
The Opening Salvo 
 
Elspeth tapped her foot impatiently and fidgeted in her chair.  It was so unlike Aya to be late.  In 
fact, she could not ever think of a time Aya had been late.  It was a discipline thing with her.  
 
Aya had sent a message telling her to meet her at the DD at 9pm sharp.  Elspeth had arrived 
five minutes early, expecting Aya to be her usual five minutes earlier than that.  Elspeth had 
long ago finished the drink she ordered while waiting, and then finished the drink she had 
ordered for Aya, too. 
 
It was now 45 minutes after, and ten minutes ago Elspeth had finished off a third drink and was 
getting more agitated by the moment.  So agitated that she snapped at the perky redheaded 
waitress who had pitied her for being stood up.  Then she felt bad, and ordered another drink ‘to 
make the waitress feel better.’ 
 
Now Elspeth had another problem.  Four drinks on top of her usual hydration routine, and she 
needed to go to the little archers’ room.  She didn’t want to leave the table unattended in case 
Aya appeared while she was away.  The sweet little waitress agreed to keep an eye on the 
door, albeit in a slightly patronizing tone.  
 
Elspeth hustled to the restrooms in the hall around the corner of the bar.  She’d waited a little 
too long and her need was now urgent.  After doing her business, she paused at the sink--she’d 
learned long ago to wait for the water in the DD to turn from brown to light brown, and not bother 
waiting for it to get warm...warm meant something worse. 
 
Now relieved but still flustered she hurried back out to the bar.  So flustered she totally forgot 
her situational awareness.  Just outside the door, a black hood was thrown over her head, while 
a solid body crashed into her and pinned her against the wall.  
 
“Don’t make a sound and don’t resist, or your dark-haired friend will pay for your mistake.”  The 
voice in her ear was from a man trying to sound tough, but without the confidence to back it up. 
She was tempted to lash out and fight, but the threat to Aya was enough to give her pause. 
 
While the solid body kept her pinned to the wall, she felt softer hands pull her wrists behind her 
back and secure them together with loops of rope.  She could tell that the combination of wraps 
and cinches was done by someone who knew what they were doing, and she was unlikely to 
get out of them without help.  The same hands drew her ankles together and repeated the same 
wraps and cinches on them. 
 
Finally the solid body pinning her to the wall relented and she was tugged upright again. 
Elspeth felt hands slipping under her shoulders from behind and circling around below her 
breasts, slender arms gripping her tight.  



 
Then Elspeth heard a familiar voice directly behind her head.  “Grab her ankles, Reggie, we 
need to get her upstairs in a hurry.” 
“Aww, how come I always have to get the feet, how come I never get to hold the boobs?” the 
faux-tough guy voice complained.  Strong hands gripped Elspeth’s ankles and lifted her off her 
feet, her upper body falling against the firm but softer body holding her from behind. 
 
“If you quit complaining, I’ll let you stay in the room and keep watch over her while I’m gone,” 
the female voice from behind Elspeth replied. “Now move, it’s getting late!” 
 
“Really??”  the whiny voice was replaced by an excited tone.  Elspeth felt her body sway as her 
two assailants began carrying her away. 
 
“I said watch, Reggie.  Not touch.  No touching.  No non-consensual touching, anyway.” 
 
“Evie?” Elspeth asked through the hood still covering her head. 
 
“Shhhh, sweet girl.  No resisting now.  Behave and you’ll be set free in the morning.  Misbehave, 
and I’ll give Reggie permission to punish you.  You can’t see his face, but he’s barely taken his 
eyes off your melon-boobs since we grabbed you.” 
 
“What’s going on, Evie?” Elspeth asked, this time in more of a growl.  “Where’s Aya?”  Her voice 
wobbled slightly as they bumped their way up the stairs. 
 
“I imagine she’s arriving downstairs right about now.  She sent you a note telling you to meet 
her here at 10 sharp, so I’d expect her by 9:50.  By 10:05 I expect she’ll be quite cross with you 
for standing her up.  But don’t worry, I’ll console her and keep her company until morning.” 
 
“Evie, dammit, I swear I will get you for this.”  Elspeth grunted as her captors dropped her on the 
pathetic excuse for a bed. 
 
“Probably, sweetie.  But for now, just focus on what Aya and I will be doing in the wee hours of 
the night while you’re hanging out here with Reggie.” 
 
“Can I really punish her if she misbehaves, Evie?”  
 
“Sure, Reggie.  Just roll her over on her front and give her a good spanking.  If you do it right, 
she’ll beg you not to stop.  But whatever you do, don’t let her seduce you into untying her.  If 
she wants to seduce you, fine, but make her pleasure you before you untie her, not after…” 
 
Elspeth made some angry and frustrated noises from under the hood, but laid still. 
 



Evie gave her a quick kiss on the forehead through the hood, then turned to leave.  “Remember, 
Reggie...before, not after.  And at least give me a couple hours head start!” 
 

Flipside, Part One (section 2) 
Elspeth lay on the bed with the hood over her face and considered her options.  That hussy Evie 
managed a masterful ambush.  
 
Wryly, Elspeth had to admire it.  As a huntress herself, she respected a well-executed ambush 
and trap.  As someone caught in the trap, she was somewhat less-enamored with the situation.  
 
“Right, let’s get this done!” 
 
“Uh… what?” said the goon who helped Evie. 
 
“You, Reggie was it?  Let’s get the blowjob started.” 
 
“Uh… what?” 
 
“Blow. Job.  Surely you know what a blowjob is.  You’ve clearly spent time with that tramp Evie. 
Since I’m stuck here for a bit, let’s see how her skills compare, right?” 
 
“Uh… are you kidding?  Is this a trick?” 
 
“Seriously?  I’m tied up and wearing a hot hood.  She pretty much told you to expect this.” 
 
“She did?” 
 
“What kind of lackey are you?  You’ve got a tied up hot chick on a bed practically begging to 
blow you.  Unless… sorry, you’re not into girls?” 
 
“Oh, I’m into girls!  I am!” 
 
Elspeth heard the rustle of this Reggie fumbling for his pants.  She grinned under the hood and 
thought back to those lessons Aya taught her from her temple training… 

~~~ 
 
Evie watched as her target entered the DD and offered herself a satisfied smile.  Aya was 
looking especially delicious today.  Her lithe body nicely filled-out that tunic and leggings she 
favored.  
 



Aya sat at the indicated table and accepted a drink from the barmaid, then waited, looking 
around with an inscrutable expression on her face.  Evie could just tell the mix of annoyance 
and concern on her face. 
 
That’s my cue! 
 
She strode over, drink in hand. 
 
“Aya?” 
 
Aya turned, eyes widening slightly. 
 
“Evie?” 
 
“Aya it is you!  What a delight!  Is Elspeth with you?” 
 
“No…I… am to meet her here, but she appears to be delayed.  Unlike her, really.” 
 
“Oh, I’m sure she’s fine,” Evie said dismissively.  “A skilled archer and hunter like her would 
hardly be ensnared by some crafty foe, especially here among so many trustworthy sorts.” 
 
Aya raised an eyebrow.  A hint of a smile touched her lips.  
 
“Since you are waiting, you want some company?” Evie asked. 
 
“I would be honored,” Aya said formally. 
 
Oh, this is going to be a delight! Evie thought. 
 

~~~ 
Reggie could not believe his good fortune.  He was willing at this point to forgive Evie for past 
abuses.  This busty blonde was amazing! 
 
The blonde had made no effort to beg for freedom.  Indeed, she’d simply asked to be helped 
into a kneeling position, with her hood raised just enough to free her mouth. 
 
“No sense my seeing your face, eh?” she’d said in a honeyed tone. “Let’s keep this fully 
deniable, big boy.” 
 
And then she took his shaft into her wet lips and went to work.  Her tongue was doing things to 
him that took him moments to process.  And then the pleasure hit him.  He jerked in surprise 
and then felt himself practically explode in her mouth.  
 



“Wow, not a lot of staying power, huh?” he heard her say. 
 
Reggie felt himself puzzled.  He was lying on the floor.  He couldn’t quite move.  He was dimly 
aware of the busty girl moving her head to get the rest of her hood off.  She sidled over and 
worked getting his belt knife out of its sheath.  In a few moments, she had cut her bonds free. 
 
She looked down at Reggie with a smirk. 
 
“Looks like I passed, huh?  Sleep well, big boy.” 
 
