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  As Happy as Pirates or Burglars
(Pirates and Tyrants 1)


  Taisiya is a jewel thief in a fantastic future: she doesn’t need the jewels but she certainly needs the challenge. So when she encounters a desirable Pirate Captain...


  A high-heat lesbian space adventure with bondage, discipline, and submission.


  Captains of a Tyrant Fate
(Pirates and Tyrants 2)


  Melesina, a scion of an Imperial star system, finds that the assassination of her father didn’t go at all as she planned. She is now politely fighting for her life in a court full of cunning nobles and wily spies.


  Meanwhile, her trans sister Nada is just having fun, most of it carnal; but her past resurfaces, and she must choose whether to return to face danger and doubt.


  Among the rest of the crew, hobbyist thief Taisiya also has difficulties: sharing her mind with a new headmate. Can she work with the ruthless Imperial operative in her brain, or will she get betrayed again?


  A high-heat sapphic sci-fi adventure with lesbians, robots, and spaceships!


  The Brute of Greengrave
(and other stories of witches and dolls, mortals and beasts)


  Peer into a world of mysterious witches and deadly dolls, of ferocious hellhounds, faerie beast-women, and poor, ordinary mortals. A trans lesbian focused collection of ten interlinked stories of occult mystery.


  Tempting Poison
(stories of toxic and broken lesbians)


  Thirteen tales of toxic lesbians, too hot for Amazon!


  Ranging from ancient and cruel vampire countesses through to modern-day corporate businesswomen, and on to cool and futuristic dommes, this collection has a range of poisons for those that love toxic yuri.


  Our Monsters
(Terat Book 1)


  Rosemary Dulahan, answering a strange job posting, arrives in Monstertown – a place inhabited by magical beings from another world.


  Navigating the politics of sphinxes, lamias, and secrets, she must learn how to get along with her non-human coworkers and maybe romance a few monster girls along the way.


  There’s nothing she wants less than getting caught up in a murder mystery troubling all of Monstertown... but the mystery doesn’t care what she wants, and she’s about to discover the darker side of her new world.


  And, writing as J. Ursula Topaz:


  A Rotten Girl


  Pearl is a trans woman writer on the cusp of literary greatness... or so she thought until her agent informs her that her first book has sunken like a stone for its failure to "connect with normal people". Normal people. Heterosexual people. Cisgender people.


  Jaded from the knowledge that this industry rarely lets in people like her, Pearl comes up with a plan: write a commercial male/male romance. Except the market's all about authenticity these days, isn't it? The plan gets complicated, drawing her into a web of escalating deceptions where she poses as a cisgender gay man and comes ever closer to destroying all her relationships, and her own life.


  A Rotten Girl is a laugh-out-loud satirical drama that explores gender, public personas, the commodification of queerness—and the reality of what it is like to be a trans woman in a hostile world. 



  “The blindness that opens the eye is not the one that darkens vision.
 Tears and not sight are the essence of the eye.”


  ~ Jacques Derrida


  Prologue


  She hated this world. Merla journeyed to this place rarely, but not rarely enough. The air was thin and dead; it was always her charms rather than her wings that kept her aloft. But this world’s dislike for magic was visceral. She felt her age.


  She tucked a wing in close to wheel around a corner, following the automobile. She was stealthed; wrapped in harpy enchantments to protect her from human eyes. Actually, from any eyes; colliding with confused pigeons was a real problem. Music was blaring out of the vehicle’s rolled down windows, the driver singing along; Merla had no idea what an orinoco flow was, and didn’t intend to learn.


  As the car slowed, Merla swooped to perch on a lamppost. The engine and music stopped; a man got out of the car, and walked up the path, humming, a Woolworth’s carrier bag battering against his leg. Not a human man, although he passed well enough. This was Jack, the exiled knight; Merla wished her handler would let her kill him, but apparently he was useful to someone. It was the artefact in the bag that she was following, anyway.


  Jack threw his cigarette on the pavement, ground it under his heel, and walked up to a perfect suburban house.


  One of the residents had clearly been keeping watch; he opened the door as Jack was only halfway up the path and hurried out to gesture him in. He wore a cheap buttoned-down shirt compared to Jack’s stylish polo neck jumper.


  Merla swooped down, relying on her invisibility enchantment. It was tricky, squeezing through the ajar door; she bumped it open somewhat, but it went unnoticed. Merla quickly stood to the side of a coat rack, and the two men came in past her, and into a sitting room. Merla edged towards the open door. The room was trying to be modern; cheap furniture and paper globe lampshades. A television warbled to itself in the corner; the vertical tracking going off as they entered, and the picture skewing, snow-struck.


