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The Real World

 

 The radiant light of the full moon shone in through the open windows while a gentle breeze brought the scent of night into the tiny bedroom. The moonlight seemed to flow like liquid towards the bed, across cream sheets, to bathe the body of its occupant in silvery luminescence. 

 Over her feet it flowed and up long slender legs to where her silk slip barely covered the gorgeous curves of her buttocks. Past the small of her back, where the silk gathered in several folds, and up to her pure white shoulders the light reached. 

 Charlotte lifted her head and carelessly flicked back a tangle of glossy hair. Her face was still half in shadow but her beauty was clear; her bright green eyes seemed to glow in the darkness. For a moment she seemed too lovely to be real, then she stretched with feline grace and raised herself up. 

 She must have fallen asleep. The book she had been reading lay beneath her, one page folded where it had been pressed under her shapely breasts. She shivered; it had grown chilly and dark. Faintly, she could hear the sound of the television downstairs. Her flat-mate must be home. 

 All at once her tiredness turned to excitement. Tomorrow was the big day and she couldn’t wait to tell Brad all about it. Quickly, she went to the windows and pulled them shut against the night, then she left her room, blinking as she stepped out into artificial light. 

 As she came down the stairs, Charlotte could see Brad lying on the sofa. She let out an exasperated sigh at the sight of him with his ripped jeans and his trainers up on the cushions, munching tortilla chips from an enormous bag. 

 “You’re such a slob,” she sighed. 

 “And you’re a tart,” he replied, looking up at her and smiling at her shocked expression. “I don’t know! Running around in your nightie,” he teased. “It’s enough to make a guy feel frisky. ”

 “Don’t you go getting any ideas,” she smiled. 

 “Oh, don’t worry. You’re not really my type. ”Brad was lying but he valued their friendship too much to ever risk a serious attempt at intimacy. 

 “Oh fine,” said Charlotte, “well next time I’ll just have to come down naked. ”

 Brad grinned up at her. She was lovely and he considered her his best friend even though, when he thought about it, he didn’t really know that much about her. 

 Where she stood on the stairs, he could see her long slim legs and a little way up the short slip she was wearing. If she moved even slightly she might inadvertently flash him a glimpse of her most secret parts. He felt the first stirrings of arousal at the thought of it. 

 Looking away, he muttered, “That might not be such a bad thing. ”

 Unaware of the effect she was having, Charlotte continued brightly, “Guess what? ”

 “What? ”

 “The actual experiment is tomorrow. ”Charlotte was a science student and Brad knew she had been working on something important for the last couple of terms. At first he had thought it sounded interesting but he had soon found that his friend’s explanations of theoretical physics went right over his head. 

 As far as Brad understood it, Charlotte had written a paper in her second year of university about the possibility of alternate realities; worlds that existed parallel to ours and were sometimes glimpsed in dreams. This had brought her to the attention of one of the university professors who was now letting her help him with his own experiments in dream research. 

 “Oh, cool,” he said, directing his attention back to the television screen. 

 “It’s going to be great. . . ” Charlotte continued but she could see that he had already lost interest. A little disappointed she enquired, “What are you watching? ”

 “I got a video. ”

 “Oh. ”She could tell he was tired and didn’t want to chat. “Goodnight then,” she said as she turned to go back upstairs. 

 “‘Night,” said Brad without looking away from the screen. 

 Charlotte glanced at the picture, wondering if she’d seen the film he was watching. It was some sort of fantasy thing; right up his street. As she watched, a blonde woman in a ridiculous chainmail bikini muddled through an awkwardly choreographed sword-fight with two men in unconvincing monster make-up. She smiled to herself at the silliness of it and went up to bed. 

 

***

 

 Charlotte lay awake, too excited to sleep. Tomorrow would be the first real test of months of research. When Professor Hammond had asked her to work with him she had been delighted. He was a world-renowned scientist and had a grant from the government to fund his work. 

 He had read her paper in which she had married ideas from quantum physics, suggesting the existence of other dimensions, with psychological models of the way in which a person might experience such alternate worlds. The professor was convinced that techniques he had developed would allow a person’s dreams to become a gateway to a wholly different reality. 

 A specially selected student, physically fit and mentally stable, was due to try the techniques for the first time the very next day. Charlotte had been coaching him since the start; warning him that the world he encountered might well represent the deepest levels of his subconscious. 

 He might live out the most incredible fantasies or the shadowy side of his mind might reveal to him his darkest fears. There was no way to know for sure. 

 The clock showed midnight and still Charlotte could not sleep. Her excitement was keeping her awake and she resolved to distract herself.



 Slowly, she pulled off her silk garment, enjoying the feeling of being naked beneath the clean sheets. Then she ran her hands down over her beautiful body, her soft skin tingling in anticipation of pleasure. 

 Back up she moved her hands, this time letting her fingernails scratch gently up her thighs, over her flat stomach to her breasts. As she cupped their full roundness, her nipples hardened into proud points. 

 Charlotte loved to masturbate and, as she massaged her fulsome charms, she felt her nether secrets begin to dampen with the moisture of desire. 

 Still she teased herself, arching her back and spreading her legs to part the lips of her wet sex. She felt the soft cotton of the bedsheet rubbing lightly against her and raised her hips wantonly. 

 At last she could resist no longer and she threw back the top sheet to reveal herself to the night. Now she craved the satisfaction of her own touch and her nimble fingers found their way to her intimacy. Two probing digits pushed their way inside and were soon coated with the warm juice of her arousal. Then she slipped them up to her pleasure centre, sighing at the sensation as she began to rub her clitoris. 

 In her mind, Charlotte imagined the picture she would make if anyone were to see her now; naked and lovely, her legs spread apart, giving herself up to her body’s desires. She rubbed herself more intensely as she thought about what Brad would think if he walked in on her now. 

 Perhaps he would unzip his jeans as he came over to the bed and, taking out his swollen member, kneel down between her legs and begin to masturbate himself. She imagined him, gazing at her luscious curves as he spurted liquid passion over her pubic mound. 

 The image of Brad coming over her sent a spasm of lustful pleasure through her young body. She pictured herself rubbing his cream into her vagina but, as she did so, her image of him disappeared to be replaced by that of Professor Hammond.



 How shocked he would be to see his young pupil revealing her passions in such a way! Surely he would feel the need to punish her for her rude display. 

 In her mind, the professor grabbed her by the hair and pulled her over onto her side. She changed position obediently, still expertly fondling herself. Then he too took out his hard cock and pressed it close to her face. She opened her mouth with trepidation, hoping she could take his whole length without choking on it. 

 He forced his way in and she sucked him passionately, imagining the smell of him and his grunts of pleasure. With her free hand she squeezed his balls, then reached between his legs to grab his buttocks and pull him even deeper into her mouth. 

 Just as Brad had come quickly, so the professor’s hard shaft soon began to spasm, squirting his seed over her tongue and down her throat. She was desperate to please him and filled with desire. Her own arousal glistened on her thighs as she swallowed every drop of the professor’s orgasm. 

 From lying on her side, Charlotte moved onto her knees, leaning on her free arm and keeping her head bowed. She could feel her climax building and knew that this position would give her fantasies even more freedom. 

 She lifted up her bottom, keeping her legs parted, as if displaying herself for all to see, alternately pumping her fingers into her crotch and squeezing the sensitive bud of her clitoris. 

She enjoyed the fantasy of being used by men but now all thoughts of Brad and the professor were gone. Behind her stood another figure and Charlotte smiled at herself as she realised it was the woman from the fantasy film. 

 Her mail outfit no longer seemed ridiculous but perfectly complemented her well-muscled body. The cold, hard metal cupped her voluptuous breasts, pinching her large nipples to excited arousal. Between her legs, her hot sex was caged behind the cruel chains, a little moist blonde hair showing between the links. 

 In her right hand, the warrior-woman held a vicious whip and, without pause, she swung it harshly to lash Charlotte’s soft buttocks. As she imagined the stinging pain, another spasm of pleasure emanated from her clitoris and ran through her naked body. 

 The second blow caught her even harder than the first and she tried to lift her bottom even higher to please her tormentor. The lashes came faster as Charlotte rubbed herself into a frenzy. Every crack of the whip brought a trembling response from her aching sex. Then, with the final strike, she pressed her face into her pillow to muffle her scream as the wave of a massive orgasm crashed through her. 

 Her legs went weak and she slumped on the bed, whimpering with delight and exhaustion, almost unable to move. She lay there, dazed by the satisfaction of her lust, her last conscious thoughts blending into dreams. 

 Charlotte felt a gentle caress on her shoulder as the beautiful fantasy figure slipped into the bed beside her and pulled the discarded sheet over them. She could feel the naked body pressed against her own; a comforting presence soothing her into a deep and restful sleep. 

 

***

 

 The warm water of the shower played over Charlotte’s soapy breasts. She had woken early, feeling refreshed and ready for the challenges of the day, but already she was distracting herself. As she ran her hands over her flawless skin, she was cleansing and arousing her body at the same time. 

 Last night, she had thoroughly satisfied her body’s desire but even the memory of it rekindled her passion and she couldn’t resist stroking herself as she angled the hot jet of the shower down towards her lustful sex. 

 Reluctantly, she stepped from the cubicle and began to dry herself. As she did so, she caught sight of her nudity in the bathroom mirror and admired herself as she held her towel between her legs and rubbed the edge of it gently against the lips of her delicate slit. For a moment she wished she could stay at home all day, the need to masturbate was so strong. 

 She smiled, pondering her insatiable desire. Her body seemed always ready to be aroused, always aching for another orgasm. She wondered if all girls secretly felt like this. 

 An hour later, all erotic thoughts set aside, Charlotte walked into the university laboratory. The room they were using was filled with scientific and medical equipment. Numerous computer screens which would record and display data from the experiment now showed only blank screens or ran back-up programs. 

 In the centre of the room an uncomfortable-looking bed was surrounded by monitors and other complex machines. Two assistants in white lab coats were making some adjustments to a particularly elaborate piece of equipment but Charlotte was surprised to find that Professor Hammond was nowhere to be seen. 

 Continuing through double doors into the conference room next door, Charlotte found the professor sitting at a table looking glum. He was deep in conversation with another scientist and a couple of students. 

 “It just can’t be done,” he was saying. “Any physical illness must have psychological effects. The brain wave frequencies are clearly disrupted. ”

 “But surely we can compensate for that by running the D17 program,” one student suggested. 

 “It’s too dangerous,” the professor countered. “If we had tried it under ideal conditions I would say ‘yes’, but this is the first full test run. We just don’t know what the psychosomatic effects might be. ”

 “Surely you don’t want to give up now? ” the other scientist, Doctor Hayling, asked. 

 “Of course not. But we don’t seem to have a choice. ”

 As he said this, the professor looked up and saw Charlotte standing in front of him with a puzzled expression on her face. “What’s going on? ” she asked. “Why aren’t you running the pre-test programs? ”

 The professor simply shook his head and let one of the students answer. “Chris is ill. Nothing serious but the professor reckons it could be a problem. ”

 “Yes, it could be. ”Charlotte understood at once. Chris was the student who was supposed to be the test subject. “If he’s not fit it’ll show in the brain scans. ”

 “It does,” said the professor. “Seven percent incompatibility. That’s too much. ”

 “But the computers can compensate up to ten percent,” the first student objected. 

 “Yes, but only around a fixed factor,” Charlotte explained. “On the first test run there’s at least a ten percent margin of error on D17 and even more on R30, that makes it far too dangerous. ”They could argue over the technicalities as much as they liked, the simple fact was the experiment could not go ahead. 

 Half an hour later the atmosphere in the room was extremely strained. They were arguing over a problem with no solution, but everyone had put so much effort into the project that they couldn’t believe they would have to give up. Even something as simple as flu could put Chris out of action for a month and to train someone else to do the job would take even longer. 

 “There’s just no way,” Doctor Hayling finally admitted. “We may as well all go home. ”

 “I’m sorry everyone,” said the professor as he stood up to leave. 

 “Wait,” said Charlotte, “there is a possibility. What if we didn’t need Chris? What if someone else could do it? ”

 “There is no one else. To train someone to do Chris’s job would take months. ”The professor was getting angry. “We’ll meet tomorrow to discuss a new strategy. ”

 Charlotte was defiant. “I could do it,” she said. 

 Within an hour the computers were running the pre-test programs. Charlotte knew more about the experiment than anyone but the professor himself. She had spent hours with Chris, helping him train. In fact, she had designed much of the training regime herself. Several of the experiment’s key features were based on her research. She was fit and healthy and determined not to take no for an answer. 

 Nonetheless, she was extremely nervous when they were finally ready for her. Alone, in another adjacent room, she removed her clothes and took a few deep breaths. Then she walked into the lab. It was only as she entered that she began to wonder at herself; brazenly walking naked into a room full of men. 

 She blushed as she felt the professor’s eyes upon her, remembering how she had fantasised about sucking on his manhood. She couldn’t have imagined that only the next day he would be gazing at her naked flesh. 

 The other men were also staring at her. Men who had previously considered only her brilliant mind now found themselves desperately aroused by her physical charms. 

 Charlotte moved slowly towards the bed, gradually realising that she had made no effort to cover herself and that she was enjoying the thrill of her situation. 

 As she lay down, she deliberately parted her legs slightly and stretched out luxuriantly before her admirers. Then she felt the scientists’ cold hands on her body and was strangely excited by the clinical sensation of their latex gloves. They attached wires from the monitors to her chest, face and arms. Then they strapped her down. 

 She knew she had to be restrained for her own safety. It was possible that she might hurt herself if left to move about freely. The scientific justifications were clear, but the sensation of being tightly restricted by these forceful men made her nipples harden and a warm tingling begin deep in her cleft. 

 A sharp pain jarred her momentarily from her thoughts and she felt the cold liquid of an injection swim up the vein in her arm. The concoction of drugs would relax her body and give her mind free rein. In no time at all, a warmth and a calmness suffused her but, far from feeling numb, her arousal increased. A pleasant vibration seemed to run through her body and she squirmed within her bonds as shiny dew began to show between her nether lips. 

 The world around her seemed to blur and the room became distorted and fuzzy. She could just make out the professor’s face as he placed something over her eyes and then her vision was bombarded with flashes of colour and her consciousness slipped away. 

 “Increase visual spectrum to 8. 7,” said the professor. “Status? ”

 “Alpha 16, Beta 44, all clear. ”

 “Cerebral phase 4 at 98 percent. No problems. ”

 “All life signs stable. Looking good. ”

 “Excellent,” said the professor. “Now, if we look at Monitor 2 we should see our first glimpse of another world. . . ”

 Abruptly, the lights went out. 

 “What the. . . ? ”

 “Alpha 14, Beta. . . 24 and dropping. . . ”

 “Life signs. . . Shit! My monitor’s down. . . ”

 “D17 has crashed. We’re losing phase 4. ”

 “Shut down! Shut down! ”

 Sparks flew in the darkness and an alarm bell began to ring but there was a strange calm among the scientists as all eyes turned to Charlotte’s prone body. In the chaotic shadows, she glowed for a moment; an ethereal blue light playing over her naked form, and then, she simply disappeared. 






  




Charlotte’s Awakening

 

 Charlotte lay unconscious in the long grass by the side of the road. The dusty track wound its way through a deep forest of tall, gnarled trees supporting a lush green canopy of oval leaves. It was the middle of the day and the great red sun cast its rays down through the foliage to dapple the ground with a myriad lights that danced hypnotically in the whispering breeze. 

 From a hidden vantage point on a leafy branch, bright sapphire eyes gazed out of the forest at the naked girl on the grassy verge. No human eyes were so bright nor held such depths of wistful enchantment. Yet they shone forth from a tiny human face framed by blonde curls of sunlit hair. 

 As the little creature gained in confidence she moved further along the branch, coming out from behind the leaves and revealing a tiny human body. She was as naked as the girl in the grass and as well proportioned, though no bigger than the twig to which she clung. 

 Her limbs were muscular and her stomach flat and her little breasts jutted proudly forward, their tiny nipples almost too small to make out. From her back extended a pair of folded gauzy wings, shimmering silver in the sunlight. Her delicate skin was covered in pastel swathes; a light sprinkling of mauve dust clinging to her like pollen to an insect. 

 Slowly, Charlotte opened her eyes, dazzled by the sunlight. Her head ached but she felt warm and drowsy and reluctant to move. She reached up to shade her face, trying to remember where she was. Eventually the swirling light of her vision formed itself into leaves and branches. She realised that she was outside and the ground beneath her began to feel cool and damp. 

 Charlotte would have moved to cover her nudity but her gaze had fallen on the creature on the branch above her. “I must be dreaming. . . ” she breathed as memories of the experiment came flooding back. Was this real? 

 Suddenly, the tiny figure turned her head to glance up the road, perhaps in response to some sound too subtle for human ears. With a last look back at Charlotte, she unfurled her shimmering wings and darted away, leaving only a shower of purple dust motes in the air. 

 As she watched the falling specks sparkle in the sunlight, Charlotte shook her head. She didn’t believe in fairies. She must be dreaming. 

 She stood up slowly, fighting a head-rush as she looked around, wondering where she was. Could all this be happening in her head? It felt so real. 

 Then she began to hear something; someone coming along the road. Charlotte was becoming increasingly aware that she was naked and lost. Perhaps she should hide in the forest and let the stranger pass. But then she would be no better off. Where would she go? 

 A figure had now come into view. It was her last chance to run away but, she reasoned, if this was all a fantasy, there was no need for her to be embarrassed. People dreamed that they were naked all the time. She began to walk towards the approaching figure and only when it was too late did she realise her mistake. 

 The man was dressed in well-worn clothes, stained with sweat and the dust of the road, but his attire was not that of a modern man. He wore leather trousers and boots and a brown leather jerkin over a once white shirt. From his wide belt a curved scimitar hung at his side. His sun-burned face was marred with stubble and old scars, lending him a fearsome appearance. 

 But it was not the sight of this brutish man that sent waves of panic through Charlotte’s heart. It was the fact that he was only the advance guard of a small convoy. 

 Behind him, a wooden wagon came round a bend in the road. It was drawn by two sturdy but tired horses and driven by another man as unappealing as the first. On the back of the wagon was mounted a wooden cage and in it sat a group of dirty and dejected female prisoners. Bringing up the rear of the group came two men on horseback, both clad in chainmail covered by long tabards of black and purple. They were well armed with short lances, longswords and bows. 

 “What have we here? ” smiled the first man, showing yellow teeth. “A damsel in distress? ”

 “Please. . . ” Charlotte began but, without warning, he struck her across the face, knocking her to the ground. 

 “A naked slut, throwing herself at my feet! ”The man looming over her began to fumble at the front of his trousers. 

 “Wait,” said the wagon driver, “what if she’s. . . ”

 “What? ” barked the first man impatiently, dropping down onto his intended victim. “A noble woman? A respected citizen who just happens to be wandering naked on the road to Kharis? ”He began to force Charlotte’s legs apart and pulled out his now hardened manhood. She screamed at the sight of his pustulent club. “Ah! She’s begging for my cock. ”

 “I’m next! ”The driver was getting down from the wagon as Charlotte struggled helplessly. 

 “Stop! ”The voice rang out with the tone of command. One of the horsemen had cantered up to the front of the convoy. “Put that putrid stump away,” he demanded. “She has the look of a pleasure slave. Some lord will pay well to have her returned to his harem. ”

 “And if her master cannot be found? ”

 “Then she will fetch a high price at the slave market. Unless she’s infected with your rot. Put her in the cage. ”

 Reluctantly, the first man stuffed away his aching rod and did as he was told. Soon the convoy was moving on once more, destined for the slave markets of Kharis, with one extra item for sale. 

 

***

 

 The road led out of the confines of the forest and onto a wide plain where farmers tended their fields in the afternoon. Peasant workers paused as the wagon passed, resting for a moment with hoes or scythes in hand, watching the slaves in silence. 

 “Perhaps they pity us,” whispered one girl. 

 “Perhaps we’ll be joining them on the farms,” answered another. 

 “Don’t be foolish,” snapped the girl next to Charlotte. “We’re bound for the pleasure palaces of princes not the workhouses or the fields. ”

 As Charlotte looked at her, she could well believe that this girl was destined for a life of luxuriant passion. Beneath the grime of the journey was a sensual body built for lust. Her black hair formed a glossy frame for her oval face from which her big black eyes stared fiercely. There was great cunning in those eyes and just a hint of cruelty. 

 So closely were they packed into the cage that the girl’s olive skin was pressed against Charlotte’s own paler flesh. Her wide hips and nether secrets were hidden beneath a ragged skirt but the top half of her voluptuous body was uncovered and her ample breasts were gorgeous to behold. She flashed a wicked smile, realising that she was being appraised and Charlotte quickly looked away in embarrassment. 

 “My name is Lisha,” she continued in a softer voice, touching Charlotte’s arm. “Most of us come from the villages to the south of here. ”She paused. “You’re not Arkadian. ”

 Charlotte looked back at her fellow captive. She was still in shock, her head filled with so many questions. Perhaps here she would find some answers. 

 “What’s your name? ” Lisha prompted. 

 “Charlotte. ”

 “And where are you from? Scyth? Skandza perhaps? ”

 “Er. . . England. . . it’s. . . er. . . a long way away. ”

 Lisha seemed perplexed. “I’ve never heard of it,” she said. “You must be a long way from home. ”

 At the thought of home, tears welled in Charlotte’s eyes. Suddenly she felt trapped. She wanted to wake up, to escape. She wanted it all to be a dream but everything felt so painfully real. Deep down she knew something had gone terribly wrong. 

 Lisha slipped her arms around her sobbing companion. Charlotte looked up into her face. She needed to cling to someone; anything to make her feel protected. Everything seemed out of control and here was someone offering solace. 

 “There it is! ” breathed one of the girls at the first glimpse of the towers of Kharis marvellously illuminated by the crimson fire of the sun. 

 As they approached the city, Lisha whispered and Charlotte listened. 

 “This is Kharis, the northernmost city of Arkadia, called by some the City of Pleasure. It’s the home of the Arkadian Princes and may be the richest capital in the world. It’s certainly the greatest city on the shores of the Northern Sea. 

 “Far to the west lies Gothique, where the Shadow Princes brood in their onyx castles and beyond that; conquered Vandalusia. To the south lies Deshera, with its verdant oases, while to the east, beyond the forest, the vast Plains of Scyth stretch on to the edge of the world. ”

 Eventually, the convoy passed into the city. Charlotte shuddered at the sight of the monstrous statues flanking the great gate as Lisha continued her description. 

 “Those are the terrible basilisks that protect the royal houses of Arkadia. Their ruby eyes stare out watchfully from their golden serpents’ faces. Their poisoned fangs bring death to the enemies of the princes and their outstretched wings protect the city from harm. 

 “Now we’re passing through the Agora, where the citizens of Kharis meet to plot and scheme and flaunt their wealth for all to see. There’s the market place and the slave court and the Temple of Fire. And beyond the temple lie the Gardens of Zinn where young, naked priestesses tend the orchids. ”

 While Lisha’s words filled Charlotte with a sense of wonder, the sight of the city itself was overwhelming. She would never have believed such a place could exist, even in the wildest depths of her imagination. One amazing scene followed another as the slave cart passed through the streets of Kharis. 

 They came to a halt in a small, cobbled courtyard and the tired horses were freed of their burden and led away to adjoining stables. Finally, the captives were released from their cage and Charlotte clung to Lisha uncertainly. 

 “Line up,” wheezed the wagon-driver as a bout of coughing impaired his speech and reddened his face. “It’s straight to the slave court for the likes of you. And no trouble, you hear! ”

 The girls were given no clothes to cover themselves and no chance to relieve their bladders before continuing their journey. Each was fitted with a simple leather collar at the front of which was a metal ring. A chain was passed through each ring and secured with a sturdy bolt. In this way they were led out of the courtyard and into the streets of the city. 

 They were still escorted by the two armed men in purple and black; someone wanted to protect their investment in the slave trade. Charlotte could scarcely believe that she found herself enslaved but she had clearly heard that the slave court was their destination and the idea made sense of her former treatment. As they trudged on, people watched the girls pass; appraising them, Charlotte realised, but in no way surprised. 

 Being naked and chained only added to the seeming unreality of the situation. It was so far removed from anything in Charlotte’s experience. But the place was clearly real and offered new surprises at every turn. 

 The clothes of the citizens of Kharis seemed at first to be mediaeval in style but there were influences reminiscent of other periods of history; classical togas seemed common amongst some of the older men though long robes were favoured by others. It was obviously common practice for both young men and women to go bare-breasted in skirts or trousers. 

 Armour was not common but weapons were; more than half the men and a good proportion of the women carried swords. Charlotte saw curved scimitars, hefty broadswords and renaissance-style rapiers with elaborate hilts. 

 While the small stone houses they passed seemed Roman in design, the larger buildings would not have been out of place in a book of fairy tales. As they neared the centre of the city, they passed temples and public buildings fronted by rows of colossal columns. Towering over these, in the distance, were the fantastic spires and pinnacles of elaborate palaces. The streets themselves were paved with vast granite slabs and, though the girls’ bare feet were soon greyed with dust, were surprisingly clean. 

 Adjacent to the market and the Agora, that central meeting place where the citizens of Kharis congregated, stood the slave court. As they approached, Charlotte felt fear rising within her and, along with it, a growing sense of indignity at her treatment. 

 The court was a huge space in which a hundred or more men, women and children were chained in rows. Many were dirty and sullen; some looked ill, others half starved. The unskilled workers seemed resigned to their fate: to be sold into a life of backbreaking labour or menial chores. 

 Others, more optimistic, called out their former trades; hoping to catch the attention of the wealthy merchants in silken tunics and women in costly dresses with fabulous embroidery. These customers spent time with the slave traders; discussing the relative value of certain skills, watching demonstrations and haggling over prices. 

 Charlotte wondered what skills she would have to offer a potential buyer. Who would want to own her, she thought, and what price would she fetch? 

 A flight of wide steps led away from the bustling court, which the girls skirted fearfully, towards a more secluded area. It was clear that this raised level could be accessed separately from the more salubrious quarters of the city. At the top of the steps, Charlotte came into a beautiful piazza complete with marble fountain and alabaster statues of sylvan nymphs. 

 Its backdrop was the vast, imposing structure of the Slave Traders’ Guildhall; an enormous building with columns inlaid with lapis lazuli giving the effect of blue vines climbing towards the roof. Above the columns, the pediment gleamed with golden figures made almost blinding by the sun. 

 This private sector was reserved for the sale and purchase of the pleasure slaves that filled the harems of the rich. Pavilions of elaborately decorated silk were spaced evenly around the perimeter of the area, their colours being those of the noble houses of the slave traders’ patrons. 

 Outside the pavilions, naked girls lounged on huge satin cushions and deep fur rugs. Some looked scared, others bored but many, in an attempt to make themselves more attractive to potential buyers and at the insistence of the ruthless salesmen watching over them, enacted playful lesbian games of kissing and mutual masturbation. 

 Outside one marquee was a pair of girls whose astonishing appearance could not help but draw potential buyers inside. The first stood tall and muscular, her skin tanned a beautiful gold, her long red hair a mass of ringlets and plaits, icy danger in her cold blue eyes. Behind her back, her wrists were chained to a wooden post, forcing her to tense her lithe body and accentuate her huge breasts which jutted forward with proud erect nipples twice the size of Charlotte’s own. She also wore a metal bar, clamped to ankle cuffs, which kept her feet apart and her powerful legs spread. 

 The other girl, whose skin was impossibly black, like onyx or a night sky stripped of stars, was chained at her feet. She knelt submissively and yet she seemed somehow to have a presence as regal and imposing as that of her companion. Her hair was amazing; a combination of greens and blues that suggested at once both lush foliage and oceanic depths. It fell down around her and pooled like some thick, viscous liquid on the ground. 

 Her eyes matched her hair with their lustrous, emerald colouration; she seemed to have no white in them, just shining green orbs with black pupils that were slit like those of a predatory cat. Her left hand was between her own legs, moving gently, her face rested lightly against her companion’s thigh and her right hand reached between those athletic legs, her fingers disappearing into the moist haven that lay concealed by auburn hair. 

 “You’re late! ”Charlotte’s attention was snatched from the erotic scene by the angry voice of a handsome middle-aged man in a robe of purple velvet. 

 “Sorry, my lord,” the girls’ ugly captor replied. “You’ll be pleased when you’ve seen ‘em though. It’s a good batch. Take a closer look, my lord. ”

 “The quality of the merchandise is no excuse for your tardiness,” snapped the other man. “Nor your appearance. And you stink! Be gone, before you frighten away our customers. ”

 The man in purple did not wait to see if his instructions were followed. He turned his attention to the guards. “You two go and get yourselves a drink in the pavilion but don’t go wandering off; you’ll be needed back out here soon enough for escort duty. ”Then he turned to the girls. “Now then, let’s see what we’ve got,” he said. 

 Chained as they were, the girls could do nothing but stand in a row as he examined them one by one. “My name is Laisax,” he explained, “but you will not address me by name or in any other manner. You are slaves; the rightful property of Prince Kallinikos of Arkadia. 

 “Some of you may still believe that you have a right to be free. You are mistaken. Our laws are clear on this matter. The spoils of conquest are the property of the conqueror. 

 “Once you are rightfully claimed or legally sold as a slave, any previous claim to freedom is nullified. As is any previous ownership. You will all be sold today into a life of slavery. Potential buyers are waiting. ”

 With this statement, Laisax waved his arm vaguely in the direction of a group of three men standing a little way off. “The man in green buys for Prince Evander,” he revealed in a hushed voice. “There is no nobler prince in Kharis besides our own beloved lord. 

 “The bald man in the white robe buys for some temple or other where, no doubt, any of you would be honoured to serve. The fat ogre in red is Alvenoor Drax. I hope none of you has the misfortune to catch his eye. ”

 Charlotte glanced over at the three men who were now approaching purposefully. The man in red was indeed an ugly brutish creature and she cast her eyes down quickly in case he caught her stare. 

 “As Chief Procurer of Slaves to Prince Kallinikos,” Laisax continued in a louder voice so that the three approaching men could hear, “I will be taking some girls back to the palace of our illustrious prince. I have already chosen three who wait inside the pavilion. All the girls outside, however, are for sale…”

 “Then let’s have a look at these ones as they’re standing ready,” said one of the men. 

 “…Except,” Laisax continued, “that I may choose one or two from these eight before offering the rest at a reasonable price. ”He indicated the twenty or so girls on the floor. “Please, examine the others at your leisure. ”

 Laisax moved to the end of the row of eight girls to appraise them in more detail but, as he did so, while the others moved away, the man in red came with him. “Trying to keep some girls separate,” Drax barked. “I know your devious games Laisax. I want to see these first. ”

 “I must view them first, Alvenoor,” Laisax replied. His distaste for the other man was barely concealed. 

 “Then I will follow you along the line and view them second,” said Drax. “I’m not letting you save girls for other customers later in the day and deny me a fine whore. ”

 “Very well,” came the exasperated reply. “Do as you please. ”

 Charlotte stood still with her head bowed submissively like the other girls, resisting the temptation to glance left to see the two men begin their assessment. Laisax began with the girl on the end. Next to her was Lisha, then another girl, then Charlotte with four others to her right. 

 It was hard for Charlotte to see what was going on without turning her head, which she dared not do. So she waited obediently to be examined. She was filled with a jumble of conflicting emotions. It was clear that Laisax was handling the first girl in an extremely intimate way and, despite herself, she was aroused by the thought of it.



 There was an unmistakable feeling of excitement in her stomach and this was only heightened by her fear of Alvenoor Drax. The idea of him touching her was repulsive but she had no choice and, she realised, that lack of freedom was also affecting her; even exciting her. 

 She thought about her position as a chained and helpless slave. A sex slave perhaps. She was aware that her nipples were hardening and that she was standing with her back slightly arched, her breasts thrust forward, and her legs parted invitingly. 

 Between those shapely legs she was damp with the moisture of her arousal. Added to this was the fact that she had not had an opportunity to relieve herself and her bladder was full. Her belly was slightly rounded as a result and in trying to hold it in she was putting sweet pressure on her nether regions. 

 Laisax was now finishing his examination of the girl to Charlotte’s left but still she dared not look at exactly what he was doing. He had passed on from the first girl quickly, had spent a little longer with Lisha but still made no comment and it looked as if the third girl was not to his taste. “Hmm, no,” he muttered as he moved to stand in front of Charlotte. 

 At the same time, Drax finished his consideration of the first girl. “No, no,” he remarked, “this one’s arse has the look of repeated use. ”When he spoke, Charlotte could not help glancing towards him. He had turned the girl around and forced her to bend over, spreading her buttocks with his fat sweaty hands and dropping to one knee to examine her anus. “This girl’s been buggered to worthlessness; I want a lass I can break in myself. ”

 “If you’re not going to buy her, get your nose out of her bum and move on,” said Laisax. “Now look straight ahead at me girl, or I’ll slap your pretty face. ”

 Charlotte realised that this last sentence was directed at her and turned forward immediately. Laisax caught her chin in his right hand and stared for a moment into her eyes, then he turned her face to the left and then the right, appraising her features. “Yes,” he murmured. 

 His hands moved to her breasts and cupped their lovely roundness. He lifted them and let them fall, watching them swing. He pinched her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers and twisted them gently. “Good, good,” he muttered and it occurred to Charlotte that this was because she had smiled at the sensation. 

 Laisax moved even closer to Charlotte so that he was alongside her, his left hand reaching behind her and under her buttocks. He felt their smoothness and stroked their curves and then Charlotte made a little involuntary noise as his finger slipped between them and gently caressed her tiny puckered star. With his right hand he pressed gently on her belly, putting more pressure on her bladder and increasing her desperate need for release. The combination of his touches brought more moisture seeping from her depths. 

 When he finally moved his hand over her pubic mound to the lips of her cunt, Charlotte was so wet that his fingers entered her effortlessly. “Excellent,” he smiled. “You have not had many lovers? ”Charlotte shook her head. “And here…” he said, stroking his finger once again across her sphincter, “…you are a virgin? ”Charlotte nodded. “You will do. ”He winked at her and she smiled. 

 “This one is for the prince,” said Laisax, turning to the man in red. 

 “And this one may do for me,” Drax replied. He was kneeling before Lisha, whose legs were spread so far apart that she had to hold onto the shoulders of the girls next to her to keep from falling. His right hand went between Lisha’s legs and behind her and his forefinger was inserted to its full depth in her anal passage. With his left hand he had parted the soft lips of her cunt and was staring up the little pink tunnel he had revealed. “Yes, yes, I really think so. ”

 Lisha’s face betrayed her fear and anger but, as Charlotte and Laisax watched, a look of determination or even disdain crossed her features. “Yes, I’ll take…” Drax began but then he spluttered in surprise as, from between Lisha’s open legs, a torrent of hot liquid spurted. 

 In a second his face was soaked in urine. He tried to move but his fat body was slow and, once she had started, Lisha did nothing to try to hold back the flood. There was stinging golden piss in his eyes and his mouth and, as he pulled himself backwards, the front of his velvet robe was similarly doused by Lisha’s shower. 

 Drax stood awkwardly, tripping on the hem of his sodden garment but, when he finally found himself upright, he gazed furiously at Lisha. She stood before him, still proudly relieving herself on the floor. 

 “You harlot! You whore! ” Drax screamed. “I’ll buy you and have you flayed alive for this. I’ll chop off your limbs and feed you on shit you little witch! ”He turned to Laisax. “She’s not worth a penny, you slug-fucker. Here, take this silver crown for her so I can put out her eyes right now with my dagger! ”

 “I’m sorry,” said Laisax, his face stony, “but did you call me a slug-fucker? ”He did not wait for a reply. “This slave is not for sale. I have decided to keep her for the house of my master. If you feel that she requires punishment, you’ll have to take the matter up with Prince Kallinikos. ”

 Drax’s fury was colossal. His whole head had turned a livid purple and he shook with a near uncontrollable rage but, by now, a whole crowd of people were staring at the scene. He was aware that Laisax had the letter of the law on his side and the embarrassment at his public humiliation was catching up with his anger. 

 “I’ll have you whipped, you bastard,” he shouted. “I’ll never buy from you again! ”He looked around at all the curious faces and at those who were beginning to realise what had happened. “What are you looking at? ” he shouted. “Slug-fuckers! All of you! ”

 As Alvenoor Drax stormed away, his wrath boiling, the crowd began to laugh. 

 Laisax turned to one of the guards who had emerged from the pavilion to see what the commotion was all about. “Unchain these girls,” he said. “These six go over there. ”Then he indicated Charlotte and Lisha. “These two go with the three inside. Make sure that one has a chance to relieve herself in the gutter, then take them to the Sapphire Palace. ”

 




  




The Sapphire Palace

 

 The girls were chained together once again and led naked through the streets of Kharis, guarded by two men in purple and black. This time they were taken to the northern quarter of the city where the richest citizens had their dwellings. Charlotte marvelled at the fairytale wonder of the buildings she saw. 

 Long before they came close to their destination, she could see that the azure pinnacles of the Sapphire Palace soared upward higher than any of their neighbours. She wondered what material they were carved from, knowing that they could not possibly be formed of sapphire itself. She remembered the lapis lazuli decoration on the Slave Traders’ Guildhall and conjectured that a similar stone must have been employed in their construction. 

 The beauty of the buildings was matched only by that of her luscious companions. She and Lisha were joined by three others whose names she had learned when they briefly had time to whisper to each other in the pavilion at the slave court. 

 Allura was blonde and small-breasted with a face so pretty she seemed almost unreal. Zara and Alix were auburn haired twins with full figures and innocent brown eyes. Together, the five girls drew appreciative stares from all who passed them. 

 Finally, the group came to the mighty walls of the prince’s private domain. They passed through a huge gate, its portcullis raised, its guards wearing the now familiar livery of their patron’s house. 

 Within the walls, they walked through immaculately landscaped gardens, liberally sprinkled with fountains and statues, until they came to the entrance of the palace itself. This was not the main entrance, which was reserved for the prince’s household and guests but, nevertheless, it was accessed by an impressive colonnade of cerulean pillars flanking a white marble pavement. 

 Inside, the girls found themselves in an elaborate entrance hall with a polished wooden floor and ornately framed silver mirrors on the walls. Here they waited while one of the guards disappeared down a long corridor. 

 From the striking hall, two staircases led up to higher levels and Charlotte wondered what other amazing rooms filled this great castle. Then the guard returned and they were led down another corridor, deeper into the palace. 

They took several turns and passed through other splendid halls and ante-chambers. Charlotte already felt that she would never be able to find her way out alone. Eventually, they passed through a modest door and into another room, larger than the entrance hall and contrasting completely in decoration. 

 One of the longer walls of the rectangular space was decorated with a thick tapestry depicting a forest scene. Amongst the trees, seven warriors in stylised armour looked on as their leader approached a group of nymphs bathing in a pool. 

 This pleasant artwork was in complete contrast to the fittings of the opposite wall which consisted of a series of metal bars and rings set at varying heights. To some of these, manacles were attached. Others were bound with leather or cloth. Many were fixed to pivots or hinges so that they could be angled outwards into the room. 

 From the ceiling on this side, long chains hung down from a complex apparatus of winches and pulleys. At the far end of the room there was a huge wooden table which also had metal rings riveted to its surface and bars affixed between its sturdy legs. 

 At the table sat a woman of stunning appearance, pouring a drink from a ceramic jug into a beautiful goblet carved from a single piece of fine obsidian. The black volcanic glass glinted darkly. 

 As the girls entered, she set the jug down and turned to face them. Then she rose and approached, clicking her fingers and pointing at the door to dismiss the guards. They obeyed in silence, closing the exit behind them and leaving Charlotte feeling trapped and nervous. 

Although the woman’s appearance was startling, it was not the first time Charlotte had seen such mysterious loveliness. At the slave court she had seen a captive girl whose skin was like black ink and it was clear that this woman was of the same race. 

 Her flesh was of an even more unreal shade; a sort of blue-black, an inhuman appearance. Her hair, like that of the girl Charlotte had seen earlier, was a mixture of azure and emerald and it cascaded down her back as far as her shapely buttocks. 

 Those entrancing curves were clad in tight black leather trousers which descended down long legs into black boots of the same material. A wide belt cinched her narrow waist and from it hung a short sword. The scabbard was inlaid with silver and the pommel was a matching delicate orb. 

 The top half of her body was unclothed, except for a single decorative piece of armour; a silver plate in the shape of a miniature shield, curved to fit the muscular arc of her left upper arm and attached with a pair of buckled straps. 

 The woman’s breasts were ample, firm and perfectly shaped but it was her face that drew Charlotte’s stare. Her cheekbones were high and her nose small but pointed. Her teeth were white and, when she smiled, they seemed sharp and dangerous. 

 Her eyes were like rare gems with no white to distract from their frozen ocean depths and the slit pupils of a night predator. The girls were afraid, which seemed to be what was making her smile. She moved towards them with an assassin’s grace. 

 She spoke with icy breath. 

 “Welcome. I am your governess. My name is none of your concern. You will refer to me as ‘mistress’ or ‘my lady’. You will never question my orders or my judgement. I am the one who will decide your fate. 

 “You are now slaves of the house of our master Prince Kallinikos. Three fates entwine like serpents before you but only one will devour you. I will decide which one sinks its teeth into your flesh. 

 “Wise Laisax suggests that you have the potential to become pleasure slaves and enter the harem of our master. In deference to his wisdom, I will train you for a month. However, his judgement may be a slave to the beauty which you all undoubtedly possess. I will require more of you.



 “Only the most exquisite slaves enter the exalted ranks of the master’s chosen consorts. It is unlikely that any of you have the required gifts. 

 “However, if you are truly obedient, utterly submissive and burn with unquenchable lust, you may attain to the second fate and come to serve as a lesser pleasure slave. 

 “The third fate is failure. If I reject you there is no hope; I may slay you out of capricious spite. If your looks are intact you may be sold for a profit. Or, most likely, you will find yourself in the miserable state of the menial slaves. ”

 The woman sighed with true sadness; as if the thought of the lowest slaves pained her, as if their fate was worse than death. The girls hung on her every word, unutterably terrified. 

 “Your training begins now,” she continued. “Your first lesson is this: there are no rewards and no punishments here. You must not seek to please me in the hope of recompense. You must learn that to serve is its own reward. The good slave serves her master to the best of her ability, without pride. 

 “The good slave is selfless. I mean this literally. You have no self. I am your mistress, so you are but an extension of my will. You have no identity but that which I choose to give to you, no desires but my own. 

 “There are benefits, of course, in being in your enviable position. As you are potentially future slave-consorts of our master, you will be treated as such until the time comes when you prove your unworthiness. 

 “In your first month here, you will have your own well-appointed rooms and slaves to wait on you. You will have one day in the week with no duties so that you may develop your own skills and you will not usually be subjected to menial chores. Do not get accustomed to such luxuries. ”

 The governess paused. She ran her fingers through her lustrous hair. Her nails were like onyx claws. It seemed she was tired of the subject of rewards and keen to discuss punishment.



 “Punishment is retribution, it teaches nothing. If you displease me, if you falter, if you fail, you will be guided back to the path. You will be educated by cruelty, focussed by indifferent torture, perfected by suffering. 

 “This is not punishment, though you will think it so in the beginning. This is enlightenment. ”

 As she spoke, the governess inspected the girls with critical eyes. Finally, she approached Allura. “First,” she said, taking the pretty blonde’s hand and leading her away from the others, “you will learn to submit to bondage. ”

 Charlotte and the others stood immobile. Fear denied them movement or speech. They could only watch helplessly as Allura was led to the forbidding opposite wall. 

 One of the long chains dangling from the ceiling ended in a pair of leather cuffs which were soon strapped tightly around Allura’s wrists. Then her captor released a counterweight which caused the chain to recoil upwards, drawing the girl’s arms with it until she was suspended at full stretch. Her feet barely touched the wooden floor. 

 In such a position, every muscle was taut, every joint strained, the weight of her body divided equally between her wrists and her toes. Struggle or escape was impossible. 

 The governess abandoned Allura and walked away towards the table. She continued to speak and still the girls listened; silent and unmoving. 

 “Bondage is the nature of the slave’s existence,” she said. “You are bound here because I am your mistress and this is my home. Do not try to leave the palace grounds without my permission. ”

 From the table, she took up her obsidian cup, sipped delicately and then replaced it. “Your movements can be even more harshly restricted”, she continued. “All your actions belong to me. I can bind you within one place, but I can also bind your bodies; with ropes, with chains…” she paused, “with a word. 

 “Even your thoughts are bound to me. Your will is an extension of my will, remember. ”



 She picked up something else which had been lying unnoticed on the table. 

 “This implement is called the domina and it is a popular tool. No doubt some of you will have seen it before. Some of you may have felt its caress. Let me describe it for the benefit of your companion whose pretty face is turned to the wall. 

 “Its core is a central wooden rod, three times the length of my forearm but only the thickness of my littlest fingertip. It is flexible but strong. It is affixed to a wooden hilt much like that of a sword, but more delicate in construction. The handle is bound in Desheran silk but the pommel is left bare to reveal the beauty in the grain and the workmanship in the turning of the wood. 

 “Two black leather straps, as wide as my three middle fingers, run the full length along either side of the core. They are fixed into the wooden hilt where the cross guard of a sword would be and they are secured by three silver pins. 

 “Seven silver rings surround the core and pass through both pieces of leather, securing the straps tightly to the rod. The rings are placed at intervals of four fingers’ breadth from the hilt so they do not reach to the very end but separate a hand’s length from it. Thus, when a blow is struck, they slap together and make a pleasing sound. ”

 The woman had returned to the place where Allura was chained and, as if to emphasise her point, she swung the terrible implement to lash the girl’s tense naked buttocks. The loud crack of the domina competed with Allura’s shriek of pain to fill the room. 

