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Chapter One

Alure hummed as she cut some bread and cheese.  She used a little end table she’d dragged from the main room into the kitchen.  The kitchen wasn’t welcoming to someone of Alure’s short stature.

Florus also felt none too welcoming towards her new familiar.  Her already far too familiar familiar.  Florus watched Alure from the main room, with her arms crossed and her eyes full of angry resentment.

This damn demonic little familiar!

Gods!  Florus just could not believe they’d done what they did.  She couldn’t put it all on Alure, though she wished she could.  Florus had gone along with it.  Sort of.  And she had reacted… the way she had.

Gods!

It was terrible that anything happened at all.  A kiss would have been terrible, let alone that!  But it was even worse that they’d done it out back, on the villa’s back deck.  Florus had not seen any Krellings and was sure there hadn’t been any to spot and Alure had made up that entire concern.  To trick her into the situation!

But someone else could have been out there.  A villager.  A woodsman.  A wood elf.  Who knows?  There were many with skills enough, not even magical ones, to stand still in a woodland area and remain virtually invisible when they did not want to be seen.  As well, as a new Healer and a highly attractive one at that, she was a person of great interest in and around Ethecreeth.  People went out of their way to eyeball her!

What if someone had seen what they did?

Then they might tell someone else!  And that someone might tell three people!  And so on.  And then, within a few days or a week at the most, virtually everyone in Ethecreeth would hear the rumor.

No doubt, if someone saw it then they would also come back other times hoping to see more of the same. 

Gods!  It must have been quite a sight.  Florus had to admit that.  Her cheeks flushed. 

Just knowing it happened was humiliating!  Every time she thought about it, she felt intense humiliation.  And she could not seem to stop thinking about it.

Go figure.  It was the craziest thing she’d ever participated in.  Not just the craziest sexual thing.  It was the craziest thing out of all things.  Why did her craziest thing ever have to be something sexual?  Gods!  She used magic for a living and it was still the craziest thing ever.

Gods!

Oh no!  Speaking of “Gods,” what if one of the Gods had watched?  They were said to take a keen interest in the mortal world and it was said you could never know when they were watching.

Worse, it was said they knew when to watch and who to watch.  That they had an instinct when something of interest was occurring.  Also, it was her first day as a full-fledged newly independent Healer.  Arius the Goddess of Health and Healing was said to take particular note of new Healers.

Had Arius watched what they did?  What would Arius think of her?  Florus shrunk down in her seat.  The move made her rear ache.  To think, Alure had her taloned fingers up there!  Inside her!  They had entered through the least likely and least honorable point of entry.

Two of them and Alure had enlarged them as well.  Florus’s ass felt uncomfortable but not as uncomfortable as the knowledge as to why it felt so uncomfortable.

Alure, with those long black claws!  Florus worried she might have a wound back there, inside her.  What was it they said?  Healer heal thyself?  She would if she had to but she would prefer to save up her magic for use on someone more needy.

Or someone more worthy of help.  She’d thought she was so worthy to be a Healer and was so ready to be on her own.  Ooosvalt, who she’d apprenticed with, had thought she was ready.  So had Florus’s mother, the Governess of the Magic Guild.

But not so fast.  If Florus was so ready, then why had she allowed her own new familiar to dominate her and… and… Gods!... have sex with her?

Hopefully, she would not have to use her magic on herself.  It worked like a slowly filling well.  At a different pace for different magic users and for different types of magic.  The flow generally increased with greater experience while also sometimes slackening with age.  Age being a highly relative thing.

Alure called from her impromptu cutting board, “You want some bread and cheese?”

“I’m not hungry.”

“You should be.  You, hee-hee, used a lot of energy out there on the deck.  Sexual energy!”

Inward groan, “I’m sure.”

“You’re probably thirstier than you are hungry.  You are a wet one.  Your pussy practically rained!”

Very loud and long inward groan!

“How about we go another time?  Like that?  Another big fat wet orgasm.  Let me eat my cheese and bread and we’ll get right back to it.”

“No!”

“Why not?  Don’t cha like orgasms?”

“Of course I do but not like that!  Magic users should not have sex with their familiars!”

“Who says?  Stupid rule.  We’ll ignore it.”

“The sex is done!  We need to act like that never happened!”

“Ooo, so that we can do it all over again, like the first time, play act like you’re a virgin to my fingers up your ass and my tongue up your snatch?  Sounds like a great plan!”

“No!  We pretend it didn’t happen and then we just keep pretending and we never stop.  Once we pretend long enough, it will become real.”

Alure chuckled, “You think so?  I don’t.  And why should we?  You’re a sexy slut.  I’m proud to have you.  And you should be proud to be mine.  Whose tongue can be longer than mine?  Huh?  That’s just the start.”

“No, this is not the start of anything.  It is the end of it.”

“We’ll see.  Hey, by the way, you’ve been forgetting to call me Mistress.”

Florus had forgotten about that.  How embarrassing!  How twisted!  No, not that she forgot to call her Mistress.  She’d forgotten she was supposed to call her own familiar Mistress. 

“That was… a mistake.”

“I know it was and you just made it again.  You forgot to call me Mistress again.  I understand, you’re just starting your bright new journey of total sluttiness.  You’re not so much stupid as you are ignorant.  You’ll need to call me Mistress either before, during, or at the end of every sentence.  When we’re here at the villa or when we’re alone.  You’re right that some people would not understand our special relationship.”

Alure took a big bite of bread with cheese stacked on top.  Her cheeks bulged and she chewed loudly, chunks of cheese and specks of bread tumbling to the floor.

Florus was used to orderliness and cleanliness, “Alure, you’re making a mess!”

Alure spoke with her mouth full, more partially masticated bread rolling off her chin onto the floor, “No problem.  You’ll just clean it up.”

“It’s your mess!  You’ll clean it up!”

Alure chuckled and raised one finger, tapping it on the sharp point of one of her inward curving black horns, a gesture of hers that seemed to be an attempt to sober herself through pain, “You don’t get – yet – how this works and is going to work.  I’m the Mistress, so I give the orders.  You follow the orders.  I’m the Mistress, so I get special treatment.  You give me whatever special treatment I need.  You will clean this shit up.”

Florus glared at her.

She wouldn’t clean it up.  But it was frustrating because she did want a clean villa and she had no idea how to make Alure clean it up.

Florus refocused, deciding to correct Alure’s ongoing misunderstanding, “That’s what I’m trying to tell you.  This Mistress thing is a mistake as in we are not doing that.  Not with you as the Mistress.  You are the familiar and I am your mistress.  That is how it must be.”

Alure laughed and shook her head, scattering bread and cheese crumbles, “We sure are different in our views.  I think we’ve gotten off to a bang up start.  Didn’t your head bang on the side of the deck when you orgasmed?”

Florus self-consciously felt at the soreness on the right side of her forehead.  There was a bump there and touching it caused pain.

Alure slapped the top of the wood end table, laughing harder, “That’s the way to start a Mistress and familiar relationship!  With a big fucking head-banging orgasm!  No better start!”

Florus couldn’t help pouting.  This was such a debacle and Alure acted as if it were a success!

Alure’s laughter suddenly stopped, just cut off, and she looked steadily at Florus.  Alure’s eyes were pure black, like they were all pupil, and the way she looked at Florus was scary despite her small size.

Alure sounded a little scary also, “We had this settled.  No need to fix anything.  It doesn’t matter which one of us is the Mistress and which one is the familiar.  Not when in private.  In fact, it’s fair that you are mistress in public and I am Mistress in private.  I am the familiar in public and you are my familiar in private.  That is balanced.  Besides, I am much more Mistress-sy than are you.”

Florus frowned hard and shook her head so hard her whole body seemed to say no.

“No!  It simply cannot be that way.  It will not be that way.”

“Perhaps a long hard spanking will clarify it for you?”

She wouldn’t dare!  Would she?

The idea of Alure spanking her would have seemed ludicrous if it hadn’t already happened, to some extent, out on the deck.  She was so tiny!

But she was also super strong.  Stronger than Florus.

Gods!  The image of the impish red shrimp somehow getting Florus into a spanking position and then spanking her until she wilted was both darkly hilarious and extremely disturbing.

Florus sputtered, “You would not dare!”

“You’d be surprised at what I would dare.  But I do want our team-up to be just right.  I’ll tell you want.  You sound like you’re not certain about my being the Mistress.  You sure sounded certain about it out on the deck!  But okay, fresh start.  At this time, right now, you do not have to call me Mistress.  But I warn you, I don’t like getting jerked around.  If you start calling me Mistress again some other time, then it will be permanent.  Agreed?”

“It will never be permanent!  It isn’t happening.  Ever!”

“You mean to say ‘ever again.’  Ever, as they say, can be a long time but I bet not so long in this case.”

Florus thought Alure had better not mean what it sounded like Alure meant.  Not so much the words as the confident tone.  Alure really thought Florus would again start calling her Mistress!

That was most worrisome to Florus.  After all, Alure had already gotten her to say it once.  Or several times, actually.  If Alure got her to start calling her Mistress once, might it not be possible, like it or not, bad or most terrible, for Alure to somehow get Florus to do it again?

Instead of reasserting that Florus would never again call Alure Mistress, she argued, “You cannot require to make anything permanent. You cannot force any such thing.  I do not agree that any such… mistaken and erroneous form of address by me would then lead to a state of permanence of that same mistake.”

Alure vigorously slapped her hands together, rubbed her palms together briskly, and scattered more crumbs, “It will be permanent.  And, if you fail to obey at that point or think you will not then permanently obey and address me as Mistress, we will take the matter up with the Magic Guild.”

“The Magic Guild?”

“Yes, what you know as ‘Mommy.’  The Magic Guild resolves disputes, rare as they are, between magic users and their familiars.  Your mommy is the Governess of the Magic Guild, so she would have to make a ruling.  Sure, there would be a gathering of other magic users to hear the arguments.  Both the council members and whoever wants to attend.  In a semi-public setting.  For all to debate the points made by myself and yourself.”

Florus sat wide-eyed.  A public debate?  On whether Florus should call Alure her Mistress?  With Alure no doubt talking about orgasms experienced and spanks delivered!?!  In front of Mom!!!

Disaster!  Total ruinous disaster!  Florus would never be able to show her face in Ethecreeth again.  Or work as a Healer.  Who wanted to be healed by a familiar-dominated slut?

Maybe some people would.  Maybe a lot of them.  But still!

It would ruin Florus but it would also reflect ever so poorly on her mother.

What happened out on the deck was such a mistake!  Having Alure as her new familiar was such a mistake!

Florus argued, “My mom would never believe any such events took place.  Neither would the others.”

Florus wasn’t all that sure of the others.  And even a suggestion or a rumor of any such relationship or interlude between her and Alure would be ruinous.

Alure pointed out, literally pointed with a black claw stabbing at the air, “No problem.  A simple truth spell, or a truth potion if no Truthsayer is available and willing, would settle the matter of any lack of honesty by you.”

Damn her.  Alure was right about that.  Truth telling spells and potions were regularly used in courts and official meetings.  It had gotten to the point where many people no longer even tried to lie in such settings.  What was the world coming to?

Alure smiled a sly smile, “Wouldn’t that be something?  You infused with truth juice telling every little detail of your great big orgasm and the promises you made before it and how you were calling me Mistress?

Professional disaster!  And in front of Mom?  Familial disaster!

Florus grumped, but quietly, some thunder taken out of her storm, “It will simply not get to any such point.”

Alure grinned again, “Great!  Sounds wonderful.  So, we’ll just see how it goes with us.  You don’t have to call me Mistress yet.  But I’m sure you soon will and then it will be forevermore.  Agreed?  Or should we have Mommy assemble at the Magic Guild right now immediately?”

Florus crossed her arms.  But she also sunk down in her seat a little.

Alure sounded both teasing and threatening, “I need a spoken out loud agreement from you on this.”

Gods!

There was no choice.

“I agree to your proposition.”

Alure laughed and laughed, “So formal!  So contractual!”

Alure’s laughter burned in Florus’s ears. 

This relationship was starting off the worst Florus had ever heard of any magic user and familiar partnership.  The worst one she’d heard tell of before this was an illusionist who had the bad luck to get a familiar with some sort of sleeping sickness.  It constantly hibernated and the illusionist had to carry him all over.  And he was a fat little dumpling of a familiar who happened to snore loudly!  It was just a total burden.  The illusionist derived no benefit from that familiar at all.

And yet, by comparison, that illusionist was far luckier than Florus!

In the end, the illusionist had claimed he’d set down his familiar when traveling through the woods one day and had forgotten about him and gone on to the next town.  When he realized he was missing the weight of the snoring familiar, he claimed he could not recall where he’d stopped and set the familiar down.  He said he had performed a thorough yet unproductive search for him.  Too bad, so sad.  Time to get a new familiar.

Obviously, foul play by the illusionist was suspected.  Especially because he refused to imbibe a truth potion to discuss the matter in more detail and greater veracity.

Hmm.  Foul play.  Florus suddenly found the repellent concept interesting.

Hmm.

No one would miss a witch’s former familiar.  Certainly not Florus!

But no, Florus was not like that.  No matter what.  It was just wishful thinking.

She decided she needed to win Alure over.  Florus would show her tomorrow what a hard worker she was, how caring she was to the people of Ethecreeth, how much she wanted to help others, and how talented she was in magic use.  Alure would come to respect her and then would treat her with respect. 

Yes, Florus was an adult and yet still quite innocent to the wickedness in the world!

Alure loudly gulped down the final bit of cheese and bread.  She pointed around at the mess of bread crumbs and cheese chunks on the floor.

“Clean this shit up.”

“I thought we settled it that you aren’t my Mistress and you can’t give me orders.”

“The fuck we did.  I just said you don’t have to call me Mistress.  Doesn’t mean I’m not your Mistress.  Somebody has to be in charge around here and it sure as fuck isn’t going to be you.  So, I’ll do the tough work of giving the orders and all you have to do is obey.”

Florus was outraged all over again, “I certainly will do no such thing!”

“Sure, sure, we can just take up the matter with the Magic Guild council first thing tomorrow.  We’ll see what they say about who should be in charge, the one who had fingers up her ass or the one who stuck fingers up the other one’s ass.”

Gods!  Alure was intolerable!  And she was so crude!

Surely when one person shoved her fingers up the ass of the other person, she should not then talk about it out loud.

Besides being crude, Alure was also pretty damn crafty.  Alure knew that no daughter would want to argue such a matter in front of their mother and their more senior peers in magic use.  Florus’s sense of shame and concern over what others thought of her was a major weakness Alure knew to exploit.

Florus stood up, sudden and angry.  Her breasts swayed.  Damn things!  They made her conscious again of her nudity.  Alure’s stupid nudity rule!

Alure had a tilted smile on her face.  Her black eyes were watchful.  Or perhaps calculating.

Florus fetched the broom and the dustpan.  She cleaned up the crumbs and crumbles.  Alure watched all the while.

The way Alure watched her made Florus simmer.

With anger.

Maybe not all anger.

There was something else cooking.  Something dark, something Florus couldn’t or wouldn’t look at directly.  Not everything one simmered was food meant for the soul to eat!


Chapter Two

After cleaning up the area, Florus was in a huff and for some reason quite nervous, very self-conscious of her nudity and that when Alure watched her, Alure was probably doing more that making sure Florus obediently cleaned up the mess.

Alure was probably… admiring her body!  With sexual appreciation!

Florus went to her bedroom and paced about.  This situation was insufferable.  Alure was insufferable!

She’d had sex with her own familiar!  Florus had never thought of anyone’s familiar in a sexual way.  She hadn’t even known they had sexual needs or could have sex.  Maybe most didn’t or couldn’t or had no interest.  Her mom had never said anything about Mysty bringing strange familiars home or Mysty having familiar-on-familiar trysts.