Thoughts of revenge in her mind, Elspeth made her way out of the room. 
 

~~~ 
 
“I am starting to worry,” Aya bit her lip.  “This is unlike her.” 
 
Evie sighed.  She’d get nowhere if Aya could not unclench a bit. 
 
“I’m sure she’s fine, Aya.  You know Elspeth.  She probably got sidetracked.  Didn’t you guys tell 
me you have some kind of debt with that big fellow you travel with?  Splatter?” 
 
“Splitter,” Aya’s expression turned to something Evie couldn’t quite interpret.  “Yes… I forgot 
about that.  It is… possible.” 
 
“Well, as she’s delayed, it falls to me to keep you properly entertained,” Evie purred. “I have a 
room… we can leave word with the barmaid.” 
 
Aya raised an eyebrow and looked at Evie for a long moment.  That small smile touched her 
face again, this time followed by a small nod. 
 

 
Evasive Manoeuvres in the Dark (section 3) 
 
Evie stood and took Aya by the hand, holding on as Aya got to her feet.  After a smile and wink, 
she turned toward the stairs at the end of the bar and gave Aya’s hand the slightest tug.  
 
Aya kept a more stoic look on her face, but a twinkle in her eye betrayed her excitement.  She 
followed Evie across the crowded room. 
 
At the foot of the stairs, Evie stopped.  “Give me just a moment, I need to say good night to 
someone.  Wait for me?” 



 
“I suppose…” Aya said cooly, but the twinkle remained. 
 
Evie glided over to Bree at the waitstation.  “Bree, sweetie...the buxom blonde bimbo?  If she 
comes back downstairs looking for my dark-haired friend, you tell her that we must have slipped 
out when you weren’t on the floor, ok?” 
 
Bree compulsively looked down at her hand as Evie pressed five gold into it.  “Ok Evie, you got 
it.” 
 
“She probably won’t believe you…if she presses, then hold up your palm and mention that a 
pair of new shoes might help your memory.  Then you apologize for lying and tell her that we left 
together out the front door, and you overheard me say we were going back to my place, ok?” 
 
Bree giggled at that.  She loved it when Evie involved her in her schemes, and Evie always paid 
well for gossip and information.  “Anything for you, Evie.” 
 
“Thanks, sweetie.  Enjoy the shoes.”  Evie gave her hand a squeeze and turned back to Aya, 
who was actively watching while acting like she wasn’t watching. 
 
“What was that all about?” she asked when Evie returned. 
 
“I just made sure that if Elspeth ever shows up, she knows where to find us…”  Evie gave a 
wink.  “We could have even more fun if she makes it…”  
 
She took Aya’s hand again and they headed up the stairs together.  They could both feel the 
eyes of nearly every person in the bar on them.  One low whistle was silenced instantly by a 
glare from Bruce. 
 
In the hallway on the upper floor, Evie impulsively grabbed Aya and pressed her up against the 
wall next to one of the doorways.  She placed a firm kiss on the exotic woman’s lips and held it 
until she felt the tension slowly slipping from Aya’s slender frame.  
 
Evie let her warm breath pass between their lips momentarily, then gave Aya’s upper teeth a 
playful lick with her tongue before finding Aya’s tongue and doing some soft sparring.  
 
Even the always-in-control Evie was becoming so distracted by their sensual lip-language that 
she could barely focus on the sounds coming through the adjacent door. 
 
From the other side of the door where she had left Reggie watching over Elspeth, she could 
hear soft smacking and slurping sounds, interspersed with low groans in a male voice.  ‘Dammit, 
Reggie, you couldn’t even give me 30 minutes??’  
 



A soft feminine moan came through the door and Aya’s eyes flew open.  “That sounded just 
like…” she whispered.  
 
“Shhhhh...dear Aya, just relax and focus on me,” Evie cooed.  She locked eyes on Aya and hit 
her with the full force of her sensual persuasive gaze.  There was a real chance that Aya’s 
temple training would make her immune to Evie’s suggestive power, and if so, the night might 
end quickly and awkwardly.  Fortunately, Aya was by now in a very receptive mood. 
 
Evie grasped both of Aya’s wrists and slid them upward along the wall and above her head until 
they met and crossed, while Evie leaned in for another kiss.  Her kiss deepend as she leaned in, 
breasts to breasts, and nudged her knee between Aya’s slightly parted thighs. 
 
“You know, I’m usually the dominant one,” Aya whispered when she could catch her breath. 
 
“Not tonight,” Evie breathed back.  “Maybe next time.”  Another kiss silenced any further 
discussion. 
 
Evie pulled Aya’s wrists back down and plucked one of her signature red ribbons from a pocket. 
She gave Aya’s wrists a few quick wraps and tied a neat bow at the end furthest from Aya’s 
nimble fingers. 
 
“Come on!”  Evie whispered.  She tucked a finger underneath the ribbon between Aya’s wrists 
and used it to pull her along as Evie backed away down the hall.  She held another finger up to 
her lips to say ‘shhh’ and suppress a giggle.  
 
“Where are you taking me?” Aya whispered back. 
 
“Oh I can’t tell you yet...come with me…”  
 
At the end of the hall, past the first nine rooms, was a last door marked 10/6.  Only a handful of 
guests had ever passed through that door, and they would never tell what lay beyond it because 
none of them ever came back out.  
 
Evie was one of only a few who knew it was not another room, but rather a secret stairway 
leading down to the alley behind the bar.  The last person she had witnessed passing through 
that door was the ill-fated spy Vyndra. 
 
It was to, and through, this door that Evie led Aya.  On the way down the stairs, Aya asked Evie, 
“isn’t this the way to the ‘alley of no return?’” 
 
“It is…” Evie laughed.  “I’ve just been thinking that I don’t want to return you.” 
 

~~~ 



Flipside Part Two (section 4) 
Elspeth slid into the common room.  There was no sign of that trollop Evie nor was there any 
sign of Aya.  Elspeth wasn’t surprised by that. 
 
She spied her secondary quarry and moved deftly.  The barmaid had set some dirty mugs on 
the counter for what passed as washing in the DD.  She straightened and Elspeth’s hand was 
over her mouth.  She pulled the pretty redhead into an alcove, mildly-surprised by the girl’s lack 
of serious struggle. 
 
I guess this is the sort of thing that’s common working here, Elspeth mused. 
 
She spun the barmaid, hand still over the girl’s mouth.  The archer leaned in close.  
 
“Hi sweetie!  Remember me?  You’re going to tell me what direction that tramp Evie went with 
the eastern girl.” 
 
She removed her hand from the other’s mouth. 
 
“I…” 
 
Elspeth pressed a finger against the other girl’s lips. 
 
“I should note that I’m very good at telling when I’m being lied to,” Elspeth kept her tone 
conversational.  “And I’m in a somewhat-cross mood.” 
 
“I don’t know where they went,” the redhead replied calmly.  “Sorry.  Though… come to think on 
it, she might have said something about her place.” 
 
“I didn’t ask where,” Elspeth clarified.  “Just the direction will do.” 
 
“Oh!  Uh...” Bree’s eyes flickered toward the stairwell.  She firmly pointed to the door. 
 
“Thanks sweetie!”  Elspeth flipped a silver coin into the other girl’s bodice without missing a 
beat. 
 
She scanned the room, just in case Evie left any ‘friends’ behind.  
 
Oh, you really shouldn’t have tried this with a Varalan tracker, Evie! 
 

~~~ 



Went out of the Devil’s Due and made her way to her horse.  Smiling softly, she rifled through 
her saddlebags for the appropriate equipment, then made her way around to one of the rear 
entrances.  
 
A half-dozen goblins were arguing about something.  They had a variety of burglar tools around 
them. 
 
“Wrong door, boys,” she said softly. 
 
They jumped and looked around in alarm.  
 
“Try the next one.  I’m pretty sure the redhead’s shift has her working by there.” 
 
“Oh… uh.. Tha… uh… no idea what you’re talking about!  C’mon boys!” 
 
“Oh boys?” 
 
They paused. 
 
“I have it on good authority she’s interested in really tight hog-ties right now.” 
 
An excited buzz went among the goblins and they hastened down the dark alleyway.  Elspeth 
smirked.  There was a price for being one of Evie’s agents… 
 
Elspeth slipped back into the DD. 
 

~~~ 
 
Aya felt a little thrill as Evie led her down the mysterious “alley of no return”.  Since Goblin Isle, 
Aya had felt a certain fascination with the “other Rithian girl”, as Elspeth often labeled her.  
 
Elspeth’s reactions to Evie were a source of great amusement to Aya.  The archer was 
simultaneously fascinated with Evie while clearly envious. 
 
Aya considered Evie’s story.  It was quite plausible, but Aya’s time with Elspeth had taught the 
swordswoman to be a bit less-credulous of the world around her.  Elspeth would have sent word 
if she were delayed, even by Splitter. 
 
Aya smiled to herself.  This was turning out to be a fun evening.  Aya intended to make it even 
more fun.  Just a matter of time... 

~~~ 
 



Elspeth made her way back upstairs and worked her way down the hall, considering the various 
doors.  She paused at the door across from the room she’d been taken to and listened at the 
door.  The happy sounds within didn’t match Aya’s voice.  Or Evie’s. 
 
She frowned.  It would have been just like Evie to set herself across the hall… 
 
Elspeth paused then looked down the hall. 
 
No, there was one other place Evie would dare to go.  The alley of no return.  Didn’t she 
overhear a story about that room?  There were no names, but that just made Evie’s involvement 
clearer.  There weren’t that many Rithian blondes at the DD and the story wasn’t Aly’s… 
 
As she reached door 10/6, Elspeth smirked.  She knew she had it right.  
 
The archer slipped her pack from her shoulder and prepared herself for sweet, sweet revenge… 
 
 

Snaring a huntress (section 5) 
 
Evie led Aya through the door at the bottom of the stairs.  Concealed by a faux mud-brick wall 
inside an alcove, no one would know the door was there unless they knew it was there. 
 
As they stepped from the shadows into the alley, they caught the attention of a gaggle of goblins 
nosing around the back entrances.  When the goblins saw the two women, they perked up and 
started to flank the pair.  
 
“Well hellooooo, ladies!  Y’ look like y’ need some male compan-ship,” drawled one. 
 
Another pointed to Aya’s wrists bound with red ribbon.  “An’ we gots plenty o’ rope, seein’ as 
how youse gals look ready t’ party.” 
 
Evie identified the leader easily, he was the one the least drunk and least wobbly.  She tossed 
him a gold coin.  “Leave us be, gobbo.  You and your horny mates should wait for the next 
pretty girl who wanders through here.” 
 
The leader of the band snagged the coin out of midair, but made no move to back down. 
“What’s to say we don’t just help ourselves to all yer gold, and anything else we find under them 
clothes?” 
 
In one fluid movement Evie let go of Aya’s wrists and drew the short blade from it’s sheath on 
her thigh.  Aya reached her bound wrists over her head and drew her blade just as smoothly. 
 



“Ohhh...you make a good point.  Two good points,” he said while trying to act unafraid.  “We’ll 
wait for the next girl.” 
 

~~~ 
 
Around a couple corners and deeper into the maze of dark alleys, the pair came across a trio of 
knights lounging on some steps.  As they approached, two of the soldiers stood and blocked 
their path.  
 
“Pardon us, ladies but what in the world are you pretty little things doing in this nasty place?” 
asked one, looking the two lithe and lightly clothed women up and down. 
 
Evie turned her charm on stun.  “My lovely friend and I are just headed to a shop around the 
way.  But I’m glad we have brave knights like you looking out for us.” 
 
The second knight had been focused on Aya and pointed to her bound wrists.  “We get a lot of 
sex-traffickers moving women through here in the middle of the night...you ok, miss?” 
 
Aya tried to look as coy as her patience would allow. “Of course, sir...my...girlfriend and I are 
just having a little fun.”  She leaned over and gave Evie a peck on the cheek.  Then, 
remembering something Aly did to look innocent, she gave her lip a little bite.  Aya’s 
interpretation of the move was adorably awkward enough that the man cracked a little grin. 
 
“You ladies like an escort where you’re going?” the first one asked, moving slightly closer to 
Evie’s side. 
 
Before Evie could respond, there was a sound of a throat clearing from the shadows of the 
steps.  The third knight spoke slowly and deliberately, addressing the men with an air of 
authority.  
 
“Nate. Kyle.  You see the pendant on the blonde’s neck?  She’s Cryptae.  Where she’s going 
and why the girl is tied up is none of your business.  And she damn sure doesn’t need an escort 
from you two.” 
 
