here if I’m not allowed to save any pleasure slaves?”

Zurizza laughed, “You sound so resentful.  But it only makes sense.  A pleasure slave can’t save other pleasure slaves from pleasure slavery.  She can’t even save herself.”

Dinnaka had to admit Zurizza had a point.

Zurizza turned Dinnaka to face her, Zurizza’s gloved hands heavy on Dinnaka’s shoulders, “We are here for my pleasure.  You’ve had such great big orgasms since coming to my place.  I’ve done all this hard but fun work making you into a pleasure slave.  Don’t you think you owe your Mistress as much pleasure as you can give her?  With your mouth?”

Did… did Zurizza mean….

Dinnaka felt increasing pressure on her shoulders.  Downward pressure.

Zurizza did mean what Dinnaka thought she meant!

But…!

But Dinnaka was not like that!  Dinnaka did not do that sort of thing!

And then she was down on her knees, hitting the floor hard with her knees.

No, no, no….

She did not do that and, even if she were to choose to do it for another female, she would stick to her own age group.  Hey, no one more than a century older than her!  She had standards!

Actually, she’d never had sex with anyone even five years older than her.  Or with a female!

Oh, wait, she guessed she could no longer claim she’d never had sex with a female.  Zurizza had fingered her.  Also, it sounded like the perverted spirit, Pervy, was a female.  And still was?  Dinnaka doubted sexual proclivities changed when someone died.  Especially if they lived on as an undead spirit.  Plus, Black Dragon Mistress was supposedly a female… tattoo.  But was it?  It had no sexual parts!

Black Dragon Mistress had no female parts but was supposedly a female.  And it… she… had fucked Dinnaka.  With her head and neck!

Dinnaka has to admit, Black Dragon Mistress was excellent at fucking.  She really dove into it.  With her head and neck.  Dove upward.

Dinnaka felt no desire to stand back up once she was on her knees.  And yet she did feel desire.

She was so fucked!  What, now she was going to get face fucked?

Zurizza petted her hair.  She seemed so confident that Dinnaka would do it. 

Damn her!  Even Dinnaka did not know if she would do it!

Oh fuck.  Zurizza used her other hand to start lifting her long skirt.  Dinnaka saw skintight leggings underneath it.  Zurizza lifted it to about knee level and then stopped.

“Pleasure slave, go ahead and duck your head under my dress.  You know where to put your mouth to work.”

Dinnaka knew where Zurizza wanted her to put her mouth to work.  She couldn’t claim she didn’t know what Zurizza wanted.

This damn ancient bitch, calling her “pleasure slave!”

But was it a lie?  Dinnaka had a hard time accepting her new status.  She did not want to accept it.  She did not want to be like Moona, the former owner of Moona’s.  Moona went from large and in charge to a living show in one of the entertainment buildings she used to own. 

Dinnaka had not firmed up her resolve to not cooperate.  She must not have, because she ducked her head under Zurizza’s dress.

She heard Zurizza say quickly, “Lights out.”

The light in the viewing room, a sort of glow coming from the walls and ceiling, went out.  There was still some light from the display room coming through the building-length window but between the lack of light and Zurizza’s apparently thick dress, Dinnaka could not make out anything under Zurizza’s dress.

Zurizza wore a bag over her head and a cage over that bag, apparently to keep anyone from pulling the bag off her head.  None of her skin showed anywhere.  And now this thing with the light.   Zurizza did not even want Dinnaka to see her legs.  Or her pussy.

Did she have a pussy?  Or what?  What was she hiding?

Dinnaka had thought Zurizza was concealing a facial maiming or just general ugliness, but Dinnaka doubted Zurizza was also maimed below the waist.  She walked just fine.

Did Zurizza have an ugly pussy?

Dinnaka had thought Zurizza might be a Medusa….

Gasp!

Medusas were known for several things including a head of snakes.  Snakes instead of hair.

What if…. she had little snakes around her pussy in place of pubic hair?

Dinnaka had not wanted to lick Zurizza’s pussy even before that thought.  But she definitely did not want to lick a pussy while a bunch of baby snakes writhed against her cheeks and chin!

Dinnaka was reminded again that Zurizza could read minds when she heard Zurizza chuckle indulgently and say, “You know what your Mistress wants.  And you know what you now are.  Those are the only two things you need to know in order to know what to do.”

No!  Dinnaka did not know what she was!  She did not!  If she did, she knew she’d have to start thinking she was a pleasure slave owned by someone else.  And worse things than that!  So, no, she did not know!  She refused to know!

Which was not to say she refused to do what Zurizza wanted.  She did know what Zurizza wanted.

She noted that Zurizza had not threatened her with a bite from Dinnaka’s other Mistress, Black Dragon Mistress.  Dinnaka just bet that was on purpose.  Zurizza probably wanted Dinnaka to get used to obeying orders and to obey them without immediate threats.

She should resist!  For the principle of the matter!

But she didn’t.  She straightened her back a little under Zurizza’s dress.  She brought her face closer to the darkness-hidden juncture of Zurizza’s legs.

Did she not have principles?  Shouldn’t she force Zurizza to force her?

Gods.  Maybe pleasure slaves did not have principles.  Maybe she was one of them.  Maybe a lack of principles was the sign that she was one.  That and her lack of will.  There were not many strong-willed or willful pleasure slaves.

She did not hear any hissing snakes….

Things smelled… like she’d expect from a human female down below….

Zurizza laughed loudly and then said, “I’m not wearing any undies.  Underwear just gets in the way when you run a Pleasure House.  Oh, and when you’re turning battle mages into pleasure slaves.  But no hands!  Put your hands behind your back.  I want you to go in face first.  Dive into it, pleasure slave.”

Damn her!  Dinnaka was just about to feel ahead with her hand to see if there were pubic hair snakes.  Or anything else unexpected! 

Fucking mind readers!  They were always a step ahead of you.

Fuck it.  She put her hands behind her back, lacing her fingers.  She would find out the hard way.  But really, what was worse than the expected?  It was already worse if it was “only” and ancient pussy between Zurizza’s legs.  That was already terrible!

She bumped her chin up a leg that seemed human.  Smooth and soft.  Not wrinkled or deformed that she could tell.

Her nose touched something!  What was that!?!

Zurizza laughed.

Dinnaka tentatively progressed.

Oh.  It felt like pubic hair.  Hair, not snakes.  She wasn’t sure if that meant Zurizza was not a Medusa.  She knew Medusas had snakes in place of hair on their head, but had only conjectured about snakes in lieu of pubic hair.

She nuzzled in.

Yes, there was a slit.  Soft wet folds.

It was a pussy!  A very human-seeming pussy!

Dinnaka felt a surge of tremendous excitement.  She tried to convince herself it was from relief.  But no, she’d never felt this excited when relieved of a worry.  And shouldn’t it still worry her that it was a pussy?  Maybe worry her more?

She was excited.  That kind of excitement.  Turned on excited.  She was aroused.  She was again doing – about to do – something totally new to her.  The other new things this night were all so terrible and yet had led her again and again to incredible orgasms.

She worried that she was already trained to adore breaking through new taboos.

She licked.  She wasn’t sure, but she thought the pussy tasted like a human pussy should taste. 

She licked Zurizza’s pussy again.  Zurizza moaned.  Dinnaka felt another surge of lust.

She licked and kept licking.  Zurizza moaned and mostly kept moaning as Dinnaka licking increased speed.  Each moan felt like a physical contact to Dinnaka, like Zurizza was licking her back, licking her mind with lust.  Like flames licking upward on wood in a fire.

It felt rewarding to please Zurizza.  She did not think that was a good sign.  She should hate pleasing the terrible evil bitch who had trapped her and humiliated her and taken her freedom and defaced her body.  She should want to kill Zurizza!

Instead, each pleasing lick delivered to Zurizza felt like a reward for Dinnaka, little pulses of lust flowing back to her.  She wanted Zurizza to feel good.  She wanted Zurizza to feel even better than good.  She wanted Zurizza to get off on Dinnaka’s efforts to get her off.

Oh Gods.  Was this how pleasure slaves felt?  They wanted to please the dominant who dominated them?  Oh Gods.  Was she reacting like a pleasure slave?

Was this a confirmation – another warning sign – that she was doomed to become a pleasure slave or that she already was one?

An unadulterated pure pleasure slave.  The kind who helped married males commit adultery.  The kind of pleasure slave that was not at all pure.  None of them were!  Would she be an unadulterated pure pleasure slave who helped others commit adultery and was not pure?

She licked and licked.  She realized she was getting into it.  Literally.  Her face was pressing deeper in and her tongue kept searching further inside Zurizza.

Zurizza’s pussy did not seem old.  Was Zurizza truly several centuries old?

Then again, Dinnaka did not know what an old pussy was supposed to be like or how it should taste.  This was her first pussy licking!   She did not even get to see it.

Get to see it?  Did she want to see it?

She did.  Not to check for snakes.  She was turned on.  She thought seeing it would really rub her face in it, as she rubbed her face in pussy, that she was licking a pussy.

Doing it was humiliating!  Because Zurizza was a bitch and Dinnaka was sure Zurizza was evil and because Dinnaka was sure, used to be sure, that she was a female who liked males for sex.

Strangely, the humiliation was like spice on her arousal.  It added to it.  The humiliation spice brought out the flavor of the lust.

Zurizza moaned, “A pleasure slave enjoys serving and servicing her Mistress.”

They did?  That was a strange coincidence.  Dinnaka was also enjoying servicing her Mistress….

Her Mistress….

Her evil Mistress… who’d done her so wrong….

Dinnaka licked faster and deeper and more enthusiastically.  She was getting so turned on!  She was swamped with heat and flavor and humiliation.

Zurizza, that damn mind reader, verbally ganged on, “You like licking my pussy.  You enjoy pleasing me.  You like it and want to do it because you are so eager to please your Mistress.”

She was not eager to please her Mistress!

Then why did she lick even more enthusiastically?

Why did she keep thinking of Zurizza as her Mistress?

Was she buying what Zurizza was selling?  She shouldn’t!  Zurizza bought and sold pleasure slaves!  If Dinnaka kept buying the story that Zurizza sold to her Dinnaka would have to admit she was now owned.  And then she might end up sold!

“You adore your Mistress’s pussy.  You adore pleasing your Mistress.  It’s true, all pleasure slaves adore pleasing their Mistress.”

All pleasure slaves?  No exceptions?  Even a battle mage pleasure slave?  Even a pleasure slave named Dinnaka?

Dinnaka did adore it and not only for the act itself.  Doing it was hot and wet and intimate.  But it was more than that.  Zurizza made her do it.  Zurizza had her doing it awkwardly with her hands clasped behind her.

Dinnaka was basically rewarding the evil bitch for enslaving her!

It was so naughty.  All Dinnaka could do was lick harder.

Oh!  What was that?

Oh fuck!  It was Black Dragon Mistress!  She was “off thigh” and three dimensional again.

Dinnaka was kneeling but with her knees spread, more or less sitting on her haunches.  She hadn’t thought about how slutty the position was or how very accessible it made her pussy.  Not until right then.  A miniature Black Dragon head rubbing on your pussy made you think about things!

Yet also made it hard to think.

What to do? 

There was nothing she could do.  She had to keep licking her other Mistress’s pussy.  Mistress Zurizza liked it.  Dinnaka did not want to let her down.  She had to keep pushing her tongue up inside her Mistress!

If her other Mistress, Black Dragon Mistress, wanted to rub her scaly fist-sized head on her pussy, that was her other Mistress’s prerogative.  She could not naysay her.  Dinnaka was only a pleasure slave.  They didn’t get to say no.  Only yes or please or thank you.

Black Dragon Mistress hissed and Dinnaka felt breath from it.  It seemed it could breathe when in three dimensions yet must not have to breathe else it would have suffocated when it head-fucked her earlier.  Black Dragon Mistress’s breath rushed along Dinnaka’s inner thighs and against the bottom edge of her slit. 

The hiss did not sound angry.  It sounded… diabolically pleased?

So did Zurizza, “You’re adapting so quickly and so well to your new status.  Welcome to your real life, your life from now on.  It really is like you were meant all along to be a pleasure slave, but accidentally went off the beaten path – or maybe the whipped path? – in becoming a battle mage.  I’ve got you right back to what you should be. 

“A sexy luscious juicy body like yours needs to fuck and be fucked.  You’ll make a lot more people happy as a pleasure slave than you ever did as a battle mage.  I’ll make sure of that.”

Oh fuck, oh no!  Her ancient Mistress was going to let other people have sex with her!

Black Dragon Mistress sawed her skull ridge crest up and down against Dinnaka’s wet folds.  How could it feel so good?  Was there magic involved?

Duh, yes, of course there was.  Black Dragon Mistress was a magical tattoo.  But was there magic making Dinnaka so aroused?  She wished there was, but suspected it was all natural, all on her, that she naturally liked these unnatural acts with unnatural partners.

Was it something in her nature?  Was she meant to be a pleasure slave?  Was that why she was so pretty and had such a stacked body?  To please others, any kind of others?

She kept licking and she kept pressing her face into Zurizza’s pussy, a pussy that did not feel maimed and did not taste old. She pressed her face into it like she was rubbing her face in her situation.

Zurizza spoke in her haunting tube voice, one that had sounded so odd, almost like how a member of the undead would speak, a voice that was a little scary to Dinnaka at first, but now sounded sexy because the majority of time since she’d heard it, she’d been having tremendous sex while she heard the spooky voice make nasty comments.

“There is a reason your Black Dragon Mistress came out to play with your pussy.”

There was?  Do tell.  It felt fucking great!  Dinnaka was now humping the Black Dragon head as much or more than it was rubbing her.

“It only activates when you lay down or when you are very turned on.”

Yes, Dinnaka already knew that.  Tell her something she had not already known.

“She came out because you were very turned on.  And yet no one and nothing is touching you and giving you any physical pleasure.  That means you are turned on by licking my pussy.  You are turned on at sexually pleasing your Mistress.  Just like a pleasure slave should be.”

Oh.  Oh….

That was not good, was it?  That was bad!  It did not bode well for Dinnaka’s future prospects for freedom.

What hope was there for her if her circumstance, if her new duties as a pleasure slave, turned her on?

“I had Pervy hold back just to see how much of a pleasure slave you’d become.  Turns out, you are all pleasure slave now.  Your days of skipping through the streets of Ethecreeth as a free and independent battle mage are over.”

