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Chapter One


"What do you mean, 'we're broke'?"


I cast a desultory glance at the coin purse sitting between the three of us on the table and sighed. After the dinner we'd just eaten, new clothes to replace Tara's rags, and room and board for the next few nights, it was looking lighter. A lot lighter.


"We didn't exactly get a large bonus for our last job," I said. The words tasted sour in my mouth; I chased them with another swig of ale. "In fact, we didn't get paid at all."


It was late, but the common room of the inn was still bustling with people. I hadn't been in a proper city in a long time: it made me nervous. Doubly so considering neither of the women I was with would have been terribly popular if people knew their true nature. Non-humans weren't exactly banned from the Free City of Vellum - but they weren't welcomed, either. We needed to keep a low profile. Yet that was going to be next to impossible without any coin.


"There were larger concerns at the time," Sasha said, running her finger around the lip of her wine glass. "Life isn't all about money, you know."


I grunted. "I know plenty of things," I told her, tucking the coin purse back into my pants. "Like for example, you don't actually need that glass of red wine. You don't need any food and drink, unlike some people. Yet you keep buying yourself alcohol."


Sasha's eyebrows touched her hairline. Oh boy, I thought. Now I've made her mad.


"l am an equal partner in this group," the sorceress hissed, leaning over the table. "If I want to get a goddamn drink every now and then, that's none of your goddamn business-"


"It's my fault," Tera said, cutting her off. "I did this."


The sorceress' demeanor changed in an instant. "Oh, sweetheart, no," Sasha purred, giving the succubus a sympathetic look. "This isn't your fault at all. You saved our lives - well, Kahlen's life, at any rate. I don't have a life to save anymore. But I would have been very uncomfortable haunting a corpse!"


"Gee, thanks for thinking of me," I said. "Tera, it's not your fault that we're broke. If it's anyone's fault, it's Madame Orchid's, She's the one who tricked us. And she's the one who put you in that terrible situation to begin with."


If you'd seen Tera on the streets of Vellum, you wouldn't have noticed anything strange about her - other than the fact that she was almost obscenely beautiful. But hidden underneath the updo Sasha had helped formed out of her raven-black locks were a pair of small horns. And there was a tail tied against the hem of her dress, hidden from sight. Tera was a succubus - a demon that fed on erotic energy, and when I met her she'd been framed for the murders of a half-dozen guardsmen.


Those men had actually been murdered by her employer, a vampire named Madame Orchid. She'd used the town's fear of non-humans to pin the blame on Tera, then hired me to slay the succubus and put the final touches on her plan. Only I'd seen through her, and the succubus got her revenge by tearing the vampire to shreds. We'd burnt half the town to cinders in the bargain, but it was a small price to pay for stopping that kind of evil. Even if it meant not getting paid.


Now Tera shifted in her seat, clearly uncomfortable. "You...you both know what I can do," she murmured, keeping her voice beneath the level of the noise in the inn. "The power I hold over men."


"Not just men," Sasha purred. She scooted over until she was practically in the succubus' lap and put her arms around her waist. It was no secret that Sasha was smitten with Tera, but even I was surprised at how head-over-heels in lust she'd fallen with the gorgeous demon.


"Not just men," Tera agreed, blushing a bit. "What I'm saying is, if we need money...I've done that before. I did it for Orchid all the time. There are many men in this city who'd pay any price we asked to spend the night with me..."


I had anticipated my own reaction, but not the strength of it. I grabbed Tara's hand, pinning it to the surface of the table, and a single harsh syllable spilled from my lips: "No."


Tera's eyes went big as saucers. "I'm sorry," she said quickly, her bottom lip quivering. "I've upset you-"


"Tera," I said, the word a low growl in my throat. "I appreciate that you're willing to make a sacrifice like that for this group. But no."


"You never have to do that again, sweetheart," Sasha said, putting her hand over the succubus' own. "Never. You're with us now."


"You are mine now," I corrected. "Or at least mine and Sasha's. And I'm not letting any other man touch you."


Tera's expression brightened. "I would like to be yours," she said, her voice dripping with smoke and sex. "Tonight." Suddenly her hand was on my thigh, giving it a knowing squeeze. I stared into her eyes and groaned at the welcoming lust I saw in those violet orbs.


"Tonight," I agreed. "And don't worry about the money. Vellum is a big city; plenty of work for a man like me. Maybe not hunting monsters, but something that pays."


Tera looked interested. "Like what?" she asked, giving me her full attention in that way only succubi and very good actresses can do.


"I'm...not sure," I admitted. "Bodyguard work, maybe. There's always VIPs in a city like this looking for muscle."


Tera slid one slender thigh between my legs. My cock pressed against it, stiffening instantly. I was suddenly very, very aware of how easy it would be to hike her skirt up and plunge myself inside of her sweet, tight pussy.


"As long as you don't get hurt," the succubus said, her eyes shining with need. "Because I still need to thank you."


"Oh yeah?" I asked, my voice rough. My hands encircled her slender waist, thumbs clasping the underside of her cleavage. "How do succubi thank people who've saved their lives, anyway?"


She leaned in close and let her long, long tongue slid into my ear. I gasped and pulled her tighter, my hands sliding down to her round ass.


"Generally by fucking their brains out," Tera whimpered, nibbling my earlobe. "For as many nights as they can stand it."


"As long as I can watch," Sasha warned.


I turned to the sorceress and ran a hand through her long, red hair. "How could I stop you?" I asked with a smile. "You can walk through walls."


Sasha let out a giggle and pressed herself closer to me. "That's right, darling - you can't escape me. No matter what you do, I'm there. I can see you. And I'd much rather watch you in bed with our beautiful friend than have to endure another one of your self-abuse sessions."


I sat up a little straighter. "Excuse me? I haven't done that since the night we met. I haven't needed to do it..."


Sasha chuckled and threw an arm over my shoulders. "Kahlen, it was a joke." Her cheeks reddened, though whether it was from the wine or the closeness of our bodies, I didn't know. Probably both.


Tera rose halfway out of her seat, her breasts almost spilling out of her top. "I'm thinking we should take this upstairs," she cooed, wiggling her eyebrows and biting her bottom lip. "There's a big, comfy four-post bed with all three of our names on it..."


It sounded oh so sweet. But it was going to have to wait, for a little while at least. Because we had a visitor.


"Just a minute, girls," I said reluctantly, readjusting Tera's ass in my lap. "I think our next job might be sooner than we think."


Sasha saw it instantly. But Tera was still looking at me with a confused expression. "Huh?" the succubus asked.