  “Have you got it then?” said the man, without preamble. He was virtually vibrating with excitement.


  “Sure,” said Jack. “You got the cash?”


  The man hurried to a sideboard, returning with a thick envelope.


  Jack peeled back the plastic bag, and moved some crumpled newspaper to show the contents. The dagger, Vexillum’s Skewer, wasn’t that impressive by demonic blade standards; no black glinting metal, nor glowing red runes. It had a narrow blade of something steel-like, and a handle of droughtwood. The blade was silvery; the hilt was stained in layers of dark, dull red. To Merla’s senses, it stank of magic, slightly bending and speckling her vision.


  The man seemed to sense it also, to some degree at least. “Can I hold it?”


  Jack shrugged, tossing bag and dagger onto a table, and taking the envelope out of the man’s hand. “Aye, it’s yours now,” said Jack. “Do what you like.”


  From upstairs there was the sound of a baby crying. Jack winced.


  “Our son,” said the man. “My wife is with him.”


  “Yeah?” Jack said, disinterestedly. “I’ll be off then.” Merla had to scurry back from the doorway, as Jack strode by. The man didn’t see him out to the door; he was already lifting the dagger, turning it in the light.


  Merla moved again; a woman was coming down the stairs, awkwardly carrying a Moses basket.


  “I’ve had to bring him down, Trevor, he’s very fussy,” she said. “Was that the dagger, love?”


  “Yes,” the man, Trevor, said. “The Skewer.”


  “Makes me think of doing a kebab on it,” the woman said, with a chuckle. “Ooh, it’s pretty though.”


  The simplest thing, Merla thought, would be just to kill them. Then turn the dagger in to her bosses. But Merla’s handler had been definite about not killing humans, for some stupid reason. She would have to withdraw and see what her superiors advised. She began calling the apportation spell to mind. Maybe she could return later, in the middle of the night, and steal the dagger then.


  “You know, Helen, we should perform the ritual now. Why wait?” said the man.


  Fucking hell, thought Merla, don’t do that, that would be very inconvenient.


  “You think?” said the woman, Helen. “I wanted to watch Wogan tonight, that actress I like is on.”


  “Gordon Bennett! I thought modern women were supposed to be ambitious? Plenty of time for ruddy Wogan when we are Lord and Lady of the cleansed Earth,” said the man.


  Shit, thought Merla, what stupid idea had these humans picked up? Her bosses had clearly underestimated the seriousness of the situation. Still, it would probably go nowhere, she thought, humans were bad at magic. I just have to observe. Maybe they will spread themselves over twelve dimensions.


  The man pulled back a large goatskin rug, revealing a magic circle, carefully carved into the floorboards. It was old-fashioned, thought Merla, circles within circles, but surprisingly competent.


  “But right now, Trevor?” said Helen.


  “We’ve put up with that brawling brat for long enough,” said the man, still gripping the knife. “I’d have thought you’d have been keener; you had to carry the little squirt for nine months. And you still haven’t regained your figure.”


  “I’d like to see you try,” said the woman, crossly. “But now is as good a time as any, I suppose.” She went and lifted the baby from the basket.


  Merla tutted, under her breath. Humans made a mistake in choosing not to lay eggs. Unsurprising that they did not love the naked, scrawny, raw-born chicks.


  Trevor and Helen stood in the centre of the circle. The woman held the baby, still fussing, out at arm’s length. The man slashed with the knife, cutting the baby’s palm. A spurt of blood dripped onto the circle; the baby stopped grizzling for a few seconds, then started crying properly. The woman shushed it, and they started chanting; one of the Middle Spiral demonic languages. It was ill-suited for human tongues, but they managed it well enough. The sounds of the baby crying blended in with the chant.


  The circle began to glow red; with a yelp, the man let go of the knife, which flew from his hand to hang at the centre of the circle. They both stopped chanting, but Merla could tell that the summoning was still going. They had passed the point where it could be stopped. The television made a bang and went black. The blood still dripping from the baby’s hand fell horizontally, into the knife. The room darkened; the walls and ceiling seemed to bend in. A scratching, buzzing sound was all about, emanating from nowhere. Merla felt the crawl of powerful magic over her skin and feathers.