 There was no other sound, though. Charlotte’s inner voice cried out but she, like the other slaves, remained silent. 

 Again the vicious creature struck at the pale flesh, smiling as the girl screamed once more. A third blow reduced Allura to tearful cries and a fourth to pitiful weeping. There were tears, too, in Charlotte’s eyes. 

 “The power of the domina is an exquisite treasure,” the tormentress opined. “You will all learn its use. First; you. Stop your foolishness. Shed no tears for her. To empathise with a slave is dangerous, to sympathise unforgivable. Dry your eyes or you will suffer her fate. ”

 She handed the instrument of pain to Charlotte, saying “Strike her without mercy. Ten fearful lashes across those lovely thighs. Redden her curves with your blows. ”

 Charlotte was trembling with fear and a desperate desire to run away, to flee the awful room. She stepped forward bravely. 

 “Strike! ”

 Charlotte paused, uncertain. 

 “Strike! ”

 Tentatively, she laid the domina across Allura’s buttocks as gently as she could. There was hardly a sound from the leather straps. 

 “Harder! ” she was urged and she struck again with a little more force. 

 “Come girl. She is bound; beneath you, at your mercy. Smite her with contempt! ”

 Charlotte struck again and, as she did so, she felt a smack across her own buttocks which must have stung more sharply than the blow she had dealt. 

 “Strike again! ” the woman shouted, slapping Charlotte once more with the palm of her hand. 

 Charlotte did as she was told, lashing again and again with increasing force. Her eyes shut tight, she willed herself not to think, not to feel the guilt nor the horror of her situation. 

 Her final blows had Allura screaming once more. 

 “Next! ”

 The woman snatched the domina from Charlotte and handed it to one of the twins who went about the castigation in much the same way; nervous at first, then resignedly determined. 

 The same could not be said for her sister whose nerve failed. By the third lash, she had fallen to her knees in an anguished swoon. 

 Lisha, however, took the domina in a seemingly practised hand and dealt such a cruel thrashing to Allura’s naked flesh that the lissom blonde was distressingly silenced.



 “Excellent,” was the cold response to this persecution. “Perhaps there is some potential in this room after all. ”

 For a moment Charlotte stared at Lisha in disbelief, then she helped Alix up from the floor. By the time she looked around, the inhuman woman had moved to the far end of the room and pulled a short chain mounted on the wall. This rang a bell in an adjoining room and, a few seconds later, the door opened and a burly guard entered dragging another girl with him. 

 “Strap her to the table,” he was instructed, “face down, in the shortened position. ”

 The girl hardly struggled as the man did as he was told, clamping her outstretched arms to the table just above her elbows so that one side of her tear-stained face lay flat against the wood. He strapped her at the knees and ankles to a set of parallel bars which, by means of ingenious grooves in the surface, could be slid up and down the length of the table. She was pushed into what the woman had called ‘the shortened position’ so that, instead of lying flat, her thighs were at right angles to the table and her bottom was raised in the air. 

 “Gather round. ”

 The girls moved to the end of the table, behind the restrained captive. “Leave us,” the guard was instructed. 

 Using the domina, which she had reclaimed from Lisha, the governess lifted the white cotton slip which covered the girl’s thighs, flicked it over her small buttocks and let it slide up her back. This revealed a pretty shaven mound with little pink sex lips slightly parted and, more surprisingly, a substantial silver ring which hid the girl’s other hole from view. 

 “This is another of my favourite tools. I want you to watch as I remove it and remember that, should you displease me as she did, you will be fitted with one yourself. Now, come closer. ”

 Charlotte helplessly did as she was told, leaning in to gaze between the girl’s buttocks. As she did so, the cruel woman licked her lips and took hold of the silver ring. Very deliberately, she began to tug at it.



 With excruciating slowness, a length of shiny metal began to protrude from her victim’s anus. Charlotte watched with a sort of fascinated horror as the puckered brown mouth began to part; the anus and the flesh around it were pulled outward by the pressure of the object inside. As the hole began to widen around the thickening probe, the girl began to make a sort of low whining noise as her muscles were forced to release the object within. 

 All of a sudden, the victim sighed with relief as her arse expelled its contents; a silver egg. Charlotte sighed too and realised she had been holding her breath. No sooner had air filled her lungs once more than she gasped as she saw that the girl’s abused hole had not closed completely but had only tightened around another length of the shaft. 

 Now the flesh between the girl’s buttocks began to protrude again but her aperture did not seem to be opening at all. She developed a soft pink cone of skin around the object that seemed just too wide to be expelled. 

 She began to moan pitifully and Alix clung to Charlotte with tears in her eyes. Then, as if a volcano were erupting, the anus opened, marvellously wide, its edges rolling back around the silver sphere within. 

 The victim screamed as it reached its widest extent and then, terribly, sank back inside. The governess had cruelly stopped pulling just at the critical moment and the final expulsion was prevented. 

 “No, no, no! ” the poor creature wept. She had been horribly tricked into thinking that her torment was almost done and now she had to suffer once more, for already the tugging had been resumed. 

 Again the flesh distended impossibly, the wrinkles around the sphincter were stretched and flattened and the hole opened further and further until the anal passage finally disgorged its contents; a silver ball the size of an apple, the ultimate end of the probe, liberally coated with the slimy contents of the girl’s rectum. 

 Charlotte stared at the gaping red tunnel left by the passage of the object. The rim quivered while the ravaged anal muscles pulsed ineffectually. 

 “Ah,” sighed the governess, “how beautiful. See how she is redeemed. ”

 Little by little, the opening began to shrink but the girls did not get the chance to see whether the violated aperture recovered or remained a slackened ruin. Their mistress had ordered them back to the centre of the room and hurried them there with a swish of the domina. 

 “Before we leave this room,” she announced, “you must learn the proper conduct for slaves of our master. ”

 She began to discuss the complex hierarchy of the palace occupants. At the bottom were the menial slaves who, it seemed, had virtually no rights at all. They were to be treated, at best, with indifference and, at worst, with malicious cruelty. Then came the skilled slaves who were valued rather more and the lesser pleasure slaves whose role was to serve as personal attendants, wait on their superiors and entertain them as well as offer up their bodies as objects of sexual pleasure. 

 Next were the skilled servants, of which there were many, and the guards, soldiers and mercenaries. It seemed that the Sapphire Palace supported quite an army and there was another whole hierarchy of military personnel and warriors which was mentioned but not fully explained. 

 Above these were the slave-consorts and Charlotte realised that they ranked highly. Unlike the lesser pleasure slaves they could not be touched by anyone without the prince’s permission, though they were expected to be subservient to those above them in the power chain. These included the prince’s friends, associates and guests, his trusted advisors and military commanders, the senior butler, the governess, and a few other mysterious figures. 

 To anyone of their own rank, or of unknown standing, the girls needed only to bow politely but, in the presence of anyone of superior status, they were expected to lower themselves to the ground on one knee. 

 If they were to encounter the prince himself, they were to get down on both knees. They could not then rise until the prince had left or instructed them to do so. However, if he were to move behind them, they were to bend forward and touch their foreheads to the ground, raising their buttocks in the air in case he wished to examine the hidden charms between their legs. 

 Having been schooled in the strange etiquette of the palace, Charlotte felt no less bewildered at the strangeness of her situation. Only Lisha seemed to be taking the whole experience in her stride. 

 “That’s enough for today,” the governess pronounced. “I will show you to your rooms. You must rest and prepare yourselves for the challenge that lies ahead of you. Come, follow me. ”

 The woman headed towards the door and Charlotte and the others followed obediently. The girl on the table and poor Allura, who was crying softly in her chains, were simply abandoned.






  




Charlotte Explores

 

 Charlotte had not one room but a suite of three. The first was a little sitting room furnished with soft comfortable chairs and a writing desk. The carpet was so luxuriously deep that her toes sank into its wonderful warmth. 

 A series of paintings adorned the walls, each depicting a different naked girl masturbating in front of a ruined building. One stood with her hand between her legs on the steps of a crumbling temple, one sat with her legs spread wantonly as she leant against a huge phallic column, another fingered herself anally in the gloomy entrance of an ancient tomb. 

 The bedroom was the largest of the three rooms, with a canopied four-poster bed, a dressing table complete with polished silver mirror and a wardrobe filled with clothes ranging from the beautiful to the bizarre. The third space was a sizeable bathroom, with a deep tub set into the floor and a toilet that consisted of a wooden box with a circular opening in the top placed over a hole in the ground. Charlotte could not help but be impressed by the fact that a constant stream of water flowed by underneath and marvelled at the complexity required of such a system if it was to serve the entire palace. 

 As a potential slave-consort of high standing, Charlotte had been provided with a slave of her own. The nubile little thing had hardly spoken but had drawn her a bath, washed her back for her and brought fresh towels, laid out a plain nightdress and turned down the quilt on the bed. 

 Now she had left to fetch food and Charlotte was alone for the first time since her strange adventure began. She rolled on the soft gorgeousness of the bed. She slipped on the nightdress, the first clothing she had worn in ages, and realised how used she had become to being naked. 

 She wandered from the bedroom to the sitting room and tried each chair, then she examined the paintings which were clearly the work of an accomplished artist. Finally, she sat at the writing desk, finding parchment, ink and quills as well as three leather bound books. 

 Charlotte was about to examine one of these tomes when the little slave-girl returned with a tray of delicacies. She laid these out on an ornate occasional table carved of redwood and inlaid with a spiral pattern of ivory tesserae. 

 There was a carafe of red wine which the girl poured for Charlotte into a ceramic goblet. There were huge green olives with the stones removed, half a loaf of warm bread made with a variety of seeds, some nutty yellow cheese and thin slices of cured meat. 

 Charlotte ate well and drank all the wine. When the girl had cleared away, she brought a pitcher of fresh water and a bowl containing apples and grapes. As soon as she had set these down, the little slave was on her knees waiting submissively for further instructions. Charlotte was uncertain what to do and eventually asked the girl to leave her alone for a while. 

 Although the books turned out to be written in unintelligible runes, Charlotte was able to amuse herself by trying on clothes from the wardrobe. There were dresses that made her look like a mediaeval princess, simple garments for everyday wear and corsets and boots that could have belonged to a professional dominatrix. She had no idea how she would choose suitable attire for the next day. 

 As she sat on the bed in a jade silk gown, Charlotte was surprised by how calm she felt. She had been subjected to a terrible ordeal but somehow she no longer felt afraid. 

 The amazing things that had happened to her had filled her with a profound sense of wonder. At the same time, she had been drawn along by events at such speed that she had hardly had time to think about taking a hand in her own destiny. 

 In a way, she had been lucky. Had she not been captured on the road to Kharis, she would have been left naked and hungry in the forest. She might have starved, or fallen prey to wild beasts.



 Had she not met Lisha, she would have had even less of an idea about where she was and, if she had not been sold to the prince, she would not be alone with her thoughts in a comfortable room but toiling in some field, workhouse or brothel. 

 She had already abandoned the idea that she might simply wake up, as if from a dream, and find herself safe at home. It seemed that fate had brought her to this strange world. 

 If that was so, she would discover the reason behind it and seek to fulfil her destiny on her own terms. If not, she would make the best of the opportunities presented to her and look forward to the prospect of an amazing adventure. 

 Filled with rekindled hope and a new-found confidence, Charlotte pondered the meaning of it all until her eyelids grew heavy and she was too tired to contemplate such questions any longer. 

 No sooner had she realised how sleepy she was, than her petite handmaiden returned. She brought with her a bowl of warm water and a towel for her mistress to wash her face and, to Charlotte’s surprise, a little brush for her teeth. 

 Finally Charlotte found herself climbing into bed, her body craving sleep. She remembered that the governess had told her to use the slave harshly, for her pleasure. It was clear that the girl expected to be ordered into the bed to satisfy her mistress’ lust or beaten with the wicked domina which hung from a nearby hook on the wall. 

 Charlotte surprised herself by briefly considering both options. Then she smiled, wondering at her own thoughts. “Go to sleep,” she said softly. “I have no further need of you tonight. ”

 

***

 

 The next morning Charlotte was awoken by a gentle shaking from her nubile little slave. “Mistress…” she whispered. But, before she could say more, the bedroom door was flung open and the governess stormed in. 

 “Get up! You conniving slut! ”Charlotte opened her bleary eyes. “If you’re keeping secrets from me I’ll put out your eyes! Get out of bed and make yourself presentable. Then come immediately to see me in the Great Hall. ”With that, she turned and strode away. 

 Minutes later, Charlotte was washed and dressed in clothes picked out by her slave. She wore a simple linen skirt with a jagged hem that fell from high on her right thigh to just above her left knee and a matching low-cut basque that crumpled around her waist but left her breasts bare. The girl had advised her not to indulge in underwear or footwear of any kind and, in no time at all, had expertly tied up her hair, leaving a few stray curls to fall to her shoulders. 

 Then they were hurrying through the corridors of the palace; a warren of passageways with surprises at every turn. “This way,” the girl urged, leading her through a small doorway and up a twisting spiral staircase, “it’s a shortcut. ”

 At the top of the stairs, Charlotte found herself on a balcony that traversed the length of a whole series of rooms. These ran parallel to the enormous entrance hall that greeted those who had permission to use the main doors of the palace. Here she was provided with a clear view of the activities of those below. 

 In one room, a table had been laid out with a row of tankards and a keg of some liquid refreshment. Helping themselves with enthusiasm was a group of men in primitive attire. Each wore leather trousers, trimmed at the sides with fur and, though their torsos were bare, they wore animal skins across their shoulders. One seemed to be wearing the skin of a bear, the others the pelts of smaller unidentifiable beasts. 

 They barked at each other in a strange language Charlotte did not understand. The slave-girl tugged at her arm, urging her further along the balcony. As Charlotte looked down, a door crashed open and the light of the outside flooded in, casting a strange shadow of bars and figures on the ground. 

 The silhouette preceded two more men who entered burdened by the cage they carried. They dropped their cargo on the floor and shouted to their companions in the same rough tongue. 

 Charlotte stopped and clutched at the balcony, staring in surprise at the contents of the cage. Her slave-girl was obviously equally amazed and let out a gasp of shock at the sight. 

 Inside was a figure that Charlotte had originally taken for some small but dangerous animal, curled into a ball to protect itself from the rough handling of the cage. But, as the ball unfurled, she could see that it was no animal but a little girl; dirty, naked and frightened. 

 Under the grime, Charlotte could see that the girl’s skin was milky white and her complexion clear. Her features were tiny and angular, her eyes an icy blue. Her hair, though greasy and matted, was the lovely blonde of winter sunlight. The girl began to move, half crouching, half crawling, back and forth in her confinement like a tiger waiting to strike. 

 “Vanamor,” the slave-girl whispered. “I thought they were a myth. ”

 Charlotte looked questioningly at her companion. 

 “It is said that deep in the frozen forests to the north of the Plains of Scyth there is a tribe called the Varg. They’re barbaric. Worse than the Skandzans. Their women are fierce warriors, as strong as the men. They drink blood and fight bears and live by the sword. 

 “And then there are the sacred girls, the Vanamor; conceived in a storm, born in the snow, weaned on ice and blood, abandoned as soon as they can walk in the depths of the forest. They grow up with the beasts and the forest demons. It’s said they rut with wolves. Only the strongest ones, the wildest ones, survive. Beautiful but terrible, harsh as nature, cold as snow. No one has ever captured one. ”

 Following the cage into the room came a man whose presence brought silence to the others. His long blonde hair fell luxuriantly down his back. A great wolf skin lay across his shoulders, the teeth of the beast adorned his necklace and he wore its claws stitched into leather cuffs at his wrists. From his belt hung a fearsome axe.



 His musculature was unlike anything Charlotte had seen before; powerful like that of a body-builder but seemingly more efficient, developed not in artificial circumstances but as a necessity in a harsh life of constant combat. His chest and arms were crisscrossed with scars, some of them the claw-marks of terrifying beasts, others the work of man-made weapons. 

 He moved across the room towards the captive girl, regarding her curiously. The Vanamor stared back at him. Then, suddenly, she tilted her head to one side as if catching a subtle sound or sensing a presence and she looked straight up at Charlotte. Following her gaze, he turned to glance up at the balcony. Their eyes met and, for the first time, Charlotte was able to admire the regular features of his face, bearded but young and smiling. 

 The slave-girl was tugging at Charlotte’s arm. “Come on, you’ll be late for the governess! ”

 As Charlotte was dragged along the balcony, which turned a corner and traversed the room, the warrior followed her with his eyes. He gazed at her with a sort of longing, as though he had seen something he desired and would not be satisfied until he had it. Charlotte found herself thinking that she did not mind his appreciative stare, even after she had passed through another doorway and out of sight. 

 The balcony became a corridor which ran between another suite of rooms. At the end there was another staircase, at the top of which the corridor emerged onto a balcony once more. From here Charlotte and her guide could look down on the Great Hall itself. It was enormous, paved with great slabs alternately of grey granite and the blue stone with which the outside of the palace was clad. 

 Below the walkway on which they stood, huge double doors provided access for the prince’s guests while, at intervals around the room, smaller doorways could admit servants and slaves. The walls were covered with elaborately decorated tapestries depicting scenes from the lush mythology of Arkadia. 

 On the far wall hung a selection of ancient weapons flanking, in the centre, the impressive coat of arms of the House of Kallinikos. In exquisite carving, which emerged from the rock of the wall itself, the Arkadian basilisk did battle with some sort of sea monster. Their outstretched claws gripped a central shield, striped in black and purple, which would have been too heavy for a pair of warriors to lift. The swords that crossed below it could only have been wielded by giants. A banner above displayed some motto in the arcane runes Charlotte could not read. 

 In the centre of the room three figures awaited her arrival. 

 Breathless from a reckless dash down two flights of stairs and along another short corridor, Charlotte finally entered the Great Hall through one of the servants’ access doors. The three figures turned towards her as she entered. Lisha, dressed similarly to Charlotte, stood impassively looking on. The governess, on the other hand, wore a look of cold fury. 

 “You had better explain yourself! ” she declared through gritted teeth and then added, almost as an afterthought, “How dare you keep me waiting! ”She raised the domina she held in her right hand and Charlotte flinched, even though she was out of reach of the weapon. Next to the governess stood Allura and it was she whose thigh received the stinging blow. 

 Charlotte gasped as the girl screamed. The blonde beauty was completely naked and now crumpled to the ground, her entire body striped with welts. The governess began to beat her mercilessly, striking a blow between each word as she railed against Charlotte. “You…should…have…told…me…your…secret! Speak! ”

 With this last word she laid one final crack across Allura’s buttocks and turned to face Charlotte who stared blankly at her in horror. “Continue to beat her,” the governess commanded, handing the cruel domina to Lisha. 

 Ignoring the girl’s cold compliance, she spoke to Charlotte. “The prince has asked for you! Both of you! The prince himself! Well I’ve heard about her pissing on that worm Drax, which has amused our master. But what about you? Why would he care about you? Who are you? ”



 Charlotte could think of no response. “Still silent? ” the governess went on. “I know you’re plotting something you scheming whore. You smug bitch, you’ll get nowhere. After tonight the prince will send you back to me to continue your training and I’ll beat you like that little virgin there. ”She turned to Lisha and the wailing Allura. “Now, stop it or she’ll pass out. ”

 Leaving her poor victim sobbing in the middle of the floor, the governess proceeded to inform Lisha and Charlotte that, at the prince’s own request, they would be serving at his table that evening. A banquet was to be held with important guests and they would serve drinks at the top table. She showed them where to stand, where to find the great golden jugs from which they would pour wine and water and where to refill them. She lectured them briefly on etiquette and then dismissed them with a sneer of indifference. 

 Lisha hurried off without a word, leaving Charlotte to return to her rooms. She wondered fearfully about the terrible punishments that might lie in store for her if she failed to please the governess or impress the mysterious prince.






  




The Prince’s Banquet

 

 Charlotte stood at the back of the Great Hall, behind the top table, nervously waiting. To her left, further along the wall, stood Lisha. Both girls wore their hair twisted into an elaborate cascade of ringlets and make-up that consisted of simple lines of black kohl accentuating the eyes. Both were naked. 

 Other girls were spaced equally around three of the walls so that they would be on hand to serve the prince’s guests. They were chosen for grace, beauty and lust and were not expected to fetch and carry food; only to provide wine, or more rarely water, for the ravenous company. 

 As Charlotte looked around the room and remembered the words of the governess, she steeled herself for the experience. This was a dangerous situation and she vowed to keep her wits about her. 

 Suddenly the huge doors at the far end of the hall swung open and a riotous noise intruded into the room. Six guards entered first, in the purple and black of the House of Kallinikos, the blades of their fearsome halberds gleaming. They stood, three abreast on either side of the door, while a herald entered carrying a long scroll which he glanced at briefly before announcing, in a clear voice, “Darius of Narl, tailor to our most mighty prince, and Serena of his house. ”

 The tailor and his companion, as the lowliest of visitors, were the first of a long list of guests to enter the hall. As they did so they were greeted by a pleasure slave and led to their place at one of the long tables. Here they were provided with wine and the opportunity to try to learn the titles of their more exalted companions. 

 After the few invited tradespeople had been seated at the far end of the hall, there was an announcement that sent a shiver of excitement through Charlotte. “Our honoured guests, the sons of the Clan of Kurgg, warlords of the Northern Plains of Scyth. ”Although she did not recognise the description, she guessed immediately who would be coming through the great doors next. 

 She was not mistaken. The formidable warriors she had seen earlier in the day crashed into the hall with a roar of drunken enthusiasm. Charlotte felt sorry for the poor girls who tried desperately to herd the barbarians to their seats. She also wondered where the blonde-haired warrior who had looked so longingly at her on the balcony could be, as he was not among them. 

 When the horde had finally taken their places along one side of the previously unoccupied table, the next announcement came. “The most exalted warriors of the first oct of the Sapphirian Guard. ”At this, eight men, an oct Charlotte presumed, came marching into the hall. 

 Their appearance made the other guards look slovenly. Their boots shone with polish, the silver studs in their black leather armour gleamed and their blue tunics and breeches were spotless. 

 It was clear that they had not touched a drop of alcohol and were ready for battle; armed as they were with exquisitely forged swords. They took their seats without prompting from the pleasure slaves, four on either side of the foreign warriors. 

 Immediately there were murmurs of discontent from the outsiders but, before these could develop into shouts of rage, accusations of mistrust and challenges to combat, there was another announcement. “The most charming hetairai of the House of Zaramina. ”

 A troupe of sylph-like young women graced the hall with their appearance. They moved as if each step was part of a dance; the myriad tiny bells at their hips, wrists and ankles jingling as they came, the bright translucent silks that barely covered the curves of their bodies a joyous riot of colour. They seated themselves opposite the men; their painted eyes demurely downcast, their red lips pouting, their bodies a richly packaged promise of pleasure. 

 The rivalry of combat was forgotten as attention was immediately focussed elsewhere. Indeed, the two groups of warriors soon seemed to conquer the barriers of language and culture as they shared their appreciation of good wine and beautiful women. The herald’s roll-call went on, mostly unheeded, a seemingly endless list of nobles and dignitaries. 

 Charlotte’s wandering attention was recaptured by another announcement and she felt a burst of excitement when she saw who it was being described as “Thul, son of Tharg, Clan-Chief of Kurgg and Overlord of the Northern Plains of Scyth. ”It was the man she had seen earlier, still wearing the wolf-skin across his mighty shoulders, the muscles of his chest and arms rippling. He seemed far calmer than his countrymen as he spoke with a young warrior in a smart uniform of blue and black. According to the roll-call, Jai Kalaran was the soldier’s name and he was a Captain of the Sapphirian Guard. 

 Charlotte had no time to stare at them, however, as the herald had already announced a darkly beautiful woman with a curiously alien sounding name and the title “Governess of the Harem of our most mighty prince”. It was Charlotte’s turn to greet the guests and, as she moved down the steps from the raised dais into the centre of the hall, she saw that Laisax accompanied the governess along with another man she had not seen before. 

 The stranger wore leather trousers and an open black shirt that revealed his swarthy chest. A bright purple sash was tied at his waist as well as a gold-buckled belt from which hung a short cutlass. Gold bangles jangled at his wrists and he wore a thick torc of the same metal around his neck. His boots were split at the side a few inches from the top and were turned down, the flaps secured with golden pins. 

 The governess had chosen a blue bodice, tied tight with black ribbon, and a long pleated skirt of the same colour, richly decorated with black lace. The armoured shield graced her upper arm once more. She wore black gloves and carried, as always, the wicked domina which she tapped against her thigh as she chatted with the Chief Procurer of Slaves. 

 Charlotte walked up to the trio and dropped to one knee as she had been instructed. “Rise,” said Laisax and she did as she was told. Then she turned and led them to her side of the top table. Lisha had seated the others and now only one place remained to be filled; the central throne of the prince himself. 

 Once the guests were seated, the noise of conversation gradually died out and everyone waited in silent expectation. At just the right moment, the herald made his final announcement. “All rise in the presence of our mighty lord, the most excellent of the free citizens of Kharis, his pre-eminent Highness Prince Kallinikos the Sixth. ”The guests stood as they were commanded, clapping and cheering, as Prince Kallinikos graced them with his presence. 

 The prince’s once dark hair fell to his shoulders, streaked with distinguished silver. His moustache and beard of similar colouration were well trimmed. He wore the same studded leather armour as his personal guards but the studs were gold and his tunic was red, embroidered with golden thread. 

 His trousers and boots were of black leather. His heavy cloak was of cochineal velvet, trimmed with the dark fur of some exotic beast. On his head was a simple but priceless coronet of gold set with small rubies. 

 Only when he stood at his table and raised his hands did the clamour cease and only when he sat did his guests do the same. “Rise,” he commanded, glancing at the kneeling slave-girls lining the walls and, behind him, Charlotte stood up. “Dinner is served,” he announced and, at his words, a multitude of slaves entered the room from the side doors bringing enormous plates of food. “Wine,” said the prince and Charlotte realised that it was she who must comply. 

 She had already filled the goblets of the governess, Laisax and the stranger from a great golden jug passed to her by a kitchen slave. Now she trembled as she moved to do the same for the prince himself. He tasted the vintage carefully. “Excellent,” was the verdict. 

 Before the main course was served the prince rose to his feet once more, indicating with his hands that it was not necessary for everyone to follow suit. “My friends,” he began, “welcomeIt is a privilege to have such a fine array of guests honour with their presence the halls of my ancestral home.



 “As I look around this room, I see that we are graced with the attendance of so many who represent the very things that make this city great. Free trade, strong government, diverse beliefs. ”At these words the various merchants, bureaucrats and priests smiled in turn. 

 “And I see beauty. Beauty in abundance giving pleasure to all. ”Some of the hetairai giggled at this, others bowed their heads demurely. “This is wonderful,” the prince continued, “for what is the point of all our achievements if no pleasure is to be had at the end of our toil? 

 “I see a wonderful diversity before me, come together for this feast. United as friends with a single purpose; to maintain the unity of our city and our country. Together we will ensure that Arkadia remains true to its founding principles. 

 “Unity of purpose gives Arkadia its power. And only power maintains our freedom. Let us delight together in the pleasures our freedom brings. ”

 At this, a cheer went up from the prince’s appreciative audience but he was not finished. “I am particularly delighted to welcome to our fair city the proud sons of the Clan of Kurgg. As a new era dawns for Arkadia, we are reaching out to others and today a strong alliance has been formed. An alliance based not only on economic or military concerns but foremost of all on the true bonds of friendship. 

 “I will sit down now,” the prince continued. “Having spoken of pleasure, I would be remiss if I were to ruin yours with a lengthy speech. But before I do I must also thank this man. ”He indicated the stranger to his right. “Captain Hylas has brought Arkadia back to the seas, rekindling the light of the Golden Age of our ancestors. It is the bounty of his last voyage that forms the main course tonight. ”With this the prince sat down to tumultuous applause. 

 Slaves entered from every door, bringing with them great platters weighed down with the bountiful harvest of the sea. Charlotte was amazed at the variety of enormous fish. One whole shark was brought to the top table, its crisped skin still sizzling in the golden oil drizzled over it, the plate on which it rested a full third of the length of the table. 

 There was not only seafood on the menu. Charlotte was impressed by the healthy quantities of leafy salad that were served, along with bright red tomatoes, sliced onions and sweet peppers. There were also roast animals, six in all, brought in on the spit and stood on metal stands at each end of the three great tables where an attendant waited to carve them for any guest who asked. Charlotte thought that they were perhaps small pigs. 

 Although she listened intently, she found it hard to follow the conversation because she was constantly required to refill her jug of wine. Lisha’s end of the table was more rowdy than her own. Thul seemed to be getting on well with the Captain of the Sapphirian Guard and they were both becoming quite drunk. Occasionally, the prince would lean across the velvet-robed advisor to his left to speak with the young warriors and ensure that they were enjoying his hospitality. 

 At Charlotte’s end of the table there was, as yet, less inebriation but more interesting topics of debate. She had caught the advisor’s flattering comment on the prince’s speech; “Spoken like a true king, my lord,” but was intrigued by Kallinikos’ response. 

 “How unfortunate,” the prince said, “that Arkadia is not yet ready to embrace a king. ”

 “Oh, my lord, the fear inspired by the ancient empire has long ago faded from the hearts of the people. They clamour for a strong leader. A Prince of Princes. ”The advisor paused. “The Borean Age is forgotten. ”

 “Perhaps. But is it not the glory of those very days to which we should aspire? ” the prince asked. 

 “Quite right, my lord, quite right,” was the reply. 

 Charlotte sensed that this exchange was charged with irony, like a subtle joke between the two men. The prince spoke again, as though he was quoting a famous saying. “Unity is power. Power is freedom. ”

 “The motto is true,” the advisor continued. “Unity may require the sacrifice of certain freedoms. But the end result is beneficial to all. ”

 “Enough of politics,” the prince finally commanded. “Laisax. Tell me about the girl that pissed on Drax! ”

 Charlotte missed the re-telling of the story of Lisha’s defiance as she ran to fetch more wine. When she returned the two men were laughing and Lisha was standing with them. “Well done girl! ” said the prince. “I like you already. You will be rewarded in an apt manner! ”At this, the men laughed again with knowing smiles and the prince slapped Lisha on the buttocks as a form of dismissal. She hurried away to refill the young warriors’ goblets with wine. 

 “My lord,” the advisor interjected, “Drax will be seeking a way to use the incident against you. It may still find its way into the Ekklesia. Even if it does not, it will have inspired him to cause more trouble over the southern issue. ”

 “The plight of the southern slaves has been debated,” said the prince firmly. 

 “There are still those who dispute your rights, my lord,” the advisor pressed. 

 “And many more who support me; all but two or three of the princes. ”

 “Not Prince Evander. ”

 “No! Not Prince Evander! ” Kallinikos snapped. There was a moment of silence, then the prince said, “Let us talk of something else. ”

 Charlotte could see that the prince was a sociable man and enjoyed the company of all of his friends but it was clear to her that the captain, who sat at the prince’s right hand, was the most favoured of all. “The shark is delicious,” the prince opined. “We owe you a great debt of gratitude. ”

 “My lord is too kind,” the captain replied. 

 Charlotte refilled a goblet for the governess. 

 “Not at all,” said the prince. “Braving the seas as you do is central to our plans. ”She refilled Laisax’s goblet too. “You should be rewarded for your service to our great cause. ”She poured wine for the captain. “What would you have? ”

 Just as Charlotte ceased pouring, she felt the captain’s firm grip close around her wrist. “How about this one? ” he asked. “I like the look of her. ”

 “Ah,” said the prince. “The girl that fell from heaven. Well, you ask a high price. ”

 “She’s special then? ” the captain inquired, pulling her around by her arm so that she was forced to sit on the table beside him. 

 “Oh, yes,” the prince continued as she was subjected to the captain’s scrutiny. “They found her naked on the side of the road. And in the forest too! And no one had prior claim to her. How do you suppose she came to be there? ”

 “Enchantment? ” the captain suggested. 

 “Tell us girl,” said the prince, “did you fall from the realm of the stars? ”

 Charlotte could think of nothing to say. “Well,” he continued, turning to the captain, “you shall find out tomorrow. Take her with you. And if you return with a bounty as fine as this…” he tucked into another slice of tasty shark meat, “…you shall keep her! ”

 The captain released her and Charlotte quickly refilled the prince’s cup. Then, pretending her jug was empty, she hurried nervously away. How strange, she thought, the twists and turns of fate. One moment she was owned by one man and, in the next, she could be given to another. She felt the rush of events sweeping away her control once more. 

 Charlotte took a deep breath and returned to the table with a fresh jug of wine. As she did so the prince stood up. This time, he allowed all the guests to do the same. 

 He raised his glass in a formal toast. “Unity is power. Power is freedom,” he announced. The entire room repeated his words as he downed his drink. “Let the entertainment begin. ”

 As everyone took their seats once more, some of the torches which provided light in the hall were suddenly snuffed out and the place became a theatre of flickering shadows. There was the sound of drums being beaten a long way off. The audience sat in tense expectation. 

 With a crash, the main doors burst open and the volume of the drums exploded into the hall. Two dark figures scuttled in, each carrying a flaming torch. They were followed by another pair, bearing between them a wooden stand in which stood a metal bowl filled with some mysterious substance. While the torch-bearers amazed the crowd with a display of fire-breathing, the mighty bowl was carried the length of the hall and placed in front of the top table. 

 Two rows of four drummers entered the hall next, their oiled naked bodies reflecting the firelight. They beat out a tribal rhythm that conjured up images of forgotten temples deep in steamy jungles. The bowl-bearers left surreptitiously via a servants’ exit as the drummers moved around behind the side tables where they abruptly changed their beat to a lower volume but a higher tempo. The anticipation of the audience heightened further still. 

 The fire-breathers increased the intensity of their bursts of flame as they moved slowly back towards the entrance, accompanied by applause from the seated guests. Finally, they flanked the door and, turning towards each other, blew out two great spouts of fire to form a blazing arch. 

 Through this fiery entrance a young girl came running; her dusky skin glinting in the light, her golden hair flying behind her. She too carried a flaming torch in one hand but, amazingly, was able to leap forward and, supporting herself on her free arm, flip over to land once more upon her feet. The audience gasped as she twisted and flipped down the length of the hall. After three impressive springs, she leaped once again and completed a full somersault in the air, landing before the carefully placed brazier. 

 In a single sweeping movement, she placed the flame of her torch against the substance in the bowl and it caught fire spectacularly. The blaze leapt several feet into the air, causing the prince and those on his table to jerk back in surprise before smiling delightedly. A plume of blue smoke rose from the bowl and momentarily coiled like the serpentine body of a great dragon before them.



 There was rapturous applause from the guests as the smouldering serpent slithered towards the ground, gaining a greenish hue as it gradually dissolved to disperse throughout the room. It was clear that the bowl had been laced with wonderful combustible ingredients but now it burned with a pungent incense that steeped the hall and was to have an even more magical effect. 

 The prince waved Charlotte over to refill his goblet with wine and, as she obeyed, she heard him whisper to the captain. “It’s the story of the Defiant Princess. See how she flees into the jungle. ”The girl was now darting back and forth between the tables, miming that she was lost and scared. 

 The captain glanced questioningly at his patron. “She’s a princess of some southern tribe,” the prince explained hurriedly. “Because of her rank, she must marry the finest warrior in her father’s village. The three best have a contest of skill and the winner gets her. But she only has eyes for the fairer sex and will not take a man to her bed. So she runs away into the jungle before she knows the outcome of the competition. ”

 Suddenly, the fire-breathers produced another great arch of flame and the drums beat louder and sparks flew in the darkness. From the far end of the hall three figures entered. They carried metal implements in each hand which they beat together, producing showers of sparks. 

 Their entrance was spectacular but, as soon as they had marched a third of the way into the room, Charlotte knew the twist in the tail of the story for it was clear that all three were women. “Yes! ” exclaimed the prince. “The contest between the three is to see who can hunt down the princess in her own domain! And the irony is that the best warriors in the village are all women! ”

 The three looked stunning in the flickering shadows. They wore a stylised version of armour, formed from rows of glinting silver disks, that hung from their hips and breasts and jangled in time with the drums as they shook their bodies. At their wrists and ankles were chains of tiny bells. Their hair, held up by silver bands, cascaded in ringlets of black and gold. Their dusky flesh glowed in the firelight. 

 They danced through a carefully choreographed battle in which they struck their weapons together and showered the viewers in harmless but beautiful sparks. As they did so, the naked girl darted between them, narrowly missing the clashes of metal. 

 The drums beat more urgently, the sparks flew more wildly and the smoke curled intensely around the mesmerising scene as the finale of the show drew near. Two of the warrior-women were now caught in the embrace of the fire-eaters whose hands moved erotically over their bodies freeing them of their armour. “Ah, the jungle demons have two of them,” the prince whispered. 

 The third huntress was standing at the base of the dais in front of the top table. She began to spin and, as she did so, she rubbed the implements in her hands together, sending great showers of sparks into the air. “Her martial prowess is too great for the spirits to take her,” the prince explained. 

 The drums beat faster and louder and the two captured women dropped to their knees and took the men in their mouths as they submitted to the jungle demons. At this, the fire-breathers turned towards each other and blew out the greatest torrents of flame yet seen. The jets of fire crossed each other and then somehow arced back, forming two sides of a circle as they met again. 

 The spinning huntress came to an abrupt halt. She dropped her weapons with a crash and, as the drums reached the fevered peak of their cacophony, she tore away her armour and stood naked and triumphant, facing the towering circle of fire. She flung her arms wide and, with a final clatter, the drumming ceased. Briefly there was silence. 

 Then, as a single drum began to roll, from the far end of the Great Hall the blonde girl came running. The audience stared in amazement as she sped towards the flames but she did not stop. Instead she sprang into the air with athletic grace and somersaulted through the blazing ring of fire, landing in the embrace of her destined lover. The girls sank to the floor, kissing passionately.



 The flaming arc subsided, the drumming ceased and the other performers retreated from the hall to the rapturous applause of the audience. The guests, many of whom were on their feet, shouted their approval and cheered as they went. Torches were lit and the shadows were banished, though the lighting remained more subdued than it had been before the performance. 

 The clapping finally dissipated and conversations rekindled but many eyes were still drawn to the two naked girls whose luscious bodies writhed in passion as they made love on the floor. Their lustful exhibition could not fail to excite the ardour of others and the display of lesbian pleasure soon ignited an orgy of lust. Charlotte saw more and more of the guests turn to kissing, caressing and removing each other’s clothes. 

 “Ah, the real indulgence begins,” sighed the governess. 

 The smoke from the braziers, Charlotte realised, was having a narcotic and aphrodisiac effect. All around the room people were obviously affected and she was no exception. Her nipples were hard and her sex moist and she was filled with lustful desires. It seemed that the evening’s entertainment was far from over as an increasingly orgiastic scene began to unfold tantalisingly before her.






  




Lust In The Evening

 

 In the heady atmosphere of the Great Hall, Charlotte could feel the wet warmth of desire between her legs. She glanced sidelong at Lisha who flashed her a wicked smile. Wisps of smoke played around her ankles and the effect of the incense made her feel light-headed and undeniably hot with sexual yearning. The desire to touch herself was almost overwhelming. 

 Focussing her attention on the activity in the hall, Charlotte watched one woman rise from her seat. The pleated skirt of her long dress was split entirely up the back, the edges trimmed with lace and held together by little bows. These she quickly pulled undone and the two halves of the skirt parted and fell away to either side of her chair. 

 This action revealed shapely legs and firm buttocks and between those fleshy curves two shining rods now extruded as she stood. Charlotte realised that the noble lady had spent the entire evening impaled in both holes on two smooth metal probes. The rounded prongs were quite thick and must have filled her to a prodigious depth. 

 Opposite the woman, a pretty girl had abandoned her clothes completely and, climbing from her chair, now sat amongst the plates of food, spreading her legs in wanton invitation. Leaning on the table, the woman bent forward, her face descending between the young girl’s legs. 

 She sucked enthusiastically at the pretty pink pussy, tasting the luscious elixir of arousal. As she did so, she reached behind to pull her own buttocks apart and display her gaping holes to the man who occupied the chair next to hers. 

 He stood immediately and, with a forceful movement, shoved his cock into her wanton sex, coating it with the shiny juice that dripped down her thighs. With this lovely lubrication to ease his way he thrust roughly into her arsehole, savouring the tight warmth that embraced his full length. 

 As he pounded mercilessly into her aching rectum he tore at the cords that laced her bodice. Freeing her from the restrictive garment, he brought muffled moans of pleasure from between the young girl’s legs. 

 He increased the urgency of his thrusting and the sensation began to permeate more thoroughly the opiate haze of the woman’s mind. In response, she gnawed hungrily at the little girl’s nether lips and bit into her sweet bud, bringing tears to her lovely eyes. 

 Another woman, herself now being sodomised on the table, licked the salty dew from the girl’s sweet face. The man behind this woman pumped his cock more gently into her rear but, as the pleasure within him rose to its full intensity, he moved more quickly; fucking her with long deep strokes. 

 Finally, he pulled from her tight pink hole and, twisting his hips, squirted spurts of creamy delight into a golden goblet on the table. The woman he had sodomised turned around immediately and redoubled his arousal by enthusiastically taking his member in her mouth. 

 When she had sucked all of her own slick juice from him, she looked up, grabbed the goblet and downed the mixture of cream and wine. Then she threw her head and her arms back, her small breasts jutting forward, and shouted “Who else will fuck me? ”

 Charlotte did not see who took up this tempting offer. Instead she looked further down the hall where, especially on the right-hand side of the room, the Arkadian nobility had been seated, the vast majority of guests were giving themselves over to the delights of sexual abandon. As she watched, one man took it upon himself to encourage those on the opposite side of the hall to debauch themselves with similar enthusiasm. 

 The noble lord rose from his chair, strode across the room and grabbed one of the young hetairai from behind. Picking her up, he knocked her seat aside and carried her back to his own chair. 

 She struggled playfully as he twisted her around and tore the flimsy silks from her body, leaving her naked and unashamed. Swinging his own seat around he sat down and held her in his lap, her legs parted by his. Deftly, he pulled his ample shaft from his trousers and, grasping her hips, thrust her upwards and bounced her onto his cock. Her wet pussy slipped easily over him and he sighed with satisfaction as she gyrated expertly. 

 While she moved herself up and down his shaft, he kicked his feet against the floor and his chair tilted until its study back rested against the table behind him. In this way he held her to him, his arms around her torso, and displayed her rear to the barbarian warriors on the other side of the room. “Come,” he encouraged, “one of you take her in the arse while she’s still dry. ”

 At this she began to struggle in earnest but he held her arms pinned to her sides and continued to fuck her. A burly warrior stood and vaulted the table, spilling a flagon of ruby wine. Then he unhooked the axe from his belt and dropped it with a crash. He crossed the room to stand behind her and muttered in a thick accent; “Yes. Do good fuck! ”

 With this he smiled and slapped her right buttock. Then he unbuckled his belt and pulled his leather trousers down to his knees, revealing an enormous erection. He took this in his hand and placed it firmly against the puckered opening of her anus. 

 “No! Wait, let me…” she began, but it was too late. He thrust harshly upwards and she screamed as he filled her with a quarter of his length. At her cry of pain, a cheer arose from a few of his companions who were watching the scene unfold. 

 With a great wriggling effort, the poor girl managed to slide her arms down and reach behind her but, with admirable fortitude, she used her free hands not to push the man away but rather to resignedly pull apart her buttocks in an attempt to ease his passage. Another thrust took him more than halfway into her, a depth that would satisfy the full length of another man. She groaned and pushed back against the hard cocks that filled her. 

 Emboldened by the actions of their companion, the sons of the Clan of Kurgg embraced the Arkadian tradition of the after-dinner orgy as enthusiastically as they had warmed to Arkadian wine. Soon the floor was carpeted with a writhing mass of naked bodies. The girls of the House of Zaramina seemed endlessly able to please in a dazzling variety of positions and the Arkadian nobility apparently had no inhibitions. 

 Charlotte watched the orgy unfold before her eyes with a singular intensity. Her duty to refill goblets of wine was forgotten. Even her ability to think seemed impaired. She could not remember what she had been thinking about from one moment to the next but each thought was sexual in nature and the sense of her own arousal was becoming unbearable. She had a sudden urge to throw herself onto the table and beg to be fucked. 

 Catching herself in a moment of clarity, she realised she had actually taken several steps forward. The prince was rising from his seat. His advisor was saying, “And after that the Trade Assembly. And then you must meet with the Desheran ambassador for lunch…”

 “Yes, yes,” the prince replied. “You should think about retiring too Hylas if you’re to sail again tomorrow. The Northern Sea is no place for a man with a sore head! ”At this the captain merely turned and smiled at his patron. His fingers twisted gently in the golden hair of the girl who knelt submissively between his legs and, with a grunt of pleasure, he filled her mouth with his creamy offering. 

 “And you girl,” the prince continued as he swept past Charlotte towards the exit, “don’t give in to the reverie or you’ll be here all night. You’re free to retire. ”With that the Lord of the Sapphire Palace abandoned his guests, leaving the marvellous orgy in full flow. 

 Charlotte’s head spun with the effects of the aphrodisiac smoke. She knew that the prince was right. If she did not leave now she would give herself over to the insistent desires of her weeping sex. 

 She turned her back on the room and took a deep breath to calm herself. In front of her towered the colossal coat of arms of the House of Kallinikos. The undulating curves of the terrible heraldic beasts seemed to move in slippery combat. The scales of the serpent’s skin glistened noisomely as the giant tentacles of the squid-like sea creature sought to strangle it in a deadly embrace. 

 Charlotte’s beautiful eyes widened in astonishment as she watched the monsters writhe before her. Then she noticed the curious runes that formed the inscription on the wall. As she watched them, they seemed to dance and sway; glowing with an inner light. Slowly, they seemed to melt and transform into words she could read in familiar English. 