Dinnaka took offense.  She never once skipped through the streets of Ethecreeth!  She had taken her former position seriously!  She had walked.  She had stridden about confidently!

Her “former position?”  She had just thought that.  Oh no, she was fully buying what Zurizza was selling!  She’d already emotionally made her purchase!  And she suspected Zurizza would never allow a refund!

Speaking of taking positions seriously, Dinnaka took her servile knee spread, back arched, pussy pleasing position seriously.  She held her tongue out and bounced on her thighs, licking Zurizza’s slit from bottom to top and at the same time humping Black Dragon Mistress’s head.

She was pleasing both of her Mistresses at the same time!

They were so wicked, so evil, were so dominating her, were such her Mistresses, that she just had to do her best to serve and please them!

“Pervy, you can go ahead and perv away now.  Black Dragon, do as you wish.”

Immediately, Dinnaka felt two changes down low on her in between her legs.

Dinnaka felt licking at her asshole and knew it had to be Pervy perving.  It felt great!  It was fantastic getting perved!

Black Dragon Mistress hissed joyously and then nibbled and sucked at Dinnaka’s clitoris.

Dinnaka moaned loud and long into Zurizza’s pussy.

Zurizza grabbed Dinnaka’s head through the dress and humped Dinnaka’s face.

Zurizza and Dinnaka orgasmed, Zurizza shrieking like a victorious witch and Dinnaka groaning like her soul was escaping through her mouth.  Like her soul flowed out of her and into Zurizza where it would cook in a cauldron for eternity.


Chapter Nine

Things were back to normal, as normal as they could be the first night a battle mage became a pleasure slave.

Dinnaka was back up on her feet, wiping juice off her mouth and chin.  Medusa pussy juice?  Maybe.  But it was certainly Mistress juice.

Mistress juice….

Dinnaka swirled her tongue all around her lips and then onto her upper lip and then down, trying to get what was on her chin.  Why had she wiped at it with her hand when she could have licked it all up?

A young woman, a new pleasure slave, could get addicted to this stuff!

Zurizza, obviously reading her mind, said, “I’ve got plenty more of that to feed to you.  And so will others.  My allies and those willing to pay lots extra to fuck a battle mage.”

Zurizza was going to have Dinnaka have sex with others.  How did Dinnaka feel about that?  Did it matter?

And Dinnaka would do it for coin.  That was prostitution!  That would make Dinnaka into a prostitute!

But then Dinnaka realized she was less than that.  A prostitute made money for herself through sex.  But Dinnaka was a pleasure slave.  None of the coin she earned would go to herself.

Once again, she had that feeling that she was so fucked.  It was almost becoming familiar.  It was also becoming something else.  When she first had those thoughts, she’d felt anger and dread.  But there was also humiliation.  She still felt all of the humiliation but almost no anger.  Replacing it?  Stabs of lust spearing into her.

Gods.  It turned her on that she was so fucked.  It made her want to fuck.

Zurizza patted her patronizingly on the ass, patting hard, “Keep that thought.  No, better, keep those urges.  As a pleasure slave your mind will be a lot less important, and your body will be much more important.  Think less, feel more.”

But thinking…!  That is who a person is!  That is what made up the real person, more than their face or body.

She hadn’t said it out loud, but it was as if she had because Zurizza read her mind, “Thinking Dinnaka was who you used to be.  Now you will be feeling Dinnaka.  Also known as fucking Dinnaka.”

See?  She was fucked!  And would be fucked lots more!

Why didn’t that sound as horrific as it should?

There was a blur and a sudden breeze inside the viewing room of The Harem Room.  Just like that, JibGil the Fleething stood in front of Zurizza the Masked.

“Zurizza, your presence is requested at the guard house.”

“Is there a problem?”

“Not at all.  Nothing you did not anticipate.  All is in readiness for your presence.”

Zurizza nodded her iron head cage and JibGil disappeared in a blur and a rush of wind.

Zurizza told Dinnaka, “Let’s rejoin your majestically tall friend, the Giantess.”

Gulp.  Ah… as much as Dinnaka wanted to be saved… okay, as much as Dinnaka should want to be saved… she did not want Sterse to see her like this!

“Can we get my robe?  You promised!”

“How do you address me?”

She was such a stupid pleasure slave!  That not thinking so much thing must have already started. 

‘Mistress.  I address you as Mistress.”

“Because?”

Gods.  Zurizza was forcing her into a verbal admission of status?  It was one thing for someone to read her mind.  Everyone probably thought crazy things.  Thoughts did not fully count.  At least, they did not count as much.

Actions did count.  Speaking was an action.  Words counted.

It almost felt like saying it, especially now outside of needing an orgasm or other pressures, would help make it happen or cement it irrevocably in place.

But she just had to say it.

“I must call you Mistress… because you are my Mistress.”

“One of them.”

“Yes, Mistress.  Black Dragon Mistress is also my Mistress.”

“You must show her greater appreciation.  She is one of your Mistresses.  After each time that she manifests, after she goes back to her tattoo form, stroke and pet her and give her thanks and praise.  Go ahead and show me now.”

This was so humiliating!  Couldn’t a young woman get some privacy when stroking and thanking her Black Dragon tattoo Mistress?

It came home to Dinnaka that privacy was a thing of the past for her.  It was extinct.  Not much clothing and no private thoughts were left to her.  And strangers would get to fuck her.

Goodbye privacy.  Dinnaka felt like she was not nearly as grateful for privacy in the past as she should have been.  And now it was gone.

Privacy, I should have appreciated you more!

Dinnaka felt like an idiot, on multiple levels, as she reached down to stroke the tattoo on her inner left thigh.  Oh!  Her thigh was wet! 

It wasn’t only from drips from above.  Dinnaka figured out why her thigh was so wet. Black Dragon Mistress was soaking wet after Dinnaka orgasmed on her.  Then, when Black Dragon went back into tattoo form on Dinnaka’s thigh, it/she left Dinnaka’s pussy juice behind on Dinnaka’s thigh.

Dinnaka was numbly amazed.  The minor revelation seemed like a miniature version of her overall amazement at her circumstance. 

Dinnaka rubbed her pussy juice into her thigh and spoke with more passion than she’d meant to, “Thank you, Black Dragon Mistress.  You’re the best Black Dragon Mistress ever!”

She’d overdone it again!  Dinnaka thought it was because the feel of so much slippery pussy juice forced awareness of how aroused she’d been and still was.

Zurizza said sarcastically, “That’s so sweet.  Make sure to do that every time she makes you orgasm.  That will be at least once every day for the rest of your life.  But usually more!  Make sure to stay on her good side.  After all, she will always be on the side of your sexy thigh.”

Dinnaka actually thought that was good advice.  She better keep Black Dragon Mistress happy so that Black Dragon Mistress did not decide to eat her!

It made her feel ever so vulnerable to have Black Dragon Mistress’s long fangs just a finger from her pussy.  Always!  Gods, talk about keeping her on her toes. 

Not that standing on her toes would help her.  As she lifted up, she would lift up Black Dragon Mistress with her.

Black Dragon Mistress pretty much literally had Dinnaka on her toes when Black Dragon Mistress was up inside her fucking her.  The thrusts had made her flex her feet and lift up.

Just thinking about Black Mistress Dragon fucking her was starting to turn her on.  She had to stop thinking this way or it would happen again!

Zurizza said, “Since you’ve been obedient and respectful, but most of all because it is part of my plan, I will let you wear your robe.  Let’s go retrieve it.”

Part of her plan?

Dinnaka could not figure that one out other than thinking Zurizza did not want Sterse to know about Dinnaka’s new status.

That she was now a pleasure slave!  Holy fuck!

Dinnaka thought it was smart of Zurizza to try to keep the knowledge of Dinnaka’s new status from Sterse.  Sterse was protective.  She would readily smash anyone who made her partner into a pleasure slave.

In this case, what Zurizza wanted dovetailed with what Dinnaka wanted.  She also did not want Sterse to know she was a pleasure slave. 

But how long could that ignorance last?  How could Dinnaka fulfill her duties as a member of The Watch, Sterse’s partner, and also be a pleasure slave?

They retrieved Dinnaka’s robe and she put it on.  It felt almost alien to be fully covered again.  It was a relief that she no longer looked like a pleasure slave.  Or did she?  She was hot like one and she bet her eyes looked dazed with passion.  She’d seen that look in the eyes of so many of the pleasure slaves.

She knew she looked like a pleasure slave under the robe, that was for sure.  She had her torn outfit underneath the robe, her slut suit, and Black Dragon Mistress on her inner thigh. 

She still felt like a pleasure slave even with the robe on.  She felt submissive and she felt a constant undercurrent of arousal.  She felt obedient and ready to obey.  She knew obedience and being ready to obey were important and valued and necessary qualities in a pleasure slave.  But they were terrible qualities in a want-to-be free Dinnaka!

Dinnaka realized her obedience and her feeling of wanting to obey had existed in her for a little while without her taking note of them.

She had followed Zurizza to the conical building where she’d left her robe.  Followed her like a puppy.  Then when Zurizza told her very plainly and with no fanfare to put on the robe, it had sounded like an order, it was an order, and Dinnaka felt a small surge of submissive eagerness to obey.  Not an eagerness to be clothed.  It was an eagerness to do as she was told to do.

How had Zurizza made her so obedient so quickly?

How had Zurizza made her like obeying?

This damned Pleasure House.  A respected battle-tested battle mage had entered it and now, bells later, the battle mage was a pleasure slave.

It was strange.  At times she’d yearned to get back to Sterse, looked forward to the safety of being quite literally in her shadow.  But now she did not look forward to seeing Sterse. 

In part because it risked Sterse learning what Dinnaka had become.  Dinnaka felt such shame!

In part also because Dinnaka’s secret new status would stand out more sharply, more shamefully, in her mind in contrast to the determined and independent Sterse.

But also, because going back to Sterse meant the end, at least for now, of the naughty wonderful things Dinnaka had experienced while touring the Pleasure House and becoming a pleasure slave.

It was awful how Zurizza entrapped her and made her do such naughty things.  But it sure was sexy and a huge turn on. 

If she died and went to the Dark Realm of the Goddess of Death and Punishment, would these last few bells replay over and over?  Or if she died and went to the paradise of one of the Gods or Goddesses, would these last few bells also replay over and over then?

She might die and not even know if she went to the cursed realm or a blessed realm!

She was still so fucking horny!  It was like her lust was trying to make up for lost time, all those moons that she was relatively chaste.  Or like her arousal had always been handicapped by a lack of submissiveness.  Submission had opened the floodgates.

Maybe that was why her pussy was streaming wetness ever since she first got turned on at the Pleasure House.  Or maybe Zurizza the Masked had a spell in place that blanketed the Pleasure House grounds.

But no, that did not explain it.  The pleasure slaves certainly had wet pussies, but their pussies did not run with pussy juice the way Dinnaka’s did.  And when Dinnaka licked Zurizza’s pussy, it was plenty wet but not a total soaker like Dinnaka’s.

Dinnaka decided it was her own thing and that submissiveness must be the reason for it.  In contrast to her wetness, it cemented in her mind that she must be meant to be submissive and maybe she was all along born to be a pleasure slave.

She heard Zurizza the Masked, fucking mind reader, chuckling as they approached the guard house and Dinnaka’s reunion with Sterse the Giantess.

Zurizza was laughing at her, wasn’t she?  Laughing at her thoughts! 

Dinnaka focused her thoughts and feelings, “My thoughts are private!”

“No, they are not.  Not anymore and never again.”

Fuck!  Fucking bitch!  Fuck this!

She had to get out of this.  The situation was insufferable.  She could not stand the hard use, the humiliation, the total lack of privacy.  She already could never be alone because of Black Dragon Mistress attached to her.  And now she had realized, and been told, she could not even be alone inside her own head!

She had to find a way.  She had to figure this out.

Sterse.  She needed an ally and Sterse already was an ally.  She was big and intimidating and had such a temper that she often could not be reasoned with in the heat of rage.  That was good in this case!  Dinnaka did not want smooth-talking and all too crafty Zurizza the Masked “reasoning” with Sterse.

As soon as they entered the guardhouse, Dinnaka would go ahead and spit it out, everything, her whole situation.  She’d let Sterse take it over and kick ass and smash others.

Outside the guardhouse, Zurizza turned and grabbed Dinnaka by one arm.  She spun Dinnaka into the wall of the guardhouse.  It knocked the breath out of Dinnaka.

Dinnaka realized her mistake.  She’d had thoughts!  Zurizza had read her mind! Zurizza knew what Dinnaka intended!

Zurizza sounded stern, “You need a reminder of your situation.  You seem quite aware of the bad aspects, aware enough of them to want to try to get out of your situation.  There is no escaping the new you and your new life.  Still, attempts to do so are irksome. 

“What you just intended to do, you will soon find out would not have worked for you anyway.  However, I want to use you – I mean this opportunity – to remind you of the benefit of your new status as one of my many pleasure slaves.  Besides, these are our last moments together, just the two of us, or the three of us, before I share you with my world, my allies.  This is a good time to remind you of why you will adore serving me as a pleasure slave.  Mostly adore it.  At times.”

“I will never adore it!  There are no benefits!  It is all bad all the time!”

When Zurizza spoke next, Dinnaka was shocked to realize Zurizza was not speaking to her, but to someone or something else, “Black Dragon, I call her pussy.  That means you get her ass.”

Her ass?  Hey, wait—

Dinnaka felt a warm thick presence between her legs.  Black Dragon Mistress had manifested!  She was no longer a two-dimensional tattoo.  She was in three dimensions and only the base of her neck was attached to Dinnaka. Down near her inner knee.

Zurizza raised Dinnaka’s robe and then demanded, “Hold your fucking robe up, battle mage pleasure slave.  I shouldn’t have to do everything.”

Numbly, Dinnaka grabbed the bottom hem of her lifted up robe.  The hem was above her waist and Dinnaka continued to hold it there as Zurizza’s hands left it. Dinnaka wasn’t sure if Zurizza had her hold the robe just to keep her hands busy and out of the way of whatever Zurizza planned.

Zurizza said, “Don’t let go of that robe or lower it at all or I will put on metal gloves and spank you after the gauntlets are on.”

