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Author’s Note

	

	This book contains erotic fiction with graphic sex and is intended for mature readers only.  This book is part of a series, and each episode contains different kinks.

	

	“The Dominion and the Sugilite” is an erotic fantasy/sci-fi soap opera with femdom themes, meant to be read in order, as each episode builds from the previous ones.  Please read Episode 1 first and each one thereafter.  Reading out of order will result in spoilers.

	

	My sincere and devoted thanks go to Thomas Antonson for his editing acumen and his uncanny ability to understand which word I really meant to use.

	

	Huge *hugs* to rubbug for bringing life to my characters.  Additional *hugs* for aesthetic assistance on the cover to Thomas Antonson, rubbug, and toymax.

	 

	Please visit my website:  bjfrazier.com  Sign up for my newsletter to receive A FREE BOOK!

	

	I know there are a lot of books for sale, and I thank you for choosing mine.

	

	Happy reading,

	

	~B.J.

	

	Severe Content Warning:  B.J. Frazier books contain *plots* and *well-developed characters*

	

	Enjoy!
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The Dominion and the Sugilite ~ Episode 37

	
	“I see how this competition is really intense and charges the audience,” Geo told Naqqi.

	
	“Well, I don’t know that ‘charge’ is the right word,” Naqqi said, keeping his eyes on the field.  “The crowd isn’t going to spontaneously burst into an orgy.”

	
	Geo looked at his friend, wanting to see Naqqi’s expression, but the clergyman was riveted on the action.

	
	“You’re serious?” Geo asked, shaking his head.

	
	“Yes, yes, yes, go, go, go!” Naqqi cheered, getting to his feet.

	
	The men were watching a T-Bif game, and Naqqi uncharacteristically lost his reserved and pious nature when his favored team had the ball.  The game was in the last stages; the football section.

	
	“What’s happening?” Geo asked, unable to keep up with the rules... made more complicated by Naqqi’s focus on watching rather than explaining.

	
	“He’s... going... to... SCORE!  Yes!” Naqqi responded.  He put his thumb and index finger in his mouth and made a loud whistle, then clapped, pumped his fist in the air several times, and ended with a loud “woot”.

	
	Geo paled and tried to put his arm around Naqqi’s shoulders but failed since the latter was continuously jumping up and down.

	
	Barely audible against the cacophony of stadium cheering, Geo shouted, “Are you okay?  Can I get you something?  Is there a doctor I can call?”

	
	As Geo searched in vain for help, he noticed that the section they were sitting in was filled with similarly-crazed patrons.  Before Geo completely panicked, Naqqi hugged him, pulling Geo into the jumping frenzy.

	
	“Did you see that?!  That was unbelievable!” Naqqi shouted.

	
	The crowd hushed but stayed on its feet, and Naqqi pointed to a large screen.

	
	“Watch there, you’ll see it,” Naqqi instructed.

	
	People around them slapped them on the back and cheered loudly again when the replay showed the arc of a long toss, the perfectly-timed catch, the long run down the sideline, and then it zeroed in on the player’s foot crossing a white line.

	
	“Score!” someone shouted.

	
	“He’s in by a mile,” someone else cried.

	
	“There’s no time left on the clock!” Naqqi pointed out.

	
	Another wild roar burst from their section.

	
	And then everything became silent, and the ones who were standing took their seats.  Geo thought everyone had passed out before he realized they were breathing and staring at midfield.

	
	Geo looked toward the field and was confused to see a member of clergy leading a prayer.  When it was over, the crowd silently filed out in an orderly fashion, but Naqqi told Geo to sit and wait.

	
	“Why was there a prayer at the end?” Geo asked.

	
	“Because it was the end of the entire competition,” Naqqi answered.

	
	“But that was done at the beginning, and in between each segment... what were they again?”

	
	“Tennis was with two players, then basketball with five, and the last is football.”

	
	“Right.  But there was praying five times?”

	
	“Yes, it was beautiful,” Naqqi nodded.

	
	“Wasn’t it the same prayer every time?”

	
	“Yes, the prayer for competition.”

	
	Geo scanned Naqqi’s face.  “So you’re all right?”

	
	“Couldn’t be better, not with that outcome,” Naqqi grinned.

	
	Naqqi high-fived several people, and stared at the groundskeepers for a bit.  Geo was confused but understood his concern was misplaced.  After a short while, Naqqi returned to his normal, subdued self and turned to his friend.

	
	“Geo, is something the matter?  Did you not enjoy the competition?”

	
	“I didn’t understand the last part of it--and not much of the one in the middle, either,” Geo confessed.  “But I was seriously worried about your health.”

	
	“My health?  Oh,” Naqqi smiled.  “Sport is my vice.  I tend to get... a bit carried away.  I’m sorry, I should’ve warned you.”