Alure was certainly sexual.  Quite sexual.  Very sexual.  Alure was almost… intent on sex.

It was worse than just sex, though.  Alure was pushing a role reversal between them.  Florus was all for a sense of partnership between magic users and their familiars.  She’d always wanted herself and her familiar to be equals.  Well, to act like equals and partners.  But of course, really, Florus would be in charge but it wouldn’t be obvious because her familiar would always agree with her and think Florus had all the best ideas.  That was the best possible kind of “partnership.”

And the familiar would obey her.  And the familiar would do all the mundane and menial tasks.  The familiar would make her life easier.  A sort of voluntary slave who wanted to be a slave.  A platonic one!

Everyone knew platonic slavery was useful and socially acceptable.  Sexual slavery or, same thing, slavery with sex, why that was sick!

Alure wanted Florus to obey her.  Alure was having quite a bit of success in achieving that want.  In less than a day!  In just a few hours!

Florus would fix this.  She had to.  There was no way this situation could continue like this.

She could tell Alure wanted the situation to do more than continue.  She wanted it to get worse!  Gods!  What would that look like?  Florus needed to imagine it because she needed to know how others would see her were it to occur.  That would motivate her to never ever let it happen.

Florus lay on her back on the bed.  She stared at the ceiling.  So, what would Alure want to make happen if it were up to Alure?

The nudity when home at the villa had already begun.  Alure had also gotten Florus to do a menial chore, the sweeping up of the bread and cheese crumbs.  That should not be such a big deal.  Florus was used to doing her own chores.  She’d been an apprentice yesterday.  In fact, as allowed when someone had an apprentice, Oosvalt had often had her do chores for him both at his home and at his shop.

But Oosvalt was her teacher!  And he was old and needed the assistance more than most.  Florus really had not minded.

But she minded doing menial labor and chores for Alure!

Gods!

Did Alure expect to have sex with Florus again?  Florus was pretty sure Alure did expect that.  Alure was so bold!  Her expectations were outrageous and totally socially unacceptable.

Florus thought she’d made it pretty clear she had no such interest in sex with Alure.

Had she?  Had the great big sloppy headbanging outdoor orgasm Florus had perhaps made Alure think Florus would be up for another go in the future?  Almost undoubtedly, Alure likely had not given up on the idea.  She may well be focused on it!

What happened was so… well… it was so something!

Florus wasn’t like that.  She was a good young woman.  She was chaste. Not virginal, not that, but… chaste. She’d turned down numerous advances over the years.  Why hadn’t she managed to turn away Alure?

Everyone else who made sexual advances towards her had been men.  Florus guessed Alure had the element of surprise working for her.  Especially because Alure was not even human.  Florus had not seen it coming.  Or had she?  She’d seen the way Alure looked at her and she’d felt things even before going out on the deck.  And then… she’d acted stupid even though she was intelligent.

There was another difference between how men who made advances towards her and Alure.  The men were always polite.  They damn well knew who Florus’s mother was.  They would ask Florus and Florus could turn them down, which she usually did though with some exceptions for the most handsome ones.  Or not quite so handsome if rumor had it that they may be of distant royal lineage.

There were only distant royal relatives in Ethecreeth.  Anyone with greater content of the royal blood was in the capital city near the King and Queen or tasked with leadership responsibility in large cities and major ports and points of entry to the lands of Phellassia.  Or they were officers in the King’s armies.

Oosvalt had told her that her well of magic refilled far faster than most and that she was also able to build up a much deeper reservoir than any other young Healer he’d ever met. 

Florus sometimes fantasized about the King needing a new Royal Healer.  Of course, the King was married to the Queen, but the King also had, reputedly, more than two dozen children, many of them bastards.  Not that Florus would be interested in birthing yet another bastard for the King!

Florus could become the Royal Healer and then romance might blossom with one of the princes.  Preferably not one of the bastards and preferably a strong, handsome, kind prince full of royal honor and the love of the people. 

The people enjoyed being told what to do, how to do it, when to do it, and what to think.  Most especially that last one.  So, it was important they had a leader who would do a good job telling them.  A royal one of course.  Good blood was so important when giving the people what they enjoyed to get.

Florus thought her mom would be so proud of her if she ever married a prince!  This goal of Florus’s, one she wasn’t quite sure how to make happen, was a big reason she avoided romantic entanglements (for the most part) in Ethecreeth.  What prince would want a lover-soon-to-be-wife who’d been ridden too often by commoners?

Gods!  If a potential prince-level romantic partner ever heard even a breath of a rumor of what Alure did to Florus out on the deck, there would never be a royal marriage!

Granted, most princes would then likely be alternately eager to add both her and Alure to the prince’s harem.  Or the King’s.  As something unique to brag about.  And probably to put on shows for visiting dignitaries from other nations!  The rumored shows that took place after the ones for consumption of the commoners.

Harems!  Such wickedness!  What about true love?  The true love of a handsome prince for the lovely new Royal Healer… from Ethecreeth….

Images of what she and Alure had done out on the deck kept popping into her head.  The images were so strong, they were nearly sensations.  Florus didn’t want to think about it, but her mind didn’t give her a choice.

She tried to imagine a prince paying her attention.  Flowers and fine wine.  She would take ladylike sips.  She would laugh just a little at every clever thing he said.  Or even if what he said wasn’t clever.  A future royal wife should support her princely husband in all ways, including his ego.

She just could not picture the prince’s face.  She kept seeing Alure’s red-skinned face with her black eyes and black inward-curving horns.  Alure was so strange looking.  She looked scary until you realized how small she was.  She also looked beautiful.  In a demon type of way.  Her beauty was a sexual beauty, a seductive beauty.

She was a wicked little thing!  She was so horny!  She acted the way she looked!

Maybe Florus should set her up with someone?  That was it!  Maybe Alure was too horny to help herself.  Poor thing.  She was so horny that with no one else around she’d resorted to trying to – okay, succeeding – in having sex with a human woman.  Alure must be desperate.  She talked about sex often.  Florus knew some people were more sexed up than others.  So must Alure be.  A lot more sexed up.

Florus frowned at the ceiling over her bed.  She didn’t know any other familiars who seemed like matches for Alure.  None of the ones she knew seemed at all sexual.  She wasn’t sure if they even could have sex. 

She also could not match up Alure with a human.  It would not be proper!  Besides, Alure was too small.  No Ethecreethian male, not even one poorly endowed, would be able to insert his manhood into Alure.

Poor Alure!  Florus had felt such anger and resentment towards Alure.  But now she felt bad.  What about compassion?  And understanding?  Just as Alure was supposed to help her, shouldn’t she also help Alure?

But how?  Who would have sex with Alure?

…

Well, no!  Not herself!  Not again!

Again would be a terrible thing.  Alure already seemed to have expectations of more sex between them in the future.  It was in her dark eyes.  Alure could be so intent when she stared at something she was hungry for, whether it be a cheese sandwich or Florus’s lady flower between her legs.  Alure had quite the stare!

Alure’s black eyes sometimes looked downright evil.  She would be scary if she wasn’t so tiny.

Alure wasn’t evil.  Flours did not think so.  She hoped Alure wasn’t evil.  She had worked with an evil witch.  But that was in the past.  Sliphera was dead.  Now Alure was magically bound to Florus.  She could not harm Florus.  Even if she were evil, she still could not harm Florus.  It wasn’t allowed, not only by rule, but by the magic oath they shared.  Alure could not harm Florus and Florus could not harm Alure.

Florus shifted on the bed.  Her ass sure was sore.  Deep inside!  Florus had harmed her when she used her enlarged clawed fingers to penetrate Florus’s ass.  Repeatedly.  Okay, Alure had fucked Florus’s ass.  But only with fingers!  As far as Florus was concerned, she was still a back door virgin.  Who would say otherwise?  Not Florus!

Maybe Alure.  She better keep her little big mouth shut about all this!

Alure had harmed her back there, but it had to have been an accident.  The magic did not allow intentional harm but, of course, could not prevent honest accidents.

Florus’s rear no longer hummed with pain from the spanks.  Hey, wait!  How come Alure could spank Florus?  Spanks hurt!  That was harm, right?  Or was it harm only if actual damage occurred?  Did pain alone not count as harm?  Or was it because Alure did not think of spanking Florus as a harmful thing and therefore the magic did not kick in to prevent her from doing it?

Florus wished she could ask her mom how the permanent binding magic of the spell oath worked, about the boundaries of what it allowed, but there was no way she’d ask her mom any questions that might cause her mom to suspect anything.  Florus could not ask anyone else, either, for that same reason.  Ethecreeth was fairly large but the rumor-mongering was that of a small town.

Alure had done such things to her!  Things no one should ever know about or suspect.

Florus sure had reacted.  She’d never admit it to anyone and wished she could make Alure think she had not reacted with such passion.  But, uh, it was pretty obvious how she’d reacted!  When your whole body and your face is slapping on the side of the deck as you orgasm while slung over a railing, even a village idiot would know you’d felt passion. 

Alure was no idiot.  That little bitch was far too clever!

She had a clever tongue, too….

It was amazing how she’d made her tongue so big and so long…. 

And her long fingers….

It was a good thing Alure hadn’t bitten Florus’s pussy.  Alure had those sharp teeth.  It was scary to think those black needles had pressed on Florus’s most tender of flesh.

While laying on the bed, Florus spread her legs a little and delved a hand between them.  At the moment, it was convenient not wearing any clothing.

There was no damage to her pussy.  Florus knew that for sure because she actively checked her pussy.  There was no soreness anywhere.  Actually, just the opposite.  Her pussy felt quite receptive.  And welcoming.  It was quite warm and damp.  Very damp.  Like a jungle after a heavy rainfall.

Florus thought she should make sure she has no wounds.  She’d better check deep inside.  It was common sense to do so.  After all, Alure’s tongue, that long hot and soft forked tongue, had been far more inside Florus than merely on the surface petals of Florus’s pussy.

So that’s what Florus did.  She checked deeper.  As was only proper.  Though admittedly it might look like something else to someone watching through the open window.  Florus refused to worry about that.  Not so long ago she’d had sex out on the back deck!  Why worry about a peeper at the window?

Florus kept checking.  She had two fingers inside herself.  She could not get them as high as Alure got her long tongue.  That tongue!  It had seemed to lick into Florus’s very womb!  Had Alure collected Florus’s monthly egg with her tongue?  Florus wasn’t sure if Alure had or if that was possible but it sure had felt possible. 

She was sure such a thing was most disgusting.  However, it did not feel disgusting at that moment.  Perhaps Florus’s fingers inside herself kept the disgust from flowing.

Something else was flowing….

That was troublesome perhaps.  Or maybe it was reassuring.  Alure had not collected all of Florus’s damsel dew.  She’d need that for her future prince!  To ease his sweet gentle entry into her.

Alure was definitely not gentle.  Oh, that pushy way she’d shoved her fingers up Florus’s rear!  How rude and crude and not at all gentle!  And then Alure enlarged them!  And she had those awful black claws.  And then Alure had commenced to sliding enlarged fingers and long claws in and out of Florus oh so many times. 

Like taking two man-poles in one hole at the same time!

Alure had done it ever so harshly and aggressively but also… confidently.  Like she was well acquainted with how to drive pleasure into a female even through her back passage.  How many others had Alure done it to?  How old was Alure anyway?

Was Florus just one of many, another in a long string of good young women driven to a humiliating orgasm?  If so, what had transpired with the others?  What became of them?

Was Florus special to Alure, or not?

Did Alure like the way Florus took those fingers and her long tongue?  Did Alure appreciate Florus’s tremendous orgasm?

Florus had appreciated that orgasm!  At the time.  Not now!

The huge fingers and the long black claws had hurt though they had also felt all too good.  Those fingers deep inside her had made it nearly impossible to think.  That must be why she did so little to defend herself.  That lack of defense in turn led Alure to think Florus liked it and so Alure should do more of it, keep jamming her fingers up Florus’s rear.  All of which prevented the mutual no harm to one another oath spell did not kick in.  The poor mindless spell, judging from Florus’s feelings, likely could not tell if it was harm or the very opposite of harm.

Florus’s ass still hurt deep inside.  Almost in a good way but that was probably only due to Florus’s two fingers checking inside her pussy.

Oh!  There was an idea!  Florus should probably check on her ass as well as her pussy.  After all, why check for damage to her pussy which did not even hurt, just the opposite of hurt and more opposite of it by the moment, without checking on the, er, depth of damage to her ass which still did ache?

Yes, out of respect for common sense, Florus had to check her ass as well.

Ass well.

But what if Alure came in and saw such things?  Might she not misinterpret Florus’s actions just as a peeping Krelling or villager might?

The door to the bedroom was open.  There was a risk.

However, Alure had seen so many other humiliating Florus sights already today.  In fact, Alure made them happen.  And if Alure entered the bedroom and observed what Florus did, Florus would simply explain the situation.  Standard post-anal enlarged fingers plundering of the ass check for damage.  Standard.  To be expected.

It would be an opportunity to make Alure feel guilty for what she’d done to Florus!

So Florus simply had to do it.

Florus used her other hand, her left, to reach under her.  She delved into her rear valley.  She pressed fingers on her sore hole.  It was sore!  It also felt ever so interesting to touch herself there.  It felt like a return to the scene of a crime.  Alure had done her wrong!

It had felt criminal what Alure had done. Florus’s response to it also seemed criminal in hindsight.  Or at least incredibly slutty.  Good girls were not aroused by anything having to do with their posteriors.  Except, perhaps, with the right handsome prince of close lineage to the King (not one of the many bastards), placing a guiding hand on the young woman’s rear as her guided her to the royal marital chamber of respectful bliss.

She felt around down there, feeling vulnerable with that hand there and her other hand searching two searching for damage fingers in her pussy.  Alure did not feel any actual damage around and at her rear passage.  She had best check inside herself.  Florus knew it to be common sense.  After all, Alure’s claws had been inside her rear channel, not on the outside, at least not for long.

Florus slid a finger inside herself.  The first ever of her own for that orifice but the third one ever inserted inside her at that location.  She still had two checking for damage to her lady flower.  Her lady flower was not at all sore, even just the opposite of soreness, but Florus decided she could not be too safe about this.  She’d best keep checking.

Ohhhh.

It did feel good to be so thorough….

The fingers in her front made the soreness from her rear channel seem like something other than soreness.  She felt an odd want for moreness of the soreness.

One finger checking for wounds to her rear channel did not seem like enough.  After all, Alure had had two fingers inside Florus there.  Florus decided it was best to insert a second finger.

Ohhhh.

It was best to push in the second finger.  At least, it felt the best.

She had four fingers inside herself!  A new record.  Two was the previous.  Of course, twice as many fingers for twice as many holes accepting entry. 

Two fingers in front.  Two fingers in back.  The front felt good.  The back felt good and a little painful.  But somehow good painful.

She almost wanted a little more pain.  No, wait, she did.  It was a mystery how pain could feel good.  She had to explore it by experiencing it. Mysteries must be solved!

Florus adjusted her body, lifting her ass more, and got her fingers deeper inside her rear. Ooo!  The ache was so… not pleasant… but incredible.  Such an ache.  It made her feel want and she did not even know what she wanted.

But the fingers in her pussy began skimming in and out much faster.

Florus moaned.  Then she held perfectly still and looked at the doorway to the bedroom in alarm. 

Should she get up and close the door to the bedroom?  That may not be the solution it might seem to be.  Closing the door might make Alure correctly think there was something to see inside the bedroom.  It might bring her sniffing around.

There was a worrisome thought.  Did Alure have a heightened sense of smell?  Most creatures, including most humanoids, had a better sense of smell than humans.  Florus could certainly smell her lady flower.  It was nectaring up a storm!

Maybe Florus should shut the door in order to keep her scent from spreading throughout the villa.  But would getting up and going to the door stir up more scent?