Holy fuck!  That would hurt!  Dinnaka had no doubt Zurizza would do it.  Dinnaka also had no doubt she’d have to let Zurizza do it to her just like she right then had to let Zurizza do anything else she wanted to do.  Zurizza might have Black Dragon Mistress bite a chunk out of her!

Dinnaka felt like an idiot holding up her robe with only a ripped crotchless “uniform” on underneath.  This whole night had made her feel like an idiot.  She was such a fool!  She was so compromised that she even had to keep lifting up her robe and assist in getting even more compromised!

Zurizza’s gloved hand went to work on Dinnaka’s pussy and it immediately felt all too good.  Incredibly good.  How could an evil woman make her pussy feel so good?  Fucking centuries of experience probably.  That and Dinnaka’s unexpected-to-herself slutty feelings.  And her constantly soaking wet pussy.  What had gotten into her pussy? 

Besides Zurizza’s fingers and Black Dragon Mistress’s head….

Dinnaka groaned, part from the sensations and part from frustration over her easy instant arousal.

But then something else happened, something she thought would shut down her arousal.

Black Dragon Mistress’s head… was nudging upward in Dinnaka’s ass crack!

Fuck!  Did she intend…?  Fuck!  Fuck no!

Dinnaka found herself doing a dance she would later think would have looked both ridiculous and sexy to any patrons of the Pleasure House who might have seen her.

She kept her feet in place, knowing Zurizza would not let her leave and knowing leaving was useless because everywhere she went, Black Dragon Mistress was right there with her, on her, part of her.  She kept her robe lifted up because she had no desire to take a spanking from a hand wearing a metal gauntlet.

What she did do was wiggle and shake her rear, like the way the children moved when they wore the wooden hoops and tried to keep them spinning around their waists.

She flipped her ass back and forth hard and fast like she was trying to shake off a fly.  But Black Dragon Mistress was much bigger and much more determined than any fly.  Dinnaka’s efforts went for nought.

Zurizza laughed which made Dinnaka worry the laughter would call attention to them.  She did not want an audience of patrons to gather and cheer and jeer.  She did not want Sterse to come investigate what might be happening just outside the building Dinnaka had left her in.

Dinnaka forlornly ceased her ineffectual wiggles.

Zurizza rubbed Dinnaka’s pussy with clever fingers.

Black Mistress Dragon nuzzled deep in Dinnaka’s ass crack.  Dinnaka felt the nuzzle from her muzzle!

Dinnaka felt a flickering forked tongue!  On her anus!

Dinnaka groaned.  The groan of a lost soul.  She half-wished a Soul Guide would pop into existence and take her away from this plane of existence.  But would it take her to one of paradises of a God or Goddess, or would it take her to Zelua’s dark realm for an eternity of tortuous punishment?  She worried it would be the second.  She thought she might deserve the second for liking the nasty treatment.

Dinnaka was embarrassed to hear Zurizza’s laughter rise in volume as they both noticed Dinnaka arch her pussy forward while spreading her legs a little.  Zurizza rubbed pussy even more effectively.

The small position change also made more room for Black Dragon Mistress and Black Dragon Mistress took advantage of the increased accessibility in order to better take advantage of Dinnaka.  Black Dragon Mistress pressed her hard snout against Dinnaka’s now slick anus. 

Dinnaka felt insistent forceful pressing against her asshole.  She could not hold her second Mistress back.  She was too compromised and too aroused.

Black Dragon Mistress’s head slid past Dinnaka’s sphincter!

And just kept going!

While flickering its tongue!

Dinnaka released a whine of defeat.  Complete defeat.

Zurizza knew when to push for more.  Right while Black Dragon Mistress pushed ever deeper!

“Are you my pleasure slave?”

“I-I… I am…!”

“Will you always serve me, serve Black Dragon Mistress, and serve our will to the best of your obedient ability?”

“Yes!  Yes, I will, Mistress!”

Zurizza teasingly drew out her ominous words, “Will you… even… happily commit evil, any evil at all, when you know or even just think one or both of your Mistress’s want you to do evil?”

Dinnaka was able to hesitate a few moments.  But that was all she could do.  That was the best resistance she could make.  Her ass was no longer resisting Black Dragon Mistress at all and an orgasm was roaring up on her.

“Yes, Mistress!  I will do evil for you, Mistress!”

“Yes, it is so true.  You will do much evil for me.  Extreme evil.  And you will do it against some of the very best, brightest, and most good people in Ethecreeth.

“Go ahead and cum on your Mistress’s hand and cum for your Mistress.  And with your other Mistress headfirst up your sexy pleasure slave ass.”

She had permission to cum!  She could cum for her Mistresses!

She’d promised so much.  She had overpromised.  But she knew she’d meant it anyway.

Dinnaka saw no way out from her predicament.  Perhaps it was best if she resigned herself to it and embraced it….

Dinnaka orgasmed, yelling loudly, not caring who heard them or saw them.

It felt like a lifechanging orgasm.

Because it was.

The End

…of Book 12.

In Book 13, what will happen when Dinnaka and Sterse are reunited?

There is only the wall of the guardhouse between them at the end of Book 12.  Sterse is helpless, but hopeful Dinnaka will save her.

Dinnaka is compromised, but hopeful Sterse will save her.

Hopes will be crushed!  Cums are coming!
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“The Witch’s Horny Familiar” series: 

THE WITCH’S HORNY FAMILIAR 

Florus become a magical Healer and is assigned a familiar.  Florus’s adopted familiar is a bright red sexy imp who refuses to wear clothes.  That much is obvious, but Florus soon discovers that Alure, the horned demonic familiar, is a tiny dominant lesbian.  Alure is horny both literally and figuratively.  Alure thinks she should be the Mistress and that Florus must obey her!  Florus disagrees… at first….

WHO IS THE MISTRESS?

After the first sexual encounter, Florus wants to get their relationship back to a healthy and socially acceptable one in which she is the mistress and Alure is the helpful familiar who obeys her will.  But that is not what Alure wants!  Little Alure wants to be the Big M Mistress to her little m mistress.  Alure may be small, but she is sexy and she has all the leverage.  She starts making rules for Florus to follow and what rules they are!  Florus realizes the little demon is trying to train and tame her! 

A FAMILIAR’S STRANGE LUST

What can Florus do when she wakes up next to a horny demonic lesbian familiar who sexually dominated her the night before?  Alure has plans to tame and train as many goody-goody beauties as she can get her claws into.  Alure already knows which one she wants first, not counting Florus.  It is Florus’s friend, Virrin, the lovely redhead.  Florus wants Alure’s magical help to heal Virrin’s lame foot.  Alure might do that for her, but she wants a lot more than that.  She wants Virrin’s body and soul!

Can Alure compel the two beauties to please one another?  Can she dominate two humans at once?

TEMPTING THE PEEPING FAIRY:

Florus’s mother, Rinnassa, suspects something improper when she catches Florus and Florus’s new familiar, dressed slutty.  She sends her own familiar, the dragonfly fair Mysty, to peep and find out more.  Alure anticipates just such a thing and lays magical traps.  Alure has the unsuspecting helplessly submissive Florus put on a show to arouse the peeping fairy who has no idea Alure is aware she is watching.  Can Alure make Florus into her sex pet even as Mysty watches?  Can Alure turn on Mysty with wicked naughtiness committed on the daughter of Mysty’s mistress? 

TINY DEMONIC DOMINATRIX COMING THROUGH THE WINDOW!

Alure isn’t satisfied with a single sexually enslaved human, no matter how hot Florus is.  Alure always wants more!  In this case, the name of more if Virrin.  She is a lovely innocent redhead and, bonus points to Alure, Virrin is a virgin!  Virrin, as commanded, has left her window unlocked and awaits Alure.  Can Alure go from dominating the daughter of her former witch mistress’s rival straight to dominating Virrin the Virgin?

SMALL DOMINANT, BIG DOMINATION

Alure has seduced and dominated Florus the Healer, daughter of the Governess of the Magic Guild.  And she’s now seduced and dominated Florus’s friend, Virrin the Virgin.  With Alure’s unnatural urges (or are they natural?) it is only natural that Alure next wants to play with her two new human sex toys together.  At the same time!  Will Florus go along with that?  Alure wants Florus to help her entrap Virrin further into submission to Alure!  Will Florus demean herself and betray her friend?  Will Virrin go along with it?  Alure wants Virrin to call her Mistress.  Will Virrin give in, giver herself over, and give up her freedom in order to please the wicked beastie?

ORDERS AND ORGASMS

Alure, the demonic familiar, has dominated her own magical mistress, Florus the Healer.   The mistress now has a Mistress and her name is Alure and she is incredibly wicked and lustful.  Alure also has Virrin the Virgin well and truly dominated.  Virrin is still a virgin, but for how long?  Mysty the dragonfly fairy comes to spy in them unaware that Alure knows she is there.  What will Mysty see?  What does Alure plan to do to the two lovely humans on the back deck of the villa?  Will Virrin the Virgin become Virrin the Just-Was-A-Virgin?  Can Alure find a way to sexually dominate Mysty?  Can Alure add Mysty to her collection of new submissives?

DOMINATED BY HORNY GARGOYLES

Alure, the wickedly naughty demonic familiar, has sent two gargoyles on a mission of seduction and domination.  Alure tells them a crafty method to seduce the woman.  Can two gargoyles, unliving objects with ugly leers and nasty personalities, find a way to sexually dominate a lovely mature woman?  If they can, what do they plan to do to her?  And will she end up liking it?

WICKED WATCHER

Alure, the sexually dominant lesbian kin-demon, is having a great time.  Alure has dominated Mysty the dragonfly fairy and plans to use a magic item to watch what happens between Mysty and Rinnassa even as she sexually dominates Rinnassa’s daughter at the same time!  As if that was not twisted enough, Alure also plans to dominate Virrin the Just-Was-A-Virgin at the same time as Florus.  A double domination!  And as if that wasn’t kinky enough, Alure will also spy on the two horny gargoyles she sent to seduce and dominate Virrin’s mother!  Alure will dominate the two daughters even as she watches her minions going after their mothers!

LEASHED LOVELIES

Alure the sexy little demonic familiar is making progress on multiple fronts spreading her sexual domination and working to fulfill the secret plan.  Alure has told Sterse the Giantess and Dinnaka the battle mage that she and the proprietor of a Pleasure House, Zurizza the Masked, have information on an evil threat to the town.  There is an evil threat and it is Alure and Zurizza!  They have their eyes set on the lovely Giantess and the luscious battle mage.  Can they also get their hands and other parts on them?

UNWISE PASSION AT THE PLEASURE HOUSE

The luscious knockout of a battle mage, Dinnaka, is in the middle of her work mission visit to a Pleasure House.  It is not going at all the way she had hoped!  Dinnaka wants to save pleasure slaves from a life of slavery.  Instead of saving pleasure slaves from slavery, she finds herself in grave danger of joining them as a pleasure slave!  Can Zurizza the Masked tame Dinnaka the battle mage into becoming a lowly submissive, an obedient object of lust?  Zurizza wants to change Dinnaka forever, both on the inside and on the outside.  In an incredibly shocking way!

HELPLESS AT THE PLEASURE HOUSE

Sterse the Giantess and Dinnaka the battle mage were invited to visit and tour a Pleasure House in order to learn about a possible threat to the town and to have a chance to save pleasure slaves from a life of pleasurable slavery.  But while they investigate the threat, there is a threat to them.  A threat that they will be seduced and sexually dominated!  And, instead of saving pleasure slaves, they may join them in pleasurable slavery!

“Tickled into Submission” series: 

TICKLED INTO SUBMISSION: SKYLAR 

Skylar’s new roommate, Mary, starts taking over, turning Skylar’s apartment into her apartment, and then into a strange land she calls Mary Land where anything goes if Mary says it does.  As Mary tightens her control, Skylar loosens her inhibitions and does things she never thought anyone would do, let alone herself.  Mary discovers Skylar’s extreme ticklishness and uses it to advantage in taking full advantage of Skylar’s charms.  Skylar hates Mary and is not happy about Mary turning her into a dirty girl.  Except for the orgasms….

TICKLED INTO SUBMISSION: MARY MAKES SKYLAR….

Mary isn’t satisfied with sex or domination.  She wants to change Skylar forever and make Skylar her creature.  Mary is turning their apartment into a place she calls Mary Land where she rules and Skylar is a second-class citizen.  Under the influence of powerful orgasms, Skylar is starting to believe Mary Land truly exists.  Does she want to become a citizen?

TICKLED INTO SUBMISSION: BETHANY

Skylar falls completely under Mary’s control.  Skylar has multiple dominants dominating her.  Too many dominants, or not enough submissives?  Skylar’s work buddy, Bethany, was going to help Skylar deal with Mary, but she doesn’t know that Skylar is beyond help now.  However, Mary does know about Skylar’s sexy friend with the large breasts who likes to show lots of cleavage.  Mary is satisfied with her total control over Skylar but that does not mean she is completely satisfied.  She wants Bethany also.

TICKLED INTO SUBMISSION: BETHANY SUCCUMBS

Bethany is there to save Skylar but Skylar is conspiring against her, serving as Mary’s useful sexual idiot.  Bethany suspects the truth and thinks she needs to save herself!  Mary has already “re-set” Bethany once, a euphemism for an orgasm.  But it wasn’t anything at all lesbian!  It was simply good old fashioned, almost wholesome, “oral masturbation.”  Bethany knows she needs to get away before something actually lesbian happens.  Before she submits, keeps submitting, and can’t stop submitting.  But she already feels like she could use another “re-set”….

“Female Veterinarian at a Lesbian Ponygirl Ranch” series: 

PAIN INTO PLEASURE 

Recruited by an older woman, Dixie, to move out of state to start her own practice and also care for the woman’s livestock on her ranch, Doctor Krista McDonald feels like the opportunity is almost too good to be true.  As it turns out… there is no almost about it!  It is too good to be true.  Dixie runs an all-female ponygirl ranch!  Dixie expects Krista to be both doctor and vet for the ranch.  But does she expect even more than that?  Is it a business or is it a sexual trap?  The ranch fore-woman behaves like a butch lesbian and Dixie’s daughter behaves like a sadistic lesbian.  Soon, Krista even gets dominant lesbian vibes from Dixie!  Krista does not suspect that soon she’ll wear ponygirl gear and will be forced to become more and more willing despite her reluctance.

