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A Rebellious Daughter

 

Beyond the Aurelian nebula, a sleek silver dart plunged through the void of interstellar space, the blue blaze of its fission thrusters outshining the distant stars. On board the Stiletto, Jenna Starhawk sat back in her captain’s chair and flicked the control switches that engaged the autopilot. She watched the screens in front of her without concern. There was no indication from the scanners of the imminent attack that threatened her. 

Jenna switched to an internal scan and the main monitor began to display views from the ship’s interior cameras. The cargo bay and engine room held nothing of any interest. The ship’s corridors were empty. The pleasure lounge with its well-stocked bar was equally deserted. She wondered where her companions could be. 

The three girls had just completed their final year at the Interstellar Pilots’ Academy. The graduation ceremony was still a month away but all the work was done. Jenna’s parents had wanted her home for her brother’s birthday but she had wanted to celebrate the end of studies with her friends. So she had lied to her father about the date of her final exam and taken the opportunity to hire a pleasure cruiser for a few days. 

The girls had flown out of the Orion space port in search of adventure. They had already seen the ice-comets of Voorla and the lambent swirls of iridescent space dust that shimmered at the edges of the Selenian galaxy. The ellipse of their flight-path would now swing them in a slow arc towards home, passing at its furthest extent the distant Solar system – a lifeless ruin of corroded planets said to have once included the near-mythical world of Earth. 

Jenna smiled to herself, both because she could barely imagine a time when all of humanity could have lived on a single tiny planet and because she had finally found her companions. She toggled the monitor to a different view of the Stiletto’s bio-dome where the alien flora of a dozen worlds provided a beautiful sanctuary of calm and helped to maintain the breathable atmosphere on board the ship. 

Amongst the lush foliage of the garden a delightful glade hid a pool of crystal water, heated by the tubular energy conduits that ran under the bio-dome. Sweet scented star-lilies graced the banks of the pond while drooping nectapods dipped their purple petals in the water. 

Eva Lorien smiled mischievously. Perhaps her eye had caught the almost imperceptible movement of the surveillance node. She flicked a wisp of black hair away from her pretty face and posed by a shimmervale tree. The soft sleekness of her silver flight suit, with its velvety exterior, clung to the curves of her body. Nonchalantly, she undid the belt that hung at her hips, letting it fall, along with her communicator and her phase-pistol, into the violet grass at her feet. 

Maeve stared at her companion with wide blue eyes, biting her bottom lip with nervous excitement. 

Eva began to unzip her clothing and peel the supple silvery substance from her skin. The material was twin-layered. The rubbery blackness of the inside of the suit clung wantonly to her pale flesh as she revealed first her lovely white shoulders and then the ripe fruit of her luscious breasts which quivered delightfully as they were released from the clinging mould. 

She had always loved the sensation of removing her uniform; denuding herself by slowly peeling the clinging polymer from her flesh. The excuse to wear the outfit had secretly been instrumental in her application to the Academy. Stripping the rubbery layer from herself was like being licked by a lover, another sensation she had recently come to enjoy. 

Now she slid the tight garment over her hips to reveal the gorgeous curves of her buttocks and closed her eyes in anticipation of the delicious lapping at her intimacy that was to follow. Eva never wore the little thongs the other cadets sported under their uniforms. She could never resist the chance to feel the gentle suction of the rubbery material coming reluctantly away from her parted nether lips. 

Maeve regarded the dark-haired beauty as she stood naked and unashamed in the garden like some mythical nymph. Eva’s breasts jutted proudly forward and her naked sex glistened with dew as she pulled off her Astrolite space boots. When she had finally discarded her suit completely, she returned the girl’s glance with a lustful stare. 

Steam swirled from the pool and around her gorgeous body, caressing her skin with moisture. Jenna had turned up the heat from her master control console. 

“Come on,” said Eva as she crossed the lily strewn bank towards the water. 

Maeve hung back nervously; still uncertain of exactly what was happening. She watched the other girl descend into the pool and emerge glistening and ethereal. “It’s warm,” Eva enticed in a sultry whisper. 

The promise in Eva’s eyes was too tempting to resist and, before she really knew what she was doing, Maeve was peeling the clinging silver sheath from her own skin. 

Minutes later the two girls lay stretched out in the luxuriant warmth, their beautiful breasts protruding from the water like islands in a balmy sea. As they looked at each other, Maeve could see in Eva’s eyes a fierce longing; lust perhaps but tempered with some other desire. The dark-haired siren moved closer in the water and Maeve became even more intensely aware of her nakedness. She parted her lips to speak…

“Shh…” Eva breathed as she reached out to touch the other girl gently on her soft cheek. “Don’t be scared. ”

The girl ran her fingertips along the line of Maeve’s jaw and down the curve of her neck. Maeve sighed delightedly as her nipples hardened in tingling anticipation. 

Then Eva drew her closer in the water, their breasts coming together, wet and voluptuous, large brown areolas pressed against smaller pink points. Maeve let her head fall back and Eva’s mouth was at her neck; kissing her, arousing her. 

Slowly, the girl moved lower; her lustrous hair fanning out on the surface of the water, her perfect mouth finding her companion’s breast. Maeve basked in the humid atmosphere of languid passion as Eva sucked at the erect bud of her nipple. An electric response rippled through her body, quickening the beating of her heart and thrilling the depth of her desire, where another little bud ached to receive the same attention. 

Intimate moisture began to mingle with the warmth of the water. Maeve felt Eva’s hand move across her stomach to her thigh and, all other thoughts forgotten, she parted her legs. Eva’s deft fingers found her wanton secret and, aroused as she was, her nether lips offered no resistance to the girl’s explorative touch. 

As she allowed herself to be opened and the probing fingers slid deeper into her cleft, the pleasurable sensations flooding her body seemed to reach an unbearable pitch. She was desperate now for the release of orgasm. “Touch me,” she breathed, “make me…”

Without warning, the tranquil darkness of the inter-stellar void was shattered by the white noise of tearing space. Water surged from the pool as the Stiletto was buffeted by the invisible wake of a hyperspatial disruption. 

Jenna pulled her fingers from the front of her unzipped uniform and desperately tried to return the ship to manual control. A warning light began to flash and the external monitors came back on line but the autopilot failed to disengage. She kicked the console and stared in horror at the screen before her as a fearsome corsair materialised from the void. 

The ship was larger than Jenna’s sleek cruiser and bristled along its length with warp generators and phase cannons. Emblazoned on its armoured hull was a terrible red skull; the dread insignia of the legendary pirates of Mars. 

Before the young captain could react, the corsair had deftly intercepted the smaller ship and the ominous clang of metal on metal announced the deployment of the magnetic boarding clamps that slammed against the hull. 

Jenna’s heart leapt with panic. She had heard whispered tales of the galactic buccaneers and, though she would fight fiercely for her freedom, at that moment she knew deep down that she and her companions were destined for the decadent harems of the pirates’ distant lair on the harsh red planet. 

 

***

 

At the sound of the doorbell, Leanne rolled off the bed and hastily concealed her copy of ‘Space Sluts of Mars’. The hidden drawer at the bottom of her makeup box fitted the slim paperback perfectly though the narrowness of the hiding place meant she could only keep one such book in the house at a time. She sighed ruefully at the thought that if she had been allowed to keep a more extensive collection of makeup, there would have been no room for the book at all. 

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. 

She flicked ash into the footwell. “Take me now,” she said. There was no ambiguity, she meant to her destination. 

 

***

 

Professor Jack Hammond sat at the hardwood desk in his study. A scientific journal lay open in front of him but its scholastic prose could not hold his attention for long. He was troubled by disturbing memories, and by guilt. 

He slid open the drawer and there she was, looking up at him, a blurry face in the background of a group photo. Charlotte. 

He slammed the drawer and got up from his leather seat. There was brandy on a table at the side of the room. The amber liquid glinted in the crystal decanter. He poured himself a large measure and drank it swiftly. 

But the alcohol wouldn’t help him to forget, any more than immersing himself in the dry texts of academic research. Only the girl could distract him. 

Only Leanne. 

And she was here. 

The professor moved to the window so that he could watch her arrival. He liked to see her arriving – before she composed herself, before she was fully hidden from him. He liked to catch a glimpse of her reality; the real Leanne. She seemed more vulnerable in that moment before she put on the mask but perhaps he read too much into it. Perhaps she knew he was watching. 

Leanne stumbled from the cab. 

The taxi driver said something that might have been “What about a tip? ”

“Fuck off,” she replied. 

The car sped away, its engine disturbing the tranquillity of the tired little street. 

The short skirt of Leanne’s tiny dress had ridden up as she got out of the cab. She yanked down the crumpled pvc until it almost covered the curve of her buttocks. The tops of her fishnets were visible; hold-ups not tights. And not stockings either – she couldn’t be bothered with suspenders. 

She tottered up the driveway in her black stilettos. The shiny patent reflected the moonlight; silver as the studs in her leather collar. 

She stood for a moment in the shadow of the doorway, hitching her bag from her shoulder and running her fingers through her lustrous hair. Then she rang the bell. 

Professor Hammond opened the door and Leanne went inside. 

“What on Earth do you think you look like? Wandering around like some wanton slut. Get up to my office at once. And bend over the desk. ”

“Christ, Jack, let me have a fag first. And get me a drink. ”

The professor’s eyes narrowed. He turned and strode along the hall, sublimating his anger. Leanne followed him with a sly smile. 

In the lounge he indicated a packet of cigarettes on the coffee table. “They’re the ones you like, right? ”

“Sure. ”

He retrieved a bottle of premium vodka from the drinks cabinet and poured a short measure in to a cut glass tumbler. “I’ve got lemonade…” he began but, as he turned, the girl was upon him, taking the bottle from his hand. 

“You have that one,” she suggested and returned to the sofa with her prize. 

Leanne drank a third of the bottle and smoked four cigarettes. She didn’t say a word. The professor watched her in silence, marvelling at her beauty. 

“Right, let’s do it,” she announced. 

“What? Oh… right… yes… um, I don’t know…”

“You don’t know? ”

“Well… you know… the mood…”

Leanne was exasperated. “Don’t tell me you’re not in the mood. ”

“No, I…”

“Good! ”She stood up; reasonably steady. “Because I want to suck your cock. I want to lick your arse. I want to piss on your fucking carpet! I want you to beat me ‘til you shit yourself with delight you old bastard! ”

The magic worked. “How dare you! You dirty little whore. On your knees. ”

She complied without question. 

The professor walked up to her, fire in his eyes. He steeled himself for a moment then slapped her hard across the cheek. 

“Bitch. ”

Leanne was penitent. “I didn’t mean it,” she cried. “I just…”

“You nasty little slut. Get up to my office right now. And bend over the desk. ”

She got up and left the room without a word. 

The professor let out a long breath. Then he downed the glass of vodka that had been left untouched on the side. She was a bitch to keep him waiting, he thought. But it would be worth it. It was always worth it. 






  


A New Dawn

 

The wolves had ceased their howling and the full moon had passed from sight. In the shadow-haunted land of Gothique night gave way only reluctantly to the dawn. The great red sun clawed its way up from behind the mountains; its cochineal light pouring like lava between the jagged crags. 

High on the bleakest of those brooding peaks stood the Obsidian Citadel; a vast and terrifying fortress of black stone and volcanic glass, conjured by sorcery from the depths of the earth as a fitting palace for a Gothic prince. For centuries, a succession of sinister magi had ruled from that impregnable stronghold, casting the shadows of their grim dominion over the lowland realms below. 

But now the last sorcerer-prince of that ancient line was dead. 

In a blasphemous bid for ultimate power, the mad wizard Malphegor had delved into the darkest abysses of black magic, conjuring forth a demonic goddess he could not control. And she had destroyed him. 

The wrath of the goddess had been terrible indeed. And yet the instrument of that terror had been a young and startlingly beautiful girl. A reluctant traveller from another world, she had always believed in science and had never thought that she might one day be caught up in the machinations of sorcery. 

Nevertheless, she had been possessed by the goddess and used to enact her revenge. 

Nocturnal visions of the world she had left behind still occasionally haunted the girl, though they faded more and more with every passing night. Gothique was real to her now with its icy peaks and its evergreen forests. The verdant land of Arkadia was a vivid memory. But England hardly seemed to exist at all. 

She was an adventurer now in a world of scheming sorcerers and lascivious witches where the armies of decadent princes decided the fate of nations. Her night’s adventures were ever more tainted by the dark aphrodisiac aura of the world she now called home. 

Charlotte awoke with the moisture of erotic dreams glistening between her legs. 

Shimmering rays of red-gold sunlight shone in through the tiny window above her and bathed her opulent bed in warm radiance. 

In the course of the night, she had cast away the silken coverlet that concealed her body and her naked beauty was enhanced by the adornment of the sun. She was lovely to behold; slim yet curvaceous, with slender legs and shapely breasts. The light complexion of her smooth skin was unblemished. Her pretty face was framed by the curls of her glossy hair. 

Dimly, she remembered ecstatic nocturnal visions in which wanton, full-breasted women with hungry mouths and greedy eyes had drawn her down into the languid depths of lustful desire. 

Gradually, she emerged from those dreams of libidinous luxury, her transition perfectly complemented by the sumptuous silks of her extravagant resting place. The bed stretched endlessly soft and congenial around her naked flesh as the beautiful slave-girl Alita snuggled against her yielding bosom. 

Charlotte yawned contentedly, rubbing the sleep from her bright green eyes and smiling to herself. It was surprisingly easy to be happy in this strange environment, living like a princess in a fairytale palace and indulging her every whim, never thinking of the situation in the world outside. 

It was easy to put aside the distressing events of the adventure that had brought her to the Obsidian Citadel. She had been the slave of a Machiavellian prince, the plaything of a barbarian lord and then the pawn of an evil sorcerer. She had learned of the sinister plot that had plunged Arkadia and Gothique into a devastating war. And she had been possessed by a demon-queen. 

Perhaps it was the intensity of these experiences that confirmed the reality of her new life of magic and wonder. In comparison, the world she had left behind seemed like a distant memory or, perhaps, a fading dream. 

Charlotte sat up, suddenly wide awake. “I mustn’t forget…” she breathed. 

Alita opened her eyes immediately, as if she had been feigning slumber so as not to disturb her mistress and was now eager to be about her service. “Are you alright? ” she asked. 

“Yes,” said Charlotte, “but…”

“You were thinking that things must change. That this… reverie… can’t last forever. ”

Charlotte did not reply. She knew that it was true. Her companions in the citadel had struck a bargain with the demon goddess to save her life and their resultant quests could not be put off indefinitely. 

“All things come to an end,” Alita continued. “But let us have at least one more day. ”

The distant look faded from Charlotte’s eyes. She nodded her assent. 

Alita crawled from the bed, slipping into a white shift and pulling at her unruly curls. Then she removed the chamber pot from under the bed and left Charlotte alone to use it while she sought out the makings of a rustic breakfast. 

The girl returned with bowls of freshly sliced fruit, some of which Charlotte could identify and some which were wholly unknown to her. They sat cross-legged on the bed and ate the sweet, juicy morsels together. 

Alita was silent throughout their morning meal, a thoughtful expression on her sweet face. Charlotte watched her, somewhat amused. 

When they had finished, the girl cleared away their bowls without a word and returned to kneel submissively by the side of the bed. 

Charlotte pulled back the quilt and patted the space beside her, indicating that Alita was welcome to join her. “What were you thinking? ” she enquired. 

“At first, that I should undress for you,” the girl answered. “But then, I thought perhaps I should dress up for you instead. ”

“And what costume did you have in mind? ” Charlotte asked, smiling. 

“There are several I could try,” the girl replied, “and you could decide which you preferred. ”

So Charlotte sat up in the bed, plumped the pillows against the wooden lattice of the headboard and leaned back to watch as Alita scrambled from her side and prepared to play her teasing game. There was an endless variety of tantalising outfits hanging in the ornate wardrobe and Charlotte caught a glimpse of some of them as the girl threw open the heavy doors. Then Alita pulled one of the velvet drapes that hung at the side of the bed across Charlotte’s view so that she could change in secret and heighten the sense of anticipation in her fascinated mistress. 

When she first emerged, Alita was dressed as an Arkadian tavern girl. An unbuttoned white shirt was tied in a knot beneath her breasts, leaving her midriff bare and barely concealing her pert charms. Her hair was caught up in a band of cloth and huge hoops dangled from her ears. Her colourful skirt was slashed to rags around her legs, the rips ascending almost as high as the beaded belt she wore. 

“How’s about a drink darlin’? ” she giggled in a poor approximation of the common accent of the southern quarter of the city of Kharis. 

“Wine, wench,” Charlotte laughed and slapped the girl’s bottom as she passed the bed. 

Charlotte had mixed memories of Kharis, a city where she had been sold into slavery and served as the plaything of a dissolute prince. Kallinikos had opened her eyes to a multitude of pleasures she might never have discovered in her own world but she had been lucky to escape terrible tortures at the hands of his wicked governess. Arkadia itself she remembered as a summer paradise; its rolling hills ancient and serene, its fertile fields eventually giving way to the majestic verdure of a vast and wonderful forest. 

Alita returned with a goblet of wine and handed it over with a cheeky grin. “I mayn’t be the most volupetous o’ girls” she drawled, pushing up her little breasts with a wry pout, “but me bed’s warm an’ me fanny’s hot an’ both are yours if ye’ve got two pennies to rub together. ”

“A tempting offer,” Charlotte giggled, almost spilling her wine, “but I think I’ll wait and see who else comes along. ”Alita disappeared once more behind the velvet drape. 

When she returned she was a Desheran harem girl, her face veiled with green silk, her nipples decorated with shimmering tassels. Gold bracelets jangled at her wrists and her ankles and a wisp of silk hung between her legs to conceal her nether secrets. 

Charlotte had never seen the southern land of Deshera though she knew it was dominated by the red sands of the desert. And she knew that the Arkadians traded with the Desherans for slaves and for silk. It was the finest Desheran silk that was used to bind the handles of the dominas. 

A domina hung from a nearby hook on the wall. It was a flexible cane bound between two leather straps and attached to a wooden hilt. The handle was wrapped in the patterned silk of the desert traders except for its bulbous wooden pommel. It was an elegant weapon – an exquisite implement of correction. Its lascivious sting was used across Arkadia and Gothique to discipline the slave-girls in the harems of the rich. 

Alita began to dance; wiggling her slim hips and jiggling her little tasselled breasts. She moved with a supple sensuality, despite the lack of music, and Charlotte could well imagine her gracing the tent of a nomadic prince or performing on the moonlit sand of a verdant oasis. 

Her arms twisted in the air as she gyrated. And, all the time, she gazed adoringly at Charlotte with her beautiful eyes. The intensity of that stare drew all attention from the Gothic surroundings and lured Charlotte deeper into the desert fantasy. 

As the hypnotic dance went on, Alita turned from her mistress and revealed that the gossamer silk that hung before her had no counterpart at the back. Her lovely naked buttocks wiggled delightfully and she leaned forward with parted legs as if offering herself to be deflowered.



“The Desherans value virginity above all else,” she whispered in sultry tones as she continued to move wantonly. “They pierce the labia of pubescent girls and lock them with golden rings so as to preserve their most precious commodity. A slave-girl is worth nothing if she is not a virgin and the daughter of the most noble prince will not find a husband if her purity is not intact. 

“But the Desherans’ concern is only for the flower they hold sacred. They care nothing for the condition of the darker hollow. ”As she said this, Charlotte watched Alita’s delicate hands slide down the sides of her nubile body and clutch her smooth buttocks, parting them like some deviant offering, her hips still swaying, her bottom proffered forward. “The virgin slaves of the prince’s harem might have had a hundred men. And the princess can debauch herself before marriage to her heart’s content, as long as the desperate thrusts of her lovers find only her ravaged rear. ”

Abruptly the girl laughed and turned, pushing her hair back from her glowing face and smiling mischievously. “It’s true, you know,” she said. 

Charlotte had been mesmerised by the girl’s erotic performance. Hot lust seeped from her, glistening between her legs and moistening the bed sheet. “You’re wicked,” she breathed. 

Alita fled once more behind the concealing canopy. While she changed, Charlotte could not resist the urge to touch herself; idly fingering her damp slit while she sipped her wine and imagined the frustrated sufferings of a Desheran harem. 

“Perhaps you would prefer something more innocent? ” Alita enquired when she was ready to reveal herself for the third time. She emerged wearing a long white sarong that fell down to her bare feet. The white smock that complemented the skirt had long sleeves and buttoned at the front all the way up to a high collar. She had tied a square of white material like a scarf around her head to form a sort of wimple. Charlotte wondered what on earth she was supposed to be. 

“The priestesses of Mikitta are surely more chaste in their virginity. They are dedicated to the cult as children and grow up in holy communes of women. They spend their days in quiet contemplation of the mysteries of the goddess. 

“Each of them sleeps in a tiny cell, devoid of the temptations of worldly comforts. And each of them prays constantly to be free of desire and pure in heart. ”Alita knelt down on the floor, as if she too were inclined to pray. 

“The cells of the commune surround a central courtyard in which grows the sacred whitethorn tree. The tree symbolises the uncorrupted goddess and is thought to be the manner of her physical manifestation. At midday, the priestesses gather in the courtyard and, calling on Mikitta, the Virgin Saviour, they tear open their white garments. ”

Alita ripped apart the front of her shirt, sending tiny pearlescent buttons flying in every direction and revealing her torso. Her small, shapely breasts were like succulent fruit, burgeoning with lush ripeness and aching to be bitten. Charlotte wanted desperately to suckle at their pretty nipples. 

“The high-priestess, naked but for a crown of briars, uses a thorny switch, cut from the sacred tree, to flagellate the bared breasts of her coterie of virgins. And, while they suffer, they beseech the goddess to purge them of impure thoughts and the desires of the flesh. ”

Charlotte hopped from the bed, retrieving the domina and turning it mercilessly on the submissive girl. “Oh, my goddess, make me pure,” Alita implored as Charlotte struck her repeatedly across her charming little breasts. 

When the beating was done, the girl’s flesh was tender and pink and Charlotte’s arousal was even more passionately enflamed. “I’m going to punish you,” she announced, “for all your sinful thoughts. I’m going to lash you ‘til the wickedness is purged from you as tears of iniquity. ”

“Oh yes, mistress, make me suffer,” Alita implored. “Let me worship you. ”

“Very well,” said Charlotte. “But you’re no chaste priestess. Now go and change again so that I can see you for the wicked little slut you are. ”

Charlotte turned and strode naked to the other room to refill her goblet of wine. As she went, she swished the domina briskly through the air. Her body tingled with lustful anticipation. Alita crawled to the wardrobe on her hands and knees, equally aroused and excited. 

The little slave-girl might be young but she was far from innocent and she dressed herself for a scene of delicious bondage. She pulled on black boots that laced up to her thighs and fastened a black leather belt at her narrow waist. From the belt hung a tasselled fringe that could barely be thought of as a skirt and did nothing to hide her pretty naked sex. 

She wrapped around her torso a studded harness with little straps that buckled tightly around her breasts, squeezing them so that they jutted forward defiantly to be kissed or whipped. At her wrists were leather cuffs and at her neck an elaborate collar. 

When Charlotte saw Alita, she burned with desire. The sight of a girl so sweetly submissive dressed so provocatively added a delightful sense of transgression to the proceedings. She lost no time in ordering the girl to her knees and applying the domina once more to her now restricted breasts. 

Alita’s nipples became hard and sore as the beating went on and Charlotte struck her more viciously. The combined workings of alcohol and lust fired Charlotte with a heady desire to torment the slave-girl remorselessly. 

Grabbing her by the hair, she flung Alita across the bed and rained merciless lashes down across her upraised buttocks, reddening the tender flesh and causing the girl to yelp with each stinging blow. She thought about how the girl had wiggled her bottom so seductively and redoubled her efforts to punish the wanton slut. 

“Come now,” she commanded when Alita was finally sobbing. “It’s time you were tied up. ”She pulled the girl up onto the bed and pushed her back against the intricate lattice of the headboard. Grabbing the woven ties that held the velvet drapes in place, she bound Alita’s wrists to the wooden scrollwork.



Her arms outstretched and tightly restricted, the girl was helpless. She sat on the pillows, her legs spread, while Charlotte undid her belt and cast it aside. Then she went to the dressing table and retrieved the contents of the top drawer. 

Charlotte took the wooden dildo in her hand and showed Alita its prodigious size. “I’ll fuck your little cunt,” she declared. 

At this statement Alita spread her legs more widely, revealing her delicate flower dripping with desire. “Oh, mistress,” she begged, “punish me as you will. ”

Charlotte needed no more encouragement. Her own sex was sodden with lust. She placed the head of the bulbous implement at the mouth of the girl’s tiny opening and gradually pushed it in. Alita’s pink lips parted around the invading object and she sighed sweetly as it filled her. 

“Enjoying that aren’t you? ” Charlotte whispered. “Well this is a punishment, not a present. ”With that she plunged the shaft more deeply within. Alita gasped but Charlotte was undaunted. She slipped her left arm around the girl’s waist and with her right hand she pounded in and out as roughly as she dared. 

Alita moaned with pain and pleasure as her copious juices bathed the length of the wooden dildo. Charlotte was pulling it right out now, between thrusts, marvelling as she rammed practically the whole length in and out of the bruised hole she had opened up. Her own thighs were splashed with droplets of Alita’s lust. 

“Amazing,” she sighed as she withdrew the shaft once more and showed her wanton slave the wetly dripping bludgeon. 

“Oh, put it back in me,” Alita implored. 

Without warning, Charlotte slapped the slave-girl across her pretty face. “You dirty slut,” she hissed. “Let’s see how you like it up your tight little arse. ”






  


The Cold Hand Of Destiny

 

Charlotte had taken lengths of silk and tied them around Alita’s ankles. Then she had attached the other ends to the scrollwork of the bed. Thus the girl was bound with her legs parted and her bottom proffered forward, helpless before her mistress. Charlotte had promised to insert the great wooden dildo into the girl’s inadequate anus and she fully intended to do so. But she knew the punishment could be even more exquisite if the anticipation was prolonged. 

She had discovered that the crueller she was to Alita, the more the slave-girl loved her. So she had blindfolded her and left her alone; unable to move or see, communing with her fears. 

“When I return,” she had declared, “I’ll fuck your little arse ‘til you scream for mercy. ”

Now terror and desire mingled in the tension of Alita’s nubile body. The confusion of emotions fuelled her lust. Silence and darkness caressed her flesh. 

Charlotte wandered the citadel in her white nightdress, her bare feet cool on the stone floors. She descended ornate staircases to the lower levels, away from the private rooms of the Obsidian Citadel’s jagged towers towards the halls and banquet rooms of the central castle. Here the knights of ancient legends had feasted before their battles, before setting out on their ill-fated quests. 

Everywhere the emptiness of desolation was oppressive. The melancholy spirit of the citadel was silent yet expectant, as if awaiting the return of the dark revels that had once fed its vampiric hunger. Charlotte smiled at the thought of Alita, bound and beautiful and helpless in her bondage. But it was too soon to return to her and, besides, her curiosity and a subtly delicious scent was drawing her onwards towards the palace kitchens. 

She soon came to an entrance that led into a part of the kitchen complex. The nearest room seemed to be designed for the collection of food for delivery to the halls behind her; it contained vast metal slabs that could be warmed from underneath and used to keep huge amounts of food hot. 

Charlotte peered into the next room. Here, in a kitchen of vast dimensions, enormous banquets could be prepared. Along each of the side walls were rows of colossal ovens. But they were cold. The fire had gone out of their brazen metal depths. 

In the next room Charlotte saw a scene that startled her. At a large wooden table, a woman in an apron was kneading dough. Perhaps she was making pastry. 

On the table squatted a young attractive girl; one of the pale slaves who drifted ephemerally around the citadel, ghost-like in their black silk dresses. Her bare legs were spread and her deft fingers were caressing the sensitive bud of her clitoris. As the woman worked, she would reach occasionally to stroke the girl’s moist cunt and add the abundant dew of her arousal to the recipe. This repeated action undoubtedly added to the sweetness of the food and had left a light dusting of flour between the girl’s thighs. 

Charlotte tore herself away from this erotic scene and moved on to peek through another doorway. Here another girl was seemingly being punished but Charlotte could only guess at her crime. Two serving wenches, sturdy peasant women, held her down on a table, bent over a metal bar and stand which could have been a roasting spit. A large woman, with her back to the door, moved to the side of the room, giving Charlotte a better view. 

On the table lay a metal probe that ended in a bulbous knob as big as Charlotte’s fist. It had been used unsparingly and, from her place in the doorway, Charlotte could easily make out the raw gape of the girl’s rectum. 

The fat woman returned with a tall glass bottle. 

Charlotte could see that she had selected this from a shelf of similar transparent containers. Each contained olive oil, imported from Arkadia and used extensively in the palace kitchens, but each had been infused with some other substance. There were leaves in the bottom of some, chopped herbs in others, cloves of garlic and other flavourings Charlotte could not identify. The bottle the woman had chosen, however, had the amber hue of an infusion of Vandalusian chilli. 

As Charlotte watched, the woman squeezed her plump fingers into a tiny pouch that hung from her apron and added a pinch of some mysterious substance to the golden oil. Then she calmly began to pour the liquid into her victim’s gaping anus. 

At first, the stream of oil disappeared into the open cavity. Then the girl began to moan as the cool moisturising sensation of the liquid gave way to the burning heat of the chilli it carried. A little more and the rectum was filled, spilling shiny oil in a glistening torrent which spewed from the girl’s sore anus over her small round buttocks. 

Still the woman poured the oil in a steady flow and the thick lubricant ran down the girl’s thighs and dripped onto the table. It slopped over her exposed cunt, burning it from pretty pink to angry red. It soaked into the trimmed tuft of her pubic hair and dripped from there into the expanding puddle on the wooden surface. The girl wept and struggled in the grip of the serving girls; her breathing too fast and shallow for her to scream. 

The bottle was almost exhausted but the worst was still to come as the dregs of its contents made their way sluggishly along the sides and squeezed through the neck. As they began to drip in thick dollops from the bottle and land with a splat between the girl’s buttocks, Charlotte’s eyes widened and she had to suppress a gasp of shock. The amalgamation of slick strands of red chilli flesh, once dried and chopped but now re-hydrated by the oil, and the multitude of creamy yellow seeds sank without trace into the depths of the girl’s bowels. 

As the burning pain grew impossible to bear, the girl found her voice and screamed. At this, the woman moved the bottle slightly so that the final blob of searing red chilli fell not into her victim’s bottom but between the lips of her hot red sex. Her writhing was now so violent that the grim faced wenches could barely hold on to her but, even so, the woman calmly set down the bottle and took up the merciless probe. Without qualm, she rammed it fully into the open streaming cunt. 

When she had thrust the object in to its full depth, she twisted it sadistically, grinning all the time and bringing terrible moans from her victim. Then she pulled it out again and, gripping it firmly in both hands, stabbed it downwards into the girl’s well lubricated arse. This action brought a groan of anguish from the girl so inhuman that Charlotte felt she could no longer bear to watch. 

Nonetheless, she was transfixed to the spot, staring as the girl was alternately pounded in her boiling orifices. Charlotte was sure that the victim’s suffering would drive her to the oblivion of unconsciousness but, amazingly, her struggling ceased and her moans took on the distinct tone of pleasure. 

The wenches let their victim go and she made no effort to escape. Instead she lifted her bottom upwards, meeting the thrusts of the probing shaft that now squelched slickly in her rear. She mumbled incoherently in between sighs of ecstasy and shouts of “Yes! Yes! ”

To Charlotte’s surprise, as the oil splashed wildly and began to run in viscous streams from the table onto the floor, the two accomplices threw themselves at their obese mistress’ feet. Shockingly, each begged to be next. “Me, me,” said one. “I have not felt the burning for two whole days! ”

“Nor I for three,” the other implored. “Oh we need our discipline, my lady, we ache for it! ”

“Your time will come round again soon enough,” the matronly cook consoled them. “You must fight your addiction to my secret ingredient for a little while longer. I want to learn how powerful it can be. 

“Less than one powdered leaf I added to all that burning oil and yet still the pleasure comes through. And you would willingly suffer the unbearable pain I inflict for another taste of the secret’s pleasurable effects. 

“Come now, one of you take over here, my arms are tiring. Keep thrusting it into her while I see if I can find a larger probe. ”

At this, Charlotte could watch no more and slipped quietly away. Even though they had not known she was there, she felt as though she had been violated simply by witnessing such depravity. 

She was amazed that the girls were willingly submitting to such treatment and it made her wonder fearfully about the terrible regime the citadel’s inhabitants had grown used to. What would happen when the dead sorcerer’s army returned from the Arkadian war? And what manner of grim Gothic warlord would seek to wrest control of the palace from her delicate grasp? 

Charlotte stumbled away from the kitchens and into the endless corridors of the palace. Climbing once more into the higher reaches of the citadel, she came at length to the sorcerer’s vast library where rows of antique books mouldered on precipitous shelves. 

Charlotte had spent some considerable time amongst the vast collection of ancient tomes. She particularly enjoyed those with illustrations of the curious flora and fauna of Gothique, Arkadia and the strange countries that bordered them. She was something of an expert on prehistoric life and was often able to identify creatures that existed in the realm she now inhabited but were long extinct in the world from which she came. 

Still, most of the volumes were incomprehensible to her. But she had learned to read the runes of the Arkadian language and now sought out something she could translate. 

The Arkadian runes were a marvel. For, though their shape and configuration were entirely alien, each arcane glyph represented a letter of the English alphabet and could be read easily once the association had been made. What twist of history had caused this odd synchronicity Charlotte could not imagine. 

She took down a book and deciphered the cover. ‘A Manual for the Training and Punishment of Female Slaves. ’Charlotte smiled. It was exactly the sort of subject she would expect to find in an Arkadian palace. She read an excerpt at random from the first chapter. 

“A slave must never be allowed to act in a disobedient manner. Nor should she act in any way that is likely to incur the displeasure of her master. If there is any indication that a slave might be considering a defiant or unsanctioned act, she should be punished as if the full offence had been committed. In this way the slave learns to fear the very thought of acting against her master’s wishes. 

“Likewise, if a slave is hesitant in complying with her master’s instructions, she should be punished harshly just as if she had refused to obey. Thus the slave learns to modify her behaviour so as to present no hint of disobedience and to be, at all times, eager to serve. ”

Charlotte flicked through the pages of the first few chapters, pausing to read another passage. 

“All slaves, particularly those kept for sexual gratification, should suffer the anguish of unrequited lust. The slave should burn with desire at all times; aching to obey any command without recompense and valuing her master’s approval above all else. 

“It is for this reason that suffering is often combined with arousal in the training of slaves. In the houses of the most enlightened masters, the actions of reward and punishment are identical. Both are exquisite blends of sensual torment and sexual agony. The only difference is in the attitude of the master and the reason for his infliction of the ordeal. If the master is displeased, then the suffering of the slave is unbearable. If the master is content, then the slave will be brought to rapturous orgasms by the very same acts of bondage and torment. ”

Turning some more pages, Charlotte continued to read avidly. 

“A wise master, if he has the means, may delegate the training of female slaves to a woman of his household, perhaps even to another slave-girl. Thus the master remains aloof and the desire to serve him directly is increased. The mystique of the master’s power is effectively maintained while the lust of the slave-girls is undiminished. Fear not that the slaves may not respond so well to a dominant female, for their natural lesbian inclinations will make them willing students of their imperious mistress. ”

Charlotte thought of the governess whose savage clutches she had barely escaped. She could well imagine her using the advice of such a tome in the training of Prince Kallinikos’ slave-girls. She wondered if Alita had been educated in such a way. It was time to test the girl’s compliance, she thought. 

 

***

 

Alita was drunk with lust. Her thoughts swirled with lascivious images. Her body was the vessel of a strange alchemy – the more she was tormented, the more her hot furnace of desire transformed the abuse into a sacrament of love. 

Her sacred cup overflowed with wet libations as pure arousal seeped unquenchably from the tiny well of her intimacy. 

Her nipples stung as if they had been kissed by wasps, her breasts were red from the beating they had received at Charlotte’s hand. The leather straps that encircled and constricted her pert little orbs served only to accentuate their delicious vulnerability. 

The domina lay on the bed beside her but she could not see the implement of her punishment. The blindfold still covered her piercing blue eyes. 

The tears she had wept, of joy and pain, had soaked the silken material and run in silver rivulets down her pale cheeks. 

She could not move of her own accord, for she was tied in exquisite bondage to the baroque headboard of her mistress’s luxurious bed. The pointed leaves of wooden flowers dug into the soft flesh of her shoulders. Her arms were numb and bound tightly at the wrists. 

Her lovely legs, encased in the soft black leather of thigh-high boots, were raised up and tied at the ankles to the same wooden decoration – an uncomfortable position that had soon given her pins and needles in her feet and a persistent ache in her lower back. But it was a position in which she was forced to proffer forward her shapely buttocks, displaying the moist cleft of her sweet vagina and the shy pout of her anus. 

Charlotte had vowed to penetrate that subtle aperture with the monstrous wooden dildo that lay next to the domina on the satin coverlet of the bed. Alita awaited her violation with an unbearable mixture of fear and impatient desire that continued to engender a hopeful thrumming in the sensitive bud of her clitoris. 

She had waited so long, she thought, surely her mistress was soon to return. Bringing with her a tumultuous passion and the culmination of all her slave-girl’s desires. 

Alita heard nothing. But she sensed the presence. “Mistress…” she whispered delightedly. 

Soft footsteps crossed the room. 

“Mmm…” Alita moaned and sought to lift her hips; offering herself up like a sacrifice, careless of the consequences. 

She felt a soft caress on her thigh. The touch thrilled her. But it was so cold, as if her mistress had dipped her hands in iced water or wine. The slave-girl smiled with anticipation. The cool caress slid down her leg to the heat of her pussy. The touch was blissful, enchanting. 

Then she felt the sharp jab of pointed talons pinching her labia. Were Charlotte’s nails so long? Or did she wear some clawed snake-skin glove? Trepidation quivered in Alita’s stomach. What new deviant game was this? 

Before she could conjecture, the razor points were digging into her sensitized flesh, flicking over her clitoris and jabbing into the pink folds of her nether lips. 

“Oh, yes,” she murmured. 

The frigging went on; dangerous, decadent – hurting her, bringing her to tears once more. Livid scratches appeared on the soft perfection of her cunt as the razor sharpness dug beneath her clitoral hood. 

“Oh,” Alita sighed as the laceration grew reckless and wanton. She could hear the lustful breathing of her torturer now and felt icy breath chilling her naked flesh. 

“Harder,” she begged. “Hurt me… please…”

The talons ran back and forth with incredible dexterity, tearing at the petals of her delicate flower. Alita was sure she must be bleeding now. She cried out with delight, on the brink of orgasm. 

And then the sharp-tipped digits slipped to her open slit and four fingers plunged inside. They were cold, so cold, like an icicle penetrating her depths and sinking impossibly deep as if the knife-like blades sought out her womb. 

She screamed and came hard, her open well clamped around the freezing terror within, a single talon now twisting against her clit. Her body shook with the culmination of her lust but the orgasms kept coming, harder and more virulent every time, peaking and crashing in endless ecstasy. Alita wept. 

Finally the cold claws withdrew and the slave-girl was left panting and sobbing with relief. 

“Beautiful…” her lover sighed. But it was not the familiar voice of her tender mistress. Alita would have tensed with fear but her body was exhausted. 

The voice went on; masculine but musical and cold as hoarfrost. “Come,” it said. “I have something to show you. ”

The bonds at Alita’s wrists and ankles slipped away and the girl slumped on the bed, stiff and aching. 

“Arise,” the voice commanded and the slave-girl was lifted up. The embrace shocked her, like falling naked into a snow drift. And then she was standing by the bed, hand in hand with the unknown. 

Tentatively she reached for the blindfold. 

“No,” she was admonished. “You cannot read the book with your eyes. ”

The book, Alita thought, the Black Book. 

As she was led across the room she knew her destination. Charlotte and Alita had established their base in the rooms that had first been assigned to them on their arrival at the wizard’s lair. And each of the guest suites in the Obsidian Citadel was furnished with an antechamber so that visitors to the palace might indulge their illicit passion for the Dark Arts. 

The temple room was square and spartan, its four walls draped in black velvet but otherwise unadorned. In the centre of the room stood a black marble altar; the only furnishing required in a room wholly devoted to otherworldly activities. 

The lock clicked open, the door swung wide and Alita was led into the adjoining temple. She knew that on the grim altar lay the Black Book of Satakh. 

It had seemed the right place to keep the book. Locked away in an unused room, out of sight, out of mind, and yet near at hand and safe from prying eyes. For the book was dangerous – it was the dreadful ancient tome which Malphegor the Sorcerer had used to conjure up the demon-goddess and it contained forbidden rites and spells too horrible to be unleashed on mankind. 

Alita remembered the words of the terrible curse that hung over her head. 

“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. ”

“Kneel,” she was instructed. “Read. ”

“I can’t see,” Alita protested as she got down on her knees before the fearsome altar. 

“Place your hands on the grimoire. ”

Terrified, Alita did as she was told. 

The pages were dry and dusty beneath the tips of her delicate fingers. Her skin crawled. 

Unbidden, fiery runes appeared before her mind’s eye. A palpable darkness clutched at her heart. 

“I can’t,” she begged, flinching away from the hideous parchment. 

“You must. ”

Slowly, she reached out again and touched the book. Once again, the darkness seized her and the burning script seared in her inner vision. “The Black Book of Satakh,” she read, turning the first page. “These are the teachings of the Seer Queen of Akrit. These are the rites of the Drakken. Let she that hath the Sight of Fire read the secrets of the Ancient Ones and rule by the powers of Blood and Night. ”

Charlotte strode imperiously into the bedroom. “Right you little whore it’s time…Alita? ”

The vision of the runes was gone. The black maelstrom subsided as if it had never been. Alita pulled the blindfold from her eyes – she was alone in the temple room. Alone and freed from bondage. 



She put her fingers between her legs. She was wet there but there was no blood. 

The door swung open and her mistress stood silhouetted in the doorway. “What the hell do you think you’re doing? ” she demanded. 

Alita thought carefully about her reply. 






  


Revelations By Moonlight

 

The moonlight peeked surreptitiously through the office window, dimly illuminating the staid furnishings and casting its sheen over the professor’s desk. Leanne pulled the zip at the back of her dress halfway down and slipped the black pvc from her shoulders. Her luscious little breasts fell free of their confinement and she leant forward over the desk pressing them onto the piles of eclectic papers before her. 

She reached her arms out and gripped the hardwood edges, her left cheek resting on a scientific report. Her skirt rode up as she thrust her curvaceous bottom out behind her. Her black stilettos made the muscles in her calves tense, accentuating the firm loveliness of her slim legs. And between the black lacy tops of her fishnet hold-ups and the shiny hem of her plastic skirt, her thighs and the lower curves of her buttocks were tantalisingly revealed. 

Professor Hammond strode purposefully into the room. He had abandoned his jacket and rolled up the sleeves of his shirt. 

“You dirty little slut,” he snarled. “I’ll teach you to wander the streets like a whore…”

Leanne could not resist. “Why? ” she asked. “Are you good at that? ”

“Silence! ”

The professor came at her in a rage. He grabbed her right arm and twisted it up behind her back. With his other hand he seized a handful of her hair and pressed her face painfully against the surface of the desk. She felt his weight on top of her, crushing the air from her lungs. 

“Enough of your sarcasm,” he growled. His mouth was close to her ear, his breath hot on her face, his anger palpable. Perhaps she had gone too far. “You evil little bitch,” he went on, “I’ll make you suffer. I’ll make you beg me for mercy. ”

With that he was off her and she gratefully sucked in a ragged gasp. Slowly she reached her arm out once more to grip the edge of the desk. She dared not make any other move. She knew what was coming and, as always, she was terrified. She could never quite drink enough to blot out the pain. 

In the corner of the room was an old fashioned cane, curved at the top like the iconic implement of some dread schoolmaster. Hammond picked it up and swished it viciously through the air. The sound was, for Leanne, the very essence of fear. Her stomach clamped into a tight knot. She squeezed her eyes shut tight. 

The professor laid the implement across Leanne’s buttocks, against the shiny pvc. Now he would punish the girl for all her boldness, her rude tongue and her wanton behaviour. He could feel that she was petrified with fear, as though the tension in her body was channelled along the cane to his arm. 

He felt a momentary flash of guilt but it was swamped by a rush of desire. He raised his arm and struck her with cruel force. 

The narrow rod sliced through the air and impacted against the plastic of Leanne’s skirt with a resounding thwack that seemed deafening in the confines of the room. There was a tiny delay, only noticeable to the girl in her hypersensitive expectancy, and then the pain exploded from the line of contact across her buttocks and into her very heart. She moaned like a wounded animal. 

The second blow caught her as hard as the first and, though this time she was prepared for the shock of the pain, she whimpered pitifully and bit her bottom lip. The third and fourth lashes of the cane came in swift succession and brought tears to her pretty eyes. 

As the beating went on, she began to give full voice to her suffering, crying out with each blow as if expelling the agony from her body as sound. As the punishment fell into a regular rhythm, her breathing synchronised with the punishment and the pain of individual impacts blurred together and suffused her body. She was electrified, ecstatic and she began to weep with anguished wonder. 

“Ah…ah…” she panted with each searing smack, pleasure tingling around the edges of her agony. Hammond was not oblivious to her state. He could feel her deviant desire. It was time to take the punishment to the next level. 

“You bitch,” he spat. “You whore. You like that, you dirty piece of shit? Fuck you…”With that, he grabbed the hem of her skirt and pulled it up over her bottom. Her pale buttocks were already somewhat bruised from the beating but had been protected substantially by the black plastic that had encased them. Now they were fully revealed in their soft, yielding beauty. Faintly, the lines of previous beatings were visible. 