Her fingers were certainly stirring up more scent….

It would be so very intensely humiliating if Alure walked in and saw Florus had two fingers up her ass and two fingers stirring nectar in her lady flower.  Alure might not even let Florus explain – and thus guilt trip her and teach the little beast a lesson – that Florus was merely checking for any damage caused by Alure.  Even if Alure did let Florus get out the words, Alure probably wouldn’t even believe Florus!

Florus herself almost did not believe herself.  The fact that checking for injury took so long and felt so good seemed to blur the lines of innocence and naughtiness. 

It was so worrisome, all of it, that Florus’s fingers worried at her tender flesh, worrying away like little finger dogs with a tasty bone.

Even if Alure gave Florus a chance to explain and was willing to listen with a fair mindset, Florus might have a hard time getting her claim - she meant speaking the truth - out of her mouth.  She felt so breathless that it might be very hard to speak at all.

What if Alure came in, stared with her evil black eyes, and was ready to listen but Florus couldn’t get any words out?  Florus wasn’t done checking for injury and the process was really capturing her breath. 

She did feel ever closer to being done.  She was… coming… to that point.  But she didn’t think she could stop her pussy and ass wellness check when her fingers were in so deep.  She meant when she was so deep in the process of verifying all was well down there.

All was very well down there.  So damn well.

If Alure walked in on her, Florus would have to keep going.  A girl, a good girl, she meant a fine upstanding yet laying down practitioner of Healing magic, had to finish what she started.  She really had to.  She had to keep going until she was coming… to the point of completion. 

She meant completing the wellness check.  No room for confusion.  There was barely enough room for her fingers in her tight holes, one tighter than the other though not as tight as it used to be.

It would be so humiliating if Alure walked in on her and she continued to do it with Alure right there staring.  Even Alure probably wouldn’t be able to believe it.  Alure would probably have to come closer and then closer and closer because she’d have to try to confirm what she was seeing.  With her eyes.  With her nose.

Maybe with some touching to make sure Florus was not an illusion?

Maybe she would involve a fourth sense.

Maybe Alure would confirm with some tasting.  Maybe touching and tasting at the same time with her incredibly long hot forked tongue.

Florus could help alure confirm it by involving yet a fifth sense.

Florus might not be able to talk but she could moan.  She knew that because she just then moaned again.

Oh.  And she could also groan!  She knew that too because she heard herself groan.

She really ought to be quiet.  It was almost like her sounds were trying to attract attention and trying to get Alure to come into the bedroom.  But that couldn’t be because she could not possibly want that.  It would be such a terrible thing and so terribly embarrassing if Alure came and witnessed how slutty Florus was.

Wait, she had not meant to think Alure would see anything slutty!  Checking for possible injury was not slutty!  Florus meant to think it would be humiliating if Alure came and saw how careful Florus was with her own body, making sure she had no injuries.  As was right and proper for a Healer!  A Healer needed to be healthy herself in order to best heal others.

Still, it would be ever so embarrassing if Alure saw Florus like this.  And bad because if Alure saw Florus like this, she would see Florus in another way than she should.  As a slut!  A slut who was still turned on by what Alure had done to her out on the deck.

Maybe Alure already thought of her that way based on what had happened earlier.  But Florus would not want to further confirm… she meant mislead… Alure’s thinking.  Her mistaken thinking.

Especially with how she might just keep on finger checking her holes even with Alure watching!  From up close!  And then from up closer and even closer.

The humiliation just from the idea of it made Florus’s knees press together, made her pussy clamp on her fingers.  Even her ass tightened on those fingers down there.

Florus popped her knees up and then out a little.  She realized Alure would have a much more graphic view that way if she were to walk in on her.  That thought made her knees start to move back together but then she felt a strange defiance.  She would not change what she did, what she felt like doing, especially when performing a necessary and important soreness check of her personal areas, based on Alure in any way!

Let her see!

Let her watch!

And let Florus feel that spiky lust from humiliation.

She had a little inspiration.  She should simulate what Alure did to her, as best she could.  She could not get her fingers as deep in her ass as Alure had gotten hers.  Or the fingers in her pussy as deep in her pussy as Alure got her incredibly long forked tongue. 

But she could turn her fingernails a little and make sure they poked and stabbed at her rear passage.  Yes!  Recreate what happened in order to establish where she may need a few touches of internal healing.

What a great idea.

She stabbed at herself with the two fingernails inside her rear and groaned and moaned.  She dug them in and whined.  She felt so close to something, to a fuller recreation.  There was that big ending out on the deck….

Her love button!  That would do it!

Florus moved her thumb sideways, kept her two fingers in her pussy but made contact with her clitoris.

She released a squeal.  She could not help it.  Checking for soreness was so intense!  It was orgasmic!  It was so orgasmic… that she orgasmed!

As if still inviting a viewing, her knees folded outward even further.  As if trying to attract attention, she pushed her hips up and down, her rear crushing her hand and bouncing on the bed, making the springs squeak.

She panted, recovering.  Wow.  That was really something.  She should probably not have done that.  No, she definitely should not have done that.  But it sure had felt great.

It had to be the best soreness check of her life.  Yes, it was the only one.  Oh, and it was also her best ever self-pleasuring.  What a coincident it came so soon after her best orgasm from sex with another… well, not person.  Whatever Alure was.

Good thing Alure hadn’t come in during that!  Alure still might come in.  Florus was still soaring with pleasure.  But it was hard to feel any urgency to correct her lascivious position. 

Part of her, perhaps her vanity, was curious at what Alure would have seen if she’d walked in.  Florus did not value her beauty as much as others did but she found there was something to feeling sexy.  It was a high like some people achieved with certain mushrooms found in the nearby woods.

Florus lifted her head, stretched her neck, and looked down her body between her large breasts to see how her fingers looked plunged into her lady flower.  She wanted to see what Alure would have seen and imagine the lust Alure would have felt, that damn horny little familiar.

She saw that and more.

She saw Alure!

Standing there at the end of the bed, her head and shoulders framed by Florus’s legs.  Alure was centered right in between them, her red face only a few feet from Florus’s pussy.


Chapter Three

Alure was grinning widely.

“Good show, slut.  Sluts should be slutty.  I’m all for it.  Good stuff.”

“It’s not what it looks like!”

Alure rolled her eyes, “Right!  Yeah, right!  It is exactly what it looks like.  I followed you in here and I watched the whole thing.  Every fucking minute of it.  Every fingerfucking minute of it.”

Gods!  Florus felt a crushing avalanche of humiliation.  It mixed hard with her orgasmic buzz of lusty pleasure still coursing within her.  It made an arousing amalgam, scary in its lustful power.

Florus knew Alure would never believe a word of alleged soreness checking.  Florus had just orgasmed with Alure’s face only feet away!

Why would Alure believe it when even Florus could not believe it?  Now that the belief that she was checking for injury was no longer needed to allow her to do what she sluttily felt like doing, it seemed entirely impossible for anyone to believe even if she hadn’t just cum in front of Alure.

She would have to give up some truth and put a spin on it that might be credible.

“Alure, I knew you planned to sleep in the same bedroom as me tonight.  So, I did it prior to bedtime. 

“Self-pleasuring is natural but private among humans.  It is perfectly natural!  There is no reason to comment on it to anyone!  Ever!  They would think you are quite rude and would think less of you than of anyone you said was doing it.

“I simply did it now in order to take care of the personal need.  To be polite to you.”

Alure chuckled, “I like your brand of politeness!  So that’s a slut being polite, huh?  Yeah, I like it!”

“I’m not a slut!”

“A slut, not a slut yet, about to be a slut, almost a slut.  Whatever.  The destination is what it important.  And certain.”

Alure was saying Florus either was a slut or soon would be one anyway, so it did not matter? 

Alure better not think she’d have a role in Florus’s sluttiness!  She had better not be planning to make Florus into a slut!

Florus worried if she already was a slut.  Did sluts know they were sluts or was it like how crazy people had no idea they were crazy?  Maybe sluts just thought they were super friendly and open about sex.

Florus had no idea.  She did not know any sluts.  Not well at least.  Not other than herself.  If she was one.

Florus tried to sound as prim and proper as she certainly did not look with fingers still in her pussy and fingers still up her ass, “As I was saying, self-pleasuring is a private matter, highly private, so private that you should never talk about it with anyone.  So, will you please leave the bedroom?”

“No, I don’t think so.  I already saw everything anyway.  And I like what I saw and what I keep seeing.  You did it with the door to the bedroom wide open.  Privacy my fucking red ass.  You know what I think?  I’ll tell ya.  I think part of you wanted me to come see your show.”

“Please leave!”

“And so the begging starts.  But you can and will beg in much sexier terms.  Coming soon to a slut near you, so near it is you.  Sluts need rules and sluts need rulers.  They need to be told what to do.  That’s how they like it.  I mean you.  I’ve got a sexy rule for you.  From now on, you can only self-pleasure if you get my permission.  Don’t worry too much about that.  I will fucking give permission.  Also, you can only do it in front of me, when I feel like watching.  Oo, oo, wait, here’s another one!  You also have to self-pleasure if I tell you to.  Good rules!  I like them!”

Florus’s mouth would have dropped open if her chin wasn’t already digging into her chest from her laying down and looking down her body position.

Her familiar was out of control!  Alure was out of control because she was trying to control Florus!  In the most personal of ways!

The most?  Yes, Florus was still quite innocent.

Alure was laying out multiple rules, three at once, and all three were so personal!  Alure wanted to control Florus’s self-intimacy.  No self-pleasuring without her permission, all self-pleasuring must be done in front of her, and Florus was also supposed to self-pleasure whenever Alure told her to self-pleasure!

“I do not agree to any of those rules!  You need to mind your place.  You are supposed to help me.  That is your role.”  Florus could not understand how Alure could be like this, how she could act like this, towards her new mistress.  It made no sense.  Surely, Sliphera was in charge of Alure when Sliphera was alive.  Alure must know how the mistress and familiar relationship was supposed to work.

“Ah, but I will be helping you.  I will help you be as slutty as can be and I will help you have so many great big sex lightning strikes.”

“Sex lightning strikes?”

“You call them orgasms.  I will help you have them.” 

Florus’s face flushed.  She’d just had a big sex lightning strike.  That was how it had felt.

She would like to think that sex lightning strike was no thanks to Alure, but it was true Florus had quite a few thoughts of Alure leading up to it.  In fact, she was sure there was no way she’d have self-pleasured at this time of day, or with fingers up her ass which she had never done before, if not for the event that preceded it, the sex out on the deck.

Where she’d also had a “sex lightning strike.”  A big one.  Which had ended in a thunderous bang from Florus’s head smacking the side of the deck.

“Well, I don’t want your help.  Not that kind of help.” 

“Oh, I think you do.  Besides, it isn’t up to you.  Your Mistress decides such things and I am your Mistress.”

“We settled that!  You are not my Mistress!”

“We only settled that you do not yet have to call me Mistress.  You will do so voluntarily again soon and then you will be required to call me Mistress from then on.  When in private or at the villa.  Although that rule may eventually change.”

What!?!  Alure thought Florus would call her Mistress in public in front of other people!?!  Never!  Florus would not let such a disaster befall her.  Even if she did not care about herself, which she certainly did, such a disgrace would reflect on her mother and humiliate her as well.  That would be such a disaster!  Florus would never let that happen!

Alure tilted her head with a sly smile on her face, “Look at you with your legs spread like a slut, still spread, and with your fingers all up in your slut holes.  You see how much you like being a slut?  You are loathe to stop.”

Why was she still posed like this?  And with Alure so near!

It must be because her hands somewhat concealed her personal areas.  And taking out her fingers, which might be covered in who knew what, was even more embarrassing than leaving them in.

And-and-and she needed to keep her legs spread as she looked down her body in order to maintain eye contact with Alure.

Alure had such black evil eyes.  It made Florus feel so odd to look into them.  But not a bad sort of odd.  It was like a dark caress across her mind, one she could not get enough of.

“Please leave!”

Alure winked at her, “I’ll leave if you promise to lick your fingers clean.”

What?  But that… that was… it was such a foul idea!  It was so incredibly nasty!  How could Alure even think up such a thing?  How could she think Florus would do it?

“I will not!  No one would!  Now leave!”

“I can stay and watch or I can leave and you can lick.  If I stay, I’m going to order you to fuck yourself again.”

Again?  Florus could not do it again.  It was too soon.  She was far too sensitive.  Perhaps in an hour or two….

What was she thinking?  That she had to follow Alure’s orders?  She did not!  She would not!

But she did want Alure to leave the bedroom.

Florus was not a liar and she hated lies and liars.  She’d had a boyfriend who lied to her frequently.  The scoundrel!

It was maybe okay to lie if you lied to a bad person.  Alure was a little bitch!

“You can leave.”

“And after I leave, you will…  That’s a dramatic pause, in case you did not know.”

“I know what it was!  Look, okay, I’ll do it.  Just leave.”

“You’ll lick your fingers?”

“Yes!”

“Then say it.”

“If you leave… I’ll lick my fingers.”

“Word of honor?”

“Word of honor!”

Alure turned and left.

Thank the Gods she was gone!

Florus pulled her fingers out from her pussy and from her ass.  She held them up and away from herself.  She levered herself up, slipped off the bed, and stood up.

She felt a panic.  Alure was gone but she might come back at any moment.

Her fingers.  She looked at each set of two.  They both looked damp.  The fingers that were in her pussy looked soaked.  No surprise.  She held both hands, two fingers up, well away from her, like a poorly chiseled statue angrily accosting the Gods.

What should she wipe them on?  Her blankets?  Yuck!  She had to sleep on them that night.

She looked at her sets of fingers again.  Alure expected her to clean them by mouth!

She had given her word of honor.  She was honorable.  She’d never broken her word of honor.

But she should not have to keep her word of honor!  Not for this.  Alure had demanded an indecent act.  A dishonorable act!  If she kept her word of honor, she would be dishonored.

But if she did not keep her word of honor, she would also be dishonored.

A conundrum.

Sometimes people were asked if they’d always kept their word of honor.  There were magical verifications.  Florus would run into them sooner or later.  People would be shocked when they heard she had not kept her word of honor if she was forced to say as much or caught in a lie.

Even worse… the magical verification would extend to exactly how Florus failed to keep her word of honor.

People would find out she’d promised to lick her fingers after they were inside her and had not done so! 

She looked nervously at the open and empty doorway.

Maybe there was a way.  She could fulfill her word of honor while doing the minimum.  Alure had made her agree to lick her fingers but had not made her be specific. 

She was not going to lick the fingers which had been up her rear.  There was no way.

But the other ones.  She was actually a bit curious.  Alure sure had seemed to like Florus’s taste when Alure had her snaky tongue so deep inside her that it felt like Alure was hunting her egg for a tasty snack.

Maybe it was because she was still turned on from events and her orgasm.  Maybe it was because she did want to honor her word of honor.  Maybe it was because she worried about the later consequences if she did not honor her word of honor.

But there was another reason she did it.  A dark and wild feeling.  An irrational reason.  Alure wanted her to do it and Florus felt like fulfilling Alure’s want.  Not as part of a healthy and positive mistress and familiar relationship.  As part of something sick and negative, a twisted relationship trying to come into shape like a mutated thing that should never have been birthed.

Florus licked her wet fingers.  One moment she had them held way away from her and the next they were at her mouth.  She’d meant to lick them once, perfunctorily, just enough to hopefully qualify as fulfilling her word of honor.  But she just kept licking.  Wide long wet licks.  Sloppy licks.  Loud licks.

Gods!  Why was she licking so sloppily and so loudly?

Did she want Alure to hear?  Gods!  She thought she did want that and not to make Alure think the word of honor was kept.  Alure, like most non-humans, likely had exceptional hearing.  She would hear the licking from the next room.  Probably even if she were outside the villa.