RELUCTANT AROUSAL

Doctor Krista McDonald is temporarily living at ponygirl ranch in Indiana.  That is surprising enough to her but more surprising is that she’s doing more than simply living there.  She is the new doctor/veterinarian for the ponygirls and she’d been having a lot of orgasms.  With no men around!  None!  Krista is surrounded by dominant lesbians.  The ranch owner, her adult daughter, the fore-woman, and even the ranch hands.  She wants nothing to do with them sexually but they all want her and they have darkly naughty plans for getting her.  Krista is just trying to fit in but the lesbians keep trying to fit things into her!

RIDDEN HARD, PUT AWAY WET

Doctor Krista McDonald, a blonde beauty with smarts, both a physician and a veterinarian, is having quite a time at Mason Ranch.  She just can’t be sure if it is a good time or a nightmare.  The orgasms are incredible!  But they usually involve pain and always involve lesbianism.  Krista is heterosexual.  Pretty sure.  But less sure all the time. While she wants to do a good job, it seems like most of the people living at and staffing Mason Ranch want to do her.  Will she do anything to stop sexually submitting or will she let them do anything they want to her?

TRICKED AND TRAINED

Doctor Krista McDonald is fitting in way too well at the lesbian ponygirl ranch.  She really should not fit in as well as she has.  She’s heterosexual!  Or was?  She is a strong and smart independent woman.  But she sure has made a lot of poor decisions while acting way too submissive!  Dixie is working with her daughter, Luna the Lunatic, to tag-team Krista, to keep her off balance and keep her dominated almost around the clock.  Krista thinks about quitting her new position and fleeing the ranch.  But the orgasms really are amazing….

TAUNTED AND TAMED

Doctor Krista McDonald is witnessing and reluctantly involved in ponygirl ranch owner Dixie Mason’s seduction and domination of Ivy, a beautiful applicant to work with Krista at her new vet clinic.  Ivy isn’t the only job applicant getting a tour of Mason Ranch.  Sweet sexy nerd Veronica’s tour guide is the very butch fore-woman, Crazy Maisie.  How crazy will that tour get?  Very!  Loony Luna is Mackensie’s guide.  Krista thought there were three prime job applicant candidates for her vet clinic but the ranch women are busily scooping them up for themselves! 

COWGIRLS AND INDIAN GIRLS AND PONYGIRLS

The ranch is always looking to seduce new ponygirl recruits to train, race, and sell.  They want Doctor McDonald’s three lovely applicants for work at her not-yet-opened vet practice.  Instead of staffing Doctor McDonald’s practice, they want the young beauties to staff the stalls of the stables as permanent occupants!  Ivy, Veronica, and Mackensie are in for some hard training and big orgasms and a dark fate.  Krista would normally try to protect them but she is sent on a mission to the casino on Indian lands.  Why is Dixie Mason sending her there and why does Dixie put Krista in a state of orgasm denial before sending Krista there? 

DOCTOR KRISTA MCDONALD VERSUS CRAZY MAISIE

Krista knows her next-bedroom-over neighbor at Mason Ranch, butch lesbian Crazy Maisie, is plotting against her.  Maisie wants one of her submissives, the chef’s daughter, Sally, to trick Krista into ponygirl gear and bondage to sneak some erotic photos of her to give to Maisie.  Forewarned should be forearmed but not in this case.  More like disarmed because Krista overheard the terrible punishments Maisie intends for Sally if Sally fails.  Krista has to play along with the plot against her but she has no idea how far she will end up playing along, how very convincingly, or where it will take her.  To the last place on Earth she wants to go!  Crazy Maisie’s bedroom!

STRANGE SEX AT THE PONYGIRL RANCH

Unknown to Krista, the three lovely young women who are applicants to work for her at her veterinary practice when she opens it, are still at the ponygirl ranch.  They were given a tour of the ranch and their tour was extended indefinitely!  They are down at the stables undergoing changes.  Krista decides to sneak down to the stables to discover Mistress Dixie’s secret.  What are the dominant ranch women up to with Ivy, Veronica, and Mackensie?  How do the young ladies feel about it?  You know, not counting the orgasms….

DOWN AND DIRTY

The hardcore erotic action intensifies by leaps and bounds that contrast sharply with some of the helpless bondage.  Wicked Mistress of the Ranch, Dixie Mason, is pulling the strings and her master plan – her Mistress plan – is fully revealed.  It is a doozy!  Krista’s lovely job applicants to work with her at a vet clinic, Veronica and Mackensie, are fully entrapped and helpless, physically helpless and helpless against their own submissive lust.

A RELUCTANT PONYGIRL “VOLUNTEER”

Aponi brings her two prettiest friends with her for the tour of the lesbian ponygirl ranch she plans to shut down.  The plan is for her friend Dayanni, a fierce and beautiful Indian warrior woman, to sneak away from the tour in order to discover the secrets of Mason Ranch.  Too bad for the visitors, the white ranchers also have a plan and lots of surprises!  They know their Native American visitors will not be able to shut down the ponygirl operation or even want to shut it down… if they end up becoming ponygirls!

GETTING TAMED

Aponi Two Rivers, the most beautiful member of her tribe, and her two most lovely friends are on a visit to Mason Ranch.  They are trying to better understand the ponygirl business.  They should be careful what they wish for!  The white ranchers have a diabolical plan.  Aponi brought her friends for helpful support, but she may have instead led them right into lesbian domination and a life as ponygirls!

SEALING SEXY FATES

The entourage of Native American beauties is having a rough time at the lesbian ponygirl ranch run by white dominants.  Aponi, Dayanni, and Taima visited in order to discover wrongdoing and use the discoveries to help shut down the wicked ponygirl business.  They’ve found plenty of wrongdoing, but unfortunately much of that wrongdoing has been done to them!  Instead of shutting down the ponygirl business, they may end up helping it out by swelling the ranks of the ponygirls with themselves!

“The Lesbian Shiv” series: 

THE LESBIAN SHIV 

Kadeesha, wants in on the white slave action.  She wants both Iris and Norah!  She has a big sexual appetite… though she likes to make others do the eating….  Norah tries to defend Iris from sexual abuse by Kadeesha but Iris is completely submissive and when Norah is exposed to lesbian domination and submission she is intensely aroused against her will.  She wants to protect Iris but she should focus on protecting herself!  She has no idea how susceptible she is to sexual domination.  But Kadeesha does!

THE TROUBLE WITH INTERRACIAL LESBIAN DOMINATION

Norah’s roommate, Iris, was released prison and her cellmate’s sister, Kadeesha, showed up at their door to take up sexually dominating Iris where Kadeesha’s sister had left off.  Iris is all too willing to submit.  But Norah isn’t!  No way!  Not at first, but then….  Kadeesha wants to make Norah into her personal white submissive, a matching set with Iris.  Kadeesha likes to wear a “lesbian shiv.”  Will she use it on Norah?  In what way?  Not the way you expect! 

SEXUALLY COMPROMISED

Norah has a big problem.  A big tall dominant African-American lesbian problem.  Norah isn’t a lesbian but you wouldn’t know it from what Kadeesha makes her do!  Norah feels her resistance transforming into a need to obey.  But obeying a dominant ex-con black lesbian can’t be wise!  Norah’s submission is spreading from her home to her workplace!  And now there are more than one Black Mistress to obey and please!

BLACK ON WHITE LESBIAN DOMINATION

Ashley Evans is knocking on the door to her friend’s apartment, concerned about Norah’s tales of lesbian domination at the hands (and feet) of a big-breasted ex-con black woman.  She wants to help.  And, secretly, she wants to get a look at this mysterious dominant woman.  What Ashley does not know is that she is also knocking at the door and on the precipice of her own submission to the Black Mistress.  Can Ashley save Norah and Iris from the domineering Black Mistress?  Or will she fall prey also to the sexual predator?

BLACK MISTRESSES DOMINATE

Ashley comes back to her senses after mind-blowing orgasms.  She’s in a den of Black Mistresses!  There are three Black Mistresses: a tall one, a big one, and a tiny one.  But only one has dominated her so far.  If two out of three isn’t bad, then one out of three must be pretty good.  Ashley is still practically a lesbian virgin!  But, uh, she better get going before that changes.  But has Ashley come back to her senses?  She knows she needs to leave, but….

TOO MANY BLACK MISTRESSES

Sometimes a girl gets dominated by a Black Mistress.  Or by several.  It happens.  The important thing is to then get away as soon as possible.  Ashley tries.  Time to be good.  But the Black Mistresses don’t want her to be good.  They want her to obey.  And give them her money.  And her apartment.  And her body.  And her mind.  And her soul.  They want it all!  Something has to break.  Will it be Ashley?

BRING YOUR BLACK MISTRESS TO WORK

Her brand spanking new Black Mistress, the one who does the spanking, shows up at Norah’s workplace!  Why is she there?  She wants more beautiful white women to submit to her!  She isn’t satisfied with Norah and her roommate, Iris, and their friend Ashley.  She wants more!  She wants a lesbian harem!  She poses as a “trainer.”  Two pretty interns have no idea what the Black Mistress intends to train them to do.  But they’re going to find out!  They’re going to love/hate it!

ROUGH SEX INTERRACIAL THREESOME

Ashley wakes up with problems and a deadline.  Two of the problems are Black Mistresses, a big one and a little one.  Tella and Pinky are in her apartment, claiming it is now theirs and claiming so is Ashley after a long night of hard lesbian sex.  Ashley needs to “evict” the Black Mistresses before Ashley’s live-in boyfriend returns home that evening.  Can she get them to leave and give up their sexual control over her or will she reluctantly orgasmically spend the day submitting to them in shocking new ways?

ASHLEY’S FATE

Ashley’s live-in boyfriend, Rich, is returning home within hours.  Ashley needs to get the Black Mistresses out of the apartment and out of her life.  The problem is, they think the apartment is now theirs and they think Ashley now belongs to them.  They think they own Ashley!  While Ashley is planning on getting out from under, the Black Mistresses have their own plan to drive her so far under that Ashley will spend the rest of her life submerged in submission.  The plan is shocking and diabolical.  Will Ashley allow herself to be black bred?  Will Ashley end up having both Black Mistresses and a Black Master?

TOTAL INTERRACIAL DOMINATION

Kadeesha has successfully seduced and sexually dominated Norah and two lovely young interns from Norah’s workplace.  And she “successfully” got them fired.  She has a new opportunity for the white women but they may find it quite upsetting.  Or orgasmic.  Probably both!  Kadeesha and her family have extremely dark and nasty plans for Norah, Katherin, Juliana, and Norah’s roommate, Iris.  Plans so shocking no one will believe them until they actually happen!

“The Lesbian Orgy Next Door” series: 

ATTACK OF THE LESBIAN LASS NESS MONSTER 

Helena Pipkins and her two adult daughters, London and Sydney, move into a new lake home that seems too good to be true.  It is too good to be true.  Their one neighbor has lesbian orgies on the beach next door to them.  London enters the jaws of the new neighborhood's dominant lesbian’s mansion to get her to stop the outdoor orgies.  She does not suspect she will soon be at the mercy of a different set of jaws, allegedly belonging to a mythical lake creature Robina calls the Lass Ness Monster. 

DOMINATED BY LESBIAN NEIGHBORS

London has fallen!  Robina intends to keep her down while making London’s lust soar.  London can leave Robina’s mansion but she cannot leave her submission behind or get it out of her head.  Will it take her over? Will her reluctance or will her arousal rule her?  Will she be foolish enough to return to the mansion full of dominant lesbians?  If she does go back, what new sexual limits will they, cough cough, stretch?

ATTACK OF THE LESBIAN REALTOR

Helena’s realtor, Sheila, invites herself over to verify the lesbian orgy issue by watching an orgy with Helena.  What Helena does not know, but all too soon will know, is that Sheila is a dominant lesbian in on the orgies and intent on sexually dominating Helena.  Helena also does not know and would be shocked to know, that one of the masked submissive women she watches having sex on the beach is her oldest daughter, London!  Helena Pipkins will face the Attack of the Lesbian Realtor while unwittingly watching her daughter’s lesbian sexual submission!  Can Helena resist seduction?

CRAWLING FOR LESBIANS

Helena is still in Sheila’s clutches.  What will Sheila do with her and make her do and can Sheila make a reluctant Helena love it?  They watched a lesbian orgy on the neighbor’s beach.  Little did Helena know that one of the star attractions was her oldest daughter, London!  The dominant neighborhood lesbians have London and they aren’t done with her.  They intend to make London perform and to make some dramatic changes to London’s body!  By the time an altered London finally straggles home, Sydney, her younger sister, is home.  What might a still horny, bold and prowling Sheila accomplish with a Pipkins girl other than Helena?  There’s an aggressive domme on the loose in the house!

LASCIVIOUS LAUGHING LESBIANS

Can London save her mom?  Spoiler alert:  The answer is no.  She can’t even save herself!  London is in the hands of Robina’s laughing lesbian submissives and London is partly in the mouth of the lesbian Lass Ness Monster who returns for another taste.  Meanwhile Robina and Sheila are laughing it up at Helena’s expense.  Helena doesn’t think it is any laughing matter!  She’s never done anything like this before!  But she’s done for and she knows they will do her any way they want.

CAGED BY LESBIANS

Sydney decides to go over to her neighbor’s to put a stop to her outdoor lesbians orgies.  But, uh….  Her neighbor, Robina Walker, does not want to stop the orgies.  She wants to grow them in size by adding Sydney as another submissive along with Sydney’s mother and sister.  Sydney is a heterosexual with a boyfriend but Robina doesn’t care about that.  She has her ways and she thinks she can have her way and get her way with Sydney.  Robina thinks she can trick and seduce Sydney into full participation.  Can Robina pull it off and get Sydney’s clothes pulled off?

THE LESBIAN ORGY NEXT DOOR

Sydney is stuck in a cage in the neighbor’s mansion, the one that holds lesbian orgies.  She is in a sticky situation and is literally sticky from her reactions.  Sydney is now part of one of the orgies she set out to shut down!  So are her mom and her older sister!  At least it can’t get any worse or any more wicked.  Right?  Wrong!  Can the neighbor dominatrix get Sydney to cruelly break up with her longtime boyfriend?  Can the lesbian dominants make Sydney into an adult “little girl” willing to do very adult things?