  Then there was a sudden silence, and a shadowy, wispy hand grasped the knife. The figure was made of dark mist, or smoke, roiling and indistinct, more of it billowing out from the circle. Whatever it was, it was long and worm-like, thought Merla. The darkness began to condense, swirling like a flock of tiny birds, into a humanoid figure. The walls returned to normal, but much of the furniture started smouldering. The figure was beautiful, thought Merla, trying to identify the type of monster. The swept back horns pointed to demon, the general mien and teeth toward vampire, the faint scales and dark eyes suggested dragon-kin. Obviously, it was a glamour, an illusionary body, but few people could do that entirely out of blank cloth; ideas and body parts come from somewhere.


  The figure’s dress was standard Terat nobility; austere, black and red. Sexy, though, a common but not universal choice. No heraldic marks; that would have been too easy. Jewellery was again in the noble mode; a few pieces of fine quality, but ostentatious. Whoever this was, she liked rubies, carnelians, beryls and similar, but that didn’t really narrow it down. But Merla did catch something else; mostly hidden by her necklace and collar, there was a narrow circlet of rusty iron. Which meant one thing; this monster was an escapee from the Prism.


  The terat surveyed the scene with a sneering imperiousness; Merla could feel power rolling off her. The man and woman fell to their knees, the woman somewhat awkwardly still holding the baby.


  “Your grace, we are your humble servants,” said Trevor, very much as if he had rehearsed it.


  “Humans,” the terat said, with a sigh. “Of course, it would be humans.”


  “Er, yes,” replied Trevor. “Your loyal human subjects, your grace.”


  The terat tilted her face to one side. “No. Here, on this disgusting rock, you should call me ‘your majesty’.”


  “Of course, your majesty,” said the man. “And might we know your name?”


  Thank you, Trevor, thought Merla.


  “Hmm,” said the terat. “You may call me Princeps Terra Carmeline.”


  Okay, thought Merla, a made-up name, and obviously a megalomaniac as well. She hoped her bosses could work out who this was; at least prisoners didn’t escape from the Prism every day. It would be a short list. Merla just needed to stay alive for the rest of the encounter; her enchantments were strong, but this terat was powerful.


  “We were told that you would require the traditional sustenance after your journey,” said Trevor. “If you accept our fealty, this baby, our son, is ready for your sacrificial blade. He is unnamed and unbaptized.”


  Carmeline rolled her eyes. “What did the legends tell you would be your reward for this fealty?”


  “That… that we can rule over the other humans,” said the man. “As your subordinates. That you would give us power and wealth and titles in your service.”


  The terat tilted her head. “That is fair, I suppose,” she said. “I will need… subordinates. I have a lot of work to do.”


  She reversed the blade in her hand and passed it to the woman.


  “I prefer the heart. Cut it out,” the terat said, smiling.


  The woman stood still, baby crooked in one arm, knife held in the other. She moved the blade towards the baby’s chest, then hesitated. The child had stopped grizzling now.


  “Oh, for Pete’s sake, Helen,” said the man. “I’ll do it.”


  He took a step towards her; the princeps looked in his direction. Merla felt a faint pulse of power, and Trevor stopped, frozen. Merla saw faint quivers in his throat and eyes: panic.


  “I need a heart, human,” said Carmeline. “But the baby won’t actually work. Your own, or this man’s. I do not care which. Cut it out.”


  The woman thought for a few seconds, then moved towards Trevor.


  “S-sorry, love,” she whispered. Merla saw the tremor as Trevor tried to move, to speak.


  “One wound,” said Carmeline. “Do not remove the blade, just saw.”


  Helen put the baby—bloodied, but somehow asleep—back in the Moses basket, and took up the knife two-handed. The blade went in easily enough; the benefits of demonic forging. But cutting a heart out still requires a lot of effort; the terat was patient. Crying, Helen sawed Trevor’s heart out. It was clumsy, Merla thought, and Trevor was conscious for more of it than she would have expected. But eventually, hands dripping with gore, she handed the heart to the princeps. The body of Trevor collapsed.


  The terat took it, considered it for a moment, then took a bite out of one side, chewing the bloody muscle with ease. And another; she then handed the remaining part to Helen.


  “You may eat the rest,” Carmeline said.


  Helen just stared at the lump of gristle. She fell to her knees. “I-I can’t, your majesty.”


  “Use the knife,” said Carmeline, not unkindly. “Slice it into tiny pieces that your blunt human teeth can manage, and eat.”


  Helen shook her head. “I can’t, please, I can’t.”