 Unity is power. Power is freedom. 

 She blinked and looked again. Her mind was clear once more. The monsters were cold stone, unmoving and unthreatening, and the runes were unintelligible as ever. 

 Or were they? Each unknown symbol represented a letter and the letters were those of the English alphabet. The words were in English. The runes were not impossible to read at all. 

 Charlotte felt that she had discovered something amazing, something which could profoundly change her understanding of the world to which she had been transported. But she could not think further on it now. Already the call of her sensual desires was drawing her away from the contemplation of the coat of arms and back to the orgy that now raged throughout the hall. 

 Turning once more, she saw an expanse of naked flesh stretched out on the floor before her. At that moment, she desperately wanted to throw herself into that sea of debauchery; to become one with the rhythm of the sexual beast that seemed to have done away with all individuality and incorporated the guests in a single organism of mutual gratification. 

 She watched bodies embracing and caressing each other, the moisture of perspiration glinting in the torchlight. Hands sought out the curves of the flesh that surrounded them. Mouths sought to be filled; sucking the erect nipples of lovely breasts or widening to swallow the bulbous ends of hardened penises. Tongues licked hungrily at sopping pussies or flickered lovingly around sensitive arseholes. Charlotte ached to be subsumed in the flow of depraved desires. 

 Between her and the entwining expanse of blending bodies, the top table stood almost deserted. She could not see where Thul or Lisha or the captain had gone but, before she could think of scanning the room for a sight of them, her gaze fell on the right hand end of the table. Here the governess remained, aloof from the general melange of sexual activity but still fully indulging her passions. 

 A young slave-girl lay sprawled across the end of the table. Her little buttocks were bared and held obediently aloft. While the governess watched the action in the hall as though it were being staged solely for her benefit, she used the domina with pitiless cruelty on the girl’s pert bottom. 

 The slave’s cries seemed to reach Charlotte from a long way off and to her addled consciousness they hinted more at pleasure than pain. Receiving a beating in this environment would not be unpleasant at all but would rather excite her passions still further. Despite herself, she longed to be used as the slave-girl was and submit to a vicious mistress. 

 Charlotte’s slim fingers were between her legs, easing apart the lips of her dripping sex which now threatened to dribble delicious arousal down her shapely thighs. As she watched the governess strike again and again with the leather strap she felt a strange sense of empathy, drawn from the fact that the woman seemed to have momentarily shed her aura of cold indifference and was filled with a burning lust. With each blow she struck, Charlotte felt hotter and wilder and rubbed at herself more urgently. 

 Then, as if Charlotte’s thoughts were known to her, the governess turned and gazed directly into her eyes. Charlotte’s confusion was boundless. There was hatred in that stare and lust, there was a knowing smile and an invitation. But it was an invitation she was not yet ready to accept. 

 The lashes of the domina fell with increasingly brutal force and Charlotte’s heart raced with desire. Her blood burned with a terrible craving to inflict such pain herself. The need was unbearable, but the fear was stronger. Tearing herself from temptation, she staggered backwards and fled from the room.



 She raced through the cool deserted corridors of the Sapphire Palace in a mad attempt to escape from her own passions. Taking no more than a couple of wrong turns, she was lucky not to become lost. Eventually, the fresh untainted air and the calm of the night atmosphere began to clear her head once more. She slowed to a walk, breathing heavily. 

 Charlotte moved now with the lithe grace of a predatory animal. Freed from the confusion and paranoia that the smoky hall, the writhing bodies and the presence of the governess had induced, she rediscovered her own confidence. She felt intensely the buzzing pleasure that coursed through her body. 

 The midnight air cooled the perspiration on her naked breasts. Her nipples were hardened almost to the point of pain. She was so wet between her legs that her thighs were slick with her own juices. She arrived back at her room feeling like a wanton, ravenous goddess. 

 Entering her chamber and swinging the hefty door shut behind her, Charlotte felt safe and free; mistress of her own world. In the centre of the room her lovely little slave-girl knelt, obediently awaiting her return. Charlotte gave no thought to how long the girl might have been there; kneeling uncomfortably, her head bowed, wearing just a simple white slip. Nor did she think to question the haughtiness of her own actions as she strode across the room to stand before her. 

 Charlotte looked briefly into the darkly shimmering blue eyes that gazed up at her framed by long black lashes. Then she put her hand behind the girl’s head, tangling her fingers in her lustrous hair and pulling her forward. She parted her legs and pressed the girl’s face against the wet flesh of her aching sex. 

 Without hesitation, the little pink tongue began to lap at the damp offering. The slave-girl took her time, despite her mistress’ urgency. Gently, she pulled back and licked the shiny dew from Charlotte’s thighs. She tasted the salty mingling of sweat and arousal.



 She ran her tongue along the muscular curves of Charlotte’s loins and tasted the crevices between her legs and the sensitive triangle of her pubis. Charlotte twisted her fingers more firmly in the girl’s hair as she rode her desperate desire, savouring the ache of longing now that it was certain to be satisfied. She moaned aloud when the girl’s delicate mouth returned to her sopping slit and drank the renewed flood of liquid passion she elicited. 

 As the girl’s nimble tongue flickered over the sensitive bud of her clitoris, Charlotte could not help but moan again. “Good girl,” she murmured. “Good girl. ”The stimulation continued; exquisitely gentle and enchantingly passionate. 

 On the brink of swooning with pleasure, Charlotte reluctantly pulled away. “Come with me,” she whispered and led the girl through the inner doorway to the bedroom. 

 Charlotte lay down on the bed, resplendent in her nudity and flushed with ardour. She sank into the soft quilt, its cool satin smoothness caressing her unblemished skin. 

 The pretty girl climbed onto the bed and gently parted Charlotte’s legs, her face descending to explore once more the pink folds of her pleasure centre. Charlotte snuggled luxuriously into the soft embrace of the bed and lifted her hips wantonly. Now the shuddering spasms of desire came on more strongly as the girl pleasured her with her mouth; alternately teasing her most sensitive spot and lapping up the secretions that this action brought forth. 

 As pleasure built on pleasure, Charlotte felt that she could bear it no longer. Her subtly perceptive slave sensed that she was close to the epitome of her lust and began to gnaw gently at the crux of her excitement. It seemed impossibly lovely to Charlotte and yet she felt terrifyingly vulnerable in that moment before release came; desire concentrated to a point so sharp as to pierce through all other experience and render it meaningless. 

 And then the lightning flash of orgasm broke the terrible tension and sent the deep throbs of thunder through Charlotte’s body. The storm came on in a flood of rain as she was released from all inhibition and moaned with ecstasy. Her body shook, her limbs twitched and she bit her bottom lip, as pleasure cascaded through her and flooded from her soaking slit. The goddess within was satisfied. 

 But this was not the end of the craving that the aphrodisiac smoke had engendered in Charlotte’s body. Even as she lay exhausted on the bed, with her heart pounding and her breath coming in ragged gasps, the heat of lust was rekindling in her insatiable blood. With her head thrown back, her eyes fell on the instrument that hung ominously on the wall by the bed. 

 Looking up, Charlotte saw the little girl crouched between her legs. The delicate white nightie covered her nubile body but, nonetheless, she looked exquisite. Her dark blue eyes gazed lovingly at her mistress and her pretty pale face was flanked by wet strands of dark hair moistened, Charlotte realised, with her own arousal. The girl’s face was slick with the sweet nectar of orgasmic joy and, in that state, Charlotte felt that she could come again just by looking at her. 

 The girl, though, had followed Charlotte’s gaze and knew the secret desires of her heart. Bowing her head she slipped deftly from the bed and stood nearby, her toes sinking into the lush depth of the carpet. Then she turned to face the wall, got down on her knees and put her face into the thick pile, lifting her bottom submissively. 

 Before she knew it, Charlotte was off the bed and standing with the domina in her hand. She swished it through the air, realising how natural it felt to wield the vicious implement. The craftsman had constructed a fine tool, fit for a queen to punish her subjects. 

 The hunger to lash the girl across her petite buttocks was all but overwhelming, and there was another desire; to lift the white cotton that covered them and gaze on their delicate perfection and the tiny secret in between. But somehow, Charlotte hesitated. She felt again the sense of inhibition that bordered on fear; the feeling that she should resist her most decadent desires. 

 The pause drew on and the girl waited. Charlotte sighed and paced indecisively and still she waited. But when her mistress sat disconsolately on the bed, sighing again, she knew that her duty lay not only in submission but in instigation. 

 “Mistress,” the girl quietly inquired, “may I get up? ”Charlotte mumbled something which she took as permission. “Perhaps I could please you better,” she suggested, “if I…”

 She did not finish her sentence but took Charlotte’s hand and led her from the bedroom to the bathroom. In the centre of the space, the great tub stood empty. She took a towel and laid it on the floor, indicating that Charlotte should sit down where she could comfortably see into the bath. Then she went to the side of the room where a decorated bowl stood on a shelf. This she tapped against the stone wall, breaking off a sharp little piece of ceramic. 

 Bewildered and yet excited, Charlotte watched as the girl climbed into the expansive bath. The wooden sides were sunk into the floor and, from her place seated at the edge, Charlotte could gaze on the girl as a sort of tableau; separate and alone. As she stared fixedly, her slave-girl slowly removed the white slip that covered her and revealed for the first time the exquisite perfection of her body. 

 Her young breasts were delicate buds, aching to blossom into succulent fruit. Her limbs were lithe and beautiful. Her tiny waist curved into smooth hips and slim legs that flanked her lovely little triangle of desire. A silky golden down just covered her diminutive mound from which the merest hint of pink lips protruded. 

 Renewed urges began to build in Charlotte’s body and she longed to reach out and touch the object of her desires. Instead, she waited, fascinated, and wondering what other visual delights would subsequently unfold. Her fingers were, once again, rubbing at her opening which glinted with a taste of the renewed flood that was to come. 

The enchanting submissive stood more pristine than any statue and grasped in her left hand the sharp ceramic shard. She squeezed tighter and the jagged edge pressed into the skin of her palm. Her face looked beautiful as she suffered before her mistress. 

 As she clutched more desperately, the sliver pierced her yielding flesh and the pain came more harshly like a familiar discipline. Then she looked up, blinked, and glistening tears appeared in her extraordinary eyes. As the crystal gems tricked down her face, Charlotte’s heart rate quickened and her sex pulsed deliciously. 

 Here was a vision that inspired unquenchable lust and at the same time suggested a profound aesthetic. Charlotte’s heart was rent with the contradictory beauty and iniquity of the scene. She was drawn wholly into the imagery of sacrificial innocence. 

 She masturbated now, openly, her fingers moving dextrously in and out of her cleft; watching the tracks of the girl’s tears as they dripped gleaming diamonds down her sweet face. She felt that she had never been moved by beauty in such a way. 

 Gradually, a few drips at first and then a gentle trickle, another gleaming stream began to issue from the girl. Between her legs, a clear bright shimmering splashed from her tiny opening and bathed her thighs. The lucent rivulets dripped lusciously to the floor and pooled about her feet. And with this final self-desecration the girl became a perfect image of innocence defiled. 

 Charlotte could resist no more, desperate lust swept away her detached appreciation and she could no longer be separated from such a desirable prize. As she stood, the girl realised that her mistress would now demand her complete compliance and climbed naked and obedient from the bathtub. The two girls returned to the bedroom where Charlotte felt the ravenous goddess rising once more within her and her slave resumed her position on her knees with her now bare buttocks tantalisingly displayed. 

 The domina swished through the air, ready to strike with cruel passion at the submissive slave. And so, gently at first, the lashes rained down with increasing force on the pale upraised cheeks. 

 Although the girl had willingly degraded herself, Charlotte could not help but feel that it was she who had drawn the two of them into a maelstrom of depraved delights. But now it was too late to turn back. They were both to blame and Charlotte struck again and again both to punish her temptress and to exorcise her own guilt. 

 Angry streaks began to appear, pink at first and then livid red, as the thrashing continued. Only when Charlotte’s arm began to tire did she come to her senses and desist. The girl had remained silent throughout, or so it had seemed while the loud thwacks of the domina filled the room. 

 Now that the first rush of passion had been sated by the uncontrolled beating, Charlotte was able to take calmer pleasure in her actions. She laid the domina once more across the white flesh now streaked with the cherry marks of her fervour. The crack of the instrument sent a shiver of excitement through her and brought a renewed tingling to her loins. 

 She struck the girl more gently now but invested more passion in every stroke, savouring the infliction of pain and listening out for the response it elicited. And there was a subtle whimper after each blow, a delicate sigh as the pain of the stinging smacks was somehow transmuted to pure delight. This remarkable noise, this enjoyment, this savouring of suffering fired Charlotte’s lust once more and soon the lashes fell harder than ever on the tender flesh. 

 When the second bout of corporal punishment finally came to an end the little girl was audibly crying, her tears dripping into the plush carpet. “Poor thing,” Charlotte whispered as she knelt behind her and ran her cool hands over her afflicted skin. “How beautiful you are. ”

 Charlotte’s inner urges drew her on and she parted the little curves of the girl’s buttocks, gazing spellbound at the tiny treasure of her anus. It seemed so small and perfect and inviolate that she could not resist placing a reverent kiss on the modest orifice. As she did so, for a brief moment the pink tip of her tongue caressed the softly puckered flesh and her dripping sex thrummed with excitement. 

 She was soaking wet and ready to come again and knew exactly how this orgasm could be brought about. Laying the domina at the girl’s side, she turned on her knees and raised her own curvaceous bottom in the air. She waited, hot with desire, while the girl blinked away her tears and came to notice the vicious implement on the floor. 

 Standing, with the domina in her hand, the nubile slave sniffed and wiped her tear streaked face. Drawing a shaky breath, she steeled herself and struck her mistress. Charlotte gasped as the first impact took her breath away. She had expected only a shy attempt and thought that she would have to encourage the girl but such thoughts melted away as a second blow and then a third made her moan with sinful craving. 

 Every slap of pain brought fresh waves of wet lust dripping from her hot pussy. “Oh yes,” she cried, “beat me harder! ”And the girl complied without question. 

 Charlotte rubbed herself frenziedly, scratching at the sizzling bud of her clitoris and shrieking with wanton abandon. The thrashing came harder and wilder against her gorgeous curves and drove her to incoherent raving as her blissful cunt spurted liquid onto the floor. 

 The gushing emissions of her sex grew more and more intense as her fingers scourged her bud, her arse burned with delight and the unbearable intensity of her passion built. It seemed that she would burst or melt or die of pleasure as her whole body thrilled to the rise of her orgasm. Then one acute sting caught her not on her buttocks but across the sensitive lips of her scorched open sex and, finally, she screamed with the keenness of her overpowering release and collapsed in utter satisfaction. 

 Charlotte lay on the floor naked, exhausted and yet aflame; consecrated by the sacred torment of her decadence. Her head span with incomprehensible thoughts as she revelled in her own wickedness. 

 Tomorrow she would have to account to herself for her actions but tonight she would exult in her new-found licentiousness. She did nothing but raise her hips a little as the obedient girl began to kiss her buttocks and then slipped her tongue between them to taste her torrid secret blossom.







  




The Wreck Of The Siren

 

 Charlotte awoke in luscious lethargy, warm and sated; entangled in bodily communion with her remarkable slave as they snuggled in the luxurious depths of her bed. She longed for every moment to stretch into an hour as she stroked the sleeping girl’s lustrous hair and felt sweet breath on her breasts. 

 Her buttocks tingled cheerfully and her mind was clear; no trace of the narcotic effects of the aphrodisiac smoke remained. She revelled in languid indolence until finally, inevitably, her peaceful reverie was interrupted. 

 The knocking at her door began firmly and escalated into an insistent banging. Rudely awakened by the noise, her slave-girl scrambled from the bed to kneel submissively on the floor. 

“Come in,” Charlotte sighed and then repeated her invitation, raising her voice so that she could be heard. 

 The latch clicked and heavy footfalls crossed the sitting room. A smart soldier, clad in the blue and black of the Sapphirian Guard, came through the open bedroom door. 

“My lady,” he began, “the captain has requested your presence at the docks. I am to escort you. ”

 “Wait out there,” she replied and, as he turned to leave, she glanced at her slave-girl who ran to fetch water from the bathroom. 

 While Charlotte washed, the girl laid out the clothes she imagined would be suitable for a sea voyage. She chose a leather skirt and matching bodice, practical boots and a warm cloak with a hood. She added a necklace of white stones, leather wrist cuffs and a silver band to hold back Charlotte’s hair. 

 In a very short space of time, Charlotte was ready to set out on her oceanic adventure. Before she left, she took the girl in her arms. “Thank you,” she whispered and kissed her full on her soft lips. 

 “Come back to me,” the girl breathed. Charlotte nodded, turned and walked away.



 Her unsmiling bodyguard led the way silently through the Sapphire Palace and out into the grounds of the estate. Near to this side of the building, which Charlotte had never seen before, were the kitchen gardens and the two of them walked along gravel paths between extensive vegetable patches. 

 Beyond them, to the right, Charlotte could see a series of outbuildings and pens where a young slave-boy herded a small group of animals towards their feeding troughs. Charlotte stopped in her tracks and stared. It was clear from their diminutive size that these were the beasts that had been served spit-roasted at the banquet. But they were not small pigs as she had supposed. 

 Charlotte desperately tried to think of the name for such creatures and, for the first time since her adventure began, she thought back to a specific part of her training. “It is likely that the brain will forge meaning from the disparate impulses of the subconscious,” the professor had said. “The mind needs to construct a rational world through which it can interpret the confusing flow of events. ”

 “Yes,” Charlotte had agreed, “it would be a good idea for the test subject to be well educated in the natural history, geology and ecology of our world so that they could spot similarities and differences in any alternate world. ”

 “Survival skills would also be important,” the professor had commented. “And an understanding of language and communication. ”

 “Culture and… um… anthropology,” a student had interjected. 

 The list went on and on and, from these early discussions, the theoretical part of the training program had gradually been devised. Charlotte had sat through numerous lectures on the evolution of the Earth, the movement of continents, eco-systems, climate change and the, now suddenly relevant, diversity and development of prehistoric life. 

 “Hyracotherium! ” she exclaimed. 

 “What? ” queried the soldier.



 “That creature is called hyracotherium,” she explained. “It’s an early ancestor of the modern horse. It’s been extinct for fifty million years. ”

 “What are you talking about? That’s a forest-snuffler. It looks nothing like a horse, though it might well be extinct by dinner time. Now come along. ”

 Charlotte stumbled after her guide who marched ahead purposefully. She wondered what other marvels today would bring. 

 The grounds of the palace seemed to stretch on endlessly but, finally, the boundary wall came into view. Passing through an ornamental gateway, guarded by a pair of lonely sentries, they left the estate on the opposite side to the city. The view took Charlotte’s breath away. 

 They stood on a towering cliff, looking out over the vast and inscrutable Northern Sea. Below them, a narrow path zigzagged its way down the chalky face to the ocean. From this vantage point the blue water stretched on, calm and tranquil, to the distant horizon. 

 As they descended precariously, Charlotte began to make out the docks. Vast stone piers extended into the sea, providing enough mooring for a hundred ships. But Charlotte’s view was obscured as the path terminated in a walled enclosure, the parapets of which prevented further observation. 

 The soldier led her into a stone building and opened an inner door for her to pass through. 

“The captain will meet you here,” he stated simply and, without another word, he abandoned her to return to other duties. 

 Charlotte waited patiently in the curious room. In front of her there was a desk but its surface was bare and, though the room might have been an office, there was no sign that any paperwork was done there. Behind the desk was mounted a great ship’s wheel, its massive spokes radiating like a stylised wooden sun. 

 On the other walls were a series of framed maps and Charlotte began to examine these with interest. It soon became clear how sketchy the Arkadians’ understanding of their world was. The vague outlines told Charlotte little more than Lisha had done on her arrival in Kharis. 

 “I have better charts on board the Siren. ”The voice made Charlotte jump. She had not heard the captain enter. “I’ll show them to you later but first you must come and see my ship. ”

 He led her out into a courtyard and then to the guarded gate of what seemed to be a small fortress. Four men with long pikes stood ready as a rusting portcullis was opened to let them out. “We have to be very careful here,” the captain commented. “The shoreline is a dangerous place. ”

Flanked by two of the guards, who kept their long weapons held ready to strike, they walked out onto the docks. Here the sight was very different from the deceptive one Charlotte had half seen and half imagined from the cliff top. 

 There were indeed rows of stone berths, but only the one on which they stood was in working order. A white marble pier extended before them, pink veins running through the stone which was intricately decorated with carven waves. Next to it the Siren floated; an impressive galley with sleek lines, a dagger-like prow and furled black sails. 

 The ship swarmed with a sizeable crew of tanned and muscular sailors, making ready to depart. Some were distracted from the preparations, however, and were gazing over the side of the ship into the water. As Charlotte moved closer to the edge of the pier to look into the azure depths, the captain caught her by the arm. 

 “Don’t go too close,” he warned. “Look there! ”

 Approaching carefully, the two guards holding their pikes out in front of them, the group peered into the water. At first, Charlotte thought that there were crocodiles swarming in the area between where they stood and the next pier which was green and overgrown with seaweed and barnacles. But then one reptilian head reared up, its long scaly neck thrashing and its whale-like body briefly emerging from the water with the thrust of a clawed flipper. 

 Charlotte was amazed. It was hard to tell how big the creatures were, as only their crocodilian heads and the occasional lashing tail were generally visible above the surface, but some of them must have been four or five metres long. It seemed that only the steep sides of the pier kept them from emerging terrifyingly onto the land. 

 Then she noticed that, in the distance, some of the piers were crumbling ruins and, on one, a great creature had dragged its scaly body to bask on the rock. From this view it could be seen that its clawed limbs were more like legs than fins but its rounded bulk and its long neck and tail obviously suited it to an aquatic life. It was like a dragon, Charlotte thought, or a fearsome marine dinosaur. 

 Following her gaze, the captain spoke. “They breed further up the coast. They spend most of their time in the water but they have to come onto the land to lay their eggs. The beaches east and west of here swarm with them at certain seasons. No one dares go near the water. ”

 “Then how were the docks built? ”

 “Ah, now that is a mystery. Come aboard and I’ll teach you a little of our maritime history. ”

 Charlotte was scared to set foot on the boat. If the waters so close to the shore swarmed with such incredible monsters, what terrors might lurk further out in the immeasurable deep? 

 “Come on,” the captain encouraged. “I will keep you safe. ”

 Thankfully the ship was close to the pier and the moment when Charlotte stood on the flimsy gangplank to step aboard was as brief as it was terrifying. A sailor took her hand and pulled her onto the Siren. “Captain Hylas,” he asked, “what are your orders? ”

 “Set sail! ” said the captain. 

 

***

 

 Charlotte and Hylas stood at the sharp prow of the Siren as she cut through the foam-capped waves at amazing speed. The breeze played in their hair but the sun was warm and Charlotte took off her cloak and breathed the clean air. She felt invigorated by the fresh brightness of the day and undeniably excited by the mystery and danger of the unfamiliar ocean.



 “The docks are not Arkadian,” the captain began. “They were built long ago by the Boreans who founded the city of Kharis. 

 “The Borean Empire was a great civilisation before Arkadia ever came to be. There were a few villages, tribal peoples, the first attempts to settle down and grow crops, but that was all. The forest covered most of the land in those days, or so they say, and our ancestors were just primitive hunters. 

 “The Boreans came from the north in ships like this one, establishing colonies and trading posts all along the coast. They were great sailors and great builders. The oldest parts of Kharis; the docks, the northern wall, the Temple of Flame, even parts of the Sapphire Palace, are all Borean - built when the Arkadians were still living in wooden huts. ”

 “What happened to them? ” Charlotte asked. 

 “Who knows? The ice came and engulfed their empire. North of Skandza, the forests lie in perpetual snow and the tribes are fierce, less than human. ”

 “The Varg,” Charlotte whispered. 

 “Yes,” said the captain, “and beyond that an icy wasteland where, perhaps, the frozen cities of ancient Borea still lie. 

 “It took us a year to make one pier usable; to fight off the sea dragons and clear the growth of centuries from the stone. It took longer to build a ship. No one had done it before. But the prince had plans; Borean charts and scrolls, even artefacts, passed down through his family for generations. 

 “His ancestors lived in Kharis and rose to prominence under Borean patronage. They consolidated their position when the colonists abandoned Arkadia; living in the Borean governor’s palace and preserving some of the mysteries of the past. ”

 The captain paused, then began to give orders to the waiting crew. “That’s far enough, we don’t want to get too close to the reefs. Come about and see to the sails. Good. Now drop the nets. ”

 He turned back to Charlotte. “A little further out there are a series of reefs. They protect the bay from the larger monsters. Even if we could pass through them, the ship would be destroyed. This is as far as we can go. 

 “Still, these waters are dangerous enough. They swarm with creatures bigger than the Siren. We must catch our bounty quickly and be away. ”

 “Have you ever lost a man to the monsters? ” Charlotte asked apprehensively. 

 “The Siren is the fourth Arkadian ship to sail these waters. Of the crews of the previous three, only five men survive and I am the only one who still sails. As far as I know, I am the only man to have fallen into the ocean and lived. They say you have ten heartbeats. I was lucky to catch a rope before my time was up. ”

 Hylas looked into Charlotte’s frightened eyes. “Come, I want to show you something before we return. ”

 The captain led Charlotte below deck and they entered his private cabin. Looking around, she thought it a curious room to have on board a ship in such constant danger. 

 From an ornate cabinet, he produced a bottle of Arkadian wine and poured a generous goblet of the fine vintage for his guest. “From the prince’s own cellar,” he commented. 

 The cabin was small but opulent; the artistic masterpiece of an expert craftsman. Its dark wooden beams were intricately carved into long lines of intertwining naked bodies, linked together in elongated orgiastic chains that surrounded the room. The wood was richly polished so that the bodies shone and appeared to writhe with living passion. 

 Charlotte stared at them as they seemed to move, reminding her of the uninhibited decadence of the guests at the prince’s banquet the previous night. She imagined that whoever had carved these figures had avidly watched such scenes for inspiration but the artist had also introduced another theme. In amongst the twisting bodies, the serpentine forms of coiling sea dragons intertwined. 

 “Beautiful, isn’t it? ” the captain commented. 

 “Yes,” said Charlotte. 

 “It reminds me of the dangers that surge in the unfathomable deep; the monsters that wait to devour us. Our passions are like those dragons; seething below the surface. ”

 Charlotte knew that this was true. She thought about the previous night’s sexual adventure, when her own hidden desires had risen to the surface. It seemed to her that, just as the sea monsters in this world were no maritime myths, so the passions of its inhabitants had a more immediate and irrepressible ingress into everyday life. 

 A third of the cabin was taken up by a comfortable bed, lushly draped with expensive silks. Charlotte realised that her seduction by the captain was inevitable. He had no concept of the morals and strictures of a world in which she might refuse him. And she had succumbed wholly to the charms of a world in which passion was never repressed for long. Here lust pervaded life as the monsters thronged the sea and Charlotte was a ripe morsel waiting to be consumed. 

 Together they fell onto the bed, tasting the wine on each other’s lips and tugging at the restriction of their clothing. As the captain unlaced the strings of her bodice, Charlotte found herself impatient to be freed of all constraint and abandon herself to lust. 

 The bodice was finally pulled away and Hylas was able to see her succulent breasts. He put his mouth there, sucking on one of her firm nipples and she cradled his head and shivered with delight. Then he pulled away to remove his shirt and, as he did so, Charlotte lay back on the soft bed. 

 She cupped her breasts and kneaded their full roundness, tracing her finger around her wet nipple where his urgent mouth had been. She could feel desire building in her stomach, sensitising her erogenous zones and moistening her hungry sex. 

 The captain sat on the end of the bed, removing his boots and watching her wriggling with anticipation. When she realised that she was being appraised, Charlotte felt an even stronger desire to be held, caressed and penetrated. She pulled up her skirt and revealed herself to him, parting her legs slowly so that her soft, pink nether lips were drawn gently apart and the wet dew of her arousal glistened between them.



 He smiled down at her wanton exhibition, aching to touch her but waiting to prolong the tension and to see what she would do. Charlotte did not disappoint him. She reached down and began to rub herself, coating her fingers with delicious moisture and stroking her responsive bud blissfully. 

 She gasped with delight as a spasm of pleasure caused her body to tremble. She could see that he was enjoying her display and happily performed for him, lifting her hips and fingering herself deeply. She moaned gently, partly with her own gratification and partly to arouse him. 

 Despite the varied sexual adventures she had experienced since her arrival in Arkadia, this was the first time she had been alone with a man in an intimate situation and she longed for him to take her. Then he descended between her legs, his face pressed against her petite mound, licking the dew from her fingers as she drew them away to let him taste her delicate folds. 

 Hylas murmured appreciatively as he drank her sweet nectar and nibbled tenderly at her sexual flower. He licked her enthusiastically until her juices mingled with his saliva and dribbled between her buttocks and onto the bed. Charlotte revelled in the sensations that his nimble tongue engendered in her, but she could not wait to be more deeply fulfilled. 

 She reached for him, pulling him to her and he kissed her stomach, her breasts and her neck on the way to her eager mouth. Their tongues entwined, their mouths open and their breathing heavy. She tasted herself on his lips. 

 Once again he pulled away, standing to remove his trousers. As he did so, Charlotte slipped her skirt from its crumpled position around her waist and discarded it. 

 She still wore her boots, the leather cuffs and the simple necklace but otherwise she was completely naked. In this state she felt strangely powerful; a primitive fantasy, exuding a wild, instinctive sexuality. When the captain stood naked before her she marvelled at the splendour of his erection, delighted that he was so hard and full for her. 

 Charlotte reached out and cupped his yearning sac, drawing him towards her as she knelt on the bed. The sight and scent of him fired her sensual craving. His body was muscular and attractive, but scarred all across the left side and down his leg with deep gashes that attested to the healing of horrific wounds. He smelled of sweat and salt and wine and the sheer maleness of him had her licking desperately at his balls, sliding her tongue along his shaft and around the bulging head of his penis before taking him deeply in her mouth. 

 Gently at first but with increasing force, she simultaneously masturbated him and sucked at his erection. The sensation of his shaft filling her mouth and thrusting into her throat was not at all unpleasant and she tried to take him as deeply as she could, hungry for his seed. 

 But he was not intending to reward her so quickly and craved the warmth of her intimate embrace. He pushed her back onto the bed and came forward on top of her, his naked flesh pressed against hers. He crushed her breasts with his firm hands and bruised her lips with his insistent kiss and then, with a thrust of his hips, he sank his shaft into her depths. 

 Charlotte cried out as her filled her. The wet secretions of her lust had allowed him to penetrate her fully in one stroke but her tight sex was unused to such breaching and her pink lips stretched snugly around his manhood. 

 As he drew back she seemed to suckle him with her pussy, clinging fiercely to his slickened rod. Then he thrust again driving deeper and hurting her a little so that she cried out once more. As he began to plunge rhythmically in and out, the initial discomfort was drowned in sensual pleasure. 

 Charlotte lifted her hips to meet his pounding and with each stroke more liquid seeped from her ardent sex. Seeing that she was receptive to his forceful handling, he increased the pace of his movements and hooked one arm under her leg, raising it to allow for deeper penetration.



 Between each stroke, he now pulled fully out of her, loving the sensation of her tight lips around his sensitive head as he plunged back in. Her ravaged flower was drenched with delight. 

 He flipped her onto her stomach and entered her from behind. She felt renewed surges of delight as he took her in this way, clutching at her hips and driving his now aching rod furiously into her. The soft yielding pillow muffled her moans of ecstasy. 

 They could both feel their climaxes drawing near and as he desisted once more and knelt up she turned to see his bulging cock twitching as he struggled to control the desire for release. She came and took him in her mouth again, licking her shiny arousal from him until he had to push her away and fight down the first spasms of orgasm. 

 Now he lay back on the bed and she straddled him, gasping as she impaled herself to the full. With one hand, she began to rub at the centre of her delight and, inevitably, the joy of orgasm began to arise throughout her body. 

 She could not help but move on him and his cock began to spasm. He felt her juices running down over his balls and soaking into his pubic hair. He saw her lovely breasts bouncing above him and he thought of their position, below the waterline, surrounded by the unknown terrors of the deep. 

 Charlotte screamed when her climax came, drenching him with adoration as his penis spasmed again and again, squirting torrents of balm up into the warmth of her body. She could no longer bear to touch herself, so sensitive was the nub of her pleasure but the movement of his cock and the knowledge of his seed inside her brought a second shuddering peak to her passion. 

 At this, she fell forward and lay, breathless, on top of him. Gently, her little quivering cunt played out the subtle culmination of her orgasm, its delicate lips trembling around his contentedly shrinking member. 

 

***

 

 As the Siren returned to port, Hylas showed Charlotte the Borean charts that he kept on board. 

“These are copies of the ones in the prince’s collection,” he informed her. “The originals are too delicate and too valuable to be used. 

 “Here you can see the reefs I was telling you about and, here, the coast line. These settlements no longer exist but the bays and inlets are accurate. There’s no reason to think that this continent to the north, Hyperborea it’s called, did not really exist in ancient times when the weather was warmer and the ice was not yet triumphant. 

 “This is the prince’s goal,” the captain continued, pointing to a little triangle in the middle of the ocean beyond the reefs. “The island of Albion. It was an outpost of the ancient empire and a training ground for the Borean army. Who knows what arcane secrets might be found there? ”

 “So there’s more to these expeditions than fishing,” Charlotte commented. 

 “Of course! Though the monopoly in that market is a bonus and a useful cover for more subtle aims. ”Hylas seemed to have said enough and quickly changed the subject. “See how the artist has drawn a sea dragon right by the city of Kharis. ”

 Charlotte had noticed the decorative sea monsters on these charts and the ones she had seen on the shore but, while the Arkadian maps were embellished with fanciful creatures, these Borean charts were different. The pictures seemed more realistic, more accurate and, as she looked more closely, Charlotte began to understand that they were not imaginary beasts at all. 

 “This is an ichthyosaur,” she said, “a sort of marine reptile. And this one’s a plesiosaur. Yes, I’m sure of it; see how its limbs are fully-formed into paddles, not like the ones we saw on the docks. Now what are they called? ”

 Charlotte concentrated on remembering the names of prehistoric creatures. “Nothosaurs, that’s it, more primitive than the plesiosaurs and not quite as well adapted to life in the sea. ”She was enjoying showing off now. “The largest of the plesiosaurs are the pliosaur group, including liopleurodon which, they reckon, could grow up to twenty metres…”

 As if the ancient monsters had responded to their names, there was a sudden crash and the Siren lurched sideways. Charlotte was thrown to the floor of the cabin and her naked body was splashed with wine and shards of broken glass. Before she knew what was happening, the agile captain had leapt across her and was climbing the steps to the deck shouting orders as he went. 

 Without warning the ship was struck again, this time from underneath and the stern was thrust wholly from the water. The great beams of the hull creaked ominously as the front of the ship crashed down and submerged. It seemed for a moment that the Siren would plough straight to the bottom but, amazingly, she righted herself, a great wave sweeping the sailors at the prow into the sea. 

 The captain clung to the mast, shouting for the sail to be lashed in place but several men had been flung from the rigging and his orders were ignored. He rushed to the ship’s wheel and desperately tried to pilot the Siren towards the shore. 

 Charlotte emerged onto the deck just in time as the side of the cabin collapsed inward and the little room was flooded with water and debris. Men screamed in the ocean. Then another vast wave soaked the side of the ship as, from the depths, a monstrous head arose. A huge yellow eye glared coldly for a moment before incredible jaws opened and a sailor was plucked from the deck in a single bite. 

 As soon as it had arisen the kraken was gone; a black shadow beneath the waves. But now the waters around the Siren teemed with smaller but no less deadly creatures. The razor teeth of the slithering scavengers scythed through the flesh of their hapless victims and the sea boiled with blood and confusion. 

 The ship’s damaged prow now pointed towards the shore but she was sinking faster than she was making headway. Renewed screams from below confirmed that the serpentine killers had breached the hull. Bailing water would not be possible. 

 On the functioning pier a group of would-be rescuers waited, their pikes held at the ready. But the Siren was unlikely to make land and even then would be several piers down the shore from the dock. As Charlotte watched in horror, the terrible nothosaurs flopped from the ruined promontories and hungrily began to encircle the ship. 

 It was incredible that they were still afloat, so much of the Siren was now submerged. The decking began to splinter under their feet but everyone stood helpless, hoping for a miracle. 

 “We’re not going to make it,” Charlotte breathed. “Not unless we do something. ”

 With a terrible rending of wood, the mast lurched to an angle. The last remaining sailors gathered at the prow, hoping to come within jumping distance of the shore. With a shudder the central planks of the deck gave way, the mast began to split and the prow dropped to the level of the water. 

 Now the sailors battled scaly monsters with their bare hands. Some tried desperately to swim for the shore, disappearing in red whirlpools. Crimson water lapped at Charlotte’s feet. 

 Then she had an idea; a desperate, hopeless last chance. 

“The mast is breaking,” she shouted, as she caught hold of a free line of rigging and ran forward into the deepening flood. “Come on! ”Hylas grabbed a similar rope and ran to join her, heaving on the line as they stood knee-deep in foaming bloody brine. 

 They pulled with all their might at the weakened mast as the prow sank and the water rose up around their hips. Charlotte felt the slithering body of some horrible reptile against her leg and hurled herself into one last effort. With a thunderous bellow, the Siren came apart at the seams and, in that moment, the fractured mast split and fell. 

 Deadly splinters erupted into the air as the ship was torn to pieces and the great shaft toppled finally into the sea. There was another explosion of debris as the crow’s nest shattered against a ruined pier and then Charlotte and Hylas were swimming for their lives. 

 Ten heartbeats, Charlotte thought, as she kicked desperately and pulled herself along the rope which had guided the mast’s fall. Then she was tangled in the floating sail, half swimming, half pulling herself towards salvation. Sinister shadows gathered beneath her as she clambered free of the water. 

 “Charlotte,” the captain spluttered behind her and she turned to see him struggling to follow. Bravely, she reached down and pulled him onto the slippery mast beside her. They scrambled along its length as the ship slipped ever downward, threatening to drown the precarious bridge to the shore. When she reached the mast’s splintered end, Charlotte dived for the slimy stone pier. 

 As she jumped, the mast crashed away and she fell awkwardly onto the crumbling stone to lie, dazed and broken, in the rotting green slush of centurie old seaweed. She did not know where the captain was nor what abysmal fate awaited her as the reptilian monsters on the pier crawled purposefully towards her naked form. She struggled to rise but her body would not respond and her consciousness blurred as darkness engulfed her.






  




Hidden Depths

 

 In the treasure chamber of the House of Sard, Alvenoor Drax sat naked and corpulent on a golden throne. His fat feet rested on a heap of rubies and more great mounds of the precious gems lay scattered extravagantly around the room. They were not the only symbols of the prince’s enormous wealth, but he liked to have the red stones around him as a constant reminder of the bloody price of his obscene prosperity. 

 The slave trade had made him rich. He brought premium pleasure slaves from the southern states of Deshera and Khalkazar, from Gothique in the west and Scyth in the east and sold them at immense profit in the sophisticated markets of Arkadia. 

 Then he bought up the inevitable surplus that the Arkadian desire for beauty, novelty and skill produced and sold them on, through unscrupulous middle-men, to the appalling masters of the Vandalusian death trade. They would fade namelessly away, toiling in the Mines of Skarr, battling for their lives in the gladiatorial contests of the Pits of Doom or writhing helplessly on the grim altars of barbaric bestial gods. 

 Drax smiled at the thought of their suffering and revelled in his power. The young girl who now knelt before him, her delicate mouth violated by his dribbling misshapen member, had been snatched from just such a grisly altar; a gift for the far-off Arkadian master who provided a constant stream of victims for the blasphemous rites in exchange for steel and silver and the occasional pretty girl. 

 One day, Drax hoped, the malevolent gods of Vandalusia might rise up once more and lend their ferocious children the strength to conquer their Gothic overlords. Then a barbaric storm would descend on Arkadia and plunge the world into a nightmare of blood and cruelty where the sadistic passions he could now only furtively indulge would become the normal pleasures of the despotic elite. 




The prince smiled again and his gelatinous bulk quivered with sweaty palpitations as he filled the girl’s mouth with his sticky issue. This emission was followed by a squelching reverberation as a noisome stench escaped from his blubbery fundament. The poor maltreated girl had tears in her eyes but Drax paid her no further attention. “Speak,” he commanded. 

 Seneschal Yogg had been kneeling in his master’s presence for half an hour, waiting to deliver his report while the prince ignored him, concentrating on obscene imaginings and probing the orifices of his unfortunate prey. Yogg was a shrunken man, withered both by his own avarice and by the latent guilt inspired by the daily horrors he witnessed in his master’s house. His moral fibre had long ago been frayed by greed, leaving a pitiful, threadbare soul. 

 He spoke to the vast pink toad that squatted above him. “My most noble lord,” he began obsequiously, “I bring unfortunate news from the Ekklesia. 

 “In the matter of your private grievance against the slave-girl, the archons agree that the law is clear. You need only ask her master for justice and he will be honour bound, as an Arkadian citizen of good standing, to inflict just retribution upon her or else hand her over to the criminal court. ”

 “I will not ask that bastard for anything,” Drax spluttered, “as well you know. ”

 “My lord, Prince Kallinikos and his procurer, Count Laisax, know this and use it to their advantage. The girl, it seems, will escape punishment. ”

 Drax had known that this would be the case. Had he harboured any hope of winning the argument he would have gone in person to the Ekklesia. Facing only further ridicule, he preferred to brood alone amongst his ill-gotten wealth. 

 “And the southern issue,” he enquired, “what news of that? ”

 “My lord, the debate rages on. Prince Evander, as you know, claims that Kallinikos has broken the law by enslaving Arkadians but most of the other princes side with the Sapphirian faction. ”



Arkadian law, which was derived from the earlier laws of the city-state of Kharis, allowed a conqueror to take any defeated people as slaves. When the laws were written, they fuelled the conquest of nearby provinces which built Arkadia into a mighty nation. After that, it had been assumed that conquests would only take place in foreign lands. 

 Now Kallinikos had begun to capture slaves from defeated villages in the hills of southern Arkadia, an act which had not taken place since the area had been an independent province. While not infringing the letter of the law, it was clearly an act of dubious legality. It infuriated those wealthy Arkadians with land or interests in the south and, for many, it seemed to threaten the inalienable rights of Arkadian citizenship. 

 “Greed binds them to him,” Drax commented. Many of the princes relied on their links with the Sapphire Palace for their wealth and could not risk defying Kallinikos. Others were persuaded that the benefits of citizenship could only really be applied to sophisticated city-dwellers and that the law did not apply in the distant backwaters of the south. 

 “Still, Kallinikos risks much with his strategy. ”There was enough opposition to the move to seriously damage the prince’s interests. “There must be more to it than expanding the slave trade. Consult with our spies and our seers. Find out what the bastard is planning. ”

 “Yes, my lord. ”Yogg crawled thankfully away, glad to be escaping from his repulsive master’s presence. 

 Drax grinned at the thought of foiling one of Kallinikos’ schemes. He shouted after his seneschal. “And send another girl to me. A young one; plump and fearful. ”He would wait patiently to take his revenge and, while he waited, he would continue to wallow in secret, sinister depravity. 

 

***

 



 Thul, son of Tharg, pulled his enormous penis from the pink depths of an attractive slave-girl. She sighed with relief as her gaping cleft began to relax. In the three years she had spent ministering to the needs of Prince Kallinikos’ guests, she had never encountered such a well-endowed male. 

 Her friend, a buxom blonde who often shared her bed and her lovers, now struggled to take the huge member into her mouth. In the end she had to settle for licking it all over, tasting the shiny dew of her companion’s arousal. 

 A third girl reclined nearby, amongst the luxurious cushions strewn across a bed big enough to accommodate the orgiastic undulations of at least ten people. She rubbed herself intimately, teasing juice from her slit by pleasuring her throbbing clitoris and wondering how well she would cope with the size of the barbarian’s manhood. 

 Suddenly, the door opened and another man entered, his brow furrowed with anger and his face flushed with drinking. 

“My lord,” he began, ignoring the girls and speaking in the guttural language of the northern steppes, “we must speak. ”

 “Very well,” Thul replied, “but I must get my cock into that one while she’s wet or it’ll never fit. ”With that he grabbed the masturbating girl by the wrist and pulled her across the bed. She lay before him and spread her legs obediently, resting her head in another girl’s lap and gently pulling apart her nether lips to display the tight aperture between. 

 “Take that one for yourself,” Thul continued, “her cunt is sweet. ”

 The second man sat on the bed and began to remove his boots but his anger was in no way diminished. “There has been more fighting today, my lord,” he said. 

 Thul did not reply, the bulbous head of his massive organ was pressed painfully against the girl’s inadequate opening and he struggled to penetrate her. The more experienced girl caressed his victim’s head, stroking her hair reassuringly.



 “The men are tired of the city. Their days here are full of indolence. They want to ride wild horses with the icy wind in their hair. They want to fight wolves and bears and creodonts. They want the women of our homeland that cannot be taken without a fight. These girls are all delicate flowers and their cunts are available at a word. Life here is too easy. ”

 The young girl screamed as the head of Thul’s manhood tore into her. “Some of the pleasures here are not so bad,” he said. 

 “I agree,” the second warrior nodded, removing his leather trousers to reveal a burgeoning rod almost as huge as Thul’s. “But we cannot stay here much longer. Who will protect our lands from the Varg? ”

 “Listen, Grum. With Arkadian help we could crush the Varg,” Thul replied. 

 “I’m not so sure. Why would the Arkadians come so far north? Why would they ally themselves with us at all? ”

 “We are great warriors,” Thul roared and, as if to emphasise his point, he thrust his weapon mercilessly into the girl. 