The professor wasted little time examining the loveliness of his victim’s proffered charms. “Scream, you slut,” he demanded as he swept the cane in a fearsome arc so that it whistled menacingly through the air before slashing against Leanne’s naked flesh. 

The girl shrieked with terror before the blow had even landed. When it did, her sense of the world was blotted out by the pain and she no longer knew what sounds she made. She choked and cried and wailed with horror at the extremity of the pain while the professor gasped and gloated over the livid lattice of scarlet stripes that came bitterly to adorn her skin. 

The beating went on, in a tempest of screams and tears; a mad maelstrom of poisoned desire carried far beyond the bounds of sex. Leanne was purified in her suffering; never more divorced from reason yet never more clearly alive, her emotions unbearable as the embrace of nature. 

Finally, Professor Hammond desisted. His arm ached. There were beads of sweat on his furrowed brow. Rushes of adrenaline made his heart lurch and prickled in the backs of his hands. He could barely believe that it was he who had control of the wanton wench. 

His arousal was in full flood. The hard struggle of his erection ached to be free of the confines of his clothing. He undid the front of his trousers and released himself from all restraint. His cock burst forth, eager and engorged, jutting proudly forward to point accusingly at his suffering victim. 

Leanne was panting heavily, whimpering over the disarray of the desk. Perhaps she thought her ordeal was over. But the professor mustered his strength and began to strike at her again; a second barrage of brutal blows casting her once more into the chaotic whirl of frenzied agony. 

This time his bulbous prick seemed to throb with each crack of the cane against her lustrous curves. 

When at last he was done beating her, she had given up her will, lost the strength to defy him, lost everything but the desire to serve. He had utterly mastered her. The fire of her rebellion had been tempered into submission. 

Leanne slumped from the desk to the floor, a timid slave sobbing at his feet. An object of persecution and pleasure. 

“Come to me,” he commanded. 

Slowly, she turned towards him, her body still racked with pain and confusion. On her hands and knees, she crawled across the floor to his feet. She could think of nothing but his dominant nature, wanted nothing but to please him. 

She kissed him reverently, licking at the tanned brown leather of his shoes. Her tongue moved sensuously over the detailed tooling, feeling the tickling sensation of the regular little indentations and tasting the familiar tang of boot polish. 

He reached down to touch her between the legs. She was sopping wet with desire, the pleasure that thrilled her in the aftermath of pain seeping from her body in an uncontrollable flood. She loved to be used, tamed, brought finally under strict discipline. 

“Master…” she breathed as she came up on her knees, rubbing her tear-streaked face against the soft material of his trousers. “Oh, thank you master…”

Hammond caught her roughly by the hair and Leanne parted her lips obediently. He thrust his cock into her mouth and she tried to suck him but he was already penetrating into her throat, driving deep, choking her. He pulled out, then rammed into her again, fucking her mercilessly until she choked him out, gasping. 

She took his thick member in her hand and licked her own saliva from him, mumbling about loving him as she wanked him to prodigious size. To Leanne he seemed godlike in his arousal and she worshipped him with her mouth, sucking reverently on his bulging rod. 

The professor looked down at her adoring face as she pleasured him. Her bright eyes were red from weeping and the black streaks of her makeup stained her cheeks. He felt like a god himself in that moment as his penis grew achingly hard and his lust for her caught him up in the rising tide of orgasm. 

He grabbed her hair and pulled her onto his straining erection, plunging deep into her mouth so she could barely breathe, punishing her, possessing her. He held her like that in the final moments before release, suffocating her, toying with her. 

Then he could bear it no longer and he released her as he began to come hard and hot in great satisfying spurts. First in the depths of her throat. Then, as he slipped slickly from her, in her mouth; giving her something to taste, to swallow. Then, finally, over her angelic face; desecrating her beauty, owning her. 

She was choking, gagging, trying to catch her breath as she slumped to the floor before him, the last shimmering drops of his orgasm falling into her hair. He thought she was weeping as he stood over her, panting heavily, his slowly diminishing cock in his hand, and perhaps she was. But as he watched her sobs slowly transformed to a sort of breathless laughter. 

“Oh…oh…” she gasped, “lovely… that was… lovely. ”She smiled up at him. “Now… oh… fuck me… please…”

Hammond couldn’t help but smile too. He spoke to her, using her full name, like a teacher addressing a naughty schoolgirl. “Leanne Hayling,” he scolded. “You are a very, very naughty girl. Now go to the bedroom! On your knees, girl! ”

 

***

 

Charlotte was perplexed. Never before had Alita wilfully freed herself from bondage and never before had the girl seemed so distant; wrapped up in her own thoughts rather than thinking solely of pleasing her mistress. Now, as she sat opposite the slave-girl, Charlotte toyed petulantly with her food.



Alita had mentioned nothing of her experience with the strange presence in her bedroom, nor had she confessed the dark joy that the vision of the Black Book of Satakh had brought her. But it had been shockingly arousing and she desperately wanted to feel that sinister embrace once more. 

Behind Alita a great fire raged in the hearth. It crackled and burned like the flames of Hell, casting ominous shadows around the banquet hall. 

The crumbling statues of ancient warriors and granite-robed wizards looked on impassively. Fluted columns of obsidian supported the maddeningly complex lattice of arches that loomed above the room like the web of some giant spider. From the ceiling hung heavy chains, supporting the delicate octagonal cages of imprisoned phaetons. 

Charlotte could remember her first glimpse of one of the beautiful faery beings. When she had first awoken in the strange new world she now called home, she had seen such a creature watching her curiously from the branch of a tree. 

The tiny humanoids with their delicate elfin features and their gauzy insects’ wings stood little taller than a hand’s breadth. But they were perfectly formed; succulent morsels of feminine loveliness with miniature curves and lustrous skin, dappled with a shimmering accumulation of mauve dust which fell in sparking motes at their every sensuous movement. 

The phaetons were born to fly free in the forests of Arkadia where their sacred status meant they could live out their untamed existence untroubled by human interference. But the decadence of the Gothic nobility brooked no such superstitious strictures. Vast sums were paid to traders who were willing to brave the sylvan wilderness to trap the elusive creatures and bring them safely across the frozen mountains to the harsh land of Gothique. 

It was rumoured that the phaetons possessed an ancient natural magic that witches and sorcerers had sought in vain to tap. But their main value lay in the dulcet tones of their otherworldly song.



Despondency at being confined in such tiny cages imbued their singing with a wondrous melancholy. 

This would have been pitiful enough but the diminutive beings sang their mournful lamentations not only for their lost freedom but for their stolen glory. Each had had their wings clipped into elongated triangles, beautifully complementing their sharp features but rendering them wretchedly and inconsolably flightless. 

The poignant singing of the phaetons perfectly complemented the morbid majesty of the room. The grim surroundings seemed less than conducive to a pleasant meal and yet the four companions had shared many decadent evenings in that ominous hall since the fall of the evil sorcerer and their sudden rise to rulership of the Obsidian Citadel. Fuelled by alcohol and lust, they had slaked their dissolute desires with wanton abandon. 

At the far end of the table sat the witch Ashmina, resplendent in a black gown and a necklace of emeralds. The neckline of the dress plunged low to reveal the full roundness of her breasts. Her skin was pure white; an unnatural pallor, a sign of her noble Gothic ancestry. Lush raven hair framed her sardonic face; beautiful yet terrible, mischievous, cunning and cruel yet lovely as the wild land in which she had been born. Her eyes were black as the pits of Tartarus; cold as onyx, fathomless and alluring. She smiled knowingly, as if Charlotte’s frustration amused her. 

Opposite Ashmina sat Malaric of Nyx, his skin as pale as the witch’s but his eyes a startling green – brighter than the precious stones of her necklace. These days he rarely wore the executioner’s hood that had been a near-constant adornment while he remained under the spell of the malevolent sorcerer, though he was still clad in black leather, the silver studs in his jerkin glinting in the firelight. 

It was Malaric who spoke now, with calm authority. 

“The war in Arkadia is progressing as we feared. There will be carnage on the fields of Temallion. Kallinikos has betrayed his people and sided with the army of the Gothic princes. It may be that the bestial hordes of the Varg have already descended on undefended Kharis. ”

This was the plan that the scheming prince had forged, in league with Malphegor the Sorcerer. His barbaric allies would capture the City of Pleasure while the armies of his rival Arkadian princes were committed in the south. He hoped to return to Kharis as a conquering hero, ceding southern Arkadia to the Goths and reigning supreme as High King of Arkadia in the north. 

But the Gothic army was not as strong as had been expected, lacking the unnatural support of Malphegor’s battle magic and the unity of purpose he had inspired in the Gothic commanders. How Malaric knew so much of events outside the citadel was a mystery, but he was a sorcerer himself and his companions accepted his knowledge without question. 

“The Gothic alliance is broken and some of the princes are returning to their homeland. It is only a matter of time before news of the death of Malphegor reaches them. Then there will be other claimants to the throne of the Obsidian Citadel. 

“The forces of Baltharic or Malkazeel or some other warlord will besiege the castle and we cannot stand against them. It is no longer safe to remain here. And besides, our destinies lie elsewhere…”

He was referring to the quests imposed on Ashmina and Alita by the demon-goddess in exchange for Charlotte’s life. And to his own quest. That which had brought him to the sorcerer’s palace two years ago and which still drove him onward with a burning passion. 

“Your quest…” Charlotte prompted. 

“Here in the Obsidian Citadel,” the warrior continued, “Malphegor kept many ancient documents in his vast library. In amongst the forgotten histories and the grimoires of black magic was said to be a map depicting the final resting place of Tyrzagant; the fabled sword that Sanguise of Nyx himself bore with him when he slew a hundred men at the battle of Gharran-Ghul. 

“I must find the sword. It is my destiny. ”

“Who was this Sanguise…? ” Charlotte began. But Ashmina cut her off. 

“And have you found this map? ” she enquired.



“I have found a scroll. I believe it may be the document in question but the runes are ancient and difficult to read. 

“I can trust no one in Gothique. But there is a man who can translate the scroll. He was my mentor as a child and still lives in the Desheran palace where I grew up. We will journey there, together. ”

“And how will travelling with you further my own quest? ” Ashmina demanded. “I must find the ruined temple that lies on the shores of the Black Sea. Deshera is a desert land. None of its oases contains such a large body of water. ”

Malaric was calm. “I have learned other secrets in the sorcerer’s library,” he replied. “I have read tales of the Black Sea. The books which mention it are ancient and it seems its primordial waters have turned to dust. It is now no more than a part of that vast ocean of grass men call the Plains of Scyth. 

“If we cross the mountains into southern Arkadia and skirt the hills to avoid the battles of this fruitless war, then cross the red desert to the oasis of Qyr Rhiyat and travel on to the province of Tarantia, we will find the palace of my boyhood. Then I will need to return west, traversing the breadth of Gothique and venturing into primal Vandalusia, seeking my destiny. But before I do, I will show you the way north, across the Laelitan forest, to the Plains of Scyth and thence to the temple you seek. ”

Ashmina was about to speak but, this time, Charlotte interrupted. “It is agreed then, we will leave the citadel. How long will it take to prepare for the journey? ”

“I have already made preparations,” said Malaric. “We leave at first light. ”

“Wait. ”Alita, who had seemingly been oblivious to the conversation, now spoke with a fierce passion. “I will remain here. This quest of yours brings me no closer to my destiny,”

Charlotte was shocked. “But you must come. It’s not safe for you to remain here. ”

“I am a slave-girl,” Alita replied. “And one prince lording over a palace is much like another. If I am careful, there is nothing for me to fear. ”

“But…” Charlotte began to protest. 

“Besides,” the girl continued, undaunted, “it may be that you will need access to the sorcerer’s library once again, a way into the citadel and its secrets. I will stay. And keep watch. And listen. ”

“A spy,” said Malaric. 

“If you like. ”

“A sacrifice,” Ashmina interjected. “The new lord of the Obsidian Citadel might well slay all of its former inhabitants. ”

“It’s too dangerous…” Charlotte began. 

But Alita remembered the lustful allure of the embrace of darkness and the promise of the Black Book of Satakh. And she could not be swayed from her course. 

 

***

 

Leanne lit another cigarette and lay back on the plump white pillow. 

“I wish you wouldn’t smoke in bed,” the professor chided. 

“Bloody hell. Why d’you have to be so pissed off all the time? ”

Hammond sighed. “It’s you that’s always angry,” he countered. “I should ask what’s… pissing you off. ”

“Christ. I’m not going to moan to you about my shitty life, uni work, my fucking dad…”

“How is your father? ”

“Jeez, you can be just like him…”

The professor looked incredulous. “Not really. ”

“No. ”There was no comparison and Leanne could not suppress an ironic smile. “I suppose not. Not really. ”

She paused. The ash fell from her cigarette onto the bed. 

“He’s even crazier than usual. He’s working on something. The same thing you were working on together. Down in the basement. And…”

“What? ”

“He’s out a lot. Meeting people. Sometimes I think there are people watching the house. Sometimes he’s gone for days. ”

“He’s found someone to back his work? ”

“I guess. ”

“My work,” the professor mused. “Leanne, what your father’s doing is dangerous. And illegal. ”

“Like I give a fuck about that. ”

“You should. A girl disappeared. She…”He brought himself to say it. “She’s probably dead. And anyway, he can’t succeed. ”

“He’s mad. And maybe cleverer than you. ”She couldn’t resist the dig – to taunt him. 

“Even so. He can’t complete the experiment. Not without these. ”

Hammond got up from the bed and walked over to a faded portrait that hung unobtrusively on the wall. He pulled at the blackened gilding of the frame and the picture swung away from the wall to reveal a small modern safe. Deftly he tapped in the combination and the metal door opened with a click. 

Inside were a couple of manila folders, neatly labelled. But he removed a CD in a plastic case. 

“What’s that? ” Leanne asked, curious despite herself. 

“It’s the data from the first experiment. From the live test. It’s the coordinates. The trajectories into potential space. It’s difficult to explain. But your father can rebuild all the equipment, maybe rewrite all the software but he can’t repeat the experiment without this. ”

The professor put the CD back in the safe and replaced the picture. Perhaps he’d told the girl too much. 

“I suppose you’ll have to be going soon,” he said. Then he smiled hopefully. “You’ll be needing a shower. ”

Leanne sighed. He never gave up. “I guess I am feeling quite dirty,” she replied. 






  



Preparing For Battle

 

The decisive battle of the Arkadian campaign was soon to be fought. The pre-dawn light was grey on the fields of Temallion, glinting here and there in the morning dew. With the ethereal mist of the cold night still slowly dispersing from the battle ground, it was as if the place was more a part of ill-shadowed Gothique than sun-blessed Arkadia. It was as if the Gothic army had already won and the land itself was subdued by the forces of colder climes. 

Duke Otto Falzarian had sent word to the remaining Princes, Maldarath and Baltharic, to prepare for the final conflict. His own force, that which had once been the army of Malphegor the Sorcerer, was already making ready to fight. 

To his right were the legions of Skandzan mercenaries brought by Prince Kallinikos to bolster the armies of the Goths. But now they were led by the young captain, Jai Kalaran, and a handful of the elite Sapphirian Guard. Kallinikos was no longer with the force. He had departed in the night, leaving orders for his men to fight to the death - but Falzarian had little confidence in the loyalty of the mercenaries. 

To his left was a force he truly believed in. Malphegor’s army was well-disciplined and formidable. Row upon row of soldiers in black armour stretched as far as he could see. And, here and there, amongst them, he could make out the standards of the various orders of Gothic chivalry. These knights – The Order of the Crimson Hand, The Lords of Vengeance, The Brothers of The Wolf – would bring him victory. 

Or if not them, the fierce, half-human, Vandalusians who already stood at the forefront of the host, howling prayers to their bestial gods, promising slaughter and sacrifice. Or perhaps it would be Baltharic’s famed berserkers that won the day. Or Maldarath’s unholy sorcery. It was said that the wizard could raise the corpses of the dead from the battlefield to fight under his banner.



And if these fabled forces were not enough, Falzarian could always rely on the sword-vixens. 

 

***

 

The crumbling ruin of Terith Tor was a dark silhouette overlooking the battlefield. Its jagged outline was more like a Gothic castle than the Arkadian temple it had been until the dark night had desecrated and destroyed its hallowed stones. Within its ancient walls horrors had been unleashed. 

The High Comandress Saramanthia stepped from her bath, wet and voluptuous and pale as death. In all of Gothique there was no woman more terrible in her harsh cold beauty, none more cunning in her cruelty nor more irredeemably steeped in the twisted pleasures of darkness. And no one, perhaps, was more desired throughout the realms of the Shadow Princes. The fury of her lust, both in love and war was the stuff of legends. 

The girl who handed Saramanthia her soft white towel was trembling uncontrollably, not with simple fear but with stark terror. She had seen most of the other priestesses of the temple massacred before her eyes. Only she, and a few other pretty novices, had been spared. The girls had found themselves transformed from sacred virgins to abject slaves overnight. 

She tried to avert her gaze, but a dread compulsion made her look down into the wooden tub. Her sister’s glassy eyes starred back at her, blind to the world of the living, her expression a mingling of shock and pleasure, her nubile body lacerated, her blonde hair floating at the surface of the tainted water. 

Saramanthia dropped her now crimson towel and surveyed the room. The tapestries depicting pastoral scenes had been torn from the walls. The bare stone was more pleasing to her eyes. The room was lit by a multitude of flickering candles that dripped their yellowed wax onto the black marble of the floor. They provided little warmth on such a cold morning.



The chill wind whistled in through the window, tearing itself mournfully on the shards of stained glass that remained in the shattered frames. More of the broken glass lay on the sill and on the floor, and still more at the bottom of the bath. Saramanthia smiled. She was enjoying the conquest of Arkadia. 

Like all Gothic noblewomen, her skin was as pure white as the snows that graced the mighty mountain peaks of her homeland. But it was not flawless like that of the Gothic princesses, the daughters of the dukes and the well-bred witches who magically removed the scars of their debauchery with curious balms and potions. Saramanthia scorned the use of such cosmetics. She was proud of the wounds she had sustained in battle and during the debauched celebrations of victory. 

The white lines of numerous scars wove a pattern of joy and pain across her flesh, white on white and almost invisible but now accentuated by the shadowy glow of the candlelight that also outlined the hard curves of her musculature, revealing the body of a warrior. A body toned and tested by combat but driven by naked lust. 

Saramanthia regarded herself in the full length mirror that had been transported all the way from Gothique. There had been no such luxuries in the temple before the coming of the sword-vixens. 

She was pleased with what she saw. Her lithe fitness did not detract from her beauty. She was still curvaceous, with supple limbs and full firm breasts. Her raven tresses fell in tangled locks around her shoulders and framed her face. Her eyes were black as pitch; fathomless and devoid of all emotion. But still she was entrancing, attractive, desirable. 

A subtle scar ran from her top lip, near to the corner of her mouth, up across her cheek towards her eye. For another woman it might have been a mark to regret, but on Saramanthia’s face it was not a blemish but an accent to her beauty. She remembered what she had done to the man who gave it to her with a shiver of dark joy.



The young novice glanced at her new mistress, afraid to be caught looking upon her nudity but at the same time terrified that she might not be considered attentive enough. To her, Saramanthia seemed like some demoness, come directly from the netherworld to wreak havoc in Arkadia. 

As Saramanthia turned away from the mirror and moved into the adjacent room, little red droplets dripped like wine from her naked form onto the smooth stone of the floor. 

She passed into another chamber stripped bare of all decoration. It was larger than the bathroom and had once been the study of the Territhian Abbess. It led to a balcony from which that formidable lady used to watch her charges going about the daily routine of the temple in the courtyard below. 

Saramanthia appreciated the irony as she stepped out of the room and into the dawn light. She was no chaste abbess. But her girls were equally respectful and obeyed her every command. 

In the courtyard below, the sword-vixens were preparing for battle. 

Wooden stakes had been driven into the compacted earth. Smaller pieces of wood had been nailed to the upright posts to form a series of crooked crosses. On these hung the armour of the sword-vixens: blue-black plates of burnished Vandalusian steel twisted into intricately angled carapaces. The armour had hung there all night and was now cold and wet with morning dew. 

Before each suit of exquisitely constructed plating knelt a lusciously naked form. The girls were all of the Gothic nobility, for no others could aspire to the sisterhood of the sword-vixens. As such, they were equally pale and immaculate with black hair and black, emotionless eyes. 

As one, they threw themselves forward and laid their arms and breasts against the rune-engraven metal of their spiked armour. Then they began to howl a keening lamentation for those of their sorority who had fallen in ancient battles. 

Behind each of the wailing women stood another sister of the martial order; for only those who sang the death-cry could enter battle and, by tradition, only half of the sword-vixens could take to the field at one time lest, in their joy of slaughter, the entire order should be wiped out in one disastrous encounter. 

Silently, so as not to disturb their sisters’ singing, the others took up the barbed, three-tailed whips they carried and began to flagellate the kneeling girls. The wailing song was punctuated by shrieks of pain as pure white flesh was lacerated by the scourging of the triple lash. Passion blazed as the sword-vixens sought the battle rage. 

Eventually, even the hardest and most war-weary of the warrior-women was brought to blind screaming ecstasy as crimson streaks marred their skin and the plant toxins in which the barbs were soaked seeped into their bloodstreams. 

Saramanthia looked down on the scene with approval. Today was a day for unprecedented slaughter. 

The vicious thrashing went on, inspiring sadistic glee. Blood and poison intermingled and an ancient magic was unleashed. 

Abruptly, all the sound ceased. No more blows were struck and the girls whose fate it was to miss the upcoming battle turned from their victims and filed smartly into the temple. A strange calm descended on the courtyard. The lascerated girls gritted their teeth and internalised their frenzy, blinking away tears. 

Feral fury boiled beneath the surface as the sword-vixens strapped on their armour. The metal plates were bitter against their ravaged flesh but the girls remained silent; ice cold and perfectly composed. Taking up their weapons – scythes, rapiers and flails – they formed disciplined ranks. 

Atropine coursed through their veins but they clung to the brink of chaos. Nothing now would break their composure until battle was joined and the inner fire was unleashed. Then each would fight with joyous abandon, knowing no fear and no mercy. And nothing would stand between them and certain death or glorious victory. 

Saramanthia’s heart sang. 

 

***

 

Two Arkadian princes stood together in the sparse tent that had been hastily erected on a gentle slope overlooking the battlefield. Both were grim-faced and dressed for combat but, otherwise, they could not have been more different in appearance. 

“So it’s true then,” Prince Evander began, “Kallinikos has betrayed us. ”

Evander was a man of noble bearing. He was tall and thin with delicate features and wiry limbs. A simple metal coronet crowned his wavy golden locks. An emerald tabard partly covered his chainmail and his green cloak was trimmed with white fur. The hilt of his rapier was bound with gold wire and a bejewelled poinard graced his belt. 

“Of course, you naïve fool,” Prince Drax replied. “The scheming bastard has been planning this for months. ”

Drax wore a red doublet under the plates of armour that only added to his enormous bulk. Great steel pauldrons sat on his broad shoulders. His greaves and vambraces were of the same shining metal and his gauntlets were backed with short bronze spikes. A great broadsword hung at his hip, its pommel a grimacing silver skull glowering with its ruby inlaid eyes. 

“No doubt he’s laughing at us now,” he continued bitterly, “ensconced over there with those arrogant Gothic freaks, turning his hand against the rightful princes of Arkadia. ”

“He has always been ambitious,” Evander commented, “but to ride against his countrymen…”

“Kallinikos will not stand against us. ”

Drax and Evander turned to see who had spoken. A third figure had entered the tent. He was a small pointed-faced man with dark hair and darker eyes. His grey robe was decorated with black dragons. He wore no armour and his only weapon was the curved dagger at his belt. He had the look of a rodent about him; sly and resourceful. 

“Kallinikos has already fled the Gothic lines,” Prince Nevius went on. “My spies tell me he rides with a detachment of the Sapphirian Guard towards Welleraine Woods. There he hopes to rendezvous with his barbarian allies…”

“Then they will come upon us from behind our lines,” Evander interrupted. “We will be caught between two armies. ”

“Kallinikos has no intention of engaging with our forces,” Nevius countered. “His plan is to take the city of Kharis and leave the Goths to deal with us. ”

“How can you be so sure? ” Drax asked. 

“It is what I would do. But he is too late to take command. It seems the barbarians were impatient for battle and already march on the City of Pleasure. ”

“What barbarian allies are these? ” Drax wanted to know. “The Skandzans are drawn up with the Gothic horde. ”

“There are whispers of the Varg,” Nevius replied. 

“Fairytale monsters! ” Evander exclaimed. 

“Shit,” said Drax. 

“We should not underestimate Kallinikos’ ambition,” Nevius countered. “Nor his arrogant stupidity. ”

“Then we should fall back to the city,” Drax suggested. 

“It is too late. I fear Kharis is lost. If we turn our backs on the Goths now they will cut us down like wheat in the harvest. Our only hope is to win here and then march on the city and reclaim our home. ”

“The forces arrayed against us are formidable,” Drax opined. 

“The knights of the Emerald Brotherhood are ready to stand and fight,” said Evander proudly. 

“Stand and die,” Drax muttered. 

“My knights command a legion of yeomen,” the fair-haired prince continued. “Arkadian citizens who will fight bravely to the end. Come, Prince Drax, you too command a sizeable force. ”

“I have pikemen and archers,” Drax admitted, “but my other allies are too far away to summon in time for this conflict. Besides, the Goths have not only knights and footsoldiers but berserkers and Saramanthia’s sword-wielding bitches, not to mention the infernal magic of their corpse-fucking wizards. How are we to stand against sorcery? ”

“I am no sorcerer,” Nevius replied, “but my associates and I have some knowledge of alchemy. We have six amber golems, each twice as tall as a man and only waiting for a taste of the potent elixir that will bring them to life to fight for our cause. We have a dozen mechanical ballistae that can hurl black fire or globes of poison gas. A cabal of my acolytes are trained in the martial arts of ancient Borea and I have footsoldiers too, who will be rendered fearless by the potions I have distributed to them. ”

Drax began to interrupt but Nevius ignored him and continued to speak. 

“The Gothic army is not as strong as it may appear. I hear that several of the Shadow Princes have abandoned the cause and returned home with their legions. The mighty sorcerer who masterminded the invasion, presumably with Kallinikos as his wiling pawn, is not with the army. There are rumours that he may even be dead. We face a much depleted force, devoid of unity and low on morale with perhaps no serious battle magic to speak of. 

“I have spoken with the other Arkadian princes. They bring smaller forces than ours, mostly peasant farmers, but they are willing to fight in defence of their homeland. They need our leadership. If we put our differences aside and stand together, we can win this war. ”

“I am with you,” Prince Evander declared. “For Arkadia! ”

Nevius looked Drax in the eyes. “And you? ” he asked. 

“I am no coward,” Drax stated. “Let us rally the troops. ”

So the princes left their conclave, uneasy but grimly determined. Nevius went among the army spreading his words of hope, knowing that belief in victory was a powerful weapon. And all the time he was considering how best to turn such a devastating conflict to his advantage. 

Evander went back to his brave knights, wearing his honour like a shield and dreaming of glory. And Drax went to give the order that his warriors too would join the campaign against the Goths. But, as he did so, he was planning his own schemes, chief of which was determining the most opportune moment for him to flee the field.






  


The Quest Begins

 

Ashmina Falzarian had never felt at home in the Obsidian Citadel. 

As she sat by the warming camp fire under the watchful gaze of familiar stars, she was glad that the mountains now lay between her and the sinister palace. The brooding forest that surrounded her was more familiar territory and through the trees she could see the icy waters of a lake glimmering seductively in the moonlight. 

It was true that she had not been a prisoner of the fearsome mage. She was one of four witches who had aided him in his goetic experiments. But she had been dissatisfied by her lot almost from the moment she had arrived at Malphegor’s dismal castle. Her true feelings had only been revealed since she had been freed from his imperious power and the tainting influence of the other witches. 

Ashmina had been the youngest of the four and the most recently arrived at the Obsidian Citadel. She had come at her father’s insistence. It was, after all, a great honour for a duke’s daughter to learn her occult skills at the palace of a sorcerer-prince. 

She had been raised in a great wooden manse, the dilapidated expanse of which sprawled at the heart of a dark and ill-reputed forest. Her father was said to meet with trolls in the wilderness, to worship the moon in secret circles of prehistoric monoliths. Her mother was descended from the House of Myr; a lineage of notoriously wicked witches. 

As a child, she had been promised in marriage to a Gothic nobleman she had never met but he died in mysterious circumstances before she came of age. She was brought up on sinister fairy tales and the local legends of the sylvan hinterland. As she grew to adolescence, she followed ancient family traditions; suffering the discipline of the serrated lash, befriending the lonely wilderness and bathing in innocent blood. 

After the death of her betrothed, Ashmina had become one of the most desirable matches in Gothique but her parents were ambitious and no suitable husband was found for her. Then the invitation came for her to visit the Obsidian Citadel and her father could not resist the opportunity of increasing the value of his daughter’s hand even further by ensuring that her occult training was unparalleled outside of the royal courts. 

Ashmina did not deny that she had been eager to immerse herself in adventure, enchantment and immorality. The depraved allure of evil sang to her witch’s heart and the jagged beauty of the icy fastness inspired her with a longing to sacrifice her virginity on the black altar of some monstrous antediluvian god. 

Instead, she had found the prince repulsive and mercifully distant. She had fallen in with the other witches without consternation but had soon come to feel dissatisfied with her role as fourth in line to the sorcerer’s wisdom. As time passed, she became increasingly frustrated that it brought her no closer to the mastery of the arcane power she sought. 

The preparations for Malphegor’s last rite had confirmed her disillusionment as she watched the other witches vie for the approval of a madman who cared nothing for them except as essential constituents of his blasphemous ceremony. And, when the sorcerer’s magic finally failed him, the other witches suffered a dismal fate but Ashmina had sided with Charlotte and Malaric and made a bargain with the demon-goddess in order to survive. 

She knew that her companions remained wary of her motivations and uncertain of her allegiance. Ashmina smiled as she pretended to warm her hands by the fire. They were right to fear her. 

She stood with sinuous grace and pulled her dark cloak more closely about her against the chill night air, concealing her tight leather bodice and her flowing black skirt. She left her companions to their conversation and walked into the night to commune alone with the woodland. Perhaps this new adventure would bring her closer to the secrets of the dark magic she craved. 

Malaric sat at Charlotte’s side and talked intimately with her. It seemed that his liberation from the evil sorcerer’s spell had left him with a reluctant need to recount his story, to elaborate on his curious past and his hopes for the future. He had hinted to her of his mysterious origins and the nature of his quest but now, in the conducive flickering of the campfire, she pressed him for the whole story. 

“Where to start…” he mused. 

“At the beginning,” Charlotte urged, her voice little more than a whisper. 

“No one knows where the Goths came from,” Malaric began. “Some say from far to the east, beyond the plains of Scyth. Others say from the south, beyond Deshera. And no one knows why they came, to settle as overlords of this mountainous country. But they arrived here, a thousand years ago, and claimed the land they named Gothique as their own. 

“At first the conquest was easy. The Borean Empire was already retreating to the north and Arkadia was in turmoil; strong enough to defend its borders but with no power to intervene beyond its southern hills. Cordial relations were established at Triste between the Gothic Princes and the Borean Governor of Arkadia. And there has been an uneasy peace ever since. Until now. 

“The indigenous peoples of Arkadia, Gothique and eastern Vandalusia are all of the same stock; tribes of villagers content to live their ordinary lives and having little care who lays claim to the sovereignty of their country. There was little organised resistance to Gothic rule. 

“But western Vandalusia was a different matter. You have seen the Vandals, those pre-human beings; the last descendents of a truly ancient race who claimed the land as their own. 

“There were ten Princes of Gothique in those days and it seems that, in the main, they were little different from their counterparts today. They were scheming and treacherous and drunk with limitless power. Many of them had turned to the dark arts of sorcery to secure their positions. 

“But among them was one great man, the noblest of the princes and their most able general. His name was Sanguise of Nyx, Overlord of the Black Sun. He was the elected thiudans; the supreme commander of the Gothic forces. 

“Without him, the Gothic army would have wandered aimlessly in the wilderness or frozen in the mountains. Without him, Gothique would never have been conquered and the negotiations with the Borean Empire would have failed. I believe that he advocated a cessation of hostilities against the Vandalusians but the other princes were hungry for land and glory. The Royal Council voted to fight on, their armies surging further and further west. And at the head of the marauding forces was the Prince of Nyx. 

“The Vandals were a fearsome enemy and casualties were high on both sides. As they were pushed steadily back, ceding more and more land to the Goths, they became better organised and more disciplined in their resistance. In the end, their disparate tribes united under a single leader; the so-called King of Vandalusia. 

“But Sanguise continued to win spectacular battles against the odds and snatched victory from the jaws of defeat time after time. His fame spread throughout the land and he inspired a fanatical following amongst his soldiers. Closest to him were a group of elite knights; the Lords of the Black Sun. 

“Fearing the rise of his power, the other princes met in secret. Maltharax Doomsayer argued that, once the conquest was complete, the troops would proclaim Sanguise emperor and the other princes would be ousted. Perhaps it was the truth. In any case, the invidious rulers agreed and a plot was hatched to betray him. 

“As Sanguise and his knights led the army deeper into the western jungles, little by little the princes withdrew their support. Each laid claim to a ninth of the conquered territory and called back those soldiers loyal to them to help subdue the local populace. Five principalities were established in Gothique and four in Vandalusia. Then, with their power bases secure, the princes struck the final blow. 

“Asserting that the Prince of Nyx intended to seize imperial power, they declared him a traitor to the Gothic nation. They sent messengers to the King of Vandalusia and offered him the tenth of the Gothic thrones. The Vandal King is still entitled to a seat on the Royal Council and is acknowledged as the equivalent of a Shadow-Prince, the rightful ruler of the Gothic province of Western Vandalusia. 

“Maltharax was declared thiudans and sent west with a mighty host of warriors. Sanguise found himself with a depleted and battle scarred army, trapped between two superior forces bent on his destruction. 

“Facing certain death, many of the prince’s remaining troops defected or deserted, leaving few to face the final annihilation. Yet the Lords of the Black Sun remained, ever faithful to their overlord, and so did the prince’s family; his wife Galataea and their infant son. 

“On the eve of the last battle, Galataea would not leave her husband’s side. But Sanguise ordered a cabal of his matchless knights to leave his camp under cover of darkness and pass unseen through the enemy lines, carrying his only son to safety. Thus the Order of the Black Sun survived. And so did the House of Nyx. ”

The warrior paused, a distant expression shadowing his face with melancholy. 

“Who are you? ” Charlotte prompted, though she knew the answer. 

A look of pride crept around the corners of the warrior’s mouth and lit his emerald eyes. “I am Malaric the Sorcerer,” he replied, “Lord of the Black Sun, Prince of Nyx and heir to the stillborn Empire of Gothique. ”

“Unborn,” Charlotte whispered. “As yet unborn…”

“If this is the map,” Malaric continued, referring to the ancient scroll he carried securely in its leather tube, “then I will find the sword. Tyrzagant will be mine. 

“He who bears the ancestral sword bears the burden of the House of Nyx; to restore the greatness of the Gothic nation. And he also bears its power; the strength to shoulder that burden. ”

“Would Malphegor not have sought out such a weapon? ” Charlotte asked. 

“The sorcerer did not know the significance of the document, for that was known only to the Lords of the Black Sun. It is their descendents that we go to now in their Desheran stronghold. They raised me as their prince and the wisest among them will translate the scroll. ”

Malaric smiled. For two years, the sorcerer’s enchantment had diverted him from his quest and now he was more eager than ever to pursue his birthright. 

“And when you have this sword,” Charlotte enquired, “will you rule the Goths as their emperor? ”

“Perhaps,” the warrior replied. “The world is in turmoil. Dark gods take a hand in the affairs of men. And war ravages the land. From such chaos, new empires arise. ”

Despite the cold night air, Charlotte was warm from the heat of the fire. She let her sable cloak slip from her shoulders and moved closer to the enigmatic sorcerer. The dark allure of his past and the relaxed confidence of his manner attracted her as much as the chiselled beauty of his features and the radiant light of his eyes. 

She began to unbutton her blouse. “I am yours, my lord,” she smiled. 

Malaric pulled at the buckles of the leather straps that encircled his body. He always carried weapons and, for this journey, his body bristled with the tools of the warrior’s craft. Two short scimitars slipped from their position across his back as he loosened the strap that secured them. The rapier at his hip was carefully put aside as he undid his belt. Various daggers, some visible, some concealed, were also discarded. His bow with its venom-tipped arrows already lay by his side. 

As he pulled the armoured jerkin over his head, Charlotte watched the firelight play over the snow-white flesh of his torso, flickering shadows accentuating the hard lines of his muscled form. Her own skin was so soft compared to his; her feminine curves so supple and yielding. He reached for her, drawing her close in the amber glow, his grasp on her arm strong and demanding. 

That strength excited Charlotte and she felt a shiver of anticipation when the warrior touched her. With Alita, she had learned the joys of power – she was the dominant one and could abuse the girl as she pleased. But with Malaric she lost all sense of control. She wanted nothing more than to submit to him, to be his plaything. 

There had been many nights in the Obsidian Citadel when Charlotte and Malaric had made love. She had been attracted to him from the first moment she saw him, though the attraction had been tinged with fear at the start. Once they had spoken, she gradually came to trust him and, when she was in danger, he had not let her down. She owed him her life. 

But it was not because he had saved her that Malaric had taken Charlotte as his lover. He did not hesitate to take any of the slave-girls that dwelt in the Obsidian Citadel to his bed and Charlotte, though strange and otherworldly, was little more than a slave. 

But she was beautiful and he desired her, so he treated her accordingly. And she was more than happy to serve his needs, even to slake his more deviant desires. 

He held her to him and kissed her passionately. She was always taken aback by the force of his lust, always surprised by her own reckless response. He filled her with energy. And with wanton abandon. 

“Oh…” she gasped as he broke the kiss. She was panting, feral, her eyes bright in the moonlight. “Oh, my lord… my master… use me as you will…”

As if to demonstrate her willingness, Charlotte tore off her blouse to reveal her round breasts that rose and fell with the movement of her breathing. Malaric took them in his hands and gripped them firmly, squeezing them until it hurt and pulling her to him once again. 

Then his mouth was at one of her succulent orbs, his teeth closing on her nipple. He bit her hard and Charlotte yelped with pain. Malaric looked up. “Too hard? ” he asked with a wry smile. 

“No… no, my lord,” Charlotte responded quickly. “Hurt me if you like. I want nothing more than to suffer for you. ”

As soon as she had spoken, Charlotte wondered whether she would come to regret her words. 

“Indeed? ” Malaric replied. “Then if I beat you, you will be satisfied? ”

Charlotte bowed her head submissively. “Yes, my lord. ”

“And if I do more than beat you? ”

Charlotte did not answer directly. Instead she stood up and removed the rest of her clothes. 

He watched her pull off her boots and the trousers she had chosen to wear for riding. When she was naked before him, he marvelled at her beauty. Then he too stood and she immediately got down on her knees. She grovelled on the ground, kissing Malaric’s boots enthusiastically and murmuring,”punish me, oh punish me for my lust. ”

And the warrior did just that. 

He grabbed Charlotte by the hair, pulling her up from the ground. Then, as he let go, he kicked her hard in the backside. She stumbled out of the circle of light created by the campfire and fell sprawled on the muddy ground. The forest clearing was scattered with leaves and fallen branches. Charlotte lay supine across the trees’ discarded limbs, dirt smearing her body and twigs poking into her flesh. 

She was too scared to move, even to make herself more comfortable. She waited to see what Malaric would do. He took his time, retrieving something from his pack. 

Suddenly, there was a loud crack and Charlotte jumped with fright. The warrior had selected a suitable branch and broken it off with awesome strength. There were a few further sounds of snapping wood and then Malaric was on top of Charlotte, his knee in the small of her back. 

His weight pressed her painfully into the ground. Her knees and thighs, her stomach and breasts were smeared with leaf mould and mud. He took her arms and splayed them wide, careless that the movement caused her to scratch herself on twigs and broken sticks. Then he dropped the branch roughly across her shoulders. 

The coarse bark chafed against her skin as the warrior bound her at the shoulders, elbows and wrists to the wooden restraint. When he was done, he pulled Charlotte to her feet. The weight of her burden made her unsteady and, though she could lift it with relative ease, it was awkward and she stumbled. 

Where the smaller branches had been broken from the main bough, little splintered points remained. These prevented the twine that bound Charlotte’s arms from slipping along the length of the wood so she was forced to stand with her arms extended while splinters dug into her shoulders and her back. 

Malaric walked her over to a nearby tree. “Since Deshera is our destination,” he said, “it’s about time you started to learn the ways of the Desheran nomads. They treat their women in a manner that ensures obedience. ”He carried a long thin rope which he now threw up into the air so that it passed over a high bough. He tied the end securely around the trunk of the tree. 

At the other end of the rope which now hung like a noose from the branch above were two intricately woven loops. “These restraints are woven from strips of the bindvine,” the warrior explained. “The vines grow symbiotically with carnivorous plants, entangling their prey and rendering them helpless. The Desherans harvest them and use them…”

“For bondage…” Charlotte whispered. 

“Amongst other things,” Malaric smiled. “They secrete a fluid that is harmless in itself but highly adhesive. Once you are bound, you will not be able to free yourself. ”

Charlotte’s green eyes widened as the warrior approached her with the end of the rope. “I am already bound…” she began. 

“Not sufficiently,” he countered. 

Carefully the warrior slipped the loops of woven vine over Charlotte’s lovely naked breasts. They were each cleverly twisted into a slipknot which he tightened mercilessly. Charlotte screamed as her delicate mounds were squeezed into bloated little spheres. 

Malaric tugged on the other end of the rope and Charlotte was lifted by her breasts, forced to stand on the tips of her toes, suspended from the bough high above. Her weight, and that of the branch that was bound across her shoulders, pulled down on her tightly restricted orbs but, amazingly, they did not tug free. The adhesive properties of the bindvine held them painfully in place and Charlotte hung helpless as the warrior secured the rope to ensure that she maintained the unbearable position. 

Charlotte whimpered in her bondage. Far from the warmth of the fire, the cold light of the moon illumined her suffering. 

Throughout the forests of Gothique, the tanglethorn grew in abundance. A parasitic plant, its endless tendrils crept around the evergreen trees and formed great knots of intricate binding between them. In some places, the forest ways were almost impassable, so choked with tanglethorn were the spaces between the trees. The plant was green for a short time at the height of summer but as soon as the days began to shorten, it shed its pretty leaves and turned brown and dry as old twine. 

But it never lost its wicked thorns. 

Malaric tugged a twisted ball of the hardy creeper from the undergrowth, careful to grip it only by its stem and avoid its pointed spines. As he stepped back, a great length of the plant unwound, pulling reluctantly away from the tree to which it clung. Eventually it came fully free and the warrior was left with an enormous length of spiky liana which he coiled expertly like rope in his hands. 

“It’s too much…” Charlotte mumbled as Malaric approached her once again. The muscles in her calves ached from standing on her toes. Her shoulders were sore and her arms felt like they could barely support the weight of her wooden restraint. The bindings at her wrists were so tight that she could barely feel her fingers. And her breasts were agonisingly painful. 

Carefully, intricately, Malaric began to wrap her in the thorny briar. 

He wound the plant around her arms, trapping them ever tighter against the uncomfortable branch. Then he passed it over her shoulders and around her restricted breasts, the spikes a terrible torture against her sensitive orbs and their aching nipples. He spiralled the plant around her torso and her hips, pulling the thorns tight across her buttocks. Then he slipped the length between her legs and entangled her thighs; the spiny points pressed against her flesh, their tips poised to kiss her most intimate secrets. 

When the binding was complete Malaric returned to the fire, adding some more fuel, letting Charlotte wait for the consummation of her punishment. She was crying in the moonlight. But tears were also seeping from her wanton sex, glinting like dew on her nether lips and the thorns that adorned them. She was desperate for the lash of the whip. 

 Malaric’s eyes glowed red in the firelight.






  


The Rock Hard Club

 

Blue neon light cast fairytale sparkles into the black puddles on the pavement. Leanne dropped her cigarette and its topaz glint sizzled to death in the gutter. The muted music from the basement grew louder as she descended the grey stone steps to the door that gaped ominously open below the level of the street. 

Leanne passed through the sinister portal and into the world of heat and sound that lay beyond. A young man dressed all in black closed the door behind her and sealed out the trials and responsibilities of everyday life. 

She passed down a concrete corridor towards the source of the music. Her father was away again, for several days she’d been told, and she felt the exhilaration of her wild and dangerous freedom. 

“Can I take your coat? ” asked a voice. 

“Jeez, Frankie, a fucking cloakroom? This place is getting more like a real club every day. Before you know it you’ll have a license and everything. ”

“You know the rules,” Frankie replied. “You’re not goin’ in all wrapped up. ”

Leanne kept the patent backpack that hung on her shoulder but exchanged her long fashionable coat for a raffle ticket. The lad dumped her garment onto a pile on the floor of his alcove. The rules were clear. Girls couldn’t get in to the underground bar in anything much more than lingerie. And guys, well they had to pay. 

Frankie admired the girl in front of him. “Hot,” he commented. 

Leanne wore her black stilettos and a new pair of fishnets that replaced the ones she’d laddered on the way home from Professor Hammond’s. She’d also bought herself a tiny pair of black panties and a fancy bra that accentuated her little breasts and was sheer enough to make her pert nipples visible. 

The lad looked longingly at her tight bottom as she walked away from him into the club. Leanne stepped into a decadent world.