"Him," I said, motioning with my chin. "Guy in the purple cloak. He's the only man in here not staring at your tits."


The succubus giggled against my ear, but I'd already turned my attention to the man. He was tall, his cloak covering him from head to toe like a sleeping bag. He ascended the stairs to the upper level, moving in no particular hurry. I couldn't see his eyes, but the hole in his cloak was focused only on me.


Not an assassin, I thought, willing my heart to slow. An opportunity. Chill out, Kahlen - you're letting your need to protect these women go to your head...


The man stopped a few feet from the table and bowed just enough to not be insulting. "Are you Kahlen the Slayer?" a masculine voice asked.


"That would be me," I said, depositing Tera on the seat next to me. "Not a big fan of people who go around hiding their faces."


"My apologies." The hood slipped back, revealing a perfectly ordinary-looking middle-aged man. He wore as short beard, which might have helped distract from his thinning, receding hair. "My Master would like to speak with you."


Sasha gave the man a look like he'd just whipped his cock out and pissed all over the floor. "We were just about to go upstairs," she said, giving my hand a squeeze. "We're very tired, you see."


The man gave the three of us the once-over. From the look on his face, he knew exactly how 'tired' Sasha really was. "Very well," he said with a shrug. "My Master is patient - but I would try not to test the limits of that patience."


He reached into his robes and pulled out a small card, placing it on the table. I stared at it for a moment and picked it up.


"This will allow you entrance to my Master's dwelling," the man said. "Present it at the back door, if you would be so kind. So sorry, but the front is reserved for...a different class of petitioner."


"I'm used to that," I grunted, holding the square up to the light. "Not used to getting a business card from people who want to hire me, though..."


It was thick, made from heavy stock. One side of the card was blood-red, the other white. On the white side of it, two axes lay crossed like some kind of blacksmith's brand. Behind the weapons were a crudely drawn mirror, turning the two axes into blurry reflections.


"Master Dhalgren is fond of such gestures," the man said, nodding obsequiously. "Mutual respect and admiration is the foundation of good business relationships."


"Dhalgren," Tera murmured, her eyes taking on a faraway look. "Why do I feel like I've heard that name before?"


I had heard that name before - and I didn't want it to spoil the moment. "Tell your master I'll come see him," I grunted, grabbing Tara by the ass and throwing her over my shoulder. "In an hour."


The man nodded. "Very well. He shall see you then."


"Kahlen?" Sasha shot me a worried look. "What's going on?"


"Nothing," I said, turning my attention away from the man. "Let's go. You wanted to watch, right? Or did you want to do more?"


Her worries dropped away, replaced with a sultry smile. "Well," she purred, "that depends on how things go..."


Grinning, I carried the succubus up to my room to fuck her brains out. After that, I could decide whether we were going to accept this contract or run for the hills.


In retrospect, running might have been the more prudent option.


Chapter Two


"Oh, Kahlen," the succubus growled, her pert ass bouncing as she landed on the bed. "I love it when you're this forceful..."


"Now that," I grunted, unlacing my shirt, "is your fault. You bring out the beast in me, little demon girl. I can't control myself around you."


To emphasize the point, I grabbed Tera by the chin and smothered her mouth with mine, kissing her hard. She shimmied out of her skirt while our tongues explored each other's mouths, tossing the flimsy fabric across the room. With it gone, her pussy was bare and on display, and she ground it against my thigh as she helped me out of my clothes.


"Tell me what you want, Master," the succubus whimpered, her body writhing with need. "Anything you want. I belong to you - my body is yours, to serve you in any way you fucking want..."


I loved how completely submissive she was. The image of her on her knees in front of me filled my mind and refused to leave. I decided to make it a reality.


"Get right here," I grunted, sliding to the edge of the bed and spreading my legs. "Right now. Like a good little girl, Tara."


When she realized what she was going to have to do, her face flushed bright crimson. I caught her licking her lips as she sank to her knees in front of me, her back arching so she could shove her big ass in the air while she blew me.


"You want my mouth, Master?" the succubus asked, her eyes shining with adoration. "You want to cum inside my mouth, or you just want me to get you warmed up?"


"I'll decide that when I feel like it," I growled, grabbing up a handful of her hair and twirling it around my fist. With the thick strands pulled away, her horns were clearly visible sprouting from her forehead. Something about them always drove me wild. "Show me how much you love me, Tera. Take me down your throat, all the way to my fucking balls..."


Tera could do just that - and with a naughty little wink, she prepared to show me. Her mouth formed a perfect little 'o' as she wrapped her lips around my swollen crown. I grunted, shooting a spurt of precum all over her tongue as she swallowed me. Tera's eyes rolled back in her head as she tasted it, her lips forming an even tighter seal around my shaft as she sucked eagerly. Semen wasn't just an energy source to a succubus like Tera - it also got her high and horny as hell.


"Good girl," I said, easing her further and further down my shaft. "Take it all."


When I looked up, I caught sight of Sasha watching us. The sorceress was perched on the edge of a chair like a gargoyle, her skirt hiked all the way up over her waist. Her greedy fingers worked in her snatch, dripping with feminine juices as she expertly massaged her clit.


"Don't mind me," she groaned, her face a mask of pleasure. "I'm just enjoying the show."


Slowly, I shook my head. "Nuh uh." I patted the mattress next to me. "Not this time. Get your pretty ass over here and help your crush get me off."


If I hadn't had Tera's throat wrapped around my cock, I never would've been so bold. Sasha seemed to see it, too: her eyes widened almost like she'd been slapped, a flush of color rising to her cheeks. For a moment I worried she was going to cast a nasty spell - then her feet hit the floor and she was swaying her way across to me.


"You want me to share?" the sorceress asked, cocking one flawlessly-trimmed eyebrow.


"I...Oh..." Tera was really going hog-wild on my cock. Damn that girl knew how to please a man. "I know there's no one else on Earth you'd rather share a cock with," I grunted, my fingers tightening in the succubus' hair as I spoke. "You and I shared Tera the first time we fucked her," I added, meeting the sorceress' haughtiness with some of my own. "And Tera and I have shared you. It's time for me to sit back and enjoy the fun."


Sasha's lips twisted. "Oh? You think you deserve to have two women like us worshiping your cock?"


I've already got one, I thought. Two is just so much more fun.


"Unless you want to make me mad," I said, a cruel smirk rising to my face. "Do you need to get spanked again, you disobedient little brat?"


Sasha turned, presenting her ass for a moment as if that was exactly what she wanted. But before I could slap her, she dropped to her knees next to Tera. Gently she ran a finger down the succubus' cheek to get her attention, then pulled her off of my cock and kissed her.