  The princeps tutted, and roughly took the knife and the heart back off the human. Like peeling an apple, she sliced the heart into thin pieces. Sashimi-like, thought Merla, who thought it looked quite nice. She hadn’t eaten human since she was a child, and then only once, when an ultra-traditionalist grandmother had insisted. It wasn’t as good as it looked. The thin pieces fell, like bloody feathers, onto the floor. When it was fully sliced, the princeps put the knife into her belt; Merla noticed that the blade was clean of blood, like it had absorbed it.


  Carmeline crouched down and grabbed Helen’s chin with her taloned fingers, pressing her mouth open.


  “Eat,” she said, and picked up a sliver of heart in her other hand. Merla felt the pulse of power, subtler this time. Helen raised her eyes to Carmeline’s, and let the terat place the sliver in her mouth. She chewed, tears running down her cheeks.


  It took a while for her to eat all the pieces; each bit had to be thoroughly chewed. The princeps was patient, feeding each piece as if to a recalcitrant dog.


  “Good,” she said, pulling her hand back, licking the blood and tears off her hand. “Arise… What is your name, human?”


  “Helen,” Helen said, with a bitter laugh from somewhere.


  “Arise Lady Helen… Lady Helen Hearthound; it is time we left.”


  The princeps did something, and the smouldering furniture burst into full flames. The baby—maybe startled by the light—immediately started crying again.


  The princeps headed toward the door; toward Merla, in fact, who really hoped her enchantments were solid. Carmeline turned back to look at Helen, who was slowly, dazedly, getting to her feet.


  “Now, human,” Carmeline said.


  The room was ablaze; curtains and sofa had caught, as well as the stupid lampshades. The room was quickly filling with noxious smoke.


  “The baby…” said Helen.


  The princeps tutted. “I will lower myself to train one human subordinate. You or the child. Choose.” She put her hand on the knife.


  Helen looked briefly at the Moses basket, and then hurried to the princeps heel.


  “Good,” said Carmeline. “Waiting for the child to grow would be extremely irritating.”


  She swept out the front door, Helen in her wake, leaving the door swinging in the night.


  Merla breathed a sigh of relief, and let her enchantments expire. She called the apportation spell to mind; the terat would soon be her boss’s problem.


  The baby redoubled its crying; flames licking at the edge of the basket.


  Merla tried to concentrate on the spell, but then sighed, and walked across the room, stepping over Trevor’s body.


  “I daresay I could use a snack,” she said, and scooped the baby up in one wing. She finished the apportation spell a full five minutes before the ceiling collapsed.



  1.


  Rose :: Snakes and Portals


  “No,” Lyssa shouted. “Unhand me, you brigand. I will not surrender my virtue to your human depredations.” She was blushing tremendously, as she always did.


  “Oh, you will, princess,” I said, and licked her tummy. Her scales were almost invisible there, but I could still feel them by tongue. Lyssa writhed and rattled the chains which held her arms above her head. Unlike the ties that—at least theoretically—held her long body down, the chains were at least not snappable.


  “Fiend!” the lamia hissed.


  I smiled and grabbed a breast, squeezing it. Lyssa quivered. I rubbed my thumb over the nipple, and she gasped.


  “I will take your virtue, snake girl,” I said. “You will beg for me to do so.”


  “Never,” said Lyssa, shaking her head in a way that would have looked overdone at a suburban amateur dramatics show. “I’d resist! Even if you try to grind me beneath your heel.”


  I had to stop myself from chuckling at the ‘hint’. I stood up; her bed was firm, and big enough for a sleeping lamia, so that wasn’t a problem. I looked down at Lyssa.


  “Good,” I said. “I enjoy seeing you beneath me like dirt.”


  “You knave,” she said. “Don’t you even think about stepping on me!”


  Balancing on one leg, I traced her tummy with my other foot. She moaned and tried to push against my sole.


  “No,” she muttered, not very convincingly.


  I traced—clumsily—my toes up her body. Lyssa was strong enough that I could, in theory, stand on her. I had asked, aren’t snake’s skeletons quite fragile?


  Lamias are part snake, but all monster, she had replied. We are not fragile.


  Still, I didn’t actually stand on her. Firstly, because I was not the sort of waif-like cis girl for whom that was a good habit to get into; it would be bad to try it, accidentally, with a human rib-cage. Secondly, because I would inevitably and immediately fall off; it’s hard to keep up a sexy domme facade when you’re crashing across the room like a Chuckle brother.