The two men immediately parted to move out of the women’s path.  Evie smiled sweetly at both 
of them.  Aya didn’t scowl. 
 

~~~ 
 
Several hundred yards behind them, Elspeth stepped through the same door at the bottom of 
the secret stairs, and out through the same alcove as Evie and Aya had.  She paused, 
assessing which direction the pair was most likely to have gone. 
 



She nearly missed the single goblin crouched behind a stack of empty crates, until his 
outstretched hand was brushing against her inner thigh.  
 
“No!” she said sharply as she smacked his hand away like a kid reaching for a forbidden cookie. 
“What are you doing out here by yourself?  I thought you had a redhead to attend to.” 
 
“I know,” he replied glumly.  “I’m supposed to be the lookout.” 
 
“What are you looking out for?” 
 
“I…”  he looked Elspeth up and down, his eyes narrowing as if he was trying to recall something 
important.  Recalling something from his memory was difficult because he was busy trying to 
make new mental memories of the gorgeous humie in front of him.  That way he could 
remember her clearly when he got into his bunk later tonight.  
 
“I don’t remember,” he confessed. 
 
“Good.  Keep it that way.  Now, which way did my friends go?” 
 
“Friends?” he said weakly.  
 
“Really?  How many other beautiful girls have you seen come through here tonight?” 
 
“Two?” he said, as if confused by the question.  Goblins weren’t great at discerning sarcasm. 
 
“And they went which way?” 
 
He pointed meekly down the alley.  
 
“Great.  You’re an excellent lookout, thank you.” 
 
He beamed at the compliment.  “Umm..the other blonde girlie gave my boss a gold piece.” 
 
“She did?  You know what I’m going to do for you?” 
 
He looked up with a hopeful look, at perhaps the most beautiful humie girl he had ever seen. 
 
“I’m going to let you keep that hand that you touched me with.  But if you tell anyone you saw 
me, I’m coming back for it.”  
 

~~~ 
 



Moments later, the back door to the tavern opened.  Two goblins emerged first, pulling a rolling 
cart with several cases of food and liquor on it, as well as a large burlap bag that appeared to be 
wriggling. 
 
The leader of the goblin gang strode out behind it, with two bottles of wine in his hands.  He 
handed one to his lookout.  “See anything?”  
 
The lookout glanced down the alley quickly.  The lovely blonde girl had just disappeared around 
a corner.  And suddenly, he remembered what he was supposed to be looking out for.  Dammit. 
If he had called his mates out in time, they might have been able to take her together.  He had 
screwed up, royally. 
 
“No, boss.  All quiet out here.” 
 
“Alright, well we got one girl anyway.  We’ll just have to make do with her.” 
 

~~~ 
 
Just as Aya was beginning to grow impatient with Evie leading her through dank and sketchy 
alleyways, they turned and entered a nondescript building.  Dim red lighting flickered in a 
hallway of closed doors, behind which Aya could hear the unmistakable sounds of men grunting 
in pleasure and women faking their own.  A bouquet of scents assailed her nostrils that she’d 
smelled in some of the least reputable establishments of Bellasora. 
 
“Evie!  Where are you taking me?” Aya whispered incredulously. 
 
“Trust me...none of this is what we are here for,” she replied with a smile and wink. 
 
At the other end of the hallway was a doorway with bright white light seeping from underneath. 
It was a shining beacon cutting through the oppressive atmosphere of the hall. 
 
Aya blinked her eyes as Evie led her through the door and into the brightly lit, clean and fragrant 
room on the other side.  Attendants stood waiting by stations with chairs set in front of 
illuminated mirrors.  Scents of lavender and eucalyptus filled the air.  Soft music played from 
somewhere unknown.  
 
At the far end of the room was a reception area and desk, and large glass windows looking out 
onto the street beyond...apparently the true front of the establishment. 
 
An elegantly dressed woman spied them from the reception area and came skittering across the 
white tile floor on impossibly high heels.  “Miss Evie!  Welcome!  We did not expect you tonight!” 
She stopped several feet away and bowed her head with a tilt to one side. 
 



“Yes, my apologies for dropping in unannounced, Velda.”  Evie’s tone had instantly changed to 
mirror that of the deferential woman.  Aya was amazed at how smoothly Evie could flow from 
one personality to another to match the needs of her situation...something Aya’s instructors 
would have called ‘acting with empathy,’ but it was so much more, so much more fluid than that. 
 
“Shall I see if Tomas is available for you?  I know he’s your favorite.  Or perhaps you’re in the 
mood for Nathalie?”  The woman’s gaze flickered over Aya briefly, then back to Evie.  “Or 
perhaps both?” 
 
“Thank you, Velda, you know me so well,” Evie replied in a tone sweet enough to cause 
cavities.  “But I think for tonight it will just be the two of us...if I could have the finest room you 
have available?  As well as a bottle of your finest champagne, and an assortment of cheeses, 
nuts and fruits?” 
 
“If your usual room isn’t available right now, Miss Evie,” Velda replied with a tight smile. “I shall 
throw the cretins out.”  She winked knowingly and strode back to her desk.  She clapped her 
hands for an attendant and directed her to bring the wine and food. 
 
“Evie...what is this place?”  Aya asked.  She was still looking about in wonder. 
 
Evie looked at her friend quizzically before noting the astonished look on Aya’s face.  “You’ve 
never seen a western beauty parlor before, have you?” 
 
“No...I’ve...not had need to?”  Aya said, raising an eyebrow. 
 
“Oh goodness, no, you sure have not, Aya.  You truly are beautiful just as you are.” Evie gave 
her a quick peck on the cheek to emphasize the point.  “This area is where you can have your 
hair and makeup done, but we’re not here for that, either.  Through that door are saunas and 
hot baths.  Much like the hot springs of your homeland.” 
 
Aya’s eyes brightened at the thought of getting into a hot bath with Evie. 
 
“But we’re going through that door over there...where the ancient art of recuperative massage is 
practiced.”  Evie gave Aya a big smile under sparkling eyes.  For a moment Aya wondered if 
Evie was using her ‘persuasion’ on her, but Aya decided Evie was absolutely genuine in her 
excitement.  Aya felt a similar excitement. 
 

~~~ 
 
Elspeth made her way down the alley briskly, knowing she had to make up time on the 
considerable head start Evie had gotten, despite how quickly she had dispatched Reggie. 
 



If you asked her how she tracked the pair through the dark, twisting, and filthy alleyways, 
Eslpeth would have difficulty explaining it.  The clues were simply there...it was as if they glowed 
with luminescence in the dark, while other details faded, and Elspeth simply had to move from 
one to the next. 
  
Rounding a corner faster than prudent, trying to close the gap to her quarry, she nearly ran into 
two Rithian knights standing in her way.  She stopped short, already closer to them than 
comfortable.  She could see the ‘glowing’ trail of clues continuing on, right past them. 
 
“Halt there, woman, and state your business!” 
 
Oh, shit, Elspeth muttered.   Think fast, girl...ahh...no man can resist a damsel in distress… 
 
“Oh, thank goodness I found you!  I’m...I’m trying to help my friend.  Please, please help me! 
She’s been kidnapped and taken down this awful alley…”  Elspeth continued moving toward 
them with bravado, assuming they would part and let her pass, or at least give ground. 
 
They did not.  And now, Elspeth was far too close to draw a weapon, too outmatched to engage 
in close combat.  They closed in on her.  Something wasn’t right...they weren’t surprised to see 
her, weren’t curious about why she was there...they had been expecting her. 
 
That...fucking...bitch…damn you, Evie… 
 

~~~ 
 
Velda led them through the door and down another hall, walking briskly and gracefully.  Evie 
hooked a finger under the ribbon still at Aya’s wrists and tugged her along behind.  
 
The attendant was just leaving the room after leaving a tray with their plate of food, two full 
glasses, and the remainder of the bottle resting on a bed of ice.  Velda began to show Evie and 
Aya the features of the room, but Evie simply gave her a look.  When Velda noticed, Evie raised 
one eyebrow. 
 
Velda stopped short.  “Oh. Oh yes.  Well, certainly you know all this, I’ll just be taking my leave, 
then…” She began skittering out of the room. 
 
“Thank you, Velda.  I’ll be by to settle my tab tomorrow.  Please add double the usual tips for 
your staff.  And Velda…” Evie paused until she was sure she had her undivided attention.  “We 
are not to be disturbed.  By anyone.  No.  One.” 
 
“Yes, yes of course, Miss Evie.  I’ll station Ian outside your door.”  
 
Evie raised the same eyebrow again. 



 
“I’ll station Ian down the hall from your door.” 
 
Evie smiled and nodded. 
 

~~~ 
 
“Been a quiet night...ain’t seen nothing like that ‘round here.” said the knight on one side. 
 
“Ain’t been any woman down this way tonight, much less a kidnapped one.” added the other. 
 
Elspeth seethed.  “I can see clearly that two women walked right through here.”  She pointed 
down the alley between the men. 
 
“You calling us liars?”  The first one asked, stepping closer.  “Who are you anyway, what are 
you doing here?”  
 
The other stepped to one side in a flanking move.  “You got any papers giving you rights to be 
here?”  
 
“Papers?  Listen, I need to get through here…”  
 
“Listen, miss, if you’re going to be difficult, we’ll have no choice but to detain you.” 
 
“I’m not being difficult...you’re...I’m…”  Elspeth sighed in frustration. 
 
A voice came from the shadows near some steps behind a building.  “You’re Varalan, yes?”  A 
man’s voice, enunciating well and slowly.  Confident and authoritative.  
 
Elspeth realized now that it was he that she needed to convince to let her pass, not the other 
two.  “Yes…” 
 
“A huntress, by the looks of you.  You after a bounty?  You on official business?” 
 
“No, but…” 
 
The figure stood and stepped into the meager light.  He was tall, broad shouldered, carried 
himself confidently.  As he moved closer, Elspeth could see strong handsome features, black 
hair, and impossibly dark eyes. 
 
“You’ve obviously had some military training.  You’re a foreigner here in a high-crime area 
without purpose or papers of authorization.  I can only conclude you’re a spy of some sort.” 
 



“What?!?  I’m not...now, see…”  Elspeth was barely controlling her temper.  “I know what this is 
all about.  That bitch Evie put you up to this...this is bullshit.” 
 
“Miss, we’ve been patient with you.”  The knight in charge stood directly in front of Elspeth, just 
out of reach of a sudden kick.  The other two moved to her sides.  “I’m going to ask you to place 
your hands on the back of your head while Kyle here removes your blade.” 
 
“Ok, this has gone far enough.  You’ve done your job, slowed me down...now let me through.” 
 
“I asked you politely.  I won’t ask again.  Hands on your head.” 
 
Elspeth let out a disgusted sigh and complied, but didn’t take her eyes from him. 
 
‘Kyle’ removed her knife while the other took her bag and set it aside.  
 
“Search her.  Thoroughly.” 
 
The two knights happily followed the best command they’d get all night.  They were very 
thorough.  To an absurd degree. 
 
“What’s your name, miss?” 
 
“Let’s not pretend you don’t know my name.” 
 
The lead knight chuckled.  “Cuff her, Nate.” 
 
Elspeth continued scowling as her wrists were drawn behind her back and handcuffs placed 
upon them.  “This is such bullshit.  Ok, nice trap Evie set for me, well done.  Now what do I have 
to do before you let me go?” 
 
The leader stepped a bit closer.  “Miss, that sounds to me like you’re offering us a bribe, which 
is highly inappropriate.”  He studied her face as his words sunk in. 
 