Between her and the low stage area was a dancefloor packed with young half-naked revellers. Girls gyrated in their underwear to the sound of distorted guitars and feedback from the giant thrumming speakers that lined the back wall, flaunting their assets for the smaller number of men that looked on. With their long hair and angry tattoos and their arrogant rock-star mentality, these guys held an appeal for Leanne that the studious boys at college could not match. 

On the stage a band was preparing for their set, yelling at each other above the din of the DJ’s music. Around the walls, battered but comfortable sofas accommodated couples, threesomes or larger groups engaged in drinking, chatting or fucking. Leanne spotted a girl she thought she knew, bent over the arm of one of the couches, sucking the hardened cock a guy who was deep in shouted conversation with a friend. Behind the girl, a lad with purple hair was slipping down her frilly knickers and freeing his own erection to enter her from behind. 

In one corner, a skinny lad in ripped jeans sat atop a mountain of beer cans, dispensing them for a pound to anyone who asked. Leanne ignored the offer of cheap lager and pulled a half bottle of vodka from her bag. As she took a swig, a female reveller came rushing up to her - all hot nudity, blonde curls and breathless chatter. 

“Hey it’s you, like, you know, like…It’s me, Cathy, remember? ”The girl was naked but for a pair of pink sneakers. “I lost my bra,” she giggled as though unaware that she wore no panties. She was wet with perspiration but she was attractive in her enthusiasm. Strands of her lustrous hair were plastered to her temples and there was a sheen of sweat between her breasts. 

Her face was pretty, though her make-up was smudged, and her pupils were so dilated that she looked a little like a doll. “I can’t have any more to drink,” she confided. “Don’t let me, will you, or I’ll fall down drunk. ”

The girl took Leanne’s arm. “Come on,” she urged, pointing to an empty sofa. “I’m not going back over there. It’s like… Kara’s being a bitch. And Gary said he was going to put a cucumber up my cunt. ”At this the girl’s eyes widened so comically that Leanne couldn’t help but smile and she allowed herself to be dragged over to the couch. 

“Jared’s here, and the whole Goth crew… and it’s like Mickey said there might be a fight because Raven wants to fuck that Stacey… you know, blonde Stacy, and Phaze doesn’t like it and he knows the DJ or something. So it’s all kicking off anyway. ”The girl paused for breath. “Can I have one of those? ”

Leanne was lighting a cigarette. “Sure. ”

“So anyway the band’s on soon and I’m sure it’ll calm down ‘cos it’s Startled Corpse and they’re like fucking awesome. And like who’d want to fuck Stacey anyway? ”

“I can’t imagine,” Leanne smiled. 

After a couple of tokes, Cathy discarded her cigarette into an empty beer can. “So the band are like so cool. And the lead singer, her name’s Amortia, and she’s like a real vampire or something, and she has this girl that she leads round on a leash, and like guys drink her piss or something…”Cathy giggled. “That’s so fucked up. Do you want to do some coke off my tits? ”

“What? ”

“Oh, like, you don’t have to…You can just have some…But Dave, and that Carlos, and Michelle from the Red Rabbit, they all say it’s the best ‘cos I’ve got quite big ones and when I lie down they go like flat enough – but still sexy Dave says – so if you want to…”

Leanne wasn’t about to turn down such an offer. She drank some more vodka. “Sure,” she said. “But you can go first… if my tits are alright…”

“Yeah. Like, wow yeah, like you’re so beautiful and…”The girl moved from where she was sitting on the sofa with her knees up under her chin and straddled Leanne’s lap. Leanne could feel the warm dampness of Cathy’s cunt on her thigh. The girl put her arms around her and fumblingly undid her bra to reveal the petite mounds of pale flesh with their hard nipples pointing upward. 

“Wow, lush,” she beamed. 

Cathy put her foot up on the sofa and retrieved a cleverly folded wrap from her shoe. She undid the intricate origami of the flyer to reveal a gram of white powder and the bold-typed announcement that Electrocution was the city’s premier alternative music venue. 

Meanwhile, Leanne had retrieved a ten pound note from the purse in her bag and rolled it into a tube. She handed it to the girl and lay back against the soft foam of the sofa. 

Cathy took a generous pinch of the precious dust and carefully deposited it in a line on Leanne’s right breast. As she leaned forward with the rolled note pressed to her nostril, a strand of her hair fell forward and she reflexively flicked it from her face. Her action swept the cocaine into Leanne’s cleavage. 

“Oh fuck, I’m so clumsy,” Cathy laughed. “Like, fuck, I’m a klutz. Is that a word? Like an American word…klutz? ”She leant forward and licked the spilt powder from between Leanne’s proffered tits. “Ooh,” she grimaced. “I don’t like the taste of it. ”Then she looked contrite. “But you taste lovely,” she proclaimed. 

Undeterred by her clumsiness, Cathy took another pinch of the drug and laid it in a line at the edge of Leanne’s delicate areola. This time she snorted it without accident and Leanne felt the tickle of the paper against her sensitive skin. 

“Your turn,” Cathy announced, scrunching her nose cutely as she sniffed back the drug. 

The girl lay on the sofa, across Leanne’s lap, her body a succulent and curvaceous offering. Her breasts were indeed large enough to form voluptuous oval platforms, perfect for setting up the lines of powder. 

Leanne wasted no time in sprinkling a thin line of cocaine around the girl’s prominent nipple and inhaled it expertly through the rolled note. Before she folded the wrap up, she placed another pinch on the firm fullness of the fleshy orb and soon her mouth was pressed against that yielding loveliness, her tongue swirling desperately around the pert tip of the girl’s sensitive breast. 

Leanne’s hand slid across Cathy’s thigh, finding the moist wetness of the girl’s smooth shaven cunt. Her fingers slipped easily between the proffered pink lips and she stroked the damp offering with mounting desire. Reluctantly she ceased her suckling and squirmed into the girl’s embrace, kissing her on her pretty mouth, their bodies entwining on the comfortable sofa. 

There was a screech of feedback that faded quickly into a drum roll and then a soft feminine voice called out to the expectant crowd. “Ready to rock? ” she asked rhetorically as the guitars kicked in. The crowd surged forward towards the stage. “This one’s called ‘Kill the Pope’. ”

There were cheers from the dancefloor. Cathy ignored the band, rolling on top of her new lover and kissing her passionately. She tasted her sweet lips, then moved lower to suckle on Leanne’s delicate breasts. She fumbled with the girl’s panties, giggling as she tried to remove them. 

The song was in full swing. “I killed my brother ‘cos he made me cum. I killed my sister ‘cos she was so dumb. I was high on acid when I killed my mum. I killed my dad because he touched my bum. ”Leanne laughed at the ridiculous lyrics, as Cathy pulled off her underwear. She parted her legs as the pretty girl slipped to her knees on the floor and leaned forward to lick Leanne’s proffered pussy. 

“The priest forgave me with his big hard dick. I killed the bastard ‘cos he was so sick. Now it’s got to be a preacher or a monk at least. ‘Cos I can only cum when I kill a priest. ”

While Amortia worked her murderous way up the ranks of the church, Cathy’s tongue was working Leanne into a frenzy. 

“When I killed the cardinal I lost all hope. What more can I do now? ”

The crowd went wild, screaming, “Kill the Pope! Kill the Pope! ” but Leanne was already oblivious to the words, riding the waves of pleasure that Cathy and the cocaine were inducing in her trembling body. She lay back, grinning ecstatically, fantastically excited by the thrill of having sex while surrounded by so many people. The lights from the ceiling dappled her body in pinks and greens, reds and blues. And, every now and again, the strobe transformed the whole scene into a series of static silvery images. 

Cathy had found the sensitive bud of Leanne’s pleasure centre and flicked her tongue enthusiastically around it. Hot arousal dripped from the sensitive flower, wetting the cushion of the sofa on which she lay. Leanne sighed with delight, her cunt twitching with little orgasms that the drug allowed her to experience again and again without ever bringing her to a decisive climax. 

The pleasure tingled through her veins as the band began their second song. “This one’s for Rocky and Amelia. It’s called ‘Not in the Garden’. ”

The music and the lights and the heat of the place swirled like a sensual maelstrom around Leanne’s naked form. She lay there, letting the experience carry her. Never had she felt so free, so utterly unrestrained. 

“I like it kinky and I like it hard. But I never do it in my own back yard. ”

A guy at the back of the crowd glanced over at Leanne’s supine form. She was sighing and panting as Cathy brought her to ever more precipitous heights of unbridled lust. Her eyes were half closed and she was obviously lost in the rapture of desire, oblivious to all but her intoxicated passion. He walked over to her, unzipping his jeans as Amortia began to explain her phobia of fucking outdoors to the delight of her fans. 

“I was hanging out with a guy called Kurt. He turned me on so much it almost hurt. So I’m in the yard behind my home. Rubbing my cunt on a garden gnome. Kurt beats my breasts with a great big stick. Then he pulls out his cock and says ‘Suck my dick’. So I’m on my knees in the soft wet grass. When the neighbour’s dog comes and licks my arse. ”

Leanne felt the nudging of a hardened penis against her lips. She tried to focus her eyes but the guy was a silhouette against the blur of shadows and lights. At the same time she felt a wonderful clarity, a sense that it didn’t matter who the figure was - all that mattered was his urgent need and her consummate ability to satisfy him. She let his erection enter her mouth, turning her head to accept him more fully, and without hesitation she began to suck his dick. 

Her anonymous lover was bursting with lust and, within seconds of finding a comfortable rhythm, he felt the unstoppable rise of his orgasm. He grunted with passion as his cock quivered and unleashed his sperm into Leanne’s mouth. She swallowed enthusiastically, a little disappointed that he had climaxed so soon. The sensation of her mouth being filled and fucked had become a pleasure she was loath to give up. 

She need not have worried on that score, for no sooner had the shrinking penis been withdrawn, than another, hard and ready, took its place. This time she was as keen to accommodate the bulbous offering as its owner was to plunge it into her mouth. She moved onto her side so that she could take the shaft in her hand, masturbating it while she swirled her tongue around its engorged head. 

Amortia was now enumerating the various improbable calamities that had supposedly befallen her while having sex outdoors. The crowd were screaming their approval. 

Leanne’s movement caused Cathy to look up from her position between the girl’s thighs. She smiled delightedly at the sight that greeted her. Leanne was sucking wantonly on a bearded biker’s cock while a group of four youths had formed a short queue to be next to avail themselves of her services. 

Cathy lifted Leanne’s thigh so that she could continue to pleasure her in her new position but the enterprising lad at the back of the line had noticed the girl looking up and left his place to come over to her. Cathy giggled at his approach. “You’re that Marco, right? Like. . . you’re thingy’s brother, you know, like, the guy with the mohawk, come on, the one in that band. . . ”Marco took her by the hair and silenced her by plunging his manhood into her mouth. She didn’t resist, but while she sucked him she racked her addled brain to remember the name of his brother. She couldn’t believe she’d forgotten it. After all, she’d spent most of the previous weekend tied to his bed while he fucked her repeatedly in the arse.



Marco pulled out his saliva-slickened cock and, kneeling next to Cathy, he sought to push it into Leanne’s cunt. The angle was awkward and he could only get the tip of it into her soft folds. That was enough for him to know that he had to have this girl but she was concentrating on sucking pricks and, unaware of his frustration, she did not move to accommodate him. Finally he gave up and let Cathy suck him until he found an opportunity to encourage Leanne to shift her position. 

The moment came when the biker unleashed his orgasm into her mouth. It was copious indeed and his sticky issue dripped down Leanne’s chin as he withdrew. No sooner had he spilled his seed than he tucked his shrinking member away and wandered off without a word, seeking beer. Before the next lad could take his turn, Marco seized the moment and manhandled Leanne onto her knees. In her lustful state, she was totally compliant and allowed him to manoeuvre her forward so that she was kneeling on the sofa with her breasts crushed against its arm. The first lad in the queue immediately thrust forward, ramming his ample length down her throat. 

Cathy was eager to take her place behind Leanne, adopting the same position but facing in the opposite direction. In moments, she too had attracted a small crowd of admirers, waiting to take their turn at sampling her oral skills. While the girls sucked until they were choking on torrents of sperm, Marco now found himself in an enviable position between two sets curvaceous naked buttocks. He felt the girls’ pussies, one with each hand. They were equally wet and warm and inviting. So he thrust his cock into the first and then, almost immediately, withdrew and turned to enter the second. He fucked them like that, backwards and forwards between the two sopping havens, until he could resist no longer and spurted his seed in a sticky flood over their upraised bottoms. 

The band finished their set with a crowd-pleasing performance of ‘Fucked by Zombies’. 

Leanne had no idea how many men she’d brought to climax with her unbridled passion. Her hair was slick with semen. Sticky ejaculate was splashed all over her face and ran down her chin. 

While the effects of the drug and the atmosphere and her desperate sense of freedom had carried her away from all restriction, each orgasm had seemed like a magical silvery libation - an offering to her insatiable inner goddess. But now the first great peak of her high was passed and the cloying pall of reality began to permeate her consciousness. She was aware that her jaw ached and as the last of her admirers groaned and filled her mouth with his glutinous issue, she gagged as she tried to swallow his seed. 

He withdrew and she leant forward over the arm of the sofa, slick strands of spunk dripping from her mouth. Her head swam and suddenly she felt that she might be sick. She fought back the drunken nausea that assailed her and slumped onto the soft cushions, leaning back against Cathy’s curvaceous bottom. 

Looking around, she saw that her companion was showing no sign of flagging. Three guys still waited to use her while a fourth was panting hard as he came to the peak of pleasure in her mouth. Leanne’s head lolled against Cathy’s buttocks for a while as she gradually pulled herself together. Much as she did not want to abandon her friend, she could not deny her need to find the toilets as soon as possible. She staggered to her feet and made her way unsteadily across the dancefloor. 

Though the basement could hardly be considered a real nightclub, it had once been some sort of public building and sported a rather ornate if unhygienic bathroom. Leanne relieved herself in a well graffitied cubicle before leaning on a yellowed sink and regarding her dishevelled appearance in a cracked mirror. She washed her face as best she could with the strangely scented pink goo that oozed unpleasantly from its plastic dispenser, barely masquerading as soap. 

A gaggle of drunken girls in pretty lingerie burst into the room, chatting inanely to each other as they headed for the cubicles or the mirrors. Next to Leanne, one girl miraculously produced lipstick and eyeliner from some hiding place in her underwear. 

“Give us a go on that after you, Sash,” another girl demanded as she came to join her friend at the mirror. 

“Yeah, sure, Kaz – you gotta look your best for the boys…”

“You’re a bitch, Sasha Smith; like you’re not on the pull. ”

The girl smiled at the insult. “It’s getting too late. I’m gonna have to head off soon. ”

“No you don’t,” said a third girl as she stumbled over to join the group. “When we go, we’re all leaving together. ”

“But…”

“We agreed. All together. You know, ‘cos of…”

“I don’t believe you,” Karen interjected. “Like the Ripper’s gonna get you or something. ”

“It’s fucking true, Kaz,” the third girl retaliated. “Those girls disappeared. And not far from here. What the fuck are you lookin’ at? ”

Leanne dropped her gaze. “Nothing,” she said, and then, “who’s the Ripper? ”

The girl looked incredulous, though whether from Leanne’s audacity at talking to her or her ignorance of the Ripper was unclear. “Like fucking ages ago, there was this girl that disappeared. Up at the uni…”

She seemed to be waiting for some sort of response and Leanne knew Charlotte’s story all too well. “Yes,” she replied. 

“Well now some more girls have disappeared. Jeez, don’t you watch the news? Anyway, three girls in, like, two weeks. So people are saying it’s the Ripper. ”

“What, they found bodies? ”

“No, but like, what else is it gonna be? Some pervert’s out there…”

“Then let’s all go back to mine,” suggested a fourth girl as she emerged from a cubicle. “We can drop Sash off on the way. There’s no point staying here. And Charlie’s fucking wasted. ”

“Is she throwing up? ”

“Yeah. ”

“Gross. ”

Leanne left the girl’s to their discussion. Going home was probably the right decision, she thought. If she stayed any later she’d only end up taking more drugs and fucking some guy she didn’t even like. 

She didn’t know where Cathy lived, but maybe they could walk home together. Or maybe she could stay at Cathy’s place. That might make the night more interesting. And maybe tomorrow could be fun too. 

But by the time Leanne had crossed the dancefloor, she found that Cathy had gone. So she retrieved her coat and walked home on her own. 







  


The Hall Of Demons

 

Like all the demons of the thirteenth hell, Taurgavisto was inherently evil. He revelled in horror and depravity and enjoyed nothing more than the infliction of torture and the bringing of strange dooms to his enemies. But unlike many demons of his ilk, he had had little to do with the curious creatures of the human race. He preferred to while away eternity in the devil harems of the Palace of the Void, indulging his alien passions rather than embroiling himself in unholy pacts with dangerously ambitious sorcerers. 

In Taurgavisto’s experience, nothing beneficial ever came from dealing with wizards or witches so he consistently avoided their company. As a result, very few of the books of black magic, even among the most ancient and powerful grimoires, mentioned his name. 

However, Malphegor the Sorcerer, who had ruled from the Obsidian Citadel for four hundred years and spent much of that time delving into the blackest abysses of the occult art, had discovered the names of many demons otherwise unknown to the cabals and cults of mankind. 

Before he had turned all his attentions to the rite that was supposed to grant him supreme power - and before that rite had gone terribly wrong and he had been blasted into oblivion - Malphegor had been in the habit of testing his arcane powers by conjuring up terrible and long-forgotten demons. Taurgavisto had seemed to him a suitable challenge. 

But Malphegor had summoned many demons, bound them to his will and used them to wreak destruction in the world. It had not been enough for him merely to raise another evil spirit and unleash it to wreak havoc. He had read in one of his ancient scrolls that the extravagant orgies in which Taurgavisto indulged were steeped in the most degenerate corruption, consisting of unspeakable acts more wicked than any of the perversions of mankind.



Such visceral pleasures had still appealed to the evil sorcerer in those days. And so he had resolved not only to conjure up the vile demon Taurgavisto, but to raise his entire harem to physical manifestation that he might experience for himself the hellish atmosphere of an infernal orgy and indulge in the horrors and pleasures of a demonic bacchanal. 

There were, of course, countless dangers involved in such a devilish experiment. Not least of which was that, once established on the physical plane, the demons might run riot, infesting the Obsidian Citadel and slipping beyond the sorcerer’s ability to control them. 

Mindful of this potential catastrophe, Malphegor had diligently sought out those ancient tomes in which the likenesses of such demonic libertines, handmaidens and odalisques as might be found at such an infernal sabbat were reliably described. Then, in a suitable chamber in the bowels of his palace, he had caused to be constructed a series of onyx statues and black marble bas reliefs depicting the very demons he sought to conjure. 

In order to ensure that every detail was correct, he had built a low font in the centre of the room which, when filled with the ruby wine of lost Galdorna or the blood of virgins or some other suitable liquid, could be used to peer, like a seer consulting his crystal ball, into the dark dimensions of the netherworlds. 

The more that Malphegor had spied on the demons at their revels, the more obsessed he had become with taking his own part in their debaucheries and, day by day, the more accurate and true to hellish life his statues had become. When finally the great colossus of Taurgavisto was completed – a terrible titan enthroned at the heart of the lewd bestial company - Malphegor had felt ready to venture the conjuration. 

In order to ensure that the rites he employed were of the most baleful and effective sort, Malphegor had dared to take the inspiration for his blasphemous ritual from that most terrible of occult tomes – the Black Book of Satakh. And so, on the night of the Feast of Valornica, he had made the appropriate sacrifices and whispered the strange runic incantations recommended in the seventh chapter of that most fearsome of grimoires. 

At the culmination of the ceremony, a shimmering darkness had pervaded the subterranean room and the marble carvings had begun to writhe in lewd abandon. The onyx statues had seemed to exude a sheen of translucent moisture and then they too had come to life, losing their cold stone solidity and taking on the fleshy forms of the demons they represented. Taurgavisto himself had entered the image that had been prepared for him and found himself and his company bound by Malphegor’s spells and unable to return to the hellish realm from whence they came. 

There had then followed some discussion between the demon and the sorcerer, during which Taurgavisto had discovered that his only options were to continue his dissolute revels in the physical realm and entertain the wily Malphegor as his guest or to spend interminable eons trapped in unmoving stone while his onyx prison slowly crumbled to dust. As the evil wizard would allow no room for negotiation, the orgy had continued with all the frenzied depravity that hell had formerly hosted. 

Unfortunately for both the sorcerer and the demon, there had been a flaw in Malphegor’s unnatural plan. For, while he had peered voyeuristically into the bloody bowl of the font and spied on the demons at their gruesome sport, he had been able to witness those depths of depravity, of torture and of lust that can only be experienced in the non-physical realms. Once the lewd devils and voluptuous demonesses had taken on physical form, they had found themselves limited to the pleasures of the flesh and unable to indulge in the most titillating of spiritual abominations. 

Still, Malphegor had spent months in the company of the demonic host and learned many new ways to gratify his wicked desires. But, as the days had passed, the jaded libertine began to tire of the nightly orgies and even of his stimulating discussions with Taurgavisto on the nature of evil and on how one might aspire to the very zenith of perversion. And so the demons had found themselves spending more and more time incarcerated in their stony prisons; petrified and forgotten – little more than statues adorning an abandoned hall. 

The Black Book of Satakh, on the other hand, had not lost its appeal and the sorcerer had turned more and more often to its hex-marked pages for occult inspiration. 

Taurgavisto knew that the Black Book had been used to bind him and, as he brooded endlessly in silent hatred, he plotted to unleash the power of the grimoire and to regain his freedom. Now that the dread tome was in the hands of a young girl, unversed in the perilous arts of sorcery, the time had come for him to carry out his plan. 

 

***

 

Alita stood before the ominously stained font, clad in a sheer white nightdress that clung to her nubile form. A simple blindfold covered her eyes and held back the black curls of her lustrous hair. With her left arm, she clutched the Black Book of Satakh to her breasts and in her right hand she held a dust-swathed amphora. 

She had retrieved the terracotta pot from a cobwebbed cellar as she was led blindly through the lower levels of the Obsidian Citadel by the compelling presence that had first revealed to her the magical secrets of the book. 

That dark presence spoke to her now, not in an audible voice but by the strange process of transferring words into her mind. 

“I am the demon Taurgavisto,” she was informed. “It was I who came to you in your bed and revealed to you the secrets of the Black Book of Satakh. I can show you how to harness its power. ”

“Are you the spirit of the book? ” Alita asked aloud. 

“No,” the demon replied. “But the book is a source of power and I can draw on that power in order to communicate with you. ”

“What do you want from me? ” Alita enquired. 

“Firstly, to free me from my imprisonment, so that I may feel once again the pleasures of the flesh. And then to break the spells that bind me, so that I may return to my distant home. ”

“How did you come to be imprisoned here? ” Alita wanted to know. 

“It was the treachery of the wizard Malphegor…” the demon began. 

“A common enemy. ”

“Indeed? Then perhaps you will be more than willing to help me. ”

“But you are a demon,” Alita objected. “Every child knows that demons are treacherous. What would I get for helping you? ”

“I have already shown you one great secret,” Taurgavisto replied. “Any sorcerer steeped in ancient lore can read the runes that are on the pages of the Black Book of Satakh. Indeed, anyone knowledgeable of the language of the Drakken can read the book without understanding. But to peruse the book’s deeper secrets, you must let it speak to you with words of fire. Only thus can you plumb its deepest mysteries. ”

“Are you saying that I could be a witch? ” Alita asked. 

“More powerful than any witch,” the demon tempted. “You would know the secrets of the Seer-Queen herself. ”

“Convince me,” Alita demanded. 

“That is why I have brought you here,” the demon responded. “First, take the blindfold from your eyes and look upon my earthly form. Do not be afraid, girl. ”

Awkwardly, for her hands were full, Alita slipped the binding from her face. 

She looked upon the onyx image of Taurgavisto. 

He was larger than a man, perhaps eight feet tall and hugely muscular. The statue was incredibly detailed: the demon’s skin was covered with exquisitely carven scales, his reptilian hands were slightly webbed and ended in wickedly sharp talons, his lower legs were covered with flawlessly rendered curls of thick black hair and his feet were cloven hooves. His head seemed partly bestial and partly human with a fanged mouth, ophidian eyes and two curved horns extending from his high forehead. His hair was long and thick, falling down to the powerfully built shoulders from which his enormous wings extended. They were held aloft, and so lifelike was the pose that it seemed that at any moment he could rise up in flight and leave the skull-engraven throne on which he sat. 

Despite the overwhelming beauty and terror of the rest of the statue, Alita found it hard to draw her eyes from its most striking feature. Taurgavisto’s huge penis towered proudly erect between his legs. It was perfectly fashioned in every detail and seemed almost to throb with passionate life. 

“Magnificent…” she breathed. 

“And my companions? ” the demon whispered. 

Chains extended from beneath the armrests of Taurgavisto’s throne, though these too were almost miraculously carven from onyx. At first Alita thought that they were attached to the limbs of the beautiful devil-whores who knelt before her, but she soon came to see that the chains simply evolved into the arms and legs of the pair. They were on their knees, their arms pulled back behind them. They had no hands or feet. But from their forearms and lower legs, metallic bone, wonderfully rendered in stone, protruded and this in turn became the chains of their bondage. 

Their submissive position meant that their shoulders were held back and their amply endowed, triple breasted chests were thrust forward. Those breasts seemed so full and smooth and malleable compared to the chitinous covering of the rest of their flesh. They appealed to Alita as much as Taurgavisto’s impressive phallus. She could not see the faces of his demonic slave-girls for they were covered with featureless masks, except where they held in their mouths the thick metal bits that, along with the leather straps that encircled their heads, formed the curious bridles they wore. Reins hung down their backs as far as their curvaceous buttocks. Where their legs were parted, Alita could make out the exquisite detail of their hairy sexes. 

Reluctantly, she tore her gaze from the monstrous trio and looked around the room. Alita was surrounded by carvings of the most voluptuous decadence.



To the girl’s right was a lustrous demoness who resembled a human girl with strange, bird-like feet. She had four pendulous breasts, one of which was clutched in her skeletal right hand. Her face was almost beautiful but her eyes were excessively large, dwarfing the rest of her features. Incredibly detailed stone feathers crowned her head in lieu of hair. 

To Alita’s left was a horrifying image of a hunched demon with crab-like claws instead of hands. Insectoid plates covered his gracelessly twisted body. His face was a gaping maw of razor-sharp teeth surmounted by a plethora of curious antennae. Three elongated penises hung flaccidly from the underside of his form. 

As Alita turned, she caught sight of another demoness whose breasts were so large that she simply lay next to the titanic orbs. While the rest of her torso was almost human, her lower body was a long snake-like tail. She had four powerful arms that presumably allowed her to drag her cumbersome body along the ground. Her face was approximately human, though she had pointed ears and a long forked tongue that lolled from her sensuous mouth. 

There were perhaps a score of the fascinating statues gracing the hall, each more bizarre and terrible than the last. And surrounding the room were the equally impressive marble bas reliefs, in which ithyphallic satyrs cavorted with demonic nymphs against a backdrop of tentacles and chains. 

“Wonderful…” Alita sighed. 

“So you appreciate the possibilities of my freedom,” Taurgavisto continued. “I thought you might. When I found you, you seemed… suitable. ”

Alita could not deny that she was becoming aroused at the thought of what barely imaginable opportunities for debauchery these resplendent beings might offer if they were to regain their fleshly forms. But she reasoned that she must be able to protect herself from some of their more violent attentions. 

“Show me how to gain the powers of the book,” she said, “and I may help you. ”



“You hold in your hand a container of the fabled wine of lost Galdorna. Break the seal,” Taurgavisto urged, “and pour the liquid into the font. I will show you the first of many wonders. ”

Alita did as she was asked, filling the stone bowl with the sticky cochineal libation. “Open the book,” the demon instructed. “Now flick through. A little further. There, beneath the Sigil of Tholzix, those are the words of the Traalgoom Incantation. Place the book before the font. There, where that scrolled shelf has been carved to hold the open grimoire. Now cover your eyes, and lay your hands on the pages. ”

With some trepidation, the girl followed Taurgavisto’s directions. As soon as she touched the yellowed parchment where the spell was described, she felt once again the pounding of her heart as the tangible darkness seized her. Immediately, she had the thought that it was this palpable energy that the demon had somehow used to simulate a physical form when she had lain bound and helpless before him. But before she could think further on that mystery, the runes of fire appeared before her eyes and, almost unconsciously, without knowing how she knew the sounds, she began to speak them aloud. 

Casting the spell thrilled her nubile form. As she spoke the words of the incantation, waves of energy seemed to pulse through her body. She was shocked by her own instant sexual response. 

Alita was so aroused she found it hard not to touch herself. Her succulent breasts felt almost sore and her hard nipples made visible little points against her nightdress. Her petite pussy moistened quickly and she could feel how wet she was between her legs. She was gasping for breath between the lines of the final stanza of the incantation. 

She could understand how witches like Ashmina became so enraptured by the practice of magic. 

When the spell was complete, the silence seemed expectant. Nervously, she slipped the blindfold from her eyes. 

The liquid in the font now appeared more black than red and shimmered with a sort of glutinous luminescence. 

“Look into the darkness,” Taurgavisto advised. “Look deeply. ”

Shadows seemed to swirl in the depths of the bowl. But they were formless and ever changing. “I don’t see anything,” Alita complained. 

“The spell feeds on your arousal,” the demon explained. “Sexual energy drives the visions. ”

Alita understood. And it was too late to turn back now. 

Shamelessly, she hitched up the white cotton of her nightdress and slipped it over her head. Somehow, she felt more powerful as soon as she was naked. It was as if the magic itself desired her. 

Discarding her garment, she leant forward and peered into the font. She put one foot up on the base of the pedestal and, with her free hand, she reached between her legs. 

She touched herself, finding her pretty naked sex hot and ready and dripping with lascivious desire. As she masturbated, the twisting shadows began to form clearer images. But still they were chaotic. 

“What would you like to see? ” the demon asked. “Concentrate on your desire. ”

Alita’s finger brushed against her clitoris. “My mistress…” she whispered. 

“Yes,” the demon encouraged. “Seek the heart of your desire. That will work well for your first time. Now…”

“Quiet,” Alita admonished. “It’s working. ”






  


A Vision Of Bondage

 

The blood-red swirls parted and, through the scarlet haze, Alita began to make out the shadowy impressions of movement. Hypnotically, the roiling miasma sucked her in. Suddenly, she was plunging through the air so fast that it was hard to tell what passed beneath her. Only gradually did her precipitous flight slow and then she found herself gazing down on the moonlit evergreen of a vast forest. 

The lunar light shimmered on a glassy lake. And perhaps there was a figure there, on the shore, her arms raised as if in some nameless invocation. But Alita was swept past this scene and onward through the trees. 

She could make out a fire and the male figure that was walking away from it. Malaric. He was unmistakable; the white flesh of his naked torso was bright in the darkness, almost glowing. 

His boots crunched in the forest debris as he made his way out of the cheerful circle of light that warded off the darker shadows of the wilderness. Somehow, half in reality and half in her imagination, Alita followed him. 

He carried the curious whip that he had retrieved from his pack. It was soft to the touch, made of lengths of suede affixed to a wooden hilt that was bound in the same downy leather. But the velvety texture gave a false impression of the weapon’s effectiveness. In expert hands, Alita knew, it could be a most fearsome implement of correction. 

And Charlotte was helplessly awaiting such professional attention. Her circumstances warranted a less precise tool than the domina. She was bound and ready for a more fulsome flogging. 

When Alita saw her mistress, the shock made her heart skip a beat. The image of her vision – the whole world around her – shuddered, as though she was watching a pool of water into which a stone had suddenly been dropped. A red haze began to creep in at the corners of her peripheral vision but she calmed herself quickly and it melted reluctantly away. 

She watched the scene unfold, awestruck. 

Charlotte was defenceless in her expertly administered bondage. She was suspended from her breasts, which Malaric had constricted with some miraculous binding that clung to her flesh and would not let her tortured orbs pull free. As a result, she was forced to stand on the tips of her toes, straining all the muscles in her lithe young body. Her arms were outstretched and bound to the severed branch of one of the rough-barked trees of the forest. Its irregular protrusions jabbed at her flesh while its weight added further strain and discomfort to her helpless predicament. 

The taut rope that extended upwards from Charlotte’s breasts passed over a high branch and then descended at a sharp angle to where it was secured to the trunk of a nearby tree. No amount of struggling on her part could free her from her bondage. And any such attempt would be agonising. 

Besides, Charlotte dared not even flinch. For, though she was utterly naked, her skin was adorned with an intricate mesh of tanglethorn. The dry, woody vine entangled her gorgeous body and threatened to sink its needle-like thorns into her flesh at any hint of movement. 

The eerie glow of the moonlight graced Charlotte’s naked form with spectral illumination. But the warmer glow of the firelight did not reach her in the sinister shadow of the trees and she shivered at the bitter cold of the night air as she wept the silver tears of her torment. 

Yet, in the depths of her tortured heart, a spark of wild exhilaration had kindled; a tiny light in the snow storm of her emotions. Only in the most abject suffering could such a glimmer of freedom find its life. 

Malaric was determined to fan that ember into a blaze. 

He approached his victim with the stealth of an assassin. But, for him, such movement came naturally; an unconscious product of his years of training.



Charlotte could barely make out his agile muscular form through the blur of her tears. 

Alita looked on in wonderment. She was used to playing the submissive role, with Charlotte as the dominant participant in their lovemaking. To see her mistress being subjected to pain and humiliation was shocking but terribly exciting and the power of her arousal fed the clarity of her scrying, bringing every detail into exquisite focus. 

Malaric took the whip in his practised hand and struck a first blow across Charlotte’s thorn-wreathed figure. The suede lashes passed through the air with a soft whoosh rather than the loud crack that an ordinary whip would have made. Their impact caressed her skin with an exquisite blend of soft titillation and muted stings. 

He struck her again, more forcefully, and this time the softness melted swiftly into a pleasurable pain. But with the third strike, the tails of the lash fell across the spiked vines that entwined her torso and drove the thorns like miniature stilettos into Charlotte’s yielding flesh. 

Charlotte screamed as the barbs bit her, their tiny pointed tips jabbing and piercing. 

Malaric circled her menacingly; taking time to fully appreciate his captive’s beauty and the pitiful horror her predicament inspired. Again and again he lashed out with his vicious weapon, casting searing pain across her back and buttocks, stomach and thighs. 

His accuracy was unflinching. More often than not the blows landed across the lines of tanglethorn and Charlotte would be subjected to further penetrations from the cruel spines. The shock of each strike had her screeching like a banshee, shattering the ominous silence of the forest. 

And the punishment went on, with ever more sadistic blows from the merciless flail seeking out the most sensitive and defenceless zones of Charlotte’s body. Under such relentless torrents of abuse, the bound girl could not help but move and, with every sidestep and stumble, the weight of the branch she carried pulled her off balance. When she lost her footing, she would hang from her breasts; swinging in agony as her toes scrabbled for purchase in the mud. 

The bindvine never lost its adhesive power but seemed only to constrict ever more tightly about the ravaged little mounds that bruised hopelessly with livid purple lesions. 

As Charlotte tripped again, Malaric concentrated his latest attack on her helplessly exposed rear. He reddened her bottom with a brutal flogging that kept her from finding her feet and had her wailing with pathetic futility. When she finally regained her precarious balance, she was once more stretched out to her fullest extent before him and he took the opportunity to apply the lash to a section of the tanglethorn that had nestled in the line where her buttocks met her thighs. 

The blow was merciless and drove the needles deep. 

Charlotte staggered and slipped once more, her legs flailing and pain threatening to steal her consciousness. She could barely determine one harsh blow from the next in the confusing maelstrom of pain. She twisted and rotated as the rope turned, displaying her ravaged body before her tormentor. Malaric delighted in the complete subjugation of his victim but his depravity was boundless and he was far from finished with her. 

With the cold ferocity of his lascivious desire, he turned the fury of the whip on Charlotte’s poor restricted breasts. The terrible sensation, like a scythe against her delicate orbs, jolted her back to full wakefulness and a renewed tumult of unbearable agony. Her suffering now was at such a peak of intensity that she had surpassed pain and entered the realm of unknown sensations beyond physical experience. She sobbed as the flame within her blazed to a sort of ecstasy. And the beating went on, driving her relentlessly to unleash the fire. 

Sexual lust was the only outlet for such an inferno. Charlotte had been filled with it at the beginning of her ordeal and Malaric knew that it still surged within her, seemingly suppressed by her torment but actually stoked and tempered by it, merely awaiting the precise trigger that would unleash her arousal. 

There was one spot to which the warrior had not yet applied the flail and where the barbs of the tanglethorn still waited to sink like daggers into Charlotte’s intimacy. Malaric smiled with dark glee as he lashed out at her unprotected sex. 

The suede tails of the whip slapped savagely against their target, stinging the pink folds of her labia and laying open her gorgeous cunt. Again the leather smacked her, bringing hot moisture to her open slit. The third blow was less specifically aimed and took in the whole area between her legs, driving the spikes of the plant against the vulnerable softness of her pink petals and the hairless perfection of her pubic mound. 

This was the thrilling peak of the torture and Charlotte moaned with a wanton pleasure that she could not have appreciated had she not been raised through the depraved strata of pain to the highest echelons of agony. All over her body the wicked thorns wept tiny red tears against the moonlit splendour of her skin. Malaric watched the cochineal beads threatening to become trickles at her breasts and between her legs. Little rivulets already graced the rest of her magnificent figure. And this tortured slave-goddess, like a dream of Gothic beauty, was now consumed with the desire for orgasm. 

She was raving, incoherent, begging to be fucked through her tears and her sighs of pain. Malaric freed the rope from the nearby tree then quickly began to remove his boots and his leather trousers. Charlotte could not stand and, as soon as she was released, she plunged to the ground, dragged down by the weight of the branch that stabbed her shoulders as she fell on top of it. She lay slumped on the ground in exhausted immobility. Her muscles were utterly fatigued. But she did not swoon, nor was she the easy prey of senseless oblivion. She was charged with passion and wide awake. 

Almost immediately, Malaric was on top of her, his muscular, naked body pressed against hers. He made no effort to free her, nor to make her more comfortable. His weight pressed down on her fragile form, driving the broken twigs of the branch deeper into her flesh. And where he caressed her the barbs of the tanglethorn pierced her skin more severely. 

She cried out at his touch but he was undeterred and took pleasure in kneading her sensitive breasts until she thrashed wildly; kicking and swearing and weeping uncontrollably. Then he was thrusting her legs apart, causing further stabbing pains. But, nonetheless, she welcomed him into her restricted embrace as his hard, ivory cock found the ravaged wetness of her delicate flower. 

He entered her with a smooth movement that took him deep within and she wrapped her legs around him to gain as full a penetration as she could bear. She wished that she could hug him to her but her arms were splayed wide. Yet he knew her desires and compressed her beneath him; pulling one of her legs up under his arm, crushing her breasts and grabbing a handful of her lustrous hair. 

As he began to drive in and out of her sodden pussy, the working of the tanglethorn barbs into every inch of her flesh became a familiar backdrop of pain. The movement of the spines within her wounds became intimately linked with the rhythm of his thrusts until Charlotte felt that her whole body was being fucked. She shivered with depraved delight and her cunt quivered as she worked her hips to rub her clitoris against her lover’s body. 

She was panting now with the bliss of her rising orgasm. Blinking away her former tears, she gazed into Malaric’s face. His black hair hung forward, concealing much of his noble features but his eyes still blazed with the red lust Charlotte had never seen before. His determined expression as he fucked her could have indicated battle rage as easily as sexual ardour. Charlotte was drowning in pain and pleasure and those eyes. 

Her astonishing climax came hard upon her. She was carried momentarily beyond the flesh and rose up like a demon revelling in torment. Her body shook until she thought she might die but, in that moment, she cared for nothing but the experience. All consequences were meaningless. Her sex twitched and spasmed, giving up a lustful flood that bathed her lover’s penis and soaked the forest floor in joyous libations.



Then she was an aching, panting, feral being – back in her body and knowing all the terrors of her ordeal, but laughing as if possessed by some forest spirit. She was wild and free and glorying in her ecstatic orgasmic release. 

“Oh…” she sighed, unable to express the overwhelming intensity of her feelings. “Your eyes…”

Malaric blinked and his eyes were a cold blue once more. His fire turned to ice in an instant. Charlotte would have been afraid then, so sudden was the transformation, but she was exultant and beyond fright. 

He pulled abruptly from her sodden cunt and Charlotte felt wet lust dribbling from her. But it was not his. He pulled her leg across her body and, though she could not roll over, for her arms were pinned down by the branch, she twisted her hips and came over onto her side. He pushed her knees up towards her bound breasts, an action that pulled at her shoulder and reminded her that she had lost all sensation in her arms. 

In this position, the warrior’s ample manhood was poised between Charlotte’s buttocks and he pressed his burgeoning head against the subtle pout of her anus. She was tight and lusciously resistant but she had been moistened by the copious secretions of her sated cunt and was far beyond striving against him. His throbbing rod sank slowly but forcefully into her rectum and she gasped as he filled her. Despite all her debauched experiences, the sensation of anal penetration never failed to take her breath away with its curious combination of discomfort and delight. 

Now it was Malaric’s turn to stare into Charlotte’s eyes as he moved his prick within her. His thrusts were unrelenting, escalating towards a brutal pounding that had Charlotte groaning at the vigour of his violation. Sadistically, he took hold of the little bloated orbs of her breasts and squeezed them hard. He could feel the tautness of his cock, and his balls were ready to give up their seed, but still he clung on, ramming his penis recklessly into Charlotte’s lust slickened rear.



Needing to see her conquered by her suffering, he moved his right hand to her cunt and took a handful of her flesh. His thumb slipped into her damp opening while his palm and fingers ground the piercing thorns into her soft pink folds. 

This was the catalyst that was required and Charlotte could no longer hold back her tears. Utterly violated once again, she wept at the pure realisation of her vulnerability. Malaric licked the starlit moisture from her eyes as his cock spasmed and spurted forth the culmination of his merciless lust. 

He lay on top of her for a while, idly massaging her cunt with one hand and her breasts with the other. His cock twitched and gave up the last seepage of his sperm deep in Charlotte’s bowels before it slowly began to diminish. He was utterly sated and would soon be ready to sleep. She was numb from the pain and the cold and the unrelenting abuse. And while she had never regretted a sexual adventure before, this time she could not quite blot the consequences from her mind. In a few short hours they would be travelling on. She would need all her strength but, instead, she was ravaged and wounded. She wasn’t even sure that the witch and the sorcerer wouldn’t just leave her behind. 

Eventually Malaric got up. She looked at him with helpless expectancy, hoping that he would smile indulgently and free her from bondage. Instead he stood nearby looking impassively down at her despoiled figure - still incredibly beautiful in her abject defencelessness. Then, turning from her, he moved a few steps away and, with a grateful sigh of relief, he began to piss on the ground. The stream of his urine danced over the twigs and leaves that littered the forest floor and made the ground beneath them run slick with wet brown mud. 

He seemed inordinately full, but finally the outpouring ceased and once again he grunted with animal gratification. Then he returned to Charlotte’s prone form and, this time, he did smile. He reached for the branch to which she was tied and she wondered how long it would take for the circulation to return feeling to her crumpled fingers. 

But he did not free her. 

Instead, he took up the end of the branch and lifted it with effortless strength, pivoting Charlotte’s arms so that her body was pulled up and the terrible tanglethorn tore against her flesh, pulling free in places and scoring lacerations in others. When the post was upright, jagged splinters of wood gouged unbearably into Charlotte’s shoulders. And then she was falling forward with nothing to mitigate the impact as her body hit the ground. Her breasts, so hopelessly sore that she thought they would never recover, were crushed against the forest floor. Her face was plummeted into the muddy piss puddle that Malaric had created. 

The warrior retrieved his boots and his trousers from under a nearby tree. Then, with a last appreciative glance at her lacerated arse, he abandoned Charlotte and returned to the dying light of the fire. 

In the circle of warmth, he placed some additional kindling on the glowing embers and flames sprang up. When he was sure the fire would take hold, he added more wood and was well satisfied with the ensuing blaze. Finding his bedroll and a couple of blankets, he snuggled down to sleep under the stars. Before oblivion claimed him he spared a thought for Ashmina, wondering that she had not yet returned from her wanderings, but Charlotte was no longer on his mind. 

She lay shivering in the darkness; her tears mingling with the warrior’s piss, her body a broken travesty. Even the moon had deserted her, slinking behind thick black clouds that threatened rain. Mournful in the lunar light, hungry wolves howled in the depths of the forest.






  


Turning Points

 

The red haze rushed in from the periphery of Alita’s vision, sweeping upon her so suddenly that she was caught up in a wave of dizziness. Her head swam with clinging shadows that sucked at her mind like a quagmire of congealing blood. Sure that she would fall into a faint, she thrust out her hands to steady herself and caught hold of the edge of the font. The feel of the cold stone – hard and utterly physical - brought her focus back to reality. 

Her naked body was adorned with a sheen of perspiration and she had to fight off a surge of nausea as she took in her surroundings. She was back in the dismal hall of demons, before the onyx statue of Taurgavisto. 

“Was that…Was that real? ” she demanded. 

“What a deep philosophical question,” the demon mocked. “What is real? What is truth? Are you sure you are ready to know these things? ”

“You know what I meant,” Alita countered impatiently. “Was that really happening to my mis… to Charlotte? ”

“The Vision of Traalgoom is as real as anything in this world. You have seen actual events. ”

“Then…”Alita was taken aback; shocked both by what she had seen and by the power of the magic. She needed time to think. “I must go,” she said. 

“Of course,” Taurgavisto replied. “But you will return. And I will be… waiting. ”

If the stone statue could have smiled, Alita would have shuddered at its sardonic grin. As it was she had already caught up her nightdress and the Black Book of Satakh and fled from the room. 

