

“White Savages”

In the Land of the Lesbians

Book 5 of the “Lactating Lesbian Dictator” series

by Jordan Church

Copyright© 2022 by Jordan Church

All rights reserved

White Savages in the Land of the Lesbians is fiction.  Names, characters, and events are fictional.  All sexually active characters are at least eighteen years old.  This book may not be given away or re-sold to other people. No parts of this book may be reproduced in any form without permission in writing from the author who can be contacted at jordanchurch@mail.com.  Reviewers may quote short passages.

See what I have available and my author bio and photo (such as it is) at amazon.com/author/jordanchurch

Feel free to contact me:  jordanchurch@mail.com

Sign up for my newsletter to be notified of new releases as they occur. 

No waiting and wondering, just waiting! 

Email me at jordanchurch@mail.com to get the newsletter


By Jordan Church

The Lactating Lesbian Dictator series:

Lactating Lesbian Dictator

Seducing the Ambassador’s Daughter

Sexual Diplomacy in the Land of the Lesbians

Forced to Squirt

White Savages in the Land of the Lesbians

The Hole in the Wall series:

The Hole in the Wall

Handcuffed Together

Returning to the Hole

Submitting to the Psycho Mistress

The Black Masters series:

1.  Her Dad’s Fiancée’s Black Masters

2.  Hannah’s Dad’s Fiancée Dominates Her

3.  The Submissive Heiress

4.  Hannah Gets Adult Babysat

5.  Hannah’s Big Black Date

6.  Hannah Wanna

She’ll Take All Three Sisters series:

1.  She’ll Take All Three Sisters

2.  Dominated at the Lesbian Strib Club

3.  Heterosexual Sisters Forced to be Lesbian Sisters

4.  Extreme Lesbian Adventures for the Sisters

5.  The Sisters Face Lesbian Domination

6.  Oldest Sister Tamed and Lesbian Trained

7.  Middle Sister Tamed and Lesbian Trained

Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard series:

Book 1:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard

Book 2:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 2

Book 3:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 3

Book 4:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 4

Book 5:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 5

Book 6:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 6

Book 7:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 7

Book 8:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 8

Book 9:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 9

Book 10:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 10

Book 11:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 11

Book 12:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 12

Book 13:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 13

Book 14: Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 14

Book 15:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 15

Book 16:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 16

Book 17:  A Fresh New Sexual Domination

Book 18:  The Final Submission

Teen Lesbians Taking Over series:

Book 1:  Taking Over Mrs. Greenway

Book 2:  Taming Mrs. Greenway

Book 3:  Taking Over Aubree

Book 4:  Owning Aubree

Book 5:  Taking Over Tanya... and Her Neighbor Too

Book 6:  Taking Over Tanya's Step-Niece

Book 7:  Takira's New White Mistresses

Book 8:  Adding Coral to The Corral

Book 9: Taking Over Takira's Mom

Book 10:  Coral Gets Fully Corralled

Book 11: Tamed and Trained by Lesbian Hillbillies

Book 12:  Seducing and Taming Nala

Book 13: Ridden Hard in the Back Yard

Book 14: Double Seduction Double Domination

Book 15:  White on Black Pony Girl Lezdom

Book 16:  Taming and Training a New Mother and Daughter

Book 17:  Kinsley’s Kinky Lesbian Threesome

Book 18:  Domme on the Mom

Seducing the Mother and Daughter House Sitters series:

Book 1:  Seducing the Mother and Daughter House Sitters

Book 2:  Tempting the Mother and Daughter House Sitters

Book 3: Dominating the Mother and Daughter House Sitters

Book 4: Conquering the Mother and Daughter House Sitters

Tramp Pauline series:

Book 1:  Tramp Pauline

Book 2: Tramp Pauline Tries to Bounce Back

Black Dominatrix Neighbor series:

Book 1:  Black Dominatrix Neighbor

Book 2:  Too Bad to Be True

Book 3:  Sexual Reparations in The Big City

Book 4:  Mallory's Interracial Lesbian Domination

Impossible Seduction series:

Impossible Seduction One: Voyeur Mother and Daughter Seduced

Impossible Seduction Two:  Peeking Mother and Daughter Dominated

Impossible Seduction Three: A Tale of Lesbian Taming Two MILFs

Impossible Seduction Four:  Janelle Versus Redhead Mother and Daughter

Impossible Seduction Five:  Seduced Via Lesbian Home Invasion

Impossible Seduction Six:  The Erotic Evil Conspiracy

Impossible Seduction Seven:  Wicked Manipulation by Dominant Lesbian Neighbors

Impossible Seduction Eight:  Dominant Lesbians Dominate Redheaded Mom and Daughter

Impossible Seduction 9:  Dominant Lesbians Target the Final Pierson Girl for Seduction and Domination

Impossible Seduction 10: Seduction and Domination and Submission as the Dominants Go After the Blonde Daughters

Impossible Seduction 11:  Two of the Blonde Daughters are in the House of the Dominants.  Can They Escape with Their Lesbian Virginity?

Impossible Seduction 12:  Young Adult Kaia's Interracial Lesbian Date with Dark Submission

Impossible Seduction 13:  Kaia's Interracial Date Becomes A Lesbian Threesome

and She Submits to Domination from Mistress Lydia

Impossible Seduction 14:  First Time Lesbians Tamed and Trained by Neighbor Mistresses, Black Lesbian Domination of Submissive Blondes

Impossible Seduction 15: Younger and Older Lesbians, Domination and Submission, Moms Submit Sexually

A Lesbian Orientation series:

Part I: Cara Ties to be a Good Example

Part II: Cara's Lesbian Seduction

Part III: Cara Becomes Her Roommate's Lesbian Pet

Lesbian Stalker's Pets series:

Part I:  Lauri's Lesbian Stalker Becomes Her Roommate

Part II: Lesbian Stalker's Pet Roommates

Part III:  Lesbian Stalker Pet Trains Her Roommate's Best Friend

Part IV:  Lesbian Stalker Stalks Again

Part V:  Lesbian Stalker on The Prowl

Part VI:  Lesbian Stalker Hunting

Part VII:  Lesbian Stalker's Evil Trap

Lesbian Seduction Conspiracy series:

Part I:  Conspiracy to Seduce

Part II:  The Trap

Part III:  Taking Over Charlotte

Part IV:  Too Together

Seduced Trophy Wives series:

Part I:   Taking the Trophy Wives

Part II:  Taming the Trophy Wives

Part III: Training the Trophy Wives

Gift Cards for Lesbian Seduction series:

Part I:  Mother-In-Law's Gift Cards for Lesbian Seduction

Part II:  Liking It Way Too Much

Part III: Pursued by Interracial Lesbian Seduction

Part IV:  Submission to Her Black Mistress

Part V: Seduction at the Interracial Lesbian Orgy

Part VI:  Catfights at the Interracial Lesbian Orgy

Part VII:  Bailey’s Orgasmic Catfight

Part VIII: The Sisters Get Dominated

Part IX:  Total Lesbian Domination

Part X:  Submission Mansion

Stand Alone books:

Anything She Wants

Cheerleader in Trouble

Keep Your Panties On, White Girl

Lesbian Lust at The Cash Register

Lesbian Lust on The Sales Floor

Something That Belongs to Me

The Submissive Cheerleaders

Too Curious About Her Adopted Lesbian Sister


Have you been to Church today?

Proceed and you can answer “Yes” honestly


“White Savages”

In the Land of the Lesbians

Book 5 of the “Lactating Lesbian Dictator” series


Chapter One

Margot Parrow kept looking at the other diplomats and couldn’t help picturing each of them treated the same way by Queen Muunu as Margot was treated the day before.

It was a different group of diplomats than the day before.  Yesterday it was the Russian, the Italian, the Chinese, and the French diplomat who sat in the waiting area with Margot.  The Chinese and French diplomat were there again but there was no sign of the Russian or the Italian ambassadors.

Instead of them, there was the Dutch ambassador and an ambassador from Australia.  They’d all introduced themselves to each other early in the morning when they arrived at about the same time.

Zurica had picked up Margot and brought her to the palace, but she was gone now.  She’d left after taking a long look at Margot.  Zurica had held her chin up arrogantly high and her dark eyes held scorn for Margot and something else, something Margot could not decode.

Zurica had always looked at Margot and her daughter with scorn.  Margot wasn’t sure of she didn’t like Americans, or whites, or maybe anyone.  But the look this morning was different.  The scorn was deeper, a judgment made, and maybe there was also some kind of craftiness there, like Zurica was plotting something.

Zurica definitely knew Margot breastfed from Queen Muunu.  What else did she know?  Was she planning something?  What was it?  Was Zurica also a lesbian and maybe now thought she could do something lesbian with Margot?

Hey, just because Margot drank milk from another woman’s tits did not mean she was open to lesbian activity!  And, ah, just because Margot had lesbian sex with Deja Jenkins last night did not mean she was up for more of the same.  No matter how powerful the orgasms!

All these questions and concerns were for some other time.  Zurica wasn’t even around.  Right now, at the palace, Margot had her hands full and worried that her stomach would soon be full also.

Margot felt butterflies of dread and anticipation in her empty stomach.  It was kept empty for a reason.  She knew that.  She was instructed not to eat before coming here.  She knew why.  Zurica had not given her time to eat breakfast.  Zurica was in on it.

How had she ever thought yesterday that breastfeeding from Queen Muunu would be a one-time event?

Margot knew now, and should have known yesterday, that the first time was hardest as far as people trying to pull shit on you.  Once you let them, whoever they were, get away with something, they wouldn’t simply stop.  They continued until you made them stop.  If you could make them stop.

Margot remembered a sexual harassment case she dealt with.  She’d spent half her time dealing with sexual harassments during her time as a member of HR in the State Department.  It was hard to fire a government worker, they knew it, and it was a testosterone-driven environment in D.C.  She’d dealt with many repeat offenders.

One guy, Edward, was known as harmless.  Offensive but harmless.  He touched women’s rears and they slapped him or yelled at him and, as soon as they did, he apologized, said it was an accident, stopped touching them after the one time, and treated them with respect.  But a few still reported it.  And he did it to every attractive female he worked with for more than a minute. 

It was no accident, no matter what he said.  They all knew that.  But it was so minor compared to other things out there.

Edward was almost comical.  It was considered a right of passage for an attractive female to endure the one and only incident of sexual harassment from him.  He was harmless.  He was, in fact, a running joke in HR.

He was homely.  The women he touched were hot and well-educated.  What was he thinking?  That they’d fall for him?

But eventually they learned the truth.  Nine out of ten women shut him down.  But one in ten was vulnerable to him.  Susceptible.  They couldn’t say no.  They could not bring themselves to slap him, yell at him, or to report him.  For those women he kept it up.  He did not stop.  He continued.  He more than continued.  He took it to another level.

Once they did not report the initial incident, Edward took it as a green light.  And they probably felt committed to handling being handled on their own.  And maybe self-conscious about not reporting the initial incident.

It turned out Edward was not the harmless joke they’d thought he was.  Instead, he was a successful predator with a successful strategy.  Try, try, try again.  Only once with those who resisted.  Very smart.  But when he struck gold….

When they finally fired him, he had four women – four – he was having his way with almost every day at work.  He often made them work together to please him!  He’d somehow gotten these reluctant women to have threesomes with him when two of the three people in the threesome – the two women – were both reluctant.

Four! That was just the count of the current employees at the time they finally found out what he was really doing and how successful he was at preying on female coworkers.  Who knew how many others he’d driven away or caused to quit?

Edward was a predator.  Margot had met other predators besides him.  Margot thought Queen Muunu was a predator, also.

This situation was the same as the one with Edward, the same species of wrong, but also very different.

Edward preyed on those women.  He fed his sexual appetites with them.  Queen Muunu also preyed on women by using her unique status and power and knowing how compromised the female diplomats were because they needed to serve their country.

But, unlike Edward, who fed on his victims, Queen Muunu made her victims feed on her.

So now, here Margot was, in a waiting area with four other incredibly lovely female ambassadors.  It was like they were waiting in a breakfast line at a buffet!  For breastmilk!

But they weren’t only waiting to feed at Queen Muunu’s tits, were they?

Queen Muunu was into more than simply breastfeeding her diplomatic visitors.  She’d compelled Margot to take off all her clothes.  She’d hand-fucked Margot to orgasm as Margot fed from her breasts.

They were all waiting in line to breastfeed and to be fucked.

Margot had a suspicion.  No, the way Queen Muunu treated them wasn’t going to stop but it also wouldn’t stay the same.  Like with Edward.  He kept ratcheting up his demands and his control over those women.  He always wanted more and went to greater extremes.

Margot bet Queen Muunu was the same way.  She was very different than Edward superficially.  Woman versus man.  Black versus white.  African versus American.

But on the inside, they were probably the same.

Margot had to believe Queen Muunu would want to do more today and probably even more the day after this and then the day after that.

This was so sick.

Margot felt torn.  She wanted to get the fuck out of this country because staying here meant getting fucked.

She should leave.  Especially because of her daughter.  She should get Journee out of here.  A lesbian predator ruled this country!  That same predator set it up to make Margot come here and make Margot bring her daughter.

Queen Muunu did that for a reason.

She brought Margot here because she wanted to do sexual things to her.  That was obvious.  That happened at their first meeting.

So why had she required Margot to bring her daughter?  That, too, was obvious.  There could only be one reason.  Otherwise, having Margot’s daughter around would be a distraction or a deterrent. 

Margot wasn’t sure how Queen Muunu thought she might pull it off but she bet the Queen meant to meet Journee at some point and meant to try something with her.  Something sexual.

Yes, Journee would shut her down.  Journee would probably think it was hilarious.  Journee was free to say no.  The country wasn’t counting on her the way it was counting on Margot.

But the idea of it still bothered Margot.  She did not want her daughter to have to put up with having to say no to Queen Muunu.

But she wasn’t at that bridge yet.  Journee was perfectly safe back at the Ambassador’s Residence. 

Margot was at a different bridge.  The will-I-or-won’t-I bridge.

Would she do it again?

Would she go in there ready to comply, or submit, or… let herself have sex with the Queen?

But she already knew the answer to that, didn’t she?

She was here, wasn’t she?

Even knowing, in general, what would happen, here she was.  She wasn’t on a plane with her daughter on their way back to the world they knew, the safe world.  Nope.  She was here.

America was counting on her, right?

She hadn’t admitted it to herself until just then.  She hadn’t come here just to offend the Queen.  Even if she left without a word, America would probably still have a chance to get the Rambikkun milk supply.  They were, after all, America.  And Margot knew for a fact that there were other beautiful women in the State Department and at least some must have pretty adult daughters.

Everyone was replaceable.  She could have left without causing much harm to the effort.  Maybe.  Probably.  But she hadn’t left.  She hadn’t stayed just to tell off Queen Muunu, turn her down, and personally offend her thus causing the maximum damage to America’s interests here.

She’d stayed and so she knew she’d decided, at some point, deep down internally, to put up with more of Queen Muunu’s treatment.

Put up with more of Queen Muunu putting her fingers up inside Margot’s pussy!

Put up with more breastmilk drinking straight from the source.  Put up with another tummy swollen with human milk.

Maybe put up with another orgasm as she lay across Queen Muunu’s lap.  Could one “put up” with an orgasm?  Is that what she was ready to do here?  Put up with things and put up with an orgasm?  Was that why her pussy was already damp?  It was ready to put up with things?

But she’d probably have to put up with even more than those things.

What more would Queen Muunu want?

That concern and the heavy humid heat made Margot feel breathless.  Just sitting there, she felt like she couldn’t get enough air.

Without anything else to do, the diplomats all studied one another.  At least Margot knew she was studying them and had to assume the same in return.

What would they see when they looked at her?  A beautiful woman they knew, or assumed, was sexually compromised?

Margot hated to have people looking at her and knowing, or assuming, the truth.

Margot was interested in the French woman because of the French ambassador’s reaction to visiting Queen Muunu the day before.  She’d come out stumbling and wiping at milk on her chin.  She’d told Margot, clueless at the time, that there was plenty more for her.  Pretty quickly after that, in with the Queen, Margot learned what the French diplomat meant by that.

The French diplomat was so discombobulated yesterday morning and sounded so resentful that Margot, when she thought about her later, thought she’d never see the woman again.

But here she was.  In line for a feeding.

Margot guessed the woman was probably like her.  Already compromised and stuck with too much patriotism for her country.

It would have been nice if some of the competitors were eliminated.  The sooner Margot was the last beautiful MILF diplomat standing – standing with an overly full belly probably – the sooner she would be free of this place.

Then again, if America were to lose, Margot would prefer to lose out to a democracy.  Maybe they’d even share the milk with their allies?  Perhaps Margot should not view the French diplomat as an opponent but as an ally, just as France was America’s ally in almost all other regards.

Today, the French diplomat looked composed.  What wonderful posture.  And she looked so intelligent. 

The Chinese diplomat struck Margot as a real bitch.  It wasn’t anything obvious and Margot thought perhaps she was being unfair to the woman.  The Chinese woman’s eyes darted around and seemed to observe every little thing, each twitch of expression, each restless movement of a foot.  She was too damn observant, is what she was.  She looked cold and calculating.  But maybe Margot was reading the woman based on the country she represented.

The Australian ambassador was a tall blonde, deeply tanned, lovely despite deep crow’s feet by her eyes.  Margot nearly snorted at the thought that the Australian ambassador was lovely.  Of course she was!  Queen Muunu made sure of the loveliness of all of her ambassadors. 

Fucking Queen Muunu got to choose her own ambassadors from other countries!  That was unheard of! 

The Australian ambassador looked relaxed and interested.  She did not look at all uncomfortable.  Margot was pretty sure this must be her first visit to Queen Muunu.  Boy, was she in for a surprise!

The Dutch diplomat looked happy but in an inappropriate way.  She smiled all around at each of them, over and over, and her eyes seemed a little too bright, a little too eager.  Margot recalled Queen Muunu talking about the Dutch diplomat.  What had Queen Muunu said about her?

Oh yeah.  She’d said that the Dutch ambassador loved Queen Muunu’s sweet milk.  And that they usually don’t even talk about diplomacy at their meetings.  That the Dutch ambassador spends an hour at a time suckling at Queen Muunu’s tits!

Fucking Dutch slut!

Margot hoped the Dutch ambassador wasn’t called in before her.  It would mean an extra hour sitting on this hard stone bench, an hour wasted away as the Dutch ambassador drank Queen Muunu’s milk!