“But I’m listening,” he finished with a wry smile. 
 

~~~ 
 
After Velda closed and locked the door, Aya turned to Evie.  She had been watching the entire 
exchange between the women in wonder, watching how Evie held complete command of the 
room and everyone in it, while barely speaking a word.  From the moment they had walked in 
the back door until now, Evie had gotten everything she wanted and needed, and more..without 
uttering a harsh word or giving a command. 
 



She spoke quietly to Evie.  “In my younger days, a wise man told me the story of the sun and 
the wind, who wagered they could make a man remove his coat.  The wind blew and blew, and 
the man clenched his coat tighter.  The sun showered him with warmth, and the man gladly took 
off his coat.”  She paused.  “It is I who, I think, must learn to be less the wind and more the sun.” 
 
Evie smiled at her and took Aya’s face in her hands.  “When I learned that lesson, it was about 
catching flies with honey, but I like your version better.”  Evie gave her a deep and passionate 
kiss.  
 
“Shall we get ourselves out of these clothes and get considerably more slippery?”  
 

 

Flipside Part Three (section 6) 
Elspeth regarded the three corrupt knights thoughtfully. 
 
“Less of a bribe,” she purred, pouring honey into her voice. “More of a thank you for your service 
in protecting the vulnerable young women of the land.” 
 
“Indeed?” the lead knight raised an eyebrow.  
 
Elspeth ran her tongue along her lips in a gesture that could not be mistaken.  
 
She worked on the two underlings first with an enthusiastic smile and all of her skills.  
 
“And that’s just a warmup, boys,” she insisted.  “What about you, handsome?” 
 
“No need,” he demurred. 
 
“Seriously?” she looked incredulously.  “I’m not saying you need the full treatment, but you don’t 
want a little fun for your trouble?  I mean… I’m sure Evie was expecting that.” 
 
The leader’s mouth quirked in a smile.  After a moment’s hesitation, he stepped forward and 
undid his trousers.  Elspeth paused for a moment, impressed despite herself, then set to work 
on his erect manhood. 
 
It took careful timing, but Aya’s temple tricks were still quite effective and three Knights lay on 
the floor, paralyzed in ecstasy. The last one had proven potentially-worrying, but he was a man 
and all men had certain vulnerabilities. 
 
Really have to thank her for that trick, she thought. 



 
Elspeth felt a slight stab of worry.  Three was a lot and she was feeling a little bit anxious over 
the delay.  She’d felt the wild magic rise in her. 
 
She retrieved the keys to the cuffs from the leader.  Then suddenly his hand reached out to grab 
her wrist in an iron grip. 
 
Shit!  He’s not incapacitated!  Damnit!  I had to get a strong one! 
 
Elspeth had no illusions how she’d fare against this one in a close scuffle.  He was clearly more 
than some common thug. 
 
He just stared at her.  His brow furrowed, as though confused.  The other two sat up, their 
expressions more rapt with attention. 
 
Oh…. my. That was… unexpected.  I did not need to hex three Rithian Knights!  Oh well.  They 
did block my way… 
 
She looked at the leader. He still looked befuddled.  She wrenched her arm free and then 
worked herself out of the manacles.  As she gathered her belongings, she looked at the Knights. 
The last time she’d inadvertently released a bewitching hex, it had lasted months.  She really 
hoped that wouldn’t be the same with these three. 
 
“E...Evie?” the leader murmured. 
 
Elspeth’s eyes narrowed.  Odd that he could even think of another woman under the effects of 
this sort of hex.  Interesting. 
 
“I’m trying to find Evie,” Elspeth said, crouching next to him.  “Any idea where she went, 
handsome?” 
 
The knight leader’s eyes narrowed a bit, looking at Elspeth.  
 
“E...Evie?” 
 
Oh… shit.  
 
Elspeth felt a pang of guilt and more than a tiny bit of envy.  The hex had not taken hold of this 
one.  Not by a long shot.  It was humbling to actually encounter that level of deep emotion and 
strong will in someone, especially an adversary (however incidental).  He’d be confused in a 
while, but ultimately fine.  He’d likely wake tomorrow and consider this no more than a confused 
dream. 
 



She looked at the other two.  They might be more useful, provided they could walk.  But Evie’s 
trail was pretty much cold. 
 
Or would be, were Elspeth any sort of normal tracker. 
 
Feels like cheating, she sighed. But you drove me to this, hussy! 
 
Elspeth opened herself yet again to the magic of her fae gift.  She could, if she concentrated, 
find someone close to her.  She’d done it more than once with her parents when she was a 
child.  At least twice with previous lovers.  Once with Aly when she and Aya rescued her from 
those Xioahai witches.  
 
And now Elspeth was going to fetch Aya from yet another witch.  Though she grudgingly figured 
she didn’t need to hurry.  Aya would doubtless appreciate a slight lull.  
 
Besides, this wasn’t really about rescuing Aya so much as administering a bit of payback. 
 
She looked down at the leader, still sitting, his expression clear that he was fighting the hex. 
 
“Not you,” she said softly. “Sleep, handsome. Sleep and dream of her. I do not seek to harm her 
person.  Only her pride.  Sleep and forget.” 
 
The leader lay back, sleeping peacefully. With a nod from Elspeth, the two bewitched knights 
stood.  
 
“Let’s go make life complicated for a certain blonde tramp, boys.”  

~~~ 
 
“And I’m telling you that you’re mistaken!” 
 
The proprietoress of the establishment stared imperiously at the two guardsman.  
 
“Mistress,” one of the bewitched knights said.  “We know the blonde entered here with an 
eastern woman.  Our orders are to bring them in for questioning.” 
 
“And I’m telling you that no one of that description has entered my establishment, as you well 
know.”  Her eyes narrowed.  “I am afraid I will have to send word to your superiors.” 
 
“Mistress, we have our orders,” the other knight said. 
 
Elspeth slipped through the side entrance while the staff were distracted by the commotion. 
She’d never really expected the bewitched men to get far, but that was fine.  She knew exactly 



where Aya was now that she was using her gift.  A part of her was startled by how strong the 
connection was.  
 
She frowned at her attire.  This wasn’t going to suit at all.  She saw a young woman in a 
Fa’rench maid outfit conveniently alone. 
 
Desperate times, Elspeth thought. 

~~~ 
  
Aya indulged in a satisfied sigh as she stripped out of her outfit, then looked Evie over with 
interest.  The room’s lighting was perfectly suited to highlight the curves of her body and tease 
mystery for the rest. 
 
“That’s better, don’t you think?” Evie crossed in closer to kiss Aya passionately. 
 
Aya let herself be swept by the moment.  A part of her was surprised and impressed that she’d 
not felt Evie slip the leather cuffs about her wrists.  
 
“You said something about… slippery?” Aya said a bit breathlessly. 
 
“Oh, we’ll get there,” Evie replied, working to nibble Aya’s neck, then down to tease her erect 
nipples.  “But first things first…” 

~~~ 
 
“No one goes past,” Ian repeated in a tired tone. 
 
“But… I was sent?”  the buxom blonde in the Fa’rench Maid outfit looked confused.  
 
Her outfit barely fit, hugging her curves tightly.  Her breasts threatened to explode out of the 
bodice.  Ian was dimly aware she was carrying a pack, but he really wasn’t paying attention.  He 
was trying really hard to focus on his very firm orders. 
 
Okay, maybe firm was a poor choice of words.  Wait, what was she saying? 
 
“Look, handsome, I really need to deliver this!” she bit her lip.  “I don’t wanna get in trouble…” 
 
“I’m sorry, babe!” Ian shook his head.  “No one gets past.  Period!” 
 
“An incorruptible guard,” she murmured, rifling through the pack.  “Honey, you ever need a job 
reference, you let me know.  I can think of people who would hire you in a heartbeat!” 
 