The “New Nude Neighbors” series: 

A SHOCKING LESBIAN SLEEPOVER 

Scarlett Hartley and her adult daughter, Sapphire, are relieved when the creeper next door moves away.  Except it soon turns out the newcomers, Francine and Felicia Sorrelson, might be worse.  The Sorrelson are dominant lesbians.  They’ve moved from Ohio with an eye to acquiring a sexy mother and daughter submissive team in Tennessee.  Why not?  Tennessee is the volunteer state and the Sorrelsons have strong ideas on what they will make the Hartley women volunteer to do.

SO NAUGHTY WITH THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER

Sapphire is stuck in her bedroom with the weird neighbor girl and things are getting more hardcore sexual by the minute.  It’s a lesbian nightmare for heterosexual Sapphire.  Except for all the amazing orgasms.  Sapphire is no lesbian but Felicia is breaking her down and working her over and changing her to suit Felicia’s whims.  Felicia also has her eyes on Sapphire’s mom.  Felicia’s diabolical dominance leads to the most alarming and arousing breakfast of Sapphire and Scarlett Hartley’s life.

TWISTED LESBIAN TEAM UP: MOM AND DAUGHTER

Now that Felicia had a sleepover at the Hartley’s house, a sleepover with little sleep but a lot of lesbian domination, it’s time to return the “favor.”  Sapphire has no choice but to go for a sleepover at the Sorrelsons’.  She thinks she’ll have to / get to have more sex with Felicia.  She’s not wrong, but now she’ll also need to satisfy Felicia’s mom, Francine!  Who is more twisted, Felicia or her mom?  The answer is both!  Francine, an experienced manipulator, also plans to involve Sapphire’s mom!

NEW NUDE NEIGHBORS

Scarlett had twisted phone sex, by accident, with her new neighbor.  She did not know her daughter was sexually pleasing her neighbor at the time.  She sees her neighbors and her daughter nude in their backyard.  How terribly wrong and how incredibly naughty can it get if Scarlett goes over there to save her daughter?  Will both Hartley women, mother and daughter, end up at the mercy of the merciless Sorrelson mom and daughter?

ESCAPE FROM LESBIAN DOMINATION?

Can the Hartleys turn their submission around? Can they escape the clutches of the Sorrelsons? Even if they do physically escape, the Sorrelsons are still neighbors living right next door. The Sorrelsons never take no for an answer and have complete disregard for reluctance or morals. Has submissiveness and lesbianism already infected the psyches of the mother and daughter Hartley? How will the Sorrelson women overcome the Hartleys reluctance?

MOM AND DAUGHTER DOMINATE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER

Scarlett and Sapphire Hartley, beautiful Tennessee blondes, think they’ve gotten out from under the lesbian domination of their new neighbors from Ohio, Francine and Felicia Hartley.  But they think wrong!  Their own submissive natures and recent events weaken their willpower despite thinking they’ll have nothing more to do with those wicked neighbors.  The twisted Sorrelsons have a new plan to divide and sexually conquer the Hartleys. 

NAUGHTY NASTY NEIGHBORS

The wicked dominant lesbian new neighbors from Ohio, the mother and daughter Sorrelson, have yet again had their way with the beautiful heterosexual blondes from Tennessee, the mother and daughter Hartley.  But Scarlett and Sapphire are still reluctant and still want to be good normal man-loving women.  They do not want to succumb to Francine and Felicia’s domination.  Any more.  If they can help it.  If they don’t get too turned on….

THE FINAL MOTHER AND DAUGHTER DOMINATION

The mother and daughter Sorrelson force Scarlett and Sapphire Hartley to go on a seemingly harmless “friendship date” to a drive-in theater.  Where they intend to get extremely friendly indeed!  If they can have their way there, they will bring the passionate reluctant mom and daughter back to their home and take complete advantage of them in ways most could not conceive.  All questions answered!  All fates are sealed!  Brace yourself for a shocking surprise ending!

The “Lactating Lesbian Dictator” series: 

LACTATING LESBIAN DICTATOR 

American Ambassador and hot MILF, Margot Parrow, and her adult daughter are stranger’s in a strange land where all the adult women lactate constantly.  The Queen of the Rambikkuns chooses which diplomats other countries, desperate for Rambikkun mother’s milk, send to her.  She chooses only sexy MILFs and requires that they bring their beautiful adult daughters with them.  The Queen wants an international lesbian harem of mother and daughter breastmilk gulpers.  The Queen cares nothing that these women are straight heterosexuals.  Soon many of these female ambassadors will also care nothing about their heterosexuality….

SEDUCING THE AMBASSADOR’S DAUGHTER

With her mom busy getting her tummy filled during a visit to the Queen, Journee is back at her new temporary home, the Ambassador’s Residence.  Two young adult African women are assigned to “liaison” with her.  Well, it turns out the plan to “liaison” her right into a state of sexual submission.  Journee is home alone with the two horny and arrogant African girls.  Can Journee resist them?  If not, in what perverted ways will they make use of her?

SEXUAL DIPLOMACY IN THE LAND OF THE LESBIANS

American ambassador, Margot Parrow, is a redheaded MILF is stuck in the land of lesbians, a tiny new African country with an extremely valuable resource: breastmilk that makes children grow up to be geniuses.  All the countries are competing for this resource but the competitive expectations involve a lot of lesbianism and Margot is heterosexual.  Worse, her young adult daughter is with her in this land of lesbians. They are all dominant lesbians and they are targeting both Margot and her daughter!

FORCED TO SQUIRT

Journee is the youngest daughter of the American ambassador to Rambikku and Journee has problems, two of them with two lactating African beauties.  The first problem is that these two “liaisons” sexually dominated her yesterday.  The second problem is that the two giggling dominants are back this morning to overwhelm and dominate her again!  They plan to dominate her much worse than they did yesterday.  They have a new trick to make Journee’s body perform.  Journee may never be the same! 

“WHITE SAVAGES” IN THE LAND OF THE LESBIANS

American ambassador, Margot Parrow, has to revisit the Queen for another “diplomatic” meeting.  The Queen made heterosexual and confident Margot into an eager lesbian submissive during their first meeting.  Ah, the power of diplomacy!  Margot hopes the news lusts stirred up in her are temporary.  But she worries this second meeting will be much like the last one when the Queen forced her to breastfeed from the Queen and brought Margot to orgasm with her skillful hand.  The good news?  This meeting will not be as bad or have as much sex.  The bad news?  This meeting will be worse and will have a lot more sex!

YOUNG ADULT LESBIANS DOMINATE THE AMBASSADOR

Her daughter’s African liaisons have sexually dominated Margot’s daughter and they intend to do the same thing to Margot!  They know just the way.  It involves a traditional bath, a tradition the Queen just made up and made official.  They intend it to be the naughtiest, wickedest, sexiest, nastiest, most intense, and most orgasmic bath Margot has ever taken.  And they’ll have Margot take it with her daughter only yards away!

DEJA DOMINATES THE DAUGHTER (AND THE MOTHER)

The Parrows expected one kind of adventure and are in the middle of a sexual adventure instead.  They expected to command respect from the third worlders but instead have to take commands and are humiliated and are treated like “white savages.”  Even Margot’s diplomatic assistant, Deja, a black woman from America, wants in on the Parrow family.  She wants to dominate both mom and daughter!  Will Margot let her assistant dominate her?  Will her daughter Journee?

BRINLEE COMES TO THE LAND OF THE LESBIANS

The dominant lesbian African country of Rambikku want to seduce and dominate as many beautiful MILF ambassadors and their daughters as they can literally get their hands on.  But they also want to nail all of their daughters if there is more than one.  Margot Parrow, the American ambassador, has another daughter back in America, her eldest, the blonde beauty Brinlee.  They’ve conned Brinlee into coming to Rambikku.  Brinlee has no idea what she is in for.  They want to add Brinlee to their collection of American hotties.

LESBIAN TAMING AND TRAINING A WHITE SAVAGE

Brinlee struggles to maintain her free will and is uncertain how to handle Zurica’s demands and commands.  She wants to obey and she wants the cums to keep coming.  But she shouldn’t!  Zurica isn’t at all uncertain.  She wants this sexy American blonde beauty to be her sexual plaything and she wants Brinlee humiliated and obedient.  She plans to tame and train the white savage and to force her to admit Zurica is her black superior and her Mistress.

TRAPPED IN THE LAND OF THE LESBIANS

Ambassador Margot Parrow and her lovely adult daughters, Brinlee and Journee, are now all in Rambikku, a tiny African country dominated by dominant lesbians.  The question is whether they can ever leave.  Queen Muunu and her crew of crafty cronies have extremely dark plans for the Parrows, but they require the Parrows to betray themselves to fulfill those nasty plans.  Can they pull it off as easily as they pull off the Parrows’ clothing?

“The Hole in the Wall” series: 

THE HOLE IN THE WALL 

Best friends Maya and Cora go to a new nightclub for a fun time.  But they’re in for a lot more “fun” than they ever thought possible.  Their strange sexy flirty server, Kammy, takes them into the hole for a sexual adventure they could never have anticipated and are reluctant, at first, to participate in.  Kammy is a dominant lesbian.  Maya and Cora are independent straight young women.  But Kammy is confident she can make Maya and Cora be the way she wants them to be. 

HANDCUFFED TOGETHER

Their hair is braided together with each other and they are handcuffed with their arms around each other!  Kammy plans to change Maya and Cora, to forcibly adapt them to what she wants them to be.  They don’t want to be changed but they are feeling incredibly submissive suddenly.  Kammy-induced orgasms do that to a girl!  What more will Kammy do to them?  What else will she make them do and make them like?  Can they escape?  Will they still want to? 

RETURNING TO THE HOLE

Should a straight woman submit to a lesbian Mistress?  Of course not!  But that doesn’t mean it won’t happen.  Maya is about to return to the hole in the wall inside the nightclub The Hole in the Wall, the scene of her reluctant lesbian seduction and domination.  The reason she thinks she’s going is perhaps quite different than the real reason.  What will happen when she confronts Kammy in hopes of getting her fired?  Surely Kammy the psycho server can’t sexually dominate Maya again when Maya is alert to Kammy’s danger and so angry with her….

SUBMITTING TO THE PSYCHO MISTRESS

Cora is haunted by memories of her unexpected and shocking sexual submission to Kammy the psycho server inside the hole in the wall in the nightclub called The Hole in the Wall.  She was determined never to go back, but after several days of wild self-pleasuring, she is returning. She just needs a quick answer.  She returns for the answer.  But not to submit!  Never that!  Never again!  Never might not be as long as she thought.

“The Black Masters” series: 

Book 1:  HER DAD’S FIANCEE’S BLACK MASTERS 

Hannah comes home from exploring Europe to find her newly widowed wealthy father already engaged to be married.  His fiancée, Olive, is beautiful, blonde, and big-breasted, just like Hannah.  But they are different in almost all other ways.  Little does Hannah know, but Olive has plans, a dark conspiracy, to turn Hannah into a lover and obedient submissive to black men.  Can Olive’s evil plan work?  Can she make Hannah behave so naughty and nasty that her dad will disown her?  


Book 2:  HANNAH’S DAD’S FIANCEE DOMINATES HER 

Rich young heiress Hannah Hill saw her dad’s fiancée having sex with black workers at the estate and witnessed her call one of them her “Black Master.”  She wants them off the estate.  But they know she watched and know what she did as she watched.  They want all the Hill money and need to seduce and dominate Hannah to get their wicked way.  Will Hannah win out over her potential stepmother, or will she also betray her father, but in a very different way?

Book 3:  THE SUBMISSIVE HEIRESS

Olive wants to get Hannah’s dad to disown Hannah so that Olive will eventually collect all of the inheritance.  How?  By getting Hannah pregnant with a black baby and by making sure the father is a disreputable ex-con.  Hannah plans to get out of her situation and make Olive go away and take the four black laborers with her – well before the laborers can make Hannah go into labor!

Olive has plans also.  She plans to dominate Hannah in new ways, severe and savage, and intensely arousing ways.  She plans to transform Hannah into a do-anything submissive. 

Book 4:  HANNAH GETS ADULT BABYSAT

Hannah is trying to keep her head above water but keeps finding her head instead between Olive’s thighs.  Blonde on blonde domination and submission.  And Hannah isn’t even a lesbian!  Or she wasn’t….  Olive develops the perfect plan to break down Hannah.  Force her to be an adult baby babysat by none other than the neighbor girl Hannah used to babysit, a neighbor girl whose grown into quite a slut herself. 

Book 5:  HANNAH’S BIG BLACK DATE

Hannah’s dad’s fiancée, Olive, wants total dominion over Hannah, and Olive knows how to deepen Hannah’s submissiveness.  Olive wants a do-anything human sex toy, and she’s chosen beautiful blonde Hannah.  Olive expects Hannah to go on a date with a dangerous black ex-con parolee!  With Olive and another big black man as “chaperones.”  Hannah thinks the chaperones may be as bad as her date and have just as much intention to have sex with her.  Three against one.  So unfair!

Book 6:  HANNAH WANNA

Hannah’s dad’s girlfriend, rival to Hannah’s rich dad’s inheritance, has dominated Hannah sexually but that isn’t enough for Olive.  She needs Hannah’s dad to disown Hannah and she thinks the best way to make that happen is for Hannah to get pregnant with a black baby.  Olive has a nasty ex-con lined up to impregnate Hannah but can she make the reluctant Hannah all too cooperative, and induce her to succumb?  Will Tivon add Hannah to his urban harem?  Will Hannah wanna?

“She’ll Take All Three Sisters” series: 

Book 1:  SHE’LL TAKE ALL THREE SISTERS 

Three sisters and one dominant Mistress.  Kennedy Klein, newly discharged from the Army, learns from her older sister, Carter, that their younger sister, Reagan, is incommunicado in the big city of Denver, Colorado.  An attempted visit reveals that Reagan is a submissive in a lesbian relationship with a much older woman.  Kennedy and Carter go undercover at a lesbian strip club to save Reagan. But Mistress Sadie knows!  Can Mistress Sadie dominate all three sisters?

Book 2:  DOMINATED AT THE LESBIAN STRIP CLUB

Two heterosexual sisters, one lesbian strip club, and dozens of horny groping and grabbing lesbians!  Carter and Kennedy are trying to save their little sister, Reagan, from lesbian BDSM domination by an older woman.  They are undercover at one of the dominant woman’s strip clubs, trying to find evidence to put her in prison.  But they’re not as undercover as they think and they’re not as covered with clothing as they’d like.