On the other hand, or the other set of lips, if the Dutch diplomat went first maybe she could deplete Queen Muunu's milk tank.  Maybe Queen Muunu wouldn’t even want Margot to suckle at her teats.

Margot thought that was a forlorn hope.  The Queen had massive tits and, even after four other diplomats drank from her yesterday, her nipples were still dripping milk when Margot went in there.

Shit.  The Queen was not going to run out of milk.

Margot realized her tongue was rubbing back and forth against the roof of her mouth.  Almost like it was trying to find and work a great big Queen nipple.

She forced herself to stop.  Her eyes darted to the Chinese diplomat.

That bitch was looking right at her!  With a fucking dark twinkle in her eye!

Margot tried to keep her face absolutely coldly neutral.  Never let them see you sweat.  Or, you know, unconsciously fantasize or mentally prepare yourself to suck tit.  Don’t do that one, either.

Margot wondered if the Chinese diplomat was going to report back to her authoritarian commie masters her suspicion that the American ambassador guzzled tit milk with the best of them. 

Report on yourself, bitch!

The Dutch diplomat said to Margot, “Isn’t it a beautiful morning?”

“Sure.  Guess so.”

“Don’t you just get thirstier and thirstier as you wait?  You know, waiting is hard but then it makes it all the more delicious.  It’s like orgasm denial for the mouth.  I’m sure the Queen does it on purpose.  She knows us better than we know ourselves.”

Margot couldn’t believe the Dutch ambassador had just said that!

The French diplomat jerked her face back and twisted her mouth like she smelled something bad.  Or maybe tasted something bad in her mind.

Even the Chinese ambassador looked shocked around the tight corners of her eyes and the way her slinky body stiffened.

The Australian ambassador’s eyes were so wide her crow’s feet disappeared.  Her surprised expression made her look ten years younger.

It was out in the open now.  That which should not be talked about was just brought up by the Dutch ambassador.

Fucking Dutch!


Chapter Two

The Dutch ambassador looked at Margot with wide eyes, expecting an answer.

“What?” Margot could not keep the temper out of her voice.  This stupid Dutch slut!  Liking what the rest of them hated.  Well, at least Margot and the French diplomat weren’t happy about it.  And don’t hold Margot’s orgasm yesterday while laying across Queen Muunu’s lap against her!  Just because Margot orgasmed while slugging down a huge volume of breastmilk did not mean she liked it!

The Dutch ambassador seemed clueless to Margot’s sharp tone, “I’m asking, what do you think?  Does Queen Muunu know us better than we know ourselves?”

The Australian ambassador looked on, mystified.

Margot frowned angrily, “Fuck no!”

“I think she does.  She makes me feel like changing my citizenship.  I’d like to move here.  Hey, I’d never have to pay for milk again!”

“Thanks for sharing,” Margot shot back.

The Australian ambassador leaned forward with a concerned expression and directed her question to Margot, “Excuse me, what is going on?  I just arrived in Rambikku.  Maybe you can tell me what to expect here.”

Margot worked her mouth.  How to tell someone that someone else with power was going to order her to drink milk out of her breasts? 

Was there an easy way to tell them?  Fuck no.

The French diplomat saved Margot from this awkwardness, “You’ll find out when you go in.  It’s probably best that you’re surprised.  You know, like getting a shot.”

The Australian diplomat frowned and clearly did not understand why the French diplomat said that, but how could she?

The Dutch diplomat distracted the Australian diplomat by asking her, “Hey, Aussie, when you were a baby, did your mother breastfeed you?  And up until what age?”

The Australian took a moment to understand this line of questioning, “I don’t think anyone has ever asked me those questions before.  I’m not sure why you would.”

The Dutch diplomat waved a hand carelessly, “Never mind.  It won’t matter.”

Margot gave the French diplomat a little nod that she hoped looked as grateful as she felt for the French ambassador’s timely interruption.  Margot had not wanted to be anyone’s introductory guide to drinking breastmilk as a diplomatic function.  The French diplomat had saved her from that.

Then she wondered at the French woman saying it was best that the Australian diplomat was surprised.  Was that true?  Or was that more likely to cause the Australian diplomat to run away from the Queen and fly back home?  Maybe the French diplomat was being crafty and trying eliminate competition.

That might backfire in the short term.  That left more breastmilk for the rest of them to drink.

Margot decided it was best to have any and as many allies she could get.  She would try to befriend the French ambassador.  She needed to learn more about what was going on, what was expected, and what Queen Muunu might try to pull.

Yes, she would do it in order to get the supply of breastmilk for America but there was another reason, a more important one to Margot.  She needed to know something and would like the insight of another ambassador.  Was there a reason, a dark one, a sexual one, for making the MILF ambassadors bring their adult daughters to Rambikku?

Did Queen Muunu, or her people, plan to target Journee?  Or was having to bring her only a symbolic sign of respect?  The French ambassador may know something.

Margot heard some men one day in the break room at the State Department talking when they hadn’t seen her around the corner by the vending machines.  They talked about MILFs in the crudest terms. 

But it was not like they only wanted MILFs.  One said that at a neighborhood barbecue he was going to that he’d try to get a specific MILF in bed or, failing that, try to get her adult daughter.  The other guy talked about trying that same either/or thing one time and failing with both the mother and the daughter, one after the other.

She thought her memory of that conversation might be relevant to her current situation.  The lust of the men was not for specifically for MILFs or for young women.  It was for both.  Or either. 

There was no reason to think Queen Muunu was different.  She was a lesbian.  She’d forced Margot to suckle at her tits.  Maybe someone could write that off as a bizarre local tradition.  But the thing was, Queen Muunu said she created that tradition.  She just made it by royal decree or whatever.

Yes, and how about the way Queen Muunu fingerfucked Margot?  What kind of tradition was that?  It was totally lesbian!

Overhearing those men, it had sounded like they were open to targeting either the mother or the daughter, first come, first serve.  Or maybe first cum, first serve.  But they hadn’t talked about having sex with both of them.

Queen Muunu might not be as bad as those two men.  She might be worse.  It could be she had mother and adult daughter pairs come to her country as a way to increase her odds of sexual success.  More women to target. 

It could be once she had one of them that she had no interest in the other.  That was possible.  If so, then Margot had “taken one for the team.”  She’d succumbed and so Journee was safe.  Like if one of those guys nailed a MILF, he’d make no play for the daughter because, if for no other reason, it would risk what he had with the MILF.

But Queen Muunu might be worse than them.  She ran this country.  She had so much power and power corrupts.

It wasn’t like Queen Muunu was monogamous and would therefore leave Margot’s daughter alone.  She’d had four other ambassadors yesterday morning – the Chinese, the Russian, the Italian, and the French – breastfeed from her and then still, after that, breastfed and fingerfucked Margot. 

Margot did not know Queen Muunu fingerfucked the other ambassadors but it did seem like a reasonable assumption. Queen Muunu breastfed the French ambassador for sure, and the others presumably. 

Or was that why the Italian and Russian ambassadors were not here this morning?  Had they refused and were then failed out of the international contest to secure the Rambikkun breastmilk supply?

Queen Muunu at least breastfed the French and the Chinese ambassadors.  They were here.  And she must have fingerfucked them, too.  Could Margot ask them? 

Why bother with the Chinese one?  If she was a reflection of her government, then she could not be trusted.  Any information from an answer by her would be worthless.  But the French ambassador might tell the truth.  They could share their experiences and observations.

Most of all, Margot could find out if the French ambassador had concerns about her daughter being here in Rambikku.  She may have heard or seen something.

Margot didn’t want to have a conversation in front of the Chinese ambassador.  Maybe Margot could loiter outside the palace after her diplomatic meeting / expected feeding.  That could work unless the French ambassador left before her.

The tall double doors to the Queen’s audience chamber finally swung wide.  A palace official came through and addressed them.

“Queen Muunu would first like to see the Dutch diplomat.”

The Dutch diplomat lit up, and Margot half-expected the woman to fist-pump her glee. 

Good lord.  The Dutch woman was such a slut for breastmilk!

Surprisingly, after a three-second pause, the palace official added, “And the Australian ambassador as well.”

The Dutch ambassador blinked in surprise, “At the same time?”

The official, a tall woman who looked like she’d make a great Amazon warrior, said, “Yes, it is what the Queen desires.  She can feed you both at once, after all.”

The Dutch ambassador nodded vigorously like the official had made the best point ever.

The Australian official looked confused.  She had no idea what was coming.  She probably expected to see a breakfast buffet table in the audience chamber.

Or, thought Margot with dark humor, that she would soon be cumming at the hands or at least on the fingers of Queen Muunu.

If today was like yesterday and if the Australian diplomat was in it to win it.

Margot’s heart beat faster and she thought she might be wet.  There was something about this situation.  Knowing what was in store for the Australian and knowing the poor Australian had no idea.  Soon, one way or another, her world was going to change.  She’d either be on a plane riding with the shame of failure back to Australia or she’d be in a state of shame slurping down African human breast milk straight from the lesbian tit.

Margot realized those really were the only two choices for her and the other ambassadors.  One shame or the other kind of shame.  But one shame let down your entire country and the other shame led to an orgasm.  At least, it had yesterday.

The Dutch diplomat stood, walked over, and grabbed the tall Australians hand, pulling her up into a stand, “Come on, Aussie.  Come with me.  I’ll show you how it’s done.  You’re going to love this.  Well, you know, eventually.”

No, she did not know.  The Australian looked concerned, but she allowed the Dutch woman to tug her along. 

The official turned to the Chinese diplomat, “You are to return to the Chinese Ambassador’s Residence.  Fetch your daughter and bring her back here with you.  Queen Muunu wishes to meet her.  Queen Muunu wishes her to see the diplomatic process her mother engages in with the Queen.”

The Chinese diplomat’s composure slipped.  She looked horrified for a fraction of a second.  Then she stood straighter though she was still quite short.  It looked like she was about to start yelling.

But then she deflated.  The composed mask of no emotion returned.

“I understand.  I will return with Aiguo as soon as it is possible.”

She turned and left.  The official went into the audience chamber after the Dutch and Australian ambassadors and pulled the double doors closed behind her.


Chapter Three

Margot and the French diplomat looked wide-eyed at each other.  They were now alone, and Margot could see in the French woman’s strained expression that she was also concerned.

The most important concern they shared was for their daughters.  What did it portend that the Chinese ambassador had to bring her daughter to meet Queen Muunu?  If she had to bring her daughter, would they have to bring theirs on some other day?

Margot said, “My name is Margot Parrow.  I think we should work with each other on this… situation.”

The woman nodded slowly, “Yes.  Our countries are allies anyway.  Why shouldn’t we be? My name is Colette Sauveterre.”

“Nice to meet you, Colette.  What do you make of this?”

“Let us narrow that down.  Are you referring to the breastfeeding?”

“Ah, well, we can start there.”

“What of it?  In diplomacy, one must sometimes do things that are tasteless.  Although, it does not taste so bad, does it?”

Colette had a small smile going along with that payment.  But Margot had no interest in comparing notes on the taste of the Queen’s breastmilk.  It could taste like chocolate milk for all Margot cared.  They both breastfed yesterday, and since they were here, they were both obviously ready to do it again.  What was there to talk about?

Margot skipped past answering Colette’s question, “I mean about the Chinese diplomat having to go get her daughter.”

“I don’t know anything about that.”

“What I mean is, do you think the Queen… you know… might have intentions towards all our daughters?”

Colette looked shocked.  It obviously hadn’t occurred to her. 

“I don’t know.  I’ve never heard of such a thing.”

“Look, she made each country pony up beautiful mothers with pretty adult daughters.  She’s already made us, the mothers, do things we did not want to do.  She isn’t exactly a one-woman gal.  Our daughters are adults, and so they could be looked at as fair game to her.  I’m just thinking out loud.  And really worried!”

“Yes, now I am worried as well, thanks to you, Margot.  But I mean it.  Thank you.  If Genevieve is in danger of… exposure to the customs here, I need to know about it.  Has the Queen met your daughter or asked about her?”

“No, they haven’t met, but Queen Muunu knows the names of my daughters and told me they are sexy.  That can’t be a good sign.  She even said she might want to nourish the daughter who is with me.  By feeding her breast milk!”

“Was she… joking?  She must have been.  She would not tell you what she intended if she was serious.”

“You met her.  She’s arrogant.  Or at least quite confident.  I thought she was joking at the time.  I think I thought that.  I wasn’t in my right mind at the time.”

“You mean…?”

“She probably did it to you, also.  I guess it sounds like she didn’t talk about your daughter while doing it.”

“And did you still….  Never mind.  It is not my concern.  But Genevieve is my concern.”

Margot flushed with embarrassment.  It sounded like Colette put two and two together and probably figured out Margot had orgasmed with two of Queen Muunu’s fingers up her pussy and with the ring of Queen Muunu’s words about Margot’s daughter still in Margot’s ears.

Margot felt like such a bad mother!

But, a point to keep in mind in her favor, she reminded herself, was that Queen Muunu only talked about feeding Journee her milk.  She said Journee was sexy but did not say anything about having sex with her.

But that did not mean she did not intend to.  What had seemed impossible or unlikely in the extreme now seemed like the most likely course of action by the Queen.

But how could she?  The Queen had so many diplomats to… feed… and fingerfuck.  That would have to keep her too occupied for their daughters.  Maybe not “have to,” but there were a lot of countries, and each one that sent an ambassador also sent the ambassador’s pretty adult daughter, one or more. 

Queen Muunu was a powerful Queen, but she had the same number of hours in a day as everyone else.

But if she spent even one hour with Journee, Queen Muunu might accomplish a lot of lesbian corruption.  Margot knew first-hand that the Queen was a fast operator.

Margot asked, “Has Queen Muunu asked to meet your daughter, or has anyone told you to bring her here?”

“No.  And yours?”

“No.”

“But we are not always with our daughters.”

“Well, yes, when we’re here, we are not with them yesterday and now today.  But Queen Muunu is right here with us.”

They thought quietly for a short time.

Colette frowned, “Tell me, has your daughter behaved at all differently since coming to this country?”

Margot almost said no, just automatically, but then thought about it.  Did Journee seem different?  She hadn’t seen her this morning because Journee was still in bed when Zurica picked up Margot.  Margot had only seen her daughter yesterday afternoon when she returned from her visit, her feeding, with Queen Muunu. 

Was Journee different yesterday?

She’d certainly done something different, as in strange.  After Margot showered, she’d stepped out on the rear balcony off from her bedroom, and she’d seen Journee down by the pool.

Journee had obviously had no idea anyone was watching, let alone her mom.  She’d laid on a lounger and self-pleasured.  That was not behaving “differently,” or at least Margot assumed it wasn’t.  Of course Journee masturbated.  It was expected and healthy.  This was hardly the age of hands above the blanket.

Masturbation itself was normal.

But outdoors?

In the middle of the afternoon?

And that thing Journee did at the end.  Margot wished she’d looked away long before seeing the end, seeing Journee orgasm.  No mother should ever see their daughter orgasm!

And, failing that, she wished she’d looked away right after Journee’s orgasm.  But she hadn’t.

Journee had licked her pussy juice off her hand and fingers.  Licked up her own juices!  Then got them wet again by rubbing her pussy and then she’d licked the wetness off of them all over again!

It had struck Margot as so weird and so… naughty or something, she guessed.  That’s how she felt at the time.  But now she wondered if it wasn’t some kind of warning sign.  Had Queen Muunu somehow gotten to Journee?

Somehow….

Those two black girls!  Those liaisons!

They were at the Ambassador’s Residence while Margot was with Queen Muunu.  And hadn’t they acted weird when Margot met them as she returned home and they were leaving?  They had!  Like they were sneaky knowing bitches who’d pulled something off.  Possibly with Margot’s daughter!

Was the thing they pulled off the pulling off of Journee’s clothes?  Maybe?

Colette must have seen a look on her face, “Tell me, Margot!  What is it that occurred to you?”

“I’m not sure.  Maybe Journee has acted differently.  Or maybe it’s just jetlag.”

Yeah, sure, jetlag made you Jill off outdoors in the afternoon and then lick your pussy juice from your fingers.  Gee, wasn’t that one of the most common side effects of jetlag?

Colette pulled back a little from her, like she knew Margot wasn’t telling her the whole story.  Margot decided to put the questioning shoe on the other foot.

“What about Genevieve?  Have you noticed anything?”

Colette thought a moment, “When I returned yesterday, she had a lot of questions.  She’s always been curious and intensely interested in the world but… these questions, in hindsight, were too knowledgeable.  Too coincidental.  I thought it was an incredible coincidence when she asked me if I breastfed her as a baby.  And for how long, up until what age.  And how it felt to me.  How often the feeding occurred.  To ask about such things yesterday, just hours after I was with the Queen, seemed an incredible coincidence.  But what if it was not a coincidence?”

“I don’t know.  I do know we were with Queen Muunu, so she wasn’t directly involved if anything did happen, but maybe she isn’t the only one like that, like her, here in Rambikku.  It is a matriarchal society with many more women than men.  Maybe Genevieve looked out a window and saw, I don’t know, some Rambikkuns lactating and breastfeeding?”

“Hmm.  Or perhaps Genevieve’s liaisons spoke about Rambikkun culture and religion.  They may have brought it up.  They were with her while I visited the Queen.”

Liaisons!  More liaisons!  For Genevieve also.  And they visited her while they knew her mother would be with the Queen….

Could the liaisons be some kind of sexual emissaries for Queen Muunu?  Could they have assignments to… seduce… to target the daughters of the ambassadors in order to soften them up for Queen Muunu?

Margot put two and two together and mistakenly thought she arrived at a fairly innocent, not-so-alarming number four.

Those two Rambikkun young women – Rhome and Pimpo? – must have told Journee a few things about Rambikku and maybe acted suggestive with her.  They sure hadn’t worn much, had they?  Maybe they touched her arms or shoulders as they stood on either side of her, and maybe they, Margot didn’t know, but her imagination tried to fill in the blanks, possibly they sat on each side of Journee and maybe even stroked their hands on Journee’s thighs?

It did make sense.  They must have gotten Journee a little aroused and a little curious.  That explained why Journee masturbated out by the pool, and it explained why she’d lick her own pussy juice.  She was probably imagining a lesbian experience and trying to understand the taste of it.  It was just natural human curiosity.  Hadn’t Margot had those thoughts, that curiosity, back in the day when she was Journee’s age?  Yes, she had. 