 

***

 



While the moonlight had glimmered magically in the mirror of the lake, Ashmina had communed with the shadows of the wilderness. Whether the forest spirits had whispered wicked thoughts to her or whether her dark plots had arisen entirely from her own nefarious psyche, she had finally committed herself to a course of theft and duplicity. 

After all, she reasoned, she was a witch and descended from a renowned if not glorified line of witches. Deceit was in her blood. Treachery was as natural to her as breathing. She had learned the worship of evil at her mother’s knee; fairytales of torture and depravity, songs of lust and betrayal. 

Her companions must become her pawns; serving her needs, albeit unknowingly at first. The girl, she thought, could not be too hard to manipulate. Her curious origins aside, she had no magical abilities and seemed to have no martial skills. Ashmina’s only concern was whether Charlotte could be of any use to her at all. 

Malaric was a different matter. He was both a warrior and a sorcerer. He was stealthy and strong, skilled with sword and bow. And she had no idea of the extent of his wizardly powers. 

And he had the Wand of Zalmoora. 

The wand was an object steeped in myth and mystery. Ashmina did not know its origins or the full extent of its powers. But she knew that Malphegor would not have chosen to use it in his desperate last rite unless its magic was truly formidable. Malaric had been able to channel its fearsome energy to close the dangerous rift between the worlds that the mad wizard had opened. And he had carried the wand with him ever since; thrust through his belt or concealed in his pack. It was an artefact from the time of the First Empire, when the legendary Seer-Queens had reigned supreme. And Ashmina knew that she must have it. 

Now that Malaric carried the wand of Zalmoora he could be a very dangerous foe indeed. 

On the other hand, he had once been bound by the wizard Malphegor – a sorcerer of great might and cunning who had forced Malaric to serve his evil will. If the warrior could be defeated once, he could surely be subjugated again. Perhaps not by direct force. But Ashmina had other more subtle methods. 

She emerged from the trees into the circle of the firelight and looked down at Malaric’s sleeping form. He was too trusting, she thought; lying there defenceless, vulnerable to all manner of stealthy attacks. Briefly, she pictured herself plunging her dagger into his heart. She shivered with sinister pleasure at the thought. But for now she needed him – to guide them through Arkadia and across the Desheran desert. But after that? Perhaps she would abandon him to pursue his own quest or perhaps she would make him her slave. 

As for the girl…Ashmina looked around for Charlotte’s sleeping form. Seeing nothing, she smiled knowingly. So the ganjura weed she had surreptitiously cast into the fire as she left the clearing had done its job. This so-called sorcerer was easier to manipulate than she had imagined. 

She found Charlotte face down amongst the trees. “Just in time…” she murmured as she knelt silently next to the prone girl’s lovely lacerated rear. The witch glanced slyly about her then quickly grabbed the girl’s buttocks and parted them with her hands. Malaric’s ejaculation began to ooze wetly from Charlotte’s anus. Without hesitation, Ashmina got down and sucked the slippery sperm from the bound girl’s rectum. 

“Uh, what the…” Charlotte moaned as consciousness returned. “Hey! Get off me. ”She could barely struggle in her weakened state. 

Ashmina had already backed away. She removed a green glass vial from her bodice and delicately spat into it. She looked at the contents as she replaced the ornate little stopper. “Just enough…” she whispered. Then she concealed her prize and crouched once more at Charlotte’s side. 

“Don’t be afraid,” she soothed. “It’s me, Ashmina. Dear girl, what has he done to you? ”

“Help me,” Charlotte moaned pitifully. 

“Of course,” the witch replied. “Now, let me untie you. ”



Once the branch was removed and Charlotte was rolled over onto a drier patch of ground, Ashmina set to the laborious task of unwinding the tanglethorn from her body. Each barb had to be carefully prised from the flesh and each left its bloody little mark. Charlotte wept at the pain of her disentanglement. 

“Don’t worry,” the witch reassured her. “I have some soothing balm that will close these wounds as if they had never been. In the morning your skin will be flawless once again. ”

Charlotte knew that such miracles were in the witch’s power. “But my breasts,” she moaned. 

“Yes, I know they hurt,” Ashmina replied calmly, “but the bindvine cannot be removed by force. Once you are entirely free of the tanglethorn, I will help you down to the lake. Water counteracts the adhesive properties of the plant. ”

And so the witch put on the mask of tenderness and freed Charlotte from her painful bondage. She supported the stumbling girl as she half guided and half carried her down to the chilly waters. A brief submersion allowed her to slip the hateful nooses from Charlotte’s ravaged breasts. Then she returned her shivering patient to the fireside where she applied the magical balm to the poor girl’s numerous puncture wounds and livid abrasions. 

As the fire died down, Ashmina began to whisper a soft lullaby; an enchantress’s tune from her unorthodox childhood. And, finally, snuggled together in blankets and furs, the two girls succumbed to the welcome embrace of sleep. 

 

***

 

Alita slammed her bedroom door and threw herself onto the bed. She balled her fists in frustration and beat them against the silken covers. She wanted to scream with jealousy. Charlotte was her mistress. No one else should be so intimate with her. And there was something else. She was the submissive one. She deserved the most elaborate torments.



She was filled with rage. Charlotte and Malaric. Together in such a way. She hated them both. 

But the hatred and the anger were already passing. Alita was too self-aware not to recognize her own jealousy. And too pragmatic to be surprised at what she had seen. After all, her mistress and the warrior had been together many times before. It was just that Charlotte had always come back to her. 

And such punishments were so powerful. Surely they would change her mistress - perhaps forever. She should have been there for such a pivotal event. But she was only a slave-girl, she reasoned, and had no right to expect anyone to think of her. 

Or was she just a slave-girl? If her mistress could suffer so submissively, could she not rise to dominance? And who was there to make a slave of her now? 

Certainly not the demon Taurgavisto, she smiled. 

Not while she had the book. 

Alita retrieved the Black Book of Satakh from where, in her fury, she had dropped it on the floor. She sat cross-legged on the bed and opened the dread tome in her lap. The translation of the volume’s ancient runes was far beyond her limited education. So she simply closed her eyes and let the dark glamour of the grimoire’s mystic energy flood over her naked body and seep into her soul. 

 

***

 

Outside the bedroom door, a tiny figure crouched. Her limbs were pale and slender, her hair like winter sunlight, her eyes like frozen oceans. The shadows that haunted the citadel seemed to embrace her warily; an indication of her terrible power. Her delicate form gave no hint of her fearsome reputation amongst the denizens of the spirit realms. 

The Vanamor was born to the magic of the wilderness. The gods of frozen forests and the demons of the icy wastes were her allies. Yet she could feel the mystic energy of the book. And she could sense that its essence was entering into the slave-girl Alita, just as she was imbued with the dread enchantment of a more natural magic. 

She was curious. 

Curious enough to stay in the Obsidian Citadel and observe the play of events, even though the sorcerer Malaric had freed her from the tower room in which he had kept her imprisoned. Now he was gone on some quest – for such was the way of adventurous souls – and he had severed the ties of the spells that bound her. 

The wolves of the forest called her secret name. “Come away,” they said. “Run with us. ”But still she lingered; fascinated by the dark energy of a sort of magic she had never come across before. There would be time enough to run with the wolves, and to seek out her homeland beyond the mountains. 

But first she would watch the girl with the book. And protect her from the sinister wiles of demons. Just as Malaric had asked. 

 

***

 

Prince Kallinikos rode into Welleraine Woods with two octs of the Sapphirian Guard. His horse was exhausted and frothing at the mouth. He was tired himself but seething with a rage that kept him alert and forced all thoughts of rest from his mind. 

No outriders had emerged from the forest to meet his contingent and the prince knew before he entered the vast clearing that his supposed allies would not be there to greet him. But they had been there. 

The clearing was an eminently suitable place for an army to gather. It was a wide open space with a great deal of flat ground, yet it was fully concealed by the woods. And there was a fresh water spring nearby. 

The rendezvous point had been made even larger by the felling of numerous trees. And the ground had been churned to a muddy swamp by the countless feet of men and beasts. 

Before the prince was the gruesome tableau that the hordes of the Varg had left behind. A single wooden pillar, once reddened by countless bloody libations but now almost black with congealed gore, stood alone in the centre of the clearing. It was horrifically decorated with the severed heads of his loyal followers; the soldiers of his army and the elite Sapphirian Guards. They were attached by sharp stakes which had been driven through gaping mouths and blind eye-sockets into the heart of the wood. At the base of the totemic structure, headless corpses were heaped in gory profusion. 

The Arkadians looked on, aghast. 

“Slaughtered… In the name of Volden, The Wolf Lord…”

The prince’s horse shied as his warriors spun round at the sound of the voice and a dozen swords sang free of their scabbards. 

A figure emerged from the shade of the forest; limping and gore-streaked. He clutched a broken spear in his bloody hand. “No others survived,” he continued. “Those that fled are hanging by their necks from the twisted trees of the deep wood. ”

“But you survived,” a burly sergeant accused. 

“I was more subtle than the rest. ”

“And has it not always been so, Garrick? ”The prince dismounted, waving down the raised swords of his companions. “Are you not the most devious of my spies and the most gifted of my rangers? ”

“I am a simple scout, my lord. A finder of that which is lost. A skulker in shadows. ”

“Indeed,” the prince smiled. “It seems your skills have served you well. ”

“Well enough this time, my lord. ”

“What happened here, Garrick? What brought my men to such a grim end? ”

The scout came forward and took a water bottle from a proffered hand to quench his thirst. “The Varg live for battle, my lord,” he began. “They waited a while for your coming. But then their shamans became restless. There were signs in the forest; omens of battle and…” - he cleared his throat nervously – “and of betrayal. 

“Some said that you would never arrive. Others spoke only of the riches of Kharis – a city ripe for plunder. The bravest of your men spoke out on your behalf. But there were too few of us. Our voices were lost in the clamour for slaughter. 

“Have you seen the Varg, my lord? Have any of you? They are beasts, not men. They are wild and savage. See what they have done here…”He indicated the sacrificial post and the mutilated remains of the dead. “You sought to bind these monsters to your will, my lord. But now that their wrath is unleashed, I fear for our city – our home – and all those who stand in their path. ”

Kallinikos was unused to such open criticism. He knew he would have to take control of the situation immediately; before the seeds of doubt took hold amongst his men. He had hoped to use the Varg to take the City of Pleasure for himself. The mere threat of their presence should have been enough. He had offered up large tracts of land to them in the north, betraying allies to do so. He had thought they would worship him as a god. Silently, he cursed himself for believing that they would keep their side of the bargain. Now even his hold on the Sapphire Palace was under threat. 

“You have done well, Garrick,” he said, but his cold tone belied his words. 

He mounted his horse once more and raised his voice in command. “We stay only long enough to obtain fresh water. Then we ride for Kharis. Hurry, there is little time. ”

“But, my lord,” came a soldier’s voice, “what of the dead? We cannot leave them here… like that; dishonoured and without the proper rites. We cannot allow the shades of fine Arkadian warriors to serve as slaves to the ghost-kings of the Varg in some ice-ridden, northern hell. ”

“Would you rather your families were carried off to be the living slaves of such monsters? ” the prince retorted. “There will be time enough for the dead when we have secured freedom for the living. ”

At his words, the soldiers moved into action, preparing to ride forth once more. 

Cautiously, Garrick approached the prince. “There is one more thing, my lord,” he ventured in a hushed tone. “The most fearsome of the Varg shamans spoke of another prize; an object of great worth. It seemed more valuable to them than all the treasures of Kharis. That is why they could not wait for you, my lord. They were so desperate for the return of this… thing. Something stolen from them, they said…”His voice fell to barely a whisper. “They called it the Vanamor. The Vanamor must be returned, they said. My lord, do you know of such a thing? ”

Cold horror seethed in the prince’s veins. How could he not have foreseen this? And how now could he bargain with the bestial Varg? 

In that moment he wanted to lash out with his sword and leave Garrick’s headless corpse to lie in the forest glade with the rest of the dead. But his cold calculation checked his rabid rage. 

“You are entirely ignorant of mythology, Garrick? ”

“Entirely, my lord. ”

“Then listen carefully to me and I will spin you a wild tale of the icy north. ”

“Now, my lord? ”

“Yes, you fool, now. For I need your skills. I need you to find something for me. A treasure indeed. An object of great worth. But not perhaps the sort of object you suppose. ”

“I track people, my lord, not treasure,” Garrick mumbled. 

“Excellent,” the prince replied. “Then we are both agreed that you are the perfect man for the job. ”






  


A Failed Experiment

 

The inferno stretched endlessly around her naked body. She seemed to float in a space devoid of anything solid but filled with billowing waves of unquenchable fire. The flames licked at her body, caressing her with flickering tongues. 

The heat was so intense as to be almost unbearable. But there was no pain. She wasn’t burning even though she was bathing in an infinite abyss of fiery torment. Not even her hair was singed, just surrounded by the same halo of blazing wonder that played hot and vibrant about her voluptuous form. 

From within the sea of flame, a series of glimmering figures began to emerge. They seemed at one with the fire, at once separate entities and an integral part of the maelstrom. They were golden and orange and red and their forms were constantly evolving from clouds of undifferentiated flame into blazing suggestions of humanoid figures - now thin as burning twigs, now fat as slews of molten lava. 

The elementals gathered around the girl, touching her with the insubstantial traces of flame at the ends of their fiery limbs. Their lust for her was infinite. 

The teasing caresses became shuddering embraces that engulfed their naked victim in ever more passionate floods of light and fire. Just as one of them was about to overwhelm her with the suffocating heat of its embrace, it would dissolve into the roiling mass. Then another would pour its attentions over her luscious nudity. 

She was vaguely aware that she must be dreaming. But she could not remember how to wake up or, indeed, if she wanted to wake up. The experience was becoming more and more intense and increasingly erotic. Her fiery lovers were conjuring her arousal and the juice of it steamed from her cunt. 

All thoughts were now swept away. The girl had no idea who she was or what her name might be, or if she had even had a name or any sort of existence outside of the fiery realm into which she had somehow drifted. She had no desire now but total consummation. 

She opened herself to the ardent insistence of the beings that surrounded her. Flaming tendrils blazed about her naked form, searching for her sensitive spots and the openings of her flesh. Thrusting between her legs, the inferno entered her body and she was filled with searing lust. 

The girl thrashed and screamed as she was burned up from within. She felt that she would burst, that she would die, that she was being born. Orgasm was a hopelessly inadequate pleasure compared to this utter dissolution. All that she had been was purified and then annihilated as she became one with the conflagration. 

She woke with a shout of utter joy. Her heart was pounding and she was soaked in sweat. 

But as the real world reasserted itself, her blissful reverie congealed into horrified dismay. 

“Another failure,” the scientist commented, turning to his assistant. “Re-run the cerebral scans. See if you can decode the trajectories. ”

Cathy’s vision was clearing but her memory was still hazy. She could just make out the two men in their white lab coats. 

“What about her? ” the second figure asked. 

“One try each,” came the reply. “No second chances. All the data we need is in the computer. She’s of no further use to us. ”

“Where am I? ” the girl managed as she tried to sit up. Panic gripped her as she discovered that she was restrained, tied down on an uncomfortable trolley-bed. She and the two men were surrounded by computers and ominous scientific equipment. She was horrified to realise that she was attached to some of the machines by a series of wires. There was a drip tube in her arm and she had taken enough drugs to know that she was high now from the residue of whatever had been pumped into her veins. 

“If you’re done with her,” the lab assistant began, “then I might just wheel her out the back, you know, just for a bit…”

“You sick fuck,” the scientist replied. “Oh, do what you want. Go on. But be quick. I want you back here before I’ve finished running the post-transition tests. And you can go through the fucking data this time. ”

The lad began to detach the sensors from Cathy’s skin. They pulled stickily free from her flesh. Then he began to move the trolley. 

“Oh and Dean,” the scientist continued. “Give her one from me. ”

They both smiled. 

“Where do you think you’re going? ”The voice had the tone of authority. A figure had silently entered the room. He was tall and imposing. He wore a black suit and an expression of barely suppressed fury. 

“Er, n-nowhere,” Dean stuttered. “I was, er, just wheeling her out of the way. So we could get on with the… d-data analysis…”

“Then clearly you have failed again. Perhaps you should have waited for Doctor Hayling. ”

“Yes,” said a new voice. “Quite right! I gave strict instructions that you were not to proceed without me. ”

Doctor Hayling emerged from where he had been cringing behind the black-clad figure. He was always terrified when he was in the presence of that man. But now that the potential for blame seemed to be focused on another, his fear made him manic in his need to justify his own position. 

“Your incompetence has cost us dearly,” he continued in a voice that shook with nervous tension. “What do you think you were doing, Doctor Brice? ”

The scientist was indignant. “Trying to salvage this project,” he replied. “Your… leadership,” – he spat the word sarcastically – “your interference in these experiments has been of no value whatsoever. We’re no closer to a solution than we were when we started…”

“You simply don’t understand the progress we’ve made,” Hayling countered quickly. “And now you have wasted a perfectly good subject…”

Brice had lost his temper. “You arrogant twat…”



“Silence. ”The man in the black suit brought order to the situation through intimidation. “You,” he said, turning to Dean who felt in that moment that he could piss himself with fear. “Take her down. You know the drill. And no recreation along the way. Understand? ”

The lad nodded vigorously and began to wheel the trolley away. 

“Wait…Help me…” Cathy mumbled incoherently but she was ignored. 

“Doctor Brice,” the man in the black suit continued. “You are not in charge of this project. We cannot allow you to pick and choose your own experiments. Young girls are not so easy to come by that we can afford to waste them. ”

“But…” the scientist began to protest as the dismal figure approached him. 

“You have made too many mistakes, doctor. My master does not tolerate failure. ”

From within his black jacket, he produced a serrated knife. Brice backed up against a computer bank. Helplessly, he scanned the room for an escape route but there was none. Then he screamed as bloody vengeance fell upon him. 

Hayling looked on in impotent horror. 

The scientist’s body slumped to the ground, his white lab coat splattered with crimson gore. The man in the black suit turned from the corpse without concern. His voice was perfectly calm as he drew out a handkerchief and began to wipe the blade of his knife. “She was the last of our supply,” he said, referring to Cathy. “The dungeon cells are empty and it is becoming more and more difficult to procure subjects without drawing unwanted attention. Still, Doctor Hayling, I’m sure a man of your resourceful character will find a way to proceed. ”

Doctor Hayling felt a surge of panic. “Surely you don’t mean that I should…You’re not suggesting that I…I couldn’t. ”

“You must, doctor. Or you will face the same fate as your erstwhile colleague. As I said, my master does not tolerate failure. And you yourself have assured me that we are close to success. ”

“But how would I find…Oh, please, no…”

The man in the black suit fingered the blade of his knife suggestively. “I will leave the details entirely up to you,” he smiled. “But don’t forget what my master has said about the girl’s suitability. ”

“But…” the doctor began tremulously. 

“I know,”the man cut him off before he could begin. “You do not believe that the subject’s sexual energy is an important factor. ”

“I wasn’t…It is the trajectories that are important. The scientific data. ”

“You have your science and we have ours, doctor. This project is an unprecedented amalgamation of the two. We are doing great work here. Great work. And for my master’s sake – for all our sakes – we must not fail. ”

It was clear that the conversation was at an end. 

Dean wheeled Cathy along a sloping U-shaped tunnel that led from the laboratory area to the dungeon beneath. They came around the bend and began to pass a series of empty cells. The lad chatted away cheerfully to the terror-stricken girl, glad to be out of the presence of his superiors. 

“No one in ‘em now,” he disclosed. “There used to be loads. When I started here, there was, like, ten or something. They were pretty girls. Not as pretty as you though – I’d definitely give you one – but, yeah, pretty. ”

Cathy was struggling to maintain consciousness. She slipped back and forth between blissful unawareness and horrific realisation of her situation. Every time her perception regained its focus on reality she had to endure again the shock of despair. 

Her memory was extremely hazy and came back only in flashes. A deserted road, late at night. Someone was there. She remembered hitting the pavement but not being bundled into the car. Where had she been? Some nightclub. Lights. Music. “Kill the Pope…” she murmured. 

“What? ” said Dean. “You comin’ round again? Not to worry; nearly there. ”He sighed wistfully. “Don’t know what’ll happen when you’re gone. You’re the last one, see. ‘Spect they’ll get more. Probably not as nice as you though. ”

“Gone? ”Cathy’s voice was a pitiful whisper. 

“Can’t really let you go now, can they? Fuck, I get all the shit jobs. Dean, get rid of the body. Dean, mop up the blood. Bastards. ”

Cathy was trying to control her panic. Trying to think. 

Her captor was oblivious. “Dean, wheel the pretty girl down to her death. But no fucking. Can’t touch ‘em. Cunts. ”

“Dean…”

“Yeah? Oh, look at you. You’re, like, all woken up. Shit, I’m sorry you’re awake really. It’ll probably be worse…”

“Dean…” Cathy mumbled again. 

“Don’t worry, that’s the last cell. Nearly there now, just round this bend. ”

The last cell. The finality of that statement cut through Cathy’s stupor. “Dean,” she said, “untie me. ”

He couldn’t comply. But he stopped the trolley to tell her so. “Oh, no, I can’t do that,” he explained. “Fuck. More than my life’s worth. You’ve gotta be sacrificed, just like all the others. The master – the monster I calls him – needs blood see; gets all the girls. Greedy bastard if you ask me. ”

“Just for a bit. He could have me later. ”

“No, no…I couldn’t. Why would I? ”He began to push the trolley again. 

“Dean,” said Cathy firmly. 

“What? ”

“Fuck me. ”

That changed everything. 

Dean kicked the door of the last cell and it swung open. He wheeled the trolley inside. Then, with a last quick look down the corridor, he pushed the door closed and turned to Cathy’s prone form. 

He’d fancied her from the start. With her blonde curls and her pretty scared eyes she looked so helpless. And she wasn’t too skinny. She looked soft and, to Dean, malleable and inviting. He couldn’t help but be turned on by her as she lay bound and beautiful before him. 

But there were rules about what he could do with the girls. Stupid rules, he thought, made up by the terrifying man in black whose motivations he did not understand. He didn’t want to think about that man now, nor what he would do if he found out Dean had disobeyed him. 

“Tosser,” Dean whispered and turned his attention back to Cathy. 

Her ankles were bound slightly apart so he could see the delicate cleft of her sex. He touched her there experimentally. She was wet and that really excited him. The last girl he had fucked had been utterly dry and he’d had to moisten her cunt with his tongue before he could enter her. But she had been comatose and this one was a least partially awake. 

Dean kicked off his shoes and began to undo his trousers. When he got them off, he seemed almost comical; his hairy legs and his erect penis were exposed but he still wore his patterned socks and his lab coat. Nonetheless, he was ready to climb on top of Cathy’s vulnerable and voluptuous body. 

“Wait,” she whispered. “I really fancy you. See how wet I am. ”

“Yeah,” said Dean as he fingered her moist slit. “I’m gonna fuck you good. ”

“Oh, yes,” she agreed. “But you don’t have to put it straight in me. Touch my clit. A little higher. Yeah, that’s it. Oh, that’s so good. ”

Dean looked cheerful. 

“Before I… have to go,” Cathy continued, “you could give me a last orgasm. Wouldn’t you like to make me come with your cock? ”

“I want to put it in you,” Dean replied simply. 

“Oh, you can. I want that too. But I just want you to stroke me for a minute. So that when you put it in me I come all over your hard cock. ”She paused. “Dean, your penis is so big and hard, while you’re touching me up, I could suck it for you. Wouldn’t you like that? ”

“Sure,” Dean grinned. This was turning out better than he had planned. He was pretty sure he’d never given a girl an orgasm before. And this one was begging him for it. He was absolutely sure no one had ever voluntarily sucked his cock. After all, most of his experience was with semi-conscious victims. He thrust his erection enthusiastically towards Cathy’s face. 

She licked her lips and opened her mouth submissively. At that moment Dean thought it was the sexiest thing he had ever seen. He wasn’t used to getting any reaction to his advances. It was as if the images that had been confined in his head were now spilling out into the real world. He could hardly believe he was about to plunge his aching rod into the soft wet mouth of a willing girl. 

“Wait,” Cathy teased, twisting her body awkwardly. “I can’t quite… reach you. It’s the wrong angle. No…”

She made a show of turning her torso, a movement that caused her to jiggle her ample breasts delightfully. But every time she almost took him in her mouth, she was somehow pulled away by the restraint of her bondage. She tried again, struggling to reach him. And with each shift of her position the buckle of the strap that bound her right wrist tapped against the metal of the trolley. 

She glanced demurely at the restraint. “If only…” she sighed. But Dean was already leaning across her and pulling the keys from his coat pocket to undo the strap. 

He freed her arm and she immediately reached over and took hold of his cock. She masturbated him gently, afraid that he might come too soon if she was more vigorous. “Oh yes,” he sighed, slipping the keys back into his pocket. “Suck me, please. ”

Cathy took his erection obediently into her mouth, sliding her tongue around his engorged head. “Fuck…” he sighed, closing his eyes and savouring the pleasurable sensation. 

Cathy put her arm around Dean’s hips, pulling him closer and taking him deeper into her throat. He was quivering with arousal, all thoughts of fucking her cunt melting away in the utter loveliness of expertly administered oral gratification. Cathy slipped her hand surreptitiously into Dean’s pocket. 

Then she bit him, savagely, clinging on with the full force of her jaws. 

Dean screamed as utter shock became unthinkable agony. Cathy clamped and chewed and tore her head back violently, then spat blood as Dean staggered back in abject horror. 

He looked down at his ruined member and promptly fainted. 

Cathy lost no time in trying the keys in the locks of her restraints, freeing first her left arm and then her ankles. As she fumbled with the last padlock she heard Dean groan. The adrenaline rush that had floored him was already passing. 

She rolled off the trolley but her legs gave way and she slumped to the ground fighting her own head-rush. She fell face to face with Dean’s gory wound but she had no time to think about what she had done. He was already moving. She struggled to stand, supporting herself on the trolley, then staggered towards the door. 

Everything was an appalling effort. Her head swam and dizziness threatened to drag her down. She could hear movement behind her as she reached the door. It was not locked but it was heavier than she expected and she strained to pull it open. 

“Arggh…” Dean moaned as consciousness returned. “Fuck. Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck…”

Cathy knew that as soon as he was able he would seek terrible revenge. She heaved the door wide and stumbled out of the cell. 

She wanted to lock him in but, in her weakened and drug-addled state, she could not move the door or work the locking mechanism. She would have to flee. 

To her right, the corridor disappeared round a bend and descended further into the bowels of the earth. She was pretty sure that nothing lay in that direction but certain death, so she turned left and headed past the row of cells, returning the way she had come. 

Running was impossible for her but Cathy knew she had to move as fast as she could. She swayed unsteadily, supporting herself against the slickly moist wall. Catching her breath, she made her way determinedly onward. 

The thought came to her that if she could make it round the bend and out of sight Dean would have to check to see if she was hiding in any of the cells. Perhaps it would give her the time she needed to escape. 

The thought was a fleeting dream. 

Just as she began to believe she might make it, a figure appeared from round the bend in the corridor ahead of her. The man in the black suit regarded the naked girl with a sort of dispassionate amusement. Perhaps he surmised from her blood stained chin what fate had befallen the hapless Dean. 

As if to confirm his suspicion, at that moment the lad reeled out of the far cell, his trousers balled up and clutched desperately to his crotch. He was clearly in pain, and gripped by panic. He slid in his socks and tripped, falling on the cold floor of the corridor. Despite his wound, he would have picked himself up and continued his pathetic pursuit, had his eyes not fallen on the figure that now loomed towards him, dragging Cathy by her arm. 

Dean wept in a paroxysm of terror. 

“I’m sorry…I didn’t…Please, don’t…”

The brief moment of sardonic amusement was over. The face of the man in the black suit was now a cold, emotionless mask. But murderous rage burned like balefire in his eyes. 

He grabbed Dean and hauled him to his feet. Then he marched his two victims along the corridor past the vacant cells. Dean mumbled an almost incomprehensible babble of pleas for leniency. Cathy was in a faint and barely able to walk. Nonetheless, they were swept onward in a vice-like grip down into the utmost depths of the building’s subterranean horrors.






  



The House Of Idle Desire 

 

Malaric was the first to reach the crest of the rise and look down on the Southern Sea. The three companions had been heading south-east for days, skirting the southern hills of Arkadia and keeping plenty of distance between them and the troubled lands further north. 

Gothique was now far behind them; a distant memory of evergreen forests and frozen peaks wreathed with snow. Here the climate was warmer and the travelling less arduous. Gentle slopes of undulating grassland had become the unchanging vista through which the trio had ridden. Now the vast expanse of the ocean would be their constant companion as they journeyed east towards Deshera. 

Charlotte rode up beside the warrior as he gazed out across the water. She was transfixed by the beauty of the scene. The tender sunlight of the fading afternoon caressed the rising swell of the turquoise waters and, though she could not see the actual shoreline, she could hear the susurrant breaking of distant waves. 

“Can we ride down to the beach? ” she asked. 

“No,” the warrior replied. “The coast is a breeding ground for monsters. They say the southern oceans are even more dangerous than our northern waters. ”

Charlotte shuddered at the thought of such terrible beasts, the memory of her oceanic voyage aboard the doomed ship Siren arising unbidden in her mind. That was an adventure she had been lucky to survive and she had no desire to encounter the terrors of the deep again. 

“Is it far now to Deshera? ” she asked. 

“Several more days’ ride,” Malaric confided. “We will camp here for the night. Perhaps we will make love beneath the stars. ”

Charlotte was surprised at the warrior’s turn of phrase. Since their night of strange passion in the Gothic forest, he had seemed distant, preoccupied, and he had not approached her for sex. She in turn had felt a bitter resentment that her suffering submission had not brought them closer together. At first she had been angry at the way he had treated her. But, as the days had passed, memories of that night had enflamed her passion on numerous occasions. She found the prospect of being with him again undeniably arousing but she wondered what she could expect from such an encounter. 

“Love? ” she questioned. 

“Of course,” the warrior smiled. She couldn’t tell if his expression was sincere or mocking. 

Ashmina rode up beside them. Her cloak hung open around her shoulders. Her breasts were bare. The breeze caught wisps of her hair in its playful fingers. 

“Admiring the view? ” she asked. 

 

***

 

A week later the trio came to the borderland where the hills of the grassy expanse began to dissolve into the desert. The lush green pasture had been gradually replaced by hardier, taller grasses that grew in clumps in the increasingly arid earth. The verdant knolls had become dry hillocks of crumbling soil and then little more than sandbanks sheltering the last of the plants. The sea had edged further south with every passing day and had finally disappeared into the glimmering horizon. 

The sun was now the only constant of their journey; a great red eye in the cloudless sky. 

“Should we not have stopped to make camp by now? ” Charlotte asked. It would be dark soon and the transformed landscape was far more treacherous for the horses. 

“We press on,” Malaric replied, “for this is the end of Arkadia and tonight you will sleep in a proper bed. ”

Sure enough, they came before nightfall to a series of structures whose central building resembled an Arkadian villa. Adjacent was a barn and several outbuildings and the whole complex was set in a pleasant swale of cultivated land and decorative gardens. 

“It’s beautiful,” Charlotte marvelled. “What is this place? ”

“The sign above the door says The Grapevine”, Malaric replied, “but the Arkadians call it The Last Tavern or The Traveller’s Rest. The Desherans call it Yaaloreh Mikleth; The House of Idle Desire. ”

With that he spurred his horse on towards the picturesque estate. 

The travellers rode through the exquisitely maintained gardens to a paved courtyard where they were met by a young man with an open smile and an easy manner. He wore a high-collared shirt and leather trousers. His blue eyes were bright in the gloaming. 

The horses pulled up before him and he reached to stroke the mane of Charlotte’s mount. That brief touch seemed to communicate affection, and the animals were instantly at ease with him. It seemed that he would begin a whispered conversation with the horses but Malaric greeted him fondly, interrupting the colloquy. 

“Braedan, it’s good to see you. We seek rooms, good food and Arkadian wine. Are you busy? ”

“Moderately. But we always have a suite for you, Lord Malaric. ”

“Then we will stay for a night or two before we continue our journey into Deshera. I’d ask you to see to the horses but it seems you have already befriended them. ”

“You are most welcome, my lord. I’ll be sure that your mounts are fed and stabled. Go on to the tavern. I’ll bring your belongings presently. ”

“Thank you,” the warrior replied, dismounting and indicating that his companions should do the same. “I trust Yolandra is in good spirits? ”

“She is well my lord. And will be glad of the sight of an old friend. Ladies…”He moved to help Charlotte dismount, his strong arms easily taking her weight as she descended. 

Ashmina did not wait for assistance and swung to the ground unaided. “I trust we are not to stand around all evening exchanging pleasantries with a servant,” she scowled but if Braedan was offended he did not let it show. 

“The evening meal will be ready,” he said simply. 

The main building was more like an expansive villa than a tavern on the outside but, as Malaric led the girls towards a door in the nearer wing, they could hear the sounds of music and conversation that would have graced any Arkadian drinking establishment. As they entered, they were assailed by the scents of skilful cookery that evidenced the truth of Braedan’s assertion about the readiness of dinner. 

As they wove their way between the numerous tables towards the bar, Charlotte surreptitiously regarded the disparate clientele. To her right, a dozen men sat around the largest table drinking wine from ample tankards. Charlotte thought they had the hard look of mercenaries or slave-traders and they kept their weapons near at hand. 

To her left was a smaller group in lighter mood and of a wholly more frivolous demeanour. They laughed and joked and drank their wine from ceramic cups. One of the group, a long haired lad in a bright green shirt, was grinning broadly and had enticed a pretty barmaid to sit upon his knee while he regaled her with some humorous tale. Other buxom wenches moved to and fro between the customers, serving drinks and sharing saucy secrets. 

A couple sat near the fireplace, hand in hand across their table, gazing at each others’ rapt faces, their wine forgotten. It was far too warm for a fire, so the hearth was decorated with a brazen cauldron filled with pretty dried flowers. 

In one corner sat a sinister figure whose features were concealed by the voluminous hood of a long grey cloak. Only her delicate hands gave away her gender as she toyed with her cup. There were several other customers; loners or groups of two or three and Charlotte wondered what so many people could be doing in such a remote place. 

“Malaric, you scoundrel! ”

The voice broke Charlotte’s musing and she looked up to see a handsome woman crossing the room towards the new arrivals. As she came, she discarded her apron to reveal the elaborate emerald dress she wore beneath. It was an opulent gown, seemingly utterly unsuitable for serving in a tavern, with gold embroidery and tiny seed-pearls gracing the ribbed bodice and a flowing silk skirt with multiple layers of decorative lace garniture. 

“How could you come back here? ” the woman demanded as she caught the leather-clad warrior in passionate embrace. “After you broke my heart by leaving. ”She smiled warmly. “Oh, I pined for you,” she said, “and you never sent word…”

“I’m sure you found other ways to amuse yourself in my absence,” Malaric replied wryly. “Besides, it could never have worked between us. ”

“Then you have not come back to marry me and whisk me away to your palace? ” she mocked. 

“When I have secured a suitable palace to retire to,” Malaric said, “then I will undoubtedly send for you and your… services. ”

“Oh yes, you’ll be wanting me to bring my girls…”She seemed about to berate the warrior again but then changed her tack. “And what of your current companions? A room for three, I suppose you’ll be wanting? ”

“This is Charlotte and Ashmina,” Malaric introduced. “They are my travelling companions. And we will be requiring separate rooms,” he paused, thinking, “for two nights. ”

“Indeed? Then I had better warn the girls,” she jibed. She turned to Charlotte and Ashmina. “I am Yolandra,” she introduced herself. “Come ladies; let me show you to your rooms. No doubt you will be wanting a bath before your dinner. Do you have suitable attire? No, no, I will have something laid out for you. And perhaps a drink? Talia will bring chilled wine. And Braedan will bring your belongings. Come along Malaric, you are undoubtedly the most in need of bathing. I’ll make sure Talia brings your refreshment last, just in case she is, er… delayed… in your bathroom…”

 

***

 

Charlotte sat alone at the table, waiting for her companions. She felt wonderful. After so many days of arduous travel it was a blessing to be clean. She had enjoyed the warm bath so much that she had been reluctant to get out. On doing so she had found a sumptuous dress laid out for her and, though the style was a little over elaborate for her taste, the flowing silk felt lovely against her clean skin. The pale blue material of the gown was overlaid with white lace decoration that dropped to the floor in overlapping folds. Charlotte’s only fear was that the dress might be spoiled in the riotous environment of the tavern. 

And the atmosphere in the dining room had become more unruly as the wine flowed freely and the guests grew more boisterous in their intoxication. In one corner a boy now played music on a short wooden flute; apparently well known tunes that were occasionally taken up in song by the livelier party of men. Even the tougher looking group seemed to have mellowed with the advancement of the evening. 

Charlotte sipped her wine; a chilled white from the central Arkadian plains, an area now ravaged by war, its villas and vineyards threatened by Gothic invaders. But her thoughts were not of distant battles, merely of the joyful prospect of a warm meal and a comfortable bed for the night. 

Ashmina appeared at the top of the stairs that led down from the sumptuous suites on the upper floor. She was resplendent in a gown that was the sombre counterpart of Charlotte’s own; a darker blue in shade and embellished with black lace. Charlotte did not mind the rapturous stares with which her companion was greeted as she descended into the room for she had received equally admiring looks on making her own entrance. 

The witch seated herself and ordered refreshment, insisting on an expensive vintage imported from Gothique; a blood red wine infused with wormwood and thyme and sweetened with Vandalusian honey. 

Malaric was the last to arrive. Charlotte could never remember seeing him wear anything but his military leather attire, but now he sported a purple robe with delicate golden brocade at the wide open collar. At the top of the stairs his eyes were an icy blue but, as he came down into the sweet-scented warmth of the dining room, their piercing cold faded to a navy that was almost black and then, in the reflection of the lamplight, brightened, drop by golden drop, to an amber hue Charlotte had never seen before. He smiled with unaffected warmth at his dinner companions, crossed the room and seated himself with them. 

The servant girl, Talia, approached the table and briefly shared a knowing look with the warrior who seemed to have shed his usual panther-like wariness in favour of relaxation and contentment. “Wine, my lord? ” she asked. 

“Red,” he replied, “from the southern hills. Perhaps something from the villas of Denthis. ”The girl hurried away with a skip in her step. 

Malaric slouched into his comfortable chair. “Ah, what it is to be home,” he sighed and Charlotte was instantly intrigued by his comment. She had never seen him so blithe. She had the sense that this place was a part of his mysterious history and that as he looked about the room he was assailed only by pleasant memories and wistful imaginings. 

She was about to ask him a pertinent question but he spoke first. “What will you eat? ” he asked. 

The companions dined first on a vegetable broth flavoured with herbs from the rolling meadows of Arkadia. Then Charlotte and Malaric enjoyed roast synthetoceras – a prehistoric beast that even Charlotte would have struggled to recognise in the wild – flavoured with a piquant source of Vandalusian origin. Ashmina favoured smoked acanthostega from the tarns around Mauvais. A bowl of salad leaves, huge black olives and warm bread accompanied the meal. 

Malaric was unusually garrulous as he ate his spiced meat and quaffed his excellent wine but he kept the conversation light and frivolous, deftly avoiding any references to his past. Pretty Talia was in constant attendance, replenishing cups and clearing away empty plates. It was she who brought the dessert of honeyed pears garnished with bright red salamandrine fruit from the oases of Deshera. Charlotte had never tasted a more delicious sweet. 

“The juice of the salamandrine is said to impart boldness and lust,” Malaric winked. 

Charlotte smiled at his unwonted mischievousness. 

“I know far more potent aphrodisiacs,” Ashmina commented dourly. 

The warrior ignored her. “Eat up,” he recommended, “for there are more delights to be had at The House of Idle Desire than just good food. ”

As if in response to his comment, Yolandra appeared in the centre of the dining room and raised her hands for silence. The music of the Arkadian flute faded away, followed a little less musically by the gradual slurring dissipation of drunken singing. 

“Noble patrons,” the proprietress began, “I sincerely hope that you have enjoyed your meals. ”At this there was a general murmur of appreciation. “No doubt many of you will wish to linger at the bar, sampling our fine selection of wines, ales and spirits. ”At this there were enthusiastic mutterings of approval and the odd cheer from the more inebriated of the establishment’s clientele. “But some of you have travelled far and may, with all graciousness, wish to retire. In anticipation of such wholly understandable desires, I present for your consideration this evening’s selection of our renowned hetairai, whose far-famed skills and willing attentions will enliven the nocturnal hours of weary travellers and jaded libertines alike. ”

At this, a troupe of beautiful girls paraded into the room to the raucous cheers and fervent applause of its occupants. They were clad in semi-transparent silks that clung to their curvaceous forms and were bedecked with glimmering jewels. In form and features they were widely different, being drawn from all the nearer parts of the known world, yet each was as attractive in her own unique way as her beautiful companions. 

Ashmina cast a disparaging eye over the coterie of exquisite damsels. “There is nothing here to compare with the lowliest Gothic slut,” she opined. “No doubt none have the inventiveness or the stamina to satisfy my desires. I will retire alone to muse on the black arcana of witchcraft. ”With that she bade her fellow diners goodnight and headed for the stairs. Charlotte noticed that she paused at the bar to order some trance-inducing liqueur that would no doubt aid her in her meditations. 

Malaric was considering the line of sultry odalisques with some care when Charlotte turned back to him. As the evening had progressed, Charlotte had come to feel sure that she and the enigmatic warrior would be spending the night together. Now she realised that she might have to share him with another. However, as she gazed at the lush variety of potential companions, she felt more than acquiescent to the idea. 

Talia the serving girl came to clear their table. Yolandra was with her, smiling slyly. “Do any of my lovely girls catch your eye? ” she enquired. 

Charlotte tingled with excitement as she leaned toward Malaric and whispered conspiratorially. “Perhaps the pretty Arkadian nymph with the emerald eyes. We could…”

“Yes, yes a fine choice,” Malaric interrupted her as he stood. “Enjoy your evening. ”

He grinned at Yolandra. “If only you yourself could be tempted…” he flirted. “I suppose there is no chance? ”

“None,” Yolandra replied firmly. 

“Very well,” the warrior continued, turning to the hetairai. “You and you. ”

He selected a lithe blonde Skandzan with delicate features and wild eyes and a proud Scythian beauty with a mass of ochre ringlets and generously proportioned breasts. 

“Goodnight my loves,” he called back towards the table as his chosen consorts came into his arms. 

As the warrior walked away, Charlotte was fuming, Yolandra smiling. Talia seemed crestfallen. Then he called over his shoulder to the serving wench. “You girl, fetch another flagon of Arkadian wine. And be sure to deliver it personally to my room. ”Charlotte’s mood blackened further as Talia’s hopes were rekindled. She watched the warrior as he made his way to the stairs. 

“And you, my dear,” Yolandra continued merrily, “no doubt you will be requiring a delectable companion for the night. ”

“No,” said Charlotte petulantly. “Just bring me another drink. ”






  


Three Good Girls

 

Talia stood before the wooden door holding a large flagon of the finest Arkadian wine. She adjusted the plunging neckline of her simple white blouse, revealing as much of her ample cleavage as she could without making it seem intentional. She took a deep breath, shook her dark curls and knocked. 

“Come in. ”

Talia walked into Malaric’s room and closed the door behind her. The sumptuously furnished suite was the most lavish in the establishment, reserved for the most discerning guests. The warrior sat in a throne-like leather armchair, its sides studded with bronze. He waved her over with an appreciative smile and she placed the wine on an ornately carved table to his right. 

“Join me for a drink,” Malaric invited. 

Talia’s eyes widened in surprise. “Really? ”

“Of course. There are goblets over there. ”He indicated a dark wooden dresser on the far side of the room and the girl went obediently to fetch the beautiful cups. As she passed the bed, she ignored the other two girls with a studied nonchalance she did not feel. Beneath her calm exterior, she could barely contain her excitement. 

Talia retrieved the goblets. Their spiral bases and twisted stems were of unusual design. Intricately intertwined filaments of delicate metalwork fanned out into burnished webs that supported bowls of smoky quartz so thin as to be almost transparent yet were animated by the shadows of the flickering candlelight that emanated from the tiny brazier-lamps on the panelled walls. 

Malaric poured the wine while the girl held the cups. “Thank you, my lord,” she sighed breathlessly. 

The warrior took his drink and the girl sat at his feet. “You’re just in time,” he smiled. “The entertainment is just heating up. ”

On the expansive bed, the two girls were still clad in the sumptuous gowns that seemed to be a hallmark of the establishment, though they went barefoot to indicate their status as slaves. They knew well what was expected of them and were making a delightful show of kissing and caressing each other. If they were in any way perturbed by the presence of another girl – a slave whose services were usually reserved for domestic rather than erotic tasks – they were too professional or too jaded to show it. 

“The blonde is called Aeildunn,” Malaric said. “She is from the forests of Skandza, a daughter of one of the free tribes of the north. She was captured by southern raiders and handed over to the Arkadians as part of the southern tribes’ tribute. The slave traffickers took her to Kharis to be sold at the markets and she was purchased for the House of Zaramina; an excellent establishment known for the beauty and compliance of its girls. One of your mistress’s scouts procured her on a most successful trip to the city. 

“The well-endowed girl who now frees Aeildunn from her skirt is called Pellandra. She is undoubtedly from the Plains of Scyth, I think of the tribe of the Thuridanae, probably purchased by Desheran slave traders from a rival tribe such as the Sarmakai…”He paused. “Perhaps you know the girls better than I. ”

“No, my lord,” Talia replied. “The serving wenches rarely mingle with the hetairai. You honour me with an invitation to your room. ”

“You are a welcome guest,” Malaric smiled as he slipped down the shoulders of her blouse to reveal her ample breasts, their nipples pert with expectation. He pulled the garment over her head, then sat back in his chair to sip his wine while the girl lifted the hem of his purple robe and kissed his feet. 