Book 3:  HETEROSEXUAL SISTERS FORCED TO BE LESBIAN SISTERS

Two Klein sisters, Carter and Kennedy, seek to save the third Klein sister, Reagan, from hardcore lesbian submission to a much older domme.  They’ve gone undercover at the domme’s strip club but not all is it seems with their trainers.  Both trainers have huge breasts, wide streaks of cruelty, and far too much understanding and experience with the female body.  They want to continue lesbian training the sisters long after closing time.  Could Carter and Kennedy, instead of saving Regan from lesbian submission, end up each submitting themselves?

Book 4:  EXTREME LESBIAN ADVENTURES FOR THE SISTERS

The two independent still free heterosexual Klein sisters, Carter and Kennedy, are deep under water (and other fluids) getting seduced and dominated by lesbians.  They want to save their little sister, Reagan, from a much older and far too controlling domme but they may need to adjust their goal to simply saving themselves!  Little do the Klein girls know but their trainer at the lesbian strip club, the lesbian dominant spanking them into shape, is the very same dominatrix they seek to save their sister from!

Book 5:  THE SISTERS FACE LESBIAN DOMINATION

The two older Klein sisters, married Carter and ex-Army Kennedy, are undercover working at a lesbian strip club in Denver in hopes of acquiring evidence of illegal activity by their youngest sister’s new lesbian domme, who owns the club.  But they do not know they’ve been set up not only to fail but to be lesbian seduced and dominated.  The domme, Sadie Clark, wants all three sisters, and she is also undercover as one of the women training the older Klein sisters and making them jump through nasty and compromising sexual hoops.

Book 6:  OLDEST SISTER TAMED AND LESBIAN TRAINED

Does Mistress Sadie have a nasty plan to lesbian impregnate one of the Klein sisters?  The two older Klein sisters, married Carter and ex-Army Kennedy, are undercover at the Denver lesbian strip club, Juicy’s Big Box, trying to save their youngest sister, Reagan, from lesbian domination.  Reagan’s Mistress, Sadie, is all too aware of their plan and undercover herself as the sister’s trainer at the club.  This can’t end well for the Klein sisters!

Book 7:  MIDDLE SISTER TAMED AND LESBIAN TRAINED

Can the final beautiful young Klein woman avoid a fate of total submission to a cruel and clever domme?  Dominant lesbian businesswoman Sadie Clark has tamed and lesbian trained two out of three sexy blonde Klein girls.  She has the youngest, Reagan, and the oldest, Carter, in states of complete and utter sexual submission.  Can she nail the final Klein sister, Kennedy?  The middle sister could be the biggest challenge.  She’s sexy but tough and an Army veteran.  As they say, sexually conquering two out of three Klein girls isn’t bad but three out of three is even better. 

“Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard” series: 

Book 1:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 

Bellamy must protect a rich young predatorial lesbian seductress whose “social activities” are the seduction of straight women and making enemies!  Dorothe is ravenously hungry to seduce as many women as she can and is delighting in making more enemies, seductions Bellamy will have to witness and enemies she will have to battle.  Dorothe’s mother warns Bellamy that Dorothe will try to seduce her as well.  Sometimes forewarning doesn’t help….

Book 2:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 2

Bellamy Wood, ex-cop private detective, reluctantly persuaded to be a personal bodyguard, is on a year-long contract to guard a spoiled young adult socialite, bratty Dorothe Gerbach.  The problems are many:  Dorothe’s many enemies, Dorothe’s penchant for making more enemies, and Dorothe’s passion as a predatory lesbian seductress who wants to add Bellamy to her stable of submissive women who will do anything for her.

Book 3:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 3

Wealthy spoiled socialite, Dorothe Gerbach, has seduced and dominated her new lovely bodyguard, ex-cop Bellamy Wood.  Can Dorothe keep Bellamy submissive?  Can Bellamy break free from Dorothe’s willpower, or will she succumb further, losing more of her independence while increasing her orgasms significantly?  What new seductress ploys will Dorothe unleash on Bellamy to tame her to make her perform new sexual tricks?

Book 4:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 4

Ex-cop and current bodyguard, Bellamy Wood, is under rich young heiress Dorothe’s sexual spell.  Bellamy’s younger-than-her Mistress orders Bellamy to seduce and dominate the new sexiest female police officer in the Philadelphia Police Department, Rosetta Wright.  Dorothe wants a second submissive bodyguard!  Bellamy genuinely likes Rosetta Wright and Rosetta’s hero is Bellamy.  Will Bellamy do Ms. Wright wrong?

Book 5:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 5

Bellamy Wood, ex-cop and current submissive bodyguard, reports back to her young adult Mistress, heiress, Dorothe Gerbach, after her successful seduction of a lovely police officer.  Dorothe intends to reward Bellamy in three ways.  The catch is that her rewards often seem like punishments. Dorothe lucks into an opportunity to seduce and dominate a heterosexual mother and her adult heterosexual daughter, back and forth, simultaneously!  Can she pull it off? 

Book 6:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 6

Dominant lesbian seductress, Dorothe, and her newly subservient bodyguard, Bellamy, survived a deadly attack by Noelle who was trying to protect her little sister from Dorothe’s sexual dominance.  Noelle is badly wounded and under house arrest.  Dorothe decides it is time to seduce and dominate Noelle as well.  Noelle won’t be so dangerous if Dorothe can add her to Dorothe’s lesbian harem!  Will Noelle’s little sister, Lara, betray Noelle and assist in Noelle’s seduction?

Book 7:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 7

The dominant lesbian seductress dominated and took sexual advantage of the sexy Bulgarian maid and now she wants a second helping of her favorite Bulgarian dish.  Will Ekaterina be just as vulnerable or even more susceptible?  Can Dorothe make Ekaterina and Bellamy work together for orgasms?  What happens when Ekaterina’s beautiful American supervisor investigates and intervenes?  Can Dorothe turn her good intentions into absolute submission?

Book 8:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 8

Mistress Dorothe has big plans, and her newly tamed and submissive bodyguard, Bellamy, is a star in those plans whether she wants to be or not.  The Lesbian Seductress plans to add to her lesbian harem the hard way by deceiving a black giantess Mistress who hates her and stealing away her top sub, Mistress Dorothe’s “the one that got away,” Flower.  Can Mistress Dorothe pull off her plan?  Can Bellamy submit to new dark sexual delights?

Book 9:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 9

Newly and reluctantly submissive bodyguard, Bellamy Wood, wakes up after hard sex at the BDSM party and seems stuck with a new giant black mistress, Mistress Charanda, bigger and crueler than Mistress Dorothe.  Charanda intends to keep Bellamy and her little friend, too, Emily.  Bellamy intends to get away but, if she can, will it only move her from the sexual frying pan into the sexual fire of further submission to Mistress Dorothe?

Book 10:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 10

Mother’s Day is just a couple days away and Mistress Dorothe knows exactly what she wants to give her mother.  Or who.  She’s decided she wants her mother to have a live-in sex maid who will serve her entire life pleasing Dorothe’s mother and laboring for her in both the most twisted and the most menial of ways.  The young woman she’s chosen doesn’t know her fate yet and sure hasn’t agreed to it.  Can Mistress Dorothe compel the sweet and sexy Bulgarian Maid, Ekaterina, to give up all her freedoms just to please Dorothe’s mother who she has never met?

Book 11:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 11

Mistress Dorothe wants to lure pretty redheaded police officer, Rosetta Wright, into her web of lesbian domination.  She wants a new member for her lesbian harem and she wants Rosetta’s total sexual submission!  That isn’t what Rosetta wants so only one of them can get what they want.  Who will it be?  Rosetta comes to Mistress Dorothe’s honeymoon suite in the hotel for her second interview to become a high-paid bodyguard for the lesbian seductress.  Her idol, Bellamy Wood, is Mistress Dorothe’s first bodyguard and Bellamy will conduct the interview.  It will be unlike any interview ever done before!

Book 12:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 12

A sexy young adult police officer, redheaded Rosetta walked into Mistress Dorothe's honey trap honeymoon suite for her second job interview to become a female bodyguard for the wealthy socialite.  Since walking in, she’s done very little walking!  Well, not on two feet….  Exactly how, cough cough, in-depth is this interview?  Mistress Dorothe is about to make her grand entrance!  What does Mistress Dorothe intend to do to her?  To her body, to her mind, and to her soul?

Book 13:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 13

Police Officer Rosetta Wright comes back to her senses in the honeymoon suite honey trap of Mistress Dorothe.  Or does she?  Mistress Dorothe is not done with her and Rosetta is far too aroused and submissive and cooperative for her own good.  Mistress Dorothe wants her to commit to signing a contract.  Can Rosetta resist committing herself to a life as Mistress Dorothe’s second submissive bodyguard?  Mistress Dorothe likes to have multiple irons in the fire and she has scheduled the new maid, Josefina, for seduction and domination. Can Mistress Dorothe dominate another maid?

Book 14:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 14

The new maid, Josefina, succumbed once to Mistress Dorothe’s advances and what a once it was!  Terrible and wonderful at the same time.  Josefina isn’t even a lesbian!  If she was, she would not want to be a submissive one and would want nothing to do with a racist.  But it is what it is.  It happened.  Now what?  Mistress Dorothe no longer has the element of surprise and Josefina has no intention of submitting again.  However, Dorothe has many other elements other than surprise on her side….

Book 15:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 15

An extra-long extended book to cover all the nasty action!  Dominant lesbian temptress, young Mistress Dorothe, has another wicked seduction plan in motion.  She seduced and dominated the new maid, lovely Josefina, and now she wants a second maid.  Where can she get another sexy subservient maid?  She assumes Josefina has a beautiful friend she can force Josefina to trick into walking into Dorothe’s trap.  She assumes right but a big surprise is in store!

Book 16:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 16

Mistress Dorothe’s plots to give a human being as a gift to her dominant lesbian mom.  Will sexy Ekaterina, the gift in question go through with it?  Mistress Dorothe has her new subby maids, Josefina and Valeri, report for rough sexual duty.  They are required to go become strippers at a nasty lesbian strip club.  Sending them to try out and be tried out at the strip club clears the way for Mistress Dorothe to have Josefina’s mother seduced!  On Mother’s Day!

Book 17:  A FRESH NEW SEXUAL DOMINATION

Will publicly and pubic-ly shamed Philadelphia Police Officer Rosetta Wright show up to serve as nude bodyguard for her spoiled young Mistress? What will her police family do about it now that they know their beloved daughter and sister is a dominated submissive?  There is a possible obstruction in the form of the new lovely member of hotel management.  When Mistress Dorothe runs into a problem like her, she smashes it into submission.  Can she make the problem beauty into a sexual asset?

Book 18:  THE FINAL SUBMISSION

Mistress Dorothe intends to make the mother of a different sex maid become yet another sex maid for her.  Bringing mothers and daughters closer together, that’s Mistress Dorothe’s idea of altruism.  Will Regina follow her daughter, Josefina’s, path into submission?  Everyone’s ultimate fate is revealed and sealed!  A big, long, savage, sexy, surprising, orgasmic, nasty, arousing, kinky, wicked, bizarre, passionate, character-driven, action-packed grand finale to the series.

“Seducing the Mother and Daughter House Sitters” series: 

Book 1:  SEDUCING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 

A beautiful mother and her pretty coed daughter agree to house sit at the island mansion of the daughter's new college friend, Bella.  It seems like a dream come true but then Bella's twin sister, Stella, shows up.  She is arrogant and demanding and intent on seducing both the mother and the daughter.  Can she turn the mother and daughter into full service anything goes servants? 

Book 2:  TEMPTING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 

Stella, the bratty young heiress, has the mother and daughter, Angie and Eliza, off balance and beginning to serve her will.  All that Angie and Eliza want is to finish the mansion sitting job on the beautiful island.  All Stella wants is to be their sexual Mistress for life.  Can Stella enforce her will on the mom and daughter and make them want what she wants? 

Book 3:  DOMINATING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 

Angie saw her daughter, Eliza, sexually pleasing Mistress Stella on the speed boat before it went out of view.  But Stella had seduced Angie that same morning!  What is Mistress Stella up to?  What really happened on that boat trip?  Most importantly, who does Mistress Stella like the most, the mom or the daughter?  Mistress Stella can't have both!  Can she...? 

Book 4:  CONQUERING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 

Angie Klauson and her daughter Eliza were sexually dominated by the rich adult brat Stella and it certainly caused a new family dynamic.  It's good to share but maybe not sexually.  Now Stella's twin, Bella, is coming to the island.  Is she different than Stella or will she have the same outrageous expectations?  Do they want her to be different?  What is the awesome fate of the mother and daughter? 

“Tramp Pauline” series: 

Book 1:  TRAMP PAULINE

Pauline is a responsible young shift manager at Fine Burgers. She tries to help a female coworker, Valentina, who is getting dominated every shift by a lesbian coworker. When domme Melody learns Pauline is trying to take away her submissive girl she decides the perfect consequence is to turn the attempted minus one into a plus one. Can Melody be a Mistress for her own Shift Manager?

Book 2:  TRAMP PAULINE TRIES TO BOUNCE BACK

Pauline was sexually dominated by a girl she supervises, her new Mistress Melody, who gave her the nickname Tramp Pauline.  Pauline does not want to live up to that name but Mistress Melody wants her to live up to it in every way including bouncing naked on a trampoline for her coworkers.  Pauline wants to be a good girl and Melody wants her to be a tramp.  Can they compromise at “good tramp”?

“Black Dominatrix Neighbor” series:

Book 1: BLACK DOMINATRIX NEIGHBOR

Zahra is a middle-aged overweight black woman who has no business seducing and dominating her new young sexy white neighbor girl. Unless she makes it her business. Domination suits Zahra fine but is sexual submission right for Lainey? Lainey tries to be a good neighbor and tries to be friendly with her much older African-American neighbor lady. Maybe Lainey tries a little too hard....

Book 2:  TOO BAD TO BE TRUE

Zahra thinks she has sexual control over Lainey but Lainey thinks differently.  Lainey still thinks she is heterosexual, not submissive, and that interracial sex is not for her.  The nerve of some young and pretty white women!  The apartment building it buzzing with rumors about Zahra and Lainey.  Lainey has a plan to deny and defuse the rumors.  Zahra has a plan to confirm them.  And to share Lainey!