Florus understood reluctantly that she wanted Alure to hear it in order to please Alure.  And maybe even to turn her on?  That was so bad of Florus!  And yet she kept licking.  No, she licked even more loudly!

This was so not good!  This was so naughty!

Florus thought her taste was also the taste of naughty.  So, was this what sluts tasted like?  She thought that last thought angrily at herself.

Well, if she was a slut, then this was what sluts tasted like.  It tasted so naughty!  It tasted pretty good.  She hoped she did not acquire this taste to the point she sought it out or licked her fingers every time after self-pleasuring, but she did already like the taste.  Or maybe she liked the feeling of naughtiness.

She could not help but wonder.  How did Alure taste?

Now that was perhaps the naughtiest thought of all!  Florus could not help that Alure had licked her lady flower.  At least, now she could not.  It had already happened.  But she should have not have thoughts of licking Alure!

Oh no, now her fingers were inside her mouth and she was sucking on them.  She had not even given her word of honor that she would suck them.  Only lick them!  Sucking was not licking!  It was more than licking.

Sucking felt right.  It felt naughty and right.  How could such naughtiness feel so right?

It might be right for a slut….

She should not bother to think about that.  It was too late.  She was already sucking on them.  She may as well keep sucking.  There wasn’t much flavor left but it still felt so naughty and so right.  Maybe it was even naughtier that she kept sucking them when she had no need, no requirement to do so, no word of honor to keep making do so.

She would keep sucking but try to think of something other than her slutty and unnecessary sucking.  What was she thinking about just before she started sucking her fingers? 

Oh, she knew.  What would Alure taste like?  Just as naughty?  Florus bet Alure would taste far naughtier!  Because she was such a wicked little shrimp!

Would Alure want Florus to lick her between her scrawny imp legs?  Does a Krelling shit in the woods?  Of course she would.  The little bitch was probably plotting and planning, trying to think up some way to get Florus to do it.

Florus would never do that!  Alure could think and plot for hours and it would not happen.  Or even days and it would not happen.  But hopefully not for a millennium.  She did seem so crafty.  Florus worried Alure might eventually come up with a way to compel Florus to do it.

Alure had better not!  And, if she did, then Florus had better not!

Imagine her, Florus the bright new Healer, bright of mind, bright of goodness, even bright of hue of hair, with her beautiful face between the familiar’s bright red legs!  Her, Florus, daughter of Rinnassa, the Governess of the Magic Guild!

That would be terrible!

Also… the image of it was terribly detailed and of great interest in Florus’s mind as she sucked hard on her fingers.  Yes, she should look at this mental picture and keep looking at it so she knew what she needed to avoid.  That was good common sense!

More good common sense was the placement of her previously rear-occupying fingers back up her rear passage.  Oof!  That was really something having them both up there, stirring her dark ache again.

It wasn’t naughty or slutty!  It was necessary!  She was wise to do it.  She was sure.  She did it in case Alure came back and inquired why Florus had yet to lick those fingers.  Why she still held them aloft.  In such a situation, Alure might get Florus to lick them in front of her.  That would be ever so humiliating,

This way, Florus could tell her she was first handling – by mouth – the fingers she’d had in her pussy.  As for the rear passage fingers, she was keeping them fresh inside her back passage.

Would Alure believe Florus was simply keeping them fresh in the least fresh of locales?

Did Florus believe it?

Too late now.  It was decided.  Not by her mind, but they were back inside her.

Florus stood there, sucking on two fingers and jamming two others up her ass.  She turned to better face the door.  She spread her legs just a tad.  Yes, if Alure returned, it was best if Alure was distracted by Florus’s beauty.  By her pretty lady flower.  By her sexiness.  And by her sluttiness?  Didn’t they say turned-on familiars asked no awkward questions?  No?  They never said that?

It would be so humiliating if Alure could hear her current finger-sucking sounds wherever Alure was in the villa.  The sounds were so loud!  They sounded much louder than need be.  Why were they do loud?  They sounded loud enough to be intentional!  Almost exaggerated!

It would be much more humiliating if Alure returned and ordered Florus to pull her fingers free of her ass and to lick and suck her dirty fingers.

She would not do it.  She could never do that… without a good reason.  One that at least seemed good in the moment.

Really, she should prevent that entire situation.  If her dirty fingers were already licked and sucked, then Alure could not order her to do it.  That would really steal the little bitch’s thunder!

Yes, that was it!  That was exactly what Florus would do.  It was so clever of her and so wise!

That was surely the best way to defy the wicked little creature.  Obedience must be the stealthiest of all disobediences.  She would trick the little trickster!

Florus pulled the fingers out of her ass and brought them up to her face. They did not look dirty, only a little damp.  So… it would be no big deal?

It felt like a big deal.  It felt so twisted that she felt a twisting sensation in her lower tummy.  It felt so intensely naughty… that she just had to do it!

Florus pulled the set off pussy fingers out of her mouth and slid the ass fingers inside her mouth.

Oh no!  Gods!  She was really doing it!

What would anyone think of her if they knew?  Everyone would be dismayed.  Except for Alure.  The horny little beast of a familiar would no doubt find it arousing to see.  Amusing and arousing.

Too bad for Alure that she wasn’t here!

Florus looked at the empty doorway.  Why wasn’t Alure here?  She should see this.  Just for confirmation reasons, not because Florus was a slutty show off.

Something was missing.  Alure, obviously.  But something else.

It was hard to feel as satisfied as she wanted to feel.  Dirty fingers sucked by her mouth was nothing to take pride in or that would give her satisfaction.  But she didn’t know what--

Oh!  She guessed she did know what to do to give herself the satisfaction she so powerfully needed.  Her previously sucked fingers, the ones that had the lady flower nectar on them before she sucked it down, were right back at her pussy.  They went inside as if they had a will of their own.  They made Florus moan.

It felt so good!  It was so incredibly naughty… but it felt so good!

Florus sucked hard on her dirty fingers and she plundered her lady flower with her other fingers, while she stood there and stared at the open doorway.

She dreaded Alure showing up at any instant.

She also yearned for Alure to show up.  To witness Florus’s compliance.  To enjoy Florus’s passionate state.  Her obedience.  Her sexy sluttiness.

Florus’s dread and her yearning were abruptly met by a grinning Alure walking through the doorway.

Florus froze, horrified.

Alure walked up to within just a few feet away, “You are a sexy slut and far sluttier than I could have hoped.  You’re going to be easy for me.  And lots of fun!  Ha, and I was told you might be a bit of challenge.  How very wrong.”

Wait, someone told Alure something about Florus?  Regarding these things Alure was doing to Florus, or making her do?  Who would have such conversations!  Had someone put Alure up to this?

It did not seem like anyone would need to.  Alure was so damnably horny!  She was all about the sex all the time.  Even with no male nearby!

Still, it was worrisome such things were a subject of conversation.  And it was extremely troubling that Alure thought she was having an easy time getting her way with Florus!

Well, wasn’t she?  Florus had acted quite slutty this day.  Alure had made her orgasm out on the deck.  And influenced Florus enough to get Florus to self-pleasure herself with the bedroom door wide open while knowing Alure was nearby and might discover her with multiple fingers inside multiple orifices.

Florus vowed to be more of a challenge for Alure.  Even as two of her fingers were still inside her mouth and her other hand was on her pussy.

The hand on her pussy was just trying to discretely, coyly, shyly, cover it from Alure’s black-eyed gaze.  Most likely.  Hopefully.

The fingers in her mouth simply kept Florus from saying something she might regret.  Such as that she would commence to beating on Alure.  Or possibly call her Mistress.

Alure purred, “Now, don’t stop on my account.  Recall, I get to watch when you self-pleasure yourself.  Get back to it.  That pussy won’t rub itself.  And those fingers can’t suck each other or themselves, now can they?”

What Alure said was true.  Florus had to acknowledge truth when she heard it.  And she also acknowledged she was turned on.  That was also true.  And Alure had said she got to watch whenever Florus self-pleasured herself. 

All truths.  Yet Florus felt troubled in the extreme.  Or needy in the extreme.  Both.  She could not put her finger on how extremely worrisome Alure behavior and this entire situation was. 

Maybe the finger she would have used to put on it and figure it out was one of the fingers sucked on.  Oh, she was right back to finger sucking!  She’d already started!

Or maybe the finger she would have used to put on it and figure it out was one of the fingers rubbing her pussy.  Oh, she was right back to rubbing her pussy!  She’d already started obeying Alure down there as well!  And now the fingers were delving inside a little.

A little but not enough….

Alure came closer and purred words that were nearly a growl, “That’s a good girl.  That’s a good Healer.  That’s the way I like my Healer girl.  Slutty as can be.”

Alure sounded ever so approving.  It was darkly thrilling to hear the naughty things Alure said and to know Alure was pleased even though Florus knew she should be displeased in countermeasure to Alure’s satisfaction.  But she wasn’t.

That Alure would call her a girl was insulting.  Yet also arousing.  It was so confusing.  Thinking really was not paying off.  Rubbing her pussy was paying off big though.  Florus knew she approached another climax.  So soon after the last one!  The third in but one day!

Alure purred, “I’m going to make you a lot sluttier.  I’ll make you into the biggest slut in Ethecreeth.”

The familiar was making plans for Florus without consulting her.  How dare she!  And such wicked plans as well!  How dare she!

Florus had fingers lodged in her mouth so she could only lodge her protest to Alure’s plans by lodging her fingers deeper in her pussy.  She lodged them in there over and over.  Some might think those were finger thrusts but Florus knew different.  They were firm lodgings of vigorous protests!  Lodged right up her slot, like mail delivered angrily!

It felt so good to protest vigorously, so good that it did not feel like anger at all. 

Alure elaborated by making ever more elaborate plans, “You’ll maybe be tied for the biggest slut in Ethecreeth.  If I have my way, you’ll have some competition.  Maybe you’ll have to compete with your mommy, the Governess, and her delicious familiar, Mysty.  Your mommy’s great big tits were made for a slut.  As for Mysty, I’ll have her little cooze so hot for it that whatever room she’s in will be misty from her pussy juice.”

How could anyone be as wicked as Alure!?!

Alure dared talk about Florus’s mom like that, right in front of Florus?  And how could Alure be so mean regarding Mysty?  Everyone loved Mysty.  She’d been through terrible tragedy and yet was always steadfast and helpful.

Florus knew she’d better be concerned for herself first.  Alure was starting with her.

It sounded like Alure intended to make Florus into a slut!  That was upsetting but not as upsetting as it would be if it were at all realistic.  Florus knew it wasn’t realistic because Alure also talked about making Florus’s mom into a slut, and Mysty as well. 

To think, the Governess of the Magic Guild a slut!  Ridiculous!  Florus’s mom was not like one of those peasant girls with few options but a pretty face and/or nice body who then had to find gainful employment in a pleasure house.

Alure’s intentions for Florus’s mom and for Mysty proved her intentions for Florus were not credible.

Thank the Gods!  Most especially because Florus truly was feeling ever so slutty at the moment.  How could she not feel slutty?  She was standing in front of her familiar and masturbating pretty much on command.  It was so humiliating!  It was so slutty!

It was so incredibly arousing…!

In fact… it was coming… her cum was cumming!  She would cum again!  A third time that day!

Or not.

Alure barked harshly, “Stop!  No more pussy diddling!  Pull those fingers out of your mouth, too!”

Stop?  Florus could not stop now!  She was about to—

“Stop or I will spank you so harshly you’ll need to pay a different Healer to work on your ass!”

Florus would not let Alure spank her.  And she doubted any spanking could be so savage that it required the skills of a Healer.  Even so, she reluctantly pulled her hand away from her pussy and the fingers out of her mouth.

Admittedly, she only did it because she believed Alure had a plan for making her cum in some fashion that pleased Alure more than having Florus stand before her while cumming.

But she was wrong.

Alure said, “You must be punished for breaking one of my rules.  Recall, you must ask me for permission to self-pleasure.  You failed to do that.  I will not let you cum at this time.  I will allow it later.  I’ll require it.  But you’ll also have to earn the privilege.  You will be punished.”

“Punished!?!  I must submit to a punishment in order to have my pinnacle!?!  I will not submit!”

“You must be punished because I’ve decided you will be punished.  That will happen no matter what.  After, if you submit well and ask nice, you will cum.”

Florus pouted and frowned hard.  She knew she should be happy to avoid self-pleasuring herself to orgasm as her familiar watched.  But she was not relieved.  She was needy!

Alure’s rules and now Alure thought she could punish her own mistress!  She thought Florus had to obey her rules and had to accept punishment from her!

And… it was true. 

It was outrageous that she had to obey her own familiar.  But she did not want Alure to tell people about certain true things that really had happened.  Not to her mother, not to the Magic Guild, not to anyone.  Truth potions and magical using Truthtellers were such a curse upon the world!  To think, just yesterday she’d thought they were a good thing.

Alure claimed self-pleasuring was a privilege.  That did not seem correct.  It was a right, wasn’t it?  Everyone could do it if they so wanted.  It was up to them.  When done in privacy.  It hurt no one.  Everyone did it.  Supposedly they did.

Now Alure claimed it was a privilege and she acted as if only she could grant the privilege to Florus.

This was terrible!  Maybe it would not have been so terrible before Florus met Alure.  Florus was not all that big on self-pleasuring.  It was not essential, just something she did from time to time.  Ironically, Alure was the influence that caused such a need and it was Alure who now blocked Florus from fulfilling that same need!

Florus did not know what to say or do.  She knew what she wanted to do.  She knew she should not want to do it.  She knew Alure did not want her to do it but for a very different reason.  Alure did not want to avoid embarrassment for Florus.  She wanted to avoid Florus achieving pleasure. 

Florus knew nothing she said would sway Alure.

She needed Alure to see her work her magic, see her heal people, see how professional and valuable she was, and see her compassion for others.  Then perhaps Alure would have respect for her.

Florus had always wanted, maybe expected, that her familiar would role model herself after Florus.  Like a child copying its parent.  Maybe even that the familiar would idolize her.  A familiar should be loyal and supportive of their mistress.

Florus had expected a female familiar.  Like-to-like was the common practice when matching or creating a familiar for a user of magic, at least as per sex of the master/mistress and the familiar.  There were perhaps other reasons for making sure users of magic and their familiars were of the same sex, but surely the main reason was so that there was no sex between them and no rumors of sex.  Granted, there were those who preferred like-to-like sexually but that was not nearly as common as male to female.

Florus had never expected sex to be an issue with her familiar.

Firstly, it was too much sex.  Any sex was too much sex.  And now, in a way, it was not enough.  Alure would not let Florus self-pleasure herself!

It was so humiliating to be punished at all by her own familiar, let alone to be punished through climax denial.

Florus could not fight it.  No orgasm for her.  Not yet.  When would she get the orgasm she needed?  Incredibly, she did not know but someone else did know or would know.  Alure knew or Alure would decide.  Incredible!

It was incredibly humiliating and frustrating and… there was something about it.  Being subject to someone else’s control was so wrong and… so interesting.  Florus’s thoughts swarmed all over it in the same way she wished her hands could swarm all over her body.  Possibly her hands wanted to swarm on her body all the more because she knew she was not allowed.

Her own private pleasuring was no longer private and was up to someone else.

And not just anyone else.  A female!  Not even a human!  Less than human!  Her own familiar!  This was far worse than if, for instance, a lady in waiting were to control the Queen’s self-pleasure!

Florus went and washed her hands in the wash bucket near the front door.

She felt her lust simmering at the ready.  Wanting to burst into flame.

She wondered in what way Alure would let her cum later.  Alure had said she’d require it.  Florus knew she should resist Alure’s plans but her need felt like it also required that she cum as soon as possible, just as soon as Alure allowed it.  She could not even resist the resisting, so how would she resist the fulfillment when Alure dictated it?