It was harmless imagination.

And now Margot had had such thoughts and actions much more recently.

So anyway, no harm done yet.  Nor would there be any.  Her daughter possibly experimented with a little session of make-believe lesbianism. 

Journee was assertive and smart.  It wasn’t like she could fall prey to the native lesbians here.  She could if she wanted to, but Journee wasn’t a lesbian.  She had her “sort of” boyfriend, Travis.

Jesus.  Margot used to be pretty indifferent to Travis, neither pro nor con because of his tattoos, but now he seemed like a prize winner.  Margot would rather Journee had a decent boyfriend (even with tattoos) than a lesbian relationship with a black African lesbian.

Margot wasn’t biased, not really, not like that.  It was just that she knew other people were.  They’d look at her daughter differently, and Journee’s life would be more difficult. 

Colette intruded on Margot’s thoughts.  Apparently, she’d had similar thoughts.

“Margot, do you think the liaisons might have intentions similar to Queen Muunu’s?  That they might share her preferences?”

“I guess maybe.  I can’t rule it out.  But they aren’t Queens, and our daughters aren’t compromised by patriotism like we are.  We have missions here, and that’s why we… well, you know.”

“Yes.  Of course.  You are right.  But still.  We should be careful about these liaisons, and we should warn our daughters.  In a subtle way that does not give away our situations.”

“Agreed.”

Margot frowned.  Yes, it was a nice little reassuring plan, but she’d thought of something that wasn’t at all reassuring.  Those liaisons showed up yesterday during Margot’s absence from the Ambassador’s Residence.  What were the odds that they were over there right now?

Hadn’t they said yesterday that they’d be back today to spend time with Journee?  They had!  They said they knew the Queen’s schedule, at least as it pertained to Margot.

So, they knew whenever Margot would be away with the Queen, and approximately for how long, and that no one would intrude on them.  It was, Margot realized, a perfect set-up for them if they wanted to… pressure… or seduce… Journee into doing things she would not normally do.  They’d know they had plenty of time for….

It was in her head now.  Those two grinning, giggling girls swamping Journee with attention.  And maybe touching her often, and poor Journee thinking it was just the culture here to touch each other often and all over.

She might think it was all innocent until they had her turned on, and it was too late to resist!

Come to think of it, those two African girls were slim but tall and so muscular.  They could overpower Journee!  Or, even if not, their number (two of them) and strength might intimidate Journee.

Journee was a confident young lady.  She wasn’t easily intimidated.  And, if those Rambikkun girls had mistreated her in any way, Margot, as she thought about it, was sure Journee would have said something to her. 

Instead, Journee went out by the pool and… rubbed one out… and licked her juices off her fingers….

They must have treated Journee okay but said or done some things to make Journee think naughty thoughts.  That was all.

Maybe there was a different danger, a more credible one, than lesbian seduction.  Journee must be immune to any lesbian overtures.

But those Rambikkun young women, the liaisons, were probably over there right now.  And what did girls do?  They talked!  And what was Journee so good at?  Asking questions!

Maybe those two were giving Journee ideas.  Maybe they were telling her about adult breastfeeding in Rambikku. Perhaps they’d tell Journee of the Queen’s preferences and of her lust for the diplomats….

Or maybe they were with Journee right then, telling her that stuff, and had their black hands rubbing up and down Journee’s thighs!  Rubbing higher and higher…!

She should go back.  But she needed to stay.

Was it more important to be a good diplomat or a good mother?

But America was counting on her.  And Journee was an adult.  And Journee was self-confident.  She might be curious or something, and she might let them touch her shoulder or her thigh, but Journee would know when to put a stop to it. 

Margot had spent time coaching and teaching Journee about how bad some people were and the shit they might try.  Margot told Journee many of her HR stories. 

Margot wondered if she was right with her confidence in Journee’s immunity to that kind of advance or if she was talking herself into staying.

What was she supposed to do, go back and tell Journee she failed in her job and stood up to the Queen because she was worried Journee might have African lesbians trying to fondle her?

Journee would think she was nuts!

She did feel a little nuts because of everything she’d done yesterday.  Or allowed to be done to her.  Queen Muunu was bad but what happened with Deja Jenkins was even worse.  That was full-on extended sex with Deja!  And she was Deja’s boss!

Deja had dominated her.  Wow, did Deja ever dominate her.  Margot never in a million years even would have considered the possibility before it became a reality.

Deja was short and wide-hipped and had those big, thick glasses.  Sure, everybody had sex, but Deja and Margot were hardly a match.

Except… they sort of were.  In a way.  Deja, all of a sudden, was sexually dominant.  And Margot, all of a sudden, was sexually submissive.  Yin and Yang and all that. 

They did not look like a match on the outside.  And it made no sense for the future or in the eyes of the public or, God forbid, if Margot’s daughters ever caught a whiff of the relationship.  If it was a “relationship.”

But it made sense on the inside.  Margot dreaded seeing Deja again and especially dreaded being alone with her.  Even so, every time she thought about Deja, she got a little wet.

Her mind was against any further sexual interactions with Deja, but her body was willing.  What about her spirit?  Did she have a submissive spirit? 

Mind, body, and spirit.  The inner trinity.  Two made a majority, and the majority ruled.

She knew which way her body voted.

She sure hadn’t ever had orgasms with her husband back in the day anywhere near as good as the ones she experienced yesterday.

Colette asked, “What do you think about Queen Muunu meeting with two ambassadors at once?”

“Maybe today is for business?”

“We should be so lucky.”

Margot felt a shock as she realized what Colette was thinking. 

“You mean… you think the Dutch and the Australian diplomats are in there right now… what?  Taking turns breastfeeding?”

Colette gave her a humorless smile, “Silly.  There would be no need to ‘take turns’ as you say.”

Margot colored.  Colette had a point.  Queen Muunu did have two huge milk-filled tits. 

Margot could not help picturing it.  Were they really in there right now, crowded together, both ambassadors suckling at Queen Muunu’s tits?  It was hard to believe yet easy to picture.

Once her mind went there, it was hard for Margot to think of anything else. 

That would be… quite a sight.  That would be… quite the diplomatic cooperation!

Margot thought of something so taboo she was horrified.  She felt guilty it even occurred to her!

But she had to know what Colette thought of the chances of it, “Colette, do you think they want the Chinese ambassador to bring her daughter in order to….”

She trailed off.  She couldn’t say it!

But Colette could say it, “To have the Chinese mother and daughter suckle Queen Muunu at the same time?  I think it is possible.”

“But, that’s…!”

“No.  It isn’t.  At least, not technically.  I will tell you what it is, though.  It is possibly a huge advantage for the Chinese.”

“Huh?”

“Think about it. If they are both willing, both the mother and the daughter, to please the Queen, then China has twice as much influence over the Queen.  Which means twice as much influence over the Rambikkun milk supply.”

It did make sense in a perverted way.

Then Margot pictured the Chinese mother and daughter working together to please Queen Muunu and score points with her. Her imagination was way too vivid! Margot blushed more.

She stammered, “Well, if that’s the case, that is one advantage we can never match.  We’ll need to offer a bigger contract or more weapons or a better protection treaty.  Something.”

“I do not think the Rambikkuns are interested.  They are not money-oriented like us.  They have no enemies.  They are a landlocked African country, and the nations surrounding them are terrified of their religion.  Those countries have been guaranteed non-spreading of the religion in their borders currently, but this religion could possibly quickly take them over if the Rambikkuns decided not to actively restrain it.  So the Rambikkuns do not need the money or weapons or protection.”

“Well, then….”

“Their Queen does seem to want to dominate and she is a lesbian.  Remember, Queen Muunu has all the power here.  It does not matter what the Rambikkuns want.  It only matters what their Queen wants.  She may only want sex with beautiful foreign women.  As exotic as they seem to us, we are exotic to them.  To her.”

“What the hell, Colette?  You mean we should fly in planeloads of lesbians for them?”

“We will see.  Right now, Queen Muunu seems to be having fun and does not appear to be in any hurry to make her decision.  However, she already does not lack for seduction targets, if you can call it seduction.  She is weeding out diplomats, but the ones she is not weeding out she is getting control over.  She’s training them.  Us.”

“She isn’t training me!  She isn’t controlling me!”

“Think about it, Margot.  Yesterday morning you had no idea you’d ever drink milk directly from a lactating breast and would have scoffed at the insulting idea of it if someone broached the subject.  Now, twenty-four hours later, here you are waiting in line to do just that yet again, for a second time.”

Margot saw Colette’s point.  In a day, Queen Muunu already had them trained to expect to do it. They both expected it. 

They now expected it, and they now accepted it.  In one day.

Margot looked at Colette.  The woman spoke and acted as intelligent as she looked.  Yesterday morning, she’d staggered out of the audience chamber, milk on her chin.  She went out the wrong door, basically going out through the in door.

But here she was.  She was here to do her job, sure, but she was also here to drink breastmilk.  Hell, that was her job now!  And Margot’s!

They were both intelligent civilized women.  First-worlders.  Yet, here they were, already, Margot had to admit it, trained to show up and drink milk.  They showed up when called.  They would not even protest if -- when – they went in there and Queen Muunu told them to latch on and drink.  She knew they wouldn’t.

Yes, they were controlled and they were trained.  That was the situation.

But.

They were only a little controlled and a little trained.  Everyone was controlled at times.  People showed up at work and for meetings and, hell, for their daughter’s school play, all at specified times.  Everyone, in that sense, was controlled.  Work expectations and laws controlled all people in various ways.

And, as far as trained?

It wasn’t that big of a deal in the big picture.  Queen Muunu had them drink milk.  So what?  You were supposed to get three glasses a day, right?  Those glassfuls did not need to be from glasses. 

And hadn’t Margot originally learned, or been “trained,” to drink milk from her mother’s breasts?  She was breastfed.  She didn’t remember it, of course, but it happened.

So Queen Muunu controlled them as much as most people were controlled.  Show up on time.  And Queen Muunu only trained them to do something that wasn’t technically new to them – assuming Colette was also breastfed as a baby.  And to do something that was healthy for them.  In fact, wasn’t human breast milk even healthier than cow milk?

Margot had a job to do.  A really important one.  America was counting on her.  She bet Colette felt the same way about her mission and her country.  She was here, wasn’t she?

Margot would go as far as she had to unless a line was crossed.  Scratch that.  Unless a major red line was crossed.

Like what?

Her daughter.  Besides exposing Journee to physical or moral danger, she wasn’t sure what else she’d refuse to do.  It probably wouldn’t come to anything else that she’d refuse to do, but she’d know it if she saw it. 

Queen Muunu clearly had an issue with too much milk production.  There weren’t enough babies in Rambikku for all that milk.  And, who knew, maybe the Rambikkun religion discouraged wasting the milk.  Maybe that was why they were willing to share it and ship it out to the world.  To one chosen country.

It was a long wait in the waiting area.  Margot kept picturing the slutty Dutch ambassador and the clueless Australian ambassador nursing shoulder-to-shoulder on Queen Muunu’s tits.

She wished it didn’t make her wet to picture that.  It was so lesbian to get wet picturing women together!  And it was sick when it involved lactation.

The double doors opened.

The palace official motioned for Margot and Colette to stand.

“The Queen will see you now.”

Gulp.

Yes, indeed: gulp.


Chapter Four

They entered and saw no sign of the Dutch or the Australian ambassadors.  Margot was a little relieved.  She did not want to make eye contact with adult women directly after they breastfed.

The palace official moved off to the side, next to some giant potted ferns.

Queen Muunu sat on her throne and wore the same outfit as yesterday.

A single gold chain around her waist.

She sat with her knees wide apart, oblivious or uncaring about showing off her hairy pussy.  Her huge breasts hung down a little and rested on her large belly.

Margot could not help checking out two things about Queen Muunu’s breasts.

One, did they look at all deflated?  She wanted to figure out if the Australian ambassador had fed at them.  Perhaps the Aussie had eliminated herself from the competition due to reluctance.  Margot had no question whether the Dutch diplomat had breastfed.  They probably had to drag the Dutch woman away from Queen Muunu’s tits!

Queen Muunu’s tits looked tight and full.  Bulging and so firm that light reflected brightly off the stretched skin of her breasts.  It looked like no one had fed from her! 

Maybe Margot wouldn’t have to breastfeed today!

Wow.  Weird.  That did not make her feel how she thought she should feel.  Yes, she did feel relief, but there was another feeling below that one but still pretty strong.  Unexpectedly strong when it should not even exist.  It was the feeling of disappointment.

Jesus.  Part of her had looked forward to more breastfeeding.

But her relief and disappointment were held at bay by a recollection from yesterday.  Hadn’t Queen Muunu’s breasts looked exactly like that, taut and full, even after Margot fed from them?  And she’d followed four other diplomats who’d already fed from her.

The fullness of Queen Muunu’s tits was no indicator at all.

The other thing Margot checked out, just instinctively (and maybe because she really was hungry?), was what was happening with Queen Muunu’s big nipples.

Yep.  They were dripping milk.  So, yeah, it wasn’t like she’d dried up overnight.

And the Queen might need some help draining her big black funbags.

Margot Parrow: here to help.

Margot felt like groaning at the idea of it.  But somewhere deeper, still lesser at this point, she felt like moaning at the possibility of it.

Would she only have to drink milk this time?  Not that other thing?

It would be so embarrassing if Queen Muunu fingerfucked her again while Colette waited for her turn.  If the Queen was going to fingerfuck them, Margot hoped she’d do Colette first.  That way Colette couldn’t judge Margot.

And it might be sexy to see Queen Muunu arousing the beautiful French woman.  It might be hot to see the intelligent woman lose all self-control while cumming for Queen Muunu.

Yes, and then that intelligent French woman would observe as Margot Parrow, another intelligent woman, lost it while she orgasmed across Queen Muunu’s big lap.

The idea of Colette seeing that was mortifying.  But there was something else there, something edgy and on the edge of Margot’s self-awareness.  It would add to what Queen Muunu did to Margot.  Having a spectator would.  Especially someone who endured and felt what Margot endured and felt.

Margot tried to move her mind past these thoughts.  Jesus, it was almost liked she wanted to have Colette watch and wanted Queen Muunu to make her orgasm in front of the French diplomat!

Queen Muunu rubbed one big hand on one wide thigh, “Approach, my white daughters.  Do not be shy.  I am sure you are famished.  After all, I made sure.”

Way to pat yourself on the back, Queen Muunu!  Or maybe, in this case, on the thigh.

Well, now they knew.  They were going to have to do it again. 

Margot’s tummy growled.  She looked nervously at Colette.  Fuck.  Colette had heard that stomach growl.  How embarrassing!

The “white daughters” approached closer.

As they neared the lower step towards the throne, the palace official behind them barked, “Abase yourselves to the Queen!”

Oh, yes, that was a good reminder.  Should Margot be grateful for it?  She added the palace official to her bitch list.  Had she met a Rambikkun yet who wasn’t a bitch?  Zurica sure was!

Those two liaisons who visited Journee yesterday?  It had seemed like they were laughing at Margot’s expense.  Some inside joke.  Or was it a joke about what was inside Margot?  Had they known the Queen breastfed her?  That sure would explain their giggles.

Yes, Margot went ahead and also put them on her inner bitch list.  Hey, she could always take them back off the list if they turned out to be discrete and normal and friendly with Journee.

But, for right now, she should view every Rambikkun as a possible threat.  Oh, and Deja Jenkins, also!

Shit.  Deja was also back at the Ambassador’s Residence.  With Journee.  Come to think of it, who was the greater threat to her daughter?  The two Rambikkun liaisons or Deja Jenkins?

Margot had not at all appreciated the way Deja talked about Journee’s ass yesterday.  But she hadn’t gotten around to giving Deja a piece of her mind about how she talked about Journee like Journee was a piece of ass.  Why hadn’t she?  Because Deja was sitting on Margot’s face at the time of those comments.

Margot and Colette lined up, a line of two, in front of the bottom step leading up to Queen Muunu and the throne she sat on. 

They knew the drill.

They knelt.

They bowed forward until their foreheads just touched the floor.

They held the kneel, the bow, the humiliating act of respect for the Queen, until Queen Muunu spoke.

“Rise, French woman.  Rise, American.”

They stood up.

Queen Muunu told them, “I will tell you this time, but I expect not to have to tell you again.  I do try to be patient with ignorant white savages such as you two.  No clothes!  Never hide anything in front of Queen Muunu!”

The good old third-person reference to herself.  Oh, and the good old having to get naked in the Queen’s audience chamber.

Margot and Colette took off all their clothes.

Margot felt self-conscious.  Of course she did.  She knew she was beautiful, but honorable women were not supposed to get naked in public.

She saw Colette had a slightly defiant jut to her chin.  And she made some confrontational eye contact with the Queen as she took off her clothes.  Was that wise?  What was Colette doing?  Could she not help the rebelliousness, or was this some intentional strategy?

Maybe she was trying to set it up so that small gains by Queen Muunu may feel like big gains in order to discourage Queen Muunu from trying to make them do too much.

If that was her strategy, it was about to be a total failure.

Margot saw that Colette had a fantastic body.  Mature yet tight and vibrant with health.

Margot felt anticipation in herself and in the air.  Everyone knew things were about to happen.  Only Queen Muunu knew exactly what.  She’d decide, and they’d obey.

Despite her rising anticipation and a sense of suspense that some might mistake for increasing arousal, Margot also had a sinking feeling. 

Queen Muunu would decide, and they would obey.  She hadn’t attached any caveats to that thought.  No “unless” or “except for.”  Here, now, naked, and feeling ready to do things she’d never normally do, Margot realized she was in no position to say no.  Maybe not to anything.

She hoped Queen Muunu didn’t know what she herself suddenly knew!  She did not want Queen Muunu to know she could ask or require anything, almost anything, and would get it.

Margot thought Colette must feel the same way.  She must. 

They were both in Queen Muunu’s hands.

Queen Muunu looked at them closely, up and down, and in detail.  It looked like she drank in the sight of them just as much as they might soon be drinking in Queen Muunu’s milk.

Queen Muunu looked at them with desire and delight and lust.

Yes, definitely a lesbian Queen up there on the throne!

Queen Muunu commanded, “Approach!”

They both thought the order was directed at them, and they were both right.  For a moment, they’d forgotten their fellow nude ambassador.  They were too captured by those darkly intent Queen eyes.