Book 3:  SEXUAL REPARATIONS IN THE BIG CITY

Lainey tried to free herself of one Black Mistress only to find herself serving three much older Black Mistresses.  All of them older than her Mom!  They have all sorts of new duties and bizarre orders for Lainey.  Including to have her best friend, Mallory, come visit her and to set up Mallory to be brought under their control!  Lainey is a loyal friend... but maybe these new duties would be easier shared....

Book 4:  MALLORY'S INTERRACIAL LESBIAN DOMINATION

Zahra found Lainey's brunette friend, Mallory, very attractive.  Mallory does not like Zahra though even without knowing how she treats poor Lainey.  Zahra would like to make Mallory eat her smarty-pants words and eat something else also.  Maybe Lainey and Mallory could both be sexy goldmine earners for Zahra.  Can Zahra against all odds, make that happen?

“Impossible Seduction” series:

1.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION ONE:  VOYEUR MOTHER AND DAUGHTER SEDUCED

Three beautiful all-female families are moved into a secluded gated community for a unique opportunity to model together.  However, all is not as it seems.  The two bull dyke photographers actually have a contract and a plan to seduce and tame them all in order to supply them to Saudi harems in return for riches.  The plan takes shape and progress is made.

2.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION TWO:  PEEKING MOTHER AND DAUGHTER DOMINATED

Megan watched what happened with Naomi's daughter Abigail.  Now we find out what Naomi saw when she watched over Megan's daughter, Kaia.  What will the bull dyke Lydia do with Kaia?  Is there anything Naomi can do?  What will the dominant dyke team of Gretchen and Lydia do with Abigail who they now have in their clutches in the privacy of their home for hours?

3.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION THREE:  A TALE OF LESBIAN TAMING TWO MILFS

The dominant dyke team of Gretchen and Lydia investigates who made the noise that ruined Lydia's final seduction of Kaia.  It was two of the MILFs!  They see that Megan peeped at Gretchen and Naomi peeped at Lydia and even had the nerve to interrupt her!  They also see how aroused the MILFs became watching.  Now it is their turn to experience lesbian domination!

4.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION FOUR:  JANELLE VS. REDHEAD MOTHER AND DAUGHTER

Janelle, a once famous model and now the sexual pawn of the dominant dyke team of Gretchen and Lydia, must carry out their assignment to separately seduce both Brooke and Bridget Finn.  Janelle must do it to avoid a dark fate but finds she likes it.  Brooke also finds she likes it on the other end of things.

5.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION FIVE:  SEDUCED VIA LESBIAN HOME INVASION

Janelle has left the Finn home with Brooke and Bridget in disarray.  Gretchen and Lydia saw on their hidden cameras how aroused and ready Bridget is and they mean to take full advantage.  But, to do so, they'll need to engage in some lesbian home invasion.  Fine by them!  Plus, more psychological manipulation and domination of Megan Reynolds.

6.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION SIX:  THE EROTIC EVIL CONSPIRACY

The dominants Gretchen and Lydia invite Abigail over and its an invitation she cannot refuse.  She isn't sure if she wants to.  They seek to isolate her further and make her ever more dependent on their demanding orders.  Megan wants to escape the gated community.  She thinks so.  Pretty sure.  But she needs a permission slip from the dominants to leave.  What must she do for it or because of it?

7.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION SEVEN:  WICKED MANIPULATION BY DOMINANT LESBIAN NEIGHBORS

Megan, mother of three lovely blonde daughters, decided to leave the gated community that is feeling like a prison.  But she had to get past the black lesbian prison parolee “security guards” to escape.  They know the phrase that means Megan must obey them.  Janelle, the disgraced former supermodel learns her dark fate.  Brooke serves the dominant lesbian neighbors.

8.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION EIGHT:  DOMINANT LESBIANS DOMINATE REDHEADED MOM AND DAUGHTER

The cruel wicked dommes Gretchen and Lydia seek to complete their control over the redheaded all-female family, the mother and daughter, Brooke and Bridget Finn.  They want to drive them apart from each other while driving them further in to the grip of submission, so submissive that they cannot escape.  More than that, they want to train both of them to orgasm from pain!

9.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 9:  DOMINANT LESBIANS TARGET THE FINAL PIERSON GIRL FOR SEDUCTION AND DOMINATION

Evil Gretchen and Nasty Lydia have more seducing to complete.  Harmony is still innocent.  Her mom and her little sister have already fallen and are submissively following the twisted bizarre orders of Gretchen and Lydia.  Will Harmony join her mom and her little sister in submissive servitude?  Can Gretchen and Lydia complete an oh so dirty “clean sweep” of the Pierson family?

10.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 10:  SEDUCTION AND DOMINATION AND SUBMISSION AS THE DOMINANTS GO AFTER THE BLONDE DAUGHTERS

Gretchen and Lydia, the evil lesbian dominants, have blonde mother Megan Reynolds under their control.  Now they want her three daughters!  They decide to make the mother help out!  Can Megan resist or will she cooperate?  Megan and Janelle also need to keep sexually satisfying the much younger black lesbian guards.  What is planned for Megan's daughters Lilliana, Julissa, and Kaia?

11.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 11:  TWO OF THE BLONDE DAUGHTERS ARE IN THE HOUSE OF THE DOMINANTS.  CAN THEY ESCAPE WITH THEIR LESBIAN VIRGINITY?

Dominant lesbian Gretchen had the middle blonde daughter right where she wants her.  Right between her legs!  Julissa still struggles for independence and against her own arousal.  Meanwhile her older sister, Lilliana, is in the basement with the other photographer, the oh so dominant Lydia.  Lilliana is older than her sister and Lydia is even less attractive than Gretchen.  Will it matter?

12.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 12:  YOUNG ADULT KAIA'S INTERRACIAL LESBIAN DATE WITH DARK SUBMISSION

Of the three mothers and six daughters, only Kaia has not been seduced, dominated, tamed and trained.  Kaia, the youngest blonde daughter, is the final hold out.  Kaia's compromised mom forces her to go on a “friendship date” with Quiesha, one of the ex-felon black lesbian guards.  Quiesha has expectations for this date to be a very friendly “friendship date” indeed!

13.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 13:  KAIA'S INTERRACIAL DATE BECOMES A THREESOME AND SHE SUBMITS TO DOMINATION FROM MISTRESS LYDIA

Young adult Kaia, still only a teenager, is in the middle of “friendship date” with a black girl that had gotten far too friendly.  Her own mom set her up for this dark seduction and Kaia was defenseless.  Now, after having submitted to dominant Quiesha, Kaia has a new Mistress and she is even more defenseless!  Quiesha intends to share her with the giantess Ladonne and wicked Lydia.

14.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 14:  NEW LESBIANS TAMED AND TRAINED BY NEIGHBOR MISTRESSES, BLACK LESBIAN DOMINATION OF SUBMISSIVE BLONDES

The entire blonde all-female Reynolds family are stuck in a submissive sexual fog that keeps getting thicker and more compromising.  Megan Reynolds and her youngest daughter, Kaia, are both being sexually used inside the black lesbian guards' house.  Megan's two eldest daughters, Lilliana and Julissa, are stuck in the house of the dominant photographers just a few houses away from them. 

15.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 15:  YOUNGER AND OLDER LESBIANS, DOMINATION AND SUBMISSION, MOMS SUBMIT SEXUALLY 

The grand finale conclusion of the Impossible Seduction Saga!  Not all the submissives really think they are submissive!  Also, the dominants require more and more and go to further extremes.  Could they go too far and spark a rebellion?  Can the dominants keep all three all-female families entirely under their sexual control?  Will the mothers have sex with each other's daughters? 

“A Lesbian Orientation” series:

1.  CARA TRIES TO BE A GOOD EXAMPLE

Cara agrees to live with Mindy Short in order to be a positive example to her regarding the benefits of heterosexuality versus Mindy's lesbian nature.  Instead of Cara having a positive influence on Mindy, the opposite occurs, and Mindy begins to influence Cara in dark negative sexual ways.  What can Mindy change about Cara?

2.  CARA'S LESBIAN SEDUCTION

Mindy's influence over Cara expands as Mindy completes her lesbian seduction of the former prom queen.  And more!  Mindy doesn't just want Cara's submission.  She wants to show her total control by making Cara become her human sex pet!  Can Cara keep her humanity?

3.  CARA BECOMES HER ROOMMATE'S LESBIAN PET

Mindy has decided her little “good example” Cara should be kept naked, wear a collar, even wear a “tail”, and act like a doggy.  She also has decided to share Cara with others for sex.  What does Cara think about that?  And... does Mindy care?  Will Cara admit Mindy is her Owner?

“Teen Lesbians Taking Over” series:

1.  TAKING OVER MRS. GREENWAY:

Mrs. Greenway discovers that Cara, who she sent to influence Mindy Short, has instead been influenced.  Mindy discovers it was Mrs. Greenway, that sexy MILF, who set up Cara to live with her.  Mrs. Greenway wants to kick Mindy out of school.  Mindy wants to sexually take over Mrs. Greenway.  Who will win?

2.  TAMING MRS. GREENWAY

Mindy wants Joan to be another sex pet for her, to be her little “Pet Joannie”, another human doggy.  She also wants to make Joan do lots of things, wicked things, even things involving Joan's lovely young adult daughter.  Will Joan stand up to her... or stay down on all fours?

3.  TAKING OVER AUBREE

Aubree, Joan's lovely administrative assistant, has come across Joan in a compromised position.  Mindy orders Joan to seduce Aubree to protect the young dominant lesbians on campus.  Will Joan do it?  Will she succeed?  Will Aubree escape or... like it?

4.  OWNING AUBREE

Aubree is a young mother who still breast feeds her little daughter.  Mmm, breast milk!  The teenage lesbian dominants are fascinated.  They have naughty plans for Aubree.  They already have a few sex pets, all of them human doggies.  How about a pet human cow?  Can Aubree avoid a fate of extreme submission?

5.  TAKING OVER TANYA... AND HER NEIGHBOR TOO

Mindy likes the idea of owning a sexy African-American woman.  Tanya, a Director on campus, would be perfect!  Mindy wants to take her over sexually and give her to her friends as a pet.  What kind of pet?  Tanya has a big backyard perfect for a horsey!  One horsey is not enough.  Maybe they should tame Tanya's neighbor also?

6.  TAKING OVER TANYA'S STEP-NIECE

When the dominant teen lesbian coeds learn about Tanya's step-niece, Takira, and see how lovely she is, they decide to expand the herd!  They trick her into moving in to “The Ranch” they've turned Tanya's house into.  Can Takira resist their dark plans and their sexual racism?  Can Takira save Tanya from domination?  Or will Takira be sexually domesticated like her step-aunt? 

7.  TAKIRA'S NEW WHITE MISTRESSES 

The white Mistresses want to make permanent a dominant hold over Takira.  Can they pull it off with Takira is on her guard?  Can Takira resist?  The dominants have a plan.  So does Takira!  Only one plan can win.  Takira has nothing in common with them. They are her opposites in all things including skin color. But dominants and submissives are opposites and opposites do attract one another....

8.  ADDING CORAL TO THE CORRAL

The dominant teen lesbian coeds, Deb and Shan, are gluttons for lust and greedy for domination.  They want more and more!  Will Butterscotch help them sexually trap her friend's daughter?  Can the doms tame and train Coral before she leaves for college?  Can they really just keep getting away with making independent heterosexual women into obedient lesbian sex ponies?  Can they add Coral to the corral?

9.  TAKING OVER TAKIRA'S MOM

The teen lesbian coed domination team of Deb and Shan have Takira under their sexual control as a sex pony.  They sure would like to have a mother and daughter team working together in tandem.  The young white dommes have the perfect secret weapon in the conspiracy of seducing and taming Takira's mother.  Her own daughter!

10.  CORAL GETS FULLY CORRALLED

Lovely blonde coed Coral ran into a tough situation. Dominant hillbilly lesbians that wanted to make her into a sex pony!  They tricked her and took full advantage of her.  They even claimed they were her Owners and renamed her Coral Corral!  Coral totally disagrees with this assigned fate and has decided to put a stop to the craziness.  The Owners, however, have very much decided to put a continuation to it!  Owned by them!  Forever!

11.  TAMED AND TRAINED BY LESBIAN HILLBILLIES

The African-American mother and daughter pair, Kalindi and Takira, have been seduced, dominated, and tamed by two white coed lesbian hillbillies.  They've been treated like sex animals, a donkey and a pony, and have learned to be addicted to it.  Now the dommes want to take them even further!  Why not have them betray two of Takira's lovely friends who can also join the growing herd of lesbian lust?  Kalindi and Takira are reluctant to do that but the hillbillies are experts at overcoming reluctance.

12.  SEDUCING AND TAMING NALA

Takira and Kalindi Bushrod invite Takira’s longtime friends, Nala and Atasha, to come live with them at The Ranch.  They think the Bushrods are being altruistic.  The mother and daughter, conflicted but newly obedient to their white hillbilly Owners, actually intend to help seduce, tame, and lesbian train the two young cuties.  Can Kalindi Bushrod overcome their age gap and Nala’s understandable reluctance and take her for a wild orgasmic ride?

13.  RIDDEN HARD IN THE BACK YARD

The two lovely young adult friends, Nala and Atasha, have moved in with the African-American mother and daughter pair, the Bushrods, who they thought were being kind but actually have wicked plans for them at the behest of the Bushrods’ white Owners.  Daughter Bushrod is out to seduce Atasha but, can she do it in public out at the mall?  Mother Bushrod seeks to cement her new sexual control of Nala by taking her for an after-midnight ride in the back yard.

14.  DOUBLE SEDUCTION DOUBLE DOMINATION

The mother and daughter team, Kalindi and Takira Bushrod, are reluctant black seductresses controlled by white hillbilly lesbian dommes.  They must obey their sexual Owners and seduce and dominate their lovely passionate friends, Nala and Atasha.  Now they have to do it at the same time in the same house and they must be more seductive and more dominant than ever before.  Can they ensnare their friends despite reluctance, make them sexually submit, and make them ready to be sexual servants to whites? 

15.  TEEN LESBIANS TAKING OVER 15

The mother and daughter pair, the Bushrods, have seduced and sexed best friends Nala and Atasha but noW the Owners are arriving! The white hillbilly coeds want fresh mounts! Will the mother and daughter Bushrods continue to cooperate with the Owners against their beloved friends? Will Nala and Atasha fall for it all and fall right into the same interracial sexual trap that the Bushrods are stuck in?