"You taste amazing," Sasha said, breaking the kiss with passionate intensity. "You're perfect, Tera. I'm so glad we have you with us now."


"Me too," the succubus giggled, drunk off my cock. "Help me suck Master off?"


Sasha nodded, and the two women began their work.


If I'd thought being buried in Tera's wet, tight throat had been amazing, I was totally unprepared for two skilled mouths on my member. I closed my eyes, savoring the slick wetness and the suction as the sorceress and the succubus shared me. Fora while they made out with my cock between them, the dribbling crown perched between their lips, then Tera moved down to my balls and pressed her face into them with animalistic abandon. While she licked and sucked my balls and ran her tongue along the underside of my shaft, Sasha attacked the crown like a surgeon of pleasure - hitting sensitive spots I didn't even realize I had. Before long I was bucking and thrashing, half-mad with pleasure, nearly ready to blow.


Suddenly Sasha pulled off me with a wet little pop. "Hey," the sorceress said mischievously, tapping Tera on the shoulder. "Want to see a cool trick?"


Tera stopped what she was doing and nodded, her eyes going wide. Had they talked about this beforehand?


"Get that mouth back on me," I commanded. "I'm so fucking close."


Sasha wiggled her eyebrows as she dropped down on all fours. "Oh, I know," she purred. "Any woman could feel that. But what I'm about to give you, no other woman could do..."


I didn't understand. Then, a moment later when she slid beneath me, I did.


Sasha lifted herself off the ground, her face pressing against the underside of my balls - and then she went insubstantial. She passed right through me, her face raising up with her mouth spread open wide. My cock protruded from her mouth like some sort of crazy, thick tongue, sticking straight up and pumping precum down the shaft.


"Oh, this is so cool," Sasha said, sticking out her tongue. "Now hold still, Kahlen. Wouldn't want you to have an accident..."


Sasha tightened her mouth around me - and her lips went from ghostly to real. Her tongue curled around my base, and she started to blow me. Not going from the top of my dick down to the base, but up the other way. Only her lips and mouth were really there - the rest of her remained ghostly and permeable as mist. The slick heat and friction built as she ran all the way from my balls to the tip of my cock, with Tera's tongue swirling around the head whenever the sorceress' ghostly mouth retreated.


I couldn't believe what I was seeing. The feeling was fucking incredible. "I think I'm the first guy in history to get a reverse blowjob," I gasped, trying not to buck my hips. "That feels so weird - and so fucking good..."


"Bust all over my face," Tera begged, pouting and preening in front of me. She squeezed her ample breasts together, licking her lips as she readied herself for my load. "Spray your load all over me, Master!"


Sasha's mouth worked hard and fast, rolling all the way up my shaft over and over again. I watched, spellbound, as her head disappeared between my thighs and rose up between them, sucking me greedily. She gagged around me, my cock and my balls buried deep in her throat. It was way too much. It was fucking crazy.


My knees buckled as I shot ropes, the pleasure nearly blinding me as I exploded all over Tera's face and tits. Thick spurts of cum covered the succubus' flawless skin, bathing her in pearly white.


Sasha slowed down as the pleasure ebbed, then finally went completely ghost-mode and crawled back over to Tera. She snapped back into physical form and buried her face in the succubus' tits, coating her face in my seed.


"That was so fucking hot," Tera giggled, licking her lips clean. "I told you he'd bust harder than he has in his life if you did that..."


The room was still swimming a bit. I looked down at the two women beneath me, sharing my load, and for a second just marveled at how lucky of a man I was.


Sasha caught me staring and smirked up at me. "Now that," she said, "is you getting to lay back and enjoy the fun. What did you think?"


"I think I need to do that more often," I said.


"That trick with your mouth," Tera purred, scooping a gob of cum from her breast and swirling it on her tongue. "Do you think you could do that to me?"


Sasha eyed Tera's bare, dripping cunt. "It would be harder," she said after thinking about it. "But I'd be willing to try."


Tera nodded. "Good. Maybe later." She rose to her feet, her violet eyes gleaming with energy. "Because right now? Right now I need to get fucked."


I opened my mouth to tell Tera the spirit was willing, but the flesh was still weak. Then her eyes flashed again, and a mist descended upon me. My thoughts grew slow, all the hard edges in my vision blurred down to soft, glowing curves. Between my legs, my cock grew to full hardness - then pulsed up thicker, longer than before.


"There we go," Tera laughed, climbing on top of me. The head of my cock scraped against the roughness of her bare, shaven mound, then slid into her heat. Her warm, slick walls enveloped me and it was all I could do not to erupt inside of her right then and there.


The succubus let out a gasp as I entered her, groaning and arching her back. Every inch of me fit inside of her perfectly, like we were two tools expertly shaped to be used together. The head of my cock rammed into her g-spot as I bottomed out inside of her, and she tossed her head back and howled with bliss.


When she looked back down, she wasn't the same Tera as before.


The horns growing from her head had lengthened, taking on their true demonic form. She slammed her hips back down on me with hurricane force, bearing her fangs as she dictated the pace of our fucking. Harder and faster I pumped my hips against her, filling her to the brim and then some as I pumped her pussy like a fucking piston. I could just barely keep up with her - it was like trying to keep a wild animal from tearing out my throat. Tera was primal, totally unhinged, and her appearance was changing to match.


She let out a roar like the world was ending - and wings unfurled from her back. I stared at them in abject wonder as she rode me, the tendons in them flexing with every upthrust into her tight, wet perfection. The room fell away, the spell the succubus had put on me tearing away everything except the sight of her terrible, demonic beauty and the searing heat of her cunt as it clenched around me in the first of her many orgasms.


"Holy shit you're beautiful," I gasped, grabbing her hips for leverage to go even deeper. "Your cunt is so fucking perfect around me. I can't believe how good this feels..."


"Pour yourself into me, Master!" Tera cried in a voice that was no longer human. She scooped the remains of my cum off of her breasts with fingers that had turned into claws, lapping up my seed as she bounced up and down on my dick. "You've given me so much already! Now fill my cunt! Cum inside of me!"


It was delivered with the force of an order - and there was no way I could resist it. My hips bucked upwards one final time, driving as deep as I could into Tera's welcoming warmth, and I let go. Fireworks exploded behind my eyelids as I came, pumping her clenching, quivering pussy full of burst after burst of hot, sticky seed. The pleasure rolled over me, wave after wave, sweeter and purer than anything I'd ever known.