The warrior was pleased by the submissive gesture. Although Talia was not kept as a pleasure slave, there was something about the girl that attracted him. He was glad to be able to include her in his evening’s entertainment. The girls on the bed had now divested themselves of the flowing skirts of their gowns which detached from their bodices and left them delightfully clad in the restricting silken basques but otherwise naked. He admired their legs and the curves of their buttocks as they writhed together on the bed. 

Talia worked her way demurely but with enthusiasm up the warrior’s muscular legs, kissing first his calves and then sliding up his robe to reveal his thighs. She marvelled at the pure white hairlessness of his skin. She had never been so close to one of the nobles of Gothique before and he seemed so pure and otherworldly like a living statue of ivory. Before this evening, she could barely have dreamed of such an encounter. 

As she moved closer between his legs, Malaric pulled the robe up over his head and discarded it. Talia was amazed at the perfection of his form and thrilled at the revelation of his manhood; a proud white obelisk of lust, a sacred monolith at which she was keen to worship. 

Malaric’s shaft quivered as she licked its ample length, spurring it to ever firmer erection. With a wave of his hand he summoned the other girls toward him and they came on their hands and knees from the bed, like predatory felines. 

Talia, herself on all fours, took the warrior’s shaft into her pretty little mouth and began to suck it, swirling her tongue around his sensitive glans. With a frisson of excitement she felt her simple skirt being lifted up around her thighs. Instantly she was reminded of her first relationship as a young girl; an innocent lesbian affair with another maiden born in the isolated village of her childhood. The feminine caresses she was now receiving evoked the spirit of that wondrous time, though that relationship had never developed far beyond experimental kissing with open mouths while she clutched her playmate’s tiny breasts and enjoyed the reciprocal caresses that thrilled her nubile form. 

She knew that on this occasion she would be carried far beyond such simple pleasures, keenly aware as she was that the warrior who was so graciously indulging her would have far more sophisticated tastes and that the girls behind her would be well used to satisfying even the most jaded desires of the establishment’s decadent customers. 

Her lustful sex was growing ever wetter at the thought of such new and revelatory experiences. Aeildunn had now lifted Talia’s simple skirt and was exploring the wench’s charms with her tongue. The serving girl wore no underwear so her damp slit with its neatly trimmed triangle of dark pubic hair was revealed. Above it, her tight virginal anus was a tiny knot of pink flesh. The other girl began by licking the soft pink folds of Talia’s cunt with a gentle lapping motion that teased her clitoris and wettened the lips of her labia. Her tongue searched up and down the girl’s proffered slit, tasting intimate moisture. 

While the blonde beauty treated the serving girl to a fervent licking that drove her wild with passion, her auburn haired companion was pleasuring her in the same manner. Pellandra held Aieldunn’s buttocks apart and licked her languorously from the glistening pink lips of her pussy to the pretty pout of her arsehole. As she repeated this motion again and again with increasing ardour, the blonde was spurred to favour the serving wench in the same manner. Talia shivered with a lascivious thrill when the girl’s tongue caressed her modest rear hole for the first time. 

Malaric looked down on the scene with contentment. His penis had now come to full tumescence in Talia’s mouth and the girl struggled to take him as deeply as she could into her throat while she enjoyed the experience of having her arse expertly licked. 

When his cock was as hard as the white marble it resembled, he pulled it with some reluctance from the wench’s mouth. She smiled up at him with eager eyes and he let her take a sip of her wine before he turned her around to face away from him. The other girls now also faced the bed so that the order of their line was reversed and the one who had been receiving a tonguing now had the opportunity to return the favour. 

Aeildunn supped at Pellandra’s juicy pussy with relish, sucking the unquenchable moisture from the purpled folds of flesh. Then she found the girl’s pouting anus, already slightly agape in the manner of one well used to vigorous penetration, and she inserted her tongue deeply within. 

Talia was a little more hesitant, having never tasted a woman’s intimacy before nor ever having had her face so close up to a moist and wanton cunt. Shyly, she stuck out her little tongue and touched the tip of it to the edge of Aeildunn’s slit. As she drew away to savour the taste, a silvery strand of arousal linked her tongue to the treasure it was about to explore. As she withdrew her tongue into her mouth and the silvery liquid touched her lips, she knew that there was no going back; she would crave the taste of a woman’s arousal for the rest of her life. Her trepidation melting away, she took a long lick, probing deep between the folds and savouring the full flavour of intimate desire. 

Malaric grinned approvingly as he removed Talia’s skirt and regarded her naked form. She was well-proportioned; petite but full-figured with her large breasts hanging pendulously and her ample buttocks raised towards him. Her unshaven cunt was pleasantly demure; nestled within its raven curls, a pleasing change from the denuded clefts of the hetairai. He began to finger it while he drained the last of the wine from his goblet, enjoying the warm wetness that enclosed his fingers. 

Fired by the warrior’s attentions, Talia’s moans of pleasure soon joined with those of the other girls who sighed with delight at every caress of the tongue. Carried away by her passion she moved her attentions from Aeildunn’s sopping pussy to her puckered arsehole, hardly believing that she was tasting another woman in such an intimate way and surprising herself by how thoroughly she enjoyed the torrid sensation of unbridled desire. 

Malaric had now parted Talia’s labia, revealing the soft pink passageway between. It looked exquisitely tight and inviting; its juices a libation in honour of his towering erection. Sliding to the edge of his seat, he guided his manhood towards the moistened but barely adequate entrance. Talia tensed as she felt the head of his penis press against her petals. She could feel her desire in the warmth of her belly, in the expectancy of her aching sex and in the tingling of her nipples. 

Then her pretty flower began to part and she pushed back against his thrust as he entered her forcefully. She gasped as she was penetrated, receiving his length. It filled her completely, easily satisfying the full extent of her haven and stretching her just enough to take her breath away without causing her too much pain. She was instantly in love and knew she would do anything the warrior desired. 

He withdrew slowly, watching her nether lips suckle around his shaft. Then he took hold of her curvaceous hips and drove home again, making her yelp delightfully. As he pulled out for a second time, she parted her thighs more widely and proffered herself submissively. Her open cunt was aching wantonly for his cock while she embedded her tongue ever more deeply into Aeildunn’s tight sphincter. 

Pellandra now turned around to kiss the blonde girl who had been tonguing her so thoroughly. She tasted her own delightful arousal on the girl’s lips, enjoying the subtle scents of cunt and arse as she licked her pretty face between sessions of deep passionate kissing. Aeildunn responded in kind, reciprocating the lustful snogging, but in doing so she knelt up and caused Talia’s tongue to slip from her rear. 

The serving girl laid her head on her crossed arms, down on the floor, offering herself up to be fucked. Malaric kneaded her luscious buttocks as he plunged his sturdy member in and out of her open slit. The girl murmured delightedly as he pounded her harder and harder, his balls slapping against her pubic mound. 

Finally he pulled from her again, his penis soaked with the lustful emissions that now ran from her cunt down her thighs. Talia turned immediately and took him in her mouth without reservation. She tasted herself on his cock; a pleasant flavour that enthused her sucking. 

No sooner had she removed all trace of her juices from him than she wanted to repeat her sexual experience. Standing, she turned and lowered herself into his lap, her wet pussy sliding easily onto his shaft. 

In this position he could put his arms around her, squeezing the soft fullness of her breasts and caressing the gentle curve of her belly. He turned her face towards him and kissed her on the mouth, amazing her with his affection. 

She moved up and down on him, her hands on the arms of his chair, until he was thoroughly drenched once more in her lustful secretions. He kissed her again, deeper this time, more passionate. Then she hopped off him and returned to her place on her knees sucking her juices from his hard wet cock. 

Malaric watched the hetairai while she pleasured him. They had unlaced the intricate binding of their bodices and revealed their lovely naked bodies. The corsets, one sapphire blue and one emerald green, were cast aside. The girls stirred the warrior to greater heights of arousal as they lay back enticingly on the bed, parting their legs and masturbating their wanton pussies in readiness for his attentions. 

He might have been enticed over to the sultry damsels had Talia not got up from the floor and straddled him once more. This time she faced him and distracted him with such fierce kisses that the girls on the bed turned to each other in his absence. 

While Malaric bounced Talia up and down, enjoying the movement of her breasts and the torrential wetness of her dripping sex, the hetairai rolled together sucking on each other’s breasts and frigging each other’s shaven cunts. 

Still the warrior fucked the serving girl and she cried out with delight as she felt her orgasm build. She threw her head back and cried out “yes, oh yes! ” as she reached a luscious climax, quivering with the delightful spasms that shuddered through her body. 

“Oh,” she sighed as she collapsed forward in the warrior’s arms. “That was… wonderful. ”

Malaric smiled as he lifted her effortlessly off his erection. “Have another glass of wine,” he suggested. 

He sat her in his throne-like chair and poured her another goblet of the fine vintage. The light from the brazier-lamps flickered across his naked form. 

Pellandra was on her knees at the edge of the bed. Aeildunn was next to her, holding her companion’s buttocks apart in clear invitation. Malaric crossed the room to stand behind the voluptuous Scythian. 

With a single mighty thrust he impaled her pouting arse on his wet erection. “Ughh! ” the girl moaned. “By Frickla’s cunt, you have a warlord’s cock! ”

The warrior grinned at her blasphemous exclamation and withdrew quickly only to ram her again as hard as he could. Pellandra groaned and swore while she was fucked, spitting out the names of the lustful gods and goddesses of the steppes. “Barlbran’s cock! Istra’s aching arse! By Malabra’s swollen tits, my rectum will be ruined! ”

“I will do my best,” the warrior commented as he continued to fuck her as roughly as she had ever been penetrated. His penis surged back and forth, ploughing her arsehole into a gaping well. 

“Oh,” Aeildunn sighed, “I long to be treated to such a reckless fucking. My cunt and arse are yours to do with as you please. ”

“Very well,” Malaric replied. “But first your mouth must serve me. ”With that he pulled from Pellandra’s aching anus and forced the girl to suck him. She tasted the delightful mixture of secretions that had slickened his cock from Talia’s hot pussy and Pellandra’s receptive rear. She gave him head with boundless enthusiasm while still clutching her companion’s bottom and displaying the wide hole he had produced. 

Talia downed half of her goblet of wine as she looked on in amazement. She was fascinated by the compliance of the girls in the face of such treatment; thrilling to see the warrior plunge his mighty phallus alternately into the yawning arsehole and the pretty waiting mouth. “Mmm, the taste of sodomy,” the blonde went on as Malaric treated the girl on her knees to a particularly brutal pounding. “Let me suck you clean again, my lord. ”

But this time he ignored her and, on removing his glistening member, he pushed it instead into Pellandra’s as yet unpenetrated sex. Talia’s eyes widened with shock as Malaric’s arse-slickened erection plunged deep into the girl’s pussy. Surely even the most dissolute whore would not accept such treatment, she thought. But the experienced slut just murmured, “That’ll cost you extra, you know” and pushed back willingly against the pounding blows of the warrior’s manhood. 

“True pleasure always comes at a cost,” Malaric opined as he began to fuck the girl alternately from her gaping arse to her dripping pussy. 

“Oh, my lord,” Aeildunn implored, “let me taste the mingled elixirs of desire…”And, pulling his shaft from Pellandra’s satisfied rear, Malaric allowed her to suck him once more. 

“If you have the gold to pay my mistress,” Pellandra commented, “then it is an honour to suffer any degradation for your pleasure. 

“You shall be thoroughly abused, then,” said Malaric. 

“Treat my companion as you have treated me,” the girl encouraged, while Aeildunn’s mouth was filled to choking with the warrior’s ample length. “She too will be submissive to all your desires. ”

“It’s true,” the blonde panted as she pulled her head back, gasping for breath. “My cunt tingles at the prospect of an arse-seasoned cock. ”

So the girls swapped positions and Malaric stabbed Aeildunn’s somewhat tighter sphincter with equally reckless abandon. 

“Fucking shit! ” the blonde swore. “You’ll split my rectum open if you keep ramming me so harshly. ”At such a prospect Malaric merely increased the virulence of his thrusts. “Oh, fuck,” the girl begged, tears welling in her eyes, “my pussy, please, my pussy. ”

The warrior transferred his attentions to her hairless slit, sliding easily into her well-lubricated haven. The girl wailed with pleasure and pain, crying joyful tears at the depths of her decadent submission. “Let me suck it,” Pellandra begged. But the warrior went back into Aeildunn’s sore pink anus for another series of deep thrusts before he complied. 

The Skandzan slumped forward on the bed, frigging her own cunt shamelessly. “Fuck, yes. Oh fuck, yes,” she moaned. 

The auburn-haired Scythian took the warrior’s penis deep into her throat; so deep that she could tongue his balls while he enjoyed her oral skill. Saliva dripped copiously down her chin. 

Young Talia had never seen such a display of passion and, though she was trembling with apprehension, she could not bear to be excluded any longer. She finished her wine and steeled herself to approach the bed. Malaric sensed her presence. “Come,” he invited. “You are my guest. You must enjoy these beauties as much as I. ”

“What shall I do, my lord? ” the serving girl asked nervously. 

“Kneel there, at the foot of the bed,” the warrior commanded. He removed his penis from Pellandra’s mouth and arranged the hetairai next to each other on their hands and knees. “These whores have serviced a thousand cocks,” he said. “Someone of my modest size could never satisfy their hungry cunts. I will endeavour to give their arseholes something to remember while you see to the needs of their pussies. ”

“Am I to lick their wet slits, my lord, while you sodomise them? ” Talia asked. 

“Far from it, my girl,” the warrior replied. “They need penetration. Rough, deep penetration. Here, I’ll show you…”

He took her right arm by the wrist and closed her slim fingers into a tight bunch. He placed their tips into the hot wet opening of Aeildunn’s cleft. Then he repeated the action, placing her left hand at the opening of Pellandra’s cunt. “Do not fear girl,” he admonished. “These sluts can take it. ”

With that, he straddled the blonde and put his member back into her anus. “Push,” he commanded. “And once your hands are in make a fist. They will thank you for it once you have brought them to screaming orgasm. ”

Enthusiastically, he began to pound away at Aeildunn’s delectable rear. 

Talia did as she was told. Despite her trepidation, she pushed forward and her fingers sank to the knuckles into the dripping pussies. Pellandra’s cunt was easily accommodating. With minimal effort, Talia was able to force past the widest part of her hand and make a fist inside the hot, wet cavity. 

Though equally sodden and silky smooth, Aeildunn’s cunt did not yield as easily to such penetration. Talia could feel the movement of Malaric’s cock in the girl’s arse through the thin membrane that separated her orifices. It surged back and forth vigorously and only as it withdrew did she have the opportunity to drive her hand deeper inside. She gave up on the steady pressure she had been applying and matched the warrior’s strokes, driving forward with all her strength. 

At last the gaping cleft gave way and Talia made a fist in Aeildunn’s cunt. “Ahggh,” the blonde screamed as she was finally breached. And she continued to scream while Malaric, whose cock had been squeezed from her anus as the fist went in, turned his attention to Pellandra’s arse to give her a short respite. 

“Fuck, fuck,” the Scythian moaned as she was sodomised. 

Talia did not stint in her duty and moved back and forth with enthusiasm, fisting the girls as deeply as she dared. She was thoroughly enjoying the sensation of hot velvety softness around her hands and marvelled as the juices of elicit passion seeped out around her wrists and ran down the undersides of her forearms. 

She was also much taken with the desire to lick the warrior’s arse which was presented near to her as he worked on widening Pellandra’s rectum. When she managed to get her tongue between his buttocks he grunted appreciatively, spurring her to greater efforts. 

Presently he went back to Aeildunn’s anus. It was a struggle to enter her while she was so utterly filled in her cunt but the warrior persisted. She blinked away her tears. “I am your whore, my lord; your slave. Do as you will with me,” she begged as he filled her. 

While Talia pumped her fists back and forth, she watched with fascination as the warrior shifted his attention from one pretty anus to the other. He pounded each with equal determination until the hetairai groaned and blasphemed with pain and pleasure. When he withdrew, Talia marvelled at the state of the girls’ arses. Aeildunn’s had become a voracious maw; a gaping hole yawning open to consume any deviant offering. Pelandra’s slackened ruin brimmed over with the bright pink folds of her inner flesh; a state that Talia had neither seen nor imagined before. She could hardly take her eyes from the pulsing, rosy eruption. 

The warrior finally desisted; sweat glistening on his immaculate white torso and beading on his brow. As he sought to rearrange the girls, Talia struggled to draw her hands from their depths. Only reluctantly did the muscular cunts give up their contents and, when they did so, the whores sighed with relief and slumped forward on the bed. Their plundered orifices lay open and pulsing in a delicious display of depravity. 

Talia’s hands were slick with the scented secretions of their wanton pussies and she delighted in massaging her own breasts with the copious lubrication. Malaric paused only for a little more wine. “This is no time for lying prostrate,” he stated. “My cock grows impatient to give up its seed. Come, my fine lovers, one atop the other so that I may finish the job. ”

With that, he pulled Pellandra up onto her hands and knees once more and lifted Aeildunn over her companion so that she straddled her and was positioned on her back. In such a way he was presented with four luscious holes that he might enter as he chose. 

He positioned himself on the bed to take full advantage of the bounteous offering. 

But Talia sensed that the climax of the session was approaching and was loath to be excluded from such an experience. “My lord,” she begged, “do not forsake me as we approach the very zenith of our lust. ”

“Very well,” the warrior replied and he took her from the floor in his powerful arms and lifted her into place, face down on Aeildunn’s back, replacing his four tantalising options with six. 

Standing on the mattress, he drove first into Talia’s cunt which was still wet with the fullness of her arousal. Then he placed the head of his ivory phallus against the puckered virginity of her anus. Fear gripped the wench’s heart. “Please,” she implored “I have never…”But it was too late to protest. Malaric was already striving against the muscled rim of her sphincter, forcing it inward and apart until it finally burst open and allowed him to sink inexorably into her rectum. 

“Ohhh,” Talia moaned with pain as he filled her. Though she had expected, even craved, such violation, she could not have anticipated the sensation of utter submission. Pain and desire mingled within her and, despite her tears, she wanted more. But she was afraid that she would not be able to take the sort of treatment that the other girls had received. And, as she felt the contradictory terror and anticipation of him withdrawing his cock, another fear seized her. “My lord” she wept, “I did not expect… I am… I’m not prepared for this…”

But Malaric did not desist and she felt her arsehole slicken eagerly, monstrously, as her fucked her. She did not stop crying but she was transported to a sort of ecstasy of unbridled lust. “I serve you, my lord,” she sobbed. 

The warrior was not oblivious to her state. He had seen many lovers go through such a process of doubt and shame as they suffered the first agonising thrusts only to sink inexorably into wanton depravity. Talia was no exception. He did not have to force her to service him in the most lewd and dissolute manner. 

“My cunt,” she sighed as he pulled from her again, “my cunt…”

His marble manhood was liberally coated with the contents of her desecrated rectum but that caused him no concern as he entered her sodden pussy. And she cried out with delight at the joyful spasms that shook her body as he brought her to another shuddering orgasm. Talia lay exhausted on Aeildunn’s back as Malaric sheathed his cock once more in her rear coating his weapon in the sticky secretions of her anus before thrusting into the blonde’s welcoming sex. 

Pellandra moaned wantonly, enjoying the weight of the other two girls pressing down on her muscular body, revelling in her own strength and the anticipation of further penetrations. The warrior fucked the Skandzan thoroughly, bringing her to a satisfying climax, before opening the gape of her arse while she basked in post-orgasmic pleasure. Then he stepped back off the bed to give the Scythian whore’s cunt his attention, pushing his fingers into the gorgeously soft depths of her rectum and stimulating both orifices at once to drive her wild with passion. 

“Shit, I’m coming,” she cried as he frigged and fucked her, pressing his face into the cleft of Talia’s recently sodomised bottom and licking her fervently. 

The serving wench had never known such depravity and was eager to ensure that the warrior would be keen to include her in his future liaisons with the wild women of the House of Idle Desire. So she clambered from the pile of luscious lovers while he plunged alternately into Pellandra’s cunt and arse. 

Finally, he felt his own desire for release reaching a peak of desperation that could not be denied. He put one foot up onto the edge of the bed and moved to a final assault on Aeildunn’s open anus. He subjected her to a series of deep driving thrusts that had her screaming and swearing and blinking more tears from her eyes. Talia lay at his feet, gazing up imploringly at him and opening her pretty little mouth. 

Malaric’s penis twitched and tightened, his balls pulsing as he gave up the first spurts of his seed. He groaned with the pleasure of release as he filled Aeildunn’s rectum and then pulled out to splash the rest of his creamy offering over her soft buttocks and dripping cunt. He took his cock in his hand as his torrential orgasm quivered to gratifying completion. 

Exhausted, he watched in fascination as the copious elixir of mingled sperm and the excretions of the girls’ ravaged holes splurged forth from Aeildunn’s pulsing pink tunnel. The messy ejaculate ran in sticky trickles into the folds of her pussy and dripped from there onto the throbbing puffed-out ruin of Pellandra’s arse. 

Further emissions continued to spew from the depths of the blonde’s violated orifice, pouring down across her cunt until the pink and purple inner folds of Pellandra’s protruding rectum were slickly saturated. The cascade continued into her dribbling cunt and thence dripped like a deviant sacrament into Talia’s waiting mouth. The warrior smiled as the girl received the offering penitently. 

Then he returned to slump in his chair, pouring more wine while the girl swallowed what she had received and then got up to suck the rest from the four slickened holes that were soaked with the culmination of lust. The hetairai allowed themselves to be tongued enthusiastically by the girl who had cast aside all inhibitions in her all-consuming desire to please the warrior. 

“A most pleasing start to our revels,” he commented as he drank. “I don’t suppose we shall get much sleep tonight…”






  


Sapphirian Visions

 

In the Hall of Demons, Alita stood once more before the stone font. Her naked body shivered under the sightless onyx glare of Taurgavisto’s statue. The other carven monstrosities seemed to wait expectantly around her as she poured her cochineal libations. 

The terrible formulae of the Black Book of Satakh were unfailing and, as Alita’s fingers worked diligently at her delicate flower, lust mingled with fear and chaos to fuel her magic. The now familiar red mist swirled in her mind, carrying her away from her mundane consciousness. And, finally, the bloody clouds parted to reveal another intriguing vision. 

The governess sat in Kallinikos’ throne. While the prince was away fighting his futile war, she held sway in the Sapphire Palace. She had taken full advantage of the opportunity to indulge her depraved desires and the prince’s domain had been gradually transformed into an uninhibited house of decadence. 

The Great Hall was now little more than an extension of the harem; the scene of nightly orgies. And, during the day, the governess used it as a vast and elaborate playroom where she could indulge her taste for bondage and pain. 

She was born to such perverse pleasures. The exotic beauty was a descendant of the Drakken; an ancient race which, it was said, had come from the stars in ancient times to found the First Empire. The only surviving colony of that long-forgotten dominion now lived on the mysterious Isle of Akrit - an inaccessible realm cut off from the mainland by a narrow stretch of the Southern Ocean. 

Only the sorcerer Malphegor had been able to cross the treacherous seaway to explore that isolated island. It was there that he had obtained the dread Black Book of Satakh – the very grimoire that now fuelled Alita’s magic. 

At great risk to himself and at the cost of many lives, he had also been able to carry off a considerable amount of treasure and a small group of captives which he later sold as slaves. The governess had been among that unique band of prisoners – a feral child; beautiful and cruel and terrified of the world beyond her homeland. 

She had been purchased by one of the noble houses of Gothique and later sold to an Arkadian dealer specialising in exotic foreign slave-girls. Thus she had come to the Sapphire Palace where she had risen quickly, though not without incident, through the strange hierarchy of the harem to the senior rank of governess. 

Her duty was to train newly acquired pleasure slaves to serve the prince. Her methods were harsh but effective. And now the palace was filled with submissive sluts that had blossomed into perfect courtesans under her tutelage. 

But, even amongst such a myriad decadent beauties, she was exceptional. Her cruelty and her ingenuity were unmatched, her tastes were more dissolute and depraved and her appearance seemed to cast all the other exquisite odalisques into shadow. 

Her skin was the radiant black of a starless sky; almost blue-black in the light of the smoking braziers that lit the hall with an unearthly balefire. Her form was lithe and muscular for she was as well-versed with a warrior’s sword or an assassin’s knife as she was with the cruel domina – one of her favourite implements of correction - and she practised daily to maintain her martial skills. 

Ever since she had corrupted the innocent slave-girl Allura and converted her to the cold philosophy of arrogant dominion over the lesser pleasure slaves, she had been sharing her various talents with her chosen companion. Many of the privileged inhabitants of the Sapphire Palace had come to enjoy the daily spectacle of the two beauties’ training sessions as they sparred naked with the cold steel of rapiers, scimitars or serrated knives. 

The sight of the girls’ vicious duels was an intensely arousing vision for the jaded onlookers, many of whom regretted that the gladiatorial contests which flourished in such foreign lands as Deshera and Vandalusia were outlawed in the supposedly more civilised realm of Arkadia. 

During their exhibitionist displays the governess wore only her black leather boots and the decorative shield that constantly adorned her left upper arm. The single piece of armour was no concession to safety but served to conceal the Marks of Scorn – three parallel scars that enumerated the terrible ordeals she had undergone during her own initiation into the cruel punishments of palace life. 

Allura herself wore no such concealment, the single Mark of Scorn that she had received as part of the governess’ tuition was only one of many pale lesions that crisscrossed her soft white flesh, lending a twist of the horrific to her startling beauty. Occasionally she sported a wisp of white silk entwined with golden thread tied decoratively about her hips, but more often she went naked, adorned only with delicate scars. 

As Allura’s skill had developed to rival that of her teacher, their fights had become more vicious and ever more exciting to their decadent guests. The two combatants, one a dark silhouette the other a pale apparition, would battle until their flesh glistened with sweat. Their lustrous hair whipped around their bodies as they fought; Allura’s a sunlit blonde, her imperious opponents’ an exotic aquamarine. Their lissom forms moved through the proscribed forms of their martial art; the reed in the wind, the sabre-toothed smile, the scorpion strike. 

The governess shivered with erotic lust as she imagined inflicting further lacerations on Allura’s flesh. And she seethed with fury at the memory of the first time the girl had wounded her; a slyly placed cut below her firm right breast. 

Where was the rebellious slut now? she wondered with sadistic vexation as she felt the eyes of her expectant audience upon her. The girl was late for their daily match and would be severely punished. 

Not for the first time, the governess considered pitting two nubile slave-girls against each other. Perhaps in a battle to the death. How shocked and titillated her decadent court would be to watch such a spectacle, she mused. Only the whispered words of Laisax, the prince’s senior advisor and Chief Procurer of Slaves, had so far dissuaded her. Not every member of Kallinikos’ household approved of the governess’ unstintingly amoral regime.



But still Allura was nowhere to be seen. How the girl would suffer for her impertinence. And the governess would not be denied the adoration of her cronies. Laisax was away from the palace, attending some civic duty. This time, his unwelcome voice would not stay her hand. 

With vicious resolve, she beckoned the twin beauties Zara and Alix to approach the throne. The girls were gorgeous; among the most favoured of the prince’s wine-bearers. With trepidation, the nervous sisters complied obediently, their nubile forms trembling with fear. The governess smiled as the court gasped in awe. “Choose your weapons,” she commanded. 

 

***

 

The red mist swirled in from the periphery of the scene to cloud Alita’s vision. She could not deny that she was somewhat disappointed not to be witnessing the erotic combat as the twins were pitted against each other. But it was her own thoughts that were guiding the mental imagery for she had wondered where Allura could be. She knew from her own grim experience that it was dangerous to keep the governess waiting. 

As if in answer to her unspoken query, a new scene began to be revealed. 

To the north of the Sapphire Palace, the cliffs dropped precipitously away to the glimmering turquoise waters of the ocean. Jutting out majestically into the sea were the ancient marble docks built by the fabled Boreans in an earlier age. The elaborately carven piers were swathed in the salt-encrusted greens and yellows of seaweeds and slime for seafaring was now a long-forgotten and near mythical art. 

But one of the berths gleamed white in the sun where it had been painstakingly cleared and renovated by the prince’s men. It had been a dangerous enterprise, for the waters swarmed with prehistoric marine monsters and giant nothosaurs regularly heaved their scaly serpentine bodies from the deeps to sun themselves on the crumbling ruins of the docks. Alita shuddered at the thought of the ravenous beasts which had come so close to devouring her mistress. Charlotte had sailed from that very pier in a fabulous ship that had come to a calamitous end. 

The Siren had been the last in a line of experimental Arkadian ships – the first vessels to sail the Northern Sea in centuries. It had taken years to interpret the meaning of the Borean scrolls which the prince had discovered in the depths of the palace vaults. And, even when it was discovered that they gave instructions for building fantastical vessels that could carry men across the ocean, there were further years of trial and error before construction could be completed. 

The danger inherent in sailing the terror-infested waters was hardly worth the bounty of fish that the ships’ early missions brought. But Prince Kallinikos had read the ancient legends of seafaring conquest and harboured dreams of exploration and military victories in foreign lands. 

It was to his trusted friend Hylas – now Captain Hylas – that the prince had entrusted his daring escapade. And Hylas had taken Charlotte with him on that fateful day when the Siren had plunged beneath the waves and the waters had churned red with the slithering of sea-serpents and the blood of screaming sailors. 

Miraculously, Charlotte had survived; the only passenger to make it to the safety of the docks before the ship was destroyed. And Hylas too had escaped with his life, though the story of his rescue was too marvellous to be believed by most of those who heard it later. 

Below the cliffs a huge boat house had now been constructed and Hylas led Allura proudly into its cavernous interior. There, in the centre of the vast open space, supported in a cradle of wooden beams, was a ship that would have dwarfed the Siren. 

The vessel was sleek lined and long in the prow; clearly designed to cut through the waters of stormy seas. Though still devoid of sails, the masts stood impressively tall and a double row of powerful oars extended out from the sides of the ship, their awesome blades resting on stone supports. The castellated decks sported a variety of engines of war, including catapults and ballistae loaded with fearsome harpoons. Allura had never seen anything like the fine warship and, at first, she wasn’t even sure of its purpose. 

“She will carry us across the seas,” the captain explained, “striking fear into the hearts of the prince’s enemies. There is space on board for fifty men and enough provisions to last a journey to the edge of the world. ”

Hylas felt that there was no longer any need for secrecy regarding the prince’s motives within the Sapphire Palace. The war had already begun and, while the details of Kallinikos’ scheming were not yet widely known, his trusted confidants expected his rise to supreme power in Arkadia to be imminent. Any day now he was expected to return with a triumphant army and, though it was not known that he had betrayed his countrymen to the ravenous princes of Gothique, no one expected him to pass up an opportunity to establish a wider dominion in Arkadia following the devastation of war. 

Allura let the captain lead her up a series of ladders that were interwoven with the scaffolding that surrounded the ship and they found their way on board. She was fascinated by the man who had survived the terrors of the ocean and by his tales of wild and daring adventures. 

And he was equally intrigued by her for she was an enticing blend of contradictions. 

She was at once incredibly beautiful and yet her body was enmeshed in such a cruel lattice of scars that there was a frisson of horror about her. His own body was scarred across one side and down his leg with the deep lacerations he had sustained the first time he had encountered the monsters of the Northern Sea. Somehow that seemed more natural to him; the mindless beasts that had clawed at his body were, in some ways, less terrible than the human monster that had mercilessly tortured Allura. 

The governess had seen in the pale beauty some sort of kindred spark; like a broken piece of glass reflecting a distorted mirror image of herself. Where she was black as midnight, Allura was white as snow. And the girl seemed so fragile, belying the steel within. The governess had sought to mould her into a cruel mistress, firstly by tempering her soul in the furnace of torture and then, when she had finally been purged of all emotion, by unleashing her inner cruelty by offering her ever more elaborate opportunities for callousness, spite and brutality. 

But Allura had her own game to play and having been steeled in the governess’s fire she was ready to put her own plans in motion. The captain offered her a whole new world of opportunities and experiences; ones she was keen to explore for herself. 

The couple found their way to the captain’s personal cabin and, just as Charlotte had been impressed when she had seen his quarters aboard the Siren, Allura was now amazed by the resplendent furnishing and the detailed carvings that adorned the room. Every beam was decorated with naked figures emerging from the natural twists and turns of the wood. And entwined with the orgiastic revellers were the serpentine forms of elongated sea monsters. 

The art was at once erotic and aesthetically pleasing; each individual figure carven with feeling and expression. And the room was fitted with hardwood cabinets and an enormous four poster bed. The captain was quick to guide Allura to that sumptuously inviting feature of the cabin and she was equally swift in removing her clothing – a matter of moments for she wore only wisps of silk that clung prettily to her girlish curves. 

Hylas pulled off his boots but, before he could get any further undressed, Allura was on her knees before him, unlacing his breeches and pulling them down. His impressive cock burst forth, already hard and ready for her soft mouth. 

She took him deep into her throat, her delicate lips suckling around his shaft. He sighed with pleasure and Allura was so delighted by the sound that she forced herself to take him ever deeper until she could barely breathe. The captain was the first man to make her feel utterly aroused by such penetration. She wanted him to use her in any way he desired. She never felt abused by him in the way that her previous sexual experiences had made her feel – degraded, diminished, dissolved into nothingness. This was different; utterly consensual and mutually gratifying no matter how rough he was with her. 

Hylas could have spurted forth seed immediately for he was aroused by this girl in a way that he had not experienced before, even with the most exotic of his former lovers. He had often had his pick of girls from the prince’s harem and had met many dazzling beauties on his reckless adventures. But this was different; he cared for Allura more deeply than the simple affection that sexual passion alone engendered. 

Perhaps the fact that their relationship was a secret added an additional element of excitement. Allura knew that the governess thought she had broken her and bound her to her will like a tame animal. But, in reality, the girl had become more like her mistress than she dared to acknowledge. All feelings of guilt and compassion had been purged from her, leaving a cold, calculating will focussed on one desire. 

Revenge. 

The start of that revenge was to begin to take risks, to test her own resolve and to do as she pleased rather than as she was commanded. And so she was with the captain while she should have been indulging the whims of the governess. And she was ready to indulge her own lascivious passions. 

She let him withdraw slowly from her mouth, his shaft slick with saliva. Then she removed his breeches while he pulled off his shirt. They regarded each other’s naked bodies for a moment, a wry understanding passing between them at the sight of kindred scars. 

Then they were on the bed, clutched together in ferocious lust. 

 

***

 

Zara and Alix faced each other before the throne in the Great Hall of the Sapphire Palace. They were panting with exertion and sweat glistened on their voluptuous curves. They each clutched a short serrated sword with which they had sparred bravely. But now one of them sported a deep laceration across her left arm. Alita did not know which of the twins was wounded for they were so similar that she could not tell them apart. 

She was also perplexed as to why her vision had flitted back in a bloody haze to the scene of the duel when she had felt so aroused by the sight of Hylas and Allura’s lovemaking. What was she intended to see? she wondered. 

The combatants had had enough. Neither could bring themselves to the murderous rage necessary to slay her sister and satisfy the governess’ appalling lust. 

“We cannot go on,” one of them panted. 

“I will not do it,” the other agreed. “You will have to kill us both. ”

All eyes turned to the vicious demoness who had instigated the contest. She stood, barely containing her wrath; her eyes predatory, her face twisted into a snarl of rage. “You will do as I command,” she spat. But the girls dropped their weapons and huddled together; terrified now and, perhaps, resigned to their fate. 

Suddenly, the doors of the hall burst open and a figure came running in, clearly frantic and shouting almost incoherently. 

“Borolio! ” the governess exclaimed. “What is the meaning of this intrusion? ”

“My lady,” the courtier wheezed as he barged the twins aside and fell prostrate before the throne. “There are… monsters in the city! ”

“What? ”There was a concerted muttering from the various onlookers. “Silence! ” the governess demanded. “What are you saying? ”

The messenger caught his breath. “It’s the Varg, my lady. The monsters terrorise the outlying regions and the southern quarter. The Tower of Zoth is in flames…. ”

“The Varg. Then Kallinikos has returned. ”

“No, no,” Borolio wailed. “The prince is not with them. And their hideous hosts are unleashed on the people of Kharis. They rape and murder and feast on the dead. They destroy everything in their path. And, and…”

“What? Spit it out man. ”

“My lady, by now they will have reached the Emerald Fortress of Prince Evander and… and it’s only a matter of time before… before…”

“…they reach the Sapphire Palace. ”

“Yes, yes. We must flee. Or become the prey of monsters! ”

There was chaos in the Great Hall. Even the governess’ strident commands were ignored as panic gripped libertines and slaves alike. 

Someone cried out. “The Sapphire Palace is doomed! ”

Alita fainted at the thought of it. And grim darkness descended like the end of the world.






  


Crossing The Desert

 

The sun rose bright and glorious in a clear sky and bathed the gardens that surrounded the House of Idle Desire in idyllic warmth. Charlotte woke late with golden rays of light playing over her naked form. She had slept well and was glad of the rest. She clambered from her enormous bed and crossed her sumptuous room to throw open the window. 

A group of guests were taking breakfast on the lawn below. One young man waved up at her with a friendly smile, enjoying the sight of the bare-breasted girl gazing out on the world. Charlotte smiled back, the sunlight catching in her glossy hair. 

Beyond the grass were the formal gardens where the two lovers Charlotte had seen in the dining room on the previous evening were taking a leisurely stroll. And further away was a tangled expanse of wild vegetation where Ashmina wandered alone. The witch seemed to be picking flowers and Charlotte had no doubt that she was gathering herbs and roots that could be used to empower baleful potions. 

But, whatever dark thoughts the Gothic beauty might be entertaining, Charlotte was too enraptured by the pleasant tranquillity of the scene to care. Only the memory of Malaric’s decision not to include her in his evening’s revels still irked her but she chose to put that from her mind. She was determined to enjoy a day of refreshment and respite from travel and stress. 

Charlotte put on the delicate white shift that lay neatly folded by the bed. She felt that the simple garment was ample clothing for such a balmy, sexually charged environment. Then she went out to explore. 

She took a light meal on the veranda then wandered out into the gardens. As she meandered aimlessly through the grounds, she appreciated the colourful flowers and the shade of the weeping willow trees. Little butterflies danced playfully around her.



At length, she circled the rustic buildings and came to the stables. Curiously, she looked inside. 

The horses were well cared for and nuzzled contentedly at her as she passed. But in the farther block were other animals much stranger than the familiar steeds. 

Braedan was there, tending to the fearsome creatures. They were like enormous heavily-built camels; their humped backs wide and muscular, their bodies covered with velvety-smooth, sandy brown fur. But their necks were shorter than those of camels and maned. Their heads were large and adorned with bony protuberances that were almost horns. Their teeth were wide and flat except for two elongated tusks extending upwards from their lower jaws. 

Despite their size and appearance, Charlotte was not afraid. The creatures had docile eyes and seemed ponderous and gentle. Braedan was clad only in a loin cloth and seemed perfectly at ease has he brushed one of the creature’s vast flanks. 

“Tylopods,” Charlotte gasped. She couldn’t identify the species but she knew that the creatures belonged to an order of animals long lost to prehistory. 

“These are the creatures that will carry us across the desert. ”It was Malaric who spoke, making Charlotte jump. 

“Oh, it’s you,” she replied, “lurking in the shadows as usual…”

“A stern greeting. What’s got you so riled? ” the warrior enquired. 

“You have no manners,” Charlotte chided. “Why don’t you leave me alone and go play with your sluts? ”

“Ah, jealousy,” Malaric smirked. “Perhaps tonight, after I have fucked the choicest arses our hostess has to offer, I will let you suck my cock. ”

“I would rather find someone else’s cock to suck,” Charlotte snapped. 

Braedan had been watching the exchange with bewildered amusement. “Can I volunteer? ” he asked with a smile. 

“Sorry, old friend,” Malaric laughed, “but I am the only man she truly desires. ”



“Fuck you,” said Charlotte. And, with that, she crossed the stable to where Braedan was standing. Without another word she got down on her knees in the hay and pulled aside the material of his loin cloth. 

Despite his surprise, Braedan’s ample manhood was quick to respond and was already growing to ample size when Charlotte took him into her mouth. 

“Well,” the young man grinned at Malaric, “seems you’re not so special after all! ”He dropped his brush and tangled his fingers in Charlotte’s hair. “Mmm, oh yes,” he sighed. ”

The Gothic warrior was silent for a moment. “Three of the beasts, ready to depart tomorrow, as we agreed,” he stated coldly. 

“Oh, yes,” Braedan gasped as Malaric strode away. 

 

***

 

In a radiant blaze, the Desheran sun seemed to come up all at once over the horizon, bathing the flat expanse of sand in golden swathes of light. Charlotte was still amazed at how cold it was in that first hour of the day. And how quickly the temperature rose to a scorching intensity. 

She helped Ashmina finish packing down their colourful tent. The girls had become quite expert at erecting and dismantling the structure during their sojourn in the desert. Malaric stood a way off, gazing into the distance, a shadow against the rising sun. 

“If we leave now, we should reach the oasis before midday,” he said. “But we have company. ”The sharp-eyed warrior indicated a barely discernable speck on the horizon. “A caravan. Twenty or thirty animals. And as many men. They’ll intercept us before the sun is halfway to its zenith. ”

“Are they dangerous? ” Ashmina enquired. 

“Perhaps. They may be slave traders. Or even a war band. We must be careful how we approach them. ”

“Can we not avoid them? ” Charlotte asked.



Malaric shook his head. “They already know we are here. They will have seen us before I saw them. Besides, their destination is the same as ours. ”

He paused, considering their options. “The Desherans take a firm hand with their women,” he continued, seemingly at a tangent. “Their traditions are not those of Arkadia. You must be careful not to offend them. ”

“What should we do? ” Charlotte wondered aloud. 

“They will not expect to see unmarried girls treated as equals. Take off your clothes. ”

Ashmina began to object. 

“Do it,” Malaric ordered. “And do exactly as I say. I will protect you, but only if you are obedient to me. Do not speak without my permission and obey my every command. We must tread carefully in the land of the desert raiders. ”

Reluctantly, Charlotte and Ashmina did as they were told, stripping off in the morning light. 

“You can put your boots back on,” Malaric conceded as he packed the girls’ clothes into one of the capacious saddle bags and loaded the tent and the rest of their belongings onto the backs of the tylopods. “The sand will burn you if you go barefoot. ”

“Must we walk? ” Ashmina complained incredulously, “while these beasts can carry our weight so easily. ”

“You will travel as the Desherans see fit,” the warrior snapped. “And you will hold your tongue. Else an offended Desheran raider is liable to cut it out. ”

Charlotte could not believe that Malaric would allow such a thing to happen. But she kept her mouth shut and pulled on her boots in silence. 

From his own pack, Malaric removed two sets of bronze manacles and two of the intricately woven Desheran bindings whose exquisite bondage Charlotte had suffered so terribly on that starry night in the far off forests of Gothique. This time, she was sure, the experience would be equally barbarous.



The warrior used the metal cuffs to secure the girls’ wrists tightly behind their backs. Charlotte always felt uncomfortably vulnerable in this position, unable to raise her arms to defend herself or to break a fall. 

“What do you think you’re doing? ” Ashmina started to complain once more. “I can’t believe that this is really necessary…”Malaric silenced her with a look so cold that it drove stark fear even into her black heart. 

He held Ashmina’s gaze, his eyes ice blue as a frozen ocean, and Charlotte was amazed that the witch could maintain her defiant stare, even with her soulless obsidian eyes. 

Malaric grabbed the Gothic beauty by the snow white flesh of her ample breasts and slipped the loops of the woven restraints around those pale, voluptuous orbs. With a savage jerk on each of the fibrous knots, he pulled the nooses tight and Ashmina’s charms ballooned into tight protuberant spheres as the vicious loops contracted. She cried out with the sudden pain but then gritted her teeth, determined to show no hint of weakness. 

Coldly, but without undue sadism, Malaric took the short tails of the knots and used his prodigious strength to tug the bindings as tight as they would possibly go. Ashmina’s pretty face contorted, her bloated breasts seemed fit to burst, her nipples engorged and erect. 

Malaric took the long connecting rope that now extended from Ashmina’s tethered chest and tied the end of it to his saddle strap. Now it was clear that the witch would be led through the scorching desert sands, dragged mercilessly by the unbearable pressure pulling on her breasts, her hands locked behind her back, her body ravaged by the Desheran sun. 

Charlotte stood terrified, fighting back tears as the warrior approached her with the second lead. “I can’t…” she wept, struggling with the manacles that bound her wrists and bruised their delicate bones. “I can’t…”

Malaric caught her tearful face in his hand. His eyes were bright green now, reflecting her own. “It is only until we reach the oasis,” he reassured her in a calming whisper. “And you can do it. I know you can. ”

With these words, he reached down with his free hand to the soft hairless mound of her pubic zone. “You see,” he said as his fingers stroked her intimacy. “You can submit to anything. For me. ”

Charlotte became aware that Malaric’s fingers had slipped inside her cunt. There had been no difficulty in the penetration because she was wet with the secretions of lust. In her panic she had been overwhelmed by fright but her body had come to associate so closely the sensations of fear and suffering with those of sexual desire that, even subconsciously, she had responded lustfully to her situation. 