 “Yes, but we are not mercenaries to be bought like Skandzan dogs. ”Grum let the slave take his cock in her mouth. “Look around you at this luxury. What does this prince really have to gain from trade with us? Why does he want us to enter into this treaty if not to fight for him? ”

 Thul had found his rhythm now and, with each stab of his mighty shaft, the girl gasped as he thrust deeper inside her. At first, her cries were of pain and tears welled in her eyes but, as the assault went on, she began to find herself moaning more with pleasure than discomfort and she lifted her hips to meet his strokes. The barbarian squeezed her ample breasts. 

 “The prince has no enemies,” Thul panted. 

 Grum pulled out of the girl’s mouth and pushed her face down on the bed. Despite his prodigious size, he was able to enter her easily from behind. “You have loosened this one up,” he commented before returning to the subject. “For a man with no enemies he maintains quite an army. How many men in the Sapphirian Guard? ”

 “Forty-eight,” Thul replied, withdrawing briefly from the ravaged flower he had cleaved open and flipping the girl onto her stomach so that the two slaves lay parallel on the bed. 

 “And how many ordinary soldiers? ”

 “I don’t know. Four-hundred? ”

 The two men plunged vigorously into the sore but satisfied havens of the willing slave-girls who now made the appreciative noises of women whose passions were building to a climax. The two hard rods grew firmer still and an aching tension gripped their full sacs. 

 “What about the Skandzans? ” Grum gasped, as his shaft began to twitch with anticipation. 

 “The mercenaries outnumber the Arkadians. ”Thul grabbed the third girl by the hair and pulled her towards him as his own climax began to build. He shoved her between her companions where she lay submissively on her back, the opposite way up to her friends with her head between their hips. 

 The ravaged slave-girls moaned and screamed as their orgasms came together and they drenched the pulsing clubs that filled them. The girl in the middle closed her eyes and opened her mouth as wide as she could. 

 As it began to spasm, Grum pulled his shaft from the red tunnel it had created and a great spurt of cream splashed over the girl’s naked buttocks. He turned and aimed the second surge into the open waiting mouth which was almost filled and then overflowed as another gush of sticky sperm splattered forth. His balls continued to pulse, their issue dripping onto the girl’s breasts. 

 With a great roar, Thul pulled out his pulsating monster. He had battered the young girl’s petite slit into a gaping wet cavern, slick with moist arousal. His cock quivered massively and then a torrent of sperm burst forth, wave after wave of thick spurts drenching the waiting girl’s face and hair, filling her mouth again and again as she swallowed great gulps of the creamy flood.



 The men grasped their members and jerked out the last squirts from the depths of their balls, coating the girl’s face, neck and breasts, saturating her hair and splattering as far as her stomach. 

 “We are indeed great warriors,” Grum finally commented. “But you take my point, my lord. ”

 “I do. This prince is preparing for war. ”

 The two men moved away from the bed, to pour great flagons of wine from a pitcher on a nearby table. “Our stay here is at an end. We cannot be the pawns of a foreign ruler, especially if he seeks to betray us,” said Thul. As he did so, they turned to look at the slave-girls. They were playing stickily in the slick mess of ejaculate; rubbing it over each others’ breasts and licking it from each others’ faces, even masturbating it into their drenched flowers. 

 “Let us make the most of the pleasures of Arkadia today,” said Thul, “for tomorrow I will confront our host. ”

 

***

 

 Alita of Triste had never known love before. But, from the moment she had seen Charlotte, she had been filled with a desperate longing that constantly threatened to brim over into hot lust. She had not hoped that her feelings would be reciprocated; lowly chamber slave that she was. But now her joy knew no bounds. 

 The thrill of their passion still tingled in Alita’s flesh. She clutched the little shard that had brought immaculate tears to her eyes the night before and won the heart of her new lover. She had already cut her thumb once today; the exquisite pain producing a single ruby droplet and a moment of intense clarity like a pristine, secret orgasm. A further thrill came from the fact that she was boldly breaking the rules of the palace hierarchy by lying naked without permission on her mistress’ bed. 

 Just as Alita was reaching down to touch the pink petals of her perfect slit and indulge her illicit passion, the door to Charlotte’s chamber was flung open and she was forced to leap from the bed and cower on her knees in a corner. Palace guards threw open the bedroom door and crashed into the room, followed by an old woman in the black dress of an Arkadian medicine witch. Two more guards came after them and, to Alita’s distress, they carried in their arms the battered body of her wounded mistress. 

 They laid Charlotte on the bed; naked and unconscious. The woman moved closer, mumbling incoherently and drawing from a leather bag the curious implements of her trade. She made mysterious passes over the prone body with a piece of twisted wood and laid out on a table a multitude of little bottles and scented bags of dried herbs. Alita cowered in fear while she went about her business. 

 Finally, the witch beckoned the girl towards the bed and whispered disconcertingly to her. Alita shuddered at the closer sight of her gnarled face and the dreadful look in her bloodshot eyes. At length, the woman seemed to feel that her job was done and cackled briefly before heading towards the door. 

 When the Arkadian soldiers and the fearsome muttering crone had gone, Alita was left with strict instructions and a plethora of unusual remedies and curious potions. Charlotte still lay on the bed; seemingly lifeless. 

 The slave-girl blinked away her tears and busied herself washing her mistress’ naked body. With a soft wet cloth, she wiped away the green slime of the sea, the salty dust of the docks and the dried blood of little wounds. 

 Charlotte’s chest barely moved with breathing but her expression was calm. Alita gazed at her vulnerable loveliness and was moved once more to tears. At a whim, she took a vial of emerald medicine and let the crystal droplets fall into it. Then she touched the vial to Charlotte’s lips, letting the elixir drip into her delicate mouth. 

 She dared not kiss her mistress there and taste the magical juice but instead she kissed her neck; gently, like an insubstantial breeze. Down across Charlotte’s pale throat Alita’s kisses fell until her face was at her breasts and her tongue caressed their pink nipples. 

 There was a slight intake of breath, almost imperceptible, but the little buds hardened in sensual reaction. Alita moved on, kissing Charlotte’s stomach and then her thighs, eliciting a sigh from her unconscious lover. Charlotte’s legs were slightly parted and the slave-girl could not resist the half-imagined invitation that represented. 

 In the dark of the abyss, a light appeared; an eerie green glow that suffused the watery depths and illuminated the myriad serpentine forms that swarmed within. Amongst the twisting coils, Charlotte tried to struggle but a terrible apathy drained her strength and she could only acquiesce to the tugging of the scaly tentacles that slithered about her body. 

 As the light grew brighter, the sharp-toothed maws that waited to devour her seemed to recede and the visceral forms that writhed around her slowly transformed. Where the monstrous dragons had entwined her in their embrace, she now found herself caressed by the webbed limbs of submarine mermaids. Their elongated tails still twisted about her flesh while their delicate hands explored her body. 

 The faces of the sirens could only be glimpsed momentarily as they darted in the watery gulf, their long hair fanning out like the fronds of oceanic flora. Nonetheless, Charlotte was entranced by their strange beauty and aroused by their sensual attentions. 

 Gradually, it seemed, she was being drawn upwards; urged from the cold depths by the delightful caresses and urgent tugging of the lovely creatures. As she rose, the light shimmered from green to blue and finally to a golden effulgence. Warmth returned to her numbed flesh and she began to feel her heart beating. 

As the temperature increased with the speed of her rising, the attentions of the mermaids became ever more fervent and Charlotte felt the delicious pleasure of their intimate caresses. Between her legs a delightful longing responded to the wet probing of her secrets. 

 She was drawn ever more quickly upwards until finally, climactically, the surface was breached and Charlotte splashed forth from the watery abyss. The sunlight bathed her, shining silver on the flood of rivulets that cascaded over her naked form. 

 The release came upon her with a burst of emotion. A shuddering sexual relief flooded her aching body. She was freed from the abyss; no longer drowning, no longer helpless amongst the denizens of the deep. 

 Charlotte drew in a great breath of fresh air and, blinking, she opened her eyes. She was bewildered, lost and disorientated but she was alive and safe and far from the sea. She sat up and Alita, whose mouth tasted of arousal, of secrets and of the deep, looked up at her and smiled. Charlotte smiled back; weak from her ordeal but curious now and drenched with lust.






  




A Cure And A Poison

 

 Charlotte had healed miraculously overnight. In the morning she felt weak but no longer suffered the pain of her injuries. The witch’s medicines were remarkably effective; revitalising her body and soothing away the marks of her wounds. It seemed that she would recover unscarred. 

 By mid-morning, however, she was restless; bored with lying in bed and uncomfortably aware of the need to make a visit to the bathroom. Throwing back the covers, she pulled herself to the edge of the bed and tentatively struggled to rise. 

 Her legs began to tremble with the effort of simply standing and the task of walking to the next room left her exhausted. By the time she had relieved herself and returned to the bedroom, her muscles ached terribly. 

 Charlotte made one final effort to stumble to the desk and return with one of the books that lay there. She collapsed onto the soft bed once more, panting from the exertion. For a moment she lacked the strength even to lift the weighty tome. 

 All morning she had worried about the fate of Captain Hylas. Since the shipwreck, she had seen no one but Alita who had been able to tell her nothing of his fate. Now, even her slave-girl was away attending to other chores and she was alone with her anxiety. 

 Worse still was the imagery that flooded her mind when she thought of the rest of the crew. For the first time since her strange adventure began, she had seen the stark reality of death. This was not a world free of cares; its beauty and grandeur were balanced by suffering and horror. And these terrors were no less real than in the world from whence she came. 

 Charlotte stared at the cover of the book. The strange runes seemed like no letters she had ever seen before. But she remembered her vision in the Great Hall, when her mind had swum with the narcotic effects of the aphrodisiac smoke, and she knew that they could be deciphered. 

 The key to their understanding was simple; each symbol represented a letter of the English language and Charlotte had soon translated the title by a process of trial and error. 

 “The Erotic Mythology: A Collection of Ancient Tales. Compiled by Prince Kallinikos the Second. ”

 The name of the book’s editor sparked her interest. The prince’s ancestor had obviously been a man of literary pretensions. Charlotte wondered whether the current prince had similar interests. 

 Remembering Alita’s instructions, she took a sip from the vial of sweet green elixir that stood on a table near at hand. Amazingly, as soon as she did so, she felt a renewed vigour permeate her body. She sighed with satisfaction at the pleasurable sensation, snuggled down into the comfortable bed and began to read. 

 

***

 

 High in the western tower of the Sapphire Palace, the governess’ private rooms overlooked the fantastic vistas of northern Arkadia. To the north and west, the turquoise-blue of the sea merged seamlessly into the azure of the sky. To the east, the inscrutable forest stretched far into the distance; the tops of the trees forming an undulating mass of lush green foliage splashed here and there with red and gold. 

 To the south, the fabulous towers and minarets of the city of Kharis shimmered resplendent in the sunlight. Between them lay the smaller buildings, huddled together; quaint and inviting. 

 On a clear day, it was possible to see beyond the city to the rolling fields of Arkadia’s prosperous farms. Rural villas dotted the patchwork landscape. Time-worn tracks wound their way towards far-flung villages of thatched huts and wooden halls. At the distant horizon the southern hills began to rise; ancient, enduring and serene. 

 Although she found herself in a room with an excellent view, Allura could see nothing of the beautiful landscape. The windows of the governess’ ornate bedroom could be flung open like doors and accessed a charming balcony where breakfast could be taken as the sun rose magnificent and warm in the east. But in the adjacent bondage chamber, where the slave-girl languished, the tiny pointed windows were obscured from Allura’s gaze. 

 Instead, she stared at the floor; counting the tiny cracks in the grey flagstone beneath her and trying to ignore the dull but persistent pain in her aching limbs. 

 Allura was suspended in exquisite bondage. Around each of her ankles, a leather cuff was strapped tightly. Between these a metal bar was attached, ensuring that her legs remained spread to their fullest extent. Naked as she was, this revealed the perfect simplicity of her virgin sex and the tiny puckered aperture of her inviolate anus. 

 Her legs rested on a long wooden bar which extended from a bracket on the wall. It was triangular in cross-section with a sharp edge uppermost so that her shins, which pressed against it with all her weight and that of the spreader bar, were bruised prettily by the pressure. 

 Her arms stretched out at right angles to her body and similar cuffs surrounded her wrists. These were attached to long chains which descended from the ceiling and held her suspended in mid air. 

 For a while, she had been able to support her body weight by tensing the muscles in her arms. But now she had tired and let her body drop; her breasts pendant, her shoulders pulled painfully back and her head hanging limply from her sore neck. 

 The governess entered the bondage chamber in sinister silence. She approached the blonde girl with predatory stealth. Allura’s body jerked with shock at the sudden sensation of breath on her ear and the sound of the woman’s velvet tones whispering lasciviously. 

 “Pretty thing, all alone, waiting and waiting. Suffering, yes, but not enough. Not enough to satisfy me, my slave. My innocent one. My virgin slut. 

 “Not enough to make you grow. But grow you will; cold and alone. A little seed you are. And suffering is what you need to make you blossom, little flower. ”

 Allura hung limp, like a broken doll. “Have your arms tired, my little one? ” the governess asked. The blonde girl had pulled muscles in her shoulders and her neck. There was no strength left in her upper body. Her arms felt numb. 

 “Let me see if I can renew your strength,” said her tormentor. 

 She moved to a corner of the room where a tall wooden stand was situated. From its flat surface, she removed a carven bowl of herbs, a purple crystal and the skull of a small rodent. These she placed carefully on a shelf nearby. Then she returned to Allura, bringing the stand with her. 

 The governess placed the spindly fixture beneath the girl’s chest, balancing its four long legs on the uneven floor. Then she fetched something from a table on the other side of the room. It was a wide, shallow dish of burnished bronze which she placed on the tiny table-top. 

 In the dish was a mass of green stems and leaves, the cuttings of a certain plant that grew at the edge of the forest. By means of a little lever attached to a miniature wheel, the governess was able to raise or lower the height of the stand. As she began to turn the knob, the dish was raised higher in the air and the foliage came closer to Allura’s delicate, pendulous breasts. 

Allura’s eyes were closed and she was close to unconsciousness. The pain in her arms and legs, her aching back and her stiff neck had all merged into a dull throbbing. Her senses swam in an abyss of muted torment. 

 Suddenly, an electric jolt stabbed through her. A blaze of anguish thrilled her body as she spasmed in unbearable torment. Her muscles clenched with new-found vigour and her body was raised up once more. 

 Only when she opened her eyes did she realise that she had lifted herself, shock tearing away her resigned weakness. Only when the initial ravaging that seemed to course through her whole body subsided could she begin to ascertain the source of her pain. Now the nipple of her left breast burned white hot and brought searing tears to her eyes. 

 “It will help you to grow strong,” laughed the governess as she gave the lever one final half turn and moved around behind her victim. 

 Allura’s arms were weakening once more but she knew that, if she faltered, the tips of her breasts would be plunged into the stinging foliage that lay beneath her. The left side of her torso was still shuddering with the terrible fire induced by only the slightest touch and on the side of her nipple a little white sting mark was surrounded by a pink blemish that covered half her breast. 

 The governess smiled mischievously and poured herself a drink from an elaborate bottle of amber fluid. She began to remove her clothes; slowly, enjoying the sensation of denuding herself. She shook her oceanic hair and admired herself in the full-length mirror that stood by the opposite wall. Stripped of all but the shield that constantly adorned her upper arm, she was beautiful but terrible; an inhuman temptress, a luscious demon. 

 The domina lay nearby and she took it up reverently. Gently, she kissed the leather strap; her pink tongue flicking out as if to taste for a brief moment the suffering of its former victims. Then she turned to her current prey and struck at the wretched slave-girl’s pure white buttocks. 

 Allura let out a pitiful moan and her biceps tensed even further but she did not drop. Her pretty face was screwed up in desperation as the second blow caught her even more harshly than the first. Then the rhythm of her beating began in earnest and she responded with a lamentable whimpering. 

 The girl’s tender bottom and firm thighs were reddened by the strap but still she clung on, her fingernails digging into the palms of her hands. The governess beat her harder, raining down blows with the domina wielded in her right hand and frigging herself frantically with her left. 

 Allura was panting, almost too breathless to scream, drawn out to the edge of her endurance. The governess paused and eased her fingers from her warm wet slit. She licked the intimate moisture from them as she placed the domina down for a moment and then took a sip of her warming alcoholic drink. 

 She was smiling mercilessly. “You see,” she said, “you have found your inner strength. Now let us test your resolve. ”A cryptic expression crossed her face as she whispered, half to herself, “Life is the cruellest mistress. ”Putting down her drink, she picked up the domina and swung it in a sweeping arc with tremendous force. 

 Allura screamed as the terrible blow landed. The leather strap slapped directly onto the lips of her open sex with a stinging pain that snatched the breath from her and reverberated through her entire body. Despite its intimacy, the strike was far too violent to carry any pleasure. 

 Her aching arms gave way at last and she fell forward, wrenching her shoulders back and plunging her breasts into the dish of strange flora. The torture was indescribable, transcending anything she had felt before. She thrashed wildly, shockingly, driven close to madness. 

 There was no defiance in her writhing, no coherence at all; she had lost her understanding of anything but the pain and she moved as if suffering a terrible seizure. As she jerked and struggled, her breasts brushed again and again against the dreadful leaves and with each spasm further contact brought more incredible agony. 

 The governess watched the girl’s frightful dance of distress appreciatively. Her thighs were wet with lust as her fingers moved expertly between them. 

 Finally, she released a lever on the wall and the chains attached to Allura’s wrists were shortened by a counterweight, pulling her free of the leaves. The girl was delirious from the pain and moaned incoherently as she hung, helpless, in the air. Her breasts were abnormally swollen and covered with raised white lesions where the stinging fibres that coated the plants had come into contact with her flesh. 

 The rest of her chest was bright red and began to seethe with an unbearable itching as the peak of the stabbing pains was passed. Her bloated nipples ached intolerably. It seemed certain that she would pass out.



 But the governess had not chosen the cruel plants solely for their terrible sting. Allura could feel an unnatural throbbing in her breasts which seemed ready to burst as the poison from the plant’s leaves entered her through the skin. Her heart beat wildly and pumped the vegetable toxin around her body. 

 All of a sudden, her head swam with the effects of the plant extract that flooded her bloodstream. Her mind seemed at once totally clear and yet utterly detached. She witnessed the pain in her flesh and the curious invasion of her body as if they were happening to someone else. She even smiled. 

 Allura felt strangely powerful, liberated; as though she were freed of all worldly cares. The torture her body had undergone paled into insignificance and seemed a small price to pay for the joy of release. She was filled with a renewed strength and could easily raise herself up once more. 

 She felt that, should she wish to, she could tear the chains that bound her from the ceiling and free herself in an instant. But she had no desire to do so, only to revel in her new-found ecstasy and to be pleasured with a renewed assault from the lash. 

 As if reading the mind of her victim, the governess began to rain down more blows with the domina, striking at Allura’s buttocks and thighs but also with increasing frequency and force between her legs at her most sensitive parts. This excited the girl passionately and now she moved with sensual response to each thrilling crack of the leather strap. 

 She began to burn up with lust, her detached perspective allowing her to enjoy her punishment and, at the same time, share in the pleasure of witnessing her pain. The more it hurt, the more she began to laugh and beg for harsher treatment and the more rushes of pleasure took her breath away as the poison coursed through her veins. 

 Between her legs, Allura’s arousal dripped in wet torrents from her tender haven. It formed a pool on the floor and was flicked liberally around the room by the tip of the domina. Throughout her beating she continued to drip wantonly with pleasure. The governess thrashed her unflaggingly until her arm began to tire. 

 Eventually the marvellous effects of the toxin began to dissipate and Allura was left with the strange feeling that she had betrayed herself. The poison left her body ravaged; her joints and muscles stiffer than ever, her breasts engorged and inflamed, her legs and buttocks terribly bruised. 

 She felt nauseous, humiliated, racked with despair and, worst of all, more than she wanted to escape or to drown in sorrow, she wanted to feel once more the joyous peak of her ecstatic suffering. She wept, but not from the pain, and the governess looked on; cold and silent and sated by her triumph. 

 

***

 

 By mid-afternoon, Charlotte was fully recovered. At least, the physical evidence of her ordeal was no longer evident. Liberal doses of curious elixirs had restored her strength and filled her with an unusual vitality. None of the tiredness that had plagued her morning remained. 

 Scented balms had healed away her wounds without scarring. She had bathed luxuriously in the great wooden tub and washed her lustrous hair. Alita had helped her pick out a beautiful dress to wear the next day but now she sat naked in a comfortable chair. She was surprised how quickly she had come to accept nudity, even in company, as quite commonplace and entirely natural. 

 The slave-girl finished weaving a plait into her mistress’ locks and knelt beside her. “Thank you,” said Charlotte appreciatively. 

 She had been regaling the girl with tales of the Arkadian past gleaned from her morning of resting and reading. They had talked of the prince’s ancestor, Kal the Wanderer, who had reputedly founded the city of Kharis as a tiny village. 

 Kal was a noble prince, exiled by his usurping step-brother from a tribe of nomadic warriors far to the east. Leading a small band of fugitive knights, he had ventured into the uncharted forest in search of a new land in which to establish his kingdom. 

 After a series of epic adventures, the men had emerged from the trees into a landscape of rolling hills and fertile pastures. As they did so, they caught sight of a group of nymphs bathing in a pool. These gorgeous creatures, apparently tired of the lesbian lifestyle described in explicit detail by the author, welcomed the men with open arms. 

 Love blossomed and the wandering knights settled in the new land to found their tiny kingdom. Such was the virility of the men and the insatiability of the nymphs that the community was a complete success. Kharis was born. 

 Charlotte now recognised the scene from the tapestry she had noticed when she first arrived at the Sapphire Palace. She smiled as she remembered how the author of the tale had pointed out that the beauty of Arkadian women and their passionate natures were easily understood by their descent from nymphs. She thought of Lisha, with her lustful magnetism, and could well believe that the tale was true. 

 Charlotte considered beginning another story. Perhaps the legend of how Kal’s son, Kalin the Conqueror, lost his virginity to the witches of Mount Moria or the tale of princess Astraea, who seduced the King of Khadiz. But as she began to speak, there was a knock at the door. 

 Alita spoke to the messenger and returned to bring Charlotte the news that she was summoned to the prince’s private chambers. She had no choice but to go. Fully recovered as she was, she could hardly refuse and besides she was desperate for news of the captain. 

 With only an hour to prepare before an escort was due to arrive, the girls had little time to speculate on the prince’s motives. Charlotte tried to calm her nerves while Alita searched for suitable attire for her mistress. 

 Eventually, their preparations were complete. Charlotte had managed to compose herself and was just taking another swig of the marvellous green potion when a second knock at the door announced the arrival of a considerable escort of Sapphirian Guards. She kissed Alita passionately on her pretty mouth and went with the fearsome but courteous men. 

 The prince’s rooms lay at the back of the palace in a luxurious raised edifice that was part of the original ancient structure. To get to them, Charlotte and the guards had to walk through much of the rest of the building. As she passed the entrance to the west tower, she could hear the sound of pitiful shrieks emanating from high above her. 

 She did not have time to conjecture on the origin of the terrible screams as she hurried on towards her meeting with the prince. But she spared a thought for the poor girl who was clearly suffering so that another might indulge in sexual decadence. 

 As Charlotte passed below, the governess, wearing thick leather gauntlets, used a single green leaf to stroke the open lips of Allura’s virgin sex.






  




The Caress Of The Rose

 

 Arkadia had no single royal family. It was ruled, at least in theory, by the decisions of the Ekklesia; an unelected parliament of prominent land-owners and wealthy merchants. Over the years, however, certain families had come to dominate the political and financial institutions of the capital city and their longevity had given them a sort of legitimacy in the eyes of Arkadian citizens. 

 The rulers of these noble houses were referred to as princes and were accorded essentially royal status. Each of the princes held sway over a number of factions within the Ekklesia and thus exercised enormous amounts of power. Their wealth and position allowed them to maintain well equipped companies of supporters that amounted to private armies. 

 Finding themselves free of censure and virtually above the law, some princes took their civic duties more seriously than others. For some, the glory of Kharis and the destiny of Arkadia were of paramount importance. Others were concerned solely with their own economic power. All had developed bitter rivalries and plotted constantly to gain advantage at the expense of their counterparts. 

 Prince Kallinikos the Sixth had plotted more effectively than most and maintained his family’s position as the richest dynasty in Arkadia. The splendour of the Sapphire Palace was a powerful symbol of their enduring, ancient prosperity. But, as he sat in the most luxuriously appointed part of that palace, he was considering schemes more daring and elaborate than anything he had previously ventured. Schemes that would change the world. 

 When Charlotte and her guards arrived at the prince’s private rooms, she felt a nervous excitement that threatened to overwhelm her. Despite her trepidation, however, there was to be no turning back. The entrance lay before her and she was forced to proceed alone. 

 As she did so, Charlotte entered a room so vast and filled with wonders that she was almost overcome with awe. She stood transfixed, unable to take it all in. 

 The floor, which stretched endlessly before her, was of pure white marble, inlaid with rivulets of shimmering gold that seemed to flow like liquid across its great expanse. Covering it here and there were intricately woven rugs with floral designs, piled high with silk cushions, on which beautiful women lounged nonchalantly, their gorgeous nudity draped in sapphires and pearls. 

 To her left, a substantial pool, lined with slabs of rose quartz, was sunk into the floor and, in it, young girls cavorted playfully, ducking into the warm water to retrieve emeralds of considerable size. At the edge of the water, a raven-haired temptress received oral pleasure from one of the bathers who stood submerged in the balmy liquid, its surface lapping against her erect nipples. 

 Beyond the pool were more groups of charming nymphs, engaged in conversation or sipping from burnished goblets of fine Arkadian wine. Some were draped provocatively in wisps of colourful silk, others wore nothing but jewels. Lissom slave-girls moved amongst them, offering fruit or sweetmeats and replenishing their cups. 

 On the far wall hung paintings of the fantastic landscapes of faraway realms. Before one of the rural scenes an elegant woman pointed out some details of the artist’s skill to three equally stunning companions. She indicated certain brush strokes with the domina in her hand, holding her audience’s rapt attention. 

 Charlotte wondered how they could not be distracted from the beauty of the painting by the more mesmerising loveliness of their instructor. She wore striking boots of tanned red leather, secured with black laces that rose the full length of the split seam from ankle to inner thigh and drew the eye upward to her denuded haven. Charlotte could only see her face in profile but marvelled at the lustre of her long auburn hair and the sumptuous perfection of her naked buttocks. 

 Drawing her appreciative gaze from this scene, she turned to her right where she beheld even more naked and voluptuous female flesh. Here, there was more playful lust on display and a myriad girls entwined amongst the silks and satins of their comfortable surroundings. Everywhere, couples, threesomes and larger groups writhed and sighed together in languid lesbian ecstasy. Charlotte could not help but be aroused at the sight, her nervous excitement melting into hot desire. 

 Further from her, a girl played gentle music on a set of reed pipes. The tuneful lullabies of the Arkadian countryside melded seamlessly with the delightful sounds of feminine lovemaking to conjure a melodious air of freedom. 

 Charlotte was thankful that Alita had picked out suitable attire for her, even though she had been sceptical of the girl’s choice when it had first been suggested. She wore black leather boots that gleamed from the polishing Alita had lovingly bestowed upon them. At her waist was a belt of golden disks which sat on her hips and drew attention to her enviable figure and her naked charms. Around her neck she wore a wide collar of gold and onyx from beneath which her firm breasts jutted proudly forward. 

 Charlotte’s wrists were encircled by black leather cuffs, attached to which were golden rings. Her hair, which fell down her back in a mass of luxuriant ringlets and plaits, was held back from her face by a golden band, decorated with tiny wings. Her eyes were blackened with kohl and her lips were reddened with the juice of sweet berries. 

 Before her, on the other side of the room, a series of marble steps led up to a raised dais; a platform almost as expansive as the lower part of the space. Charlotte headed towards this area, assuming that the prince would wish to look down appreciatively on his enchanting entourage. As she walked among the groups of luscious revellers, some beckoned her towards them, others reached out to stroke her as she passed and she tingled with nervous temptation. 

 At the foot of the steps, a pretty slave-girl offered her a goblet of wine which she accepted gratefully and then began to climb. As she neared the top, the next level of the prince’s decadent accommodation came into view. In front of her was a large stone table on which numerous scrolls were laid out, held open by goblets and platters of fruit. 

 Some way beyond the table, the prince himself sat awaiting her on his opulent throne. He lounged nonchalantly in a purple robe, open to the waist and trimmed with brocade. He wore a wreath of vine leaves in his hair. 

 At the foot of the throne, a score of naked slave-girls had congregated. Those nearest to the prince crowded close on their knees to kiss his leather boots, displaying in the process a row of delectable rears. These, in turn, were licked enthusiastically by the girls behind them. Those furthest from the prince either struggled to get closer or had turned to kissing and caressing each other. 

 Behind the throne was the largest bed Charlotte had ever seen, its vast canopy like a red velvet marquee forming a stunning backdrop to the room and stretching out enormous crimson wings that reached up to the ceiling. In amongst the deep expanse of cushions and pillows and silks another dozen girls cavorted. 

 “Ah, you are here,” said the prince, rising from his seat and causing the mass of naked bodies to part before him. “I have been looking forward to your arrival. ”

 Remembering her training, Charlotte dropped immediately to her knees but the prince caught her arm and raised her up. “No, no,” he said. “Tonight you are my guest. ”He kissed her hand gently and then stepped back to admire her beauty. 

 “You look lovely,” he commented, “a veritable Astraea. ”Charlotte recognised the name immediately from the “Erotic Mythology”. “Have you come to seduce me and bring doom to my realm? ”

 “You are not the King of Khadiz,” Charlotte observed. “Nor am I a princess. And it seems that you have more than enough distractions here to render my charms unnecessary. ”

 “Ah, then you appreciate my delicious damsels. ”Kallinikos took Charlotte by the shoulder and turned her to face the room. Together they looked down on the boundless scenes of decadence unfolding below them. Slave-girls crowded around their feet, some now licking at the heels of Charlotte’s boots. “Let me show you the new highlight of my collection,” said the prince. 

 He led her down the steps at the side of the dais to a spacious gilded cage by the wall. There were sighs of disappointment from the submissive slaves as the couple left them behind. 

 Charlotte immediately recognised the occupant of the cage. “Are they true, the stories of the Vanamor? ” she asked, remembering Alita’s whispered tales. “And has no one ever captured one before? ”

 “Who can say? ” the prince replied, the look on his face betraying his surprise at Charlotte’s questions. “She is certainly wild and dangerous. ”

 “She can’t be,” Charlotte protested, looking at the little blonde girl in the cage. The Vanamor stared back with eyes like ice. 

 “One of my guards lost a finger,” the prince countered with a wry smile. 

 “It’s wrong to cage her,” Charlotte thought aloud. 

 “Would you have me free her? Do you think me mired in decadence, to keep such a prize? I am not so jaded by debauchery that I have lost my aesthetics. 

 “She is a perfect work of art. I look upon her as I would a painting by Kryptocles or a statue by Erekias. Besides, she serves another purpose. ”

 “And what purpose is that? ” Charlotte asked. 

 “She seals my treaty with a tribe of northern warriors. The barbarians are essential to my plans. Perhaps later I will tell you more of my schemes,” the prince replied. “But now I want to hear about you. You fascinate me, my dear. How did you come to be here? Were you sent by the gods? 

 “The governess thinks you are a spy, or so she says. She would have me boil you alive or hand you back into her clutches. ”He grinned. “I’m not sure which would be the worse for you. 

 “Some say you are an enchantress. Or a sea-nymph. They say you are in league with the beasts of the deep, that they came at your call and destroyed our ship, leaving you as the only survivor. Are you indeed a sorceress? ”

 “No,” said Charlotte. But she thought ruefully of the way in which she had been naming the prehistoric denizens of the ocean moments before the Siren was attacked. 

 “Tell me who you are, my mysterious visitor. Are you an assassin, sent by Nevius or Drax? 

 “Perhaps you are afraid to tell me the truth. Or afraid I will not believe it. But I will gain your trust and thus learn your innermost secrets. Come…”

 The prince led Charlotte across the expansive room towards the sunken pool. “You will enjoy the Caress of the Rose. It is an honour; the way in which I welcomed the High Priestess of Mystra into my bed. ”

 Kallinikos clapped his hands and the pool was vacated by most of its luscious occupants, their bodies shimmering with moisture. The prince moved to the far side of the water, leaving Charlotte to the ministrations of three delightful maidens whose small breasts brushed gently against her as they stroked her skin and deftly removed her belt and then her boots. 

 When she was barefooted, they proceeded to caress her more intimately; soothing away her nervous self-consciousness. Gradually, their gentle attentions began to relax her body and arouse her inner passions. 

 The girls drew her forward to dip her toes into the warm water of the pool in which a trio of naked bathers had remained. The three looked enticingly up at her with their sparkling eyes. Charlotte walked slowly into the water, down rose quartz steps towards sensual indulgence. 

 When she was halfway into the pool, the water lapping teasingly at her already moist haven, two of the waiting girls came either side of her and encouraged her to sink into the soothing bath. The third girl eased Charlotte’s legs gently forward so that she was buoyed up by the water, lying at the surface, supported by her pretty attendants. 

 Charlotte allowed herself to relax fully, her lustrous hair fanning out behind her, her body wet and glistening. She gazed up briefly at the stunningly decorated ceiling where the unknown gods and heroes of Arkadia cavorted with nubile nymphs in a rural paradise. Then she closed her eyes and gave herself up to the increasingly ardent attentions of her companions. 

 Charlotte felt the two girls’ arms underneath her back, their hands cupping her firm buttocks while the third girl moved her legs apart. She felt no desire to resist and, as the girl’s mouth pressed gently against her, she sighed with delight. The maiden’s tongue moved expertly over the delicate pink lips of her sex, teasing them apart to lap at her delicious moisture. 

 As the prince looked on, Charlotte lay supine and shimmering before him, smiling as she was intimately pleasured. The girl’s mouth brought shivers of appreciation from Charlotte’s body that sent gentle ripples across the tranquil water. 

 All too soon, the languid licking ceased and Charlotte could not help but feel a little disappointed as she was drawn forward by her companions to stand fully submerged in the pool. Opening her eyes, she saw that those around the edge of the water had gathered from somewhere long stems of roses with flowers as pink as the pretty nipples of the slender girl who now stood before her, her fingers between Charlotte’s legs, her lips gently pressed to Charlotte’s own. 

 As the onlookers began to strew the bathers with petals, the girls surrounded Charlotte and covered her even more fully with gentle kisses. She was filled now with a sapphic desire and returned the attentions fervently; her mouth pressed against another, her lips parted, her tongue probing. She tasted a heady wine and her lust came upon her more strongly. 

 Hungrily, she pulled the girls close; tasting their tongues, their necks, their breasts, wishing she could sink beneath the water to taste them even more intimately. She clutched at their secrets, pushing her fingers into their willing havens, gaining a deep satisfaction from penetrating two wanton openings at once, one with either hand. 

 As she rubbed two of her companions and listened to their appreciative moans, her own hot sex ached for similar attention. Meanwhile, the third bather, a beautiful young Skandzan, retrieved from the bottom of the pool a smooth soapstone phallus. Coming up to the surface behind Charlotte, she positioned the bulbous head of the carven manhood at the opening of her wet fissure. 

 Without hesitation, Charlotte pushed shamelessly back against the probing object and, despite its girth, impaled herself in one motion on its considerable length. She let out a cry as the phallus filled her to an unexpected depth. 

 The third girl began to slide the stone penis in and out, forcing Charlotte to lean on the other girls and pushing her forward with every forceful thrust. This movement brought the group to the far side of the pool where another set of steps rose out of the water. 

 Here one girl stepped aside while another turned to climb the steps on all fours, crawling forward to the very top and displaying in the process the view between her petal strewn buttocks and of her denuded lascivious sex. Charlotte followed, her knees finding a rose quartz slab so that she could kneel half in and half out of the water. 

 In this position, she could finally taste the nectar of her companion’s desire. She pressed her face between the girl’s parted thighs; her nose in her anus and her mouth on her hot wet cunt. She licked passionately at the girl’s liquid offering while, behind her, the Skandzan maiden gripped the phallus in her tight fist and rammed it home with increasing vigour. 

 Charlotte’s moans of ecstasy were muffled by the moist, aromatic cleft into which her face was pressed. This position also obscured her view and so it was without her knowledge that the woman in the red leather boots had come forward from the crowd and snapped a metal collar around the kneeling girl’s neck. 

 This collar was attached to a chain which was pulled suddenly, dragging the girl forward and denying Charlotte the womanly taste she craved. Instinctively, she moved after her lover and it was only as she felt the snap of cold metal around her own neck that she realised what was happening. 

 She was now chained to the first girl who was crawling away from her, pulling the chain taut. As Charlotte had not removed her original collar, she was now tightly restricted about her neck; almost strangled by the gold and onyx decoration. As she moved, the phallus slipped from her and shiny arousal ran down her thighs. 

 The third and fourth girls were chained in turn as they emerged from the water. They joined the line obediently. It was only Charlotte who had not known what to expect. 

 Laid out before them was a winding path of rose petals along which the girls were forced to crawl, led by the chain in the hands of the dominant woman whose boots crushed the flowers mercilessly. The delicate pink blooms adhered attractively to their wet skin and caught in their long hair, accentuating their nymph-like beauty. 

 The blossom path took a winding route across the wide floor of the prince’s chamber and up the steps to the raised dais. Along its length, on either side, the delightful denizens of the harem had gathered. 

 Thousands of flowers had been torn asunder to create the meandering trail of petals and, in their manicured hands, the striking women and gorgeous girls that served the prince still held the long rose stems from which they had been plucked. 

 Charlotte yelped when the first of the thorny whips lashed at her buttocks. Although the strike had not been overly harsh, the spiky barbs caught against her and hooked momentarily before slipping away, leaving tiny white scratches across her pale flesh. 

 The woman, who led the girls like dangerous animals on her length of chain, paused briefly and turned to regard her pets. All four were now on the first part of the path; drenched with water and dripping with lust, radiant with beauty and scented by the rose petals that were crushed against their skin. While the chain was slack, they huddled together; trying to shield themselves and each other from the enthusiastic whipping of the crowd. 

 As soon as the woman moved on once more, the chain pulled taut and the first girl was obliged to separate herself from the pack and proceed alone. The others were subsequently drawn along in turn; forced to crawl longingly after the exquisite sight that preceded them. 

 Charlotte’s collar was too tight. When they were moving, she could barely breathe and, when they paused, what little air she could draw in was mostly wasted in gasps as the thorns scraped her flesh. The scent of rose and female arousal was heady in the room and she felt almost delirious with lust and confusion. 

 The girls were dragged endlessly onward, suffocating as they crawled, their backs, buttocks and thighs scratched again and again by the cruel thorns. Their bodies were soon covered with the little traces of the barbs; white lines from the lighter strikes, sore pink from the harsher and, here and there, tiny ruby droplets burgeoning from the deepest nicks. 

 Whenever the woman who led them paused, the girls came together in a frenzy. Charlotte was trying to catch her breath and feebly shielding her body but found herself succumbing nonetheless to the ardent attentions of her fellow victims. They lapped at her wet flower, licked at her breasts, her face and her wounds and rubbed at her swollen bud to enflame her desire. 

 Still the lashing continued and Charlotte felt the sting of thorns across her breasts. Another girl had stems caught in her hair and screamed as their wielder tugged them free. As the girls were dragged further along the blossom path, the crowd seemed all the more fervent in their infliction of the rosy lashes. 

 Again and again the thorny switches fell mercilessly across their luscious victims and more and more often the scratches reddened wetly. Finally, the girls arrived, scourged and tearful, and the bottom of the steps. But the path continued onward and upward and, as their mistress began to climb, the victims were treated to the sight not only of her full buttocks but also of her delicious sex; hot and purple and slick with juice. 

 The girls were choked more harshly as the chains pulled at an angle and their collars dug into their necks. Their hands and knees slipped on the petals as they climbed and often they lost their balance and fell against the hard marble steps. Still the beating continued, urging them on when they faltered and precipitating many a fall. 

 The climb was exhausting and pushed its victims to the edge of their endurance. By the end, it seemed that the woman who led the girls dragged them up as much by her own strength as by their feeble efforts. But at last they reached the brink and, one by one, collapsed in a heap before the prince’s throne. Here the thrashing continued but the victims barely moved, clinging helplessly to each other, panting and crying and bleeding in each other’s arms. 

 “Enough! ” said the prince at last. “Release them. ”

 The woman in the red boots did as she was ordered, unclipping their collars and pulling away their chains. Then she returned to the side of the throne where she knelt submissively. Charlotte found the strength to tug desperately at the gold and onyx at her neck until the clasp gave way and she breathed freely once more. 

 “Stand up! ” the prince commanded. Alone, Charlotte could not have complied but her companions supported her and somehow she found her feet. 

 “Perfect,” Kallinikos marvelled as he gazed at the scene before him. 

 Charlotte looked astonishingly inhuman as she stood in front of the prince. Her gorgeous body was covered from head to toe in livid lacerations. There were bloody spatters down her back to her buttocks and her thighs, across her breasts, even on her face. 

 Her knees were raw, her elbows grazed and around her neck were purple bands of bruising. Perspiration dripped from her forehead and her chest and between her succulent breasts. Her hair hung in matted locks and random curls, wisps clinging to the sweat on her brow. Her eyes were wild and sore and the black tracks of kohl-dyed tears stained her cheeks. 

 Her nails were broken, her bottom lip bitten and her left cheek scratched. There was blossom in her hair and, all over her body, pink petals clung to her stinging wounds. She stared at the prince; panting, aching, feral. Clear strands of arousal dripped visibly from the hot lustful opening between her legs. 

 She had never looked more beautiful. 

 Charlotte’s companions were in a similar state, like untamed maenads plucked from the wilderness. Their stunning, tortured bodies fired the prince’s desire as they shamelessly revelled in their own dripping lust. 

 “Go to the bed,” said the prince and, despite their dangerous eyes, the girls obeyed. Charlotte moved with them like a she-wolf at the heart of her pack. Kallinikos followed purposefully. 

 The tormented nymphs crawled onto the silken expanse, moving around Charlotte alluringly, watching the prince but turning ever more eagerly to each other. Kallinikos stood still at the end of the bed and watched as the girls were, once again, subsumed by lesbian desire. 

 They kissed and caressed each other tenderly, soothing their injured flesh and licking at their sensitive wounds. Charlotte appreciated the loving tongues that lapped at her body, renewing her strength and seeking out the responsive spots that would tease her to further arousal. 

 As the passion built, the girls began to bite and claw at each other. Charlotte returned their attentions, coming now to enjoy the pain as her bruises were bitten and her scratches reopened, and smiling as she inflicted similar suffering on her companions. 

 Charlotte’s thighs were parted forcefully; exploratory mouths moving ever higher up her legs and curious fingers finding her opening drenched with lust. As her sensitive flower was rubbed hotter and hotter, she lay back like a goddess sighing with satisfaction. Then one of the girls was straddling her face and lowering her sodden sex onto Charlotte’s mouth. She drank deeply from the succulent ripeness, pushing her tongue in and out and tasting luscious secretions. 

 Her own juices were now being drunk in turn and the sensation filled her with desire. She began to chew at the fleshy lips above her, eliciting moans of pleasure. As if in response, she felt sharp teeth close immediately on her own labia; lovely and painful and driving her wild. She bit harder and was bitten harder in return. 

 Then the delicious offering pulled away and Charlotte found herself looking longingly up at the prince himself. He had cast off his robe and loomed magnificently naked above her.



 Her attraction to the prince was not solely physical. She had been dazzled by his power, charmed by his humour and intrigued by his motivations. Now, though, she thought only of his chiselled features, his muscular body and his erect manhood which stood proud and firm as he regarded her appreciatively. 

 From the moment she had entered the room, Charlotte had known that the prince would take her. She had been afraid at first that the ravishing might have been against her will. She could never have imagined that it would be in such circumstances as this. With her lust at a feverish peak, she was more than ready to give herself to such a dominant man. 

 She signalled her readiness to submit willingly to his attentions by pulling the girl gently from her aching sex and spreading her long legs for him in clear invitation. The lips of her nether haven were parted delightfully; a delicious offering, drenched with arousal and desperate to be filled. The prince gazed down at her. 

 “My, you really are from another world,” he smiled. “Lustrously beautiful you may be, my dear, but I am a Prince of Arkadia and could not consider sheathing myself in the cauldron of your womanhood. Such honours fall only to the most fortunate of high-born ladies. 

 “This is the Caress of the Rose and it is your most delicate rosebud that will receive my royal sceptre and open to full flower. It is the dark heart of a woman which gives pleasure to men. Your exquisite, virgin channel. ”

 He smiled again and his hard penis twitched with anticipation. “Turn her over,” he said.






  




Escape From The Palace

 

 Charlotte lay face down on the vast silk plateau of Kallinikos’ bed. She imagined his hard penis, erect and expectant behind her; far too big to fit comfortably in its inevitable destination. She was thrilled by the idea of anal sex; filled with a mixture of fear, excitement and shameful longing. 

 At that moment, she would have reached behind herself and pulled apart her glorious buttocks in wanton invitation but she could not. Her arms were outstretched and the rings in the leather cuffs she wore were now tied to satin scarves, each of which was being tugged on by one of the scourged and lascivious girls who had undergone with her the Caress of the Rose. 

 Her legs were parted of her own volition and, between them, the third beaten, bruised and beautiful girl crouched, licking fervently at Charlotte’s upraised bottom. 

 The sensation of the girl’s tongue in her secret cleft was driving Charlotte to new heights of passion. She was aching to be taken now, desperate to find out what it was like to feel a man’s penis violating her anus. She knew it would hurt but she didn’t care, her lust was stronger than her fear. 