Tera could have done anything to me then. She could have enslaved me with those piercing violet eyes, made me call her Mistress. She could have torn my throat out and bathed in my blood, giving herself completely to her demonic nature. But she did no such thing. She was mine, and even though she was a demon, she wanted to be a good little whore for her Master.


Instead, she clamped down on my cock one final time and sailed over the edge, cumming in huge shuddering sobs as my seed splashed against her inner walls. Her body glowed with energy as my eruption revitalized her, pumped her full of more than just my seed. In an instant Sasha was there, kissing her as tears rolled down her cheeks. The horns on her forehead wilted back down to nubs, the fangs became teeth, and the claws against my chest turned back into nails as they raked me gently.


"Woah," I said when I was finally able to speak again. "Tera. I didn't know you could do that."


"I wasn't entirely sure myself, Master," she said, speaking through the sobs. "I'm not sad, Kahlen! I'm just...oh fuck, I'm so overwhelmed. That was so much..."


I knew what she meant. I took her into my arms and held her, both Sasha and I pressing our bodies against hers. "Usually succubi have to take energy," I murmured, stroking her hair. "Rip it away from the people they hunt. It's better when it's freely given, isn't it?"


"So much better," Tera moaned, and there was a peace and contentment in her eyes that I envied. "That was so strong, Master. I've...I've never had it like that before. You're the best man in the world..."


"Well now," Sasha interjected with a laugh. "Let's not be giving Kahlen ideas, sweetheart. You'll have him walking around here with his head too big to fit on his shoulders."


Tera sniffed again and wiped her lips. "He deserves it," she whispered, resting her head against my shoulder. "No man has ever made me cum like that."


Sasha watched us for a moment, then pulled Tera away and kissed her. "What about any woman?"


Tera bit her lip. "That would be wonderful. Maybe after a rest?"


"You two curl up," I said, fishing my boots out from under the bed. "As much as I've enjoyed this, I unfortunately have an appointment to keep."


Sasha's expression turned into one of worry. "You don't need us to go with you?"


I had thought about that. But I didn't want to concern the girls. "No," I said, shaking my head. "This is just a job interview. Dhalgren's not like that. And I'd prefer him not knowing I'm haunted just yet."


Sasha grinned. "He'll figure out eventually," she purred, pulling Tera into bed with her. "You sure you don't want to watch this?"


I did. I really fucking did. But I also really fucking needed the money. And I was so drained that not even Tera's violet eyes would be able to wring another fuck out of me for a while.


"You'd better be waiting for me when I get back," I growled at the door, watching the two women tumble over each other. "If I have to chase down a pair of escaped lesbian lovers, I'm gonna be pissed."


Tera's head shot up from the covers. "No! Master, how can you think I'd do that..."


"He's joking," Sasha purred, pulling the succubus' head between her legs. "Don't worry, you've only upset him a little. You can make it up to him by waiting for him on your knees by the door when he gets back..."


Chuckling, I closed the door and headed out to meet my next employer. I regretted missing the show, but I was already looking forward to the greeting I'd get from Tera when I returned...


Chapter Three


The streets of Vellum were less crowded when I left the inn and made my way to see Dhalgren. Most of the merchants had packed up and left the market square for the night, with only the desperate or the foolhardy still hawking their wares. At the mouth of each alleyway, half-dressed women and girls waited languidly, making eye contact with every man who passed by.


One glance at my satisfied expression and they turned away. They knew instinctively that I would not be one of their clients that night.


After some time, I came to a much livelier street. Here the thoroughfare was bathed in colored lights. The sound of music spilled from bars and nightclubs as people in various states of drunkenness made their way from one location to the other. I made my way past in no particular hurry, watching the crowds calmly but not without caution, until I came to a small restaurant at the intersection. A set of crooked but clean steps led to an entrance just beneath ground level.


This is the place, I thought, glancing at the business card I'd been given. I stared at it for a long time, wondering whether I should go in.


Few men knew Dhalgren's face, but many more knew of his reputation. Any illicit activities in the five Free Cities, once they reached a certain level of revenue, inevitably fell under his control. Gambling, drugs, prostitution: they might have been run by local thugs and madames, but their boss' boss' boss was always him. Those who didn't like it tended to end up face-down in a canal with a knife in their back.


What does he need a monster hunter for? I asked myself, staring down at the entrance. Whatever job he had for me would obviously pay well, but just as obviously would come with strings attached. Pissing him off would give me a very powerful enemy - and I had enough of those to last a lifetime.


I watched the door a few moments more, then shrugged and went down the steps. The smell of roasting meat hit my nostrils the second I opened the door. Inside, the restaurant was dimly lit and cozy. The tables were set far back and outside of the candle's glow, to give their patrons privacy.


The maitre d, an officious looking man with a paunch, coughed. "Welcome," he said, in a tone that let me know I wasn't. "Do you have a reservation?"


I fished the card from my pocket and handed it to him. "I'm expected," I said dryly.


He covered his surprise well. His eyes bulged a fraction, then the mask of courtesy was back on his face. "Right this way," he said, gesturing for me to follow. A few heads turned as we made our way to the back of the restaurant, but their stares never lingered for long. It still made me feel damned uncomfortable, though.


We eventually reached a door in the back of a partitioned out space, a sign hung over it that said Private Events Only. The man didn't even glance up at it as he turned the knob and gestured for me to enter.


"Right here," he muttered, sounding glad to be rid of me. Once I stepped into the room, the door shut behind me with exactly enough force to not be considered a 'slam'.


There were a number of tables in the private section, but only one was occupied. A slender, middle-aged man with salt-and-pepper hair sat at it, nibbling at the remnants of a roast duck. Three large men lounged behind him, keeping one eye on me and one on their boss.


"Ah." The man had the bumished skin of a farmhand, but a single button on his suit likely cost more than I made in bounty hunting in a year. "Kahlen the Slayer. You may approach, hunter."


I took slow, cautious steps towards the table, conscious of the eyes on me. "Heard you wanted to speak to me."


"Sit." He flashed a wide smile and gestured to the chair across from him. "Are you hungry? Thirsty? I'll have whatever you'd like brought up from the kitchen."


"No thanks," I said, taking a seat. "I'd rather discuss business."


His teeth disappeared, his mouth curling into a wry little smirk. "Why, I would have thought you'd worked up quite an appetite," he said, taking a sip from his goblet. "It's hungry work pleasing a succubus, or so I've heard."


I stiffened. He knew. Of course he knew.


I showed teeth of my own, both hands on the table. "Is that a threat?"


The men behind him stirred, readying themselves, but Dhalgren's wave sent them back to their positions. "Of course not," he said with a chuckle. "You've just been a popular man lately, is all. Your name's on quite a lot of tongues in my city. Heard you burnt down a village not too long ago?"