“Torture me then,” she sighed. “Treat me as your slave. ”

Malaric passed the terrible nooses over Charlotte’s pert and shapely breasts and spared no pity for her as he yanked the loops excruciatingly tight. Charlotte could not have prepared herself for the pain that ensued and she sank to her knees in the red-gold sand, wailing piteously. The warrior knelt with her, ensuring that the bondage was sufficiently unyielding while Charlotte writhed in helpless agony. Then he tied her lead next to Ashmina’s and those of the other two tylopods. Without a word, he mounted his curious steed and led the strange procession out across the warming desert. 

The two girls stumbled after him, their boots sinking into the depths of the shimmering sand. And the sun rose higher and hotter in the cloudless cerulean sky. 

An hour passed and the desperately harsh treatment began to affect the two lovely damsels in very different ways. 

Ashmina walked purposefully erect, allowing herself to fall back to the ultimate extent of her lead so that she was dragged forward by the constant forceful tugging on her bloated breasts. She had soon come to enjoy the throbbing anguish that racked her body as she was hauled forward. She wished now that someone would take a domina to her defenceless orbs. The searing lashes of the dreadful implement would be doubly terrible against her helplessly restricted flesh and would surely transport her to unexplored heights of agonizing lust.



If this was how the Desherans treated their women, she thought, perhaps she would find more fulfilment in this unforgiving land than she had imagined. Hot arousal dripped from her virginal pussy as she fantasized about the sufferings she might endure as a willing slave in a harsh Desheran harem. 

As she walked, her bound hands slapped against her curvaceous buttocks and she teased herself by seeking to slip her fingers between those luxurious curves and stroke the tiny sensitive aperture of her anus. She knew well the tales of the Desheran raiders’ proclivity for relentlessly sodomising their women. Perhaps she would be willing to offer up that delicate little flower to be abused by some merciless lord of the desert. 

While the Gothic witch’s unnatural skin was impervious to the sun, never browning or reddening, just glowing brighter white under the fiery heat, Charlotte’s own flesh was beginning to burn. She tried to hurry, to keep the rope of her lead slack and ease the pain in her breasts, but she was parched and exhausted and often tumbled into the searing dunes. 

At such times it seemed inevitable that the woven bonds would be ripped free of her tender flesh. But the curious secretion of the natural fibres caused her bondage to be unbreakable while her skin rubbed raw from the contact. Her breasts were purple and bloated and maddeningly painful. Her mind was tumultuous with a boiling madness and she mumbled incoherently to herself as she staggered on. 

After what seemed like an age of suffering, the incongruous threesome came within hailing distance of the Desheran caravan. Malaric called a halt as they were approached by two silk-turbaned men riding huge tylopods. 

“Aachat Belthoor,” the first man called out, a traditional greeting honouring one of the many elusive demigods of the desert. Malaric replied in the same curious language. The men spoke briefly, eyeing each other warily, neither dismounting from their steeds. The second Desheran leered hungrily at Charlotte and Ashmina. 

Then the first man spoke again in heavily accented Arkadian. “The wars of the Princes are no concern of ours,” he declared, speaking as though the rulers of Arkadia and Gothique were all one to him. “Our slaves are bound for Perganzatar in the east. We have no quarrel with you. ”

“We are heading for Qyr Rhiat,” Malaric explained. “Might we accompany you? ”

“You seem a man of honour,” the Desheran replied. “You speak our tongue, you carry many weapons and you treat your women appropriately. Join us, and together we will make the oasis before the Eye of Radaghast reaches the peak of its glory. ”

“Aachat Siramba,” Malaric replied. “Thank-you for your hospitality. ”With that he urged his sturdy tylopod forward and, once again, the girls were forced to endure their arduous desert trek. Charlotte’s only consolation was a fuzzy smudge on the distant horizon which she imagined to be the longed-for oasis of Qyr Rhiat. 

The Desheran caravan consisted of thirty lumbering tylopods, each piled high with the traders’ wares; silks and spices from the distant south. Flanking these were the Desheran raiders, fierce warriors swathed in loose black robes with contrasting sashes and turbans of colourful silk. They carried curved scimitars with black hilts and blue steel blades thrust into their belts or hung across their backs. The weapons were an essential symbol of status and many of the men bore several such swords. 

Trailing behind the procession of burdened animals and fearsome men were long lines of dusky native slaves, naked and helpless, bound by their breasts to follow in the footsteps of the mighty beasts and their cruel masters. 

The Desheran women were dark and beautiful with sly brown eyes and delicate features. More voluptuous of figure than most Arkadians, they were well suited to the special mode of bondage in which they were forced to travel. Exposing their luscious nudity under the ever-increasing heat of the sun seemed not to concern them. They were daughters of the desert and well used to the arid conditions. If their bare feet were burning in the sand, they showed no sign of it, though their breasts were as tightly constricted and clearly as unbearably painful as Charlotte’s own. 

There was something else that Charlotte noticed, even in her delirious state. Every now and again, a shard of sunlight would glint reflectively from the tiny golden rings that adorned the slaves’ labias. Alita had been right when she stated that Desheran women were pierced between their legs, their vaginas fastened to preserve their virginity. No doubt she had also been correct in her assessment of the torrid use to which their rear orifices were subjected. 

By the time the oasis of Qyr Rhiat was visible as a lush green expanse of palm trees, interspersed with blooming flowers and sunberry bushes, Charlotte was once again oblivious to her surroundings, all but raving from the effects of her unbearable torment. 

The fertile island that nestled like a wondrous jewel in the barren expanse of the desert consisted of three small lakes surrounded by the colourful tents and pavilions of an army of Desheran merchants and the local tribespeople who made their living from the exotic trading post. Everywhere lush foliage ran riotous and rich, from the papyrus reeds that graced the banks of the water to the stunning variety of the flowering plants that bloomed between the date palms and the ochre-wood trees. 

As an honoured guest, Malaric and his supposedly attendant women were led to a sumptuous golden tent, carpeted with brightly patterned rugs and strewn with silken cushions. Hospitality amongst the Desherans was generous and ostentatious and the warrior was entreated to sleep away the afternoon before attending an evening banquet celebrating the arrival of a new caravan and the opportunities for prosperous trade it represented. 

The three bulky tylopods were tethered to posts driven deep into the dark brown earth that had replaced the familiar sand. Malaric unloaded the weary travellers’ packs and carried their belongings inside before leading Charlotte and Ashmina into the cool shade of their new lodgings. The girls slumped exhausted onto the soft mounds of pillows.



There were bowls of water and exotic fruit at hand and Malaric selected a brazen basin of the precious liquid before approaching the suffering damsels. Sparingly, he poured the water over their agonisingly swollen breasts before untying the twisted knots that secured their terrible bindings. Ashmina sighed with delight as she was freed while Charlotte whimpered pitifully at the pain. 

The witch lolled nonchalantly against a bright blue cushion and selected a yellow star-shaped fruit from a nearby bowl, breaking open the waxy skin to suck the sweet pith from within. Her ample endowments seemed hardly to have been afflicted by their intense constriction, regaining their voluptuous shape and maintaining their alluringly pale colouration. 

Charlotte’s breasts were shockingly bruised. A livid lattice of savage red welts encircled their purpled flesh and she could hardly believe that they would not remain ravaged and misshapen forever. Ashmina smiled slyly to herself, enjoying Charlotte’s despair and the secret sadistic thrill of postponing the moment when she would offer her companion the use of the magical healing balm she carried concealed in her pack. 

“Get some rest,” Malaric advised. “Tonight I will attend the Jharl’s banquet. ”

“The Jharl? ” Ashmina questioned. 

“The tribal leader. The local chief. He and his warriors control the trade route that passes through Qyr Rhiat. Only he can guarantee us safe passage to the north. ”

“Are there many of these… Jharls? ” Ashmina asked, thinking vaguely of seducing some powerful lord of the desert. 

“Every tribe is ruled by a Jharl,” Malaric replied. “And the tribal lords owe their allegiance to the Zharl, the supreme ruler, who reigns from the fabled city of Qyr Babaloth. ”

“A city? I thought the Desherans were a nomadic people. ”

“They are. But the oases are the centres of life in the desert. The trade routes run between them and most of the people spend their whole lives travelling those ancient ways. But the descendents of the Jharls who chose to settle their people at an oasis long ago have grown rich and powerful, levying tithes on the goods that pass through their domains. No one can travel the desert for long without seeking water. 

“The city of the Zharl has a palace and grand houses and paved streets. But the stone buildings house only a tiny proportion of the population. Most live in the vast and ever-changing sea of tents that sprawls across the great oasis of Qyr Babaloth. ”

“And all the people of Deshera are loyal to this Zharl? ”

“All but the Mura Qyr; the People Without Oases. ”

“Bandits. ”

“Nomadic raiders. And sun-stricken religious fanatics. The most feared of all the tribes. Somehow they survive in the desert. And they plunder the traders’ caravans. They owe no allegiance to the Zharl, only to the callous gods of the sand storm’s wrath. They live by their own barbaric customs. ”

“The Desherans are a fascinating people,” Ashmina opined. 

“Indeed they are,” Malaric agreed. “Feel free to explore the oasis while I am gone. The Desherans will assume you have my permission. No woman would dare to act disobediently here. 

“Remember, though, that you must appear subservient at all times. Keep your head bowed and don’t speak to any men. 

“And don’t wear any clothes when you go out. A Desheran woman would not do such a thing. Only a harem girl, or perhaps a prostitute, would think of covering her charms – such tantalising concealment of the body signifies unbridled lust and would undoubtedly attract unwanted attention. ”

“Then I will go naked,” Ashmina asserted. “And see what wonders the oasis of Qyr Rhiat may hold. ”







  


The Oasis

 

 Charlotte crept tentatively from the pavilion. She watched Ashmina stride purposefully away from her, her hips swaying seductively from side to side, the fading effulgence of the Desheran sun illuminating the lustrous pallor of her skin. What a prize, she would make, Charlotte thought - the crowning jewel in the harem of some desert prince. Watching the movement of the Gothic beauty’s buttocks, Charlotte could barely despise her for her sadism, so grateful was she to have finally received the soothing balm of the witch’s magic. 

Already the pain in her breasts was a fading memory, though their outward form was still of unmitigated suffering. Their ravaged appearance made Charlotte strangely reluctant to be seen. And the feeling was alien to her. She had almost forgotten the experience of self-consciousness, so unbridled were the passions of the world in which she now dwelt. But, despite her fears, her curiosity was greater than her trepidation - she had the sense that wonders awaited beyond the shaded seclusion of the tent’s interior. 

She was right. Curious surprises and mysterious delights lurked in the verdant expanse of the oasis. 

Naked and wary, she made her way past the tethered tylopods towards the sounds of human communication that emanated as an incomprehensible babble from the centre of the oasis. Peering between the outlying tents, Charlotte could see a bustling hubbub of activity. 

Everywhere, traders plied their wares. There were tents where the silk merchants displayed wondrous colours stolen from the most dazzling rainbows. There were stalls displaying strange carvings of the squat demons of the desert, selling both the incenses and little bronze cymbals with which they were worshipped and the charms and amulets that warded them off. 

There were sacks of aromatic spices, the scent of which mingled in the air with the fragrant smell of the mildly hallucinogenic oka weed rising from innumerable pipes. There were tailors offering clothing in numerous styles and turbans decorated with precious stones. There was jewellery of stone and bone and of gold and silver, Desheran diamonds and rubies from Vandalusia and emeralds from the mines of Khalkazzar. 

There were vast amphorae of Arkadian wine and of virgin olive oil. There were dates and figs and salamandrine fruit and hot red chillies. There were cacti in abundance; those which produced the most beautiful purple flowers, those whose thorns could be used to sew the leather of a tylopod’s hide, the ones that held fresh water, the ones whose sap healed wounds and the ones whose flesh, when consumed, drove men to madness or religious ecstasy. 

Elsewhere there were tents where the arms traders sold swords and spears and other more exotic weapons. And there were vast pavilions where the slave traders’ corrals were packed with merchandise from all over the known world. 

And there were private tents where meals were being eaten, where whispered or shouted conversations were occurring and where strange rituals were being enacted. 

At the centre of the human maelstrom, a feast was being prepared that promised another set of splendours. But Charlotte was not especially hungry and wanted, more than anything, to be alone. So she turned away from the habitation and made her way towards the lake that was the true heart of the oasis. 

The sun was low in the sky now but it was still pleasantly warm and a balmy breeze rustled the leaves as Charlotte passed through a stand of palms. Beyond the trees, she came upon the nearest part of that bountiful expanse of water that brought such abundant life to the desert. 

At the concealed bay, voluptuous Desheran women were washing clothes in the lake. The sand from the silky garments swirled like stardust in the otherwise untainted water. They sang, as they worked, the ululating chants of desert lamentations - songs of the lost spirits that haunted the endlessly expansive dunes. 

Though she was pleasantly enchanted by the sound, Charlotte avoided the conclave of dusky naked women, preferring for a while her own company and the comfort of her own thoughts. She was pleased to have surmised that the water was safe, though, and that she did not need to fear that these inland lakes were home to the same monstrous predators that thronged the deadly seas. 

She moved further from the encampment along the shore, seeking a more private spot, a place where she could bathe away the ravages of the day and commune with the beauty of the encroaching evening. As she passed through another stand of palms, she came upon a place that seemed dreamlike in its ethereal beauty. 

A stretch of golden sand led down to the crystal waters. Here, weeping palms drooped their long branches over the pool, the tips touching the mirrored surface and disturbing with delicate ripples the reflected world beneath. There was movement in the dense foliage of those branches and it was not merely the product of the desert wind. Small creatures sported in the shadow of the trees above the water. 

But Charlotte was distracted from the things that lurked in the foliage by the dazzling colours of the things in the lake itself. There were shimmering rainbow-sparkled fish swirling in endless iridescent patterns through the clear waters. They flashed their shimmering tints in the light that cascaded magically across the rippling surface. 

Charlotte stepped into the liquid realm, feeling the soft caress of the sand beneath her feet. The water was cool but pleasantly enticing and so she waded further out, the fish swimming fearlessly about her shapely legs. She smiled as the depth reached her intimacy, lapping about her soft flower like a gentle lover. How easily she could become aroused, she thought. Everything in this world seemed to blend seamlessly into the sensual and the erotic. She sank down into the lake and the waters came up around her breasts. 

This was the very opposite of her ordeal in the desert. Here she was soothed in peaceful liquid indulgence. 

She ducked once beneath the surface then rose, shimmering and beautiful, her hair falling over her shoulders in soaked strands. It was a pleasant sensation to have the dust of the desert washed away. She watched the fish and listened to the rustling of the breeze and her thoughts turned to distant memories. 

She thought of her former housemate, Brad, and wondered what he must have thought when she suddenly disappeared. Had he worried about her, searched for her? Strangely, she realised that she could barely remember Brad’s face. 

She smiled, though, as a curious thought came to her. How would he pay the rent without her help? 

She had liked the little house they had shared, despite the dodgy wiring and the lack of central heating, despite their utterly incompetent landlord, whose features had also somehow slipped from her mind. 

She could vaguely remember the tiny kitchen and how she had made the best of her oddly shaped bedroom. Not too bad for a student house, she supposed. 

Perhaps because of her watery surroundings, she remembered that the bathroom had been rather nice. She thought with another smile of the number of times she had surreptitiously masturbated in that mirrored room. She could never have imagined that her sexual frustration would be relieved by such a drastic change in her circumstances. 

Charlotte had loved to masturbate in the shower. She had enjoyed the sensation of the warm water playing over her soapy body and would lather herself up again and again just to feel the stimulation of the jet against her skin. 

Inevitably, the head of the shower would end up concentrating its steamy emissions between her legs. She would stand with one foot on the edge of the bath, directing the vigorous spray over her parted little sex, heedless of the water cascading over the bathroom floor. 

As she guided the shower head with one hand, she would caress her body with the other. She would stroke her breasts and pinch their pert nipples, she would rub at her clitoris to speed her journey to orgasm and, sometimes, she would let her middle finger slip between the gorgeous cheeks of her arse to probe the tiny aperture of her anus. 

As she stroked herself in those sensitive spots, the combination of sensations brought her such pleasure that she was always overcome with the desire for release. Often, she dropped the shower head; using both hands to pleasure herself and climaxing hard as the room was utterly drenched. 

What must Brad have thought? she wondered, as she realised she was touching herself in the same way now; one hand at the front caressing open her secret flower and searching for the bud of her clitoris, the other behind her exploring between her buttocks. 

Charlotte found the heart of her desire and frigged herself expertly, rubbing back and forth against her sensitive node. She sighed with delight as the juice of her arousal began to mingle with the water of the oasis. At the same time her finger worked away at her tight anus, squirming to enter her rear passage. 

She closed her eyes and let herself float towards the release of orgasm. The cool water soothed her into a lovely state of relaxed anticipation as her breathing grew heavier and her lust built slowly but inevitably. She rubbed herself ever more intensively and her finger was now deeply embedded in her rectum. 

Charlotte’s body shuddered as the climax came upon her but she did not cry out. This pleasure was internalised, as though she had taken in the joy of her surroundings and made it a part of her lustful release. The orgasm left her feeling satisfied but not exhausted; keenly aware of her strange environment. 

She opened her eyes. 

Before her, in the water, the same dazzling rainbow fish swam. But the intricate patterns of their movement were no longer random swirls. They were being guided; herded - or shoaled, perhaps - with intelligent design. 

At the edges of the swarm of fish, half a dozen tiny, wondrous creatures swam and Charlotte laughed out loud with delight when she saw them. They were perhaps twice as long as the fish they corralled and the lower halves of their bodies were similar in shape to their aquatic charges, though their scales were all jade green rather than polychromatic. But their torsos were humanoid in almost every detail except for their webbed fingers and the gills at their necks. 

There were males with muscular bodies decorated with angular patterns in some sort of waterproof dye and females with breasts lusciously voluptuous for their size and held in buoyant suspension by golden strands of aquatic weed. Both had lush masses of long flowing hair in vivid tones of aquamarine, emerald, auburn and coral. And both carried miniature tridents with which they guided the fish towards their watery pastures. 

Charlotte was reminded of the sense of utter enchantment which had assailed her when she first encountered the phaetons; those fairy-like creatures of the forest that seemed an impossible fantasy but were as real as anything in Arkadia or the surrounding lands. Here were some other creatures straight out of a dream or a child’s bedtime story. 

They did not appear to be intimidated by Charlotte’s presence and so, she supposed, the Desherans did not hunt or persecute them. She remembered that there were some in Arkadia who held the phaetons to be sacred forest spirits. It was forbidden by law to hunt them. Perhaps these beautiful beings enjoyed similar protection. 

In a world of such wonders, Charlotte mused, it was hardly surprising that memories of her former life came less and less regularly to her mind and that those dim recollections were ever more hazy and vague. The determination that had once driven her to seek explanations for her situation or even a way home was now all but forgotten. 

In a reverie, Charlotte watched as the marvellous creatures expertly guided the shoal of shimmering fish into deeper water and out of her sight. 

 

***

 

Ashmina had amused herself by wandering the bazaars of Qyr Rhiat until the traders began to pack away their wares in the rapidly fading light. Smoking torches were soon flaring into life across the oasis, casting flickering shadows across the sand and filling the night air with the sweet scent of resinous wood. She avoided the great pavilion where Malaric would be attending the Jharl’s banquet and explored instead the sprawling outskirts of the settlement. 

Almost unconsciously, she found herself following the sound of insistent drumming which grew louder as she approached a lone tent, situated some distance from the rest, in the shade of a stand of palms. Outside the tent sat an old woman whose wailing song clearly called on the blessings of the desert spirits. Before her, a small crowd had gathered and Ashmina wondered what curious ceremony they had come to attend. 

At the forefront of the group of onlookers were a dozen young and attractive girls kneeling nervously in the sand. Behind them, the crowd consisted mainly of women – perhaps the mothers and sisters of the nubile beauties – who waited anxiously and with whispered impatience for whatever was about to occur. There was also a small group of young men nearby who jostled each other and shared half whispered jokes and occasionally succeeded in urging one of their number to call out some lewd comment to the great merriment of their companions and the clear disapproval of the rest of the crowd. 

Ashmina looked on in fascination. She marvelled at the way in which the Desheran women were so nonchalant in their nudity. She had not seen one woman cover herself since she had arrived at the oasis. In the balmy desert night such disregard for clothing seemed utterly natural and yet the casual ease of the Desheran women in their nakedness made them even more appealing to the witch. Once again, she found herself deeply enamoured of the desert nomads’ culture. 

At length the wailing woman ceased her song and beckoned to the first of the kneeling girls. The chosen one got up with some trepidation and Ashmina could see that she was tense with fear. Her lithe body glowed in the torchlight. She was still girlish in her form; her breasts had not yet ripened to the full voluptuousness of womanhood and, as she went alone into the tent, she seemed tiny and vulnerable and right to be afraid. 

As the tent flap was drawn aside, a waft of fragrant smoke emerged and the girl entered to an increased cacophony of drums. The woman followed her and from within came the sound of renewed ululations. The spectators waited expectantly as the silver moon began to rise. 

Finally, the entrance to the tent was parted once more and the girl emerged. To Ashmina she seemed pale, despite her dusky skin, and a little unsteady on her feet. Some of the women in the crowd immediately cried out a joyous greeting and, at this, the girl smiled and went proudly to join them. The witch noticed that she walked carefully rather than hurrying to her companions and that, as she crossed the sand, she was blinking back tears. 

A second girl was already being led into the tent as the crowd gathered around the first to emerge, seemingly congratulating her on some mysterious achievement. As they looked on, the girl bravely parted her legs and revealed the source of both her pride and her discomfort. A pure golden ring pierced her sore and swollen labia, marking her out as no longer a child and preserving her virginity for some future husband. 

Ashmina caught a glimpse of the glistening metal in the moonlight and her mind was immediately made up. She had no desire to preserve her virginity for the future delectation of some unknown man but she clung to it as a magical talisman, a special condition that would fuel the power of her witchcraft and ensure that she was fervently desired by the sorcerers, demons and evil gods with whom she aspired to consort. She strode past the crowd, drawing appreciative glances from the young men, and joined the line of waiting girls. The onlookers seemed surprised but no one sought to dissuade her from participating in the ritual. 

One by one the girls disappeared into the tent, only to emerge adorned with gold; their virginity protected by magical incantations given physical form in the piercing ring. Ashmina entered the ritual pavilion in her turn and suffered the naked Desheran women within to guide her through a strange rite that she barely understood and then to lay her down on a simple couch where she steeled herself for the pain of the needle. 

When the operation was complete, the priestess stood over the witch and began to recite strange prayers, imploring the desert spirits to grant her a future husband worthy to unlock the secrets that were now symbolically preserved from the depredations of men. But Ashmina guessed her purpose and caught the woman’s arm in a vicious grasp. 

“It’s mine,” she whispered. “The power is all mine. No man will own me. ”

The woman seemed to understand and ceased her incantations. Ashmina rose determinedly and went out into the moonlight, glowing with an ecstasy of pain and triumph. The crowd had dispersed and the witch was alone. “Now each act of debauchery will enhance the power within,” she mused. “Let the lust and the magic burn within me like a maelstrom of desire. And one day I will pour out that passion on the altar of evil and the dark secrets of eternity will be mine. ”






  


The Assassins’ Palace

 

 Malaric was an expert negotiator. He had secured safe passage across the desert by ingratiating himself with the Jharl. Then the three companions had continued their journey towards the palace of his boyhood. 

Charlotte had been horrified at the prospect of crossing the burning sands once again with her breasts constricted in unbearable bondage but Malaric had insisted on repeating the procedure until they were well out of sight of the oasis and the Desheran nomads. When the sand dunes finally hid them from view, however, he released the girls and allowed them to ride once more. 

The tylopods were laden with supplies purchased at Qyr Rhiat and over the next few days the arduous trek was at least improved by good food, fine wine and comfortable bedding. 

Charlotte was grateful for every cool night in which she lay on the soft sand, after enjoying a luscious evening meal, and looked up at the stars. In those moments she was free of all cares; her ordeals forgotten, her joy at the beauty of the night and the wonders of the strange world carrying her away into imaginative fantasies. Did the same stars gaze down on her home town? she wondered. The constellations seemed hauntingly familiar and yet different from those she remembered so hazily from her past. Did that past even exist anymore? 

Ashmina brooded silently as they travelled, caught up in her own delicious daydreams. She revelled in the sense of hidden power that her new piercing engendered. Even the pain she suffered as she rode, the saddle chafing her swollen labia, was a deviant pleasure for her. She plotted and schemed as the days passed, eagerly awaiting her dark destiny. 

Malaric remained as aloof and inscrutable as ever but his mood was tempered by pleasant reminiscences. He had enjoyed his stay at the House of Idle Desire. Even the memory of Charlotte’s defiant exploits induced a wry amusement, and he had particularly relished her suffering as he had led her bound and helpless across the sands. Every evening he practised amongst the dunes with his variety of fearsome weapons. And every day he set a gruelling pace as they travelled. 

After what seemed like an age of wandering in the desert, Charlotte began to notice a change in the environment. Here and there patches of hardy, reed-like grasses appeared. Then, as they journeyed onward, scrawny little bushes began to dot the arid plain that had replaced the ever-shifting sands. The stands of vegetation grew more numerous as they travelled and, here and there amongst the grass, a particularly hardy strain of tiny purple flower struggled to survive. 

Then one day, as they crested a rise in the landscape, the trio looked down on a wide prairie through which a sizeable river flowed. And on the far side of the rushing water was the edge of an ancient forest. 

“The river Tarantis,” Malaric smiled in response to her questioning look. “And beyond that, the Laelitan Forest. We have almost reached our goal. ”

The companions rode down onto the fertile plain which was adorned with occasional thorny bushes and the mounds of earth that marked the burrows of horned gophers. “Ceratogaulus,” Charlotte noted, identifying the curious creatures. 

“You have such strange names for things,” Malaric commented. “I’m sure you make them up! ”

“And you have such strange creatures in your world,” Charlotte retorted. “Most of them are extinct! And you’re just annoyed because I know more about them than you do! Those are a species of ceratogaulus; the smallest horned mammal ever to have lived. Actually, they’re rodents; the only known rodent with horns. ”

“Horned rats? ” Malaric smirked. 

“No,” Charlotte replied with mocking exasperation. “They’re gophers. You’re the only horny rat around here. ”

 

***

 

Before dusk they came to their destination. 

Based on her previous experience, Charlotte had expected a palace like a fairytale castle with pointed spires reaching into the sky. But this place was nothing like the Sapphire Palace or the Obsidian Citadel. 

Situated at a bend in the river where the ground was flat and fertile, the complex of low buildings was surrounded by a wooden palisade. Protected by the river to the north and a deep ditch that formed a sort of moat to the south, the only access was across a drawbridge and thence through a gatehouse that was the only breach in the spiked wooden walls. 

Sentries manned watchtowers at each of the four quarters of the defences and guards waited by the entrance. The men were clad in the same studded black leather armour that Malaric habitually wore and were armed, like him, with a variety of deadly weapons. Their faces were concealed by executioners’ hoods. 

As the companions crossed the drawbridge and entered the compound, they were greeted by another masked and fearsome warrior. The figure raised a hand in greeting and Malaric pulled up his steed and dismounted abruptly. To Charlotte’s surprise, he caught up the black-clad sentry in a familiar embrace. 

Playfully he pulled off the figure’s hood and it was only then, when a tangle of glossy black hair fell free and a pretty if haughty face was revealed, that Charlotte realised it was a woman. Malaric kissed her with uninhibited passion, the kiss lingering until the warrior seemed to suddenly remember his travelling companions. 

He turned to them, smiling. “This is Assassin-Captain Aliatrix,” he introduced. “She is a dear friend, and a trusted ally. Do not cross her, for she is fierce as a dire fox and would sooner slit your throat than take any shit. ”This last was spoken with a wry glace at Ashmina. 

The girl was not much older than Charlotte but she carried herself with the confidence of knowledge and experience. She regarded the newcomers with a dark glare little short of disdain. 

“And who are these? ” she asked. “Two new concubines that for reasons of your own you have thought worthy to bring into our sacred fortress? ”

“This is the witch, Ashmina,” Malaric replied. “The daughter of Duke Otto Falzarian. And…”

“Another witch? ” Aliatrix interrupted. “Apparently your taste has not improved. ”

“And,” Malaric continued, “this is Charlotte, who holds claim to the Obsidian Citadel and the realms of Prince Malphegor the Sorcerer. ”

The girl’s scathing expression became a disbelieving pout. “The girl that fell from heaven? ” she enquired. 

Charlotte could not let that pass. “How do you know me? ” she asked. 

“It is our business to know. ”Aliatrix stated shortly. “Grumach will see to your mounts. It is clear that there is more to your visit than catching up with old friends Malaric. ”

“Did you ever doubt it? ” Malaric smiled. “I must speak with General Bramalech. ”

“Then you are on a serious mission indeed. Come, we will find you lodgings and I will arrange an audience for you. ”

 

***

 

Charlotte, Malaric and Ashmina were given separate rooms; sparse but comfortable with little beds and a bare minimum of functional furniture. Still, Charlotte was glad of the opportunity to rest and wash. Malaric spent the afternoon in conclave with mysterious strangers while Ashmina brooded alone. 

Food was brought; crusty bread and a simple stew that Charlotte felt had more than a hint of the aroma of gopher about it. 

Night closed in. 

The moon was high in the sky but occluded by misty clouds when Ashmina stole from her room. She made her way silently through the shadowy corridors on a mission of her own. 

A sound in the dark made her freeze, melting into the concealment of a convenient alcove. A door opened and warm light spilled out into the corridor. Aliatrix emerged in a sheer robe of scarlet silk. Malaric was with her, his naked form briefly silhouetted in the doorway. They kissed and he reached beneath her skimpy garment to squeeze her breast, leaving the witch in no doubt as to what the assassin-captain had been doing in his room. Then the girl was gone, moving as noiselessly as Ashmina had done but seemingly making no attempt to conceal herself. 

The witch waited a while, then she too went boldly to the warrior’s door and slipped inside. 

Malaric was lying on the bed but at the sound of the door he was instantly alert and reaching for his knife. He was fast, but his reactions were slowed by the effects of the purple oka he had been smoking with Aliatrix. The witch was already whispering some dire incantation and she held before her a tiny effigy like a miniature human figure that glowed with a greenish luminescence. 

“Mandragora,” the warrior hissed. 

“Yes,” Ashmina replied. “I harvested the root in the gardens of the House of Idle Desire. It is carved to represent you and engraved with the runes of your name. ”

“Such poppets have no power to bind me. ”

“Ah, but it is anointed with your seed, your very essence. I have stolen your semen to add to the melange of my magic. ”

“How did you…? ”

“That night in the forest in distant Gothique, I added ganjura weed to the fire to bring out your inner beast. Then, when you had had your way with that whore Charlotte, I harvested your spunk from her arse just as I would gather herbs in the wilderness. You should be more careful. ”

“Still,” Malaric breathed, “you cannot make me your slave as Malphegor did. His magic was far superior to yours. ”

“I need only moments,” Ashmina countered. “Give me the Wand of Zalmoora. ”



“Never,” the warrior replied but, even as he spoke, he was pulling the mattress from the bed to reveal the magical object concealed beneath. “Tomorrow I will take it back,” he warned, “and punish you for your treachery. ”

“You will remember nothing of this,” the witch smirked and she handed him the cup that she held in her other hand. “The markets of Qyr Rhiat also offered a plethora of magical ingredients. Drink, and forget this night. Forget that you ever laid eyes on the Wand of Zalmoora, for it is mine. ”

“You don’t know the power of the wand,” Malaric said as he reached helplessly for the cup. 

“I know you want it for yourself; a useful weapon in your search for the sword of Sanguise. But it is my destiny that lies on the shores of the Black Sea. Are you really unaware that the temple there was the last stronghold of the sorceresses of the First Empire? ”

“You learned that from Malphegor’s library,” Malaric commented as he raised the cup to his lips. Despite himself, he could not disobey the witch’s commands. 

“Wait,” snapped the enchantress. The light around the carven image was fading but there was still time. “Tell me what you know of Zalmoora. ”

“Zalmoora was the last sorceress. ”Malaric choked as he tried to hold back the information. “She lived in a time when the secrets of sorcery were still entrusted to women; before the fall of the Last Empire, before the rise of the wizards of Borea and Khem. The wand holds the last vestiges of her power. ”

“And the temple? ”

“Her final stronghold. The seat of her legendary dominion. ”

“Khem is a myth, a fairy-tale. ”

“Perhaps not…”The greenish glow flickered, soon to go out. 

Ashmina wished she had more time. She was hungry for the warrior’s occult knowledge. But the risk was too great. “Drink,” she demanded. And he did. 

 

***

 

Malaric and Bramalech sat on the shaded veranda overlooking the hard-packed sand of the training ground while a score of black-clad men at arms practised with a variety of weapons. The general pointed out various points of interest; moments of tactical brilliance and near imperceptible errors. Malaric made polite suggestions and praised the skills of the finest warriors. 

Charlotte and Ashmina emerged from the stockade, well equipped with travelling clothes, packs of provisions and scimitars. 

“You are wise to let the witch go,” the general commented. “She is trouble. ”

“If her ambitions come to fruition,” Malaric replied, “she will make a powerful ally. ”

“And what makes you think that she will not betray you again? Has she not proved herself utterly devoted to the cause of evil? ”

“She is too young to understand what evil is,” said Malaric. “She sided with us against the demon-goddess. She would make the same choice again. ”

“Perhaps, but only out of fear. Once she has the power she craves, she will consort with demons. They will corrupt her. You should not have let her take the wand. ”

“She must forge her own destiny. Or, at least, she must not see my hand in it. Without the wand she could not prevail in the Temple of the Sorceress. The world is changing, Bramalech; the stakes must be high. ”

“So high that you are willing to risk the other girl? Even if she is who you think she is? ”

“She is the one. Even Malphegor saw that in his madness. ”

“As you say, it was madness. ”

Malaric smiled. “Do you think I am losing my sanity? ” he asked. 

The general was suddenly serious. “The Lords of the Black Sun stand ready to serve you at any time,” he said formally. “I would never question your judgement. ”

“Relax, old friend. I need you to question. I value your advice. And I thank you for your loyalty. And for restoring my memory. I knew the witch would try to steal the wand but I was not sure how she would go about it. 

“As for Charlotte; she is at the heart of this, the centre of the maelstrom. Nothing I can do will remove her from the weave of events. But at least I can protect her from the dangers of Vandalusia. 

“Now that we have translated the scroll – another service for which I must thank you – I am sure that we are right about the resting place of Tyrzagant. But I cannot retrieve the sword if I must watch over her as well. You know that I must wield the sword if our plans are to come to fruition. ”

“Then let me come with you. Or at least provide you with an escort. ”

“It will be safer if I go alone. ”

Charlotte and Ashmina left the compound with backward glances at Malaric. The warrior tried to intuit their thoughts but their expressions were unreadable. He had said his goodbyes to Charlotte and she understood his reasoning in leaving her with the witch. Still she was battling her trepidation. 

Ashmina was as inscrutable as ever. 

“So be it,” said Bramalech, stroking his grey beard. “It will be as it was before. You will venture out alone in search of your birthright. And we will remain here; recruiting and training. And waiting for the word of the Prince of Nyx. The call to build an empire. ”

“When the time comes,” Malaric stated, “the empire we build may not be the one you expect. But be ready, for the time is almost upon us. ”






  


Shocks And Discoveries

 

Tiny silver stars glinted in the vast black expanse of space outside the viewing window. Jenna Starhawk watched their apparent progression across the vista as the space station slowly revolved. She wished she could be out among those mocking lights, freed from the abject incarceration into which she had fallen. 

Most of all she wished she was at home with her family or even back at the Academy with its constant challenges, tests and exams. Surely anywhere would be better than the vast industrial nightmare of the space pirates’ orbital base. 

The walls of the grim room in which she found herself were of solid metal, once sheer and silvery but now coated with an orangey-brown corrosion. Oily water dripped constantly from the ceiling and the walls were slick with it. Bundles of wires crisscrossed above her, their lagging hanging in rotting stalactites of yellowed foam. 

Jenna lay face-down on a large rectangular table that was screwed to the rubber-coated floor and studded with rusted rivets. Flexible plastic straps bound her wrists and ankles to heavy bolts affixed at the corners of the table. She was naked. Her silver flight suit and her Astrolite space boots had been cast into a heap of refuse. Mounted to a bracket on the wall above the pile of miscellaneous detritus, a sinister surveillance node watched her indifferently. The grey, pitiless eye never blinked. 

The blast-proof door hissed and squealed as it lurched awkwardly open. A vaguely human silhouette appeared in the rectangle of light beyond. 

The figure’s armoured space suit gave him an insectoid appearance. Black plates of reinforced vadium covered with dangerous battle spikes protected the shiny polymer undersuit. A mirror tinted visor and decorative horns graced the suit’s helmet and on the right shoulder plate was a fearsome red skull insignia. 

The door ground slowly to a close and then the figure spoke, his voice metallically reproduced and utterly emotionless. 

“Welcome to Horizon One,” he said. “I am Captain Grimlock, commander of the pirates of Mars. You are a long way from home, little girl. ”

Jenna was terrified. She could find no words to reply. 

“Tomorrow you will be taken down to the planet’s surface,” the pirate continued, “and sold at the slave courts of Jaldaharra. I have already sent a message to Lord Kilgaran asking him to prepare for your arrival. You are a rare beauty and will, no doubt, fetch a high price. ”

The girl found her voice. “I am no slave,” she protested. 

“Not yet…” Grimlock replied and Jenna imagined him smiling mercilessly beneath his mask. 

“Let me go,” she pleaded in desperation. 

“Why would I do that? ” he asked rhetorically. “Unless, perhaps…”

“Yes? ”

“If I were to keep you for myself…” the pirate mused. “Well, you must be tested anyway. Let us see how you undergo the ordeal. And then… we shall see. ”

Grimlock moved to the side of the table. He touched the girl’s forearm, where her wrist was bound. His gauntlet was cold and terrible against her skin and she shivered involuntarily. 

As he moved to the foot of the table, he let his armoured fingers stroke her flesh; following the delicate line of her spine to her curvaceous buttocks. He could not feel her but his caress made the girl squirm with horror. He stroked the back of her thigh. 

The end of the table where Jenna’s feet were bound abutted the wall where a heavy grille concealed a hidden alcove. The pirate lifted the rusted cover which gave way reluctantly with a metallic screech. 

From within the compartment he retrieved a curious device. It was just a handle, like the hilt of a force-sword, set with three red buttons and a digital dial. Grimlock pressed one of the buttons and a thread of electrostatic light spewed from the end of the device. The line of force twisted and crackled and glowed with a yellow-blue light. 

“Let us see how you enjoy the caress of the fuse-whip,” he gloated. 

“No,” Jenna wailed in horror. “Please, no…I’ll do anything…”

“Yes,” her tormentor concurred coldly. “You will…”

The first lash of the whip across Jenna’s upraised bottom made her cry out with surprise. The weapon made no additional sound as it moved through the air so the impact was utterly unexpected. Where it touched her skin, the impact felt just as severe as a leather strap would have done and it was accompanied by an electric shock that rippled through her buttocks. 

Harsh as the treatment was, it was not entirely unpleasant. The charge left a lingering tingle that sensitised the girl’s flesh delightfully. Further lashes brought moans of pain followed by sighs of pleasure as a strange melange of sensations coursed through her body. 

“No tears? ” Grimlock chided. “Perhaps I have used too light a touch. ”

He pressed the second of the red buttons and the device began to buzz softly. The light from the length of the whip grew brighter and bluer and its crackling intensified. 

The pirate beat the girl unflinchingly across her shoulders and her back and then across her buttocks and her thighs. Her cries became more desperate and she screamed when the harsher blows landed. The energy that flooded her body was now like a constant charge pulsing through her naked form and bringing her to helpless arousal. 

Jenna writhed beneath the caress of the lash, arching her back and raising her hips wantonly. Her breasts throbbed and her nipples were tinglingly erect. As the beating went on, the soft lips of her sex moistened with lascivious desire. 

She was unable to speak, her breath taken by ecstasy. She could barely even think clearly. Had she been able to form coherent words, she would not have known whether to beg for mercy or for more. 

At first the captain had watched her dispassionately as he applied the whip, but the sight of her struggling in her bonds was starting to arouse him too. She was so lustrous in her pain. Her supple young body seemed to ache for the lash and clearly her most intimate secrets craved his attentions. 

Without hesitation, he pressed the third of the controls and increased the power of his weapon to maximum intensity. The cerulean light became almost blinding. And, where the line of energy thrashed against Jenna’s yielding flesh, wondrous sparks leapt up from the impact. The blows themselves seared her almost to burning and left pretty pink stripes across her otherwise unblemished skin. 

“Fuck. Oh, fuck…” she cried as the pain became unbearable and her body convulsed from the electric shocks. Fire ran through her veins and blinding colours danced before her eyes. Her clitoris thrummed intensely as waves of orgasmic joy brought liquid flooding from her cunt. 

Then, as abruptly as the beating had begun, Grimlock ceased his sadistic scourging of the helpless girl. 

“Oh… oh fuck…” she wept. 

“Now,” the pirate smirked, “it seems you are ready for your ordeal to begin. ”

“Begin…? ” Jenna wailed. “But… no, please…”

Her tormentor reached once more into the alcove and flicked a hidden switch. From within the recess, a hydraulic arm extended. It was attached to a silver box which was mounted on tracks like those of a tiny tank. It rolled out onto the table between Jenna’s forcibly parted legs. 

On top of the box was a tri-D image projector and, behind this, several switches and dials. On each side of the box was a metal clamp. Grimlock took hold of the one nearest to him and pulled. It extended from the side of the box on a flexible cable. 

“No, no…” Jenna begged, as he attached the clamp to her right nipple and tightened it sadistically. 

Reaching across his victim, he took the second clamp and applied it with equal cruelty to her left nipple. Then he flicked a switch experimentally and the girl’s protests were cut short by the sudden electric shock. Pulses of energy flowed from the machine in rapid succession. Jenna’s breasts throbbed with anguish and delight. 

Grimlock adjusted a dial until the intensity of the pulsations became frenzied and the girl writhed uncontrollably. Then he returned the power to its original level, leaving the girl panting and tearful. 

He flicked another switch. 

In the lower half of the front of the sinister contraption, a circular opening appeared - the metal retracting like a spiral of shark’s teeth. From within, a phallic probe began to emerge, extending towards the bound girl’s helplessly moistened sex. 

Set into a tiny depression in the very tip of the smoothly bulbous object was a miniscule camera. As the pirate adjusted the controls, the tri-D projector began to display the image from the secret eye as a vast three-dimensional form that hung in the air directly in front of the table. 

At first, Jenna wasn’t sure what she was seeing. But she watched with fascinated wonder as comprehension slowly dawned. The image was exquisitely detailed. She could see her pubic mound, smoothly epilated only recently but now displayed at such magnification that even the faintest hint of stubble was embarrassingly revealed. She could see the lips of her labia, lying open and swollen with sexual desire. Every detail of the beautiful complexity of her vagina, from the tiny creases in her flesh to the scrunched intricacy of her petals and the little fold of her clitoral hood with its pink bud glistening within, was rendered perfectly before her. 

The image was so real, it seemed moist and succulent with the clear juice of Jenna’s arousal. She watched in amazement as the thick probe extended further, giving the illusion that she was about to be swallowed by her own intimacy. Then she felt the cold pleasure of being parted by the invasive phallus and she was sliding into a rosy tunnel of sopping, quivering flesh. 

The penetration found her full depth and Jenna moaned with satisfaction as she was filled completely. Then the probe began to withdraw and she saw her muscles tighten and ripple as they clung slickly around the smooth metal. When it left her completely, she watched the pink gape of her wet aperture close reluctantly, aching to be violated again. 

No sooner had she been confronted once more with the delightful image of her sodden cunt than the process was repeated and she was roughly penetrated for a second time. Grimlock adjusted the dials and the machine began to fuck her in earnest; driving up into the soft depths of her body then pulling out before plunging in again. Faster and faster the device worked while the pirate increased the power flowing into her breast clamps and Jenna was carried to greater heights of pleasure as she was repeatedly devoured by her own sex. 

Another switch clicked and torturous electric pulses began to flow along the length of the silver phallus. The energy rushed through her in dreadful satisfying waves; her womb, her stomach, her heart spasming helplessly. She wept uncontrollably, her body writhing in abject ecstasy. Her veins quivered like conduits of electricity, the tiny hairs on her body stood erect and even her tears crackled with infinitesimal sparks. 

But still she had not reached the peak of her ordeal. Grimlock gazed at the suffering girl. She was beautiful in her bondage, glowing with lust and light. Perhaps he would keep her for himself after all. Hard with desire, he returned to the machine’s controls. 

At the front of the box and just above the hole from which the electric probe extended, a second circular access port appeared. It too opened with a serrated spiralling movement and began to disgorge a shiny phallic length. Just as ominously bulbous as its twin, the second stimulator began to move inexorably forward between Jenna’s legs. 

With the press of a button, the tri-D projector switched from the miraculous view of Jenna’s impaled pussy. Through her sparkling tears, the girl was now treated to a pristine image of the inner curve of her soft buttocks and the intricate detail of her perfectly puckered anus.



Her little sphincter tightened involuntarily into a pink knot of delicately wrinkled flesh. Despite the throbbing rush of emotions and the pulsing shocks that coursed through her, she steeled herself to be further violated by the machine. 

Grimlock could no longer bear the constriction of his cock. He fumbled to remove the armoured cover that protected his genitals then found the self-sealing seam at the front of his trousers and pulled it open. His ample penis sprang out, thick and hard and throbbing with desire, already wet at the tip with his hot arousal. 

He watched avidly as the probe nudged against Jenna’s anal rim and the giant image displayed every detail of the parting of her rear. 