He puzzled over that as she brought a tube to her lips and blew.  A powder was suddenly in 
Ian’s face.  Then everything went dark. 



~~~ 
 
Elspeth stepped over the guard’s prostrate form with a bit of regret.  She wouldn’t have minded 
giving that one a good time to get past.  Still, there was the matter at hand.  
 
She slipped the tube away and slipped a few items out of the pack.  It was useful to work for a 
Varalan master mage at times.  Gave her access to all sorts of handy items, like alchemical 
sleeping dust. 
 
She came to the door.  
 
“Time for a little payback…” 
 
 

Slip-sliding to satisfaction (section 7) 
 
Not even two hundred yards away, in a warm and candlelit room scented with vanilla and 
sandalwood, Aya lay stretched on her back on a padded table, naked.  
 
Her arms were extended above her head, fastened to the upper corners of the table by white 
silk strips.  At the other end of the table, her ankles were fastened in the same fashion.  She 
was stretched taut, not uncomfortably so, but to the extent that the muscles of her toned arms 
and supple legs were fully extended. 
 
A fifth white silk had been laid across her eyes and knotted loosely behind her head.  She 
moved her head in short, slow movements as she tried to compensate with audible clues.  Aya’s 
lips parted slightly--partially due to the tilt of her head, but mostly due to the sensations she was 
experiencing further below.  
 
Evie knelt on the table between Aya’s spread legs, wetting her palms from a bowl of warm oil 
next to Aya’s waist, and spreading it slowly, sensually onto Aya’s thighs.  Evie kneaded the oil 
into muscles and tendons with a practiced skill, activating sensitive pressure points and 
removing what little tension she found. 
 
Aya’s lower legs and feet already glistened in the candlelight.  So did Aya’s forehead, cheeks, 
chin and temples.  The shimmering glow continued down her neck, across her shoulders, and 
up her arms.  Evie had begun caressing the oil into Aya’s upper chest and along her sides until 
the sensual eastern woman’s breathing began to quicken and her chest was rising and falling.  
 
Then she had whispered, “all in due time, love,” and instead slid her hands along Aya’s sides 
down to her waist.  Evie suppressed a giggle as Aya moaned in mock frustration, and continued 
her soft touch all the way down to her feet.  Since then, Evie had been slowly working her way 



back up the woman’s lithe legs, listening to the sounds of Aya’s reactions when she began 
working the oil into her inner thighs. 
 
Just as Evie had teased around Aya’s breasts without touching them, she was careful to not 
overstimulate Aya between her legs…yet.  She moved her hands slowly over Aya’s hips and 
slid them beneath Aya’s firm rear, the oil allowing her to slide fingers between the white pads of 
the table and Aya’s bronze flesh. 
 
Evie continued up Aya’s body, working across her flat tummy and up to her ribs, continuing to 
slip hands beneath and work the muscles of Aya’s back.  By now, despite her limbs being pulled 
to the corners of the table, Aya’s body was relaxing and settling into the table...except for when 
Evie touched on a sensitive or ticklish part. 
 
Eventually, every bit of Aya’s skin glistened in the candle’s flickers except for her breasts and 
the smooth mound between her legs.  Aya was well aware that those were the only areas 
remaining...if Evie didn’t know better, she would think the woman was trembling in anticipation.  
 
Evie crawled sinuously up the table, placing one knee beside each of Aya’s breasts, tucking her 
toes under Aya’s thighs, and resting ever so gently on Aya’s waist.  Taking generous scoops of 
oil, she drizzled it slowly over Aya’s breasts, letting the flow of falling oil drape over her nipples 
and back again.  
 
When the pool of oil was gone from Evie’s palms, she turned her hands over and placed them 
softly over Aya’s breasts, only the center of her palms brushing against tender nipples.  Evie 
moved her hands in small circles, still touching only with her palms on nipples, until she felt 
them grow and stiffen even further than they already were.  
 
The soft moan of the woman below her was a pleasant reward. 
 
When Aya began to fidget beneath her, Evie closed her palms down upon Aya’s breasts and 
gave them a gentle squeeze.  Then she began to carefully knead the oil into the mouldable 
flesh.  Aya’s breath caught in her throat, and Evie saw her take a small nibble of her lip.  This 
time, she wasn’t faking it. 
 
While Evie kept her left hand flowing over both Aya’s breasts and chest, she scooped a little 
more oil into her right, and cautiously moved her hand behind her...she wanted this to be a total 
surprise.  
 
Evie took a quick glance behind her to make sure her aim was true, and tilted her hand to let the 
oil fall directly on the little nub that was forcing its way up between Aya’s moistening lips.  
 



Aya jolted and gasped as she felt the warm oil land.  She shivered as she felt it run down along 
the line of her lips and slowly ooze between.  About the time the oil stopped flowing, she felt a 
new sensation...three soft fingers laid along the route the oil had followed. 
 
Evie moved all three fingers in unison in small circles over Aya until the oil was worked into her 
flesh and she felt her lips begin to part.  Evie pressed down with her two outer fingers, drawing 
them farther apart, then crooked her middle finger down and into the folds beneath. 
 
This time the delicate features of the exotic woman’s face belied her loss of all composure.  Her 
mouth opened wide and a loud “Ohhhhhh!” escaped.  Evie felt Aya’s thighs clench and her 
knees attempt to draw close, tugging against the silks at her ankles.  Her hands clenched into 
tight fists. 
 
Evie had heard stories of Aya’s absolute control of her emotions, her demeanor, and her 
reactions.  She assumed that extended to absolute control of holding off her orgasms until she 
was ready to release.  Evie simply took that as one more challenge to overcome. 
 
Evie continued working her finger into and around Aya, paying close attention to the few sounds 
Aya let escape, and adjusting her technique to match.  Before long, Aya was willingly following 
along in perfect rhythm to Evie’s ministrations.  Evie crooked her finger and drew it slowly back 
along the upper wall of Aya’s insides, and the young woman shuddered.  Evie drew the same 
finger up along the sensitive nub just outside, and Aya clenched every muscle in her body. 
 
Evie was convinced that if she kept going, she would push Aya over the edge and could claim 
some measure of victory.  But why settle for a unilateral orgasm when they could have one 
together? 
 
Evie withdrew her hand and Aya moaned in disappointment.  Evie reached for the bowl of 
remaining warm oil and drizzled it down her own front and smeared it across her breasts and 
tummy.  She held the bowl over Aya and emptied the last few drops onto the girl’s chest.  Aya 
flinched in the slightest, trying to discern what Evie was doing. 
 
“I want you to experience something another exotic woman once taught me,” Evie whispered as 
she leaned down over Aya.  “She called it ‘smooshing.’” 
 

~~~ 
 
A couple hundred yards away, Will suddenly sat up straight.  He looked around at his 
surroundings in a fog of confusion.  It took a full minute for the usually sharp captain to regain 
enough of his senses to determine he was sitting on the steps in the alley where he and his men 
were supposed to spring Evie’s trap.  
 



His men were nowhere to be seen.  Something was wrong.  Something was very, very wrong, 
and he could not grasp what it was.  He got to his feet, and his trousers nearly fell from his 
waist.  Looking down, he saw his belt and trouser buttons undone, and his cock half out of his 
shorts.  While tucking it in, he found evidence that it had been recently used. 
 
That was very, very bad on multiple levels.  
 
He closed up his trousers and straightened his uniform.  While retrieving his gear, he looked 
about, scanning the scene as he’d been taught while investigating crimes.  
 
To the untrained eye, not much would be seen.  To his practiced eye, the scene was becoming 
clear.  A discarded knight-issued belt.  Nearby, a torn off trouser button.  A few drops of a milky 
white splatter drying on the cobbles (but only a few drops; if there had been more, it had left the 
scene with--or in--someone).  Dry spots on the cobbles where bodies had lain, and scuff marks 
of boots when the bodies got back up. 
 
Dammit.  He and his men had failed, and that meant Evie might be in danger.  Well, probably 
not mortal danger, but certainly in the path of a frustrated and vengeful woman.  He needed to 
get to her, quickly.  
 
He turned to go when he spied a ring of handcuff keys on the ground.  His handcuff keys, he 
could tell from the captain’s stripes on the ring.  But checking quickly, he found he still had both 
pairs of his knight-issued cuffs on his belt.  
 
Someone’s cuffs had been removed.  But had been taken along when they left. 
 
The other evidence was somewhat circumstantial, but the keys confirmed the worst.  The 
woman had come for Evie, and the trap had been sprung.  His men, who were not in on the 
plan, had followed orders, and the woman had been in custody.  And then--somehow--she was 
gone.  And so were his men. 
 
Will adjusted himself uneasily within his trousers.  He didn’t need his memory to know how she 
had escaped.  And for his own benefit--and to some extent Evie’s--he was glad he couldn’t 
remember. 
 

~~~ 
 
Several minutes and much slippery sliding later, both naked women were coated in warm oil 
and panting heavily.  
 
Evie had spent the first few minutes in a ‘push-up’ position, holding herself above Aya on her 
fingertips and tiptoes and lightly gliding over her.  
 



Over the next couple minutes she gradually lowered herself until their bodies were firmly 
rubbing and moulding themselves to the curves of the other.  All the while, their mouths were 
firmly locked and working against each other, their tongues playfully fighting for position and 
domination. 
 
When Evie’s fires of arousal were climbing to the limits of her own control, she enacted the final 
phase of her plan to give Aya a night to remember.  Evie pushed herself up to her hands and 
knees.  She watched Aya’s face for one moment while the girl searched blindly in vain for where 
Evie had gone.  
 
Evie reached out and slid the blindfold up over Aya’s forehead, dragging it up over her hair to 
the table below.   Aya blinked in the dim light, refocusing for a moment after so long in the dark. 
Then her eyes found Evie’s, and her face broke out into a wide grin. 
 
“Hello, beautiful girl,” Evie whispered before leaning down and giving Aya a deep slow 
kiss--which the woman happily returned.  
 
When Evie broke away and began to move, Aya spoke.  “Please...mistress...may I have my 
hands back?  I would like to touch you.”  She followed it up with a smile and lip bite that were 
absolutely genuine.  
 
“How can I possibly say no to that?” Evie purred.  She reached up and pulled at the loose ends 
of the simple ties at Aya’s wrists.  The silks fell away and Aya ran her hands back up Evie’s 
arms to caress her shoulders, then her sides, then her breasts.  She looked back up at Evie as 
if to say, ‘what now?’ 
 
Evie answered that without a word, as she pivoted herself around on the table until she was 
facing Aya’s feet, and Aya hers.  She crawled forward until her face was directly over that 
sweetest spot on Aya’s body that she’d been longing to taste for the longest time.  
 
She lowered herself slowly, this time giving Aya a chance to prepare herself for what was about 
to come.  She extended her tongue, and let the tip of it be the first thing Aya would feel.  As 
expected, Aya tensed up and gripped Evie’s hips tightly with her fingertips.  
 
Then, while Evie demonstrated that her oral mastery could be applied to both men and women, 
Aya began to pull Evie’s body back down upon her own.  A moment later, Aya’s tongue found 
the same spot between Evie’s legs, and Aya demonstrated the versatility of her own skills. 
 
Much like the battle of their tongues for domination within their mouths earlier, the women 
commenced a battle of tongues to draw an orgasm from the other.  The energy and intensity of 
their efforts grew until each was moaning and shuddering between furious efforts to push the 
other over the edge.  The sounds echoed in the small room and the table shook.  
 



With a final flurry of activity and resounding cries of pleasure, both women tensed--shook--and 
then released with a desperate moan.   Evie dropped down upon Aya’s body, splayed across 
her abdomen and upper legs.  She barely remembered to lift her hips off Aya to let the poor 
woman breathe.  
 
Both women lay there for a moment, silent except for the sounds of their gradually slowing 
breaths.  Evie reached out and pulled the loose ends of the silks at Aya’s ankles to free them, 
and asked her, “so shall we call that a draw?” 
 
“I suppose,” Aya responded grudgingly.  “But I’ll get you next time.” 
 
Evie turned and looked back along the prone woman’s body to find her still-sparkling eyes. 
“You’ll try,” she said with a smile. 
 
Suddenly Aya tensed.  
 
“What is it?” Evie asked.  
 
“I...I sensed something quite odd.  Familiar...but odd.” 
 
Evie froze, then cocked her head toward a noise from the door.  Something was not right. 
There was something happening on the other side of that door. 
 
And though she didn’t want to admit it, Evie was pretty certain she knew exactly what--or who--it 
was.  
 

Flipside Part Four (section 8) 
 
Elspeth slid easily and silently into the room, mentally blessing the skeleton key that Master 
Awrogast had provided her. 
 
She advanced for her revenge and then stopped. 
 
Daaaaaaamn! 
 
Dumbfounded, and more than a little aroused, she tucked herself into a darkened corner and 
watched as Evie and Aya did their erotic dance.  More than once, Elspeth’s fingers found their 
way under the short skirt of the Fa’rench Maid outfit as she studied the scene intently.  After a 
few minutes, Elspeth did away with the panties altogether and decided to enjoy the show to its 
inevitable conclusion. 



 
The two had reached a climax when Aya looked up. 
 
“What is it?” Evie asked.  
 
“I...I sensed something quite odd,” Aya said softly. “Familiar...but odd.” 
 
Evie’s head worked toward the door.  Elspeth was slightly puzzled by Aya’s reaction and saw 
the door open.  The door-guard peeked his head in the doorway, somewhat woozily. 
 
“Uh… ma’am?  Is… uh… everything…?” 
 
The dart caught him in the hand.  He looked down at it in surprise, then his eye rolled in the 
back of his head and he slumped to the ground. 
 
Evie spun just as Elspeth placed the second dart into a delightfully exposed buttock.  Evie 
looked at Elspeth in a mix of outrage, surprise, and a small amount of amusement as Elspeth 
emerged from the shadows.  
 
“Surprise,” Elspeth said gleefully. 