I relaxed a fraction. "It was only the one building," I said. "Rumors tend to get exaggerated the more people spread them."


"Don't they just!" Without warning, Dhalgren clapped his hands, The sound was so loud in the small chamber that it nearly made me wince. "I'm sure you're wondering why I called you here today, Slayer."


There was something predatory about his smile. The sense of unease I'd had since I walked in the door only grew deeper.


"I have to warn you," I said, "I generally only deal with monsters. Unless you've got a striga problem in the sewers or a vodyanoi under your bed, there's probably nothing I can do for you that any of those three men you've got sitting behind you can't."


Dhalgren leaned forward. "That's where you're wrong," he said. "I need a tracker, Kahlen. Someone who can hunt down prey: who isn't afraid to follow the trail wherever it might lead. Wherever it might lead," he added, pounding his leg for emphasis.


"In that case," I said, spreading my hands, "I'm your man." I hope, anyway...


He nodded, took another sip from his wine glass, and reached into his suit jacket. I tensed up, sensing a trap, but when his hand emerged it was only holding a small glass vial.


"I'm going to assume you know what this is," he said, nodding towards me.


I scrutinized it closer. Inside the glass was grayish powder, speckled here and there with beads of white. I knew what it was, of course. Any citizen of the Free Cities over the age of five would have recognized it.


"Rustleaf," I pronounced with a sigh. "This is about drugs, Dhalgren?"


"Rustleaf," Dhalgren repeated, rolling the word over his tongue for emphasis. "It's not just a drug, Slayer. It's part of the character of this city. Half the men and women who live here are gleeful addicts of the stuff: the other half just use it on the weekend. Rustleaf's as much a part of Vellum as its marketplace or its Parliament - more so, if I may say so myself. It's home and hearth to many of the city's best and brightest."


"Uh huh," I said, not believing him in the slightest. "It's definitely not a way to keep the poor even poorer." And a way to make Dhalgren even richer than he already was, although I didn't dare say that to his face. The drug trade was one of the pillars of Dhalgren's empire - and that pillar was the color of rustleaf.


"Man will have his vices," Dhalgren said, tucking the vial away. "Woman, too. So you're familiar with my product, though you do not personally imbibe. I suspect you're less familiar with this."


He produced another vial, the same size and shape as the first. Only this one wasn't full of rustleaf. Inside floated a bright purple fluid, which seemed almost to glow inside of the glass. Oddly enough, the color reminded me of Tera's eyes.


"Never seen it before," I said, peering at the vial intently. As I watched, the colors seemed to swirl and shift, until the rest of the room blurred and darkened around it. Blinking, I turned my head away.


"It does that," Dhalgren said with a smirk. "It's a new drug. Locals on the street are calling it Hydra. And wouldn't you know it, Slayer - I don't have the faintest idea how it got that name. In fact, I have no idea where it comes from."


"I'm guessing it's a little stronger than rustleaf," I guessed.


Dhalgren laughed - an actual belly laugh, loud and long. "It's something else," he admitted, tucking the vial away. "Induces euphoria, hallucinations - all the good shit. They've taken to using it on the customers at my brothels - without my permission, mind you - and I'm told the place looks like a Ruman orgy by the time the night's over."


So that was it, then. "You're upset someone's muscling in on your turf," I said with a grunt. "Pitching a superior product-"


"I didn't say it was superior." In an instant, all the jocularity was gone from Dhalgren's face. In its place was the shark-like smile that had no doubt been the last thing countless low-level street thugs who crossed him ever saw. "It's different, that's all. So different that my boys have no clue how to make any of their own. So, Slayer, as I said - I need someone with tracking skills."


I thought about it for a moment. Then I shook my head.


"I'm not going to help you kill someone," I said firmly. My eyes flickered to the thugs just behind Dhalgren, waiting for their first move. Three-on-one were terrible odds, but I'd dealt with worse before.


Dhalgren gave me a look of wide-eyed surprise. "Kill them? You misunderstand me, Slayer. I would never kill the person capable of such artistry. I want to hire them."


His words took me by surprise. "Hire?"


He chuckled. "I'm not a cruel man, no matter what you may have heard," he said, sounding amused. "I'm not upset about Hydra - on the contrary, I love it. I just want to be in control of it. Same as you're in control of that cute little succubus back at your inn, Slayer. When you find this person, tell them that I'm more than willing to make it worth their while."


The implied threat in mentioning Tera again wasn't lost on me. I know, he was saying. Don't try anything, or you'll see how cruel I really can be.


"Uh huh," I grunted. "And what happens if whoever is making this drug doesn't want your generosity, Dhalgren? What


if they turn down your offer?"


"That'll be between me and them," he said with a shrug. "Nothing for you to worry about. Now, as to the matter of payment..."


Before I could say another word, he snapped his fingers. One of the men behind him shifted, and I reached for my sword - but he was only laying something on the table. A sack, which clinked when it hit the wooden tabletop. My heart thudded a little harder.


"That's half," Dhalgren pronounced, spreading his hands. "All gold. You can check it if you'd prefer. You'll get the other half when you bring the person behind Hydra to me."


I unlaced the sack and glanced inside. It was stuffed full of coins, stuffed so full that the leather of the sack bulged. They gleamed up at me, golden and glittering in the dim light.


"This is more than I customarily take for a job," I said, keeping my hand steady. "Considerably more."


He flashed a magnanimous grin. "I treat my employees very well. Don't I, fellas?" The three men behind him all grunted and nodded their heads.


"Where should I bring this person?" I asked, my throat suddenly dry.


"Here is fine," Dhalgren said with a shrug. "Oh, and Slayer? Try not to take too long. I understand searching the Free Cities is a lot of work, but I'm not that patient of a man. Don't keep me waiting, got it?"


I got it. "Yeah," I said, taking the sack of coins and fastening it to my belt. "I understand. You've got a deal, Dhalgren."


The man smiled, leaned back in his seat and steepled his fingers. "Excellent," he said. Then he jerked his head over one shoulder and nodded at the right-most man behind him. "He can go." The man stood up with a rumble and opened the door back to the other side of the restaurant. I hadn't even realized it was locked.


When I looked back at Dhalgren, he had a shit-eating grin on his face. "Good luck," he said.


I would never have gotten out of there, I realized, a sinking feeling spreading through my stomach as I made my way back to the street. Tera and Sasha would've never seen me again. Would Sasha have been able to stay here, haunt the succubus instead of me? Or would my death sever her from the mortal plane completely?