Florus also wondered what the punishment might entail.  Alure had said she would punish Florus.  Might it entail her tail end?  More spanks?

Her familiar had spanked her!  Her familiar might spank her again!

But she couldn’t worry about that.  She needed all of her worry for her need to orgasm!

Punishment was shameful but, more importantly… her familiar would allow, would require, her to cum.  That felt so very important!

She knew she’d have to go along with the punishment, whatever it was.  Alure would punish her first.  It was the price she had to pay for the orgasm.  Gods!  She would be happy to pay it!  Florus felt like begging Alure to punish her just to get closer to the orgasm.

When would Alure punish her and then let her have an orgasm?

When when when?

Not soon enough!

Incredibly, her need for an orgasm made her almost look forward to the punishment.


Chapter Four

The rest of the day was oddly almost normal while being far different than normal.

It was normal in that the two of them did a lot of talking, as Florus would do with a guest and as a mistress and her new familiar should.  They ate dinner and ate snacks and enjoyed the view off the back deck.  All quite normal.

However, they were still naked.  And Alure was still foul-mouthed.  Granted, they did not directly talk about sex, it was not that kind of foul talk, not dirty, but Alure made frequent use of foul words and had a knack for conjuring nasty humiliating images.

For instance, Alure said the King should be stuffed into a barrel, the remaining space filled with dung, the barrel sealed up, and rolled into a river.  That comment was in connection to Alure claiming witches, and therefore their familiars as well, were undervalued and that the King was an idiot for not having a witch among his advisors.

Florus thought the King was quite wise to avoid contact with witches.  Everyone knew they were in the dark spectrum of magic, focusing on curses and causing the more subtle harms of the world.  Why would the King want a witch anywhere near him or the royal family?  It would be foolish!  Most of what witches did required proximity, from magical rubbing salves to quaffing potions.  More than proximity.  Direct contact.

At any rate, Florus did not care for Alure’s foul language.  It was so crude and so unnecessary.  People judged you by the company you kept but especially so when it came to a magic user’s familiar.  The familiar, in many ways, was supposed to be a miniature version of her mistress.  The familiar reflected on her mistress much as children reflected on their parents.

If people heard the way Alure talked they might assume Florus was okay with such language.  Because any mistress who was displeased by it would simply correct the familiar and train such language out of them.

But Florus could not make Alure stop.  Alure was beyond Florus’s correction or training.  She said and did what she wanted.  In fact, Florus was the one who felt trained!

It was true.  She knew it.  She at least sensed it.  Alure was trying to train her!

Worse, Alure was having some success training her.  Florus was going around in the nude.  That was because of what Alure wanted.  It was not what Florus wanted.  Florus also still needed an orgasm and she was refraining from having one because Alure did not want her to have one.

Trained!  Alure was training her!

And not in a good way.  It wasn’t like Alure was training her how to cast a warding spell or how to hold a bastard sword or anything useful.  Whenever Florus took a moment to reflect on her nudity, on her denied orgasm, or on Alure’s deluge of foul language, she frowned and felt such resentment.

These things were concerning for many reasons, not all of them obvious.  The nudity was wildly inappropriate and did make Florus feel slutty.  The need for an orgasm made her feel ever so horny which she guessed must also be part of being a slut.  Alure’s bad language made her feel like she had poor standards in the company she kept.

It was not her choice to have Alure as her familiar!  But she knew no one would give her the benefit of the doubt on that.  Her choice or not, she was supposed to have control over her.  Florus liked to think about it as leadership but, unvarnished, it was control.  She was supposed to have control over her own familiar no matter what the familiar’s history.

The less obvious concern than Alure’s nasty language itself, though also quite worrisome, was that Florus was already, just within a few hours, getting oddly used to her own nudity and to Alure’s bad language.  She had come to accept these unacceptable things.

She was not getting used to her horniness.  She wasn’t constantly aware of it but it was always right there, ready.  Like when she leaned against the counter in the kitchen while preparing food.  She’d almost started rubbing herself on it like a war boar with an itch!  For a moment, forgetting herself, forgetting Alure’s requirements, she’d even lined up her lady flower with a round wood knob of a cabinet.  She’d nearly pressed against it!

She was glad she’d kept herself from doing it.  And not because it meant obeying Alure.  She simply never ever wanted to be a knob fucker.  Not with an actual wooden knob!

But there was another thing she was getting used to.  Something she should not have to do at all, let alone get used to.  Alure had her doing all the cooking and all the cleaning.  Alure was hungry all the time and kept telling Florus to make her food, to make a sandwich, to fetch her a fruit from the fruit basket, or to cut up some cheese for her and serve it on a little plate.  A plate fated to be cast upon the floor, laying down there with the scattered crumbs Alure also left around.

Alure ate like a famished Hildegast, caring nothing for the mess she made!

Not quite nothing.  She did often order Florus to clean up messes.  She liked to make messes and she enjoyed making Florus clean them up.

Alure was such a bossy wicked little thing!

Florus was already getting used to following these orders.  None of them were than big of a deal.  If a guest requested a sandwich, Florus would be happy to make her one.  And she liked a clean villa and did not have a maid.  She was not above cleaning up.  Not at all.  The concern wasn’t what she had to do; it was that she had to do it.

Florus felt like each order wore her down, wore down her resistance.  Each one was not a big deal, but collectively they added up into something weighty.  Like no one rock was all that big but collectively the rocks were adding up into an avalanche, trying to bury her.

The orders, and her obedience to them, caused more than worry and an increasing weight of feeling downtrodden by her own familiar.  They also caused a nearly opposite effect.  A lightness, a giddiness, a spiraling upward from the juncture of her legs up through her core, up her spine, and into her brain.  A floaty ticklish feeling.

Every time.  Each order did that.  Like the order somehow attached itself or mingled with her need for an orgasm.

It was most disconcerting!

The effect was beyond troubling.  But it was worse than that.  It was getting to the point where she looked forward to the next order.  To hearing it and obeying it.  Every time she obeyed, Alure watched her with those black-as-sin eyes with a sneaky smile on her face.  The infernal little beast!

As she obeyed, Florus knew Alure watched her body and enjoyed the display.  Alure was such a lesbian creature!  Florus also knew Alure took great satisfaction in Florus’s obedience.  Alure was such a dominant creature!

It was no longer only Alure enjoying those things.  Florus found herself not only looking forward to the orders and enjoying Alure’s eyes on her body, but she also, unconsciously at first, maybe inadvertently, bent over or leaned this way or that in such a way, as she obeyed, that her body was best displayed. 

To her own familiar!  Who she hated!

Florus was not a slut.  She wasn’t!  Why was she acting like one?  She guessed maybe she should have dated more and had more sex outside the marital bed.  It wasn’t like she tried to save her virginity for her future prince but she also wasn’t very experienced.

So… she was acting slutty now because she’d been too non-slutty in the past?

Alure had introduced some new things into her villa, into her home, into Florus herself.  The nudity, the regularity of profanity, Alure bossing her around, and… she hated to acknowledge it even to herself… ongoing constant arousal.

Yes, Alure had kept her from orgasming.  That was a big part of it.  But again and again there were moments when Florus felt added arousal above and beyond what simmered from the earlier denial. 

Such as when Alure looked at her, especially when Alure looked at her body.  Parts of Florus’s body Alure should not look at and should not be able to see but could easily see because of the state of nudity Alure had brought about. 

There were times there was a look of calculation in Alure’s black eyes as she closely observed Florus’s body.  Florus was pretty sure Alure was gauging how aroused Florus was, not only from the orgasm denial, but from new added things such as orders to clean something up or from Florus’s obvious awareness Alure was looking at her breasts or her rear or her lady flower.

Alure was studying her.  Figuring out what made Florus tick.  What heated her up.

Alure might already know Florus’s sexual hot buttons better than Florus herself!

It turned Florus on when Alure told Florus to do something.  They were orders!  Florus hated that they were orders, hated that Alure thought she could order her own mistress around, hated that she obeyed the orders, and, most of all, hated that the orders and her obedience were so arousing.

Was it because of her denied orgasm or would orders from Alure always turn her on while also infuriating her?

It was all so frustrating and such a mystery.

It was also a mystery as to how Florus would fix this situation and get them back on the path of a normal mistress and familiar relationship.  It seemed there was nothing she could do until the following day.

In the morning, Florus would need to spend her first day out and about as her own independent Healer.  On the morrow, she would finally be dressed again because they would need to leave the villa.  That would hopefully force Alure to no look at her in a sexual way.  The lack of clothing around the villa may well be a part of the problem.

Yes, Florus would wear a conservative and thick robe.  Neck to ankle.  Alure would need to then judge her based on her ideas and her behavior, not on the charms of her body, and not as a slut.  Alure would see her serving the people and behaving wisely.  Not like a slut.  Sluts were more or less the opposite of wise.  Who has ever met a wise slut?  If they were so wise, why would they be a slut?

Once Alure witnessed Florus’s wisdom, Alure would give up the idea that Florus was a slut.

At least, Florus sure hoped that was how it would work!

The evening passed and bedtime approached.  Florus did not feel tired at her usual hour.  There’d been too much excitement.  Even so, she wanted to get to bed as soon as possible so that she could fall asleep and put this cursed day behind her and get on with the morrow when she’d hopefully fix the errors of this day. 

As bedtime approached, Florus realized her level of nervous tension was rising.  She thought it may have risen for quite some time before she became aware of it.  There was a sort of threat out there, hanging invisibly.

Florus had continued to feel needy and, if it ever slackened much, Alure’s stupid orders reignited the neediness.  Florus was in an ongoing state of orgasm denial.  That must be why she kept featuring her body to advantage when obeying Alure or whenever she saw Alure staring at her, which was often.

Alure had said she would let Florus orgasm later.  This was later.  It was more and more later with each passing moment.  Florus supposed later could mean days or weeks.  But she did not think Alure meant it that way.  Also, Florus had to hope not.  She did not want to be this needy on the morrow during her first day as an independent Healer. 

Which meant something would happen soon.  Around bedtime.  That made Florus both eager to finally address her need, and extremely nervous.  Would Alure want to watch?  At the least!  Would Alure want to be more directly involved in the orgasm?  It was possible.  Alure was such a nasty and horny familiar.

And it was true, Florus had orgasmed multiple times and Alure had not orgasmed once.  Alure must have needs if she was this into sex. 

Yes, maybe, but Alure had better not think Florus was ready yet to help her with any of Alure’s own sexual needs!

Why had she thought of it that way?  Why had she thought “ready yet?”  She never would be.  She could not ever be ready for any such thing. 

She could not help it that Alure had gotten two fingers up her rear passage and had licked her pussy.  Well, maybe she could have helped it, stopped it, or should have.  She definitely should have.  But she very much definitely should not do anything sexual for Alure.  Nothing that would cause an orgasm.  Or look sexual to a Krelling or a commoner spying from the woods.

Florus would never be ready for any such thing!

Even that wasn’t quite the best and most proper way to think.  Why the internal debate of level of readiness?  Ready or not ready, she should be thinking, with clarity and confidence, that she would simply not do any such thing.

Alure had said she would not only allow Florus’s sexual satisfaction later, but would also require it.  It was one thing to be allowed.  It was bad to need someone, anyone, but especially Alure, to allow it.  But it was even worse that Alure would and could require it.

Florus did want sexual satisfaction.  It felt more like a need than a want.  It had sounded like Alure would more than allow it.  She would require it.

That was not all.  Alure had said Florus would need to earn the privilege.  What did Alure have in mind?  What did she think Florus should have to do to earn it?  What did she think Florus would be willing to do to earn it?  Earn by taking a punishment?  Or take the punishment and then she would still need to earn it?

Florus felt her nervous tension soaring.  Alure would require her to orgasm and yet Florus also had to earn it.  That did not seem fair!

None of this was at all fair.  Florus was a big believer in fairness.  Obviously, Alure was not.

Florus wondered what she would be willing to do to earn what Alure required her to do.  To earn her orgasm.

Florus felt such disbelief.  She had to earn her own orgasms!  Earn them in the eyes, the midnight black eyes, of her familiar!

So, what was she willing to do?

Florus was sure Alure would want something Florus did not want.  Or at least should not want.

Florus guessed maybe… she could stand in front of Alure and let her watch as she self-pleasured?  No, that would not do it.  Florus was sure Alure would want more.  After all, that was what Florus did earlier, pleasuring herself, when Alure made her stop.

Gods, what could it be?  What did Alure intend?


Chapter Five

They were sitting out on the deck and it was full night.  They were still nude.  Florus had not wanted to go back out on the deck.  Due to the nudity and the risk of possible watchers in the woods, and also because of the recent past.  It was on the deck where Alure made her orgasm!

Alure had insisted and Florus had immediately caved in and complied.  Which had frustratingly aroused Florus.  She bet it had also aroused Alure in a sort flip side of the King’s coin sort of way.

Alure downed whatever she was drinking and then made a show of scanning the darkness-shrouded woods, “I wonder how many possums and Krellings and sneaky humans are ogling your sexy slut body right now.”

Truth be told, Florus was also wondering that.  Hopefully none.  Possibly ten.  Florus bet there could be ten out there watching each of them.  Each of the ten ignorant of any of the others.  There was plenty of woods out there.  Or maybe there was a war party of nine Krellings….

Florus hated that it was arousing to think of unknown naughty watchers, perhaps even ones with bad intentions.  Florus had some wards in place and some things she could do, some magical defensive surprises, if anyone tried anything.

Correction.  If anyone other than Alure tried something.  Florus’s guard was down with Alure earlier and now it was too late.  If it came to it, Florus would likely defeat a single war party of nine Krellings.  Unless one of them got in a lucky early strike.  Besides which, Alure would be a handful as well with her abilities.

They were physically safe, fairly, even outdoors on a deck at night on the outskirts of Ethecreeth.  But Florus was not safe from rumor mongering.  Her reputation was not safe.  Her reputation would impact her mother’s reputation as well.

The idea of naughty watchers with bad intentions was, nevertheless, most compelling.  Even arousing.

Alure looked at her.

“What?” Florus asked.

“You are a little slouched in your chair.”

“I am not slouched.”

“Perhaps not, but think of the poor possible watchers and all their hard effort climbing out on tree limbs, figurative and possibly literal.  Sit up extra straight and tall, lean your shoulders back, and stick out your nice tits.  They are wonderful.  They could be bigger, though.  Like your mommy.”

“I would not want them bigger.  They are large enough.  I am grateful I will be able to feed my baby one day.”

“Even twin Krellings?  They are hungry little bastards.  They are always bastards because Krellings do not ever marry.  They find the concept of marriage both bizarre and hilarious.”

Florus did not usually care for physical humor, finding it rude and primitive, but she wasn’t feeling like herself, so she responded, “I guess that’s why the Gods gave us two of them.  In case a Krelling impregnates us with twins.”

Alure made a short little laugh, “Us?  No Krelling will ever plant his seed within me.  Only sluts let Krellings have their way with them.  But now I know you do have a sense of humor.  That’s good.  You’re going to need it.  I hope you can laugh at your own expense.  I know I can laugh at your expense.”

What did Alure mean when—

Alure continued, “I so look forward to seeing two ugly little Krellings sucking at your tits, competing to see which can empty their tit first.  Even as whelps, the Krellings are extremely competitive with each other.”

Alure’s dark eyes gleamed with eagerness.  If Florus did not know better, she would think Alure was serious.  She wanted to see Florus impregnated by Krellings and then nursing the offspring!

But Florus knew better.

She did know better.

Did she know better?

Surely no one would want a human impregnated by a Krelling! 

No one… except maybe Alure. 

Florus wanted to move past talk of her nursing Krellings, “I am satisfied with the size of my breasts.  I’ve even given consideration to employing a Reducer to decrease them in size.  A Reducer’s magic is expensive but not so expensive as an Enlarger’s magic.”