 When the girl moved away, the crack between Charlotte’s buttocks was slick with saliva; the only lubrication she would receive to ease her ordeal. A shiver of fearful delight coursed through her body and hot excitement dribbled from her pussy. The prince gripped his member in one hand and placed its burgeoning head at the mouth of her tiny virgin hollow. 

 “Oh yes,” Charlotte moaned, “fuck me there. Break me in. ”Her enthusiasm fired the prince with delicious desire. He thrust forward and she screamed with pain and triumph as he plunged into her. 

 No more than the head of his penis was lodged in her rectum but Charlotte’s anus had never been so widened. It hurt too much, but still she wanted more. “Fuck… fuck…” she breathed, “fuck that hurts. ”

 Her natural instinct was to scream “Take it out! ”But, instead, she squeezed her eyes closed against the tears and sobbed “Fuck me up… please fuck me up my arse. Oh…”

 Kallinikos had no intention of stopping now. The tight warmth of her puckered haven felt indescribably good around the head of his penis and as Charlotte continued to sob encouragingly, he thrust himself even further into her. 

 The feeling for Charlotte was one of extreme discomfort, filled as she was with half the prince’s ample length. And still he pushed deeper, slowly driving his way along her inner canal until he possessed her fully. 

 He grunted with satisfaction when his entire member was ultimately sheathed in her distended rectum and then he began to withdraw, terrifying Charlotte once more. As he pulled back, she braced herself for another thrust but it did not come. Instead he withdrew completely, causing a painful tugging at her anus as she expelled him. 

 Immediately her little sphincter contracted; even more tightly than before, sore and tense. But her ordeal began again, with no respite, as she was roughly penetrated for a second time. Now the prince’s shaft was coated with the bright clear juice of her inner lubricant and sank more quickly to its full length. 

 Charlotte moaned as the penis was embedded in her rear, stretching her in a way she could not have imagined. She did not know which was worse; the painful thrusting as he entered her or the guilty fear of release as he withdrew. All she knew was that she wished he would not withdraw fully so that her poor ravaged anus would not be punished by further penetrations. 

 Of course, the prince did withdraw from her mercilessly; it was the exquisite sensation of her muscular orifice sucking tight around him that made taking her virginity so pleasurable. And so he entered her, again and again, until eventually her exhausted ring could no longer seal itself so tightly and remained open a little when he pulled out, resignedly awaiting further punishment.



 All the time Charlotte cried, her tears wetting the satin sheets. It was partly the pain, which had seemed unbearable at first. But it was also with a sense of relief that she had finally given herself fully to decadence and that she had cast off her old innocence and embraced the visceral excesses of her new world. 

 When the prince was sure that her anus was suitably opened, he remained within her, increasing the pace of his thrusts and fucking her in earnest. As he did so, Charlotte began to find the pleasure in the sensations he elicited and lifted her buttocks to receive him as deeply as possible. 

 He began to pound her and her tears now were of joy at the discovery of unimagined pleasure. She was gasping and panting and occasionally, when he entered her at an angle rather than straight along her passage, she would scream with pain. But she was also dripping from her sexual flower and rubbing herself against the rumpled sheets beneath her and breathlessly moaning “Fuck… fuck… yes… oh, yes…”

 Kallinikos loved this moment, when a degraded virgin discovered her depraved desires; when she transcended her former self and transmuted abuse into a sacrament. His balls tightened, his cock twitched and he unleashed his creamy offering deep into her bowels. 

 Somehow, Charlotte felt his orgasm. Certainly she heard it as he groaned in ecstasy and she experienced something like an orgasm herself; a crescendo of emotion as his spurts coated the walls of her rectum in sticky joy for the first time. 

 He lay on her back for a short while, smelling the rose scent of her hair, then he put his hands on her buttocks and eased them apart as he pulled his still-firm weapon free. Her gorgeous hole lay open before him. Not like the great gaping caverns he could induce in the ruined arses some of his more dissolute pleasure slaves but a bright pink well of secrets promising unutterable delight. 

 He stared into her as she began to contract. “Come,” he said. “There is one more thing I require of you. ”



 Emotionally and physically exhausted, Charlotte heard the prince’s voice as if he called to her from a great distance. Then she was aware that her arms had been released and their muscles ached. The girls were around her; lifting her, turning her, encouraging her. 

 She could barely move by herself but, with their help, she came to be facing the prince. His rod stood straight out towards her and from its purple end seeped a long line of sticky ejaculate. The rest of his weapon was slick not only with his own orgasm but with the juice of Charlotte’s guilty pleasure. 

 She did not need to be told what was expected of her. Indeed, she was so thoroughly corrupted now that she wanted to taste him. She felt that she would do anything, no matter how perverse and, without hesitation, she took him in her mouth. 

 The taste was unfamiliar, but not disgusting as she had expected. The scent of her insides filled her nostrils and the taste of it complemented the intimate musky perfume. The more she licked and sucked on his shaft, the more she enjoyed it. Her mouth tingled and the bright elixir of her rectum seemed to fire her enthusiasm. 

 Charlotte’s new found energy was matched by that of the prince, whose diminished member began to harden and grow once more as he watched the girl degrade herself further for his pleasure. She, in turn, was stimulated by his renewed desire for her and delighted by the unusual sensation of his plenteous seed dribbling from her pretty anus into the eagerly waiting mouth of one of her licentious companions. She shivered with lascivious delight and the expectation of further debauchery. 

 

***

 

 When Charlotte awoke she was surrounded by the naked nymphs who were sleeping contentedly on the prince’s bed. Her whole body was sore, especially in her most intimate places, but she felt utterly satisfied. It was as though she had discovered a wholly new way to experience pleasure and a new world of excitement awaited her exploration. 

 She could see the prince sitting at his stone table, wrapped in his purple robe, poring over a series of scrolls. As she watched, he sighed and reached for a little silver bell that held flat the corner of a particularly expansive roll of parchment. He jingled the bell as he stood up and parted the front of his robe. 

 From a place obscured from Charlotte’s view by the sweeping canopy of the bed, a slave-girl appeared immediately. She hurried forward to kneel submissively before the prince. Charlotte suppressed a gasp as she recognised the girl’s voluptuous figure and attractive face. 

 Lisha held a golden bowl out in front of her towards her master. And, as Charlotte watched, the prince began to relieve himself copiously into it. From her vantage point on the bed, she could see the look of pained humiliation brewing into suppressed fury in Lisha’s eyes. 

 This was clearly what the prince had meant when he had said that she would be rewarded in an apt manner. She had been elevated to the status of harem girl but was forced to endure the most demeaning of the slave-girls’ duties. 

 Charlotte pondered the cruelty of the joke while the prince dismissed Lisha who hurried away to empty the bowl. He sat back down and returned to his examination of the scrolls. Carefully, Charlotte disentangled herself from the slumbering girls around her and crawled to the edge of the bed. Then she crept timidly towards the prince. 

 Kallinikos wore a look of deep concentration. Charlotte approached him on her knees and, when he noticed her, he acknowledged her presence by reaching out his arm and drawing her to him. She lay her head in his lap and he stroked her hair distractedly. 

 “Arkadia needs a king,” he muttered. “A strong leader to unite the country. To unite the people against a threat. A terrible threat. The threat of invasion. ”As the prince spoke, Charlotte became aware of the sound of screams coming from below them.



 Thul son of Tharg was angry. He had come to Arkadia to seal a treaty. To establish trading links, to forge alliances and to better the prospects of his people. But the prince had kept him waiting too long. 

 It seemed that Kallinikos had no intention of meeting his new ally at all. But Thul did not intend to be denied an audience. 

 He crashed through the doors into the prince’s chamber and strode across the marble floor, boiling with rage and brandishing a heavy broadsword. Exquisite damsels scattered before him. 

 As the barbarian climbed the marble steps towards the prince’s stone table, Kallinikos composed himself. “My honoured guest,” he began, “welcome. How may I…”

 “Silence! ” barked the furious warrior. “You have betrayed us. You have brought us here for some foul purpose of your own. Speak not of honour. Your words are poison. ”

 “My friend…” the prince said, standing. 

 “I said hold your tongue. You have brought us here with lies. Your promises are empty. You prepare for war while we languish in this gilded prison, this pit of debauchery. We will not fight for you! ”

 “Thul,” the prince interjected as the barbarian caught his breath, “I never wanted you to fight for me. ”

 “Your men have moved unthreatened across our lands. We brought you the Vanamor. It is clear to me now that you have no intention of trading with us, of helping our people. What other reason could you have to bring us here, other than to fight in whatever war it is you’re fomenting? ”

 “Yes,” said Charlotte. When Kallinikos had stood up she had done likewise and moved back from the confrontation, barely acknowledged by the intruder. Now both men’s eyes turned towards her. She was surprised at herself for speaking. “You… er… said the Vanamor sealed your treaty…”

 “Oh yes,” the prince laughed, “and so she does. But not with the pitiful vagabond tribes of the Kurgg. How big an army could you raise Thul? Less than a hundred men. ”

 “My warriors are the bravest on the steppes. The least among them has a dozen wives and near as many horses! Already my companions are laying waste to your palace! ”Thul began to circle the table while Kallinikos moved prudently in the opposite direction. 

 “Your men will plunder for trinkets and ale, rape a few serving wenches and then flee before my soldiers. Just as you will flee from me. ”

 “I will kill you! ”

 “Really? While even now my scouts seek out the Varg. You hunted the Vanamor and angered their gods. You brought your finest warriors away from the defence of your people. Run boy, before my guards arrive to kill you. And while there’s still time to save your miserable settlements from the descending hordes. ”

 Slow realisation dawned on Thul’s face. He had been utterly betrayed and in a way far more terrible than he had imagined. Kallinikos had never intended to ally himself with the proud barbarian’s people. Their lands were simply part of the bargain he had made with the bestial Varg. 

 Thul beat down a rising sense of hopelessness. He could not accept that it was too late to save his loved ones from the depredations of their hated enemies. He must ride immediately for his homeland. Already Kallinikos’ guards were closing in to detain him. He must run, now. 

 Thul did not have time to kill the prince though he was desperate to do so, both for revenge and for the glory of defeating a man who had the reputation of a fearsome fighter. But he could attack him indirectly, even as he fled. 

 As he turned to run, the desperate warrior grabbed Charlotte by the waist and lifted her easily, descending the steps with her under one arm. Strangely, she did not struggle. 

 When he reached the marble floor he could have run straight for the exit but instead he dropped Charlotte and strode to the gilded cage in which the Vanamor girl was incarcerated. “A curse upon you, and on all who dwell in the Sapphire Palace! ” he shouted and brought the wide blade of his sword scything down on the ornate cage’s sturdy lock. 

 His awesome strength shattered the mechanism and the prison was opened. Immediately, he turned and sprinted across the room. As he did so, he reached out his hand to Charlotte. Without thinking, she took it and was drawn along with him as he fled the room. 

 Kallinikos smiled sardonically. 

 Charlotte clung to the warrior’s arm as they rushed through the endless twisting corridors of the palace. Occasionally, they traversed ransacked rooms evidencing the riotous exit of Thul’s men who had undoubtedly already fled or been driven from the building. 

 By now the alarm had been raised and it was clear that they would be confronted by a small army if they were to enter the Great Hall or attempt to leave by the main exit. Along narrow balconies they rushed, sometimes glancing down on searching guards below them. Down wider steps they headed through the kitchens, surrounded by wonderful scents and leaving a horde of terrified serving wenches in their wake. 

 Gradually the unmistakable sounds of pursuit began to fade until, finally, as they burst through the exit into the palace grounds, they knew that they had eluded the palace guards. 

 It was dark outside. Night had fallen and the blue-black sky was scattered with flickering stars. The moon hung low in the heavens; cryptic and cold. 

 The moonlight caressed Charlotte’s ravaged body as she ran naked across the lawn; her bare feet sinking into the long grass, her pale skin glowing white as the marble statues that dotted the grounds. Thul ran with her towards a little-used gate leading out onto the city streets. 

 The couple’s flight through the city itself passed like a dream. They hurried ever onwards; first past the walls of great estates, then the fronts of grand houses, then past progressively humbler dwellings. The city was not entirely encircled by walls and Thul seemed to know where he was headed as he led Charlotte out of the town and into more rural parts. 

 Ahead of them were simple farm buildings which they skirted furtively. No lights shone in the windows of the farmhouse at such a late hour. They were about to pass by when the breeze carried to Thul’s ears a sound he knew well. 

 Leaving Charlotte for a moment, crouched in a ditch, he approached the farm. The girl shivered in the night air, frightened to be alone. When he returned, the warrior led a docile horse, a patterned blanket flung across its back. He lifted Charlotte onto the beast and urged it onward. 

 They followed a simple path, much narrower than the road on which Charlotte had entered the city, across the fields towards the east. Before them, in the distance, the forest loomed dark and foreboding. 

 “Once we enter the forest,” Thul panted, “we can rest. No one will follow us there. ”And so an exhausted Charlotte clung on, naked as she had come into the world, freed from slavery but facing once again an uncertain future and an incredible adventure.






  




Crossing The Forest

 

 Despite his assertion that they would be safe from pursuit as soon as they entered the forest, Thul had forced Charlotte to dismount and struggle on through the trees for almost an hour before they stopped to rest. Naked as she was and barefoot, they travelled little distance in that time. When finally the moon was obscured behind clouds and what little light they had was extinguished, Charlotte had complained that she could go no further. 

 Now she lay in the dappled sunlight of the dawn, covered by the barbarian’s wolf skin, her head resting on his thigh. All night he had watched over her in the dark, his sword drawn, his senses sharpened by years of hunting in the wilderness. 

 Where the night-time forest had been an intimidating tangle of dangers and shadows, in the daylight it was serene and beautiful. As she came sleepily awake, Charlotte could see that they had come to rest at the edge of a picturesque glade. A tiny brook flowed through the clearing, its clear waters gurgling merrily as it widened into a small pool. 

 As she stared at the glimmering stream, she marvelled at what she saw. With a flash of emerald and a flicker of gauzy wings, a giant dragonfly dropped from the canopy above to skim the water. Another followed in its wake; even larger than the first, the size of a hawk. 

 “Meganeura,” Charlotte breathed as she raised her head, remembering once again the proper name for a prehistoric creature long extinct. 

 “Shh…” Thul hissed, “look there on the far bank. ”

 Charlotte glanced at the verdant undergrowth, unwilling to take her eyes off the huge gaudy insects. She saw nothing. 

 “By that log,” Thul whispered insistently. And then she saw it; a tiny form emerging from the lush foliage. 

 The first time she had seen such a vision, Charlotte had doubted her senses and now, again, she wondered if she was fully awake. She could not believe her eyes. 

 The tiny creature was human in appearance, though dwarfed by the tall grasses which surrounded her. Blonde curls fell around her pretty face, the features of which were perfect, though miniature, with dazzling blue eyes. Her little naked body was exquisitely formed like a delicate statuette and dripped with mauve dust that sparkled as it fell with her every move. 

 Behind her back, her wings were folded into elongated triangles that disappeared into the grass. To Charlotte’s amazement, she carried in her hand a tiny spear which she held poised defensively. She moved silently, wary of the dragonflies which were much larger than she was. 

 Charlotte crawled forward across the glade as quietly as she could, hoping for a better view. Thul was immediately distracted by the sight of her raised buttocks and the nether charms she had unthinkingly displayed to him. 

 For a moment, Charlotte’s bright green eyes met the inhuman gaze of the vision across the glade. Then one of the giant insects splashed against the water and, at the same moment, Thul moved up behind her and placed his firm hands on her fabulous nudity. 

 Charlotte jumped and let out a little cry of surprise. As she did so, the startled creature unfurled her gorgeous wings, which shimmered silver in the sunlight, and divested themselves of a shower of purple dust motes. She flicked them once and was airborne, darting skywards, leaving only a dazzle of sparkles falling through the air to land where she had been. 

 Charlotte was amazed by what she had seen and felt suddenly filled with wonder at the marvellous secrets of the forest. She had crawled out of the shade and the sunlight fell on her back, warming her body. She was free, she thought, as free as the little creature had seemed when she took flight so spectacularly. 

 Her wonder turned to joy as she crouched there on all fours, the blades of grass tickling teasingly at her nipples. Already Thul was licking her between her legs from the soft lips of her pussy to the intimate, but no-longer virginal, secret of her anus. She relaxed and lay her chest on the ground, her bottom raised, letting her juices come as he tasted her, unutterably happy. 

 Thul ran his tongue over Charlotte’s softest parts until they moistened delightfully. He parted her buttocks with his hands, gazing on her charms. He had wanted her since he first saw her in the palace and now he would have her. 

 “That creature; what was it? ” Charlotte breathed as Thul began to rub her tender bud with his fingers. 

 “A phaeton,” he replied as he drew his hand back and pushed three thick digits into her wet slit. “It used to be thought that they were forest spirits. ”He penetrated her gently, then withdrew his fingers once more to rub at her sensitive clitoris. “Apparently, they’re sacred in some religions. It’s still a crime in Arkadia to trap or enslave one. ”

 “Who would want to? ” Charlotte asked as he slipped into her again, four fingers now, widening her. 

 “Many, beyond the borders of Arkadia. For their songs, their beauty, their magic. ”

 Charlotte would have asked more but now she felt the pressure of Thul’s sizeable thumb against the pout of her anus. She was still sore there and bit her lip as he entered her. His saliva had dried and it hurt as he forced it in. 

 Then he was rubbing her again and the pleasure overcame the pain. In fact the pain itself carried a certain sort of pleasure and she moved back and forth, her tight anal passage sucking on his thumb and producing its own lubricant. 

 Thul took this as a sign of her desire and made a circular movement inside her rectum. Charlotte murmured appreciatively as he did so, delighting in the sensitive caressing of her inner walls. Then, removing his thumb, he pressed two of his fingers into the tight hole where it had been. 

 Once more, Charlotte felt the soreness of her anus and she reached between her legs to touch herself expertly. Thul’s left hand was now at the mouth of her sex, his four fingers delving inside. Charlotte pushed back against him and he filled her wet cavity. 

 The warrior’s strong arm forced her forward, and Charlotte had to put both of her hands on the ground to thrust back against him. She felt his fingers sliding from her arse and sighed as they popped out. Then she gasped, realising what he was doing, as he pressed against her again. 

 Four of his fingers were now bunched together and striving to penetrate her rear as his other hand filled her cunt. Their tips twisted in her anus and gradually the barbarian’s strength began to prevail. Charlotte felt herself stretching unbearably as she opened for his hand. 

 The penetration was not as deep as it had been when the prince had thrust his manhood inside her but it was just as wide and just as painful. Of course the circumstances were very different and Charlotte felt strangely liberated by the feeling of another man probing her secret place. It was not long before she was moaning with satisfaction as he plunged his fingers in and out of her dilated anus. 

 When Thul pulled his hand from her sex, she dripped dew onto the grass. He came alongside her and put his wet fingers in her mouth and she licked them lovingly. Then she moved around and began to undo the leather thongs that laced the front of his trousers. 

 As she turned, he could no longer keep his hand wedged between her buttocks and his probing digits slipped from her. “Uhh…” she sighed as her opening expelled him. 

 Thul lay back in the grass, lifting his hips so that she could pull down his trousers then relaxing at last as his aching member was freed. From this new position he could reach once more between her legs and he lazily fingered her rear, rubbing her reddened opening and occasionally probing deeper inside. 

 Charlotte had thought to take Thul’s penis in her mouth, sucking him to full arousal before straddling him and sliding onto his cock. When she saw the size of his burgeoning weapon she realised that this would not be possible. 

 His manhood was impossibly huge, at least twice as long as she had expected and so wide that she could not possibly fit its bulbous head in her delicate mouth. She gazed at it in admiration and wonder. 

 Then she took it in both hands, feeling its wonderful size, its warmth and its movement as it continued to harden miraculously in her grip. She massaged it adoringly, thinking that it was the most impressive thing she had ever seen. Then she bent forward and kissed it. 

 As Charlotte licked Thul’s mighty cock from its sturdy root amongst his unruly tangle of pubic hair to its bulbous purple head, she felt that she was worshipping an idol. His gigantic penis seemed a god-like symbol of masculine power and fertility. She masturbated him devotedly and with increasing fervour. 

 Thul began to groan like a great beast as Charlotte concentrated the ministrations of her mouth on his sensitive glans. He rammed his fingers recklessly up into her rectum and, in return, she squeezed him harder and wanked him frenziedly. 

 She was panting and perspiring from the effort when his great member began to twitch. It seemed to pulse in her grasp and harden even more as she moved her mouth over its end, lapping at his opening with her tongue. 

 “Oh, fill my mouth,” Charlotte begged as, with a roar of passion, Thul began to orgasm. 

 His manhood throbbed and spurted, filling and overflowing Charlotte’s mouth with the first emission. She had never swallowed so much seed and could only manage to gulp down half of her flooded mouthful. The rest oozed out over her chin. 

 The second spurt splashed like a wave over her face, drenching her with a sticky blast. She opened her mouth once more but the third spasm squirted into her hair. 

 Still his penis twitched and gave forth sperm; another mouthful that Charlotte choked down with difficulty. She angled his shaft now, so that the final lesser spasms spewed over her breasts, some of it falling back onto her hands and his taut belly. 

 She was determined to have this, so she bent forward and licked at him; swallowing eagerly until she could take no more. Her face was covered with ejaculate, her sticky fringe matted to her forehead and, as she pushed it back, great globs of sperm dripped wetly from her slickened hair and ran in messy trickles onto her shoulders and down her back. 

 Thul lay back in the sunlight, sated and content; his mighty weapon shrinking slowly, his fingers still toying with Charlotte’s rear. She let him fondle her, unmoving, watching in fascination as the mighty serpent gradually diminished. 

 Even in its shrunken state, it was remarkably stout and Charlotte took it in her mouth with some trepidation. It pleased her to hold him like that for a moment, her mouth stretched to its full, savouring the thrill of enclosing his magnificence. 

 Finally his fingers slipped from her ravaged ring and he patted her on the buttocks. “Come,” he said. “We have a long way to travel today. ”

 

***

 

 Charlotte washed as best she could in the shallow pool and they followed the northern bank of the winding brook upstream to the east. The garish dragonflies accompanied them, seemingly unafraid. 

 Although she remained ever watchful, Charlotte did not see another of the tiny, mysterious phaetons. 

 She did see the hyracotheria snuffling in the undergrowth and Thul pointed out the tracks of deer and rabbit. He showed her beautiful yellow orchids and warned her not to eat the tempting red fruit of the bloodberry bush. 

 Where the brook met a larger stream, Thul stood patiently in the cool water and caught a fish with his bare hands. They camped there for the night and he made a fire in a small pit. Charlotte ate ravenously but, despite her hunger, she was happy. 

 The forest was too dense for her to ride much of the time and she gratefully soaked her bloody feet in the rushing stream. Then, as the moon rose above them, they came together in the firelight and she brought him to climax once more with her soft caresses. When his flood had filled her mouth, she cupped her hands and trapped a bowlful of his cream but she could not swallow it all. 

 On the following day, Thul followed the river with greater urgency and, when she walked, Charlotte often found herself stumbling behind. It seemed he was determined to make the edge of the forest by nightfall. Indeed, as the sun began to set, the trees began to thin out and they came at last to the fabled Plains of Scyth. 

 Charlotte caught up with the warrior as he leaned against a lone oak, gazing out on the illimitable steppes. As she came to stand beside him, she walked from the wild edge of Arkadia into unknown lands. 

 Exhausted, Charlotte slept under the spreading branches of the gnarled tree and Thul slept with her. In the forest he had remained watchful; wary of the unfamiliar surroundings. On the open plains he felt more secure and he snored contentedly as he recuperated his strength for the journey north. 

 In the morning he looked at Charlotte with lustful eyes. “I must ride to the defence of my people,” he said, reaching out to touch her face. 

 “Don’t worry,” said Charlotte reassuringly, “we’ll make it in time. The horse will carry us swiftly now that we’re clear of the forest. ”

 They fell to the ground in each other’s arms. “You can show me the wonders of your homeland,” she breathed. 

 Thul knelt above her and she undid his trousers but, as she pulled his enormous weapon free, he said “You will never see my homeland. ”

 “But…” Charlotte began. 

 “The horse will not carry both of us over such a distance,” he interrupted. “And I will travel faster alone. Besides, the northern steppes are no place for a pleasure slave. You are not strong enough to make a wife for me there. ”

 “I’m not a slave,” Charlotte countered, “and I have been strong. You don’t know…”Tears began to well in her eyes. 

 “I doubt you’d survive,” he said simply.



 Charlotte lay back in the grass; incredulous, anguished. “What will I do? ” she cried. 

 Thul looked away, offering no suggestion. A flicker of emotion passed across his face but he dismissed it. 

 He pulled off his trousers while Charlotte lay numb and frightened before him. Then he lay down on top of her, forcing her legs apart. He tried to kiss her on the mouth but she turned her head away. 

 The spell of the forest was broken. 

 It had not been her sense of freedom alone that had helped Charlotte endure the exhausting trek of the last two days. She had also managed to banish her loneliness and draw comfort from the protection of the barbarian warrior. 

 Now she realised that much of what she felt had been an illusion, conjured up to distract herself from the truth. And that truth was now dawning on her; the terrible comprehension of her actual situation. 

 There was not even time to weep at her vulnerability, her frustration, her pain. Now was the time to fight. 

 But she did not fight. The head of Thul’s enormous penis pressed against her inadequate sex but she was still wet with the arousal of her hopeful lust of only a moment ago. Even her body betrayed her. 

 The warrior pushed against her and she parted for him, stretching so wide that she thought she would split. There were tears in her eyes, but Thul was used to seeing such a reaction when he took a woman for the first time. He forced himself to interpret it as determination to transcend the inevitable pain and give herself to him willingly. 

 In a way, she was willing. She craved the physical discomfort that blotted for a while the emotional turmoil that threatened to engulf her. She clutched at him and moved her legs further apart. 

 His bulbous head filled her, spreading her nether lips wider than they had ever been and stretching the modest cavity of her sex. As he pushed further in, she experienced the entirely new sensation of being completely parted on the inside. When he reached half of his length, she was fully distended and could receive no more. 

 To be impaled in this way was shockingly different from any of her previous sexual experiences. If she had not felt emotionally crushed to the point of utter uncaring submission, she would have struggled and suffered and screamed. As it was, she was numb, passive, even receptive. 

 Thul began to slide momentously in and out, hurting her, ravishing her but at the same time, she realised, tenderly pleasuring her. For Thul, this was a bittersweet farewell, a moment that should have been passionate and beautiful. 

 Charlotte’s expectations were crushed, and she would weep for them later, but she felt a strange, sorrowful joy come over her as she was finally conjoined with her attractive liberator; a lover she would probably never see again. 

 She began to respond to his ardent caresses, moving to let him fill her as deeply as she dared. She ran her hands over his arms and his chest; so muscular that it was as if he had been carved from stone. But the statue had come to life with all the heat and passion of a magnificent beast. Charlotte began to appreciate the enviable nature of her position. 

 She had often fantasised about being taken by a dominant man and used for his pleasure. But these fantasies had never been well thought out nor considered in detail. She had imagined the physical situation, but not the emotional turmoil that would inevitably accompany it. 

 Now she was experiencing first-hand the fulfilment of her desires. Not for the first time since her otherworldly adventure began did she find herself transcending abuse and finding pleasure. She felt a feverish passion rising within her. 

 Charlotte looked into Thul’s simple, attractive face and he bent to kiss her once more. This time she returned his affection readily and without resentment. Their tongues entwined. He kissed her neck and squeezed her lovely breasts. 

 She had never felt an orgasm build so quickly. It rode the surging torrent of emotions within her and came seething forth like a revelation. She cried and shuddered with shock and bliss. When she came down from that peak, she felt that she had glimpsed a dark secret. 

 As he exulted in the yielding of her hot, wet haven and her wriggling convulsions wrung even more pleasure from his quivering manhood, Thul could delay his release no longer. He could happily have discharged his seed inside her but he longed to see her bathed in his copious offering. And she wanted that inundation; to be smothered in it, to drown in his liquid passion. 

 He pulled his mighty shaft quickly from her sodden opening, giving her the strange feeling of being suddenly emptied. She felt the void keenly, as though her body had had to adjust so much to accommodate him that now she was incomplete without his manhood at her core. 

 In that moment Charlotte was a hollow vessel; seething with a maelstrom of conflicting emotions but detached from all her feelings, confused yet wholly acquiescent. Thul loomed above her, radiant with wild lust. And then, from his towering glory, a great flood ensued that consecrated her naked body with great savage libations.






  




Charlotte In Chains

 

 The last tree of the Arkadian forest stood gnarled and ancient on the windswept border of the Plains of Scyth. Charlotte lay propped against the rough bark of its massive trunk, dripping with the slick stickiness of Thul’s ejaculation. 

 She watched the insubstantial figure of the warrior receding into the distance until he was a mere speck, indistinguishable from the far horizon where the illimitable steppes seemed to meet the cold north-eastern skies. 

 Charlotte was petrified, afraid to move, lest any action on her part brought a greater sense of reality to her situation. Alone and hopelessly lost, she lay abandoned, naked and vulnerable, in the unknown wilderness. 

 A melange of emotions tugged at her heart. Undoubtedly she had enjoyed the attentions of her barbarian lover and squirmed with delight as her body was doused in his erotic emissions. But she also felt the sting of betrayal. 

 Her head told her that she should have expected nothing less. But there was a deep-rooted feeling inside her that the barbarian had abused her just as cruelly as the prince. She wondered why she had fled the palace with him at all. 

 It had never occurred to her that she would be abandoned or that she was being stolen rather than rescued. The more she thought about it, the clearer became the realisation that Thul had taken her only selfishly, both in an attempt to strike a blow at the prince and to satisfy his lust during their flight through the forest. 

 She wondered briefly if he had truly succeeded in either endeavour. 

 Eventually, Charlotte got up and made her way to the water’s edge to wash. It seemed she had no choice but to follow the river wherever it might lead. But as she splashed the cold water over her face and breasts, she gradually became aware of the subtle sensation of being watched. 

 She turned and scanned her surroundings warily. As she did so, a figure emerged from the forest. It was a tall man with a pointed face and dark hair. He wore the blue tabard of a Sapphirian Guard. 

 “I wasn’t sure that I would find you,” he said. “The barbarian was hard to track. I had to travel every night to catch up. ”

 Charlotte was bewildered. 

 “My name is Garrick,” the man continued. “Chief scout for the Sapphirian Guard. If he had taken you with him, across the Plains of Scyth, I doubt even I could have found you…”

 “What do you want with me? ” Charlotte interrupted. 

 “Just for you to wait with me here,” Garrick smiled, resting his hand on the hilt of his sword, “until my men catch up. They had to take a longer route because of the wagon. Don’t worry; I have enough supplies to keep us going until they arrive. ”

 “What’s in the wagon? ” Charlotte asked. 

 “A cage,” said Garrick. “You see, the prince wants you back. ”

 

***

 

 The sun rose like blood and fire over the shimmering spires of the city of Kharis. Hot rays of light burst forth from the resplendent orb and cast their crimson darts through the open window. Inside the chamber, the ruddy beams caught the jagged red shards of stained glass. 

 A great copper wheel shone like liquid gold in the warming glow. It was seven feet wide and affixed at its centre to the grey stone wall. Vicious spikes protruded from its rim like burnished thorns on a metal vine. Some thrust outward like a reflection of the solar sphere, others pointed inward towards their hapless victim. 

 Allura was bound to the spokes of the wheel with her arms and legs spread wide. The metal rods were sturdy and fixed at intervals with copper rings so that the girl’s position could be easily altered. 

 The hub of the wheel was solid against the wall and its outer rim could not be moved. But within that edge was a second wheel, cunningly constructed so that it could be turned inside the first. Attached to this inner wheel, and criss-crossing its diameter, was a series of twisted copper strands, forming an intricate mesh of delicate metalwork around Allura. Through the fibres of this wicked web, the cruel shards of red glass were interwoven. 

 When the wheel was still, the slivers jutted threateningly towards Allura’s naked flesh. When the wheel was turned, the glinting redness would flash and scatter liquid rubies across her skin. Mostly it was a terrifying illusion of the light but, occasionally, the shards would bite and drip and the girl would scream. 

 The governess loved her new implement, and sunrise was the best time to watch the lights play over her victim’s body, but this morning she was distracted. She set the wheel rotating but turned immediately away, not bothering to watch the show. 

 Soon there would be a new arrival at the palace and she would have another captive in her bondage chamber. She smiled at the thought of the torments she would inflict. 

 As she gazed impassively from her window, the governess beheld the coming of visitors to the palace. Judging by the appearance of the sinister black carriages, a delegation had arrived from the dark land of Gothique. Strange that she was not aware of any state visit, she thought, but her concentration was elsewhere, anticipating another arrival. 

 The narrow wheels of the wooden cart juddered in and out of the ruts in the road, shaking Charlotte awake. It was dawn and they were finally emerging from the forest. She clutched the bars of her cage, yawning and trying to stretch as best she could. Ahead of her, the city of Kharis loomed. 

 Far away to the east, the Plains of Scyth seemed like another world, a dream of freedom compared to the cramped monotony of her journey in the cage. The mounted men who flanked the cart as they passed through the woods never spoke to her, but watched the edges of the road warily as if they expected to be ambushed at any moment from the trees. 

 Charlotte was terrified at the prospect of the punishments that awaited her in Kharis. She wondered why the prince had gone to so much trouble to get her back after he had seemingly allowed her to escape so easily. And she thought ruefully of the wrath of the governess. 

 The prince had given his permission for the governess to take charge of Charlotte on her return. “Punish her as you will,” he had said. “But I need her alive and with her looks intact. ”

 Kallinikos knew well the cold cruelty that dwelt in the icy heart of the exotic beauty. He was sure that Charlotte would be severely disciplined for her defiance. But he kept his plans for her to himself. 

 There was a knock at the door. The governess turned from the window, the sunlight cavorting in the lush tresses of her aquamarine hair. She was naked but for the shield at her upper arm and the black leather boots that sheathed her gorgeous legs to well above the knee. “Come,” she called. 

 A servant entered, bowing uncertainly, his eyes downcast. “I… er…” he began anxiously. “I’m sorry to disturb you mistress. But…”He paused and took a deep breath to calm his nerves. “Garrick has returned,” he said, “and…”

 “The girl is with him. ”

 “Yes, mistress. ”He suppressed a sigh of relief at having delivered his message. 

 “Ensure that she is brought directly to me,” the governess commanded. “You may go. ”

 Charlotte’s arrival in Kharis reminded her of her first sight of the glorious city. She wished that this time she was not alone in her confinement. The guards carried her cage into the palace and set her down just as Thul’s men had done with the Vanamor girl. Manacles, connected by a heavy chain, were clamped to her wrists as soon as she was let out and she was marched in silence through the familiar halls and corridors. 

 Weak and hungry and terrified, Charlotte reached the stairs at the foot of the west tower. She had never climbed those stairs, but she had passed them on her way to her audience with the prince. Now she remembered with horror the pitiful screams she had heard emanating from above as she hurried by. She climbed the stone steps with aching legs in utter despair. 

 The governess had slipped into a short dress of delicate silver links that chaffed gently at her naked skin. She greeted Charlotte with a cold smile. 

 “Ah, you have returned. How daring of you, to run away like that. ”Charlotte knew she was being mocked. 

 “What do you think of my new toy? ”The governess indicated the torture wheel as though it were a simple ornament. Charlotte and Allura stared at each other in horrified surprise but their mistress carried on talking as though it was nothing unusual to have a girl hung from the wall surrounded by metal spikes and broken glass. 

 “I seem to remember telling you that you could not leave the palace without my permission. Have you forgotten that I am your mistress? ”

 Charlotte could think of nothing to say. 

 “Did you think the prince’s attentions set you apart? That you could do as you pleased? Did you feel worthy to undergo the Caress of the Rose, you little slut? 

 “Well you’re still just a poor little slave-girl, despite your great adventure. And I shouldn’t think the prince will favour you so unusually now. ”

 “What will you do with me? ” Charlotte asked meekly. 

 “You must be punished,” the governess replied. 

 

***

 

 Charlotte’s wrists ached in the manacles that attached to the chain above her. She hung suspended from the ceiling of the bondage chamber and was forced to stretch up on the tips of her toes. If she lost her balance her weight would be taken by the metal cuffs that dug painfully into her flesh until she regained her precarious footing. 

 Her back ached and her buttocks and thighs were striped pink with the marks of the domina. The governess had continued to beat her, on and off, for most of the morning; apparently enacting this simple punishment while she thought up more elaborate ones. 

 When she was finally released, Charlotte fell to her knees, the chain cascading noisily around her. The governess had also freed Allura from her bondage and she stood submissively nearby, her eyes glazed. 

 “I have gained so much gratification from inflicting pain on this little virgin,” the governess said as she removed Charlotte’s bonds, “that I thought I would share the experience with you. ”

She laid Allura down on a wooden table and clamped her wrists and ankles at the corners. Then she addressed Charlotte. 

 “It’s such a pity that your training was… interrupted. Allura has suffered much in your absence and yet her virginity remains intact. I think the time has come for that to change. ”

 Fear clutched at Charlotte’s heart. The girl on the table drew in a quick breath, shocked from her reverie. She had become numbed to all but the most terrible pain. But she still feared other violations. 

 “Tonight you will both face a severe ordeal. It is called the Offering and you two will make a delightful sacrament. ”The governess smiled; her teeth sharp, her eyes glinting darkly. 

 “At the front of the palace, outside the grounds, there is a small square where proclamations are made and punishments announced and enacted. In the centre of the square are several posts. To one of these you will be chained naked before sunset and there you will spend the night. 

 “You might not think that a night under the stars will be so bad but the people of Kharis know what it means when a slave is chained to one of the scorning posts. Any man may have his way with you; respected citizen or lowly serf, criminal or slave. And they will, in their hundreds. 

 “The more reputable will be first. Those who will wait for you to be brought out and have the means to pay off their rivals for the privilege of taking you before the rest. I should imagine you two will fetch quite a price when the word spreads that you served as pleasure slaves in the Sapphire Palace. Even if you are the lowliest of sluts. 

 “Whoever’s first will hardly matter to you once the ordeal begins in earnest and the local townsfolk start to take you one after another. Passing tradesmen will fuck you without a thought. No one will think of you, only their own pleasure. 

 “Oh, you will be sore and suffering by the time the farmers start returning from the fields and forming queues to use you. They’ll be hot and ready after a hard day’s work and they’ll be quick and rough, taking you two or three at a time. 

 “By the time they’re done and are returning to their homes, the young men will be coming out to visit the taverns. Plenty of them will come to see you on the way to their drunken revels and they’ll be cruel and hurt you for sport. It’ll go on all night; unrelenting. 

 “And when those same young men are staggering home, they’ll want you again and they’ll be merciless in their inebriation. Those of them that can’t get it up will blame you. Oh, you’ll be beaten and kicked and drenched in piss. 

 “It’ll seem to go on forever, until you find yourselves bruised and shivering in the darkest part of the night. That’s the most dangerous time, when you’ll be prey to drunkards and thieves, deviants and worse. ”

 Allura cried with despair. 

 “See,” said the governess, “the poor girl is afraid to loose her virginity in such a way. And, of course, her first time should be special…” she sneered, “…with someone she loves. 

 “You will help her, Charlotte, to give herself up to passion in a more fitting way. Here, this will help. ”From a rack on the wall where a mixture of curious implements hung, some for the infliction of pleasure, others for pain, the governess took a huge dildo with a leather harness. 

“Strap this on,” she said, “and use it as gently as you can. We wouldn’t want her to suffer. ”

 Charlotte was forced to wear the bulging false manhood, buckling it around her slender hips. Then she climbed on top of Allura on the sturdy table. She could feel the girl’s tender flesh beneath her; soft and yielding but tense with fear. 

 Gently, she stroked Allura’s face, remembering her own first time; the fear of the unknown, the pain of the penetration, the secret knowledge that it could be done again and again, better and better, with someone who was both affectionate and considerate. Nothing like the brutal horrors that the governess had described. 

 It would be best to do as she was told, she thought. At least she would try not to hurt the girl any more than she had to. The governess was clearly revelling in her power, forcing Charlotte into the role of compassionate torturer. 

 But Charlotte wondered what Allura was thinking. Was she grateful or horrified? Did she think Charlotte was a willing participant in her terrible ordeal? The girl’s face showed only confusion. 

 Charlotte kissed her brow, and moved to touch her breasts. Allura’s skin was marked by the lashes of the domina and the whip and by the scars of metal and glass but she was no less beautiful than she had been when she entered the Sapphire Palace. Charlotte traced the lines, the raised flesh soft and pleasing beneath her fingertips. Perhaps she was a willing accomplice after all. 

 Despite her reservations, she felt herself dampening with desire and she began to trace those tracks of pain with her tongue as well as her hands. To her surprise, the girl’s prone body began to respond and she raised her breasts to let Charlotte suckle at her hardening nipples. 

 She arched her back as Charlotte moved lower, following the lines of torment down her body and slipping from the table to the floor. The girl lifted her hips willingly as Charlotte bent forward between her legs and saw her youthful flower glistening with anticipation. 

 Charlotte moved her tongue delicately across Allura’s sensitive folds. The girl sighed as she was tasted and moved against Charlotte’s mouth, encouraging her to probe deeper and drink more fully from her virgin sex.



 Charlotte clutched Allura’s thighs and abandoned her careful technique as she lapped up shiny arousal. She thought that perhaps she could bring the girl to orgasm with her mouth. Then she felt a stinging pain across her buttocks as the governess struck her with the full force of the domina. 

 “Enough play,” she commanded. “There is little time. Get on with it. ”

 Charlotte climbed back onto the table, supporting herself with one hand and carefully spitting into the other and rubbing the moisture onto the end of the phallus. Allura was wet but she would still need more lubrication to take such a large member. 

 “Enough, I said,” was the shout as Charlotte’s buttocks were stung again. “Put it in her. ”

 “I’m sorry,” Charlotte whispered as she lay on the blonde girl and positioned the dildo at the entrance to her hot little sex. 

 “It’s alright,” her victim replied and lifted her head to kiss her full on the mouth. The young women kissed passionately, their naked bodies pressed together, the large phallus forcing its way up into Allura’s inadequate slit. 

 The governess began to beat Charlotte mercilessly, reddening her bottom with lash after lash. With each blow, the girls’ bodies spasmed and the dildo sank deeper. They kissed frantically now, pressed close together for comfort in their mutual suffering. 

 The leather strap between Charlotte’s legs was dripping with illicit arousal. She was thrusting now of her own volition. Allura was crying and panting with pain and wonder and a confused orgasmic rush of emotional turmoil. The governess laughed. 

 “It’s a pity,” she mocked, “that you don’t have time to give her pretty backside the same treatment. For every man that penetrates her delicate cunt there’ll be two that want to fuck her arse. Oh, there’s no escaping the suffering you sluts will endure. ”

 Charlotte was pulled from the table and her wrists clamped in manacles before she knew what was happening and before she could begin to pity Allura’s fate or fear for her own. The deflowered damsel was freed from the table and similarly restrained. As the governess undid the buckles at Charlotte’s hips, there was a banging at the door to the adjacent chamber. “Ah,” the vicious beauty sighed, “the scorn-master is here. ”

 The governess dragged the girls into the next room, calling “Enter! ” as she did so. The door swung open and the scorn-master came in. 

 He was a tall man, wearing a sleeveless brown robe belted at the waist with a thick black cord. His bare arms were still muscular but where once they had been clearly defined, they were now grown flabby with age. On his chest, the emblem of the Scorn-masters’ Guild was embroidered in black; the rod of justice crossed by the flail of punishment and surrounded by the thorns of suffering. Under his pointed hood, his face was covered by a leather mask. 

 “Two for the scorning post, governess. ”His voice rasped deathly dry from behind the mask. Charlotte faltered. Allura swayed as if she would faint. 

 The girl stumbled weakly and, in her manacles, Charlotte was powerless to support her. Instead, the governess caught her by the arm and shoved her roughly towards the sinister man. He grabbed his victim and slapped her face. “She has been well scourged,” he commented in his grating hiss, “what is her crime? ”

 “Oh, it’s not what she’s done,” the governess confided mysteriously, “it’s what she will do. No punishment is enough. ”Charlotte was dumbfounded but the explanation was accepted without question. 

 The scorn-master pulled Allura down to the ground and held her across his knees. “Now for the mark of shame,” he wheezed. From his belt he unhooked one of two metal cuffs. The armband was hinged to snap open or closed and, as he held it, Charlotte could see that its inner curves were sharp with tiny blades and thorny spikes. Wordlessly, he clamped the band around Allura’s arm and thrust his calloused hand over her pretty mouth to stifle her screams. 

 “Is there any news of the bidding? ” the governess enquired nonchalantly.



 “It seems Prince Drax’s man, Seneschal Yogg, outbid Leeke Ratsbane to be first,” came the reply, “but there may have been other contenders. ”The masked face looked up, grotesquely impassive. “Throw me the other wench. ”

 “And the trial of the outlaw, Verdorix? ”The governess made conversation as she shoved Charlotte towards her fate. 

 “He’ll hang at dawn. ”

 Charlotte fell helplessly into the clutches of the scorn-master. “His penis is already sold to the witch Bethsheba, if that’s what you’re thinking. ”

 “Oh, I hardly dabble in such things anymore,” the governess smiled. Metal clicked as the second cuff was unhooked from the scorn-master’s belt. Panic thrummed in Charlotte’s heart. 

 At that moment, the door to the bondage chamber was flung open and Jai Kalaran, Captain of the Sappirian Guard, burst in. “Stop! ” he commanded. 