It was something to think about - which is what I did on the way back. The streets had almost completely cleared out as I walked back to the inn, winding through the streets of Vellum. The girl I'd seen earlier was standing in an alley with a man's hands around her waist. I met her eyes for a moment, then she closed her eyes and faced the wall with a lusty groan. I shook my head and moved on.


Tera and Sasha were both passed out when I reached the room, their bodies jumbled together with the covers spread out all around the bed. They had fun, I thought, a note of joy cutting through my worry. I stripped out of my clothes and crawled into bed, pulling a cover of the bedspread over my body.


For a while I stared up at the ceiling, thinking about those coins. We're set on money for a while, I thought, excitement brimming up inside of me. Quite a while. In the darkness, I reached out and ran my hand over Tera's smooth leg, reassuring myself it was there.


I had just become a wealthy man. Now I needed to wait for the other shoe to drop.


Chapter Four


The next moming, after breakfast, I made my way back to the place I'd seen the girl the night before. The same places where women plied their trade after dark tended to be the ones where men lurked during the day, selling the pills and powders that kept the citizens of Vellum wired and working hard. If there wasn't anyone there, I'd search the city for somewhere else - someone who could be my first lead.


But of course, there was.


I was staring at the alley when there was a ripple at the corner of my eye. Sasha stepped out of a hole in the air, asserting herself by my side. "You're thinking him?" she asked, crossing her arms beneath her breasts.


I nodded. Sasha knew everything I knew. I explained the whole situation to her and Tera over breakfast: Dhalgren's request, the new drug coursing through the city, all of it. They were more than willing to help, even though part of me would have preferred they'd stay away. I still wasn't entirely used to working with other people - too much of a lone wolf.


Sasha, however, wasn't about to let me operate that way. "Leave it to me," she said with a sniff, walking into the alley before I could stop her. When I ducked inside, she'd already caught the attention of a furtive, red-haired man who looked barely out of boyhood.


"You there," she purred, her eyes glittering like jewels. "I need some more of that stuff!"


He eyed Sasha warily - twice as much so when he saw me coming up behind her. "What do you want? And who's this?"


"This?" Sasha giggled, turned around and raked my chest with her nails. She really did do a perfect impression of a flighty, haughty noblewoman. "My boring bodyguard. He doesn't want me to get my hands on any more of that wonderful stuff, but he's not going to stop me. You have to do what I say, don't you, you dog?"


I didn't have to fake the angry look on my face or the growl that came out of my mouth. "Yes, m'lady," I grunted, the very picture of a pissed-off servant.


The man nodded, seemingly satisfied. "What you need?" he asked again.


Sasha's eyes took on a faraway cast. "Whatever they gave me at that wondrous party last night," she whispered, her voice as husky as a courtesan's. "It was like liquid amethyst. I rather lost control after I drank some - I ended up with so many nobles. Girls and boys. It was so much fun..."


The man swallowed hard like he was imagining Sasha in the middle of a royal gang-bang. I didn't like him thinking it, but I stayed my tongue. "That would by Hydra, m'lady," the man said with a knowing grin. "As it happens, I have a bit right here..."


"Freeze," Sasha said, putting a finger against the man's forehead.


He trailed off, his eyes slowly traveling upward. They rolled back into his head, pointed at Sasha's fingertip. "Uuuuugh," he groaned, his hand falling out of his pocket. "Ugh."


"Hurry up," I grunted, glancing at the entrance to the alley. "Won't be long before a guard passes."


Sasha chuckled. "Have you forgotten so quickly, Kahlen? I have ways of hiding us from prying eyes. Especially in back alleys..."


The memory of her legs wrapped around me in a side street just like this one filled my mind's eye and refused to leave. Sasha had encased us in a spell, so that the two of us could fuck like animals only a few feet away from passerby without them seeing or hearing any of it. It had been hot as hell.


Now she did the same thing, but without the sex part. I rather liked the sex part.


"There," she said, turning her attention back to the drug dealer. "We're shrouded. For a while, at least."


"Good," I said. "His boss will be checking on him periodically. No telling when he'll get back. I'm assuming if someone walks right up to us, the illusion will be broken?"


A curt nod from Sasha told me all I needed to know.


"Alright," I said. "So make him talk."


Sasha squared her shoulders and wiggled her fingers. When she spoke, it was in a deep, almost inhuman voice - one that echoed inside of my skull.


"Where do you get the Hydra?" Sasha demanded.


The man's body gave a jerk. Blood streamed out of his nose. I didn't care that Sasha was hurting him - the man was scum. I just wanted answers.


"Tell me!" Sasha growled, getting right up in the man's face. "Obey your Mistress!"


"My...my boss gets it," the man sputtered. His body quivered as he tried to regain control of his limbs, but whatever spell Sasha was using was far too strong. "He brings it to me, I swear!"


"And where does your boss get it?" I grunted, hand on my sword. "If you don't know, don't bullshit us. We'll ask him ourselves if we have to."


"N-no," he sputtered, more blood leaking down his lips. His eyes rolled in his head like marbles, like a crazed calf. "I know. I know. He's taken me there."


"Where?" I growled.


"House by the dock," the man whispered. "Red brick. Just past the tannery. But it's locked, sealed up - I don't know how he gets inside..."


"Leave that to us," Sasha said, releasing her grip on the man. He slumped over like a ragdoll, falling on his ass in the mud. "Sleep now. When you wake, you will remember none of this."


The man nodded once and passed out. "His boss won't like him sleeping on the job," I said with a hint of amusement.


"Who cares?" Sasha's lips pursed sourly. "I touched his mind, Kahlen. He deserves much worse than a thrashing from his employer."


The house the man had mentioned was on the other side of town. Sasha and I made our way slowly in that direction, the streets thronged with crowds.


"I don't like this," I said as we reached a bend in the thoroughfare. "This seems too easy. Why would Dhalgren hire a monster hunter to do this kind of work when he could have had his goons rough up a few drug dealers and get the same leads?"


"Maybe he's a fan," Sasha said dryly. "He does seem to know quite a bit about your exploits."


I shook my head. "No one gives a bag of gold to someone without expecting something in return. Especially a man like Dhalgren."


"I know. I was being cheeky." Sasha brushed a little bit closer to me. "Actually, I've begun to entertain a disturbing possibility."


"Which is?"


"That he did exactly as you said," Sasha muttered, taking my hand as the docks spread out beneath us. "Sent men to rough people up and find this drug. And none of them came back."


It was a chilling thought. I pushed it to the back of my mind. "There it is," I said, pointing. "Red brick, just like he said."