At first the muscle resisted, being pushed inward by the pressure of the metal. Then the tightly clenched anus began to give and the fleshy ring was slowly, inexorably stretched apart. When finally the head of the phallus passed the point where the anal muscle could grip it, the sphincter slid along the length of the probe and the camera displayed the lush rosy depths of Jenna’s rectum. 

She moaned as she was penetrated, the invasion uncomfortable in so delicate an aperture. But the puffy pink flesh of her insides continued to part, sucking snugly around the probe. Jenna would have tried to struggle as the camera was driven achingly deep but she could barely coordinate her efforts as her body spasmed and jerked with tormented electric pleasure. 

When the shaft finally withdrew and its rounded head slipped from Jenna’s bottom she saw her muscles contract once more, scrunching tight against the following thrust. But she was soon parted again, her defences broken down by repeated violations. 

Jenna was too wildly lost in electrostatic bliss to concentrate on the image of her impaled arse. But the pirate watched appreciatively as her anus came to be moistened by her inner juices and then began to gape resignedly open between the increasingly rough and rapid plunges of the probe. 

When the girl was being double fucked at the full rate of the machine, Grimlock activated the electric pulses along the anal shaft. Jenna’s bowels quivered and the rhythmic shocks surged along her spine. Her vision burst with frenzied colours. 

The machine beeped a warning that its output was at maximum. Waves of sizzling delight were being pumped into Jenna’s cunt and arse. Both of those openings were sodden with her inner desire as they were pounded recklessly by the unflagging metal penises. Her breasts throbbed with the energy that emanated from her hot nipple clamps. Her flesh glowed as her body was racked with agony and joy. And all the time she seemed to be plunging into her own ravaged rectum. 

Grimlock took up the fuse whip and began to beat her with unbridled fury. Sparks flew everywhere in great showers of fiery golden motes. Jenna screamed and wept in unbridled orgasmic abandon. The pirate moved to the head of the table and grabbed his victim by the hair. He held her steady in the powerful grip of his armoured gauntlets and forced her mouth open. 

His cock was achingly hard and already twitching with the desperate need for release. He thrust it into Jenna’s mouth and fucked her throat with long deep strokes that choked her to a vague awareness of his actions. She sucked him willingly, all pretence of resistance gone, caught up in the wild sexual thrill of the experience. She came again and again, orgasms building to a crescendo of passion. Then he too could resist no longer and filled her mouth with great spurts of sticky cream. Some she swallowed gratefully, the rest ran down her chin and dripped onto the table. 

His passion spent, the pirate reached over and deactivated the machine. Jenna’s body ceased its helpless writhing and she lay slumped in an exhausted daze. Wet lust dribbled from both the gaping holes between her legs as the probes withdrew. She was marvellously satisfied and, although she was still strapped down, she felt utterly free. She knew that she would never be the same again. 

Opposite her, in the observation window, the great red sphere of Mars was rising into view. Its reflected light bathed the exhilarated girl in the crimson fire of revelation. 

 

***

 

Doctor Hayling threw down the copy of ‘Space Sluts of Mars’ in disgust. 

Were these the fantasies of his virginal daughter? His blood boiled as he was caught up in an outburst of seething rage. 

He stamped on the book where it lay on the carpet and swept Leanne’s jewellery box and the knickknacks and ornaments from her dresser onto the floor. He took up her mirror and threw it madly against the wall. The glass shattered with a deafening crash. 

He turned to her bookcase and toppled it forward. Books and framed pictures rained down. And then the shelves themselves plummeted to the ground with enough force to split the wooden construction apart. 

Hayling turned to her bed and pulled the sheets awry. Then he yanked the curtains from the window until the metal bar from which they hung came away from the wall and fell noisily against the sill. 

He turned and slumped onto the bed, the first wave of his anger passing. But then as he looked down at the mess on the floor he saw signs everywhere of his daughter’s deception. 

Lipstick and eye shadow and suggestive pictures of boys and girls had spewed from Leanne’s jewellery box and now lay revealed. And in the space that had once been concealed behind the bookcase, a half bottle of cheap vodka stood as testament to his daughter’s indulgence. 

The destructive rage came upon him once more.






  



The Laelitan Forest

 

As the red sun rose sultry and enigmatic in the east, Charlotte and Ashmina set out on foot across the bridge over the river Tarantis. The pale marble of the beautifully carven stonework glowed prettily pink in the sunlight and golden lights danced hypnotically on the surface of the crystal-clear water. 

Although the southern part of the Laelitan forest was still technically in Deshera, the crossing seemed to mark the final transition from the dusty desert lands to the summery sylvan lushness Charlotte associated with Arkadia. It was at the edge of a serene and intriguing forest such as this one that Charlotte had found herself when she first arrived in the alien and magical world she now called home. 

And what of her previous home? Her life there seemed a distant dream – far less tangible than the enchanted woodland that stretched before her. 

The trail they followed twisted, narrow, and in places, barely discernible between the trees. But Ashmina seemed to have no problem following the path, confidently leading the way deeper into the forest. Shafts of warming sunshine glanced through the foliage, lighting their way amongst the shadows of trees and the untamed chaos of the undergrowth. 

Dragonflies danced and darted across their path; not the giant meganeurae that Charlotte had encountered further north but their smaller mundane cousins, flashing their gaudy gemstone colours as they passed through the shimmering shafts of light. The snuffling sounds from within the swathes of emerald ferns betrayed the presence of the ubiquitous hyracotheria; miniature ancestors of the modern horse that roamed plentifully across Arkadia and its surrounding woodland. 

By midday, the travellers were deep in the forest and they paused in a picturesque glade to rest for a while and eat a simple meal. It was in just such a bower that Charlotte had made love to the barbarian warlord Thul and she smiled as she remembered that pleasant encounter, her memory selective enough to forget the sense of loss she had felt when the warrior had finally abandoned her. 

“You seem in good cheer,” Ashmina commented. “Do not forget the warnings we were given. ”

“I won’t,” Charlotte replied. But Malaric’s fears for their safety now seemed misplaced. They had encountered nothing more dangerous than poisonous berries and neither had any intention of stopping to try the tempting but deadly fruit. 

They set out again in the afternoon, refreshed and feeling that they were making good progress. But, as the sun began its descent through the western sky, the way became more difficult with every step. 

Soon they were using their Desheran scimitars as machetes to hack their way through the ever increasing density of the bracken. They clambered over fallen logs that lay strewn across the forest floor like the lichenous bones of giants. Any hint of a trail was now far behind them. Charlotte was somewhat disheartened but Ashmina plunged on, sure of her sense of direction and determined to reach her goal. 

“Wait,” Charlotte called, and the witch paused impatiently for her to catch up. It was dark now and Charlotte wanted to stay closer to her companion, the witch’s confidence heartening her against the steadily deepening shadows. They both knew that they should stop for the night, the way was too treacherous in the dark, but it was also too overgrown for them to find a suitable place to rest. The shadows lengthened, reaching out towards them from the skeletal fingers of the now sinister seeming trees. Charlotte shivered as the companions proceeded together towards what appeared to be a clearing some way ahead. 

The girls emerged gratefully from the rampant tangle of the forest into open space. And with the space came light - the ethereal glimmering of the luminous moon. And the moonlight illuminated wonders.



At first Charlotte thought that there were people standing silently in the glade. She was about to shout a warning but Ashmina cut her off with a raise of her hand. The witch’s skin glowed in the lunar light as she approached the figures and examined them in more detail. 

In the middle of the clearing was a ring of statues or carvings, six humanoid figures circling a lone central tree. Was this some sacred grove, Charlotte wondered, and which did these dancing figures represent, the worshippers or the worshipped? There was no doubt in her mind that someone had put a great deal of effort into their creation. They appeared to be exquisitely carved from the bark of the surrounding forest, for their faces consisted only of a frontal image; hollow masks with no backs. It was not entirely clear whether the six were supposed to be dancing but their postures indicated a twisting or jerking movement and their spindly limbs, woven from twigs and narrow branches, were contorted into fantastically angled arabesques. 

Whether the figures were male or female, Charlotte could not tell. Their faces were small and their bodies were thin and androgynous. When Ashmina was brave enough to touch one of the statues, she found the brown bark of its face sticky to the touch, as if sap from within had been exuded and subsequently dried in resinous amber streaks. She looked into the visage of one of the dancers. Its expression was intricately detailed; ecstatic - but whether from pain or pleasure she could not tell. Its eyes were like the dried stones of fruit, concealed within the dark hollows of the wooden mask. 

The central tree consisted of a large trunk with two broken branches. It was devoid of leaves but was strangely curvaceous, almost suggestive of a voluptuously feminine form. The lower part of its trunk flared towards the ground and was covered with a tangle of dry, ropy creepers. Charlotte imagined that the vines had once decorated the tree with lush flora but any flowers had now withered away, leaving only the brittle and somewhat dusty vines. In fact, the vines spread out from the centre of the glade across the floor of the circle like a writhing conglomeration of snakes and, when the girls looked carefully, they could see that the serpentine forms extended as far as the circle of contorted dancers. 

The eerie spectacle of the wooden figures in the moonlight chilled and fascinated Charlotte but the witch seemed in her element. She dropped her pack and began to strip off her clothes. “What are you doing? ” Charlotte asked. 

“We can’t go any further tonight,” Ashmina replied. “Make yourself comfortable if you can. We’ll get some sleep and carry on in the morning. ”

Charlotte was uncertain about sleeping in the glade, haunted as it was by the mysterious creations, but she could see the wisdom in the witch’s words. This was the first clear space they had encountered in hours and the prospect of fighting her way deeper into the forest in the dark was not appealing. She slumped to the ground, well away from the circle and began to unpack her bedroll. 

While she ate an uninspiring meal of pre-prepared rations, Charlotte watched the witch moving naked between the carven forms, the moonlight accentuating the beauty of her pallor as she sang some soft incantation - a lullaby learned long ago in the colder climes of far Gothique. Ashmina moved sensuously between the dancers, stroking their curious features with her delicate white hands. And as she listened to the soothing sound of the witch’s lament, Charlotte slipped into a deep and dream-illumined sleep. 

 

***

 

Charlotte woke in the haunted glade with Ashmina lying next to her. But the witch was already awake, gazing at Charlotte’s sleeping form as she finished her morning masturbation. The golden ring that pierced her labia glistened with the clear wetness of her arousal. 

The waking girl smiled, undeniably pleased to be the object of another’s desire and becoming sleepily hot herself as she in turn watched the witch pleasuring herself. She would have liked nothing more than to unleash her lesbian passion but she knew they should be moving on and began instead to pack up her things in preparation for the day’s trek that lay ahead. Ashmina sighed and her orgasm came upon her just as the first rays of dawn began to glance lasciviously through the trees. 

“Come on,” said Charlotte, “we still have a long way to go. And who knows how long it will take us to fight our way through this jungle of ferns. ”

Ashmina sighed and a wry smile crossed her face. “Perhaps you’re right,” she agreed. 

By the time they were ready to depart, the sun was breaking through the branches, casting its warming light on the girls and on the curious wooden statues that stood nearby. “Are you sure this is the right direction? ” Charlotte asked as they crossed the clearing but Ashmina did not reply. 

“Look at this,” she urged instead, pointing at a crouching carven figure. Warmed by the morning sun, the dried sap that coated the carving had liquefied and was running like thick amber honey over the wooden features. And, as the girls watched, those features seemed to become ever more expressive as they cried their golden resinous tears. Charlotte was fascinated, gazing at the hollow face as its eye sockets became crisscrossed with sticky strands of sap. Ashmina was quicker to suspect danger. 

“Come on,” she urged. But it was too late. From the base of the central tree, a wave of motion seemed to erupt as a beam of sunlight fell full on its dark silhouette. It was as if the very life-force of the earth boiled up from under the ground and filled the pulsing trunk, spewing glutinous fluid from the cracks in its ancient bark. And with that it twisted and its form began to expand, softening and filling out the wooden shell with amber fluid. 

“It’s moving,” Charlotte gasped in awe, as the once-dry creepers began to pulse with life, coursing with fluid and writhing as if alive. And, of course, they were alive, filled with the pulsing throb of the heartbeat of the glade. 

“We should go,” Ashmina insisted but Charlotte was rooted to the spot, unable to tear her gaze from the tree. Nor did the witch act on her instinct for she too was caught in the spell that bound her companion. From somewhere, a strange sort of music had arisen, a sound of forest enchantment so captivating that the girls were helplessly enraptured within seconds of hearing its magical melody. The creepers - or perhaps they were extensions of the roots of the curious tree - had now carried their precious energy to the surrounding figures and these too began to come to life in a mesmerising show of melting bark and agglutinating sap. The mouths of the dancers opened, adding their unearthly voices to the sound of the music. And their bark-like skin softened and became fleshy in the sunlight. 

Little dry buds which had been too tiny to be noticed in the dark now swelled and burst into flower, firstly at the base of the central tree and then along the lengths of the twisting tentacles that reached out to the connected dancers and, finally, all across the floor of the glade, bursting from underfoot in a blaze of pinks and purples and blood reds. 

The rush of blooming flowers spread out so quickly from the centre of the glade that they were soon sprouting to life under the girls’ feet. They swept like waves of petals over the figures in the circle, covering them in a sweetly scented floral mantle. Pollen filled the sunlit air and made Ashmina sneeze. 

The involuntary action seemed to break the witch’s reverie. “Come on,” she urged, tugging at Charlotte’s arm as she backed towards the trees. 

Flowers sprouted all around them as they moved. The nearest of the figures was now a huge mound of rosy petals and the rest of the glade was likewise swamped with colourful flora. The air swirled with cypselas and diaspores, the tiny aerial seeds dancing in the breeze and catching in the girls’ sunlit hair. 

As Ashmina crossed the boundary of the glade and passed into the shadow of the forest beyond, a strange emerald glow emanated visibly from her pack. Charlotte, a couple of paces behind the witch, had only a moment to notice the curious phenomenon before she was brought up short by some invisible barrier. It was as if the air in front of her had solidified into a smooth, transparent wall. 

“I’m trapped! ” she exclaimed. “How did you get out? ”

“It must have been the wand,” the witch replied calmly, rummaging in the bag and withdrawing the Wand of Zalmoora. 

“Where did you get that? ”Charlotte was incredulous. “You stole it. ”

“The wand is rightfully mine. You know nothing of the tales of Zalmoora, the last sorceress. If you did, you would see…”

“Never mind that now,” Charlotte implored, “get me out of here. ”There was a rumbling in the clearing now that shook the forest floor, though beyond the barrier the trees seemed unaffected. 

“Whatever enchantment this is,” Ashmina replied, “it bodes ill for anyone who tarries in that glade. I will not step into its confines again. ”

“Then throw me the wand,” Charlotte demanded, “so that I may carry it across the threshold. ”

“What? You think I would risk losing the Wand of Zalmoora to rescue you from some dismal fate. You are mistaken. I seek the temple that stood on the shores of the Black Sea. Such a fate is surely steeped in powerful and dangerous magic. If I am to seize my destiny, I need the wand. ”

“You can’t just leave me…” Charlotte began but the witch had already made up her mind and hurried away into the woods. 

As the rumbling reached its crescendo, Charlotte turned to see the mounds of flowers that covered the carven dancers explode in a storm of petals that filled the air with a heady fragrance. And when the maelstrom settled, where once the curious statues had stood were now revealed the most beautiful nymphs, come fully to life in soft and delicate flesh. 

The flower maidens were enchanting in their loveliness. Each was as delicate as the petals from which she had been born, her skin soft and pale as cream, her features tiny and elfin except for the eyes, her breasts small and girlish as the gentle curves of her figure. The naked little beauties turned their enormous emerald eyes on Charlotte with looks of absolute innocence mingled with a torrential desire that seemed about to brim over into melted diamond tears. 

As they moved closer, Charlotte was unable to back away. The invisible barrier was not the only thing preventing her from fleeing into the woods; the very sight of the nubile girls approaching her fired her with passion for they seemed so pure and helpless yet radiant with sensual fervour. As they clamoured about her, chirruping, like small melodious birds and smiling delightedly, Charlotte admired their pretty faces framed by incredibly long, luscious locks of flowing hair in sunlit pastels shades of turquoise and mauve and rosy pink. 

Then one, braver than the rest, came close up to Charlotte’s face, as if to kiss her, but as she opened her mouth she revealed her inhuman nature. Warm golden honey poured from between her glistening lips and ran down her little chin to drip stickily onto her pert breasts. But Charlotte was already gazing into the nymph’s whirlpool eyes, drowning in enchantment and moving forward for the kiss. Their mouths met and Charlotte tasted the nectar which was sweet and nourishing and delightfully fresh. She could not resist. She plunged her tongue into the maiden’s mouth, drinking the honey dew and becoming ever more enraptured by the taste. 

As she embraced the first nymph, the others were all around her, removing her clothes with their dextrous hands and drawing her down towards the petal-strewn ground. Their honey-dripping mouths were at her breasts and her thighs and their golden secretions seemed to sensitise her skin while she sucked the same aphrodisiac poison from the flower maiden’s mouth. 

Soon the girls were writhing on the floor in an ecstasy of desire, their bodies covered with golden dew to which the colourful petals clung, their hair entwining each other in glistening strands. Charlotte had given up all thoughts of escape. And the more she tasted of her luscious companions the wilder her passion grew. 

Now the kiss was broken and Charlotte, gasping and lustful, found herself between the legs of one of the beautiful nymphs. She kissed her pale thighs and moved towards the tiny hairless mound where another orifice promised to taste sweeter still. What Charlotte found between the girl’s legs was a delicate pink sphincter, unadorned by folds of flesh and more like an anus than a vagina. 

From that single puckered hole another honeyed substance exuded, darker and thicker than the yellow gold that seeped from the maidens’ mouths, a sweet-scented amber secretion. Fired with lust, Charlotte suckled at the seeping aperture, tasting the sticky liquid that had the heat of alcohol and an even more powerful and immediate aphrodisiac effect. 

As she imbibed the glorious elixir, her mind was filled with erotic images and her vision seemed to sharpen as the colours around her grew brighter and more wondrous. Swirling patterns seemed to extrude from every shape and form, washing over the nymphs and shimmering in the air of the glade. Her heart beat faster as she was swept away in an ecstasy of sheer joy. 

She was naked now and the soft intimate attentions of the nymphs were thrilling her hypersensitive skin. Charlotte felt her moist cunt penetrated by tiny fingers that stroked the inner folds of her flesh. Her whole body was moistened with a lovely lubrication. 

On her knees, she lifted her bottom in the air, inviting attention to her most intimate secrets. The nubile bodies were beneath her and behind her, surrounding her with soft, honey-bathed, flower-scented flesh. And the caresses went on, firing her passion. 

As Charlotte’s tongue explored the delicate orifice of the girl who lay before her, more and more of the amber fluid spewed forth. She raised her head to catch her breath and was amazed by what she saw. The little pink ring of muscle began to part before her, opening out like a tiny volcano as if something was expanding from within. And then with a final gush of warm liquid, the orifice was breached and a strange organ emerged from inside. 

It was a white bulbous projection on a slim, smooth stalk. It reminded Charlotte of a mushroom with its rounded head and narrow shaft. At its tip was a tiny hole. Charlotte was delighted by the little sexual organ she had coaxed forth and, instinctively, she treated it like a penis and took it into her mouth.



At this, the nymph made such sweet ululations of appreciation that Charlotte was moved to use all her skill to pleasure her. All around the pair the other honey-glistening lovers were entering a similar state of arousal, their little white stamens protruding forth from their floral genitalia. 

Charlotte could feel the gentle penetration of her pussy as one of the organs entered her. While it was not as big as a man’s penis, it seemed to move within her; seeking out her most sensitive spots and stimulating her inner pleasure centres. She moaned with joy and suckled ever more enthusiastically at the throbbing object in her mouth. 

With her eyes closed, Charlotte felt awash with a melange of coruscating colours that burst like fulgent blossoms all around her. The bewildering pleasure was like nothing she had ever experienced. All cares and inhibitions were forgotten. Nothing mattered but the ferocious beauty of her companions and the mesmerising way they were carrying her inexorably towards orgasm. 

The caresses of her lovers thrilled every inch of her skin. The sound of their unearthly music seemed to vibrate through her gorgeous body. She was utterly soaked in the aphrodisiac juice that the maidens produced and she could feel her own arousal seeping from her to mingle with it. Her pussy was quivering with delicious sensations and she could now feel another of the prehensile white organs sliding its way into the honey-lubricated depths of her arse. 

The combination of delightful sensations grew more and more intense until she could bear no more pleasure. Charlotte’s body trembled as waves of glorious lust reverberated through her. Her pulsing clitoris ached for fulfilment. And the desperate desire for release intensified ever further until she reached the transcendent peak of her climax. 

The wanton nymphs seemed to respond to her ecstasy and gave themselves up to their own gratification. The quivering stamen in Charlotte’s mouth twitched delicately and gave up its seed; a million tiny spores that burst from the tiny aperture at the end of the organ, coating Charlotte’s tongue and filling her mouth with a myriad tingling golden motes that dissolved like miniscule bursting bubbles in the wet cavity of her throat. Her cunt and arse were filled in the same manner causing her inner canals to be inundated with a pleasant prickling. 

The curious spores dissolved in tingling effervescence and were absorbed by Charlotte’s inner flesh. A rush of luscious plant toxins permeated her body and coursed through her blood-stream. Her internal organs were bathed and titillated; each one being transformed into a centre of sensual delight, each craving its own orgasmic release. 

Far from coming down from her climax, she was spurred on to new heights of desire; feeling arousal in her heart and her lungs, her liver and her spleen, her kidneys and her bladder. The sensation was overwhelming; an explosion of lust that would have been terrifying if it had not felt so wonderful. She was fired with an extraordinary energy. She was weeping with joy and begging to be fucked again. 

The three nymphs who had released their floral seed withdrew from her body. But they were soon replaced by others, entering every orifice and maintaining constant attention to Charlotte’s newly discovered needs. 

Charlotte felt at one with the glade and its lustrous denizens, unable to distinguish where her body ended and her petal-strewn environment began. She felt total empathy with the nymphs; her body sang with the same unearthly song and radiated with the same alluring colours. 

Orgasms built again and again in every part of her being. Her flesh quivered with near-constant climax. And the aphrodisiac emissions of her nubile lovers filled her with transcendent bliss. 

Charlotte lost all sense of time. The love-making seem endless. Hours passed in lustful oblivion, writhing amongst the insatiable nymphs, but Charlotte never tired and never ceased to crave further pleasures. The sun passed its zenith and still she could not be sated. 

By late evening there was nothing left of Charlotte’s waking consciousness. She existed in an abstract world of light and sound and floral scent, of slippery soft caresses and utter joy that carried her on waves of arousal to ever more perfect peaks of pleasure. She hardly noticed the serpentine creepers that wriggled beneath her and nudged and nestled against the mass of naked girls. 

But there was purpose in the movement. Gradually the orgiastic group was being drawn inward towards the central tree, inching closer to the heart of the glade. 

It was only as the lower edge of the sun’s bright disk began to be obscured by the tops of the tallest trees and cast dappled shadows over the orgiastic scene that Charlotte and the nymphs found themselves at the rugged edge of the mighty trunk. Here, at the base of the tree, was a curious hollow that had opened between the roots and towards this shadowed maw the revellers were inexorably drawn. 

Oblivious to all but lust and light, Charlotte would have been lured into the slimy depths of the pit. But just as she teetered at its edge, a singular shadow fell across her face and a cool breeze seemed to wake her momentarily from her trance. 

Instinctively she caught hold of one of the sturdier roots, just as she was about to be precipitated headlong into the depths. A beam of light from the waning sun briefly illuminated the deep cavity before her and Charlotte recoiled from the sight of the horror that lay within. 

The walls of the pulsing cavity ran with glistening ochre slime that dripped into a gelatinous pool under the bowels of the tree. And tangled in amongst the wriggling mass of blood-red tentacles that squirmed in the pit were the decomposing corpses of its former victims. The eyeless sockets of putrescent skulls starred vacantly up at Charlotte and the slithering movement in the abyss caused the dead bodies’ limbs to twitch and flail as if beckoning her into hell. 

She screamed with blind panic and scrambled from the brink of the pit, pushing aside the nymphs that still sought to cling to her in sinister sexual embrace. Falling back onto the petal strewn creepers she was carried once more towards the opening. The beautiful temptresses swarmed around her, their honeyed mouths at her flesh, their bulbous stamens twitching to release seed, their nubile bodies smothering her. 

She could feel the rushes of incongruous delight still surging through her body. The heat of lust threatened to swamp her once more. The beauty of the nymphs and their urgent caresses combined with their enchanting song and the blurring of her senses to subsume her in sensual oblivion. 

But the images of the fate that awaited her were seared into her mind. These lovely deceitful creatures were but an extension of the vast carnivorous tree. And it gained its baleful sustenance from that digestive pit where the dissolving flesh of its captives was sucked from their pitiful bones. 

Charlotte fought for her life. 

She scrambled back from the horror in the pit, scratching and biting at the girls that surrounded her, kicking and punching and screaming to break the hold of their spell. And slowly the sun descended towards the horizon, bleeding red light between the trees. 

But still the nymphs came at her; alluring, inviting, an inhuman hunger glinting in their beautiful eyes. 

Charlotte’s back was against the invisible barrier that surrounded the glade. She was exhausted from the fight and still she could not escape. Sinister shadows now transformed the scene from a sylvan idyll to a nightmarish dreamscape. 

But the fading light was Charlotte’s salvation. 

As the sun set behind the forest, the force that animated the demonic nymphs and the ravenous tree was withdrawn. The girls spewed torrents of golden honey from their mouths. Their eyes shrivelled and dried as they wept sticky ochre sap. Their flesh shrank around their wooden bones as they exuded the liquid life-force and their faces distorted with pain as they cried out with despair. They could barely move now and their emaciated bodies contorted into awkward angular shapes as the darkness engulfed them. 

Suddenly the invisible barrier disappeared and Charlotte fell back into a stand of verdant bracken. She lay in a daze, gazing at the disturbing statues that now populated the glade as the first rays of moonlight shimmered through the forest. The plants in the clearing had died and were forgotten. It was just as it had been when she and Ashmina had first discovered it. 

But Charlotte had no intention of staying another night in the haunted glade. And, while the thought of the witch’s treachery stirred her anger, her immediate priority was escape. Naked and terrified, she fled into the menacing depths of the Laelitan forest where nothing was as it seemed.






  


The Queen Of The Amazai

 

Charlotte fled through the forest in a blind panic. Every sound of movement in the undergrowth caused talons of fear to cutch at her heart. Twigs and brambles scratched at her naked flesh but she ignored them, running for her life. 

The moon hid its gaze behind ominous clouds, abandoning her to her fate. 

At some point she saw a light glimmering in the distance but she was too afraid to approach it. Fearing for her life and her sanity, she carried on, stumbling into the darkness. 

Late in the night, exhaustion finally conquered her and she collapsed against a fallen log. Too weak to rise, she slumped into the noisome abyss of dreamless sleep. 

She awoke at dawn, her body adorned with cuts and bruises and liberally spattered with mud and mould. Leaves and grasses clung to her sticky flesh and her skin itched intolerably. 

Her head pounded and her muscles ached. The toxins she had ingested racked her body as she sweated them out. But, nonetheless, she rose and kept moving; desperation driving her on. 

In her delirium, she staggered and fell. But each time she picked herself up and resiliently continued her flight. At length, she began to make out a comforting sound and, as the forest lightened with the rays of the rising sun, she came to a place where a winding stream cascaded into a silvery pool before continuing to wind its way into the distance. 

Gratefully, and without thought, Charlotte plunged into the pristine waters. The icy cold took her breath away and she emerged gasping for breath. She drank unceasingly, her thirst unquenchable, and she let the bubbling current wash away the coagulated coating from her skin. 

When she finally clambered out on the other side of the pool, her fingers and toes were numb but the sun was beginning to warm her with its growing glory. In the daylight her panic faded somewhat and she began to take stock of her situation. The stream twisted sinuously away into the distance, leaving the forest and venturing out onto the Plains of Scyth beyond. 

At the surface of the water emerald dragonflies flitted and somehow that seemed a comforting omen. Charlotte realised that she had been in a similar situation before; tired and tremulous at the edge of the endless steppes. This time, she determined bravely, she would explore those fabled lands. 

And perhaps, she thought vengefully, she would one day catch up with Ashmina and teach the witch a lesson for her selfish betrayal. 

Charlotte followed the course of the river for the rest of the morning and into the afternoon. Her body dried quickly as she walked and the exercise kept her warm but she was soon flagging from hunger and, though she could not yet feel it, her nose was pink with sunburn. 

When the sun had passed its zenith and began to descend behind her, she came to a bend in the river where the bank sloped gently down to a little rocky beach. Here she made her way to the water’s edge to rest a moment and take a drink. 

Vaguely, she was daydreaming about catching a fish and wondering if she could make a fire. Long ago, in another world, she had taken a short course on survival skills, but much of her knowledge was theoretical and she was extremely doubtful of her abilities in such difficult circumstances. 

As she knelt to drink, she gradually became aware of the subtle sensation of being watched. Looking around, she saw nothing and she dismissed her instinct as tiredness. 

Charlotte wanted nothing more than to sit by the water and rest for a while but the continuing sense of presence troubled her. Reluctantly, she decided to walk back up the gentle incline and have a look around from higher ground. As she did so, she found that her intuition had not deceived her. 

At the top of the bank, two figures rose in front of her from where they must have been lying hidden in the long grass. Charlotte gasped with surprise at their sudden appearance and stared in wonder as she watched them descending towards her. 

The two women were striking in every sense, at once beautiful and terrifying. Their firm bodies were supple and sinuous, their musculature awesomely well developed, their skin tanned and radiant and marked liberally with the swirling curves of war paint or dye. 

They wore their hair in long single plaits, held back from their faces with leather bands. Short skirts secured by belts of burnished metal disks barely covered their womanly charms and left their powerful legs bare. Narrow cloth bands encircled their torsos, seemingly inadequate to contain their ample breasts but at the same time holding those sizeable orbs expertly in place. The women wore no other clothing except for the simple moccasins on their feet. 

They approached with the lithe movement of predatory tigresses, their spears raised fearsomely before them. Charlotte began to back away; raising her hands in what she hoped was a peaceable gesture. 

As the women moved closer, she retreated again and then jumped as her foot stepped back into chilly water. Reflexively, she turned to glance at the river, wondering nervously if she should attempt to swim for the opposite bank. But, in the depths of the rushing water, another surprise awaited. 

As Charlotte looked for an escape route, three more figures surfaced in unison from the depths. They arose like dazzling sirens, water dripping from their naked bodies, their breasts thrust forward with pert nipples hardened by the cold. They carried shorter spears, like serrated harpoons, and gripped sharp-pointed hunting knives between their small white teeth. 

There was to be no escape from the beautiful huntresses. 

 

***

 

Charlotte had not bothered to fight. Had she escaped, she would have been too exhausted to run. As it was she had allowed the women to bind her wrists with a leather thong and lead her away as a captive. 

They paused briefly at a tiny thicket of the little twisted bushes that dotted the plains to retrieve their clothing and blankets, bows and arrows and other supplies. Then they trekked east for three days, leading Charlotte by her wrists, setting a gruelling pace and sleeping each night under the clear starry sky. 

On the fourth day, they came back to the river, or perhaps to a different one, Charlotte could not be sure. Either way, she knew they had reached their destination. 

On the plain beyond the river lay a sizeable settlement of colourful yurts. Horses grazed nearby, smoke rose from hearth fires into the blue sky and women were everywhere. Some were arriving from the east, some were saddling horses to depart. Some sat by the camp fires, others washed clothes at the riverbank. One sharpened a knife on a small stone wheel, another stood talking animatedly before a seated group of young girls. 

Charlotte was led across a makeshift bridge and into the settlement. Here her captors were greeted by their friends and sisters and several of them disappeared into one or other of the octagonal tents. Near the centre of the camp, a sturdy wooden post had been driven into the ground set with metal rings. To this Charlotte was tethered, alone. 

The hours passed and Charlotte sat tired and dejected on the ground. Although she had been fed dried meat and fish on her journey across the steppes, she had had no food that day and her stomach ached. Her bare feet throbbed but she had become so used to their discomfort that she barely noticed. 

A young girl came briefly to stare at her. But she did not venture close, soon lost interest and wandered away. 

Finally, as evening came dimly down over the Plains of Scyth, one of the huntresses returned and, releasing Charlotte from the post, led her towards the largest yurt, an imposing pavilion draped with golden silk. 

When she entered the tent, Charlotte could not help but be impressed. Although there was only one room, it was extremely spacious. The floor was covered with furs, so soft that they seemed to soothe her aching feet. The thick woven walls of the dwelling were also covered with animal skins and, on one side, with an intricately decorated tapestry. 

Despite the fading light, a circle of grey-blue sky could still be seen through the open circle at the apex of the structure. The opening seemed to suck up the aromatic smoke from the gleaming braziers that burned around the room, leaving the air clear but delicately scented. 

To Charlotte’s left, a table draped with red velvet supported goblets and platters of silver and gold, filled with wine and fruit and meat. She felt her mouth fill hungrily with saliva. Cushions and silks were strewn liberally around the room. 

Facing Charlotte was an impressive throne, not studded with jewels like those in the Sapphire Palace or the Obsidian Citadel, but expertly carven nonetheless. Seated there was the most stunning woman she had ever seen. 

Although she was twice Charlotte’s age, still she rivalled her in beauty. Her face, though delicately lined around the eyes, held a serene composure and a grace that defied age. Those grey eyes were stern but wise. 

A long red cloak, trimmed with gold, hung from her shoulders and fell around her throne. She wore a knee-length leather skirt, stitched with metal rings. The top half of her body was bare except for the thick metal bands which encircled her muscular arms. Her stomach was not flat, but nor was there any excess fat on her and her breasts, though no longer pert, were still firm and hung full and voluptuous. 

In her right hand she held a spear; its head long and sharp and silver, its shaft hard and smooth and black. Her left hand rested on the upper rim of a huge round shield, its silver frontispiece beaten over a wooden core and graven with wild beasts. She wore a conical helmet that seemed almost a crown. 

She was flanked on her right by a young girl, on the brink of blossoming into womanhood. Her eyes were also grey, wild and eager. Her pretty face betrayed a familial resemblance to her statuesque mother though her mouth had a slightly different shape; quicker to snarl than to smile, hinting at cruelty. She wore a cloak of wolf skin and boots trimmed with the same material and gripped a long knife as though she ached to use it. 

To the left of the throne sat another woman dressed in skins over a shapeless dress. A black veil obscured her face but her hunched form and her withered hands betrayed her age. Before her on the ground lay a series of bones, a feather, a claw, a crystal and in her lap was the skull of a creature Charlotte recognised immediately though she could never have seen a living specimen. 

Smilodon. The sabre-toothed cat. 

“Welcome,” said the woman on the throne. “I am Angkara Tyrannia, Queen of the Amazai. This is my daughter, Morghara. And this is our seeress, Eldevene. ”

She paused, then leaned forward slightly and whispered, “On your knees, child,” as if no one would notice the prompt. Charlotte did as she was told and the queen continued. “Who are you, and what brings you to the tribal lands of the Amazai? ”

“I… er…” Charlotte began, unsure of how much she should reveal. “I’m lost. I… came from the forest. ”

“From Arkadia? ”

“No. From Deshera in the south. I got lost in the forest and… found myself here. And I…”

“You were alone in the Laelitan woods? ”The queen sounded sceptical. 

“No. I was with another woman. A witch. . . ”

“No man was with you? ”

“We were with a man,” Charlotte began to explain, “but he. . . ”

“Left you? ”

“He…”Tears began to well in Charlotte’s eyes. “He is far away. ”

“I see,” said the queen. 

The ancient seeress mumbled something incoherent and shifted her position. She stroked the bleached white skull as though it were a pet.



“So,” the queen continued, “you bring no man with you and you seek refuge in our territory? ”

Charlotte did not know how to explain what had happened to her. “Yes,” she replied simply. 

“Then we are honour-bound to offer you hospitality. You may stay with us and you will be well looked after. Now, what is your name, child? ”

 

***

 

It was on the evening of the third day of her stay with the Amazai that Charlotte was summoned once again to the queen’s yurt. She had been sleeping in the tent of a warrior-woman called Azara and was recovering well from her ordeal. 

Each day she had been visited by the strange old woman called Eldevene who had muttered and grumbled over her in a most disconcerting way but had also rubbed soothing cream into her feet, legs, back and breasts that had healed her various wounds. She had eaten roasted meat and succulent fruit and a mush of tubers that was sweet and filling and, gradually, she had regained her strength and her confidence. 

Earlier in the day she had even gone hunting with Azara, wearing soft moccasins and a leather skirt and carrying a bow and arrows. They had caught nothing but they had had fun. Charlotte was laughing and letting Azara plait her hair when the summons came. 

The moon was up but the stars were not yet visible as Charlotte entered the queen’s tent. It seemed just as she had left it, though Morghara and Eldevene were not there and the queen’s throne was empty. 

Angkara Tyrannia stood by the table, a golden goblet in her right hand. She wore knee-high boots of black leather and a long cloak of white fur over her armour. Such armour was clearly not designed for battle but for show and she cut an impressive figure. 

Her ample breasts were encased in chain mail, each link of which was solid silver. A short skirt of the same precious metal barely covered her femininity and as she turned to fill her cup with wine, Charlotte could see the curve of her buttocks below the metallic hem. Indeed, the armoured skirt was near transparent and the cleft of her delectable rear was clearly visible. Black leather straps with silver studs were at her wrists and upper arms and, as a strange but appealing addition, a black lace garter encircled her left thigh. 

Charlotte fell to her knees, not because she knew that it was required of her but in utter admiration. 

“Come here, child,” said the queen. “You may kiss my boots. ”

Charlotte hesitated before obeying such a humiliating command. But there was something about the presence of this woman and, she had to admit, something about the way the black leather of her boots gleamed in the firelight from the braziers that made her comply instantly. She crawled across the floor, her breasts hanging pendulously, and pressed her lips against the soft black leather. 

“Now,” said the queen, “we must talk. You are welcome among us Charlotte. I know that you are grateful that we have taken you in. Azara adores you. ”

Charlotte continued her kisses with increased fervour, her tongue savouring the strange taste of the leather. 

“But the time has come for you to learn something of our ways, Charlotte, and they may seem strange indeed to one from outside. ”The queen sipped her wine and then moved away to sit on her carven throne. Charlotte hesitated, unsure whether to crawl after her. 

“Be calm, child,” Angkara continued. “Help yourself to wine and I will tell you of the curious rituals of the Amazai…”






  


Desperate Measures

 

The taxi swerved to a screeching halt, one wheel mounting the low pavement outside the looming old buildings. 

“Jeez, Max, could you go any faster? ” Leanne snapped. 

“You said you were in a hurry,” the driver replied. 

“No,” she corrected. “I said I was late. ”

“You don’t have to do this you know…” Max began but the girl was in no mood to listen. 

“Whatever,” Leanne muttered as she got out of the vehicle. She left an empty vodka bottle on the back seat, discarded her cigarette in the gutter and swung the car door shut behind her. “Go on, fuck off,” she said as the car pulled away. 

She stood before a seedy hotel in a run-down part of town. The thought of going in was not too appealing but she wasn’t going to hang around on the street dressed as she was. So she took a deep breath and walked into the dilapidated building. 

 The guy at the front desk appraised her as she entered the lobby, he’d seen her before and she always looked hot but this time…“Schoolgirl,” he commented, “nice touch. ”

No schoolgirls dressed as Leanne was kitted out - at least, not while they were at school. But the fantasy was everything as Leanne well knew. Her black patent shoes had heels high enough that they would have got her sent home from the school she had attended. She wore white knee-high socks and a tiny tartan skirt that barely reached the curves of her buttocks. Her white blouse had the sleeves rolled up and the top four buttons undone revealing her cleavage accentuated by a black bra. Her striped tie hung loosely about her neck. Her wrists were adorned with numerous fluorescent plastic bangles and her long hair was tied up in pigtails. She looked like the cover girl from a trashy men’s magazine. 

“What room is Mr. Smith in? ” Leanne enquired. 

“We got a lot of Mr. Smiths. ”

“This one’s not a regular; he’s from out of town. ”

“Fourteen. ”

“Sure? ”

“Pretty sure. Go on up…You’ll know‘im when you see‘im, right? ”

“Right. ”Leanne wasn’t at all sure that she would, but she took to the stairs anyway. 

At the top, she came to a gloomy corridor with a faded orange carpet. As she passed along it she was assailed by the sounds emanating from the numbered rooms. 10: sex. 11: television. 12: sex. 13: sex and violence. 14: silence. 

She knocked. 

There was no reply. Maybe it was the wrong room. Maybe he wasn’t even here. She was about to turn away but then the door opened and, with some trepidation, she went inside. 

The guy was middle-aged, with plenty of grey at his temples. He looked like he had once been fit but had stopped exercising. He wore the trousers from a navy business suit that had seen better days and a grey shirt but no tie. His jacket was hung over a nearby chair. There wasn’t much else in the room besides the double bed. He’d pulled all the covers off and dumped them on the floor, leaving only the mattress wrapped in an almost white sheet. There was a door leading to a tiny shower-room and a small window with the curtains drawn – faded orange curtains that matched the timeworn carpet. 

His eyes widened slightly as he appraised his visitor. Perhaps he was suppressing a smile. Perhaps not. “What have you got to say for yourself? ” he demanded with convincing anger. 

“Can I have a cigarette? ” Leanne ventured. 

“No! ”

“Sorry I’m late? ”

“Better. But sorry isn’t good enough you stupid little slut. Where have you been? ”He didn’t wait for her to reply. “Out and about when you should be studying. Thinking about boys not about your grades. Don’t you pay attention in class? ”

“Um…”



“No! You’re always sat at the back. Daydreaming. Touching yourself. ”He advanced on her. “You’re always thinking about sex. You dirty little whore. ”

Leanne was taken aback by the force of his verbal assault and real fear gripped her. “I’m sorry…” she managed. 

“I told you, sorry isn’t good enough. It’s punishment you need. And that’s exactly what you’re going to get. ”He grabbed her by one of her pigtails and threw her face down on the bed. She felt his strength in that moment and it both thrilled and terrified her. 

Before she knew it he was on top of her; pulling her legs forward until she was kneeling on the floor then pushing her down, his knee in the small of her back, his hand on the back of her head, crushing her face into the mattress. She could smell sweat and washing powder. 

From his pocket he produced a pair of handcuffs and clipped them deftly to her left wrist. Then he yanked her arm painfully out to the side and attached the second manacle to the wooden strut of the headboard. “You’re not going anywhere ‘til your punishment is done,” he whispered ominously. 

“Oh, be gentle with me,” Leanne begged. 

“Not fuckin’ likely,” he replied. 

Leanne was on her knees, bent over the side of the bed, and in that position she couldn’t help but present her bottom to her captor as he got down behind her. The skirt she wore was so short that her current position exposed her pretty white panties. The guy seized the inadequate briefs and tore them down around her thighs. Leanne was sure she was in for a spanking but, instead, he put his hands on her buttocks and parted her curves. Then his face was between her exposed cheeks and he was licking enthusiastically at her cleft. She gasped as his tongue probed at her anus. 

After the initial confusion, Leanne slowly began to relax. Despite her fear, she was coming to enjoy the sensation as he stroked her thighs and massaged the flesh of her rear and his wet tongue sought to squirm into her tight little aperture. His saliva ran down to her cunt and mingled with her own moisture as she grew hotter and more wanton with every passing moment. 

With her free hand, Leanne reached between her legs and began to rub at her soft pussy. She sighed with appreciation as she found her responsive bud just as the guy’s tongue penetrated her bottom. Her anus was more relaxed now and she rubbed herself against his face, delighting in the sensation of his lapping tongue. 

“Umm, oh yeah…” she moaned as she masturbated. But perhaps her obvious enjoyment was not what he wanted for he immediately withdrew from his position behind her. 

“Did I say you could touch yourself? ” he demanded as he crossed the room away from her. 

“No,” she replied, but she didn’t desist. She used her fingers to part the pink folds of her labia invitingly. “I’m sorry, but you make me feel so…”

“Silence, you slut,” he commanded. “How dare you act the whore with me? I’ll teach you a lesson you won’t forget. ”From the chair where his jacket was hanging he picked up a wooden ruler; a thick old-fashioned one, marked with the dates of the reigns of the kings of England. 

“Oh, forgive me,” Leanne mumbled. But it was too late. 

He came and sat on the edge of the bed beside her. With his right hand he lifted her skirt fully up to the small of her back. With his left hand he struck her across her upraised buttocks with the wooden implement. The slap of the blow seemed almost deafening in the tiny room. Leanne gasped and moved her fingers obediently away from her cunt. 

He struck her again, harder this time, and it stung like being caned. Leanne yelped and steeled herself for the next blow that came harder still and was quickly followed by a series of wild strikes that left livid pink marks on the curves of her flesh. 

The beating went on with ever increasing force. Tears came slowly to Leanne’s eyes but, as the relentless assault continued, she began to weep into the mattress. She clung to the sheet, squeezing handfuls of the soft material and, when finally she was unable to suppress her screams of anguish, she shoved the folds into her mouth and bit them for comfort, oblivious to their chemical taste. 

The guy showed no mercy to the suffering girl, holding her body pinned to the bed while he thrashed her buttocks and thighs with harsh, reckless blows from the wooden ruler. Leanne groaned through the gagging material as her flesh was ravaged and bruised. 

Eventually, he freed his cock from the confines of his navy trousers and got down on his knees behind her once again. He gazed at the results of his handiwork; Leanne’s lacerated bottom a testament to his unflinching dedication to her punishment. 

“Will you work harder in future? ” he asked. 

The chastened girl could not reply. The guy grabbed her reddened buttocks and squeezed them sadistically. “Ughh,” Leanne spluttered as she spat out the folds of the sheet. 