They were both slightly surprised and paused a fraction of a second as their elbows bumped into each other three steps up.  They both realized they’d serve and service the Queen at the same time.

It was a shock.  It was embarrassing.  It was… arousing?

They slowly stepped up the remaining steps.

Margot thought, “At least I’m not the only hot MILF ambassador getting bossed around and forced fed human milk straight from the tit.”

She also thought this might count as some kind of menage a trois.  She’d never had one and never thought she would.  Of course, it wasn’t sex.  For God’s sake, babies drank breast milk.  Or was it sex?  They were both naked, and they’d be adults suckling on adult tits.  That did sound like sex.

Maybe it was sex.  Especially if Queen Muunu fingered them again.  Then it would for sure be sex.

Margot thought Colette might take up some of Queen Muunu’s attention and lesbian efforts.  That was good.  Then things should be easier for herself.

So she thought.

It wouldn’t be so bad.  At least Colette was beautiful.  Queen Muunu was sort of beautiful in that big-boned African Earth goddess sort of way. 

Margot could have worse company for a threesome.  Still, it was so slutty!  What kind of woman had sex with two other women?  Interracial sex!  Only a total slut!

Margot sure had no real clue, yet, about her daughter, Journee, or the journey that Journee was now on.  Both yesterday and at this same time, Journee was having sex with Rhone and Pindpo while her mother was with Queen Muunu.

They reached the top, and Queen Muunu smiled at them.  A smile of total confidence.  A smile that shook them and might have made them tremble if not for the growing tropical heat of the midmorning.

Queen Muunu informed them, “Today will be different, diplomat sluts.”

Already with the name-calling?

Different?  They both knew, in general, what that must mean.

It wouldn’t only be different.  It would be worse.  Because it would be more.

Margot inwardly sighed.  She’d thought this might happen, and she still came here anyway.  The Queen was not perfectly happy to continue breastfeeding them and fingerfucking them.  Margot knew it from her previous encounters with predators.  They always wanted more and more and more after that.

She wasn’t sure of exactly what “different” or more would look like, but she bet she’d have a hard time ever persuading herself it wasn’t lesbian.

She felt imprisoned by her growing certainty of what was ahead and by her resignation to do whatever she had to do.  She guessed you could only suck milk out of a lesbian African Queen’s tits for just so long, one day in this case, before that lesbian African Queen would want something even more actively lesbian.

Queen Muunu laid it on them by telling them how they’d lay on her, “Each ambassador will mount a leg.  That is your slut perch.  My little slut birds.  I will enjoy the feel of your doubtless wet or soon-to-be wet vulvas on my thighs.  Ha!  And you will enjoy it, too!  Yes, so much!  You will drip with enjoyment!  As you perch and, I am sure, rub your slut pussies on the Queen’s purest black skin, you will imbibe from the Queen’s teats.”

Damn it.

Margot looked at Colette, and Colette looked back.  They gauged each other for any sign the other one would stand up for them both.  Neither saw any such sign.

Since they couldn’t stand up for themselves, they went ahead and sat down on the Queen’s thighs.  Her legs were spread wide, but Margot’s and Colette’s knees still knocked each other.  They realized they’d be in contact as they worked to obey and please the African woman.

What they did not realize yet, was how much they’d end up pleasing themselves and each other.

Margot was startled to have to keep a moan inside, just barely succeeding in keeping it in, as she settled her pussy against the Queen’s thigh.  It was a hot morning, but that thigh was hotter.  And Margot had to admit, so was her pussy.  It was already hot and wet.  All that waiting and anticipation.  And she sensed it was about to get hotter.  Much hotter.  It was already heating up.

The physical contact with the Queen was like a “game on” signal to her body.  Her body readied itself for sex, but her mind still hoped it wouldn’t happen.

She felt so helpless because she knew whatever happened during this visit wasn’t up to her.  It was up to the Queen.  The Queen might do anything!  Which meant Margot might end up doing anything.

Still seeing each other out of their peripheral vision, they leaned forward and latched on to Queen Muunu’s nipples.  Her nipples were nearly as large as some men’s penises, if not in length, then in width.

Colette’s lips closed around Queen Muunu’s nearly black nipple, but then her eyes widened, like she was coming to her senses, a sleepwalker waking up on the edge of a cliff.

Colette pulled back and tried her best, her weak best, “Queen Muunu, we should discuss trade between our countries.  Let’s do that first, and then, after, we’ll see.”

Queen Muunu chuckled and did not bother to respond.  Not verbally.

She grabbed Colette by the back of her head and pressed Colette’s face into the tit, Colette’s slightly open mouth giving way again to the big hard nipple.

The message was pretty clear!

Colette suckled.

Margot admired Colette’s effort at protesting.  It was more than she could bring herself to do.  But it sure hadn’t paid off, had it?

Margot also began suckling.

For a time, that is what they did.  They sat astride her big smooth thighs, and they suckled.

It was impossible to stay tense or to try to be emotionally uninvolved.  There was nothing new going on to get tense about, and it was so intimate.  It was way too intimate to remain objective.

Margot found her resentment of Queen Muunu slipping away as milk slid down her throat.  You just couldn’t stay mad at someone you nursed from.  It just did not work.

Queen Muunu simply sat there.  They worked on her tits.  They sucked.  They nursed.  They were doing it.  Queen Muunu had forced them to start, through rather undiplomatic diplomatic pressure, but now that they were started, they were the ones performing all the action.  It was hard to play the victim, even in their own minds, when they were the ones acting, and Queen Muunu simply sat there.

At first, Margot was self-conscious about Queen Muunu watching them and feeling their suckling and that their suckling aroused the Queen.  The Queen’s nipples – at least the one in Margot’s mouth – were firm and erect.  So she was aroused, right?

Margot, at first, was also self-conscious of Colette and Colette’s leg sliding sweatily against hers.  She was even self-conscious about the palace official back by the door, well behind them.  What a view she must have!  Right up their slightly spread ass cracks as they leaned forward with their legs forced to part around Queen Muunu’s big thighs.

But even the self-consciousness slipped away as more and more breastmilk slipped into them.  You could only be self-conscious for just so long.  The sharp feeling of humiliation blunted.  It was like spending time on a nude beach.  After a while, you were barely aware of your nudity.

And the milk.  Margot felt so hot, and the warm milk flowed so freely from Queen Muunu’s tits, like her nipples were spigots.  Margot felt it filling her stomach and it seemed to fill her with something else too.  She felt like a big nude baby getting fed.  It was a bizarre satisfaction.  A strange contentment.

Margot was no longer in a hurry to get off Queen Muunu’s leg or to stop drinking her milk.  There was no hurry at all.  If she was offered the chance to leave, no hard feelings, no damage done to the American diplomatic cause, she would not have accepted the opportunity.

She knew that was bad.  She knew she should be focused on negotiations, and this wasn’t that.  More importantly, she should be intent on rushing back to her daughter’s side.  But she felt no need to rush.  She felt a very French feeling next to the French diplomat.  She felt c’est la vie.  This was the life, and Journee could take care of herself.  Or not.  Whatever happened with Journee, that, too, would simply be life.

Margot felt calmed and placid as a cow, which was ironic considering she was drinking milk, not making it.


Chapter Five

Queen Muunu watched and waited.  A leader must be demanding, yes, but a leader must also know when to be patient.

Whether the ambassadors knew it or not, she watched them keenly.

Queen Muunu judged from the firmness of their lips, the power of their sucking, the eagerness of their swallows, and the tightness of their closed eyes that the time was right.

Right for wrong.

The two ambassadors had lost the thread of whatever was important to them or their countries.  They were, in the moment, simply breastmilk drinkers.  Nothing more or less.

But it was time to make them do more.

A Queen must be entertained!

A Queen must be served!

Yes, these two were diplomats, but they could wear more than one hat.  So Queen Muunu decided they could also be her sexual jesters.

She took a moment to anticipate the things she’d do to them.  She felt lucky that the French diplomat came back today.  She’d thought the odds much greater that Colette Sauveterre would leave.  Queen Muunu didn’t care about losing France as a supplicant, but she did care about losing Colette as a suck-licant.  She was so beautiful!

Oh, and yes, Colette’s daughter was even more beautiful.  She was the kind of young beauty kingdoms might go to war over.  But not Queen Muunu’s Queendom.  She had better ways to obtain her submissive sluts.  Who needs war?  It was so inefficient!

Ah, and the American!  The red (hair), white (skin), and blue (eyes) woman!  It was good to have that one riding on the Queen’s thigh.  Queen Muunu loved to dominate and loved redheads in particular, but, for her, there was the added tasty sauce of Margot Parrow being the American ambassador.  America was the most dominant world power, so it meant something for Queen Muunu to dominate the American ambassador.

All that was needed now was more domination.  Much more.  After all, even babies drank milk from teats, and, in the big picture, it was an incredibly common event amongst humanity.  It was just not so common or socially accepted for adults.

But Queen Muunu was glad it was not socially accepted.  It would not be nearly as much fun to breastfeed them it they thought it was normal.

Queen Muunu bet that these two, before the milk-drinking haze clouded their minds, told themselves things to trick themselves, or even each other, into thinking this was only a cultural thing or a noble sacrifice and that they were not dominated.  Or maybe even that the Queen would not want sex from them!  The foolish white savages!  Hadn’t she already fingerfucked them?

It was time to disabuse them of the notion that they were not sexually submissive to the Queen’s sexual domination.  Queen Muunu would give them nowhere to run and nowhere to hide from their burgeoning submissiveness.

So says the Queen!

Queen Muunu told them, “Queen Muunu feels your eager suckling.  Yes, you are lucky the Queen gives you this gift.  Queen Muunu also feels the heat of your foreign pussies.  They are so hot.  And so wet as well!”

Queen Muunu felt them each hitch in their milk drinking and then swallow heavily to make up for the slow down.  They’d slowed their milk drinking, but Queen Muunu had not slowed her flowing milk. 

Her words had made them more self-aware.  The Queen knew self-awareness was useful in breaking them down.  They had to eventually know they were submissive sluts in order to entirely become submissive sluts.

Time for a dash of humiliation and an added dash of insecurity!

“Queen Muunu noticed one of you has a much hotter pussy than the other one.  So hot that it blazes on Queen Muunu’s leg.  However, Queen Muunu notices the other has such a wet pussy, so wet it drips down Queen Muunu’s leg.”

Ha!  She let them wonder for a minute of suckling which one they were.  The one with the hot pussy or the one with the wet pussy?

In truth, both pussies were heated up, and both were wet.

Queen Muunu waited a few more minutes.  There was no rush.  Even though the Dutch (That milk-greedy slut!) and the Australian (So tall!  Queen Muunu simply must add that one to her collection!) had nursed from Queen Muunu for an hour, Queen Muunu still had a reservoir of milk in her massive tits.  More was made all the time!  Constantly!

Sometimes Queen Muunu felt like a human milk fountain.  It was a very wet fertile feeling.  She loved it!  She felt like a goddess.  The goddess of plenty, nourishment, and fertility.  Oh, and lesbian domination.  That, too.  That foremost!

Queen Muunu knew what she was waiting for. 

She’d made them self-aware of their sexual reactions to the current situation.

With awareness did not come limitation.  It led to admission.  Non-verbal admission.  There was no reason to hide something from someone who already knew the truth.

Queen Muunu felt them.  First the American and then the French woman, pressing their pussies down on Queen Muunu’s thighs.  Little presses at first and for only a few seconds.  But then firmer and longer pussy pressings.  Soon they were pushing their pubic mounds as firmly as they could.

Only pressing them down and not rubbing them around.  Not yet.  As if Queen Muunu might not notice!

Both pussies felt hotter now, ever hotter.  Both pussies dripped.  The pressing of their pussies down against Queen Muunu’s flesh acted to somewhat wring the pussies out.  Sexual oils dripped down either side of both of Queen Muunu’s thighs.

Queen Muunu knew pussies could only get just so hot on their own.  After that?

You needed friction!

Queen Muunu could easily order them to self-friction.  Orders were easy, but they were also rude and clumsy.  She also believed a Queen should not suffer the burden of constantly issuing orders. 

She did not want them to have any more mental room to dodge what they were and what they did than they did their physical ability to dodge around while riding Queen Muunu’s thighs.

She would avoid orders, but she could still nudge them in the direction she wanted them to go.

She lifted her knees.  Just an inch.  Maybe just enough.

The thigh to pussy contact increased dramatically just from that.

The French woman made a “gluk” sound as her milk swallowing went awry.  The American ambassador bucked slightly, like a spasm.

The Queen waited.

After a minute, she bounced her legs three times while wiggling her ass on the throne like she was trying to get more comfortable.  The legs of the white savages rattled like branches free of bark.

The French woman made a troubled sexy half-moan that she choked off as she swallowed another mouth load. 

The American thrust her pussy on Queen Muunu’s leg!

Queen Muunu stopped moving, and the American pussy thrust, or bounced, once, twice, a pause, and then a third time.  Then she stopped.  Queen Muunu saw that the American’s cheeks were bright red.  Perhaps from the physical heat, perhaps from the sexual heat, or perhaps from embarrassment as she realized she’d actively fucked her pussy on Queen Muunu’s thigh.

Queen Muunu slowly rocked her thighs up and down.  She lifted her knees higher than her hips and then let them sink down lower than her butt. 

They rode the Queen’s thigh teeter-totter!  Queen Muunu had seen a teeter-totter on an imported show and immediately recognized it as a training platform to educate the young on how to perform sexually when riding a Queen’s thighs.

Stupid whites!  All that training, but they never let it come to fruition?  So stupid!

The sexy white women, those sexy mothers who once breastfed and now were breastfeeding – ah, the circle of life! -- slid forward and slid backward on Queen Muunu as she teeter-tottered them.  The sliding wasn’t simply gravity at work.  It was from slickness.  Their white pussies made ample lubrication that faciliatated the sliding.  Their pussies left African-sized snail trails on Queen Muunu’s legs.

Queen Muunu loved a good sexy mess.  Her tits dripped all day and all night, she ate and drank on and off all day and all night, and she made the women near her make all sorts of interesting messes.

Ruling a country could get messy!

But messes were no problem at all when you were Queen.  There were lots of people to clean them up and in lots of ways….

She let the two white women get used to sliding back and forth.  She let the movement inspire them.  That and the arousing slick friction and the sexy pressure on their sexes. 

Very slowly, imperceptibly, Queen Muunu slowed her rocking.  Over the course of five minutes, her legs were finally even, with no tilt at all and no movement on her part.

Yet both white women continued to slide back and forth as if helpless from gravity dragging their pussies forward and back!

Yes!  Another fine training trick enacted on white savages!  Wonderful!

It was ever so amusing to make the white savages dance to her tune.  Or leg hump to her sighs.

These diplomats, the finest their white savage governments could offer up, presumably their brightest, were humping away on Queen Muunu’s thighs!

It was good to be the Queen!

It was good to do the bad!

But it wasn’t really bad.  No worse than milking a cow or slaughtering chickens for food.  These two were not full-fledged people.  They were white savages.  They were here for Queen Muuunu’s amusement.

Such sexy jester / ambassadors!

Queen Muunu sat on her throne and enjoyed the sensation of lovely female lips latched on to her flowing nipples and lovely wet steamy foreign pussies rubbing their own lips and their oils into Queen Muunu’s flesh.

May it always be as it is now!

She sensed the diplomats were approaching a diplomatic solution to their aroused pussies.  These two wanted to orgasm! 

Yes, Queen Muunu wanted that also.  But in the right way.

What were diplomats good at?  Diplomacy!  That meant compromise and getting along with others.  Queen Muunu did not want a compromise with them or to compromise in any diplomatic way.  But she did want to compromise them!

And she did not want them to get along too well with one another.  There were hundreds of countries other than Rambikku, almost all of them larger and more militarily powerful.  It was best these two, the French and the American, did not get along too well.   They humped legs well as a tandem, but that was as far as Queen Muunu wanted that alliance to go.

Queen Muunu damn well knew she wasn’t the only tricky one in this tricky world.

Queen Muunu announced, “Queen Muunu will watch and feel and will know which ambassador slut orgasms first.  One will be favored by Queen Muunu, the other much less favored.”

The white women, self-conscious again, slowed their pussy rubbing.  The French woman nearly stopped.  It amused Queen Muunu to know they were both trying to figure out Queen Muunu’s words on the fly and on the thigh.

Queen Muunu would know which one orgasmed first.  And one would be favored.  But was it the one who orgasmed first or the one who orgasmed second?

They couldn’t ask.  They knew better than to take their mouths off of a free-flowing nipple.  Besides, they did not want to stop drinking her milk.  Queen Muunu kept quenching their thirst with her breast milk, yet their thirst grew in power, transforming from a physical need to an emotional/sexual one. 

First, the American went back to full-speed leg humping, and then the French woman, as if she were trying to catch up to the American.  Yet they were getting nowhere riding Queen Muunu’s leg.

They were getting nowhere for themselves yet approaching an emotional location Queen Muunu wanted them to arrive at.

Thigh riders could also arrive somewhere else.  They could arrive at an orgasm if they humped fast and hard enough.

They really were amusing and sexy jesters!

They’d decided the Queen must want them to orgasm.  Possibly the tiebreaker encouraging that verdict was that they also wanted to orgasm.

It always amused the Queen.  They were so reluctant at first.  Then they were needy.  Then they were desperate for it.

Queen Muunu crooned, “Which ambassador will be the favored of Queen Muunu?”

They humped harder.  They humped faster.

No matter who they were or who they thought they were, Queen Muunu, given half a chance, made them eager to perform for her.

As always, it was good to be the Queen.

Queen Muunu instructed, “Stop suckling and ride me, sluts.”

They stopped suckling, looking dazed at the loss of their leaky nipple, and straightened on their thigh saddles.

They were such a sexy sight and a much better display this way than when hunched over suckling.  That was only one reason Queen Muunu had them stop suckling.  There were two more reasons.

Queen Muunu said, “As you rise to your orgasm crest, Queen Muunu wants you each to impress Queen Muunu, to outdo the other, by telling Queen Muunu a sexy sex thing you are willing to do for your Queen Muunu.”

They both looked clueless and then like they were trying to marshal their thoughts.

The French woman, perhaps motivated by knowing she was slightly behind on the humping, proffered a gasped out, “I’ll cum on your leg!”