In truth, it was a very strange building, for all that it looked perfectly ordinary. Unlike the other one-and-two-story buildings fringing the bay, it was virtually untouched by the salty sea air. It was also the only building in the vicinity not made of wood. The more I looked at it, the more it seemed to stand out - until it felt odd that it didn't attract more attention.


A moment later, I understood why. Sasha froze in her tracks, the muscles of her back tensing beneath my palm. "Kahlen," she said, shivering. "There is magic here. Powerful magic."


My hand slid to the hilt of my sword. I scanned the street both ways, readying myself for an attack.


"Not like that," Sasha whispered. "Kahlen, I don't think anyone else here sees this building. Look around."


I did - and the pieces snapped into place. Dockworkers and hawkers never looked directly at the red brick front - and when their paths intersected with it, they stepped around it in a tight arc, like they were encircling it with rope.


"It's like it's not even there," I agreed. "One big blind spot."


"Unless you're one of the people who are allowed to pick up the Hydra," Sasha said. "Or, presumably, someone who's been told about the place. Kahlen, I don't like this one bit."


"I'm liking it less and less," I grunted. "But it's go inside, or go back to Dhalgren empty-handed. I think we both know what would happen if I did that."


Sasha nodded. My mind worked furiously, thinking over the variables, and I came to a decision.


"Stay out here," I commanded, stepping forward.


"What?" Sasha's hand grabbed my shoulder. "You're not going in there by yourself, Kahlen. That's crazy-"


"If 'm right, there's wards on this place," I explained. "Anything nonhuman that enters is going to set off alarms. Besides, I need you to watch my back." I pointed one way up the street, then the other. "If you catch sight of anyone who can see this place, who might be about to enter, use that power of yours to scream at me inside my mind. I'll try to get back out before they see me."


Sasha didn't look happy, but finally she let go of my shoulder. "If you get hurt," she whispered, "then Tera will never forgive you."


"I'll never forgive me, either." I said, staring at the door. "Now do what I say and keep your eyes open. If I end up dead with a knife in my back from some brigand, I'm never going to forgive you. Maybe I'll even end up haunting you for a change."


"That would be something," Sasha admitted. She glanced nervously up and down the street, then gestured at the house. "Go on, go. If I see anything, I'll come running. Or floating."


I pulled her close and gave her a kiss. Then I stalked off to the squat brick building, to see what awaited me there.


Chapter Five


That guy wasn't kidding, I thought, feeling my way along the brick wall. How the hell am I supposed to get into this place?


As soon as I made my way across the street to the building, I discovered a problem. What I'd taken to be a door was actually a cleverly-built wooden facade, nothing more than a few boards tacked up against the brick with leftover mortar. The wood was the same color as the mortar, gray and dull, so until you were a few feet away it was impossible to see the difference.


I glanced back over my shoulder. Sasha stood at the intersection, her body half in shadow. She looked nervous. Her head darted back and forth, trying to keep both sides of the street under surveillance. I knew I wouldn't get much help there.


"Well, shit," I grunted, testing the corner of the wall with a knuckle. "Solid craftsmanship. I'd hate to knock it down..."


A sudden thought occurred to me. The building itself was under some kind of visual illusion. Why not the door?


Step by step I made a complete circuit of the walls. Every couple of steps I tapped the backs of my knuckles against the brick, searching for any sign that the section I touched was different from the rest of the wall.


I was on the exact opposite side from the door when I noticed it. My knuckles seemed to sink a fraction of an inch into the bricks, and the wall...shimmered around the tapped area. I took a step back and stared closer. This was it.


"One way to find out," I grunted, reaching into my bag. "Let's give this a try..."


I took out my chalk and began to trace a symbol on the wall. It wasn't terribly unlike the magic trap I'd drawn on the floor of the Heatherhill mansion - the cantrip that had bound Sasha and allowed her to realize she was a ghost. Just like there, I waited to close the circle until the final runes were written. As I finished the drawing, the whole wall gave a shuddering shimmer and vanished.


I was now staring down a flight of steep steps, going directly into the ground.


"Basements," I muttered, gathering up my chalk and pulling a torch from my bag. "Why does it always have to be a basement?"


The descent was longer than I'd expected. I pictured a cellar just a few feet beneath the surface, stuffed with a cache of illicit drugs; when I'd counted a hundred steps without any sign of the bottom I knew something much stranger was afoot.


The scent of herbs hit my nostrils: cardamom, turmeric and ginger. The further down I traveled, the more the stairwell smelled like a busy market stall at midday.


"Kahlen?" Sasha's ghostly voice infiltrated my head, echoing across the inside of my skull. "Are you alright? Raise your right hand if you can hear me."


I did. It happened to be the one holding the torch, so the shadows lengthened even further down the stairs. Which was how I noticed I was only a few feet from the ground.


"Good," the sorceress said telepathically. "Th...something strange...the street..."


"What?" I held a hand against the side of my head, like that could somehow improve the reception. "What was that, Sasha? Answer me!"


There were no more words from Sasha. Instead, something wrapped itself around my foot.


I had just enough time to get my fingers around the hilt of my sword when the thing tugged, sending me head-over-heels down the remaining stairs. A flash of pain exploded in my knee and I felt a wrenching twist as I hit the ground. Whatever it was had my other ankle tight, dragging me bodily into the darkness.


"Let me go!" I shouted, punctuating the sentence with a swing of my blade. It flashed in the darkness, and for an instant I got a glimpse of something. Something impossible.


An angry hiss came from somewhere behind me. "Let's get that away from you," a woman's voice said. Another weight came down on my hand, loosening my grip around the sword. With a metallic clang, it rolled into the shadows.


I reached out in vain for something, anything to hold on to. My fingers grazed a wall as I was dragged across the floor, but there was nothing on which I could get any sort of leverage.


Suddenly my feet were no longer on the ground. The thing that held me lifted me up, coiling around my body tighter and tighter. The hissing increased in volume, getting closer to my face.


"I'm not here to hurt you," I said, trying to work my foot free of the coils. Nothing worked - they were as strong as steel. "Please-"


Torches along the wall blazed to life. And I found myself Staring into the eyes of a beautiful woman.


From the waist up, a beautiful woman. Long blonde hair, the kind of cheekbones women would kill each other for, piercing blue eyes - if she'd been employed at one of Dhalgren's brothels, the madames could have charged any price for her they wanted.


The tail made it a bit of a problem, though.


My eyes traveled down her body, already knowing what I'd see. Just past her tanned belly the scales began, growing in number and thickness until the space where her legs would have been became a thick, muscular tail. It was that tail that had me tied up, flexing tight enough that I knew it would have been nothing for her to squeeze me to death.