“Answer me,” he demanded. 

“Yes, yes…” the girl sobbed helplessly. 

“Yes, what? ”

“Yes, I’ll work harder… I’ll pay attention in class… I’ll… Ohh…”He drove his erection deep into her pussy. Despite all that she had endured, Leanne’s body had reacted lustfully to her abuse. She was so wet that he entered her effortlessly. 

“What’s seven times four? ”

He began to slide in and out of her moist depths. Her juices coated his penis in glistening dew. “Say it. ”

“What? 

“Seven times four. ”

“Er… twenty-eight. ”

“Good girl. ”He fucked her with increasing speed, thrusting deep and savouring her lush warm haven. “What is the capital of Peru? ”

“Lima? ”

“Excellent. You may touch yourself if you like. ”He was driving her hard now and she was responding. Her fingers went straight for her clit. 

“When was the battle of Hastings? ”

“Ohh, ahh, I know: 1066. ”

“Oh yes, good girl, clever girl…Oh, I could reward you…”

“Mmm, yes, sir, I am a good girl. Give it to me, please…”

“What is the square root of sixty-four? ”

“Oh, God, I don’t know…”They were both at the brink of orgasm. 

He pressed his thumb against the tight pout of her anus. “Think. ”

“Ow, shit…”He dug his thumb into the soft knot of flesh which began to part reluctantly. “Shit. ”She wanted release; the rise of her orgasm was taking her breath away. She tried to think as her body shuddered with pleasure and pain. His thumb twisted into her, his cock pounded away at her inner depths. “Eight… I think it’s eight…”

“Yes. ”His swollen member shuddered and spasmed within her, giving up his seed in great spurts. Her climax came too, and this time she screamed with delight as she collapsed forward on the bed. He pulled his lust-slicked member from her and the last drips of his passion fell in pearly droplets across her beautifully enflamed buttocks. 

“Well done,” he said after a moment. “You’re a bright girl. And you can be good. ”

“Yes sir,” Leanne sighed, “I will try harder. ”

He slid his thumb from Leanne’s anus and reached to retrieve something from his pocket. “Of course you girls are all the same. You need regular punishment to keep you on the right track. ”He pushed the object firmly against the tight hole and Leanne felt the hard cylinder sink uncomfortably into her rectum. 

“Fuck, ow, what the…”She tried to struggle but he held her firmly and carried on until the object was fully inside her. “You bastard! ”

“I know your type,” he confided as he stood and tucked away his diminished member. “You need to be treated like a whore. You need to be bad because you like the punishment. But you’ll never get enough punishment to keep you properly focussed. You’ll never be more than a dirty little slut. ”

With that, he turned to leave. 

Leanne began to panic. “Hey, you can’t just go. ”She tugged at the handcuffs that bound her to the bed. “Where’s the key? What about my money? Don’t just go, you fucker. ”But the guy simply picked up his ruler and his jacket and walked out. 

“Shit. Shit. Bastard! ” Leanne cried. “You fucker! Come back! ”

But he did not return so she crawled despairingly onto the bed and sought to slump into unconsciousness. But she wasn’t able to reach the covers and it was getting cold. The pain of her beating had not dissipated. And there was the uncomfortable sensation of having some hard object lodged in her arse. 

After five minutes of crying and beating the mattress in hopeless frustration, Leanne sniffed and wiped her eyes and set to the task of freeing herself. The headboard was solidly fixed to the bed and the handcuffs had no safety release and required a key. Her only plan was to push the bed away from the wall and then try to break the wooden strut that attached the headboard to the base of the bed. One experimental kick assured her that she would need to remove the object from her rear before proceeding. 

She imagined how her tormentor must have enjoyed picturing this scene as she squatted on the bed, straining the muscles of her rectum in the hope of dislodging the object. Having no success, she moistened the thumb and forefinger of her free hand with saliva and sought to slip them up into her sore anus. As she squeezed and probed herself with tears of degradation in her eyes, she finally managed to pinch the plastic coating of the package within and pull it uncomfortably from between her parted buttocks. 

It was a plastic money bag, printed with the various denominations of coins with which it could be filled to be deposited at a bank. Inside was a roll of twenty pound notes – a considerable amount of cash. 

“No wonder it was so fucking uncomfortable,” Leanne smiled, her mood somewhat lightened by the fact that she had earned more than twice what had been agreed in advance. There was also a piece of paper with a note that read ‘You performed your role magnificently. Same time next week? ’ and a telephone number. At the very centre of the roll was a tiny key that fitted the handcuffs perfectly. 

Leanne freed herself and left the room in a hurry. She descended the stairs with mixed feelings; the rollercoaster of emotions had left her confused about her own motivations. No one had forced her into prostitution, nor was she in the sleazy hotel out of financial necessity, though the money was welcome of course. She wondered, not for the first time, about her overwhelming desire to seek out new and ever more deviant sexual experiences. It was as though she had become addicted to the thrill of challenging herself. She didn’t always enjoy the results of her reckless experimentation, often there was pain involved, both physical and psychological, but still she craved the excitement and the wild sense of freedom. 

Briefly the spectre of her father arose in the back of her mind. He was not due back for a couple more days, but then the lies and deception would begin again. Somehow she couldn’t escape his influence. He had forced her to attend the university in her home town so that she would not have to leave home. He watched her every move, controlling her, seeking to preserve her innocence. Perhaps it was his stifling puritanical reign that drove her to seek escape in the dangerous excesses of her secret world of rebellion. Perhaps it was all his fault. 

She pushed the thought aside, burying it deep. She refused to be defined by him. I chose this, she thought. This is who I am. She emerged from the hotel into the gloomy evening. On the opposite side of the street was a dingy bar, its black doorway rimmed with grubby pink neon. Alcohol helped to bury the doubts and suppress the brooding helplessness. It sealed the cracks in her fragile mask. 

Determinedly, she crossed the street. 

The bouncer leered at her as she approached, appraising her nubile body and her provocative outfit, unsurprised by the tears of black kohl that smudged her pretty face. Just another cheap hooker. “Got any ID? ” he chuckled sarcastically.



By way of answer, Leanne pulled her bra aside and flashed her breast at him as she passed by without pause, a look of utter disdain crossing her face. 

“Fucking whore,” he muttered as she went inside. 

The room was filled with shadows. Strangers lurked in damp alcoves, alone and drinking heavily or engrossed in whispered conversations. Petty deals were done. Drugs were sold in the dark. The only light seemed to emanate mistily from behind the bar. 

The barman looked up from the glossy pink cunts spread open in his magazine, squinted at Leanne and licked his lips. “What’ll it be? ”

“Vodka. ”

“House double? ” he asked, reaching for a glass. 

Leanne pulled a twenty pound note from her knickers and dropped it on the sticky counter top. “Just fill it up. ”

The barman shrugged. “You want ice? ”

“Sure. ”

Leanne sat alone and drank until the room began to spin and she could barely stand. She smoked the overpriced cigarettes from the vending machine until the packet was empty. 

“Stupid sixteens,” she slurred as she stumbled getting up from her seat and spilled her drink – the third quintuple. It was time to go. She picked up her change from the wet table top and staggered to the machine to buy another packet. Then she made her way unsteadily to the bathroom where she sat on the toilet and lit another fag while she pissed with the cubicle door open. 

“Ugh,” she commented at her reflection in the mirror as she washed her hands. 

Back in the bar she rang Max from the phone on the wall. Cards on a nearby pin board advertised taxis and call-girls. 

“Come and pick me up” she demanded, and, like magic, he was there in minutes – just in time to rescue her from the barman’s increasingly insistent advances. 

Max walked into the bar with an air of authority. “I’ll take it from here,” he stated firmly. 

“Maximilian, long time no see,” the barman greeted warily, letting go of Leanne’s arm. “I didn’t know she was your girl…”

“I ain’t his girl…” Leanne slurred. 

“Sure, sure,” said Max. “Come on, time to go. ”He lifted her from her bar-stool and carried her from the building. 

“Fucking whore,” the bouncer muttered again as they passed him by. 

Max put Leanne in the back of the taxi and opened all the windows before driving her home. The cold night air washed over the girl delightfully and she was plucked from the stupor into which she had seemed certain to sink. She put her arm out of the window and felt the night rushing by. Then she slipped off her white shirt and clumsily undid her bra. 

“Come on,” Max chided, “be sensible. ”

But Leanne ignored him. She put her head out of the widow and felt the breeze catch her hair. She reached out and the night seemed to slip like a living thing through her fingers. Soon her whole torso was out of the car; her school tie flapping noisily, her breasts bare and her nipples hardening in the chill. “Whooooeeee,” she exclaimed with exhilaration, waving her bra until the wind snatched it from her. 

Despite his best efforts, Max couldn’t control her antics so he settled for driving her home as quickly as he could. When they arrived in her street he ventured, “I could come in. Just to make sure you’re alright. ”

“Jeez Max, I’d rather fuck my fingers,” she taunted as she grabbed her shirt from the back seat and got out of the car. She slammed the door with unnecessary violence and turned to go. Then she paused, turned again and leaned in through the passenger window. “I love you really,” she confided with only a hint of sarcasm. 

Max looked at Leanne wistfully; her pretty face a mess of tear-streaked makeup, her glossy hair falling down around her shoulders half concealing her pert little breasts. He smiled. 

“I love you too,” he whispered, but only after she had withdrawn from the window and started to walk away. 

Leanne swayed up the drive to the front door, pausing to pull on her shirt and do up one misaligned button and then to upturn a flower pot and retrieve her key. She fumbled with the lock, finally falling into the hall. She kicked the door shut behind her. “Shit. ”It was warmer in the house and the humidity swamped her. She felt suddenly sick, as if the head-rush of the taxi ride had dumped her back into the cloying reality of room-spin and nausea. 

Her mouth filled with saliva and she knew what that meant. Gathering her will, she got up and rushed to the downstairs bathroom where she puked helplessly, mostly in the toilet. 

When she was finished, she felt a little better. “Just gotta sleep it off,” she sighed. 

In the kitchen she poured herself a pint of tap water and took the bowl out of the sink with her – just in case. In the hallway, the stairs seemed like a mountain of formidable aspect; the steps undulated and the pattern in the carpet swirled. Leanne kicked off her shoes and placed them very carefully along with the glass in the washing-up bowl. Then, carrying the bowl like a tray, she began to ascend; very tentatively, one step at a time. 

She reached the summit with a sense of relief rather than triumph and a desperate need to lie down. Gratefully she arrived at her bedroom and pushed the door open with her foot. Then she dropped the bowl. 

The glass smashed and spilled water all over the floor but Leanne paid it no heed. Her room was a scene of devastation; her furniture destroyed, her belongings strewn about the floor, her secrets exposed. 

A dark figure was sitting on the bed. At first she didn’t know who it was, but then he looked up at his daughter, regarding her with a grim visage of seething anger and horrified disgust. He spoke with cold dispassion, perhaps with despair. “Been out? ” he asked. 

Leanne considered her appearance, her obvious inebriation, the state of her room and her father’s dreadful stare. No excuse came readily to mind. “Shit,” she said.



Doctor Hayling stood up. In his hand were some plastic cable ties. In his eyes was murder. 

“Dad…” Leanne began. 

He lunged for her. She screamed and tried to run but even as she turned he grabbed her by her arm and then by her hair. He flung her to the floor where she cut her knee on a piece of the broken glass. She cried out once more but he was on top of her, binding her hands behind her back. 

“No, no… Please…”

He gagged her before she could manage any more.






  


Dealing With Demons

 

The revelation that the Sapphire Palace was doomed and that Kharis had fallen to the Varg had made up Alita’s mind. It seemed to her that nothing in the world was permanent and that everything could change. That was the message that her visions had revealed; first her mistress suffering in bondage, then Allura defying the governess to pursue her own desires and now the fall of even such a monolithic power as that of Prince Kallinikos himself. No possibilities, no matter how wild, no matter how terrifying, were forbidden anymore. Even the possibility that a slave-girl might become a sorceress. 

She opened the Black Book of Satakh and ran her fingertips over the indecipherable writing that marked the yellowed pages. Almost immediately the fiery runes arose in her mind and she was caught up in the maelstrom of darkness that seemed to emanate from the book and engulf her. The message was clear. She knew what she would do. 

Alita covered her naked body with a simple black dress. It was a lovely silken garment with tiny blood-red flowers embroidered at the hem. Gone was the pure white nightdress in which she had wandered as an innocent about the citadel. Now she would dress in a manner befitting a witch. 

The sheer material clung to her nubile form and she revelled in the feeling of lustful anticipation that her flirtation with sinister enchantments engendered. Black was a far more suitable colour for one who was well versed in the dark arts and that was exactly how she sought to portray herself. She was sure that she would soon be discarding the garment anyway – the most lascivious witches were always naked in their rites. And she was one of them now or, at least, she appeared to be with her pale skin illumined by the moonlight from the casement and the dark makeup that accentuated her delicate features. 

Alita crossed the room on swift, bare feet, clutching the dreadful grimoire to her soft little breasts. She passed into the gloomy corridor beyond, moving as if in a trance. Indeed, she was hardly sure which actions were her own and which were inspired by the shadowy powers of the book. Certainly she would not have known where to find a flask of the wine of lost Galdorna in the depths of the palace cellars, nor would she have discovered the hiding place of the fabled Dagger of Malphexion; an implement thought legendary even amongst the most learned of sorcerers. 

But she did find those ominous and hell-hallowed objects. And she carried them with her into the Hall of Demons. 

Crouched in an alcove, beyond the reach of the moonlight, the Vanamor watched her enter the devils’ abode. 

Taurgavisto awaited her with all the patience of one whose limbs have been turned to stone. 

Despite her reverie, Alita was not entirely without care or conscience. She addressed the demon directly. “If I free you,” she demanded, “you will teach me the secrets of goetic sorcery. ”

“I am eager to share my knowledge. ”

Alita knew that demons could be treacherous. “Be more clear. State it plainly. ”

“I have lessons to teach you. But not all of the powers of darkness are in my power to impart. ”

“But you have powers to bestow? ”

“I will show you a whole new world. ”

“And I will be safe while I have the book? ”

“Indeed, mighty enchantress…”

“Do not mock me. I will leave you here if you do not satisfy me. I will go forth into the world and…”

“I meant no offence,” Taurgavisto assured her. “You mistake me. Your power grows greater every day…”

“I did not come here for flattery,” Alita snapped. 

“Indeed not,” the demon replied. “You came here with only one purpose in mind; to free me from bondage that I might gift you with the powers of sorcery. And you have decided long before now that nothing will stand in your way. So let us debate no longer. Begin the ritual. ”

And Alita did. 

She broke the seal on the ancient flask and took a swig of the curious elixir before pouring the rest into the font. The liquid was like no wine she had ever tasted but it fired her with its unholy warmth and she smiled delightedly. She opened the book and placed it on the stone shelf before her. Somehow she knew the right section; the very page that was required. She closed her eyes and placed her hands on the centuries-old parchment. 

The darkness seized her in its terrible embrace and fiery sigils seemed to burst into flame all around her. Without another thought, she began to intone the dread incantation that would free the demons from their stony bondage. 

The temperature in the hall began to rise, as though the very flames of hell were drawing closer and the bright libation in the font began to hiss and boil. A thick red mist bubbled up from the seething depths of the wine, flowing out of the stone bowl and carpeting the ground in cochineal smoke. 

Alita tingled with lustful anticipation, her body shivering with excitement. She opened her eyes and the scene was just as she had imagined; the fiery sigils still burned in the air, casting flickering shadows over the carven monstrosities that surrounded her. The red haze swirled around her ankles and continued to roil out to the very edges of the room. 

At that moment she sensed her own power. Now there was to be no turning back from the path of witchcraft. 

She pulled the black dress over her head and discarded it into the smoke. Naked and lovely, she called out her incantations with even greater fervour. Intoxication rushed through her veins, subsuming her senses in a chaos of lascivious desires. Perspiration glistened on her pale flesh. 

Alita touched herself and found her intimacy wet with unbridled arousal. Her delicate sex was so sensitive that she could barely breathe while she masturbated. The power of lust built within her - an unstoppable vortex of mystic energy.



The girl struggled to control the flow but it surged through her body like a raging flood. Soon it threatened to burst forth in a storm of wild magic that would tear her apart. Instinctively, she took up the legendary dagger and slashed herself across the arm. The cut was deep and welled instantly with blood. And as the ruby droplets of Alita’s life-force dripped into the churning depths of the font it seemed that the awesome power of her spellcraft flowed with it. She watched the wound bleed, channelling her will into the cauldron of her enchantment. 

She cut herself again; the pain a joyous pleasure, the offering ecstatic. 

The spidery runes of the ancient grimoire began to glow with bale-fire and, as Alita watched, the cryptic sigils seemed to jump off the pages and leap into the font. A constant flow of tiny sparks, each charged with unknown occult significance, sprang forth from every letter and carried the power of the spell into the melting pot. 

And in the font itself, the blood and the wine mixed and coagulated, growing ever more syrupy and glutinous until finally the charged elixir formed into a glowing sphere of golden plasma that radiated the force of Alita’s magic. The orb rose up before her like a shining beacon, rippling with waves of energy and emitting sparks of fire. 

Alita put the knife down next to the Black Book of Satakh, which still spewed forth its sparks of enchantment. Then she reached out to the pulsing globe. It was hypnotically dazzling. Its power seemed immense, untameable. But softly the girl murmured an intricate incantation; a siren’s song that lured the radiant ball towards her. Or was it she that was being drawn in, like a moth to a flame? 

When the tips of her fingers encountered the source of the light it melted like liquid at her touch; a golden honey staining her skin. And for a moment she felt like she held the mysteries of conjuration in her hand; captured within the shimmering nectar. But then the liquid light began to expand and flow out across the room, bathing the onyx statues in a golden radiance.



The palace shook with an unnatural tremor and the dust of uncounted centuries wafted down from the vaulted ceiling. 

Alita marvelled at the power she had raised. 

Where the ethereal shimmering bathed the statues and the carven frescoes that lined the walls, the outlandish figures began to take on a luminous sheen. And the light revealed the invisible bonds that held the demons in unnatural petrification. Each was bound with a silvery chain of mystic energy that now seemed to be liquefying and dissolving. And as the binding hexes disintegrated, the demons began to soften and take on the colours of flesh and skin and bone. The black onyx melted away as the monsters slowly returned to a semblance of hellish life. 

Some of the lesser figures were soon utterly revivified and they howled with joy or screamed with pain or moaned with unbridled ecstasy. And they began to move, returning to the orgy of lusting flesh as if there had been no hiatus in their revels. 

Taurgavisto himself was now revealed to be utterly enmeshed in supernatural chains, a sign that the sorcerer who had bound him considered the demon lord far more dangerous than any of his bacchanalian harem. And though his bonds too were slowly evaporating, it was clear that it would take time for him to gain his freedom. Meanwhile, a coterie of hideously beautiful fiends was approaching Alita. 

In the face of such horrors, the girl could barely conceal her terror. Bravely, she faced the oncoming horde of satyrs and succubae and slithering spectres. And she was subsumed in their orgiastic flood. 

Taloned paws gripped her yielding flesh and drew her down into an abyss of unnatural lust. Muscular tentacles snaked around her delicate limbs and she was dragged to the heart of the maelstrom. Lascivious tongues lapped at her pale skin; some pink and wet, some rough and red, some forked and sinuous. 

Slippery pseudopods sought out Alita’s hot sex. Her legs were parted by firm, clawed hands and the wriggling tendrils found their way into her body. She whimpered with fear and barely imaginable lust as the slithering probes drove her to frenzied delight. 

Before her, a muscled and monstrous demon presented his enormous black phallus and she took it into her delicate mouth, sucking on the fleshy shaft until it gave up its offering of bubbling, glutinous sperm. All around her there were hot dripping cunts, some hairy, some smooth and glistening, some horned or barbed or equipped with terrible fangs. Torrentially they spurted forth libations of crimson blood or yellowish slime or thick black ichor until Alita was bathed in their slippery emissions. 

She was surrounded by the cacophony of the sabbat; the cracking of whips and the crackling of fires, the rattling of chains and the beating of drums, the bellows of beasts and the moans of demonic whores. She was wafted by an intoxicating melange of scents; sweat and sulphur and heady perfumes distilled from the poisonous flowers of the pit. And the heat grew more and more intense as hell ascended into the world. 

Another phallus wormed its way into her mouth while her buttocks were lashed with thorny switches and her breasts were squeezed and bitten and slickened with purple ejaculate. A black-winged incubus found the tight pout of her anus and drove his ridged and rampant member into her receptive rear. He filled her so deeply that tears welled in her eyes as she choked on the polypous protrusion that squirmed in her mouth. 

The sensuously elongated fingers of some lascivious lamia found the lubricated nub of her desire and fondled her with expert precision. Alita was so lost in lust that the tortures seemed to lift her to ever greater heights of passion as she was scourged and beaten and penetrated. Pain and pleasure and horror and wonder enmeshed her in an orgiastic whirl as she came to the wild peak of her passion. 

Then her throat and her rectum were filled to flooding with the hot spurts of demonic lust as her twitching clitoris was finally frigged to unbearable sensitivity. Her orgasm came to its excruciating climax, soaking the pseudopods that kneaded her quivering cunt. 

Another tremor shook the Obsidian Citadel and the marble floor lurched as if the whole palace was about to be precipitated into the underworld. 

Wet appendages withdrew from the cavities of Alita’s body and she struggled to catch her breath. Then she was being drawn up, carried forward, urged on by groping hands and buffeting wings and she saw in front of her the throne of Taurgavisto. 

Barely a chain remained to bind the demon and where once he had been as cold and lifeless as stone he now struggled against his bonds. His mighty muscles strained and his face contorted into a grimace of pain but still he was beautiful, regal and terrifying. 

“You have done well,” he boomed, his mouth moving and the sound of his voice filling the hall. “Bring her to me. ”

Alita was lifted up and her eyes widened at the sight of Taurgavisto’s enormous penis now throbbing with lust and life. “Ughh,” she moaned as she was lowered onto that awesome member, its massive girth parting the lips of her pussy. Her body was slippery with the effluvium of countless alien orgasms, her hair hung wet around her bite-marked shoulders and bruises and gashes decorated her flesh. But still she was radiant and the demon desired her. 

He took the girl in his powerful arms and drove the length of his phallus into her body. She screamed and sobbed and beat his chest with her little fists. 

“Be calm,” he commanded, “for this is only a taste of the experiences that await you. ”As he spoke, the last of the ethereal chains that surrounded his body melted away to nothingness. “I am free. ”

Alita felt utterly violated and she was shaking with barely controllable dismay; anger at the demons’ treatment of her, regret at her own overconfidence and fear of what might happen next. And the penetration of his huge penis hurt more than she could have imagined. 

Taurgavisto spoke as he fucked her. “I am free at last. And I can draw enough power from the Black Book of Satakh to drag you screaming into the thirteenth hell. We will all return to the Palace of the Void and there you will learn what it means to serve a demon lord. 

“You will be bound with red hot chains and lashed with icy whips. You will witness horrors beyond the ingenuity of humankind until, that is, I feed your eyes to my hellhounds. You will burn in infernal fires until your skin is black and peeling. Tentacled nightmares will lay their eggs in the orifices of your body and their monstrous larvae will burrow into your organs to feed before they burst forth from your belly. You will be plunged into lakes of acid until the flesh melts from your bones. Then your skeleton will be ground to dust and sold to witches to spice their potions. And I will drink blood from your skull and laugh…”

The demon paused and Alita, near to swooning, blinked the stinging tears from her eyes. He was distracted by something and, in desperation, she followed his gaze. 

“No…” Taurgavisto roared. 

At the font stood a little girl, her once-white dress ragged and cobwebbed about her slight form. She was like a shard of winter sunlight piercing the nocturnal gloom, cold as icy even in the furnace of the fires of hell. Her piercing cobalt eyes stared levelly at the demonic horde with no trace of fear. 

“Seize her! ” the demon commanded. But it was too late. 

The Vanamor took hold of the Black Book of Satakh and slammed it shut. The stream of glowing sigils was cut off and the magic began to fail. The sounds of demonic revelry were replaced by moans of fear and anger. 

“Get the book! ”

The monstrous horde reacted slowly. Some ignored the order while others advanced on the girl but their movements were sluggish. The power of Alita’s magic had not fully overcome the previous spell that bound them and Malphegor’s curse was beginning to be reasserted. Already some of the weaker demons were immobile; their faces contorted into grimaces of shock and dismay, their skin blackening to the smooth sheen of onyx. 

Others struggled more effectively to resist the petrification of their bodies but the girl picked up the Dagger of Malphexion and stabbed it into the front cover of the book; sealing the grimoire closed, sealing the fate of Taurgavisto and his hellish entourage. 

The mystic light faded from the hall. And the burning sigils were extinguished. 

The demon lord was the last to succumb to the relentless hardening of his flesh. He hurled Alita from him and struggled to rise. “Treacherous witch! ” he screamed. “You scheming slut, you have betrayed me. ”

Alita wiped blood from her lip. “As you would have betrayed me…”

“A curse on all witches! A curse on all the wretched putrescence of human kind. You cannot defeat me. I will return. And… arghh”

Taurgavisto slumped into his throne. His eyes blazed with hatred. His clawed hands closed into fists. And then he was nothing but a statue; beautiful and terrible and cold as stone. 

Alita picked herself up, wincing at the pain of her bruises. Limping, she crossed the floor towards the blonde girl. The red smoke parted before her, receding and dissipating. The stone font was stained an ominous black but otherwise it was empty. Her ordeal was over. 

“Thank you,” she sighed, still panting from her exertions. 

The Vanamor smiled at her and indicated a pair of objects lying on the floor by the arched entrance to the hall. 

“Good idea,” Alita nodded. “Just let me catch my breath. ”And, once she had, the two girls retrieved the hammers and set about the room in a frenzy of destruction.






  


Worlds Apart

 

Max banged on the door. There was no response so he pounded harder. Then he began to kick at the heavy wood. 

Jack Hammond put down his whiskey and soda. Who could it be at this time of night? he wondered. Only one person sprang to mind; Leanne; drunk again, no doubt, and calling on him unannounced without a care for propriety. What would the neighbours think? He wished she would stick to their prearranged meetings. 

He stomped down the stairs. “Yes, yes, I’m coming… oh…”

He opened the door and saw who it was. 

Max was frantic. 

“Prof, it’s happened… you know, fuck, it’s actually happened…”

“Max,” the professor replied calmly, “what has happened? ”

“Whatever you were worried about, man. Whatever you had me watching the girl for. It’s happened. ”

A dark shadow fell across the professor’s face. “You’d better come inside,” he said. 

Max followed Jack up the stairs, talking all the time. “So I never thought anything bad would happen. You know, even though you said some crazy stuff, I thought… well, I thought it was just ‘cos you fancied her. I’ve kept a good eye on her, just like you said. And, anyway, I just hung around for a bit outside her place ‘cos she was, you know, wrecked and…Jeez, Jack, I think it was her dad…”

They had arrived at the professor’s study. “I never did trust her father,” he muttered. “Not after what happened to Charlotte. ”

Max knew he was out of his depth. “Who the fuck’s Charlotte? ” he asked. 

“Never mind. ”

“You mean… don’t tell me this has happened before. ‘Cos, shit man, he bundled her into the boot of his car and…”

“You followed him? ”

“Huh? ”

“Max, tell me that you followed him and you know where she is. ”

“Er, yeah, fuck man, of course. One of them big grim houses down by the old port. ”

Hammond had opened the secret safe behind the dull painting. He withdrew the data disk that lay within. 

“What’s that? ” Max asked. 

“Something to bargain with. And if that doesn’t work…”The professor reached into the back of the safe and pulled out a loaded revolver. 

“Oh shit,” said Max. 

The two men drove across town in Max’s cab. Dark clouds obscured the stars and threatened rain. 

They parked a little way down the street from the dilapidated house. “You’re sure that’s the one? ”

“Yeah,” Max replied as he fumbled under his seat. At length he drew out a baseball bat. “Are we goin’ in? ” he asked. 

“You stay here,” the professor replied. “If it’s just Hayling, I’ll be better off alone. If it’s not… well, you’re better off out of it. ”

“No way, I’m coming with you. ”

“No arguments, Max. I pay you, remember? I’m in charge. ”

“But Leanne…”

“Will be better off if you let me handle it. ”With that, the professor got out of the car and approached the house. 

The ancient edifice was racked with neglect; its masonry crumbling, its cobwebbed windows cracked and lightless. The small garden at the front was overgrown with brambles and weeds. The front door, its black paint cracked and its fittings green with verdigris, gave at the slightest touch and opened with an ominous creak. 

Hammond stepped inside and it seemed colder in the dark hallway than in the chill night air. There was no sound from within but he knew he was in the right place. He could feel the taint of evil in the atmosphere. He slipped his hand into the pocket of his jacket and felt the reassuring presence of the revolver. 

 

***

 

Leanne struggled in her bonds. She was strapped to an operating table in a corner of the laboratory. She wanted to scream but her mouth was taped shut. Fear and disbelief coursed through her body and she shook with anger. 

Her father stood nearby, sweating profusely, his face twisted with anxiety. “Must she be naked? ” he muttered in a half whisper. 

“As I have told you before,” said the man in the black suit, “you have your science and we have ours. Sexual energy is a key to the proper working of the process. The subject must course with it – she must be wanton in her desire. She must be beautiful and she must be naked. ”

“But…”

“Did you not say yourself that the girl was naked when you performed the experiment successfully with Professor Hammond? I don’t remember you being so prudish with the other girls. ”

“But she’s… she’s…”He couldn’t bring himself to say it. 

“I know who she is,” the intimidating figure stated. “We must all make sacrifices for the cause. Now get on with it. ”

Hayling made some final adjustments to the machines that were attached by a series of wires to his daughter’s body. Then he approached her with a syringe. “The pre-test programmes are complete,” he sighed. His hands shook and he quivered with terror. He took a deep, shaky breath and tried to steady himself. 

“Do it,” he was commanded and reluctantly he injected her with the serum. Leanne’s body slowly stopped shaking. She felt the cold flood of the injection melt into a warmth that suffused her naked form and caused erotic images to arise unbidden in her mind. 

“Now the visor. ”

The doctor took up a sort of mask that was also linked to the ominous machines and placed it over Leanne’s face. Her eyes were instantly bombarded with a series of flashing colours that seemed to intensify her mental imagery with their hypnotic coruscation. 

“Now we will begin. ”

The doctor prevaricated. “First I must adjust the trajectories based on the latest data sample. Otherwise we will just get the same result as with the previous girl. ”

“Get on with it,” the man in the black suit commanded. “My master will tolerate no further delays. ”

 

***

 

Cathy shivered in the darkness. She looked up at the iron grille far above her, through which a dim light seeped, and rubbed her aching leg. It was badly bruised from the fall that had plummeted her into the dark dungeon in which she now languished. Her naked body was smeared with the stinking black slime that coated the stone ledge on which she was huddled. 

She was too horrified to move for fear of touching the once-white bones that were strewn around her. She hated the way the brittle piles crunched and slipped whenever she shifted her weight or stretched her limbs. Her head throbbed and her stomach was painfully empty. She had no idea how long she had been trapped in her necrotic prison. 

Stagnant water lapped slickly at the edge of the narrow shelf. Occasionally it gurgled and bubbled ominously but it didn’t seem to flow into the sunken tunnel that presumably linked to the ancient sewers that had once served the houses above. There was no way out. 

Except one. A rusted series of metal bars were riveted into the crumbling brickwork of the wall; a treacherous ladder leading up to the barred circle at the apex of the dungeon. But Cathy knew she would rather die in the sickening ossuary than return to face the thing that lurked above. 

The man in the black suit had thrust her and Dean into the room and slammed the door behind them. It was then that they had encountered the master of the house of horror in which they were trapped. 

The figure was a travesty of a human being. Its skin, yellowed, was wrinkled with appalling age and marred with purple lesions. Its eyes were milky white as if blinded by layers of cataracts, yet they stared forth from a face so gruesome that Cathy screamed at her first shadowed glimpse of it. The lower part of the visage was encrusted with dried blood and the mouth itself seemed like a horrible shapeless wound from which enormously elongated fangs protruded like rotting tusks. 

Wisps of white hair clung like cobwebs to the gnarled and pock-ridden scalp. Broken ribs protruded from the thing’s chest, the jagged bones emerging from the flesh, still wet with blood and marrow. And there was a gory wound near to where the heart should be that leaked gore over a flabby stomach. Its emaciated limbs seemed barely able to support the leprous creature. Yet it had some vitality, for a red-veined penis stood erect between its legs, jutting forth from a tear in the filthy ragged kirtle it wore around its hips. 

“Welcome…” the monster gurgled as it approached the terror-stricken pair. 

Tearing her eyes from the shuffling apparition, Cathy glanced about for some means of escape. To her left stood Dean and, beyond him, a double bed, its mattress blackened with congealed blood and mould and filth. The only other object in the room was a low stone altar; equally soiled with the red spillage of countless human sacrifices. Cathy moved to her right, manoeuvring herself so that the grim altar was between her and the slavering beast that was already reaching out with a clawed and twisted hand towards Dean. 

The lad was still bleeding, crying and pissing himself with fear. And the thing seemed to scent his abject panic. With a speed and strength that belied its frail appearance, it was upon him in a second and Cathy hid her eyes as Dean’s screams were cut short and replaced by the slobbering grunts of cannibalistic frenzy. 

When she finally dared to look, the monster was dragging a near unidentifiable piece of Dean’s corpse, trailing entrails and bloody organs, towards the bed where it hunched up to devour the rest of its meal. It toyed with its food; seeking out the sweetest meat. Cathy vomited at the sight, at which the abomination regarded her intensely across the room. 

It spoke in a wet whisper. “I see in your eyes the horror that I have become…”

There was no reply from the terrified girl. 

“It was not always this way. When I first came to this world, I was young and beautiful. A noble warrior. A proud son of the empire. And I was well favoured, chosen by the Seer Queen herself to plunder the resources of… Earth. 

“But I was naïve. The empire I loved was already rotten at its heart. Men had turned to magic. The slave races were rising up against the star-born. Even the sorceress’s temples were under threat. 

“That is what happened, I suppose. The temple was sacked. The dimensional gate destroyed. And my… friends and I were trapped here. 

“Or perhaps I was betrayed and some scheme sealed my fate. Perhaps I was just a pawn in a greater game…”

The ghoulish monstrosity paused to savour some fleshy morsel. 

“Either way, the gate was never reopened. For years I waited, watching my companions die one by one. And my hope died with them. 

“But I did not die. For I have the blood curse. I did not know it, of course, when I set out on my mission. I would have taken my own life, before the creature inside me could take it. I did not know. But soon after it became all too clear. 

“There is a parasite inside me. Its teeth are in my heart, its tendrils in my veins. You cannot know how bitterly I have hated myself, how often I cursed my fate as the centuries passed. I am not some Gothic slave of night-accursed Khem. Those unworthy, treacherous curs revelled in their… vampirism, spread the plague across the empire, infected the star-born. Infected me! 

“But, because of this, I have lived. And perhaps, after all, it is the will of the demon goddess – Eleith-ia-Satakh succour me! – for I have lived long enough to see the day when I might return to the bosom of the empire. 

“I have been searching for millennia. And those who thought me a vampire, who craved my immortality, have served me well. Though others have hunted me…”

The creature picked idly at the horrific wound in its chest. 

“They sought to kill me. But they failed. And now we are making progress. One has already passed between worlds. And those I hold in thrall will soon replicate the feat. Surely their passing will spur those on the other side to reopen the gate. Surely the empire has not fallen and I am not forgotten…”

Cathy was resigned to her fate. She stared death in the face. “You’re mad,” she breathed. The thing looked up from its meal. “After all this time, thousands of years, nothing will be as you remember it. ”

“The empire must survive forever. The star-born rule the universe by right. I will return. ”

“But you will still be… infected. Rejected…”

“Silence! ”The thing had leapt from the bed and its gore-slickened claws were at Cathy’s throat. “You failed. You were not worthy. Now your fate is to be sacrificed on this altar. I will rip out your heart in the name of Eleith-ia-Satakh and then I will devour you to slake the blood curse. 

“Oh, how you will suffer, for the demon-goddess enjoys the pain of those who die in her name. I will ravage you to slake my lust and I will feast on your corpse. Soon. But, for now, I have another meal…”

With that Cathy was dragged to the corner of the room where a grim black hole was covered with an iron grate. Her captor heaved the rusted grille aside and hurled the girl into the pit. 

 

***

 

“She is ready. Initiate the process! ”

“The data is complex. I must find the correct trajectory. This time I must be sure. ”

“We have wasted enough time, doctor. Do it now! ”

“But I can’t find the perfect alignment. ”

“And you won’t, without this. ”The two figures spun around at the sound of a third voice. 

“Jack! ” Doctor Hayling exclaimed at the sight of the professor. 

“Ah, Professor Hammond,” said the man in the black suit, “you are just in time to witness our triumph. ”

“I wouldn’t be so sure,” the professor replied. “Without the correct alignment of neural stimuli the metaphysical trajectory will be incorrect and you will fail. Only the same path that Charlotte followed will work. ”

“Why must it be the same? ” Hayling demanded, his relentless curiosity overcoming his surprise at seeing his former colleague. 

“When the first experiment was completed, the world construct that Charlotte initiated became a fixed point in the probability matrix; more real than all the other potential worlds. Its latent gravity now pulls in the potential for materialisation from the probability field around it, negating the other potential worlds in its immediate manifestation zone. That creates a space where there is… nothing. Any slight variance in the trajectory will terminate there rather than at the alternate prime. ”

“The alternate prime? ”

“The primary alternative world. The first place that can be accessed from our reality by travelling through the sixth dimension. Charlotte’s world. ”

“Enough discussion! ”The man in the black suit regarded the professor with dark, baleful eyes. “I take it the disk you are holding contains the data we require? ”

“It does. ”

“Then hand it over and I may not kill you. ”

“Release the girl. ”

Hayling moved to comply with the professor’s request. He took the visor from his daughter’s face and pulled the tape from her mouth. But, as he reached to undo her bonds, the man in the black suit shouted a rebuke. 

“Stop! Are you so weak and so used to taking orders from this man that you have forgotten who is in power here? ”He turned to the professor. “We will not release the girl. You will hand over the data or…”

“Just let her go,” Hammond implored. “She’s the only reason I’m here. I’ll give you the disk…”

“And why is it,” the man in the black suit smirked, “that you are so concerned about this girl? ”

Jack glanced at Leanne and then at her father, stalling for a reply. But he was no liar and Hayling saw the truth in his expression, guessed everything in one gut-wrenching moment. “You bastard,” he cried. “You sick fuck! ”

Enraged, the doctor charged across the room, his fists flailing. 

Calmly, Hammond drew the revolver from his pocket and fired a warning shot. The bullet hit one of the vats of strange liquid that lined the far wall and a clear viscous fluid began to spew out onto the floor. 

“Stay where you are,” the professor shouted. But the doctor kept coming. Jack fired again, closer this time to his target. Hayling felt the bullet pass him, so close that it left the fear of death in his heart. And he heard it strike the complex piece of computer equipment behind him which exploded with showers of sparks and then began to give off an acrid black smoke. Still his momentum carried him onward. He almost had his chance for vengeance but Hammond could see the madness in his eyes, took aim a third time and shot Leanne’s father in the face. 

Hayling died instantly, his body crashing into a work bench and sending jars of chemicals and racks of test tubes flying in a cascade of broken glass. Before Jack could even think about what he had done he felt a swift blow to his hand and the gun was flung from his grasp. Instantly, there was a knife at his throat. 

“Give me the disk. ”

Hammond handed it over. “Now come with me. You will load the data and we will continue. Now move! I said move…What are you staring at…? ”

The man in the black suit followed the professor’s gaze to the corner of the room and his eyes widened in horror. One of the flying sparks from the damaged equipment had landed on the spilled liquid and fire rippled across the floor. The vat itself was in flames and the orange stickers that decorated it - a skull and crossbones, a stylised flame, a biohazard symbol – were burning up as the plastic melted and flickered with greenish-blue fire. 

Bright yellow flames licked at the wall and both men could see the hopelessness of the situation. Behind the white drapes, which were already ablaze, the walls were constructed from wooden slats between ancient beams. Below its vinyl covering the floor was wooden. And so was the roof. The house was like a tinderbox. 

Jack had had a moment longer to react to the situation and he used it to his advantage. He pulled suddenly from his assailant’s grasp and punched him as hard as he could. The knife slashed across the line of his jaw as he struck again. He was a strong man but his opponent seemed impervious to the blows; he head butted the professor and sent him sprawling. 

“Help me! ”

Leanne was awake and screaming. The acidic fire was creeping towards the table on which she was bound. Crackling flames played over the surface of the encroaching liquid while the corrosive stuff itself ate through the floor and rained liquid fire into the room below. A dilapidated armchair, packed with foam, became a raging bonfire. And, in the attic above the laboratory, the accumulated debris was already burning out of control, fanned by the wind from broken window panes. The beams of the roof cracked and popped ominously. 

The man in the black suit should have pressed his attack immediately but he was momentarily distracted by the girl’s screams and the shiver of pleasure that coursed through him as he imagined how she would suffer as she burned in her bonds. When he turned to the professor’s prone form and raised his vicious knife to attack, Jack had already found the revolver and sealed his assailant’s fate with a single shot to the heart. 

He staggered to his feet, clutching the gun, incredulous that he had killed two men. The heat was unbearable; the far side of the room was a raging inferno. He rushed to Leanne’s aid. 

But the straps were padlocked and the keys were nowhere to be seen. The professor tugged at them with all his might but it was no use. “I’m going to get you out of here,” he promised. 

“We’re going to die,” Leanne wailed. 

“Yes, you are…”Hammond spun at the sound of the voice and gasped at the horror that confronted him. The shambling monstrosity stood in the doorway blocking any escape. Its blood-soaked, necrotic flesh glistened in the light of the fire. 

“What the…What are you? ”

“You have ruined my plans. And now I will tear out your throats and feast on your flesh. ”The creature advanced on its terrified victims. 

Hammond raised his gun and fired. The first shot slammed into the body where the thing seemed to have already suffered a horrendous wound. The second shot hit the creature right between the eyes, further marring its scarred and putrid face. But the thing did not stop. It moved purposefully into the room, extending its gore-encrusted claws and opening its fanged maw in a baying howl of triumphant blood-lust. The revolver clicked, its chambers empty. 

The pair seemed doomed. But, just as the monster had crossed half the space between them, the raging conflagration of the roof gave way in an avalanche of thunderous fire. Flaming shards of burning wood and twisted pieces of red hot metal from the attic poured down into the room like a firestorm. The professor flung his body across Leanne’s prone form but, miraculously, the part of the ceiling above her remained intact. 

When he looked up, a great beam from the roof had crashed down into the room, smashing its way through the attic and pinning the repulsive creature between its crushing weight and the shattered remnants of the floor. 

The vast implosion shook the house to it very foundations. In the cesspool-dungeon below, dust rained down on Cathy as she screamed in terror. But the same cataclysmic tremor had dislodged the disgusting accumulation of stinking filth and rotting debris that had blocked the drainage tunnel for so long. With a sickening gurgling the level of the stagnant water began to fall, revealing the slime enshrouded entrance of the sewer and the black mire at the bottom of the pit where the decomposed remains of countless disarticulated skeletons seemed to writhe in the oozing flood like the damned denizens of hell. 

A great fireball burst from the front door of the decaying mansion and the force of the blast hurled Max back from the entrance into the garden. There was no way into the house; no way to save those who might be trapped inside. The inferno that raged behind the shattered glass of the windows was too intense for him to approach. Black smoke billowed from the collapsing structure. Already he could hear the sound of sirens in the distance. There was nothing more he could do. He picked himself up and ran for the cab. 

Jack took a few steps towards the trapped figure. Although its torso was crushed and shards of wood stuck up through its body in numerous places, it was still alive, shrieking with agony, unable to die. But, as he watched, the creeping flood of flaming chemicals reached the thing’s outstretched arm and, at its touch, the flesh began simultaneously to dissolve and burn. The combination of acid and fire destroyed the clawed hand in moments and now the monster twitched and struggled with even greater fury as its liquefying limbs became pools of emerald flame. 

The professor tore his eyes from the death throes of the creature, searching for a way out. But the beam blocked the doorway which was now a wall of hissing astringent fire. There was to be no escape. He bowed his head in despair. And there, on the ground, was the data disk. 

“Get me out of here! Help me,” Leanne wept as he approached her but he made no futile attempt to wrestle with her bonds. Instead he hurled one damaged computer aside and hooked up another to the last working machine – one to which Leanne was still attached by a series of wires. The generator was whining noisily but still providing power. 

“Jack! No! What the fuck are you doing? ”

He ignored her, popping open the CD drive and inserting the disk. The software they were using was familiar and he worked quickly to find the data store. He deleted the previously run trajectories and replaced them with the ones he had brought with him. Then he rushed to Leanne’s side. 

“Please Jack…Why won’t you help me? ”

“I’m saving you,” he replied. “There’s not much time but I can still get you out. Trust me…”There was a crash as another part of the roof caved in and Jack felt the heat behind him intensify to an unbearable searing. “I’m sorry, there’s no time…”

There was serum left in the syringe that lay beside her and he injected her as carefully as he could. Then he placed the visor over her face. 

As he turned back to the computer’s monitor he was almost blinded by the furnace that lay beyond. The screen was filled with warning messages: System Power Critical, Unknown Data Error, Hardware Failure, Abort Y/N? Hammond ignored them and hit Run. The monitor went blank. 

In the chaos of the collapsing edifice, an ethereal blue light played over Leanne’s naked body. The professor watched in awe, heedless of his own impending doom, as the curious glow grew brighter. And then, silently and mysteriously, the girl disappeared. 
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