Queen Muunu frowned thunderously.  These white savages truly were of lesser intelligence, “Queen Muunu already knows that.  It is a foregone conclusion.  You almost already are doing it.  Tell Queen Muunu something new, something so sexy!”

The French woman was wide-eyed with overwhelming sensation and panicked urgency. “I’ll-I’ll make love to you!”

Queen Muunu snorted, “Love?  Queen Muunu does not want love from a French slut.  Stupid white savage!”

The American saw her opportunity, and her blue eyes looked crazed, reflecting an inner willingness to now do almost anything, “I’ll lick your pussy, Queen Muunu!”

“Mmm, yes, it is good.”

The French woman yelled, “I’ll lick your pussy also!”

Queen Muunu laughed, “Yes, you will, but that declaration gains no favor with Queen Muunu.  How you say?  Too late!”

The French diplomat looked crushed.  Yes, Queen Muunu saw that the one named Colette was completely caught up in her current situation and had no remaining regard for herself or her country.  And perhaps not even for the oh-so-pretty daughter Genevieve?  Queen Muunu might put that idea to the test.  Not yet.  Later.

Just as one must pick the Fika fruit in season, so too must be timely when one plucks the submissive from the independent vine.  Once plucked to then be crushed and recombined into a tasty pasty slut slave.  Yes, pasty!  Pasty white, in this case!

The two diplomats humped and huffed, each hard hump driving air from their hard-breathing lungs.  Queen Muunu saw her milk on the American’s red lips and down her chin and spattered on the American’s milky breasts.  So sexy!  Queen Muunu’s milk was only a little whiter than the American.

If she kept the American, she must be sure to keep her pleasingly pale. 

Perhaps keep her in a cave?  Or in a hole in the ground?

No, too dirty.  Too literally dirty.  They’d have to wash her off each time they took her out.

Then Queen Muunu had an inspiration!

She would have the pearly pale American sleep during the day!  In a big coffin!  With air holes, of course.  Queen Muunu knew slut slaves needed to breathe air just like humans did.  Then Queen Muunu would let her out at night. 

Of course, Queen Muunu would also have the American’s canines filed to points.

Queen Muunu would tell everyone the American diplomat was a vampire!  And that Queen Muunu had tamed the vampire!  Slut slave vampire!  Surely the best kind of vampire!

Instead of American werewolf in London, she would have American Vampire in Nai Nabi!  Perhaps she would contract to have a movie made.  Based on true life!

She was a big fan of the movies.  She did not let her subjects watch them, other than a privileged few in her inner circle, but Queen Muunu loved them.  So many great ideas!  So many sexy actresses!  One day Queen Muunu would pay to have some of them come to Rambikku.  Come and cum and to never leave.

Yes, then Queen Muunu could make her own movies with those actresses.  But the kind of movies they were not used to performing in!

Queen Muunu even had a list and liked adding to it.  Keira Knightley, Emma Watson, Anne Hathaway, and Margot Robbie were on her list, but there were many others.

She’d discussed it with her inner circle.  The obvious problem was that once one actress visited and never left Rambikku, it would be difficult to induce the others to come to visit and also never leave.  Queen Muunu wanted to obtain as many as possible and would redirect their lives to be so much more useful to Queen Muunu.

Poor sexy white savages with no noble purpose!  Queen Muunu could give them a noble purpose.  To serve Queen Muunu!  After all, she was a noble.

The solution to obtaining as many sexy actresses as possible was obvious to Queen Muunu.  A Rambikkun awards show!  Yes!  They will come for the award and the fame and the lucrative opportunity, and then they would cum, cum so many times, and then they would stay, stay forever. 

The money they earned from awards won they would then contribute back to Rambikku.  It would be an inexpensive effort overall.  The actresses would achieve a new fame with new types of fans based on the new genre of movies Queen Muunu made them make.

As for the award?  The shiny golden award that such Hollywood creatures were attracted towards like birds to a shiny object?

Queen Muunu also knew what to do with the awards once the time was ripe, once the ripe actress sluts ripened, and she plucked them from the slut-to-be tree.

Queen Muunu would make sure the awards were smooth.  And cylindrical.  And long….

There would be time for all of that later.

Right now, diplomacy was so important!  Look at the French woman and the American woman!  So eager to ally their pussies with Queen Muunu’s legs!

They humped and huffed.  Which would cum first? 

Queen Muunu sometimes wished she had an equal to herself somewhere in the world.  Another Queen with whom she could make bets or personally impress or brag to.  One would bet on the American and the other on the French woman.

Honorary queens did not count.  There was no other queen in the world who truly ruled as did Queen Muunu.  Such a sad fact!

It was sometimes a little lonely being Queen, but it was always still good to be Queen.

She gave the diplomats a ‘helpful suggestion,’ “Queen Muunu believes you both should tell Queen Muunu over and over the thing you say you will be so happy to do.  Keep saying it until you bathe Queen Muunu’s legs in your woman juices.”

Queen Muunu frowned.  She’d forgotten that these two, as far as she knew, had yet to partake of the Fika fruit.  They were unlikely to squirt all over her thighs.  Well then, next time. 

Queen Muunu did not like to make errors, but it was not a big problem when she did.  All she had to do was instantly forgive herself. Of course, no one else would point them out or hold them against her.  Had she mentioned lately that it was good to be the Queen?

Right away, Margot understood what Queen Muunu wanted. She was completely in the moment, “I’ll lick your pussy!”

Yes, the American slut got it!  She was getting with how it was going to be.

Colette frowned, her intelligent brow furrowing, looking troubled with too much pleasure and with resentment towards the American, “I will lick your pussy.  I will, Queen Muunu!”

Queen Muunu liked that the French woman had more or less said it twice in a row.  Ha!  Like saying it more would earn more little invisible points with Queen Muunu!

It sort of did.

They humped and slid and sucked in air instead of milk.

Margot issued, “I will lick your pussy, my Queen!”

Oh, yes, she adds the “my Queen.”  A good touch!  Even as her hot wet pussy so firmly touched Queen Muunu’s leg as she rubbed it on Queen Muunu.

The French woman’s voice strengthened with mission urgency and orgasm urgency, “No!  I will be the one who will lick your pussy!”

Queen Muunu liked that the French woman verbally sparred with the American.  Good.  It was something Queen Muunu wanted. 

However, the French woman sounded a bit pushy as she pushed her pussy back and forth on Queen Muunu’s leg.  It was hard for a submissive to sound as submissive as Queen Muunu wanted her to be if that submissive was arguing.  It showed far too much will.

Willpower and confidence in others was a turnoff to Queen Muunu.

Queen Muunu noted the French ambassador dragged her wet pussy on Queen Muunu’s leg like it was a soapy rag that had soaked up too much water!  Queen Muunu thought she needed to wring it out!  Queen Muunu guessed that was pretty much what Colette was doing.

The American humped and gasped out a response, “I will lick your pussy much better!”

Yes, the American’s competitive juices were flowing!  Onto Queen Muunu’s leg was one place!  In the American’s silly slutty head was another place!

Queen Muunu felt her own “competitive juices” flowing.  She was looking forward to the two of them taking this challenge to its next logical step.  After their orgasms.  Queen Muunu wasn’t much for equality, but orgasms were an exception.  She was Queen, she should get them.  However, she liked seeing them orgasm, too.  Seeing them orgasm was like an orgasm for Queen Muunu’s eyes.

Strategically, Queen Muunu had found that orgasms were great for inducing deep and profound loyalty.  A Queen needed loyal subjects!  Even if they were not her own people!  Then she just needed to make them her own people by making them orgasm many times!

Orgasms were also great for morale!  As was discipline with whips!  Both made for wonderful morale and such great focus to eagerly please Queen Muunu!

At the least, the whippings and eagerness to please sure made for wonderful morale for the Queen!

The French woman sped her pussy back and forth on Queen Muunu’s leg.  Queen Muunu had watched the Olympics.  These diplomats gave her a fantastic idea.  If the athlete is a sexy woman, why not have them do bare pussy slalom on Queen Muunu’s thigh?  So much better than snow! 

No need for skis!  Saved on cost!  Opened up the open-legged competition to the common people.  As long as those common people were extraordinarily good looking women.

The French woman would not take the American’s claim lying down or while sitting and sliding her pussy on Queen Muunu’s leg, “She is wrong!  I will lick your pussy better than her!  Let me prove it!”

Yes, yes, that was the plan.  But not yet.  Queen Muunu wanted them to get the little loyalty machines between their legs firing.  Well, they were fired up and hot but Queen Muunu wanted them blazing into orgasm.  Yes, a true surge of loyalty.

The American espoused, “Fuck that!  I will lick your pussy better and longer.  I’ll do it every day!  I can do it all day!”

“No, I!”

Queen Muunu appreciated the French woman’s conciseness, but surely the American was more thorough and detailed in her dedication.

It was time for Queen Muunu to make her special preplanned announcement, “Very well, diplomat sluts.  Queen Muunu grants you this boon.  Queen Muunu will let you each please Queen Muunu with your mouths.  Of course, there is always back and forth in diplomacy, so you will owe me favors.  I will decide how many favors and what they are later on and will inform you.  Agreed, ambassadors?  You will lick my pussy when I say or even when I motion for you to do so, from now on, and, in return, for this privilege, you will do all that I say as soon as I say it?”

Yes, now was the time for commitments!  Queen Muunu had a clear head and they did not.  Didn’t the British – or was it the Portuguese? – get tribal chiefs and the like drunk before getting them to sign wildly one-sided treaties?

Queen Muunu did not use booze!  She did not need booze!

Instead of booze, Queen Muunu used cooze!  She’d read up on interesting terms for the female flower, and that was one that stuck in her mind.

Despite being heavily under the influence of cooze, their own cooze, both diplomats looked like they were concentrating hard like they were trying to understand the level of commitment Queen Muunu demanded or like it concerned them.

Five seconds passed before one responded.  They were not quiet seconds.  The ambassadors moaned and breathed hard.  Their pussy rubbing made a quiet wet noise.  So sexy!

The French woman perhaps thought she who answered more quickly might gain an extra point with Queen Muunu.  In point of truth, Queen Muunu did not keep points or have shades of preference.  She intended that these two end up in the same state short-term and have the same fate long-term.  She would enjoy them equally. 

Queen Muunu did not think it was right to give one pet preference over another.  Except on a temporary basis in order to incite them against one another!  Then it was good to do it as much as needed!

The French woman said, “Thank you for the honor you bestow, Queen Muunu!  I agree!  I will do as you say as soon as you say!”

Ha!  She said it like she meant it, but Queen Muunu knew she did not mean it.  Not yet!  Beware the false sweet words of ambassadors!  Instead, make them drink sweet milk from your teats and lick sweet wetness from your pussy!

The American would not be left behind as she sped her pussy up and down almost the entire length of Queen Muunu’s thigh, “I’ll do it!  Okay?  I’ll do it, I’ll do it, I’ll do it!”

Time to refocus them, “Who will be first to splash their pussy nectar on Queen Muunu?”

She did it again!  She needed to make sure these two ate some Fika fruit before they left.

“Me!” yelled Margot like an eager child volunteering.

“I will be first!” claimed the French woman.

Queen Muunu noted the air catching in the American’s throat.  She could not even breathe properly any longer!

Queen Muunu was pretty sure she knew who would win this… leg… of the competition….

The American made a gurgling sound as she orgasmed.  Her spasms made her bounce along Queen Muunu’s thigh.

She would have fallen to one side, but Queen Muunu grabbed her by one thin shoulder and kept her pussy on the spot.  Or various spots along Queen Muunu’s leg.

The French woman knew she’d lost but still orgasmed and made a brief statement to cover both outcomes, “Putain!”

How amusing.  It seems the Russian leader was well-named!

Colette orgasmed, and her legs hugged hard at Queen Muunu’s leg.  She drove her pussy hard on Queen Muunu’s smooth softness.

Queen Muunu grinned.

Diplomacy was such fun!


Chapter Six

Margot was in a post-orgasm daze.

Holy shit.

She’d just humped one out on the Queen’s leg!  After filling her tummy with the Queen’s boob milk!  Right next to Colette while Colette did the same things!

She and Colette leaned sweaty shoulders against each other.  They were propped up displays of sexual wreckage.

Margot felt so dirty and so slimy and so hot and so damn sexy.

This was awful.

This was great.

She should never have done it.

This was what she was made for.

Queen Muunu had humiliated her!

It was a great honor to hump Queen Muunu’s leg.

She should never have come here.

She should never have cum here.

She owed Queen Muunu.  She’d made a commitment to the Queen.

My God, she had said that, hadn’t she?

She’d said more than that.  She said she’d lick the Queen’s pussy and that she’d do it every day!  And she’d do anything else the Queen told her to do!

Anything?

Anything!?!

She hoped the Queen wouldn’t hold her to that.

She bet the Queen would hold her to that.

She hoped she’d resist and refuse.

She bet she wouldn’t resist or refuse the Queen anything.

Margot blinked at the massive Queen with her more massive breasts.  They were leaking breast milk again.

Everything was so weird, and Margot understand, or felt, one more weird thing.  When she entered the audience chamber this morning, Queen Muunu was a puzzle and a problem; she was Margot’s diplomatic mission.  Queen Muunu was only a native she had to deal with.

Now?  Queen Muunu truly seemed like a Queen.  She deserved to be Queen, and it felt like she was Margot’s Queen.

If she were in a room with Queen Muunu and with the President of the United States, and the President wanted to discuss her diplomatic mission one on one and the Queen wanted Margot to go get her a cup of water, Margot would blow off the president and get Queen Muunu her cup of water.

Margot heard a snapping sound and opened her eyes to see Queen Muunu snapping her fingers while looking past the two diplomats on her legs.

The palace official intoned, “White savages, dismount from the Queen’s legs.”

Dismount? Oh.  Yeah.

Margot and Colette walked backward off Queen Muunu’s legs, awkwardly with their own legs spread until they got clear.

Then the palace official intoned, sounding official in every way other than the meaning of her words, “White savages, switch positions!”

Still clumsily, they bumped nakedly like a two-woman comedy routine and finally got past each other.

Margot thought, “Please don’t tell me I need to ride this other leg to another orgasm!”

But the words rang hollow.  It didn’t sound like such a bad idea.  She was still so aroused.

The palace official clarified expectations, “Kneel and proceed to clean the Queen’s legs.  By mouth.”

….

Margot jerked with unwelcome understanding.  She twisted her mouth like she’d tasted something unpleasant.  She had, in her imagination.

She looked at Colette.  Colette looked red-faced but Margot thought that might be from her orgasm.  Colette pointedly did not look back at Margot. 

Colette knelt.

The French bitch was trying to beat Margot at servicing the Queen!

Not on Margot’s watch!  America came first in all things.  She’d cum first, hadn’t she?

Margot crashed to her knees and bent to her oral task.

It was an approximate tie between them as their lips made contact with freshly pussy-oiled hot black thigh flesh.

Margot was already licking it clean before she first thought whether she should do this, yet one more humiliating, wildly inappropriate task.  But she knew she was too far in, too far gone.  There was no stopping now.  The only way to achieve any redemption was by at least being successful in her mission.

She licked.  She sucked.

Queen Muunu giggled deep flesh-jiggling giggles.  Margot guessed their mouths tickled her.

Margot really resented how that fucking palace official made sure to make them switch places before they licked up their spend.  She obviously did that just to make them lick up pussy juice from each other!  That fucking bitch!

Or had Queen Muunu instructed the palace official to give that command?  If so, then that was okay.  No problem.  Queen Muunu was the Queen, and this was her audience chamber in her tiny nation.  She called the shots, and Margot licked up the pussy juice.

Yes, their roles and the difference in status were really coming home to Margot now.

Margot had never tasted pussy juice before yesterday with Deja Jenkins.  How strange to take it up at such maturity and with two adult daughters.  She guessed it was never too late to teach an old dog a new trick.

She licked Queen Muunu’s big black wet thigh like she was a famished dog woman.

The French woman tasted pretty good.  Damn good.  There was something subtle there.  Maybe the French woman used a body spray?  Or maybe she drank a lot of wine, like most French, and it slightly altered the taste of her pussy juice.

Margot guessed maybe she should be grateful to the palace official or to Queen Muunu, whoever, as to the leg assignment.  Which was worse, licking up someone else’s pussy juice or one’s own?

Margot could not help recalling, now, while she was like this, seeing Journee lick her own pussy juice off her fingers after she came on her hand.

Margot thought maybe later she’d take a page out of The Book of Journee and try her own pussy juice.  Now, for the first time, after more than forty years of life!  She’d like to know what Colette tasted, and she didn’t want to have to ask the woman later.

It was still naughty, like before, the idea of it, but it was no longer a no-go or some impossibility.  She was doing it!  It was still as slutty as she’d thought, but she no longer thought sluttiness did not apply to her.  With the way she kept orgasming as black women mistreated her and made sexual use of her, she suspected she was much more a slut than she was not a slut.

Margot cleaned Queen Muunu’s thigh.  There was a lot of wet surface area.  Colette really got her pussy juice all over the place.  It hadn’t only smeared.  It had dripped.  There were droplets clinging to the underside of Queen Muunu’s big thigh.  It was hard to get at them, but worth it for the increased flavor.

Jesus.  Had she just thought that?  It must have been her.  No one else was in her head thinking, were they?

Fine.  She liked licking up pussy juice.  That didn’t make her a lesbian.

Maybe bisexual?

She snuck a look over at Colette.  Wow.  She was also licking along the underside of Queen Muunu’s thigh.  Margot guessed she must have dripped as well.

She saw Colette come up above the thigh.  Her eyes were nearly closed, and she had a dreamy expression.  Margot guessed she must taste at least decent.  She also guessed that Colette was at least bisexual and might also be learning that for the first time, as a MILF over forty.

Queen Muunu got her giggles under control, “Yes, it is good.  Tidy ambassador sluts.  You make the mess. You clean the mess.  Now one of you will have the honor of using her mouth to please the Queen’s pussy.  As was promised by both.  But, as stated in Highlander, there can be only one.”

Margot and Colette tried to focus and decide what to do.  The reference to the Highlander movie by a third-world African Queen made it hard to concentrate.

Margot held a rapid internal debate, as rapid as possible with her lust-slowed thought processes.

Going down on the Queen’s pussy….

It looked huge.  And wet.  It looked like a really big job!

Margot had never done anything like that.  Not unless licking Colette’s pussy juice off Queen Muunu’s thigh counted.