~~~ 
 
Evie’s eyes fluttered open to the blindfold over her eyes.  She realized she was bound 
spread--eagle, likely in the same silks that entertained Aya not too long ago. 
 
“Surprise, Evie dear,” Elspeth whispered in her ear. 
 
“Oh well done!” Evie murmured.  “How did you manage it?” 
 
Fingers playfully tweaked Evie’s nipple. 
 
“Oh, dearie, that story is for a much later time.” 
 
“Indeed,” Aya’s voice said.  “You’ve been a very naughty girl, Evie.  It’s been quite flattering, but 
all the same, Elspeth is my dear friend.  I think you need to make amends.” 
 
“Oh?” Evie smiled despite herself.  “And what must I do?” 

~~~ 
 
“I think you know,” Aya said as Elspeth straddled herself over Evie’s prone face.  “Be a good 
girl, and I’ll help you along your way.” 
 



Aya looked on with satisfaction as Elspeth, in her rather delightful costume, started to rock her 
hips and writhe while Evie worked her “cunning linguistics” upon the archer.  Aya smirked 
slightly, then decided to assist Evie along the way.  
 
Aya owed Evie something for the lesson in… what did she call it?  “Smooshing”? 
 
I have to get her to properly teach me that! 

~~~ 
 
Elspeth arched her back and cried out as Evie’s tongue set to work on her.  
 
Holy One this woman is good! Maybe I should start seeking lessons from her as well! 
 
She felt something change in Evie’s demeanor.  She looked down to see Aya’s fingers between 
Evie’s legs.  The Ienotochi temple warrior’s smile was devilish.  Elspeth tried to laugh, but the 
next orgasm rocked her to her bones. 

~~~ 
 
Evie felt her heart rate slow to something that would resemble normal.  Or ‘normal’ had she run 
her cadet training course in triple time, anyway.  
 
I have to get Aya to teach me that.  
 
She tested the bonds that held her to the bed.  Impressive.  Given time, Evie was fairly certain 
she could eventually get free, but what was the hurry?  This seemed to be going in a fun 
direction. 
 
“So,” Elspeth’s voice sounded winded.  “What’s this?” 
 
“I believe it is called a strap-on,” Aya’s voice sounded curious and innocent. 
 
Evie was beginning to wonder just how unworldly Aya really was. 
 
“Yes, I know that,” Elspeth retorted.  “But… Holy One.  THAT?” 
 
“I am not sure.  What sort of name is ‘Apollo’?” 
 
Oh Holy One! 

~~~ 
 
Elspeth found being on the delivering end of a strap-on to be a truly unusual experience.  It was 
certainly fascinating to see Evie’s expression.  And to hear her moans. 
 



The Rithian girl’s cries - practically screams - of pleasure filled the room as Elspeth mercilessly 
worked on her.  
 
Apollo, Elspeth mused.  I don’t know what sort of entity that is, but… wow! 
 
The attachment to the strap-on was impressive, to say the least.  And, judging from Evie’s 
reaction, quite pleasing. 
 
Elspeth paused, allowing the Rithian to get her breath. 
 
“Yes,” Aya said by her ear.  “That should do.  That should do nicely.”  
 
“Aya?” 
 
“Yes Elspeth?” 
 
“When you said earlier you sensed something familiar.  Were you referring to me?” 
 
“After a fashion,” Aya laughed.  “I did sense you.  Whatever magic you use, I seem to be able to 
feel it.  I knew you were in the room from the beginning.” 
 
“Then what…?” 
 
“Oh, I heard someone at the door and thought you would appreciate the opening.  My little gift. 
Now you need to answer for… what is the term?  Standing me up?” 
 
Elspeth gave her friend an annoyed look. 
 
“Are you…?” 
 
Then the nerve pinch got her. 

~~~ 
 
Elspeth found herself naked and bound face-to-face with Evie.  The two were frog-tied with their 
ankles tied to their thighs and their wrists tied to the opposite elbow behind their backs.  A pair 
of nipple clamps were employed, with one clamp mercilessly linking Elspeth’s right nipple to 
Evie’s left.  The second worked as a mirror.  
 
“Now,” Aya purred, a riding crop in her hand.  “I am most flattered to be the center of this little 
contest, but I think the time has come to kiss and make up, yes?” 
 
“I came to rescue you!” Elspeth insisted. 
 



The riding crop slapped a naked buttock. 
 
“Now, now,” Aya’s tone was scolding.  “Really?  I think you came here looking for revenge.  And 
you had it, to your mutual delight.  You will both come to terms now and I will have my fun. 
Well… more fun.” 
 
The crop slapped again, catching each woman’s buttock. 
 
“I believe my instructions were clear?” 
 
Evie offered a rueful smile.  
 
“Yes, Mistress.” 
 
Elspeth paused only a moment longer.  
 
“Yes, Mistress.” 
 
Their lips locked with tongues probing.  Teeth nibbled against lips.  For long moments, the two 
blondes kissed passionately, rocking back-and-forth.  
 
“Excellent,” Aya’s voice interrupted.  
 
Slender fingers removed the nipple clamps.  
 
“Let’s get these out of the way, yes?  Allows more room for this…” 
 
Their eyes went wide. 
 
“Orochi,” Evie breathed.  “They did put the double-sider in the kit!  Oh bless you, Velda!” 
 
“That’s…” Elspeth’s eyes went wide.  “That’s…” 
 
“That’s your new best friend,” Aya supplied, pushing each blonde on her back, then setting the 
toy in place.  “Come on, girls!  Work your hips!” 
 
Elspeth complied, wriggling herself forward to let the two-headed rod drive deep into her.  She 
could feel Evie doing the same on the other end.  Their moans began to provide a symphony. 
The motion was assisted as Aya would occasionally “help” the rod in one direction or the other, 
when her fingers were not otherwise “helping”. 
 
Elspeth arched, feeling yet another orgasm rock her body.  She knew Evie was experiencing the 
same, and at the same moment. 



 
“Well,” a masculine voice said from the doorway.  “This makes for interesting timing.” 
 

~~~ 
 
Evie, Elspeth, and Aya now all knelt naked on the large bed, tied in frog-ties.  Evie suppressed a 
flush as Will looked down at her.  A part of her was puzzled why he had not freed her. 
 
“So,” Will ticked fingers off as he spoke.  “Kidnapping.  Assault on Knights.  Use of sorcery on 
Knights.  Assault on free citizens.  You ladies have been quite busy in pursuit of a memorable 
evening.” 
 
“Forgive me, honorable sir,” Aya said humbly.  “Your lands laws…” 
 
“I was watching for a bit before I came in,” WIll interrupted.  “You can spare me the act.  The 
three of you have been quite naughty.  Seems to me, there’s a lot of ways I could handle this, 
but really only one that’s going to make everyone happy.” 
 
He glanced back at Ian the guard as well as Kyle and Nate.  The latter two were finally shaking 
off… whatever… happened in the alley. 
 
“So,” Elspeth ventured, looking demure.  “What did you have in mind… sir?” 
 
Will glanced at Ian. 
 
“I think a couple of us have worked out what would settle the scales,” he said. 
 
Ian grinned down at Elspeth.  
 
“Damn!  And I thought you looked hot as a Fa’rench girl!” 
 
“Ahem, yes,” Will interrupted.  “And both Kyle and Nate do deserve some consideration for 
being the victims of mind-control magic.” 
 
“Oh,” Aya said in a honeyed voice.  “I think I can settle that debt nicely.” 
 
“There’s two of us,” Kyle said. 
 
“It’s cute you think that matters,” Aya grinned.  
 
Will moved to seat himself next to Evie.  Bound, exposed, and seemingly-helpless as she 
appeared, she aroused him to the point where it was actually physically painful to move.  
 



“So,” he said, toying with a lock of her golden hair.  “What do you say?” 
 
Evie exchanged a glance with the other two women, then turned her blue eyes on his. 
 
“Why are we still talking?” 
 
 
 

Settling the Scales (section 9) 
 
Will wasted no time being the first to make a move.  He unzipped his trousers and his impatient 
manhood sprang out.  Being next to a naked and bound Evie had that effect. 
 
Evie’s eyes widened and broke into a broad smile.  She licked her lips and moved forward on 
her knees.  “Please, please, master?” 
 
Will seized a handful of her hair and pushed her head down without a word or command.  He 
reached his other hand between her legs. 
 
After letting Evie work happily on him for a few minutes, he seized her by her sides and lifted 
her off the bed.  He pivoted her and lowered her down onto him.  She let out a staccato 
‘oh-oh-oh-oh!’ as she slid onto him.  Will welcomed her with a deep kiss and let his hands enjoy 
her breasts. 
 
After resting upon him for a moment, she braced her toes on the bed and bounced as best she 
could with frogtied legs.  Will was tempted to help, but decided he enjoyed seeing her struggle 
to get her satisfaction. 
 
Across the room, Aya knelt on the floor.  After switching her mouth back and forth between the 
two knights a few times, she asked that they free her arms so she could do ‘something special.’  
 
They exchanged wary glances. 
 
“If I wanted to hurt you I would have done it when your cocks were between my teeth,” Aya said 
with mild sarcasm.  She paused, then softened her tone.  “Please, masters.” 
 
They both shrugged and helped her free.  
 



Aya smiled and rubbed her hands upon the oils on her own breasts.  She took both men in her 
hands and stroked them smoothly several times.  When they were both groaning satisfactorily, 
she placed her thumbs on the undersides of their cocks and rubbed the oils in small circles.  
 
Their groans became louder.  Aya grinned.  She placed the tips of their cocks against her 
nipples and leaned into them.  Then she rubbed the cocks against her breasts in circles as well.  
 
They didn’t last a moment.  Both men virtually exploded onto her chest.  She gave an 
uncharacteristic giggle and continued rubbing the undersides of their heads over her messy 
breasts until the sensation drove them crazy and they begged her to stop. 
 
Ian had also decided to untie Elspeth’s arms, but for an altogether different reason.  He had 
placed her on knees on the center of the massage table, but left her legs in the frogtie.  
 
“You are a gorgeous woman naked as you are, but I saw you first in that maid’s outfit, and now I 
have to have you back in it.”  He retrieved it from where it had been discarded on the floor. 
 
He tossed her the dress part of it, and watched intently as she pulled it over her head and 
struggled to wriggle it over her chest.  The seams of the bust area cried out for mercy, but held.  
 
Ian subconsciously brushed his hand back and forth over the bulge in his pants while he 
admired her perched on the table like the statue of a goddess on a pedestal. 
 
Elspeth gave a quizzical look at the panty part of the costume clutched in Ian’s other hand.  “I’m 
surprised you want me to put those back on, too.” 
 
“I don’t.  The other thing you did was lie to try and get your way.  That ends now.”  He took the 
wadded panties and stuffed them in her mouth.  
 