“Reduce them?  Fuck that!  That would be a crime, fucking ask me.  That would be going the wrong way.  We should make them bigger.  Your level of satisfaction with them does not matter.  Recall, sluts are for others to enjoy and, through their enjoyment – I’m talking about those others fucking the shit out of the sluts – the sluts also get enjoyment.  I’ll make your tits much bigger in order to inspire others to use you like the slut you are.  Or like the slut you will be.  Same difference.”

Florus thought this conversation ever so alarming!  It was such rude joking around by Alure.  Florus did not care for it.  It was especially alarming the way Alure phrased matters.  First, as if the decision on breast size was a joint decision up to both of them and then like the decision was entirely up to Alure!

Florus retorted, “Go enlarge your own little red breasts.  They’re tiny.  You can’t compete with a thirteen-year-old human girl.”  Florus normally never talked mean but the situation had her so off kilter.

It was troubling how untroubled Alure was by Florus’s response, “No need.  Again, I’m not the slut here.  You’ll have to adore my little tits just the way they are.  That’s how it works.  A Mistress does not change for her sluts.  She changes her sluts for herself.  Oh, and to share them with others.  Or give them to others.”

Alure was full of such crazy talk!

Alure got back on track, “Enough with your attempts to distract me from your lack of obedience.  Sit up straight, lean back, push those tits out, and put on a sexy display for any watchers in the woods.”

Florus sighed.  She had hoped Alure would be distracted and forget the order to change Florus’s posture.

To think, her familiar was giving her an order on posture!  One that would make her look sluttier!

It was infuriating… and arousing.

Florus obeyed, adopting the Alure-required posture, and secretly thrilling to her obedience.  Sitting like that, with her tits out, putting herself on offer as if to say “come and help yourself,” made Florus feel ever so slutty.

Why did it feel so good to feel slutty?  Being a slut was bad.  Shouldn’t it feel bad?

Florus was so confused.  But there was no confusing her feeling of lust.  There was no mistaking it.

Alure told her, “Those tits look great.  Not as big as your mommy’s, though.  A daughter should be more like her mommy.  I’ll take you to an Enlarger.  It could be a real tit war, though.  I bet eventually your mommy will want to please me so badly that she’ll beg to have her tits further enlarged if she thinks there is any chance I’d like it.  Which I will like and will tell her I want.  Can you imagine you two taking turns, competing like Krelling whelps at tits, going to an Enlarger over and over and getting your tits bigger and bigger?  Maybe you’ll each need two Krellings to lift and carry your tits in order to walk around.”

“Cease such talk, Alure!”

Florus needed Alure to stop saying such things.  They were too monstrous to be imagined.  Worse, somehow the dirty talk, so demented, turned her on yet further.

She really did need a climax!

Florus wasn’t sure about anyone in the woods, if there even was anyone, but it looked like Alure was enjoying the spectacle of Florus’s stuck-out tits.  Florus thought she should shrink away from Alure’s shiny black eyes but she swore she stuck her breasts out a little further. 

Why would she do that?  She must not have.  She must have simply taken an extra deep breath.

She was feeling a bit breathless.  Alure was getting to her.  Or the exhibitionism of the way she was displayed was getting to Florus.  Not only was she on display for possible strangers but even worse, the display was for anyone wicked enough to be spying from the woods.  Maybe not even humans!

Alure said, “It really isn’t fair to put on a show without putting in some effort.  I mean, any watcher could just go look at a naughty painting instead of watching you just sit there.  Give them a better show.”

A better show….

Dare Florus even ask?  No, she dared not!  If she asked, Alure would answer and Alure would then want to see whatever it was occur.  Florus would not ask!  She was not a fool!  Or a slut.  Not usually.

But she could not help hearing.

Alure said, “Here is what you are going to do.”

Oh no.  Alure said those words “are going to do” with iron in her tone.  Florus sensed that meant Alure was determined to get her way on this.  Florus also sensed she was too weak in this relationship, too weak in the moment, and she would end up giving Alure what she wanted.

Oh no!

Alure continued, “You are going to fuck around with your nipples.  Self-pleasure those yummy pink nibblers.  Jerk them off.  Do it!”

Florus would have liked to debate or delay but the demanding tone in Alure’s voice made Florus’s hands dart immediately to her pink tips.  She grabbed them at the same time between thumbs and forefingers.

And then… she was pulling at her nipples!  On the deck, with Alure a few feet away watching intently and with anywhere from zero to ten watchers in the woods feasting their eyes.

It was terrible that she was doing it, yet it was most arousing.

Alure leaned forward, “Pinch them!”

Now Alure wanted her to hurt herself!?!  Well then.  If that was what Alure wanted.  She did look like she wanted it badly.  Alure’s snaky black forked tongue was slippering back and forth between her lips.

Florus pinched her nipples.  She could not help making an “Oh!” sound from the strong feeling it gave her.  Pinching her nipples both hurt and felt good.  That should not be possible, not both at once, and yet it was true.

Alure exclaimed, “I like that!  You make sexy sounds!  Pinch harder!”

Florus pinched harder.

“Oh!”  She’d meant to make no sound because she did not like that Alure liked her sexy sounds.  But she made the sound anyway.  She thought maybe all she could do was keep the sound from getting any louder and matching the increase in pain.

Had the pleasure also somehow increased?

Alure told her, “Just think what a watcher sees as they watch you.  A slut touching her nipples and getting off on it.  Outdoors in the nude and right in front of her familiar!”

Oh, it really was so wicked and so humiliating.  Florus fervently hoped there were no watchers in the dark woods.  Florus also fervently pinched at her nipples.  Now she did it without commands.

She tried to stop herself but then gave that up.  Alure would simply have her do it anyway.  She knew what Alure wanted.  She may as well just do it.

Also… it felt so good!

Alure made a hinting suggestion, “I think you’d be very surprised to know who is out there watching you.”

What did Alure mean?  Krellings?

Florus jerked rapidly at her nipples.  She milked them like tiny udders.

Did Alure somehow know who was out there?  How could she?

Wait, did that mean someone really was out in the woods watching?

Florus jerked faster and harder at her nipples.  She could not help it.  She supposed it was due to how upset she was by this awful news of a confirmed watcher.

Gods!  If it was Krellings, she hoped it wasn’t Krellings who knew Alure and who Alure was friendly with.  What if Alure wanted to show them her new place, her nice villa?

What if Alure wanted to show them her new slut?  Show them up close and very personal.  Show them everything.

Krellings were greedy little bastards (literally bastards) and incredibly randy.  Florus damn well knew they would want to do more than look!

Florus could not handle a war party of Krellings pawing at her and having their way with her.

Not a whole war party!

Maybe one or two Krellings….

Oh, that was such a slutty thought!  Gods!  What was Alure doing to her!  Or was she doing it to herself by jerking on her hard nipples?

Krellings and a human!  Having sex!  The idea was repugnant.  It was unnatural.

Then again, in some ways, maybe it was natural.  Florus knew she was beautiful and knew Krellings were almost constantly in rut.  Maybe they found human women as attractive as human males did.  Perhaps more so.  Florus could not fault them if they found her attractive.  In fact, she was potentially leading them on with her nipple pulling and the jutting out of her breasts.

She guessed she could not fault the Krellings.  She almost felt sorry for them.  Their females were likely not at all comely based on the incredible ugliness of the males.  No wonder they ravaged the countryside and stayed away from home for weeks at a time on the war path and on the interspecies breeding path.

They would be attracted to her, or so it seemed, and she had to admit the thought of them was in her head because of all of Alure’s crazy talk.  Only in her head, bouncing around. Thinking about them was harmless conjecture.  Even thinking about having sex with them was harmless.  Completely harmless.

If you thought about jumping off a bridge, it did not mean you would jump off a bridge or were more likely to jump off a bridge.

Although… people who ended up jumping off bridges probably did think about it beforehand….

Hm.

“Oh!”  Pinching her nipples felt amazing.  She should have done this long before she met Alure.  She should have been out her on the deck most evenings, any time she did not have a date, just pinching away at her nipples.

No, no, it would have been wrong to do it on her own.  Only with Alure ordering her to do it was it… no, it still wasn’t right!  It was even more wrong!

And if she’d learned to do this on her own, out in the semi-public of the deck, sooner or later someone or somethings would have discovered her.  Word would have spread the way it always seems to.  With her great beauty, soon she’d have had half the males in the county crowded shoulder to shoulder out there in the woods.  Good luck getting a prince then!

That brought home to Florus that if this kind of thing kept up, if Alure kept making her do sexual things on the deck and kept making her run around in the nude outside, sooner or later it would be seen and known.  This situation could only lead to disaster if it kept up and the longer it kept up the greater the odds of total social disaster.

She would definitely stop this as soon as she could.

What, now?  Craziness!  There was no way she could stop.  It felt too good.  Besides, she had her orders.

“Pinch those nips!  Make those sexy pink nibbles turn red!  Do it harder!”

Oh, that Alure!

But pinching them harder did seem like a good idea despite the pain.  Sometimes Alure had good ideas.  Very naughty ones and they were bad ideas in the big picture but, in the moment, they were wonderful ideas.

Florus pinched ever harder and was dubiously rewarded with sharper pain that made her sit up even straighter, curving her back, sticking her tits outward.  Florus wiggled her pussy ever so slightly on the chair seat.  Oh!

That had felt so good mixed with the pain.  She really wanted to keep doing it.  But she thought she should probably wait for an order to do it from Alure.  There was something about those orders.  No, about being ordered around.  And about the way she submitted and obeyed her own familiar.

She thought it would have been unwise to take up this outdoor nipple pinching practice prior to meeting Alure, and it was unwise even then, even more unwise, but she also thought it would not have been nearly as good if she’d done it voluntarily on her own.

She needed naughty orders to make her do naughty things.  To make the naughtiness feel so much more arousing than mere physical sensation could provide and to make her feel so lustful.

“Mmmm.”

Alure giggled but her eyes were darkly intent, “Ah, the sound of slut.  Go ahead, make that sound louder.  It’s like a mating call to any Krellings watching.”

Louder?   Oh no, did that sort of thing actually attract Krellings?  Like those duck calls that hunters use to attract them into arrow range.  Or the whistle rocks hunters pressed to their lips to signal Ixiwiggles to gather for their meetings.  Then the hunters sprang out and gathered them at their own gathering.

Florus thought it was unwise to make sounds that might attract – like, really attract – Krellings.  But she was almost constantly doing unwise things and again, she had an order.  These orders!  They were so naughty and they right away made her feel like obeying them!

“Mmmmmm!”

“Yeah, do it more, my slut bitch.”

“Mmmm!  Ahhh!   Mm!  Uh-ahhh!”

“I like that!  That’s my new slut bitch!”

Her slut bitch!?!  That made Florus so upset.  If she were not so aroused and so obedient, she would stand up and give Alure a piece of her mind!

“Mmm!  Ooo!”

Actually, it sort of felt like she was missing a piece of her mind.  Maybe a great big chunk of it!  She was acting like a slutty idiot out on the deck.  As she had inside the house.

“Ah!  Oooo!”

Alure’s slut bitch?  As if she belonged to Alure, her own familiar?  A nonhuman!  A lesbian!  Maybe even an evil lesbian non-human who was her own familiar.

Surely Alure was the worst possible match for Florus.

“Mmmmm!”

She wasn’t Alure’s slut bitch.  She couldn’t be!  She was… she was her own independent slut bitch, that’s what she was.

“Uuuooooh.”

Gods!  How much could her nipples take?  She was finding out.  They were so hard, bouncing back for more pinching.  She guessed they could take a lot more.

“Ohhhh!”

How could she be her own slut bitch when she liked and maybe even needed to be told what to do?

“Uhhhh.”

She would need to be someone’s slut bitch.  Did any prince’s have slut bitches?  Gods!  Would she have to be in a harem?  No prince would marry a slut bitch.

“Mmmm hmmmm.”

Maybe… maybe she was Alure’s slut bitch….

Alure said, “If there’s Krellings out there, they’d probably like to pinch your nipples for you.  Oh, and suck on them and nibble on them.  Let me know if you see any out there.  I’ll invite them up here to sample you and help you out.”

Krellings.  Damn Krellings!  No one should talk about them other than when discussing ways to kill them.  Alure talked about them in such a naughty way!

But it was true.  Florus was sure that Krellings seeing her like this would want to “help her out.”

She felt fascination for the idea of Krellings and the sex they wanted from human females.  That was unnatural.  Of course it was.  Any such human and Krellings sex would be unnatural.  However, some level of fascination was natural when thinking about it.

Alure had, after all, stated Krellings had large cocks.

Everyone knew anything in nature of large size held increased fascination.  Like Alure with her talk of having an Enlarger magically enlarge Florus’s and Florus’s mother’s breasts.  Silly talk, most surely, perhaps the silliest Florus had ever heard, but it was an example of size holding fascination.

Could Florus blame herself if she was curious as to the size of a Krelling’s cock?  And also of what hue their cocks may be.  As black as their faces?  And perhaps as warty?  Or more purple, like the arms of the Krellings underneath their thick arm hair?  Or were their cocks pink like a human’s?

Florus would have to see one to find out.  She could ask Alure but no, she could not ask her.  It was too indecent to ask such things!  Also, Alure was hardly trustworthy.  What a terrible familiar she was turning out to be!

Florus would have to see a Krelling cock for herself.  One day.  In some safe way.  But to be fair… perhaps she would need to line up an entire war party and have them lower their pants.  Maybe some had purple cocks and others had pink or black.  She should not judge from one.  She should judge from many.  That held true for the length of their cocks.

And it held true for the width of their cocks.

Held true….

What would be like to hold a Krelling cock?

She hoped she never knew! 

Yet, she was curious.

Were their great big cocks as knobby and warty as their faces?  What would that feel like in her hand?

What would that feel like… ramming inside her pussy….

“Hmmm oooh!”

Alure jerked her attention away from her inappropriate thoughts and her nipple-jerking, “You look ready to me.”

Oh Gods!  She looked ready?  Oh my.  Oh, Gods save her!  Ready for what? 

She did not feel at all ready!  Except ready to have an orgasm.  She was not ready to stop pulling and rubbing her nipples.  It felt so good!

Oh no, Alure wasn’t talking about yelling into the woods and inviting any watchers, maybe even Krellings, to come up to the deck for a closer view, was she?  Maybe even for more than just looking.

Florus did not feel ready for anything like that!

Not yet….

It was worrisome that she did feel like at some point she might be ready for something like that.  She was so damn horny!  Horniness was like a spreading disease.  She’d caught it from Alure.

It felt like Alure kept working on her, changing her, getting her to behave differently, getting Florus to allow more and more of what Florus should not allow. 

Just yesterday, she was still an apprentice to Oosvalt and she had such purity of purpose.  Help the people by being a Healer.  She still had that intention.  That was her purpose in life!  But yesterday she would not let anything distract her from that goal and she’d mostly kept sex out of her life.  Did her having sex help the people?  No, it only helped one other person.  And so, it was not worth her time.

She’d had a number of exceptions.  She was human.  She had needs.  But she only felt the needs rarely and not very strongly.  Now, after a little time with Alure, she kept having orgasms or needing to have orgasms.  She had a big need right then for an orgasm!

This was all so very unlike her.  Even besides that the sex had involved her familiar.  That was so shameful!  Even worse or at least as bad, the sex was always so naughty and twisted.  It was not wholesome socially acceptable missionary style. 

Florus had always felt it should be a man lying on top of a woman.  In the dark!  The only darkness she’d gotten during these sexual situations was the darkness in Alure’s eyes.  Both literal and figurative darkness.

Alure stood up.  She looked even shorter when standing than when sitting in a chair with her feet dangling above the floor.

She said, “Follow me.  It’s time.”

Florus followed in a near-panic, feeling like she should probably run in the opposite direction and leap over the railing of the deck.