 “What is the meaning of this…” the governess began but changed her tone abruptly when she recognised the young soldier. “Jai,” she continued, “I too burn with passion between our meetings but you must control yourself. Come and visit me this evening and…”

 “Do not mock me governess,” Kalaran snapped. “I have orders from the prince. I said ‘stop’, scorn-master! ”Reluctantly, the masked man clipped the metal band back to his belt. “The girl who returned to the palace today is to come with me. Immediately. ”

 “But…” the governess began. 

 “Do not question me or I’ll have you whipped. Would you care to take her place at the scorning post? ”The captain’s eyes met the predatory gaze of the dark beauty. Both burned with passion. She flashed a sardonic smile, then nodded demurely. They would meet that evening to quench their lust, but who would be whipped was as yet undecided. 

 “What of the other slave? ” the scorn-master asked. 

 “I have no orders regarding her. ”The soldier took Charlotte by the wrist. “Come, girl,” he said and pulled her from the room. 

 “Wait! Can’t you save her? ” Charlotte begged. 

 “I cannot,” he replied. 

 The governess turned to the scorn-master, cold fury in her eyes. “Take her away! ” she spat. “See that she suffers for both of them. Twice the torment! Twice the degradation! ”

 Allura shrieked and wept and clawed at the walls as she was dragged from the bondage chamber, down the stairs and through the palace. Leaving by a side entrance, she was hauled across the grounds by the sadistic scorn-master and thrust through a gate into the paved courtyard beyond. 

 Already a baying crowd of leering ruffians and filthy peasants bordered the square. Burly hired thugs held them back from the curtained palanquins of the wealthier citizens. Four sturdy posts stood in the centre of the space and to one side rose the grim scaffold of the gallows. 

 The scorn-master chained Allura’s manacles to a ring at the top of the nearest post, then shouted hoarsely into the unheeding crowd. His cynical words about civic justice and rightful retribution were lost amid the clamour. Unconcerned, he turned and strode away, leaving Allura unutterably terrified, at the mercy of the mob, in the shadow of the hangman’s noose. The Offering was made and the cruel night stretched endlessly before her.







  




A Taste Of Gothique

 

 Alita’s eyes sparkled with tears of joy when her mistress returned. Charlotte was thrust through the door into what had been her suite of rooms by the Captain of the Sapphirian Guard. She was naked and dishevelled but to Alita she seemed radiant with beauty. 

 “Prepare yourself to attend the prince,” Jai commanded. “He is holding a banquet in honour of Malphegor of Gothique and you are to join him there. Hurry, wench, you have very little time. ”

 Alita drew Charlotte to the bathroom, kissing her and shivering with excitement, resisting the temptation to ask a thousand questions. A steaming bath was already prepared and, while the slave-girl busied herself gathering toiletries, Charlotte sank gratefully into it. Jai paced impatiently in the adjoining room. 

 It was Charlotte who asked the first question as Alita slipped nimbly into the water and began to wash her lover’s hair. “What’s going on? ” she asked. 

 “I don’t know,” Alita began. “The prince has a visitor, it’s the talk of the palace. I think he’s a prince too and, some say, a sorcerer. He arrived today in a splendid black carriage, so I hear. Before I knew it the prince was asking for you and…”Her voice faltered. “I didn’t even know you’d returned. ”

 “Why me? ”

 “I don’t know. I don’t know anything. ”The girl was fighting back tears of relief, of fear, of confusion. “Where have you been? ” she asked. 

 “Beyond the forest,” Charlotte replied. “To the Plains of Scyth. ”

 “No…”Alita’s eyes widened in disbelief. “At first I thought you were with the governess, or in the dungeons, or… I didn’t know what had happened. ”

 “I was with the governess just now. They captured me and dragged me back here. I was free, Alita. ”

 “But…” the girl sobbed, “I missed you. ”

 “And I…” Charlotte began as Alita broke down in tears. 

 “Hurry! ” the captain of the guard shouted, banging on the bathroom door. “You must be presented to the prince on time. ”

 “Alita,” Charlotte soothed, kissing the girl’s pretty face. “I need you to be strong for me. I never wanted to leave you, I swear it. We’re in this together, you and I. Now, tell me what you know of Gothique. ”

 “They all dress exquisitely,” Alita replied. “The nobility, I mean. And they build great palaces, in onyx and basalt, that tower over their land of mountains and forests. Great pointed spires, and stained glass windows; light and darkness, you see. Light and darkness. 

 “The Shadow Princes, they call them; the nine rulers of Gothique. Powerful sorcerers, some of them. The chamber girls say this one, Malphegor, is as powerful as they come. I…”

 “I said hurry! ” Jai shouted, this time pounding the door until it swung open. “This is no time for intimacy. Get out and get dressed! ”

 Charlotte did as she was told, walking to the bedroom with Alita at her heels, rubbing ineffectually at her with a towel. 

 The dress the girl had chosen was dark but delicate, elaborate but revealing. The bodice was an intricate design of black lace interwoven here and there with strands of bright red silk. The skirt cascaded to the ground but was slit high at the front, affording just glimpses of intimacy. 

 Long black boots accompanied the dress. And intricately patterned black lace gloves. And an ornate necklace of onyx and red jade. 

 Charlotte did her own make-up while Alita styled her hair. She reddened her lips and accentuated her eyes with kohl, drawing thicker lines than she would normally have done and extending them upward into sweeping points. She smiled at the delicate medley of ringlets Alita so effortlessly created. 

 Even Jai was grinning amiably as Charlotte performed a final twirl for Alita. He had to admit that the transformation had been far quicker than he had feared. The slave-girl smiled and nodded her approval, there was no faulting the dark allure of the outfit or the stunning beauty of she who wore it. 

 With a final kiss from Alita and a half-hearted; “Come along” from the captain of the guard, Charlotte left the room. Strangely, she was filled with confidence. She had eluded the governess once more and it felt as if her will and the hand of destiny were in harmony. 

 Of necessity, she dismissed the haunting knowledge of Allura’s fate and concentrated on making the most of her own. It seemed that anything was possible now. After all, in the Great Hall, two princes awaited her. 

 

***

 

 The two princes could not have been more different. Kallinikos reclined on his throne, smiling and enjoying his wine. He had good reason to celebrate; the banquet had been a delicious celebration of the culmination of the first stage of his world-changing plan. He had sealed his alliance with Malphegor the sorcerer and, through him, with the Shadow Princes of Gothique. 

 The sorcerer’s final request had been somewhat unusual, though it was customary to give gifts to seal a treaty. But Kallinikos had encountered no problems in recapturing the slave-girl. What Malphegor wanted with a lowly and disobedient pleasure slave he could not imagine, though he himself had found the girl’s charms considerable enough to warrant a private audience and an enactment of the Caress of the Rose. 

 How Malphegor even knew about the girl was a mystery. Nonetheless, the loss of a slave, no matter how intriguing she might be, was nothing compared to the benefits of the treaty and the actions that would surely follow its signing. 

 Entering the Great Hall, accompanied by the Captain of the Sapphirian Guard, Charlotte could tell immediately that the prince was pleased with himself. He had cast off his elegant cloak of autumnal reds and orange and lounged casually in a simple open-necked shirt, brown trousers and boots. Even his understated crown was a little askew. 

 Many of the dinner guests were equally relaxed and the hubbub of conversation filled the room. But a few were more sober, perhaps affected by the disconcerting presence of the Prince of Gothique. 

 Malphegor sat at the prince’s right hand, an empty plate unused on the table before him. He was swathed completely in black, the long robe reaching to the floor. His features were concealed in the depths of a voluminous hood. Only his hands were visible, resting lightly in front of him. 

 Charlotte stared at those horrible hands which seemed once to have been pure white but were now yellowed by age to the colour of parchment. The hairless skin had a brittle, papery quality; thin and dry and threatening to crack. The fingers were unpleasantly elongated as if each had an extra joint and they terminated in long black nails like flat talons, jagged with chips. 

 One hand crawled spider-like across the table to caress a silver goblet. But the cup was not raised and the prince did not drink. 

 “Ah, Captain Kalaran, how good of you to attend us,” the prince greeted the young soldier. “And I see you have brought our guest. Come girl, join our table. ”

 Charlotte sat with some trepidation by the sorcerer’s side. Kalaran sat next to her, unconcerned, and helped himself to wine. 

 “You are just in time,” the prince enthused. “I believe our noble guest has arranged some entertainment for us. ”But before any such diversion could begin, the sorcerer spoke. 

 His voice was little more than a whisper but it sounded as if some ancient demon had crawled from the blackest mires of the underworld to lay a curse on the world. “Malaric. ”

 A figure emerged from the shadows by the wall behind the princes. His black leather outfit, studded with dark metal, along with his multitude of weapons and the executioner’s hood that concealed his features, lent him an appearance almost as sinister as that of his master. 

 “While Malaric is here, there is the issue of the Vanamor. ”

 “Yes, yes,” Kallinikos agreed. “I hear that he is just the man for the job. ”The prince had been surprised more than once by the sorcerer’s remarkable knowledge of events in the Sapphire Palace. The Vanamor girl had been loose since the day Thul had freed her and, despite their best efforts, Kallinikos’ soldiers and the Sapphirian Guard had been unable to recapture her. 

 She had been making more than a nuisance of herself, living in the network of attics and rafters that twisted endlessly under the roof of the main part of the palace, descending at night to forage for food and wreak havoc. Three of the guards who had entered her precipitous new domain had fallen to their deaths and others were still unaccounted for. Still more were high above the Great Hall even now, seeking to trap the girl and fearing for their lives. 

 “He will find her,” Malphegor rasped, “but then she will be his. And all that is his, is mine. ”

 “Very well,” said the prince, “send him up. ”But Malaric had already strode from the room towards the nearest flight of stairs. 

 “Now,” said Kallinikos, signalling servants to bring more wine, “we shall continue with the entertainment. Let the show begin! ”

 

***

 

 Malaric reached the top of a series of spiralling staircases and found himself in a cathedral-like attic corridor. Wide stone arches towered above him but, beyond them, there were further reaches, narrow walkways and reinforcing rafters forming a vertiginous wooden maze at the apex of the central keep. He smiled to himself as he noted the work of numerous architects and craftsmen; some incredibly skilled, others less than worthy to have made their mark on such an impressive building. 

 Here, in the lost reaches of the palace, he would hunt the dangerous Vanamor. Though he had never seen such a creature, he knew he would recognise his quarry immediately. He had read the stories of their innocent beauty and feral ferocity. He smiled again and his heart beat faster. 

 Far below him, the lights were dimmed and a single drumbeat began to resound through the Great Hall. This insistent reverberation was subsequently overlaid with the mournful melody of a wooden flute. Thus the scene was set for the sorcerer’s entertainment. 

 The disconcerted audience waited and watched in complete silence. Their attention was drawn to the huge double doors as they opened with a crash and a stunning woman walked gracefully into the hall. 

 Her boots were of shiny black leather and rose high up her shapely legs. The top third of her thighs and her curvaceous buttocks were bare though there was a black leather belt at her narrow waist. The top she wore was an intricate mingle of fishnet and lace that accentuated rather than covered her breasts, swathed her arms and hung in jagged points around her midriff. 

 The sheer blackness of her attire contrasted completely with the deathly pallor of her skin. It was pure white, inhumanly so, like chalk or snow and completely flawless. But it was clearly natural. No body paint could be so invisibly applied. 

 Her hair was as black as jet, sleek and glossy, held back from her face by a silver band and dancing in curls around her shoulders. Between her legs, however, there was no hair at all. It was almost impossible to make out the delicate divide of her smooth white sex. 

 Her eyes were also black. The whole globe of each was dark as some subterranean cavern. The pupils were barely distinguishable as inky pools in the centre of smooth onyx spheres. Devoid of reflected light, they gave no sign of movement, no hint of life. 

 Charlotte thought that the woman was both terrible and beautiful. Her cold eyes and the black talons at her fingertips hinted at cruel pleasures. Her right hand rested lightly on the vicious whip that curled at her belt, another indication of her sadistic allure. In her left hand, she held the end of a long and intricate chain, each link a diamond shape in pure silver from which a tiny charm dangled.



 The miniscule depictions of arcane runes chinked and glittered in the torchlight. The chain divided halfway along its length into three separate strands, each tugging at the collar of another Gothic beauty. These visions were as impossibly pale as the woman who led them, their skin a near luminous white completely exposed by their nudity. Their black hair, onyx eyes and sharp claws were equally lustrous and sinister. 

 Dragged by the chain, they crawled on their hands and knees, remindingCharlotte of the Caress of the Rose. But there were no soft petals here, only the cold stone floor to exacerbate the cruel treatment of the naked girls. 

 The dominant mistress gave the chain a violent tug, pulling her victims forward, their breasts swinging, their bottoms held proudly in the air. When she reached the top table, she turned, parading her pets before the princes. 

 One by one, she released them from their bondage and they came immediately together, licking at each other’s pale skin as though it were cream. Kallinikos leaned forward to watch. Many other members of the audience did the same, enjoying the unusual spectacle of the lesbian girls of Gothique. Charlotte, too, was pleasantly affected by the erotic display as their sinuous movements grew more libidinous. 

 They caressed each other’s ivory breasts and clutched at their curvaceous buttocks as they writhed in sensual ecstasy on the floor. Their darting tongues and probing fingers had no difficulty finding the near invisible openings of their dainty sexes. A lovely melange of moans and sighs issued from their pretty mouths. 

 Charlotte was fascinated by the display and tingled with excitement. She watched intently, appreciating the languid sexuality of the female form. So engrossed was she in the interweaving of pale bodies, that she failed to notice the girls’ harsh mistress freeing the whip from her belt. 

 The rest of the audience were equally distracted, so the first crack of the vicious lash made everyone but the sorcerer jump with surprise. One of the girls shrieked with the sudden searing sting. 

 The Arkadian audience were used to the aesthetic mingling of pleasure and pain. Many had made the use of the domina or similar implements integral to their sadistic passions. But there were generally accepted limits to the severity of such punishments, especially when they were enacted as public entertainment. It seemed that there were no such boundaries in Gothique. 

 This was no gentle scourging designed to bring tingling sensitivity to the girls’ delicate skin. The caress of the whip was shockingly harsh. Along its tortuous length, tiny metal shards were embedded in the leather like cruel barbed tongues aching to lap at innocent blood. The whip flowed in graceful arcs through the air, twisting elaborately before slashing down across the pallid tangle of naked flesh. 

 Another scream filled the room and a flash of crimson appeared amidst the white. The whip cracked again and again and the shrieks of agony grew pitifully shrill. Yet after each scream the moans of pleasure resumed, ever more ardent and filled with desire. 

 Many of the onlookers shifted uncomfortably in their seats, their consciences doing battle with their arousal. Charlotte felt no such conflict and licked her lips as the lashes fell and the cries of pain and pleasure became increasingly difficult to distinguish. 

 Rivulets of blood tricked over the writhing bodies as the girls licked at their companions’ weeping wounds. Beneath the table, Charlotte’s fingers slipped into the slit of her skirt and found the wet heart of her desperate desire. She masturbated as surreptitiously as she could, though she had a strange feeling that the sorcerer was silently aware of her actions and that his concealed face was smiling. 

 She felt her orgasm start to come and struggled to suppress her sighs of delight as she rubbed at her dripping haven. The whip fell once more, a perfectly placed lash across the upraised breasts of one of the girls as she threw her head back and sobbed with release, her body shuddering, her tiny twitching sex impaled on four slim fingers. 

 Charlotte and the girl came together to the sound of tortured cries, experiencing a strange communion as the whip lashed her delicate breasts. And as the whip danced away through the air, Charlotte’s own face was flicked with a little of the crimson elixir, tiny droplets splashing across her cheek and falling on her parted lips. The taste merged into a second peak of exquisite orgasmic pleasure. 

 “Enough! ”Kallinikos was on his feet, his shout masking Charlotte’s whimpers of delight. He looked around at the horrified faces of his guests. “This… er… entertainment… is… too sophisticated for our simple Arkadian tastes Prince Malphegor,” he mumbled. “You have a long journey tomorrow. Perhaps we should all retire. The girl…” he gestured vaguely at Charlotte, “is yours. ”

 The sorcerer sat in silence. The prince, normally so calm and secure in his own power was at a loss. Sweat beaded on his brow. “Well, er… good night,” he stammered and strode from the room. His guests needed no further encouragement and there was a clanking of chairs as they rose en masse and fled without a word from the hall. No servants arrived to clear away the debris of the banquet. It was as if the whole palace was suddenly deserted. 

 Charlotte felt as if she had been the victim of some curious erotic enchantment. Where others had been horrified by the spectacle of the whipped girls, she had felt nothing but lust. She wondered if the very presence of the sorcerer had tainted her mind with black magic. 

 Even now, as she looked at the three Gothic beauties clinging desperately to each other, panting with exhaustion, she felt moved to passion. She wanted nothing more than to take up the whip herself or to join them in their suffering. Or to lick the bright blood from their wounds. 

 The sorcerer stood to leave, towering above Charlotte. His doom-laden voice filled the hall. “Return to your room. Pack your belongings and sleep if you can. We leave for Gothique in the morning. ”

 When the sorcerer was gone, Charlotte would have done as she was commanded but she could not draw her eyes from the scene before her. “Will they be alright? ” she asked timidly. 

 “Wounds heal,” their pale mistress said simply. Then she abandoned her cold tone. “Come girls, the game is over. ”

 “At last,” said one of her victims petulantly. “I thought you were going to leave us huddled down here all night. ”She stood calmly as though her wounds were forgotten. “Oh, I’m dripping everywhere,” she sighed. “Melissandra, where’s the balm? ”

 “Don’t say you’ve left it in our chambers,” another of the girls said as she rose. “This one actually hurts. ”She prodded a deep laceration in her side as if to test the statement. “Ow! ” she yelped. “See. ”

 “No, no, I’ve got it right here,” Melissandra appeased, fetching a jar from the side of the room. “Ashmina, you should be first, that one across your tits must be stinging. ”

 The third girl was sitting on the floor in a dark pool, blood still running down her body. She shrugged and smiled. “It’s not as bad as it looks,” she said. 

 Charlotte was astounded by the change in the girls’ demeanour and even more amazed when she saw the results of Melissandra’s application of the curious balm. Even the deepest wounds seemed to seal under its influence and, as it was gently rubbed into the skin, they faded completely, leaving no scar or sign of their existence but the spilt blood they had exuded. 

 “Still, it must have hurt,” she thought aloud as she rose to leave. 

 Melissandra flashed her a knowing look and spoke with a sly smile. “You will discover that there is no limit to the pain one can learn to endure, even to enjoy, when it comes without consequences. ”

 She paused. “Things are very different in Gothique,” she said. “I hope you are ready. ”






  




Return Of The Mariner

 

 As the mast of his beloved ship crashed finally into the water and the remnants of the Siren sank to a submarine grave, Hylas saw Charlotte jump. He thought she made it but he could not be sure. 

 There had been dark magic in her reciting of the secret names of those oceanic beasts. She had surely brought a curse down on them all. 

 Perhaps she was some sea-born enchantress, in league with the monsters of the deep, a witch whose ruinous spell had brought doom to his vessel and his crew. 

 He was too late to leap for the docks and, as the memory of those strange names; nothosaur, plesiosaur, liopleurodon, seethed like a demonic incantation in his head, he plunged into the swarming depths with no hope of survival. 

 The water was cold and bloody. All about him, the screams of the dying rang in his ears. Ten heartbeats, he thought. 

 A dark shape brushed against him, scaly and terrible. He kicked desperately for the barnacled wall of the marble pier. He struggled to swim, struggled to breathe. 

 Struggled awake. 

 He had relived the wreck of the Siren a thousand times in his fevered nightmares but never once had he dreamed of his rescue, of the unbelievable way in which he was saved. Such incredible strangeness was too fanciful to imagine, even in his most delirious visions. 

 Hylas lay on the salt-encrusted stone floor of a damp and gloomy cavern. Beside him, a great pool of seawater, half clogged with strands of yellowish weed, lapped and gurgled. The walls of the cave were slick with glutinous green slime and shone wetly with the phosphorescent trails of subterranean slugs. Far above, a stone forest of elongated stalactites dripped saltwater in a maddeningly constant rain.



 He had lain helpless for days, his wounds debilitating, his fever unyielding. Until now. Weak as he was, his mind was clearer and with the relief that he had not slipped inexorably into permanent psychosis came the shocking numbness of having to accept his situation as wholly real. 

 And that meant waiting for his rescuer to appear. Waiting to see clearly for the first time what his fevered visions had blotted out. 

 Hylas watched the pool with a mixture of trepidation and wonder until the final confirmation came. She rose from the water, sleek and dripping, alien but far from monstrous, a living embodiment of ancient myths. 

 Her flesh was covered with shiny scales, silver with a hint of bluish-green, darker along her back than on her belly. At her face, they were so delicate as to be almost invisible. 

 From a distance, she could perhaps have been a human woman, swimming or drowning. But close up, as Hylas was, her aquatic features were clear. Her face was flat and smooth with no nose or external ears. There were rows of gill slits at the sides of her neck which closed as she surfaced from the water. 

 She made a sighing noise as she sucked air through her wide crescent mouth, past row upon row of pristine needle teeth, into her primitive lungs. Her hair, if the tangle of green and yellow strands that matched the weeds of the pool could be called hair, fanned in the water behind her. 

 Her appearance was otherworldly but she was not wholly bestial. Her big blue eyes held unfathomed depths of wisdom and a wistful longing tempered by a playful light. 

 With powerful arms, she reached out to the rocky edge of the pool, grabbing it with webbed and taloned hands and pulling herself up out of the water. 

 At first her torso seemed much like that of an ordinary woman, with muscular shoulders and ample breasts. But, as she rose from the depths, it became clear that her body extended straight down and that she had no waist.



 And below the glorious pair of silver orbs, with their delicate scales and soft white nipples, was a second pair and below them another and so on. Each set as pert and lovely as the pair above. Eight firm breasts in all. 

 And still her body descended into the depths, for she had no legs, just a writhing serpentine tail. 

 Leaving the pool, she came towards the captain, dragging herself at first with her webbed and clawed hands, then rearing up as her snake-like body emerged from the water to slither sinuously across the slippery stone. 

 Hylas sat up but did not back away. He was not afraid. After all, he had lain unharmed in the cavern for days. And there was about the strange creature a certain allure. 

 She had cared for him as best she could, squeezing onto his wounds the gummy sap from the pods of underwater plants and binding them with the flat fronds of certain seaweeds. She had fed him the flesh of raw fish which she had first chewed to mush, carefully picking out the bones between her vicious teeth. From the depths of the cave she had brought fresh water from a tiny trickling fissure and encouraged him to drink from a conical shell. 

 There was no doubt that she had saved his life but still he could not suppress a shudder as she put her clammy hands on his body to unwind the marine bandages from his leg and torso and examine his miraculously healed wounds. She did not seem to notice his reaction. 

He let her strip away the seaweed and the ragged tatters that remained of his clothes. She moved fluidly, with a subtle wriggling that made her breasts quiver. Before he knew it, her tail was wrapped around him and he was lying back against it with her body poised over his. 

 Her flesh was surprisingly warm and the scales of her underbelly soft and yielding. She smelled faintly of salt and the mysterious depths of the ocean. It was not unpleasant. Taking up the shell, she offered him water to drink and, as he swallowed and set the makeshift cup aside, she began to sing. 

 It was to be no ordinary song. There were no words and the melody was endlessly changing with no sense of a tune. But it was a beautiful sound that seemed to carry tremendous meaning. Hylas closed his eyes and let the shimmering notes stir his imagination. 

 At first she sang of the ocean, of its vast grandeur and timeless wisdom. She sang of fathomless depths and inexorable currents. Of raging tides and crashing waves. 

 Then she sang of distant rocks on which she had sat with her serpentine sisters under balmy night skies, watching the stars in their eternal orbits or calling down the moonlight to dance on the waves. 

 She sang of the beasts of the sea. Of the mighty leviathans that lurked in the deepest trenches and the phosphorescent lights of the peculiar fish that illumined those submarine depths. 

 Then she sang of ships, of the coming of men in the Borean Age and the intrepid sailors who plied the seas in those days. She sang as if she were there, leaping from the surf in the wake of the prow. Flirting with the men on board and weaving legends. 

 When she sang of present times, there was a hint of melancholy in the sound, a regretful longing for days gone by. But then the captain had come, in his sleek black ship. And she sang him radiant as the sun, like an ancient hero, reborn in dazzling splendour. 

 Hylas was touched by the warmth and the joy of the song. She had saved him, nurtured him and she inspired his vision of a navigable ocean. Her soft undulating flesh entwined his naked body and he saw himself as the mythical mariner, inevitably conjoined with the enchanting mermaid. 

 Thus he was enthralled and aroused, his sturdy manhood hardening with desire as it was caught up in a gentle grip. The delicate webs of his lover’s hand caressed his shaft with infinite tenderness, teasing him to stiffer arousal. With her other hand, she stroked his muscular chest, letting the tips of her dangerous claws stimulate his skin. 

 Hylas kissed her soft belly, tasting the salty wetness and running his tongue across the delicate ridges of her scales. He touched his face to her silver breasts and took the soft nipple of one fine orb into his mouth. The sound of her song melted slowly into melodious ululations of pleasure. 

 His arms were around her as her coils entangled him, the warmth of their ardour suffusing them both. The prehensile tendrils of her ochre hair massaged him like soothing fingertips until there was no tension in his body; all was soft, all pain forgotten, like a tranquil dream. 

 The sounds she made were hypnotic, drawing him on to explore her wondrous form. He moved his mouth to another of her breasts and his hand slipped down across her shimmering scales. 

 Low on her body there was a little silvery ridge and, below it, a neat line dividing her iridescent flesh. He found this subtle groove and caressed it gently. The lipless crease parted wetly at his insistent stroking, revealing the reddish-pink of her inner sanctum. 

 She was tiny and tight there, like a virgin girl and she moaned musically as he probed her depths, finding the strange nodules that lay inside and stimulating them with his fingers. Those sensitive inner protrusions thrilled at his touch and her whole body spasmed with pleasure. 

 They rolled together on the slickened floor, his legs straddling her as he came on top. Taking hold of her shoulders, he stared into her eyes as his swollen member sank into her warm incision. 

 He filled her completely, the length of his shaft crushed against the responsive buds that grew from her inner walls. She was tight around him and he thrust into her with groans of quickly rising pleasure. 

 Days without release had left him full of fervour. There would be no slow lovemaking but a desperate, passionate coupling; the hot throbbing centre of the romantic imagery of their union. He plundered her sex, glorying in the tight viscosity that gripped him as he entered and the luscious suction that pulled at him as he withdrew. 

 And with every thrust, she cried out in the most delightful way. 

 Every one of those inner nodules was as sensitive as a young girl’s tender secret and each was rubbed and squished by the shaft that impaled her, generating a complex melange of exquisitely pleasurable sensations that rippled wonderfully through the length of her quivering coils and emerged as erotic music from her mouth. 

 She sang him to climax, gripping him fiercely as his shaft convulsed and squirted torrents of sticky cream into her receptive opening. She felt the bathing of her sensitive nodes and shook with the unknowable pleasure of her alien orgasm. They clutched each other in a passionate embrace and, where they were conjoined, his seed oozed from her around the base of his shaft. 

 Slowly, regretfully, he withdrew; gooey lines of ejaculate still connecting his manhood to her sodden slit which dribbled with her own lucent secretions. He lay on her, exhausted and glad. 

 Finally, the charming sighs of her post-orgasmic song faded away to be replaced by the interminable sound of the dripping of the saturated stalactites. 

 The spell was broken. But Hylas was neither horrified nor regretful at what he had done. He smiled like a triumphant hero and in his eyes were the marvellous vistas of the open ocean. 

 

***

 

 Hylas clung to the scaly flesh of his saviour as they plunged through the darkness of the weed-choked tunnel and emerged into the Northern Sea. Bubbles poured from his nose and mouth and he thought that his lungs would burst as they surged upward towards the glistening surface. 

 They broke into the brisk air with the captain gasping for breath. They were near the shore at a place where the rocky cliff had crumbled into the ocean. Here the precipitous outcrops were too steep for any monstrous beasts to climb but the way was possible for a strong and fearless man. 

 Hylas swam to the edge and clambered from the lapping waves. He bent down to kiss the alien creature that had rescued him, knowing he had no words of thanks that she could understand. 

 In her eyes was the knowledge of all he could have said. He turned and began to climb. 

 When he was well up the cliff, he looked back and saw her watching his perilous ascent, the morning sunlight glinting in the water around her. Later, when he looked back again, she was no longer there and ominous shadows circled in the waters below, perhaps waiting for him to fall. 

 The crumbling rocks were treacherous but Hylas was nimble and sure-footed. He reached safety without incident and rested only a moment before setting out naked across the fields towards Kharis and the Sapphire Palace. 

 The gates of the city were open and its streets bustling with activity. The jaded citizens barely spared a glance for the naked man, despite his musculature and his conspicuous collection of scars. 

 At the gates of the palace, the guard had been doubled. “Who goes there? ” a young soldier questioned. 

 “Do you not know me boy? ” the captain smiled. 

 “No strangers may enter the Sapphire Palace today by order of the prince,” the young man said. “No beggars will receive alms today. ”

 “Don’t be a fool Jak. That’s no beggar,” said the sergeant of the guard, hurrying over to the gate. “That’s Captain Hylas. ”

 “But…”

 “Yes, I know he’s dead, but it’s him all the same. ”The man grinned. “How’d you do it this time? ” he asked. “Saved by magic, I suppose. ”

 “A mermaid,” Hylas confessed. “A beautiful water nymph. ”

 “Of course,” the man laughed, “of course. ”

 Hylas’ and his acquaintance walked through the palace grounds together. 

 “Whose are those? ” Hylas asked as they came to a paved courtyard. Two black carriages, emblazoned with royal crests, stood ready while two black wagons were being loaded with supplies. 

 “Prince Malphegor of Gothique has been here. He leaves this morning for his own lands. ”

 As they spoke, two of Kallinikos’ soldiers emerged from the palace, carrying a simple cage. The Vanamor crouched inside, her naked body filthy with dust, cobwebs clinging to her matted hair; beautiful as sunlight, cold as snow. 

 “The prince’s treasure leaves with the sorcerer,” Hylas commented. “Much has happened since I’ve been away. ”

 “The sorcerer’s bodyguard recaptured the Vanamor. ”

 “She was free? ”Hylas was incredulous. “How many died? ”

 “Many. ”

 The two men passed into the palace through an opulent entrance hall. To their left were the quarters of the pleasure slaves. 

 There was a knock at Charlotte’s door. 

 Prince Malphegor had brought with him not only Malaric and the Gothic beauties but also an oct of Vandalusian guards. Four of the eight now marched into Charlotte’s chambers. 

 She trembled at the sight of the Vandals. They seemed to her like the primitive prototypes of men; prehistoric beings or the offspring of some dark and unknown branch of humanoid evolution. They were clearly the products of an untamed world; magnificent, primal and dangerous. 

 Their faces were grim and imposing, with features wholly unrefined yet demonically regal. Their blood-red eyes were shockingly feral, their hair long and matted. 

 The natural skin of the Vandalusians was barely visible, greyed as it was with the ashes of their violent, fiery sacrifices and etched invariably with the black lines of primitive tattoos and the deep scars of ferocious battles. Their rune-marked bodies were huge and muscular and they stood almost seven feet tall. 

 The Vandals wore leather kilts with wide belts from which hung heavy broadswords. The first among them sported a necklace of small skulls that might have come from diminutive apes or shrunken human heads. 

 “Come,” he snarled through wolf-like teeth, “we go. ”

 “Wait,” said Charlotte as he turned to leave. “Prince Malphegor had these four trunks sent to my room for my belongings. We must take them with us. ”

 When the chests had arrived she had been unsure what to do with them, thinking that she owned nothing. But Alita had encouraged her to take what she could from the boudoir, including all the clothes from the enormous wardrobe and toiletries from the bathroom. The slave-girl had even packed the books and the mirror. It was all Charlotte could do to stop her taking the pictures from off the walls. 

 To her surprise, the Vandal commander obeyed her order immediately. He gave a little nod of his head before moving to pick up one of the boxes and indicating that his companions should do the same. 

 They had no reason to doubt her word, Charlotte realised. Perhaps the Prince of Gothique had given them the impression that she had a status to be respected. An idea arose in her mind. 

 Despite wanting the best for her and even helping her pack, Alita had been bitterly disappointed that Charlotte was leaving once again. Even now, she sat in the bedroom weeping inconsolably. But if Charlotte was considered to be a significant member of the prince’s harem and possessed four trunks worth of clothes, she might own anything. 

 Even a slave. 

 “Alita,” she called as authoritatively as she could. “Come out here. I hope you’re ready. Stop your snivelling girl. ”She turned to the brutish warriors. “This is my, er… handmaiden. She too will be accompanying us. ”

 Alita stood wide eyed with incomprehension while Charlotte waited for a negative response but the Vandals gave no sign that anything was amiss. They simply carried the trunks from the room and the girls followed, their hearts beating rapidly. 

 In the courtyard, the trunks were loaded onto the second wagon and the girls climbed into one of the carriages. Malaric was there, silent as a shadow, bristling with weapons, his face still covered by the silken hood. He noticed the girls and watched them but said nothing. 

 Charlotte and Alita sat on a comfortable leather seat, facing two of the women who had performed the night before. They smiled nervously, afraid to speak, hardly daring to breathe, holding hands so tightly that their fingers were as white as their companions’ complexions. 

 No one questioned Alita’s presence and, when the sorcerer himself arrived, accompanied by the rest of his Vandalusian guards, the caravan set out unchallenged from the Sapphire Palace. 

 When they passed through the city gates, Charlotte could not help letting out a sigh of relief. Despite her uncertain future, she was thankful to have escaped the machinations of the scheming prince and the terrible wrath of the governess. She remained unscathed and Alita was with her. 

 One of the pale women smiled at Charlotte’s reaction. “It’s a long journey to Gothique,” she said. “How clever of you to bring such a delightful little plaything. ”




Hylas walked through the ornate corridors of the palace on his way to see the prince. “Kallinikos will be glad you are alive,” his companion opined. “And so am I. There’s been no fish soup for the guards since you’ve been gone! ”

 The two men stood aside as a messenger passed them, carrying in his arms an unconscious naked girl. “Well! I never thought to see anyone with more scars than you, my friend,” the sergeant of the guard continued, “least of all on a pretty girl. ”

 “It’s not so surprising when you see where he’s taking her,” Hylas replied with grim humour. The men carried on towards the prince’s chambers while the messenger passed through a doorway and carried Allura’s body up the steps of the west tower. 

 The governess dismissed the man with a flick of her hand as soon as he had laid the girl’s body on a soft couch. Then she took a vial of bright blue elixir and poured a little of it between Allura’s parted lips. She stroked the girl’s brow gently, muttering some arcane spell from her distant homeland.



 Allura’s eyes were open and, once she had swallowed the healing potion, she sat up. But she was cold and unresponsive. Something inside of her had broken. 

 “You are like me now,” the governess whispered. “Your training is complete. You have become like ice. 

 “Oh, I knew you were the one when I first saw you. Pretty and innocent you were. The one with the most to lose. 

 “How horrified you were by the injustice of it all. That you should be singled out for punishment. For torture. And now you have been down in the gutter, amongst the dregs of humanity, weeping and fucking until you could cry no more. 

 “They treated you like nothing, didn’t they? And you suffered terribly. You didn’t know it could be so terrible. 

 “And when the endless ravaging was done, what did you think about, there in the moonlight, in the silence of the depths of night? What did you think about while you shivered and froze? 

 “Escape? Impossible. Revenge? Against an entire city? Against life itself? No. 

 “Love? The last refuge of the hopeless. There is no love when all have abandoned you. Poor forsaken child. 

 “And while these thoughts, these hopes, died, other things came to you. The prowlers of the gloom. To do things to you that no others could be allowed to see. Horrible things. To show you that it can always be worse. 

 “And then what did you think about? ”

 Allura parted her lips. “Nothing,” she murmured. 

 “Nothing,” the governess repeated. “There is nothing left, is there? No respite. No justice. No hope. 

 “And so you made ice of your soul, to stop it melting into nothing too; freezing your feelings, chilling your heart. Just like me, you are. And you can never melt that ice, Allura, or those horrors will be freed, to devour you, leaving nothing. ”

 The governess leaned over to the only part of Allura’s flesh that was covered and removed the metal band from her upper arm. From its inner curve, a series of tiny spikes and blades protruded, stained with Allura’s crimson blood. In her skin they had left a sinuous pattern like a briar of thorns. The Mark of Scorn it was called. 

 “Now you are my perfect companion,” the governess sighed. And as Allura watched numbly, she unbuckled the shield from her own arm to reveal the scars beneath. The Mark of Scorn was repeated three times in parallel lines across her muscular limb. 

 Allura leaned forward and kissed each of the scars in turn. Her mouth was hot but her eyes were cold. “I still have much to learn from you,” she said. 




Hylas finally came into the presence of Prince Kallinikos. He was one of the only men who could do so unannounced. The prince was standing near the edge of the room, relieving himself into a golden bowl. Lisha knelt before him, holding the burnished basin for his convenience. 

 “My lord,” the captain began, “I have returned with a singular tale to tell of unimaginable adventures beneath the ocean waves. Of dangers incomparable and beauty unsurpassed. ”

 “Hylas! ” the prince exclaimed as he shook himself off. “Once again you have cheated death. ”Lisha boiled with fury as her impassive face was flicked with his last drips. 

 “I am so pleased to see you,” the prince continued. “I will hold a banquet in your honour. ”Lisha could contain her pride no longer. 

 “And I’ll shower you with jewels. ”Her hands clenched the bowl in a tightening grip as her rage surged forth. She thought she would fling the basin and its contents at the prince, regardless of the consequences. 

 “And this girl,” he went on enthusiastically, “will be freed in celebration. ”She caught herself at the brink of rebellion. 

 “You can’t free her,” Hylas pointed out. “If I remember correctly, Drax will have her killed. ”

 “Oh, yes,” said the prince, turning to Lisha. “Well, my dear, you shall be given a place of honour in my harem and as much freedom as is possible for a fugitive slave. ”

 Lisha was incredulous. Her heart leapt. 

 The men laughed and embraced. “Welcome home, Hylas,” Kallinikos smiled. “Now, is there anything I can have done for you? No doubt you need to rest. ”

 “I am fully rested thank-you,” the captain replied. “But I am looking forward to some good food and a glass of Arkadian wine and to hearing of the events that have transpired while I’ve been away. 

 “And there is something else. With your permission, my lord, I’d like to build another ship. ”






  




Beyond Arkadia

 

 The train of black carriages and covered wagons, emblazoned with the coat-of-arms of the Prince of Gothique, passed quickly through the network of fields that surrounded the city of Kharis. They followed the well-constructed southern highway that bisected the miles of arable land and then met the forest beyond. Here, another wagon emerged mysteriously from the trees and joined the convoy. Together, the vehicles veered away from the woods and onto the unpaved south-westerly road, heading into the picturesque dreamscape of southern Arkadia. 

 Miles of rolling hills stretched as far as the cerulean horizon and, between them, intriguing little woods, some carpeted with bluebells, others tangled with bracken, nurtured an abundance of curious wildlife. Where the land was flattest, country villas had been established by the Arkadian elite; in part as pleasurable retreats but equally as centres of industry. Here, narrow strips of land had been ploughed and the nearby hills terraced to grow the staple Arkadian crops; grapes for wine, olives for oil and grain for bread. 

 Nowhere did the rustic villas seem out of place. Rather, they nestled their rambling sprawls snugly between the rolling rises and adorned the gathering dusk with the lights of hearths and lanterns. Goat-like creatures grazed the grassy knolls while bristly boars and the ubiquitous hyracotheria dwelt wild in the wooded undergrowth. 

 The further the caravan travelled, the rarer the sight of such villas became until, eventually, there were no more lights to cheer the hillside. The black carriages left the road only when the day was almost done and the weary travellers were grateful to stop and make camp. 

 Although it was late in the long Arkadian summer, the evening seemed to linger endlessly. The enticing aroma of roasting meat tantalised Charlotte’s tastebuds as she sat with Alita in the slowly setting sunlight. They were outside a tent so large and elaborate as to be almost a pavilion, one of two erected in the pretty location where the convoy had come to rest. The site was surrounded by the smaller individual tents of the terrifying Vandalusian guards. 

 Prince Malphegor and his deadly servant Malaric were ensconced in one pavilion, while Charlotte and Alita were to share the other with the pale and attractive damsels of Gothique. The girls were brought unleavened bread and tasty meat from the campfire and ate hungrily as the last rays of the sun finally melted away and the first stars appeared twinkling in the Arkadian sky. 

 When their pleasant meal was finished, Charlotte and her companion ventured inside. The candlelit interior reminded her of Kallinikos’ private rooms, where the gorgeous slaves of his harem cavorted in their bejewelled nudity. 

 Three of the Gothic women lounged languorously on a mound of silks and cushions, while the fourth, whose name was Azraelia, splashed and simmered in a copper bath. Her white skin seemed almost translucent as it ran with rivulets of warm water. Charlotte could not suppress a longing look at the steaming tub nor a smile at the realisation that it had been transported so far. 

 “Ah, there you are,” said the pallid vision as she rose from the balmy wetness. Charlotte stared openly, unable to conceal her fascination with the girl’s unearthly appearance. It was as though she was not entirely human; as if somewhere in the dim past of her ancestry there was the taint of something otherworldly. Whether that ancient sire was angelic or demonic, Charlotte could not decide. 

 The result was a form at once sinister and beautiful, luscious and dangerous. Four pairs of black eyes watched Charlotte’s uncertainty but there was not a flicker of emotion in any of them. It was disconcerting to be faced with such expressionless stares, such unreadable strangeness. 

 Nonetheless, the girl in the bath was beautiful to behold. Her body was flawless and her raven hair hung straight and wet behind her, accentuating the delicate elfin features of her face. Her fathomless eyes drew Charlotte’s attention, large and exotic as they were and black as a subterranean abyss. 

 Silvery droplets clung to her graceful neck, her shoulders and her shapely breasts. Charlotte dropped her gaze and followed the descending rivulets across the white flesh of the girl’s stomach and down her thighs. As before, she was intrigued by the pure hairless space between the girl’s legs. It was so smooth and delicate with barely a hint of the tiny, secret opening that resided there. 

 Azraelia was smiling, watching Charlotte appraising her. “You must be tired from the journey,” she observed in the lovely lilting accent the women of Gothique shared. “Come, the water is still hot. ”

 She stepped from the bath and was handed an enormous white towel which she used to smooth the liquid from her skin. The pale beauties were now approaching and, before she knew it, Charlotte was surrounded by scantily clad maidens helping her out of her clothes. 

 When she was naked, she found herself standing with one hand held demurely between her legs. The soft tangle of her pubic hair made her feel quite self-conscious when she compared herself to the naked purity of the Gothic women. 

 “Why do you cover yourself? ” Azraelia questioned. 

 “I’m… uh…”

 “Would you prefer to be smooth? ” Melissandra asked rhetorically. “Ashmina, fetch the balm a young girl would use. Enjoy your bath,” she said, indicating the tub. “The girls will attend to you. ”

 Charlotte sank gratefully into the warm water as the pallid visions gathered around her. Azraelia and the other girl, whose curious name was Xantlithe, stroked her body in a way that was half washing and half caressing until Ashmina returned. Melissandra led Alita away to the other side of the silk-strewn expanse. 

 “This balm is given to the young princesses of Gothique when the hair first grows,” Ashmina explained. “The skin of those of noble blood is naturally pure as snow in colour but we are not entirely hairless by nature. ”



 She encouraged Charlotte to slip her legs either side of the bath’s curved rim and lift her hips. Charlotte shivered with pleasure as she displayed herself so candidly. The girl opened a little ceramic pot and withdrew a glob of the thick white cream it contained. “This is so much better than the primitive scraping of the Arkadians,” she commented as she began to apply the ointment around Charlotte’s rapidly moistening sex. 

 “After the first use,” Ashmina continued, “no hair will grow for at least six moons, in some cases perhaps a year. Then it will have to be reapplied but the effect will last a couple of years. After three or four applications, the hair will never grow again. ”

 She smoothed the balm all over Charlotte’s pubic mound, between her thighs and all the way down her legs. She even slipped her finger between the firm flesh of Charlotte’s buttocks, inducing a little gasp of surprise and a tingle of pleasure as she rubbed the cream around the ring of her anus. 

 When Charlotte allowed her body to descend back into the water, she was surprised to see the hair just wash away, as if it had never been attached to her body, leaving perfectly smooth skin. 

“That’s amazing,” she breathed. 

 “We possess many secret balms with amazing properties,” said Melissandra who had returned to the bathtub bringing a huge towel with her. “I have brought another for you to try. ”

 Charlotte stood up and stepped from the bath, allowing herself to be wrapped up and rubbed dry. When the only part of her that remained damp was the lustful centre between her legs, the towel was cast aside and she stood clean and naked, her slender body just as lovely as those of her companions. 

 Melissandra handed Azraelia a tiny metal pot and the girl knelt before Charlotte as she unscrewed its bejewelled lid. First, she came forward between Charlotte’s legs and smoothed her cheek lightly against her newly denuded flesh. “So soft…” she murmured appreciatively. 

 Then Azraelia put her mouth to the silky skin and kissed her just above her delicate slit. Deftly, her tongue flicked over the tender pink lips and came away with a tiny glistening strand of arousal linking tongue and tenderness. Charlotte stood with her legs parted, smiling and shivering with anticipation. 

 The little pot contained a clear gelatinous substance in which Charlotte could make out tiny bubbles and minuscule black specks like the infinitesimal seeds of an unknown plant. She watched the girl coat her fingers with the magical gel and then closed her eyes as those slick digits found her hot sex and massaged the stuff into her swollen lips. 