Elspeth gave a whine that was both muffled and half-hearted.  Her real cry of surprise came 
when Ian pushed her face down on the table, then grasped her hips and spun her on the oily 
surface.  He swung her legs off the table and stepped forward so her delightful rear was pinned 
between his waist and the table’s edge, her ankles resting on his hips. 
 
Elspeth was as primed as Ian was, and he slid deep within her with ease.  Which is not to say 
she didn’t gasp into her gag as she accommodated him.  “Not quite Apollo, but damn close…” 
 
Ian pulled his belt from his trousers and re-fastened her wrists in the small of her back.  He 
gripped her wrists with one hand while reaching out for her braid with his other.  
 
He used those two handholds and the motion of his hips to push and pull her forward and back 
on the slippery table.  As he picked up his pace, Elspeth gave a muffled ‘oh!’ every time her rear 
smacked against his pelvis, until the gaps between ‘oh!’s had ceased to exist. 



 
~~~ 

 
Ever the chivalrous knight, Will waited until Evie had ‘finished’ before even contemplating his 
own.  Once she did, however, he gripped her hips firmly and raised and lowered her repeatedly.  
 
For her part, Evie clenched down and leaned back so he could reach her breasts with his 
mouth.  As it turned out, Evie came again when he did, so he wouldn’t have had to wait...but he 
was happy that now she ‘owed him one.’ 
 
While Evie fell forward on his shoulder to recover, Will stared over her shoulder at Ian taking 
Elspeth over the table.  Her vocalizations told him that Ian was giving her a rough ride, yet she 
was quite enjoying it.  And she looked so hot doing it. 
 
Despite his own gorgeous lover still mounted on him, he felt an urge to prove something to 
Elspeth.  He had a vague recollection of how delightful her mouth felt and how hard he tried to 
last. 
 
But he also knew her trickery had incapacitated him and embarrassed him and his men.  It 
wasn’t so much that he now wanted to harm her or even humiliate her; he respected her for her 
craftiness and outplaying him.  It was more that he wanted to reclaim the upper hand.  
 
If that resulted in a little humiliation for Elspeth, well so be it.  Evie would deserve some of that 
before the night was through, too. 
 
Evie slowly recovered and glanced over her shoulder to see where Will was looking.  She 
turned back with a smile.  Jealousy was something they’d put behind them long ago.  
  
“She is so fucking delicious, isn’t she?” Evie whispered in his ear.  “I’m guessing she used a fae 
trick to put you out of commission for a bit?”  She giggled when he gave a wry smile.  
 
“You have no idea,” he whispered back. 
 
“Actually, I’m pretty sure I do,” Evie replied.  “Go on.  Go do what you need to do.  No matter 
what, you’re still coming home with me tonight.”  Evie looked back at Elspeth again, then 
whispered in Will’s ear.  He chuckled, and said “brilliant idea.” 
 
Will lifted Evie off him, setting her down on the floor before him but making no move to untie her. 
She also didn’t ask him to.  She simply scooted herself around so she could watch. 
 
Will tapped Ian on the shoulder, breaking him out of his blissful rhythm.  
 
“Wot, want a turn?”  Ian asked.  “I ain’t done yet.”  



 
“No, no, just lift her up and hold her,” Will said.  He grabbed Elspeth by the shoulders while Ian 
pulled back on her hips. 
 
Elspeth had closed her eyes while lost in Ian’s rhythm.  Her eyes flew open wide when she saw 
Will before her, lifting her shoulders.  She had expected a reckoning with him at some 
point...perhaps not while still mounted on Ian though.  
 
Her ankles still rested on Ian’s hips while his hands slid up to her ribs, holding her vertical facing 
away from him while she still rode on his cock.  
 
Will grabbed a side chair, slid it behind Ian and helped him to sit with Elspeth still perched on 
him.  He moved to stand in front of her, his hands on his hips. 
 
Eslpeth looked up into Will’s face.  He had what her mentor would have called a ‘shit-eating 
grin.’  He was looking forward to what she assumed was a blowjob.  Fae blood or not, ‘they 
always come back for more.’ 
 
She was surprised when he reached down and grabbed the lower hem of her maid costume. 
He worked it up her abdomen until it all collected underneath her breasts.  Then he hooked his 
fingers underneath the bunched fabric.  
 
His cock had nicely recovered by now and Elspeth could see it rising to greet her.  He slid the 
tip underneath the bunched fabric held open by his fingers, and stepped forward.  
 
Elspeth felt his cock sliding upward between her breasts, and when she looked down she could 
see the head of it poking out of her cleavage.  ‘Well hello there, big boy!’ she thought.  It wasn’t 
quite as large as Apollo either--maybe an Orochi.  She still thought she’d be happy to have it in 
her mouth...or elsewhere. 
 
Will grasped her braid and pulled her head back so she looked up at him.  “Evie’s right, they are 
like pillows,” he said.  Elspeth cringed and glanced over at Evie.  Evie had the same grin as Will. 
 
Will began moving his hips and sliding himself up and down between her breasts.  Usually 
Elspeth had to use her hands to hold her breasts tightly together when a man (or beast) did this. 
The straining fabric of the costume was doing the job nicely even with her hands bound.  ‘I’m 
going to have to remember this trick,’ she thought.  
 
Evie and Aya knelt on the floor mesmerized by what Elspeth was experiencing.  Aya suddenly 
began making good use of her free fingers.  Evie was still tightly bound and didn’t have that 
opportunity.   
 



‘I wonder if there’s something I can rub on,’ she thought, looking around.  Something lying on 
the bed caught her eye.  She turned back to the knights standing there with their mouths agape. 
 
“Yo! Thing 2!” she called out. 
 
Nate turned and looked at her. 
 
“No!  You’re thing 1.  He’s thing 2.” 
 
The other knight turned to Evie.  “My name’s Kyle.” 
 
“Doesn’t matter.  Grab that thing off the bed and bring it over here.  Aya, sweetie, can you come 
over here and get back to back with me?” 
 
Aya began shuffling along on her knees and toes.  Evie positioned herself facing where Will was 
busy sawing his cock between Elspeth’s boobs.  
 
Aya saw this and protested. “Oh hell no.  I want to watch, too.”  She and Evie pivoted so they 
could both look sideways at the scene. 
 
“Thing 1 or Thing 2?”  Evie asked Aya. 
 
Aya looked them both over.  “Thing 2.” 
 
“Don’t we get a say in this?” Nate asked, puffing out his chest and looking indignant.. 
 
“No.” both women answered in unison.  
 
Thing 2, I mean Kyle, had been studying the object he retrieved from the bed, wondering what 
the fuckitty-fuck it was.  Then he saw the women placed with their butt cheeks touching and 
figured it out.  It’s said Kyle’s brain grew three sizes that day. 
 
“You chicks are really twisted,” he murmured.  
 
“You wanna go find someone else to do the job?” Evie asked. 
 
Kyle began fumbling, trying to position the double-ended Orochi between them. 
 
“Just hold it steady and we’ll do the work,” Aya snapped. 
 
The two men exchanged incredulous looks.  Weren’t they supposed to be in charge? 
 



Evie and Aya worked themselves onto the ends of the long twisting toy.  It took a little back and 
forth with Kyle holding it steady, but soon the flesh of their cheeks began meeting in the middle.  
 
“Don’t just stand there holding your dicks in your hands, put them in our mouths,” Evie said in 
exasperation.  “Do we have to explain to you how everything works??” 
 

~~~ 
 

Three Naughty Ladies (section 10) 
Elspeth blinked aside the happy haze of her… she’d lost count… orgasm.  Ian had proved quite 
adequate to scratch her itch. The handsome one, Evie’s man, had spent himself twice using her 
breasts so creatively. 
 
I gotta say, I’m more than a little envious of Evie, she thought.  
 
She watched Aya and Evie finish off yet again on the double-sided toy.  Aya’s voice hit that 
special pitch that Elspeth knew so well.  Aya’s head tilted and their eyes met.  
 
I have to say, I’m doing pretty well myself, Elspeth thought, winking at her friend. 
 
There was a tap at the door.  At a nod from the handsome one (what was his name again? 
Elspeth didn’t trust her brain at this point), one of the underlings… Norm?  Nobby?  Nate? 
Nancy?  Who cares?... answered the door. 
 
“Apologies for the interruption,” the proprietor said.  “These arrived.  I believe Ev… I believe the 
lady might find them of use?” 
 
“You’re kidding!” Evie exclaimed. 
 
“Oh, Evie?” the woman said from the doorway.  “It is the shipment from Aydenholt.” 
 
“Oh… that’s... “ Evie flushed. 
 
The handsome soldier caught something in her voice and turned. 
 
“Nate, bring them in.” 

~~~ 
 
Will took a look at the opened box.  Ian, Nate, and Kyle stood with him.  The girls all knelt, 
frog-tied and properly bound, on the bed, catching their breath and exchanging talk and teasing. 



 
“Holy shit, boss!” Nate shook his head.  “This is insane.  These things are freaky!” 
 
“Meh,” Ian shrugged.  
 
Will read the instructions on the enclosed parchment and grinned. 
 
“Right, lads.  How are we feeling about payback?” 
 
“Feeling pretty good, sir,” Kyle mused.  “Could go another round, maybe, but gotta say I’d be 
pushing it.” 
 
“Holy shit, sir,” Nate said. “That Easterner… she’s done put me to my limit!” 
 
Will glanced at Ian.  Ian eyed Elspeth with an appraising look. 
 
“I’m good for today.  Might be I’ll get another chance later.” 
 
“Smart lad,” Will patted him on the shoulder.  “Right, one last bit of payback then…” 

~~~ 
 
“I’m not sure who ‘Elliot’ is,” WIll mused.  “But his gifts to you are awfully impressive.” 
 
The three implements were set into the floor on wide, rune-encrusted bases.  
 
“So, the lads and I have a wager,” Will continued.  “A bit of coin on who will give in first and call 
it quits.  I’d love to watch and see, myself, but duty does call.  So I’m leaving instructions for 
Velda to come in and check on you regularly, assuming Ian isn’t able to.  When I come back, 
she’ll report to me who’s the last one standing.  The last one will be freed and get to take the 
other two home for a while longer.” 
 
At Will’s nod, Ian placed Elspeth on one of the phalluses.  Nate and Kyle slid Aya on another. 
WIll personally slid Evie on the third.  He leaned by her ear and whispered something.  He then 
went to Elspeth and did the same.  And finally Aya. 
 
He stepped back. 
 
“Animus.” 
 
All three women’s eyes went wide as the devices started to vibrate and move.  Evie bit her lip. 
Aya glanced at Elspeth. 
 
“What is this?” the Easterner demanded. 



 
“Golem Dildoes,” Elspeth said.  “Enchanted to certain voice commands.  They can run forever.” 
 