Margot felt worn out and intimidated.  She wasn’t sure she was up for it.  It wasn’t only the task of it.  She worried she wouldn’t do a good enough job for a Queen.  A silly feeling, perhaps, but she was new to this lesbian stuff, and surely Queen Muunu had the native population around here lining up to please her pussy.  Of course she did.  She also had the ambassadors lining up for it, even if many or most did not yet know it.

Margot realized it was an opportunity but one with risk.  She could gain favor by performing this sexual favor!  She could get ahead of Colette.  But what if she did a poor job of it?  Then it would backfire.

She guessed she had promised to do it and should keep her promise.  The Queen had to be able to rely on the word of the Americans.

Margot took a breath and spoke just a moment before Colette would have grabbed the opportunity.

“I’ll do it!”

She heard Colette mutter, “Putain!”

Queen Muunu told Colette, “You orgasmed second anyway.  Do not worry.  I will keep you occupied as the American pleases me.  Kria!  Do to the French woman as we discussed earlier.”

Margot saw a look of fear on Colette’s face.  Yes, no one wanted to be done to them what others “discussed earlier” and would not openly reveal in the present.  It couldn’t be good.

Colette stood and dragged her feet towards the palace official whose name it seemed was Kria.

Margot wanted to see what happened to Colette, but Queen Muunu commanded her attention.  Quite literally.

“American, I command you to please your new Queen.  Queen Muunu is your leader now, and you will do as Queen Muunu tells you to do.  This is a secret not for you to share with Northman or your other countrymen.  This is between us.  Right now, please your Queen’s pussy.  I make much woman nectar for you, my little American red and white and blue butterfly.”

Margot felt as small and vulnerable as a butterfly compared to Queen Muunu’s size and commanding presence. 

She fluttered closer.

Closer to Queen Muunu’s nectar.  Closer to her big African pink flower.

She’d agreed to do it.  Incredibly, it was the lesser of two evils, the other being whatever Colette was about to endure.

She should probably be grateful.

As she brought her face ever closer to Queen Muunu’s pussy she experienced the optical illusion that she held still and Queen Muunu’s pussy came to her. 

Queen Muunu’s pussy, covered in black pubic hair, was the net for catching the butterfly.

Or at least the butterfly’s face.

And then they joined.  Face and pussy.  Moments later, tongue and pussy lips.

Saliva and pussy juice mixed.  Swirled. 

Margot’s tongue went into Queen Muunu’s pussy, and Queen Muunu’s pussy juice went into Margot’s mouth.

That taste.

It was…

… unexpected.

It was amazing.

That answered the question Margot wasn’t consciously aware she was curious about until just then.  Different pussies did taste different.  And Queen Muunu’s pussy tasted better than Deja Jenkin’s pussy.  And better than Colette’s.

Despite her overall reluctance, even if it was eroded by now, performing this act, this service, for Queen Muunu was so intensely intimate and so servile, that Margot felt a dark raging lust fill her up to bursting. 

Her oral act became a thing of great intensity and sincerity.  She started it as a way to gain favor or to avoid disfavor.  It started as a necessity.  She did it for America.

But only seconds into it, she did it for herself.  Or for Queen Muunu because doing it for Queen Muunu felt like doing it for herself. 

She wanted to serve the Queen.

She wanted to serve her Queen.

She lost herself in pleasing Queen Muunu’s large pussy.  There was a lot to do down there.  A lot of pubic hair, a lot of nectar, big pussy lips, a heavily swollen vulva, a lot of surface area, and a lot of area below the surface.

Working to bring Queen Muunu pleasure felt timeless.  Margot wasn’t in a hurry.  She felt like she could stay like this, on her knees, worshipping Queen Muunu’s pussy, for any length of time.  All day and all night if that was what it took.

Margot felt like her body and mind were humming to the same frequency but not a physical one.  It was something spiritual.  There was an equilibrium, a perfect balance.  Giving pleasure to Queen Muunu supplied pleasure to Margot. 

Margot still had ears, and they worked well enough despite Queen Muunu’s hot thighs swamping them at times.

She feasted on Queen Muunu’s little moans and groans as they gradually increased in frequency and power.  She feasted on them as she feasted on Queen Muunu’s pussy.  And all with a tummy already full of Queen Muunu’s milk.  She thought she’d always be hungry for them, her milk and her pussy, no matter how full she was.

Margot also heard what was going on with Colette. 

She heard the palace official, Kria, saying some things in her native language.  These words were sometimes followed by slaps.  Perhaps she was mad that Colette did not comprehend Rambikkun.

Margot heard Colette say, “Sacre bleu!”

Margot knew that was a French expression of surprise.

A little later, right after a slap – or was that a spank? – Margot heard Colette say, “Merde!”

Margot knew that was French for shit.  It was usually used in a humorous sense, not a technical one, but Colette did not sound like she was amused or happy.

A babble of Rambikkun issued from Kria.

After that, Margot heard something else, but at first thought it was from the rubbing of Queen Muunu’s thighs on her ears.  After a minute, she decided the sound must come from Kria and Colette.

It was a rhythmic fup, fup, fup sound.  Accompanied by wet sounds.  And moans.  Moans from Colette.

It sounded like Colette was getting it.  Margot wished she could see what “it” was.  She wanted to see it.  Not for pure information or to understand what might happen to herself.  No, Margot just plain wanted to see it.  She was so aroused, and she bet it was hot whatever Kria was doing to Colette.

Colette's moans were a thing of power.  Colette was losing it. 

Queen Muunu tapped the top of Margot’s head, “American slut, obtain the clit.  Now, American!  Suck the Queen’s clit!”

Margot was almost grateful for the order.  She found, in these times of great uncertainty, she sure liked being told what to do.  Then it was easy.  Simply obey.  She thought the Queen should give her lots and lots of orders, orders just like this one, and she should obey them all.  As quickly and as well as any American slut could ever manage.

Margot burrowed her face in but then raised her hands up to assist.  Queen Muunu had a lot of labial meat.  She had thick pussy lips.  Margot used her hands to spread them and had to pull back, blinking with a wet face, to spy Queen Muunu’s clit. 

Unlike the rest of Queen Muunu, her clit was average in size.

Once spied, Margot swooped her mouth in to “obtain” it and succeeded.  She did not forget to suck on it.  She sucked and hoped she did it not too firm or too light but just right.  She wanted this to be the best clit-sucking Queen Muunu had ever felt. 

If Margot did her best and made it feel the best to her Queen, then surely the Queen would have her do it again and let her do it more often than the other ambassadors.  Or their daughters….

Margot knew she wasn’t thinking the way she would have thought when she first entered this audience chamber.  She knew she was thinking naughty, but that was fine because she felt perfectly naughty.

She did her best to make it the best for Queen Muunu.

She must have succeeded.  Queen Muunu orgasmed.  She stomped her feet on either side of Margot and then hugged her legs together in a crushing embrace of Margot’s body.

Queen Muunu bellowed, “Drink of Queen Muunu, American slut!  Lick it all up!  Swallow down the Queen’s nectar!”

Margot thought she already was doing that.

It turned out not.

Queen Muunu lifted her big pelvis and pushed her pussy upward.  Margot’s mouth was displaced from the Queen’s clitoris.

Margot thought the Queen’s pussy seemed to swell.  And then it flowered open slightly, and a gush of liquid sprayed out and kept spraying.

The Queen wasn’t a squirter!  She was a gusher!

Margot had heard of such things but thought they had no relevance to her.  She had never squirted and was glad she didn’t squirt when she orgasmed.  What a mess! 

But now it was relevant to her, and she knew the Queen’s order.  What she would have refused to do just days ago, she did not hesitate to do now. 

Margot went face-first into the spray and opened her mouth wide.  She had a mission.  She needed to swallow down as much of the Queen’s nectar as possible.  She was so lucky.  So blessed.  The Queen was feeding her the Queen’s nectar!  And Margot was only a simple, lowly American slut.

The Queen’s kind generosity knew no limits!

The Queen sprayed and sprayed, and Margot gulped and gulped.  Queen nectar ran down her face and neck and chest.  It dripped from Margot’s tits.  She worked her mouth and throat like she was a top contestant in a nectar-drinking contest.

The squirts soon slowed in volume and power.  Margot felt disappointed in herself.  She should have gotten more of it into her stomach instead of all over the place.

She vowed to do better next time.

Next time?

She was dismayed for a moment.  There would be a next time?

Then she felt certain.  Yes, they would be many more next times.  Diplomacy was a process that required many meetings.  It took a lot of hard work and a lot of nectar swallowing.

Margot felt like a diplomat now.  This was what she was here for.  This was her purpose.  She would never let those European slut ambassadors or, worse, those fucking Asian slut ambassadors swallow up all of the Queen’s precious nectar. 

Or that tall sexy Australian ambassador either.  Fucking Australia was a giant island pretending to be a continent. 

Margot would represent America!  At least she represented the sluts of America….

The squirting stopped.  Margot used her mouth to clean up and down Queen Muunu’s pussy.  She tried to get all the nectar missed the first time around.

Queen Muunu even helped out, speaking as she lifted her ass up, “Queen Muunu lifts up the Queen’s rear.  There is much Queen nectar on the throne seat.  Queen Muunu had the throne designed with a concave seat to serve as nectar collector.”

Wow, Queen Muunu was so helpful.  And clever, too!  She thought of everything, even how to preserve the Queen’s nectar so ambassador sluts like Margot could drink it up.

Such wisdom in the general field of bodily fluids!

Margot felt deep, dedicated gratitude towards Queen Muunu.

The Queen lifted her great big Queen rear, and Margot saw the pool of nectar, like an oasis to a thirsty traveler in the desert.

Margot crammed her head in between the seat and the Queen’s rear end.  She felt big soft yet muscular buttocks on the back of her head, still spasming from the Queen’s orgasm.

More importantly, Margot felt wetness on her lips.  There must be an inch of Queen nectar here!

Margot sucked and slurped, almost inhaling the fluid as she moved her face back and forth.  Her tummy swelled further.  Then she licked up the remaining dew.

The thought did occur to her that it might go badly for her if the Queen lost her grip on the armrests of the throne and suddenly sat on her head.  Her head would be like a nut in a giant nutcracker!

Margot kept licking.  She knew she couldn’t let minor issues, such as personal safety, interfere with her performance for the Queen.

After long, hot, and humid minutes, the Queen pushed Margot away, but her words sounded kindhearted to Margot, “Yes, it is good.  The American slut fills up on the Queen’s spend.  All is as it should be.  So far.”

Margot guessed she was doing pretty good.  So far.

Queen Muunu asked her, “Tell me, American slut, do you think excellence in clit sucking and Queen nectar drinking runs in your family?”


Chapter Seven

Margot, naked, was sitting in Queen Muunu’s wet and naked lap.

Margot had been too shocked to answer the Queen’s question.

That was such an inappropriate question.  Really, it was just plain rude.  But Margot made internal excuses for Queen Muunu.  Who knew what was rude or polite in Rambikku?  This wasn’t America, and Margot should not bring her American expectations here to this tiny country.

Besides, Queen Muunu was the Queen, and she got to decide everything.  Even if it was also rude in Rambikku to hint to someone that their daughter might, like them, at some time in the future want to excel at clit sucking and nectar drinking, that didn’t even matter.  Queen Muunu made the rules.  She could simply decree that it was no longer rude.  Hell, she could make it so hinting at such a thing was downright polite.

So, Margot decided not to worry about it.  It was not her job to judge the Queen.  She was but a simple American slut.  Oh, and an ambassador also.  That, too.

She felt like a big baby sitting on Queen Muunu’s lap.  Even despite her recent adult activities and the very adult sexual action on display in front of them.

Colette was sideways to them and on all fours.  Behind her and between Colette’s legs was Kria.  Kria was nearly nude now.  Only nearly because she wore a strap-on.  It wasn’t some third-world strap-on either.  The dildo looked as modern and as silicone and as brightly pink colored as anything you could find in a sex shop.  Or online, of course.

Margot could not see it very well because Kria was driving it into Colette.  She only withdrew a little way each time before slamming it back into Colette.  Judging by the dildo’s base that Margot could see from time to time, it didn’t look as big as the effect it had on Colette.

Colette was moan-grunting like a woman getting fucked by a much larger cock.  Each time Kria thrust inward, Colette groaned long and tortured, like it was hurting her instead of bringing her pleasure.

But Margot knew it was bringing Colette pleasure.  Colette’s nipples were hard, and even if Margot’s eyes might fool her about that, she saw Colette buck back, just a little, after each thrust inward.  She wouldn’t do that if she didn’t like it.

The muscles in Colette’s arms and legs jumped as she pushed against the floor to maintain her position against the hard fucking.

Kria spouted a rapid series of Rambikkun words.  She looked at Colette as she said them.

If that was an order or some kind of sex talk, how was Colette supposed to understand Kria?  Colette didn’t know Rambikkun.  No one other than Rambikkuns knew their lingo.

Then Kria delivered three smacks to Colette’s right flank before switching hands to deliver three more smacking spanks to Colette’s left flank.

There.  That was more like it.  Margot was sure Colette would understand now.  Spanks were the international language.

Colette did seem to understand there was an expectation of her and that she’d need to do something different.  But what?

Kria straightened and stopped thrusting, but the dildo was still inside Colette, though Margot didn’t have a clear view from the side and up on the throne.

Margot and Colette understood at the same time.  Kria didn’t want to have to do the work.  She was taking a little rest though still on her knees behind Colette.

Colette knew what she was expected to do, what she needed to do, and what Margot bet Colette wanted to do.

Colette took over the thrusting, fucking herself back on Kria’s strap-on.  Margot noted that Colette arched her back, stuck up her rear, and fucked back at least as hard as Kria had fucked her.

Yep, she liked it!  That French slut!

Margot felt a protective self-satisfaction.  Here was one other ambassador who couldn’t look down her nose as Margot.  They were the same.  They were both sluts who were hot for lesbian domination.

Margot felt Queen Muunu’s hand slide down her belly and between her legs.  Margot spread her legs a little to accommodate the Queen’s hand.  Whatever the Queen wanted.  They were sitting on her throne, this was her nation, and Margot, for now, sure felt like she was Queen Muunu’s slut.

Margot felt a line of thought in her head, screaming for attention, trying to get out like a wild animal chewing at a cage.  She should think beyond the here and now.  But she didn’t want to.  There was something important, but she did not want to look at it.

Margot had never felt entirely submersed in submission before, not like this, not even with Deja.  Now that she was submerged, she did not want to surface.  It was like she was a land mammal who learned to breathe underwater and was scared to return to the above world.  But she knew she’d have to surface for air, and when she did, she’d have to think and feel guilty and make difficult decisions. 

But, for now, she wanted to stay deep under, completely submerged, high on lowly submission.

Queen Muunu’s fingers were big but agile and clever.  They felt perfect between Margot’s legs.

Margot felt like she idolatrized Queen Muunu now.  That Queen.  She sure knew how to make an ambassador submit.  And try lesbianism.  And knew how to make her wriggle on her lap, trying to get those cunning fingers deeper.

Margot felt too full with breastmilk, too full of Queen’s nectar, and not full enough of great big Queen fingers. 

Queen Muunu spoke to Kria, “I see the French slut enjoys her punishment.”

Kria grinned, “Very much so!”

Margot squinted through the pleasure Queen Muunu’s fingers brought her.  Punishment?  What punishment?  Colette was getting fucked – or, now, she was fucking herself – and she clearly loved it.  Judging by her deepening moans and harder thrusts backward, she must be close to an orgasm.

Were the spanks the punishment?  That didn’t seem like much of a punishment.  They were sluts.  Sluts get spanks.  Margot was pretty sure that was how it worked.  But she knew she was a newborn slut and didn’t know everything when it came to sluttiness.  But she sure was learning fast!

Margot reached down with both hands and gripped Queen Muunu’s hand, “Let me, my Queen.”

Queen stilled her hand.  Margot mounted it and began fucking down on it with a couple of fingers inside her pussy.  Margot rose up and down, but her pleasure and her lust only rose and rose and rose.

Queen Muunu bragged to Kria, “You see how the American slut now calls Queen Muunu her Queen?”

“Yes, as it should be!”

“They say the white savages are set in their ways, but Queen Muunu is proving she can successfully train them.  It is unfortunate for them, through no fault of their own, to be born as white savages.  But they can still be maximized.  White savages can be made into white sluts, and their service can be most pleasing.”

Kria agreed enthusiastically, “Surely it is the best possible use for them.  For the attractive females.”

Margot didn’t feel good about what they were saying.  Not so much because they said it but because of what it meant she was to them.  It wasn’t like she’d disagree with them or try to persuade them otherwise.  The Queen got to think whatever she wanted to think. 

No matter how much she couldn’t feel good about what they said, fucking on Queen Muunu’s hand and fingers more than made up for it in the feel-good department.

Queen Muunu said in Margot’s ear, “Are you pleased not to have to suffer the French slut’s punishment?”

Margot still didn’t understand.  Sure, of course, fucking Queen Muunu’s fingers was a big honor, and if she had to choose, she’d take them over Kria’s silicone cock.  But Margot and Colette were equally near orgasm.

She said, “I don’t understand, Queen Muunu.”

Queen Muunu chuckled while Margot kept humping down on her hand and fingers.

She said, “Kria, the American slut ambassador cannot properly see and appreciate the French slut ambassador’s punishment.  Please show.”

“Yes, great Queen.”

Kria unbuckled the strap-on, leaving the cock embedded in Colette.  Then she stood up, delivered several mean swats to Colette’s rear, and issued a rattle of Rambikkun words.

Colette awkwardly stood up.

Queen Muunu commented, “The open hand and the hard-driven cock do much to assist in language learning.”

Kria grinned, “If I spend the day fucking this one, I will have her fluent in Rambikkun.”

“I have no doubt.”

“However, for this next, at this time, I will need to use the common white savage language we agreed to use with all the slut ambassadors.”

“I understand.  Make it so.”

Margot felt strange and embarrassed to be humping a hand and being so near to orgasm while they talked with each other.  And she felt even more self-conscious now with Colette facing her.  Before, Colette was so involved in being fucked that she probably had no idea Margot was watching her.  But now she was forced into awareness.

Colette looked out of breath and distracted by sensations, but she also looked humiliated at her situation on display and shocked at Margot’s passionate lap-sitting hand-humping state.

Swat!

Swat!  Swat!  Swat!