 Then the fingers were penetrating her, swirling and probing and coating the inside of her cavity with the magical balm. As they withdrew, they left a generous gobbet of the stuff around her tingling bud. 

 “Come,” said the girls, leading her to a pile of silken cushions. “Lie back, it will take effect quickly. ”Xantlithe and Ashmina lay either side of Charlotte, on the comfortable pillows, facing a woven curtain behind which Melissandra and Azraelia had disappeared. 

 Ashmina poured wine into silver goblets from a ceramic pitcher which stood on a little wicker stand nearby. There was a drawer in the stand which she opened, withdrawing a large knobbled phallus of soapstone. 

“Here,” she said, handing the object to Charlotte, “you will need this. ”

 The thing was larger than that of an ordinary man, though not nearly so big as Thul’s huge member had been. Still, Charlotte was uncertain. 

“It’s too big,” she said. 

 “No it’s not,” Xantlithe replied, “and drink your wine, for you’ll soon forget about it. ”

 Charlotte was about to protest but, already, she could feel a sensation between her legs; a warm vibration that grew to a constant thrumming. She was sure the lips of her sex were pulsing and, when she looked down at herself, she saw that this was indeed the case. The flesh writhed of its own accord, buzzing with shudders of ever-increasing intensity. The cushion beneath her was already wet with her secretions and liquid arousal flowed liberally from deep inside her. 

 She downed about half of her wine and put the cup aside. The centre of her pleasure ached to be touched so much that it was almost unbearable. Ashmina smiled encouragingly as Charlotte reached to stroke herself. The feel of a finger on her sizzling bud sent waves of electric passion coursing through her body to tingle in her fingertips, her toes and her hard erect nipples. She rubbed herself in time with the charge of the vibrations. 

 Her expert touch was wonderful but it was not enough. Charlotte could feel the effects of the magical ointment inside of her; the very walls of her sex throbbed and quivered, itching to be stimulated. She grabbed the soapstone shaft and placed its bulbous end against her twitching opening. The cushion on which her buttocks rested was now saturated with her juices and she parted easily around the carven head. 

 As the first knob of the object sank in, it sent a wave of pure delight up into her womb from where a warm glow spread, filling her belly and sensitising her rear passage. She thrust the second section of the phallus in and then the expansive third, which stretched her opening to the full width of the shaft. Now she could feel the pressure of the bulbous dildo’s head rubbing against the walls of her distended well, intensifying their throbbing pulse as her sex sucked and tugged at the carving of its own accord. 

 Charlotte fucked herself deeply, all modesty forgotten in the surging of her desperate desire. The girls on either side of her fell to suckling on her firm breasts until the pressure of their mouths seemed to Charlotte to draw electric shocks from her hardened nipples. She rubbed at herself, masturbating wantonly. 

 “And now the pleasure really begins,” Melissandra declared as she emerged from behind the curtain. She tugged at its hanging folds and the simple knots that held it in place gave way. “Behold,” she cried. 

 As the patterned material fell to the floor, Charlotte saw the terrible erotic scene that lay beyond. A sinister frame of some black metal had been erected behind the curtain, consisting of wide supports, two vertical pillars and a horizontal crossbar. To this ominous construction, Alita was bound with gleaming silver chains. 

 Her wrists were held together and fastened to the bar above her head so that she was suspended uncomfortably. Her feet were well above the ground and though her ankles were chained to the tall sidebars this was only to keep her legs well parted not to provide support. Her mouth was filled with scarlet silk and sealed with an elaborate leather gag that covered the lower part of her face like a mask. Over this, her scared eyes gazed pitifully. 

 Ordinarily, Charlotte might have protested at this abuse of the young girl but the magical enhancement of her lustful nature blocked out all other considerations and the image of the helpless victim fired her to even greater heights of passion. She moved the dildo back and forth, striving to take it ever more deeply within herself. 

 Azraelia stood at Alita’s rear holding a domina, the use of which was even more widespread in Gothique than it was in Arkadia. With a practised hand, she struck the girl across her pert buttocks. Alita’s yelp of surprise was muffled by the gag she wore. 

 Charlotte watched, mesmerised by the sight of her nubile lover in cruel bondage, as Azraelia continued to lash at the girl’s vulnerable flesh. Melissandra too held a domina and she used this to attack Alita’s tiny breasts with equal ferocity. The slaps of leather against skin rang through the tent and seemed to vibrate in Charlotte’s body. Between each strike, she felt the buzz of anticipation and, as each blow fell, her innards pulsed with delight. 

 When Alita’s bottom was covered in cherry stripes, her nipples were erect and stinging and the pristine glistening of tears had appeared in her eyes, her two tormentresses desisted for a moment and laid down their implements of torment. It was a joy for Charlotte to behold their victim, her chest rising and falling with shaky breaths, her muscles straining at her bonds. 

 The Gothic women helped themselves to wine, then returned to their plaything, bringing with them short whips of black leather. They used these brutal weapons to lash the girl mercilessly, striking alternately from behind and in front and leaving livid marks where the searing tongues lapped across her delicious body. 

 The vicious scourging of Alita’s nubile flesh and the helpless look in her pretty, mournful eyes perfectly complemented the feelings of uncontrollable lust that continued to intensify in Charlotte’s body. Wave after reckless wave of the sizzling maelstrom racked her tormented flesh as she thrust deeper with the bulging phallus, rubbed harder at her convulsing clitoris and moaned louder in uninhibited ecstasy. At last she could bear it no longer and gave herself up to the shaking, sobbing catharsis of a long and virulent orgasm. 

 The intense communion of emotion and flesh was like lightning striking the earth. And when, finally, it subsided, Charlotte felt a vivid clarity as though she had been cleansed like the air after a storm. All the effects of the ointment were gone, as if they had never existed, leaving only a sense of renewed awareness and sensitivity, of health and vitality and of an unequivocal understanding bordering on arrogance, or cruelty. 

 Charlotte got up from the sodden pillows, her ravaged slit soaking her thighs and dripping liberally onto the floor as she walked slowly over to where Alita hung weeping in her bonds. She brought her face close to the girl’s and whispered; “You are beautiful. ”Then she turned and strode away, snatching up a wisp of turquoise silk as she did so and stating imperiously, “You may continue to beat her, if you wish,” as she departed the torrid scene. 

 Outside, the evening air was cool and inviting. Charlotte tied the silken cloth decorously about her hips and set out across the camp, enjoying the damp tickling of the grass beneath her bare feet and smiling at the faint sound of renewed tortures from within the pavilion. The moon glowered fulsomely on her nudity. 

 Charlotte avoided the looming sentries and made her way to the edge of the circle of hide tents that served as temporary accommodation for the Vandalusian guards. A dim lantern, hanging on a wooden post, barely illuminated the edge of the shadowy woodland that surrounded the camp. Yet Charlotte thought she half imagined a figure, lurking beyond the light. 

 “Come. It is safe. I will not harm you. ”Malaric’s voice made Charlotte jump. “You have sharp eyes,” he commented. 

 At the very edge of the wood, the black-clad warrior sat cross-legged with his back against the trunk of an ancient tree. The silver gleam of a sword crossed his lap and a book lay beside him. “You may sit with me, if you like,” he said. 

 Charlotte felt no nerves at accepting the invitation. She was neither hesitant nor scared. Malaric flicked out the edge of the cape on which he was sitting so that Charlotte could settle beside him in relative comfort. He made no sign of reacting to her nakedness and she felt strangely at ease, even in such close proximity. 

 “The more you play their games, the more like them you will become. Their witchcraft will taint you. ”

 He paused. “You know this already. ”

 “Alita…”

 “Yes. ”His voice was calm, tranquil, almost musical. “You left the girl in their terrible clutches. ”It was not an accusation, merely a statement. “She will forgive you. It is in her nature. Hers is a strange alchemy; it will transmute cruelty into love. She loves you. ”

 Charlotte made as if to rise, thinking to return to Alita in the tent. 

 “Leave her,” Malaric advised, his gloved hand briefly touching her thigh; only to settle her, nothing more. “They have freed her anyway. They only continued the beating while they thought you could hear. That game was for you, not for themselves. They would prefer to torture each other. ”

 “I’m not afraid of them,” Charlotte lied. Malaric turned to look into her eyes by the light of the moon. He was not wearing his hood and, for the first time, Charlotte gazed on his face. He was enchanting. 

 His skin was pure white, like that of the Gothic women, and his hair hung straight, black and glossy to just below his studded leather epaulets. Dark stubble lined his jaw. 

 His nose was straight and narrow and balanced the other features of his face. His mouth was attractive but a little stern, as if unpractised at smiling. His eyes were extraordinary. 

 Like those of the Gothic nobility, they were large and there was no white in them. But these were no dark emotionless orbs. They were scintillating. Only the pupil of each was black, the rest was the green of chartreuse, of emeralds. And then, as Charlotte watched, Malaric blinked and his eyes were no longer green but a cobalt blue, as bright as the sunlit spires of the Sapphire Palace. 

 “How do you…” Charlotte began. 

 “Sorcery,” he smiled, as his eyes shimmered slowly back to vivid green. 

 “You are a sorcerer too? ” Charlotte asked. 

 “Yes,” he replied simply. 

 “What does it mean? ”

 Malaric smiled again. “Many things,” he said. “But the core, the heart of it? Adventure. Adventure is the heart of it. ”

 “Not magic? ”

 “No. Truth is its seed, adventure its heart. Magic… magical power… is its consequence. ”

 Charlotte was not sure that she understood but her mysterious companion had already continued. “Of course, some are seduced by the power itself and seek to bind it to their will. ”He glanced back at the encampment. “As if such magnificence could ever be bound…”

 “Why do you serve him? ” Charlotte asked. 

 Malaric seemed surprised at the question. “I came to the citadel of Prince Malphegor as one seeking his due. Not to slay him, as he believed. Nonetheless, his magic was flung against mine. He was a formidable opponent; more powerful, more subtle, more terrible than I. 

 “He could have destroyed me, but he preferred to harvest my skills. I am bound to his service by a sinister hex, woven by demonic art from ancient enchantments I cannot break. His shadow is upon me. ”

 Just as the warrior had finished confessing these secrets, a strange noise arose from one of the wagons and distracted Charlotte’s attention. She looked over to see one of the fearsome Vandalusians throwing back the cover to reveal a series of small cages. As he did so, a plaintive musical moaning arose with sweet melancholy from within them. 

 “The phaetons,” Malaric sighed. “They too are enslaved. ”

 Charlotte realised that this was the wagon that had joined their convoy from the Arkadian forest and she remembered the marvels she had seen there. She remembered too the things that Thul had said concerning the hunting of the phaetons. 

“How terrible,” she whispered. 

 The brutish Vandal cast a few handfuls of acorns indifferently across the tops of the cages before tugging the canvas back into place. “I doubt half of them will survive the journey,” Malaric confided. “It’s bitterly cold in the mountains. ”






  




The Obsidian Citadel

 

 Charlotte pulled her thick cloak more tightly about her, glancing down at Alita’s sleeping form as she snuggled close under the silver furs that draped them. Malaric had been right; it was bitterly cold in the mountains. Outside the carriage, a blizzard raged, lashing the coach with icy winds and driving rain and obscuring the view from the rattling window. 

 The rural tranquillity of Arkadia was now far behind, the sleepy villages a distant memory. The convoy had crossed the slumbering hills, skirted the border town of Triste, where Alita had been born, and turned north-west, climbing perilously into the jagged landscape of south-eastern Gothique. 

 With numb fingers, Charlotte stroked the girl’s hair and arranged the covers more comfortably about her. She avoided the gazes of Azraelia and Xantlithe, who sat opposite, avoiding conversation with her. In closing her eyes, she came across images of Malaric. And they warmed her from inside. 

 When the storm subsided, they were high among the precipitous peaks of the forbidding country. Charlotte rubbed the frosty rime from the tiny window and stared out at the snow-capped mountains. They were magnificent and sinister; their black rock crowned with white, their grim faces cracked and snarling. 

 The road wound treacherously around their menacing bulk, often flanked by sheer facades, rising on one side to the looming rocks of potential avalanches and falling on the other into interminable abysses of endless ice. The carriages followed a wide arc through the mountain passes, and higher among the peaks themselves, seeking the hidden lair of the sorcerer-prince. 

 Charlotte felt sure that nothing but the most hellish cave could offer shelter in such a remote and dangerous landscape. But then they came upon the mightiest mountain of all and the rocks of that doom-laden peak glinted so sharply where they protruded from the snow that she knew immediately that this was no ordinary mass of storm-ravaged stone. 

 Azraelia smiled slyly at Charlotte’s astonishment. “Welcome to the Obsidian Citadel,” she mocked. 

 The endless serrated terraces of the mountain grew on its eastern side into a mighty fortress so vast and organic that it appeared to rise as a natural extension of the rock itself. It was flanked by two impossibly tall towers, their sharp turrets and jagged battlements flung like vicious barbs towards the sky. 

 The citadel itself was fashioned from the vast mass of gleaming volcanic glass that lay between the two towers. Its lower half was an enormous fortress, half natural formation, half intricate architecture, that reminded Charlotte of the fantastic Gothic cathedrals of western Europe. But its scale was so much greater than any church she had ever seen. 

 Above the keep, and roofing it, was a great flat expanse, surrounded by knife-edged battlements. And set back from this was the pinnacle of the marvellous structure; an awesome edifice combining delicate beauty and menacing danger, an impossible, delightful, disturbing palace of points and spires, arches and towers. The twisted fairytale abode of demons. 

 As they approached the obsidian structure, Charlotte became aware of the enormous doors at the centre of the lower keep. They swung titanically open to reveal a great black hole in the face of the citadel like the gaping mouth of the underworld. The whole scene was overwhelming; like coming suddenly on the iconic seat of majestic doom. 

 The morbid moon, its ashen face occulted by the jagged spires of the iniquitous palace, presided over the beauty and terror of it all. And the sorcerer smiled triumphantly, as Charlotte was drawn through the entrance and plunged inescapably into the dark twisted heart of the Obsidian Citadel. 

 

***



 

 Inside the secret abode of the sorcerer-prince, an endless labyrinth of writhing corridors and elaborate rooms permeated the core of the menacing mountain. The vast scale of the palace, with its sweeping arches, majestic halls and endless corridors, conjured a sense of decadent grandeur. 

It was dark and sinister but delightfully alluring. Charlotte felt charged with the energy of the place, as though the building itself could imbue her with the fell power of witchcraft. 

 The first room of her guest suite was large and sumptuously decorated. There was a small dining table on which stood a bowl of fruit and a pitcher of crimson wine. There were comfortable chairs and a chaise longue of elegant design. The walls were panelled in dark wood and hung in places with red velvet drapes. Bright copper pots sat on the iron surround of a huge fireplace which had been laid with fuel but remained unlit. 

 The bedroom contained a massive four-poster, made up with black satin sheets and covered with a thick red quilt. There was a dressing table, on which stood a silver mirror almost identical to the one Alita had encouraged Charlotte to steal from the Sapphire Palace. 

 Alita unpacked while Charlotte sat in front of the mirror, gazing at her own reflection and trying to collect her thoughts. 

 Her feelings about their situation were mixed. She was in awe of her surroundings, to such an extent that thinking about anything else required a serious effort of will. The journey through the mountains had been spectacular to say the least and the citadel itself was even more so. Nonetheless, her excitement was tinged with fear. 

 She was glad to have escaped the clutches of the governess. But she doubted that the dazzling women of Gothique were any less treacherous. And the prince himself was truly terrifying; more dreadful than Kallinikos could ever be. Charlotte could scarcely imagine what he might want with her. 

 One of the things that prevented her from being overcome by worry was the comforting presence of Malaric. Charlotte silently admitted to herself that their brief conversation under the Arkadian night had had a profound effect on her. She wondered where he was now, smiling to herself as she thought of his handsome features beneath the mask. 

 Alita was her second consolation. Charlotte felt a little guilty at the way she had treated her slave under the influence of the magical stimulant but she found it surprisingly easy to dismiss the feeling. The girl was uncomplainingly obedient and Charlotte wondered whether she even thought it amiss that her mistress should abandon her to be tortured by other women. 

 While she considered this conundrum, the slave-girl appeared in the mirror and slipped her arms around her mistress’ shoulders. “Forgive me for interrupting your thoughts,” she whispered. “Is there anything else I can do for you? ”

 Charlotte smiled at the girl’s eagerness to please. Alita was a wonder to her with her dutiful amenability and innocent beauty. And now she had a mischievous look on her face; one that Charlotte found comforting as well as attractive. Silently, she admired the girl’s seeming ability to relax into any situation and the ingenuous simplicity of her optimistic attitude. 

 “Are you hungry? ” Alita asked. 

 “No,” said Charlotte. 

 “Then perhaps I could get you a drink? ”

 Charlotte acquiesced to the idea with a nod but already her thoughts were on other pleasures. Alita’s delicate hands had slipped down to cup her full breasts, comforting her in a wholly more palpable way. As the girl went to fetch the goblet of wine, Charlotte could not suppress a sigh of longing. 

 When Alita returned, she was standing naked by the bed, her desire running hot and aching to be satisfied. She quaffed the proffered beverage hurriedly, red juice dripping down her chin and onto her luscious breasts while another wetness seeped from the lips of her recently denuded haven. 

 Alita was on her knees in an instant, reminded suddenly of their encounter in the Sapphire Palace when Charlotte had been so desperately wet from the banquet’s aphrodisiac smoke. It seemed that her ardour was no less now, despite the lack of artificial stimulation. 

 The slave-girl pressed her sweet lips against the smooth skin between Charlotte’s legs. She kissed her reverently and gently, while her mistress tangled her fingers in the girl’s dark hair. But Charlotte was in no mood to wait for the tentative preliminaries to be over and pulled Alita’s head forward, rubbing her hot sopping slit against the girl’s face. 

 The scent of desire thrilled Alita’s nubile form, hardening her tiny nipples and generating a reciprocal dampness in her delicate flower. She nuzzled into Charlotte’s passion, licking at the dewy petals that spread wantonly before her and murmuring appreciatively as she did so. 

 Charlotte fell back onto the bed, her heart pounding and her thoughts tumultuous with erotic images. As she lay back luxuriantly, she marvelled that such scenarios as had once been only fantasies to her were now an integral part of her daily existence. 

 She imagined how she must look, lying resplendent on the expanse of silk, her legs parted invitingly with the young girl knelt submissively between them. Alita was eager to drink from her proffered sex and elicited surges of passion from deep within by flicking her tongue deftly across her lover’s pleasure centre. Charlotte thrilled at Alita’s exquisite attentions and, as she did so, her mind conjured images of another lover entering the room. 

 Malaric removed his mask to reveal the radiant pallor of his beautiful face. He crossed the room slowly, undoing buckles as he came, weapons falling from his leather-clad form to lie strewn in random patterns like deadly runes on the floor. Charlotte tried desperately to imagine what his naked body might be like as he loosened his trousers and withdrew his manhood. She longed for a glimpse of his ivory rod but the sight of it was concealed from view as he knelt behind Alita. 

 Darkly, inevitably, he penetrated the girl, an act that, in reality, might have charged Charlotte with a hateful jealousy but constituted a deliciously lascivious fantasy in her private thoughts. She read the pleasure in his face and felt the clear response in Alita who gnawed more hungrily at her aching folds as she herself was penetrated from behind. 

 Charlotte imagined the girl’s warm slit parting lusciously for the warrior’s most formidable weapon, her youthful tightness striving against his urgent thrusts while her liquid ardour betrayed her inner needs. She resolved to punish the girl harshly, as if she were guilty of a shameless seduction, and began to picture Alita suffering a vicious beating at her hand. 

 Her passions rose ever higher at the thought of the girl, chained to the bedpost, naked and helpless, her buttocks crisscrossed with red welts. Charlotte lashed her mercilessly and, somewhere in the background, the silent but watchful figure of Malaric looked on. She shuddered at the sadistic deviance of it all, her orgasm coming hard upon her as she cried out with utter delight. In the morning, she thought, Alita would suffer in a less imaginary way but, for now, the exhaustion of the day was dragging her down into the soft abysm of sleep. 

 Alita smiled at the culmination of her mistress’ satisfaction. She lifted Charlotte’s shapely legs fully onto the mattress and covered her with the voluminous quilt. Then, with a last glance around the opulent room, she extinguished the lights and slipped, lithe and lovely, into the bed. 

 She waited, bright-eyed, in the darkness, knowing that her own pretty flower, sultry and sodden with frustrated desire, could not go untouched. When she was finally sure that her mistress slept soundly, her nimble fingers found their way to the tiny, pink cleft of her perfect sex. And before she fell into a soothing slumber, she immersed herself in masturbatory visions of enchanting decadence and sensual lust that belied the innocent expression on her elfin face.






  




Shadows Of Sorcery

 

 The sun was well past its zenith and a weak light found its way in through the tiny casement of the bedroom. Alita snuggled contentedly into Charlotte’s yielding bosom, cradled in the languid bliss of sleep. 

 Abruptly, the girls were rudely awakened. 

 “Get up, bitch,” Melissandra hissed. “We wouldn’t want you to keep our master waiting. ”

 “How did you…? ” Charlotte began, her heart racing with shocked adrenaline. 

 “We didn’t mean to startle you,” Ashmina laughed mischievously. “I’m so glad we didn’t knock, though. We would have missed such a charming scene. ”

 Charlotte could barely believe that the Gothic women had come upon her so stealthily, like predatory cats. “What do you want? ” she demanded. 

 “Our master has asked that you join him in his private dining room,” Melissandra explained. “Immediately. ”

 “But I…”

 “Do not think to question the will of the prince,” the witch snapped. She strode to the wardrobe and pulled out an audaciously revealing gown of red velvet, trimmed with black lace. “Put this on,” she commanded. 

 Resentfully, Charlotte did as she was told. 

 “Ashmina, show our guest to the dining chamber. Then come down and join us in the dungeons. And hurry, girl, the prince is waiting. ”

 As Charlotte and Ashmina left the sumptuous boudoir, Melissandra turned her attention to Alita. “You will come with me,” she said, “and learn how insignificant slave-girls are properly treated. ”

 

***

 

 The wind howled like wolf-song around the Obsidian Citadel, clawing at the shuttered windows of the hall and rattling the stained glass in its leaden frames. Charlotte shivered, despite the warmth from the roaring fire. She sipped her wine and placed the golden goblet down on the wooden table. Self-consciously, she adjusted the skirt of her provocative gown. 

 The vaulted ceiling of the dining hall formed an intricate lattice of arches, hanging like an enormous web far above. It was supported on fluted pillars of black glass and, between the narrow columns, statues of robed men stood proud and grim and crumbling. 

 Suspended from the roof on long chains, six octagonal cages dangled freely and, in each of them, a dejected, beautiful phaeton was imprisoned. Reluctantly, Charlotte could appreciate the aesthetic that led to the fairy creatures’ suffering for their flawless bodies were delicately succulent, their tears exquisite jewels and the plaintive song of their weeping the most poignant sound she had ever heard. 

 The phaetons were born to sport in the forests of Arkadia and their despondency at being confined in such tiny cages imbued their songs with a wondrous melancholy. 

 An ethereal miasma of impending doom hung narcotically in the room. Pretty, undernourished serving girls in black silk dresses cleared away the silver plates in silence. 

 Charlotte had eaten little, affected by the dismal atmosphere and her own dark thoughts. Though the food had not been at all unpleasant and she had appreciated the first course of warming broth, the context and company were far from conducive to a relaxed meal. 

 At the far end of the table sat the black-robed form of Malphegor the Sorcerer. His hood still concealed his face, his hands were still spidery and horrible. The two of them were left alone and Charlotte was terrified. 

 “I trust that the journey has not tired you overmuch,” the prince enquired in his usual disconcerting whisper. Charlotte could not reply. 

 “It must still be strange for you, to witness the splendours of our world. A world, I suppose, so different from your own. ”Charlotte looked up. 

 “Ah, yes, I know of your curious origin,” the sorcerer continued. “You did not think that I would travel all the way to Arkadia for just any slave-girl? ”

 “I thought…” Charlotte began. 

 “That I was there to discuss a treaty,” the prince interrupted, “and that you were incidental to my plans. No. 

 “I had Kallinikos seek you out after your escape. And I did it for a purpose. 

 “It is time you knew the truth. And I will tell you the whole of it. Even more than Kallinikos knows. For you are at the centre of it; this web of conspiracy and plot. ”

 The sorcerer’s terrible hands reached up for the edge of his concealing hood. “Behold me,” he boomed as he pulled back the cloth. “Malphegor the Sorcerer, Prince of the Obsidian Citadel, Master of Demons, Shadow-Mage and soon… Emperor of Gothique. ”

 Charlotte spilled her wine, the goblet clattering noisily onto the floor, the red liquid spreading like a pool of blood. Her host’s words were charged with appalling significance and his appearance chilled her heart. 

 His face was sunken and hollow as though incredible age had wreaked its vengeance upon him. His head was bald and bulbous, with bony protuberances growing from the misshapen skull. The parchment skin was drawn back from his lipless mouth, exposing jaws of jagged fangs, yellowed and crumbling. He had no nose, no ears, nothing but rotten holes in his putrid flesh. 

 He was a living corpse, made even more fearsome by his malevolent eyes. They had once been pure black but were now riddled about the edges with pulsing veins that bulged redly like fat worms sucking blood. Charlotte knew that his body, which should long ago have crumbled in the grave, could be animated only by the necromantic magic of a singularly powerful and evil will. 

 “Let us start at the beginning,” the ghastly apparition began. “Four-hundred years I have reigned from this citadel, and from the very start I have delved into the blackest abysses of magic and sorcery. 

 “I have learned the secrets of the damned; tearing corpses screaming from their graves to serve me. I have conjured demons from the nether hells and whispered with singular intelligences in the depths of the earth. 

 “I know the spells of Arkadian witches and the visions of Desheran seers. I have cast runes with Skandzan shamans and feasted with the cannibal cultists of Vandalusia. 

 “Through my wiles I have toppled dynasties and raised up usurpers to the thrones of Gothique. But only now am I poised to conquer all. ”

 Charlotte was aghast. 

 “Even now, Kallinikos assembles his army of Arkadian warriors and Skandzan mercenaries. And, through his betrayal of the Kurgg, he has forged an alliance with the bestial Varg, hordes of whom congregate as we speak in the forests of Skandza. 

 “Kallinikos and I have formed a secret treaty that will change the face of the world. As his forces gather in secret, so do ours. Malaric meets this very hour with six of the nine Princes of Gothique. All have brought armies from their impregnable strongholds to bolster the invasion of Arkadia. And invade we will, marauding across the southern hills. 

 “There will be those, in the city of Kharis, who will be reluctant to face us. The conquerors of Vandalusia are rightly feared. But Kallinikos will speak at the Ekklesia and then ride out with his Sapphirian Guard and what is thought to be the rest of his army. 

 “The other princes will be honour bound to follow, fearing for their reputations and the safety of their realm. The poor fools will fall directly into our trap. Kallinikos will reach the invading force first, there he will betray his countrymen and join forces with the Gothic army. Together, they will destroy the Arkadians. And, at the same time, the hordes of the Varg will fall monstrously on undefended Kharis. 

 “Our agreement is simple. The Arkadian Princes will be slaughtered, either on the battlefield or in the city. Southern Arkadia will be ceded to Gothique and Kallinikos will become High King of Arkadia in the north. ”

 The sorcerer savoured the moment of revelation, his face twisting into a horrible grimace that might have been a smile. 

 “Kallinikos is deceived. The two armies will all but destroy each other and there will be chaos in southern Arkadia. If he survives the battle, he will return to Kharis to find it overrun with barbarians and he will have too few troops to seize control. Arkadia is doomed. ”

 Despite herself, Charlotte was fascinated. “Then you have agreed to the treaty to destroy Arkadia,” she said, “not to ally yourself with Kallinikos. ”

 “Arkadia means nothing to me,” the prince countered. “Kallinikos is my pawn. The war will commit the armies of my enemies. And draw out the Princes of Gothique. 

 “They would not risk an invasion of Arkadia without the added assurance Kallinikos’ alliance provides. I have convinced them that this plan is infallible. And they are greedy for the fertile resources of conquered land. ”

 “So it’s not only Kallinikos you are planning to betray. ”Charlotte understood. “With their armies committed, the lands of the Gothic Princes will be unprotected. But what does this have to do with me? ”

 “I see that you have reached the heart of it; your role in my rise to supremacy. ”The sorcerer paused. “Mighty Gothique can not be conquered by strength of arms alone. 

 “Come…”He led Charlotte to one of the rattling windows and unlocked the heavy shutters. “Behold…”

 As the great wooden slats swung back, Charlotte gazed out on an incredible vista. They were so high that she had to battle a rush of vertigo as she looked down on the prince’s realm. Beyond and below them, a vast crater lay, surrounded by mountains of which the Obsidian Citadel was the tallest peak. 

 Charlotte thought immediately of the impact of an enormous asteroid but the feature could just as likely have been the caldera of some prehistoric Erebus. A volcano of such size would certainly have produced tons of molten material, including the black glass that still decorated its rim. 

 Within the sheltered hollow, whole forests of pointed evergreen trees sprawled expansively and fields stretched as far as the eye could see. Rivers of glacial melt flowed sinuously through the lowland realm, reflecting the cold sunlight from their pristine waters. There were settlements too; the shadowy towns and villages of primal Gothique. 

 Only the brooding mountains in the distance and the curve of the nearer peaks suggested any boundary to the hidden territory. 

 It was dusk and the sun was slowly setting behind the palace, casting the long shadows of the sorcerer’s power on the face of the land. 

 “My ancestor, Maltharax Thiudans, conjured this citadel out of the depths of the earth by the power of his terrible will. Each of the princes rules from a similar castle; some steeped in arcane magic, others constructed by the sheer ingenuity of exceptional men, but all formidable and able to withstand prolonged sieges. 

 “Perhaps my army could take one such palace by force but no more than that. And besides, I must commit my troops to the invasion of Arkadia or risk giving away my true intentions. ”

 Charlotte’s mind was racing. “I still don’t understand,” she said, as Malphegor sealed the window once more. 

 At length, the prince began to explain. “Long before the Goths came to inhabit this land and began their famous conquest of Vandalusia, before the rise of Arkadia, before even the legendary Boreans founded their empire in the north, there was a great and glorious civilisation spanning the known world. 

 “Signs of this nation’s prodigious building works are still to be seen today. The foundations of the twin cities of the plain; unconquered Khalkazar and decadent Khadiz. The crumbling monoliths of Scyth. The lost temples of the Gharran jungle. According to the ancient texts, all these were built by the people of the First Empire. 

 “To the south of Gothique lies the fabled Isle of Akrit. It is the southernmost island of an archipelago, cut off from the rest of the world by the deadly seas but close enough to the mainland to be reached by one with unlimited resources of doomed men and the arcane power of sorcery to aid him. 

 “Thirty years ago, I crossed that mass of fatal rocks and monstrous inlets, at the cost of a hundred lives. The journey stretched my magical skills to their utter limits. But I came, at last, to the place where the Drakken dwell. And I returned alive. 

 “You have met at least one of their kind. Kallinikos’ governess is of the race of the Drakken; the descendants of the First Empire. She was but a child when I brought her and a dozen of her brethren back to the mainland as slaves, to be sold at a phenomenal price. 

 “I snatched my spoils; the slaves, the gold, the knowledge, from the heart of the island, despite the poisoned blades of the Wraith-Lords, the curses of the Hell-Witches and the all seeing eyes of the blood-drunk Seer-Queen. 

 “And that is not all. I brought back with me the Black Book of Satakh, containing the secrets of the most ancient sorcery and rites undreamed of by mortal men. 

 “The sorceresses of the First Empire, the seven Seer-Queens, ruled the world of antiquity with awesome power. And it is said that they plunged between the worlds and ruled in other times and spaces, spreading their influence across the universe. 

 “Their empress, the Demon-Goddess of the Drakken, will grant to the one who can conjure her such power as this world has not seen in millennia. I will be the one to call her back from the ultimate abysses of space. And then the walls of the Gothic fortresses will be as nothing to me. They will fall. And the empire will be reborn. ”

 Charlotte tried to speak but was afraid to ask how she might be involved in such monstrous events. 

 “The forbidden rite, by which the demon-empress can be summoned, requires a priestess. A woman of beauty of course, but, most significantly, a woman with the skills of the ancient Seer-Queens. One who can walk between worlds. No one has been able to do that for six-thousand years. But you, I understand, are such a prize. 

 “You are the key to ultimate power. And, thus, your fate is sealed. ”

 

***

 

 Far below the sorcerer’s palace, Melissandra led Alita through the rough-hewn tunnels of the hollowed bedrock and down vast flights of onyx steps, into the labyrinthine passageways that meandered endlessly through the very heart of the mountain. The slave-girl was silent as she stumbled ever downward, naked but for her chains, descending into a hellish abyss. 

 Their destination was the sprawling system of caverns that lay beneath the Obsidian Citadel. Much of the interlocking maze of stygian caves was still unexplored but, long ago, Maltharax Thiudans had transformed one of the larger chambers into a vast temple for the practice of the blackest of sorceries. 

 Later, in the caves leading off from the central area, were built the tombs of those who ruled successively from the palace above. Thus the sepulchres that housed the crumbling remains of the ancient princes huddled close about the scene of those terrible rituals which had facilitated their rule in life. 

 The situation was expedient for both the living and the dead, as the continued practice of the dark arts gratified the unquiet shades of the former wizards while the proximity of their physical remains provided a ready source of materials for the necromantic conjurations of the presently incumbent sorcerer. 

 Later still, Malphegor himself had caused to be constructed a sizeable dungeon, complete with elaborate torture chambers. It was into the sorcerer’s dungeon that Alita finally came, unutterably terrified yet filled with the dark wonder of erotic dread. 

 She gasped at the plethora of sinister contraptions and vicious implements that filled the room. In the centre, a serving girl lay strapped to an angled rack, the ropes at her wrists and ankles pulling taut the sinews of her frail but lovely body. Azraelia leant over the tearful lass, whispering something dark and foreboding, her arm lying nonchalantly across the great wheel that tightened the dreadful ropes. 

 On the far side of the room, Xantlithe had another girl tied to a balanced beam which, when left without a counter-weight, plunged its victim backwards into a huge tub of freezing water. Large lumps of ice floated at its bitter surface. When finally the Gothic tormentress leaned on the other end of the shaft, the suffering beauty emerged, gasping for breath; her blonde hair hanging like icicles, the white material of her delicate shift clinging transparently to her luscious little breasts. 

 “What have these girls done? ” Alita gasped. “What is their crime? ”

 Melissandra laughed with cold mockery. “Crime? ” she derided. “There is no crime. These girls must suffer gladly the tortures of their superiors. How else are they to give up their pathetic human natures and ready themselves for the study of the dark arts? How else will they come to love perversion, loathe compassion and worship at the altars of evil? 

 “Unlike the high magic of sorcery, the simpler arts of witchcraft can be learned by any wily slut. What other hope do these peasant girls have but to steal the crumbs of knowledge from our table? ”

 “Your arrogance becomes you, Melissandra,” said a stern voice, “but you should not think of yourself as a potential sorceress. You are, at best, a second rate witch and many a peasant girl could surpass you in demonology if not in debauchery. ”

 Malaric had entered the room unannounced. Alita could not imagine how the heavy door had been opened and closed in complete silence.



 “Lord Malaric,” Melissandra spat. “For a man whose sorcerous power was stripped from him like the lost treasures of a eunuch, you have a considerable arrogance of your own. ”

 Malaric smiled. 

 “Shouldn’t you be leading our triumphant armies into southern Arkadia? ” she continued. “Or are you cowardly as well as impotent? ”

 “Prince Malphegor has ordered me to return,” the warrior replied calmly. 

 “But why are you here? ” asked Melissandra suspiciously. 

 “Ah,” Malaric sighed. “It’s clear you know nothing of Malphegor’s plans. Perhaps you are not as well-favoured as you think. ”

 “Well, I’m sure you have not returned solely to vex me,” Melissandra retorted. “Go about your secret business and leave us alone. We have better things to do than waste our time with you. I have a mind to eviscerate this little bitch and wear the tatters of her flesh as a cloak of gore. ”

 “I’m afraid your brutality will have to wait,” Malaric instructed her. “The Great Rite of Satakh is to be performed this night. We must prepare immediately. ”

 “You lie! ”Melissandra’s eyes flashed. 

 “It is why I am here,” said Malaric simply. 

 “Then we must prepare ourselves…And…”Melissandra paused and, despite herself, she looked at Malaric for confirmation. 

 “Yes,” he said. “You must awaken the sentinels. ”

 Hastily, the serving girls were unbound and sent away. At the same time, Ashmina arrived, flustered and panting, with the news Malaric had already revealed. She was as incredulous as the others and her nervous agitation infected the group. 

 “Quickly,” urged Xantlithe. “We must hurry. Soon the master will be coming. ”

 Alita was led down the slippery tunnel that snaked its way from the far side of the dungeon towards the central cavern of the system. Malaric followed in silence.



 At length, the tunnel opened out into a vast cave, lit by the flickering lights of flaming torches and the glowing luminescence of subterranean fungi. The strange phosphorescence lent an unwholesome quality to the light which radiated with unearthly glamour. 

 In the centre of the cavern stood the sorcerer’s abominable temple, flanked on either side by serpent-headed columns carved from the dark and resilient rock. A ceremonial walkway, paved with granite, led to a raised dais on which stood a terrible altar of solid onyx before a free-standing archway of the same black stone. 

 Alita gasped at the sight of the temple. Even at such a distance, where she was unable to make out the gruesome carvings that decorated the shrine, the malevolent energy of the place felt like an infectious contagion. Corruption emanated palpably from the black altar. 

 “Evil…” she breathed. 

 “Yes,” said Melissandra. “The very heart of it. ”

 She turned to the others. “You three stay here. Azraelia, keep an eye on Alita. I must awaken the sentinels. ”With that, she set off across the cavern. 

 Her destination was a series of carven arches which adjoined the dismal cave and provided access to the repellent catacombs beyond. Alita watched her pass through a rune-engraved entrance and enter the crumbling tombs. 

 Darkness engulfed her as she ventured further inside, for here there were no natural flames but only the sickly glow of the putrescent lichens that plastered the chiselled walls. As her eyes adjusted to the gloom, Melissandra could make out a series of burial chambers leading off from the central aisle of the crypt. In each of these, a solitary stone coffin stood grim and ghastly in the menacing murk. She shuddered at the fact that the cold stone lids of the unhallowed sarcophagi often lay displaced at an angle or, worse still, cracked and fallen on the dust-strewn floor. 

 In the furthest recess, at the end of the sinister passage, was a darkly magnificent and ancient sepulchre. Here the walls had once been decorated with fearsome scenes of the nether hells and the insidious lichen had not wholly occulted the images of ravenous demons. Here too was a lone sarcophagus, embellished with intricate tracery and adorned with the carven skulls of predatory monsters. The heavily ornamented lid lay shattered on the ground. 

 But this was not the worst of the horror. For beyond the debris of the broken slab was an ostentatious throne of some black wood now riddled with mould and studded with shards of ruby and jet. And on this dismal throne loomed the decomposed and crumbling corpse of some antediluvian sorcerer-prince. 

 The cadaver wore a long robe, once red as blood but now greyed with the dust of centuries. Over this, a metal cuirass no longer shone with polished brilliance but festered with corrosion, its surface pitted with ochre rust. On the dead magician’s head was a golden crown in a similar state of deterioration and swathing the entire loathsome figure were the whitish strands of grimy cobwebs. 

 Most horrible of all was the petrified visage of the grey-green skull; its features shrivelled in unnatural mummification, its eye-sockets empty and blindly staring. The bottom jaw, with its blackened teeth, had dropped open, as if to give silent voice to an endless, malevolent scream. 

 “Maldaroun Tzepech…” Melissandra whispered in awe. “One of the greatest wizards of our glorious past and a worthy sentinel to watch over the accession of our master to ultimate power. ”

 With that she began to recite the runes of a blasphemous incantation. It seemed that the shadows of the ghastly crypt grew darker with every chanted syllable as the witch’s goetic mantra began to take effect. 

 Where once the sockets of long-since rotted eyes had been black and sightless, there now burned a red fire like the lakes of the hellish abyss and an unnatural vigour pervaded the form of the awakening sentinel. Melissandra bowed her head in grim obeisance before the undead prince while simultaneously muttering the defensive cantrips that would turn aside his wrath and allow her to direct him to the temple. 

 Maldaroun Tzepech had returned to the world of the living. 

 A terrified Alita watched fearfully as the witch led not one but two mail-clad corpses from the crypt; the undead sentinels that would stand witness to Malphegor’s accession. The mouldering wizards showed no sign that they recognised each other but moved of their own accord to stand either side of the onyx altar. 

 Xantlithe held a leather bag, from which she produced four long black skirts. The Gothic witches divested themselves of their clothing and slipped these on, leaving their pale torsos bare and their raven hair hanging free. Then Xantlithe withdrew from the bag a curious knife with a bone hilt and an obsidian blade. “Who will be first? ” she asked. 

 Azraelia was proud and dangerous. “I am not afraid,” she announced and made her way to the altar. Sinuously, she lay back on the cold black stone. 

 Xantlithe approached her with the knife but Melissandra blocked her way. “I’ll do it,” she snapped sadistically. 

 Holding the blade like a sacrificial dagger, she stood over the prone girl and pressed the obsidian tip against her chest. From a point below her right collar bone, she drew a diagonal line slowly down to just above her victim’s navel. Red blood filled the shallow groove as it was drawn out. Then she drew another similar line on the left, forming an elongated V-shape on Azraelia’s torso. The third cut was straight across the body, just below her ivory breasts. Finally, the upper points of the V were joined to the ends of the horizontal line on the opposite side of the body, necessitating two further incisions which slashed directly across Azraelia’s breasts to form a bloody inverted pentagram on her desecrated body. 

 Ashmina and Xantlithe subsequently took their turns on the altar under the obsidian knife and were scarred with the same baleful symbol. Then Azraelia took the blade and smiled with sinful delight as she inflicted the same emblematic wound on Melissandra. 

 It was clear that she took a perverse pleasure in slicing deeply into the witch’s flesh and drawing out the lines of the pentagram with sadistic slowness. But Melissandra gave no indication that she felt any pain, her face remaining impassive as she stared coldly at her tormentress. When the procedure was complete, she snatched back the knife without a word. 

 Alita crouched nearby, seemingly forgotten, trembling at the sight of such fiendish activity. She hated the maddeningly demonic carvings on the sinister altar, encrusted as they were with the coagulated gore of countless libations. And she quaked with fear and disgust at the horrible proximity of the vile sentinels. 

 Presently, she was startled by a hand upon her shoulder. But, strangely, instead of filling her with dread, the presence was reassuring. Malaric stood over her, calm and watchful. 

“Don’t be afraid,” he whispered. “Your mistress approaches. ”

 Alita nodded and stood up beside him, fighting back her tears. Somehow the warrior had kindled in her a spark of hope, though all around her the triumph of doom was apparent. A maelstrom of evil was soon to arise. And the hex-marked witches waited expectantly, blood dripping down their pure white flesh.






  




The Forbidden Rite

 

 As the combined armies of the Gothic Princes marched into the border town of Triste unopposed, Malphegor the Sorcerer led Charlotte into the unhallowed cavern that was to be the scene of his terrible bid for ultimate power. He carried with him the thrice-cursed Wand of Zalmoora and the Black Book of Satakh. 

 Charlotte trembled as she walked barefoot across the rough stone floor. Her heart beat frantically, as it had since she passed through the deserted torture chamber and saw its horrible engines of pain. 

 When the pair came to the edge of the granite path, Melissandra approached the sorcerer with Azraelia following behind. “My lord,” she began, with a bow, “all is prepared in accordance with your instructions. ”

 Charlotte stared at the incised pentagram that adorned the witch’s chest. The lines were half coagulated now and slowing in the bloody weeping which had stained her full breasts and flat stomach and the front of her long skirt with ruby gore. 

 “Prepare her,” Malphegor commanded in that chilling tone which could not be disobeyed. With that, he left Charlotte in the lacerated women’s clutches and proceeded down the aisle. As Charlotte had the red dress ripped from her luscious body, he began to climb the onyx steps of the dais. 

 Charlotte knew that it was futile to struggle as she was stripped of her clothing. Nor did she fight when Melissandra produced the little bejewelled jar that contained the powerful magical stimulant and rubbed a copious scoop of the substance between the lips of Charlotte’s sex. It was hateful to be stood there, naked and helpless, while the smiling witch fondled her between the legs, probing her intimacy with long slim fingers and rubbing the stuff over her sensitive clitoris. 

 Despite herself, Charlotte’s womanhood began to tingle with desire. 

 At the top of the steps, Malphegor paused to address Malaric. “Ah, Lord of the Black Sun,” he whispered. “No doubt you burn inside with undiminished hatred for the power that guides you, even as you serve my every whim. I am sure that you would be a great asset to our armies in Arkadia. But I could not let you miss this unique occasion. 

 “Just as my ancestor triumphed over yours. So I have come to the brink of ultimate power while you languish helpless and embittered. ”

 The sorcerer threw back the hood of his cloak to reveal a visage as fearsome and cadaverous as the living corpses he now addressed. “Maldaroun Tzepech,” he acknowledged, “Scourge of the Vandals. A worthy sentinel to stand guard over my accession to power. ”

 Moving in front of the altar, he addressed the second revenant. “Malkazar Aloriat, Overlord of the Crimson Hand. An equally worthy attendant on my illustrious coronation. ”

 Malphegor opened the Black Book of Satakh and placed it in the air before him where it hung suspended as if held by invisible hands. Its yellowed pages flicked rapidly over as though it knew which chapter the sorcerer required; that which contained the dire invocations of the forbidden rite. 