“Yes,” Will grinned. “And each has unique commands to them.  I’ve whispered to each of you 
the commands to speed up or slow down the other two.  Just to make things sporting.  Don’t 
worry, though.  None of you have the commands to make them stop.  I’ll keep those for myself.” 
 
“Will…” Evie started to moan.  “You… this…” 
 
“You’re welcome,” he kissed her sweating brow.  “I’m counting on you.  Got gold riding.  Be 
strong.” 
 
“Sick shit, boss,” Nate shook his head as the men moved to the door. 
 
“I’ll make sure they stay hydrated,” Ian assured him.  
 
“Good, good. You’ve got the commands, should you need them.  See you later today.” 
 
Will lingered by the doorway.  The three girls were already calling out the commands to torment 
the others and deny them the ability to speak in turn.  He laughed and shut the door. 
 
It was going to be a very entertaining day. 
 

 
~~~ 

 
 

EPILOGUE?  (or just another section?) 
Author’s note:  a quick review of all versions of AHMT #186 from 4/27 will assist in the visualization of a 
scene below. 
 
Elspeth had been the first to drop out.  Her fae abilities served her well and she lasted a 
respectable couple hours, but she had to admit that the years of mental training of her 
competitors left her disadvantaged.  Once she admitted that, she had already lost..  
 
With frustration and fatigue on her face, she tapped out.  She called out for Ian to help lift her off 
the Golem Dildo and remove her restraints.  She curled up on the floor in a fetal position until 
Ian carried her to the bed.  
 
Evie and Aya exchanged glances when Elspeth dropped out.  “I will outlast you, Aya of the 
Kitsunekuroi Clan.  Your temple training is no match for my Cryptae training.” 
 



“We shall see about that, Evangeline of Rith.  Your instructors were sitters of babies compared 
to the wizened masters who trained me.” 
 
The women exchanged glances and renewed their focus, enduring the throbbing of their own 
dildos while calling out the control commands of the other woman’s dildo to keep them off 
guard.  
 
Their bodies glistened with perspiration and the room echoed with the cries and moans of 
exertion and passion. 
 
Ian found it remarkably hot and didn’t bother trying to hide his arousal.  Even Velda found 
excuses to hang around and watch, fidgeting and crossing and un-crossing her legs. 
 
“Surrender, Evangeline,” Aya called out. 
 
“Never!” Evie grunted out between sharp staccato cries. 
 
Another hour later, with a final cry and shudder, Evie passed out.  Ian jumped forward to catch 
her and lower her to the floor.  He untied all her ropes and laid her on the bed next to Elspeth. 
Then he turned to attend to Aya.  What he saw made him stop in his tracks. 
 
Aya had continued riding her own dildo, her eyes closed as she focused on her breathing.  
 
“Miss Aya, you have won,” Velda told her. 
 
“Shhhh!” Aya called out. 
 
“But…” 
 
“SHHHHH!” Aya snarled. 
 
Aya continued for another moment before she came one last time with a contented sigh. 
 
Ian removed her restraints first, then helped her to stand on wobbly feet.  
 
Velda gave her a moment to compose herself, before proclaiming, “Mistress Aya, you are the 
winner of the contest!   By the rules set out by Master Will, the vanquished contestants are 
yours to do with as you please for the day...or longer.” 
 
Velda paused and gave a slow deep bow.  “And, Mistress Aya, if it pleases you, my staff and I 
are ready to serve you as well...what is your desire?” 
 



Aya appeared thoughtful for a moment, then described something she wanted Velda to find for 
her.  A pair of things, actually. 
 
Velda bowed deeply again.  “I have something that I believe will suit your needs well, Mistress 
Aya.”  She skittered away briskly on her impossibly high heels. 
 
When she returned, she held two sets of golden colored harnesses.  Each was a set of shaped 
metal bands connected by rings, and by golden chains braided so finely that they looked like 
golden ropes.  She rejoined Aya, who was standing over the two sleeping women on the bed. 
 
“Rise, slaves!” Velda said perhaps a bit too dramatically.  “Your mistress requires your service. 
Do not dare keep her waiting!” 
 
Elspeth and Evie sprang to their feet and stood before Aya.  When they saw the cool look in 
Aya’s eyes and noticed what Velda was holding, they both dropped to their knees. 
 
Velda assisted Aya in placing one set of the golden harnesses on Evie.  First a metal band was 
placed around Evie’s neck as a collar, the twisted gold ends held by a ring that lay flat on Elvie’s 
chest above her breasts.  
 
Connected to that ring was a fine chain that ran down between Evie’s breasts to a ring at her 
navel.  Another chain continued down between Evie’s legs, where it connected to two phalluses, 
the front one considerably larger than the still-imposing back one. 
 
After Velda inserted both into Evie, she showed Aya how another of the fine chains ran up 
between Evie’s cheeks to a ring in the small of her back, and two more circled around her waist 
to join the ring at her navel. 
 
Aya stood back to marvel at the ingenious design.  The two phalluses were held in place from 
front and back by chains connected to Evie’s waist.  And her collar above was connected to her 
waist as well.  Nearly any movement by the woman would result in tugging at the phalluses. 
 
“I am quite pleased.  This exceeds my expectations,” she told Velda while the proprietor cinched 
all the chains, fitting them snugly to Evie’s proportions. 
 
“There is yet more, Mistress,” Velda responded with a sly grin.  She connected two more golden 
chains to the ring at Evie’s navel.  Each ended in small metal clamps.  
 
Though Evie was already visibly aroused, Velda found it prudent and/or pleasurable to lean 
down and suckle at Evie’s nipples to draw them out even further.  After fastening the clamps 
tightly at the base of Evie’s nipples, she connected them with a final chain draped between. 
 



Though Evie gave only a slight intake of breath as each clamp found its home, she winced 
visibly as the weight of the connecting chain pulled down on them.  Still, she gave Aya a slight 
smile, and the sparkle in her eyes belied her pleasure at the treatment. 
 
Aya proceeded to repeat the entire process with Elspeth on her own, maintaining eye contact 
with her friend as she cinched and connected each element of the harness.  Aya observed that 
Elspeth’s nipples were also ready for the clamps, but that did not prevent her from encouraging 
them further.  
 
When both women were snug in their fitted harnesses, Velda connected leashes to their collars 
of the same fine braided chain and handed them to Aya.  “What is your command, Mistress?” 
 
Aya looked down at the two beautiful women before her, both smiling and smoldering in their 
arousal.  Despite how disheveled they looked, their long blonde hair unruly and their flesh 
coated in a mixture of sweat and the evidence of their male partners’ pleasure, Aya marveled at 
how radiant they appeared to her.  And appealed to her. 
 
Aya looked down at her own flesh, similarly covered in the fruits of her earlier efforts.  “Velda, 
did not Slave Evie mention some hot baths earlier?” 
 
Velda smiled.  “Yes, right this way, Mistress Aya.  Across the main room down the other hall. 
 
Aya gave the leashes a tug and uttered a single command. 
 
“Crawl.” 
 

~~~~ 
 
 
A couple hours later, Aya and her two slaves had enjoyed all the offerings of the salon.  
 
They began in the hot baths, where Aya’s two slaves dutifully and lovingly cleaned their 
mistress before cleaning each other while she observed and directed.  
 
They moved on to the stations in the main room, where each had their hair treated and styled. 
The two slaves were given brief manicures and pedicures by attendants who then instructed the 
slaves in performing the same on their mistress. 
 
After exhausting every pampering treatment the salon had available, Aya led her blonde slaves 
crawling on their leashes back to their original room, to the amusement of all the other patrons 
and attendants in the salon. 
 



There, Velda had made arrangements for the table to be moved aside and replaced with a large 
comfortable chair.  Aya seated herself in the chair facing the door once she had positioned her 
two slaves kneeling beside the chair.  There, she toyed absently with their hair and brushed 
their cheeks with her fingertips. 

 
 
 
A knock came at the door, and Velda poked her head in.  “He has arrived.” 
 
“Excellent, bring him in,” Aya said with a dismissive wave. 
 
When Velda was gone, Aya addressed Elspeth and Evie.  “We will be joined momentarily by a 
special guest.  I recommend you serve him as well as you have served me, as your immediate 
futures may depend upon it.” 
 
Evie and Elspeth exchanged a momentary anxious look before responding, “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
“Move side by side directly before me, on your hands and knees,” she commanded. 
 
“Yes, Mistress,'' they said in unison as they moved to obey.  
 
‘Damn, they both have fine asses,’ Aya thought as the women moved into position before her. 
‘Perhaps I should have spent a little more time paddling them.’ 
 



 
~~~ 

 
Will stopped dead in his tracks when he entered the room.  Whatever scenes he might have 
imagined or hoped he would walk in on, this one wasn’t even in his top 100. 
 
Evie and Elspeth knelt naked on hands and knees on the floor in front of Aya, who was seated 
like a queen behind them with her legs crossed.  Aya was dressed in a tailored black jacket that 
fitted her perfectly, the front open down to her navel showing that she wore nothing beneath.  In 
her hand she held two golden leashes affixed to the two women before her. 
 
‘Oh holy one, she looks so sultry and smoking hot,’ Will thought.  ‘Too bad we didn’t have time 
for one more round, I would have loved to experience what my men did earlier.’ 
 
His second thought was, ‘I wonder if she’ll resist when I take Evie back.’ 
 
He glanced down at his lover, noting the gold harness that wrapped around her neck and hung 
from her nipples.  Though Evie had a look that showed she was very happy to see him, she 
seemed to be distracted by something else.  
 
That is when Will noted that Aya’s crossed leg bobbed slightly.  When his eye traveled down the 
leg to her foot, he noted that the toe of her shoe appeared to be moving in small circles between 
Evie’s legs. 
 
His third thought was, ‘I wonder Evie is even going to want to come back.’ 
 
As if to reassure him, Aya spoke.  “Master Will, I hope I have not overstepped my place by 
preparing these fine women in readiness to please you.”  Aya uncrossed her legs and slid from 
the chair to kneel behind the other two.  “I believe you will find them both eager to welcome you 
back from your hard day of work.” 
 
Will appeared thoughtful for a moment.  “Aya, as the winner of the contest, these ‘fine women’ 
were pledged to you for the day...a day that is not yet over.  I would have you continue to 
command them until morning on one condition…”  He placed his hand on Evie’s head.  “That 
you teach this one the secrets of your oral technique my men have been raving about all day.” 
 
“As you wish, Master Will,” Aya replied with a broad smile.  “My next command for these ‘fine 
women’ is to remove your trousers and together show you our gratitude.” 
 
Aya gave her two slaves each a swat on the behind.  “See to his pleasure, now.” 
 
Evie and Elspeth both licked their lips and grinned, eyes alight, as they crawled forward and 
began to remove Will’s uniform.  “Yes, Mistress.” 



 
~~~ 