	
	“That would’ve helped.  But I don’t understand.  The Dominion has nothing to compare with this.”

	
	“Don’t you?” Naqqi asked wryly.  “What about Attis Day?  Everyone in the amphitheater made me feel that same way, and I had a box seat.”

	
	“Oh.”  Geo thought.  “So this competition is played annually?”

	
	Naqqi chuckled.  “No, several times a week in season.”  When Geo looked aghast, Naqqi quickly added, “I don’t go to many competitions.  This was a treat for me... to take you.  It’s not sophisticated for a man in my position, I don’t think, but the people like to see me here.”

	
	Geo shook his head.  “And the one who said the prayer?  Why wasn’t it Obadiah?”

	
	“He’s too important to preside over ordinary competitions.  He does the championship ones.  He has a box, too, that has a much better view, but you miss the feel of being in the stands.  I wanted you to experience that.”

	
	“I certainly did,” Geo muttered.

	
	“You didn’t like it?”

	
	Geo shook his head.  “I’m just trying to figure it out, especially since you compared it to Attis Day.  Not everyone in the arena came together at the end.  It was as if some people wanted the losing team to have won.”

	
	“They did.  Everyone has a team they support, that’s from their province.  Like, the hometown team.  Fans are split on who they cheer for.”

	
	“And they openly jeered, even when that one tennis player made a--what’d you call it?--when the ball touched in then went out?”

	
	“An ace.”

	
	“Yeah.  But that was a good thing, you told me, and people still jeered when it happened.”

	
	“Because they were rooting for the other player,” Naqqi explained.

	
	“But that doesn’t bring people together or place value on a skilled performance.”

	
	“No,” Naqqi agreed, “but there are some people who will acknowledge good plays from an opposing team.  But I see your point.  We can talk about this later, because right now I have a special treat for you.”

	
	* * * *

	
	“For you to come here and not only interrupt a private meeting but make speciesist comments about two prominent forest leaders is reprehensible, and I’ll not stand for it!” Aurora fumed.

	
	“Stand, sit, lie down, it doesn’t matter to me,” Cinders said then cackled.

	
	Aurora had rushed to speak for two reasons.  One, to steer the conversation away from anything sexual; and two, to prevent Aemon and/or Gaius from reacting to Cinders’ previous slurs.  The two males, however, were unfazed by Cinders’ remarks.

	
	“I just wanna know who the dominant one is,” Cinders grinned.

	
	“Enough!” Aurora shouted.

	
	“Or maybe the forest, with its magical powers, doesn’t support one dominant,” Cinders continued, ignoring Aurora.  She walked closer and then circled and touched the men as she spoke.  “Maybe you had a little orgy planned, where no one was in control.  That sounds rather intriguing, and I wish I hadn’t just satisfied myself with the marquise’s sub... buuuut, an orgy might be too good to pass up, regardless of the amount of power exchange I had.”

	
	* * * *

	
	“I had no idea how talented a worker you were, Stone,” Ophira Glanz said.

	
	“Thank you, miss.  But you were the one who provided me with clear instructions.  I was merely carrying out your wishes.”  Stone Myner bowed and kissed Ophira’s toes.

	
	Ophira was farther along the timeline than Cozima, and taller with harsher features.  She hated her blonde-brown hair and had dyed it white at an earlier time, making her a fright sooner than necessary.  She preferred leather pants over skirts and dressed modestly overall, with the exception of always showcasing her mammoth breasts.

	
	Stone and Ophira were in her living room, which looked more like a dungeon with couches.

	
	“Yes, you have been an excellent worker.  But I hear not everyone has been pleased with your new duties,” Ophira said pointedly.

	
	“If you’re referring to Cozima, miss, I can assure you that she has absolutely no idea that I am still working for you,” Stone said, taking a step back and bowing.

	
	“I seriously hope you present the truth, because your story tells me that Cozima is suspect, if she’s turning this Abir into her spy.  She has some inkling that something’s not right.”

	
	“If I might, miss, I think Cozima likes to have some kind of unrest with her workers, and this is another way of maintaining control... not so much that she suspects anything, really.”

	
	“And why is Cliff not reporting with you this time?”

	
	“As you cautioned us, miss, to always be on high alert, we didn’t want to risk both of us taking the same path to you at the same time.  He had a Futa shake with some of the guys and should be here shortly.”

	
	“Hmm,” Ophira murmured.  “I do appreciate the care you’ve shown on this operation.  But no, it’s not Cozima that I was talking about.  I was referring to your wife.”

	
	“Jewel?”

	
	“Is she not your wife?” Ophira clipped.

	
	“Yes, Jewel is my wife, miss.  I was questioning why you think
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