  I massaged a breast with my toe; I’m no gymnast, so this was done without any fine lesbian technique, more like the inept maulings of a virgin. But Lyssa didn’t mind. I’d chuckled to myself when she blushingly confessed to having a thing for feet. I wasn’t hugely into it, but since she was, I didn’t mind; I will not tease a lover for their kink.


  “Ah, no,” gasped Lyssa. “I will never surrender, whatever you do! Even if you do not spare my face.”


  I adjusted my position, and pressed the ball of my foot into her cheek, pushing her head into the pillow.


  “Harder,” said Lyssa. “I mean… er, imagine I said something in character, but please…”


  I pressed harder. “I will trample you underfoot, you filthy serpent girl.”


  “No, please!” Lyssa said. Her forked tongue flicked out and licked my toes. “Don’t crush me! I’ll do anything! Don’t put your toes in my mouth.”


  Yes, Lyssa did a lot of topping from the bottom, but I was just happy that she was finally articulating her needs, even if every sentence had to start with wouldn’t it be terrible if…


  I put my big toe and my toe-of-penultimate-bigness into her mouth; she licked and sucked them hungrily.


  “Yes, I’ll grind you into the earth,” I said, adjusting my foot. “You dirty ground crawler.”


  Lyssa had her eyes closed, sucking contentedly on my toes.


  I was very hard by this point; it was the sort of guilty erection that asked, Are you really getting off to this? Stepping on a nice monster-girl? The answer was Yes, she’s consented, okay? Leave me alone. I massaged my girlcock.


  Lyssa opened her eyes and started. “Hwt ug erm hmf!” she said, urgently, around my toes. I lifted my foot up. “Put it in me!” she said. “I mean, now I am crushed, you will take your victory, won’t you?”


  “Crushed and humiliated,” I said, wiggling my toes in front of her face.


  “Utterly,” she said. “I am a shame to all lamias. You might as well ravage my weak and broken body.”


  I moved down the bed and lowered myself to straddle her. I caressed her breasts, brushing her nipples; she convulsed under me.


  “Pleasse, fuck me,” she said, a rare hint of sibilance sneaking through. “Fuck me like the rough brigand you are.”


  It would have been fun to tease her, but unless I was careful this rough brigand would accidentally splatter on her belly.


  She was wet, and smooth; her pussy sort of silky in a way that was hard to describe, but certainly wasn’t human. I eased in; Lyssa arching her body in welcome. I pressed her down, using my weight, and fully inserting my girldick. She was very strong; a constrictor. Lamia society was divided into constricting and venomous; it was something between handedness and gender. Lyssa was a constrictor; I thought she could actually flatten my girldick if she was minded to. Fucking monster-girls—well, those with monster-pussies—was often like that; just trust, as you breezed past the danger of mangling signs.


  She squealed, as I increased the speed, slamming my girldick in, feeling the pleasure of pressure and tightness. There was a familiar moan from Lyssa, as she started to orgasm, writhing and bucking. I stopped thinking, and let my orgasm start to overtake me, continuing to thrust. Our two bodies pressed in to each other, rutting desperately.


  Then I felt a tearing sensation, and my head fell off.


  The duct tape kept it attached at least; one surviving strip of tape causing it to pivot downwards and headbutt my unfortunately slightly small breasts. Of all the many reasons I would like bigger breasts, as a safety cushion in case of head detachment was a new one.


  Lyssa slowed her motion.


  “Keep going,” I gasped into my chest. “I’ve got it.”


  I moved my hands from Lyssa’s breasts, to the sides of my head, and lifted it back into place. I had to hold my head there, like some 70s porn star, while we finished together. Lyssa was moaning loudly and gyrating under me; I was still thrusting slowly, spurting my juices into her.


  And it was lovely, as usual, but I couldn’t help thinking I would have enjoyed it more if my head had been firmly attached.


  ⁂


  Lyssa helped me, afterwards; we had developed a four-step process. Firstly, a circle of medical tape around the join between neck and head. Then, at ninety degrees, many shorter strips of medical tape, to give support. Then duct tape, as longer straps, reaching down the back and chest, ensuring structural stability. Well, ‘ensuring’. And finally, a couple of loops of duct tape around my neck, to finish off the stylish look.


  “I really hope this doctor will be able to do something about this,” I said, gesturing at my head, as Lyssa smoothed down the last strip of tape. “Ironically, it wasn’t even that good at giving head.” The trouble was that while a detachable head seems like it would be good for oral—the thought had occurred independently to most of my girlfriends—the truth was that without the muscles of your neck angling your head, it’s all
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