“Time for what?”  Florus hated how weak and whiny she sounded.  How it sounded like she accepted Alure would decide what it was time for and she would have to abide by it.  Like she was only asking before complying with whatever it was Alure wanted. 

Alure kept walking, right into the villa, but she looked over her shoulder with a grin, “It’s time for us to go to bed.”


Chapter Six

Bed. 

Time to go to bed.

Florus worried about that.  Beds were the place that sex happened.  Well, it was where sex was supposed to happen.  Or usually happened.  The sex that day had not happened in bed.

Alure knew Florus wanted an orgasm.  No, Florus needed an orgasm.  Alure knew Florus needed an orgasm.

Alure had insisted they would sleep in the same bedroom.  That was before the… the, ah… the inappropriate contacts between them.

The sex.  Okay?  The damn sex!

They’d entered the villa through the double doors that led to the expansive back deck.  There was another door to the deck, a single, that led from the villa’s rear bedroom.  Florus’s bedroom.  Well, now Florus guessed it was both hers and Alure’s bedroom. 

Florus kept that door locked and generally only used the double doors.  She left them wide open during the day because her mom had installed a simple spell to keep bugs from entering the villa.  It was great having a mom who was an accomplished spellcaster!

Florus followed Alure to the bedroom.  It was not lost on her the way she followed Alure. They did not walk side by side.  It also was not lost on her that Alure simply declared it was time to go to bed or that Florus had failed to protest or point out – or was it only “claim” now? – that she determined her own bedtime.

How could Florus honestly claim she made her own decisions when Alure had just made Florus self-pleasure her own nipples outdoors on the deck?  Or when she’d needed an orgasm for hours now, needed one because of Alure, but had not had one, her orgasm prevented by the same creature that caused that very need?

Alure had stopped her from having an orgasm when Florus wanted one and Florus only refrained from having one based on Alure’s say so.  Alure had stopped her from pleasing herself as she pleased simply because it pleased Alure to do so!

Alure dictating a bedtime for her seemed like a far lesser domination.

But in a strange way, it was a greater domination.  The orgasm denial was within the realm of the sexual.  Florus was fairly innocent of unusual sexual practices but she understood it was domination.  Sexual domination.

But what was it when someone told someone else – not a parent and child situation, but an adult to another adult - when they had to go to bed?  It was not sexual and yet it was domination.  Sex was only a part of a person’s life.  Really only a smidgen in the case of Florus.  But when domination spread to other parts, maybe to all aspects of life, it would be total and complete domination.

Florus did not want that!

She only wanted the sexual domination.

…

No, wait, that wasn’t right.  She did not want to be dominated at all.  In any way.

Except maybe for the times when sexual domination led to those great big amazing orgasms….

But not with her own familiar!  Not another time.  Not ever again.

Maybe sometime… if a handsome monogamous prince wanted to dominate her and asked permission beforehand… and it was his birthday… and they were at least engaged to be married… and if he’d declared he would either not indulge in a harem or, if he already had one, that he would disband it as soon as the marriage vows were bespoke….

Florus, nude, followed the ever-still-nude Alure into the bedroom.  Followed like a child following her parent, going to bed because the parent had said it was time for bed.  When was the last time anyone told Florus it was bedtime and she had to go to bed?  No doubt her mom had at some point long ago.  Perhaps when Florus was fourteen or some such age. 

Florus expected and dreaded that Alure would try something.  It was a bedroom.  Alure had said she would let Florus orgasm later and in fact would require it.  It was later.  Alure had also said that Florus would need to earn the privilege.

Florus knew that now was the time to be strong.  To face the little demonic familiar and correct course on their mistress and familiar relationship.  Florus’s mother had even said the first days, the first week, were crucial for determining the future of the mistress-familiar partnership. 

How awful!  The first day was beyond disastrous.  Calling it a disaster did not do it justice.  It was an absolute disgrace.

Florus was worried she would not be up to facing down Alure.  Florus’s nipples were still so hard that they throbbed while her steps made them bounce ever so slightly on the tips of her breasts.  Her pussy was still damp and had been in varying stages of dampness, but always damp, ever since Alure stopped Florus from orgasming.

Florus was worried, but got an unexpected reprieve.

Alure turned and told Florus, “Get in bed.”

Florus wondered wildly if Alure wanted her to get in bed and then would climb in after her.  She was hesitant to obey the order.

Florus stated, “I’m not tired.”

Alure looked amused at Florus’s expense, “I said it was time to go to bed.  I never said it was time to get some sleep.”

So, the little devil was up to something!

Florus tried to think of what to say next but Alure spoke again, “Just get in bed.  I’m just going to lay on my bed here.  This pillow.”

Alure climbed under the tented blanket next to the bed and settled her slight weight on the pillow.  She had the big pillow set up as her mattress and the blanket as a sort of tent/blanket over it.  It was to one side of Florus’s bed, the side closet to the door leading out to the deck.

Florus stood there for a few moments looking at her indoor-camping familiar.  There was no movement from the blanket.

So… that was it?

This was a rather… anti-climactic turn of events.  Or really, an anti-climax turn of events.  What of the orgasm Alure said she intended require Florus to have?  What of that?

It didn’t seem fair.  Alure was always unfair to her!

Florus wondered if she should go to bed as ordered or, because she really was not tired, if she should go out to the main room of the villa.  Perhaps some relaxing reading.  Maybe some research on how to deal with a horny dominant familiar?  She doubted she had any tomes in her library that addressed that kind of matter.  Perhaps no such tomes existed. 

Alure had told her to go to bed.  What if Alure became aware Florus had failed to obey?  What if it made Alure angry?

They said not to kick a sleeping dog.  Might the same be true of a sleeping dominant familiar?  If Alure even was asleep.  Florus did not think anyone could fall asleep so quickly.  But who knew with Alure’s breed of whatever she was.  It wasn’t like she was a human.

Maybe Alure was testing Florus’s obedience.  Ah ha!  Florus would show her!  Florus would fool Alure.  Florus would obey most perfectly, to the letter, and thus, by obeying Alure, she would defy her.

It made perfect sense.

Florus climbed into her bed from the other side.  There was no need to change from day clothes to night clothes.  She was already unclothed and it would feel ridiculous to put on clothing for sleeping.  Who wore more clothes when going to bed than when they were awake and out of bed?  No one. 

Besides, Alure sure did like Florus in the nude.  Perhaps it would help appease the little beastie bitch if she got to delight in Florus’s nude form in the dawn’s early light.

Ah, but Alure intended to delight in Florus’s nude form long before dawn’s early light.  But perhaps indeed up until dawn’s early light….

The weather was warm, no fire in the hearth necessary even at night, so Florus only used the lightest of her two blankets.  Even that wasn’t needed but it concealed her nude form. 

Granted, she knew Alure wanted to see her body and liked to see her body, but Florus wanted to be aware of when Alure saw her body.  Then she could enjoy Alure’s enjoyment.

Florus pictured the next morning.  Alure would wake up and then wake Florus up with an order to reveal all of her charms in all their splendor.  Florus imagined Alure stridently demanding that Florus cast aside the blanket.

Maybe then, Alure, so arrogant and apparently so unaware that Florus was to be respected and would not put up with poor treatment – well, not usually she did not but today she sure had – would try to order Florus to sleep nude and without any blankets from them on.

Wouldn’t that be funny!

No.  Not really.  This situation with Alure really was quite difficult. 

Florus did not feel at all restful.  She was not used to going to bed before she felt sleepy.  She was not used to having a familiar sleeping in the same bedroom.  She was not used to retiring to bed after a day during which a non-human – or anyone, human or otherwise – dominated her.

She wasn’t used to going to bed after a day in which she’d had two orgasms.  Likely because it had never before happened for her.

Most of all, she was not used to trying to fall asleep when in a state of orgasm denial.

Florus thought it was a little suspicious that Alure had not tried to do anything more with her.

Alure had said Florus could have an orgasm later.

Alure had said she’d require it!

Well… when would Florus get to have the orgasm?

It was most frustrating.  Of course, she did not want anything further to occur.  The situation was already far too entangled.  But she had wanted to clarify things and put a stop to other things, and to fix this situation.  By failing to try to do more, Alure had avoided Florus stopping Alure from thinking she could do more.

That was why Florus had such a powerful feeling of disappointment.  That must be why.  It wasn’t because she was not getting the orgasm.

She could get an orgasm some other time.  Whenever she wanted.

Well, no, she couldn’t.  Not as things stood.  She was supposed to get permission from Alure.

This was an intolerable and completely ridiculous situation!  How had this come about and so quickly? 

Florus felt betrayed.  Alure had told her she would get an orgasm!  She did not want an orgasm involving Alure… but it had to involve her.  She at least needed Alure’s permission.

The situation was both intolerable and ridiculous and yet she still felt compelled to comply.  Even right then lying in bed.  She could self-pleasure.  But Alure might hear. Or Alure might have other senses that told her what Florus was up to.

Even if not, it seemed likely that Alure would know in the morning whether Florus was still orgasm-needy.

Florus lay there restless and unable to sleep.  And then something brought her to a state of alert.

She felt the mattress of her bed bow down just slightly to her left.

The side to which Alure slept on the floor!

Florus sat up, or started to, but felt a small powerful hand press hard, almost striking at her upper chest.  Florus flopped backward onto her back.

Alure whispered, “No, no, don’t get up on my account.  Your rest is important.  Just ignore me and relax.”

“Alure!  What are you doing in my bed?”

“I was lonely down there on the floor.”

“Well, I’m right here.  I’m close to you.  There’s no reason to be lonely.  Go back down to your sleeping spot.”

“But with me up here, we’re even closer.  The closer the better.  I don’t want you to be lonely either.”

“I’m not lonely!  I’m used to sleeping alone in bed.  I-I prefer it.”

Florus felt more alarm when Alure flipped the blanket over and partially off her, “I’ll just slide in next to you.  I’ll keep you warm.  I can heat up my body.  I’m better than a hearth stone from the fire.  I don’t cool down.  Sometimes, if all goes to plan, I heat up.  And I make my sleeping partner heat up.”

Florus was pretty sure Alure was not referring to standard heat as from a fire.  Maybe in part.  Alure could make her skin very warm, even hot.  But the part about heating up sounded sexual!

“Alure!  Get out of my bed this instant!”

Florus could not see in the dark but could hear the pout in Alure’s voice.  A most devious pout!

“But Florus, this is my first night without my previous mistress, the great and wonderful Sliphera.  And now I’m almost all alone in this great big scary villa.  I need comforting and company.”

Florus was silent.  She would let her previous words stand.

She would let her words stand… while she lay there.  And while she felt a tiny heated hand with long fingers and long black claws rub along her thigh that was nearest Alure.

Alure added, “Sliphera was suddenly dead this morning.  I found her body.  It was so shocking.  She wasn’t even three hundred years old yet.  Far too young to die.  I’m so sad.  Only certain things can distract me from sadness.”

Perhaps… perhaps Florus was being a wee bit insensitive.  Alure had treated Florus most rudely that day.  Even cruelly.  But perhaps Alure was only acting out due to her personal tragedy.  Mistresses and their familiar were famously close with each other.  Likely especially so with a witch as the mistress because so many people shunned witches.  Understandably, but still, witches were shunned.

If Alure could feel sadness… then maybe she wasn’t the hardhearted downright mean creature Florus had thought her to be.

Florus was curious, “How did she die?  What did she die from?”

“It is a mystery.  Perhaps poisoned by an enemy?  She looked alive.  But without moving.  You know, dead.  I used the crystal ball to contact the Magic Guild.  Several magic users came out to verify her death.  Nicrar himself verified it.”

“He’s a necromancer.  I thought he communes with the dead and sometimes, in some ways, brings them back to life.”

“Nicrar knows about all aspects of death including when someone is truly dead.  I asked him to bring Sliphera back to life but he explained she would be a shell of herself, inhuman, a tool of dead flesh.  A zombie.  Most specifically, the Magic Guild looks after their own, even the estranged users of magic, black sheep like Sliphera, and Nicrar is not allowed to animate any bodies of users of magic.  The Magic Guild would not want them to become mockeries staggering about Ethecreeth.”

Florus thought that made sense.  It was a relief, too.  She would not want to ever be a zombie for Nicrar.  He was so creepy and such an asshole!  Florus supposed necromancy called to people of his personality.

She bet Nicrar would even look at his zombies in the nude!  Make them dance and prance for him!

Maybe even do more than that.  Necromancers were disliked even more than witches, and with good reason.

Hey!  Alure’s hand was higher on her thigh!

That wasn’t appropriate!  But it could probably be thrown into the big pile of things that were inappropriate so far.  A pile that had gotten quite large quite quickly and was evidently meant to enlarge further. 

Florus thought about saying something about Alure’s hand wandering higher, like a mouse seeking warmth. 

A mouse looking for a warm hole to crawl into….

Florus had not done well forming necessary boundaries with Alure.  Either that or Alure had torn down the boundaries.  She guessed right then, so late at night, in the dark, was no time to start fixing the broken boundaries.

Besides that, Alure’s hand felt good.  It was quite warm.  It sent thrilling darts up her body.  It was a leathery and calloused little hand but somehow it still did not feel bad.

It was hard to make someone stop doing something when they wouldn’t listen to you and when what they did felt good. 

But she felt she was supposed to try….

“I am sorry for Sliphera’s passing.  We can talk more in the morning.  For now, you should go back to your sleep area.”

Alure’s tone returned to pouty yet somehow devious, “I’ve decided, for my own emotional wellbeing, to expand my sleeping area.  It now includes the bed.  This is a good thing for you also because instead of only getting the bed, you also get my section of floor.  Sharing is caring.”

Well, sharing was caring sometimes but sharing could go too far!

Florus started to say something but felt fingers from Alure’s other hand press against her lips, interfering with clear speech.  She only made a surprised slightly blubbery sound.

Alure said, “Don’t say anything you’ll regret.  I don’t want to report to the Magic Guild how insensitive you were and how you would not comfort me in a time of need.”

The Magic Guild.  Florus’s mother more or less was the Magic Guild.  If Alure reported that statement and only that statement it might not be a big deal.  It would not be a big deal if Florus explained in what way she did not comfort Alure.  By not letting her under her covers!  When they were both naked!  And after previous happenings that same day.

But doubtless, more would come out at any such hearing of grievance.  For instance, Alure might note everything was going so well with Florus agreeing to go nude and with Florus orgasming and then Florus suddenly refusing to allow Alure into her bed.  Such mixed signals!

Something like that.

Shudder the thought. 

Florus also felt a little like shudder the body.  Or at least wiggle her body.  Alure’s hand was so close to her lady flower.  And even the other hand, pressing on her mouth, made her feel ever so precarious and small and overwhelmed.  Like she was the tiny one and Alure was a giant.

Florus attempted to choose a middle path, speaking against and through Alure’s fingers, “If you need succor and comfort, then, if you must, you may sleep in my bed.  To sleep!”

Alure chuckled, “To sleep?  Of course.  I will sleep.  Eventually.  What was that other thing?  Sucking?  That does sound good.”

“Succor!  I said succor!  That means to give comfort.  I did not say anything about “sucking!’”

“Sucking is succor to me.”

“No sucking!  But… fine… you can sleep in my bed.”

“Our bed.”

Florus abruptly rolled onto her right side, displacing Alure’s hand.  The position meant her back was to Alure.  Florus hoped that conveyed the message. 

No, it probably didn’t.

Now Alure’s hand was on her bare hip.  It wasn’t just lying there.  It was stroking Florus.  It was petting her.

Florus thought getting the hand away from her lady flower would solve the issue.  That issue being that her arousal, because of the orgasm denial, was always so close to the surface.  But the hand on her bare hip wasn’t much better. 

Was Alure aware of what her stroking hand did to her? 