Kria assailed Colette’s rear, and the most shocking part of it to Margot was how Colette stood still for it.  She took the spanks, she did not try to move away, and she did not protest.

Margot knew they’d both already accepted treatment they never thought they’d allow.  Treatment they were determined not to allow when they entered the Queen’s audience chamber.  They’d expected to drink breastmilk.  But all this full-on sex?  Never.  At least, not this much.

The most surprising and disturbing part was their reactions to it.  They were both so turned on and again so near orgasm.  They both felt as slutty as the Rambikkuns said they were.

Kria ordered Colette, “French slut, approach the throne.  At the foot of the steps, turn around and present your rear.  That is to say, place your head as near the floor as you can while still standing.”

Margot thought Colette’s face went a little redder.

Colette obeyed the instruction. 

Just as Colette got in the commanded position, Kria added, “French slut, give the Queen and the other slut a proper viewing.  Reach up and pull your slutty slut ass cheeks to each side.”

Colette did it, but even before she did, Margot saw the punishment and why what Kria did to Colette was a punishment.

The dildo was not in Colette’s pussy.  It was up her ass!

Margot jerked.  Or was that a clumsy but stronger-than-most hump?

Margot honestly couldn’t tell if she was horrified by this development or turned on by it.

She felt bad for Colette.  But she was damn glad she won the first-to-orgasm contest!  Better that the French slut take it up the ass than the American slut!

Margot wished she hadn’t seen this.  But, now that she had, she’d like to see it to completion.  Could the French slut – er, Colette – cum from an ass fucking?  Margot heard from a friend it was quite possible, but she’d never fully believed that. 

Queen Muunu said, “Very good, Kria.  You had her present most effectively.  I think it turns on the American slut.  She humps my hand so hard now.  Kria, go back to fucking the French slut’s rear.  I know, we should have another race.  The first one to orgasm will receive a paltry reward.  The second one will endure a punishment similar to the French slut.  A sexy ass will be fucked hard.  However, let us make sure we keep this of interest to all.  The punishment will be delivered to….”

Queen Muunu drew it out for dramatic effect.  Margot had a really bad feeling where this was going.

Don’t say it, my Queen!

Don’t say it…!

“…the daughter of the ambassador slut who fails to cum first!”

Colette twisted around, her face alarmed, but comically, she continued to hold her ass cheeks wide apart, “No!  You can’t!”

Margot had to agree, no matter how aroused she was, “No, please, Queen Muunu!”

Queen Muunu sighed, like a toy was taken away from her, “Very well, sluts.  Perhaps Queen Muunu gets ahead of herself.  So be it.  Instead of Kria, or someone else I choose, or even myself, ass fucking the daughter to be punished, it will, instead, be a simple spanking to that daughter’s rear.”

Neither Colette nor Margot liked that idea, either, but as they began to protest, Queen Muunu cut them off.

“No!  Quiet, sluts!  The Queen has decided, and so it shall be.  If you truly do not want your daughter spanked until that daughter has a red ass, you will prove it by having an orgasm first.  She who fails must want her daughter spanked.”

Margot had a new mission, a two-headed one.  Make herself orgasm and make herself orgasm quickly to spare her daughter the pain and humiliation of a spanking.  Jesus, how would Margot explain that to Journee, that Journee needed to take a spanking because her mother hadn’t managed to orgasm fast enough?

Margot had an advantage because her pussy was already on location, grinding hard and wet on Queen Muunu’s hand.  Margot leaned forward and pumped her rear like a jockey in the home stretch of a race.

Colette saw Margot trying to win.  Colette looked angry as she said, “Merde!”

Colette hadn’t given up, though.  She dropped onto all fours and motioned with her turned back head for Kria to fuck her.

Kria saw she did not have time to buckle the strap-on in place.  Apparently, she had a competitive streak because she got on her knees behind Colette, used one hand to start thrusting the dildo into Colette’s ass, and brought up her other hand to cup and fondle Colette’s sex.

Margot had thought she’d win easily because it was pussy pleasure versus ass pleasure and because she had a small head start.  But she realized it wasn’t really a head start because Kria was ass-fucking Colette long before Margot was humping Queen Muunu’s hand.  And, worse, now Colette received ass and pussy pleasure while Margot only had pussy pleasure!

Margot and Colette humped hands and moaned.  Sometimes Colette groaned as Kria drove the dildo up her ass.

Margot felt like she was going to lose….

Queen Muunu was also competitive.  And wise in certain matters.

Queen Muunu leaned forward, her gigantic breasts squishing against Margot’s back, releasing squirts of breast milk to either side.  Queen Muunu caught Margot’s earlobe in her mouth, sucked it for a couple of seconds, and then released it to whisper in Margot’s ear.

“American slut, this is interesting.  She who is the greater slut is the one who will save her daughter the pain and indignity of a spanking.”

Margot thought that was true.  It must be true.  Bigger sluts orgasmed more quickly, right?

Queen Muunu continued with words both welcomed by Margot and yet ones that were quite insidious, “You are both fucking or getting fucked.  A slut is not a slut for physical reasons.  All women have the same physical assets.  Yes, some better, some worse.  Still, a woman with a highly sensitive clitoris, let us say, is not necessarily a slut.”

What was Queen Muunu getting at?  Margot needed her help to cum as soon as possible!  Margot hoped for the blessing of Queen Muunu’s slut guidance.

“It is the mind of the slut, the mind, and the spirit, that makes the slut.  You must get your mind right in order to be fully slutty so you can cum first.  By right, I mean wrong.  What is wrong to good women, is right for a slut.  Just right for you.”

Okay….

Margot humped and rubbed her pussy furiously on Queen Muunu’s hand.  She saw that Colette appeared highly aroused.  Kria was really working her.  Kria was working the shit out of her!

Queen Muunu murmured, like it was a secret between the two of them, “You must cum first to save your daughter, and to do that, you must have a slutty mind.  So, let your daughter, in your mind, help you to save her ass.  You must picture it, American ambassador slut.  See in your mind your youngest daughter freshly spanked and so humiliated as will happen if you do not see it in your mind.  If you see it so much that it becomes true in your mind, you can prevent it from coming true in life.”

Wait, what?

She had to…?

Margot was desperate.  Desperate to cum and desperate to cum quickly.  Oh, and desperate to save her daughter’s little ass and her daughter’s dignity.  She was desperate enough to do anything, even take the Queen’s foul advice.

A show started in Margot’s mind.  Her brain was already flooded with chemicals released by arousal.  The new images swam among them and prospered.

Margot pictured it.  Journee’s reaction when she was told she must take a spanking.  Then Journee’s face reacting when she was told that she must take off her clothes for it.  Journee, looking appalled.  Journee, obeying.  Maybe with some helpful urging from her mom? 

Then she pictured Journee completely naked.  Margot knew she pictured Journee’s nude form accurately because she had seen Journee mostly naked below the waist just yesterday.  Margot had accidentally peeped on her daughter while Journee was by the pool.  She’d watched Journee masturbate and then lick her hand clean.  Twice because Journee had purposely gotten her hand wet a second time to lick it some more.  Journee had treated her hand like it was a big Lik-M-Aid using pussy juice instead of powdered candy.

Margot humped her hand as her mind fondled the image of her daughter bent over Kria’s lap.  She imagined Kria looking happy.  That tall black bitch would probably be thrilled to spank Journee’s pale tight ass.  Margot imagined Journee looking intimidated and fearful. 

Margot knew the image should trouble her.  Maybe even horrify her.  But it didn’t.  It was arousing.  Kria was so dominant, and she served the Queen, so there was a sexual association there.  And Journee was truly beautiful and even more beautiful nude in Margot’s mind than with clothes on as Margot almost always otherwise saw her.

Margot hand-humped as she watched in her mind Kria spank Journee.  The imagined Kria spanked so hard, and the imagined Journee twisted and bucked only in reaction to the pain, not in a true attempt to escape.  The spanking continued, and Journee’s ass and face were soon equally red.

Journee’s bucking slowed.  Kria’s spanking hand did not.

Journee’s ass went still, simply taking it.  Her ass was still except for the waves of movement from those imaginary spanks.

Journee’s ass… lifted a little?  She stuck it up and out and stretched the reddened skin.  Her ass, just a little, strove to meet Kria’s downward slamming hand.

Margot looked at the imaginary Journee’s face.  Her eyes were shut, and was that a sneaky little smile on her face?

That slut!  Imaginary Journee was a slut!

What she pictured did inspire Margot.  She was so hot for it.  She wanted an orgasm and knew she’d get there.  But she wasn’t sure if she’d get there on time.

Imagining Journee spanked bare bottom just wasn’t enough.

So she needed to add another scene to the movie in her mind….

Imaginary Kria noticed Journee’s reactions.  She must know what they meant because imaginary Kria grinned triumphantly, nodded in the direction of Margot the viewer, and then abruptly moved her spank-hot hand to Journee’s pussy.  Kria’s hand darted in like a hunter grabbing a small bird to make it the hunter’s dinner.

Imaginary Journee arched her body and made a passionate wailing sound.  Then she went back to bucking.  Not to escape.  Not due to pain.  She bucked her pussy onto and against Kria’s invasive hand.

Just like Margot was bucking her pussy on Queen Muunu’s hand!

Could it be that imaginary Journee and real Journee were just like each other?  Could it be that Margot and Journee were also like each other?

Maybe Journee did not need saving from a spanking.  Maybe Journee would like a good hard spanking.  And then some more, even more intimate, domination after that.

Imaginary Journee and real Margot were certainly like each other, and they suddenly became even more like each other.

Imaginary Journee came on Kria’s hand!

Margot came on Queen Muunu’s hand!

Margot clenched her eyes tight from the pleasure but the image of Journee getting lesbian-dominated by a black native hung in her mind.  Queen Muunu had one big arm slung around Margot’s waist.  Margot felt swamped with wet heat.  She shook out her orgasm, pressing her pussy onto Queen Muunu’s hand.

She felt ashamed for picturing what she had.  But you couldn’t argue much with success.  She felt shamed yet victorious.  Her thoughts were naughty, but at least she’d won.

But then she opened her eyes.

Colette was ass up and face down, panting hard.  But she wasn’t rising towards an orgasm.  She, like Margot, was coming down from her orgasm.

Margot frowned.  What the fuck?  Had she won or not?  Had she pictured her daughter in a way no mother ever should and she’d done it all for nothing?

It was hard to argue with success but easy to argue with failure.  Oh, she never should have done that!  Not even inside her head!  She was such a bad mother.

But she’d done it for Journee.  So that Journee would not get spanked. 

Or was it so that Journee would not find out why she needed to be punished, that her mother had failed to cum quickly enough while sitting nude in the Queen’s lap and grinding her pussy on the Queen’s finger and knuckles?

Both, Margot guessed.

Queen Muunu announced, “Queen Muunu says it is a tie.”

Kria asked the question Margot and Colette were also asking, even during their post-orgasm shakiness and weariness, “My Queen, what will we do?  Spank neither or spank both?”

Queen Muunu, that crafty devil, kept everyone wondering, “Queen Muunu will think on this issue.  Most assuredly an important decision.  Queen Muunu will make this decision in Queen Muunu’s own time.”

Damn it.  That made Margot so angry and so stressed.  Should she worry about Journee’s ass or not?


Chapter Eight

Well, at least they were done here.  Margot felt a little jealous bitterness as she thought Queen Muunu must have other ambassadors who she wanted to meet with.  And she probably wanted to set it up for half their daughters to get spanked also!

Margot would drag herself back to the Ambassador’s Residence.  She really should check on Journee anyway.  She had to make sure the guide girls, those tall, thin, big-titted giggle girls, were treating Journee with respect and care.  And not giving away any secrets about Journee’s mother!  That, too! 

Maybe that mostly.  Because, if anyone pulled anything with Journee, Journee would straighten them out.  She’d even straighten out not-so-straight African lesbians!  If those two guides even were lesbians.  Journee could handle herself and her own concerns.  Journee was no shrinking violet. 

Margot knew she was just overly protective.

Or was she?  Was she overprotective or not protective enough?  She’d brought Journee all the way here, across the Atlantic and across half of Africa.  She hadn’t known much about Rambikku, and if she knew then what she knew now, she never would have brought Journee.

And Journee was acting strange.  And not just inside Margot’s head!

Alright, she’d get out of here and check on Journee.  Maybe they could spend some quality mother and daughter time together at the local third-world market or whatever.  Maybe they’d go view animals at some watering hole.  Some activity that was African but not twisted.  Something they could tell Brinlee about enthusiastically.

Margot felt like a sexual wreck.  But she wasn’t a wreck before she washed up on this shoreless African shore.  She was a sexual wreck because she washed up on this shoreless African shore.

All these things she’d done were things she never imagined doing.  Some of them were things she was determined not to do as recently as when they were out in the waiting room before they entered the Queen’s audience chamber.

She was so determined so recently, and it hadn’t mattered at all.  She’d done what Queen Muunu demanded and commanded.  She’d done it and liked doing it.  More than liked it.  Those orgasms were a lot more than liking it!

If sex was meant to be between a man and a woman (and Margot did not really think that for the whole world, only for herself) then why were these lesbian orgasms so much bigger, so much longer, and just so much better than the ones she’d had back in the day with her husband?  Her best orgasms with her husband were a far cry from being as good as these.

Maybe she was a slut?  Maybe he treated her with too much respect while Queen Muunu had it right.

Did Margot even want to leave Rambikku?

Just yesterday, or even this morning, all she wanted to do was get out of this hell hole. 

But now….

She wouldn’t mind staying a while until she accomplished her mission.  Oh, and then to make sure that the deal between Rambikku and America went smoothly, she may need to stay, what, another year?

Maybe two years just to be totally sure?

She could take it.  She could take a couple of years of orgasms like these.

But not with Journee around.  Sooner or later, Journee would figure out part of it or all of it.  She was a smart girl.  She was very observant.  She’d no doubt wonder why her mom got all dolled up and spent so much time and effort on looking good every time before she went to visit the Queen.

Besides, what would happen to Journee if she spent too much time in a deeply matriarchal society, populated by five women for each man, the men submissive and the woman, possibly most of them, dominant lesbians?  Wouldn’t some of that rub off on Journee?

Margot had a new plan.  She’d check on Journee.  Then she’d get Journee out of the country.  She’d do whatever process that involved.  Then she’d spend her weeks, or months, or years here having great big orgasms and serving Queen Muunu and proving to her that the American ambassador could be as slutty or sluttier than the ambassador of any other country.

“So, uh, do you want us… I mean, me, do you want me to come back tomorrow?”

Queen Muunu chuckled, “Yes, of course.  But you are not to leave yet.  Queen Muunu is always so very interested in fairness.  Of course she is!  A Queen must be fair!  So, now you go to Kria, and the French slut will come over here.  She, too, should get a taste of the Queen.”

What.

The.

Fuck!?!

Margot said as much, “What the fuck!?!  She was ass fucked as a punishment!  I don’t deserve a punishment!”

Queen Muunu tightened her grip around Margot’s waist, “Calm down, American slut.  Kria will fuck your pussy, not your ass.  See?  Not a punishment.  A reward fit for a favored slut!”

Oh.

Well…

…Margot guessed there was nothing to be angry about then.  She probably had another orgasm in her.  She bet Kria would make it happen.  It looked like Kria knew how to fuck.

It might be refreshing, after all she’d done and experienced, to have a cock inside her, even if it was a fake cock.

Who was she kidding?  It was totally lesbian, but she was fine with lesbianism now, not only for others, distant from herself and objectively fine, but also more than fine with lesbian acts herself, both giving and receiving.

She guessed Queen Muunu and Deja had changed her.  Already.  So quickly.  In only a couple of days.  Two nights ago, she knelt with her daughter in the middle of the Nai Nabi airport, and by the morning two days after that, just this morning, she knelt between Queen Muunu’s legs doing her best to please Queen Muunu’s big pussy.  And she’d succeeded at pussy licking like a duck to water.

But she reminded herself, ducks in Africa probably got eaten by alligators.  This should not be her environment.  This was not how she was raised, how she lived her life, or how she’d raised her daughters.

It wasn’t the lesbianism that was troubling and held her back from fully accepting these new events.  Her daughters were open-minded and would have accepted that.  They might be relieved or happy for her after all her solitude since her husband, their father, died. 

They also would not care about the interracial aspect.  This was the twenty-first century.

It stressed Margot that her work and sex were mixed up, completely entwined now.  Her work was sex.  It was like she was some kind of diplomat prostitute.  She was brought here for sex.  She knew that now.  By accident or on purpose, that was the outcome. 

Northman sent her here intentionally to provide sex if he knew much about the Rambikkuns.  Margot wasn’t sure how much he’d known before sending her and her daughter here.  If he knew… and fed her and her daughter purposely to the Rambikkun dominant lactating Queen, fed them to Queen Muunu knowing they’d be expected to feed from Queen Muunu, then Northman was a total asshole. 

She’d kill him! 

Probably not “kill.”  But she could get some good punches in and maybe a kick to his nuts.

Sex with the Queen was bad, but the sex with Deja, a coworker, an underling, might be even worse.  Sex with the Queen was diplomacy.  Fucked up perverted diplomacy, but there was still a rationale and a necessity for it.  Deja?  Not so much.

If her daughters ever found out about their mom’s new sex life, they wouldn’t be as focused on Deja being Margot’s coworker or underling.  That wrong was almost invisible in comparison to Queen Muunu’s and Deja’s sexual domination over Margot.  That was the worst.  And it wasn’t superficial.  It wasn’t just something Margot went through or endured.

She submitted.  She liked submitting.  She got off on it.  She knew that now.

What submissive could hold their head up high about being submissive?  Who could be proud of shameful behavior?

And what about her mission?  She’d served America.  She had.  But now it felt like she served Queen Muunu and like Queen Muunu had a stronger relationship with her, more control over her, than did America.

What if Queen Muunu turned her into some kind of double agent?  Or an outright traitor?

Margot valued her patriotism.  She was proud of it.  It was, to her, an integral part of working at the State Department.  She hoped Queen Muunu would not impact that.  But maybe she already had. 

Margot did not feel like saying no to anything Queen Muunu wanted or commanded.  Margot had protested Queen Muunu’s unexpected plan for Journee’s possible fate – ass fucked by a black lesbian as punishment on Margot if Margot lost – but she’d done even that out of shock. 

At that moment, she’d only thought about her daughter.  But what would she have done or even only said if she’d thought about both her daughter, protecting her, and Queen Muunu, wanting to please her?