 With a terrible baying cry, the mage began to intone the first passage of the ancient runes and the accursed ritual was begun. 

 As the shocking sounds of the preliminary incantation reverberated around the subterranean chamber, Melissandra and Azraelia dragged Charlotte along the granite path towards the gruesome shrine. The effects of the magical aphrodisiac were already flooding Charlotte’s body with incongruous feelings of unquenchable lust. 

 By the time they reached the foot of the steps, Malphegor was calling on his servitor demons and familiar spirits to aid him in the next stage of the ritual. He was gesticulating wildly with the curious wand, drawing lines of blue fire which hung momentarily in the air before fading away.



 Alita stiffened as her mistress was hauled up to the dais but Malaric’s grip tightened almost imperceptibly on her shoulder and belayed any thought of action. The sorcerer was now calling the names of those demons that roam the interstellar spaces and the sentry-gods that hold the barriers between worlds in place. 

 A low rumbling began as the ground shook with a definite tremor. 

 Malphegor thrust his wand forward like a lance and another bolt of cerulean flame burst forth, leaping towards the centre of the archway like lightning. As the mystical energy found its target, the unholy runes of the shrine began to glow with a red hot fire of their own and, where once the gap between the arch had been wholly unremarkable and transparent, there could now be seen the black void of limitless space, scattered with the tiny diamond lights of distant stars. 

 Malphegor grabbed Charlotte from where she cowered and hurled her up onto the altar where she lay on the black rock. So compelling were the effects of the balm between her legs that she could do nothing but writhe in ecstasy, her legs parted as she rubbed at her sodden sex. 

 Immediately, the Gothic witches took up their places at the four quarters of the dais, one in line with each corner of the altar. Lying back on the ground, they too began to masturbate in the manner proscribed by the ritual text. 

 Profoundly afraid, Alita slipped her arms around Malaric. “The gate is open,” he whispered. “Now he will attempt to call her through. But he must hurry, for many things in the black abyss are attracted by spilt blood and receptive lust. ”

 Already, things were slipping through the rift; the nameless larvae of alien spawnings, borne on the star-winds of limitless space. At the foot of the arch, tiny conglomerations of compound eyes spewed into the cave and crawled away on thread-like limbs. And in the depths of the starry abyss could be dimly discerned the tenebrous outlines of vast unthinkable entities.



“Oh, Immaculate Goddess,” Malphegor entreated, as Charlotte squirmed in aberrant lust before him. “Hear the words of this conjuration. Arise from the nameless gulfs and establish once more your draconian empery over this world. 

 “Here is the sacrifice you require; a transgressor who has presumed to walk between dimensions as only your chosen servants may do. Forsake the unbounded void and come forth from the depths of space to devour her. ”

 At this, the cavern shook with another tremor more ferocious than before. Malaric held Alita protectively while the Gothic witches continued to masturbate and the sorcerer redoubled his ominous entreaties. Charlotte seemed oblivious to all but her shameless yearning. 

 From beyond the inter-dimensional rift, a seething darkness arose; blotting out the stars as it surged inexorably forth from the primal heart of infinity. It burst through the gate and poured out into the cavern like a vast black cloud of swirling smoke. It rose unceasingly upward, towering above the altar, writhing and coagulating into a half-formed mass of protoplasmic spheres, membranous appendages and serpentine tentacles. 

 The tumultuous abomination loomed over Charlotte’s naked body, dripping black slime from the pits of eternal night and quivering grotesquely with a combination of abhorrent alien hunger and unimaginably hideous lust. 

 “Devour her! ” the sorcerer screamed in a rapture of madness, “and grant unto me the ultimate powers of trans-galactic evil! ”

 Then, as the nearest and most corporeal of its wriggling pseudopods crept stickily across the blood-encrusted altar towards the succulent sacrifice, the colossal mass collapsed suddenly in upon itself, tumbling down from the heights of the cave and coalescing into a vaguely humanoid form. 

 The flesh of the thing was black and blubbery, its legs ill-formed and trunk-like. Its reaching arms still terminated in tentacular feelers that now squirmed over Charlotte’s naked flesh. The misshapen body was identifiably female, with fat pendulous breasts and a distended belly pregnant with monstrous parasites. The pocked and pustulent head was rough and faceless, except for a slobbering maw of jagged yellow tusks that gaped open at a horribly obtuse angle across the space where its features should have been. 

 From that dreadful mouth issued a sickening roar of triumph as the thing bent over Charlotte’s prone body. Malaric pulled Alita to him, shielding her as she wept with terror but, strangely, a wry smile flickered across his mouth as he watched the awful scene unfold. 

 As he looked on impassively, the demonic entity shimmered with ethereal luminosity and changed once more. It seemed, for a moment, that a beautiful naked woman stood over Charlotte’s form. She was radiant with light and indescribably lovely; too perfect in her divine appearance to be less than a manifested goddess. Slowly, she leaned forward to kiss Charlotte tenderly on the mouth. 

 The moment their soft lips met, the image of the star goddess was gone. Then Charlotte sat up and stepped down from the altar in front of the sorcerer. Malphegor’s expression faded from unholy rapture to bewilderment and then to angry disbelief. 

 “The ritual requires a priestess,” said Malaric to himself, “not a sacrifice. ”

 “I am the one that has conjured you from the abyss,” Malphegor snarled. “Obey me! Grant unto me your inhuman powers. ”But he took a step back as Charlotte approached him. 

 Realising that his mastery was threatened, he reached for the Black Book of Satakh but, just as his skeletal fingertips fell upon the page, the ancient grimoire snapped shut in the air and fell heavily to the ground. 

 “That is my book,” said Charlotte. But it was not Charlotte’s voice that issued from her pretty mouth. She spoke with the musical tones of otherworldly enchantment, a sound so compelling that it demanded obedience even more surely than the sorcerer’s own intimidating commands. 

 “Who are you that has presumed to awaken me from millennia of blissful slumber? ”

 “I am Malphegor the Sorcerer,” the mage began, “Prince of…”

 “You are nothing! ” the demon-goddess interrupted. “The dust of an insignificant world. I am Eleith-ia-Satakh, Empress of the Void. How dare you summon me? ”

 “You are an arrogant demon-slut,” Malphegor countered. “Begone to the foul pit from whence you came! ”With that, he lunged forward with the Wand of Zalmoora and cast a bolt of searing flame at Charlotte’s unprotected flesh. The impact of the blast hurled her back against the altar where she lay slumped on the ground. 

 Now the sorcerer advanced once more, his wand burning with supernatural colours as he prepared to cast a second bolt. “I’ll burn you out of that bitch you’re possessing,” he spat, “and cast you down into the abyss. I’ll bind you with chains of smoke in the hellish flames of eternal torment. Serve me! Or suffer my wrath! ”

 Charlotte opened her eyes and laughed. Standing, unscathed, she indicated the flaming wand. “You stole that toy from one far better versed in the dark arts than you are yourself,” she observed. “A pity you have not the skill to use it. ”

 Malphegor cast his second bolt of fire but, this time, the conflagration simply cascaded around Charlotte’s body with no discernable effect. She smiled coldly. “I have tired of you already,” she sighed. 

 Without concern, she waved her hand dismissively in Malphegor’s direction. A wave of black light flashed forth at her gesture and struck the sorcerer with tremendous force. He was hurled backward, down the steps of the dais and crashed onto the granite path. Where the shimmering darkness had touched him, it had scalded his flesh as if with some acidic corrosion. His black cloak smoked with burns. 

 Flung aside as he fell, the Wand of Zalmoora now lay close to Malaric’s feet. Silently, the warrior retrieved it. The Gothic witches had long since got up from the ground to watch the ensuing combat and now glanced uncertainly at each other with apprehensive expressions.



 Charlotte raised her arm, as if to launch another magical assault on the fallen sorcerer. But Malphegor was not to be defeated without a fight and stared defiantly at his implacable adversary. “Maldaroun! ” he cried. “Malkazar! Silent sentinels. Defend me from this treacherous assault. ”And, at his words, the reanimated wizards stepped forward and approached Charlotte from either side. The Scourge of the Vandals raised his rusty sword while the Overlord of the Crimson Hand hefted an equally corroded axe. 

 The demon-possessed girl considered the approaching revenants. “Mighty wizards,” she scolded playfully. “Wise indeed were you in life and well versed in all the black arts of magic and sorcery. Verily, Maldaroun, are you not the only conjurer to have raised the demon Abazoor and bound him to your will? And Malkazar, did you not, while still living, solve the cryptic riddle of Kell Thalorian and thereby enter the gates of Dulmakar? 

 “Can it be that your sojourn in the realm of death has diminished your unfathomable wisdom, instead of imbuing your gifted minds with even greater occult powers? Are you so dulled from your deathly slumber that you cannot sense my power? With a thought I could destroy the pitiful remains of your earthly incarnations and bind your restless shades in the nethermost pits. 

 “But see, I have chosen to honour your ancient lineage and your long service at the altars of darkness. In my infinite mercy, I have freed you from the crude spells which have constrained you. Turn your wrath and your cadaverous attentions to these aspirant enchantresses and return with them to your tombs, wherein I have prepared for you a pleasure zone of the undead. ”

 With a vague gesticulation, she indicated the catacombs adjacent to the cave. And it seemed that a flickering light now emanated from the gateways, as if a pleasant hearth fire had been kindled within. The centuried mould and phosphorescent lichen had been stripped away to reveal the former glory of the resplendent sepulchres. And the vaguely discernable movement of silhouettes against the light, coupled with the unmistakable sounds of scraping and crashing stone, indicated that the mausoleum now thronged with fellow wizards, long dead princesses and reanimate odalisques. 

 Malkazar Aloriat dropped his fearsome axe and grabbed Azraelia with a skeletal hand. The spells that bound the revenants were truly broken. Charlotte turned her attention back to Malphegor and raised her arm once more to cast the deadly curse. Melissandra, however, was quick to move and, catching Xantlithe by the arm, she swung the unsuspecting beauty into the groping clutches of Maldaroun. 

 The undead wizard cast the girl over his shoulder with ease, turned silently and strode away from the shrine towards the inviting pleasures of the crypt. Malkazar followed with equal alacrity, while the two captive witches wailed with horror and pleaded for mercy. 

 Melissandra’s aim, however, was not solely to avoid the fate of slaking the passions of the long deceased. She still wielded the obsidian dagger and, leaping up onto the altar, she sought to strike at Charlotte while her attention was on the fallen sorcerer. 

 As she balanced on the gore-slickened onyx and raised her hand to stab, a loud crackling issued from the unguarded rift. Without warning, a huge red tentacle that burned along its length with demonic fire burst through the gate and wrapped itself around the unsuspecting witch. She screamed once at the searing pain and then, as suddenly as it had appeared, the alien limb withdrew, plucking its delectable prize from the altar and dragging her back into the fathomless realms from whence it came. 

 No sooner had Melissandra been snatched from the world than the demon-goddess that possessed Charlotte hurled down another barrage of lethal luminescence onto her undefended victim. Once the blight was cast, little remained of the sorcerer’s supernaturally preserved flesh. His cloak was entirely burned away and his legs and lower body were melted into a sticky mass of boiled blood and blackened bone. 

 His left arm had suffered similar decomposition and his face and torso were covered with sizzling open wounds. His melted eyes dribbled down his sunken cheeks. Yet still, by some arcane necromancy, he lived. 

 “Malaric…” he choked, blood splattering from his mouth, but his control over the warrior was at an end. All the strength of his evil will was focussed on maintaining the demonic enchantment that allowed him to remain alive. Malaric stood grimly unresponsive. 

 “Curse… a curse…” the sorcerer gurgled, clutching in blind malevolence with his charred right hand and seeking, even with his last breath, to call down some terrible doom on his enemies. But it was Malphegor who was doomed. 

 Through Charlotte, the demon-queen cast down a final blast of coruscating darkness that reduced her victim to a bubbling pool of viscous dissolution. The remains of the sorcerer were almost indistinguishable from the liquid layer of molten granite that surrounded them. A whole section of the path seethed like grey lava where it had been melted by the occult assault. 

 The physical remains of the Prince of Gothique were rendered far beyond the power of any enchantment to raise once more to life. And the suddenly discorporate soul of Malphegor the Sorcerer was hurled irrevocably into the fathomless torture pits of the ultimate abyss. 

 “The book,” Malaric hissed and Alita scrambled to retrieve the fallen grimoire as he approached the Empress of the Void. 

“Great Queen,” he entreated, “you have been rudely and prematurely awakened from your peaceful slumber. No doubt the time will come when you will rule once more over this world, but that day is not yet at hand. Return to your resting place and…”

 Charlotte cut him off. “And if I refuse? ” she asked with a sardonic smile. 

 Malaric raised the Wand of Zalmoora and its tip ignited with a burst of cerulean flame. At the same time Alita appeared at his side, the Black Book of Satakh open in her manacled hands and a glint of steely determination in her eyes. To their surprise, Ashmina came also to stand beside him. 

 Charlotte appraised her adversaries thoughtfully. “You are no match for me,” she concluded. “I have slain gods and laid waste to worlds. I could destroy you all. But I sense the shadow of fate about you…”

 She paused, considering her options. “If I let you live, and leave your world in peace, I will require something from each of you in return. ”

 “What are your terms? ” Alita demanded. 

 “Alita of Triste, that book you are holding belongs to the Seer-Queen of Akrit. You must return it to her as a gift from me. 

 “Ashmina Falzarian, far from here, on the shores of the Black Sea, my temple lies in ruins. You must journey there, for your destiny lies within its shattered walls. ”

 “And what is it that you require of me? ” Malaric asked. 

 “Ah, Malaric the Sorcerer, Prince of Nyx, Lord of the Black Sun, so newly are you released from the hex that bound you and so compelling is the quest that you have already undertaken, that it seems unjust to burden you immediately with my desires. Besides, you are destined for great things and there will come a time when you can serve me more effectively than now. Until then, I release you from my service. But be warned, I will come to you when the time is right and your debt to me must be paid. ”

 There was silence from the trio. “We are agreed, then,” the demon-queen smiled. Charlotte turned from them and began to walk towards the gaping rift, beyond which a seething maelstrom of shapes and shadows now writhed. 

 “Wait,” shouted Malaric and Alita together. 

 “Free my mistress,” the girl commanded, “or there can be no pact between us. ”

 The Empress of the Void laughed at the arrogance of the demand. But she did not refuse it, for she felt the shadow of fate even more palpably around the girl whose form she inhabited. 

 Charlotte’s body slumped to the ground, leaving only a dim outline where she had been standing. This flickering silhouette moved silently towards the gate, its delineation blurring and becoming less humanoid as it receded. Finally, it passed through the stone arch and returned to the abyss.



 Malaric sprang forward, waving the Wand of Zalmoora and shouting some ancient incantation. By the time Alita reached Charlotte’s side, the warrior had sealed the rift between dimensions and the threat from beyond was no more. 

 In the Halls of Chaos, Eleith-ia-Satakh was welcomed home by the baying cries of innumerable demons. The demi-gods of evil knelt before her as she ascended to her throne and legions of star-spawned monsters paid her homage. 

 For the demon-queen, the enticing allure of dreamless sleep was hard to resist. She craved the return to blissful slumber; to be lulled by the music of swirling galaxies, by the birth of stars and the deaths of countless worlds. But now she was awake, and it seemed that she could spare a century or two from her reverie to ensure that her malignant empery remained unchallenged throughout the universe.






  




Worlds In Collision

 

 The last rays of the setting sun crept over the horizon, bathing the land of Gothique in a slowly fading effulgence. Charlotte stood at the window and watched the darkness steal silently down from the mountain passes to shroud the forests and fields in the first tentative shadows of night. 

 It was the end of the third day since she had woken from the enchanted sleep into which she had tumbled at the departure of the demon-goddess. Her memory of the possession was vague; a series of disjointed impressions, a strange mixture of wonder and horror and bewildering confusion. 

 But she remembered the stories told by her three companions, about the death of Malphegor the Sorcerer and the battle with the Empress of the Void. And about the bargains they had made to survive and to save Charlotte’s life. 

 She also knew the tale of how Malaric had secured the palace. An ancient law decreed that the one who slew a prince of Gothique was considered worthy to succeed him. Thus, as Charlotte had been the bodily instrument of the sorcerer’s death, Malaric had proclaimed her the new ruler of the Obsidian Citadel. 

 Many of the inhabitants of the palace had been quite content to accept this turn of events and were gladdened by the passing of the evil mage. Unfortunately, there were some among the few remaining sentry-warriors who had been harder to convince. It was only after a black night, in which Malaric stalked through the corridors and chambers of the Obsidian Citadel with a bloody assassin’s knife, that all those who remained could be counted utterly loyal to the new regime. 

 Now Malaric sat at a nearby table, perusing a dusty tome from the dead sorcerer’s occult library. Ashmina sat opposite him, her dark eyes unfathomable. Alita lay on the bed looking effortlessly beautiful. Charlotte smiled at the sight of the girl whose loveliness she appreciated more fully every time she gazed upon her. 

 For the first time since she had awoken, Charlotte felt the stirrings of lust complemented by the renewed energy to indulge them. She moved slowly towards the bed and, as she did so, she let the sash of the sheer robe she wore pull undone so that the diaphanous folds of silk parted to reveal a glimpse of her naked flesh. 

 She sat down next to Alita and stroked the girl’s hair, pulling at the little lengths of lace that held it back so that her raven curls cascaded around her smooth shoulders. The slave-girl smiled slyly and glanced once at the table where Malaric and Ashmina sat, before pushing herself up from the bed to kiss her mistress. At first, the touch was gentle; soft and affectionate, but Charlotte put her hand to Alita’s cheek and continued to press their mouths together. Her lips parted and the kiss grew deeper. 

 Alita’s hand slipped beneath the open robe and caressed Charlotte’s breast, cupping it lovingly and squeezing the burgeoning nipple between her delicate little fingers. As her searching tongue slipped into Charlotte’s hungry mouth, she reached down, sliding her hand across the soft flesh of her mistress’ body, exploring ever further until she felt the hairless zone between her legs and the subtle beginning of the dainty opening that lay there. 

 Slowly, Charlotte parted her thighs and let Alita stroke open the lips of her warm wet slit. At the same time, she pushed the silk robe back over her shoulders and let it cascade behind her. Then, as she sat naked on the end of the bed, her eyes closed, her tongue probing Alita’s open mouth and her lustful sex pried apart by the girl’s tender fingers, she felt the soft hands of another woman caressing her flesh. 

 Ashmina, like Malaric, had at first feigned a lack of interest in the unfolding interaction on the bed. But, unlike the stoic warrior, she was unused to resisting the lure of scenes of debauchery. The sight of Charlotte’s naked form, her firm breasts jutting proudly forward, her pink haven parted invitingly, was too tempting to disdain. And she could not pass up the opportunity to forge a new intimacy with her luscious lesbian companions devoid of the influence of the other witches’ gratuitous sadism. 

 As she gently prised Charlotte’s thighs even further apart, Ashmina could sense that the girl’s enchanted sleep had not been wholly free of amorous imaginings. The tiny well that was revealed as Alita’s fingers held the rosy petals of Charlotte’s labia apart was well lubricated with the lucent secretions of frustrated desire. 

 When Charlotte broke off her passionate kiss and looked wantonly down at the girl that knelt between her feet, Ashmina met her gaze steadily. They both smiled, a knowing and indulgent look passing between them, and Charlotte reclined luxuriantly on the satin quilt. 

 A shudder of excitement vibrated through her body as Alita immediately straddled her prone form, casting off her flimsy garments as she did so. Not for the first time, Charlotte was reminded of the intoxication she had felt after her first attendance at one of Kallinikos’ banquets when she had thought herself a goddess stalking the earth. 

 She knew she would have the girl whose hot sex now wet her belly with its moisture. And she would have the witch too; that pallid Gothic beauty who even now slipped her deft pink tongue between the sensitive lips of Charlotte’s delectable cunt. 

 Charlotte clutched Alita by the hips, her hands sliding lasciviously over the girl’s pert buttocks, and pulled her forward so that she knelt above her face. She took a moment to gaze on the exquisite perfection of the slave-girl’s nether region; the merest wisps of pretty down that decorated her pubis, the tiny pouting petals of her subtlely marvellous flower and the silvery glistening of pure dew that caught for a moment the very last sparkle of sunlight from the window as she descended delightfully onto her mistress. 

 Since she had first tasted Alita’s secret moisture, Charlotte had been unable to slake her thirst for the girl’s delicious juices. For an opening so small and soft, Alita’s pink cleft was so amazingly succulent and responsive that it never failed to thrill her with passionate desire. Even now, a lovely liquid sacrament seeped from the tiny orifice into Charlotte’s fervently suckling mouth.



 Her own denuded haven was no less sodden with insatiable ardour and, as Ashmina tongued it enthusiastically, it grew progressively wetter and more wonderfully sensitive. But it was no longer enough for Charlotte to imbibe the pleasures of lesbian lust in passive acquiescence or even in intoxicated abandon. After all, she was no longer a lost and vulnerable slave-girl at the mercy of the frightening denizens of an overwhelmingly alien world. She was the mistress of an ensorcelled palace and, by default, of a vast and marvellous realm. She was a triumphant adventurer who had conquered adversity and, in doing so, had come to revel in the lust and beauty of her newfound home. 

 Charlotte bit at the soft flesh between Alita’s legs, enjoying the gasps of pained enjoyment she elicited. The slave-girl had sensed the presence of the witch behind her and knew that the idea of an uninhibited threesome was appealing to her mistress. She lifted her hips, tugging her vulnerable folds from between Charlotte’s white teeth, and turned around to face in the opposite direction. Teasingly, she lowered herself back down in a position from which she watched Ashmina intently. 

 The Gothic beauty was ministering expertly to Charlotte’s mounting desire. She flicked her dextrous tongue around the sensitive lips of Charlotte’s pussy, wetting the crevices that flanked her inner flower and teasing her playfully. Then she moved to suckle at the tiny hollow at the top of the parted slit, stirring Charlotte’s quivering clitoris to full arousal. And, as the spasms of pleasure radiated from that responsive bud, she lapped at the copious elixir that flowed forth from Charlotte’s delighted cunt. 

 As sharp teeth closed once more around Alita’s defenceless labia the girl was in no doubt about Charlotte’s dominant mood. Accordingly, she leant forward and grasped her mistress’ thighs, lifting her legs towards her and momentarily denying Ashmina the luscious cup from which she was drinking. Instead, as Charlotte’s raised legs were pulled back, the witch was presented with her shapely bottom.



 Ashmina could have leaned further forward to resume her savouring of the wellspring of femininity but she did not change her position. Nor did she hesitate to continue her tongue’s exploration of Charlotte’s charms, parting her buttocks reverently and wetting the warm cleft between them with mounting enthusiasm. 

 Alita grinned wickedly as the tip of the witch’s tongue flickered around Charlotte’s tiny puckered aperture. “Lick her arse,” she encouraged lasciviously. “Lick her arse while I come in her mouth. ”

 

***




 In his former life, the reputation of Prince Malaric of Nyx as a consummate libertine had surpassed even the ubiquitous legends of his sorcerous power and martial skill. Malphegor had taken cruel pleasure in denying the warrior any such pleasurable experiences while he held him in thrall. Thus, it had been two long years since he had had the opportunity to indulge his considerable appetite for decadent lust. 

 As he watched the three gorgeous figures across the room, he felt a quickening of desire that flooded back to him the memories of his most pleasurable former conquests. He remembered the dusk-eyed slave-girls of the Desheran palace in which he had grown up and the curious nymphs of the Laelitan forests. He thought of the witch Betheliet, with whom he had learned the secrets of sexual magic, and of his flight from the royal chambers of the Unassailable City after his night of strange passion with the King of Khalkazar’s daughter. 

 Beautiful as these images were, they were confined in the past and a scene of loveliness to compare with any of them was now unfolding before him. As Alita sighed with orgasmic joy and Ashmina finally penetrated Charlotte’s hesitantly yielding anus with her tongue, he rose from his seat and made his way towards the tempting trio. 

 Alita’s lithe body trembled and she clutched at her little breasts as the second spasm of her climax came upon her. When she opened her eyes, the warrior was standing naked at the side of the bed observing her passion. She almost laughed with delight at the sight of the striking prince in his pristine nudity. She thought immediately of how pleased Charlotte would be at this turn of events and gently removed her dripping cunt from her mistress’ mouth. 

 Charlotte’s face was wet with the culmination of Alita’s arousal. While the slave-girl still held her legs raised in the air, her own arms lay flat by her side, her hands pulling apart her firm buttocks to facilitate the entry of Ashmina’s probing tongue. In this position, she first looked on Malaric’s naked form. 

 He sat on the bed beside her, stroking the damp hair from her forehead with his left hand while his right found her hot sex and tested its hungry well for moisture. She was sopping with passion and the warrior’s fingers effortlessly penetrated her. As she watched his enigmatic expression, he blinked once and his eyes turned an icy blue. She shivered with trepidation and delight. 

 Malaric’s face had the angular lines of ancient nobility. His torso was muscular but lithe and supple rather than overly developed. His movements were graceful and his hands gentle. There was no hair to mar the pure whiteness of his body, not even between his legs where the marble erection of his penis towered gloriously. 

 Charlotte wanted nothing more than to slide her lips around the head of that burgeoning monolith. She rolled onto her side and took it in her hand. It was smooth and firm and lovely in her grasp. She stroked it tenderly as it filled out to its full capacity. As she moved, Ashmina’s tingling tongue was expelled from her anus and the witch looked up with an expression of surprise at the sight of the naked warrior. 

 Malaric stood, facing the bed once more, and Charlotte got up on her knees before him. She licked at his hairless balls while she masturbated him. Then, releasing her grip on his manhood, she took hold of his hips and licked the length of his shaft. The warrior moaned with pleasure and his cock twitched with anticipation. It was still quivering when Charlotte finally took him into her mouth. 

 The Gothic Prince reached out with his arms and Alita and Ashmina came to him on their knees across the bed. He embraced them, one on either side of Charlotte’s prostrate body, and then they got down next to their companion to take their turns at pleasuring him. When Charlotte released his rod from her warm mouth, Alita was next to suck it. He revelled in the gratification she provided while he watched Charlotte passionately kissing the girl whose tongue had only recently been exploring her rear passage. 

 When it came to Ashmina’s turn to demonstrate her oral skills, Charlotte wasted no time in grabbing Alita by the hair and dragging her to the head of the bed. There she took the sash from her discarded robe and sundry other silken lengths and used them to restrain the girl. She made her face the wall with her legs spread wide apart and bound her at the ankles and the knees to the intricate scrollwork of the headboard. She knotted silks around the girl’s wrists and secured their ends to the baroque capitals of the wooden pillars that flanked the head of the four-poster bed. With Alita outstretched before her, Charlotte retrieved a domina from a nearby hook on the wall and proceeded to turn its vicious attentions to the slave-girl’s pert buttocks. 

 Malaric smiled approvingly at Charlotte’s actions and he thought for a moment that he might release his seed prematurely into the witch’s mouth at the sight of the corporal punishment. But the sexual prowess of the warrior was such that, even after such prolonged abstinence, he was able to sublimate the urge and delay the culmination of his ardour. He withdrew his penis reluctantly and he and Ashmina joined Charlotte on the soft expanse of the bed. 

 They looked on while Alita had her pretty bottom reddened by the lash. Malaric would have liked to have taken Ashmina while they watched the scene unfold but he knew that she was proud to have retained her virginity throughout her sordid stay at the Obsidian Citadel and now clung to it as if it were a talisman against evil. So he waited until Charlotte’s arm tired and the witch took over the role of dominatrix. Ashmina proceeded to beat Alita more harshly, eliciting yelps of pain and sighs of delight from the bound slave-girl. 

 Charlotte’s passion now boiled within her, fired by the cruel flogging she had inflicted. In contrast, Malaric seemed only to have become more icy in his profound arousal. The two of them came together like the inevitable collision of opposing but complementary forces, sizzling in their union. 

 They kissed with open mouths, bruising their lips, then turned to biting each other at the neck and shoulders. Charlotte clutched at the warrior’s torso while he bit her arms so fiercely that she was afraid to offer her breasts to his mouth. When he came to those succulent orbs, he was rough enough to leave the marks of his teeth in her yielding flesh but so galvanised with lust was she that Charlotte encouraged him with whimpering sighs. 

 He threw her back on the eiderdown and moved across her body, crushing her breasts in his powerful hands and biting at her sides and the softness of her belly. Charlotte parted her legs in heedless abandon and he set to devouring her womanhood, gnawing at the hypersensitive heart of her femininity. She threw her head back and cried at the barely tolerable melange of torture and bliss. 

 Desperately, she concentrated on the terrible blows Ashmina was now delivering to Alita’s lacerated bottom, enduring her own pain by loving another’s. She wanted the girl to suffer as Malaric’s teeth were making her suffer. “Harder,” she begged Ashmina, “harder…”And both the witch and the prince complied. Charlotte and Alita screamed and wept and were swept inexorably towards orgasm. 

 Then Malaric was on top of her, his body pressed to hers, his white weapon burying itself in her ravaged cunt. She was desperately sodden and he filled her perfectly with his manhood. He slid in and out with long luxuriant strokes and she watched him fucking her while he gazed intently on the slave-girl’s suffering. 

 Just as Charlotte felt she might reach the peak of her passion, Malaric withdrew his shaft and, grabbing her roughly by the arm, he rolled her onto her stomach. Keen to acquiesce to the warrior’s desires, she got up on her hands and knees and presented herself unashamedly before him. Hot arousal dripped from her open flower. 

 With a single stroke, he plunged into her from behind and she cried out at the depth of his penetration. With each thrust he forced her forward, closer and closer to the scene of Alita’s persecution, until Ashmina had to desist from beating the girl for fear of catching Charlotte in the face with the domina. Still Malaric drove her onward, thrust by reckless thrust, until her face was pressed against the slave-girl’s tortured rear. 

 Alita’s thighs were soaked with the juice of her yearning cunt. 

“Lick her,” the warrior commanded and Charlotte lapped at the exquisite elixir, pressing her tongue up under the girl’s buttocks to suck the copious secretion from its source. At the same time, Malaric grabbed Ashmina by the hair and pulled her to him. The witch discarded the domina by Charlotte’s side as the warrior withdrew his aching manhood once more and forced her to suck it. 

 “Oh, mistress…” Alita moaned, as Charlotte drank from her sex. “Make me come again,” she begged. “Please, make me come…”

 As she shifted her position to tongue the girl more deeply, Charlotte’s hand touched the domina where it lay on the bed. And, as Malaric’s penis slipped back into her, directly from Ashmina’s pretty mouth, she took the weapon up by its silk-bound hilt. The rounded pommel of the torture implement was smooth and bulbous, carven from fine-grained wood and polished to a flawless finish. Parting her mouth reluctantly from Alita’s wetness, Charlotte pressed the globular end of the hilt against the girl’s opening. 

 The makeshift phallus slipped inside and Alita sighed gratefully at the penetration. Ashmina was sucking Malaric’s shaft again as Charlotte inserted the domina more deeply, watching the slave-girl’s juices soak into the silken binding of the handle. She fucked Alita with the finely-turned wood until her hands were wet with the girl’s arousal and the sounds she elicited were of abject ecstasy. 

 Malaric withdrew his quivering member from the witch’s mouth, struggling once again with his need for release and pausing before he entered Charlotte once more. The girl’s awesome charms were displayed wantonly before him, the pink mouth of her pussy gaping open and soaked with the abundant emissions of lust. But, above that plundered haven, the tight bud of her inviolate sphincter lay tantalisingly displayed between the ample curves of her gorgeous buttocks. 

 Charlotte felt the hard round end of the warrior’s manhood nudge against the modest pout of her anus and a tingle of anticipatory excitement thrilled her with fearful exhilaration. A little of her liquid passion had found its way into the parted crevice of her arse and Malaric’s shaft was still somewhat damp from Ashmina’s mouth but there was little real moisture to lubricate the opening of so delicate a passage. Even so, the warrior was not to be deterred and, taking his manhood in his hand, he pressed it firmly against her apparently inadequate opening. 

 Charlotte moved back against him with a sigh of shameless encouragement. “Oh, yes,” she begged breathlessly, before slipping her tongue between the cheeks of Alita’s proffered rear. 

 Ashmina came alongside Charlotte and slid her hand underneath her body, briefly stroking her pendant breasts and her taut belly before pushing her fingers into the moist loveliness of her cunt. She frigged the girl efficiently while Malaric strove to drive his manhood into Charlotte’s tight behind. 

 In the hot sweat of her lust, Charlotte panted and pushed and gave herself up to the mighty warrior. He groaned with animal satisfaction as his shaft sank inexorably into her, her sphincter clamped around his aching length. Every moment of the penetration was wonderful. The hot welcome of her insides devoured him with exquisite slowness while the tight muscles of her passage gripped him with intimate longing. He sank gradually to his full length, filling her so perfectly that she drenched Ashmina’s hand with her bountiful emissions. 

 Her rapturous cunt continued to spasm and squirt as Malaric withdrew his rod, watching with fascination as Charlotte’s anal rim clung desperately around his length and was drawn out with his retreating shaft. No sooner had the glistening white head of his engorged penis popped out of its hole than he drove it forward once more, parting the pink ring and plunging deep inside. 

 Charlotte moaned with lust at the combined sensation of the witch’s masturbation of her clitoris and the warrior’s intense pervasion of her rectum. She could feel her climax building as Malaric began to fuck her in earnest, hurting her joyfully as he plumbed her innermost depths. His strokes came faster and harder as he began to feel that his own ejaculation could be postponed no longer. 

 “Oh, fuck, yes…” Charlotte cried as she was sodomised vigorously from behind. Pitilessly she yanked the handle of the domina from Alita’s lovely cunt and rammed it mercilessly into the girl’s tiny untouched anus. Alita screamed as the bulbous knob violated her unexpectedly and Charlotte began to orgasm with astonishing intensity. 

 Malaric pulled Ashmina forward by the hair as he felt his own climax build within him. She laid her head on the small of Charlotte’s back and opened her mouth obediently as he drove deep once more and his fully embedded shaft began to shudder with breathtaking spasms. 

 The first squirt of his orgasm filled Charlotte’s rectum with creamy ejaculate as she wept with joy. The second burst forth as he withdrew from her anus and splashed the witch’s face. Ashmina clutched Charlotte’s lovely buttocks with her pale hands and held them apart to reveal the open well the warrior had made of her intimacy. It gaped beautifully; luscious and wanton before him. 

 Malaric plunged his pulsing member into Ashmina’s mouth and the witch tasted the rest of his orgasm combined with the glistening juices of Charlotte’s inner desire. As the last quivers of his release shook him, the girl he had fucked so passionately turned around and joined Ashmina in sucking him clean. The two of them shared the last drops of his precious elixir in a lascivious kiss that continued long after the warrior had slumped in exhausted satisfaction on the bed.



 Only when they had fully savoured the culmination of their lust did Charlotte think of poor Alita. She looked over to where the slave-girl was bound tightly against the uncomfortable protrusions of the decorative scrollwork. The domina extended like a leather tail from her sore little bottom. Charlotte crawled up behind the girl, taking hold of the torture implement and tugging at its length. Alita yelped with pain as her tender anus expelled the wooden orb. 

 Malaric looked on with amusement. His momentary tiredness was quickly melting away and, at the sight of the bound and bruised beauty, he felt the stirrings of renewed lust invigorating his body once more. 

 Already the ivory shaft of his manhood was swelling with desire and he noticed that, rather than freeing her captive, Charlotte was gently probing the violated rim of Alita’s rear experimentally with her finger. 

“Let us have some wine,” he declared, “a fine vintage from the cellars of our fallen enemy. And then we shall see what other debaucheries this fine night of freedom may hold! ”

 

***

 

 As always, suspicion and treachery cast its shadow over the affairs of the Arkadian Princes. 

“The Gothic army is no longer ensconced at Triste, my lords. ”

 The messenger was the finest actor Kallinikos could find. With his ragged clothes and his sweat-stained features he certainly looked the part. The wound in his arm still dripped blood, adding a nice touch of theatrical flare to his performance. His muddy boots defiled the pristine marble floor. 

 “Mauvais has fallen. Every village between the border and the river Lethe has been pillaged and burned. And the army marches on, my lords; towards Averraine. And thence to the walls of Kharis itself. ”

 “You see,” Kallinikos proclaimed, “it is as we feared. ”The prince stepped forward into the circular oratory of the Ekklesia. He had broken with a tradition so ancient as to be almost a law and wore his full battle armour as he addressed the assembly. There were cheers of encouragement from the Sapphirian faction and a good deal of discontented muttering from elsewhere in the chamber. 

 “I stand before you, ready to do my duty as an Arkadian citizen…”

 “Violating the sanctity of the Ekklesia! ”

 “Responding to the urgency of the situation. Princes, nobles, make no mistake. The circumstances are dire. We are at war! ”

 Prince Evander stood up from his throne, his green robes glittering with emeralds. “We are not yet at war, Kallinikos. We must send additional emissaries to the Royal Council of Gothique and avert a crisis. ”

 “And what happened to the previous emissaries we sent? ” Kallinikos asked. “Have we averted a crisis? Or sent innocent men to their doom? ”

 “Murdered before they left the city,” one bearded notary muttered. But Kallinikos ignored him. 

 “We have received no word from those we sent to negotiate a peace,” the prince continued. “But we do have the word of this man. ”He indicated the messenger. “And you have all heard his dismal report. ”

 Noxious and inscrutable, Alvenoor Drax rose to his feet. “Our laws and traditions are clear,” he began, though everyone present knew that this was far from the case. “We must have a full and frank debate, consult the oracles, draw up a declaration of proposed actions and vote…”

 Kallinikos cut him off. “There is no time for debate,” he declared. “We must act now. Those of you who are uncertain, weak or cowardly; stay here and talk. Consult your oracles. I will not stand by while our glorious nation falls into the hands of foreign invaders! 

 “I march with my army to face the contemptible hoards of the Goths. I will do what I can alone. But, I beseech you, look into your hearts and do what is right for the glory of Kharis and the good of all Arkadia. Unity is power! Power is freedom! ”

 With that, Prince Kallinikos strode from the Ekklesia to prepare for war. And to betray his people. 

 

***

 

 Grim rain fell like ink on the pitted tarmac of the road. It pooled viscously in oily crevices and, in the slick runnels of the gutter, the amber glow of inadequate streetlights refracted cheerlessly. 

 The crumbling grandeur of the seemingly lifeless house loomed silently in the night; its decaying structure prey to worms, its shattered windows blind as the eyeless sockets of a cobwebbed skull. Deep within, the screams of the tormented were stifled in the gloom. 

 “Doctor Hayling,” the man in the black suit began, “I understand that you worked closely with Professor Hammond on his research project? ”

 “Yes,” the doctor managed. But his mouth was gravel-dry. 

 An hour previously, a black car with tinted windows had arrived at his home. The men within had made it clear that he was required to accompany them. He had complied without objection; after all, their appearance had been inevitable. 

 “You understand that the professor has, shall we say, retired? ”

 “Well, er, after the disappearance of the girl…”

 Hayling had been thinking about the girl a lot recently. About Charlotte and about how his colleague had never really recovered from her loss. He had been thinking about her just before the car arrived and whisked him away. 

 “Ah, yes, the girl,” the sinister voice continued as the rain wept noisome tears against the crumbling shutters and the cracked glass panes. “We’ll talk about her later. For now, I want to talk about the experiment. ”

 “It’s, er… complicated. ”

 “Oh yes, very complicated. But not impossible to understand. Not for someone like you…”

 It was true. Doctor Hayling understood the science all too well. 

 After the ill-fated experiment had taken place, the professor’s work had been abandoned. The university had withdrawn its support for the project and the government grant had been withheld pending an inquiry. Professor Hammond had been pressured into taking early retirement in the face of the threat of criminal charges. 

 There had been a brief investigation into Charlotte’s disappearance but it was inconclusive. Certain students suspected a cover-up. 

 But Doctor Hayling had been unable to suppress his fascination with the professor’s ideas and had continued his own research in secret. He had even set up a makeshift laboratory in his tiny basement. 

 He could see some of the implications of the project that others had missed. Not least, the financial opportunities that might become available to one who could unravel its mysteries. 

 “We believe that such important work should be continued,” the man in the black suit went on. He indicated the dark figures that flanked him. “My companions here believe the process may have important military applications. ”

 The doctor was sweating now, profusely. “It’s not quite… ethical…” he stuttered, the last vestiges of his moral doubts drowning in fear and greed. 

 “We would be very careful,” the man assured him. And, after a pause, he added “And we would pay you, of course. ”

 The doctor sighed and looked around at the dismal scene. The faces of his companions were sinister shadows. The faint sounds of suffering that crept into the room could almost have been made by the wind. There was no turning back now. “H-how much did you have in mind? ” he asked. 

 “Enough,” the man in the black suit replied. “More than enough. ”

 Far below the house, beneath the dusty cellar, beneath the vast and well equipped laboratory, beneath the hidden torture chambers and the dungeon cells, the owner of the crumbling mansion smiled. The elements of his plan were falling neatly into place. He crossed the stone floor of the subterranean temple and knelt smugly before a blood-stained altar. 

 “Eleith-ia-Satakh,” he whispered, “Empress of the Void, hear my prayer…”
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And here’s a sneak preview of the second volume of the Naked Fantasy Saga:



 Leanne grabbed the pink rucksack from the back of her chair and cast a last look around the room. Even when she was in a hurry she found time for this final surveillance – she had to be so careful. A couple of textbooks and a folder of notes from her university course still lay on her neat single bed - an acceptable indication of studious pursuits. 

 Satisfied that nothing incriminating remained visible to a parental eye, she flicked off the light and closed the door. 

 She flew down the stairs two at a time, calling, “‘Bye, Dad! ” to her father. She almost made it to the door before his exasperated voice called her to a halt. 

 “Where are you going? ”

 “Just to a friend’s. ”Leanne hated to lie and always tried to dissemble if possible. 

 “To study? ”

 “Of course; the exams are next week. ”

 There was a period of awkward silence. Leanne could hear the taxi’s engine running outside. Her father examined her critically. She resisted the temptation to pout. Or to tap her foot impatiently. 

 She was sure her jeans weren’t too tight-fitting; she’d worn these out before. And she had a jumper on – a baggy jumper, not a low-cut top. She wore no lipstick, no eye-shadow. Perhaps he would object to her nail varnish. 

 Leanne bunched her fingers; her nails digging into her palms. 

 “Don’t be late,” her father warned. Then he turned from her, heading towards the stairs to the basement, his mind already returning to his work.



 Thankfully, the girl opened the front door and stepped outside, swinging it shut behind her. She paused, her back against the door, and sighed with relief. Then she dashed down the path and into the night. 

 “Thought you weren’t comin’,” the taxi driver grinned. 

 “Shut up Max,” Leanne replied as she slipped into the back seat. 

 “Usual place? ”

 “Yeah but… drive around a bit… I need to get changed. ”

 The engine revved and the car pulled away. 

 “I hoped you’d say that. ”

 Leanne pulled the jumper over her head to reveal her bra; not a sexy garment but girlie, white with little pink flowers on the cups. She leaned forward between the front seats, fumbling behind her with the clasp, her little breasts jiggling free of their confinement. They were small and round and pretty and remained perkily pointing upward even when the bra had fallen away. 

 “Got anything to drink? ” she asked. 

 Max flicked the steering wheel right and then left, watching her titties sway in the rear view mirror as the car swerved. “In the glove compartment. ”

 “You could pass it to me,” Leanne grumbled in exasperation but she knew it was no use. 

 Max veered the car again as she wriggled halfway through the gap between the front seats and opened the drawer. She pulled out a half bottle of cheap vodka while Max reached behind her and patted her upraised bottom. “Worth every penny,” he muttered. 

 Leanne struggled back into the rear of the taxi, swigging the vodka and spilling it down her chin as Max swerved the car playfully. “Hold on,” he laughed. “Save some for me. ”

 She passed him the bottle and he drank heartily, his eyes in the mirror not on the road. She kicked off her trainers and unbuttoned her jeans. Max took a quick glance back at the way ahead and another swig of the vodka. 

 He watched her intensely as she slipped out of her jeans. She was so hot, so young, such a contradiction of innocence and insolence. He could feel his erection stirring against the constriction of his trousers and he reached down to undo his fly. 

 “Try and keep at least one hand on the wheel,” Leanne admonished as she snatched back the vodka bottle. She drank again, recklessly; little crystal droplets falling onto her breasts. Then she turned and rummaged in her bag, finding eyeliner, mascara and lipstick. She sat forward to work her art, her legs parted, her knees braced against the seats in front. Her hand was now perfectly steady as she applied the makeup, her body swayed slightly to compensate for the movement of the vehicle. 

 “Take your panties off. ”

 Leanne looked away from the mirror. Max’s erection towered free from the material that had confined it. He stroked himself and lifted his hips - offering himself to her – the car surged forward. 

 She turned back to her painting. “I’m not sucking you off again. ”

 “Please…”

 “Oh, Max…”The girl popped the top back onto her pencil and slipped back against the leather seat. “You’re a fucking pain in the arse. Oh Christ… and don’t say you’d fucking like to be. Jesus. ”She slipped off her knickers and tossed them into his lap then resumed her position, her pretty cunt exposed. 

 Her eyes were finished, heavily outlined in black. She applied her lipstick with expert precision. When she had finished, she looked beautiful – though no more beautiful than before - and a little over painted, just a little tarty. She drank more vodka, nude in the cab – naked yet adorned. She shivered with excitement. 

 “Uhh… Ahh…”

 “Christ Max. You’ve come all over my knickers. Fucking twat. Give me a cigarette. ”

 Leanne lay back on the leather seat, her head against the hard plastic of the door, smoking contemplatively, letting the darkness posses her. Her naked body was slim but strong – she felt strong, empowered by transgression and the workings of alcohol. She felt ready.
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