Alure lay down next to her.  Florus felt her shifting around and felt the pull on Alure’s hand as she changed her position while keeping a possessive hand on Florus. 

Alure was going to go to sleep now, right?

Alure snuggled up to her.  Alure’s front on Florus’s back.  Alure’s front was a lot shorter than Florus’s back.  But they were both equally nude.

Florus was more than self-conscious.  Magic users and their familiars were supposed to be close, but this was way too close.

Of course, Alure was far closer when her tongue was inside Florus.  As were her fingers!  In Florus’s ass!

Alure’s assertive hand boldly slid over Florus’s hip and then moved downward.  Florus defensively tensed.  But she could not bring herself to take any actual action.

After all… Alure had just gotten into the bed.

Florus should probably give her a chance to—

She meant she should probably give her a chance.  To behave!

Alure’s hand slid further along Florus’s side and onto her stomach.

Florus did not want to be a rude host.

One of Alure’s claws poked into Florus’s belly button.  Point first!  It hurt a little and made Florus feel invaded.  Alure was taking liberties!

And… Florus sort of liked it.

She shouldn’t like it.  She knew that. 

Alure murmured, “We’re as snug as a bug in a rug.  I’m feeling greatly comforted.  Do you feel comfy?”

Alure’s pokey claw slid down from Florus’s belly button to the top fringe of Florus’s pubic hair.

Florus squeaked like a mouse, “I don’t feel comfortable with th—”

“Are you warmer now with me here?  It feels like you’re getting warmer.”

Alure’s claw poked through Florus’s pubic hair.  Her damp pubic hair.

Florus knew it was true.  She was getting warmer.  A lot warmer.  She was getting hot.  Part of that was Alure’s heated up body.  But only part.

“I’m warm enough, thank you.”  Florus meant her words to be coldly polite.  Prim and proper.  But she actually sounded a little bit grateful when she said thank you.

Alure suggested, “You can always be warmer.  A lot warmer.  I want you warmer.  I want you hot.  Here, I’ll show you.”

No!  Alure should not show her!  Florus did not need to be shown.  She did not doubt it!

Alure commenced to showing her.  Instead of moving her hand, she grew her fingers.  They pushed claw-first through Florus’s pubic hair and just kept going, sliding across Florus’s wet labia, sliding all the way until her fingers pressed on Florus from the top of her slit to the bottom. 

Florus didn’t just lay still for it.  She did something about it!

She gasped.

But that wasn’t all she did.

She moaned.

Alure purred, “Speaking of bugs that are snug in a rug, my fingers just ran through your lady rug.  Just think of them as a couple of long bugs as they go ahead and get snug.”

Florus’s eyes widened in the darkness.  Did Alure intend to—

She did!

Alure’s now seemingly impossibly long fingers slid into Florus like snakes into a mouse hole.  Racing each other to get the tasty mouse.

Florus made a mouse-like squeak.

Florus’s hands went to the scene of the action but, once they arrived, they fluttered about like they had no idea what they were supposed to do.

Alure taunted, “Yeah, you fucking want this, don’t you?  Can’t fool me.  Your nectar is flowing and my busy bee fingers are swimming in it.”

Florus knew it was true.  She was wet.  And she knew it was true that she wanted this.  She hadn’t wanted it just moments ago.  She would again not want it as soon as she’d orgasmed.  But she did want it right then.

Florus’s silence spoke a volume.  Her moan was the sequel.

Alure told her, “I said I’d give you an orgasm later.  But this isn’t the one I’m talking about.  It will be tomorrow morning.  That way we start off the day right.  And you will have to earn that one.  I did need to punish you.  But this here doesn’t count.  This is just me saying goodnight.”

Alure kept extending two of her fingers!  Florus felt them sliding right up inside her.  They were going for the deep nectar!  They kept pushing and sliding.  They were going even deeper!

It was an uncanny sensation for Florus because Alure did not thrust her fingers.  She simply grew them.  Alure’s skinny arm was motionless against Florus’s side and yet her fingers widened and lengthened.  They felt like fleshy spears!

Florus felt competing urges.  To protest.  To convince Alure this was not proper.  To rock her pussy on Alure’s fingers.

Florus settled for another long moan.

Alure worked her fingers deep into Florus’s pussy and her words in deep into Florus’s mind.

“You’re my great big slut.  You’re not so tall compared to many people but you are to me.  But you’re not so tall now, are you?  Who’s the Mistress in this bed?”

Alure should not say such things!  Alure should not ask such a question!  What if she made Florus answer it honestly?

Alure thought along the same lines, “You have to tell me true, Healer slut, or I will take away my fingers.”

That was what Florus wanted anyway!

…

No… wait… she did not want that.  She needed those long wide sexy fingers inside her.  She needed them invading her, growing and plunging forward like two demon cocks.

She needed it!

“You are the Mistress.  In this bed.  Right now.”

Alure chuckled and made her fingers expand another size upward.  Florus gasped and then groaned.

“Whose Mistress am I, Healer slut?”

Florus needed to get away from Alure!  She also needed to orgasm.  This interrogation by Alure, her trying to get Florus to say things, was not good.  It wasn’t just saying any old thing.  Alure was back to trying to get Florus to call her Mistress.

Florus knew where Alure was going with this just as sure as she knew Alure’s fingers were going into, were already in, her lady flower.

The proposition!  Florus had agreed to it.  That if she ever called Alure her Mistress ever again that she would have to call her Mistress from then on.  How had Alure put it?  “You’ll need to call me Mistress either before, during, or at the end of every sentence.  When we’re here at the villa or when we’re alone.”

Florus should not have agreed to that proposition!  But she’d had to.  Alure had threatened to take the matter to the Magic Guild.  In other words, to Florus’s mom.  And to the council members.  In a hearing open to the public.

It was true, no doubt, Florus would win and they would rule that Florus, the mistress, would not have to call her familiar Mistress.  But all sorts of things would come out at that hearing.  Such as all the cumming Florus had done!  And that Florus had at times called Alure her Mistress.

It would be a complete debacle.  Florus’s career as a Healer would be ruined.  Who would trust a Healer who could not control her lusts?  A Healer who was ruled by her familiar?

Oh, and good luck ever meeting a prince willing to marry her.  Princes had people checking on everyone they met or were interested in.  The checkers would have some shocking things to report on Florus!

She’d be lucky if a prince was willing to even take her on as a member of his harem!  And Florus hated harems!  What a terrible custom.

Alure’s fingers kept plundering her lady flower!  They did not accept the distance limits that cocks did.  They were longer than cocks, even the section of fingers inside her, and it seemed Alure could lengthen them and wider them at will.

Alure’s fingers worked better on Florus than any man’s cock ever had.  They were so warm and so violating.  The feelings of violation, of being taken, of exploitation should have been a big turn off but they were just the opposite.

It was so naughty!  It was so sexy!  It was so forbidden!

Alure asked again, “Whose Mistress am I, Healer slut?  I like my Healer sluts honest.  Granted, you are my first, but I want you to always tell me, your Mistress, the complete truth.  After all, a Mistress and her sexy Healer slut should be able to be honest with one another.”

A Mistress… and her sexy Healer slut….

Alure certainly was not a Healer… so that meant Florus….

Florus felt an urge to say it.  There was a pattern already developing between them, nearly cemented in total contrast to the liquid feeling Florus had between her legs.  Alure made demands and Florus gave in to them.

Gods!  She actually wanted to say it!

Alure wanted her to say it honestly and truthfully?  Would it be a lie or would it be the truth? 

She wanted to say it….

She never wanted to lie.  So, since she wanted to say it… it must be true.

Oh no!  Gods save her! 

Alure was her Mistress…?

Alure was her Mistress.

Alure… was… her… Mistress…!

This was a terrible thing!  And so naughty!  And somehow, for no good reason, a huge turn on when she should be utterly and completely dismayed and alarmed.

She was dismayed.  She was alarmed.  Those feelings were present.  It was just that they were dwarfed by her lust.  Having a Mistress was so incredibly naughty and such a huge turn on.

But just because it was true, in this moment, did not mean it was wise to admit it.  Wasn’t truth often more dangerous than lies?

Better question, didn’t Alure’s fingers feel incredible fucking her?  They filled her more than any cocks, were like taking two cocks at once, both in her pussy, and they were far hotter than cocks.  And they went so deep!  It felt like Alure’s black claws were poking at her cervix, much like the claw had poked at Florus’s belly button.

Florus released a long groan.  She thought she sounded like a zombie hungry for brains.  But she was hungry for something else.  She was hungry for an orgasm and she was also hungry to speak the words Alure wanted to hear.

But she knew she shouldn’t!

But she wanted to….

Florus hung on the edge of wanting and resisting.

Alure knew what was happening to Florus, to her body and in her mind.  She knew how to affect an outcome.  Instead of growing the sections of her fingers inside Florus yet larger, she slid them down along Florus’s labia.  Alure’s inner fingers, slightly scaly, slid along either side of Florus’s erect clitoris.

Florus’s eyes bugged out in the darkness.  She released an embarrassing “Ehhhh” sound.  The wallop of sensation was like a demanding dominant slap to her face.

Florus spit out the words, “You’re my Mistress!”

Gods!  Oh no!  She’d said what she should not have said!

“Who is your Mistress?  Say her name!  Say my name!”

“Alure is my Mistress!”

Why couldn’t she get her mouth to shut up?

“Who is my slut?”

“I am!  Florus is Alure’s slut!”

She was damning herself!

“Who will always obey her Mistress?”

“I will!  I will always obey you!”

This did not bode well!

“Who’s my sexy slut bitch?”

A bitch?  Florus was never a bitch.  She was never bitchy.  Not even when in a mood.  She was always sweet to everyone.

But Alure wasn’t talking about bitch bitchiness, was she?  No, it was some kind of sexual ownership thing.  Like Florus could never turn her sexual advances down?

It certainly seemed like she was unable to turn away or fend off Alure’s sexual advances.  The little demon wench really was incredibly alluring!

Alure was so alluring… and Florus had taken her lure like a fish taking a fisherman’s lure.

“I’m your bitch!”

“Whose bitch?”

“I’m Mistress Alure’s sexy bitch!”

That was the first time she’d called Alure “Mistress Alure.”  She had called her Mistress earlier that day, for a time, in the heat of submissive passion out on the deck.  But calling her “Mistress Alure” seemed so much… more… than simply calling her Mistress.

It was the first time calling her that but Florus felt an awesome fatalistic feeling that it would not be the last time.  Not nearly.

Her whole life was off course!  Nothing she’d hoped for or expected was happening!

She was a sex bitch for her own familiar!

And… it felt great.

“Do you want me to make you cum?”

“Yes!”

“Yes what, slut bitch?”

“Yes, Mistress Alure, I would like to cum!”

“Only “like to?’”

Florus was wriggling sideways on the bed, trying to get the fingers too far inside her even further inside her.  She was so close!  She needed them to move and do things to her!

“I would love to cum, Mistress Alure!”

“Do you plan to cum selfishly, for yourself, or for your Mistress because it amuses her and serves her dark plans?”

Dark plans…?

No time to think about that.  Florus needed an orgasm!  She needed to make her new Mistress happy in order to get it.

“I would love to cum for you, Mistress Alure!  I want to best amuse you!  Please let me cum for you!”

Alure laughed and when she laughed, she cackled like a miniature witch, “I was going to make you beg but you beat me to it.  You begged on your own before I could make you.  You are such a sexy slut bitch.  We are going to have such fun.  Go ahead and cum like a slut.  Amuse me, slut bitch.”

Alure’s two expanded fingers, near where they connected with lure’s hand, squeezed against each other with Florus’s clit in between them.  Florus’s swollen clitoris felt like a tender overripe blueberry about to burst.

Florus’s clitoris did not burst, but Florus’s orgasm did burst into full-blown existence.

Florus wailed and came and came and came, kicking her legs weakly, the wicked familiar clinging to her and expanding her penetrated fingers wider and longer.

Florus’s orgasm seemed to expand and widen and lengthen along with Alure’s fingers.

Florus kept orgasming on her side, her legs pulled up and her body snaking back and forth, looking like someone, a nude beauty, trying to ride an imaginary galloping horse.

Florus could not see it in the dark or with her eyes clenched in twinship with her pussy clenching on Alure’s enlarged fingers, but Alure leaned a little over her to facilitate the finger fucking and enjoy the sight of her new slut bitch orgasming despite her reputation for relative chasteness. 

Alure could see Florus in perfect detail because she had excellent night vision.  Alure delighted in Florus’s physical delight.  Alure knew that many Mistresses preferred pain and intimidation and fear and humiliation as instruments of domination.  Alure used those same techniques as she wished and when needed.  But she regarded pleasure as her preferred tool of domination. 

Along with the other tools of domination, once she had a slut bitch thinking no one could come close to comparing to the pleasure Alure could cause in them, that slut bitch was entirely hers and would not resist her.  That slut bitch would be hopelessly useless to herself and ever so useful to Alure.

Alure knew it took more than one sexual encounter to get a slut bitch thinking that way.  But it took surprisingly few.  Very soon now, Florus would go from thinking no one had ever given her as much pleasure to thinking no one else could give her such pleasure.  The slut bitch would convince herself beyond repair.  Even later on, if proved untrue, the slut bitch Florus would still think it was true.

Alure had no intent of proving it wasn’t true by failing to deliver loads of pleasure to the newborn slut bitch.  Just the opposite.  But eventually Alure would share Florus with others.  No, it was more like Alure would give Florus to them for their use. 

By then, Florus would be ever so slutty and ready to take pleasure from nearly any source.  Alure knew many who would enjoy pleasuring Florus and being pleasured by her.  Alure had allies and “friends” to appease, tempt, or ingratiate herself with.  Florus would be a useful commodity in gaining favor and commitments from certain parties.

Alure grew her two inserted fingers, and shrank them a little, grew and shrank, rapidly, over and over.  Florus oofed and oomed and ooohed as Alure kept up the pleasures overwhelming Florus’s brain.  Florus kept orgasming.  Whenever her orgasms weakened, Alure drove her into another one and she shook and made sexy sounds just as much as she had during the first orgasm.

Alure planned to keep Florus flooded with pleasure and lust so that Florus had no room in her head for pesky thoughts or perspective.

Never let them think of what was best for them!

Florus’s storm of orgasms seemed to call a little and Alure thought she may have forced her to have as many as she could.  But then she thought, “Fuck that!”  She squeezed that swollen clit again and Florus made a whooping sound.

Florus orgasmed again and the orgasm gained strength as she rode her sideways bed gallop right all through a massive orgasm.  Florus made shaky warbly sounds, her vocal cords unable to communicate or release the pleasure gripping her. 

All of Florus’s muscles were tensed and flexing but none more so than her pussy muscles.  They gripped at Alure’s fingers, not wanting to let them go.

Well, Alure was not going to let go of this one either.  She had Florus.  She thought so.  She just needed to cement her control.  It would take a little time and some added effort but it would be fun work.

Ah, the plans Alure had!

Alure grinned widely, her fangs prominent.  It was good to defeat good.  Healers were always goody goody.  It was very good to defeat them this way, in such a sexy way.

The plan was going so very well so far!

Alure expanded her pussy-plunged fingers, more so, wider and longer, than ever before.

Florus cooperatively thrashed into yet another orgasm.

The End

…of Book 2.

Book 3 to follow!

What is this plan Alure was thinking about?  What happens next now that Alure has established control and has Florus calling her Mistress?  Does Alure’s plan extend beyond simply dominating Florus or does she have her gleaming black eyes set on other game?

Can Florus do her job as Healer with Alure distracting her and ordering her around?

Can Florus keep the taboo relationship she has with Alure a secret from her mother, the Governess of the Magic Guild?

Does Alure only want to dominate Florus or does she have her eyes set on other lovelies as well?
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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! 

“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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