Nothing?  She’d just let it happen?  She’d like to think not, almost could think it, but doubted everything about herself at this point, even the strength of her mother-daughter love and her motherly protectiveness.  It was like she had limited inner room for powerful instincts.  The new unhealthy instinct to submit might be displacing her healthy instinct to protect her daughter.

She’d been here much less than two days.  If these changes in herself continued, what would be her state of mind in two more days?  Two more weeks?  Two months?

If she continued like this, sinking rapidly deeper into submission, she might end up helping Queen Muunu do things against the best interest of her daughter.  Not only would she not protest Queen Muunu’s plans, she might help out! 

In what way?  Helping hold Journee down?  Or by talking Journee into submitting?  Or by doing the actual spanking, if that was what was expected by the Queen?

Or more?

Yes, Margot needed to get out of this orgiastic audience chamber and think long and hard.  Every problem has a solution.  If a problem didn’t have a solution, it was a fact of life.  Lesbian submission and putting Queen Muunu’s whims before the good of her daughter could not be facts of life now or ever.

But even as she told herself that, Margot engaged in another act of lesbian submission.  She’d come down the steps from the throne, passing a half sullen / half dazed Colette on her way up, and then she got down on all fours. 

At least Kria was using a new, presumably clean, dildo.  She’d unscrewed the belt from the other one and left that dildo up Colette’s ass.  No doubt that was part of why Colette looked sullen and moved so slowly up the steps.  That or maybe she wasn’t looking forward to pleasing Queen Muunu.

Margot wondered why Colette wouldn’t look forward to it.  What was wrong with the woman?  But then she realized she also had not looked forward to it and was sure she’d never do anything like it.  Right up until she did it.

Also, wasn’t there something more personal, more involved, in what Colette had to do now?  Before she was on all fours with Kria behind her fucking her.  In Colette’s mind, she could have pretended it was anyone back there, maybe even a man.  And she took the fucking and eventually fucked back, but it was still different than what she now had to do, what Margot had done before her. 

Having your whole face up against the Queen’s pussy and, presumably, your tongue inside her pussy… well, that was as involved as it got.  That was as lesbian as it got.  Colette was about to have her face in it and Queen Muunu had a way of rubbing your face in it emotionally.

Colette was in for it!  Face in it in for it.

But Margot did not yet know how much Colette was in for it.

Meanwhile, Kria worked to get something into Margot.  A very large dildo.  Margot looked back and saw how big it looked now that it was on the verge of entering her.  She opened her mouth to say something but Kria was already on her knees behind her with one hand possessively on Margot’s tailbone.

Margot felt like it was too late to say anything.  Too late in more ways than one.

Once the line of professionalism blurred, she knew it was hard to ever repair it.  Maybe it was impossible.  She’d always be the American slut to Queen Muunu.  Or maybe something worse, whatever worse looked like.  But probably not ever anything better.

Margot felt Kria use her other hand to spread Margot’s pussy lips a little and then felt the head of the dildo bump and rub against her inner lips, sliding, finding her hole.

Yep, she was right!  Too late now!

Kria slid it inward and had no difficulty doing so.  Margot was wet as could be. She thought she’d made more pussy juice in the last two days than she had in the last year.

Oh, so full!  The big fake cock, a tummy full of milk, and the Queen’s nectar made Margot feel like she might burst.  Her nipples felt big and hard, and she wondered if all of that was from arousal or if some of it was from sheer blood displacement from how full she was.  Margot even felt her eyes bulging out a little.

Kria set a hard fucking pace.  That pace was quickly welcomed by Margot.  She felt it again.  The need to achieve an orgasm.  The sluttiness, if that was what it was.

Wow, Kria sure knew how to fuck.  She fucked like a man but better than a man.  None of that stupid gentleness or uncertainty.  She fucked Margot like it was her right to do it and her passion to do it hard.  She fucked Margot like Margot was there, was on the planet, for fucking and nothing else.

Margot knew she wouldn’t change all that much about how she was treated here or by Deja if she had the power to change anything.  If she was honest with herself.  Only now, as a MILF with full-grown daughters, did she understand she did have a slut streak if not a slut core, and she liked it hard.  She liked to be treated hard and fucked hard.

Before the last two days, if anyone had dared to ask, she would have firmly and confidently told them she liked to be treated, during sex, gently and with respect.  She knew that was how she was supposed to feel.

But it turned out that it was a lie, or ignorance of her true nature and what she truly wanted.

She liked it hard.

Kria reached the hand previously spreading Margot’s pussy lips upward and grabbed a handful of Margot’s red hair.  Then she pulled the hair, not fast, but slowly, tightening her grip and forcing Margot to arch backward, chest up, head too far back.  She felt like some kind of sex centaur!

Margot knew it was cruel for Kria to cause this pain and discomfort.  She knew there was no decent reason for it. 

And she knew she loved it.  She’d rather Kria did this and whatever else she wanted to do, mean and hard, than for her not to do it.

If Kria treated her gently, it would be a lie.  And not what Margot deserved.

She deserved a hard fucking.  But she wasn’t sure if she deserved it as a reward for being such a pleasing slut or as a consequence for being such a slutty woman.

Queen Muunu said from up on her throne, “As Queen Muunu told you, American slut, Kria fucks your pussy.  You are treated differently than the ambassador who failed to cum quickly.  Queen Muunu is always so very fair.  She is the fairest in all the land.”

That was true.  Kria wasn’t fucking Margot’s ass. Margot thanked God for small favors and for that big favor.

But then she wondered.  What would that be like to have an African lesbian cramming her ass and fucking her ass until she orgasmed?  Colette had orgasmed that way.  Could Margot orgasm that way also?  Would that kind of orgasm be different than one from pussy arousal?

Maybe sometime….

Maybe she shouldn’t try so hard to win these competitions with the other ambassadors.

Well, she might let Colette win in order to feel what Colette felt.  She might let any ambassador from another democracy win.  But, by God, if she was competing against the Russian or Chinese diplomat, or North Korean or Iranian for that matter, then she’d do her best no matter what.  Ha!  She’d love to see those bitches get ass fucked and spanked!

Queen Muunu commanded her full attention, “Look here, American slut.  Just as you are rewarded and not punished by Kria the way the French woman was, so, too, is the French woman up here not rewarded as you were but is, instead, punished in a new way.  A delightful way for Queen Muunu.  Perhaps not so delightful to the French slut.”

Margot looked.

Margot saw!

Colette was not going down on Queen Muunu’s pussy.  Margot bet she wished she was!

Queen Muunu had stood up, turned around, and had her hands braced on the throne, presenting her rear.  Her big black rear.

In the middle of Queen Muunu’s rear was the back of Colette’s head.  Her face was in-between Queen Muunu’s ass cheeks!

Margot felt gobble smacked to see Colette gobbling ass.  She was doing it.  She really was.  Queen Muunu wasn’t holding Colette’s head.  The Queen had both hands on the throne.

Colette was getting her face so deep in there all on her own!  Wow, what a slut.  But, then again, Margot guessed she’d have to do the same thing if Queen Muunu told her to do it.  Then again, all over again, that wasn’t much of a defense of Colette’s sexual wholesomeness.  Not when Margot was pretty damn sure she herself was a slut.

Margot decided never to intentionally lose a contest when Queen Muunu was involved.  She might be a little curious about the ass fucking thing, but ass eating?  No way!

Margot knew that was what Colette was doing.  She wasn’t just resting her face in between Queen Muunu’s ass cheeks.  She had to be getting busy with her mouth.

Ew!

And yet….

As much as Margot would never want to do what Colette was doing, she didn’t mind seeing the French woman do it.  It was sexy just as long as it was someone else doing it.  Queen Muunu was so big and so black.  Colette was so fine-boned and so white.

It was more than the contrast or the nudity or the sex act in and of itself.  The most riveting part of it to Margot was the total absolute submission of the act.  Colette was all in with submission as her face was all in between the Queen’s ass cheeks.

That was some dirty yet pure submission up there at the throne!

It turned on Margot.  It inspired her.  It almost made her competitive.  She’d won the contest, and she’d made Queen Muunu orgasm.  But Colette won when it came to total submission.

Margot felt drawn like a bow from Kria pulling at her hair.  She didn’t have much room to maneuver but she didn’t let that stop her.  She didn’t let self-esteem or decency stop her either.  She worked her pussy in tight grinding circles against Kria’s strap-on.  Margot spread her legs a little extra to give Kria full access to really pound her pussy.

And she urged Kria on.  She knew Kria understood English.  She also knew Queen Muunu could hear her, so she spoke to please the Queen as well.

“Fuck me!”

“Yes!  Fuck me hard!”

“Shove that rod in my American pussy!”

“Fuck this American slut deep!”

Margot would have continued, but she couldn’t.  She was cumming.  She tried to say something, she couldn’t remember what, but it turned into an orgasmic shriek. 

Then there was only the steady fap, fap, fap sound as Kria’s hips slapped at Margot’s asscheeks.


Chapter Nine

Up at the throne, her face hidden because she faced away from everyone, Queen Muunu grinned a big quiet grin.  Yes, her orgasm was also on the way.  That was part of why she grinned.  Sheer physical delight.

It was also a grin of happy victory.  She already had quite a few of these ambassadors under her sway. 

The Dutch woman was a zealot.  She’d offered up her adult daughter earlier that morning!  Queen Muunu had not even asked.  Yet. 

The Dutch mother slut had told her about preparing her daughter to serve their new Queen.  The Dutch mother was so enthusiastic, so religious, about her servile submission to Queen Muunu, and she told the Queen that she always shared everything with her daughter because they were so close.

So she couldn’t help herself.  She told her daughter in glowing terms and graphic detail all about the things she now did for Queen Muunu.  On purpose or not, she got her daughter fascinated with it.  She’d seen the indications from her daughter and obtained a surprising agreement – surprising even the Dutch mother – for the daughter to serve the Queen with just as much intimate dedication as did the mother.

It was good to be the Queen!

Well then, no trickery was needed with the Dutch sluts!  Queen Muunu could indulge herself with the Dutch daughter at her convenience.  Perhaps when her great teats needed particular relief.

The Australian had succumbed this morning, in part just overwhelmed by events and unable to think.  She was doubtless even now going through a decision-making process as to whether to continue with such “diplomacy” or to get on the first plane out of Nai Nabi. 

She might not know what her decision would be, but Queen Muunu thought she knew.  The Australian had cum so hard and so long that she could barely walk afterward. She’d walked like a drunk giraffe!  How could the Australian walk away from more orgasms that made her barely able to walk?  It seemed counterintuitive. 

Yes, the Aussie would be back for more.  Little did she know, it would not be more of the same.  Instead, it would be more and more.

Queen Muunu had thought the French slut would depart after yesterday.  But, no, here she was, eating Queen Muunu’s ass.  How ironic that the woman’s ambition to be an ambassador led her to her knees serving ass.

She might have left here after yesterday, but she would not leave here after today.  The French slut belonged to Queen Muunu now, whether she knew it or not.

And the American slut.  A fine slut indeed.  Red, white, and blue.  And sexy.  So sexy.  Queen Muunu thought the fact Margot represented America, the greatest world power, added a lot of attraction to dominating her. 

There were more sluts who would soon face their nature and their fate.

The Chinese ambassador, even now, was waiting in the next room with her daughter.  Ah, that lovely Asian MILF and her lovely daughter, Aiguo.  Such an interesting meeting it would be! 

The Queen’s audience chamber was full of the smell of sex and slippery with pussy juice.  Would the Chinese mother and daughter become intoxicated by the perfume of sex?

Queen Muunu hoped so!

The Chinese ambassador should be honored.  Her daughter could be the first of the ambassador’s daughters to sexually submit and serve the Queen!  Such an honor!

Yes, surely the Chinese ambassador would report back to her totalitarian let’s-pretend-it’s-not-a-dictatorship superiors glowingly about the glowing orgasms her daughter supplied to Queen Muunu.

Not that any of that would help any of them win what they wanted from Rambikku.

The truth?

Queen Muunu had yet to give any serious thought as to which nation would receive the boon of the Rambikkun supply of mother’s milk.  There would be time for deciding once Queen Muunu had acquired as many sluts as she could get her hands on literally.  Queen Muunu liked her sluts exotic.  It made her feel special.

Queen Muunu liked variety and in a variety of ways.  All these various countries and cultures.  The age of the sluts was another way.  These ambassadors in their late thirties to late forties were fun and sexy, and their ripe bodies were lovely.  But what about the younger generation?  Should they be denied the privilege of sexually serving Queen Muunu?

Queen Muunu thought not.

She’d heard some interesting things from the liaisons about the daughter of the American slut ambassador.  It all sounded wonderful to Queen Muunu.

Queen Muunu knew America liked to think it was first in all things.  It was true of the moon landing, yes.  More than fifty years later, the next best space travel country, Russia, had yet to visit the moon.  Now that was dominance!

But with the daughters, Queen Muunu would make China first.  But then?  America could be a close second.

Queen Muunu was sure that the American girl named Journee would enjoy a journey between the Queen’s legs.

Although….

Queen Muunu felt the French slut lapping rapidly at the Queen’s brown hole.  She did it so well!

Queen Muunu moved a hand to her pussy and pressed rhythmically at her clitoris. 

Yes.

Yes, it was good.

Yes, it might be most amusing to have this one’s daughter do the same thing on the same day as her mother!

Queen Muunu rubbed herself firmly and told the French ambassador, tonguing her so deeply now, “French slut, the Queen’s itinerary comes clear to her even as the Queen approaches her cum.  It is important the Queen meet the younger generation of ambassadors.  Lick the Queen’s brown hole now, and then later, you will bring the Queen your girl named Genevieve.  So nice.  You are a good pair.  We can be like a family but not.  You feed from Queen Muunu’s milk, so you are like Queen Muunu’s baby, and Genevieve is your baby.  Like family.  So, a family get-together later this afternoon?  Does it sound ever so good to you?”

Colette pulled her face free of black ass, “But why?”

“Why this afternoon?  Because next, Queen Muunu will meet with another family, the Chinese one, with that mother and the daughter.  As soon as you leave.  Queen Muunu will not have time for the French family until the afternoon.”

Colette sounded alarmed, “No, I mean, you do not need to meet my daughter, nor she you!”

“Of course, Queen Muunu has no such need.  It is not about need.  It is about want.  Queen Muunu wants it, and so it will happen.  Now you think about how best to make this new family gathering happen, how best to serve your Queen, and, especially, think about what Queen Muunu might want and what might please her, and how best Genevieve can help you to please the Queen.  But as you think, make sure your slut tongue is ever so active inside the Queen’s ass.”

No doubt incredible to herself but not so incredible to the Queen, who well knew human weakness and the submissive’s urge to obey in all things no matter how important to them it was to disobey, the French ambassador applied her mouth again to Queen Muunu’s wet brown hole. 

Colette was surprisingly active and did well pleasing with her mouth considering the big ask Queen Muunu was making of her.  But was it an ask at all?  No, Queen Muunu did not think of it as asking.  These ambassadors were in the process of becoming hers to command completely.  As they lost themselves to new lusts, they found themselves as the foreign sluts they were.

If anything, the French slut seemed to do a better job pleasing Queen Muunu’s ass.  She certainly got her tongue deeper.  She was past the hesitation to eat ass stage.  Perhaps she was too distracted by her thoughts?  Or perhaps those thoughts worked a wicked magic in the woman. 

What Queen Muunu hinted at was so awful, so outrageous, and so wrong, but the French woman was on a one-way no-escape track of such things, and they kept leading her to big orgasms.

Maybe, despite her motherly concern, well-founded concern, the French woman was reluctantly aroused by the possibilities Queen Muunu’s insinuations offered.  Dark delights to excite the hidden depths inside the mind of a submissive.

Yes, Queen Muunu looked forward to the Chinese mother and daughter even now waiting outside the audience chamber.  But she thought they might only be a practice run and the French ambassador and her daughter could be the main dish.

Queen Muunu had a great big foot-stomping thigh-wobbling orgasm with the French woman’s tongue stuck up her ass, crushed in Queen Muunu’s ass’s vice grip.

Queen Muunu decided to reward the French diplomat for her relative lack of protests on behalf of her daughter.  And for performing orally so well after hearing hints of Queen Muunu’s plans.

The Queen was tired, but it was easy to reward sluts.  It did not have to require any labor from the Queen.  Nothing more than giving an order, providing queenly direction.  So she had the French slut sit on a lower step, legs spread, and masturbate to orgasm. 

For added effect, Queen Muunu required her to describe her daughter in the tiniest of details.  Her hair, her limbs, her breasts, her ass, her birthmarks.  Queen Muunu already had photographs of the young woman and more intimate descriptions from Genevieve’s set of liaisons.  She only made the French ambassador describe her child while masturbating as a way to further debase the woman and to weaken the mother and daughter bond.

The American slut ambassador listened and looked on with a sort of tired horror.  But she watched the French ambassador rub herself to orgasm and the American ambassador looked like she’d like to do the same.

Queen Muunu would show the American that Queen Muunu could also dominate young adult female Americans.  Yes, she would.  In time.

Queen Muunu had much to do and many women to make into submissive sluts and many sluts to make do as Queen Muunu wanted them to do.

She’d get around to Margot Parrow’s daughter, Journee, eventually.

Ah, and she needed to be sure to arrange for the invitation, a secret one, a sexy surprise, of the American’s other daughter.  Yes, the one named Brin-lee would also be of use in serving the Queen’s needs.

Of course.

A family should be together and should share common interests.

Together here in Rambikku all three of them could be passionately interested in obedience and in Queen Muunu’s pleasures.  That was fine by Queen Muunu!

Had she reminded herself lately that it was good to be the Queen?

The End

Is it getting hot in the African rainforest land of the lesbians?  You bet!

It may be hot now, hot and wet, but we’re heading into the sexual monsoon season…!

Next book, Margot returns to the Ambassador’s Residence.  Who is more worn out by sex, her or her daughter?  How aware will they become of each other’s new circumstances?

More and more…

…because…

The liaisons, Rhone and Pindpo, have used Journee Parrow hard and are done with her, but they are not done with all the Parrows.

Rhone and Pindpo have ridden Journee hard, but they’ve failed to put her away despite her wetness.  And here comes the American ambassador!

What will Margot make of Journee’s circumstance?

What will Rhone and Pindpo make Margot do?
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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!

“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!

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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