16.  TAMING AND TRAINING A NEW MOTHER AND DAUGHTER

Owners Deb and Shan have wicked plan to bring a new mother and daughter in range of their dominant lesbian clutches. Margot Dillon and her daughter, Kinsley, have a new landscaping contract at The Ranch. Little do they know who they’ve contracted with. A contract with dominating lesbian hillbillies is as bad as a contract with the Devil himself. Can Deb and Shan seduce and dominate the mother with the daughter nearby? Can Deb and Shan seduce and dominate the daughter with the mother nearby?

17.  KINSLEY’S KINKY LESBIAN THREESOME

The lesbian hillbilly coeds hatched a new plan to turn a mother and daughter lawn care business team, Margot and Kinsley Dillon, into obedient mother and daughter lesbian Owned servants.  Deb and Shan decide to cut one of the Dillons out of the two-person mother and daughter herd.  Divided, the Dillons are vulnerable.  Together, the hillbillies are nasty and demanding unstoppable dommes.

18.  DOMME ON THE MOM

A night of sexual punishment and ruthless sex addicted Kinsley and forced her to give up her freedom.  She has agreed with dark eagerness that the hillbillies Own her but may not really know what that means.  Kinsley also hopes to keep her mom from finding out about her daughter and has no idea her new Owners are targeting her mom.

“Lesbian Stalker's Pets” series:

1.  LAURI'S LESBIAN STALKER BECOMES HER ROOMMATE

Mindy uses her control over Joan Greenway to force her to reassign Lauri Hayward to live with Mindy's dominant lesbian friend Rosalie.  Rosalie has been stalking Lauri.  Now with Lauri conveniently forced to live with her can she seduce and dominate the beauty despite Lauri being a brown belt in jujitsu?

2.  LESBIAN STALKER'S PET ROOMMATES

Rosalie has entrapped Lauri into losing a bet meaning Lauri, like the third roommate Pet Mia, must be her sexual pet.  For twenty-four hours.  Rosalie wants to Own Lauri body and soul forever!  Can Rosalie get Lauri to agree to be her pet for longer, much longer?  Will Lauri like being submissive to her bully stalker?

3.  LESBIAN STALKER PET TRAINS HER ROOMMATE'S BEST FRIEND

Lauri has a close friend, Francesca, living close by and has been in secret contact with her.  Rosalie finds out and also finds out how beautiful the Italian immigrant is.  Mindy and Rosalie concoct a crazy plan to use Francesca's caring good will and loyal friendship against her.  Can Rosalie manage to seduce this incredible hottie?

4.  LESBIAN STALKER STALKS AGAIN

Anne-Marie, the rules enforcing authority on the dorm floor, receives a noise complaint about Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker's dorm room.  The sound of loud sex!  Anne-Marie investigates thinking where there's sex there must be boys violating dorm code.  Anne-Marie sure won't find any boys... but she will find lots of sex....

5.  LESBIAN STALKER ON THE PROWL

One of Rosalie's neighbors, Tina, hears the noise of loud female orgasms from Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker's dorm room causing her to lose sleep. When Tina takes matters into her own hands will Rosalie take Tina into her own Owner hands?  If she can “handle” Tina what kind of sexual human animal will she have, literally, on her hands?

6.  LESBIAN STALKER HUNTING

Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker goes on the hunt to drag down Anne-Marie into sexual submission.  Her stalking reaches new levels of extremity.  Rosalie hunts her down and brings her down in the campus library!  Rosalie also wants to establish total control over her neighbor Tina.  She first took sexual control over Tina in her own room and now she goes for a repeat in Tina's home territory. 

7.  LESBIAN STALKER'S EVIL TRAP

Anne-Marie has escaped Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker but it is a Pyrrhic victory.  A few more like that and she'll be a lesbian pet!  She can't seem to get Rosalie out of her mind.  Meanwhile, Rosalie has a plan to stop Tina's roommates from complaining about the sound of loud female orgasms emitting from Rosalie's dorm room.  The plan is to make them just as guilty!  No such thing as too many pets!

“Lesbian Seduction Conspiracy” series:

1.  CONSPIRACY TO SEDUCE

Mindy Short is obsessed with seducing and taming Emilia.  Emilia, set up by Joan who is Director of Campus Housing and Student Orientation, will have to live in a dorm with Mindy.  Before then Mindy worries Joan may warn Emilia.  Can she totally compromise Joan?

2.  THE TRAP

Emilia Greenway and her best friend, Charlotte, arrive on campus but are forced to dorm apart not knowing they are each rooming with dominant lesbians who have dark plans for them.  Can their friendship and working together save them from a fate of sexual submission and keep them from becoming human set pets?

3.  TAKING OVER CHARLOTTE

The teenage lesbian dominants are seducing Emilia Greenway and her lovely friend Charlotte too.  Divided they fall!  Seduction is not enough.  Domination is not enough.  They want to Own them both.  They want them to be human pets!  Dominant lesbian roommates know how to trick Charlotte into intense lesbian experiences.  They have a plan to make her into a new variety of sex pet.

4.  TOO TOGETHER

The teenage lesbian dominants want Emilia and Charlotte to be their sexual pets forever and always.  But... will they give in to the domination and their own submissiveness?  If they do, what kind of pets will they be made into?  Will this shared submission actually bring them closer together?

“Seduced Trophy Wives” series:

1.  TAKING THE TROPHY WIVES

Four trophy wife friends living in the same neighborhood notice a suspicious vehicle following them and then bizarre strangers move into the mansion for sale near them.  These two look like escapees from a porn movie!  The new neighbors have lesbian seduction in mind for the four married friends.  Can they resist?

2. TAMING THE TROPHY WIVES

The strangers are making inroads into breaking up the friendships of the four trophy wives, turning them against one another, and turning them into obedient subservients for the dominant lesbians.  Can the trophy wives stop the dominoes from falling since they are the dominoes?

3.  TRAINING THE TROPHY WIVES

The stranger dominant lesbians' dark plans for the trophy wives are coming closer and closer to fruition.  Can those seduced recover their dignity in time?  Can the last holdout of the trophy wives stay faithful to her husband?  What exactly do the two dominant lesbians plan to do to and with them?

“Gift Cards for Lesbian Seduction” series:

1.  MOTHER-IN-LAW'S GIFT CARDS FOR LESBIAN SEDUCTION

Maddy's bitchy mother-in-law to be gives her and her sister, Bailey, gift cards for a free “Ultimate Massage”.  When the two beautiful blonde sisters go to the massage parlor, they find it run down and operated by a stern Asian woman and two huge black masseuses.  It turns out the “Ultimate Massage” involves bondage and domination but Maddy and Bailey learn that too late to avoid their awful fate.

2.  LIKING IT WAY TOO MUCH

The blonde sisters, Maddy and Bailey, are stuck in the interracial lesbian massage parlor from Hell.  They are also trapped enjoying the shocking and sensual sexual acts they are drawn into by the African-American masseuses and the older Asian dominatrix.  The three minority members are dominant lesbian seductresses determined to make the blondes obey and like it.

3.  PURSUED BY INTERRACIAL LESBIAN SEDUCTION

The blonde sisters, Maddy and Bailey, have been dominated by black and Asian lesbian seductresses at a run-down massage parlor.  But... all good things must come to an end.  Or... will they?  Maddy and Bailey are pursued by memories of exquisite yet foul pleasures.  More than that, they discover that they are literally pursued!  Wicked Lai Ping decides to pay the sisters a special visit at their places of work.

4.  SUBMISSION TO HER BLACK MISTRESSES

Maddy the blonde bank teller was seduced and dominated at the massage parlor from Hell. Now the muscular black masseuse, Luella, who claims to be Maddy's Mistress, has texted her demanding that she come over to Luella's place to meet some of Luella's friends. Maddy knows an interracial lesbian orgy is in the works.  Maddy can't go!  She's engaged to be married! But... she also can't not go....

5.  SEDUCTION AT THE INTERRACIAL LESBIAN ORGY

Maddy foolishly thought she could avoid being drawn into the orgy of domination and submission. Not so! Instead, she found the black women also seduced several of Maddy’s bridesmaids! Now all the loud orgasms and spankings are causing too much noise and a pretty Hispanic woman comes over to complain. That can’t go well for the newcomer!

6.  CATFIGHTS AT THE INTERRACIAL LESBIAN ORGY

The interracial lesbian orgy is in progress with black on white domination and submission.  Mariana, the seduced and dominated Hispanic ex-con who made the mistake of complaining about the noise, discovers her darkly tempting fate.  Maddy and the Caucasian females must fight in the nude.  They fight to inflict orgasms.  Will Maddy fight her own little sister?

7.  BAILEY’S ORGASMIC CATFIGHT

The interracial lesbian BDSM orgy is raging.  The Black Mistresses are juggling the white submissives and keeping them quite busy with white-on-white catfights.  Little does Maddy know that her little sister, Bailey, was invited and compelled to come over.  The sisters are both at the same interracial lesbian orgy!  But what has her little sister, Bailey, experienced at the interracial lesbian catfight, and how do those experiences intersect with Maddy’s?

8.  THE SISTERS GET DOMINATED

The blonde sisters, Maddy and Bailey, are caught and tangled up in the interracial lesbian orgy but so far neither knew the other was present at the same orgy.  That lack of awareness is about to change!  The sisters are about to learn more about the plot against them.  They are also going to get used sexually, individually, in brand new sexual acts neither ever could have conceived of participating in.

9.  TOTAL LESBIAN DOMINATION

The blonde sisters must report to their new owner – none other than Maddy’s mother-in-law-to-be.  Or, now, not-to-be.  Mistress-to-be for both of them!  They learn their dark fate and begin to learn to like it.  Maddy’s four sexy white bridesmaids think they can leave now that the interracial lesbian orgy has wound down.  They think wrong!  Big Ola and Big Luella decide they are keepers and divvy them up fairly, two each.

10.  SUBMISSION MANSION

The sisters, worried and secretly darkly eager, were ordered to the estate of Maddy’s mother-in-law-to-be, where they learned she intended to keep them.  They were collared and separated.  Their fate is to be sex maids linked to the family mansion for the rest of their lives!  How will they adjust to their new loss of status?  Will they hate it like they should, or will circumstances work on their minds and souls?

Stand Alone books:

ANYTHING SHE WANTS

Juliana goes undercover for a newspaper story as a maid for a rich older woman, Ms. Einhorn. She is told that her mission is to document abusive treatment by the wealthy towards their servants. Juliana she is to obey Ms. Einhorn and do anything she wants in order to draw out Ms. Einhorn’s nasty behavior. Juliana takes on the opportunity with enthusiasm but is shocked by Ms. Einhorn’s true expectations, Ms. Einhorn’s wickedness, and by her own growing submissiveness.

CHEERLEADER IN TROUBLE

Addison it worried about a cheerleader on her team.  Unfortunately, she goes to the wrong person for help:  her dominant older lesbian cheer coach.  As it turns out the assistant dominating the other cheerleader is the cheer coach's son.  As it also turns out the cheer coach and her son would also like to dominate Addison!

HER BROTHER’S NEWLYWED DOMINANT WIFE

Paige’s bother, Lincoln, has gotten married and she wasn’t invited to the wedding!  She wants to get to know Lincoln’s newlywed wife, Myna, and understand the dark influence she has over him.

Be careful what you wish for! Myna is a mine, mine, mine person.  She even wants to make other people, the attractive ones, hers!  She already has Lincoln whipped in every sense of the word.  Can she complete her collection of the brother and sister? 

KEEP YOUR PANTIES ON, WHITE GIRLFRIEND

Three black women invite themselves into Haley's home.  Opal and Dereka target Haley's friends, Rachel and Sandy, for lesbian seduction and domination.  Destiny?  Destiny wants to completely change Haley's destiny.  Destiny wants to make herself Haley's new Destiny. Can Haley save her friends from... what they seem to be liking? Might Haley also like what she should not like?

LESBIAN LUST AT THE CASH REGISTER

Mave thinks Julie is really a submissive.  But how to make her submit? It's hard to get alone time with Julie so Mave decides on a bizarre way to seduce her.  Suddenly Julie's underling is under her at the cash register!  Mave decides she will pull off the seduction and domination of Julie while the store is open and customers are in the store!  That's not all she'll “pull off”.

LESBIAN LUST AT THE CASH REGISTER

Cadence has to supervise a problem employee but she has no idea how big of a problem beautiful Mave really is.  Mave thinks that her problem is being horny and she thinks pretty Cadence it the solution to that problem.  When they close the store together Mave decides she will become Cadence's new Mistress.  Cadence sure will be dismayed!  She doesn't even know she's a lesbian!  Or a submissive!

THE SUBMISSIVE CHEERLEADERS

Penny is a college graduate but stuck in a waitress job and stuck with oversize breasts she'd like to have reduced.  Her submissive roommate lets her in on an opportunity to be a cheerleader.  This semi-pro team expects their cheerleaders to be submissive.  Totally submissive!  Will Penny allow herself to be dominated?

TOO CURIOUS ABOUT HER ADOPTED LESBIAN SISTER

Hope is sent home from college to check on her trouble-making adopted lesbian sister.  Ruthie the Ruthless!  Ruthie has tried to dominate Hope in the past so Hope brings her funny friend Aspen who just happens to also be an orphan and to be a near lookalike to Ruthie.  Ruthie has diabolical plans for Hope and Aspen.  Surely, they can resist since it's two against one.  Surely!  Right?

SOMETHING THAT BELONGS TO ME

Louisa's heterosexual roommate, Heidi, brings home from the bar a tall slim woman with dyed red hair.  Klara is bold, arrogant, and sexually hungry. Klara is making Heidi do all sorts of crazy sexy things and Klara just won't leave their place.  Klara also seems to have plans and expectations for Louisa's involvement!  She wants Louisa to also submit to her in every way possible.


Questions, complaints, or suggestions?

Feel free to contact me:  jordanchurch@mail.com

See what I have available and my author bio (such as it is) and photo (such as it is) at amazon.com/author/jordanchurch

Follow me on Twitter at:  https://twitter.com/JChurchAuthor

Visit me, my blog, my list of available books with detailed descriptions, free lesbian seduction fiction and be able to read For Free an ongoing never-before-published book at:

lesbianseductionfiction.com
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