She wore little more than rags - a strip of leather just above her tail gave the impression of a bikini bottom, while the strip around her shoulders was almost comically undersized for her breasts.


"You're a Naga," I said, my mouth dropping open. "All of you are supposed to be dead."


"Well I'm not," she said, her voice a sibilant hiss. "You're cute."


"I didn't come here to kill you," I said, hastening to explain. "You are in danger-"


She grinned. Long, pointed fangs protruded from between her lips. A new flare of pain exploded in my shoulder, and when I looked, I saw a pair of puncture wounds jutting through my shirt and into flesh.


"You bit me," I said, dazed. "Oh fuck..."


She settled back and grinned, the coils remaining snugly around my body. A warm sensation gathered in my core, spreading throughout my body as the room blurred. Poison, l realized, the word itself already starting to lose meaning as the venom did its work. Blood seeped from the wound in my shoulder, along with a curious violet fluid. It was like I'd seen it before...


I stiffened. I had seen it before. Dhalgren kept a vial of it in his pocket.


Chapter Six


"It's you," I muttered, my lips going numb. "You're the one making Hydra. Only you're not making it - it's coming from you. It's poison..."


The naga grinned, showing off her fangs. "It's only poison if I put enough of it inside of you," she said, cradling me with her tail like a mother with an infant. "I didn't give you enough to stop your heart, unless you're a lot weaker than you look. And I hope you're not, stud - 'cause you and me are going to have a lot of fun."


I opened my mouth to say something, but the words dissolved on my tongue. I tasted something...wonderful. The darkness of the chamber suddenly seemed very bright indeed - and vibrant. I stopped struggling against the coils around me, my head lolling back on my shoulders.


"There you go," the naga said, sounding far away. "Ride it, stud. Ride Momma Taylor's special kiss..."


Holy shit, I thought weakly. The pressure and warmth around me felt amazing. Before I knew it I was rocking my hips against the coils, my cock as hard and stiff as an iron girder. I couldn't think - I didn't want to think. I wanted to feel good, and whatever she'd put inside of me was doing that in fucking spades.


"Good boy," the naga purred, reaching down to her loincloth. "You're almost ready to please me."


She brushed away the fabric, and where flesh met scales she revealed a long, dripping wet slit. Her fingers slid inside, stoking her inner fire as she watched me writhe and grunt. Watching me fall under the effects of her venom must have been a huge tum-on: I didn't blame her for feeling that way. It was a huge tum-on for me, too.


"You came at the perfect time," she whispered, bringing her upper half against me. "I've been so fucking horny lately. Having to hide out is such a drag. I know it'll all be worth it once I make that bitch pay, but don't I deserve to have a little fun along the way? Huh? Don't I, stud?"


"Yes," I whimpered, barely able to comprehend what she was saying. "You deserve everything. Oh I think I'm gonna die..."


"You're not gonna die," she said with a smirk. "You're gonna be one of Momma's good little drones. You're gonna fuck me nice and hard, you understand?"


The drug coursed through my veins, ripping away my ability to resist her. I would've crawled through broken glass for this woman - being asked to fuck her was no imposition at all.


"Uh huhhh," I groaned, a thick spurt of precum spraying from my cock all over her coils. I didn't remember her removing my clothes, but her coils around my bare skin felt so good I couldn't stop from crying out. "Please, please..."


"You like that, don't you?" Taylor had a wicked look on her face as the coils pulled tighter around me. I knew if I wasn't high as fuck that it would hurt, maybe even hurt a Jot - but with her venom in my bloodstream, every sensation was the sweetest pleasure. "You like being so tight and safe in my coils, don't you? You like it when I give you a nice tight hug, so tight you can't even think straight."


I nodded, unable to speak.


"God, I lucked out with you," she said, licking her lips. "You'll make a perfect fucking servant. Once I break you, of course. But you seem pretty close to broken already, stud. If I turn the heat up anymore, you might just forget your own name..."


No! A faint voice in the back of my mind screamed. Images of the women who depended on me - Sasha, Tera - flickered in my head, desperate to reassert themselves. Suddenly I knew what had happened to all the people Dhalgren had sent after the source of this drug before he hired me.


"Sssh, calm down," Taylor hissed. Her long tongue, much longer than a human woman's, snaked out and caressed my cheek lovingly. "You'll love being my slave. You get tight, tight hugs whenever you want." The comer of her mouth turned up a fraction, and something in her body shifted. "Special hugs."


She squeezed, and with a groan of pleasure I realized what she'd done. The coils around my waist had worked loose a fraction, allowing my erect cock to slide between them. When she tensed around me, squeezing, it slid between the thick bands of muscle until the swollen head popped out from between them. It was intense, and when added to the already considerable pleasure of being squeezed, nearly made me lose my mind.


Taylor leaned back and flexed her hips, her fingers working in her reptilian slit as the thick coils of muscle in her tail clenched around me again and again. "So tight. So awesome. Momma gives you so much pleasure, doesn't she? Your big cock can barely take it." She leaned in very, very close, lapping at me again with her tongue. "You're gonna love what this tail does when I cum," she confessed, giggling. "Gonna squeeze you until you pass out and shoot that big load all over my perfect tail. You're gonna give me every last drop of it, then you're going to be mine..."


I fought. Really, I tried. But I was rapidly losing my hold on reality. Colors flashed behind my eyelids as I gave into the pleasure, bucking and thrashing madly as my cock pumped between her coils over and over again. She squeezed me so tight that I flickered in and out of consciousness, until I couldn't tell when I was present and when I wasn't. There was nothing but the pleasure, the poison in my veins, the white-hot need of my cock and the rolling grip of her coils as they literally wrung me dry.


The pleasure reached a peak and exploded. I screamed with utter bliss, my cock erupting between Taylor's thick coils. I shot ropes, fat ropes of spunk that stood out pearly white on the dark scales of her tail. I was foaming at the mouth as I poured myself out onto her, like a worshiper placing their libation on a sacrificial altar.


When it was finally over, the darkness crept in. Taylor held me tight, lifted my body off of the floor and let me slid into the coils of her tail. They covered my shoulders, my head, until all of my senses went dark and the only sound or sensation in the world was what she gave me.


I hope you find me, Sasha, I thought deliriously. Because there's no way I can fight this. No wonder everyone who tried to hunt this woman down is dead...


Or, I realized with a horrified start, maybe not dead. Maybe all of them were her brain-dead, addicted worshipers now.


And I was about to be next.


With that thought, the naga picked me up and pulled me deeper into the darkness...
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